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Chapter 1 - And So It
Begins




Miss Anastasia Steele calls me. And I
can’t believe how fucking happy about it I am. What am I, a
fourteen year old adolescent or something?

“Er... we’d like to go
ahead with the photo shoot for the article,” she tells me in a
breathy, nervous little voice.  “Tomorrow if that’s okay.
Where would be convenient for you, Sir?”

Just hearing her call me
‘Sir’ over the
phone does things to me, but I manage to keep my cool and suggest
that we meet at The Heathman at nine thirty the following
morning. 

Hell, I can stay in Portland a bit
longer, I can work from here and get Taylor and Andrea to organize
things for me– that’s their job. 

I try to convince myself
that maybe seeing little Miss Steele again will help rid me of this
annoying and inconvenient obsession for her that I seem to have
developed, but the truth is I just can’t help
myself. I have to see her
again.

 


~~~

 


And it’s still
there. I feel
it as we shake hands when we meet the following morning. That
electricity humming between us. What is that all about? But as we
touch I know she feels it too, because her breathing becomes
erratic and she blushes that sexy shade of pink that I’m becoming
all too familiar with. I’d like to
see her ass that shade of pink after I’ve spanked the shit out of
her. Asking me if I was gay, how fucking dare she.

Anastasia introduces me to Katherine
Kavanagh. Jeez, I’m glad it wasn’t her that fell into my office. Oh
sure, she’s attractive in the conventional way, but she doesn’t
interest me in the slightest. And she’s bossy and controlling in a
way that I find most unpleasant in a woman. 

No, I’d much rather look at little
Miss Steele any day of the week. 

Especially as she is
wearing tight skinny jeans which showcase that delectable ass of
hers... and those long luscious legs… and as for her perfect tits
in that tight T shirt… Christ what I could do to her…

But then I am most
displeased when I see the look that passes between Anastasia and
the photographer guy, Jose Rodriguez. I hope Welch hasn’t screwed
up with his security check and missed that she has a boyfriend. I’m
gonna be pissed with him if he has.
Shit, photographer guy really wants into her panties big
time. He can sure as hell fuck off.

“Where would you like me?”
I ask him coolly, and from his look he knows exactly what I’m
threatening him with. He really doesn't want to mess with me if he
knows what’s good for him.

But then bossy Katherine
Kavanagh takes over to organize the photo shoot, and some stupid
fucker blinds me with lights – this is what comes of dealing with
stupid little amateurs I guess, and serves me right for agreeing to
this shoot. 

But I play nice, because it
means I get to look at Anastasia for the next twenty minutes or so.
Crap, she is so shy that I only manage to catch her eye twice in
all that time, so it’s real hard to try and assess if it's worth me
trying to set things up with her.

Could she really be my new
submissive? Training her to my own singular tastes would be so
arousing… Hell, I really want her, so I’ve just got to give it a
shot. And because I’m used to getting
my own way all of the time, failure is not
an option. 
“Will you walk with me, Miss
Steele?” I ask her as the photo shoot finally comes to an
end.

She is clearly very
surprised by my request, so it seems she has no idea that I find
her attractive. So naïve, so
appealing.

The photographer guy is
not at all happy when she quickly agrees, and as I hold the door
open for her to leave with me, he scowls
fiercely. Tough shit boy.

Christ but she fidgets so
nervously as she stands there, and I get an immediate hard on as I
picture all the possible means that I could employ to cure that. Oh
yeah, get her tightly bound up and then maybe use the crop, the
flogger, or even a paddle… but I mustn’t get ahead of myself. She
may run a hundred miles when she gets a hint of what I want from
her. But I can’t let that happen, I just can’t

I wait for Taylor to follow
us out. His face is as impassive as ever, but I know he must be
curious as to why I'm breaking with my normal protocol for
selecting a new sub by actively pursuing this particular little
brown haired girl - he’s seen enough of them over the years to know
how things usually work. But of course he knows better than to ask
any questions.

“I’ll call you, Taylor,” I
instruct him, and he disappears towards the exit.

“I wonder
if you would join me for coffee this morning,” I ask Anastasia, as
I carefully study her to gauge her reaction, unable to resist
staring at her beautiful face.

Oh those stunning blue
eyes, no wonder I’ve been dreaming about them every night. I’ve
never seen such amazing color eyes before. I’ve always selected
subs with brown eyes. 

She looks completely
astounded and shocked by my request. 

“I have to drive everyone
home,” she finally mutters, as she nervously twists her fingers
again.

Shit! She’s turning me
down? No, no way! I’m not having this.

“TAYLOR.” I call him
back. 

“Are they
college based?” I ask. When she just quietly nods, I tell her that
Taylor will take her friends back and quickly instruct him
accordingly. Problem worked out.  Now she can have coffee with
me.

But instead she frowns, and for one dreadful minute I think she is
going to turn me down –
again. 

But then she comes up with
her own solution. She will swap cars with her friend Kate. So
she does want to go on a date with me. I am
stupidly, ridiculously pleased by this,
and I give her one of my best winning smiles as I let her back into
the room to arrange things with her friend. 

After what seems like an
age, she finally reappears.

“Okay, let’s do coffee,”
she whispers as she looks at me shyly and flushes deeply yet again.
I just wish I knew exactly what she's thinking to make her blush
that way – intriguing.

“After you, Miss Steele,” I
grin, letting her go ahead of me, so that I can enjoy the way her
perfect little ass moves as she walks.

Christian Grey, CEO of
Grey Enterprises, and BDSM Dominant Supreme,
has never gone on a date to get a new submissive
before.

But for this alluring and
fascinating creature that seems to have completely beguiled me,
I am going on a date. 

Bring it on.

 


~~~

 


As we walk down the hotel
corridor together, I gently start my interrogation of Miss Steele.
I need to find out how involved she is with her friends and family,
to assess whether there could be any problems with her embracing
the lifestyle that comes with being my sub.

“How long have you known
Katherine Kavanagh?”

Clearly the tenacious Miss
Kavanagh has considerable influence over her, as she managed to
convince her to drive all the way from Portland to Seattle as stand
in for her to interview me. Thank Christ
she did.

“Since our freshman year.
She’s a good friend.”

“Hmm.”

She could be a problem, as
I expect my subs to devote every weekend
to me, not
to ‘friends’. They have to be available for sex whenever, however,
I want it. That’s the deal. And usually I want it a lot. I most
certainly will with Miss Steele.

I press the call button for
the elevator, and as the doors open they reveal a young couple in a
passionate clinch, who quickly jump apart guiltily.

I can see that Anastasia is
blushing again and struggling to hide a smile as she peeks up at me
through her lashes. Christ, she looks so adorable when she does
that.

As we reach the ground
floor and the doors open, I take her hand to lead her out. I find I
really like the feel of her much smaller hand in mine.

We hear the young couple in
the elevator giggling as we walk away and I can’t help
smiling.

“What is it about
elevators?” I murmur, but the truth is I understand only too well
how the confined space of the elevator serves to magnify sexual
attraction.

We head out of the hotel
and turn left towards the Portland Coffee House which I know is
nearby, thanks to some quick research. I make sure we avoid the
revolving doors, because then I would have to let go of her hand,
and I don’t want to let it go. Miss Steele appears to be happy, as
I see her fighting to prevent a smile from breaking across her
face. I’d like to see that smile in full. I already know she has a
heart stopping smile.

We walk four blocks to the
coffee shop, and I suggest she chooses a table while I get the
drinks. She takes me by surprise with her choice of beverage –
English breakfast tea, bag out. She informs me she’s not keen on
coffee. Surely everyone drinks
coffee? 

Her eyes widen when I ask
her whether she wants sugar, and then she looks down at her fingers
shyly and declines anything to eat. What is she
thinking?

I know she’s checking me
out as I stand in line waiting to be served. That’s cool, no
problem. I’ve little doubt she likes what she sees. And I sure as
hell like what I see as I join her at the table. She’s deep in
thought and unconsciously biting her bottom lip which I
find incredibly erotic.

“Penny for your thoughts?”
I startle her, and yet again she blushes. I hope that means she is
having erotic thoughts about me too. I wish I could be sure though,
this girl is such an enigma. I’m more used to women falling over
themselves to get close to me.

As I hand her the tea, she
still hasn’t answered me, so I prompt her again.

“Your thoughts?”

“This is my favorite tea,”
she replies evasively, indicating the Twining’s English Breakfast
tea bag.

No, she’s not giving
anything away, not opening up to me at all, frustrating little
creature that she is. I watch as she dips the tea bag into the
teapot and then fishes it out almost straight away.

“I like my tea black and
weak,” she explains as she sees my puzzled look.

Right, time to cut to the
chase and find out what I need to know.

“I see. Is he your
boyfriend?” I need to establish for certain that she is definitely
single. I don’t share.

“Who?”

“The photographer. Jose
Rodriguez.”

“No. Jose’s a good friend
of mine, that’s all. Why did you think he was my
boyfriend?”

“The way you smiled at him,
and he at you.”

I look her straight in the eye to
check she’s not lying. I'd know. I’m an expert in this, it’s one of
the reasons why I'm so successful. I know when people are
bullshitting.

“He’s more like family,”
she assures me, and I believe her. Good.

She watches as I peel back
the paper on my blueberry muffin. I think about what else I’d like
to peel back – all her clothes, so
that I could gaze freely on that lush body of hers.

“Do you want some?” I
offer, but she declines.

“And the boy I met
yesterday, at the store. He’s not your boyfriend?” Best check to be
completely sure.

She seems slightly irritated as she
answers me this time.

“No. Paul’s just a friend.
I told you yesterday. Why do you ask?”

“You seem nervous around
men,” I state.

“I find you intimidating,”
she retorts, as she flushes deeply again. I’m taken aback by this
surprisingly candid answer, but I find I like this honesty. Perhaps
I’ve underestimated Miss Steele.

“You should find me intimidating. You’re very honest. Please don’t
look down. I like to see your face.” I smile encouragingly and now
it’s her turn to look surprised. “It gives me some clue as to what
you might be thinking. You’re a mystery, Miss Steele.”

“There’s nothing mysterious
about me,” she snorts in disbelief.

“I think you’re very
self-contained,” I comment. Yes, she doesn't give much away.
“Except when you blush of course, which is often. I just wish I
knew what you were blushing about.”

Oh Miss Steele, I really
hope it’s because just like me, you're having some seriously dirty
thoughts, fantasizing about me fucking you in every
possible position.

“Do you always make such
personal observations?”

“I hadn’t realized I was.
Have I offended you?” I’m surprised by her honesty again. She is
quite a courageous little thing under that shy exterior. Much to my
surprise, I find this intriguing, so refreshing after all the ‘yes’
women I always have around me.

“No,” she replies. “But
you're very high handed.”

There it is again, that audacious
streak. No one usually dares to pick me up about
my behavior, and I feel slightly ashamed to think that
perhaps I’ve upset her.

“I’m used to getting my own
way Anastasia, in all things,” I offer by way of
explanation.

“I don’t doubt it. Why
haven’t you asked me to call you by your first name?”

She seems genuinely pissed by this. If
I have my way, she will be calling me ‘Sir’, ‘Master’ or Mr. Grey,
but we haven’t got to that part of things yet have we? So for now I
just explain.

“The only people who use my
given name are my family and a few close friends. That’s the way I
like it.” I can hardly acknowledge
how hearing her say my name as she left my office last week has
stayed in my mind to taunt me.

Enough of all this, I won’t have her
defying me. I'm the one in control here. I steer the conversation
round to ask about her family. I need to know if any close family
associations could present an obstacle to her being my sub every
weekend, but nothing that I manage to prise out of her gives me any
great cause for concern. 

She doesn't give much away, but I’m
surprised to learn that she chose to live with
her stepdad rather than her mom when she was fifteen.
Hmm, she must be pretty close to him then. Her mom seems a bit
ditzy if she’s on her fourth marriage. I don’t detect that trait in
Anastasia.

Now she turns the tables and asks
about my family, and I very briefly fill her in, but I didn't come
here to talk about them with her. They are of no concern to a
sub.

Then we talk about
travelling abroad – she has never left mainland USA, and I find
myself imagining showing her places like France and England when I
see the way her face lights up as she becomes animated on the
subject of Shakespeare and Hardy. But just as she is beginning to
open up a little bit, she calls time on our
date. No!

“I’d better go. I have to
study,” she informs me as she glances at her watch.

“For your
exams?”

“Yes, they start
Tuesday.”

I suppose it wouldn’t be fair to try
and argue with her to make her stay a bit longer. These exams are
important to her, I understand and respect that. I offer to walk
her back to the hotel parking lot where Miss Kavanagh’s car
is. 

But at least nothing I’ve
learnt this morning has given me any cause to discount the
possibility of recruiting her as my new sub. That thought makes me
happy and I smile at her, thinking of how much fun it will be to
train her for the role. Oh yes
indeed, fettering, flogging and fucking the delectable Miss Steele
in my playroom. Fucking her very hard indeed. Stop it Grey,
you’re getting way ahead of yourself again.

But I can’t help thinking
about the clothes that I would like to see her wearing, rather than
the cheap crap she usually dresses in. I’d really like to see her
in a low cut silk blouse, with a tight pencil skirt and 'fuck me'
sky high heels – Louboutins are the shoe of choice for my subs, and
with those gorgeous long legs of hers... hmm, she would
look stunning.

“Do you always wear jeans?”
I ask.

“Mostly” she
confirms.

I thought as much. Well, that means no
one else will get to see her dressed as she really ought to
be. I can take care of her wardrobe to suit my tastes.  
 

We’re nearly back at the hotel, when
she blurts out, “Do you have a girlfriend?”

What? Well I suppose I have asked her all
about her boyfriends. But she really has no idea about me does
she? So innocent, so
naïve.

“No, Anastasia. I don’t do
the girlfriend thing,” I inform her gently and see her look of
confusion.

Is that what she thought this ‘date’
was all about? Holy shit, of course she did. I can see by her
embarrassed look that I’m right and now she can’t make her escape
quickly enough. In her hurry she trips and stumbles headlong into
the road, and I see a cyclist making straight for her as he heads
the wrong way up this one way street.

“Shit, Anna!” I tug her
hand so that she falls against me as the cyclist shoots
past.

Before I know it, I’m
holding her tightly against my chest, and I’m instantly overwhelmed
by how fantastic it feels to have her in my arms, as I discover
that she smells wonderful, especially her hair. I hold her close as
I trace the perfect soft skin of her face to make sure she is
unhurt. I nearly groan out load as my thumb traces over that
beautiful mouth of hers – that bottom lip that she bites enticingly
so often is so soft and alluring.
“Are you okay?” I whisper, and as she looks at me, she stares
longingly at my mouth, and I know that she really wants me to kiss
her. In fact she is practically begging me to kiss her. And I
really, really want to, I’m breathless with need, but then I look into
those wonderful, innocent blue eyes of hers, and when they seem to
see right into me, into the very blackness of my soul, I come to my
senses.

What am I doing for
Christ’s sake, messing with this beautiful, sweet, innocent young
girl? She deserves a far better man than a fucked up individual
like me. What have I been thinking? Do I not have a decent bone in
my body?  I shake my head to pull myself together, to try to break the
spell that this bewitching female seems to have cast over
me.

“Anastasia, you should
steer clear of me. I’m not the man for you,” I manage to whisper.
“Breathe, Anastasia, breathe. I’m going to stand you up and let you
go.”

I can see she is
upset, really upset by my apparent rejection of her. We both know
that she was crying out for me to kiss her, and yet I didn’t. I
hold her at arm’s length to make sure she is not going to faint or
anything else stupid. 

“I’ve got this,” she
insists, clearly mortified. “Thank you.”

“For what?” I ask, still
holding her shoulders to support her. What is she thanking me for –
not leading her down the dark path to BDSM? For coming to my senses
in time?

“For saving me.”

“That idiot was riding the
wrong way. I’m glad I was here. I shudder to think what could have
happened to you. Do you want to come and sit down in the hotel for
a moment?”

As I let her go, she shakes
her head, before wrapping her arms around herself, and quickly
crossing the road to the hotel, while I follow behind
her.

Outside the hotel, she
turns and faces me, but cannot look me in the eye.

“Thanks for the tea and
doing the photo shoot,” she murmurs, clearly still upset and
humiliated by the turn of events between us.

I feel like a complete
shit, and struggle to say something to her, something that will
explain that I am doing this for her own good, despite the fact
that she calls to me on some deep level in a way that I have never
experienced in my life before. But no words can explain or excuse
my behavior. I wanted to make
you into my submissive sex slave. It’s better for you this
way.

“What, Christian?” she
snaps at me.

What can I say?

“Good luck with your
exams,” is the only thing I finally come up with.

She looks at me with
disgust and skepticism.

“Thanks,” she says
sarcastically. “Goodbye Mr. Grey.”

With that she turns on her
heel and disappears towards the underground garage.

I am left in anguish,
feeling so confused and bereft at having allowed Miss Anastasia
Steele to walk out of my life.

I take out my cell to call
Taylor to come and get me, wondering how the fuck I am ever going
to get this woman out of my head.


Chapter 2 - Grey Knight
To The Rescue

 


 I know
I’m being totally shitty with everyone but there’s not a thing I
can do about it and my staff just have to suck it up.

What is it about this
girl? I’ve fucked many women, but I’ve never felt anything like
this for any of them. I’m angry with myself for being so weak, for
not being able to discard these feelings. I’m a Dominant for
Christ's sake. I control women. They
don’t control me.

The only person who has any clue as to
why I’m constantly in such a foul mood is Taylor, and he knows
better than to make any kind of comment.

Although I really should
be back in Seattle, I find I can’t drag myself away from Portland
because it’s where Anastasia is. Her
siren's call is very strong indeed. But I don’t waste my time, I set up my office at The
Heathman; there are plenty of things I can progress from here. I
haven’t completely lost the plot.

Taylor is no doubt wishing
I would hurry up and get myself a nice new, willing, compliant
little brown haired submissive to flog and fuck senseless in my
playroom as I usually do, so that I can let off steam and get this
out of my system, but I can’t. I know I could have the pick of
countless women who would happily jump at the chance to sub for me,
but I don’t want anybody else – only
Miss Anastasia Rose Steele.

I feel as if a spell has
been cast over me drawing me to her, and boy, is it strong magic,
because I cannot get her out of my head no matter how hard I try. Even
the sound of her name keeps playing like a track on repeat through
my brain. Anastasia. A beautiful name
for a beautiful girl.

I keep trying to convince myself that
I’ve done the right thing and that now I must move on and leave her
alone, but that is so much easier said than done.

I haven’t had a session with Flynn for
a while, so I haven’t discussed Anastasia with him yet, but I think
I’m going to have to soon. He is the one person that I tell
everything to, no holds barred. He knows all of my sick shit.
Perhaps he can help me get my head round all these confusing
feelings.

Every morning I go for a
run and then put myself through a punishing work out in the hotel
gym, and I’ve even had Claude Bastille come down to Portland so I
can kick box the shit out of him, but nothing helps.

Thoughts of Anastasia pop
into my head unbidden, horny erotic thoughts of her in my playroom
in every possible position. I have a constant hard
on. If I could only give her a good
spanking and then fuck her really hard, I would feel so much
better.

I sleep even less than usual. Music
usually provides an escape, a balm for my wounded, damaged soul and
I miss my piano. In the early hours of the morning, all sorts of
unwanted thoughts invade my mind.

Rage and anger course through me at
the thought of another man having Ana. I can’t bear to think of
anyone else so much as touching her. I’ve already seen that gorilla
at the hardware store mauling her, and then the photographer boy
drooling over her too. She seems to have no idea of just how
attractive she is, which is part of her appeal I guess.

But it also means she’s vulnerable,
she needs taking care of, and as her Dom that’s what I would do. I
would look after her and keep her safe. I really wish I could get
her signed up as my sub and obeying the rules, then maybe I
wouldn’t feel so worried about her.

My first impression of her when she
fell into my office was that she was a natural submissive. Having
spent a little time with her now, I’m not so sure.

But it’s her very audaciousness that
piques my interest. When I’m with her, the boredom, the ennui that
has always plagued me lifts, and I feel more alive than I have done
for the longest time. How can she have gotten to me so much in such
a short time? I can understand how in times of old men accused
women of witchcraft, because that’s what I am –
bewitched.

The other thing that haunts me is the
look on Anastasia’s face when I held her close but didn’t kiss her.
 The pain of being rejected was written all over her sweet
little face. Upsetting her, being the cause of that pain is eating
away at me.

How can I explain things to her, make
her feel better, make her understand how hard I had to struggle not
to give in to my desire to kiss her right there in the
street?

How can I explain that if
I had kissed her, things would have exploded and been unstoppable
between us and then I would have been guilty of dragging her down
into my dark world. I know what a sick, fucked up bastard I
am.

But part of me argues that she might
just like what I could offer and that I should at least find out.
She would be safe and well looked after as my submissive. I could
introduce her to a whole new world, one where she will experience
unimaginable pleasure, if she just gives herself freely to me to
test her limits. And the thought of her doing that really, really
excites me.

And that is why I can’t drag myself
away from Portland and head back to Seattle just yet. I can’t quite
convince myself to turn my back on the delectable Miss Steele and
just walk away.

Naturally I’ve ordered
further extensive investigations to make sure I know as much as I
possibly can about her. Nothing has come up at all about any
previous boyfriends, which I find very surprising - she’s nearly
twenty two years old after all. Still, I’m pleased about the lack
of boyfriends. There is also nothing to indicate that she is gay,
which matches my gut feeling, having noted how she responds to me,
so I rule that possibility out.

I’ve also had full
background checks run on everyone she regularly comes into contact
with, to ensure she is not in any way at risk from some unknown
fucker. Yes, I am a control
freak. I am as thorough and ruthless about
this as if I was about to undertake a major new
acquisition.

Maybe I am; or am I
deluding myself?

Reports on the photographer and
gorilla boy from the hardware store come back clean, neither has a
criminal record or any hint of rape/sexual offences either on or
off the record.  One of her college professors apparently has
a penchant for cross dressing, but that doesn’t really worry me too
much and in any case she is about to leave WSU.

At least I've found out
that her exams finish on Friday with a three hour exam about the
novels of Thomas Hardy. Hmm, the work of his that springs to mind
is of course Tess of the
D’Urbervilles, because of the obvious
parallels.

I don’t like
waiting, but
I exert some measure of self-control. I don’t distract her in any
way from studying for her finals. I wait until Friday before I send
her a gift that I hope will help explain why I resisted kissing
her. I quite enjoy finding a suitable quote to go with the three
first edition Hardy novels I’ve bought for her. I get Taylor to
drop them round just before she is due home after her final exam,
so they will be waiting for her.

My inquiries have
established that she is a very talented English Literature
student, so she should easily be able to work out what I am trying
to say to her with the quote I write on the accompanying
card:

Why didn’t you tell me
there was danger?  Why didn’t you warn me? Ladies know what to
guard against, because they read novels that tell them these
tricks…

Modern day translation: ‘Young women,
in their desire for love and affection are inclined towards
unhealthy love relationships masquerading as love’.

I am explaining to her that I don’t do
the girlfriend thing, the hearts and flowers love stuff. That’s why
I didn’t kiss her because that was what she would have thought I
was offering her. I didn’t want to mislead her or trick
her.

~~~

 


I welcome the distraction
of having Elliot around on Friday evening. He irritates the shit
out of me at times with his constant immature teasing and banter
about my lack of a love life, while boasting about his own latest
conquest. I tolerate it because it’s better than him knowing the
truth about me. I keep my lifestyle totally separate from my family
to protect them, especially Mom. I’d never want to do anything to
upset her.

But Elliot’s my brother and
I can relax with him in a way that I can with few other people, and
I’m glad he’s in Portland. We have dinner at The Heathman and then
head to the hotel bar for a beer or two. I don’t let myself drink
too much as I know it would not be a good idea in my present state
of mind.

I sigh as my cell buzzes
yet again at around eleven, but my heart leaps into my mouth when I
see who the caller is.

Fuck. Anastasia. The caller ID is telling me it’s her. I stored her number
when she rang me to arrange the photo shoot, but hell, I would have
gotten it in any case.

I quickly answer it.

“Anastasia?”

“Why did you send me the
books?”

Crap. She sounds really odd and is
slurring her words. What the hell’s going on?

“Anastasia, are you okay?
You sound strange.”

“I’m not the strange one,
you are.”

Shit. Clearly the Hardy books I sent
have upset her. So much for my pathetic attempt at an apology.
Maybe I should have just left her alone because it seems I’ve only
made things worse, and now she’s gone and got herself drunk. Alarm
bells are sounding in my brain.

“Anastasia, have you been
drinking?”

“What’s it to
you?”

I manage to hold my temper at her
impudent tone of voice, but I’m already starting to make plans as
I'm talking to her. I urgently need to find her and make sure she
is okay.

Elliot is looking on in amusement as
he listens to my end of the conversation. He’s never heard me
talking to a woman before in anything other than a business
context.

“I’m – curious. Where are
you?”

“In a bar.”

“Which bar?”  I’m
getting seriously pissed off. I need to track her down. Anything
could happen to her in the state she’s clearly got herself into and
I can feel the hackles rise on the back of my neck.

“A bar in
Portland.”

“How are you getting home?”
 

Who is she with? Are they
looking after her, will they make sure she gets home
okay?

“I’ll find a
way.”

I am so fucking frustrated
by this conversation, I'm getting nowhere fast with her. She is in
danger and I need to find her as soon as possible.
I hate this feeling of not being in control.

“Which bar are you
in?”

“Why did you send me the
books, Christian?”

“Anastasia, where are you?
Tell me now.”

I speak to her as I would
speak to a disobedient sub who has seriously displeased me. I need
answers. I really need this information right now, this minute, to
ensure her safety.

“You’re so…domineering,”
she giggles.

Oh Anastasia, you have no
idea.

“Ana, so help me, where the
fuck are you?”

Unbelievably she just giggles at me
again. How much has she had to drink for Christ’s sake? Now I’m
even more worried.

“I’m in Portland…’s a long
way from Seattle,” she slurs. God, I hope she isn’t about to pass
out.

“Where in Portland?” I try
to get some sense out of her again.

“Goodnight,
Christian.”

No, no, no! Don’t you dare
hang up on me, not until you’ve told me where you are.

“Ana!”

But she’s gone. Shit.

“What’s going on Christian?
Who’s this Anastasia…?”

I put my hand up to silence Elliot as
I quickly hit a number on my cell.

“I need an urgent trace on
Miss Steele’s cell… yes, immediately… optimum accuracy… I’ll
hold.”

There’s no time to lose,
some sleaze ball could be jumping her right now and there won’t be
a thing she can do about it the state she’s in.

It seems to take forever,
but actually our top of the range tracking system only takes a
couple of minutes to track her location, and thankfully it turns
out the bar she’s at isn’t that far from The Heathman.  I need
to confirm she still has her cell, that she hasn’t passed out and
dropped it – or worse. I call her back.

I close my eyes in relief when she
answers it with a timid “Hi.”

“I’m coming to get
you.”

I don’t wait for her answer. I hang
up, and then I’m standing up to leave.

“You want me to come too?”
Elliot asks, his eyes narrowing as he realizes how worried I am
about whatever shit’s going down.

“Yeah, you might come in
handy I suppose,” I tell him. My brother knows how to handle
himself in a fight. I hope it won’t come to anything like that, but
it’s always good to have some dependable back up. I regret giving
Taylor the night off now. I could recall him, but waiting for him
would only delay us.

 “So come on, spill,
who exactly is this ‘Ana’ chick then?” Elliot asks, as I floor the
gas to get to the club to find her.

“Just an
acquaintance.”

Even Elliot realizes that this is not
the time for stupid cracks, and thankfully shuts up.

When we pull up at the bar, it’s
heaving with student types, most of them trashed and pissed out of
their stupid skulls. Probably out celebrating the end of their
exams, which I guess is what Ana is doing. Elliot and I make our
way inside, but shit, where to find her, it’s so
crowded.

I desperately scan the place looking
for Anastasia, and I feel the panic rising when I can’t spot her
anywhere. Then I see Katherine Kavanagh over on the far side, and
head in her direction.

“Is that her?” Elliot asks,
as he sees who I’m heading for.

“No, that’s her friend, but
she should know where Ana is – I hope so anyway,” I say
grimly.

Elliot can’t take his eyes off Kate,
she’s just his type. Classically pretty in a very obvious way, with
strawberry blonde hair, and her curvy figure shown off to
perfection in tight jeans and a strappy top.

“Where’s
Anastasia?” I don’t waste any time with pleasantries. I need to
find her now.

“What the…what on earth are
you doing here?” Kate gapes at me in disbelief.

Oh for fucks sake, get
your brain in gear.

“Tell. Me. Now. Where. Is.
Anastasia?” I spell it out slowly for her and stare at her,
controlling the urge to shake her out of her stupefaction. Clearly
she has also been drinking.

“She…er…went outside for some fresh air,” she finally replies.
“José’s
just gone to check on her.”

Fuck. I bet he’s going to
‘check’ on her alright.

“I’m going outside to look
for Ana. You stay here in case I miss her and she comes back
inside,” I instruct Elliot.

Man-whore that he is, he’s
more than happy to cozy up to Miss Kavanagh. But I notice she is
eye fucking him too, so I can see where that is going. I shake my
head as I quickly make my way out.

Out in the parking lot, I look round
trying to find Ana. Then I spot a couple. The guy has his arms
tightly round the girl and he’s trying to kiss her even though
she’s pushing him away.

Shit, it’s Ana
and José. 

This is exactly what I feared, and I
can feel boiling hot rage coursing through my veins. Thank Christ I
got here just in time.

As I make my way over to them, I hear
Ana pleading with him to stop.

“José, no! Please, don't.”

She's begging him, but he still doesn’t let her
go. How fucking dare he maul
her.

“I think the lady said
no.”

Finally José lets Ana go when I intervene.  It's a sensible
move on his part, seeing as I'm struggling to prevent myself
from beating the crap out of him. 

“Grey,” he says tersely as
I glower at him in disgust. But before I can deal with him in the
manner he deserves, other events take over.

Ana glances up at me in surprise, then
she suddenly doubles over and vomits spectacularly onto the
ground.

“Ugh –
Dios mio, Ana!” José recoils, clearly
disgusted.

Shame she didn’t throw up
all over the prick, that would have served him right for trying to
force his tongue down her unwilling
throat. I’m glad it was
unwilling.

I suspect that Ana hasn’t finished
vomiting yet, so I grab her hair to get it out of the way and lead
her over to a raised flowerbed on the edge of the parking
lot.

“If you’re going to throw
up again, do it here. I’ll hold you,” I tell her as I fist her hair
into a makeshift ponytail and hold her by the shoulders. She feebly
tries to push me away, but then vomits again… and again, until
finally she has nothing left to bring up, but her body keeps trying
anyway.

She’s exhausted and can barely stand
as I pass her my linen handkerchief to wipe her mouth. I’m still
furious with her for getting herself in such a state and putting
herself at risk, but this is tempered by my immense relief at
finding her in time to prevent any serious harm coming to her. And
even in this state, I’m just thrilled to see her, to be with her
again.

I glower over
at José who is still hanging around, watching us from the bar
entrance. Ana also throws him a black look and he reluctantly
disappears back inside the bar, muttering something about seeing
her inside. Oh no you fucking
won’t.

Ana is clearly highly
embarrassed, but the vomit really doesn't worry me – I'm
not squeamish, my lifestyle means I've seen and dealt
with all sorts of bodily fluids over the years.

“I’m sorry,” she mutters
self-consciously as she toys nervously with my
handkerchief.

“What are you sorry for,
Anastasia?” I ask, amused and curious to know what she considers to
be her worst sin.

“The phone call, mainly.
Being sick. Oh the list is endless,” she murmurs,
flushing.

“We’ve all been here,
perhaps not quite as dramatically as you,” I tell her, recalling my
wild teenage years before Elena took me in hand and stopped me from
drinking. 

But I have to let her know she really
can’t act like this. It’s not acceptable behavior for anyone, and
certainly not from a potential sub of mine.

“It’s about knowing your
limits, Anastasia. I mean, I'm all for pushing limits, but this is
beyond the pale. Do you make a habit of this kind of
behavior?”

“No, I’ve never been drunk
before and right now I have no desire to ever be again,” she tells
me contritely and I believe her.

Then she looks as if she
is going to faint, so I quickly get hold of her and pick her up
before she collapses. Even in the state she’s in, it feels good to
have her in my arms. This is where
you belong, baby.

“Come on, I’ll take you
home,” I tell her.

But she protests and insists that she
needs to tell her friend Kate that she’s leaving, even though I
assure her that my brother Elliot will tell her that she’s okay.
She's clearly rather confused as she thought I was back in Seattle
and asks how I found her.

“I tracked your cell phone,
Anastasia.”

This seems to shock
her. Yes, I am your stalker. Get used
to it.

As she needs to collect her jacket and
purse before we can leave, I reluctantly set her down and we make
our way back into the club. I keep hold of her hand as she is still
very drunk and weak.

Ana finds her things and
asks a guy left sitting at the table where she can find Kate. The
music is now pounding, and as she reaches up to shout in my ear her
closeness does things to me – as she blushes I'm hoping she feels
the same, but maybe it’s just the alcohol.

She tells me that Kate is on the dance
floor – no doubt with Elliot.

Before we do anything else, I need
Anastasia to drink plenty of water to counteract the effect of all
the cheap alcohol she’s imbibed. I order her a very large glass of
iced water and watch over her to make sure she drinks all of it.
Does she not realize that dehydration is one of the main
consequences of excessive consumption of alcohol? I run my hands
through my hair in frustration at her foolishness.

Then I take her hand and we make our
way to the dance floor, so that we can find her wretched friend and
get out of this dump. The dance floor is very crowded, and the
quickest way to get across is to dance – I’m a pretty hot dancer,
another thing that I can thank Elena for, and actually it’s fun
taking Ana in my arms and moving her across the floor, and at least
this way I’m keeping her upright - she is still very
drunk.

We find Kate and Elliot doing some
pretty hot dirty dancing.

 “Tell Kate I've got
Ana and I'm taking care of her. And for fuck’s sake make sure you
use a condom tonight eh?” I shout in Elliot’s ear. He winks and
grins salaciously as he pulls Kate into his arms, much to her
obvious delight as she drapes herself around him
seductively.

Christ they’ve only just
met, but if I know my brother, he’s sure as hell gonna be fucking
her tonight.

So, now Anastasia and I can finally
leave. But before we can make it outside, I feel her go limp.
Christ, she’s passing out.

“Fuck!”

At least I manage to catch her before
she hits the floor.


Chapter 3 - Sleeping
Beauty




Taylor meets me as arranged. If he's
at all surprised by what the 'situation' turns out to be he doesn't
show it.

"It's only alcohol, no drugs involved.
I don't think Miss Steele requires medical assistance, but have the
details of a suitable medic on standby just in case," I instruct
him.

"Yes sir."

He gets us in through the service
entrance at the back and then up to the suite via the emergency
staircase. He offers to carry Ana up the stairs, but I refuse
because I don't want her in anyone else's arms, not even Taylor's.
I can manage just fine. 

As we enter the suite, I see Taylor
hesitate as he is unsure where I'm going to put Ana. He's never
seen a woman sleep in my bed in all the time he's worked for me.
He's seen many women come and go, but they've always slept in a
separate room from me.

But I head straight for my bed and
gently put Ana down there. She stirs momentarily and murmurs
sleepily, but doesn't start vomiting again thankfully.

She looks so young and sweet and
innocent lying there, and I think I catch an expression of concern,
or maybe even pity flit across Taylor's face in an unguarded
moment.

"That'll be all. I'll call
you if I need anything else," I say to dismiss him, and I know he
understands that I've brought Miss Steele here to look after her,
not to take advantage of her. That is not my way. Whatever kinky
stuff I get up to in my playroom is only ever with fully
consenting, sentient females. I don't
need to drug women. They willingly beg me to fuck
them.

Once he's left, I undo Ana's converse
and take them off along with her socks. I realize they have
suffered somewhat from her profuse vomiting, as have her jeans. I
can't leave her in them, they're gross.

"Miss Steele, I must say this wasn't
how I envisaged undressing you," I mutter as I undo the button and
zip of her jeans, slide them down over her hips, and then tug them
off from the bottom of the legs.

I can't help myself, I
feast my eyes on her long, slim gorgeous legs that she's kept
hidden away up to now. My God, they really are supermodel legs, but
I'm glad she's not a model because I'd hate other men ogling
her. For my eyes only, if I have my
way. And I usually do.

I roll her onto her side to sleep in
case she's sick again, and I see her perfect, soft, round butt
encased in plain white cotton panties. Oh she deserves much nicer
underwear than that. I'd really like to see her in some obscenely
expensive silk and lace panties to showcase that fantastic
ass.

My eyes hungrily take in the rest of
her lovely figure, but I don't touch her. Not without her
permission. But I can see the swell of her full breasts under her t
shirt, and I can't help imagining how it would feel to cup them,
caress them, suck them, fuck them… I close my eyes and swallow
hard. I have to shut down this line of thought right now, so I
cover her up and tuck the duvet over her securely.

I take out my cell and call
Taylor.

"Miss Steele's clothes need to go to
the laundry. Get her some new ones for the morning. Something
blue."

"Yes, sir."

I know she'll look great
in blue, because of those stunning powder blue eyes of hers. I'm
really looking forward to seeing those eyes in the morning. All I
can see while she's sleeping are the long lashes on her cheek.
They're nice to look at too. I sit in the chair by the bed and
study her as she sleeps. Her face is pale and lovely, and now I've
had a glimpse, I know the rest of her skin is just as peachy
perfect. Her chestnut brown hair is spread out like a fan across
the pillow, and I reach across to gently brush it away from her
face. It feels soft and silky. Her mouth is slightly open, and I
brush my thumb over that luscious bottom lip, and my breath hitches
at how soft that feels too. Mm Mm,
what it would be like to fuck that mouth...oh for God's sake stop
it Grey. Everything about this female
is soft and lovely it seems, but that fact gives me an achingly
hard rock solid erection.

I find watching her breathing
reassuring somehow. I don't know how long I sit there just watching
her, but eventually I change into my PJ pants and get into bed too.
I curl up behind her and bury my nose in her hair. She smells
divine - intoxicating and sexy yet also somehow innocent. How is
that possible?

~~~

I wake feeling
surprisingly rested and refreshed, having slept undisturbed for
several hours, I realize as I glance over at the clock. My arm is
round Anastasia's waist, my leg curled over
hers. Shit, if she wakes now she'll
panic and think I've laid her, especially with my rock hard
erection digging into her back the way it is.

Reluctantly I untangle myself from
her. I gently kiss her cheek, and as she murmurs in her sleep, I'm
beyond thrilled when it's my name I hear coming from her lips. I
sure as hell hope she's dreaming a good dream about me, not a
nightmare.

She doesn't wake yet. Hopefully her
hangover won't be too bad as she should be rehydrated by the water
I forced her to drink. Hmm, maybe a bad hangover would teach her a
lesson about getting so stupidly drunk, but I'm guessing her
vomiting experience will probably be a pretty good deterrent. The
thought that it could have been the photographer's bed she found
herself waking up in this morning still makes me fucking
furious.

I decide I'll head off to
the hotel gym for a work out to try and dispel all these
frustrating thoughts. Frustration at having Anastasia in my bed but
off limits. Frustration at not teaching Jose fucking Rodriguez the
lesson he deserves.

First I text Elliot.

*Tell Kate Ana OK. Hope u
used protection.*

I'm surprised to get a text back
almost straight away.

*Told Kate bout Ana. Used
whole box condoms. So, did u get laid 2 little bro?*

I shake my head and smile at Elliot's
banter. I don't bother to reply.

Before I go, I get a glass of orange
juice and a couple of Advil which I'm sure Ana will appreciate when
she wakes up, and leave them on the bedside table. She shouldn't be
leaving or going anywhere while I'm gone because she hasn't got her
clothes, but I call Taylor anyway.

"I'm heading down to the gym. Keep
Miss Steele under close surveillance."

"Yes, sir. Is she er… fully
recovered?"

"Still sleeping like a baby. I'll only
be gone about half an hour."

"Very good sir. Miss Steele's clothes
have gone to the laundry. I have her new clothes."

"I'll give them to her when I get
back."

I don't want her to have
them before that or she might get dressed and run. I don't want her
going anywhere. I really need to talk to her. Shit, I just need to
see her, period.

~~~

When I get back from the gym, I take
the shopping bag of clothes for Anastasia from Taylor, who is
sitting reading in the living area of the suite with the bedroom
door in his direct line of sight.

"Situation unchanged re Miss Steele,"
Taylor reports and then makes his way out from his babysitting
responsibilities.

Shit. Do I just walk in to my bedroom
or do I knock? In the end I knock, but enter without waiting for a
response. I really need to shower after my punishing workout in the
gym.

She's awake. But when she sees me, she
lies back and closes her eyes.

"Good morning Anastasia. How are you
feeling?" She looks even more frail and ethereal than usual. I
notice she has drunk the orange juice and taken the Advil.
Good.

"Better than I deserve," she mumbles
in a tiny pale voice. "How did I get here?"

It seems she's pretty embarrassed
about what happened last night. So she fucking well should be,
pulling a stunt like that.

I sit on the edge of the bed as I
explain about bringing her here, making the excuse that it was
nearer than her place and I didn't want to risk her throwing up all
over my leather upholstery. Truth was I was never going to let her
out of my sight in the condition she was in.

"Did you put me to bed?" Her voice is
barely audible.

"Yes."

"Did I throw up again?"

"No."

"Did you undress me?"

"Yes."

"We didn't…?"

She's so horrified that she can't
actually form the words to ask me outright if we fucked or not. She
sits and stares at her hands, mortified.

"Anastasia, you were comatose.
Necrophilia is not my thing. I like my women sentient and
receptive," I tell her.

What kind of a sick
bastard does she think I am? Okay,
maybe I am a sick bastard a lot of the time, but only ever with
women who actually want me to be and who are fully conscious and
consenting.

"I'm so sorry," she whispers, clearly
very ashamed of herself. Good, so she should be.

"It was a very diverting evening. Not
one that I'll forget in a while," I tell her truthfully with some
amusement. I certainly wasn't bored, that's for sure, and boredom
is my worst enemy. I get bored very easily and quickly.

"You didn't have to track me down with
whatever James Bond stuff you're developing for the highest
bidder," she snaps at me, having taken umbrage for some reason I
can't fathom.

Whoa, hang on there just a
minute young lady. I saved your delectable little ass from the
attentions of that photographer fucker didn't I? Let's set the
record straight here.

"Firstly, the technology to track cell
phones is available over the internet. Secondly my company does not
invest or manufacture any kind of surveillance devices, and
thirdly, if I hadn't come to get you, you'd probably be waking up
in the photographer's bed, and from what I can remember, you
weren't overly enthused about him pressing his suit."

I glare at her, pissed that
she doesn't seem to realize the danger she put herself in. But for
some reason, she seems to find what I've said funny. She bites her
lip and starts laughing at me.

"Which medieval chronicle did you
escape from? You sound like a courtly knight," she
giggles.

The sound of her giggling
makes her irresistible, and despite myself I find I'm smiling back
at the frustrating woman, even though I'm
still so cross with her.

"Anastasia, I don't think
so. Dark knight maybe." I don't want her to be under any illusion
that I'm any kind of a pure white knight. If she could read my mind
and know exactly what I want to do to her, she would certainly know
that.

But we're getting side tracked. I need
her to realize how irresponsible she's been.

"Did you eat last night?"

She shakes her head.

"You need to eat. That's why you were
so ill. Honestly, Anastasia, it's drinking rule number one."
Stupid, silly, frustrating girl.

"Are you going to continue to scold
me?"

"Is that what I'm doing?"

"I think so."

"You're lucky I'm just scolding
you."

"What do you mean?"

"Well if you were mine, you wouldn't
be able to sit down for a week after the stunt you pulled
yesterday. You didn't eat, you got drunk, you put yourself at risk.
I hate to think what could have happened to you."

"I would have been fine. I was with
Kate." Ana scowls at me.

Unbidden pictures spring into my head
of Ana struggling and begging the photographer to stop, but being
held tightly in his arms. How he held her chin so that he could
kiss her, and where all this would have led if I hadn't got there
when I did. I imagine his greedy hands pawing her breasts, ripping
her clothes off. I shake my head to dispel the disturbing
images.

"And the photographer?" I remind her
acidly.

"Jose just got out of line," she
shrugs, seeming to have no idea of how things could so easily have
turned out differently. She certainly couldn't have stopped him
overpowering her, the state she was in.

"Well the next time he gets out of
line, maybe someone should teach him some manners."

I'll beat the fucking shit
of out him if he so much as lays a finger on her again.

"You are quite the disciplinarian,"
Ana hisses at me.

You have no idea how true
that is. I want to see you splayed over the whipping bench to give
you the whipping you deserve, make your pretty ass glow bright
pink, followed by a harsh punishment fuck. Then you'd learn. Or
maybe the bite of the cane, that would really bring you into
line.

I like these thoughts so much that I
can't help smiling at Ana as I picture her with me in my playroom.
But I have to curb them for now.

"I'm going to have a
shower. Unless you'd like to shower
first?" Or we could shower
together? From the look on Ana's
face, she is having the same thought. She stares and forgets to
breathe as she checks out my body. I can't help reaching across to
run my thumb down her cheek and across that full, soft bottom lip
of hers.

"Breathe, Anastasia," I whisper,
thrilled that she feels the attraction between us just as much as I
do. There is hope for us, hope that she will agree to what I want
from her. But first things first. She must eat.

"Breakfast will be here in fifteen
minutes. You must be famished."

Then I head into the bathroom to take
my shower. 


Chapter 4 - Run From The
Beast




As I stand under the
shower and let the scalding water run over my body, I try and get
my head around the fact that last night I slept with Miss Anastasia
Steele in my bed, and I slept well, really well. No nightmares.
Just deep, refreshing sleep. I rarely sleep that well, in fact I
can't remember the last time I did.

I've never shared my bed
with anyone. Because of my fucked up childhood, I have deep issues
which mean that I don't want to be touched on certain areas of my
body, or have any kind of personal contact unless it is on my
terms. Having someone sleep with me in my bed would put me at risk
of being touched inappropriately.

Being a Dominant gives me
the control I crave and ensures that I will not be touched anywhere
I don't want to be. I never start a relationship with a new
submissive until I have the paperwork in place. That way there are
no misunderstandings about what is expected. This is comprised of a
detailed contract with clearly defined rules, plus the soft and
hard limits for both parties, signed by both parties. She also has
to sign a Non-Disclosure Agreement, to ensure details of my
lifestyle don't end up in the papers. I also have other insurance
measures in place to prevent this.

My submissive is always
securely tied up or bound or shackled for sex so she can't touch
me, and I always instruct her in very clear and exact terms what I
want her to do, or what I am going to do to her for my pleasure. I
instruct her exactly how I wish her to
touch me with her fingers or mouth if I wish her to pleasure or
fellate me. I am free to use her body in any way I deem fit, as
often as I want. She gets her pleasure from obeying me and pleasing
me. I punish her if she is disobedient or displeases me, in
whatever manner I deem appropriate, subject to the agreed hard
rules.

Once my needs are fully satisfied,
there is no need for any further contact between us. She sleeps
alone in her bedroom; I sleep alone in mine. I expect her to be
available to me for the whole of every weekend for the sole purpose
of serving my needs. I don't have any contact with her during the
week unless exceptionally I request it. This is the basis of my
Dominant/submissive relationship. That's what's always worked for
me. It suits me perfectly.

Flynn interprets this behavior as
objectifying women; he says I treat them as an acquisition,
something to be used and then discarded when I've gotten bored,
pretty much like a car or a piece of furniture. He also says that I
compartmentalize women in order to remain in control and avoid
dealing with any kind of personal feelings to complicate my ordered
and structured life. This is largely a result of the shit I carry
around thanks to my crappy start in life.

I guess he's right, and I
don't really have any problem with this interpretation. My
lifestyle has allowed me to concentrate on building my business
empire extremely successfully, and now I'm one of the wealthiest
men in America although I'm not yet thirty. Works for
me.

As I see it, it's a
mutually beneficial, consensual arrangement with my sub. She goes
into the agreement with her eyes open, she understands how things
work, exactly how it will be. I look after her and treat her well.
I provide her with everything she needs to enjoy a very nice
lifestyle – car, clothes, whatever she needs. And if at any time
she expresses any dissatisfaction or a need for anything more than
this, the agreement between us is swiftly terminated. It's all
clear cut and controlled.

So where the fuck does my
sleeping so well with Miss Steele in my bed last night fit into my
well-ordered, solitary world? I just don't understand. I have some
very vague memories from when I was first adopted of my mom coming
to soothe me and sleeping with me in my bed when I had bad
nightmares. So does this mean I see
Ana as some kind of a maternal figure? Shit no, not feeling the way I do, wanting to fuck her into
next week. I'm so confused, and I'll
have to see Flynn to talk this through, see what he makes of it
all.

I spent a long time last
night just watching Anastasia sleep. She is so enchantingly sweet
and beautiful. I think she is as beautiful on the inside as she is
on the outside, unlike me. The more I see her, the stronger my
feelings are becoming. And yes, no question, a very large part of
these feelings is sexual, but I'm beginning to realize that maybe
there is more to it than that. I want to look after her and protect
her. I want to know everything about her. I want to see her smile,
and I want to be the one to make her smile. I want to hear
her laugh and her giggle. I want to make her happy. In short, I
don't think I see her as an object, I think I see her as a person,
one that I want to spend time with.

But I know my limitations, what I'm
capable of, so how can that be? I know what my needs are, and I can
only offer what I know works for a fucked up man like me. Can I
persuade Anastasia to push her limits enough to embrace my
lifestyle and become my latest submissive? Will she trust me enough
to hand control over to me, so that she can fit into my life in the
way I want?

I'm brought back from my reverie with
the sudden realization that while I'm in the shower, I've sent
Taylor away, and left the bag of new clothes in the bedroom with
Ana.

Shit. She could panic and run.


Chapter 5 - Breakfast,
Paperwork and Elevators




 


I hurry out of the shower, not
worrying about shaving or drying myself too thoroughly. When I walk
back into the bedroom with just a small towel round my waist,
Anastasia is scrambling round frantically searching for her jeans,
making it highly likely that my gut instinct that she would run is
correct.

I'm not vain, but neither do I suffer
from false modesty. I know I'm considered good looking by most
people, and that I have a decent body that I take good care of. I
also know this doesn't make me a beautiful person. It's just a
shell, a façade, and I can't stand all the shallow people who swoon
over my looks when they know nothing about the real me.

But in life you've got to
use what you've been given, and I intend to use my physique and
looks to try and entrap Anastasia under my sexual thrall, so that
she will agree to become my submissive. That she is naïve and
clearly not very experienced works to my advantage. There really is
very little that I don't know about sex, having studied and
practiced the subject in great detail since I was fifteen. I'm now
an expert in sexual pleasure, sexual power and sexual control
because I have such vast experience to draw
on. What I don't know about fucking
ain't worth knowing.

I'm surprised that Ana is up so
quickly, having been virtually comatose just a short while ago. She
looks shy, awkward and kind of gawky wearing just her T shirt with
her long slim legs on show. She reminds me of Bambi
somehow.

"If you're looking for your jeans,
I've sent them to the laundry. They were spattered with your
vomit," I inform her. "I sent Taylor out for another pair and some
shoes. They're in the bag on the chair."

I'm thankful she didn't realize the
bag was for her, or she may well have been dressed and out of the
door before I could have stopped her.

I know that she's very
aware of the fact that I'm right next to her, virtually naked, my
muscular torso all wet and glistening from my shower. By her
furious blush and erratic breathing I know that she's very affected
by my close proximity and clearly having some pretty erotic
thoughts. Naturally this pleases me, but I'm frustrated because I'd
really love to know just exactly what those thoughts
are. I don't somehow think they're
anywhere near as filthy and kinky as your thoughts,
Grey.

To hide her discomfort, she grabs the
bag from me and quickly heads for the shower, muttering her
thanks.

Once she's gone, I dry myself off. I
quickly towel dry my hair, run my fingers through it and then leave
it to do its own thing. I dress in my usual casual attire of white
linen shirt and black jeans. I don't do color. I'm not a bright
color kind of guy.

Ana is still in the shower when
breakfast arrives, so I knock on the bathroom door to tell
her.

She makes her appearance as I'm
reading the newspaper, then panics about contacting her friend
Kate.

"She knows you're here and
still alive. I texted Elliot," I reassure her, and also confirm
that, as expected, he did spend the night with Miss Kavanagh. I
smile wryly to myself as I remember Elliot's text back to
me.

*Did you u get laid 2 little bro?*

I could have replied,

*I'm working on it big bro.*

But of course I didn't. I prefer to
let Elliot continue to think I'm some sort of repressed, celibate
gay, for now anyway. I've worked out that's what the rest of my
family have concluded, since I've never been seen with a girl,
never brought one home. They have no idea at all of my BDSM
lifestyle, and that's the way it will stay. I never want to upset
Mom.

My family are all only too
aware that I have a ferocious temper, along with an intense dislike
of discussing anything remotely personal with anyone, so no one's
ever had the nerve to actually broach the subject of my
sexuality outright with me. I let
Elliot get away with teasing me only because he's my brother, he's
family, but I would not tolerate it from anyone else. He's always
trying to provoke me to find something out, nosy bastard that he
is, and I know he must be burning with curiosity about what exactly
my relationship with Anastasia is – after all I'm reliably informed
that a lot of females like to have a gay male friend.

I'm really not that happy about Elliot
seeing Kate, because he may well find out things from her about Ana
before I do. I don't like that idea one bit, but there is little I
can do about it. I certainly can't control or forbid my big
brother, but hopefully he's been far too busy otherwise occupied,
as I'm certain he'll have been spending all of his time fucking
Kate every which way he can think of. Curvy, busty, blonde females,
that's what Elliot likes; there's never been any doubt at all about
his sexual predilections.

"Sit," I indicate to Anastasia that
she should come and sit opposite me. Then I can look at her, maybe
try to gauge what she's thinking. Mostly I just want to look at
her, especially those beautiful blue eyes.

"I didn't know what you liked so I
ordered a selection from the breakfast menu," I explain rather
shamefacedly, looking at the huge range of food on the table. I was
torn between my abhorrence of waste, versus my worry that Ana
hadn't eaten anything for a long time. Feeding Ana won out, but I
feel guilty.

"That's very profligate of you," she
remarks, as she makes her selection of pancakes, maple syrup,
scrambled eggs and bacon from the wide choice available. Happy and
relieved about her healthy appetite, I turn my attention back to
finishing my egg white omelet.

Ana seems impressed with the Twinings
English Breakfast tea that I've specially ordered for her, having
remembered she said that was her favorite. I take pride in
remembering details when negotiating contracts – the devil is in
the detail, as they say. Sometimes it's the little things that can
make all the difference in my experience.

I'm displeased to see that her long
hair is still dripping wet from her shower. She needs to take
better care of herself in so many ways. If she signs up to be my
sub, the rules will be a very good thing for her. She needs that
control and discipline from me to ensure her good health. I don't
believe she even looked for the hairdryer when she tries to say she
couldn't find it, but I reluctantly let the matter drop. I've
scolded her enough this morning already.

I really like her hair;
it's very long. It will make an excellent braid for me to grip and
restrain her when I'm fucking her hard.

Next she thanks me for organizing the
new clothes for her.

"It's a pleasure,
Anastasia. That color suits you." I
knew it would. It really brings out the color of her pretty eyes.
She should wear blue more often.

As usual, Taylor has done
well with the purchases, but then he knows my tastes, which labels
I like. And the name of Christian Grey opens the door to many of
the exclusive shops, whatever the day of the week, whatever the
time of day or night. Taylor has all the right contacts; that's
part of his job. He can also size up a female figure just as
accurately as he would any terrorist suspect to ensure he picks out
the right size, as well as use the old clothes to gain some
clues.

My words make Anastasia
look down again, which I hate. This is strange when I consider that
normally I expect my submissive to look down unless I give them
permission to look at me. More
confusion for me to try and fathom out.

"You know, you really should learn to
take a compliment."

Compliments seem to make her
uncomfortable. Why? A beautiful woman like her deserves
compliments. Does she think I'm just flattering her? She should
know I'm not in the habit of lying; I just say what I
see.

"I should give you some
money for these clothes." What the
fuck? "You've already given me the
books, which of course I can't accept. But these clothes…please let
me pay you back."

Does she not know who I am for fucks
sake? Is she trying to insult me?

"Anastasia, trust me, I can afford
it."

I'm a goddamn billionaire,
one of the richest men in America. Hasn't she figured that out yet?
But I guess I should be pleased that she isn't interested in my
money. Makes a refreshing change, that's for sure.

"That's not the point. Why should you
buy them for me?" she argues back.

God, she's an independent
little thing. But I quite like that, which again surprises me. I
suppose it's because she's not boring or bland. She dares to
challenge me, which means she's really quite brave. But I'd still
like to punish her for her impudence.

"Because I can."

I like being rich. I like
the power it gives me. The control.

"Just because you can doesn't mean
that you should," she comes back at me defiantly again.

Yes, Miss Steele, I'd
really take the greatest of pleasure in punishing that smart,
pretty mouth of yours. Oh yes, no doubt about that. I'd have you
down on your knees in front of me, wrists handcuffed behind you, or
maybe bound tightly with a spiteful cable tie. Then I'd really fuck
that smart mouth of yours.

"Why did you send me the books,
Christian?" she asks me quietly.

She really wants to know. She doesn't
understand about me, and why should she? She has no idea what I'm
really like. I suppose I have to try and explain, I think she
deserves that. If I want her to agree to be my new sub, I have to
try to be up front and as honest as I can without scaring her
off.

"Well, when you were run
over by the cyclist – and I was holding you, and you were looking
up at me – all 'kiss me, kiss me,
Christian', hell this is
hard, I felt I owed you an apology
and a warning. Anastasia, I'm not a hearts and flowers kind of man,
I don't do romance. My tastes are very singular. You should steer
clear of me. You deserve a better man
but I can't help myself. There's
something about you, though, and I'm finding it impossible to stay
away. But I think you've figured that out already."

Ana stares intently at me with those
mesmerizing big blue eyes of hers.

"Then don't," she whispers.

I feel my heart lurch
chaotically. I'm speechless for a minute; she has astounded me with
her words. Despite everything I've said, she isn't put off. She
wants me. Really wants me. She feels the strong attraction between us
too, just as much as I do. But she doesn't understand yet the
limitations of what I can offer her.

"You don't know what you're
saying."

"Enlighten me then."

The atmosphere between us has really
intensified. It feels as if an erotic and powerful spell has been
cast over us both as we stare at each other.

"You're not celibate then?" she
whispers.

I nearly burst out laughing at
this.

"No, Anastasia, I'm not
celibate." Oh no, most certainly not,
and I can't wait to prove that to you.

I can feel my heart
pounding with excitement, and I know she feels the same, that's why
she's blushing deeply. Christ, I feel heady with anticipation.
I have to take this to the next stage, I have to show her what
I expect from her, she needs to know. I need her to come to my
apartment in Seattle so I can show her my
playroom. I shouldn't let myself get
this excited yet, because chances are she's going to say no once
she's been in there and seen it all.

"What are your plans for the next few
days?"

"I'm working today, from midday." She
suddenly panics." What time is it?"

I reassure her that it's just after
ten, so there is plenty of time for her to get to work.

"What about tomorrow?"

She tells me she's working
at Claytons all week. Shit. I don't like her working
there, but as yet I don't have the power to forbid it. But at least
she'll be leaving soon, as I discover that she and Kate are moving
to Seattle next weekend. I'm fucking delighted when she tells me
that she's going to be living in the Pike Market District, which is
really close to my apartment.

Yes! She's going to be
nearby. Perfect!

A piece of the puzzle has fallen into
place. This really could work. Maybe we can sort out another piece
of the puzzle too.

"So what are you going to do for work
in Seattle?

"I've applied for some internships.
I'm waiting to hear."

"Have you applied to my company as I
suggested?"

She looks embarrassed. She flushes and
fidgets in her seat as she admits that she hasn't.

"And what's wrong with my company?" I
demand, surprised and actually a bit offended.

I have graduates fighting to join my
company. There are over a hundred applicants for every vacancy, and
I only employ the very best. They are exceptionally well paid and
have an assured bright future. So why the hell hasn't she applied
when I've practically offered it to her on a plate? I really want
to take care of her and keep her safe, which I could do much more
easily if she were working in my company, under my control. As I
recall, her GPA was 4, and her SAT score was 2150, so she is
actually a very bright girl indeed and I think she could do very
well.

I could make an exception
to my 'no fucking the staff' rule, just for her. Hell, it's my
fucking company, I'll employ whoever I fucking well want. I'd make
it work.

"Your company or your Company?" she
asks cheekily as she smirks at me.

She is so frustrating and yet I can't
help but be amused by that cheekiness.

Then she starts biting on her bottom
lip and it's so sexy and erotic that I feel myself harden as I
whisper to her,

"I'd like to bite that
lip."

She's shocked, yet I know my words
turn her on. We're not even touching, but the sexual tension
between us crackles, raw and sizzling.

"Why don't you?" she responds
huskily.

She is challenging me, and
it is so fucking hard to resist that challenge, but I must, I
know I have to.

"Because I'm not going to touch you,
Anastasia – not until I have your written consent to do so." I have
to be sure she understands what I'm asking from her, before I can
give into this red hot passion that is undeniably building between
us.

"What does that mean?"

I sigh, as I can see that none of this
makes any sense to her, because of course she still has no idea
about my lifestyle. I doubt she's even heard of a
Dominant/submissive relationship. But I can't explain about it to
her here, now. She needs to see my playroom to fully comprehend
what it would mean to be my sub.

"Exactly what I say. I need to show
you Anastasia. What time do you finish work this
evening?"

"About eight."

"Well we could go to Seattle this
evening or next Saturday for dinner at my place, and I'll acquaint
you with the facts then. The choice is yours."

"Why can't you tell me now?" She
sounds like a petulant child.

"Because I'm enjoying my breakfast and
your company. Once you're enlightened, you probably won't want to
see me again."

Despair washes over me at the thought
of Anastasia walking away from me. But I am who I am. I have to be
honest.

"Tonight."

"Like Eve, you're so quick
to eat from the tree of knowledge." So impatient. 

But at least it means I won't have to
wait so long for her decision I suppose, and I do hate
waiting.

So I call Taylor and tell
him to have Charlie Tango ready for me this evening, concisely
instructing him about the arrangements.

Ana seems amused by this.

"Do people always do what you tell
them?" she queries.

"Usually, if they want to
keep their jobs," I inform her. Or
else I fire their asses. No sweat.

"And if they don't work for
you?"

"Oh I can be very persuasive
Anastasia. You should finish your breakfast. And then I'll drop you
home. I'll pick you up at Clayton's at eight when you finish. We'll
fly up to Seattle."

Anastasia looks stunned.
"Fly?"

"Yes. I have a helicopter," I answer,
and I know it's immature of me to show off, but I'm delighted by
how impressed she is. My helicopter is my pride and joy. I really
love it, it was the first thing I acquired when I entered the
super-rich league. I've always been fascinated by
helicopters.

But this is the first time
I've taken a girl in it. Is it desperation to impress her that's
driving me to such lengths? Hell, it'll be fun taking her up in
Charlie Tango, and anyway I love finding an excuse to fly it. Plus
it's much quicker than going by car.

But then I'm brought back down to
earth by the fact that she has stopped eating her
breakfast.

"Eat what's on your plate. If you'd
eaten properly yesterday, you wouldn't be here, and I wouldn't be
declaring my hand so soon."

I'm suddenly all too aware that she
will most likely run once she's seen the inside of my playroom, and
the thought of her turning me down is too painful for me to
contemplate.

"Where did you sleep last night?" she
asks, as it belatedly occurs to her that there is only one
bed.

"In my bed."

"Oh."

"Yes, it was quite a novelty for me
too."

"Not having…sex?" she questions, as
she blushes shyly.

"No, sleeping with someone," I admit
reluctantly. I don't really want to discuss this with her any
further because I'm still very confused about it myself, so to
prevent any further questions I start reading my paper again. I
must make an appointment with Flynn sooner rather than later, to
try and get things sorted more clearly in my head.

Anastasia goes and dries her hair, and
once I've taken care of some business with regard to my Darfur
shipment, we make our way out to take her home.

She looks at me while we wait for the
elevator, a shy but oh so sexy look up at me through her lashes.
And with just that glance, in that second I am incredibly turned on
by this sexy little creature – and I don't think she even knows
she's doing it.

Once we step into the empty elevator,
my already heightened state of arousal is sent into the
stratosphere by the sight of Anastasia biting her bottom lip in the
way that drives me insane.

"Oh, fuck the
paperwork." 

I can't resist her any
longer. I throw caution to the wind as I grab her and push her back
against the wall of the elevator. Yeah, yeah, I know, I wasn't going to lay a finger on Miss
Steele until everything was signed and sealed between us. So sue
me.

She's caught by surprise as I quickly
take her hands and clasp them tightly above her head. I grind my
hips hard against her to pin her up against the wall, my pulsing,
aching erection demanding some sort of contact with her. I grab her
hair hard to pull her face up, to gain access to that sexy, full,
pouty mouth of hers, and as she moans her submission, my tongue
invades and possesses her. I'm driven even wilder when she
tentatively responds, her tongue dancing with mine, and I hold her
chin to allow me to possess her even more deeply. She tastes, she
smells, and she feels…indescribably sweet and lovely.

"You. Are. So. Sweet," I whisper,
bedazzled by the powerful effect she is having on me, but then I
have to pull myself together as the elevator stops and the doors
open. I somehow break the spell to push her away from me. I quickly
compose myself and set my facial expression to impassive, but I can
see that naïve little Miss Steele is rather less
successful, with her giveaway erratic breathing and flushed face.
The men who enter the elevator smirk knowingly, but then thankfully
exit at the second floor.

"You've brushed your teeth," I state,
having tasted the minty flavor in her mouth and wondering how she
did this, when I know she didn't have her toothbrush with
her.

"I used your toothbrush,"
she whispers, and somehow that is just so erotic. The moist brush
in my mouth and then hers. Mmm, so
sexy.

"Oh Anastasia Steele, what
am I going to do with you?" I ask rhetorically. I'm cross with
myself for losing control in the elevator like that, when I'd
decided there would be no physical contact between us yet, that
it wasn't going to happen. This really isn't like me at
all. Get a grip, Grey. Can't control
yourself for two minutes? Pathetic.

"What is it about elevators?" I sigh,
as we make our way out to the car.


Chapter 6 -
Hiking




I pick Elliot up after I
drop Anastasia back at her place, and we decide to go hiking up in
the hills together. Some grueling physical activity is just what I
need to try and keep my mind off Ana, to stop me from brooding
about seeing her tonight – about what her reaction to my playroom
is going to be. Tonight is pivotal – it's going to be make or break
time.

I told Ana that what
happened between us in the elevator – that hot, raunchy, impulsive
kiss – won't happen again, not unless I plan things for us that way.
I have to get things back under control. I'm a Dominant for
Christ's sake.

But the fact that my cock
jumped straight to attention when she defiantly whispered
'I liked what happened in the
elevator' as she got out of my car does
not bode well for my resolve.

Elliot and I concentrate
on pushing ourselves hard on our hike. We both enjoy and have a
need for physical sport to burn off excess energy. It's something
we have in common and for the most part I enjoy his company.
However, I know it's only a matter of time before he starts up
again with his 'Did you get
laid?' shit.

But first off, he's full of what a
great night he's had with Kate.

"Man, she's such a hot chick, you
know? I mean, she was up for some really great wild
sex…"

"Elliot, spare me the gory
details." Too much
information. I stop my brother before he
goes into too much detail. Hearing about other people's sex lives,
especially my brother's, does not do it for me. "But I'm assuming
you checked with Kate about her previous sexual partners? And that
you've been having your regular check-ups to confirm your
status?"

"Stop with the worrying Christian,
it's all taken care of. Jeez, you sound just like Mom."

"Well, you can't be too careful.
You've had a lot of partners after all."

"Yeah, but… Kate's different somehow,"
Elliot protests.

I keep quiet, but remain skeptical.
Elliot's very good looking and charming, so he's had many
girlfriends, and he's always totally into them to start with. He
and Kate were certainly all over each other with their very public
display of affection, and I couldn't help but notice Ana watching
with envy.

Elliot is such an easy
going, likeable, affable guy, nothing like me at all. With him,
what you see is what you get, no bad, murky hidden depths to him.
If that's what Ana's looking for, she won't find it with me. The
fact that we're adopted brothers no doubt explains a lot of the
differences between us, but I do know that I couldn't be closer to
him even if he was my blood brother.

Elliot's always been there for me.
When we were kids at school, I had a pretty tough time of things. I
got into lots of trouble, but my big brother Elliot would always be
there, looking out for me. At the time, I didn't always need or
even appreciate his help, but he always tried.

He doesn't know all the gory details
of my fucked up start to life, but he knows it was really bad, so I
guess that's why he's cut me a lot slack at times when I've behaved
pretty outrageously. And of course, he doesn't know the half of it,
he has no idea about my secret depraved behavior – and he never
will.

So now that we're grown up, I trust
him implicitly. For all his teasing and banter, he would never say
anything to anyone outside of our family. He understands how the
paparazzi try so hard to get stories on families like ours, to
invade our privacy and dig up dirt. He knows how people try to use
him to get to me, to gain business connections to my
empire.

I always employ my brother's
construction company for any building work that I need doing.
Elliot's an expert in constructing ecologically sound buildings,
and I trust his opinion and advice on these matters totally. The
work I've put his way has undoubtedly helped to make his company as
successful as it is, but in any case Elliot is very good at what he
does.

Having said all that, he drives me
totally nuts too.

"So, what gives with you and Ana?" he
probes.

"Nothing gives with me
and Anastasia." I emphasize her full name.

"But she rang you, she had your cell
number which you never give out to anyone. You rushed out to find
her, you took her back to your hotel room, and then you spent the
night with her. Don't tell me nothing gives. That's
bullshit."

"I took care of her because she'd very
recklessly drunk herself into a stupor."

"So, you didn't…?"

"No. Not that it's any of your
business, Elliot."

"But you'd like to?"

"Butt out."

"So you're just
friends, special friends maybe?"

I know he's trying to find out if I'm
her gay male friend.

"No, not in the way you're thinking.
Now, can we talk about something else please?"

He tries a different tack.

"Kate says Ana's a real nice girl,
very clever, very sweet but not very worldly wise. Says she's a
total babe but doesn't realize it."

"Did she now." That's an interesting
little snippet of information, and I'd love to know what else Kate
said, but I don't dare express any interest to a very curious
Elliot.

"Yeah, and she seems kinda protective
of her, so you'd better watch yourself there."

"Consider me
informed." 

I can already see that Kate could
potentially be a real interfering pain in the ass. I don't much
like her, and I know the feeling is mutual. No big deal, I can live
with that.

"So you're seeing Ana
again?"

"None of your business."

"Oh come on, I heard you say you'd
pick her up tonight. So where're you taking her? Hoping to get laid
tonight maybe, eh little bro?" he punches me on the arm as he says
this. "You're twenty seven, nearly twenty eight years old, and I've
never seen you with a girl before, so you can't blame me for being
curious. Does Mom know about Ana?"

"No! There really is
nothing to know, so please don't say anything to her. I mean it
Elliot." Ana may not be in my life
any more after I reveal everything to her
tonight. Most likely she's going to run a hundred miles.

"But Mom would be ecstatic if she knew
you had a girlfriend. I know she worries about you, Dad too, about
you being so solitary and lonely."

"I'm fine. She doesn't need to worry.
I'm not lonely, I'm just better off on my own, she understands
that." Mom understands better than anyone about how hard I find it
to let anyone get close or touch me, about the shitty baggage my
crappy start in life has left me with.

"So where are you taking Ana? Why all
the secrecy if she's not your girlfriend?"

I heave a big sigh. He's not going to
give up until I give him something. And Kate will know from Ana
what's happening, and she'll tell Elliot anyway, I realize. Another
reason I'm not thrilled about my brother hanging with
Kate.

"I'm just taking Anastasia
up to Seattle tonight for dinner at my place, that's all. No big
deal," I lie. Who are you trying to
kid, Grey?

Truth is, tonight is one hell of a big
deal. If Anastasia says no to being my new sub, if she turns me
down, I'm not quite sure how I'm going to handle it, if I'm honest
with myself. I really hate this uncertainty, and I'm pissed with
myself for getting into this situation.

Recruiting a new sub normally runs
like clockwork. I no longer go to the BDSM clubs that I used to
frequent when I was younger. It's far too risky for someone like me
who is in the public eye. I'm not interested in group scenes. All I
require is my own personal submissive to satisfy my very singular
requirements.

Elena introduced me to a very
exclusive and discreet BDSM on line subscription service. Dominants
can only join by invitation after being recommended. The annual
subscription fee is obscenely high, but that is of no concern to
me. The Dom goes on line to specify his precise requirements,
details of the most suitable subs are brought up for him to view,
then he makes his selection of any that he wishes to
interview.

All the potential
submissives are fully screened and medically checked before their
details are accepted by the service in the first place, but I take
no chances and also have my own set of checks run before I go ahead
and interview a prospective sub, once she has signed an NDA. Often
I get Elena to screen them too, to give me her opinion as to
whether the girl is suitable or not. The details and photos
available for the Dom to view on line are extremely detailed and
accurate, including fully naked shots, to aid in selecting the best
sub to meet specific tastes.

I've always been spoilt for choice.
I've been able to take my pick from a vast range of women of the
type I like. Clearly being a submissive is very appealing to a
large number of beautiful women.

So why the fuck am I not on line right
now selecting me a new compliant sub? It would make so much more
sense. The only argument I can come up with is that all submissives
had to start somewhere to find out they enjoyed the lifestyle, and
so maybe this will be the case with Miss Steele.

I know this is at best a very long
shot indeed.


Chapter 7 - Like A
Virgin?




So I figure the evening
starts off pretty well. Anastasia seems pretty impressed by Charlie
Tango. Awed was the term she used. Well I'm still kind of impressed
with my helicopter myself. I love piloting her, but I rarely take
other people up - Anastasia is the first girl I've ever flown in
her. Another first, Miss
Steele.

I find myself telling Ana
about my hobby of soaring or gliding. I think to myself that she
would really enjoy it, it would be pretty cool to take her
up… What the fuck are you thinking
Grey? You don't take a sub places like soaring,
remember?

As we land on the roof of
Escala, before we make our way inside, I feel compelled to reassure
her that she still has choices.

"I'd never do anything I didn't want to, Christian," she calmly
states. So I just have to hope that
she wants to do what I want.

She seems overwhelmed by my
apartment.

"It's a very big place you have here,"
she murmurs, as she sips the glass of Pouilly Fume I give her. One
or two glasses of a decent wine will be fine to help her relax,
unlike the quantity of cheap nasty alcohol she drank the other
night to get into such an intoxicated state.

"Big?" My place just seems normal to
me.

"Big," she confirms.

"It's big," I finally agree, deciding
to take it as a compliment. I guess all my previous submissives
took for granted the lifestyle of the affluent Dominants that
recruited them. I've never really thought about it before. None of
them ever expressed any kind of an opinion about my apartment that
I can recall. They never really expressed any opinions at all, that
wasn't their role.

We get signing the nondisclosure
agreement out of the way. Ana signs it without even reading it,
stating firmly that she wouldn't say anything to anyone in any
case. I believe her, and it makes me feel kind of uncomfortable
about insisting she sign, but I know it's a sensible
precaution.

Then what she says next takes me by
surprise.

"Does this mean you're going to make
love to me tonight, Christian?"

This question shows how little she
understands about me, so I know I mustn't delay any further. I must
get to the heart of things, to see where we go from here. But first
I correct her.

"I don't make love. I
fuck… hard," I tell her brutally, and watch as her mouth drops open
in shock. That's the truth of it
baby.

She's so naïve and
clueless, that when I say I want to show her my playroom, she
thinks we're going to play on my Xbox. I love this innocence of hers, but that's what's going to
make her run for the hills isn't it?

I feel incredibly nervous as I prepare
to open the door. I'm now going to reveal the extent of my dark
side to this beautiful creature. My conscience makes me reiterate
to her that if she wants to leave at any time, the helicopter is on
standby to take her wherever she wants to go. Whatever she decides
will be fine.

I'm lying of course. I
want her to stay more than I think I've ever wanted anything
before, but short of TPE I have no choice. The thought of Anastasia
and Total Power Exchange really excites me, so I quickly
shut down that train of thought before it gets too out of hand,
bearing in mind where we are about to enter.

I open the door and let her
in.

I watch her face intently
to try and gauge her reaction as she steps in and looks around. She
doesn't react, she says nothing, gives me no clue at all as to what
she's thinking. I try to be patient, but it's sheer fucking
hell.

I can't help it, as she
looks at each piece of equipment, I'm picturing
her, very
vividly picturing her. First off I'm
seeing her naked, wrists shackled to my iron grid, and then up
against my cross as I fuck her hard. Really hard and fast. I see her
glance up at the carabiners, and I think of her bound up
in coarse natural filament rope and then suspended from
the ceiling. Shit, that is so
incredibly horny.

Her eye travels across to the paddles
and whips. I swallow, as I'm now imagining her restrained across my
whipping bench, ready for me to expertly flick the whip across her
ass until it's a pretty shade of pink. This is an excellent
punishment that will quickly bring her into line to learn to obey
me, to follow my rules to ensure that she will be safe. It will be
for her own good, as well as for my pleasure.

I see fear flit across her
face when she looks over at the rack of canes. She is right to be
fearful - caning is the harshest punishment, but the most
effective. I enjoy caning very
much. She will learn in time that pain and
pleasure are two sides of the same coin, one sensation heightening
the other. I will show her that pain can be the most intense
aphrodisiac.

But recognizing the fear
in her eyes, I know that I'll need to reassure her that we will
take things slowly and work up to this. She will have a lot to
learn but I really desperately hope she is going
to let me be her Master to tutor her.

I see her touch the soft suede of the
flogger, and I tell her what it is. This is something we could
start with. The touch of the flogger is really quite light and
sensual, and I think she would enjoy it. I know I would take great
pleasure in introducing her to it while she is fettered
spread-eagled on the bed in here, perhaps blindfolded to heighten
the sensation. I'm already planning our first scene. But because I
want it so much, I'm getting ahead of myself again.

Although she hasn't yet
run screaming from my playroom, I still have no idea what is going
through her mind. Fuck. I need to
know. I desperately need to know.

"Say something," I demand.

Finally she starts opening up and
asking questions. I'm relieved, it means her answer isn't an
instant 'no'. She's still here and she's curious. So far, so
good.

Just as I do in business when I'm
negotiating a new contract of any sort, I try to answer her
questions as openly and honestly as I can:

- I do this to women who
want me to. And I'm gonna try every
trick in the fucking book to make you want this.

- I want to do it with her
very much, even though it'd be easy enough to find other willing
women. Frustratingly, it has to be
you Miss Steele. I can't leave you alone. Moth to a
flame.

- I'm a
Dominant. I side step the question of
being a sadist.

- I want her to surrender
herself to me, in all things, to please me. You'll really want that baby, trust me.

- I want her to follow my
rules, and I will punish her if she doesn't. That's the best part. It will ensure that you stop
fucking well defying me. I will be in control.

I decide that we need to go
through all the detailed paperwork to clarify the specifics
involved with being my sub. In any case, we need to get out of my
playroom because it's just too fucking difficult for me to
concentrate and think clearly with her in here, after all the times
I've fantasized about it.

But maybe I've been too
frank and brutal – I'm disappointed to see she's reluctant to take
my hand as we make to leave the room. Shit. I've blown it. This is all too much for her, she thinks
I'm some kind of a pervert who's going to keep her here against her
will. Tempting, but no, I would never do that. She has to know she
can trust me. But I've never felt so helpless and frustrated about
getting what I want.

"I'm not going to hurt you,
Anastasia," I promise her. And I mean it. 

At least not until I've gotten her
written permission.

~~~

I'm disappointed by her reaction when
we move on and I show her the room that will be hers if she agrees
to our arrangement.

"My room? You're expecting me to move
in?" 

Clearly the thought of
this horrifies her, even as I explain that it would be just
weekends. Shit. Not a good
reaction. Most subs would happily move in full time given half the
chance.

Neither does she seem happy that we
won't be sleeping together in the same bed. I've given her the
wrong impression with my behavior up to now. It mustn't happen
again. I'm sending out the wrong signals and I need to be clearer.
She must know and understand her place, understand how things work
between a Dom and his sub.

We go back downstairs. She needs to
eat. I worry that she never seems to eat very well. That's another
thing I'll be able to iron out when she is my sub, stop all this
nonsense with her just picking at food.

She asks more questions, so we go to
my study and I show her The Rules part of the contract.

Seems she has a problem
about accepting money from me for clothes. She thinks it would make
her some kind of a prostitute. But I don't see it like that. It's
just a practical arrangement to ensure she wears what I choose for
her, the kind of clothes I like. I certainly can't bear to see her in the hideous kind of crap
she wore when she came to interview me. Nothing but the very best
will do for Anastasia.

She doesn't want to
exercise four times a week. For fucks
sake, I've never had to negotiate this way with any sub before.
Serves you right Grey for breaking with
protocol. She needs to build up
stamina - I don't want her fainting or passing out when I fuck her
god knows how many times in god knows how many ways. But at
least she is negotiating, not running out of the door.

"And if I don't want to do this?" she
asks.

I feel despair wash over me. She's
going to say no.

"That's fine," I
lie. Truth is, it's gonna kill
me. But I calmly confirm this is the
only way things can be between us. This is the way I am, the only
way I know.

We move on to discuss my hard limits.
I think they are perfectly reasonable, and I'm very curious to see
if hers will be inline with mine. Thanks to Elena, I've pushed
every limit, tried every experience, so I know exactly what I like
and what I don't.

"Is there anything you'd like to add?
Anything you won't do?" I ask her gently after she's read my hard
limits. She looks bewildered and confused.

"I don't know."

"What do you mean you don't
know?"

She seems so shy and
awkward about all this. Has she maybe had a bad experience? Maybe
it was her last boyfriend, maybe he was a dick and he's put her off
having sex. But there's nothing she could possibly have done with
him that would shock me. From the lack of information all the
checks have come up with, it must have been a while
ago. I fucking hate the thought of
her being with anyone else, in fact it makes me fucking
mad.

"I've never done anything like this."
She looks very uncomfortable as she confesses this.

"Well, when you've had sex, was there
anything that you didn't like doing?" I gently probe, trying to be
patient and understanding as she blushes furiously. Perhaps it was
anal sex that caused a problem. That needs really careful
preparation and training, so if her boyfriend was too rough with
her, I guess that could have been a pretty bad experience to get
over.

"You can tell me, Anastasia. We have
to be honest with each other or this isn't going to
work."

Christ, what the hell is
going on here? Why doesn't she just spit out whatever is bugging
her, instead of just nervously looking down at her
fingers?

"Tell me," I say forcefully, getting
frustrated with her.

But what she says next is the very
last thing I ever expected to hear.

"Well… I've not had sex before, so I
don't know," she whispers.

Fucking hell! Fucking,
fucking hell!

"Never?" I utter in total disbelief.
She shakes her head.

Shit! This cannot be true. How is this possible, how could
she have gotten to the age of nearly twenty two
and never have had sex? She's a goddam virgin?

Fuck, fuck, fuck. Let me
make sure I've got this right.

"You're
a virgin?" I
spit out.

She nods her confirmation.

How could I have been so
stupid? How could I not have worked this out? I've just shown a
totally innocent virgin really heavy, serious
BDSM shit. I've calmly discussed things like hard limits with her,
so have I mentally scarred her? Put her off sex for life? What have
I done? I am so fucking furious that I struggle to hold it
together. I close my eyes and count to ten as I run my fingers
through my hair in frustration.

"Why the fuck didn't you tell me?" I
demand.

You'd think she might have
mentioned it, dropped it into the conversation somewhere along the
way, instead of letting me expose her to things that an innocent
young virgin has no right to see. I mean, I knew she was
inexperienced, but a virgin? No one's
a virgin after the age of sixteen – or even fifteen in my case – are
they?

"I don't understand why you didn't
tell me."

I rant further at her to the point
where she asks why I'm angry with her, and I realize that I have to
calm down; this isn't her fault, it's mine. I should have worked
out before why none of the checks on her ever picked up the hint of
a boyfriend at any point. I just assumed we'd missed something. Now
it turns out we never found a previous lover for the simple reason
that there has never been one.

I'm so corrupt and twisted
that it never occurred to me that a beautiful young woman like
Anastasia could possibly have remained untouched for so long.
Christ, all the boys must have been lining up to lay a beauty like
her, and yet she's never given any of them the chance, never been
tempted to experiment.

A virgin. A real
live virgin.
She must feel as if she's walked into some hell hole. No wonder she
thought my playroom would have an Xbox or PlayStation in
it.

And yet… she's still here,
calmly talking to me, taking everything so
coolly. Wow, she is one brave young
woman.

"Do you want to go?" I ask her
gently.

"No, unless you want me to
go," she murmurs as she looks up at me with those beautiful eyes. I
am in awe of her. Despite everything, she still wants to be here,
with me. I start to think about what this means. Of course I want
her to stay, I really want her to stay. I like
having her here.

So what happens now? I check my watch,
and see it's gotten late.

Do I send her away? Do I
let her go, knowing that inevitably, before much longer, some other
fucker's going to get their grubby paws on her to claim her sweet
precious virginity? Some fucker like Jose the photographer boy? I
feel a huge surge of fury and jealousy sweep through my body at the
thought of any other man having her.

Anastasia came here
tonight thinking I was going to make love to her. She planned, she
wanted to give her virginity to me, she's
chosen me to be her first lover, me to be the first man to have
her.

Beautiful, sweet
Anastasia. She's never had any other man touch her in that way.
This means that if I take her tonight, she will be completely mine,
only mine. And I love, fucking love
that thought.

She needs to experience
sex before she can possibly understand and agree to any kind of an
arrangement with me. It makes sense that the first step in her
initiation as my sub would be to cover all types of basic sex with
her. Vanilla sex may not be my thing, but it's simple enough and
I'd sure as hell be willing to try it with
Anastasia. I think I can manage a few
simple basic fucks. It would be my
pleasure to initiate her, and it occurs to me that if I make it
totally, mindblowingly amazing for her, she'll be much more likely
to willingly sign up as my sub. Good
plan, Grey. Fuck her into submission.

As I contemplate all this, I see Ana
unconsciously biting her soft, full bottom lip in the sexy way that
drives me wild, and that's it, my decision is made.

"Come. We're going to
rectify the situation right now. I'm going to make love to
you, now."

Maybe there are just enough hearts and
flowers in these words for Anastasia, because she agrees. As I tell
her to forget about the rules for now, the words are as much for my
benefit as hers.


Chapter 8 -
Firsts




Mostly I fuck my subs in my playroom.
But sometimes, when I've been working in my study for a while over
the weekend when my sub is around, I might call her down to relieve
my tension. She will know that if she is called to my study, she is
to come in wearing just her panties and kneel beside my desk. When
I pause what I'm doing to sit back and nod to her, she is to come
between my legs as I sit at my desk, undo my pants and fellate me.
I like to be deep throated, and I prefer a sub who is prepared to
swallow. 

When she is done, she does my pants
back up, gets up and returns to her room without ever speaking or
looking up at me. Occasionally, I might instruct her to lean over
my desk so that I can spank and fuck her hard from behind, if I'm
feeling particularly frustrated, if a deal isn't going
well.

My sub always does all the cooking and
meal preparations over the weekend. Sometimes I might decide to
quickly fuck her over the worktop in the kitchen if I feel like it,
or maybe instruct her to bend over and hold her ankles so that I
can take her that way if I prefer. She will always do exactly as I
instruct her immediately and without hesitation, or she knows that
I will punish her.

Other than that, fucking of subs takes
place in my playroom. Never in my bed, or anywhere in my
bedroom.

Until now.

I feel a certain kind of
responsibility as Anastasia's first lover, and I don't want her
memory of her first time to be in my playroom. Everyone remembers
their first time, and it just doesn't seem appropriate. So although
I've never had sex in my bedroom before, somehow it seems right
that we head there. Okay, I'm not
going soft in the head. I don't want to scare her off.  This
is just a means to an end right, to ensure that Ana ends up as my
sub? For this prize, I can adapt and make
exceptions. Fucking, making love, or a mixture of both, it all
amounts to the same thing in the end doesn't it?

Nothing about this evening is anything
like my normal routine. It's not just Ana who is experiencing
things for the first time.

We gaze intently into each other's
eyes the whole time. Her beautiful blue eyes are shining with
desire and excitement, showing me, telling me, that she really
wants me. And I have little doubt that my eyes are telling her
exactly the same thing.

"You are one brave young woman, I am
in awe of you," I whisper as I kiss her and bite that delicious
lip. "Please, Ana. Let me make love to you."

"Yes," she whispers, and I'm ecstatic
as I lead her into my bedroom, although I can't help noticing that
she is shaking with nerves.

"I assume you're not on the
Pill?"

By the expression on her face it's
apparent she's not. Shit. That means using condoms. I hate condoms,
but I never take risks, so there's no alternative apart from
sending her away. That's sure as hell not going to
happen.

Good job I've got a box of
condoms here in my bedroom. I keep a supply so that I've always got
some to hand out to Elliot. I worry about him, because he's such an
int-the-moment kind of guy that he'll happily fuck any girl he
meets, without bothering to check on her sexual health. So far,
he's escaped getting anything too serious, or knocking anyone up
that we know of, but I know Mom worries about him too, so I try to
make sure he's prepared whenever I can. Now it turns out that I'm
the one who needs to be prepared.

I remove my jacket, shoes and socks,
then set about undressing delicious Miss Steele. I murmur to her as
I do so, trying to relax her. All the time we're still looking at
each other, staring into each other's eyes.

I kiss her lips, then gently kiss
across her jaw, her chin, then her soft delicious mouth again. I
remove her jacket, then unbutton and remove her shirt. As it falls
to the floor, I see she is wearing the blue lacy Agent Provocateur
bra I ordered Taylor to get – I'm pleased to see it's a perfect fit
for her beautiful breasts. Her pale flawless skin is simply
exquisite, as I knew it would be, and I want to touch it, to kiss
all of it.

I want to see her thick chestnut hair
loose, so I let it down and it's glorious as it cascades around her
shoulders.

"I love brunettes," I
murmur, as I twist my fingers through it to hold her head still
while I kiss her again. Always
brunettes. This time it's a deep,
demanding kiss and she responds, her tongue meeting mine in a
passionate, erotic dance.

As we continue kissing, I
pull her hard against me so that my erection gets a touch of the
connection it's craving. She grips my arms, and then reaches up to
twist her fingers tightly in my hair to pull me down to kiss her.
I'm surprised to discover that I actually really like her doing
this. Who knew?

I move her towards the bed, then drop
to my knees in front of her, so that I can lick her navel and nip
her soft, sweet skin from one hip to the other. I know this will
tantalize her and I'm going all out with every trick I know to
arouse and prepare her. From her groaning and heavy breathing I
know I'm working her up into a frenzy that will have her begging me
to fuck her. But I'm not done yet.

As I remain kneeling, I unbutton her
jeans and slowly slide them down, all the while continuing to stare
into her eyes, both of us unwilling to look away to break the
spell.

Then I run my nose against her panties
to smell her natural, female musky smell. The smell of arousal, of
sex, of need. A basic primal, instinctive smell. It tells me that
she wants me, that she is ready for me. Her smell is intoxicating
and drives me totally fucking wild.

I push her back on the bed, dispense
with her shoes and socks, then run my tongue and teeth along the
soles of her feet, knowing this will surprise her, because the very
core of her sex will react strongly to this stimulation. It works;
Ana is so fucking responsive, she is moaning and writhing on the
bed for me already.

"Oh Ana, what I could do to
you," I whisper in delight. I remove her jeans as she lies back on
the bed, and she looks wonderful lying there in her pale blue lacy
bra and panties. A real natural beauty, the whole
package.

"You're very beautiful Anastasia
Steele. I can't wait to be inside you," I whisper. Now I want to
see how she looks when she has her orgasm.

"Show me how you pleasure yourself," I
order. She looks puzzled. "Don't be coy, Ana, show me."

"I don't know what you mean," she
shakes her head at me.

"How do you make yourself come? I want
to see."

"I don't."

For fuck's sake!
Seriously, she's never even had an orgasm?

"Well, we'll have to see what we can
do about that," I chuckle.

I'm going to
have all the pleasure of her sexual awakening. I'm going to give her
her first orgasm. How fucking exciting. Oh Miss Steele, you have so much to learn, there is so much I
can show you. First I need to see how easily I can make you come.
You seem very, very responsive.

I take off my jeans, then I
spread her ankles apart and crawl between them. She's squirming all
over the place, so I tell her to keep still, but she finds it hard.
I kiss my way upwards, then flick both of her fantastic breasts out
of her bra but I leave it on, to keep them bound and pushed up
ready for me to play with. Her deliciously pretty pink nipples
stand out proudly. I'm going to have such fun with
those.

"Very nice," I whisper as I
gently blow on one soft nipple while I roll the other in my
fingertips. By her groan and the way she is gripping the sheet
under her, I know this is resonating intensely in her very core,
just as I meant it to. She is so responsive, so easy to work up.
Next, I suck one nipple very hard, while I harshly tweak the other
between my fingertips. 

Pain and pleasure, hand in hand - the
first lesson.

She nearly leaps off the bed, so now I
think I can make her come just by doing this. She is so sexually
responsive that I can't understand how the hell she's managed to
remain a virgin this long, but then maybe that's why she's so
responsive – I'm unleashing all of her repressed sexual needs. I
don't care, whatever the reason, I fucking love doing this to her
while I watch her sweet face. I keep relentlessly working on her
nipples, and I can feel her body working up to her release, even
though she doesn't understand what's about to hit her.

"Let go, baby," I whisper, then nip
her nipple with my teeth and pull even harder on the other with my
fingers to send her over the edge to her very first orgasm. As she
convulses in ecstasy, I kiss her deeply to claim her cries as my
reward.

She slowly comes down from
her high, and I smile at her, satisfied beyond belief with her
response. She looks up at me in stunned awe as she struggles to
catch her breath.

Yeah baby, that's what all
the fuss is about. And there's plenty more to come. But I'm going
to have a lot of fun teaching you to control it, only allowing you
to come if I say so. Or I will have to punish you. Yes, so much
fun.

I can't wait much longer
to fuck her, so I check if she's ready for me by slipping my finger
inside her panties. I groan out loud when I find out how wet she is
and all I want is to be inside her. But first I finger fuck her so
she's really desperate, to get her even more aroused and begging for
me.

It's time. I can't wait any longer. I
have to be inside her.

I take her panties off,
and then my boxers so that my rock hard erection is released. I
push her legs apart so that I can kneel between them as I roll on a
condom. I see the scared look on her face when she sees my
length. Yeah Miss Steele, I'm a big
boy alright and you're going to take every last bit of
this. But I have to remember she's a
virgin, so I reassure her that she will stretch to take
me. 

She looks so good naked, but different
to how I'm used to my women. She's still in all her natural glory,
she hasn't waxed or shaved. I'm surprised to find I rather like it;
until now, I've always insisted my subs must be fully divested of
all body hair.

And then I position myself ready to
take her.

"You really want to do this?" I ask
her one last time.

"Please," she begs me.

"Pull your knees up," I instruct, and
she immediately obeys without hesitation.

I position my tip at her wet, inviting
entrance, and I can feel her soft sweet folds just begging me
in.

"I'm going to fuck you now, Miss
Steele," I warn her. "Hard."

I've never fucked a virgin before, but
of course I know it will hurt her, so I figure it's best not to be
hesitant or half-hearted about it.

One really hard, decisive thrust, and
I've ripped through her virginity. She cries out, but I continue to
slam all the way in, right up to the very hilt before I stop and
pause.

And on some deep primeval
level, I am triumphant. I have claimed her. Anastasia is
now mine.

Christ, she is so fucking
tight. I'm totally encased by her
silky, velvety softness clamping tightly all around
me. Fucking hell.

"You're so tight," I groan. "You
okay?" She nods as she grips my forearms. I remain still, to let
her acclimatize, but also so that I can savor the exquisite
sensation of being inside Anastasia.

After a moment, I tell her I'm going
to move. I slowly ease back, groaning at the intense pleasure I
feel as her silkiness strokes me on the way out. Then I thrust back
in again, causing her to cry out again, but I can sense that she is
okay, she doesn't want me to stop.

I pause, buried deep inside
her again; we are a perfect, bespoke fit. A tiny voice from the
hidden depths of somewhere unknown, whispers to me that this woman
is mine. We are meant to be together, our paths are entwined.
That's why I feel her calling to me so strongly, why I can't resist
her. This is so much more than just fucking, this is a magical
melding, a cleaving between us. That's why she waited for me to
claim her virginity, why she needed me to awaken her sexuality. I
try very hard to ignore this ludicrous, ridiculous voice, and push
it to the back of my mind.

"More?" I manage to
whisper.

"Yes."

I thrust in again to feel her glorious
lush tightness. It's pure fucking heaven. It's never felt as good
as this before.

"Again?"

"Yes," she begs me now, so I know
she's ready for much more. I continue thrusting in and out as we
find our rhythm together, her hips rising to match each of my
thrusts as we begin to build and climb together. I alter my angle
slightly to make sure I'm stroking her G spot as I slide in and
out. I'm rewarded as I feel her start to quiver… I kiss and bite
her lip … I feel her stiffen …

"Come for me, Ana" I
whisper, and she obediently, gloriously, does. She is already
incredibly tight around my length and then I feel the waves and
spasms of her orgasm tightening and clenching around me fiercely.
With one final sharp hard thrust, I'm sent over the edge into an
intense climax as I empty myself into her, calling out her name as
I do. Fucking mind
blowing.

As we both slowly come down from our
explosive release, I let my forehead rest on hers as I catch my
breath. I gently kiss her as I withdraw, causing her to wince. She
seems to think it amusing when I enquire if I've hurt her, and the
irony is not lost on me.

"Seriously, are you okay?" I probe, as
I tenderly tuck a soft little strand of hair behind her ear. I want
reassurance that this has been a good first time experience for
her. She's smiling, but doesn't answer me. I need to know, she must
tell me, it's suddenly very important to me.

"I'd like to do that again," she shyly
whispers her answer, and I smile in relief.

Thank Christ. If she's
that keen, it was as good for her as it was for me. She has no idea how
amazing that was for me. How our connection made it so much better
than my usual type of fucking. What
the hell is going on here? That was just boring vanilla sex. I've
always believed I needed much more than that to feel
satisfied.

"Would you now Miss
Steele? Demanding little thing aren't you? Turn on your
front."

Good job I'm a fast reloader. Basic
position number two coming right up. I love fucking from
behind.

I unhook her bra, run my
hands down the silky skin of her back, and then caress the curve of
her gorgeous, perfect behind. I imagine what it will feel like to
first gently rub her cheeky little ass, then suddenly spank her
hard. Later Grey, she's not ready for
that yet. Don't risk frightening her off now.

I like that I can totally pin her down
on the bed in this position. It means Ana won't be able to touch
me, so I relax and remove my shirt when she queries why I still
have it on.

"So you want me to fuck you again?
Well this time I'm going to take you from behind, Anastasia," I
gloat as we start again. This is so much fun, so many things to try
out with her.

I grip her hair at the nape of her
neck to hold her still as I position myself, and then reach my hand
round to massage her clitoris.

"You are mine, only mine. Don't forget
it," I whisper, so turned on by the knowledge that no other man has
ever touched her in this way before.

I breathe in her intoxicating smell
around her hair line. I think I'm becoming addicted to her. I'm
just like a drug addict, and she's exactly my brand of
heroin.

"You smell divine," I
whisper.

Once again she is very responsive to
my touch, as I continue to rub around her nub in little
circles.

"Keep still," I order as she tries to
move her hips in response. I step things up another notch as I use
my thumb to stroke the front wall of her vagina, a technique
guaranteed to send her wild, a fact confirmed by her loud
groaning.

"You like this?" I tease, as I thrust
in and out with my thumb and continue to circle her with my finger.
She feels so wet already, she's so responsive, and I really, really
like that.

Now I try another little naughty trick
with her.

"Open your mouth," I command, then
thrust my thumb into her mouth to let her taste her arousal for
herself. It will shock her, but it is so fucking sexy.

"Suck me, baby," I tell her next. I
want to feel her fellate my finger. She doesn't disappoint as she
sucks hard on my thumb.

"I want to fuck your mouth, Anastasia,
and I will soon," I whisper in delight at how she's
performing.

I think it's shock at my words that
makes her bite me, which amuses me but is not what I told her to
do. I pull her hair to warn her and she releases my
thumb.

"Naughty, sweet girl," I whisper, as I
sheath up ready to start fucking her.

This time we are going to
go really slowly, and I'm going to give her the first lesson in
how I control her pleasure, I control her
orgasm.

I slowly ease into her, all the way
in, really deeply from behind. She feels just as tight and hot and
lush as the first time. I slowly circle my hips when I'm inside her
so that my length stimulates every bit of her, every sensitive
nerve ending, then I slowly pull out. She groans loudly. I slowly
repeat this over and over again. She feels fucking amazing, and it
takes all my considerable control to prevent me from just slamming
into her.

Very quickly I feel her start to
quiver and tremble, so I pull back and wait. I want to keep her
just on the tantalizing edge of her release.

"Oh no, baby, not yet," I
tease. 

Once she's calmed down, I start again.
We repeat the process again and again. Orgasm control requires
considerable skill. Tease and denial is a classic Dominant
technique for training a sub. I'm a real expert at it, and soon she
is begging me to let her come.

But not yet. I want her
sore. I want her to think of me every time she moves tomorrow. I
want her to remember that she is totally mine, because
only I have been here. So I continue, slowly entering, circling
inside her and then withdrawing.

"Please, Christian," she begs again,
almost beside herself with need.

"What do you want, Anastasia? Tell
me," I command. Now she understands that I am in control, only I
can give her the release she craves. I repeat my actions again,
slowly entering, grinding round inside her and then withdrawing.
"Tell me."

"You, please," she pleads with me. Next
time she will call me 'Sir'.

She has said the right words, so to
reward her I slowly start to increase the rhythm.

"You. Are. So. Sweet. I. Want. You.
So. Much," I growl as I thrust harder and quicker.

Finally I allow her to climax. "Come
for me baby."

She has an intense orgasm that causes
her to scream out my name even as she's trapped face down on the
bed where I'm lying on top of her. Wave after wave of her strong
orgasm milks and sucks at me, and inevitably my release quickly
follows hers with a couple of final hard thrusts.

I collapse on top of her
gasping for breath. Shit, that was so
incredibly intense again.

"Fuck. Ana."

This girl is simply a natural at
sex.

I pull out and roll onto my side of
the bed.

She is so thoroughly fucked that she
just curls up on her side and crashes out, exhausted and
overwhelmed.

I glance at the clock – I see it's
well after midnight. So now I can truthfully say that I have fucked
her into tomorrow, just as I've wanted to do ever since Miss
Anastasia Rose Steele first fell into my office.


Chapter 9 - Mama
Grey




I wake up and stretch
contentedly, feeling refreshed. Looking at the time, I'm surprised
to see that after I came back to bed last night with Anastasia, I
slept deeply for several hours. So it seems it's not just a one off
fluke that I sleep really well when she's in my bed. I frown as I
reach over and realize that she's gone, but as I can hear noises
coming from the vicinity of the kitchen, I relax as I guess she's
making some breakfast.

In any case, I've
instructed Taylor to intercept her and alert me if he sees, via the
security CCTV, that she's attempting to leave unaccompanied. As he
has full responsibility for all security, he is always fully
apprised with details of any guests overnighting in my apartment -
it's a very rare occurrence. Of course as I told her yesterday, Ana
is free to leave whenever she wishes, but I don't want her running
without the chance for me to talk to her, to try and change her
mind.

As I get out of bed and
throw back the covers, I notice again the blood stain on the
sheets. It brings to mind how in olden times, proof of a woman's
virtue on her wedding night was a prized possession, a trophy even.
Mrs. Jones will no doubt see the bloodstain too, and maybe think
that I've stooped to a new level of depravity by deflowering a
young virgin in my bed. But having worked for me for the last few
years, Gail knows that whatever goes on in my apartment is always
completely consensual. I don't think either she or Taylor would be
prepared to work for me if it was any other way, however much I
paid them, although I know it's always possible to employ staff
that would be prepared to turn a blind eye.

But evidence of sexual
activity in my bed will be a first, and she will no doubt be curious.
However, she won't make any comment to me - that's why she and
Taylor have worked for me for as long as they have. Discrete.
Loyal. Efficient. Trustworthy. Good at keeping their mouths shut
and not speaking out of turn. These are all essential attributes
required by my inner sanctum of staff. Being as close as they are,
Gail and Jason will no doubt discuss it between themselves and
probably feel sorry for the girl in question, but they know me well
enough to understand that I would never have forced her to do
anything against her will.

I make my way to the kitchen, then
quietly sit down to watch Anastasia, finding myself
mesmerized.

She is dancing her way round the
kitchen as she's mixing something in a bowl under her arm. She's
wearing the white shirt I discarded last night – with nothing on
underneath I realize, as she reaches up into the cupboard, and I
see one of her delicious cheeks peeking out. She looks very young,
very cute, and sexy as hell.

I can see she's got headphones in, so
I assume she's listening to an iPod. She's also singing along,
in a sweet little voice. It's obviously a song she knows very well,
and from the emphasis she's putting into the lyrics, one that seems
to resonate pretty strongly with her.

 


So you think you got it
all worked out...

You got your hot pants on,
you got your arse right out...

Think that you are
something new and special...

Me and my drab dress we
don't do at all...

I spent so long trying to
fit the prototype...

I don't care...anything
you can do I can do better...

All you girls, you look
and flip your hair, you wonder why I'm still here...

So you've got your little
groups and gangs...well I don't wanna be in that game...you've got
the wrong girl...coz I'll be flying higher

You're superficial, I'm a
misfit...so what we don't look the same...

You're superficial, I'm a
misfit...

But that's
okay...

 


Hmm, fascinating. Amy Studt's 'Misfit'
if I'm not mistaken. Is that how she sees herself, as someone who
doesn't fit in? I recall some of the intimidating gangs of girls
from college, all superficially pretty in a blonde and tanned way
and so fucking bitchy. Maybe they're the type Ana is thinking
about. I must have a look through her playlist, see if I can pick
up any other clues about her from her choices. She is so shy and
self contained that I find it difficult to read her, although
sometimes I think I can second guess what she's
thinking.

She was quite perceptive about the
piece of music I was playing on my piano last night when she came
and found me in the early hours. I'm glad music seems important to
her, that she seems to like the pieces I play or have on in my car.
Music is an integral part of who I am. I escape into it, it helps
calm me when I need to think things through.

Learning to play the piano
brought me back to life when I was a child. I think my mom secretly
has a theory that perhaps my biological father was some sort of a
musician. Whatever. The crack whore probably never even knew which
one of her many punters got her knocked up. Most likely, whoever he
was, he never even knew of my existence. We'll never know, and I
really couldn't give a shit.

I quietly go and sit at the breakfast
bar. Whatever Ana's cooking sure smells good. When she sees me, she
freezes and stops dancing.

"Good morning Miss Steele. You're very
energetic this morning," I tease, as she blushes and looks
embarrassed.

We eat the breakfast she's prepared,
and she seems pleased that I asked Mrs. Jones to get in some of her
favorite tea - Twinings English breakfast. I take pride in
remembering little details like these – it can often make or break
a deal.

Clearly my desire for her
to remember how I claimed her body as mine last night has been
successful, because she winces as she sits
down. That'll be all the fucking
then.

I find myself amused at her pithy
comeback when I enquire just how sore she is.

"Well to be truthful, I have nothing
to compare this to. Did you wish to offer your commiserations?" she
snaps.

Actually, I'm trying to assess where
to continue with her basic training. Seeing as I've wanted to fuck
her mouth ever since the day she fell into my office, I suggest
maybe we try oral skills. She nearly chokes in shock.

"That's if you want to stay," I check,
unsure now if I'm pushing her too hard too fast. I really don't
want to risk losing her; I'd rather slow down than scare her off.
Last night was... well it was the best night I can remember in such
a very long time. I want many more nights with her like
that.

She tells me she'd like to stay for
today, but has work the following day. I promise to get her to work
on time, but she really seems keen to get back, making the excuse
that she needs clean clothes. Even the offer of getting her some
more clothes doesn't sway her to stay another night.

Frustratingly she insists she wants to
be home this evening. I'm beyond disappointed, but realize I cannot
make her stay. She is so fucking independent and self-contained.
Most women would be thrilled with the offer of some new clothes,
but not Miss Steele.

Now she stops eating, saying she's not
hungry, having hardly eaten anything at all. It makes me so fucking
angry to see food go to waste. If, like me, you've experienced near
starvation, it seems incredibly selfish and wasteful when people
don't eat good food that's right in front of them. Ana is already
very slim and fragile looking, so I can't stand the thought of her
not eating enough, starving herself. I must check that she has no
history of anorexia or bulimia.

As we clear away, I tell her we'll
take a bath after breakfast. I find both showering and bathing very
pleasurable. To be warm and clean are more basic luxuries that
people take for granted.

Then fucking interfering Katherine
Kavanagh calls on Ana's cell, checking that she is okay, clearly
fishing for information about what happened last night. Ana says
very little, but tells her that she'll see her tonight. She clearly
feels torn about what she can say to her friend. She tells me she
wants to ask Kate about sex, so is that okay now she's signed the
NDA?

Seeing as how I assume Kate has been
with my brother again last night, I'm really not comfortable with
Ana discussing our sexual activities with her friend. She has me as
her point of reference, she can ask me anything. I can tell her
everything she needs to know.

"Does your family know about your...
um predilection?" she queries.

"No. It's none of their
business."

And this is the crux of my dilemma.
This is the problem with my potential new sub mixing with my
family. I've always managed to keep these two worlds completely
separate, but now they're crossing over and colliding in a most
confusing way. I tried to figure this all out in my head last night
as I watched Anastasia sleeping.

Elliot knows about Ana, and
is probably going to hear a lot more about her thanks to Kate.
Should I worry about this as I can sense that Ana is sincere when
she says she won't tell anyone, not even Kate, anything about us?
My gut feeling tells me to trust her, and it rarely lets me down
about things like this.

Maybe I can kind of do the
girlfriend thing with her some of the time as well as have her
subbing for me. Is this possible? If it isn't, then the alternative
is that I have to let her go, and I know that I can't. I just
can't. So maybe I have to stop over thinking this and just see what
happens. This freaks me out because I like everything planned out
and controlled. I don't like surprises. I really could do with a
session with the good Dr. Flynn, but he's out of town, so I can't
see him just yet.

Before I make any assumptions about
whether or not we are going to continue with whatever this is
between us, I need to find out what Ana thinks about last night,
seeing as she crashed out exhausted after her third orgasm, before
she could say very much.

"How was last night for
you?" I ask, anxious to discover her assessment of things. I think
it went very well indeed, but I mustn't assume Anastasia feels the
same, especially as she seems keen to
leave. Is she planning to
run?

"Good," she whispers shyly, then
smiles her wonderful smile at me. I'm stupidly pleased and also
relieved by this response.

"Me too. I've never had vanilla sex
before. There's a lot to be said for it. But then maybe it's
because it's with you," I confess, as I run my finger across that
pouty bottom lip of hers. Elena always told me that vanilla sex
would never be enough for someone like me, and I've never doubted
that she was right – until now.

I shake my head to get rid of all
these thoughts and lead Ana towards the bathroom.

~~~

 


After our session together in the
bath, I'm even more confused by Ana, she is such a contradiction.
She really seems to have no idea at all about just how beautiful
she is – she's very slim, has lovely long legs, a gorgeous ass and
her fantastic tits are about the most perfect I've ever seen, the
type that men dream and fantasize about. But she hangs her head, so
shy and self-conscious, uncomfortably standing naked in front of me
when I want to take pleasure in looking at her. She almost acts as
if she's ashamed - maybe she has some self-esteem
issues?

Then when we're in the
bath, she completely takes me by surprise when she suddenly takes
the initiative and brazenly gives me the most fantastic, mind
blowing oral sex. It starts off when I show her exactly how I like
my cock handled and pleasured. Next thing I know, she's gone down
on me. Fuck! The full works, sucking, licking, deep throating me to
perfection, no gag reflex at all. She even lets me come in her
mouth and then just effortlessly swallows.

She tells me this is the
first time she's ever done this, and I can tell she's being
truthful. She's just a natural, and what's more I can see she
really enjoyed doing it and is turned on big time. I can't believe
how amazing this girl is. Her mouth fucked me, rather than me
fucking her mouth, which should maybe worry me, but it doesn't. It
was just great to have someone who liked doing this as much as I
liked having it done, and I have to award her the most well
deserved 'A' in oral skills.

Christ, I really want her
to say yes to our arrangement even more now. We are just so fucking
good together.

After this performance, I definitely
think she is ready for me to take things to the next stage with
her, as we move back to my bedroom.

"Trust me?" I ask.

She looks at me with those big blue
eyes and nods.

I freaked a little with her last night
when she tried to touch my bare chest because she doesn't
understand about my no go areas. I'll feel more relaxed when I know
her hands can't stray. We may not be in my playroom, but I can
improvise. I go into my closet and grab a silver grey silk woven
tie. This should do the job just fine.

"Knit your hands together in front of
you," I order, and I can feel the thrill of being in total control
again course through me as I bind her wrists together very tightly.
I love that she looks so sweet and young with her pigtails, and
that excites me even more. I lie her on the bed and push her hands
up over her head. Now I can give her the first lesson in the
Dom/sub way of doing things.

"Keep your hands up here, don't move
them, understand?" I instruct her firmly.

She looks at me in surprise, and I
think she feels intimidated. Good.

"Answer me."

"I won't move my hands," she
whispers.

She still finds keeping still so
difficult as I kiss her all over her body, but she has to learn
control, to do exactly as I tell her. So when she disobeys me and
moves her hands to try and touch me, I tell her off and slowly
start all over again, knowing that she is feeling frustrated by
this slow, sensual attack on her. I'm building up to give Ana her
first lesson in the art of Cunnilingus.

I love performing
Cunnilingus on a woman. It takes time to learn the skills required,
to know exactly the right spot to concentrate on, to know how much
pressure to use, to understand and gauge how just the gentlest
flick of the tongue can give so much pleasure – pleasure that can
so easily be withdrawn each time her climax approaches. This gives
me total and absolute control over her. I can dictate exactly how
much pleasure I am willing to allow.

Anastasia is so aroused and responsive
that she nearly convulses off the bed when I gently suck and then
circle her clitoris with my tongue. She smells and tastes so
fucking sweet, she's just divine. I swirl my tongue round and round
to increase her pleasure because I've decided to reward her
performance in the bath.

Next up is the Venus butterfly – my
tongue on her clitoris, my finger in her vagina, and she nearly
comes right there, but I hold back, I want this to last longer for
her. She's so wet and ready that I know she can't hold out much
longer. I move my finger round inside her to match the actions of
my tongue. She explodes loudly as her senses splinter and shatter,
screaming out my name as her orgasm rips through her.

It's my turn now, so after
quickly sheathing up, I ease into her lushness, feeling the
exquisite tightness once more. I hold back at first to check she's
okay, that this isn't too sore for her, but she begs me to carry
on. So now I really pump hard into her, faster and faster, hitting
her sweet spot and pushing and pounding into her again and again,
because I really want, I really need her to come again, so I
carry on until finally I feel her quivering again.

"Come for me baby," I call out, and
she explodes around me again. I can feel her clenching and
squeezing my length, so I know I've succeeded, that I've forced her
body to respond to me again. I need every fuck between us to be
totally mind-blowing so that she will be compelled to agree to be
my sub.

"Thank fuck," I groan, as I give a
final thrust and come hard to release into her.

As we recover and start to regain our
senses, she looks up at me in a state of sex induced
stupor.

"See how good we are together. If you
give yourself to me, it will be so much better. Trust me,
Anastasia, I can take you places you don't even know exist" I
whisper seductively, hoping my sexual prowess will help bind her to
me.

Then we both suddenly freeze as we
hear voices just outside my bedroom door.

I realize with horror that it's the
unmistakable sound of my mother, in full overprotective and
concerned mode, determined to march right in to see me. Taylor is
doing his utmost to tactfully and discretely head her off, but she
seems to be under the impression that there is something wrong with
me, that clearly I must be ill or something as I'm still in bed at
this time of day.

It's only when Taylor
finally tells her that I'm 'not
alone', that I have 'someone with me', that the penny
drops for Mom, and it's clear she's taken completely by surprise by
this disclosure. It's obviously never occurred to her that she
might catch me in flagrante
delicto in my
bedroom. Until I met Anastasia, that
would have been the correct assumption.

"Shit! It's my mother," I tell a
shocked Anastasia. I hurriedly withdraw and she winces. "Come on,
we need to get dressed – that's if you want to meet my
mother."

I jump out of bed, quickly dispose of
the condom, then throw on my jeans, going commando for the sake of
expediency.

Straight away I suspect who
I have to thank for this unannounced visit from Mom. No doubt my
dear brother Elliot has somehow been stirring things up, just
enough to get her racing over here without so much as a phone call
to warn me. I'll deal with him later.

I look over at Ana, who is still in a
state of horrified shock.

Short of keeping her hidden
away here in the bedroom, I'm going to have to introduce her to my
mom. And as I look at her, I realize that she is not a girl to be
ashamed of or hidden away, and it's not as if I have to lie or make
up any stories about how we met. It was all perfectly innocent and
above board.

"Another first," I mutter,
bemused.

"Christian, I can't move," Ana panics,
as her wrists are still bound up with my tie. "Perhaps I should
stay here. I don't have any clean clothes."

"Oh no you don't, you can
wear something of mine. Anastasia, you could be wearing a sack and
you'd look lovely. Please don't worry. I'd like you to meet my
mother," I reassure her, as I release her and point out where my
clothes are.

Actually, I'm really quite relaxed and
happy about her meeting Mom. Elliot is right in one respect – Mom
is going to be ecstatic to find out I have a girlfriend, which is
what I decide Ana will be as far as my family are concerned. I can
hardly introduce her as my potential submissive after
all.

It's cool, because I'm pretty sure Ana
is exactly the kind of girl Mom would like to see me with, and I'm
always thrilled to do anything that will make her happy.

However I can't help teasing Mom just
a bit. Taylor didn't actually specify the gender of the person here
in my bedroom with me...

I look at Ana and can see that she is
still worried and unsure about meeting my mom.

"I will expect you in that room in
five minutes, otherwise I'll come and drag you out there myself," I
warn her as I pull on a T shirt.

If my 'guest' doesn't make
an appearance, it's only going to make Mom convinced that I'm
hiding my gay boyfriend, or even worse some kind of rent boy that
I'm ashamed of. Of course I know that because she is such a
wonderful and tolerant person, she would always accept whoever I
chose to be with, but I really want Mom to see sweet, natural,
beautiful Miss Steele all for herself. Then maybe she can relax a
bit about me, no more 'gay repressed celibate' Christian for her to
worry about.

I walk out to see Mom
sitting on the edge of the couch, so I go over, kiss her cheek and
then casually sit next to her.

"Hi Mom, this is an unexpected
pleasure."

I wait for her to say something,
knowing she must be burning with curiosity.

"How are you Christian?" she asks, as
she studies my face closely and then glances towards my closed
bedroom door.

"I'm good thanks. How's
Dad?" I ask, seeing her hesitate as she wonders how to bring up the
subject of who might be in my bedroom, as she knows how hostile I
can be about discussing anything personal. I'm enjoying this little
joke far too much to put her out of her misery just yet.

"He's as busy as ever, you know what
he's like," she replies absent mindedly.

"Mia's due back soon isn't she?" I say
next.

"Yes, that's right she is, and she's
asked if you can pick her up from the airport, if that's alright
darling. I think she's missed you while she's been in
Paris."

"Yeah, I've missed her too, and I've
already said I'll be there to pick her up when she emailed
me."

"That's good then." Mom smiles, and
then looks again towards my bedroom door.

The door slowly opens, and I watch
Mom's face closely to see her reaction as Anastasia nervously makes
her way out.

I hear a sharp intake of
breath as her eyes widen in shock. Clearly this beautiful young
woman was not who she was expecting at all, and I see her shoulders
sag in relief. Heavens above, it's a
sweet young woman! Christian isn't gay after all! Hallelujah, he
finally has a girlfriend!

Ana looks stunning, even though she's
just grabbed my shirt to cover herself up. Her face is clean and
fresh with no hint of makeup. Her lovely blue eyes are sparkling,
and her cheeks are flushed, no doubt due in part to her very recent
orgasm. She looks sweet, natural and rather endearingly
shy.

"Here she is," I say as I
stand up to make the introductions. See Mom, I'm not gay. You really don't need to worry about
me.

I can tell Mom is over the moon as she
gives Ana a huge warm smile and stares at her in wonder. I think
there may even be tears in her eyes.

"What
a pleasure to meet you." Mom manages to get the words out. She looks
delighted and thrilled as they shake hands.

"Call me Grace," she insists to Ana,
much to my surprise. Usually only very close friends and family get
to call her by her first name.

Next she wants to know how we met, and
I tell her about Anastasia interviewing me for the student paper at
WSU, and how I'm conferring the degrees there this week. Ana will
be one of the graduates of course.

Then Ana's cell phone rings, and she
wanders off to the kitchen to answer it. 

I'm trying to listen to her call while
I'm still talking to Mom. My good mood is dampened somewhat when I
realize she's talking to the photographer. What the fuck is she
doing even taking his call after the way he treated her? I hope
this doesn't mean she still has feelings for him. Now I wish I'd
taken the fucker down the other night when I had the
chance.

As Ana finishes her call and comes
back into the room, I force myself to tune back into what Mom is
saying.

"And Elliot called to say you were
around – I haven't seen you for two weeks, darling."

"Did he now?" I reply
dryly. Yep, just as I thought, it was fucking Elliot who got Mom
hot footing it over here under some false pretext. Interfering nosy
bastard, he should just mind his own business.

Mom is reassured now that she has seen
that her worries were unfounded, so she makes her excuses and
prepares to take her leave. She clearly doesn't want to interrupt
what she sees as my blossoming romance with this perfect young
woman for a moment longer.

She looks again at Anastasia with what
seems like awe, and I'm really pleased that she obviously likes and
approves of her.

"Anastasia, it's been a
pleasure. I do hope we meet again," she tells her enthusiastically as
she takes her hand and shakes it. Don't hold your breath, Mom. I'm working on it but she hasn't
signed up yet.

Taylor shows Mom out, no doubt heaving
a huge sigh of relief that he managed to stop her from actually
walking right in on us in the bedroom. Disaster and my wrath
successfully averted.

Then business matters intervene that
need to be sorted, and our bubble is burst. We need to get moving
for the long drive back to Portland. I hand Ana the contract to
read later, and suggest she does some research on the internet. I
can see by her face this poses some sort of problem.

For fucks sake, turns out
she doesn't even have her own computer. Well I can soon rectify
that, no sweat. She certainly can't use her friend's laptop to look
up the kind of thing I'm suggesting. I reluctantly agree that she
can discuss her general sexual queries with Kate, but insist that I
don't want anything mentioned to my nosy brother.

While I'm in my bedroom
getting ready to leave, I get my cell and call Elliot.

"What the fuck did you say to Mom to
get her rushing over here this morning?" I ask with no
preamble.

"Morning little bro, how are you this
fine day?" Elliot replies in his usual laid back manner, and I can
hear the teasing humor in his voice. Clearly he's not in the least
bit surprised to hear from me. He'll be wanting to know whether all
his shit stirring has had the desired effect.

"Elliot, stop pissing around. What did
you say to her?"

"I just happened to mention that you
were around in Seattle."

"And? What else, what did you say to
get her to turn up here out of the blue so bright and early this
morning?"

"I may have just mentioned
how worried about you I was, how reclusive you were, how I hoped
you weren't becoming depressed. Just the kind of things a concerned
brother should confide in their Mom about," he tells me as he
snickers. "So, did she get to meet Ana? Does she know she's your
girlfriend?"

"Oh yes, they've met, and thanks to
you I think you could say she's in little doubt about her being my
girlfriend," I reply dryly.

"What... you don't mean...
she didn't catch the two of you...in
bed... did she?"

He takes my silence as
affirmation.

"No way! Oh Christian,
that is priceless! Better than I could ever have hoped for," he
roars with laughter. "So you did get laid. About fucking
time if I may say so. I wasn't sure what was going on between you
two, and Kate wouldn't tell me anything, even when I told her you
never usually date. Way to go little bro."

"Fuck off Elliot. And no more meddling
in things that don't concern you, okay?"

"But Mom was stoked right? I mean
Ana's a real sweetheart, I bet she really liked her didn't
she?"

"Yeah, I think Mom was
pretty happy actually. What's not to like about Ana?" I
begrudgingly agree, smiling to myself as I recall the expression on
Mom's face.

"See, big bro knows best," he brags.
"And if you need any tips about how to make a girl scream and beg
for more in bed, just ask me."

"Like I said. Fuck off
Elliot."

I terminate the call, certain that my
brother won't be able to resist meddling again given the slightest
opportunity.


Chapter 10 - Mergers And
Acquisitions




 "Christian, you've finally got a girlfriend!" Mia shrieks
down the phone. "How come I get to hear about this from Mom – well
Elliot actually, but of course I didn't believe him. I just thought
it was one of his stupid jokes, so I called Mom and she said it was
true, so then I believed it."

Fucking interfering Elliot
again. He just can't help himself can he?

"Hi Mia, how's Paris?" I sigh, but
can't help smiling at my little sister's exuberance. I know I don't
stand a chance in hell of deflecting her inquisition.

"Oh no, don't try and
change the subject. Come on, I want to hear all about her. Mom says
her name's Anastasia? That's a pretty cool name. So how did you
meet? Was it love at first sight? Did your eyes meet across a
crowded room and wham that was it?"

"Don't be so melodramatic
Mia. Life isn't like that stupid ‘chick lit’ crap you insist on
reading."

"Christian, humor me here. No one
has ever seen you with a girl, so she must be pretty special if
Elliot and Mom have already met her. I'm just totally bummed this
happens while I'm out of the country. You could have waited you
know, then I could have checked her out for you. Apparently, Elliot
said Dad didn't believe Mom at first when she told him you had a
girlfriend. He said she was more likely just a new member of your
staff, but Mom insisted and whispered something to him about you
being in bed with her when she got to your place. So, are you
like totally into each other?"

"Mia, we've only just met. It's early
days." I cringe at the thought of my family discussing my sex life.
Elliot must be feeling so fucking pleased with himself.

"I mean, we're all used to
Elliot and his constant stream of girlfriends, but this is the
first time any of us have seen you with a girl, so she must be
special."

"Anastasia is pretty special I guess.
Now can we change the subject please, Mia," I snap. She's not
making all this indecision about Ana any easier for me to
handle.

Truth is after the last few days I
don't really know how things stand between us. One minute I think
I've just about got her within the grasp of my fingertips, the next
I think she's slipping right through my fingers.

"Oh don't go all moody on me
Christian. You can't blame me for being curious. Mom says she's
very pretty, and shy and sweet. She really likes her anyway, so
that's good." Mia always ignores and cuts through my moods like no
one else. She gets away with murder. But she is my baby
sister.

"Yes, I think Mom liked her," I
agree.

"And Elliot says she's a totally
gorgeous babe, but of course I know she must be, to have caught the
eye of my very handsome and charming big brother," Mia
teases.

"Looks aren't everything, Mia. True
beauty is more than skin deep. You can be so shallow
sometimes."

"But I bet she is, isn't she?
Beautiful I mean?"

"Yes, she is. Very
beautiful. A beautiful person inside too," I confirm
quietly. So what is she doing with
me? I'm rotten to the core underneath this pretty face.

"So when do I get to meet
her?"

"I don't know. Let's just
wait and see how things go, hmm?" Ana
may well have already run before you even touch down,
Mia.

"You are picking me up from Sea-Tac on
Saturday aren't you?"

"Yes, I'll be there. So have you
enjoyed your time in France? Paris is great, isn't it?"

"I suppose, but France in general
would be okay if it wasn't so full of arrogant French bastards.
They always think they know better than anyone else."

Her assessment makes me
laugh. 

"Well if anyone can set them right
about that, I'm sure it's you, Mia. Anyhow, you'll be back in the
mother country in just a couple of days now. Look I gotta go,
things to do, places to be. See you early Saturday morning. I've
got all your flight details."

"Okay, but you're not off the hook
yet. I want more details about Anastasia when I see you. Bye
Christian."

"Bye Mia."

~~~

So where
exactly do things stand between Anastasia and me?

First off, when we get
back to Portland, I drop Anastasia back at her place, but decline
her invitation to go in. She makes it real hard for me to resist
though, because as she gets out of the car, she smiles cheekily and
calls out 'Oh by the way, I'm wearing your
underwear' as she pulls up the
waistband of a pair of my boxers from her jeans to show me. That is
beyond hot. It takes all my resolve not to go straight after
her.

But I need to get things
back on an even keel, back to normal, in balance. All these
confusing feelings are messing with my head. I know what works for
me, what fits into my life. I'm a Dom, she can sub for me. Nothing
else would work. Would it?

Down to practicalities. I've told Ana
to do the research, so she needs a laptop. I phone Barney, my IT
guy. I tell him I don't care how he does it, I want him to pull
strings with his contacts at Apple to organize a top of the range
MacBook Pro to be delivered to Miss Steele first thing tomorrow
morning, and I don't give a shit what it costs. I want the very
latest iOS, full wireless N and email installed, plus everything
else she could possibly need. I give instructions that it's to be
delivered in person by one of their top people to install and set
it up for her, and they are not to leave until she is fully
conversant with how to use it.

As usual, Barney excels himself –
that's why he's worth the ridiculously huge salary I pay him. By
Sunday evening, he's managed to swing the very latest MacBook Pro,
not even available in the shops yet, all set up and ready to go. It
will be delivered to Miss Steele at eight o'clock the following
morning by one of their top trainers.

I send her an email ready for her to
read when she takes delivery of the MacBook in the morning,
explaining that this laptop is hers so she can to do the required
research before we meet for dinner on Wednesday.

 


~~~

 


The next morning when it
gets past eight o'clock, I keep checking my inbox to see if there
is any reply yet from Anastasia. So
fucking annoying. I hate waiting.

Finally at twenty past
eight, I get a reply. Already she's defying me again, saying the
computer is only on loan, not hers. What is her problem about
accepting gifts? But I find the email banter between us stimulating
and fun. I even put Elliot's stupid
irritating 'Laters,
baby' in my final email.

I think about her again all day, and
am frustrated at having to play stupid fucking golf in the
morning. 

I hate golf, but the fairways are
where a lot of business gets done, so I play. But there's no real
physical challenge to it, it's so slow and boring, and my mind
keeps drifting off thinking of Ana.

I'm not sure what time she will get
back from work, so I send her an email around twenty past five,
asking how her day went. Ana replies shortly after, and so our
amusing and witty e banter starts again.

But the main reason I've
given her this laptop is for research purposes, so I instruct her
to stop prevaricating and get on with it. I want our arrangement
sorted and concluded, so we can stop all this uncertainty. I
suggest she starts with Wikipedia, then I sit back and wait to see
what questions she comes up with.

Over two hours pass and I
hear nothing back. I start to feel anxious. What's going on? Surely
she has some questions for me?

I get a high volume of emails, mostly
business ones. I've assigned her messages the highest priority, so
they jump to the top of my inbox. Even so, I'm pissed because I
still can't stop constantly checking to see if she's
replied.

Then, just after half past eight, as
I'm going through the schedule for the next few days here in
Portland with Taylor, I finally get a reply from her.

 


Okay, I've seen
enough.

It was nice knowing
you.

Ana.

 


"What
the FUCK…"

"Problem, Sir?" Taylor inquires at my
outburst as he sees my horrified expression.

I just glower at him so he keeps
quiet.

She can't just bail out like this. 'It was nice knowing you?' What sort of
shit is that?

She's not prepared to discuss a single
thing? I thought she was pretty close to agreeing, so what's scared
her off? I am so fucking furious that I can't think straight as I
sit there and run my hands through my hair in disbelief.

How can she do this after such a great
weekend? I thought she enjoyed our time together as much as I did.
She gave me her virginity for Christ's sake, does that mean nothing
to her? The sex wasn't good enough to persuade her after all?
Perhaps she needs some more persuading.

I grab my car keys, deciding I have to
see her to find out what the fuck she means.

"Would you like me to drive you
somewhere, sir?" Taylor offers, as he raises his eyebrows
questioningly. He can see that I'm not exactly calm and
collected.

"I'll drive myself," I snap, then take
a deep breath. It's only fair to keep Taylor in the picture if I'm
expecting him to fulfill his security duties. "I'm going over to
see Miss Steele. I don't know how long I'll be."

In the car I put on some music, and
the Muse track 'Supermassive Black Hole' plays. 


 'I thought I was a fool for no one, but ooh baby, I'm a fool
for you.' 



The heavy base notes suit my mood and I turn it up loud as I drive
the short distance.

I'm not in the mood for
polite chit chat when I arrive, so luckily Kate's on the phone as
she answers the door. She lets me in and waves me in the direction
of Ana's room. I find her sitting at her desk listening to her
iPod. That's maybe why she didn't answer the door.

I look round her room. It's
not very large; it has white wicker furniture, a white double bed,
a patchwork quilt, all pale blue and cream. I rather like it; it's
restful – not all fussy and pink and girly like Mia's room at
home.

I sit on the edge of her bed, next to
her.

She looks as if she's been
out for a run as she's wearing sweats and her hair is in pigtails.
That she's totally shocked to see me is obvious. But she doesn't
tell me to get out, or say anything about things being over between
us. That's a start anyhow.

"So it
was nice knowing me?" I ask frostily.

"I thought you'd reply by email," she
whispers.

"I thought I should come
and remind you how nice it was knowing
me."

The sexual tension is already building
again between us. I reach over to free her hair from her pigtails
and then gently caress her earlobe, and suddenly she is kissing me.
I grab her and we end up on her bed.

Now I do what I do best. I play
teasing sex games with her, once I've securely tied her wrists to
her iron headboard with my favorite grey silk tie from my
pocket.

I cover up her eyes. I keep
her waiting. I feed her wine from my mouth. I trail ice down to her
navel. 

I control her. I tease her. I let her
get close to release, and then I deny her. 

Again and again.

She tells me her email was a joke. Now
the joke is on her as I take my pleasure. She's still tied to the
headboard, so when I flip her over, her pretty ass is up in the
air, begging to be smacked, so I do - hard. Just once. This
time.

Then I quickly sheath up and fuck
her. 

She comes, but I don't stop. I carry
on this harsh punishment fuck until she comes for me
again.

"How nice was that?" I growl. I'll teach her to mess with
me. I don't do 'nice'.

She was only joking in her
email? Not funny. 

Turns out she's still working through
and considering my proposal. She has some questions for
me.

"Why don't you like to be
touched?"

"I just
don't." Let's not go
there.

She asks if I would collar
her – I tell her I've never collared anyone
before. But now she's mentioned it, I
rather like the idea of collaring disobedient Miss Steele to bring
her to heel. That could be another first.

"Were you collared?" she
asks.

"Yes."

"By Mrs.
Robinson?"

"Mrs. Robinson!"

This nickname of hers for Elena really
amuses me. Ana has such a sharp, witty brain. Elena's going to love
it too. I'll tell her about it next time we have dinner.

These questions remind me that what
I'm offering Ana is a whole new world that she knows nothing about.
So to help her understand about subbing, I suggest maybe she talks
to one of my former subs. I know Elena arranged for my last one,
Susannah, to meet up with Leila, another previous sub, and she told
me she found it very helpful.

But Anastasia looks at me as if I'm
totally mad.

"Is
this your idea of a joke? I'll do this on my own, thank you very
much," she snaps.

I'm bemused by her
response. She's clearly upset and tells me she's appalled at my
suggestion. I don't understand why, until I think I work out it's
because she's jealous. Jealous? Of a
contractual arrangement?

"Are you staying?" She wants to
know.

I can't because that's not how it
works between a Dom and his sub. I've already broken too many
rules. I have to get back to how it should be, to keep my head
clear. So I tell her I won't be staying tonight or any other night
in the future. I try really hard to mean it too.

So now Ana practically throws me out,
not wanting to discuss anything further, acting like a spoilt
child. This has never happened to me before.

"God I'd like to give you a good
hiding. You'd feel a lot better, and so would I." That one slap I
gave her ass tonight felt so fucking good, I'd really like to
finish off what I started.

It really is incredibly
hard to walk away from her tonight. Part of me, a very large part
of me, just wants to spend the night sleeping next to
her. What is she doing to
me? But I manage to control myself. I
walk out to my car and leave.

Later that night, she emails me a huge
long list of her issues in preparation for us to discuss over
dinner on Wednesday.

I'm somewhat taken aback,
but at least it shows she is giving my proposal serious
consideration. However, I need to make something clear, so I email
her back the definition of submissive as she seems to be
missing the point here.

I can't help but be amused
by her reply the next evening. She counters by emailing back the
definition of compromise. We are sparring by
email, and I find her witty, amusing, challenging, and frustrating
all at once. But not boring. Never ever boring.

~~~

 


So for our Wednesday night dinner
date, I've reluctantly agreed that Anastasia comes to meet me at
The Heathman, as she has insisted she wants to drive rather than be
picked up. I think maybe she has control issues of her own. I
suspect this is so she can run if she feels the need.

If she's driving, I won't
be able to ply her with wine to get her to open up. If she did
drink I could get Taylor to drive her back, or she could even spend
the night with me. That could work. You don't sleep with a sub, remember Grey? How many times are
we going to go through this?

I wait for her in the bar, hoping she
isn't going to be late. I actually feel pretty nervous, and I'm
worried she's not even going to show.

So when I look up and see her in the
doorway I'm relieved – and stunned. She's wearing a dress. A very
sexy, fitted purple dress that showcases her gorgeous figure to
perfection, along with very sexy high stiletto heels. Wow, what a
change from her usual jeans and flats. She literally takes my
breath away.

Her shiny long brown hair is curling
softly down to her breasts, and she's wearing just enough make up
to enhance her beauty rather than mask it. She looks so
beautiful.

Man, she looks so hot,
fucking scorching hot. Every male in the bar is looking at her and
wanting her. But she's mine. Only mine.

She makes her way over to me, and as I lean down to kiss her cheek,
I smell her intoxicating smell, and the electricity between us is
there again, strong and overpowering.

I must play things right tonight
to secure our deal. I have to know we have an
agreement in place.

Ana wants to cut to the chase straight
away to discuss the contract, but I have other
plans. 

Seductive plans. I've booked a private
dining room for us as I wouldn't want anyone to overhear the things
that we are going to be discussing. I offer her the choice of
dining in my suite instead, but she declines. No matter. The
private dining room will be just fine for what I have in
mind.

I've chosen a very special menu to set
the tone for our negotiations.

First course - oysters.
Casanova supposedly consumed fifty oysters each day to keep his
libido in top form. As the oysters lie there, raw, moist, tender
and glistening in their half-shell, waiting to be devoured, it is
easy to conjure up erotic associations.

I wait with some amusement to see
Ana's reaction to them. I want sex to be on her mind the whole time
we're eating – and negotiating. I want her to be constantly
reminded of how good each fuck between us has been. And then I'm
going to give her a truly mind blowing fuck right here on the table
in this private room. Then she won't hesitate any longer, she'll
feel compelled to sign up to be my sub. That's the plan.

"I hope you like oysters."

"I've never had one," she murmurs as
she looks at me with those alluring blue eyes.

"All you do is tip and swallow. I
think you can manage that."

She blushes, knowing that
I'm referring to the fantastic head she gave me the other
day. I've spent quite some time
thinking about that experience. Too much time if I'm honest. It was
fucking awesome. And her first attempt too. Such
potential.

I eat the first one to show her how
it's done.

"Hmm, delicious. Tastes of the sea. Go
on, try one," I urge.

"So, I don't chew it?"

"No, Anastasia, you don't," I confirm.
When she tips the oyster between her full soft lips and
effortlessly lets it slip down her throat, I'm really turned
on.

"Well?"

I hope she likes them as much as I do.
I hope she's as turned on as I am.

"I'll have
another." Promising.

"Good girl."

That's Ana, open minded and willing to
try new experiences. See, this is what I find fascinating about a
girl who seems so shy on first impression.

"Did you choose these
deliberately? Aren't they known for their aphrodisiac
qualities?" She's catching
on.

"I don't need an aphrodisiac near you.
I think you know that, and I think you react the same way as me," I
tell her. The electricity is crackling stronger than ever between
us right now. She feels it just as much as I do, I know she
does.

But we also have to get
down to business, to re-negotiate her contract in preparation for
her signing up as my sub. Her list of 'issues' was so long that
I've printed it out, so now I start to work my way through them
with her.

She's worried about being hurt. She
actually goes quite pale when we start talking about suspension.
Not a good start, so I agree to make that a hard limit for her.
Rope play is quite time consuming and complicated to set up, but
still, it's a shame. Fucking a sub who is bound and suspended from
the ceiling is a favorite scene of mine.

We go on to discuss
obedience. This is a key component of subbing, so she really needs
to get her head around this. After some encouragement, Ana
hesitantly agrees she could try. I'll
soon bring her into line too, with some carefully selected
punishments. It'll be so much fun.

No sub has ever suggested
spending less time with me, but Ana doesn't want to commit to every
weekend. I manage to keep my cool and remember her suggestion about
compromising. I negotiate an extra day with her midweek if she
insists she wants a weekend away from me, but I insist on at least
a three month trial, as the month trial she suggests is far too
short a time.

I explain in depth how our
arrangement revolves around trust. Hopefully I've already proven to
her that she can trust me, by how great the fucking has been so
far. So now I just need her agreement to allow me to dominate her,
so that she can experience even greater sexual pleasure. I spell
out to her that as her Dominant, I will fuck her any time, any way,
anywhere I want. And she will want that. I know it's
what I want more than I've ever wanted anything before, so
I have to convince her.

She's not saying much.

I go on to explain about pain and
discipline.

"I can show you how
pleasurable pain can be. You don't believe me now, but this is what
I mean by trust. There will be pain, but nothing you can't handle.
It comes down to trust. Do you trust me,
Ana?" Just put yourself in my hands,
then everything else will fall into place. It will be so good
between us.

I'm backing her into a
corner here. This has to lead to her agreeing to be my sub. This is
what I'm good at, negotiating, manipulating, finding the weak spot
in an argument.

"Yes, I
do." Yes! I think finally I've got
her with this answer.

"Well, the rest of this stuff is just
details."

The entrees arrive; black cod,
asparagus and crushed potatoes with hollandaise.

We move onto the rules; I'm not happy
about her refusal to compromise about food, but she insists it's a
deal breaker, so I reluctantly concede that, as well as the sleep
rule. Nevertheless, I will try my utmost to keep her as near to the
rules as possible while she is with me, to ensure her wellbeing and
good health. I'm still not convinced she doesn't have anorexic
tendencies; she eats so little, and seems to have low self-esteem
and body image issues. Maybe I'll discuss this with Flynn when he
gets back next week.

As we discuss the rest of
her issues, Ana goes very quiet. I've given her a great deal to
think about already, so we agree to leave discussing soft limits
for now. Information
overload.

So I steer the conversation round to
begin her seduction, telling her I'd like to peel her out of that
dress. But it seems she's worked out what's going on, what game I'm
playing, as she resists me.

"Christian, you use sex as a weapon.
It really isn't fair," she whispers as she looks into my
eyes.

And I can see the balance of power
beginning to shift, so I try another tack. I explain how being a
sub means that as her Dom I would take all the worry off her
shoulders. I tell her she should just let me take care of
everything. I know she wants me, I can read her body language, all
the little subtle signs. This is what she wants, so she should just
follow my lead, do as I say, I try to convince her.

"Christian. You just don't fight
fair," she insists, then starts to play her own game.

Asparagus. Phallic and
erotic. 

She takes a spear, then
slowly puts the tip of it in her mouth and
sucks. Now who's not playing
fair? I lose my concentration as she
slowly licks her lips and then bites the tip
off. Christ, she's a fast learner.
Blast her GPA.

But the spell is suddenly broken by
the stupid fucking waiter coming in to clear the plates, and at
that moment Ana seems to come to a decision, as she declines
dessert.

"I think I should go," she
announces.

I'm completely knocked off
balance by this. How did this happen? How have I lost control? I
was about to go in for the kill and fuck her brains out.

"Go?" This is not how I expected
things to pan out at all, and I'm baffled.

"Yes. We both have the
graduation ceremony tomorrow," she insists as she stands up. Does
she even have a submissive bone in her body?

I really don't want her to
go. I'm so desperate to get her to stay, I even break my
rules again by asking her to spend the night with me, but that's
not enough for her. She still says no, because I admit that she
wouldn't be able to touch me. That's one rule where there is no
possible compromise.

"I don't know any other way,
Anastasia. This is who I am."

I have the most awful sinking feeling
that she is telling me goodbye. I've played what I thought was my
winning hand tonight and I've lost.

"Christian, I have to
think about this. I don't know if I can have the kind of
relationship you want." That sounds
like a 'no' to me.

I have no option but to let her go. My
mind is racing through what this is going to mean. What am I going
to do, what else can I do?

"You're moving this weekend to
Seattle. If you make the right decision, can I see you on Sunday?"
I feel like a teenager asking for a date.

"We'll see. Maybe."

Her hesitant answer doesn't reassure
me in the least. But I won't give up without a fight.

However, those worries are pushed to
one side when I see the valet pull up in her car outside the hotel
when she goes to leave.

What
the fuck is that piece of shit? An ancient Beetle? I doubt it
has one single safety feature. I can't have this. I won't have her
risking her life every time she drives that piece of
crap.

Even if, as she informs me, her
stepdad did buy it for her, I can do better. She will have a new
car with every safety feature available as soon as I can get it
arranged, whatever she says.

This is far too important for her
stupid pride to stand in the way. Her stepfather would want the
best for her too, I'm sure, and I can easily afford it even if he
can't.

I toy with the idea of forbidding her
to drive it and getting Taylor to take her back, but I know she
will refuse. If only she was my sub, this wouldn't be a problem;
she would just do as I say.

If I'd have known before
that this death-trap was what she was driving, I would have had
Taylor disable it to ensure she couldn't go anywhere in it. I make
a mental note that in future, all background checks must include
details of the subject's car. I'm totally pissed that this was
missed, and that I was not aware that she's been risking her life
in this way.

"Drive safely," is all I can
say.

"Goodbye, Christian."

And she drives off, possibly out of my
life.

I just don't get it. I'm puzzled why
she ran this evening. I go back to my room and send her an email. I
try to reason calmly and logically with her. I ask her to really
think again about my proposal. I want to make it work, and I tell
her we will take it slow.

For me, this is practically
begging.

I don't get a reply. Neither does she
reply to the texts I send her. I try not to panic. Nothing bad
could have happened to her on the way back, could it? I get Taylor
to check there have been no reported accidents. There
haven't. 

So most likely she is ignoring me. Or
her laptop isn't working. Unlikely. No, she's ignoring me, which is
not a good omen.

I don't sleep much at all.
I have to speak to her tomorrow, I can't go on like this, I need an
answer, I'm going crazy. At least I know she will be at the
graduation ceremony - as long as she hasn't been killed in that
fucking death-trap of a car.


Chapter 11 -
Graduating




As the Chancellor gets to his feet
with his opening speech to start the graduation ceremony, I scan
the rows of faces for the one that I'm desperate to find. The
auditorium is packed, so it takes a while for me to find her. But
there she is, sat in the second row, wearing her cap and gown same
as everyone else, sinking down in her seat to avoid my
eye. 

Miss Anastasia Rose
Steele. 

The woman that I spent all of last
night thinking about, worrying about, deliberating about. She's
here and at least now I know for sure that's
she's safe.

She is making me
insane. I wish I'd never met
her. That's a lie, of course. My life was
just a void, an empty mass of nothingness until she tripped her way
into my office and into my life. And the reason she was there was
the same reason that I'm here today. My involvement with WSU.
Environmental science, farming for third world countries to find
ways to eradicate hunger and poverty. It's a cause very close to my
heart – well it would be if I had one.

But good cause or not, this morning is
going to be interminable. Speeches, more speeches, and then
hundreds of fucking degrees to hand out. I have to sit through all
of this shit before I'll get an opportunity to speak to Ana. And
speak to me she will, because this situation between us has got to
be resolved one way or another. Either she signs up, or I'm going
to have to force myself to somehow forget about her and move
on.

The Chancellors' speech is boring as
fuck, so I find myself looking at Ana. I'm pleased to see she
blushes as she notices which tie I'm wearing. She unconsciously
touches her wrists, no doubt recalling how I used it to tie her to
the headboard in her room before I gave her a good hard fuck. God,
that was so good, but I can't sit here for the next however many
hours with a hard on, so I take a deep breath to marshal my
thoughts and stare at the WSUV emblem above the
entrance.

I won't be ignored or
messed around any longer. This is not
me. This is not the way I do things. I need
to refocus. I need a new sub; if not Miss Steele, then I can easily
find another little brown haired girl who will be more than willing
to sign up to be fucked any which way I dictate.

Who am I
kidding? Try as I might, I can't
dispel all these evocative images and thoughts that keep replaying
through my mind. Gazing into those beautiful blue eyes of Ana's.
Being buried deep within her exquisite tight, velvety lushness.
Feeling her fingers in my hair as she clutches me to her. Hearing
her call my name as she climaxes. How connected I feel with her.
How sweet and soft she feels when I wrap myself around her in my
bed. How at ease I feel sleeping with her. How the nightmares stay
away when I'm with her.

None of these thoughts are
those of a Dominant with his sub. These are thoughts of love
making, almost 'hearts and flowers'. This is not me. This is not the way I do
things. I don't make love. I fuck –
hard.

The Chancellor has finished droning
on, so now it's Miss Kavanagh's turn to make her Valedictorian
speech 'What Next After College?' To my surprise, she's a very good
speaker and I'm actually quite impressed by her. I've done business
with her father - he's a very successful and charismatic man. So it
seems she is her father's daughter and the apple hasn't fallen far
from the tree. I wonder if Elliot really is as smitten with her as
he claims, or is she just another in his long line of conquests? At
least Kate has a brain, unlike some of his previous girlfriends,
and I can imagine that Dad would be impressed by a sharp cookie
like Kate. Time will tell, and it's really none of my
business.

So now I'm being
introduced. The Chancellor goes on about how
I'm a self-made man, blah,
blah, blah, and then touches on the main
reason they want me here – 'a major
benefactor to our university'. Money –
I'm under no illusion that there is any other reason they tolerate
my involvement in the environmental science department.

I roll out my usual speech with
confidence. My hook, what grabs the audience's attention, is when I
say that I have personally known what it's like to be profoundly
hungry. It's something that never leaves you. If, through my
success in business, I can in some small way prevent someone else
in the world going through that, then I'm happy to enable
it.

Speech over, the long and extremely
tedious business of handing out four hundred degrees and shaking
four hundred hands begins. I make a mental note to tell my PR guys
never to agree to me doing this ever again, no matter what. There
is only one person that I'm looking forward to seeing, and it takes
a whole fucking hour for her turn to arrive.

Despite everything, I'm still stupidly
pleased to see Ana. But I have to know.

"Congratulations, Miss
Steele." Shaking her hand, I feel the usual spark between us, as
always. "Do you have a problem with your
laptop?" Why the fuck didn't you
answer me?

She frowns back at me.
"No."

"Then
you are ignoring my e-mails?"

"I only saw the mergers and
acquisitions one."

What? Is she saying she didn't like
the tone of my email or something? It was perfectly clear and
logical. What was she expecting from me?

But there is still a great long queue
of students behind her waiting their turn, so I have to let her
go.

"Later," I tell her, so she knows that
I'm not done with her. She looks puzzled as she moves away and
heads back to her seat.

Finally, after yet another hour, we're
done. Thank Christ for that.

As soon as we're off the stage, I want
to go and find Anastasia, but infuriatingly I'm collared by the
Chancellor and two of the teaching staff, busily brown nosing and
sucking up to me. It takes all my self-control to remain polite,
and I have to remind myself of the PR reasons why I'm here. Luckily
I manage to catch Kate's eye as she's walking by. I don't want Ana
sneaking off before I get a chance to talk to her and before I have
to leave for my next meeting.

"Would you be so kind as to find
Anastasia and ask her to come here straight away, before she does
anything else," I instruct her urgently.

"Why? Won't you be seeing her after
anyway?" she queries rudely.

"I need to see
her now. Could you please go and fetch her for me, at once," I
insist. Just fucking do
it.

I stare her down, and she mutters
'okay' as she heads back out into the auditorium. 

A couple of minutes later I'm relieved
to see Kate returning with Ana, so I make my excuses, and smile my
thanks at Kate.

After such a long drawn out
wait, my temper and frustration are barely under control, and I
really need to talk to Ana in private. I see what looks like a
locker room, so I steer her in there. Thankfully it's empty, so I
lock the door and then turn to face her. She's not going anywhere
until I get something out of her. I want some answers and I want
them now.

"Why haven't you e-mailed me? Or
texted me back?"

"I haven't looked at my computer
today, or my phone." I find this unbelievable – she doesn't check
them for hours and hours on end? How irresponsible of
her.

"That was a great speech. Explains
your food issues to me."

I know this is just a ploy to distract
me. It's not what I want to talk to her about.

"I've been worried about you," I tell
her, exasperated.

"Worried, why?"

"Because you went home in that
death-trap you call a car."

"What? It's not a death-trap. It's
fine. Jose regularly services it for me. The Beetle used to belong
to his mother."

What the fuck? Another link to
photographer boy? Yet another reason to get rid of that
car.

"Yes, and probably her mother and her
mother before her. It's not safe."

"I've been driving it for over three
years. I'm sorry you were worried."

I decide not to argue about it any
longer. Taylor has Ana's car situation well in hand. The usual Audi
A3 will be ready tomorrow. Time to cut to the chase.

"Anastasia, I need an answer from you.
This waiting around is driving me crazy."

I see a look of panic cross her
face.

"Christian, I …look, I've left my
stepdad on his own." More delaying tactics. She's trying to avoid
the issue.

"Tomorrow. I want an answer by
tomorrow." Enough. I can't go on like this.

She looks at me and blinks.

"Okay. Tomorrow, I'll tell you
then."

I find myself relaxing a little now,
knowing that there is a deadline, an end to my torment in sight. Or
the beginning of a worse torment maybe. But surely it has to be
better to know the worst rather than live with this uncertainty
hanging over me all the time.

"Are you staying for
drinks?"

"I don't know what Ray wants to
do."

"Your stepfather? I'd like to meet
him."

I'm actually very curious about Ray
Steele. Ana chose to live with him rather than her mom and her new
husband, so she must think a lot of him. I suppose he's the only
father she's known, as according to the background check, her
natural father died when she was just a day old. And Ray must be
quite a guy to take on raising his ex-wife's teenage daughter on
his own. Why Ana felt uncomfortable about living with her mom and
her third husband seems a bit of a mystery. As I recall from the
check, that marriage lasted less than six months, whereas Ray and
Ana's mom were married about sixteen years. I think I'll get some
in depth background checks run on this third husband Stephen Morton
guy as well as Ray. I just have a gut feeling there's more to this
than Ana is letting on, that maybe I might gain some insight into
some of her low self-esteem issues. My gut feeling is rarely
wrong.

"I'm not sure that's a good
idea."

What? Most women would be
dying to show off that they'd caught the eye of a billionaire for
Christ's sake.

"Are you ashamed of me?"

"No! But introduce you to my dad as
what? 'This is the man who deflowered me and wants us to start a
BDSM relationship'. You're not wearing running shoes."

At first I'm a bit offended, but then
I'm struck by Ana's naïve honesty. She's an adult, she can make her
own choices. She only has to tell her dad what he needs to know.
That's what I do with my family. I'm amused at the picture of her
dad coming after me. I've never been in this situation before.
Another first.

"Just so you know, I can run quite
fast. Just tell him I'm your friend, Anastasia."

I unlock the door and we make our way
out of the locker room, and Ana quickly scuttles off in search of
her stepdad. I have to make excuses to the Chancellor and the rest
of the faculty who are now staring at me.

"We just needed to clarify some
details regarding the interview Miss Steele undertook with me for
the student magazine," I tell them impassively, daring them to
question me. Then I quickly wind everything up with them so I can
head over to the marquee to find Ana and her dad before they get a
chance to leave.

The marquee is massive and crowded, so
it takes a while to get a drink and then try to find Ana. The
supposed champagne is cheap, nasty, sparkling wine of the worst
sort, not even served chilled. Disgusting.

Then I spot her with a man, whom I
presume to be her stepdad, on the other side of the
marquee and I fix my stare on her as I start to make my way over in
that direction. But then I don't like what I see one bit. Some tall
blonde guy comes along and sweeps Ana up in his arms and then
twirls her round as she laughs up at him. She is no longer wearing
her hat and gown, and I can see that she is wearing a floaty grey
halter neck dress that shows off her naked back. 

The thought of this guy actually
touching the bare skin of her back is making me fucking mad, and I
have to get a grip on my emotions so I don't lose it big
time.

Who the fuck is this?
How come I don't know about him? He
can just take his big motherfucking paws right off her.
She's mine. All mine and I'll prove that to him if he doesn't back off.
I don't like the fact that they actually look pretty good together,
and I sense a real threat here. The rage and jealousy that surges
through me makes a total mockery of my earlier thoughts that if Ana
doesn't sign up with me, I can just move on from her without a
backward glance.

As I get to them, the guy still has
his arm possessively around Ana's waist. I want to rip his arm off,
but I control myself to just glare at him. But in my head, he's
already shredded into small pieces.

Kate has also joined us, and my
earlier admiration of her soon evaporates when she starts up with
her meddling and interfering. She and Elliot make quite a pair with
their shit stirring abilities.

"Hello Ray," she says, as she kisses
both his cheeks. Obviously they've met before.

Ray is standing there in his badly
fitting suit, looking decidedly ill at ease and uncomfortable. He's
clearly the type of man who hates social occasions such as these.
He's of average height, with dark curly hair and deep, soft brown
eyes that I have a feeling don't miss very much.

Kate then casually drops her
bombshell, and I can see by the look in her eye that she knows full
well what she's doing. "Have you met Ana's boyfriend Christian
Grey?"

Ana looks horrified at being outed to
her dad in this way, but I'm not going to give Miss Kavanagh the
satisfaction of reacting. So I don't miss a beat.

"Mr. Steele, it's a pleasure to meet
you," I say as I offer him my hand to shake. Give her dad his due,
he just calmly shakes my hand with a good firm grip, although I see
him give his step daughter a quizzical look.

"And this is my brother, Ethan
Kavanagh," Kate says.

So that explains who this
fucker is, and now I can see the family resemblance to his sister.
I somehow manage to remain civil and shake his hand, but my next
move is to get her away from him and show him that she
is mine.
Seeing as how I've now been labeled as Ana's boyfriend, that's how
I'm going to act. Actually, I'm surprised to discover that I rather
like it.

"Ana, baby," I murmur
endearingly as I hold my hand out to her, but actually I'm
commanding her to get herself away from him and over here next to
me immediately. I fix a smile on my face as Ana moves out of his filthy
arms and comes over to me, where she should be.

Her mission complete, Kate now smiles
smugly as she drags her brother away to meet up with their parents.
Yes, she is so like Elliot in so many ways.

Ana still hasn't said anything, but
now her stepdad wants to find out what's going on. Ray might be a
quiet man, but I can tell already that he's nobody's
fool.

"So how long have you kids known each
other?" he quietly asks.

"Couple of weeks or so
now. Is that all it
is? We met when Anastasia came to interview
me for the student magazine." It does make a refreshing change to
be open and honest about how we met. No lies or cover up
required.

I put my arm around Ana,
running my thumb over the perfect silky skin of her back as I do
so, then I possessively grip her shoulder. I'm sending out a
message loud and clear. My territory
here. She is mine, make no mistake about that, any other fuckers
out there.

"Didn't know you worked on the student
magazine, Ana." Ray seems pissed to be out of the loop
here.

So she doesn't tell him everything she
gets up to. Interesting. She mumbles something about Kate being ill
as her excuse.

"Fine speech you gave, Mr. Grey," Ray
turns his gaze at me, clearly sizing me up as his step daughter's
newly discovered boyfriend. And suddenly it seems really important
that he doesn't find me wanting. I realize that he's not the kind
of man that's going to be impressed just because I'm rich, he's not
the type to suck up or become obsequious. He clearly doesn't have a
clue who I am anyway, and I like that.

"Thank you, sir. I understand that
you're a keen fisherman." I remember Ana telling me this on our
first date at the coffee shop. Details like this are very often
gold dust, so I make a point of filing them away in my memory for
future reference.

And now my attention to detail pays
off, because I can see that I've hit the mark with Ray. His face
lights up as he smiles back at me. We now talk as one fisherman to
another. I'm happy to think that in his eyes I can't be all bad as
I can hold my own on all the different types of fly
fishing.

This is clearly a subject that holds
no interest for Ana, so she wanders off to talk to Kate, but I
don't let her out of my sight. I don't want the Kavanagh kid to
think he can muscle in on her again. I smile to myself as I see her
berating Kate for dropping her in it with Ray.

"There was another matter I wanted to
ask you about, Mr Steele." I seize the opportunity to talk to him
before Ana returns.

"What might that be then, Mr.
Grey?"

"Please, it's Christian.
Well, I'm planning to give Anastasia a special graduation gift, but
I wanted to run it by you first, get your
opinion." It's a done deal whatever
he says, but hey, I'm creating the illusion that he's giving his
permission.

"I see. Fire away then, son. What is
it?"

"I hope you don't think it's over the
top, but I'm in the fortunate position of being able to provide her
with a brand new car that has all the latest safety features," I
start to explain, watching Ray's face for his reaction. He says
nothing, he doesn't give much away, but his eyes are looking
straight at me.

"Go on."

"Look, don't think I'm being sexist
here, but I think women drivers need all the help they can get.
Most just aren't natural drivers are they?"

Knowing how clumsy Ana seems to be, I
can't imagine her driving is going to be that great.

Ray chuckles.

"You've got that right, Christian. I
swear it took ten years off my life when I taught Ana to drive. I'm
amazed she got through her test and passed, truth be
told."

Now it's my turn to
chuckle.

"So it's alright with you if I give
Anastasia a new car? Even up the odds a little, give her some help
in the 'staying out of trouble' department?"

"I'd say she's a pretty lucky girl if
you can do that for her. Can't guarantee the car will stay all
shiny and new for long though, not the way Ana parks," Ray jokes,
and we both laugh now, as Ana comes back to rejoin us. She seems
surprised to see Ray so relaxed, and scowls as she senses some sort
of private joke between us two men.

Ray leaves us to make his way out to
the restrooms, and then a photographer jumps me and Ana. However,
as I'm at an official function, I don't object to the picture being
taken. I am aware that his picture will probably sell very well, as
it'll be the first one ever of me out with a woman. Another
first.

"So you've charmed my father as
well?"

"As well?"

Ana flushes, and I feel compelled to
touch her cheek, and then raise her chin so that I can look into
her eyes. "Oh I wish I knew what you were thinking,
Anastasia."

And there it is again, that tension,
that electricity, that connection arcing between us. The rest of
the world disappears as we gaze at one another.

"Right now, I'm thinking, nice tie,"
she whispers.

I grin as I think again of
how I used it to restrain her before when I fucked her in her
bedroom. Hmm, happy, happy
memories.

"It's recently become my favorite. You
look lovely, Anastasia. This halter neck dress suits you, and I get
to stroke your back, feel your beautiful skin."

As I run my fingertips across her
naked back, I feel her breath hitch and her breathing becomes
erratic. She's just as turned on as I am.

"You know it's going to be good, don't
you baby?" I murmur.

She closes her eyes and seems to be
fighting some sort of internal battle before she finally
speaks.

"But I want more," she
whispers.

"More?"

She
wants more.
Part of me is thrilled by this word. She isn't rejecting me, she
wants more of me. But another part of me is horrified. I can't
do more.
There is no more that I can give. None that she would want anyway, fucked
up man that I am.

"More. You want hearts and flowers." I
trace my finger over her full soft lower lip as she nods, her eyes
tense as she looks for my reaction.

"Anastasia, it's not
something I know," I try to explain and let her down
gently. Doesn't she deserve hearts
and flowers, Grey?

"Me
neither." Poor kid, this is her first
experience, no wonder she wants more. She deserves better than
you.

"You don't know much."

"You know all the wrong
things."

"Wrong? Not to me. Try it."
I cajole her, because I just know, I'm certain that things would be
really good between us if she would only agree. I would make sure
they were. I'm willing her to see things my way, as I unashamedly
use my most dazzling, winning smile to try and convince her. I'm
using every last drop of my charm to seduce and entrap her. Like a
hunter mesmerizing and capturing his prey.

"Okay," she whispers.

"What?" 

It worked? Fuck!
What? Did she just agree to be my sub? She's saying yes? Did I get
that right?

"Okay. I'll try."

"You're agreeing?" This almost seems
too easy somehow now. She's finally agreeing, just like that. I
feel relief flooding through me.

"Subject to the soft limits, yes. I'll
try." She doesn't sound very confident, but that's okay, I'll take
it easy with her. A little inner voice warns me that I've got her
under false pretences. I'm not as charming as my winning smile
would have her believe. I push that voice to the back of my mind
and ignore it.

I'm ecstatic as I close my eyes and
pull her into my arms.

"Jesus, Ana, you're so unexpected. You
take my breath away." Just this morning I'd felt things were pretty
much hopeless, and now… Ana has just agreed to sub for me. I can't
ever remember feeling so euphoric.

Ray returns, so I let Ana go. I think
we're both in a state of shock. Ray invites me to join them for
lunch, but I decline as I have another appointment – I'm seeing Dr.
Flynn.

"Thank you, Mr. Steele, but I have
plans. It's been great to meet you, sir."

For once I actually mean this. Quiet,
understated and taciturn Ray maybe, but there's no bullshit about
him whatsoever. Cut from the same sort of cloth as Taylor. Possibly
he's also ex military? In any case, I like Ray Steele.

"Likewise. Look after my baby
girl."

"Oh, I fully intend to, Mr.
Steele." She will want for nothing.
Only the very best for Anastasia from now on.

We shake hands and I take my
leave.


Chapter 12 - The Good
Dr. Flynn




I leave the graduation
ceremony to keep my appointment with Dr. Flynn. I would've liked to
have stayed longer to join Anastasia and her stepdad for lunch,
just to see a bit more of how they interact with each other.
Perhaps another time. Not if she's
your sub Grey – for fuck’s sake, you don't play happy families with
your subs, do you?

On the way back, the Hinder track
'Better Than Me' comes on. 

 


'I think you can do so much better than me, after all the lies
I made you believe.' 

 


The lyrics seem to taunt
me, and so I forward to the next track. Listen to those words, Grey. Doesn't Anastasia deserve a man
who can give her the whole hearts and flowers thing that she
wants?

John Flynn is sitting at his desk at
the far end of his pale green consulting room when I walk in. I'm
guessing he's gone for the green décor to help promote a calm
ambiance. Christ alone knows what sick shit he has to listen to in
here. He has a reputation for dealing with the most twisted and
fucked up bastards that no one else can deal with – that's how come
I've ended up with him. I don't know if it's his cool, calm British
manner that helps, but I've been seeing him for about two years
now, which is far longer than I've lasted with any other
shrink.

He's wearing his usual casual attire,
no tie or formal stuffed suits for him. I think he actually enjoys
the challenges I throw at him, and he never displays any kind of
shock or horror, whatever I tell him. So I rely on him as someone I
can dump all my shit and angst on.

As usual, I go and sit on one of his
dark green leather couches for today's session, while he comes over
and sits in his usual winged chair with his leather notepad. After
the unsettling week I've just experienced, I find it calming to be
back here, going through our normal routine.

"How was your trip back to London?" I
ask him.

That's why I haven't had a
consultation for a while, he's been back in England for a couple of
weeks. He says I can always have a consultation by phone if I need
it, but it's not the same.

"Good, thanks. Made a nice change for
me to be back with other Brits who share my sense of humor. I think
you Yanks find me a bit weird, you know?" 

His eyes sparkle at the joke that he's
the weird one here.

"Well, I sure as hell have
no idea what you're talking about when you start on about cricket.
Give me baseball any day of the week," I tell him.

This is how we usually start off a
session, with some friendly banter.

"So, how are you, Christian? Anything
happen while I was away that I should know about, or is this just a
maintenance session?"

I don't answer straight
away. Where to start, how to
explain? I pick at a piece of imaginary
fluff on my pants as I prepare to open up.

"There have been some… developments,"
I start hesitantly. Shit, this is hard, even with Flynn.

His interest is immediately
piqued.

"Go on. What kind of developments?" he
gently encourages me.

I heave a big sigh.

"There's this girl. The usual little
brown haired type. She sort of fell into my office to interview me,
and then…"

Flynn waits a minute or two, before
prompting me.

"And then what, Christian?"

"And then I couldn't stop thinking
about her. I had endless fantasies of her in my playroom, with me
fucking her every possible way. So I ordered a background check to
find out more about her, then I followed her back down to Portland
and found an excuse to go see her. I thought that would help me to
get her out of my head, you know? But it didn't."

"You don't have a contractual
submissive at the moment, do you?"

"No, so I thought maybe this girl
could be my new one. I know it's not my usual method for recruiting
a sub, but my first impression of Anastasia was that she could be a
natural for the role."

"Anastasia – that's this girl's name I
take it?"

"Yeah, that's right. So I took her out
for a coffee and started checking things out with her, and it
seemed like it might be possible."

"Did she know about your BDSM
lifestyle at this point?"

"Shit no! So of course she
thought I was taking her out on a normal date. And seeing as she's
such a really sweet, lovely girl, I realized it wasn't fair, so I
put a stop to it, told her that I wasn't the man for
her."

"That was an end to it
then?"

"No, because I stupidly couldn't leave
it there could I? She looked so upset when I blew her off that I
sent her a gift by way of an apology, to try and explain that she
was far better off not getting involved with a man like
me."

"Very noble of you. What did you send
her?"

"Just some old books I
thought she might like. She's an English Lit. student, into classic
books and so forth. But all I did was make things worse. Next thing
I know, she's drunk dialed me, asking why I sent them. She'd drunk
too much cheap alcohol and was virtually comatose, putting herself
at risk. So as I felt kind of responsible, I had to go find her,
make sure she didn't come to any harm. Just as well I did because
when I found her, this other fucker she knows was hitting on her,
when she couldn't lift a finger to stop him. Christ knows what
would have happened if I hadn't shown up. So when she passed out, I
had no option but to bring her back to my hotel to keep her
safe."

"So you were her knight in shining
armor?"

I snort with derision at this
suggestion.

"Hardly. But the weird thing
was…"

"Yes?"

"Well, you know better than anyone
else about my sleep and nightmare issues, how I never have anyone
else sleep with me in my bed?"

"Your parasomnia, yes. So what was
weird? What happened?"

"Nothing. That's the point. I put
Anastasia to sleep in my bed in my suite at The Heathman, and then
I lay down next to her, so I could check she wasn't going to choke
on her vomit or anything. I didn't touch her, I wouldn't do that
without her consent, that's not my thing, however fucking beautiful
she looked lying there. And then I slept with her, and amazingly I
slept really, really well. Deep refreshing sleep, with no
nightmares."

"Oh, I see.
How fascinating."

"Yeah, well it freaked me somewhat
because the only other time I can ever remember anyone sleeping
with me and calming me down was my mom when I had nightmares as a
young boy. And I'm sure as hell at this point not thinking of
Anastasia as any kind of a substitute mother figure with all the
ways I'd like to fuck her going on in my head."

"No, I think this Anastasia is just
someone who relaxes you, makes you feel at ease, that's
all."

"I guess so. You see, she has this
amazing natural scent, her hair, her skin – it just seems to reach
me somehow. I can't really explain."

"It happens that way
sometimes. Part of the complex human pheromone interaction. Perhaps
because she had passed out you didn't feel she posed any kind of
threat to you, so that was why you slept so well. It might not be
the same the next time."

"No, it wasn't a one off.
I've slept with her again, and each time, same thing, I sleep
really well. But I've resolved that it won't be happening
again."

"Why ever not?"

"Because a Dominant doesn't sleep with
his sub, that's why. I fuck them and leave them. Aside from the
whole 'touching' issue, sleeping together is not how I do
things."

"Even if you really like it? Just
because that's how you've always done things doesn't meant to say
it can't change, Christian."

"It's what's always worked for me, so
why change a successful formula?"

"Maybe you need to rethink some of
your parameters, but we can get to that later. So what happened
with Anastasia when she woke up in the morning?"

"After she freaked a bit,
she said she still wanted to see me. And although I knew I should
send her away, that it would be better for her if I did, I just
couldn't. Since that first day I met her, I haven't been able to
forget about her or get her out of my head. I just can't stay away
from her, even though I know I should.  So that evening I flew her up to Seattle, first time I've
taken a girl up in my helicopter. I came clean; I showed her my
playroom so she could be in no doubt at all about exactly what kind
of a relationship with her I was interested in. I want to be her
Dominant, for her to be my submissive, and I explained in detail
exactly what this would entail."

"And how did she take this? I'm
assuming she wasn't already into the BDSM scene, that this was all
new to her?"

"She took it all
remarkably calmly actually. Especially when it turns out she's
never even had sex before, even though she's nearly twenty two.
I've only gone and found myself a fucking virgin.
A virgin for Christ's sake. I've never been so shocked by
anything before in all my life, I can tell you."

I think at this point even Flynn is
shocked, although he quickly recovers and hides it well.

"A virgin? Well yes, I can imagine how
that must have come as quite an unexpected turn of events for
someone used to a lifestyle such as yours. So did she leave
then?"

"No, and here's the thing. Until I
showed her my playroom, she'd assumed she was coming to my place
for us to make love. She'd decided she wanted to sleep with me and
lose her virginity. And then even after I've shown her all my whips
and shackles shit, she still wants me, even though I've said I'm
only interested in fucking, not making love. So I'm thinking maybe
the lifestyle will appeal to her if I gradually introduce her to it
slowly. But she had to have at least experienced sex to be able to
make an informed choice, so I said I'd go through all the basic
vanilla sex with her first, to give her some idea. And she agreed
to this."

"So then you took her into your
playroom?"

"No, of course not, even I'm not that
sick and depraved to take a young virgin in there. So we had sex in
my bed instead. Several times."

"Christian, you're telling me you
actually had vanilla sex with Anastasia, in your own bed? This
really is an unusual turn of events and a first for you. So how did
you find the experience?"

"You see, here's another
weird and unexpected thing. It was fucking awesome. I've always believed that
vanilla wouldn't satisfy me, that it would be boring, but that
couldn't be further from the truth. At least with Anastasia
anyhow."

"And how was it for Anastasia, as she
was a virgin?"

"Turns out she's a natural
at sex, she was amazing. With all my experience I made sure her
initiation was pretty mind blowing, seeing as I'm the first man to
have her. I've never experienced taking someone's virginity before,
and you know what? It really turned me on big time, knowing that no
other man had so much as touched her before. She'd never even
pleasured herself, so her first orgasm and every orgasm she's had
since is mine. So it feels like she totally belongs just to me, no
one else."

"I can see how that would appeal to a
man like you Christian, with your need to control."

"And man, it was just so
fucking good between us. But she doesn't understand about all the
shit that comes with me. She wants to touch me, and that
complicates things. I really need to get her signed up as my sub,
then I can begin her proper training under contract, in line with
my hard limits, and the rules. So this last week I've been on
tenterhooks trying to persuade her to sign up."

"I've been totally honest
with her about what I'm offering. But it's been a fucking nightmare
living with the indecision while she's been making up her mind, and
I've broken all sorts of my rules trying to get her to agree, which
really confuses me and messes with my head."

"Christian they are your rules, so you
can change them if you need to, to get what you want, what this
girl wants."

"No, it's not possible. I know what
works for me. The rules help everything stay controlled and in
focus."

"Then wouldn't it be easier to just
find a woman who is already into the BDSM scene? One who would
willingly sign up to an arrangement to follow the rules with
you?"

"Christ, yes it would. But I can't
help myself. It's Anastasia that I want. No one else. And then
today…"

"What happened today?"

"Out of the blue, just when
I thought she was going to walk, she agreed to sign up to try
subbing for me, subject to the soft limits which we still need to
go through. After all my attempts to persuade her, today I just
smiled at her, asked her and she said yes. "

"When you say you tried to 'persuade
her' before, how were you actually going about that?"

"I suppose you could say I was trying
to fuck her into submission by seducing her and then making the sex
totally irresistible and addictive."

"But actually all you needed to do was
to ask her nicely?"

"Not how I usually do things, you know
that John. I need her to understand exactly how the Dom/sub
relationship works. I don't ask. I command, and she obeys.
Especially as she did say something else today, which worries me.
She said she wants 'more'. And I can't give her that, all the
hearts and flowers kind of thing."

"So even though she's prepared to try
and meet your needs by agreeing to an arrangement that she is
clearly unsure about, you don't feel you can compromise here just a
little?"

"That's a word she's used too,
compromise."

"Well couldn't you at least give this
some thought, rather than ruling it out and sticking rigidly to the
way things have always been done? What rules have you already
broken for her?"

"I've spent the night with her several
times. She looks at me. I've seen her during the week. She's met
some of my family. The list is endless, and it makes me nervous.
It's not how I do things."

"Really? It's not how you've done
things up to now, but maybe take a leaf out of your own book.
Haven't you made a lot of money by taking over companies that
haven't moved with the times or adapted to changing circumstances,
but have simply stagnated? Isn't that all this would
be?"

"No, I disagree, it's not the same at
all. And another thing. I'm finding being with Anastasia is
stirring up some really strong emotions for me. Like when I see
another guy so much as looking at her in a certain way, or touching
her, I literally want to rip him apart, and I have to work real
hard to keep it together. I haven't had these kind of feelings
since I was a teenager, and it scares me that I'm going to lose
control like I used to."

"I see. But from what you've said, you
haven't actually overreacted or lost control, so it seems to me
that you are drawing on the experience gained in your youth to cope
with these feelings."

"I guess. But back in those
days I had Elena, she was the one who channeled my anger in a way
that made sense for me to be able to cope."

"We've discussed this before, and I'm
not convinced that you wouldn't have found another more
conventional method of coping with your emotions had you had the
right therapist at the time. But that's all water under the bridge
now, and we've agreed it's not useful to keep re-hashing the past.
So tell me, how did you feel about Anastasia meeting your
family?"

"Uncomfortable at first, it
wasn't really my choice. My hand was forced because Elliot was with
me when I went to get Anastasia when she was drunk, and so he found
out about her, and he enjoys stirring things up. But actually, in
the end I didn't mind her meeting Mom, because it made her happy to
see me with a really nice girl. To my family she's my girlfriend,
but in reality I'm going to be her Dominant and she's going to be
my submissive, which of course I can't tell them."

"And today we had our
picture taken together by the press, so no doubt that's going to go
public, and then I got introduced to her stepdad as her boyfriend.
Strange thing is, I actually quite liked that, and I had no problem
going along with it. I'm just finding this whole situation so
confusing - how the fuck do I balance all this shit
out?"

I sit back now and see what Flynn has
to say, although I know he won't have any magic solutions because
life isn't like that.

"I think it's all really quite simple,
Christian. You just need to talk all this through with Anastasia.
You can work this out together. She sounds like quite some young
woman to be prepared to take all this on with you."

"She is, she really is
something else. I'm realizing that her appearance is kind
of deceptive because she looks small and delicate, but she is one
brave girl I have to say, and at times I am in awe of her. But she
really wouldn't want more from me if she knew all of my bad
shit."

"Doesn't have to be that way,
Christian. You can put the bad experiences behind you and
concentrate on looking forward instead."

"I know, all your Solution
Focused Brief Therapy shit. Well, I'm sorry but I'm just too fucked
up to simply sail off into the sunset for the happy ever
after."

"So what's going to happen
if Anastasia tries subbing for you, but in the end decides it's not
for her? Are you going to continue to be inflexible and insist that
she has to fit into the designated compartment in your life that's
labeled 'Female for fulfilling sexual needs' like some prized
possession or object? Have you even considered other
possibilities?"

"For a man like me there are no other
possibilities. There isn't any other way."

"So if you've already made up your
mind about this, what do you want from me? What are you expecting
me to say to you?"

"Hell, I don't know John. Am I doing
the right thing by Anastasia? I mean I can take really good care of
her, if she would just stop defying me, but she doesn't even like
me buying her gifts. She says it makes her feel like a
whore."

"She feels as if you're just paying
her for sexual favors?"

"Yeah, I think so, but that's not how
I see it. Although it is refreshing that she doesn't seem
interested in me for my money. But I want her to have the best, for
her to be safe, for her to let me look after her. But she's so
independent, she keeps defying me, and arguing and answering me
back."

"Trust me Christian, that's pretty
standard behavior for a normal young woman."

"Not for me it isn't. My women have
always done exactly what I say. They always do what I tell them
with no questions asked."

"And yet you find yourself
drawn to this Anastasia. Might I suggest that maybe your usual
women seem somewhat dull and boring by comparison?"

I sigh, as I know he's hit the nail on
the head.

"Exactly. Anastasia can be frustrating
and difficult, but she is never, ever boring. She is funny and
witty and stimulating. But I worry about her, about her safety and
her health. She doesn't eat very well, and she seems to have no
idea just how beautiful she is. I'm concerned that she seems to
have some low self-esteem issues."

"So in some ways, as well as being
sexually attracted to her, she also appeals to you because she
needs looking after, maybe? You feel protective of her?"

"Exactly, so under contract as my sub
I can ensure she looks after herself with a proper diet, exercise,
gets enough sleep, all that kind of thing."

"And how do you think she will handle
the more extreme aspects of your contract? The punishments that are
an inevitable part of your lifestyle?"

"She's understandably nervous, of
course, and I've promised her we'll take things slowly at first.
But maybe this is exactly what she needs, some discipline so she'll
stop taking risks with her health and safety."

A buzzer sounds now, and I know this
is to tell Flynn that his next patient has arrived.

"We've come to the end of our session
Christian, so we're going to have to wrap things up for now. You've
raised a lot of issues here today that need further discussion, so
can I suggest that you make another appointment with me for next
week, once I'm back from my conference?"

"You're too busy and popular these
days, John. I wish you'd reconsider my offer."

I've asked him several times to become
my exclusive personal shrink, but he always turns me
down.

"Ah there you go again Christian, with
your need to have control. Sorry, but as interesting and complex a
challenge as you provide, in my profession I need to have a wide
patient list to keep me at the top of my game."

"Well, if you ever change your
mind…"

"You'll be the first to
know. In the meantime, I urge you to try and be a bit more flexible
in your dealings with this remarkable-sounding young woman you've
met. Keep an open mind, be prepared to compromise, to try a
slightly different arrangement. After all, you've already broken
some of your precious rules and lived to tell the tale."

"I can't promise anything, but I'll
think about what you've said."

"Good, that's a step in the right
direction anyway, Christian. Until next time."

I walk out from this
consultation unsure if my head is any clearer than it was
before.


Chapter 13 - Having a
Spanking Good Time




On the drive back from Anastasia's
apartment that evening, I'm feeling pretty damn good about how
things have gone today. Ana's agreed to sub for me, and now I can
concentrate on reinstating some order back in my life.

With just a few minor alterations that
I think I can handle, I'm well on the way to getting my addiction
to her under control and manageable. I know who I am
again.

I'm hopeful that we can make this
arrangement between us work, even if it does mean bending some of
the rules. The essence of the understanding between a Dom and his
sub will still stand, even if she is sort of my girlfriend for
maybe one day a week. I followed Flynn's advice, I compromised and
this is the result. I got what I wanted.

So okay, against the rules, I did come
over to see her during the week, but that was necessary to sort out
the soft limits. And okay, I didn't intend to stay this long -
Taylor's been waiting for me since nine and it's now gone ten
thirty - but shit, it was worth it. Worth staying to give Ana that
well deserved spanking and a second fuck.

I've already pretty much got our first
scene planned out so we can get started on Ana's training when she
comes over on Sunday, especially now she's told me about her erotic
dream. I'm delighted to find out she dreamt about me using a brown
plaited leather riding crop on her, and I'll sure as hell be doing
my best to ensure that dreams really do come true for
her.

She needs to get some contraception
sorted out, so once she has her period, which I found out is due
next week, she can hopefully start taking the pill – that's the
method I prefer my subs to use. I won't leave this to chance, I'll
get the top ob/gyn to come and sort her out. Then I can stop using
condoms, which I fucking hate.

Yep, all in all things went pretty
much to plan today, and now my sweet girl is ready to comply with
what it takes to fit into my life.

I knew she'd enjoy the
Bollinger I brought over with me, and that after a few glasses – or
tea cups in this instance - she would relax and open up a bit
more.

It's a shame she's still
somewhat difficult and defiant about accepting the first edition
books, but I get my way about them, because in the end, she doesn't
have the nerve to return them to me. The quote she attached to them
was pretty amusing and clever I have to admit:

"I agree to the conditions, Angel; because you know best what
my punishment ought to be; only – only- don't make it more than I
can bear!"

 


I really like that she has
such a sharp and witty mind. But it backfired on her in the end,
because like I tell her - I'll be easier on her if she just accepts
the fucking books. Thinking she's so clever about donating them to
charity – that was not my intention, and she knows now that it'll
displease me, so it's not happening.

I'm pretty pissed to discover that she
had a couple of interviews lined up that she hadn't told me about.
I don't like the insolent tone she uses or her reluctance to tell
me which publishing houses they're with, in case I use undue
influence or interfere. She will have to learn that I need to know
about things like this as soon as they happen, so I can have the
necessary checks and controls in place to ensure she will not be
putting herself at risk in any way. No matter though; I let it drop
for now, because I can easily find out where her interviews are, no
sweat. She will be none the wiser, and I will take whatever action
I deem necessary.

We pretty much get the sexual acts
soft limits agreed with no major problems. She says 'no' to any
kind of fisting – that's fine, I can live with that, as it's not
something that particularly rocks my boat. She's pretty hesitant
about any kind of anal sex, so I reassure her that it really can be
immensely pleasurable if introduced with careful training and
preparation, as naturally I would do. She really ought to at least
try anal, but I guess we can work up to that. Something to look
forward to.

I'm not used to going
through every detail of things like sex toys – my previous subs
have always been fully conversant with these things. But it's kind
of fun, and all part of the fact that I will be initiating and
controlling her in all things sexual, in exactly the way I choose.
And I fucking love this.

We've already agreed that
suspension is a hard limit for her, but the rest of the bondage
acts don't seem to present so many issues for her. I  think
there's even a gleam of excitement in her eyes as we go
through them to clarify a few details, so I'm thinking this shows
potential, maybe this will be her thing, which fucking thrills me
too. And I'll take under advisement her nervousness about gagging.
But I'm sure that once I've gotten her trained, I'll win her over
to trust me enough to gag her. Bound and
gagged - all part of the scene, baby.

Ana gets really nervous again when we
talk about punishment and pain. She was never disciplined this way
as a child, so she has no real clue about it, which is a shame
because it's making her reluctant. She's overthinking it and
letting it get out of proportion in her head. But that's okay; I'll
take it slow and we'll build up gradually. We'll get there in the
end, I'll ensure that.

Then I bring up the
subject that she'd mentioned earlier. 'More'.

I explain what's been going through my
mind, what might be possible. I'm still very uncertain about any of
this, but seeing as my family and the press already know about Ana,
I'm going to have to go with it anyway. Actually, I'm surprised
that doesn't worry me as much as I thought it would. So I tell
her,

"Outside of the time you're my sub,
perhaps we could try. I don't know if it will work. I don't know
about separating everything. It may not work. But I'm willing to
try. Maybe one night a week. I don't know."

I can see my offer has really
surprised Ana, and that she's pretty happy about
it. 

So fucking ace negotiator that I am, I
use it to my advantage to get her to accept my graduation present.
I will try 'more' if she graciously accepts the car, which
otherwise I just know she's going to be difficult about.
Genius.

I go easy on her when she
says she will only accept it on loan, but it won't be. My subs
always get to keep the car, however things turn out. Taylor will
take her old Beetle piece of shit away tomorrow. 

That's after he's surreptitiously
replaced the rotor arm from the distributor that he took off last
night after I instructed him to temporarily disable her car.
Taylor's quite the grease monkey; turns out he's into all that shit
with old car and bike engines, I found out a while ago. If Ana had
tried to use her old car today, it would have turned over but not
started, but it wouldn't have been obvious what was wrong even if
she'd looked under the hood.

I figured her stepfather
would be driving her to the graduation ceremony anyway, which
turned out to be the case. I'm glad I got to talk to Ray for a few
minutes on his own today. It meant there was at least an element of
truth in my claim to have discussed with him buying her a new car.
Glad we saw eye to eye about women drivers. Ana has to have a new
safer car for my piece of mind, I haven't the time to be worrying
about shit like this. Giving the new car to her as a graduation
present just provided a convenient excuse to replace her old
one.

After all the arguing, and all the
talking through the soft limits, I'm ready to just about fuck her
right there on the hood of the car, so it's time to move things
back into the bedroom. I want to make sure we've ticked all the
boxes with her basic sex training, ready for the next stage to
commence. I really can't wait for us to start playing.

So to complete the full
set of vanillas, I give Ana a pretty fine fuck with her on top. I
have to say I hadn't anticipated just how gratifying this position
would be – not only is it very deep and stimulating, but I get to
watch her ride me too. Seeing her moaning and writhing and throwing
her head back as I fuck her is hot, really hot.

The complication with this
position is that inevitably her hands are going to touch my chest.
I keep my T shirt on, but even so I still have to move her hand
away. She doesn't understand why, so I just explain a bit about my
tough introduction to life, how being fifty shades of fucked up
means I don't like to be touched. That's all she needs to know, and
more than I've ever told a sub before.

I've already stayed longer than I
should, so despite being really tempted, I turn down Ana's request
that we use the second condom I'd brought with me for another fuck.
She doesn't get to call the shots.

Then, as I'm about to
leave, somehow we get talking about Total Power Exchange 24/7. This
is a long held fantasy of mine that I've never had the chance to
act out. It would be un-fucking-real to enact it
with her, and it really turns me on big time.

So in that highly dangerous and
aroused state of mind, when she rudely rolls her eyes at me, having
already been warned that I'd take her across my knee if she did it
again, I decide to follow through with my threat.

"I'm a man of my word, and I'm going
to spank you and then I'm going to fuck you very quick and hard.
Looks like we'll need that second condom after all."

She is reluctant and
hesitates to come over to me, but I know this is a crucial turning
point in our relationship, and I will have my way. So I command
her in my cold Dominant voice,

"I'm waiting. I'm not a patient
man."

Slowly she comes over, and then I grab
her. Before she has time to think about it, I quickly tip her
across my lap, resting her torso on the bed next to me. My right
leg holds both her legs down securely, while my left arm restrains
her in the small of her back. Now she can't move or get away.
Perfect.

Next, I command her to put her hands
on either side of her head, and this time I'm pleased to see that
she obeys me immediately.

Now I'm going to make her
understand why I'm doing this, to show her
that I am in control and that she will obey me in future, because
I carry out my threats.

I ask her,

"Why am I doing this,
Anastasia?"

"Because I rolled my eyes at you," she
whispers.

"Do you think that's
polite?"

"No."

"Will you do it again?"

"No."

"I will spank you each time you do it,
do you understand?"

I slowly pull her panties
down, then I take my time before I start the spanking. I fondle and
stroke her ass to warm up my hands and her skin, all the time
building up the anticipation of what is to come.

As the first stroke hits
her, she tries to get away, but I've got her held down tight and
secure. Her struggling really excites me and urges me
on.

"Keep still or I'll spank you for
longer," I growl at her, incredibly turned on. "I'm just getting
warmed up."

I love the slapping sound my hand
makes as it hits her, and I love seeing how her soft pale skin
turns the most fucking gorgeous shade of pink.

When she cries out, I tell her "No one
to hear you, baby, just me."

I'm elated as I finally have total
control over her, and I'm sure as hell going to enjoy this and make
it last. Originally I'd planned to give her twelve spanks, but now
I decide to make it eighteen. She has defied me so many times after
all.

There is an art to giving a good
spanking. Anastasia is very lucky that her first spanking is being
done by someone as exceptionally skilled as me.

As this is a punishment spank, I use a
flat palm and spread fingers because this stings the most. If it
had been just an erotic spank, I would have used a slightly cupped
palm with closed fingers as it makes a good smacking sound and
reddens the skin, but is less painful.

A slow tempo with an irregular rhythm
is the best technique, as the moments of anticipation between each
stroke add to the tension. As I fondle and caress her behind, Ana
cannot tell when or where the next stroke will fall as I alternate
and don't hit her in the same place twice.

Her surrender and submission is an
important part of her response. She has to learn to give up control
to me, to allow me to take control of her sexual arousal. Her
body's response to the stinging of her skin from the spanking
causes blood to collect in that area, which also increases her
arousal.

I'm incredibly aroused by the time
I've completed all of the eighteen strokes, so now it's time for me
to take her.

"Enough," I manage to say, hoarse with
need. "Well done, Anastasia. Now I'm going to fuck you."

When I feel between her legs, I'm
thrilled to discover that she is soaking.

"Feel this. See how much your body
likes this, Anastasia. You're soaking wet just for me." As I move
my fingers in and out, I can feel she is so ready for me. I hear
her moaning at my touch, and I inform her that she will be allowed
to come; this is her reward for pleasing me and taking her
punishment so well.

I move her from my lap and lift her
onto the bed, face down. I undo my pants, quickly sheath up and
then guide her into a kneeling position where I can see her
beautiful ass that's glowing from her spanking.

And then I'm inside her, feeling the
fantastic wetness that's all for me, because of the spanking I've
given her.

It's a harsh pace I set as I pound
into her, but it's exactly the right type of fuck to follow a
spanking, and it doesn't take long for Ana to reach her orgasm. As
she tightens and quickens around me, I climax hard into her, elated
beyond belief at how things have worked out with this woman that I
keep craving so badly.

Finally we collapse back
down together. I can see that Ana's totally exhausted, and part of
me thinks how great it would be to just get into bed with her here
and go to sleep. But I dismiss that thought. It can't happen. It's
not how I do things. Let's not start
that shit again, Grey. Start as you mean to go on with your new
sub.

"Oh, baby, welcome to my world. Well
done."

I'm so happy and proud of Ana. My hand
is pretty sore from giving her such a harsh punishment spanking,
but she took it really well and she didn't even cry. It had to be
that harsh to set the tone. She has to know her place.

Now she has learnt her first lesson,
which is that I don't like her being discourteous by rolling her
eyes at me.

I look at the old camisole
she's wearing, and I can't wait to buy my sweet baby some really
nice silks and satins, because it's what she deserves to be dressed
in. I want her to have the very best of everything; I want to
really spoil her. I will take her shopping and spend an obscene
amount of money on her.

"I have to go," I finally say. "Are
you okay?"

"Yes," she whispers, very
subdued.

I find some baby oil in her bathroom,
and ignore her protests to rub some on her behind. I like doing
this, I like feeling the silky smooth skin of her bottom, now nice
and pink from the spanking.

She's very quiet, and doesn't look me
in the eye as I make to leave. I push to the back of my mind the
unease I feel about this, because this is exactly how a sub should
act.

Having done so well to get things back
on track, I resolutely ignore the draw I feel to spend the night
with her. That would undo everything I've achieved tonight to
demonstrate to Ana the dynamics of the Dom/sub relationship. So I
determinedly walk out to the car and I don't look back.

As I drive, I think maybe I have been
a little hard on her, not to let her know just how pleased I am
with her. So when I get back to the hotel, I email her.
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From: Christian Grey

Subject: You

Date: May 26 2011 23:14

To: Anastasia Steele

 


Dear Miss Steele

 


You are quite simply exquisite. The
most beautiful, intelligent, witty and brave woman I have ever met.
Take some Advil – this is not a request. And don't drive your
Beetle again. I will know.

 


Christian Grey

CEO, Grey Enterprises Holdings
Inc
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Of course Ana can't just take a simple
compliment can she? She has to argue back.
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From: Anastasia Steele

Subject: Flattery

Date: May 26 2011 23:20

To: Christian Grey

 


Dear Mr. Grey

 


Flattery will get you nowhere, but
since you've been everywhere the point is moot.

 


I will need to drive my beetle to a
garage so I can sell it – so will not graciously accept any of your
nonsense over that. Red wine is always more preferable to
Advil.

 


Ana

PS: Caning is a HARD limit for
me.
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She
will not be driving that car and that's a fucking end to it. In
any case it won't start until Taylor has fixed it, so he will be
disposing of it for her.

Clearly caning scares her – as it
should, and for now I accept that addition to the hard
limits.

But I don't like the idea
of her staying up late and drinking cheap red wine as she seems to
be doing.
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From: Christian Grey

Subject: Frustrating women who can't take compliments

Date: May 26 2011 23:26

To: Anastasia Steele

 


Dear Ms Steele

 


I am not flattering you. You should go
to bed. I accept your addition to the hard limits.

Don't drink too much.

Taylor will dispose of your car and
get a good price for it, too.

 


Christian Grey

CEO, Grey Enterprises Holdings
Inc
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But she just can't let it go can
she?
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From: Anastasia Steel

Subject: Taylor - is he the right man for the job?

Date: May 26 2011 23:40

To: Christian Grey

 


Dear Sir

 


I am intrigued that you are happy to
risk letting your right hand man drive my car – but not some woman
you fuck occasionally. 

How can I be sure that Taylor is the
best man to get me the best deal for said car? I have, in the past,
probably before I met you, been known to drive a hard
bargain.

 


Ana
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This makes me furious when I read
this. A woman I fuck occasionally? Like a prostitute? I've told her
so many times that I don't see her this way at all, so why is she
being like this? Is it because she's getting drunk on the red wine?
I know she doesn't have a very high tolerance for
alcohol.
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From: Christian Grey

Subject: Careful!

Date: May 26 2011 23:44

To: Anastasia Steele

 


Dear Ms Steele

 


I am assuming it is the RED WINE
talking, and that you've had a very long day.

Though I am tempted to drive back over
there to ensure that you don't sit down for a week, rather than an
evening.

Taylor is ex-army and capable of
driving anything from a motorcycle to a Sherman Tank. Your car does
not present a hazard to him. Now please do not refer to yourself as
'some woman I fuck occasionally' because, quite frankly it makes me
mad, and you really wouldn't like me when I'm angry.

 


Christian Grey

CEO, Grey Enterprises Holdings
Inc
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Taylor was Special Forces, a Green
Beret who saw active service in places like Iraq, Afghanistan and
South America, so he can sure as hell handle anything that's thrown
at him, unlike a fragile little girl like Ana.

As for doing a good deal – that piece
of shit is heading straight for the breakers yard as far as I'm
concerned, best place for it, and I'll compensate Ana myself. It'll
be a good opportunity to get some money into her bank account - I
know she has less than $700 in there, which doesn't even count as
pocket money as far as I'm concerned.
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From: Anastasia Steele

Subject: Careful yourself

Date: May 26 2011 23:57

To: Christian Grey

 


Dear Mr. Grey

 


I'm not sure I like you anyway,
especially at the moment.

 


Ms Steele
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Shit. What's going on here? This
started off by me telling her how wonderful she is, and now she's
saying she doesn't like me? What have I missed here?
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From: Christian Grey

Subject: Careful yourself

Date: May 26 2011 00:03

To: Anastasia Steele

 


Why don't you like me?

 


Christian Grey

CEO, Grey Enterprises Holdings
Inc
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What have I done to cause this change
of attitude?

Then I recall how she was unusually
subdued and quiet when I left. It slowly dawns on me that maybe
I've somehow misread things tonight. Her reply does nothing to
reassure me.
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From: Anastasia Steele

Subject: Careful yourself

Date: May 26 2011 00:09

To: Christian Grey

 


Because you never stay with
me.
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Fuck, is this what this is
all about? Maybe I've been remiss in forgetting how new all this is
to her. I'm supposed to look after her. She said she was okay, but
she wasn't really very convincing was she? She's always more honest
in her emails than in person. I remember that she hasn't actually
signed anything yet, so she could still walk away. I decide it's
just not worth taking the risk of that happening. This isn't
breaking the rules, this is an important part of negotiating her
contract. I have to go back and see what this is all about. I'm not
going to be able to sleep anyway.

I think Taylor is somewhat bemused
when I inform him that I'm going back over to Miss Steele's
apartment and will possibly be gone for the rest of the night,
returning in time for my breakfast meeting. I expect he's wishing I
would just fucking well make up my mind whether I'm coming or
going. I already kept him waiting over an hour and a half outside
her apartment earlier.  

This really isn't like me,
I don't do indecisive. This is the price I'm paying for dealing
with a young and inexperienced girl I guess, and why I don't
normally do things this way. But Ana is worth it, I have no doubt
about that, or I wouldn't be putting myself to all this fucking
trouble.

When I get to the apartment, it
quickly becomes apparent that something is very badly wrong. Kate's
back now, and I'm painfully reminded of Elliot's warning to me
about her being very protective of Ana, by her reaction when she
opens the door and sees me standing there.

"What the fuck do you think you're
doing here?" she snarls at me, as she blocks the
doorway.

"I've come to see
Anastasia," I state, barely holding on to my temper at her
words. Don't fucking mess with me
Miss Kavanagh.

"Well you can't," she snaps back at
me.

"I need to make sure she's
alright." I stand my ground and insist. I’m going nowhere until
I've seen Anastasia.

"What the fuck have you done to her
now?" she shouts back.

"Nothing that concerns
you." What the hell does she know?
What's Ana told her?

"Since she's met you, she
cries all the time," she accuses me. What?

"Just let me fucking well see her,
then I can sort all this out." I push my way past her and head for
Ana's bedroom, now sick with apprehension at what the hell I'm
going to find.

"You can't come in here!" Kate shouts
after me, but I ignore her and burst into Ana's room, which is in
darkness. I switch on the main light.

I'm horrified and shocked at what I
find.


Chapter 14 - Tears Before
Bedtime




As I step into her bedroom, I can see
that Ana is sobbing uncontrollably into her pillow, completely and
utterly distraught.

"Jesus, Ana."

I feel the blood drain from
my face because I'm shocked to the very core to see her like this.
I need to find out exactly what's caused her to be so upset,
although I have no doubt it is in some way connected to how I
treated her tonight. I feel like a total
shit. You heartless bastard, Grey.
Look what you've done to this sweet girl. But she seemed fine when I left, just a little quiet. Why the
fuck didn't she say something to me? She was a consenting adult.
She could have said 'no' when I told her to come over for me to
spank her, but she didn't. She could even have safe-worded, but she
didn't. So I assumed she was okay with it all. Clearly I assumed
wrongly.

She glances up at me and then squints
at the harsh light, so I flick it off again, and quickly go to her
side.

"What… are… you… doing…
here?" 

She's in such a state that she can
barely get the words out between sobs.

I switch on the sidelight so I can see
her better, but before I can speak, Kate is back on the
case.

"Do you want me to throw this asshole
out?" she asks Ana, fiercely hostile as she glares at me from the
doorway.

I don't appreciate being treated this
way, especially by a female, but now I see how upset Ana is, I
guess I can understand Kate's protectiveness. But I just need her
to butt out so I can sort this out – in private.

I'm thankful that Ana shakes her head
to dismiss her friend, who then rolls her eyes in defeat. She
really doesn't like me at all, but I can't blame her. I don't like
me much at the moment either.

"Just holler if you need me," she says
gently to Ana. Then she glares at me again. "Grey – your cards are
marked."

She leaves us alone, but doesn't close
the door completely.

I look down at Anastasia, and pass her
a handkerchief from my pocket to wipe her eyes. Beautiful, sweet,
Ana, reduced to this state by me, although I don't quite know why.
So different from the other night when we had our first vanilla
fuck, when she smiled at me and was so happy. Now this.
Why?

"What's going on?" I quietly ask
her.

"Why… are… you… here?" she asks. Her
tears seem to be drying up, but her body is still heaving with dry
sobs.

"Part of my role is to look after your
needs. You said you wanted me to stay, so here I am. And yet I find
you like this. I'm sure I'm responsible, but I have no idea why. Is
it because I hit you?"

As she pulls herself up to sit and
face me, she winces, clearly still in pain from her
spanking.

"Did you take some Advil?"

She shakes her head. I resist scolding
her for not following my earlier instructions to take some when I
left, but instead get up to go and find some.

Kate is hovering nearby, and if looks
could kill I'd be ten feet under by now.

"Anastasia has a headache. Do you have
some Advil she can take?"

"Look Grey, I don't know what you've
done to upset Ana this time, but maybe you should just take a hike
and leave her alone. I mean, just look at the state of her, you're
not good for her. Just because you're obscenely rich and used to
getting what you want all the time, doesn't mean you can intimidate
her and trample all over her feelings just so you get to lay her
whenever it suits you."

At least Ana doesn't seem to have told
her anything about tonight's spanking. I think Kate really would
have taken me by the balls if she knew anything about
that.

"What did you mean when you
said she cries all the time since she's met
me?" I've never seen her cry before.
Why would she be crying?

"Exactly that. Since she's met you,
she's been so up and down. I've never seen her like this before.
She's just a sweet, naïve young girl who's not had a boyfriend
before, and here you are, Mr. Powerful Megabucks sweeping her off
her feet and overwhelming her. She's worried that you are just too
different, and I think maybe she's right."

"Do you now Miss Kavanagh. Well I'm
not sure it's any of your business, but I suppose I can appreciate
that you're being a loyal friend by trying to look out for her. I
can assure you that it has never been my intention to upset
Anastasia, and all I want to do now is to sort out this
misunderstanding."

"Hmm. Elliot won't say much about you,
all he says is that you're a great guy, and that you never usually
date. But there's something about you Grey, something dark that I
can't quite put my finger on yet. But I'll work it out."

Jeez, Kate's instincts are pretty hot.
She'll make one helluva of a good investigative journalist at this
rate.

"Look, do you have some Advil I can
give to Ana, or are they packed away? I can go get her some if
needs be."

Kate sighs and rummages in a box of
things in the kitchen to produce some painkillers, fills a tea cup
with some water and then hands both of them to me.

"Just be warned Grey. However rich and
powerful you may be, I won't just stand by idly and watch Ana get
hurt."

She looks me straight in the eye as
she tells me this, and I have no doubt that she means every
word.

"Duly noted Miss Kavanagh. And please
trust me when I say that I only want what's best for
Ana."

I make my way back to Ana's bedroom,
and sit next to her on the bed as I hand her the pills and
water.

"Take these," I gently order her, and
watch to make sure she does. Now I have to get to the heart of what
is going on here.

"Talk to me. You told me you were
okay. I'd never have left you if I thought you were like
this."

Ana doesn't say anything. She won't
look at me but instead looks down at her hands. This is bad. Really
bad if she won't even open up to me, and I'm even more worried
now.

"I take it when you said you were
okay, you weren't."

Ana blushes and struggles to put her
thoughts into words it seems.

"I thought I was fine," she
whispers.

She was trying to be brave. Pretending
she was okay, lulling me into a false sense of security. Idiot that
I am, I knew deep down inside that she wasn't fine at all. She
couldn't look me in the eye then any more than she can now. I've
rushed things with her in my eagerness to get what I want. If only
she had spoken up, I'd have come to my senses. This is the trouble
with dealing with someone so inexperienced. In a funny way, I'm out
of my depth just as much as she is.

"Anastasia, you can't tell me what you
think I want to hear. That's not very honest. How can I trust
anything you've said to me?"

If I've got this all wrong,
is there really any hope for us? Maybe what I want is just too much
for her. I need to find out how she really feels about the actual
experience. She was very aroused and turned on and came almost
straight away, so I know she didn't hate it on every
level.

"How did you feel while I was hitting
you and after?"

"I didn't like it. I'd rather you
didn't do it again."

"You weren't meant to like
it." It's a
punishment. That's the whole point.

"Why do you like
it?" I just do, baby, that's the way
I'm made.

Her question takes me by surprise.
Enjoying what I do has been part of me, of who I am, for so long
that I'm not sure quite how I can explain it.

"You really want to know?"

"Oh trust me, I'm fascinated," she
replies sarcastically. I hate sarcasm from a woman, and even now I
find it displeasing that she speaks to me in this
manner.

"Careful," I warn her.

"Are you going to hit me
again?" she challenges. So Miss
Steele still has her smart mouth.

"No, not tonight." Even I know that
would be a really bad idea.

"So?"

"I like the control it
brings me, Anastasia. I want you to behave in a particular way and
if you don't, I shall punish you and you will learn to behave the
way I desire. I enjoy punishing you. I've wanted to spank you since
you asked me if I was gay." And I'm
not going to apologize for it, because that was one well deserved
spanking. That was an incredibly rude and intrusive question when
you'd only just met me. For Christ's sake, no one could be less gay
than I am.

"So you don't like the way I
am."

Anastasia floors me with this
statement. She couldn't be more wrong. Is this how she interprets
my actions? That I want to change her? Doesn't she realize that I'm
doing it to control her and thereby protect her, because of just
how perfect she is? I wouldn't bother if that wasn't the case. I
just need her to learn to be polite and not displease
me.

"I think you're lovely the way you
are."

Truth is, I think you're
pretty much perfect, if you would only fucking well stop defying
me.

"So why are you trying to
change me?" I'm not, I just want to
look after you, because you are mine.

"I don't want to change you. I'd like
you to be courteous and to follow the set of rules I've given you
and not defy me. Simple."

Ensuring she follows the rules means
that she stays fit, healthy, and safe. If the rules are broken, she
has to be punished because she has put herself at risk. It's for
her own good. She has to learn that her defiant actions have
consequences that will be seen through to the
conclusion.

"But you want to punish
me?"

"Yes, I
do." And yes, I enjoy it. Simple
truth.

"That's what I don't
understand."

Oh for fucks sake, we're
going round in circles here.

"It's the way I'm made Anastasia. I
need to control you. I need you to behave in a certain way, and if
you don't – I love to watch your beautiful alabaster skin pink and
warm up under my hands. It turns me on."

"So it's not the pain you're putting
me through?"

Well yes actually, the
pain aspect does really turn me on too, but how can I word this,
how can I explain it without completely freaking her
out?

"A bit, to see if you can take it, but
that's not the whole reason. It's the fact that you are mine to do
with as I see fit – ultimate control over someone else. And it
turns me on. Big time, Anastasia. Look I'm not explaining myself
very well… I've never had to before. I've not really thought about
this in any great depth. I've always been with like-minded
people."

Ever since Elena took charge of me as
a teenager and successfully channeled my rage and anger, I've never
questioned why this lifestyle works for me – I just know that it
does.

"And you still haven't answered my
question – how did you feel afterwards?"

"Confused."

"You were sexually aroused by it,
Anastasia." 

I close my eyes as I remember how wet
she'd been when I felt her, how ready for me she was, how perfect
she'd felt when I fucked her…

Anastasia clearly remembers too,
because now she's looking up at me with eyes that are smoldering
with desire, and it's there again between us, that electricity,
that undeniable connection, and under different circumstances, we'd
be fucking again before we knew it.

"Don't look at me like that," I tell
her, turned on but knowing that I can't respond to her for so many
reasons.

She looks hurt and bewildered
now.

"I don't have any condoms, Anastasia,
and you know, you're upset. Contrary to what your roommate
believes, I'm not a priapic monster. So, you felt
confused?"

Ana squirms and seems reluctant to
answer me.

"You have no problem being honest with
me in print. Your e-mails always tell me exactly how you feel. Why
can't you do that in conversation? Do I intimidate you that
much?"

Ana is looking down at her quilt as
she thinks about her answer.

"You beguile me, Christian. Completely
overwhelm me. I feel like Icarus flying too close to the Sun," she
whispers, as she turns those mesmerizing blue eyes on
me.

But that is
how I feel, exactly how I
feel. She is the one who has beguiled me. She has enchanted me, captivated
me, however you want to phrase it, I am under her spell. I'm the
one who is about to get burnt here.

"Well I think you've got that the
wrong way around," I whisper back.

"What?"

She seems to be totally unaware of the
affect she has on me. How can she not see it?

"Oh Anastasia, you've bewitched me.
Isn't it obvious? You've still not answered my question. Write me
an e-mail, please. But right now, I'd really like to sleep. Can I
stay?"

It's late, and I think we've gone as
far with our discussion tonight as we can, and I don't want to get
into discussing my feelings any further now.

"Do you want to stay?" She sounds so
sweet and hopeful.

"You wanted me here."

And at least if I stay, then I can
make sure she doesn't start crying again behind my back. I'm not
going to spell it out any further, but she doesn't give
up.

"You haven't answered my question,"
she persists.

"I'll write you an email," I tell her
testily. All I want to do now is give in to my desire to curl up
with her in bed, so I can inhale that sweet scent of hers, and feel
her soft, warm body next to mine.

So I empty my pockets, get undressed
down to my T shirt and boxers, and go round to the empty side of
the bed.

"Lie down," I instruct her as I slide
in next to her. As she lies there looking up at me in disbelief, I
lean up on one elbow.

"If you are going to cry, cry in front
of me, I need to know."

If she had burst into tears before I
left tonight, I'd have known she was upset and it would never have
gotten to this.

"Do you want me to cry?"

"Not particularly. I just want to know
how you're feeling. I don't want you slipping through my fingers.
Switch the light off. It’s late, and we both have work
tomorrow."

Once she's switched off the light, and
we're in darkness I tell her,

"Lie on your side, facing away from
me." 

I can only bear for her to
touch me on my terms,and I think this will work. Once she's done
this, I carefully move over and put my arms around her and pull her
to my chest. Oh and she feels so fuckingly, amazingly good, I
wonder why the hell I so strongly resisted spending the night with
her.

"Sleep baby," I whisper, as I put my
nose in her hair to inhale and have a fix of my favorite drug in
the world – Anastasia.

 


~~~

 


I slowly wake up and realize where I
am. I'm tightly wrapped round Anastasia, my head on her chest, my
arm resting over her, one of my legs hooked around both of hers.
It's as if I've caught her and don't want her to escape. I breathe
in and relish her smell – what a great way to wake up. I realize
that it's light so it must be morning. Clearly, I've slept the
whole night through, and it seems that being with Ana is the same
as having my own personal sleeping pill.

"Good morning," I mumble
when I see she is awake. "Jesus, even in my sleep I'm drawn to
you." Such strong magic she
weaves.

I've got a huge, rock hard erection of
course. Seems a shame to waste it but I'm out of condoms, although
we could go oral…

"Hmm…this has possibilities, but I
think we should wait until Sunday," I whisper, as I nuzzle her soft
little ear. Save it all until then, because I know it's going to be
fucking wonderful.

"You're very hot," she murmurs. I
think she's probably referring to my actual temperature, but I
choose to misunderstand her.

"You're not so bad yourself," I
whisper as I press my erection up against her to prove my
point.

Then I prop myself up on my elbow to
gaze down at her. This is such a nice way to wake up in the
morning, and I lean down to gently kiss her.

"Sleep well?" I ask, and as
she smiles and nods happily at me, I swear I feel a warm fuzzy
feeling wash over me, which is just plain
stupid. Man up, Grey - are you going
soft or something?

"So did I. Yes, really
well. What is this all
about? 

"What's the
time?"

"It's seven thirty."

What? Fuck! I've overslept! I never
oversleep!

"Seven thirty… shit."

I jump out of bed and start throwing
my clothes on, as Anastasia sits up and watches me with some
amusement.

"You are such a bad influence on me. I
have a meeting. I have to go – I have to be in Portland at eight.
Are you smirking at me?"

"Yes." She grins at me, and it's such
a lovely sight that I can't be cross. Instead I grin back at
her.

"I'm late. I don't do late. Another
first, Miss Steele."

Before I leave, I bend down and grasp
her head between my hands.

"Sunday," I say, and we look into each
other's eyes, both hot with anticipation. I kiss her, then grab the
rest of my things.

"Taylor will come and sort your
Beetle. I was serious. Don't drive it. I'll see you at my place on
Sunday. I'll e-mail you a time."

Then I'm out of there.

Taylor knows I don't do late, so I'm
not surprised when my cell rings at one minute past eight, as I'm
driving at speed to get to the meeting.

"Is everything alright, sir?" he
queries, as I answer on my hands free.

Of course Taylor knows exactly where
I've been all night, and I'm sure he thinks he knows exactly why
I'm late. He probably wouldn't believe that I've just overslept,
because I don't fucking well believe it myself.

"Yes, I'll be there in
five."

"Very good, sir."

I don't give a fuck that
when I walk into my breakfast meeting, everyone else is smartly
suited up, while I'm wearing the jeans and T shirt that I went out
in last night. The walk of
shame. 

But I swear I see the hint of a smirk
cross Taylor's face. 

Today has already been a day of many
firsts.


Chapter 15 - The Walk of
Shame




My reputation precedes me, and no one
at the futures market meeting I'm attending questions my tardy
arrival, or dares to make any comment about my unusually casual
attire – I'm normally immaculately dressed in my CEO uniform of a
sharp bespoke suit, white shirt and silk tie, rather than my
current jeans and T shirt.

No doubt when they see me
concentrating on the screen of my MacBook, they assume I'm studying
all the latest facts and figures. 

I'm not.

I'm reading the long email that Ana
sent me a few minutes ago. As usual, she is far more open and
honest in print than in person.
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From: Anastasia Steele

Subject: Assault and Battery: The after-effects

Date: May 27 2011 08:05

To: Christian Grey

 


'You wanted to know why I felt
confused after you - which euphemism should we apply - spanked,
punished, beat, assaulted me.'

'I felt demeaned, debased and
abused.'

'You're right, I was aroused, and that
was unexpected.'

'All things sexual are new to me – I
only wish I was more experienced.'

'I was happy that you were
happy.'

'It wasn't as painful as I thought it
would be.'

'I feel uncomfortable, guilty even. It
doesn't sit well with me and I'm confused.'

 


Ana
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Well at least this gives me
something to work with, some idea of what's going through her mind.
This is far too important to leave until later, so I reply straight
away. Fuck the meeting. I still have one ear on proceedings, and
it's nothing that I'm particularly interested in anyway.

 


[image: tmp_d05a2342365ecf476f9dba4b1621cf03_6ul1tZ_html_m5e4f4e13.gif]

 


From: Christian Grey

Subject: Free Your Mind

Date: May 27 2011 08:24

To: Anastasia Steele

 


'I'll go with spanking - as that's
what it was.'

'Do you really feel like this or do
you think you ought to feel like this?'

'Do you think you could just try and
embrace these feelings, deal with them for me?'

'I am grateful for your inexperience.
I value it. Simply put it means that you are mine in every
way.'

'Yes, you were aroused, which in turn
was very arousing.'

'Happy does not even begin it cover
how I felt. Ecstatic joy comes close.'

'Punishment spanking hurts far more
than sensual spanking. My hand was very sore. But I like
that.' 

'We are consenting adults and what we
do behind closed doors is between ourselves. You need to free your
mind and listen to your body.'

 


Christian Grey

CEO, Grey Enterprises
Inc.
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Ana needs to relax and lose her
inhibitions to enjoy the sexual pleasure that I can give her, then
I know we will be fucking amazing together. Being a submissive,
trusting me and handing over this responsibility would release her
from all this worry and strain, so I really wish she could just see
that and embrace it.
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From: Anastasia Steele

Subject: Consenting Adults!

Date: May 27 2011 08:26

To: Christian Grey

 


Aren't you in a meeting?

I'm very glad your hand was
sore.

And if I listened to my body, I'd be
in Alaska by now.

 


Ana

PS: I will think about embracing these
feelings.
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Well this sounds a little more
promising. And I'm glad my hand was sore too. But
Alaska?
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From: Christian Grey

Subject: You Didn't Call the Cops

Date: May 27 2011 08:35

To: Anastasia Steele

 


Miss Steele

I am in a meeting discussing the
futures market, if you're really interested.

For the record – you stood beside me
knowing what I was going to do.

You didn't at any time ask me to stop
– you didn't use either safe-word.

You are an adult – you have
choices.

Quite frankly, I'm looking forward to
the next time my palm is ringing with pain.

You're obviously not listening to the
right part of your body.

Alaska is very cold and no place to
run. I would find you.

I can track your cell phone –
remember?

Go to work.

 


Christian Grey

CEO, Grey Enterprises Inc.
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Yes, Miss Steele, I would track you if
I had to. As a matter of fact I already have – several times. You
just don't know about it.
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From: Anastasia Steele

Subject: Stalker

Date: May 27 2011 08:36

To: Christian Grey

 


Have you sought therapy for your
stalker tendencies?

 


Ana
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Oh baby, if you only knew
all the therapy I've been through.

 


[image: tmp_d05a2342365ecf476f9dba4b1621cf03_6ul1tZ_html_m5e4f4e13.gif]

 


From: Christian Grey

Subject: Stalker? Me?

Date: May 27 2011 08:38

To: Anastasia Steele

 


I pay the eminent Dr. Flynn a small
fortune with regard to my stalker and other tendencies.

Go to work.

 


Christian Grey

CEO, Grey Enterprises Inc.
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I've got another session with Flynn on
Tuesday. There is still so much to discuss and talk through with
him about Anastasia, because I'm still pretty confused about how to
handle everything.

 


[image: tmp_d05a2342365ecf476f9dba4b1621cf03_6ul1tZ_html_m5e4f4e13.gif]

 


From: Anastasia Steele

Subject: Expensive Charlatans

Date: May 27 2011 08:40

To: Christian Grey

 


May I humbly suggest you seek a second
opinion?

I am not sure that Dr. Flynn is very
effective.

 


Miss Steele
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I snort with laughter at Ana's
'expensive charlatan' description of Flynn, which earns me a few
strange looks from some of the other men in the room, but I don't
give a fuck.
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From: Christian Grey

Subject: Second Opinions

Date: May 27 2011 08:43

To: Anastasia Steele

 


Not that it's any of your business,
humble or otherwise, but Dr. Flynn is the second
opinion.

You will have to speed, in your new
car, putting yourself at unnecessary risk – I think that's against
the rules.

GO TO WORK.

 


Christian Grey

CEO, Grey Enterprises Inc.
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Second opinion? More like the sixth or
seventh at least, if I'm being totally honest. But if I admit that,
she'll get some idea of just how many shades of fucked up I really
am, and that might well and truly scare her off for
good.
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From: Anastasia Steele

Subject: SHOUTY CAPITALS

Date: May 27 2011 08:47

To: Christian Grey

 


As the object of your stalker
tendencies – I think it is my business, actually.

I haven't signed yet. So rules,
schmules. And I don't start until 09:30.

 


Miss Steele
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Again I find myself
sniggering at her reply. Schmules? Where did she dig that up from
for crying out loud? This witty banter between us is getting pretty
addictive. Of course, she's right, she hasn't actually signed up
with me yet. But in truth, what difference would that really make?
There are plenty of get out clauses in the contract. However, up to
now, they have been more for my benefit than the subs. Everything
seems so back to front with Anastasia. What the fuck is she doing
to me?
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From: Christian Grey

Subject: Descriptive Linguistics

Date: May 27 2011 08:49

To: Anastasia Steele

 


Schmules? Not sure where that appears
in Webster's Dictionary.

 


Christian Grey

CEO, Grey Enterprises Inc.
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I wait and see what she comes up with
now.
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From: Anastasia Steele

Subject: Descriptive Linguistics

Date: May 27 2011 08:52

To: Christian Grey

 


It's between control freak and
stalker.

And Descriptive Linguistics is a hard
limit for me.

Will you stop bothering me
now?

I'd like to go to work in my new
car.

 


Ana
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She doesn't disappoint, she's made me
smile again and it's just as well it's time for her to go to work.
All this smiling and sniggering as I'm reading them is doing my
hard man reputation no good at all. But I'm sad all the same that
it's come to an end.
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From: Christian Grey

Subject: Challenging but amusing Young Women

Date: May 27 2011 08:49

To: Anastasia Steele

 


My palm is twitching.

Drive safely, Miss Steele.

 


Christian Grey

CEO, Grey Enterprises Inc.
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I'm so much happier now she's driving
her new car, especially for the long drive up to Seattle when they
move tomorrow.

I close my MacBook to turn my full
attention to the meeting, and within a few minutes have cut to the
chase to wind things up. Christ, how some people drone on with so
much shit at times, and I have two other boring meetings to attend
this morning, as well as a deathly dull fundraiser dinner back in
Seattle this evening. It's little wonder I find Anastasia such a
breath of fresh air in this stifling business world I live
in.

As I leave the meeting, I call Taylor
over to have a word with him. I want every possible channel of
communication available to me with Anastasia, especially as I won't
be seeing her until Sunday now. 

It seems like
forever. I know that her cell is just a
cheap basic one with no email capability, so I decide she needs an
upgrade.

"I want the latest top of
the range cell set up and couriered over to Miss Steele at her
workplace ASAP this morning– the address details are on record," I
instruct him.

"Yes, sir. With mSpy
installed?" he asks impassively. He knows me only too well. It goes
without saying that her new car has a tracking device, a standard
precautionary security measure for all our vehicles.

"Yes."

"Very good, sir. Anything
else?"

"Make sure you collect Miss Steele's
old car today and then dispose of it."

"Yes, of course. If I can just
ask…?"

"What is it, Taylor?"

"Well sir, believe it or not, that old
Beetle of Miss Steele's is actually something of a collector's item
now. Would it be okay with you if I took it to a contact I know to
sell it? They'd be really keen to get their hands on one in such
good condition, so I should be able to get a decent price for
her."

"Seriously? That piece of old shit? Do
whatever you want with it. In any case, I'll be ensuring Miss
Steele is suitably recompensed."

"Thank you, sir. And may I just say,
if Miss Steele has been driving a car like that for a while – built
like a tank, no power steering, manual stick shift, heavy clutch –
she should find driving her new Audi a breeze."

"Yes, I suppose she should. I'll be
leaving for Seattle around lunch time after my final meeting here.
You can update me when you arrive back later."

"Yes, sir."

 


~~~
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From: Christian Grey

Subject: CELL ON LOAN

Date: May 27 2011 11:15

To: Anastasia Steele

 


I need to be able to
contact you at all times, and since this is your most honest form
of communication, I figured you needed a decent cell.

 


Christian Grey

CEO, Grey Enterprises Inc.
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Hopefully I'm pre-empting
her objections by stating that the cell is on loan, and she won't
be difficult about it.
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From: Anastasia Steele

Subject: Consumerism Gone Mad

Date: May 27 2011 13:22

To: Christian Grey

 


I think you need to call Dr. Flynn
right now.

Your stalker tendencies are running
wild.

I am at work. I will e-mail you when I
get home.

Thank you for yet another
gadget.

I wasn't wrong when I said you were
the ultimate consumer.

Why do you do this?

 


Ana
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I'm guessing she's on her
lunch break now. At least I'm reassured that the cell has reached
her safely and that she knows how to use it. Ultimate consumer?
Hell yeah baby, why the fuck not?

 


[image: tmp_d05a2342365ecf476f9dba4b1621cf03_6ul1tZ_html_m5e4f4e13.gif]

 


From: Christian Grey

Subject: Sagacity from one so young

Date: May 27 2011 13:24

To: Anastasia Steele

 


Fair point well made, as ever, Miss
Steele.

Dr Flynn is away.

And I do this because I
can.

 


Christian Grey

CEO, Grey Enterprises Inc.
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E-mail has proved to be a very
effective means of communication between us. But this time I'm
disappointed - I don't get a reply, so I assume she's had to get
back to work. Hopefully we can continue this evening.

 


~~~

 


First thing this morning, I
ordered Andrea to get me the number of the best female ob/gyn
doctor in Seattle. Originally, I thought I'd get my own doctor to
see Anastasia to sort her out with some contraception. But on
reflection, I decide that since I want her to have only the very
best, she should see the top ob/gyn specialist that Seattle that
has to offer. I also decide I want her to be examined by a female
doctor. I'm guessing Ana would probably prefer this anyway, and I
really don't want any other man touching her intimately to examine
her, whoever the fuck he is. I love that I'm the only man to have
touched her there, and that's how I want to keep it.

So, once Welch has run the
usual checks on this Dr. Greene that Andrea comes up with, I make
the call to her myself. I've been reliably informed that she
doesn't make house calls, so she will need to be persuaded. In my
experience, it usually comes down to money. She will have a price
that she will disrupt her weekend for, and I'm willing to pay it,
whatever it is.

"I'm sorry, but you're
wasting your time Mr. Grey. I don't make house calls," she
brusquely informs me when I explain what I want from her, as
expected.

"I was really hoping that
you could make an exception, Dr. Greene. I understand that you
are the best ob/gyn specialist in Seattle, and I'd be willing
to pay whatever fee you charge for a weekend house call." Flattery
sometimes does the trick, but I don't think it will with her. She's
not the type.

"As I said. I don't make house calls,"
she insists.

I try another tack. Welch's background
check has thrown up that she is the patron of a children's
charity.

"Maybe if I offered to make a generous
donation to the Childhood Alliance Charity, on top of your fee?
Might that twist your arm? Say $20,000?"

I hear her gasp at the large sum of
money I'm willing to donate. I'm fine with it, as I know it's a
reputable charity that I'm happy to support. And of course, I know
she won't turn it down and deprive her charity of such a large sum
of money.

So it's all arranged for Ana to have a
private consultation with Dr. Greene at Escala on
Sunday.

You see, I always get what I want in
the end. 

Just before I leave Portland, I
quickly email Ana.
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From: Christian Grey

Subject: Sunday

Date: May 27 2011 13:40

To: Anastasia Steele

 


Shall I see you at 1 p.m.
Sunday?

The doctor will be at Escala to see
you at 1:30.

I'm leaving for Seattle
now.

I hope your move goes well, and I look
forward to Sunday.

 


Christian Grey

CEO, Grey Enterprises Inc.
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I don't get a reply again, but I
assume Ana is working, and I'm now heading back to Seattle in any
case.

 


~~~

 


It's good to be back at
Escala. Mrs. Jones is still around, even though it's Friday
evening, and officially her duties for the week are over. I guess
she's waiting to see Taylor, who's been down in Portland with me
all week. He's stayed behind to sort out Ana's old car, so will be
back later. They are very discreet about their relationship, so I
have no objections. If it means I get to keep them on my staff, all
the better as they are both excellent and I would hate to have to
replace either one of them.

"Good evening Mr. Grey. Can
I get you something to eat, a light snack maybe before you go out
later?" Mrs. Jones inquires.  I'm distracted, and not
really listening to her as I'm checking my phone –
again.

"Err… no, I'll be having dinner at the
fund raiser." Shit. Still nothing from Ana.

"Very good, sir. I've left your tux
out for you."

"Thank you."

"For this weekend, you requested
something light for yourself and your guest for lunch on Sunday. So
I've left everything ready for you to have a Chicken Caesar salad,
if that's okay. And the usual guest room is ready too."

"Thank you, Gail."

"I'm not going to my sister's this
weekend, so I'll be in the staff quarters. If you need anything
else, just let me know, I really don't mind."

With that she makes her exit. No doubt
Taylor has told her about my guest, this girl that I've been
running around after and no doubt she is curious, but I know she
will not be intrusive or indiscreet.

There's still no email from
Ana, but I try not to worry, telling myself she may be late home if
her work colleagues have taken her out for a farewell drink as it's
her last day with them at Claytons. But that doesn't cheer me up,
as I think of that guy Paul I saw at the store, who clearly had the
hots for her. I try ringing both her old phone and her new one, but
she doesn't answer either. I'd hoped she'd send me an email from
her new cell, but there's nothing. I'm getting seriously pissed
now.

I don't like being this far
away from Ana; I hate that I can't find an excuse to just go and
check up on her, as I would if she were already here in Seattle. I
do know that Elliot is going over to their apartment later this
evening, no doubt to spend the night screwing Miss Kavanagh before
helping the girls move tomorrow. But I really don't want to use him
to check on Ana if I can avoid it, as it'll only give him an excuse
to be even nosier than usual, so it's best not to encourage
him.

I'm not in the best of
moods when I go to my fund raiser, and t's as boring as fuck. I
keep checking my cell, as I still haven't heard from Ana, and she
is still not answering her cell.

I leave her a shitty voice
message.

'I think you need to learn to manage my expectations. I am not
a patient man. If you say you are going to contact me when you
finish work, then you should have the decency to do so. Otherwise,
I worry, and it's not an emotion I'm familiar with, and I don't
tolerate it very well. Call me.'

Still nothing. I really
start to worry now. Is she just ignoring me, or has something
happened to her? I know there's no activity on her new cell thanks
to the mSpy, and that it's located in the area close to her
apartment. So why the fuck isn't she contacting me?

I make an excuse to leave the
fundraiser as early as I can, and when I get back to Escala, I send
her another email.
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From: Christian Grey

Subject: Where are you?

Date: May 27 2011 22:14

To: Anastasia Steele

 


'I am at work. I will e-mail you when I get home.'

Are you still at work or
have you packed your cell and MacBook?

Call me, or I may be forced to call
Elliot.

 


Christian Grey

CEO, Grey Enterprises Inc.
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Finally I get a call on my cell, and I feel relief wash over
me. Jeez, I'd gotten myself in quite a state.

"Hi," I say, just thankful to hear
from her.

"Hi," she murmurs back. I like hearing
her voice.

"I was worried about you." I want to
shout at her for being so selfish, and making me feel so crappy all
evening, but I'm just happy to be talking to her again.

"I know. I'm sorry I didn't reply, but
I'm fine."

"Did you have a pleasant
evening?" I force myself to ask politely when she doesn't volunteer
any information, but really all I want to know is what the fuck
she's been up to that made her forget all about me. I wonder if
Kate has been trying to distract her, seeing as I know she
disapproves of me, but I'm pretty certain that she and Elliot will
have been far too busy with their own private agenda for
that.

"Yes. We finished packing
and then Kate and I shared a Chinese take-out with Jose." I can
tell she's nervous about telling me this. With good reason.

What the
fuck! Not that lowlife again. I very
nearly lose it, but after the distraught state she was in
yesterday, I really don't want to have a row with her tonight, not
when she is so far away from me. I remind myself that she will be
moving away from photographer boy, and much nearer to me tomorrow,
thank Christ. And it wasn't as if she was all
alone with him, Kate was there too.

"How about you?" she asks me after a
minute or so.

"I went to a fundraising
dinner. It was deathly dull. I left as soon as I could," I
sigh. Everything seems dull without
Ana around.

"I wish you were here," she
whispers.

"Do you?" How can she say that when
clearly she didn't spend the evening thinking about me the way I
was thinking about her?

"Yes," she whispers again.

"I'll see you Sunday?"

"Yes, Sunday."

"Goodnight."

"Goodnight,
Sir." Fuck, that sounds
horny.

"Good luck with your move tomorrow,
Anastasia."

I wait for her to hang up first. She
doesn't, and I don't want to either.

"You hang up," she whispers, and I can
hear that she's smiling, and I can't help grinning
either.

"No, you hang
up." Just do as you're told
woman.

"I don't want to."

"Neither do I."

"Were you very angry with
me?" Of course I fucking
was.

"Yes."

"Are you still?"

"No." Well kind of, but it's
getting better as I listen to your voice.

"So you're not going to punish
me?"

"No. I'm an in-the-moment
kind of guy." But I promise I won't be
forgetting this.

"I've noticed."

"You can hang up now, Miss
Steele."

"Do you really want me to,
Sir?" No, not really. But you need
your sleep.

"Go to bed, Anastasia."

"Yes, Sir."

We both stay on the line.

"Do you think you'll ever be able to
do what you're told," I ask her in exasperation. But I have a
stupid grin on my face too.

"Maybe. We'll see after
Sunday."

This time she hangs up.

 


~~~

 


I work into the early hours, but even
then I don't sleep well when I finally go to bed. I get up and
wander over to my piano, and play Debussy's 'Clair de Lune'. It is
such an exquisitely beautiful piece of music that it usually calms
me down, and it does help tonight as I reflect on everything that
has happened recently with Anastasia.

I think about how much I
liked sleeping with her last night, and how tonight my bed seems
too big and cold and empty without her. It just felt so right,
so natural with her, which must be why I slept so well. And to wake up
with her right there next to me, with her divine smell and her
lovely soft skin was wonderful. She looked so sweet too when she'd
just woken up, all big sleepy blue eyes and mussed up
hair.

But I also remember how I
felt before that when I saw her distraught, sobbing her heart out
because of the way I'd treated her. That was not a good feeling at
all. And when she said 'So you don't like
the way I am' I felt like shaking her. Of
course I like her the way she is; can't she see how captivated I am
by her? She seems to have such low self esteem, when she is such a
truly beautiful, intelligent and witty woman.

All these issues don't
mean that I feel any differently about all the things I want to do
with her and to her. It just means I have to somehow convince her
to feel comfortable about it all. Hopefully she is now beginning to
understand that her being so aroused by the fucking amazing
spanking I gave her made it a positive experience
for both of us, not just me.

In readiness for our first scene, I
have completely restocked my playroom with a brand new set of sex
toys of every possible type. But I tell myself that I must take
things very slowly, and ensure that I keep my more extreme
desires in check until I'm confident Ana is ready to
handle them. I decide that I must put a great deal of thought into
planning our first scene together, to give her great pleasure and
reassure her that her fear of what my lifestyle entails is
unfounded.

 


~~~

 


On Saturday, I organize some champagne
to be sent to over to the new apartment when the girls have settled
in, along with a helicopter balloon that I hope will amuse
Anastasia. I keep the card I send with it pretty formal as it's
addressed to both of them, and Kate and I are not exactly on the
friendliest of terms.

I collect Mia from Sea-Tac first thing
in the morning. Christ knows what her excess baggage charge must
have been, the amount of shit she's brought back from Paris with
her.

But it's great to see my baby sister.
Of course she's all grown up these days, she's a beautiful woman
now, but she'll always be the baby of the family as far as I'm
concerned. Mia's more or less the same age as Anastasia, which
makes me glad she doesn't seem to have a boyfriend at the moment,
as I really don't like the idea of her having any kind of an
intimate relationship. Hypocritical I know, but that's the way it
goes I guess, when you're an overprotective big brother like me.
Good job Ana doesn't have a big brother, although Kate isn't doing
a bad job instead.

When Mia spots me in the arrivals
hall, she comes bounding over. She's always been very open,
affectionate and demonstrative, and you can't help but love her.
She can also be over the top, as she is now.

"CHRISTIAN!" she screams, as she
launches herself at me, nearly sending me flying.

"Bienvenue, ma chère soeur." I kiss
both her cheeks in the French way.

"Oh pleeese, English only from now on, my darling brother," she sighs.
"You have no idea how great it is to be back."

She links her arm through mine as we
head back to the car. Taylor is doing a great job with loading all
her baggage into the Audi SUV - it's a good job we brought the big
one.

She doesn't start on me until we're in
the car.

"So you and Elliot have
both got girlfriends now. Not that it's unusual for him, but you...
well I'd quite given up hope," she states dramatically. "So when do
I get to meet Anastasia? Have you got a picture of her? Is she
going to move in with you?"

"Whoa, steady on Mia. Like I told you
before, it's early days."

"All my girlfriends are
going to be totally devastated you
know, especially Lily. They all think you're sex on legs,
but I've always told them that you... well, that you're just not
interested in dating girls. So Anastasia must be very
special indeed to have managed to... you know... convince you
otherwise."

As I glance up, I think I
can see Taylor's shoulders shaking as he's driving, because he's
trying not to laugh about my 'conversion' from being gay into a
straight guy. No doubt he's well aware of my family's assumption up
till now that I'm gay, but he's far too discreet to have ever given
them any clue as to my true leanings.

"So, Elliot will be over
later for the compulsory family dinner that Mom's got lined up for
us tonight. Then he can tell you all about his new girlfriend." I
try to change the subject to her other brother's love life, and for
now it works, as she asks me all about
Kate. Mission
accomplished.

 


~~~

 


At dinner that night, Elliot assures
me that the move went well for Kate and Anastasia, and that their
new apartment seems decent.

"Ana said to say 'Hi' to you," he
smirks."So I'm guessing you're gonna be heading over there real
soon to check out her bedroom, eh little bro?"

I ignore his teasing question, but
he's set Mia off again.

"So Kate and Anastasia are
like BFFs, and now they're going out with the Grey brothers? That
is so cool, you can double date," Mia squeals.

I just glare at her to shut up, as
Elliot laughs.

"I'm up for it if you are, Christian,"
he offers.

Mia doesn't give up; that evening she
colludes with Mom to organize a meal for Sunday evening, that both
Kate and Anastasia are invited to, so she gets to meet them. And
she gets Mom to talk to me about it and insist that Ana must come,
knowing that I'll be much less likely to refuse if Mom insists. Mia
is a true Grey with her manipulative ways. Well, I suppose that at
least being seen out and about with Anastasia should finally put
pay to the 'Christian is gay' rumors that always follow me
around.

So now Anastasia and I have the
pleasure of a family meal at Bellevue to look forward to, but not
until after we've had our first session together in my playroom
tomorrow.


Chapter 16 -
Preparations




I go for a run early on Sunday
morning, having had another restless night, largely in part because
I've had a practically constant hard on thinking about my first
scene with Anastasia in my playroom later today. I've been planning
out every last detail of how I want it to play out. With all my
previous subs, I just planned what I wanted to get
out of a scene; my sub has always gotten her pleasure from knowing
she's pleasing me. That's the deal with an established sub, that's
what she signed up for, that's what she expects.

But with Anastasia, it's
different because she still has doubts and needs convincing that
this lifestyle is for her, or she may walk away. And I don't want
her to do that, in fact I can't have her doing that. So
I'm planning our first scene to ensure that it's mind-fuckingly
amazing for her. Hell, I'll enjoy it too, so it's a win/win
situation for Christ's sake, so why is it niggling at
me? Because it's not how a Dominant
does things is it?

When I get back from my run, I shower
and have breakfast, then I email Anastasia to give her all the
access codes and information she'll need later. I tell her not to
be late; I hate being kept waiting, but so far she's been punctual,
and I sure hope that will be the case today.

Then I try to put all that out of my
mind and get on with some work in my study. I'll be otherwise
occupied after this morning, so I want to get everything up
straight as far as possible business wise. As usual, I have several
deals at various stages of negotiation, as well as information
regarding possible new areas to move into. 

Such as Publishing. 

Not an area that I'd considered
before, but since Anastasia's told me that's what she wants to get
into, and that she has interviews at two of Seattle's publishing
houses, it's now become of interest to me.

From the research Ros has completed, I
know there are four publishing houses in Seattle. I could
potentially buy all four if I wanted, but that really wouldn't make
good business sense. Since I first set up Grey Enterprises, Ros has
been my right hand man – well, woman really, but since she's got
more balls than most men, I don't really think of her as a woman. I
assume she and Gwen have a Butch/femme lesbian relationship, but
I've never pried. As long as it doesn't interfere with her work,
it's none of my business what Ros gets up to in her own time, and
Gwen's a great lady who never complains about the long hours I
demand from Ros.

Her specialty is digging up
all the facts, figures and most importantly the dirt about
potential acquisitions, which she then reports back to me. As far
as the publishing houses are concerned, turns out the one that
offers the most potential is the smallest one – Seattle Independent
Publishing or SIP. Profitable but stagnating; complacent, short
sighted management who are not moving with the times, not looking
for new areas to expand into. Exactly the kind of company with
hidden potential that I like to buy.

As part of our standard research,
Barney tried hacking into their systems, and managed it easily. It
means their security is appallingly lax and will need to be
addressed urgently if I do take it over. But this weakness has
enabled me to discover that Anastasia has an interview with Mr. J.
Hyde of SIP on Monday afternoon. I won't interfere, as I don't want
to give a hint to anyone that I'm interested in acquiring the
company; and I'm also curious to see if Anastasia will be
successful on her own merit at interview. But I'll know before she
does if she's going to be offered a job, and I'll immediately set
in motion buying the company. Hell, I'm probably going to buy it
anyway, as it really is an excellent investment
opportunity.

The other company I've discovered
Anastasia has an interview with is of less interest to me. Barney
had a harder time hacking into their systems, but he still managed
it of course – the guy's a fucking genius. It's a large
conglomerate with offices based round the country, and is not as
attractive an acquisition as SIP. But if Anastasia gets a job
there, I will go ahead and buy that one, it'll just take a little
longer. My gut feeling is that SIP will appeal to her the most as
it's small, quirky and unconventional. It also champions local
authors, which I imagine she likes. So if she gets a job offer from
them, I think she'll take it, and that will suit me just fine. But
I can do no more for now; I have everything in place to act once I
know which way the dice are going to fall.

So now it's nearly one o'clock, and
I'm ready and impatient for Anastasia to arrive. I sit and read the
Seattle Times while I'm waiting, looking through it for something
I've been expecting to make an appearance.

And here it is. I idly
wonder how much the photographer got paid for his scoop of the
first ever picture of Christian Grey out in
public with a
woman at the WSU graduation ceremony.
Hats off to him - he spotted a golden opportunity and he took full
advantage of it. I was at a public function and he asked my
permission, so I have no problem about it. Anastasia looks a little
startled in the picture because she was taken by surprise, but I
have to say we make a great couple.

At exactly one o'clock, Anastasia
arrives and is ushered in by Taylor, who then makes himself scarce.
She's wearing the purple dress again; the dress that I
frustratingly never got the opportunity to peel off her the last
time she wore it. She looks stunning and literally takes my breath
away. She just stands in the entrance of the living room, rather
shy and unsure of herself. I go over to her.

"Hmm… that dress," I whisper
appreciatively. "Welcome back, Miss Steele."

 I lean down to gently
kiss her soft lips, and I hear her breath hitch at our contact. The
tension is already there, building between us, and a large part of
me wants to take her straight to my playroom to get on with ripping
her clothes off to fetter and fuck her. But I restrain
myself. All in good time,
Grey.

"Hi," she whispers, as she
blushes.

"You're on time. I like punctual.
Come." I take her hand and lead her over to the couch to sit next
to me.

"I wanted to show you
something."

I hand her the Seattle Times, opened
on page eight where our picture is.

"So I'm your 'friend' now," she laughs
once she's read it.

"So it would appear. And it's in the
newspaper, so it must be true," I smirk. Hopefully she'll see that
I'm not embarrassed to be seen out with her. Proud is more like
it.

I turn to look at her now
that she's finally here. I use the excuse of tucking a stray lock
of hair behind her ear to touch her, and I feel that inevitable
spark between us. It's always
there.

"So, Anastasia, you have a
much better idea of what I'm about since you were last
here." Although you still don't know
the whole story.

"Yes."

"And yet you've
returned." Even after I gave you a
pretty harsh punishment spanking. Brave girl.

She nods
shyly. You still don't seem very
sure, so why haven't you run while you still could?

"Have you
eaten?" With what I've got planned
for you, you'll be needing plenty of energy.

"No."

This displeases me because she's
supposed to be eating regular meals, but I don't want to start
scolding her already.

"Are you hungry?"

"Not for food," she whispers, as
desire flares in her eyes. My cock jumps straight to
attention.

"You are as eager as ever,
Miss Steele, and just to let you into a little secret, so am I," I
whisper in her ear. I breathe in her scent, which is as heavenly as
ever. "But Dr. Greene is due here
shortly."

"What can you tell me about Dr.
Greene?" she asks rather nervously.

"She's the best Ob/Gyn in
Seattle. What more can I say?" Only
the best for you, baby. Whatever it takes.

"I thought I was seeing
your doctor, and don't tell me you're really a woman because I
won't believe you." What?

"I think it's more
appropriate that you see a specialist. Don't
you?" And a female. I'm the only man
who gets to touch you there. Mine only.

Then I remember Mom's dinner
invitation for this evening. Thinking about Mia and her boundless
enthusiasm, I wonder if Anastasia might find my family rather
overwhelming. But Mom was insistent that I ask her, and at least if
Ana knows Kate will be there that might reassure her, to have
someone else that she knows too.

"Anastasia, my mother would
like you to come to dinner this evening. I believe Elliot is asking
Kate, too. I don't know how you feel about that. It will be odd to
introduce you to my family." My
family will sure as hell be finding it odd.

A strange look passes over her sweet
little face.

"Are you ashamed of me?" she
asks.

There it is again, that low
self-esteem. Ashamed of her? Hell no.

"Of course not."

"Why is it odd?"

"Because I've never done it
before." Ever. Another first Miss
Steele.

"Why are you allowed to
roll your eyes, and I'm not?" Was
I?

Her question takes me by
surprise. I'm allowed to do whatever
I want baby, that's just the way it is. And nobody gets to spank
me.

"I wasn't aware that I
was."

"Neither am I, usually,"
she snaps back. Tough shit,
Anastasia. All you have to do is to learn not to roll your eyes at
me and be respectful. Not a lot to ask is it?

The moment is interrupted by Taylor
appearing at the doorway.

"Dr. Greene is here, sir."

"Show her up to Miss Steele's room." I
instruct him. "Ready for some contraception?"

I stand up and hold my hand out to
Anastasia, but she looks at me in horror.

"You're not going to come as well, are
you?"

A picture of Anastasia doing a scene
with a woman suddenly appears unbidden in my head. How interesting.
I don't mind this, in fact, I'm finding it incredibly horny. I file
that very surprising piece of information away for future
reference; it's far too soon to consider anything like that with
her yet.

"I'd pay very good money to watch,
believe me, Anastasia, but I don't think the good doctor would
approve," I laugh. The impression I got over the phone from Dr.
Greene is that she doesn't approve of me, and is only here because
of the very large charity donation I bribed her with.

Ana takes my hand, and I
pull her into my arms. I kiss her deeply, conveying my deep longing
for her. Very soon now.

"I'm so glad you're here. I can't wait
to get you naked," I whisper as I rest my forehead against hers, my
fingers entwined in her hair. My need for her is virtually
overpowering, but I somehow manage to tear myself away so that we
make our way to Anastasia's room.

Dr. Greene is waiting there, and is
pretty much how I imagined her. An ice cool, slim, elegant blonde,
probably in her early forties.

"Mr. Grey." We shake hands.

"Thank you for coming at such short
notice."

"Thank you for making it worth my
while, Mr. Grey. Miss Steele." She smiles, but it doesn't really
reach her eyes as she looks at me, only when she looks over at
Anastasia. So Dr. Greene is that rare brand of woman that my looks
have no effect on. In fact, she clearly hates my guts, that much is
obvious. But no matter; she's a professional, here to do a job, not
join my fan club. She stares pointedly at me, so I reluctantly take
my leave.

"I'll be downstairs," I
murmur.

I go down and try to concentrate on
some reading and research. I put on some music - Villa Lobos, an
aria from Bachianas Brasileiras, one of my favorites.

 They seem to be
taking an age up there, and I wonder what on earth can be taking so
long. I suppose it means the doctor is being thorough and I approve
of that. Hopefully Anastasia won't have any medical issues that
will prevent her from taking the pill. Sex will be even better when
I don't have to use a fucking condom. Once that barrier is removed,
I know I'll find the pleasure of fucking Anastasia even more
heightened and intense, if that's possible.

Finally they come back
downstairs.

"Are you done?" I turn the music down
and wander over to them.

Dr. Greene looks me straight in the
eye.

"Yes, Mr. Grey. Look after her; she's
a beautiful, bright young woman," she lectures me.

What the fuck? She's
warning me? She thinks I'm coercing or abusing Anastasia or
something? Well aren't you
Grey?

"I fully intend to," I
mutter.

"I'll send you my bill," she informs
me brusquely. She gives my hand a very firm shake, and then she
turns to Anastasia.

"Good day, and good luck to you,
Anastasia," she smiles at her, then Taylor escorts her
out.

"How was that?" I ask
Anastasia.

"Fine, thank you. She said I had to
abstain from all sexual activity for the next four
weeks."

What!  What on earth could be wrong…? Then I see Anastasia
grinning.

"Gotcha!"

Oh joking are we? Two can play at that
game. I give her my cold harsh Dominant look, so she thinks I'm
seriously displeased with her. I see her quail, and I'm pleased at
the power I have over her, if just a look can affect her in this
way.

"Gotcha!" I say, as I grab her waist
and pull her to me, then kiss her. "You are incorrigible, Miss
Steele."

All I want to do is get her naked and
ready for the fuck of her life, but I know that has to wait just a
little while longer.

"As much as I'd like to
take you here, now, you need to eat and so do I. I don't want you
passing out on me later." Believe me,
you'll be feeling lightheaded from all the fucking I've got
planned.

"Is that all you want me for – my
body?" she whispers.

"That and your smart mouth," I whisper
back as I kiss her again. I can feel control slipping, and I don't
want to spoil my carefully planned out scene. So I break away and
head for the kitchen while I still can. Christ, her power over me
is so strong.

We eat our lunch – she
seems to enjoy the chicken Caesar salad that Mrs. Jones left for
us, because I'm delighted to see she eats up all hers to finish
before me. Keen, so keen. I like
this. It pleases me.

"Tell me – what method did you opt
for?" I need to know these things.

"Mini pill."

"And will you remember to take it
regularly, at the right time, every day?" She really will have to
be organized with the mini pill, we can't afford to take chances,
and this is all new to her.

"I'm sure you'll remind me," she
blushes.

"I'll put an alarm on my calendar," I
reply, only half joking. I will need to keep a check on this; maybe
a shot would have been better, less chance for a slip up. I really
wish I could have been in on the consultation to give my views, but
there was no way Dr. Greene would have agreed. Anastasia was her
patient and her only concern, she made that crystal clear to me by
her attitude and comments.

We finish our meal, and the atmosphere
between us changes. The time has come. 

Finally. 

I'm beyond aroused already. But I have
to be sure.

"Do you want to do
this?" You can still say no. It'll
kill me, but it has to be safe, sane and consensual. That's the
deal, always.

"I haven't signed
anything."

"I know – but I'm breaking
all the rules these days." I've
realized it wouldn't stop you walking anyway. It's just a piece of
paper.

"Are you going to hit
me?" Goes with the territory.
Pleasure and pain, hand in hand. But you'll be able to take
it.

"Yes, but it won't be to
hurt you. I don't want to punish you right now. If you'd caught me
yesterday evening, well, that would have been a different
story." I wanted to beat the shit out
of you.

I see a look of horror on her face. I
have to spell it out to her, be honest, or this is not going to
work.

"Don't let anyone try and convince you
otherwise, Anastasia. One of the reasons people like me do this is
because we either like to give or receive pain. It's very simple.
You don't, so I spent a great deal of time yesterday thinking about
that."

"Did you reach any
conclusions?" she whispers. There is
no easy answer, so I gave up and stopped over-thinking
things.

"No, and right now, I just want to tie
you up and fuck you senseless. Are you ready for that?"

"Yes."

"Good. Come."

I take her hand and head up to my
playroom.

This is it.

Finally.


 


 Chapter
17 - The First Lesson in Submission

 


I close the playroom door behind
us.

"When you're in here, you are
completely mine. To do with as I see fit. Do you
understand?"

Anastasia nods.

I am beyond euphoric, beyond ecstatic,
beyond elated. I am in the zone. I am the Dominant. Ana is my
submissive.

This is my world. This is where I
belong. I am in control. I know who I am. There is no confusion. I
know how things work in this world.

And now Anastasia has entered my
world, on my terms.

I am her Dom. She is my sub. She will
be compliant for me, just for me, of her own free will. She trusts
me. She is mine to do with as I wish. She will serve me. She exists
only to pleasure me.

But I have to remember that she is in
training, she is still transitioning into a submissive, so I must
go easy on her. I must ensure her pleasure too, because I wish her
to continue as my sub for the foreseeable future.

"Take your shoes off," I
order.

Clumsily she complies, and puts them
down by the door.

"Good. Don't hesitate when I ask you
to do something. Now I'm going to peel you out of this dress.
Something I've wanted to do for a few days, if I recall. I want you
to be comfortable with your body Anastasia. You have a beautiful
body and I like to look at it. It is a joy to behold. In fact, I
could gaze at you all day, and I want you unembarrassed and
unashamed of your nakedness. Do you understand?"

"Yes." This won't do at all.
Already she is displeasing me.

"Yes, what?"

"Yes, Sir."

"Do you mean that?" I
demand. The words must come instantly from her; she
shouldn't have to think about it. She has much to learn.

"Yes, Sir."

"Good. Lift your arms up over your
head." I want her naked. Now.

This is what I wanted to do with that
dress in the private dining room at The Heathman before she ran out
on me. Now I get my wish. I pull her dress slowly up over her
thighs, hips, over her body, then over her head. I stand back to
examine her. Very nice. I like what I see. But she's biting her
lip. I pull her chin to stop that because it does things to me, and
I don't need that distraction right now.

I order her to turn around, and I'm
pleased that she complies immediately this time. Good.

I undo her bra. I slowly edge the
straps down her arms, savoring the feel of her beautiful satin
skin. It's all mine, all for me.

I stand behind her and pull
her long brown hair to one side to expose her
neck. Mmm, that special unique
Anastasia scent. 

"You smell divine as ever Anastasia,"
I whisper, as I kiss that soft spot beneath her
ear. 

She moans.

"Quiet! Don't make a sound," I
command. I haven't given her permission to make any noise. She must
learn control, and I will take great pleasure in teaching her how
to achieve this.

I braid her hair in the way I want it
when she's in here. 

Now I can use it to control her, as I
demonstrate by tugging the braid to force her back against me.
Perfect. A sub must always have long hair.

"Turn around," I order. She does, but
her shallow breathing gives away the fact that she is very nervous.
Understandable, given this is her first scene.

"When I tell you to come in here, this
is how you will dress. Just in your panties. Do you
understand?"

"Yes."

"Yes,
what?" For fucks sake, she must
always show me the proper respect in how she addresses
me.

"Yes,
Sir." That's better.

"Good girl. When I tell you to come in
here, I expect you to kneel over there. Do it now." I point to a
spot by the door. She blinks and hesitates, and I have to remind
myself that she is inexperienced and I must be patient. But she
does as I bid.

"You can sit back on your
heels."

She complies.

"Place your hands and forearms flat on
your thighs. Good. Now part your knees. Wider. Wider. Perfect. Look
down at the floor."

I walk over to her, then sharply tug
her braid, pulling her head back so she has to look up at
me.

"Will you remember this position,
Anastasia?"

"Yes,
Sir." She remembered how to address
me this time. 

"Good. Stay here, don't
move."

Now I leave the room. This is an
obedience lesson for her. I can leave her waiting in this position
for as long as I choose, and she must remain perfectly still in
that position, just because this is my will.

I make her wait ten minutes. Ten long
excruciating minutes. Her anticipation of what is to come will be
playing on her mind all this time, intensifying her reactions. When
I re-enter the room, I'm pleased that she remembers to keep her
eyes down.

Now I'm wearing just my special ripped
blue jeans that I always wear in here. They get me in the right
frame of mind, the right mood. I leave the top button undone. I'm
bare foot, and bare chested, wearing nothing else that will be a
hindrance to fucking, but I do not
appear completely naked in front of my sub yet. All I
have to do now when I want to fuck her is pop a couple of
buttons.

"Good girl Anastasia. You look lovely
like that. Well done. Stand up."

She complies, keeping her
face down. Good girl.

"You may look at me."

Hesitantly she looks up and notices
that I've changed my clothes. Her face is so easy to read, and
clearly she likes what she sees as she stares at my body. But I am
in control, so she won't be touching me today, and this relaxes
me.

"I'm going to chain you now,
Anastasia. Give me your right hand." This is where we begin for
real. Now we can really start to play.

She gives me her hand. I turn it palm
up and then swat the center of her hand with a riding
crop. She is taken by surprise, as she hadn't noticed what I had in
my hand.

"How does that feel?" I
ask.

She doesn't answer, she just blinks in
shock.

"Answer me," I command her.

"Okay," she frowns.

"Don't frown." That
displeases me. She re-arranges her expression and tries for
impassive instead. I let it go. Patience, Grey. This is all new for her. She
is your pupil, and you are her Master. For Anastasia you must take
things slowly. She is worth it.

"Did that hurt?"

"No." She doesn't sound
convinced.

"This is not going to hurt. Do you
understand?" She has to learn to trust me.

"Yes." Still she sounds unsure, and
her nerves are making her breathing very shallow.

"I mean it."

I have a little surprise
for her, to ease her into her first
session. I am a kind, gracious Dom,
taking care of her needs this way.

I show her the crop I'm using. It's a
brown plaited leather one, just like the one she described to me
from her erotic dream. Her eyes jerk up to me as she realizes, and
I'm glad she likes my surprise. This is going to be so much
fun.

"We aim to please, Miss Steele.
Come."

I move her below my grid, and reach up
to take down some shackles with leather cuffs. I'm starting her off
with an easy first restraint; these ones will be soft on her
wrists.

"This grid is designed so the shackles
move across the grid." She glances up. "We're going to start here,
but I want to fuck you standing up. So we'll end up by the wall
over there." I point out my wooden cross. Her eyes widen as she
takes in everything I'm telling her, and I think she's in a state
of shock.

I have imagined this scene in my head
so many times, and now it's finally becoming a reality.

"Put your hands above your
head."

She immediately does
so. Good girl. This pleases me. I fasten the cuffs. I walk slowly round
her, surveying my submissive possession. I'm very pleased by what I
see. Seeing her here in my playroom shackled, helpless, and
completely at my mercy is even better than my fantasies. Excellent.
All that luminous pale skin for me to gaze upon. Her magnificent
full breasts, pert and soft. Her pretty pink nipples eagerly
standing proud for me to play with. I like that. Her perfect
delectable ass, mine to color up again if I choose. Her hands
safely cuffed out of harm's way. Her whole body mine to do with as
I want. All mine.

"You look mighty fine trussed up like
this, Miss Steele. And your smart mouth, quiet for now. I like
that."

But I want her totally
naked. I hook my fingers into her panties, and slowly peel them
down her legs. I kneel in front of her to remove them, then scrunch
them up in my hand and hold them to my nose to inhale
deeply. They smell so fucking
good. They carry the carnal smell of a
sexy woman who is already damp and moist, because she is aroused,
turned on and needy. Needy for me. But not yet. I tuck the panties
into my jeans pocket. I have plans for those panties.

Time to progress things. I
stand up and point the end of the riding crop at her navel,
leisurely circling it to tantalize her. It works instantly, because
she quivers and gasps in anticipation. I walk round her again,
trailing the crop around the middle of her body. On my second
circuit, I suddenly flick the crop and hit underneath her behind,
against her sex. I know this will surprise her, but I also know it
will stimulate all her nerve endings to give a sweet high when the
crop bites. But it makes her cry out, and I have already instructed
her to be quiet and not make a sound.
Disappointing.

"Quiet!"

I walk round her restrained
body, again trailing the crop round her body but slightly higher
this time. I flick the crop against the same place again, but this
time she is anticipating it, and her body convulses. So very
responsive, as always. I make my way round again, flicking the crop
to hit first one nipple, then the other. I keep these flicks of the
crop light but still hard enough to sting. The sweet ecstasy of
pain, that's the lesson I'm giving her today, and I'm rewarded by
seeing her nipples hardening and
elongating. Nice, very
nice. She throws her head back and
moans as she pulls on the cuffs.

"Does that feel good?"

"Yes," she
moans. She needs reminding
again. This time I hit her hard across her
ass with the crop so that it really stings.

"Yes what?" 

"Yes, Sir," she whimpers and closes
her eyes.

I start slowly raining small biting
licks of the crop down her belly, heading towards her most
sensitive part. It takes skill to know how hard to hit here, so Ana
is fortunate that I'm such an experienced Dom.

"Oh… please!" she groans, as I
expertly flick the crop to sting against her clitoris.

"Quiet!" I hit her hard on her behind
again.

I drag the tip of the crop down
through her curls, down to her entrance, and dip it in to explore a
little. Yes, she's already soaking, just as I thought.

"See how wet you are for this,
Anastasia. Open your eyes and open your mouth." I push the tip of
the crop into her mouth. "See how you taste. Suck. Suck hard,
baby."

I want all of her senses involved. I
watch as she obediently sucks the end of the crop, and I'm
satisfied when I see her eyes widen in shock at the combined taste
of the leather and her arousal. It's very erotic, and I want to
join in, so I pull the tip from her mouth and then kiss her very
hard and very deep. She tastes incredible, and I wrap my arms
around her and crush her to me, safe in the knowledge that she's
shackled so she cannot touch me.

"Oh, Anastasia, you taste mighty fine.
Shall I make you come?"

She has done well so far, but I'm
impatient to get on with fucking her. It has been far too long
since I had a sub in my playroom.

"Please," she begs.

I hit her hard across her
ass – again.

"Please, what?"

"Please, Sir," she
whimpers. She's
learning.

"With this?" I hold up the crop so she
can see it.

"Yes, Sir."

"Are you sure?" 

"Yes, please, Sir."

"Close your eyes."

I start with small biting licks of the
crop against her belly, moving down with small soft licks against
her clitoris, time after time, until finally she comes, loudly and
gloriously.

I catch her as she sags, mewling and
whimpering against my chest through the waves of her orgasm. I lift
her and move her, still tethered, across the grid to end up at my
wooden cross. I'm desperate to be inside her. I've wanted this for
so long and now I'm so fucking hard it hurts.

I pop open the remaining buttons on my
jeans, sheath up, and then wrap my hands around her thighs to lift
her up.

"Lift your legs, baby, wrap them
around me," I instruct, and she complies as I support
her.

I thrust hard to bury myself in her
all the way, right up to the hilt. She cries out because it's
really deep this way, and it feels fucking amazing because she's so
tight, so hot, so wet, so slick. 

Now I'm glad she made fisting a hard
limit. I love how she's this tight. I lose myself in her as I drive
in deeper and harder, groaning as I bury my face in her neck. My
balls are tightening, and I can feel my release building. I feel
her tensing and quivering, so I know she's close again. I keep up
the relentless rhythm until she lets go and spasms tightly around
me, and that tips me over the edge. I shoot my release into her, as
I clench my teeth and grip her tightly to me. It's so fucking good
that I see stars before my eyes.

Once I catch my breath, I pull out of
her, and set her down against the cross, supporting her as I
unbuckle the cuffs, then we sink to the floor together. I pull her
into my lap, cradling her as she leans her head against my chest.
She's completely shattered.

"Well done baby," I murmur. "Did that
hurt?"

"No," she whispers, barely able to
keep her eyes open. We're definitely going to have to work on her
stamina. I expect my sub to keep going for far longer than this - I
can keep going for hours. But we can work at this, and no doubt her
weakness is also due to the after effects of the adrenaline that
has been coursing through her body.

"Did you expect it to?" I ask gently,
as I push some tendrils of hair from her face. My beautiful girl
did so well, I'm so proud of her.

"Yes," she admits.

"You see, most of your fear is in your
head, Anastasia." This is what I have been trying to explain to
her, and maybe now she believes me, and will trust me to push her
limits for her. "Would you do it again?"

"Yes," she agrees softly.

I'm thrilled to hear this; things have
gone so well. I hold her to me and kiss the top of her
head.

"Good. So would I," I murmur. But I'm
still going to push her limits further. “I haven't finished with
you yet."

We're still sat on the floor together,
and I've got my arms wrapped round her while she rests to recover.
Without thinking, she starts nuzzling against my bare chest, and I
immediately tense at her touch. She glances up at me.

"Don't," I warn her, the spell broken.
"Kneel by the door."

I sit up and release her. She stumbles
to stand, and then scoots over to the door to kneel as I've
instructed her. I can see that she is very tired and shaky, but I
have one more service that I require her to complete. As she
kneels, I fetch what I need. When I go over to her, I can see that
her eyes are drooping.

This is why I insist on a set number
of hours sleep, regular exercise and an adequate diet for my subs.
Perhaps now she will be more reasonable about this.

"Boring you, am I, Miss
Steel?"

She jumps awake as I stand in front of
her with my arms crossed.

"Stand up."

She climbs up shakily.

"You're shattered, aren't
you?"

She nods, flushing.

"Stamina, Miss Steele. I haven't had
my fill of you yet. Hold out your hands in front as if you're
praying."

She blinks up at me. I take the cable
tie and fasten it tightly around her wrists. Now she looks at me in
astonishment.

"Look familiar?" I tease,
pleased with her reaction to my little joke. These are the long
cable ties I bought from her at Clayton's. Now she understands that
all along I planned to use them in a scene with her. I've still got
the natural filament rope and the wide masking tape to play with
another time too. Bound and gagged –
fucking perfect.

"I have scissors here, I
can cut you out of them in a moment." I reassure her by showing her
the scissors. She tests the cable tie by trying to pull her wrists
apart, and soon discovers that it is very cutting and spiteful
unless she keeps her wrists still. A
perfect restraining device.

"Come." I lead her over to my four
poster bed.

"I want more – much, much more," I
whisper in her ear. "But I'll make this quick. You're tired. Hold
on to the post," I order her. I always like to end a scene by
taking my sub from behind with a good hard fuck. My sub will
happily accede to my wishes, because however tired or sore she may
be, she knows that pleasing me will give her great
pleasure. 

Ana grasps the ornately carved wooden
post of the bed.

"Lower," I order her. "Good. Don't let
go. If you do, I'll spank you. Understand?" All she has to do is
hold on.

"Yes, Sir."

"Good."

I grasp her hips and lift her
backwards so that she is bending forwards, still holding on to the
post.

"Don't let go, Anastasia." I warn her.
"I'm going to fuck you hard from behind. Hold the post to support
your weight. Understand?

"Yes."

I smack her hard again. However tired
she is, she has to show me respect.

"Yes, Sir."

"Part your legs." I push them further
apart with my leg. "That's better. After this I'll let you
sleep."

"You have such beautiful skin,
Anastasia," I murmur as I stroke and kiss all along her spine, at
the same time as I cup her breasts. I trap her nipples between my
fingers to gently tug them. Now she's awake and responsive again,
moaning as she feels the sensation right in her core.

I gently bite and suck the skin at her
waist, and she tastes so fucking sweet. I tug her nipples again,
and I see her hands tighten on the post she's holding. As I take
off my jeans and sheath up ready to take her, I stand back to
admire her now that she's totally exposed to me.

I can see that her beautiful wet folds
are begging for my attention. I also intend to claim her virginal
ass eventually, that too will be all mine, although I think she
will need considerable coaxing and persuading first before she will
agree to that. But I'll enjoy that challenge, along
with the many other treats I have in store for
Ana. 

So many things I can train her to do
and accept. Whole cabinets of delightful toys to try out on her.
Floggers. Paddles. Then progressing on to the more hard-core shit,
the whips, and my favorite, the cane, if I can persuade her to let
me use it on her.

"You have such a captivating, sexy
ass, Anastasia Steele. What I'd like to do to it," I whisper as I
run my hands over each of her peachy soft cheeks. I slip two
fingers inside her to check her state of readiness. She's soaking.
Perfect. Ready for me to ride her really hard.

"So wet. You never disappoint, Miss
Steele. Hold tight… this is going to be quick, baby."

I take her hips to position myself as
she grips tightly onto the bed post. I grab her hair braid and wind
it round my wrist to hold her head tightly in place. With my other
hand, I hold her hip, so she's in the perfect position to serve me.
I tug her hair sharply to bring her back towards to me, then I
slowly ease into her, all the way, right in until she's completely
full of my cock. Such a perfect fit. I'm engulfed once
more in her silky tightness. I hold her body tightly in this
position to use her for my pleasure. She cannot move, she can only
take what I give her. I slowly ease out. Then I slam right back
into her as hard as I can. She jolts forward, and I shout at her
through clenched teeth.

"Hold on, Anastasia." I've
told her I'll spank her if she lets go, and I will. She has to
learn. She must get used to it because this is how I love to fuck.
Hard. Very hard.

She grips the post more
firmly, so now I pound into her relentlessly. She can take it,
it'll be quick. In time with the rhythm of each deep thrust, I jerk
her hair back and pull her hips to me. Fucking fantastic. I can feel my
release building now, so I increase the pace, and I can feel her
muscles trembling and tightening around me again too.

"Come on, Ana, give it to me," I
groan, and that does it. As she constricts around me, we both go
over the edge, fly together and then fall into a million pieces. I
hiss loudly as I suck air in through my clenched teeth, while she
screams and whimpers and then collapses. I hold her tightly until
we recover and our breathing returns to normal, then I slowly ease
her down on top of me, as we end up on the floor together. That was
fucking mind blowing, but now she is totally and utterly spent. And
I've only had two fucks.

She gradually comes back to life as we
lie on the floor. I gently nuzzle her ear, as I cut the plastic tie
to release her.

"I declare this Ana open," I
joke. 

Anastasia giggles, and that
sound brings me back to the reality of what a sweet young girl
she is.

It feels as if I have an unslakeable
thirst within me at times, this need to fuck so hard. It doesn't
help that it's been a while since I've had a sub in my playroom. At
least for now the beast in me has been quelled, and I feel bad that
I don't make Ana laugh, smile and giggle more often. As her Dom, I
am responsible for her welfare.

"That is such a lovely sound," I sigh
as I sit up and pull her into my lap. I'm coming back down from my
high now, back to the real world. "That's my fault."

I gently massage her shoulders and
arms to ease any discomfort, and Ana glances back at me,
puzzled.

"That you don't giggle more often," I
elaborate.

"I'm not a great giggler," she mumbles
at me sleepily.

"Oh but when it happens, Miss Steele,
'tis a wonder and joy to behold."

"Very flowery, Mr. Grey," she mutters
back at me, barely able to keep her eyes open. She looks so sweet,
and I can't help smiling at her.

"I'd say you're thoroughly fucked and
in need of sleep."

"That wasn't flowery at all," she
grumbles.

She really needs to rest now, so I
gently move her off my lap to stand up. I put my jeans back on,
commando as I was previously.

"Don't want to frighten Taylor, or
Mrs. Jones for that matter," I mutter, as I recall that they're
both still in the apartment this weekend.

I help Anastasia to her
feet, and slip her into the grey waffle robe I brought in earlier.
She's so tired that I dress her like a small
child. My Ana. I lean down and gently kiss her. She has done really well
today, and I'm so proud of my baby.

"Bed," I tell her as I give
her a little smile. A look of shock crosses her face, as she thinks
I want to fuck her again.  "For
sleep." Hell yes I do baby, but even
I'm not that much of a heartless bastard.

She's exhausted, so I scoop her up and
carry her. She rests against my chest as I take her along the
corridor to her room, where I lay her down on the bed. I stay with
her, because after her very first experience in my playroom, I must
ensure that she is alright. It's my responsibility to look after
her and make sure she is okay, especially after what happened the
other night, when I didn't stay after I'd given her a harsh
punishment spanking. I can't risk her hiding the fact that she's
upset like that again. So as her Dominant, I can justify why I'm
lying down next to her. But deep down, I know it's also because I
just really like being in bed next to her.

"Sleep now, gorgeous girl," I whisper,
as I kiss her hair and inhale her scent. She's already asleep. She
is definitely going to have to work on improving her
stamina.

Today I've only had two fucks. Usually
I would have at least three during a session in my playroom,
sometimes four. I've always had a very high sex drive, which is why
it was torture for me when I was a hormonal teenager. It's
frustratingly difficult when you hate being touched and can't fuck
in the normal way. 

Thank Christ Elena took me
on, otherwise I really think I could have ended up as a violent
criminal who had to be locked away from the rest of society. That's
why I can't risk deviating from the lifestyle that I know works for
me. How else could I legally channel my excesses? There's only so
much that large amounts of physical exercise can help with, and I
already run and work out every day, with extra kick boxing sessions
with Claude if I'm feeling particularly stressed or frustrated. At
least now every depraved and kinky thing I do is always with a
fully consensual and willing partner. Is that really what Anastasia is, Grey?

I watch Anastasia breathing
as she sleeps, her angelic face at peace, her pretty soft lips
slightly parted. I gently run my finger down her cheek, marveling
again at her perfect pale skin. Mine. I brush some loose strands of
her soft hair from her face. Mine. We will work out how to do
this. We have to find a way because I know I can't let her
go. 

Today is a day of many contradictory
firsts. Her first time as my sub. Her first scene in my playroom.
The first picture of us together in a newspaper. The first time I'm
taking a girl to my parents' home for dinner.

How does this all work? Ana as my sub,
or Ana as my girlfriend? Is it possible to transition between the
two? Ana the submissive girlfriend?

I know I go into a different mindset
to become a Dominant. Once I enter my playroom, I zone out
everything else – or at least I always have done with my previous
subs. They were all nice enough girls who were contracted to
service my sexual needs. But I never felt the need to give any of
them more than this, even when they indicated that was what they
wanted. That was always the time to terminate their
contract.

But it's different with Anastasia.
I'll talk it through some more with Flynn next week, get his take
on things, because I don't have all the answers. For now we'll just
get through each day and see what happens. And to get through this
day, we have dinner at my parents to attend. I'll leave Sleeping
Beauty for as long as I can, before I have to wake her to get
ready.


Chapter 18 - Happy
Families




While Anastasia sleeps, I
shower and get dressed, ready to go to my parents’ house for
dinner. It seems such a shame to wake her because she looks so
sweet and peaceful, but with just half an hour until we have to
leave, I have no option.

I gently kiss her temple, but she
doesn’t wake, so I trail gentle kisses over her face until she
stirs, but she just moans and burrows back into her
pillow.

“Anastasia, wake up,” I
gently cajole her.

“No,” she moans.

“We have to leave in half
an hour for dinner at my parents,” I remind her. I smile because
she looks so rumpled and grumpy and just plain adorable.

Reluctantly she opens her
eyes.

“Come on sleepyhead. Get
up.” I lean down to kiss her again. She is utterly irresistible
with those big blue sleepy eyes. “I’ve brought you a drink. I’ll be
downstairs. Don't go back to sleep, or you’ll be in
trouble.”

I put down the drink of cranberry
juice and sparkling water, then leave her to get up and get
ready.

I’ve already had a phone call earlier
from Mia, making sure that I’m still coming over and definitely
bringing Anastasia with me. I’ve also had a phone call from Elliot
too.

“Hey dude, how’s it going?
You are bringing Ana over to Mom’s this evening aren’t you? You
know I'm bringing Kate too?”

“Yes, and yes,” I reply
succinctly. Of course I know he’ll have another reason for
calling.

“Cool. So… umm… everything
going okay, you know, between you and Ana?”

“Fine, thanks.”  I’m
smiling to myself as I'm thinking about our first scene in my
playroom today, and somehow my brother picks up on this. They say
you can hear a smile in someone’s voice.

“Ah, right, glad to hear
it. Because… you know… all joking aside, Ana’s your first
girlfriend and you’re her first boyfriend, so …”

“Elliot, just don't…” I
quickly try to shut him down, horrified by where I think he’s going
with this.

“No, hear me out will you?
Look, I know you don't usually like to talk to any of us about
personal shit, but as your big brother I want you to know, in all
seriousness, that you can always come to me for any kind of help or
advice about the sex stuff. I mean, obviously you know what goes
where, but as you're just starting out on your first relationship,
let me tell you little bro, there is so much more to it than that.
With all the experience I've had, I can give you all sorts of tips
and advice about things like the best positions for a really great
fuck, and kinky little tricks that'll help make up for your lack of
experience with the ladies.”

“Elliot, just shut the fuck
up will you!”

“It’s okay, Christian, no
need to be embarrassed. You’re just a bit of a late starter I
guess, but I’m sure you’ll soon make up for lost time now you’ve
found a great girl like Ana. I’m just glad you finally realized
there’s more to life than working and empire building.”

“Is that all?” I sigh,
knowing it’s futile to argue with him. It just prolongs the
agony.

“Actually no. I wanted to
give you a heads up that after I spent the day helping the girls
move yesterday, Dad was grilling me to find out more about them.
He’s familiar with Kate’s family background and her dad’s business,
but with Ana …”

“But what? What about
Ana?”

“Don't get angry, but he
was worried that Ana could be some sort of a gold-digger who’s
managed to turn… I mean seduce you because you’re not used to
‘feminine wiles’, as he put it.”

“HE WHAT? How fucking dare
he…”

“Calm down, Christian. I
soon put him straight, told him what a straight forward, honest to
goodness, decent girl Ana is, and I'm sure as soon as he meets her,
he’ll see that for himself. It’s just the lawyer in him coming out,
trying to protect and look out for you. Mom told him not to be so
cynical; she backed me up about what a lovely girl Ana is
too.”

“For fuck’s sake, does he
think I'm fifteen or something?” I try to keep my temper in
check. 

This is the trouble with my family
having no clue whatsoever about my true lifestyle. And things
between us have certainly been a bit strained at times, because I
don't think Dad’s ever forgiven me for dropping out of Harvard.
Despite the fact that I’m now a billionaire, he still thinks I
should have stuck it out to finish college before setting up in
business. But I have no regrets whatsoever - dropping out was one
of the best things I’ve ever done.

“Look, don’t let it get to
you, but I just thought I should warn you, in case he says
something tonight… something that might make you fly off the handle
and lose that famous temper of yours. How is the good Dr. Flynn
these days, by the way? I guess you’re still having your sessions
with him?”

This is Elliot’s less than subtle way
of asking if I’m still as fucked up as ever.

“Yes, I still see him.
Look, I’ve got to go now, I’ll see you at Mom’s later.”

“Okay, see you there. And
don't forget, I’m always here for you, little bro.”

 


~~~

 


I suppose Elliot’s heart is in the
right place. And he's probably right to warn me about Dad. I would
have practically ripped his head off if he
hadn’t forewarned me. Now I know, I'll be prepared. But
once he’s met Anastasia, I’m sure he’ll realize his fears are
unfounded.

I’m standing looking down at the view
of Seattle below when Ana comes in. I’m surprised she’s managed to
get ready in just fifteen minutes. Clearly she’s not the type of
girl who needs to spend hours on makeup. I like that, I like that
she is a natural beauty. She looks stunning in that purple dress
she's wearing.

“Hi,” she says softly, with
a smile hovering around her lips. I wonder how long she spent
looking for her panties before she realized that I still had
them.

“Hi, how are you feeling?”
I smile back, waiting for her to ask for them. As her Dom, I will
probably allow her to have her underwear back, providing she asks
her Master for them in a polite and respectful manner.

“Good, thanks.
You?”

“I feel
mighty fine, Miss Steele.” Why
isn’t she asking me for them?

“Frank. I never figured you
for a Sinatra fan,” she comments on the music that’s playing. I'm
very fond of the old crooner. Mom has always been a fan of his, and
he never goes out of fashion in my book.

He’s singing ‘Witchcraft’.


 Those fingers in my hair

That sly come-hither
stare

That strips my conscience
bare

It’s witchcraft


 And I’ve got no defense for it

The heat is too intense
for it

What good would common
sense for it do?


 ‘cause it’s witchcraft, wicked witchcraft

And although I know it’s
strictly taboo

When you arouse the need
in me

My heart says “Yes,
indeed” in me

“Proceed with what you’re
leadin’ me to”

 


It’s very appropriate,
because at times I swear Anastasia has cast a spell over me, to get
me acting the way I have to break my rules.

“Eclectic taste, Miss
Steele,” I murmur, as I realize the sexy little vixen is not going
to ask me for her panties. It seems she's planning to go to my
parents’ house without her underwear. That is so fucking hot that I
get an immediate hard on.

“Dance with me,” I whisper,
as I take the remote from my pocket to turn the volume up and then
hold my hand out to her. When I’m in the mood, I like to dance.
Elena taught me because she loved to dance, and she was a very good
teacher.

So now I pull Ana into my arms, put my
arm around her waist and start to sway. She grins up at me, and we
start to move. I sweep her round the whole apartment, from the
window, to the kitchen, round the dining table, over to the piano,
and then back and forth in front of the big glass wall with the
lights of Seattle twinkling far below us. With dancing, it’s all
about letting the man take the lead, trusting him to guide his
partner.  Ana relaxes in my arms and lets me lead her, so we
move together really well, effortlessly gliding round. It’s a lot
of fun, and she laughs happily. I like hearing her laugh: it’s such
a lovely sound and I’d like to make her laugh like that a lot more.
As the track comes to an end, I kiss her and murmur,

“There’s no nicer witch than you…Well
that’s brought the color to your cheeks, Miss Steele. Thank you for
the dance. Shall we go and meet my parents?”

“You’re welcome, and yes, I
can't wait to meet them,” she answers breathlessly.

Really? Without your
panties? You’re really going to do this? And I thought you were
shy.

“Do you have everything you
need?”

“Oh yes,” she says
sweetly.

Fucking hell. She’s going
to be sitting next to me all evening with no underwear. With all my
family there.

“Are you sure?”

She just nods at me
nonchalantly.

Well, I guess this could be fun. It is
so fucking naughty and deliciously sexy. She truly never ceases to
surprise me.

“Okay. If that’s the way
you want to play it, Miss Steele,” I tell her, as I shake my head
in disbelief.

I grab her hand, collect my jacket,
and then lead her out through the foyer to the elevator. As we go
down, my mind is very pleasantly occupied imagining the ways I’m
going to take advantage of her lack of underwear. But first we’re
going to meet my family, so I have to keep my thoughts under
control for now.

As Taylor drives us over to Bellevue
in the Audi, I think again of how great it was to hear Ana laughing
and giggling earlier today. Am I really doing the right thing by
making this sweet girl my submissive? Laughing is not part of the
job description of a sub. It is so selfish of me. But I am a
selfish man, and I can't give her up. But perhaps if I can somehow
give her enough ‘more’ to make her smile and laugh sometimes, maybe
that’ll be enough? But how much ‘more’ can I give, what am I
capable of? Taking her to dinner at my parents is most definitely
‘more’. So it’s a start. My thoughts are interrupted by
Ana.

“Where did you learn to
dance?”

“Do you
really want to know?” You
won’t like the answer.

“Yes.”

“Mrs.
Robinson was fond of dancing.” I did try and warn you that you wouldn’t like it.

“She must have been a good
teacher.”

“She
was.” In so many
ways.

Ana looks away and stares unseeing out
of the window as we speed up the I5. I can see that she’s frowning,
deep in thought, and I’m worried about where her thoughts are
going.

“Don’t,”
I tell her softly. Don't
change your mind about subbing for me.

“Don’t
what?” 

“Over-think things,
Anastasia.” I take her hand and gently kiss her knuckles. “I had a
wonderful afternoon. Thank you.”

And it’s true. She was wonderful
earlier in my playroom, really wonderful. Fucking amazing actually
and I can't wait for the next time. I just can’t get enough of her.
In fact I don't think I’ll be able to wait until Friday to see her
again. Now she’s living nearby in Seattle, we can easily arrange a
midweek meeting, it's so much better than when she was all the way
down in Portland. It’s great that she’s moved here, nearer to
me. 

Flynn’s right, it’s up to
me to set the rules about how often a Dom needs to see his sub.
This can be part of ‘more’, to keep her happy. Maybe we could do
vanilla on a Wednesday – Vanilla Wednesdays. That could work. And
maybe she could stay over Sunday nights and leave Monday morning. I
could even get her to pay me a visit in my office. I could fuck her
on my desk, maybe a lunchtime quickie, to keep me going until I see
her again. Fuck, that is a brilliant
idea, Grey.

“Why did you use a cable
tie?” she asks.

“It’s
quick, it’s easy, and it’s something different for you to feel and
experience. I know they’re quite brutal, and I do like that in a
restraining device. Very effective at keeping you in your place.
All part of my world Anastasia.” I squeeze her hand to try and
reassure her. The look on her face when she first saw the cable tie
was priceless. Yeah, I was a
kinky bastard buying BDSM supplies from you in the hardware shop.
And yeah, right from the beginning I wanted you to be my
sub.  

I see Ana look nervously
towards Taylor, obviously worried about him listening to us, but I
don't have any such concerns. He is the very essence of discretion,
and I trust him implicitly. He and Mrs. Jones are both very
familiar with the contents of my playroom - part of Gail’s duties
is to clean that room, and Taylor regularly checks in there as part
of his security sweeps. So they are both aware of my very singular
tastes. They both also know that I only ever take a woman in there
if she is fully consenting. I don't pry or ask what kind of sex
they enjoy together. For all I know they might enjoy their own
version of kinky shit behind closed doors. Each to their
own.

Ana is staring out of the window
pensively again. I wonder what’s going through her mind. Is she
having doubts or second thoughts?

“Penny
for your thoughts?” I ask her. I’m sure she’ll like my ideas for ‘more’. I sure hope so
anyway.

She sighs and frowns.

“That bad, huh?”

“I wish I
knew what you were thinking.” Best you don't know most of the time. Fifty Shades, baby. The
shit in my head would send you running for the hills.

“Ditto, baby,” I smile
back.

~~~

 


As we pull up outside my parents’
house, I turn to Anastasia.

“Are you ready for
this?”

She nods nervously and I give her
small hand another reassuring squeeze.

“First for me too,” I
whisper. “Bet you wish you were wearing your underwear right now.”
I’m not sure she’s really thought this through. I think she can be
impulsive sometimes.

Ana throws me a filthy
look as she blushes. You should’ve just
asked me nicely for your panties. Your choice. Game on.

Mom is waiting for us on the doorstep,
and Dad is just behind her, so we make our way in and I introduce
Anastasia to Dad. I see him looking at her with great interest, and
I recall Elliot's warning to me earlier. But I relax when I see
Dad’s eyes soften as he looks at this sweet young girl I'm bringing
home. I don’t think he’s going to say anything too probing, and no
doubt Mom has warned him to be on his best behavior as
well.

Mom wraps Ana in a big warm hug as she
welcomes her. Yep, no doubt about it, Mom really likes Ana, and is
clearly thrilled to see her again.

Then there is a loud screeching noise
that can mean only one thing. Mia is about to descend on us. Ana
glances nervously at me.

“Is she here?” Mia hollers,
as she comes hurtling towards us.

“That would be Mia, my
little sister,” I explain dryly. You can’t help but love her, but
she's always so dramatic and over the top.

“Anastasia! I’ve heard so
much about you,” Mia practically knocks her over as she
enthusiastically hugs her. Anastasia looks rather bemused and
overwhelmed as Mia takes her hand and then drags her into the house
as she explains, “He’s never brought a girl home
before.”

I roll my eyes. I'm never going to
hear the end of this.

We head on into the living room, where
Kate and Elliot are already sat cuddled up together on the coach.
With any luck maybe they’ll take the spotlight off Anastasia and
me.

Kate gets up and comes over to embrace
Ana, but she barely acknowledges me. Clearly she still thinks I'm a
priapic asshole.

Elliot gives Anastasia a
big hug too, and I have to fight down my jealousy. This is my
brother for God’s sake. But I still don't
like any other man touching her. So once he lets her go, I pull
her closely by my side and put my arm around
her. Mine.
That feels better. I put my hand on her hip and spread my fingers
out. Hmm, that feels fucking horny because there’s no panty line
under her tight fitting dress. Very
nice. Now I'm feeling hot and hard as
hell, and we've only just got here.

I suddenly realize that
everyone is staring at us as we stand there together, as if we’re
some sort of a celebrity couple on the red carpet.  Everyone
looks almost star stuck, in awe, as if they can't quite believe
what they’re seeing. Jeez, they were all
obviously totally convinced I was gay.
It’s pretty unnerving. Finally Dad manages to pull himself
together.

“Drinks?” he offers.
“Prosecco?”

“Please,”
Anastasia and I answer in unison. Everybody stares at us
again. Mia squeals and claps
her hands together.

“You’re even saying the
same things. I’ll get them,” she says, as she scoots out of the
room.

Ana is looking over at Kate and
Elliot, and a strange, almost wistful look passes over
her face. This is one of those occasions I wish I knew what was
going on in her head, because clearly something is worrying her,
but I don't have a clue what it is.

As we go and sit together on the
couch, I notice Anastasia carefully crosses her legs, no doubt
mindful of not advertising her lack of underwear. I sit back and
relax, as Mom has said dinner is almost ready.

The talk is of vacations, and it seems
Elliot is so love struck that he's going to join Miss Kavanagh out
in Barbados. I’m not really paying that much attention, because I’m
still contemplating how I can get Ana on her own to fuck her.
That’s what she’s begging for by not asking me for her panties, and
I wouldn’t want to disappoint, especially as I only got to fuck her
twice in my playroom this afternoon.

I vaguely hear Dad asking Ana if she’s
going to take a break now she’s finished her degree, and just as
I’m thinking that Kate being away is a good thing, because frankly
she is far too nosy and interfering for my liking, I’m jolted out
of my thoughts by Ana’s reply.

“I’m thinking about going
to Georgia for a few days,” she casually lets drop.

WHAT THE FUCK? How come I
know nothing about this? How fucking dare she make plans without so
much as a word to me?

“Georgia?” I query, just
about managing to keep a hold on my temper, bearing in mind that
I’m surrounded by my family. I can hardly pull the Dom/sub card
here can I?

“My mother lives there, and
I haven’t seen her for a while,” Ana explains.

I recall from her background check
that her mother does indeed live in Georgia. The checks also showed
she hadn’t flown anywhere in the last six months, so I begrudgingly
concede she is probably telling the truth. But I still don't like
it. I’m still fucking mad about it. And I’m worried she’s running
away.

“When
were you thinking of going?” I ask quietly. I take a deep breath to
try and calm the fury I can feel building inside me. Georgia is a
long way away, so I figure it’s not going to be just an overnight
trip. I hate this. I want to
forbid her to go.

“I don’t know yet. It will
depend how my interviews go tomorrow.”

What does this mean? That if she
doesn’t get a job she’ll stay with her mom for longer? She can’t,
I’m not having this. I need her here so that I can see her whenever
I want.  I look up to see Kate staring at me, as she shoots me
a smug smile.

“Ana
deserves a break,” she says pointedly. In other words, Kate thinks
she should get away from me. She made her views perfectly plain the
other evening. ‘Maybe you should
just take a hike and leave her alone. Look at the state of her,
you're not good for her. Just because you're obscenely rich and
used to getting what you want all the time, doesn't mean you can
intimidate her and trample all over her feelings, just so you get
to lay her whenever it suits you."

At least I’m relieved to see that Dad
is being perfectly nice and polite to Ana as he asks about her
interviews. Which reminds me, I must make sure I’m updated with any
feedback about her interviews. Then I’ll set in motion the
appropriate plan of action. Everything is lined up ready to buy out
whichever company makes her an offer, Ros has seen to
that.

Mom announces dinner is ready, so we
all stand to make our way out of the room. As the others leave, I
grab Ana’s arm to snatch a quick word with her.

“When
were you going to tell me you were leaving?” I manage to speak
reasonably civilly, despite my
anger. You should have spoken
to me first, before you made any kind of fucking decision about
leaving.

“I’m not leaving, I’m going
to see my mother, and I was only thinking about it.”

“What
about our arrangement?” I’d
got plans to see more of you, baby. Don't back out on me
now.

“We don't
have an arrangement yet.” Please don't run on me. Not now. I thought we did have some
sort of an agreement.

I realize that we can hardly
discuss our arrangement at my parent’s dinner table, so I let it
drop as we head towards the dining room.

“This conversation is not
over yet,” I hiss, as she glares back at me.

We manage to join in and make polite
conversation at the table, until I notice Ana peeking at
me.

“What?” I ask.

“Please don't be mad at
me,” she whispers, looking up at me with those beautiful big blue
eyes of hers.

“I’m not mad at you,” I
lie.

She continues to train those eyes on
me, and I know she can see straight through me.

“Yes, I am mad at you,” I
sigh and close my eyes in defeat.

“Palm-twitchingly mad?” she
nervously asks.

And then
Kate-fucking-Kavanagh sticks her fucking interfering nose in
again.

“What are
you two whispering about?” she rudely interrupts.  Her message
is clear again. ‘Just be warned
Grey. However rich and powerful you may be, I won't just idly stand
by and watch Ana get hurt’.

I’m starting to really
dislike her and find her exceptionally irritating. I glare over at
her to warn her to butt out. Had we been anywhere but my parents’
house I would have made my feelings a lot clearer, but as she is
only too aware, I have to remain civil to Elliot’s girlfriend while
I'm here. No doubt she sees this meddling of hers as payback time
for her perceived mistreatment of Anastasia by
me. Good job she has no idea of the
whole truth.

Ana tries to head Kate off by saying
we were just discussing her trip to Georgia, but there is still a
wicked gleam in her eye as she drops the next bombshell.

“How was Jose when you went
to the bar with him on Friday?”

I can see Anastasia is
horrified that Kate has let this juicy piece of information drop.
With good reason. If I was mad previously, I am now
fucking incandescently mad. I hadn’t
been happy about things before, but I just about managed to let it
pass when I thought that Jose had just joined both the girls in the
apartment to share a final farewell meal. Now it transpires she
went out on her
own with Jose fucking Rodriques. The
same fucker that pretended to be her friend but then practically
raped her when she was drunk and helpless. The same supposed friend
who let a stranger - me - take her home even though he had no idea
what my motives were. Some friend.

Anastasia looks scared, as she murmurs
back to Kate,

”He was fine.”

I lean over and whisper quietly in her
ear.

“Palm-twitchingly mad.
Especially now.”

I see her squirm in her seat. Yes, she
ought to be fucking scared. First chance I get, I’m giving her the
proper punishment she’s earned with all this shit I'm discovering.
She’s not going to be able to sit down for a week. That thought,
combined with her lack of underwear, is really fucking hot, but it
has to wait until later. So in the meantime, I decide to have some
fun on my terms.

Underneath I’m still seething, but I
manage to maintain the appearance of being calm and relaxed. Mia
talks about her time in Paris, what a beautiful city it is, how I
should take Ana there.

“I think
Anastasia would prefer London,” I say as I look at her, remembering
what she said about the authors of the classic books she
loves when we had our first
date in the coffee shop.

Under the table, I place
my hand on her knee, and then slowly move my fingers up her thigh.
I feel her whole body tighten in response as she realizes where my
hand is heading and what my fingers are going to do to
her. That’s what happens when you
don't wear your panties out to dinner.  It’s an open
invitation for me to access what’s mine. And I'm accepting that
invitation. Right here. Right now. 

But she pushes my hand
away. 

Fuck, she’s refusing
me? She’s
saying ‘no’ to some finger fucking under the
table? Well, well, the punishment
just got even harsher Miss Steele. Bring it on, because now I
really can't wait to get you alone.

“So what was wrong with the
Parisians? Didn't they take to your winsome ways?" Elliot asks
Mia.

“Ugh, no they didn’t. And
Monsieur Floubert, the ogre I was working for, he was such a
domineering tyrant.”

Anastasia chokes and splutters on her
wine. She knows she has her very own domineering tyrant sitting
right here next to her. One who is palm-twitchingly-fucking mad at
the moment. The irony is not lost on me.

“Anastasia, are you okay?”
I ask her solicitously, taking my hand off her thigh for now, as I
pat her back.  But I will be having my way with her, just as
soon as I possibly can.

Mia is her usual self, and keeps us
all entertained with her exploits in Paris. She has a natural
talent for languages, and slips into speaking fluent French without
even realizing she’s doing it, until I respond in French to point
it out.  It’s very hard to be in a bad mood when Mia’s around,
she is such a bubbly, outgoing girl, as well as being very bright.
You just can't help loving my baby sister.

I look over at Elliot and Kate and I
can see the looks between them are scorching hot with sexual
tension. How Elliot can stand the girl I really don't know, but
that’s his choice I guess.

Finally our meal is over, and as I
pretend to be absorbed in a discussion regarding the merits of
solar panels in Washington State, I put my hand on Anastasia’s knee
again, and then slowly ease my fingers up her thigh to resume my
plan to finger fuck her. But she presses her thighs together. She’s
saying ’no’ to me again.

That’s it. It’s time to
put a stop to all of this nonsense and give her the punishment she
is in severe need of, due to all her defiance and disrespect to me.
The thought of her bare ass beneath that dress, along with those
sexy high heels is driving me insane with need. I
fucking love a woman in stilettos, so she won’t be taking those
off.

“Shall I give you a tour of
the grounds?” I ask her innocently. I've decided against punishing
and fucking her anywhere in the house because she might make too
much noise with what I have in mind.

She hesitates, but I ignore this as I
stand up and take her hand to lead her away. My balls are aching
because I've had a hard on all evening, so I'm a man with a mission
as I lead her through the house, and out through the
kitchen.

“I’m
going to show Anastasia the backyard,” I tell Mom as we pass by,
and I see her happily smile as she waves us through. No doubt she
thinks we're just going for an innocent
stroll. Yeah right. Sorry Mom,
but what you don't know about won’t hurt you.

I’m practically dragging Ana across
the lawn, and she stumbles.

“Stop, please,” she says.
“My heels. I need to take my shoes off.”

Oh no you fucking don’t.
You’re keeping those on while I spank and fuck you.

“Don’t bother." I pick her
up and scoop her over my shoulder.  When she squeals in
shocked surprise, I give her a taste of what she’s in for, as I
give her a good hard slap on her behind.

“Keep your voice down,” I
growl. I love it when she struggles. I find her resistance very
arousing, so now I’m even more desperate to get on with punishing
and fucking her.

“Where are we
going?”

“Boathouse.”

It’s far enough away from the house so
we won’t be heard.

“Why?”

“I need
to be alone with you.” You’ve
really got it coming, going out alone with photographer
boy.

“What
for?” And planning to leave
without running your plans by me first.

“Because
I’m going to spank and then fuck
you.” And saying ‘no’ to me at
the dinner table.

“Why?” she
whimpers.

“You know why."

“I thought you were an
in-the-moment guy?”

“Anastasia, I'm in the
moment, trust me.”

We burst into the boathouse, and I
quickly make my way up to the attic room to deal with Miss Steele
in the manner she so richly deserves.


Chapter 19 - The
Boathouse




Once we’re in the
boathouse, I flick the lights on and head up the stairs to the
attic, still carrying Anastasia over my shoulder like some
prehistoric caveman. We’re about as remote as we can be from the
house now. Good. We need to be. I am so fucking turned on, so
fucking angry, and so fucking frustrated with Ana that it’s best
we’re at some distance from my family so that I can deal with
her.

At least I know that once I've given her the spanking and fucking
she’s earned, I’ll feel calmer. As I've been carrying her, I’ve
been deciding how many strokes I’ll give her. Last time I gave her
eighteen strokes for her punishment spanking, and she deserves at
least that amount again. But she’s going to get off lightly because
I know we can't be away from the house for too long, and we have to
go back and face everyone. So I guess I’ll have to settle for only
giving her six this time, with a really good hard punishment fuck
to follow. Then I’ll be able to think more clearly.

I set Anastasia down on the floor. Just as I’m about to take her
over to the couch ready to start her spanking, I look down into her
face. She’s wide eyed as she stares back up at me - like a deer
being stalked by a wolf.

“Please don’t hit me,” she whispers. 

I'm stopped dead in my tracks by her whispered plea. 

“I don't want you to spank me, not here, not now. Please
don’t.” 

I'm shocked, speechless. No woman has ever said no to me before. No
sub has refused to be spanked – ever. And what she does next
completely derails me. She tentatively reaches up and runs her
fingers down my cheek, along the edge of my sideburn, then down to
the stubble on my chin. She takes my breath away because her touch
is soft, tender and loving. It reaches right into my very being,
and I’m lost as I close my eyes to lean into her sweet
touch. 

Then she reaches up with her other hand and knots her fingers in my
hair, and I can't help myself, I’m moaning softly. It’s literally
as if her touch is casting a spell over me, and I'm powerless to
resist it. I'm spellbound. 

She steps up flush against me, and then gently pulls on my hair to
bring my mouth down to hers. As she kisses me, she works her tongue
in between my lips and into my mouth. I groan and pull her into my
arms, letting the passion she’s unleashing take hold, as I kiss her
back with a ferocity fuelled by my frustration and my anger. Then I
come to my senses, and manage to pull back from her
bewitchment. 

“What are you doing to me?” I whisper, feeling confused and out of
control. 

This wasn’t how it was meant to go at all. 

“Kissing you,” she murmurs, her eyes reflecting my desire and
need. 

“You said no.” You denied me what is
mine. 

“What?” 

“At the dinner table, with
your legs.” You closed your legs. You
pushed my hand away. That said 'no'. That’s denying
me. 

“But we were at your parents’ dining
table.” I wanted to see you
struggling to keep control. It would have been good practice for
you. No one would ever have suspected us. They think we’re a pair
of innocents. I suppose you are, and I'm corrupting
you. 

“No one’s ever said no to me before. And it’s so –
hot.” 

I don't understand this either, because it’s never happened before.
No woman has ever refused me. Only Anastasia. And she is driving me
insane with these feelings that I don't understand. All I know is
that I am so aroused that I have to take her. I move my hand down
to her ass, then pull her against me, against my aching
erection. 

"You're mad and turned on because I said no?" she asks in
astonishment. Seems that's how it
works for me, baby. Go figure. 

“I’m mad you never mentioned Georgia to me. I’m mad because you
went drinking with that guy who tried to seduce you when you were
drunk and who left you when you were ill with an almost complete
stranger. What kind of friend does that? And I'm mad and aroused
because you closed your legs on me.” 

I slowly inch up the hem of her dress, breathing heavily because I
know she is completely panty-less underneath. No obstacles to stop
me. 

“I want you, and I want you
now. And if you're not going to let me spank you – which you
deserve – I’m going to fuck you on the couch this minute, quickly,
for my pleasure, not yours.” 

Okay, so I can’t spank her against her will, but I am going wrench
back some sort of control here. She’s going to take a punishment
fuck and I'm going to make sure she’s left frustrated. Then maybe
she’ll understand how she makes me feel. 

I hold her tightly around her waist to keep her still. I’ve hitched
her dress up above her ass now, so I move my hand down between her
legs to cup her, and then slowly sink my finger into her. Christ,
she's so wet and tight. She makes little moaning and whimpering
noises as I continue to fuck her with my finger. 

“This is mine. All mine. Do you understand?” 

“Yes, yours,” she groans, as she leans against me. This is exactly
how I want her - turned on, aroused and desperate for me. Well, she
can sure as hell have me, but she sure as hell can't come. No
orgasm for this frustrating creature. She’s going to be left
feeling horny and frustrated, to teach her a lesson. 

Abruptly I take my hand away, leaving her wanting. I unzip my fly,
then push her down on the couch and lie on top of her. 

“Hands on your head.” She’s not allowed to touch me
either. 

I kneel up and force her legs open wider, as I reach into my jacket
pocket to get a condom. I shrug the jacket off, then rip the packet
open and quickly sheath up. I look down at her - she looks
magnificent lying there, her dress up above her ass, still wearing
the sexy purple stilettoes, her legs wide apart, completely open
and exposed to me. Fucking beautiful
sight.  Mine. For my eyes only. 

“We don't have long. This will be quick, and it’s for me, not you.
Do you understand? Don't come, or I will spank you,” I manage to
tell her through clenched teeth. 

Then with no preamble, I drive deep inside her, harsh, brutal, all
the way, as hard as I can. Ah, yessss! She’s so fucking tight, so
fucking hot, so fucking wet. She groans loudly, and bucks her hips
up to me. I pin her down, holding her hands above her head,
trapping her, giving her no choice but to take what I'm dishing
out. A hard, raw, punishment fuck. I pound into her, fast and
furious, losing myself in the simple rhythm of my need, my
pleasure. 

It doesn't take long. I soon reach my
release and ram into her, then still as I fall over the edge to
explode. Once I’ve wrung out every last second of orgasmic
pleasure, I collapse on top of her, letting her take my full
weight, knowing that she's been left aching and hungry for more.
That’s what happens with a punishment fuck. Then I quickly
withdraw, before she can even think about grinding herself against
me for any kind of relief. 

“Don't touch yourself. I want you frustrated. That’s what you do to
me by not talking to me, by denying me what’s mine,” I instruct
her. Some of my tension has gone, relieved by sexual congress, but
I'm still angry with her. 

She just nods at me,
seemingly stunned by the speed of my attack on her as she remains
on the couch, her breathing erratic as she squeezes her thighs
together in her frustration. Good. That was the
intention. 

I gaze down at her as I stand up to remove the condom and do up my
fly. She looks so bewildered and lost. Why does she do these things
to me, act the way she does, to make me so angry? 

“We’d better get back to the house,” I tell
her. Ugh, fucking condom to dispose
of. Can't wait to stop using them. 

She sits up and starts to straighten her dress. I decide to make a
concession, because she took her punishment fuck like a good
girl. 

“Here. You may put these on.” I hand her panties back. Knowing I
had her panties in my pocket all evening has been making me horny
too, knowing how they smelt of her, of her arousal. But now I'm
allowing her the privilege of wearing them, because that certainly
was one mighty fine fuck. 

She quietly takes her panties without comment. But I think I see
the hint of a secret smile, because she knows I didn’t make her ask
me for them.

Just as she’s putting her panties on, we’re
interrupted. Shit. 

“CHRISTIAN!” 

It’s Mia, come to retrieve us. Well, it could have been worse. She
could have turned up five minutes earlier, and caught us while I
was occupied with burying myself deep inside Miss
Steele. 

“Just in time. Christ, she can be really irritating,” I
mutter. 

Anastasia hastily tries to restore her dignity and
appearance. 

“Up here, Mia,” I call down. “Well, Miss Steele, I feel better for
that – but I still want to spank you,” I murmur. 

“I don’t believe I deserve it, Mr. Grey, especially after
tolerating your unprovoked attack.” 

“Unprovoked? You kissed me.” And very
nice it was too, if unexpected and
confusing. 

“It was attack as the best form of defense.” 

“Defense against what?” 

“You and your twitchy palm.” 

As always, our witty banter makes me smile. 

“But it was tolerable?” I ask her softly, checking to make sure I
haven't misread this. I’m pretty sure she enjoyed the rough, hard
fuck almost as much as I did, except that she didn't get to come.
But we can work on that later. By then she’ll be desperate for some
release. 

I make some excuse to Mia about showing Anastasia my rowing
trophies to explain why we’re in the boathouse, and then we head on
back to the house, Mia complaining to us about Kate and Elliot, how
they can't keep their hands off each other. 

The whole family has gathered in the hall as Kate and Elliot make
their farewells. I notice Ana whispering furiously in Kate’s ear,
no doubt lambasting her for dropping her in it with me. Maybe this
will help her to see Kate for what she is – interfering, nosy and
bossy. 

We take our leave as well, as Ana has her interviews tomorrow, and
we need to head back. 

Mia nearly knocks Ana off her feet again with another big
hug. 

“We never thought he’d find anyone,” she
gushes. Yes, Mia, I think we’ve all
got the picture now. You never thought I’d find a girl because you
were all so convinced I was gay. Really? Do I honestly look gay? I
don’t think I do. 

“Take care of yourself, Ana
dear,” Mom says, and I think that yet again there could be a tear
in her eye. I know my dear mom would have made a gay partner of
mine very welcome, but I can tell that she's really happy about
Anastasia, which is great, because if we are going to try this
girlfriend/sub arrangement, it won’t work if she doesn’t get on
with my family.

I knew they would like her – how could
they not? Even so, I can see that Ana is somewhat overwhelmed by my
exuberant family, and I remember that she is an only child, who
lived alone with her stepfather for several years. Just as well the
grandparents aren't here today as well, because they'd be all over
her too. 

“Let’s not frighten her
away or spoil her with too much affection,” I protest.

“Christian, stop teasing,” Mom scolds, as I kiss her goodbye. I’m
really pleased to see that I've made her happy by bringing Ana over
tonight. Maybe this will help make up for some of the bad shit I've
put her through over the years. There’s been a lot of that, too
much, and she doesn't deserve it, she really doesn’t. I have a
collection of sixteen Madonna and Child paintings in my apartment
that I've collected in her honor, because she has been a saint of a
mother to me. My savior. 

Even Dad seems to approve of Anastasia, despite his earlier
apparent misgivings that Elliot warned me about. 

“Mr. Grey – goodbye and thank you,” she says shyly to him as she
holds out her hand. 

“Please, call me Carrick. I do hope we see you again, very soon,
Ana,” he tells her and then he hugs her too, which is most unlike
Dad. She seems to have won everyone over with her shy charm, and
I'm proud of her. Yeah, really proud of her
actually. 

~~~

 


On the twenty minute ride back to
Escala, I ask Ana what’s up because I can sense she’s brooding
about something, and I discover why Ana looked sad earlier in the
evening. 

“I think that you felt trapped into bringing me to meet your
parents. If Elliot hadn’t asked Kate, you’d never have asked
me.” 

So that’s what this is all about. Why would she possibly think
that? 

“Anastasia, I’m delighted that you’ve met my parents. Why are you
so filled with self-doubt? It never ceases to amaze me. You’re such
a strong, self-contained young woman, but you have such negative
thoughts about yourself. If I hadn’t wanted you to meet them, you
wouldn’t be here. Is that how you were feeling the whole time you
were there?” 

Having spoken to so many shrinks over the years, I can't help but
think a lot of these negative thoughts of Ana's stem back to her
unsettled childhood. I think about the results of the background
check I had Welch run on Stephen Morton, the guy her mom was
married to for a short while when Ana was a teenager. 

Nothing concrete has been unearthed about him, but there were
rumors and whispers that he was abusive towards her mom, not so
much physically, but emotionally and verbally belittling her. And
if he was like that towards her mom, it seems likely he would have
acted in a similar way towards his stepdaughter, when she was at a
very vulnerable age in her formative teenage years. Maybe she
too has scars and baggage she’s carrying round that she manages to
hide pretty well most of the time. At least Ana had solid,
dependable Ray to turn to. And at least her mom had the sense to
ditch this Morton guy after only a few months. He sounds like a
piece of shit. 

I want to understand her better. I want her to open up to me. I
reach over and take her hand in mine. I see her glance over
nervously at Taylor, clearly feeling uncomfortable about opening up
in front of him. 

“Don’t worry about Taylor. Talk to me.” I have the feeling that if
I don’t take this rare opportunity, she’s going to clam up on me
again. 

She shrugs and sighs. 

“Yes. I thought that. And another thing, I only mentioned Georgia
because Kate was talking about Barbados. I haven’t made up my
mind." 

I sense that at this moment, I could probably put pressure on her
not to go. I could do exactly what Kate accuses me of. I could
manipulate her to stay because that’s what I want. But all she’s
planning to do is go and see her mother, and my conscience pricks
me. Of course she should be able to go see her mom if she wants
to. 

“Do you want to go and see your mother?” 

“Yes.” 

I hate, fucking hate the thought of her leaving
and being thousands of miles away on the other side of the
continent. And I realize it isn’t just because I won’t be able to
fuck her. It’s much more than that. I won’t be able to see her, or
touch her, or smell her. I won’t know where she is or what she’s
doing – or who with. 

Maybe I could go with her. I’m sure I could find some business
opportunities to develop in that part of the country. That way I’d
be combining business and pleasure, so it would still be putting my
time to good use. 

“Can I come with you?” I ask. 

She looks shocked – horrified even. Not so keen then. 

“Erm… I don’t think that’s a good idea.” 

“Why not?” Don’t you like being with
me? 

“I was hoping for a break from all this… intensity to try and think
things through.” Break. She wants a break. I don’t like that
word. 

I stare at her. What’s she talking about? 

“I’m too intense?” Moi? 

Ana bursts out laughing. “That’s putting it mildly!” 

I love hearing her laugh. If she goes away, I’ll miss that. I’ll
miss her wit and the amusing banter we have between us. No one else
talks back to me the way she does. It’s just ‘yes sir, no sir,
three fucking bags full, sir’. I thought that was how I liked it.
But it turns out I was wrong. 

She laughs at me too. No one else dares to do that. 

“Are you laughing at me, Miss Steele?” 

“I wouldn’t dare, Mr. Grey.” 

“I think you dare, and I think you do laugh at me,
frequently.” 

“You are quite funny.” 

“Funny?” I don't think anyone has
ever called me funny before. Sick and twisted
maybe. 

“Oh yes.” 

“Funny peculiar or funny ha ha?” 

“Oh… a lot of one and some of the other.” 

“Which way round?” 

“I’ll leave you to figure that out.” 

“I’m not sure I can figure anything out around you, Anastasia. What
do you need to think about in Georgia?” 

“Us,” she whispers. No, no, no,
please don’t say it’s over. 

“You said you’d try,” I whisper. I
have this funny achy feeling in my chest. It
hurts. 

“I know.” 

“Are you having second thoughts?” 

“Possibly.” I knew you were being
impulsive when you agreed to try being my sub. Now you’ve had a
chance to reflect, you’re not so sure. 

“Why?” 

She stares out of the car window pensively for what seems like an
age.

“Why, Anastasia?” I press her for an answer. If she doesn’t tell
me, how can I try to fix things? 

She shrugs and closes her eyes. 

I take her hand and squeeze it. 

“Talk to me, Anastasia. I don’t want to lose you. This last
week…” has been the best week of my
entire existence. 

Finally she seems to come to a decision. She turns and looks
straight into my eyes. 

“I still want more,” she whispers. Her eyes are brimming with
unshed tears.

She wants more of me.
Fifty shades of fuckedupness me. She’s scared because I've told her
any previous sub that wanted more has always been shown the door,
immediately and without hesitation. 

She thinks I’m going to do the same to her. She seriously believes
I would throw away everything I’ve found with her this last week.
She doesn't understand that she’s
different. Maybe that’s because you
haven’t told her. I’m really not sure what
more I have that I can offer her. But
at least she isn’t rejecting you; she wants to be with you. Grab
this chance Grey, grab it with both hands. 

“I know,” I tell her. “I’ll try.” 

She blinks in disbelief. She obviously thought that once she’d
confessed she wanted more, it would be goodbye from me. For anyone
else it would be. But not her. 

“For you, Anastasia, I will try,” I promise, meaning it with every
bone in my body. I’ve never wanted anything so much in my life
before. Trouble is, I really don’t know how to do ‘more’, but I
guess we’re just going to have to figure it out as we go
along. 

Next thing I know, she’s unbuckled her seat belt and scrambled into
my lap. She wraps her arms around my neck and kisses me exultantly.
I kiss her back, relieved that I seem to have given her the answer
that she wanted from me. 

“Stay with me, tonight. If you go away, I won’t see you all week.
Please.” I need to have an extra-large fix of her to last me while
she’s gone, but I know it still won’t be enough. 

“Yes,” she agrees. “And I’ll try too. I’ll sign your
contract.” 

I gaze down at her curled up in my lap. I’m fine with this contact,
in fact I love having her on my lap like this. She's nice and
close, and her hair is right under my nose so I can smell her sweet
scent. 

And although I want her to sign the contract, I know this is
another of her impulsive moments, brought on by relief that I
didn't reject her plea for ‘more’. But I’m not going to take
advantage; for once I'm not going to be a manipulative bastard .
And actually, what is the point of the contract? I can hardly take
her to court for being in breach if she walks away, can I? Either
she’ll stay with me or she won’t. A piece of paper won’t make any
difference. But it is a symbol of our agreement, so I'd still like
her to sign it. 

"Sign after Georgia. Think about it. Think about it hard,
baby.” Because you’ll have to be
brave to take me on with all of my shit. But I really need you to
make the right decision. Of your own free will. Which is fucking
hard for me to accept. 

“I will,” she whispers as she nuzzles against my neck, and because
she’s not directly on my chest it’s fine. More than fine, pretty
fucking good actually, and I tighten my grip to pull her even
closer. I don't want to let her go, but all too soon we’re
home. 

Taylor opens the car door for us, and Ana shyly thanks him and then
blushes profusely as she recalls that he’s been privy to our entire
conversation. I catch him giving her a reassuring smile, as if to
say ‘Don't worry; your secrets are safe with me.’ She’s not used to
this, but the fact of the matter is, because of the entourage that
comes as part of the package, you do lose some of your privacy when
you become a billionaire, or a billionaire’s
girlfriend. 

So she’s just going to have to get used to it. 

Because I’ve decided. 

That’s what Anastasia is from now
on. 

My Girlfriend. Hopefully a
submissive too, but she is most definitely My Girlfriend from now
on. 


Chapter 20 -
Balls




“Anastasia, I’ve told you.
Fifty shades. I had a rough start in life – you don’t want that
shit in your head. Why would you?”

She wanted us to make love not fuck.
She wanted to touch me. I said no. She wants to know why, and she
won’t let it drop.

“Because I want to know you
better,” she says.

“You know
me well enough,” I respond. Trust me, you don’t want to know the real me.

“How can you say that?” she
asks me earnestly. She kneels up on the bed to sit and face
me.

I roll my eyes at her in
frustration. I don't like to talk about all of that shit. I spend
most of my time trying not to think about
it.

“You’re
rolling your eyes. Last time I did that, I ended up over your
knee,” she complains. Well I can do whatever I like, baby. That’s just the way
it is.

“Oh, I’d
like to put you there again.” Especially if you don't give up on this.

“Tell me and you
can.”

“What?” You’re offering?
But I thought…. didn’t you just say no earlier this
evening?

“You heard me.”

“You’re bargaining with
me?” I ask in disbelief.

 “Negotiating.”

“It
doesn’t work that way, Anastasia.” That's topping from the bottom.

“Okay. Tell me, and I’ll
roll my eyes at you.”

This makes me laugh.

“Always
so keen and eager for information.” Well, who am I to refuse you?

I think about where we
could go with this. This might well be a golden opportunity to push
her limits a little further. Hell
yeah, a bit of soft kinky. I’m up for
that. And then she’ll be completely fucked out and too tired to ask
any more of her stupid questions.

“Don’t go away.”

I disappear and make my way to my
playroom. I’m thinking about which sex toy will best enhance the
erotic spanking I’ve got planned. Something to show her how fucking
amazing a spanking can be for a girl as well as a guy. Something
suitable for a beginner. I don't think she’s ready for a nipple
clamp chain yet, even though gently tugging on the chain with each
spank is extremely arousing for a woman.  She’d find anal
beads very pleasurable, but I know she’s hesitant about
anal. 

Then I've got it
- I know what will be perfect. They don't look scary in any way, so
I'm sure she’ll be intrigued, as I doubt she’ll have a clue as to
what they are.

I can see Anastasia is very curious
when I return, but I don't let her see what I've brought back with
me.

“When’s your first
interview tomorrow?” I ask innocently, because I’m not supposed to
know am I?  But of course I do. I’m just checking there’s been
no change of plan for her first interview at two. I don't want to
keep her up late if it’s been changed to earlier in the day. I’ll
be fucking pissed if that’s the case and I haven't been
informed.

“Two.”

No change. Perfect. So we can play
tonight and she can have a lie in.

“Good.”

I can be her Dom anywhere I choose. So
we’ll do a scene right here, in my bedroom. Why the fuck not? Spank
Daddy time.

“Get off the bed. Stand
over here,” I command, as I point beside the bed.

I’m pleased to see that she scrambles
off the bed and hastily gets into position. She’s keen. Very keen.
She’s got unresolved sexual tension that needs my attention. But I
have to be sure that she’s up for playing a little
scene.

“Trust me?” I ask. She has
to trust that I know what I’m doing. And I do. I’m an expert in
what I do. I'm a very experienced and highly skilled
Dom.

She nods.

I hold out my hand to show her the
silver Ben Wah orgasm balls I’ve selected. A centuries old design
devised to increase a woman’s arousal. No pain, just stimulation.
In her frustrated state, she should find them mind blowing,
especially as she’s so fucking snug and tight. Just that thought
has my cock twitching straight to attention.

“These are new,” I stress.
With where I’m about to put them, I figure she needs to know
that.

Ana looks puzzled. She hasn’t got a
clue what they are. This is going to be so much fun. My eager
little pupil.

“I am going to put these
inside you, and then I’m going to spank you, not for punishment,
but for your pleasure and mine.”

Yep, rock hard aching
erection fully up now. I swallow hard and
pause to see what her reaction is.

She’s staring at me wide eyed and
shocked, but I think thrilled as well.

“Then
we’ll fuck, and if you’re still awake, I’ll impart some information
about my formative years. Agreed?” Plan is, you won’t be awake.

She nods her head excitedly. That’s my
girl, always ready to try something new. And she’s going to fucking
love this sexy teasing game.

“Good girl. Open your
mouth... wider.”

She looks puzzled again, but does as
she’s told. I gently put the balls in her mouth.

“They need lubrication.
Suck,” I order. I watch her carefully and am satisfied that she’s
finding this new experience exciting, not scary. In fact she starts
squirming – she’s still feeling frustrated from not being allowed
to come when we fucked in the boathouse.

“Keep still, Anastasia,” I
warn her. I’m still in control; she must do as she is
told.

“Stop.” I tug the balls
from her mouth, then throw the duvet aside to sit on the edge of
the bed.

“Come here,” I command. She
stands in front of me.

“Now turn round, bend down,
and grasp your ankles.”

Ana just blinks at me, and
doesn’t move. Not good enough, Miss
Steele.

“Don’t hesitate,” I warn
her, putting the balls in my mouth to keep them warm.

She bends over as instructed. Her
fantastic ass is perfectly positioned right in front of me, and
that is one mighty fine view with her tiny lacy pale blue panties
scantily covering the round fleshy expanse. Pert. Sexy. Fuckable.
Her pale skin soft and smooth as I gently caress it. Mmm…it’s going
to look even better when I’ve spanked it to a nice bright shade of
pink. God, I love her delectable ass, fucking love it.

I move her panties to one
side, run my finger up and down, then slip inside her. She’s wet.
Soaking wet. I circle my finger inside her, once then twice. She
moans and clenches her muscles around me, and it’s all I can do not
to just take her right then and there. But that’s not how we’re
playing this scene, so I take a few breaths to calm myself
down. Control,
Grey. Then I slowly insert the balls,
slipping them in one after the other, pushing them deep inside
her.

I straighten her panties,
then lean forward to kiss her very beautiful bottom, resisting the
urge to bite her there. Fucking hell,
the things I want to do to her...

“Stand up.”

She’s a bit wobbly on her
feet when she straightens up, so I hold  her
to steady her.

“You okay?”

“Yes,”
she whispers in a pale pink little
voice. Take it easy on her,
Grey. She’s already served you very well today. Well, sexually
anyhow. It’s just the defiance you’re going to have to work
on.

“Turn around.”

She stands there, looking rather
bemused as she adjusts to the sensation of the balls inside
her.

“How does that
feel?”

“Strange.”

“Strange good or strange
bad?”

“Strange good,” she
blushes.

“Good.” I thought you’d
like them. They should work very well for you.

Now she needs to feel the full effect
of the balls. She needs to move around.

“I want a glass of water.
Go and fetch one for me please.”

She looks as me as if I'm
crazy.

“And when you come back, I
shall put you across my knee. Think about that, Anastasia.”
Building up the anticipation. Not rushing
things. Savoring each new sensation.

When she returns with my glass of
water, she’s flushed and slightly out of breath. The balls are
doing their job. Massaging her internally. Making her needy. Needy
for my cock inside her. But not yet.

“Come. Stand beside me.
Like last time.”

She sidles up to me, and I can see
she’s trembling with excitement.

“Ask me,” I instruct
her.

She looks puzzled. She doesn't
understand. I want to hear her say the words.

“Ask me,” I repeat. After
she refused to let me spank her earlier, now she must ask
me.

“Ask me,
Anastasia. I won’t say it again.” You are going to have to beg me if you want to get
fucked.

I see it finally dawn on her what she
must say.

“Spank me, please… Sir,”
she whispers.

Yes. At last. I close my eyes as I thrill to her words. The
words I needed to hear. She’s handing control over to me, to her
Dominant.

I don't waste any more time. I reach
up and grab her left hand to tug her over my knees, steadying her
as she lands in my lap. I position her so her torso rests on the
bed next to me. I gently start stroking her bottom to warm up her
skin. God, it feels so fucking good. Then I tuck her loose
unbraided hair behind her ear. But I can still grasp it to pull her
head back.

“I want to see your face
while I spank you, Anastasia,” I whisper, as I continue to caress
her bottom.

I reach down between her fleshy cheeks
to put pressure against her sweet little pussy, knowing this will
increase the feeling of fullness from the balls inside her. She
moans loudly. Yes, they are definitely working.

“This is for pleasure,
Anastasia, mine and yours,” I whisper. 

Then slap, I hit the junction of her thighs, her bottom and her
pussy. It’s the most wonderful sound on the fucking planet. This
forces the balls forward inside her, which combined with the sting
of my slap, is intensely arousing for her. The fact that she is
helpless and under my control makes it all the more intense for
her. I watch as she screws her face up to assimilate all the
contradictory sensations. I caress her bottom again, over her
panties. They are a barrier that softens my slap. When I take them
off, the next slap will be that much sweeter on her skin, so we’re
working up to that. 

That’s the key, to build up
the pain gradually. This is just the very beginning, but this is
how a sub is trained to work up to a caning. Simple steps, each one
building up just a little bit more. Stimulating her body to produce
a heady combination of adrenaline and endorphins that will
give her an incredible rush. But tonight I’m only giving Anastasia
a light erotic spanking. My anger has dissipated, so this spanking
is not for punishment. This is a beginner’s gentle ntroduction to
BDSM.

I hit her again, and she
groans with pleasure. I alternate where I smack her. Left to right
and then down. Caressing and kneading her soft, fleshy bottom in
between each smack. She groans the loudest when it’s a downwards
smack because that makes the balls shoot forward, just like the
thrust of my cock inside her. Then I slowly peel her panties off,
and she’s writhing - not because she wants me to stop, but because
she wants, she needs, more. 

This lesson is going incredibly well;
she is the perfect pupil. I start smacking again on
her sensitized skin, building up to harder ones, and she
is moaning so loudly that I know she’s nearly ready. That’s my
responsibility, to observe her responses and judge how hard she
needs me to spank her and for how long. That’s my role as her Dom,
and after all my years of expertise and practice, I know exactly
what she needs more than she does.

I am exhilarated and
ecstatic to be in control of Anastasia this way. This is how it
should be. Her enjoying my control, not
fighting it. Understanding how much pleasure I'm giving her when I
hit her. Understanding the immense pleasure it gives me.

"Good girl, Anastasia," I groan,
knowing I can't hold on much longer myself now.

Two more hard spanks, then
I suddenly grab the cord to jerk the balls out of her. She screams
with pleasure. See how fucking amazing I
can make it for you. I quickly sheath up
and turn her over onto the bed, grab her hands above her head and
then ease into her slowly. Oh baby, you feel so fucking
good. She’s full of my cock now instead of
silver balls, and she moans loudly. 

She asked me to make love
to her tonight, so that’s what I do. I set a slow sensual tempo
instead of my usual hard fuck. And it feels fucking wonderful. I
feel every little bit of her silky velvety tightness as I stroke
in, and then again as I withdraw. Backwards and forwards. In and
out. Slowly, sensually. She’s so ready that her climax starts
building almost immediately. I can feel her quivering, tensing and
clenching until she quickly tips over the edge to an intense
orgasm. As she clamps tightly around me, I give one last hard
thrust, then still as I climax with her.

“Ana,” I moan as I collapse
on her, our fingers still laced together above her head. We lay
there stunned, panting and catching our breath together.

“I enjoyed that,” I
whisper, as I kiss her tenderly. And I did. Very much
indeed.

So I think we can make this
peculiar arrangement between us work, because it’s still amazing
between us, even if we don't fuck in my playroom every time. I
can't lose sight of the fact that I still really want her in there,
doing all my favorite hard shit, but I think we can
find a way forward, a compromise. Fucking Ana is just amazing, so
I’ll do it anywhere, anytime, any chance I get. And I can, because
she's my girlfriend.

But for now, as her Dom,
it is my responsibility to attend to her needs. I get some lotion
to rub on her ass. Frankly it’s as much for my benefit as hers,
because it is a pleasure, an honor,  to massage her
beautiful cheeks, which are now a glorious pink color  As
she lies there on her front for me, I can see that she is very
sleepy and tired. Good. Perhaps she
will give up with the questions.

“Spill
the beans, Grey,” she yawns at me. No such luck.

“Miss Steele, you know how
to ruin a moment.”

“We had a deal.”

“How do you feel?” I ask,
as I reluctantly finish massaging her ass.

“Short
changed.” She’s not going to
give up is she?

I slip into bed beside her, and pull
her into my arms, being careful not to touch her sore behind. It’ll
be fine by the morning, and she certainly doesn't seem upset this
time after her spanking. As we spoon together, I kiss that little
soft patch behind her ear that I find so enticing. She smells just
as divine as ever.

“The woman who brought me
into this world was a crack whore, Anastasia. Go to sleep.” There,
I've kept my part of the bargain. Now I hope she’ll give
up.

“Was?”

“She’s dead.”

“How long?”

I sigh, as I realize she
just isn’t going to give up without a bit more
information.

“She died when I was four.
I don’t really remember her. Carrick has given me some details. I
only remember certain things. Please go to sleep.” And that’s all
I’m giving her. It’s more than I’ve ever told anyone apart from all
the shrinks.

“Goodnight,
Christian.”

“Goodnight,
Ana.”


Chapter 21 - Parting is
Such Sweet Sorrow




As has become usual when I
sleep with Anastasia, I don't have any nightmares and I sleep
really well, although when I wake up in the morning it’s still
quite early. That’s just my natural sleep pattern I guess. My leg
is hooked around hers, my arm is round her waist, and my head is
next to hers. I gently kiss the top of her head, but she doesn’t
wake. Of course I have an erection, and I consider putting it to
good use to wake her in the best way known to man, but I
reluctantly decide against it because she needs her sleep. It was
pretty late last night by the time I finally let her get some
rest. Don’t wear her out Grey. She’s
not just some new toy.

She murmurs as I extricate myself from
her, and starts mumbling. I hear a few words. I think I catch
‘Christian’, and ‘silver balls’, which makes me smile, but when I
hear ‘crack whore’ and ‘dead mommy’, I’m not happy. This is just
what I didn’t want; my sick shit going round in her head. I lean
down to kiss her cheek, and she smiles in her sleep.
Better.

I call Taylor and instruct him that
I’m heading down to the gym for a quick session, so I want him to
stay behind to monitor the apartment as Ana will be there alone
while I'm gone. And it’s because I feel so protective of her that I
instruct Taylor to meet me in my study once I’ve returned and taken
a quick shower. I want an update on the instructions I gave him
last night.

Anastasia is still sleeping
deeply after I’ve returned and showered. Clearly, she is not a
morning person. I sit on the edge of the bed to study her, watching
the steady rise and fall of her chest as she breathes. She looks so
young and innocent lying there, her chestnut hair spread out over
the pillow.  Looks can be deceiving though, because now that
I’ve taken her virginity and awoken her sexuality, she’s quickly
becoming increasingly bold and adventurous. It makes me hopeful
that my plans to train her to be a really good sub can become a
reality, and I can’t wait to get her in my playroom again. Last
night’s scene in my bedroom was nothing like I’d normally play with
a sub, but I have to say I really enjoyed ‘making love’ with
Anastasia after some kinky playing around. Compromise – yeah, I can do that.

I can’t deny that I’ve always really
enjoyed fucking each and every one of my fifteen previous subs. On
the whole, I’ve always been pleased with my selections, they were
all pretty good girls, but with Ana there’s just this extra
connection between us that takes fucking to a higher, more intense
level. All previous fifteen would do absolutely anything I wanted,
subject to the contractually agreed hard limits, and I can't deny
that’s still what I really want from Ana. It’s just a deep seated
need in me, part of who I am, the caning, the whipping, the hard
shit that I love to deal out, to punish them with. But I can be
patient. For her I must be.

I make my way to my study,
where I see Taylor waiting for
me.

“What’s the status re the
covert protective surveillance I ordered for Miss Steele? What have
you and Welch put in place so far?”

“Well sir, coverage of the
mark - Miss Steele - was already in place with regard to Seattle,
so that remains active for today. For the new location in Georgia,
we’ve completed the reconnaissance and threat assessment as far as
we’ve been able within the tight time scale, and have assessed that
any risk to her is very low indeed. Her mother and her stepfather
have come up clean, nice neighborhood, nothing to raise any
concerns. So a covert security presence consisting of one Close
Protection Operative should be sufficient while she’s
there.

“No, I want two operatives,
twenty four-seven.” I insist, and see a pained expression cross
Taylor’s face. I realize that means employing four CPOs in total,
and I know its short notice, but I don't give a fuck. “I don't want
the operative losing her when he takes a leak or something. And I
want full photographic reports on all activity updated to me
hourly.”

“Very good,
sir.”

“I want to know
exactly where she is, and who she’s with, from the moment
she leaves this apartment later today, is that
understood?”

“Yes, sir.”

“And Miss Steele is not to
be made aware of the surveillance unless it becomes necessary for
her security and protection. That has been made crystal clear? I
don't want her to be worried unnecessarily.”

“Yes, of course, sir.
However, I must point out that a higher level of protection would
be possible if this were not a covert operation. The CPO has to
keep his distance to remain undetected.”

“I understand, but that’s
what they’ve got to work with.”

Anastasia has no clue about
the risks associated with being my girlfriend. The press are going
to have a field day once we’re seen out and about together, and
it’ll mean she’ll be at risk from kidnappers and other sick
weirdoes. So I’m taking no chances. That’s the official reason for
ordering the surveillance anyway. Control freak slash stalker more like.

“Do you have any flight
details as yet, sir?”

“I’ll be offering Miss
Steele use of my private jet, so I’ll apprise you of the details
once her itinerary is firmed up.”

“Very good, sir. Will that
be all?”

“For now, Taylor.” He
hurries off to pull together my demands.

I’ve decided to spend the morning with
Anastasia before she leaves, so I ring Andrea and instruct her to
rearrange my schedule. Then I get her to put me through to Ros, so
I can go through everything I want her to cover for me. There’s
nothing she can’t handle. As I ask her to put me back to Andrea for
a couple more things, I look up to see a beautiful sight. Anastasia
is standing in the doorway, wearing one of my T-shirts, which is
only just long enough to be decent. She looks so natural and
beautiful, and as she smiles her gorgeous smile at me, I find
myself helplessly smiling back at her. So we’re both standing there
like a couple of idiots with big grins on our faces, as I carry on
my phone conversation.

“Clear my schedule this
morning, but get Bill to call me. I’ll be in at two. I need to talk
to Marco this afternoon, that will need at least half an hour…
Schedule Barney and his team in after Marco or maybe tomorrow, and
find time for me to see Claude every day this week… Tell him wait…
Oh… No, I don’t want publicity for Darfur… tell Sam to deal with
it… No…Which event?... That’s next Saturday?... Hold on.”

 “When will you be
back from Georgia?” I ask. With Anastasia away I'm going to need to
kick the shit out of Claude every day to relieve some of my
tension.

“Friday.”

“I’ll need an extra ticket
because I have a date.” I think Andrea nearly drops the phone in
shock, and asks incredulously if I just said I had a date.  “Yes
Andrea, that’s what I said, a date, Miss Anastasia Steele will
accompany me. That’s all.”  I hang
up. Yep, I’ve decided I’m going to go
public with this whole ‘girlfriend’ thing.

“Good morning Miss
Steele.”

“Mr. Grey.”

I walk round to stand in front of her.
She looks so sweet and fresh faced that I can't help touching her,
stroking her soft cheek with the back of my fingers, because I
crave some contact with her.

“I didn't want to wake you,
you looked so peaceful. Did you sleep well?”

“I am very well rested,
thank you. I just came to say hi before I had a shower.”

She gazes up at me with those
beautiful big powder blue eyes of hers, and I’m powerless. I’m
totally under her spell, unable to tear myself away.

As I lean down and gently kiss her,
something ignites in her. She throws her arms around my neck,
twists her fingers in my hair and pulls me down to kiss me back
with a ferocious passion. This takes me by surprise, but I’m soon
responding with equal passion. My hands run down to cup her
gorgeous naked ass, and all I want to do is take her. But I manage
to control myself and pull back.

“Well, sleep seems to agree
with you, I suggest you go and have your shower, or shall I lay you
across my desk now?” I tease her.

“I choose the desk,” she
whispers, her eyes full of seductive
promise. Fucking hell, she means it
too.

“You’ve really got a taste
for this, haven’t you, Miss Steele? You’re becoming
insatiable.” My own personal little
nymphomaniac. What a delightful thought.

“I’ve only got a taste for
you.” Her voice is deep with desire. Desire for me. She is mine. She belongs to me.

”Damn right, only me,” I
growl at her, as I sweep all the paperwork from my desk, pick her
up and quickly lay her across it. She wants me to fuck her here?
Fine by me. I’m only too happy to give her exactly what she wants.
I am so up for this now.

“You want it, you got it,
baby,” I promise. Until she’s on the pill, I'm making sure I always
have a condom in my pocket. So now I produce it, undo my pants and
sheath up. Hell, I’m happy to give her a spontaneous ‘take me now’
fuck.

“I sure hope you’re ready.”
No foreplay, no preamble, this is going to be a simple hard fuck.
And all her idea.

I hold her wrists by her
side, push her knees apart with my legs, then drive straight in.
She groans loudly with pleasure. No question,
she really wants me.

“Christ, Ana. You’re so
ready,” I whisper in awe. This connection, this attraction between
us is so strong, it seems we only have to be in the same room as
each other, to look at each other, and we’re both instantly ready
to fuck. We need each other so badly; there’s only one possible
solution to satisfy this insane craving.

She wraps her legs around my waist to
entrap me, every bit as desperate for this as I am. It inflames me
to take her in a simple, raw, primeval coupling. We’re perfectly
matched as we climb together towards our climax, stroking,
thrusting, pushing, faster, harder. I can feel her trembling and
quickening…

“Come on, baby, give it up
for me,” I beg her, as I know I can’t hold on any
longer.

She cries out and I feel
her magically spasm and tighten around my cock. So that’s it. One
final hard thrust and I’m soundlessly flying high right over the
edge to join her, before I collapse, panting like I’ve just
completed a 6k run in record time.  Fucking hell. So fucking good, out of the blue, from
nowhere.

“What the hell are you
doing to me?” I murmur as I catch my breath, nuzzling her neck and
breathing in her delicious scent. “You completely beguile me, Ana.
You weave some powerful magic.”

When I let go of her
wrists, she reaches up to run her fingers through my hair. She
seems to like playing with my hair, and I seem to like her doing
it. Who
knew? She tightens her legs around my
waist to stop me from withdrawing from her.

“I’m the one beguiled,” she
whispers.

I’m frightened by the intensity of my
feelings as I look at her. What the fuck is happening to me? I hold
her head and look deep into her eyes, trying to cast my own spell
on her, to bind her to me.

“You. Are. Mine. Do you
understand?” I try and command her to stay with me.

“Yes, yours,” she whispers
back, staring into my eyes.

“Are you sure you have to
go to Georgia?” Just stay with me,
please, don't go.

But she nods. My spell has no effect
on her. I’m losing her. She can't feel as strongly as I do or she
wouldn’t go. I take a deep breath to gather myself as I quickly
withdraw from her, causing her to wince.

“Are you sore?”

“A little.”

“I like you sore. Reminds
you where I’ve been, and only me.”  I grab her chin
and roughly kiss her before I stand up and then hold out my hand to
her. Every time you sit down
tomorrow, you’ll think about me fucking you. I like that
thought.

“Always prepared,” she
murmurs, as she looks at the condom packet while I’m re-doing my
fly.

“A man can hope, Anastasia,
dream even, and sometimes his dreams come
true.” But you’re still going to
Georgia.

I shouldn’t be feeling or
acting like this. Practically begging her not to go away. I'm the
one in charge. I need to take control of myself. Get things back on
an even keel. Remember the definition
of a Dominant, Grey?

“So, on your desk, that’s
been a dream?” she asks me with a cheeky smile.

Oh trust me Miss Steele, I
love desk sex. Always have. Always will. I’ve made that dream come
true many times over. There’s nothing better than a quick hard fuck
on the desk for relieving tension when I've been working
hard.

I can see Anastasia has worked this
out for herself. That might have been her first desk sex, but it
certainly wasn’t mine.  She frowns and stands up to
go.

“I’d better go and take a
shower.”

Yes, and I’d better stop acting like a
complete teenager and finish organizing my revised
schedule for today.

“I’ve got a couple more
calls to make. I’ll join you for breakfast once you’re out of the
shower. I think Mrs. Jones has laundered your clothes from
yesterday. They’re in the closet.”

She looks surprised, and I realize
she’s not used to having staff sorting things like this out for
her. If it were left to her, her clothes would probably still be in
a heap on the floor from last night. But that’s all part of Gail’s
job, and she is very efficient.

Ana’s standing there
frowning.

“What?”

“What’s wrong?” she
asks.

“What do you
mean?”

“Well… you’re being more
weird than usual.”

“You find me weird?” This
makes me smile. Trust me, you haven't
even begun to see weird yet.

“Sometimes,” she
blushes.

“As ever, I’m surprised by
you, Miss Steele.” So shy and yet...
so bold.

“Surprised how?”

“Let’s just say that was an
unexpected treat.”

“We aim to please, Mr.
Grey.”

“And please me you do,” I
say. But don't think you can keep
taking control like that. That’s not how I do
things. “I thought you were going to have a
shower?”

“Yes… um, I’ll see you in a
moment.” She hurries out of my office.

I make several more calls
before I head towards the kitchen for breakfast. I’m just in time
to hear Anastasia telling Mrs. Jones that she doesn’t want any
breakfast. This makes me mad. She will have breakfast.

“Of course you’ll have
something to eat. She likes pancakes, bacon and eggs, Mrs. Jones.”
I remember that’s what she had before.

“Yes, Mr. Grey. What would
you like, sir?”

“Omelet, please, and some
fruit.” I point Ana to the bar stool.
“Sit” You're not going anywhere until
you’ve eaten a decent breakfast.

As Mrs. Jones busies herself with
preparing the food, I sit next to Ana and ask about her travel
plans.

“Have you bought your air
ticket?”

“No, I’ll buy it when I get
home – over the Internet.”

“Do you have the money?” I
know it’s going to leave her short with the pitiful amount she has
in her bank account.

“Yes,” she says in a very
condescending and impolite manner, which I find rude and don't like
one bit.

“Yes, I do, thank you.” She
quickly amends her tone when she sees the look I shoot
her. That’s more like it.

“I have a jet. It’s not
scheduled to be used for three days; it’s at your
disposal.” Then I can control how
long you’ll be away. You’ll be back Wednesday rather than Friday.
 I’m not sure I can manage any longer than that.

She just stares at me in
disbelief.

“We’ve already made serious
misuse of your company’s aviation fleet. I wouldn’t want to do it
again.”

“It’s my company, it’s my
jet.” That’s what it’s for. And then
I’ll know where you are and that you’re safe. Control freak? You
bet.

“Thank you for the offer.
But I’d be happier taking a scheduled flight,” she states. I weigh
up whether I can insist, what more I can do to persuade her to take
up my offer. Regretfully, I realize there is nothing.

“As you wish. Do you have
much preparation to do for your interview?”

“No.”

“Good. You’re still not
going to tell me which publishing houses?”

“No.”

“I am a man of means, Miss
Steele.” You really have no idea of
just exactly what means I have at my disposal.

“I am fully aware of that,
Mr. Grey. Are you going to track my
phone?” Don’t be
stupid, of
course I am. Well, Welch will be and reporting back to
me.

“Actually, I’ll be quite
busy this afternoon, so I’ll have to get someone else to do it.”
I’m smiling, because I’m actually telling the truth
here.

“If you can spare someone
to do that, you’re obviously overstaffed.” Oh there is nothing more important to me than knowing your
whereabouts, Miss Steele. Top priority.

“I’ll send an email to the
head of human resources and have her look at our head
count.” Yes, and instruct her to take
on more staff if necessary.

Mrs. Jones serves up our breakfast.
I’m pleased to see that Anastasia eats all of hers, despite
claiming not to want anything. I hope her mother will ensure she
eats well while she is visiting. That’s what moms do, don’t
they?

Having completed her
duties, Mrs. Jones discreetly leaves us alone, and I can see
Anastasia visibly relax. I’m so used to having staff around, I
hardly notice their presence any more, but I think Ana feels
intimidated at times. She’ll get used to
it. If she stays around long
enough.

She’s looking at me.

“What is it
Anastasia?”

“You know, you never did
tell me why you don’t like to be touched.”

Not this again. I can’t tell her any
more than I already have. I can't talk about that shit. What the
bastard…. She has no right to ask me that.

“I’ve told you more than
I’ve ever told anybody.” Just shut
this down for Christ’s sake!

I can see Ana digesting this. She
shakes her head slightly, as I think maybe she realizes she’s
overstepped the mark. I change the subject.

“Will you think about our
arrangement while you’re away?” And
come to the right decision?

“Yes.”

“Will you miss
me?” I want you to miss me so much
that you’ll come back early. Yeah, come crawling back early,
desperate and begging to see me. I wish.

“Yes.”

“I’ll miss you too. More
than you know,” I confess, as I stroke her cheek and then kiss her
softly. How am I going to manage without having a fix of Ana
whenever I need it? I don't understand why, but she seems to calm
me and make me feel more complete somehow.

When it’s time for her to leave to go
home and get ready for her interviews, I escort her all the way
down to the car park, unwilling to let her go. I hate feeling like
this. She insists that Kate will take her to the airport. I insist
she takes her cell and MacBook away with her, and to make sure she
has the chargers too. It’s essential for me to have as many forms
of communication open to her as possible.

I watch her drive away, then pull
myself together, knowing I have a very busy afternoon ahead of me,
having played hooky this morning. But before I head on into the
office, I update Taylor.

“Miss Steele declined the
use of the company jet, so she’s taking a scheduled flight.
Co-ordinate with Welch; whatever flight she’s booked on, I want her
upgraded to first class.”

“Very good sir.”

“And book the seat next to
her as well; I don't want her bothered by some drunken fucker sat
next to her.” Or some fucking dick
who comes on to her, or tries to touch her.

“As you wish, sir. And once
we’ve got the landing time, I’ll coordinate with the Georgia
operatives, and they’ll take it from there,” he assures
me.

“And you’ve arranged for
two operatives at all times, as I specified?”

“Yes, we struck lucky and
managed to get a female operative for one of the extra CPOs. Makes
good sense, a couple will be less conspicuous, and the female can
monitor Miss Steele more effectively with regard to rest rooms,
changing rooms, those kind of situations.”

“Yeah, as long as the
female is up to the task.” Women can be so fucking hormonal and
unpredictable, as well as being physically weaker.

“Wouldn’t have taken her on
otherwise, sir. She’s ex-marine, comes highly recommended,” Taylor
replies brusquely. Clearly I’ve offended him by questioning his
professional judgment. Point taken.
But still, a woman?

I head into the office for the
afternoon. And what is it with everyone today? They are all so
fucking inefficient and irritating. Andrea asks me yet again to
confirm that I said I have a date with Miss Anastasia Steele for
the function on Saturday. What is her problem? Is she deaf or just
plain stupid? Olivia is her usual annoying, clumsy self, as she
practically trips over in her eagerness to bring me some files I
need. Remind me again why I employ her?

And when I don't receive an
update from the Seattle surveillance team on Anastasia's
whereabouts, I go apeshit at both Taylor and Welch, because it’s
their job to ensure my instructions are
followed to the
letter. I said hourly updates, not just when
the CPO feels like it. Even if there is no change, nothing to
report, I need to know that. Barney’s no better; by late afternoon
he still hasn’t come up with any feedback from Anastasia’s
interviews. I seem to be surrounded by mindless fucking idiots
today.

About the only thing to brighten my
afternoon is a call from Elena.

“Hello, Christian darling.
Long-time no speak. How are things?” 

No mistaking that sultry voice. Part
of me is instantly taken back to being her collar-wearing sub,
obeying her every command, feeling the sting of her cane on my back
if I dared to disobey her in the slightest way.

“Elena. Oh you know, usual
crap. To what do I owe this pleasure?”

“I have all the latest
accounts and figures for the salon chain following the re-furb and
expansion. I know I could just forward them to your accounts guy,
but I’d really appreciate it if you could cast your experienced eye
over them and give me your opinion, see if you think we’re headed
in the right direction. So I wondered if we could do dinner
sometime soon and catch up?”

“Yeah, actually Elena, it
would be useful to see you. I’m free tomorrow evening as it
happens. Is that any good for you?” 

At least this will use up one of my
empty evenings, keep me occupied and stop me brooding too
much.

“My goodness Christian,
you’re usually booked up solid at least three weeks in advance.
Yes, tomorrow evening works for me.”

“Fine. I’ll book a table at
my club, for eight as usual. See you then.” A private room at my
club will mean that we can talk and not be overheard. This is good
timing. I can talk to her about all this confusing shit in my head,
get her opinion. There really isn’t anyone else with whom I can
discuss the problems and conflicts that are involved with training
Anastasia to be my new submissive. No one else truly understands
the stark reality of my needs the way that Elena does.

We hang up, neither of us bothering
with further small talk. Elena is good like that.

Rather than returning to the empty
apartment, I work on late into the evening, going over the details
for the acquisition of whichever publishing house I’m going to be
taking over once I get news about job offers for Anastasia. This
means everyone else stays on and works late too. And no, I don’t
feel guilty when I hear Andrea on the phone cancelling her date to
the theatre, or Taylor letting Mrs. Jones know that he’s getting
food sent to the office so we can carry on working. It’s all part
of their job. That’s what they’re paid for. I never promised anyone
nine till five hours did I?

Tomorrow I have a session with Claude
in the morning, Flynn in the afternoon, and then dinner with Elena
in the evening. Hopefully all this will help keep me on the right
side of sanity while Ana is so far away from me. 

Because I’m struggling. Really
struggling, and it’s only the first day, and she’s not even flown
out yet. 

What the fuck is wrong with
me?


Chapter 22 - Absence
Makes The Dom Grow Fonder




The security detail have finally got
their act together, so I now have pictures of Ana as she made her
way to each of her interviews, and then of her going back to her
apartment. And Welch has picked up some feedback on her interviews
– SIP were impressed with her, so it seems likely they’re going to
make her an offer, which pleases me as that’s the company I would
prefer to acquire.

While I'm still at the
office in the early evening, Anastasia emails to tell me her
interviews went well, which of course I’m already aware of, but I’m
pleased that she seems happy about them.  Then we have some of
our usual witty email banter, which improves my mood a little. For
some reason, she seems to think Mrs. Jones is an ex sub of mine –
she doesn't understand that I never fuck my staff. The only
exception to this rule would be if Ana came to work for me, but
she’s adamant that she never would.  ‘Not for all the tea in
China’, are her exact words. And then disappointingly she’s gone
again, promising to contact me once she’s in Georgia.

I get surveillance
pictures of Ana being dropped off at Sea-Tac by Kate. She’s
travelling light as she’s only carrying one rucksack, and it really
makes me want to take her shopping to buy her the kind of
things my
girlfriend should have. At least I’ve
got her upgraded to first class.

However, I’m pissed when she emails me
to say she’s had a back massage in the First Class lounge at the
airport– I just hope it was a woman masseur. That was one of the
reasons for getting her upgraded, and having an empty seat next to
her, so that no other fucker would get his filthy hands on her. I
have to know who the masseur was, but she takes ages emailing me
back. And I don’t like the answer I get, even though I know she’s
winding me up when she informs me how great some Jean-Paul dick was
at massaging her.

Next time she goes
anywhere, it’ll be in my private jet, no argument. I scold her for
using her cell in the plane, and as the plane takes off at around
ten thirty in the evening, that’s the last contact I have with her.
I feel even more bereft now, knowing she’s actually left, gone,
flown away to the other side of the continent. I have this horrid
empty feeling in my chest. It's just
indigestion, Grey.

So now I return to my apartment,
thinking I won’t hear from Ana again until she's landed in
Savannah. Needless to say, I don’t sleep well, and the nightmares
return. Nightmares about being abandoned, about being totally on my
own in the world, about pain and torture. I get up and head for my
piano, hoping that playing something quiet and soulful will help my
mood.

Finally, around five in the
morning I’m pleased to get a text from Ana saying she’s arrived
safely in Savannah, and then I see that she emailed me during her
earlier stopover in Atlanta. I eagerly read the long, rambling
email to discover she's finally opening up to me, as she expresses
her fears and worries. She also confesses that the Jean Paul
masseur dick was gay, which I suppose makes it not quite so bad.
She says she misses me. She says she feels like a whore when I
spend money on her. She says she’s scared of being hurt both
emotionally and physically. She says she needs some space to figure
out what ‘more’ means to her. She says a lot of things in her
email, so I spend ages reading and re-reading it. I don’t reply
immediately as I need to give it some serious thought, but at least
now I have something to work with.

Next I get some pictures
through from the security team in Georgia, so they seem on the
ball. They show Ana being met at the airport by a man and a woman,
who I guess are her mother and stepdad. Ana looks kind of emotional
as they hug her, and I hope it’s just tiredness and that nothing
has happened to upset her. Then they head off in a Tahoe SUV, which
at least seems a reasonable car. 

I assume she’ll be getting
some sleep, but then the next hour I get some pictures of her at
some place called Tybee Island beach. She’s wearing a tiny blue two
piece swim suit which she looks fucking hot in. I’d rather she was
locked up indoors. Other men are getting to see her practically
naked, while I’m stuck here hundreds of miles away. At least she’s
at the beach with her mother, so that’s some sort of a chaperone,
isn’t it? But that’s not stopping
other men feasting their eyes on what is mine, what should be for
my eyes only.  My mood takes a turn
for the worse, and I kick the shit out of Claude during our early
morning session. I think he is somewhat bemused by my
ferocity.

When I get back, I sit
down and reply to Ana’s email. I go out on a limb and really open
up to her. I tell her wealthy boyfriends like to spend money on
their girlfriends, and this doesn’t make her a whore. It just gives
me pleasure, and she should look on it as a redistribution of
wealth. I threaten to make her an appointment with Dr. Flynn
because of her low self-esteem issues. I explain that she shouldn’t
be scared of the type of relationship I want, because it’s the sub
who has all the power. She can say no, just as she did in the
boathouse, and then I can’t touch her. I tell her how much I want
her to share my lifestyle, how she has me under her spell, how
worried I am that she has flown three thousand miles to get away
from me. I offer to extend the length of our contract to six
months, a year, whatever she wants. I tell her we have to be honest
with each other. I tell her she only has to be my submissive in the
playroom, and that she has been exemplary in there so far. I tell
her that I don’t want to change her otherwise, because I find her
challenging and refreshing. I tell her to let me know what she
wants from me, what more means to her, and that I’ll try to keep an
open mind. I tell her I’m trying to respect her need for space,
that she should enjoy herself in Georgia. But not too much. I tell
her a lot of things - I’ve never written an email like this before,
and my finger hesitates over the send
button. Fuck it. I hit the send button.

Next, I head off to keep my
appointment with Dr. Flynn.

 


~~~

 


“How was the conference,
John?” I ask, as I settle myself on the green leather couch as
usual. 

“Dull as ditch water
actually. Nowhere near as fascinating as you, Christian,” he smirks
at me from his winged chair, as he puts down the case notes he’s
been reading.

“Or as profitable, with the
outrageous fee you charge to listen to my shit, especially as you
seem to find it so entertaining,” I throw back at
him. 

I couldn’t care less what he charges;
it’s just part of our warm up repartee. I like that he doesn’t take
himself too seriously. But I also know that it’s a cover;
underneath he is very perceptive and astute, and doesn’t miss a
trick.

“So, last time you told me
about this girl you’ve met – Anastasia, isn’t it. How have things
been progressing with this relationship?” 

I like the way he
pronounces Anastasia with his British
accent. I just really like her name. I just really like
her. Stop it, Grey. Grow
up.

“Still pretty confusing to
be honest. I took your advice about compromising, and I’ve said
I’ll try to give her more, that I want her to be my girlfriend as
well my sub, which I’ve never offered a woman before.”

“I see. Well that sounds
promising,” he smiles. “What about her adapting to your BDSM
needs?”

“We’ve played a scene in my
playroom, and that went really well, although naturally I took it
pretty easy on her.”

“Yes, that would be a wise
decision under the circumstances, given her lack of sexual
experience.”

“But she still says I’m too
intense, so now she’s flown hundreds of miles across to the other
side of the country to visit her mother, because she says she needs
some space to think about us.”

“That doesn’t seem
unreasonable, and is probably sensible of her. It means she’s
taking things seriously anyway.”

“You
think? But where does that leave me?
I hate her being away. I feel like shit because I already miss
her like crazy and I can’t stop thinking about her. Why does she
need to go away to think? Surely she’s just running away from me?
When we’re together, there’s this amazing bond between us, at least
I feel it and I’m pretty sure she does too, so how can she leave
me? And it’s not just the sex, although it is the best I’ve ever
experienced, bar none. I even asked if I could go with her, but she
turned me down. I’m fucking pissed that I feel like this, I’m not
used to having an infatuation and it’s doing my head in. I’m a
Dominant for Christ’s sake. I’m meant to be the one in
control.”

“Hang on a minute there,
Christian. Just because she's decided to have some time out to
visit her mother does not mean she’s leaving you.”

“Well, that’s what it feels
like to me.”

“Because unlike all your
previous submissive partners, she has dared to go ahead and do
something against your wishes?”

“Yes.”

“And you haven’t felt like
this about anyone before?”

“No, never, and I don’t
understand it. I'm obsessed – what the fuck is wrong with
me?”

“So, you really miss her,
you want to be with her all the time, you can’t stop thinking about
her, and you feel something special exists between you? And you
haven’t worked out what all this means yet?”

“Worked what
out?”

“Oh come on Christian, it’s
as plain as the nose on your face!”

“For fuck’s sake John, what
the hell are you talking about?”

“Christian, you’re in love! You've fallen head over heels in love with Anastasia,”
John declares, with a broad grin on his face.

“Shit! Don’t be so fucking
ridiculous! That's not possible, I don’t believe in all that ‘love’
crap. Well, maybe for other people, but not for someone like me. My
heart was destroyed many years ago and I’m just not capable of
‘falling in love’, as you term it. I think I’ve simply developed an
unhealthy obsession, and that’s what I need your help with, to
overcome and control it.”

John just looks smugly at
me.

“Cupid has shot his arrow
straight into your alleged heart of stone, and scored a direct hit.
No good fighting it I’m afraid, Christian,” he states.

“You are
talking straight out of your ass, and that’s not what I pay you
for,” I glare at him. Love is only for good people with pure hearts, who deserve
it. Like Mom and Dad.

“Look, you undoubtedly had
a very turbulent and unconventional adolescence, where basically
you side stepped most of the normal teenage experiences, such as
falling in love, so it's little wonder that this has taken you by
surprise. You’ve never claimed to have been in love with Elena,
despite your long term relationship with her, have you?”

“No, love was never
mentioned or discussed between us. It wasn’t that sort of
relationship. But I do know that it was exactly what I needed at
the time, because it was controlled and clear cut. I understood the
rules, and that brought me back into line when I was in danger of
totally losing control.  And so that's why I've always had a
similar type of relationship with my submissives ever since. I know
it works for me when everyone keeps to the rules.”

“Ah, yes your rules. How
does Anastasia feel about all of them?”

“She finds them hard to
accept. She’s scared of being punished, of being hurt, so I’m
trying to show her that if she trusts me to know her limits, pain
will actually become pleasure. But I think in time, she will see
that the rules are actually there for her benefit.”

“You
really believe that? You don’t think that maybe they're more for
your benefit than hers, because you have control issues? And the
fact that you’re falling in love is scaring you, because it’s alien
to you and therefore makes you feel out of control?”

“Stop with all this ‘love’
shit. If Anastasia knew what I was really like, why I have this
compulsion to beat the shit out of little brown haired girls like
her, she’d run a million miles. So there’s no point in thinking
about things like love. We just have to find a way to make this
relationship work, to cater for my sadistic needs in a way that she
can deal with. I know what happens if I don’t have a channel, an
outlet, how wild and out of control I’ll become, if I try and
suppress this need I have to punish her if she breaks the
rules.”

“Christian, how many times have I told you not to use the term
sadist? You could adapt and change if you
really wanted to. Sexual sadism is a
lifestyle choice, not a disease. It is possible for you to look to the future
and develop new ways of channeling your feelings, if you have
a partner that you love, but who does not wish to submit to the
more extreme tendencies of your lifestyle. At least Ana has been
willing to go into your playroom to experiment with you, which is a
good basis to work from, wouldn't you say?  Clearly she must
have strong feelings for you too,” John insists. 

“I am who I am, John. I
have to be honest and up front about what I would eventually want
from our relationship, even if I am willing to take things slowly.
That need is always going to be there in me, whether you agree with
the sadist label or not.”

“Okay Christian. I think
we’re going to have to leave it there for now. But I would ask you
to give some serious thought to the possibility of adapting your
needs in order to be with someone you love, and who loves you back
in return.  It’s a truly wonderful thing, to find someone to
share your life with. Believe me, I know what I’m talking about.
I’m a true Brit, who was very happily settled in London, with a
very successful career, my future all mapped out.  Then I met
Rhian. We fell deeply in love, and she just couldn’t settle and be
happy anywhere but here in the States. So, that was it. In order to
be with her, I had to up sticks and start all over again here in
Seattle. It wasn’t easy at first, but I have absolutely no regrets
whatsoever.”

“I hear what you’re saying
John. But you’re one of the good guys. You’re not full of twisted
shit. I just know what works for me,” I insist.

“No, Christian. You know
what has worked for you in the past. You need to open up your mind
to see what could work for you in the future, if you chose to leave
all that behind, which I believe you could for a woman like this
Anastasia. Just promise me you will at least give this some
thought. This is your homework for the week,” he smiles, as I get
up to leave.

“Okay, I’ll give it some
thought,” I promise, but not holding out much hope of any great
change in my outlook. 

 


~~~

 


At least now the report
from the surveillance team shows that Ana is safely back at her
mother’s place, probably for a rest. I wonder what her reaction to
my long email is. Finally I get a reply from her at around four in
the afternoon. And I’m happy, because she says that she loved my
long, loquacious, email. She tells me she’s going out to dinner at
her step father’s golf club, and that she will respond properly to
my email later. And she says she misses
me. So I should fucking well
hope.

We send a few of our usual witty
emails back and forth, then it gets really interesting when she
starts talking about spanking, asking who spanks me when I roll my
eyes. It makes me think about the two delightful times I've spanked
her, and I get an immediate hard on.

When she says she has to
get ready to go out, I find myself imagining her beautiful sexy
body, and I offer to zip up her dress. She replies that she would
rather I unzipped it and I find myself with a seriously rock hard
erection that is going to need some sort of attention, which is
difficult as I'm in the office. It gets worse when she tells me she
wants me to unzip her dress slowly, and I'm literally
panting over my keyboard as I visualize doing exactly that. That
she can have this effect on me from nearly three thousand miles
away is pretty fucking impressive.

‘Wish I
was there.’ I’m literally groaning as I type this to
her. Why the fuck did I ever
let her go away?

‘SO DO I,’ she replies,
with the subject ‘Moaning.’

Just as I’m seriously considering
another first by locking my office door to indulge in a full on
cybersex session with her, she frustratingly leaves me hanging when
she emails back, saying,

‘Gotta go. Laters,
baby.’

I’m only a little calmer
after taking things in hand in my executive rest room to relieve
the tension that this encounter with Ana has left me
with.

 


~~~

 


I’m just getting ready to go and meet
Elena, when I get an email back from Anastasia, as she’s just
returned from her evening out at the golf club. And we’re off
again, sparring with words, and I think I win this time when I use
the word concupiscent. I love the fact that she is such a
stimulating and intelligent young woman.

I was displeased to see
from the surveillance pictures that she wore the grey halter neck
dress out to the golf club. I like that dress because her naked
back is exposed in it, but I'm not there to appreciate it. At least
it looks as if the golf club was full of mostly older men like her
step father, but I still wish I’d been there to make sure everyone
kept their distance and no one touched
her. Her silky back is only for me to
touch and stroke. However, I'm pleased
that she’s now back safely at her mother’s house. This time I'm the
one who breaks off contact with Ana, so I can go and meet Elena.
I’m driving myself, having given Taylor the evening off. I know
I’ve been a moody bastard with him recently, but I guess he should
be used to it by now.

~~~

 


 Elena arrives just after me at my club. Neither of us does
late, which is another thing I like about her. I watch her
confidently making her way over to our table.

She’s wearing a fitted
black dress that shows off her trim figure to perfection, with
black stockings and high black stilettos to match. I can't recall
ever seeing her wearing anything colorful - black is her signature
look. She’s taller than Anastasia, and generally a bigger build
all-round, as befits a Dominatrix like her. Her large breasts look
good for a woman in her early forties, but then they should as I
know that she had a boob job last year. As the proprietor of the
Esclava Beauty Salon chain, naturally she is groomed to perfection,
not a hair of her platinum blonde bob is out of place. Her skin is
a light coffee shade, which in Seattle can only mean she uses a sun
bed or fake tan. I believe she favors spray tan, as it’s less
damaging to the skin in the long run. She’s immaculately made up,
sporting glossy pink lipstick, and her icy blue eyes are emphasized
by false eyelashes.

As I stand up to greet
her, she reaches out and places her hand on my arm, and I see her
long, bright red, acrylic nails that remind me of
talons. She used to use those to
great effect on my back. As she kisses
both my cheeks to greet me, I catch her unmistakable heavy
signature perfume – Chanel No.5.

“Christian, darling, it's so good to see you,” she
smiles, showing off her brilliant white teeth. I pull out her chair
for her to sit, and she casually places her designer purse on the
table. I remember that she has an impressive collection of designer
purses. She’s also dripping in expensive diamond jewelry –
earrings, necklace, and several huge rocks on her fingers. I have
no doubt that they’re all genuine – Elena would never dream of
wearing anything other than real diamonds.

When I was an
impressionable fifteen year old, everything about Elena
screamed SEX . When she kissed me and slapped my face, I was
shocked, but totally enthralled at the same time. When I saw her in
her black leather dominatrix outfit, I was hers to command, as she
knew I would be. And she taught me everything I needed to know
about fucking. She was harsh, cruel even, but I understood it,
welcomed it. I knew I deserved every lash of her whip, every harsh
bite of her cane. As she pushed me to my limits and beyond, I
accepted it, because the pain felt right, it felt good.

She’d command me that whatever she
told me to do, I was not allowed to come until she gave me
permission, knowing full well that it would be impossible for a
young man like me to have that kind of self-control. But I soon
learnt. I learnt to control that and all the other wild feelings
that were threatening to send me off on a path of self-destruction,
just like my crack whore mother.  She saved me from myself. I
know Anastasia doesn’t understand this, but that’s how it
was.

Anastasia. I feel a pang
of longing as I think about her. She is about as different to Elena
as it’s possible to be, in every conceivable way. She’s natural,
sweet, soft and kind. None of these words could ever be used to
describe Elena. 

 “What would you like to eat?” I inquire, as
I hand Elena the menu.

“Oh, you order for me
please darling. You know what I like,” she states, not even
bothering to take the menu. I look up and the waiter immediately
comes over to take our order. That’s what I expect when I'm out for
a meal - well trained staff. The waiter not annoyingly hovering at
my elbow, but discretely watching to see when it’s appropriate to
approach the table.

“We’ll both have the new
season asparagus with poached duck egg, parmesan, balsamic and
hollandaise sauce to start, followed by the sea trout with
cauliflower puree, pea and broad bean dressing. And we’ll have a
bottle of the Chassagne Montrachet, the 2007 if you have it. No
dessert.” Elena never eats dessert, but we both enjoy a good French
wine.

“Very good,
sir.”

“So, why don't you let me
look over those figures for the Esclava chain while we wait for the
food,” I suggest. It won’t take me long; after many years of
experience sizing up businesses, I can tell at a glance what I
need to know. It’s what I do.

“Thank you Christian. I’d
appreciate that,” she says, as she hands them over. I look over the
Profit & Loss and Balance sheets. All seems pretty healthy and
in good order.

“Just watch you don’t have
too much money tied up in old stock,” I suggest. “And the cash
outflow for the new branch at the Bravern Center seems to have
matched the provision made, so that’s all good. It’ll be reassuring
to see some return for that investment starting to come in – you’ve
managed to expand your customer base there I see.”

“Yes. Reputation is
everything in our business; word of mouth recommendations among our
exclusive clientele are worth far more than any advertising
campaign. Your mother and sister have been most helpful in
spreading the word among their circle of friends.”

"Well, as your silent partner, I have
no concerns.”

Our first course arrives, along with
the wine. I taste it – it’s fine. Once the waiter has left, Elena
starts to question me.

“So, have you gotten
yourself a new submissive yet? It must be what, two months since
you terminated Susannah’s contract? Such a shame she didn’t work
out for you, she had such promise too. But a man with your extreme
needs and requirements shouldn’t go too long without a suitable
form of relief. I’ve told you before; it’s not good for
you.”

I hesitate, not sure how to explain to
her about Anastasia. At least I don't have to explain to Elena
about my need to punish, my need to cane a sub if she fails to
follow my rules. She alone understands only too well.

“Actually, I’ve got a new
submissive under training – sort of.”

“What do you mean, 'sort
of'?”

“I’ve met this girl who
wasn’t into the scene, and I’m introducing her to it, gradually
training her up to be my new submissive.”

“Good God, Christian!
You’re taking a chance aren’t you? You usually recruit a very
experienced sub to be able to handle your special type of
needs.” 

“I know,
but I want her, and only her. Anastasia. No one
else will do. I know it would be far easier to just recruit a new
sub in the usual manner, but I’m just not interested. At first she
seemed a natural submissive, so I thought why the fuck not?
Everyone has to start somewhere don’t they? And I thought molding
her to my own way of doing things could be stimulating and fun,
something different, a new challenge.”

“I see.
So how has this Anastasia of yours taken to
subbing? Is she a natural? Has she accepted you as her Dominant?
Can she give you what you need?” I see the skeptical look on
Elena’s face, and I think she's put out that I haven't consulted
her about any of this before now. 

“To be honest, I was wrong
about her being a natural submissive. She‘s nothing of the sort,
although she’s said she’ll try. And yet I can’t help myself; I
still really want her.”

“What’s she
like?”

“Anastasia? She’s a natural
beauty. She’s sweet and lovely, yet challenging and witty, and sexy
as hell. A real contradiction,” I try to explain, seeing Elena’s
disapproving  look.

“How old is she? What does
she do?”

“Twenty one, coming up
twenty two. She’s just graduated from WSU.” 

We pause as our plates are
cleared away, and the main course is served. Once the waiter makes
himself scarce again, we continue our conversation.

“Christian, are you sure that… well I hate to say it, but you
are a very wealthy man. This …what shall we call it,
this infatuation of yours with this
young girl. Her apparent sweetness and innocence could be an act to
entrap you, you do realize? Did she claim to be a virgin? That can
often be part of the act you know.”

“For fuck’s sake Elena! I’m
not stupid! She was a virgin as it happens, and no, it wasn’t an
act I can assure you. She’s not interested in my money, and doesn't
even like me buying her gifts. She is just a naturally lovely
girl.” 

I don't mention Flynn's assertion that
I've fallen in love with Anastasia. I know what Elena's opinion
about that would be. I'm still not sure what I make of it myself.
She's not a fan of Flynn in any case; she thinks he can’t
understand the true nature of a BDSM Dominant, as he's never been
involved in the scene for himself. 

“Hmm. If you say so
Christian.” I can see she’s not convinced.

“So how is the submissive
training going? Have you caned her yet? How did she take
it?”

“I’m taking things slowly
at the moment. We started off with some basic vanilla."

I remember only too well how Elena
didn’t take things slowly with me; she caned and whipped me right
from the very beginning. But that was different. I really needed
it.

“Vanilla? For a man like you?
Christian, you’re her Dom for God’s sake, you can't
go on like this. She has to comply with your needs, you know that you
have to establish the ground rules right from the outset. You have
to be honest with her, and if that scares her off, then she’s not
for you, and it’s best that you know this sooner rather than later,
however flattering it may be to have her chasing after you. All
this is just a novelty for you.”

“I hear what you’re saying
Elena, I really do, and normally that’s exactly how I would be. But
it’s just different with Anastasia, and actually the vanilla was
really great, I have to say. It paid off, because she was exemplary
in our first scene in my playroom. And I'm the one pursuing her,
trying to persuade her we can make this work. She’s away at the
moment, gone to visit her mother in Georgia, so that she can think
about things, about us.”

“Is that because you’ve
told her about your needs? Has that scared her off to go running
into her mommy’s arms?”

“I don’t really know, to be
honest. It worries me that she felt the need to get away. I miss
her like crazy, and I just want to go and be with her. But I think
that might scare her off if I follow her to Georgia, so I'm doing
my best to give her some space.”

“Nonsense
Christian! If you feel that strongly, and she’s everything you say
she is, then go and surprise her with a visit. But you have to be
totally honest and up front with her
about all your needs. You know what happens if you try to shut
them off, and that wouldn’t be fair to either of you if you went
off the rails again. You have to make her understand; don't hold
anything back, be totally honest and show her, demonstrate to her
exactly how extreme your needs are. Trust me, that’s what you need
to do, if you’re going to stand any chance of making things work
with her, if that’s what you really want. If she’s the girl you
think she is, she will accept this and do it for you.”

“I know. I know what I am,
and that she needs to understand about me,” I sigh.
 

“Fly out to see her. Spend
some time with her. Show her the real you. If you think it would
help, I could talk to her, maybe even help you to train her when
you get back. I could show her how to be a really good submissive
for you. If you’re really sure this is what you want, I’ll give you
my full support.”

I look at Elena’s hard face. So
different from Ana’s.

“Thanks for the offer, I’ll
bear it in mind, but I think I have things in hand. And maybe I
will surprise her with a visit. You think she’d really like that?
She did say she missed me and she wished I was there.”

“See? What did I tell you?
Just do it Christian,” she urges me.

So when I get back from my dinner
date, I recall Taylor from his evening off. 

Because I’ve made up my
mind. I’ve decided. I’m going to Georgia to see Anastasia, just as
soon as I can get everything arranged.


Chapter 23 - Sweet
Georgia




I sit quietly hidden away in the far
corner of the bar, nursing my drink.

It was a stroke of luck
that the female CPO in the security detail followed Anastasia and
her mother into the restroom when they were out shopping earlier,
and overheard them discussing where to go for a drink
tonight. In the end, her mother promised to treat Ana to cocktails
in the up-market ‘Rocks on the Roof’ bar at The Bohemian . It’s one
of Savannah’s most exclusive hotels, so naturally this is the hotel
I've booked into. Stalker extraordinaire.

I had dinner, and then
made my way up to the bar, once I got word from the security detail
that Ana and her mom were on their way.  Having
flown all the way across the continent to be with her, I just want
to be in the same place as Ana. I have this overwhelming desire to
see her in the flesh, even if it’s just watching her from a
distance. I’m still allowing her the time alone with her mom aren’t
I?  

The plan is not to let her know I'm
here until I make a surprise visit tomorrow morning.
 Although, if the surprise that I've sent Taylor to
organize comes off, I may have to revise these plans. I spent a lot
of the time on the flight here today thinking about what I can do
to prove to Ana that I'm serious about wanting more with her, and I
came up with something that hopefully I think we can share and
enjoy together – something not sexually motivated
either. 

I secretly watch as Ana and
her mother drink Cosmopolitans and talk animatedly. I really hope
that Elena is right, that Anastasia is going to be pleased I’m
here. As a woman, I'm assuming Elena knows more about these things
than I do, so I’m putting my faith in her judgment.

Having not long arrived in
Georgia, I’ve only just replied to the email Ana sent me while I
was flying out here, quizzing me about who I had
dinner with last night. In my reply, I confirm that I did
indeed have dinner with Elena, or Mrs. Robinson, as she calls her.
When her mother disappears towards the powder room, I see Ana
quickly get her cell out of her purse, and I’m hoping it’s my reply
she’s anxiously looking for. I watch to see the expression on her
face as she reads my email, and wonder if she’ll notice the
giveaway clue that it’s been sent from the same time zone that
she’s in - EST. 

Her facial reaction to my email is not
good - probably not helped by the fact that she’s already on her
second Cosmopolitan.  I sigh in frustration. When will
she learn to pace her consumption of alcohol, as her tolerance
level is pretty low? Mind you, her mother is already on her third,
so she isn’t setting a very good example.

I see Ana furiously
tapping a reply into her cell, and I’m taken aback by the
bitchy tone of it when it arrives on my cell. ‘OLD Dinner Companions’, she’s put as
the subject. 

Well I suppose to be fair, Elena
is about the same age as Ana’s mother, who is forty two,
the background checks revealed. Which means she had Ana young, when
she was about the same age as Ana is now. Probably an unplanned
pregnancy. How stupid was that? There’s no reason for an unplanned
pregnancy for anyone with the slightest intelligence. Which reminds
me to check that Ana got her period this week, as I know it was
due. We’ve not taken any risks, but I want to be sure there’s not
been any kind of an unfortunate condom failure, while it’s still
early enough to be dealt with. Never leave anything that important
to chance, that’s my philosophy.

I read her caustic words about Elena
in her email again:

 


‘She’s not just an old
friend. 

Has she found another
adolescent boy to sink her teeth into? 

Did you get too old for
her? 

Is that the reason your
relationship finished?’

 


I’m not at all happy about
this reaction. I need to talk to her. It’s clear she
really doesn’t understand about my relationship with Elena at all,
and I don't want to leave her brooding about this all night. Of
course the fact that I’m itching to see Ana, just to touch her, may
be influencing my thought process here, because  I know I’m
looking for an excuse to see her right now, this minute. I already
feel better, calmer, just knowing that she is within reach. When I
see the ladies order another round of drinks, I
decide it’s time to step in. I email her back.

 


‘How many Cosmopolitans are you going to
drink?’

 


I watch with some amusement as her
head jerks up and she glances nervously round the bar, having
worked out that this means I’m actually here. But I'm so well
tucked away, she doesn’t see me until I make my way over to their
table. I just hope I haven’t blown things by following her
here. She told me ‘no’, when I asked if I could come with her, and
yet here I am.  But I cling to the fact that she said she
missed me, and that she wished I was here.

“Hi,” she
says, clearly very surprised to see
me. But pleased?

“Hi,” I
reply, as I lean down to kiss her sweet, soft
cheek. Yep, she still smells
as good as ever, even though she’s been drinking.

“Christian, this is my
mother, Carla,” Ana politely introduces us. I like this. I
appreciate good manners; I was brought up to always show
good manners too.

I turn my attention to her mother. I
see an attractive woman, who looks much younger than her actual
age. Ana has taken after her mother with her slim build, but her
mother’s hair is lighter, and her eyes are a hazel color. Ana
must have inherited her darker brown hair and stunning blue
eyes from her deceased father I assume. 

As it seems that Ana is
close to her mom, I decide it would be prudent to get on the right
side of her, just as I did with her stepfather, Ray. So I
turn on the full blown Christian Grey charm that usually has most
women eating out of my hand and swooning at my feet. There are some
advantages to being considered good looking, even though I know
it's just a stupid, shallow reaction to my physical features, not
to the real person inside. They would soon realize this person is
hideously ugly and deformed, if they could only see the real
me.

“Mrs. Adams, I am delighted
to meet you,” I smile, as I proffer my hand. It works
like a charm, I note with some satisfaction, as her jaw falls
open.

“Christian,” she replies
breathlessly as she takes my hand, and I note Ana’s irritation
at her mother’s reaction.

“What are
you doing here?” she snaps at
me. Not the response I was
hoping for. She seems pissed at me.

“I came to see you, of
course. I’m staying in this hotel,” I reply as calmly as I
can.

“You’re staying here?” she
asks incredulously.

“Well,
yesterday you said you wished I was
here.” You did,
honestly. She just looks at me
stony faced. “We aim to please, Miss
Steele.” Please don't be like this.
You’re meant to be pleased to see me.

“Won’t you join us for a
drink, Christian?” Ana’s mom pipes up, as she signals to
the waiter.

“I’ll have a gin and tonic.
Hendricks if you have it, or Bombay Sapphire. Cucumber with the
Hendricks, or lime with the Bombay.”

Ana looks at me strangely.
So I’m particular how I take my G & T. What’s wrong with that?
That’s the advantage of coming to a decent hotel, they know the
correct way to serve each brand.

“And two more Cosmos, please,” Ana adds defiantly. I frown, but let
it pass.  I don't want to start off with a
row.

“Please pull up a chair,
Christian,” her mom invites me with a smile.

“Thank you, Mrs. Adams.” I
remember her latest married name, having refreshed my
memory by re-reading the details of her background check - I
always do my homework.

I pull up a chair and sit next to Ana,
stupidly thrilled just to be in close proximity to her
again. And I can feel that pull, that electricity humming
between us. It’s always there.

“So you just happen
to be staying in the hotel where we’re drinking?” Ana quizzes
me suspiciously.

“Or, you
just happen to be drinking in the hotel where I’m staying,” I
counter. Well it’s sort of
true, isn’t it? “I just finished
dinner, came in here, and saw you. I was distracted thinking about
your recent email, and I glance up and there you are.
Quite a coincidence, eh?” I give a little smile to convince her
that my bullshit story is plausible. Well it could be true. It’s only a little white lie. Need to
know basis. She doesn’t need to know that I have her under
surveillance. All for her own good.

“My mother and I were
shopping this morning and on the beach this afternoon. We decided
on a few cocktails this evening,” she mutters. And I know she’s
telling the truth, because the security detail has been keeping me
informed. First thing I did when we landed was catch up
on their reports. Taylor was right; the female operative is very
efficient. I’m pleased with her very detailed reports, so I think
she may have earned herself a bonus, thanks to her excellent
work.

“Did you
buy that top?” I ask Ana innocently, knowing full well that she
did, having seen the surveillance picture of her with the green
silk outfit in the shop. I thought it would suit her, and
it does. “The color suits you. And you’ve caught some sun. You look
lovely.” You always look
lovely.

I’m pleased to see her flush.
She does care what I think. Good.

“Well, I was going to pay
you a visit tomorrow. But here you are.” I reach over, take her
hand, and squeeze it gently, running my hand across her
knuckles. It’s been nearly three long days since we had any
contact, and it’s all I can do to control the urge to grab her hand
and pull her into my arms. I need her. Desperately. “I thought I’d
surprise you. But as ever, Anastasia, you surprise me by being
here.”

Ana’s mom is staring at
me. I remember that Ana has not had a boyfriend before, so this
must be a new experience for her too. And I was meant
to be giving them time together. There’s nothing wrong with a girl spending time with her mom
is there? She’s lucky to have a caring
mother after all, even if she does seem a little wacky.

“I don't want to interrupt
the time you have with your mother. I’ll have a quick drink, and
then retire. I have work to do,” I promise Ana. It’s true; I
do have work to catch up on. I’ve justified this trip to myself on
the basis of several business opportunities I’ve found that are
worth investigating in this neck of the woods. And as always, I
have numerous calls to make and emails to reply to.

“Christian, it’s lovely to
meet you finally,” Ana’s mom pipes up. “Ana has spoken very fondly
of you.” I hope this is true, and clearly she’s told her
about me, so that’s good.

“Really?”
I smile back . I wonder just exactly what she has told
her. Somehow, I don't think
she will have told her mom how you like to beat and flog girls like
her, Grey.

The waiter brings our
drinks, pleased with himself because he’s got the
Hendricks.  What’s the big deal,
it’s your job, asshole.

“How long are you in
Georgia, Christian?” Ana’s mom asks.

“Until Friday, Mrs.
Adams.”

My plan is to fly Ana back with me in my private jet. Then it’s the
weekend, which she will be spending with me as agreed, and she’ll
be accompanying me to the function on Saturday night. I hope she’ll
like the surprise gift of the diamond earrings I’m having Cartier
make for her – she doesn't have any decent jewelry, and I
want to put that right.  This will be the first of many such
gifts I hope, if she accepts this one graciously.  

“Will you have
dinner with us tomorrow evening? And please, call me
Carla.”

“I’d be delighted to,
Carla.” Because this will give me the opportunity to meet
another of Ana’s stepfathers, having already met Ray. This one’s
called Robbin, but is known as Bob, the background checks revealed.
I like having all the details, all the blanks filled in as far as
possible.

“Excellent. If you two will excuse me, I need
to visit the powder room.” I realize that she’s giving us some
space, because I know she’s only just been to the powder
room. Nice move, Carla,
appreciate it.

"So, you’re mad at me for
having dinner with an old friend.” I lift her hand to my
lips and kiss each knuckle gently.

“Yes,” Ana
murmurs, and I can tell by her erratic breathing that she
is craving the contact between us just as much as I am.

“Our
sexual relationship was over long ago, Anastasia. I don't
want anyone but you. Haven’t you worked that out yet?” I can’t even
contemplate being with anyone else. It's you baby. Only you.

She blinks at me.

“I think
of her as a child molester, Christian,” she
states. Whoa! That’s an
extreme reaction.

“That’s
very judgmental. It wasn't like that,” I whisper, as I let go
of her hand in shock at her words.

“Oh, how was it
then? She took advantage of a vulnerable fifteen year old
boy. If you had been a fifteen year old girl and Mrs. Robinson was
a Mr. Robinson, tempting you into a BDSM lifestyle, that would have
been okay? If it was Mia, say?”

I’m shocked to the very
core at that thought. If anyone had ever laid a finger on my
baby sister, I would have killed them. Seriously, I would have torn
them limb from limb. But that’s different. She’s never done
anything to deserve being treated in that way. She has a perfect
heart; she’s so sweet, and pure and innocent. Unlike me. I needed
to be controlled and deserved to be punished.

“Ana, it wasn’t like that.”
I protest. She just glares at me. I suppose I can't argue
with how it looks to her.

“Okay, it didn’t feel like
that to me. She was a force for good. What I
needed.”

Ana looks puzzled. “I
don't understand.” No, because you
don't know the sordid depths of my twisted black
soul. 

If this is going to turn into an
argument, perhaps it was a mistake for me to have come.

“Anastasia, your mother will be back shortly. I'm not
comfortable talking about this now. Later maybe. If you don't want
me here, I have a plane on stand-by at Hilton Head, I can
go.” This is all going pear
shaped. Shit.

“No – don’t go. Please. I’m
thrilled you’re here. I’m just trying to make you understand. I’m
angry that as soon as I left, you had dinner with her.
Think about how you are when I get anywhere near José. José is a
good friend. I have never had a sexual relationship with him.
Whereas you and her…”

“You’re
jealous?” Light
bulb moment. Her reaction suddenly
makes sense.

I finally get it. This I
can understand and relate to. I really don't think I
could handle it if Anastasia had history. Just the thought of José
holding her in his arms is enough to send me into a blind fury if I
let myself dwell on it. But if she’s jealous, it shows she cares,
that she’s possessive of me. This I like. Hell yeah!

“Yes, and angry about what
she did to you.”

“Anastasia, she helped me. That’s all I’ll say about that.
And as for your jealousy, put yourself in my shoes. I haven’t had
to justify my actions to anyone in the last seven
years. Not since I broke up
with Elena. Not one person. I do as I
wish, Anastasia. I like my autonomy. I didn't go and see Mrs.
Robinson to upset you. I went because every now and then we have
dinner. She’s a friend and a business partner.”

I watch to see how this information
goes down. I realize she needs some reassurance that I’m not having
an affair, I'm not sleeping with another woman. “Yes, we’re
business partners. The sex is over between us. It has been for
years.”

“Why did your relationship
finish?”

Crap. This is
not going to sound good. “Her husband found out.”

And beat the shit out of Elena for
it. Strange thing was, Elena wouldn’t press charges
against him, despite the horrendous injuries he inflicted on her.
It was almost as if she welcomed the fact that he’d finally paid
her some sort of attention, that he’d noticed she existed. I wanted
to kill him, but Elena was adamant that I had to steer clear of
him, that there were other ways to get even. So I’m still biding my
time, and if the opportunity ever arises I won’t hesitate to cut
his balls off – slowly and painfully.

But this is not how I envisaged
spending my reunion with Ana – reminiscing about all that old
shit.

“Can we talk about
this some other time – somewhere more private?”

“I don't think you’ll
ever convince me that she’s not some kind of pedophile,”
she stubbornly insists.

“I don’t
think of her in that way. I never have. Now that’s enough!” I
finally snap at her. This is not what I had planned for this
evening. Why won’t she just
leave it the fuck alone?

“Did you
love her?” What?

“How are you two getting
on?” We are interrupted by the return of Ana’s mother, and
so we hastily sit back in our chairs, trying to act as if
everything is perfectly normal between us.

“Fine, Mom,” Ana assures
her.

Maybe this was
a bad idea, to crash their little drinks party. I decide
to cut my losses and head off as soon as I finish my drink. I look
over at Ana, and I can just tell that she is still turning all this
about Elena over in her mind. Over
thinking again. Maybe I should never
have told her about any of it, but in my heart I know that it’s
best to be upfront and open.  Except
for the very blackest part. You can’t tell her
that. This is me. Fifty shades of screwed
up me.

“Well
ladies, I shall leave you to your evening.” I’m pleased
to see that Ana looks disappointed at my declaration. “Please put
these drinks on my tab, room number 612. I’ll call you in the
morning, Anastasia. Until tomorrow, Carla.” I’ve dropped a little
hint there for Ana, just in case she feels inclined to come and
find me later so I can fuck her senseless, but I’m pretty sure I’ve
blown things for tonight. And she’s with her mother, for crying out
loud. Not a fucking hope in
hell, Grey.

“Oh, it’s so nice to
hear someone use your full name,” her mother
smiles.

“Beautiful name for a
beautiful girl,” I agree, much to her mom's obvious
pleasure as we shake hands.

Ana stands up and looks at me. I
lean down and gently kiss her cheek.

“Laters,
baby,” I whisper in her
ear. Please? Then I go, determinedly
not looking back.

 


~~~

 


Back in my suite,
I force myself to focus on work. I set up my MacBook,
check the status of some contracts, then answer the most pressing
emails. Next, I call Ros to get an update on several of the
important deals I left with her. Part of the reason for my success
is the fact that I’ve built up a strong, dependable team around me,
but even so, no matter what is going on in my private life, I
always keep my finger on the pulse. Control freak in all areas of my life.

Perhaps it was a mistake to follow Ana
out here to Georgia if all we're going to do is row
about Elena.  But in the end, I just couldn’t help
myself, I was going crazy back in Seattle. It doesn't feel right
when she’s so far away from me. Perhaps tomorrow we can start
afresh, especially if Taylor has been able to make the arrangements
I asked him to.

I’m disturbed by a gentle tapping
at the door, so I walk over to open it while I’m still talking
to Ros.

To my great surprise, it’s
Anastasia. Once I get over the initial shock, I eagerly beckon her
in while I continue to discuss work matters with Ros, wanting
to get this out of the way so that I’ll be free to concentrate
totally on Anastasia.

I’m beyond thrilled by this turn of
events. She’s here. With me. Alone in this suite.

I think quickly. I decide to bring
forward the plans and preparations I’d made in hopeful anticipation
of Ana being happy to see me here.

But I need a few minutes first. As
I attempt to wind things up with Ros on my cell, I show Ana
the minibar, and indicate that she should help herself. As long as
she’s safely here with me, I don't mind if she’s slightly drunk –
she’ll be more relaxed. Then I head towards the bathroom, run the
water to fill the bath, and light the candles that I ordered to be
placed around the side. I love candle light, it’s so soft and
seductive.

I amble back into the main
room, all the while still on my cell, as I run through the last few
things with Ros. I see that Ana has helped herself to an orange
juice, so I hand her a glass and the ice bucket.

“There’s a plot of land
here that I'm interested in… I want to see what Georgia will offer
if we move in… If their incentives are attractive enough. I think
we should consider it, though I’m not sure about the
damned heat here… I agree Detroit has its advantages too, and
it’s cooler… Why? Get Bill to call tomorrow… Not too early.” I hang
up, and turn my full attention to Anastasia.

We stand and look at each
other, both unsure of where things stand between us.

“You didn't answer my
question,” she finally murmurs, as she looks deep into my
eyes, seemingly searching for something there.

“No, I
didn’t,” I reply quietly. Shit,
she’s still harping on about Elena.

“No, you didn't answer my
question or no, you didn't love her?” she
persists.

Love? Elena? That was never part
of our arrangement. She thinks love is for fools - stupid,
romantic, idealistic idiots. She believes in listening to what your
body needs, that only the physical aspects of human desire are real
and not imagined. Fucking. Not making love. Nothing else to confuse
or contaminate the physical pleasures of the flesh. And she knows
every conceivable way to maximize those pleasures, and she taught
me each and every one in minute detail. 

As I see
the unmistakable look of desire in Ana’s eyes, it occurs
to me that maybe all this Elena shit is just an excuse, a reason
for her to come and find me. This pleases
me. I fucking knew it; she does feel
the same pull as me, the sheer magnetism between us.

“What are you doing here,
Anastasia?” I ask, feeling a lot happier about things now
I’ve worked this out.

“I’ve just told you.” She’s
stubborn. She wants her pound of flesh. She wants to hear
me say it. So I take a deep breath and come out with the
words.

“No. I didn't love
her.”  

What is all this fuss
about the ‘L’ word anyway? In fact, what is all the
fuss about love in general, like all that shit Flynn came out
with about me falling in love? Fucked up men like me don't do love.
End of. I’ve just developed an infatuation, an obsession that’s
caused me to drop everything and fly hundreds of miles on the off
chance that this woman will be pleased to see me. 

But at least I can see that Ana has
finally relaxed now that I’ve told her that I didn't love
Elena. 

So she cares. Really
cares.  I feel a warm sensation spreading through me. I put it
down to this fucking Georgia heat, the air conditioning must be
faulty.

“You’re quite the
green-eyed goddess, Anastasia. Who would have thought?” I tease
her. But I like it. I like that she is jealous.
 

“Are you making fun of me,
Mr. Grey?”

“I wouldn’t dare,” I shake
my head. 

Oh this is going to
be fun, Miss Steele. You want me every bit as much as I want you.
We are well matched. Time to get on with things. Time for some much
needed fucking.

My cell buzzes, but I
switch it off. I know I've dealt with the important things,
so the world can just fuck off for now. 

~~~

I think I’m going to get some
large mirrors installed in my playroom. I can’t believe this
hasn't occurred to me before. It is so erotic watching us in the
large mirrors in the bathroom. It’s like I'm a voyeur as well as a
participant. I get to see Ana in all her full naked glory from
several angles as I touch her, as I watch her reactions to my
touch, to her own touch.

I don't care that she’s bleeding, I
still want her.  Makes no difference to me if she’s got
her period. I'm not squeamish, it’s just another body
fluid. Elena taught me all about anal sex, and if you’ve
experienced the reality of what that entails, anything else is easy
by comparison. 

And I'm glad Ana’s got her
period. It means she’s not pregnant. It means she can start taking
the pill. And best of all, it means I don't have to use a
fucking condom, finally. But under the circumstances, fucking
in the bathroom is going to be better than in the bed. I don’t like
messy sheets, and I’d rather not have to ring room service to get
them changed after we’re done.

I quickly undress Ana, and as
I kneel behind her to remove her jeans and panties, I
make her gasp when I’m unable to resist softly biting that
delicious, perfect ass of hers.

“Look at you. You are so
beautiful,” I whisper as I stand up and use her hands entwined with
mine to caress her body. “Feel how soft your skin is.
Feel how full your breasts are.” All the time, we watch ourselves
together in the steamy mirror. It is so incredibly erotic, and I
watch her moaning as I tease and play with her sensitive
nipples.

I try to get her to carry on caressing
and playing with herself while I watch, but she
falters, clearly uneasy and lacking in confidence about
her body. I don't understand why she doesn't realize how truly
beautiful she is. But she’s more than happy to let me continue,
which I willingly do. I quickly discard my clothes, and my erection
presses up hard against her, as I trail my lips across the soft
skin of her shoulders and neck, gently nipping and biting her. God,
she feels fantastic. How can I ever get enough of her?

I trail my hand lower to
gently tease her, but my need is now so urgent that I don’t
linger, instead I spin her round to kiss her deeply
and passionately.

The sensible, logical
part of my brain is still just about functioning, so I
remember to confirm my facts before taking things any further. But
we’re all good; she started her period yesterday, she has taken her
pill, and she doesn’t have cramps.

“Hold onto the sink,” I
order. I pull her hips back, and then reach down to find her
tampon cord. One quick pull, then I toss it into the toilet.
And now, finally I get to enjoy fucking her properly, with no
condom.

I hold onto Ana's hips as
she bends over to grip the sink, then ease into her,
enjoying the sensation of her stretching to accommodate
all of me, all the way, deep inside her, as we both groan from the
immense pleasure we feel. I would hardly have believed it possible,
but with no condom as a barrier, she feels even more fucking
amazing. We fit together perfectly. I can appreciate every tiny
little rub and ripple of her hot slickness tightly surrounding and
sucking at my cock. This is pure heaven. Heaven for my
cock. 

I move slowly until I’m sure she’s
okay with this, but when I feel her pushing herself
back against me to greedily try and get me buried even
deeper inside her, I know I can let go. My need is so desperate, so
urgent, that I don’t have much time, so I reach round to stroke her
with my finger tip. I quicken the pace as I pound into her, setting
a punishing rhythm that she welcomes as tries to grind herself even
harder against me. I angle my hips to satisfy her, and that’s
enough to send Ana to her climax. I feel her insides magically
clenching around my cock, my reward for her climax, my cue to let
go, as I clasp her tightly to me in the throes of my
orgasm. 

“Oh, Ana! Oh, baby, will I
ever get enough of you,” I moan as I release into her.
The intensity of my need consumes me, overwhelms me,
scares me, thrills me. We sink slowly to the floor, and I keep her
on my lap as I curl my arms around her. 

She is mine. Only mine.
She belongs to me.

After a few minutes
recovering, I suggest we take a bath. As we stand, I see her
looking intently at the scars on my chest.  I feel
uncomfortable about her scrutiny, and knowing her inquiring mind,
I'm not surprised when she starts asking me about them.

"Your scars, they're not from chicken pox," she whispers.

"No, they're not," I snap back. "Don't look at me like that."

I really don't want to talk about this, not here, not now, in fact
not ever.

“Did she do that?” she
asks.

“She? Mrs. Robinson?
She’s not an animal, Anastasia. Of course she didn't. I
don't understand why you feel you have to demonize her.”

For fuck’s sake – she doesn't think
Elena would seriously do something like that does she? Okay,
so maybe she whipped and caned me hard, but she never did
anything to scar me permanently. Ana really has an irrational
grudge against Elena. Typical illogical female behavior. Maybe
because it’s her time of the month? I realize I have evidence of
that fact all over my cock. Time for the bath.

Ana walks past and steps down
into the foamy water in the sunken bath, then looks up at
me.

"I just wonder what you would be like
if you hadn't met her. If she hadn't introduced you to
your... um, lifestyle."

As I slip down into the steamy hot
water to join Anastasia in the bath, I sigh as
I realize that Ana is not going to give up. I cast my
mind back to those days when I was Elena's sub...


Chapter 24 - How It All
Began And More




We sit in the deep, warm,
soothing bath, just looking at each other. My past relationship
with Elena is not a subject I really want to discuss with
Anastasia, but it seems that she can be every bit as tenacious as
her friend Miss Kavanagh. I realize that she’s not going to give up
on this until I give her some more information.

I think back to when I
was that angry fifteen year old young man. I was an unapproachable
loner, with no friends. My body was teeming with hormones, as well
as anger, frustration, resentment, and confusion. I had very strong
urges and needs, but I couldn’t bear to be touched by anyone, so
sex was out of the question.

My parents insisted I had
some counseling with some asshole therapist, but that was no help
whatsoever, and I only went to the appointments to keep them happy.
I found that drinking helped to numb things, but it also meant that
I lost what little control I had, so I got into lots of fights.
Really bad fights. I even toyed with the idea of drugs providing me
with an escape from my turmoil. I was only a step or two away from
descending onto the same path to hell as my birthmother.

And then Elena took control of
me.

~~~

After Elena slapped my face and then
kissed me that first time, I didn't know what to expect when I went
round to her house the next day to carry on with the work in her
yard. When I got there, she was nowhere to be seen, but she’d left
me a note.

Christian.

You have five minutes.
Come upstairs. First door on the right. Take all your clothes
off and leave them in a neat pile by the door. Knock on the door,
then enter the room and kneel in front of me. Do not speak unless I
instruct you to do so.

Mistress Elena.

 


I read the note several times over, my
pulse racing, my hand shaking. What should I do? Leave, run for the
hills, never to return? Hell no, this was the most exciting thing
ever to have happened to me, so I quickly did as she
bid.

My eyes nearly popped out
of my head when I entered the room, stark naked, and saw Elena
wearing a black leather corset, a short black leather skirt, a
garter belt with black net stockings, and black leather stiletto
boots. She was lovingly fingering a cane that she held in her
hand.

I eagerly scurried over to
kneel down in front of her. She circled round, inspecting me, then
clipped a black leather studded collar around my neck. It had a
chain, which she tugged so hard that my head jerked
back.

“Eyes down,” she
snapped.

“Err… yes, of course…” I
mumbled.

I felt a sharp slap on my
cheek.

“Do not speak unless I give
you permission. Is that understood?” she instructed me coldly. This
time I kept quiet. I didn't have her permission.

“You may speak.”

“Yes, I
understand.”

Another slap on my cheek.

“You will address me as
Mistress Elena. You may speak, but only to answer my
questions.”

“Yes, Mistress Elena. I
understand.”

“Better. Now, do you like
what you see? You may look at me.”

“Yes, Mistress Elena. I
like what I see very much.”

She smiled a cool smile at
me.

“Yes, I thought you might.
Tell me, what would you like to do?”

Well, the answer to that was obvious,
wasn’t it?

“Please Mistress Elena, I’d
really like to fuck you,” I said. 

That’s what this was all
about, right? Clearly she wasn’t getting it from her old
man, so she wanted me to bang her.

Another slap on my cheek.

“Dear, dear, next time I’m
going to have to use my cane if you keep getting things wrong,
Christian. Think carefully, and try again. What would you like
to do?”

I wracked my brains. Then it dawned on
me.

“Whatever it is that will
please you most, Mistress Elena.”

“You are a fast learner,
Christian. Yes, that’s it exactly. You will do whatever I tell you
to. You will behave in the manner that I deem appropriate at all
times. If you please me, you will earn a reward. If you
displease me, you will earn a punishment.”

She walked behind me, and all of a
sudden I felt her cane cut across my back. I yelped and
flinched. Shit! That fucking hurt.

“That is just a little
taste of the punishment I will give you if I find out that you have
been taking drugs, drinking alcohol of any type, or getting
into any kind of trouble at all. And trust me, I will find out. You
will become my whipping boy. Do you understand?”

“Y... yes, Mistress Elena,”
I gasped.

Then I suddenly felt her fingers
around my cock, which had been standing to attention ever since
I’d entered the room. She squeezed me, then slowly and
enticingly massaged my length. I groaned loudly, and nearly came
right there on the spot, it felt so good.

“But if you are a good
boy and please me, then your reward will be unimaginable
pleasure. Pleasure in ways that you would not have dreamed were
even possible,” she leaned down and whispered in my
ear.

“Please, Mistress Elena. I
only want to please you,” I begged, as she continued to stroke
my throbbing, aching cock. Then she suddenly withdrew her
hand. 

“That’s enough of
that. You haven't earned the right to come yet. And you can
only come if I give you permission,” she stated coldly, as I
whimpered in frustration.

“But… but I really need…”
I started to protest, then jerked in shock as her cane
cut across my back again.

“Do not dare to argue or
defy me, Christian. You are an instrument of my will. I
will begin by instructing you in how I wish you to
pleasure me, how you can earn the right to come, should I decide to
let you.”

 


~~~

 


And that was how it had all started
with Elena. She saved me. She brought me into line. I didn't
drink any more, I steered clear of drugs, and knuckled down to work
hard at my studies, because that was what Mistress Elena told me I
had to do. 

And Elena knew from my mom
about the issues I had with being touched, so she only touched me
in a sexual manner, which I was fine with. It wasn't a love affair.
But for the incredible carnal rewards I earned when I pleased her,
I’d have done anything she told me, anything at all. I lost all my
inhibitions, as Elena taught me what my body was capable of, as
well as what a woman’s body was capable of.

And as for the very harsh punishments
she frequently gave me for the most minor misdemeanors – even they
felt good, and taught me self-control. I discovered that
pain increased my sexual pleasure, taking things to a higher, much
more intense level for me. And I understood that I deserved the
punishments, and somehow they helped to balance out the bad shit in
my head.

 


~~~

 


I come back to the present, and
realize Anastasia is still waiting for me to say
something.

So how to explain all of
this to her? She doesn't need to hear all the gory
details. Now that I’ve discovered she is quite the little
green eyed monster, that would only ramp up her jealousy. She is a
very cute green eyed monster I have to say, and I find it sexy as
hell that she feels that way about me. She wants me to
be her man, and hers only. I totally get that now. And I like
it very much. She is possessive of me. No one’s been that way with
me. Because you’ve always kept the
others at a distance, you never let any of the others be possessive
of you, Grey. Only Elena, and that
was just her exerting her control over me as my Dominatrix
Mistress.

“I would
probably have gone the way of my birth-mother, had it not been for
Mrs. Robinson,” I start to explain. Ana blinks at me in disbelief.
“She loved me in a way that I found…
acceptable.” Not really love
as such though, was it?

“Acceptable?” Ana whispers
back.

“Yes. She
distracted me from the destructive path I found myself
following. It’s very hard to grow up in a perfect family when
you’re not perfect,” I try to
explain. My family all have
pure, good hearts. Not an evil, maggot infested one like mine. My
dearest, wonderful Mom tried her best to fix me, but it’s just not
possible.

“Does she still love
you?”

“I don’t think so, not like
that.” I frown as I try to make her understand that Elena never
actually ‘loved’ me. It was just a physical, sexual affair between
us. “I keep telling you it was a long time ago. It’s in
the past. I couldn't change it even if I wanted to, which I don’t.
She saved me from myself. I’ve never discussed this with anyone.
Except Dr. Flynn, of course. And the only reason I'm talking about
this now, to you, is because I want you to trust me.”

Christ, this is hard. I
wouldn’t put myself through this for anyone but
Anastasia, I hope she realizes.

“I do
trust you, but I want to know you better, and whenever I try to
talk to you, you distract me. That’ll be all the fucking. Best type of distraction I
know .There’s so much
I want to know.”

Will she never
give up with all this shit! I’ve opened up to her more than I
ever have to anyone else, and it’s still not enough. I don't do
heart to heart. Not my style.

“Oh for pity’s sake,
Anastasia. What do you want to know? What do I have to
do?”

 I’m trying hard
not to lose my temper, but I’m really not used to this type of
inquisition.

“I’m just trying to
understand; you’re such an enigma. Unlike anyone I’ve met before.
I’m glad you’re telling me what I want to know,” Ana
pleads with me, and then completely disarms me when she comes
over and cuddles up to me. “Please don't be angry with
me.”

How can I be angry with
her? I’ve never met anyone like her either. But I’m just not used
to opening up to anyone – except Flynn, and of course Elena, which
Ana doesn’t like. But it’s true; Elena’s been a part of my life for
so long that I can talk to her about anything. Including
Anastasia. I need her advice about this unknown territory, because
she alone totally understands my needs, she knows me better than
anyone, including my parents, who were blissfully unaware of
our relationship. I just need Ana to understand that there is no
longer any sexual or romantic connection between Elena and me, but
I’m growing tired of trying to convince her, and I feel my control
beginning to slip.

“Are you
done?” I ask her. Because I
sure as hell am.

“For now,” she finally
accepts.

So I can relax. I think I’ve been more
than accommodating to her requests. But seeing as we’ve
been getting down to the serious shit, I think it only fair she
spills her hidden thoughts.

“You haven’t responded to
my email,” I point out.

She flushes and
squirms. See, not so great to have
people delving into your head is it, Miss Steele?

I lean down to kiss her, and
I know that we could easily end up being distracted so she’d avoid
my questions. But I really need to know how she feels. I hate all
this uncertainty; it’s not how I usually operate.

“What
do you want to know?” she sighs, clearly uncomfortable
with having the spotlight turned on
her. Touché, Miss
Steele.

“Well, how you feel about
our would-be arrangement, for starters.”

And that’s when
she confesses to me that she thinks she’ll struggle to be my
sub for any length of time.

“I can’t spend
a whole weekend of being someone I'm not.”

 I
laugh, because I’ve already figured this out for myself, and you
know what? I think I’d be bored if she fitted into the
perfect submissive role, all of the
time. Been there, done that,
many times over. Time for something new.

“You’re not a great
submissive,” I admit, as I gently kiss her.

“Maybe I don't have a good
teacher,” she responds, as she laughs back at me. And her
laughter is such a great sound, that I can’t be cross at her
for this come back.

“Maybe. Perhaps I should be
stricter with you. Was it that bad when I spanked you
the first time?”  I recall how distraught she was
afterwards, and yet how sexually aroused she’d been at the time.
Has she figured this out for herself? Has she come to terms with
the fact that it was actually a fucking amazing experience we
shared?

“No, not
really,” she whispers. Yes!
She realizes it wasn't that bad. She’s accepting
it.

“It’s
more the idea of it?” I suggest, hopeful that we’re making
progress. “Feeling pleasure when one isn’t supposed to? That
takes a while to get your head around. You can always safe
word, Anastasia, don't forget that. And as long as you follow the
rules, which fulfill a deep need in me for control and to keep you
safe, then perhaps we can find a way forward. Controlling you
satisfies a need in me that wasn't met in my formative
years.” Blame the crack whore.
And her pimp. 

“So it’s a form of
therapy?” she suggests.

“I’ve
not thought of it like that, but yes, I suppose it
is.” She actually gets
this.

“But, here’s the thing –
one moment you say ‘don't defy me’, the next you say you like
to be challenged. That’s a very fine line to tread
successfully, and I'm tied up in knots here,” she
argues.

 “I
like you tied up in knots,” I say. And I do. I picture her in my
playroom, tightly bound, and preferably gagged, at my
mercy, trusting me to take control.
Perfect. Can't fucking wait to
get her back in my playroom.

“That’s not what I meant,”
she exclaims, as she splashes me.

And that’s it. Enough talking. I grab
her and pull her onto my lap, holding her head with both hands so
that I can possess her with a deep kiss. Ana moans and
tightly knots her fingers in my hair to claim me too. As
always, it seems that we’re incredibly well matched in our desire.
I shift her so that she is tantalizingly straddling me, taking her
hands and holding them tightly behind her back, just in case she
feels the urge to touch me. I can feel her wonderful breasts
brushing against my chest, which I find very arousing
too.

“I’m going to have you
now. Ready?” I whisper, as I position her just above my erect
cock.

“Yes,” she whispers back,
staring intently at me.

So I slowly ease her down onto me,
watching her wide eyed reaction as I totally fill her. She takes me
in deeply, as far as I can go. This might be vanilla, but it
is mindblowingly, fuckingly, amazingly good vanilla. With no
condom, I savor every last little sensation of her velvety
lushness, as I flex my hips to push her to the limit of what she
can take from me. We pause, totally and completely merged as one.
I’m buried so deeply within her that we couldn’t possibly be any
closer than we are right now. We fit so tightly and perfectly
together that it seems as if we are made for each other. She gasps
and leans forward to rest her head against mine. I know she feels
just the same as me.

I trust her not to touch me when she
pleads for me to let her hands go. She uses the bath ledge to
slowly ease herself up and down on me as I watch her. It’s so
erotic watching her pleasuring herself on me, using me, riding
me, our wet slippery bodies moving against each other.
She leans down to kiss me, and I close my eyes as she runs her
fingers through my hair, tipping my head back so she can deepen the
kiss, our tongues tangling as she starts riding me faster. I grab
her hips to help increase the pace, working together to maximize
our pleasure, kissing, fucking, riding, grinding together. Our
passion starts exploding around us, water sloshing, orgasmic
climaxes building, until finally she screams out as she flies over
the edge to her release.

“That’s right, baby,” I
groan, as I follow her to my release, clasping her
tightly to me. “Ana, baby!”

And I feel the connection
with her right in the very depths of my being, as I’ve
never experienced it with anyone before.

~~~

 


As we lay together in bed afterwards,
I feel at peace. We talk. About silly things like
favorite films. She looks gorgeous and beautiful and sweet. I’m so
glad I flew all this way to see her. It was totally the right thing
to do. And she is clearly happy to see me. 

Then she starts probing into my past,
and we start treading on the dangerous ground of how many
women I’ve had sex with. Sixteen previous submissives. Of
course it’s a lot compared to her, my sweet little virgin. But she
is without question, the absolute, the very best woman I’ve ever
had sex with.

“So I am number seventeen,”
she states.

“Seventeen?”

Then I realize. She thinks
I’ve only fucked seventeen women in total, including
her. No shit! Come on – only
seventeen?

“Not exactly.”
I suppress a smile at her shocked expression. What did
she expect? You don't build up to my level of expertise
unless you’ve fucked a lot of different women in a lot of different
ways. I’ve tried just about every possible thing, because you have
to experiment to find out what you enjoy – and what you don't.
That’s how you work out your hard limits as well as the soft ones.
Always safe sex though. 

But Anastasia’s was the first
virginity I’ve ever taken, and she was my first vanilla
conquest. Which I guess is what usually happens first for most
people, before all the kinky stuff. So I've done it all back to
front. That’s cool. I have no regrets. But now she wants to know
exactly how many women I’ve had – hell I don’t know, I didn't keep
records. Well, apart from the photos, but there was a good reason
for that.

“Tens. We’re in the tens,
for pity’s sake,” I protest, when she starts talking about
‘thousands’. I can't help smiling at the thought of fucking
thousands of women. Her reaction is so funny and sweet
and innocent, so I decide to shock her even more as I kiss the tip
of her nose.

“They were all submissives.
Submissives in training, when I was training. There are
places in and around Seattle that one can go and practice. Learn to
do what I do.”

She blinks in shock.

“Yep, I’ve paid for sex,
Anastasia.”

I haven't paid for sex in a very long
time though. But in those early days, I used to go to BDSM clubs
that Elena picked out and recommended for me, once it became
apparent that I’d outgrown being her bad boy slave, her pet,
her submissive. Once we’d figured out my true nature, it was
obvious to Elena that my need to exert control over every aspect of
my life, which was making me so successful in the business world,
also made me a natural Dominant in my private life.  That was
why she set about using her expert tutelage to ensure I became a
highly skilled and sought after Dom, because Elena always insisted
that I should excel at whatever I did. If I was going to be a
Dominant, then I should be the best possible Master any sub could
wish for, she told me.

So I have Elena to thank for the fact
that these days, I can have the pick of virtually any submissive I
want. But I only want Anastasia. Who ironically, we’ve just
agreed, is not a great submissive at all.

I can see that I’ve shocked Ana, as
she mutters that paying for sex is nothing to be
proud of. And she’s cross because she thinks that she can't
shock me.

So I tell her all the things she’s
done that have shocked me.


	
She wore my underwear.  No one’s
ever done that before, and it was so cheeky and sexy of her. I
fucking loved it. And because of that, I couldn’t resist putting a
pair of my boxers out for her to wear today, when I realized
she didn't have any clean panties with her. I fucking love the
thought of her perfect ass being encased in my
underwear.



	
She didn’t wear her panties to meet my
parents. I would never have dreamed of her doing something like
that when I first met her. Shit, I had a hard on all night because
she was being such a naughty, slutty girl. I fucking loved it,
because only I knew about her lack of underwear. She did that just
for me.



	
The biggest shock of my
life was when she told me she was a virgin. I never expected that,
ever. And she gave her precious gift of virginity to me. No other
man has been where I’ve been, experienced what I have with
her. And they never
will. And that makes her totally and
utterly mine. I think that’s why I’m so captivated and beguiled by
her, because what we have between us is so unique and
special.



	
She let me work her over
with a riding crop. No wonder she confuses me, as it turns out that
she really liked that experience, and shyly suggests that she may
let me do it to her again in the Red Room of Pain, as she calls it,
this weekend. Oh yes please Miss
Steele. I can’t wait to get you in there again.



	
I’m surprised that I like her using my
name, after years of insisting that my subs must address me as Sir,
or eventually Master, if they please me enough to earn that right.
But none of them have used my first name. Ever.





I'm actually finding all this talking
we're doing is pretty good. I feel relaxed and at ease with
her.

So I can’t resist dropping a hint
about my plans for more with her.

“I want to do something
tomorrow.”

“What?”

“A surprise. For you.”
I murmur quietly, because I can see that she is really sleepy
as she stifles a yawn. I kiss her gently on her lips.

“Sleep,” I tell her, but
she’s already drifting off, a smile on her face.

And I’m happy, because I’ve
made her happy. It feels really good, so I hope my surprise
tomorrow makes her even happier.

 


~~~

 


I think today has been the best day of
my entire existence. I took Anastasia soaring. I've never taken
anyone up with me before; it’s always been my own private world
where I can just totally escape everything for a while, to soar
free as a bird in the wide open sky. I wanted to share
this world with Ana, because I just knew she’d love it too. And she
did.

It all had to be
arranged with the Brunswick Soaring Association at the
last minute, so Taylor did well to pull it together. Benson, the
British tow pilot, seemed a competent guy. I’d use him again,
especially as he’s of the same opinion as myself about the Blanik
L-23 being the better machine than the L-13.

Taylor seemed pleased to
see Anastasia at the airfield this morning. I actually saw him
crack a smile and whisper something to her. What was that all
about? He's always shied away from any kind of personal contact
with my previous subs, unless it was essential for making practical
arrangements. Is he getting soft in his old age or something? Must
be this fucking Georgia heat getting to him. I was so proud of how
Ana handled everything. She didn’t go all girly and soppy and
scared about going up in the glider, like most females
would. She was just totally up for it. That’s my girl. That’s
my girlfriend, actually. I wouldn't be happy about Ana going soaring with
anyone else, but I'm an expert pilot, so she was in good
hands.

The light was every bit as
extraordinary as I’d hoped. Dawn truly is a magical time of day,
because the light is diffuse, melting into so many
different hues of soft colors. It was totally amazing, and worth
waking up a very grumpy Anastasia for. She is
so not a morning person, but she was okay once she’d woken up
a bit more.

I loved how Ana
squealed when I rolled the glider, then laughed out loud at the
weirdness of being upside down. Best
sound in the whole wide world. I love hearing her laugh, and I like
that I made her happy. 

I let her take control of the glider –
I knew she couldn’t do any harm as I still had the
joystick in my hand. But at least she was prepared to have a go.
That’s what I admire about her – on first impression, she just
looks like a weak little girl, but she really
isn’t. 

She’s brave and
adventurous, and I'm guessing she would love sailing too, just as I
do, so I want to do that with her as well, just as soon as I can
fit it in. See Grey, there’s lots of
more you can give her. And it’s actually fun to share. Fun if it’s
sharing with Ana anyway.

All too soon it was time to land, and
we were back on the ground.

But I felt exhilarated, totally
on a high, and I saw that Ana felt just the same. I couldn’t
help myself; once we were out of the plane, I had to take her in my
arms and kiss her to show her how happy I was that she was with me,
that she had shared my love of soaring on this beautiful
morning.

“Was it more?” I asked her
breathlessly. Because if that wasn’t more, I couldn't
imagine what would be.

“Much more,” she whispered,
with a huge, excited grin plastered all over her face. And so I
knew she loved it just as much as I did.

I took her to IHOP for breakfast on
the way back, which I think surprised her, as it’s not my usual
kind of place. But we used to love going there with my
dad when Mom was away, it was a guilty family secret, and I
still have good memories associated with it. And they do make the
best pancakes in the world.

As we sat there together,
that strong sexual magnetism between us hummed louder than ever,
and we both really wanted to fuck, it wasn’t just
me. But that had to wait; instead we settled for buttermilk
pancakes, which I was pleased to see she quickly devoured because
she had such a good appetite – for food as well as sex.

We discussed our relationship. I
told her I still want her to be my submissive in my playroom, and
that I will still punish her if she digresses from the rules. But
otherwise, I told her I'm  happy to discuss whatever it is
that she wants from me, and that I’m really trying to compromise
for her.

Ana told me she wants
to sleep with me, in my bed. Strange thing is, it turns out
that I sleep very well when she’s in my bed, and I miss her really
badly when she’s not there. So hell yes, I was more than happy to
agree to this. In fact I think I’ll be the one insisting on it from
now on as part of our agreement.

“I was frightened
that you’d leave me if I didn't agree to all of it,” she
whispered, as she turned those amazing blue eyes of hers up at me.
They just melt me - how could she possibly think I could walk away
from her when she looks at me like that?

“I’m not going anywhere,
Anastasia,” I reassured her.

“I love that you want
more,” she murmured shyly. She is so
sweet. So fucking sweet and lovely.

“I know,” I grinned at
her. I love that she talks
in her sleep. It’s like having a secret hotline into her
subconscious.

“How do you know?” she
demanded.

“Trust me. I just do.” I
refused to say any more, because she might deny it all and spoil
it. I want her to be brave enough to say what she said in
her sleep, out loud, to my face, when she’s wide awake.

‘More, Christian, I want
more of you. Stay, please don't leave me, please stay with me Christian. I want
more. I won’t leave, don't ever leave me. More.’

Her words were all jumbled up
last night, but the meaning was clear. She feels the same way
about me as I do about her. She is as compelled as I am. My spell
to bind her to me must have worked after all. I was fucking
thrilled by her words, because you don't lie in your sleep. This
was her true self speaking.  

But now that we’re back down to earth,
the real world has kicked in again. I have meetings to
attend. And I’ve been informed that SIP are about to make Ana a job
offer, so my acquisition of that company is going ahead. Ros has it
pretty much under control, but I want to personally oversee all the
details. I don't want any last minute fuck ups for this
particularly important deal.

So I drop Ana back at her mom’s
place, promising to see her that evening.

Then my happy bubble is burst, as
some bad shit hits the fan. My past rears its ugly head and
comes back to bite me on the ass. Hard.

 I get news that means
I have no option but to drop everything and return to
Seattle.  


Chapter 25 - Ghosts From
The Past




I know Taylor would never
interrupt a meeting without very good reason.

“If I might have a word,
Mr. Grey,” he says quietly, as he enters the conference room at the
hotel where I’m in a meeting to discuss some business opportunities
here in Georgia. When I see the look on his face, I can tell
instantly it’s not good news. His jaw is clenched, his fists are
clenched, and his whole body is radiating tension. So I excuse
myself, and we make our way out into the corridor for some
privacy.

“What’s going on? Has
something happened to Miss Steele?” My first thought is that the
surveillance team has reported some sort of a problem.

“No, sir. I just took a
call from Gail… Mrs. Jones. She was calling from the Harborview
Medical Center following an incident.”

“What do you mean an
incident? What kind of a fucking incident? Has she had an accident
or something?”

“No, she’s okay… but she
had a visitor. An ex acquaintance of yours, sir. You recall Leila
Williams?”

“Yes. What about
her?”

“Well,
apparently she somehow managed to gain access to your apartment
earlier today, she just turned up
unannounced. Gail was the only
person there at the time.” I see Taylor’s expression harden. “Miss
Williams wanted to see you, insisted that she had to talk to you.
Gail tried to explain that you weren’t there, but she wouldn’t
believe her. Then Miss Williams starts screaming and shouting,
wanting to know why her Master’s found someone else, that she would
do anything for him…”

“I get the picture,” I
snap.

“So then she produces a
razor blade and starts slashing her wrists. Gail managed to
restrain her and get the blade from her, even though she could have
been fucking injured herself.” I can see Taylor is really
struggling to control his feelings, and I totally get that he feels
protective towards Gail. “Sorry sir, it’s just… well, I blame
myself. This woman should not have been able to gain access to the
apartment, and Gail should not have been put at risk like
that.”

“No, indeed, but we’ll get
to the bottom of all that shit later. What happened after Gail got
the blade from her?”

“She did some emergency
first aid and then got her to the hospital. It seems the cuts
weren’t actually that deep, luckily. They’re arranging for a shrink
to see her now. But she’s still asking for you, sir.”

“What the hell is the
matter with the woman? I haven't seen her for what… must be getting
on for three years now, so what on earth has brought this on? But
never mind that, how’s Gail? Are you sure she’s alright? She’s
definitely not injured at all?”

“She’s okay, just a bit
shaken up. She’s staying at the hospital to try and keep the girl
calm, but she says she’s still acting really weird.”

“Call Hilton Head. We’re
heading back as soon as they can ready the plane,” I bark at
Taylor, and I can see he’s relieved we’re returning immediately. Of
course he wants to see Gail. I want to make sure she really is okay
too.

So this day that started
out as one of the best of my life when I took Ana soaring, has now
become one of the worst.

~~~

 


Miss Leila Williams. I
remember her very clearly. She started out as pretty much the
perfect submissive for me. Naturally she was the usual pretty,
slightly built, pale skinned, brown haired type of young woman that
I always select for my submissive, but she had these huge, bourbon
colored brown eyes that made her stand out.

And I remember querying
something at her selection interview.

“You don’t seem to have
marked anything down as either a soft or hard limit – is that an
oversight on your part?” If it was, then she’d just ruled herself
out – I don't appreciate sloppiness, or my time being
wasted.

“No, Sir. I’ll do anything
– anything at all that would please you, Sir,” she whispered,
looking down at the floor and not at me, as was to be expected of a
good sub.

I stared at her – everyone
had something they drew the line at, surely?

“How long have you been
subbing?” I asked. She was only twenty one and maybe she didn’t
really understand what she was potentially letting herself in for,
although Elena had checked her out before setting up the interview,
and had assured me that she came highly recommended by her previous
Dom.

“Three years, Sir. I just
like… I like to be pushed hard, very hard, to discover the limits
of what I can take. And I’ve been told that you… well, you are the
type of Master who is capable of that. If it pleases you,
Sir.”

Well, well. I thought this
could certainly be an interesting arrangement. And so began the
first three months of our contracted agreement.

And in the beginning,
everything worked out excellently. Leila followed the rules to the
letter. And as she’d promised, she would do anything I asked of
her. So I had a very interesting and enjoyable time acting out all
sorts of new demanding scenes with a totally compliant submissive.
I was particularly into rope suspension at the time, which calls
for patience from my sub because it’s time consuming to set up, but
she willingly agreed to it. I really enjoyed having her completely
helpless, bound and suspended upside down so I could fuck her mouth
at will.  And she was into anal sex, she’d prepare for days to
be ready for me to take my pleasure in her ass. The list was
endless, it seemed. Whatever new kinky shit I dreamed up, she’d
happily go along with.

She kept herself very
supple and fit, so she had lots of energy to keep up with my very
demanding needs that inevitably built up by the weekend. She seemed
perfect in every way, and quickly earned the privilege of calling
me Master. Her first three months contract was extended for another
three months.

But here’s the thing;
because I enjoy punishing my subs, it is necessary for them to
break the rules or disobey me once in a while, at least in some
minor way, which Leila never did in the beginning. And I only
really get off on giving a genuine punishment caning or whipping
that I can see is deserved, according to my criteria, but I had to
find excuses with Leila, and that took the edge off my pleasure.
She pleaded with me to just whip her anyway, but that’s not how it
works. Then it’s just basically topping from the bottom, because
the sub is setting the agenda, and that’s not how I do
things.

I began to suspect that
Leila was being manipulative, trying to inveigle her way into my
life. I thought her game plan was to start off doing everything Sir
demanded without question, thereby making herself indispensable in
catering to his very singular tastes, then move in on him to become
more involved in his life. 

She loved staying at my
apartment, and completely redecorated her room to make it her own.
That was fine – I always tell my subs they can do that if they
wish. It’s easy enough to get it repainted in a neutral white when
they leave.  But it went further than that with
Leila.

In hindsight, all the signs
were there, little insidious changes she instigated that on their
own weren’t too alarming. I discovered that she’d downloaded some
of her choice of music onto my iPod, which I let go at the time as
it seemed harmless. Leila re-arranged the kitchen cupboards, which
was not part of her duties, and upset Gail. During the week, she
liked to spend her time painting - she was quite a talented artist.
Then she brought round a couple of pieces of her work that she
wanted me to hang as part of my art collection in the apartment,
even though her work was not to my taste, as it was rather garish
and brightly colored. 

And a couple of times I
caught her snooping round my apartment in places she had no
business to be – such as my study, and even my bedroom. She was
quite cheeky and mischievous when she made her excuses, about how
she was tidying up, or doing something special for me, but that was
not part of our arrangement. 

Although it did give me
reason to punish her, I felt uneasy. And then Leila started
offering to come over during the week, even just turning up
sometimes, saying she missed me, and wouldn’t I like to just flog
and fuck her now she was here. It was clear she was becoming too
attached and overstepping the mark.

She wanted more. I didn’t.
So I terminated our contract.

Leila didn’t take it well.
I had a number of tearful phone calls, begging me to give her
another chance, but I refused, and eventually she accepted my
decision after I barred her calls. Then I heard from Elena that
she’d met another guy and they’d gotten married not that long
after, so I assumed that was that, she was out of my life for
good.

But now this, nearly three
years later. What the fuck is going on? Why did this have to
happen, just when things were getting good between Anastasia and
me?

~~~

As we’re about to leave for
the airport, Taylor gets another call from Gail.

“Shit!
She fucking what? How could they let her… no
it’s not your fault… yeah, we’re just about to head for the
airport… I’ll let you know when we land…”

Taylor closes his eyes and
takes a deep breath as I look at him expectantly.

“Miss Williams discharged
herself from Harborview, before the shrink could complete his
assessment of her. She asked Gail to go and get some things for
her, and when she got back, she’d gone. She’s just taken off and
disappeared. Nobody knows where she’s gone, and now Gail’s blaming
herself.”

“Christ almighty, this is
turning into a fucking nightmare! I want Welch on the case; get him
to find out everything he can about Miss Williams and her possible
whereabouts. Tell him to make this his top priority; I want her
found so she can get some proper help before she makes another
suicide attempt, maybe more successfully next time. She’s clearly
become unbalanced in some way. And I can't have her turning up and
making scenes all over the place,” I holler, as I run my hands
through my hair in sheer frustration. 

I just don't get why Leila
would turn up out of the blue now, after all this time. What the
fuck has brought this about?

I try phoning Anastasia to
let her know I can’t make dinner at her mom’s place tonight, but
her phone is engaged.

 Who the fuck is she talking to? 

Luckily she calls me
straight back, and I answer straight away.

“Anastasia.”

“Hi.”

“I have to return to
Seattle. Something’s come up. I am on my way to Hilton Head now.
Please apologize to your mother – I can't make dinner.”

“Nothing serious, I
hope?”

“I have a situation which I
have to deal with. I’ll see you Friday. I’ll send Taylor to collect
you from the airport if I can't come myself.”

“Okay. I hope you sort out
your situation. Have a safe flight.”

“You too, baby.”

~~~

 


The eight hour flight back
to Seattle seems interminable. I try to figure out why the fuck
Leila would be seeking me out and then attempt to slash her wrists.
If she’d been truly serious about killing herself, she’d have made
a better job of it. No, it seems much more like a cry for help, her
seeking attention for some reason. Maybe if this had happened soon
after I’d terminated our contract, then perhaps I could have
understood it, but nearly three years later?  What’s changed?
And I can’t help having a horrid sneaky suspicion that this has
something to do with Anastasia, and the picture of us together in
the newspaper.

I didn't tell Ana anything
about what’s happened with Leila when I phoned her. I don't want
her worried or upset. I don't want crappy shit from my past
spoiling what we have now. I’m hoping to get this situation
resolved quickly, before Ana gets back, once we track Leila
down.

I hate flying away from
her, putting distance between us like this, but I know it’s for the
best. Once I’ve got the situation under control, I’ll feel calmer,
then we can take up where we left it before all this shit kicked
off.

Despite the time that has
elapsed since I was Leila's Dom, I can't help feeling guilty if my
past actions have in anyway contributed to this unstable behavior
of hers. The health and welfare of a sub is the prime
responsibility of a Dom, and I’ve always taken that responsibility
very seriously. So if Leila is ill and needs help, I still feel
duty bound to ensure she gets the help she needs.

As soon as we land, I get
an update on the Leila situation from Welch. It’s not good news.
Her last known address has drawn a blank – she hasn’t been there
for some time. He’s managed to get CCTV footage of her leaving the
hospital, and in a couple of streets nearby, but then he loses her.
He’s using every trick he has to find her, but so far, no leads.
Shit.

Apparently the shrink at
Harborview who made the initial assessment of Leila has said her
actions constitute a typical cry for help, and that he doesn’t
believe her to be truly at risk. That's why no one prevented her
from discharging herself. 

He’s categorized her as one
step from suicidal ideation, and said that most people in this
category do not actually go on to commit suicide. I suppose this is
somewhat reassuring to learn, but I’ll still feel a lot happier
once we’ve tracked Leila down and got her the help she clearly
needs.

I’m so caught up in all
this that it’s not until I get a worried text from Ana asking if
I’ve arrived safely that I realize I have been remiss in not
letting her know, so I quickly text back and apologize. I’m not
used to having people worry about me like this, but I find I like
it. I find it heart-warming that Ana is thinking about me and cares
about me.

Christ, I can't wait to get
this situation sorted out and for Ana to come home tomorrow. I feel
a dull ache in my chest when I think about her. Fuck, I miss her so
much, especially after the great time we had together in
Georgia. 

And I love what she said in
her sleep. Makes me feel more secure, knowing that she said she
wouldn’t leave me. But I’m still not going to tell her what she
said, however much she tries to wheedle it out of me in her emails.
And when she growls at me in her email, it puts me in mind of my
own cat – my cat o’ nine tails in my playroom. Hmm that has
possibilities. Intriguing thought that Ana has innocently set in
motion there.

~~

Much as I want to be at the
airport to collect Anastasia myself, I’m waiting on an important
call from Welch regarding a link he’s turned up to a previous
shrink Leila had consulted. I don’t want to discuss this while I’m
in the car with Ana, so I send Taylor to collect her, knowing that
once she gets back here to Escala, I’ll have her all to
myself.

I am desperate to see her.
I’m excited because I need her so badly, and as ever I can't wait
to fuck her. But I also know that her presence here will help
calm me, because I’ve been on edge ever since we got the news about
Leila.

Taylor has done a complete
sweep and reassessment of all security measures at the apartment,
and he’s changed all the entry numbers as a precautionary measure.
He is at a loss to understand how Leila could have made her way in,
as the entry numbers are always changed whenever a member of staff
- including a sub – leaves.

I’m concerned for Gail, but
she seems fine, none the worse for her experience, and I reassure
her that I don't hold her to blame for letting Leila leave. She
handled a difficult situation very professionally and I'm grateful
to her for keeping a calm head in a crisis.

“The poor girl, she just
seemed strangely lifeless somehow. Her eyes were glazed over, and
she just kept repeating, like some kind of a mantra, that she had
to see you, that she’d do anything for her Master, and then she
just suddenly lost it and started shouting and screaming…” she
explains,  as we sit in the kitchen at Escala, Taylor with his
arm protectively around her shoulders. Although they know that I am
aware of their relationship, as true professionals they never
normally show any kind of display of affection in my presence, but
I understand that this is not a normal every day kind of situation
Gail’s just been through.

I see a look pass between
her and Taylor. I know they’re both well aware of what goes on in
my playroom, but I would still rather it wasn’t a topic that we
openly discussed.

“You were lucky not to have
been injured by that fucking razor blade you wrested from her,”
Jason practically growls at her, as he tightens his grip on her
shoulder.

 “Oh Jason, stop with
the fussing,” she insists. “I knew what I was doing, and I knew she
didn’t really mean to do any harm. It was just a cry for help, I'm
sure.”

But I’m with Taylor here –
I know how I’d feel if it had been Ana dealing with a crazy woman
alone in the apartment.

“The sooner we find her,
the sooner she’ll get that help. Let’s hope Welch turns up
something a bit more promising before too much longer.” I tell them
grimly.

~~~

 


“No trace… okay… Yes.”
Shit, I’d really hoped this situation would have been sorted out by
the time Ana returned, but it seems we’re still no nearer to
tracking Leila down. Dead end, after dead end, is all Welch has
come up with so far. How can she have just disappeared like
this?

Anastasia. I sense her
presence before I see her, as a bolt of electricity shoots through
me. I turn around, and there she is. And suddenly my world is a
much better place. She looks beautiful, standing there in a sexy
short skirt, showing off her great legs and newly acquired suntan
from the Georgia sunshine.

“Keep me informed,” I snap
at Welch, as I terminate the call.

I can't get over to Ana
fast enough, as I shrug off my grey suit jacket and undo my tie. I
wrap my arms around her and pull her tightly against
me. Fuck, she feels so
good. I pull her pony tail to tilt her
head up so I can kiss her, kiss her really thoroughly and deeply.
There is no finesse to my kiss, just raw, desperate need, but she
matches me with her response.

 Clearly she needs this just as much as I do, as she moans and
tightly knots her fingers in my hair in the way that I love,
because it shows she wants to possess me too. Our tongues enact an
erotic dance together, and we both understand that we need to let
our bodies enact this passionate dance too, without
delay, now.

“I’m so glad you’re back.
Shower with me – now,” I command her breathlessly. Let’s start
afresh, wash all this shit away, relax together under some calming
water. I grab her hand and lead her to my bathroom.

“I like your skirt. It’s
very short. You have great legs,” I tell her appreciatively. I
can't take my eyes off her as I take my shoes and socks off. I
drink her in, feasting my eyes after being deprived of her company
for far too long, for what feels like forever. She takes her shoes
off too, and then I can't wait any longer. I have to have her now,
here, this minute.

I back her up against the
wall, kissing her everywhere in a frenzy of need. I push her skirt
up around her waist, and then run my hands up her thighs to feel
her silky smooth skin.

“Are you still bleeding?” I
ask

“No,” she
confirms.

“Good.”

I drop to my knees in front
of her to peel off her simple cotton panties, so she’s naked from
the waist down. God, she looks and smells fucking amazing, and
seeing her breathless and panting with need for me sends me even
crazier.

I force her legs apart to
gain access to her clitoris with my tongue and mouth, circling and
nibbling, sucking and teasing her relentlessly, because this is
going to be really quick once I take her, so I need her to be
ready. She tips her head back and groans in delight as her fingers
pull at my hair. My tongue continues to work at her, lapping and
swirling until I feel her body starting to twitch and quicken. My
job done, I release her and grab her face with both hands, holding
her firmly to kiss her, thrusting my tongue in her mouth so she can
taste her own arousal. 

Now it’s time.

I undo my fly and let my
rock hard erection spring free. I grab the backs of her legs and
lift her up.

“Wrap your legs around me,
baby,” I command, desperate to be inside her now.

She quickly complies, as
she wraps her arms around my neck to support herself.

So now I thrust into her
hard, sharp, and deep. She takes all of me as she groans loudly.
This is what we both crave. Total immersion in each other. Me in
her, her in me. Her tight, wet hotness engulfing my cock, greedily
swallowing every last bit, right up to the hilt. We are as one
again, as we are meant to be, as we should be. Together. No one
else on the planet exists at this moment.

I grab hold of her butt
cheeks so I can start moving. In and out, trying to keep it slow at
first, trying to savor every exquisite stroke of her lushness.
Slowly in… and then out, her silkiness sliding over me. In and then
out again… soft velvet kisses for my cock. In and then out
again…

But it’s impossible to
remain at such a slow pace. She’s too tempting. It’s been too long,
and she feels too fucking good. I can’t hold back any longer. I
lose control and speed up, thrusting, pushing, pounding, but I need
more, still more, I have to drive in deeper, ever deeper,
harder….

Ana explodes around me as
she comes, and then I let go with a final satisfyingly hard thrust
deep into her, releasing loudly, groaning in ecstasy.

Fuck, that was good. Fuck,
I needed that. Fuck, she needed it too.

As we come down from our
amazing high, I slowly pull out of her and help her to stand
again.

“You seem pleased to see
me,” she murmurs with a sweet little smile.

“Yes, Miss Steele, I think
my pleasure is pretty self-evident. Come – let me get you in the
shower.”

We are both somewhat calmer
now, and as I get undressed, we talk.

“How was your
journey?”

“Fine, thank you. Thanks
once again for first class. It really is a much nicer way to
travel,” she smiles, then adds rather nervously, “I have some
news.”

“Oh?”

“I have a job.”

I smile at her. I already
know about this, but I like listening to her telling me her
news.

“Congratulations, Miss Steele. Now will you tell me
where?” Have to play along,
don't I?

“You don’t
know?”

“Why would I know?” I shake
my head, frowning to be convincing.

“With
your stalking capabilities, I thought you might
have…” Shit, she’s already
starting to figure me out. Have to watch my step here, because she
might be naïve, but she’s not stupid. She won’t understand that
it’s all for her own good, for her protection.

“Anastasia, I wouldn’t dream of interfering in your career,
unless you asked me to, of course.” I try to look
wounded. I didn’t interfere with
her career; she got the job all on her own. I’m just buying the
company, that’s all. Stalking, control freak - yes
that’d be me. But I let her get the job all on her own.

“So you have no idea of
which company?”

“No. I
know there are four publishing companies in Seattle – so I'm
assuming it’s one of them.” Just a little white lie. It won’t hurt. And actually, I
didn’t know shit about publishing houses in Seattle until last
week. Turns out SIP should be a good deal. Thanks Ana.

“SIP.”

“Oh, the
small one, good. Well done.” I kiss her forehead. “Clever girl.
When do you start?” Monday,
she starts. Maybe she’ll wonder how I know it’s the small one?
Careful, Grey.

“Monday.”

“That soon eh? I’d better
take advantage of you while I still can. Turn round.”

I undress her, then bury my
nose in her hair, so I can breathe in her wonderful scent, her
usual wonderful heady mix of innocence and sex that I can’t
explain. It’s just the scent of Anastasia, and I take a deep long
fix of it. It calms me like nothing else, and I imagine this must
be how a heroin addict feels when he gets a fix. I'm totally
addicted to Anastasia.

I have the shower water
really hot for us, to expunge the detritus of recent events. As I
start to carefully and thoroughly wash her delightful body, I feel
her tense up.

“I have something else to
tell you,” she murmurs, as I massage her shoulders.

“Oh, yes?”

“My
friend José’s photography show is opening Thursday in
Portland.” He’s no fucking
friend. He wants into your panties. He wants what’s
mine.

“Yes, what about it?” I
manage to ask civilly, as I halt my washing duties.

“I said I
would go. Do you want to come with me?” No, I fucking well don't
want to go, and I certainly don't want Ana to go. I don’t want her
anywhere near him. But hang on
a minute Grey, think about it. If you try to forbid her, she’ll go
anyway. Alone. So it’s best if you take her, make sure the filthy
slime ball fucker doesn’t get anywhere near her, or so much as
touch her.

“What time?”

“The opening is at 7:30
p.m.”

I gently kiss her ear, and
exert great self-control as I quietly reply.

“Okay.” See, that wasn't
so hard, was it? “Were you nervous
about telling me?”

“Yes. How can you
tell?”

“Anastasia, your whole body’s just
relaxed.” But at least she
told you. That’s a good thing. She’s being honest with
you.

“Well,
you just seem to be, um … on the jealous
side.” Oh baby, you really
have no idea how far ‘on the jealous side’ I am. On a scale of 1-
10, I probably rate about 1,000- and that’s a conservative
estimate.

“Yes, I
am. And you’d do well to remember that. But thank you for asking.
We’ll take Charlie Tango.” That’ll
make the evening a bit more pleasurable anyhow.

I can't let her wash me
when she asks if she can, but as I gently kiss her neck by way of
an apology, I feel the stirrings of another erection that will need
taking care of.

“Put your hands on the
wall, Anastasia. I’m going to take you again,” I murmur, having
already decided to have her from behind this time.

I can never have enough of
her it seems. 


Chapter 26 - No Holding
Back




“I want you ready and
waiting in my playroom in fifteen minutes. You can get ready in
your room. Incidentally, the walk-in closet is now full of clothes
for you. I don’t want any arguments about them.”

With that, I head off to my
study.

I’ve given a lot of
thought to planning our second scene in my playroom. Elena advised
me not to hold back, to be honest and demonstrate to Ana the full
extent of my needs by punishing her harshly right from the
beginning, just as she did with me, but my gut instinct tells me I
should continue with my gradual introduction, that seducing her
with the gentler, more pleasurable aspects of BDSM to start with,
is the correct path to follow. Seducing – deceiving more like. Elena’s
right - she
needs to know Grey, she needs to know what a depraved bastard you
really are. You like to beat the shit out of little brown haired
girls like her – remember?

I’ve always wanted to fuck
to 'Spem in Alium', also known as the 'Forty Part
Motet' by
Thomas Tallis. So my thinking is to give Ana an intensely
pleasurable experience, where I'm totally controlling her, not
letting her see me, or hear me, as I play the music directly to
her. And I want her totally helpless - shackled and spread-eagled
on the bed, because that’s how I've pictured her ever since she
fell into my office. And now I think she’s ready to handle
it.

It means she’ll have to
trust me totally. I’m going to use different toys and equipment on
her, to play her like a sexual instrument, as part of the music.
The pleasure I’ll give her will be beyond anything she has ever
experienced. Then, once she understands that she can totally trust
me this way, I can build on it, so she’ll trust me when I deem it
necessary to punish her, trust me that she will find it a positive
experience. I’m sure this is the way forward with
Anastasia.

And it’s going to be pretty
awesome for me too. Because I’ve already relieved some of my sexual
tension by fucking her twice in the shower earlier, I’ll be able to
exert more control, fuck her slowly in time with the
music.

I gave her fifteen minutes
to get ready and be waiting for me. I’ve changed into my ripped
blue jeans in just a couple of minutes, so I have to wait too, but
I still keep her waiting an extra five minutes, just to ramp up the
tension even higher.

Then I casually stroll into
my playroom - and I like what I see very much indeed. Anastasia has
positioned herself perfectly, kneeling as instructed, legs apart
the correct distance, palms placed on her thighs. She remembers not
to look up as I enter, although she nervously licks her
lips.

She looks beautiful
kneeling there in just her tiny lacy white panties, as I slowly
walk round to inspect submissive Anastasia. Freed from any
restraint, her round, full breasts are nice and
pert. She has really great tits. No
question. And all mine. Not too big,
not too small. I like looking at them in profile, so I can see her
nipples standing proud ready for me to play with. I slowly
walk back to the drawers and remove the items I will be using this
evening, leaving them on the top, out of her view. 

She has no idea what they
are. Then I return to stand in front of her. For a brief moment, I
consider commanding her to kiss my bare feet, just as Elena used to
command me to kiss her stiletto heels, but I quickly dismiss that
thought from my mind, as I don't want that image in my head
spoiling the moment for me.

“You look lovely,” I
murmur. I think she needs reassurance, as she never seems to
understand how beautiful she is. I must work on improving her
self-esteem. To reinforce the message, I grab her chin and force
her to look up at me. “You are one beautiful woman, Anastasia. And
you’re all mine. Stand up.”

She nervously complies. She
is right to be nervous of me, her Dom. I like the power I feel here
in my playroom. This is my world, and she is under my control.
 

“Look at me. We don't have
a signed contract, Anastasia. But we’ve discussed limits. And I
want to reiterate we have safewords, okay?” She’s usually such a
brave girl, but there’s always a danger she could panic with what
I've got planned for her. “What are the safewords,
Anastasia?”

“Yellow,” she
mumbles.

“And?”

“Red.”

“Remember
those.”

And she can't help herself,
can she? She raises her eyebrows, about to make some cheeky retort,
but I cut her dead with my Dom look.

“Don't start with your
smart mouth in here, Miss Steele. Or I will fuck it with you on
your knees. Do you understand?”

It’s not what I have
planned, but I would happily carry out my threat. It’s something
else I've wanted to do ever since I first met her. Her kneeling in
front of me, hands tightly bound behind her back, so I can take her
and fuck her mouth. This is different from her giving me head,
because I'm totally in control; she's just kneeling there, helpless
and waiting for me to take my pleasure however I wish. It’s
something I've always loved.  And I will do it to her
soon. Show that smart mouth of hers
just who is in control, Grey.

But for now I can see that
she is chastened as she swallows and blinks nervously.

“Well?”

“Yes, Sir,” she
mumbles.

“Good girl.” I like that
I'm intimidating her; that’s how it should be. But I also need to
reassure her, because she needs to trust me.

“My intention is not that
you should safeword because you’re in pain. What I intend to do to
you will be intense. Very intense, and you have to guide me. Do you
understand?”

I see her looking confused.
I have to remember how inexperienced she is. This is only her
second time in my playroom.

“This is about touch,
Anastasia. You will not be able to see me or hear me, but you’ll be
able to feel me.”

She frowns. She really has
no idea of the treat I have planned for her. I smile to myself as I
set the music up. She is one lucky girl. Even I haven’t fucked
anyone in quite this way before.

“I am going to tie you to
that bed, Anastasia. But I'm going to blindfold you first and you
will not be able to hear me. All you will hear is the music I am
going to play for you.” I hold up my iPod to show her.
“Come.”

I lead her over to the bed,
which has a red satin sheet on it. I love the feel of satin, it’s
so sensual. Red is the theme of my playroom, because it’s such an
erotic color. Hmm, I might introduce a red panty rule for my
playroom. But then again I like black panties, white panties –
anything that’s sexy, silky and lacy.

“Stand here.” I lean down
and whisper in her ear. “Wait here. Keep your eyes on the bed.
Picture yourself lying here bound and totally at my
mercy.”

Having set the scene for
her, I fetch a hair tie, and the flogger I've selected to use on
her this evening. She is still standing looking at the bed as I
instructed her when I return. Good. I stand behind her to braid
her lovely long hair. All subs must have long hair – the longer the
better.

Once I fasten her braid, I
pull her back against me with it, pulling her head to one side.
Mmm, now I can nuzzle her neck to savor how soft and lovely she
feels. I hum against this sensitive area, as I trace my teeth and
my tongue from her ear down to her shoulder, knowing this sound
will resonate within her. It works, because she groans.

“Hush now.”

I show her the flogger I
have in my hand.

“Touch it,” I
whisper.

Ana hesitantly reaches out
and feels the long suede fronds. I’ve chosen this implement with
great care, because it’s not too scary or too
painful. Have you caned her yet,
Christian? Elena’s voice pops into my
head. I ignore it; this way is best, best for Ana.

“I will use this. It will
not hurt, but it will bring your blood to the surface of your skin
and make you sensitive. What are the safe words,
Anastasia?”

“Um… yellow and red, Sir,”
she whispers, in a tiny, scared little voice.

“Good girl. Remember, most
of your fear is in your mind,” I reassure her, as I drop the
flogger on the bed so I can remove her panties, as they're
superfluous now. I gaze lovingly at her perfect, sweet ass. I bend
down to kiss it, then can’t resist gently biting it a couple of
times because it is so luscious and tempting. But this makes her
tense, as she wonders what my intentions are.

“Now lie down. Face up,” I
command her, as I give her a good hard smack on that fantastic ass.
It makes a great smacking sound, but also makes her jump. Clearly,
she is still on edge.

She quickly crawls onto
the bed and lies down, looking up at me. Yes, this is where I’ve pictured her, this is exactly where I
want her.

“Hands
above your head,” I order, and she does so
immediately. She’s learning.
See, there is submissive potential, Grey.

I fetch the eye mask and
the iPod, taking my time, knowing she’s watching me intently, with
those huge eyes that look far too big for her face right now.
Anticipation is all part of the plan, and I know she’s excited as
well as frightened, which is a good combination, as it gets the
right mix of hormones buzzing through her veins.

I explain about the iPod
system to her, because she's obviously not seen anything like it
before. Naturally, it is the very latest state of the art
system.

“I can hear what you’re
hearing, and I have a remote control unit for it,” I tell her,
before inserting the ear buds gently into her ears.

“Lift your
head.”

I slide the eye mask on, so
now she’s blind. Her breathing becomes shallow and
erratic.

Next, I take her left arm
and stretch it up so I can cuff her wrist, gently teasing her arm
with my fingers once I've done so, before repeating the actions for
her right arm.

She looks so fucking hot
like this, and I'm already beyond excited.

“Lift your head again,” I
command, so I can grab her ankles to pull her down the bed. Her
arms are stretched right out now, so she can't move them. Perfect.
I cuff first her right ankle, and then her left. I stand and gaze
in awe at her lying there, spread-eagled and helpless. She looks
even better in reality than in my imagination. Naked and natural.
I'm surprised how much I like the fact that she hasn’t had a full
Brazilian wax yet. Another first for me, but that’s Anastasia –
natural and different from all the others.

I start the music, and then
I begin.

For the first level of her
erotic arousal, I’ve selected a massage glove made from Russian
Sable fur, the most expensive fur in the world due to its luxurious
silkiness.

I gently caress her with
it, across her throat, her chest, her breasts, using it to tease
her nipples. I trail it down to her belly, circling her navel, then
across her body hip to hip, down between her legs, down her thigh,
her leg, then back up the other leg, back up her body, retracing
the previous path.

Ana’s breathing hard, but
seems to be coping well, as the Latin choral music builds in her
head as well as in the playroom.

Next, I repeat the same
slow sensual process with the flogger, carefully trailing it across
her body to tease her.

Then, in time with the
music, I suddenly use the flogger to lash her belly, once, then
again, harder the second time. Not hard enough to be painful, but
hard enough to bring her blood to the surface and heighten her
responses.

Ana cries out in shock, and
tries to move, but she can’t because I’ve got her so tightly
restrained. With the next crescendo of music, I flog her across her
breasts, and she cries out again. I carry on flogging all over her
body in time with the music, until it stops.

I pause.

Then the music repeats, so
I start flogging her again, and she’s writhing and groaning. I hope
she won’t be too overwhelmed and be panicked into safewording,
because we’re building up to the best part.

The music ceases as it
completes the second repeat.

Time to move on to the next
stage, as the music starts for the third and final time.

I climb onto the bed and
lean over her, replacing the flogger with my body. I use my nose
and my lips to arouse her this time. I linger at her breasts as I
suck and tease her nipples, making her groan even louder, and I
could spend a long time lingering here, but my schedule is set by
the music, and I mustn’t miss my carefully planned cue.

I move down her body until
I reach my goal, her nub, her special little pearl of pleasure. Her
clitoris. She is so aroused by now that as I gently lick her, she
throws her head back as she cries out and nearly comes straight
away, so I stop instantly. Not yet,
baby.

I kneel between her legs,
and release her ankles from their restraints, gently massaging her
legs to ease any stiffness.

I lift her hips, arching
her back so she’s resting on her shoulders. Without any preamble or
warning, I slam hard into her in time with the music, right the way
in. Fuck, she feels good; she’s so
wet and ready for me. She cries out
and I feel her impending orgasm quivering, so I
still. Not yet,
baby.

“Please!” she begs me. I
grip her hip hard as a warning. I'm in control. She cannot
influence what is going to happen. She must wait.

Slowly I start to move,
withdrawing, then very slowly entering her again, my pace guided by
the music, only increasing when the tempo of the glorious music
does. It takes all my self-control not to follow my natural
instinct to fuck Ana as fast and hard as I can, but I
resist. Self-control. Years of
training paying off.

This time when she begs,
the timing is perfect.

“Please,”
she begs again. Yes, now
baby!

I lower her back down onto
the bed and lie on top of her while I support my weight. Now I
drive into her hard, really hard and deep, just as the music
climaxes. And so does Anastasia. She screams loudly at the
intensity of her immediate orgasm that goes on and on, as her
muscles clench and spasm in wave after wave of intense pleasure
around my cock.

It takes just three more
deep thrusts for me to join her, flying high over the edge to
release into her, as I reach my intense climax too. So intense, I
see stars and blue flashing lights.

What a fucking genius fuck.

I collapse on top of her,
and then slowly pull out. The music has stopped, and I undo the
cuffs on her wrists, then remove the eye mask and ear buds. She
blinks at me, dazed and overwhelmed.

“Hi,” I murmur, smiling,
now I can see her beautiful blue eyes gazing at me again. I lean
down to kiss her softly.

“Hi, yourself,” she murmurs
back, in a post orgasmic daze.

“Well done you. Turn
over.”

I see a look of alarm on
her face. She thinks I'm still not satisfied and want to fuck her
again. Well, nothing’s impossible…
hell no Grey, control yourself.

“I’m just going to rub your
shoulders.” I reassure her.

She looks shattered. She
rolls onto her front, and I sit astride her to massage her
shoulders. By her appreciative groan, I guess she likes this, and I
tenderly lean down to kiss her head in thanks for the great
experience we’ve just shared.

“What was that music?” she
mumbles.

“It’s called 'Spem In
Alium', or the 'Forty part Motet', by Thomas Tallis.”

“It was…
overwhelming.”

“I’ve always wanted to fuck
to it.”

“Not another first, Mr.
Grey?”

“Indeed, Miss
Steele.”

“Well,
it’s the first time I’ve fucked to it too,” she
murmurs. So I should fucking
well think. No one else has been where I’ve been, and no one else
is going to.

“Hmm… you and I, we’re
giving each other many firsts,” I muse. Is that why I’m so drawn to
her?

“What did
I say to you in my sleep, Ch – err,
Sir?” Not giving up about this
is she? Persistent little thing.

“You said
lots of things, Anastasia. You talked about cages and strawberries…
that you wanted more… and that you missed
me.” Amongst other
things.

“Is that all?” she says,
clearly very relieved. Why? My interest is piqued now. What is she
so worried that she might have said? What has she got to
hide?

“What did
you think you’d said?” Come
on, spill.

“That I thought you were
ugly, conceited and that you were hopeless in bed,” she tries to
joke.

“Well,
naturally I am all those things, and now you’ve got me really
intrigued. What are you hiding from me,  Miss
Steele?” I can be persistent
too.

“I’m not hiding anything,”
she protests, but I'm not fooled.

“Anastasia, you are a hopeless liar.” And I like that about
her. I like that you tell me
the truth. How do I know you do? Because I’m a billionaire control
freak/stalker, who has you followed, and your emails and calls
monitored..

“I
thought you were going to make me giggle after sex; this isn’t
doing it for me.” She tries to change the
subject. Yep, definitely
hiding something.

“I can’t tell jokes.” Total
waste of time in my opinion, telling jokes.

“Mr. Grey! Something you
can’t do?” She grins at me.

“No, hopeless joke teller.”
And proud of it. Jokes are more Elliot’s kind of juvenile
specialty.

“I’m a hopeless joke
teller, too,” she giggles back at me.

“That is such a lovely
sound,” I whisper as I kiss her softly. “And you are hiding
something, Anastasia. I may have to torture it out of
you.”

 


~~~

 


As I sit and play my piano
in the early morning, my mind goes over the Leila situation again.
I’ve left Anastasia sleeping like a baby in my bed, looking like a
sweet innocent angel, with her hair fanned out over the
pillow. 

Leila never slept in my bed, we never slept together at all, we
just fucked together. Well, I fucked her, while she willingly and
happily let me use her in whatever way I
wanted. Because that’s what you are,
Grey. A user. She was one of the ones
that wanted more, but I never even considered it for a split second
with her. She got over it; she found someone else and even married
the guy. So why the fuck has she turned up now? No matter how I try
to figure it out, it just doesn’t make any sense. And why can't
Welch find her, or anything about her even? How has she managed
that? When Leila first became my sub, I didn't realize how clever
and manipulative she could be – she just seemed cheeky and
mischievous. Instead, she turned out to be interfering and
nosy.

So is she playing some sort of a sick mind game with me now? I
can’t take the chance, I can't ignore the possibility that she
might actually kill herself, whatever the shrink said about it
being unlikely. The thought that I have in some part contributed to
her unbalanced state of mind by the way I treated her doesn't sit
well with me. I wasn’t good for her, and the truth is I'm no good
for Anastasia. I know I'm being selfish but I just can't give her
up.

As I start to play the
piece for the second time, I look up and see Anastasia. Shit, I
didn't mean to disturb her when she needs far more sleep than I
do.

“You should be
asleep.”

“So should you,” she
instantly retorts. 

How sweet, little Anastasia
telling me off. No one tells me off these days. Elena used to when
I was her sub, and then punish me harshly for whatever minor
indiscretion I’d committed, so in some ways it was a relief when
our affair finally ended. It meant that at the ripe old age of
twenty one, I could do exactly as I pleased, with no one to answer
to. But to this day, I'm never late anywhere, and I'm always
meticulously groomed, because that was what Elena demanded of
me.

“Are you scolding me, Miss
Steele?”

“Yes, Mr. Grey, I
am.”

“Well, I can’t sleep.” And
I'm pissed, because usually once I've got Ana next to me, I sleep
well, but this fucking Leila shit is really getting to me, so I
woke early.

But Ana seems to know
instinctively how to calm me, as she quietly comes and sits beside
me on the piano stool, and gently rests her head on my shoulder as
she watches me play. She relaxes and enjoys the Chopin piece I’m
playing, then asks me to play the Bach piece again that I played
the first night she stayed. I can see that music reaches out and
touches her, as she closes her eyes and loses herself in it. I love
that she appreciates beautiful music.

“Why do you only play such
sad music?” she whispers, turning her eyes on me, searching for an
answer.

I just
shrug. Suits my soul,
baby.

I’m not comfortable when
she starts questioning me about when I was younger, why I started
learning the piano. My new mother
played the piano, so I guessed it would please her. And I’d do
anything to please my wonderful new mommy. Then as now.

I swiftly change the
subject.

“Why are you awake? Don’t
you need to recover from yesterday’s exertions?”

Of course, I’ve forgotten
that her body is still on Georgia time, as Ana reminds me that it’s
eight in the morning for her, and she needs to take her pill. I’m
impressed, but point out that maybe she needs to start gradually
adjusting what time she takes it to adjust back to Seattle time.
Delay taking her pill today for half an hour, maybe.

“Good
plan. So what shall we do for half an hour?” she asks seemingly
innocently, but I know by the look in her eyes what she’s implying.
And I'm certainly more than up for some early morning fuck time
with her. Yep, definitely up
alright.

“I can think of a few
things,” I grin at her.

“On the
other hand, we could talk.” Shit. Enough with the talking already.

“I prefer what I have in
mind,” I say, as I scoop her onto my lap. She feels and smells
divine, and I want to take her right here, right now.

“You’d always rather have
sex than talk,” she laughs.

“True. Especially with
you,” I agree, as I bury my nose in her hair, and kiss that special
soft spot behind her ear that I find particularly
appealing. 

I whisper in her ear. “Maybe on the piano.”

I feel her body twitch in
response, but she still won’t give up with the talking crap. I need
to work harder at distracting her. Sex wins out over talking every
time in my book. I gently kiss her all the way down her neck, and
then head down her shoulder. She has such great skin, and she
smells so sweet all over her body.

“I want to get something
straight,” she continues, although her breathing is becoming more
erratic the further south I’m heading with my kisses.

“Always so eager for
information, Miss Steele. What needs straightening out?”

“Us,” she
whispers.

She’s got my attention now.
“Hmm. What about us?”

“The contract.”

“Well, I think the contract
is moot, don’t you?” I gently stroke her soft cheek.

What is the point of a
piece of paper right at this moment? This is all new, because I've
never had a girlfriend before. With Ana, I’ve gone beyond anything
I have ever done before, contract or not. She looks
confused.

“But you were so
keen.”

“Well,
that was before. Anyway, the Rules aren’t moot, they still
stand.” Don't think you’re
getting off Scott free young lady.

“Before? Before
what?”

“Before… More. Besides,
we’ve been in the playroom twice now, and you haven’t run screaming
for the hills.”

How can I put into a
contract where we stand now? I’m still not sure myself; we’re
making new rules as we go along. But I still need her to follow the
existing rules as well. I still need to know that she’s safe. And I
still need to punish her if she breaks the rules. And that’s what
she wants me to clarify.

“And if I break one of the
rules?”

“Then I’ll punish
you.”

“But won’t you need my
permission?”

“Yes, I will,” I
begrudgingly admit, remembering how she frustratingly refused to
let me spank her in the boathouse.

“And if I
say no?” No one ever says no
to me – except you.

“If you
say no, you’ll say no. I’ll have to find a way to persuade
you.” Use my sexpertise on
you.

Anastasia pulls away from
me to stand up. She stares down at me. Why is she being like this
when things were just hotting up nicely between us, ready for some
great piano sex?

“So the punishment aspect
remains,” she clarifies.

“Yes, but only if you break
the rules.”

“I’ll need to reread
them.”

“I’ll fetch them for
you.”

I decide we might as well
get this sorted without delay, and head for my study to get the
paperwork. We can get things straight so she understands how she
must act, what she must do to ensure that she is safe and well and
available for me to have at all times. 

It’s really quite clear cut and simple, although I have to quickly
make some adjustments to the contract, as I recall unwillingly
conceding a couple of points when we last discussed them. I’m
really not happy about her refusing to follow the prescribed list
of foods as I feel this would really benefit her, but I have no
option as she said it was a deal breaker. 

At least she didn't make a fuss earlier when I told her about the
clothes I ordered in from Neimans for her. I can't wait to see her
in some decent classy clothes, rather than the cheap crap she
normally wears, although I have to admit she looks pretty good in
anything, anything at all. But she deserves the best.

When I return, I find her
in the kitchen taking her pill. Good. I sit at the bar and hand her
the contract to read. She studies it carefully for what seems like
an age.

“So the obedience thing
still stands?” She frowns at me. This is obviously one of her
sticking points.

“Oh yes,”
I confirm with a smile. Yeah,
baby, that’s the most important part for a control freak like me.
And then I get to punish you if you disobey me. I fucking love
handing out a well-deserved punishment.

She shakes her head and
rolls her eyes at me, then realizes what she’s done.

“Did you
just roll your eyes at me, Anastasia?” Game on! I’ve told you before what would happen; you
can’t say you haven’t been warned.

“Possibly, depends what
your reaction is.”

“Same as
always.” I get to spank and
fuck Miss Steele. This is even better than a piano fuck.

 “You want to spank me
now?”

“Yes. And I
will.”

“Oh, really, Mr. Grey?”
Miss Steele wants to play games it seems, as she’s challenging
me.

“Are you going to stop me?”
This could be fun. I find I like a bit of resistance, I find it
arousing.

“You’re going to have to
catch me first,” she tells me. She’s fucking well biting that soft
pouty lip of hers too, so that’s it.

I get to my feet to start
stalking her, as she slowly starts edging away. If she thinks she
can get away from me, she is very much mistaken. And she is really
going to be paying the price for this, even if I find it as
exciting as hell.

“Are you going to come
quietly?”

“Do I ever?”

I lunge for her, but she
squeals and manages to dodge me.

“We can do this all day,
baby, but I will get you and it will just be worse for you when I
do,” I warn her.

“No, you won’t.”

“Anyone
would think you didn't want me to catch
you.” Baby, being caught will
be the best bit.

“I don’t. That’s the point.
I feel about punishment the way you feel about me touching
you.”

With these words, it’s like
Ana’s punched me in the guts, hard. Touching is an absolute and
irrefutable hard limit for me, and she’s saying I’m putting her
through hell like that by punishing her? Shit, that puts me in the
same league as the fucker who used me as his ashtray.

“That’s how you
feel?”

“No. It doesn’t affect me
quite as much as that, but it gives you an idea,” she murmurs,
backtracking a little as she looks at me with a wary
expression.

“You hate it that much?” I
ask, as she comes and stands in front of me. As she looks me
straight in the eye, I can see this is how she truly feels. I
realize this means I'm treating her in the same way the crack
whore’s pimp treated me. And that it’s all purely for my own
pleasure, not hers.

“Well… no. I feel
ambivalent about it. I don't like it, but I don't hate it,” she
tries to clarify.

So why hasn’t she run for
the hills? Why is she still even here?

“But last night, in the
playroom…?” I’m confused. She seemed to really enjoy everything I
did to her then, and I'm sure it wasn’t just an act.

“I did it for you,
Christian, because you need it. I don't. You didn't hurt me last
night. That was in a different context, and I can rationalize it
internally, and I trust you. But when you want to punish me, I
worry that you’ll hurt me.”

I turn these words over in
my head. She’s right of course. I will hurt her. That’s the whole
point of a punishment. And I don't go in for the whole ‘This will
hurt me more than it hurts you’ shit when I hand out a punishment.
I enjoy it.

“I want to hurt you. But
not beyond anything that you couldn’t take.” I’m trying to be
honest, but I don't want to scare her off.

“Why?”

“I just
need it.” That’s as far as I can go with telling her the whole
shocking truth. “I can’t tell you.” You’d be out of that door in an instant.

“Can't or
won’t?”

“Won’t.”

“So you know
why.”

“Yes.”

“But you won’t tell
me.”

“If I do, you will run
screaming from this room, and you’ll never want to return. I can't
risk that Anastasia.”

“You want me to
stay?”

“More than you know. I
couldn’t bear to lose you.”

I grab her to pull her into
my arms, to kiss her, to convey to her how much I desperately want
her to stay. How I wish I didn't carry all this shit around in my
head that makes me fifty shades of fucked up. How I don't want her
to run from me.

“Don’t leave me. You said
you wouldn’t leave me, and you begged me not to leave you, in your
sleep,” I plead, as I softly kiss her sweet lips.

“I don’t want to go,” she
murmurs back. “Show me.”

“Show you?”

“Show me how much it can
hurt.”

“What?”

“Punish me. I want to know
how bad it can get.”

I’m lost for words. After
everything she’s just said, now she’s asking me to hurt her? I am
so confused.

“You would try?”

“Yes. I said I
would.”

“Ana, you’re so
confusing.”

“I'm confused too. I'm
trying to work this out. And you and I will know, once and for all,
if I can do this. If I can handle this, then maybe you…”

Now I get where she’s going
with this. She wants to be able to touch me. She thinks that if she
can man up enough to let me punish her, I’ll man up enough to let
her touch me. I’m not sure if this is how it would work
though.

But what Ana’s just said
reflects Elena’s advice too.

‘You
have to make her understand; don't hold anything back, be totally
honest and show her, demonstrate to her exactly how extreme your
needs are. If she’s the girl you think she is, she will accept this and
do it for you.”

I make up my mind. I grab
Ana’s arm and head out of the room and upstairs to my playroom.
This day was always going to come, so why put it off any longer?
She’s a brave young woman, and Elena’s right, she deserves to know
exactly what she’s letting herself in for with a fucked up man like
me. I am what I am.

“I’ll
show you how bad it can be, and you can make your own mind up. Are
you ready for this?” I ask, as we reach the door of my
playroom.

Ana’s gone pale, and just
nods her head. But she doesn’t say no.

I open the door, and reach
up to retrieve my favorite tan leather belt from the rack next to
the door. It’s like an old friend that feels comfortable and
reassuring in my hand.

I take her over to the red
leather bench in the far corner, and instruct her to bend over it.
I'm pleased that she complies without
hesitation. See, she is ready for this.

I take a few deep breaths
as I get into my Dominant mind-set. I let the special part of my
brain take over that I use when I give a punishment. I feel calm
and yet excited. This is what I do. This is what
I enjoy doing. This gives
me incredible pleasure.

“We’re
here because you said yes, Anastasia. And you ran from me. I am
going to hit you six times, and you will count with
me.”

I am always a reasonable
and fair Dominant. This is all part of setting the scene. I’m
explaining to her why this punishment is justified, and what it
will consist of. And I'm only going to hit her six times. Elena
never hit me less than twelve times – ever. But I'm going easy on
Ana.

As she remains prone over
the bench, I slowly lift the hem of her bathrobe, so now she feels
exposed and vulnerable. I admire and then caress her beautiful pale
butt cheeks to warm them up and prepare her for what I’m about to
unleash on them. They will look so fucking amazing by the time I’ve
finished; they’re going to be glowing such a pretty shade of
pink.

“I’m
doing this so that you remember not to run from me, and as exciting
as it is, I never want you to run from me,” I tell her quietly.
“And you rolled your eyes at me. You know how I feel about
that.”

I’m in the zone now. The
place I go to in my head when I beat the shit out of little brown
haired girls. Retribution for all the times the crack
whore wasn't
punished for letting her pimp beat the shit out of me.

I carefully rest my hand
on Ana’s back to hold her in place. I slowly raise my arm, then
quickly bring it down with as much force as I can muster, so the
belt bites sharply across that beautiful ass in a perfectly placed
blow.

Take that, you fucking
crack whore piece of shit.

Anastasia cries
out.

“Count,
Anastasia!”

“One!”
she spits out.

I raise my arm, then bring
it down again, even harder this time.

Why did you leave me, you
fucking crack whore bitch?

“Two!”
Anastasia screams.

This is what I need. This
feels right, this feels good. I am in control and punishing those
that deserve to be punished.

I raise the belt again to
deal her another blow across her ass, which is already pinking up
beautifully.

Brown haired crack whore
who deserted me. Why didn't you stand up for me, fight for me? Was
I really that worthless to you?

“Three!”
Ana shouts, as the leather of the belt cuts across her with a
satisfyingly sharp snap. I love that sound.

Crack whore mother fucker.
Was I that impossible to love?

I don’t hold anything back
on the fourth stroke. She has to know, she has to understand that
this is the way it has to be.

“Four!”
she yells.

Crack whore piece of shit.
Why didn’t you protect me from him?

The next stroke snaps
gratifyingly across her skin to leave its mark.

“Five!”
she sobs.

You’re just getting what
you deserve, crack whore little girl.

I make the last bite of
the belt strike as hard as the first. It’s only been six strokes,
so each one must count.

Punishment for the crack
whore. This is how to even things out, this is justice.

“Six,”
Ana whispers in a strangled sob, as the final lash sweetly bites
her.

And we’re done. I return
from the zone.  I look at Anastasia, still lying prostrate
over the bench.

She did it for me. She
took the punishment like a good girl. She is so amazingly brave. I
drop the belt, and pull her into my arms in relief.
 

But instead of letting me
soothe her, she struggles and fights to get away from
me.

“Let
go… no…” She forcefully pushes me away as I try to comfort her, and
turns to look at me.

“Don’t touch me,” she hisses, as she glares at me with what looks like
pure hatred. She has tears streaming down her face, which she
angrily dashes away with the backs of her hands.

“This is
what you really like? Me, like this?” Ana demands to know, as she
wipes her nose on the sleeve of her bathrobe.

I just look at her because
I really don't know what to say, how to respond. No sub has ever
reacted in this way before.

“Well,
you are one fucked-up son of a bitch.”  Her words are spat at
me with pure venom.

“Ana,” I
plead, shocked by her reaction, and completely out of my
depth.

“Don’t
you dare ‘Ana’ me! You need to sort your shit out, Grey!” she
declares, then turns and walks stiffly out of my playroom, closing
the door quietly behind her.

What the fuck have I gone
and done? 


Chapter 27 - Purgatory
Part 1 - Eternal Darkness




Once Anastasia has walked
out of my playroom, I just stand there, stunned and at a loss to
comprehend what has just happened between us.

It was her suggestion that
I punish her to demonstrate how hard it would be. I checked with
her again before she entered my playroom, and she still gave her
consent. At no time did Ana ask me to stop, neither did she use
either of the safewords, or give me any indication that she didn't
want me to complete the six lashes with the belt.

And yet she reacted so
badly afterwards, looking at me with pure hatred, as if I was the
devil incarnate when I tried to congratulate her for being so
wonderfully brave for me. What is she thinking now? Where has she
gone? Has she run? What do I say to her?

I should have known better.
My gut instinct was to slowly work up to this point, and yet I
rashly leapt straight in with what she clearly deemed too harsh a
punishment, although I wouldn’t have categorized it as such. I
thought I took it pretty easy on her, compared to how Elena treated
me when I first became her sub. But I have to keep reminding myself
of how inexperienced she is, how I'm taking her to a dark side that
she is totally ignorant of - she is still such an innocent in the
world of BDSM.

Ana was crying and sobbing,
so I know she was upset, but she also sounded angry and well...
almost disgusted with me.

‘This is what you really like? Me, like this?’

I try to work out how I
feel about this. Of course I hate to see her upset and distraught.
But the honest truth is that I enjoyed hitting her immensely. I
always enjoy giving a well-deserved punishment; it gives me an
unequalled high. That’s the way I am. I need it. I just wish she’d
taken it better. I really thought she had, seeing as she didn't
protest at the time. She just obediently remained in place for me
to complete her punishment, so how was I supposed to
know?

‘Well, you are one fucked-up son of a bitch.’

I can’t deny that she’s
right. I am fifty shades of fucked-up. I warned her repeatedly, so
she could still walk away, although I desperately want her to stay,
because I am so selfish. 

But she
didn't. 

This was the third time
that she voluntarily went into my playroom. This is what gave me
hope that she could adapt to my needs.

‘Don’t
you dare ‘Ana’ me! You need to sort your shit out,
Grey.’

She’s right again, of
course. But the trouble is, mine is the kind of shit that can't be
sorted out. I know this, because I’ve spent years going from
therapist to therapist, shrink to shrink. Even the good Dr. Flynn,
who is by far the best I've seen, can't straighten me out, despite
his best efforts.

I know I can't just stay
here in my playroom, wondering what to do. Taylor hasn’t contacted
me, which means that no exit alarm has been triggered. So I'm
assuming she’s gone back to her bedroom, and I must go find her to
check on her and make sure that she’s alright. The welfare of his
sub must always be the first priority of a Dom, because
she has placed her trust in her Master to take care of her and know
what is best. 

I have to see if there is
still a way forward for us after this. Or is it the end? I can't
even contemplate that thought, so I have no option other than to
try to console her and smooth things over. Perhaps this will be
like the first time I spanked her and she was really upset. Once a
little time had elapsed, and she’d had time to think about it, she
admitted that it hadn’t been so bad after all. Then she went on to
let me give her a really awesome erotic spanking, with the silver
balls in place, which she told me she really enjoyed. She is such a
brave girl, there has to be a way we can get over this.
There has to
be.

 


~~~

 


I change out of my ripped
jeans into PJ bottoms, then go and find Anastasia. She’s in her
bedroom, where I thought she’d be, curled up on her side, facing
away from the door. I put down the Advil and arnica I’ve brought in
for her, then gently ease myself into bed behind her. She doesn’t
respond to my presence other than to tense up.

“Hush,” I
murmur, as she just lies there stiffly, silently resisting my
attempt to get close to her.

“Don’t
fight me, Ana, please,” I plead. I can't bear her being like this.
She’s always been so warm and tactile with me, and now she’s being
so cold.

I manage to gently pull
her into my arms, then bury my nose in her hair, and kiss her neck.
Her scent is as intoxicating as ever, and I cannot let myself even
begin to contemplate the thought that this could be my last fix if
she runs.

“Don't
hate me,” I plead again.

Ana responds by crying,
wave after wave of silent sobs shuddering through her body. All I
can do to try and console her is to hold her and kiss her softly,
but she remains cold and distant. I don't know what else to do or
say. No words can explain how much I want to put this right between
us, how much I want her to stay with me and work this
out.

But as more time elapses
and Ana remains aloof, I’m truly fearful that I'm not going to be
able to fix this. I don't have the necessary skills. So we just lie
there together, neither of us speaking, neither of us sleeping, but
at least she finally cries herself out and relaxes slightly, just
as dawn is breaking. 

Eventually, I
speak.

“I
brought you some Advil and some arnica cream.”

Very slowly, Ana turns and
faces me, and rests her head on my arm. I’m not sure what to
expect, so I don't say anything. I just cautiously watch and wait
for her to say something, do something, anything to give me a clue
as to her state of mind.

When she reaches up to
gently caress my cheek, and then runs her finger tips through my
stubble, I relax a little and let out the breath I didn't even
realize I was holding.

“I’m
sorry,” she whispers.

Sorry? Sorry for what?
Shit, sorry that she’s leaving me?

“What
for?”

“What I
said.”

“You
didn't tell me anything I didn't know.” Thank Christ for that,
she’s just apologizing for her harsh words, not saying goodbye. “I
am sorry I hurt you.”

“I asked
for it,” she shrugs. Then she swallows and takes a deep breath, and
I truly fear what might be coming next.

“I don’t
think I can be everything you want me to be,” she
whispers. No, no, no, don't talk that way, don't start making your
excuses to leave.

“You are
everything I want you to be.” And more. Much, much
more.

“I don't
understand. I’m not obedient, and you can be as sure as hell I'm
not going to let you do that to me again. And that’s what
you need, you said so.”

This is my worst
nightmare. She’ll never be able to cope with extreme needs like
mine. I’ve been fooling myself all along. She deserves a far better
man than me. I have to stop being selfish and let her go. I don't
know how I'm going to do it, but I have to, for her
sake. But it
feels like my world is ending.

“You’re
right. I should let you go. I am no good for
you.”

I see her eyes fill with
tears again, as her sweet face crumples up.

“I don’t
want to go,” she whispers.

“I don’t
want you to go either,” I whisper back, struggling to keep control
of my emotions, as I tenderly wipe a falling tear from her cheek.
“I’ve come alive since I met you.”

And it’s true. As I gently
trace my thumb over that wonderful soft bottom lip of hers, I know
that she’s touched me in a way that no one else ever has, or
probably ever will again. But it’s all been in vain. I can't be the
man she wants or needs.

“Me,
too,” she whispers. “I’ve fallen in love with you,
Christian.”

“No,” I
exclaim in horror. No one can love me. No one
should love me. Even my own birth mother couldn't love me, could
she?

I’m shocked to my very
core by her words. Fuck, no! This is just not possible. No
one can possibly love me, she can't have fallen in love with a
depraved, fucked up man like me, surely she can see that,
especially after this evening? Love only happens to good, deserving
people like my mom and dad. They have pure hearts, so they can give
and receive love. I don’t, so I can't. It’s that simple. Anastasia
is deluding herself if she thinks otherwise.

“You
can't love me, Ana. No… that’s wrong.” Don't waste your love on me,
Anastasia. I don't deserve it.

“Wrong?
Why’s it wrong?” She doesn’t understand. You have to make her
understand, Grey.

“Well,
look at you. I can't make you happy.” This is the truth of the
matter.

“But you
do make me happy.” She frowns.

“Not at
the moment, not doing what I want to do.”

“We’ll
never get past that, will we?” she whispers very
quietly.

I shake my
head.

Ana’s right, of course. I
wish I could dispute this, but I can't. I will always carry this
need to punish around with me. I will always want to beat her, whip
her, cane her. Much as I might regret my actions tonight, it’s
always going to come back to this, isn’t it?

Elena realized straight away it would never work
between Ana and me, because she understands the depths of my
extreme needs, and she tried to warn me didn’t she?

'You have to be honest
with her, and if that scares her off, then she’s not for you, and
it’s best that you know this sooner rather than later.'

'You have to make her
understand; don't hold anything back, be totally honest and show
her, demonstrate to her exactly how extreme your needs are. Trust
me, that’s what you need to do, if you’re going to stand any chance
of making things work with her, if that’s what you really
want.' 

That's why she usually
helps me to select a new sub by screening potential candidates for
me. She knows the type of girl that will suit me, and her
selections are the ones I usually invite for an
interview.

It’s clear to me now that
I can't possibly make Ana happy, even though I really want to, more
than anything.

“Well,
I’d better go,” Ana murmurs, unable to look me in the eye as she
sits up in the bed. She winces as she puts some weight on her
bottom. All your doing, Grey. Proud of yourself?

“No,
don't go.” Fuck. I don't want her to go.
I can't let her walk away like this.

“There’s
no point in me staying,” she sighs wearily. She seems resigned to
our fate, as she gets out of bed.

“I’m
going to get dressed. I’d like some privacy,” she says coldly when
I try to follow her.

So I let her
go.

What other option do I
have? I can't give her what she needs. I want to scream and shout,
to howl in protest at the unfairness of it all, but I can't. I just
feel numb, and scared. It feels as if the whole world is closing in
on me. Life without Anastasia is just too bleak to contemplate at
this moment.

 


~~~

 


I’m hanging around in the
lounge waiting for Ana to return, when my fucking cell buzzes. I
want to ignore it, but I see it’s Welch, so I take the call. I’ve
instructed him to keep me informed about any intel on Leila the
moment he gets it.

“What’s
the latest?” I snap.

“Turns
out Miss Williams – or rather Mrs. West, ran out on her husband
about three or four months ago, which he omitted to tell us the
first time we contacted him, even though we informed him that there
was  a strong possibility that she could harm herself. Now
he’s saying he was well shot of her; that she was a ‘fucking mental
bitch’ to quote his words.”

“He said
what? Well he could have told us the fucking truth. Welch, this is
a real fuck up. Just find her.” I terminate the call. This is all I
need right now.

I glance up to see
Anastasia has come back into the room. She looks even paler than
usual, and her eyelids are puffy, no doubt from crying most of the
night. She looks dreadful. This is what you’ve brought
her to, Grey. You’re no good for her.

Ignoring me, she walks
over to the couch where she’s left the backpack she took to
Georgia, and starts rummaging in it. She takes out her MacBook, and
heads towards the kitchen. I wonder what she’s doing, but when I
see that she’s putting her cell and her car keys on the worktop
along with the Mac, I realize she’s intending to give them back to
me.

I’m horrified. Why does
she feel the need to do this? How will I be able to contact her? I
have to have these links with her, she can’t cut me off like this.
And I want her to have a safe car. I still want her protected and
safe. Why would she think otherwise? Subs always get to keep
anything I've given them, and she’s more than a sub. She’s my
girlfriend. Or was, rather.

Then Ana turns to me, and
cool as a cucumber, she says,

“I need
the money that Taylor got for my Beetle.” Just keep the Audi, for fucks
sake.

“Ana, I
don't want those things, they’re yours. Please take them.” Why the
fuck does she even think I’d want them back?

“No,
Christian. I only accepted them under sufferance – and I don't want
them anymore.”

“Ana, be
reasonable.”

“I don't
want anything that will remind me of you. I just need the money
that Taylor got for my car.” She’s acting so cold and unfeeling.
How can she be like this?

“Are you
trying to wound me?” This isn’t my sweet Ana, this isn’t like her
at all.

“No. I’m
not. I’m trying to protect myself,” she whispers
sadly.

“Please,
Ana, take that stuff.” For fucks sake, just take
it.

“Christian, I don't want to fight – I just need the money,” she
stubbornly insists, refusing to back down.

“Will you
take a check?” Okay, I’ll play
along.

“Yes. I
think you’re good for it.” Very funny, Miss
Steele.

I head off to my study to
write out a check. I know Ana has very little money in her account,
and I’ve been looking for an opportunity to get some additional
funds in there for her.

 So
now I write the check out for as much as I think I can get away
with her accepting. I’ll come up with some cover story about her
old piece of shit car being a collector’s item. Actually Taylor
told me that it was, but no way did it go for the amount I'm going
to give her. But it’s just pocket money to me, and I hate the
thought of her struggling and going short, whatever the situation
between us. I put the check in an envelope, so maybe she won’t see
the amount and we’ll avoid yet another argument.

Then I call Taylor into my
study. He’s dressed, but isn’t wearing a tie or jacket at this
early hour.

“Miss
Steele needs a ride back to her apartment.” I keep my face
impassive to try and hide the rising panic I’m
feeling.

“Very
good, sir.” He shows no surprise at this request at such an early
hour of the morning, although I can tell he’s surreptitiously
studying my face to try and gauge the situation. I imagine that
some of the horror of the last few hours must be reflected on my
face for him to see.

“Her
covert surveillance team will need to be updated as to her revised
whereabouts, and… change of circumstances. She and I are no
longer…” I can't bring myself to put anything more than this into
words, but Taylor gets the picture.

“I see,
sir. But you still want the surveillance team to monitor Miss
Steele?”

“Yes,
absolutely. Her safety and well-being remain of paramount
importance, no matter what the situation... regardless of
what has… changed…. between us.” I am just about holding
myself together at this point, because it all seems totally unreal.
This can't be happening.

“And
Taylor, I’m going to advise Miss Steele that you managed to get
$24,000 for her old classic Beetle. That was the correct amount,
wasn’t it?”

“The
exact figure slips my mind. But I’m sure you’re correct, Mr.
Grey.”

Taylor understands where
I'm coming from, and will go along with whatever story is required
of him.

I return to hand Ana the
envelope.

“Taylor
got a good price. It’s a classic car. You can ask him. He’ll take
you home.”

Taylor is standing
impassively in the doorway behind me, having put his tie and jacket
on, in accordance with my insistence that staff adhere to a smart
dress code at all times.

“That’s
fine.” Ana takes the envelope without looking
inside. Good. “I can get myself home, thank
you.” Not so
good.

“Are you
going to defy me at every turn?” She is so fucking exasperating.
The least she can do is let me make sure she gets back safely, so I
know where she is. And give us some time to
scramble the surveillance team.

“Please,
Ana, let Taylor take you home.”

“I’ll get
the car, Miss Steele,” Taylor commands authoritatively, then
leaves. Good man, Jason. Don't take any of that crap from
her.

So this is it. Ana stands
a short distance away from me, and I just want to touch her, to
hold her, but as I step forward, she steps back.

This is all wrong. How has
it come to this? How did we get to this point of no return so
quickly? How can I let her just walk away from me? How do I do
this? But what choice do I have?

“I don’t
want you to go.”

“I can’t
stay. I know what I want and you can't give it to me, and I can't
give you what you need.” Yes, I know this is true,
but... I can't let you go like this. I just can’t.

I try again. I want to
take her in my arms. I need to hold her. I move towards
her.

“Don’t,
please. I can't do this,” Ana states brutally, as she holds her
hands up to stop me in my tracks.

She picks up her suitcase
and backpack, and heads for the foyer. I follow warily at a
distance, since she’s made it crystal clear that she does not want
me to touch her in any way.

I press the elevator
button, and the doors open. She steps in.

“Goodbye,
Christian,” she whispers, looking up at me with those wonderful
blue eyes of hers, that look so sad and haunted
now.

“Ana,
goodbye.”

Somehow I manage to get
the words out. The light in my world is about to be extinguished,
but I just watch, paralyzed with horror, with fear, as the elevator
doors close and Anastasia disappears, out of view and out of my
life.

 


~~~

 


The pain is indescribable.
Far, far worse than anything else I’ve ever experienced. I can
hardly breathe, the pain in my chest is so excruciating. It’s as if
someone has clamped my heart in a vice. An ice cold vice.
 

All I can think about is
that I’ve lost Anastasia. I’ve let her slip through my fingers,
after having her within my grasp. I’d even let myself think
about more with her. Now everything has turned to dust. What did I
expect? I don't deserve a beautiful, sweet, innocent girl like
her.

I guess I'm in a state of
shock, because I'm still sitting in the lounge in my PJ bottoms,
when Taylor returns. I don't even notice him until he discreetly
clears his throat.

“I… er…
thought you’d like to know that Miss Steele made it safely back to
her apartment, sir,” he informs me when I look
up.

“Right,
yes, good. I’ll leave you to liaise with her protection team,
Taylor. Just ensure I get the usual updates.”

“Of
course, sir.”

“I’m
going for a run. Not sure how long I’ll be,” I tell him. I need to
get out of here, to somehow get some air into my lungs to be able
to breathe properly.

“I’ll get
changed and come with you,” he states.

“No,” I
snap at him. “I’m going on my own.”

“Sir, it
really would be advisable for me to…”

“For
fucks sake! Can I make it any clearer? I said I’m going on my own.
”

I can see that Taylor is
alarmed by my mood, but I can't help it. I need to be on my own. I
just have to get out of here before the walls close in around me
and I start screaming. Like I do when I'm having one of my
nightmares. Except I'm awake. This is not a bad dream that I'm
going to wake up from. This is the fuck awful reality. My whole
life has just turned into a fucking nightmare now that Ana’s gone.
All hope of anything more in my life has disappeared with her.
There’s nothing except a yawning chasm of emptiness stretching
ahead of me to look forward to. Eternal night and endless
darkness.

“Very
well, sir. Can I just say…?” I glare at him, assuming he’s going to
try again about coming running with me. 

“Miss
Steele… she was very upset, you know, in the car on the way
back.”

He looks at me with what
seems like concern. Or maybe pity.

I very nearly lose it
then. A wave of despair washes over me. I don't know how to handle
this. I've never let myself feel for anyone in this way before, and
now I know why. It sucks.

“You can
take my calls,” I say, as I throw my cell at him, and then head for
my bedroom to get changed into my running gear.

I’m stopped in my tracks
as I see something on my pillow. A cardboard box, with a note on
top.

It’s from Ana.

 


This reminded me of a
happy time.

Thank you.

Ana

 


It’s a modeling kit for a
Blahnik L23 glider.

I sit on the edge of the
bed staring at the picture of the glider on the box. Taking Ana
soaring was a happy time for me too, it was one of the best times
of my life. No, correction - it was the best time of my life. We had
so much fun together. She was so happy. I made her happy and she
laughed, and that made me happy. I had so much hope then. I should
have known it couldn’t last, because even on that day, my bad shit
caught up with me, when Leila tried to kill
herself. Another life you screwed up, Grey.

It’s a typical, sweet,
thoughtful gift from Ana that probably only cost a few dollars. But
it’s priceless to me. I can feel myself getting choked up, and I'm
horrified to realize that I'm about to cry. That can't happen. I
don't cry. Ever. 

 


There you are, you little
shit. Don't bother hiding, because you know I always find you. And
it's no good crying for your mommy. She’s not going to help you is
she?

I put the box back down
carefully on the chest of drawers. I can't deal with this now. I’ve
got to get out of here. I quickly throw on my running gear, and
head out of the room.

Taylor is hovering in the
lobby, clearly waiting to intercept me.

“Mr.
Grey, at least take your cell with you, in case you need backup,”
he protests, but I just ignore him. Frankly, right now I’d welcome
being attacked or mugged, because then I’d be justified in kicking
the shit out of someone. Trouble is, I’d probably kill
them.

Once I’m outside, I get
into my stride and run at a punishing pace. Everything is still
going round in my head. I can't run away from that. I suck in great
lung fulls of air to try and breathe properly.

Why the fuck was I so
reckless and stupid to ruin everything with Ana? But why didn't she
stop me, why didn't she safeword? What was she trying to
prove?  I believed her when she said in her sleep that she’d
never leave me, but she was still out of that door when things got
too hard for her. When you got too hard for her, Grey. Don’t blame
her.

But what does it matter
anyway, because she had to know. My needs were always going to
surface at some point. No normal, sane person could be expected to
cope with me.

She said she loved me. Is
that what she was trying to prove, is that why she let me hit her?
If that’s the case, then I've desecrated her love with my depraved
needs. That’s why I’m not deserving of love from someone like her.
That’s why it’s all pointless. There is no point in going over it.
I have to let her go, so that she can find real love, not the
twisted perverted type she might think she could give an
undeserving, fucked up individual like me.  

But I want her. I want her
with all of my soul, with all of my being. What is the point of
feeling like this if it’s just to let her go? But that’s just it.
There is no point any more. No point to anything. Life is now
pointless.

Without realizing it, I’ve
followed my route to Flynn’s office. But it’s Saturday, so he won’t
be there. And what could he do anyway? He doesn't have a magic wand
to make everything right again. He can't make me into the kind of
man that Ana should have fallen in love with. No one
can.

So now I head back to
Escala, pushing myself even harder. I'm not timing myself, but I’d
say I've done it in a new record time by the time I’m walking back
into my apartment.

I see the look of relief
on Taylors face when he sees I'm back. He tries to intercept me as
I make my way through the lounge.

“Just
going to take a shower,” I cut him short as he starts to speak, but
then Gail appears.

“What
would you like for breakfast, Mr. Grey?” she
asks.

“It’s the
weekend. What are you doing here?”

“Oh, I
was around and at a loose end, so I thought I might as well make
myself useful. You know I always like cooking for you anytime,”
Gail smiles at me. There’s that look again, same as Taylor earlier.
Concern – or is it pity?

 Clearly Taylor’s filled her in about Ana leaving
me.

“So
what’s it to be? Your usual, sir?” Gail presses
me.

Food is the last thing on
my mind, but it’s easier just to go along with her I
guess.

“Yes,
thank you.”

“It’ll be
ready and waiting for you when you’ve had your shower then, Mr.
Grey.”

I go to my bedroom and
head for the shower.

I quickly strip off and
stand under the scalding water. Just like Ana and I did yesterday.
I glance over to the wall where I took her in such an urgent manner
yesterday, when she'd just arrived back from Georgia. She made me
feel calm again, once she was back here with me. I'm never going to
feel that calmness again.

I’m never going to have
her again. I'm never going to touch her or hold her again. I'm
never going to bury myself deep within her again. I'm never going
to hear that wonderful sound she makes when she comes, ever again.
I’m never going to breathe in her sweet scent again, and I'm never
going to wake up lying next to her again.

The shampoo bottle I'm
holding is suddenly flung angrily out of my hand and smashed
against the wall opposite, breaking into a million pieces. I
quickly rinse off and make my way out of the shower, scooping up
the pieces of glass and putting them in the trash bin as I do
so.

It’s so unfair. Call it
whatever you want; fucking, or making love, but we were so
amazingly good together, even the vanilla. And she wanted me just
as much as I wanted her. She was a virgin, she was waiting for me,
I was the first man to take her, it was meant to be. We were so
drawn to each other, that bond, that electricity. I’ve never
experienced anything like it before. So what was that all for, if
it’s just going to end between us in this
way?  You screwed it all up, Grey. You and your need to beat the
living shit out of her.

I dress in my standard
weekend attire of white linen shirt and black jeans that I
automatically grab out of the closet without even thinking about
it.

Another wave of despair
washes over me when I realize I'm going to have to tell Mom that
Ana and I have split up. She’s going to be so disappointed, and
it’s all my fault. I’ve let her down again. Mom was deliriously
happy that I’d finally gotten myself a girlfriend, and she really
liked Anastasia – well of course she did, because she’s pretty much
perfect. My family will probably assume we’ve broken up because I’m
gay, and I’ve just been in denial about it. They won't know it’s
because I'm a depraved, evil pervert.

Despite my run, I still
feel as if I have a ten ton weight on my chest and can't breathe
properly. I open the doors to the balcony and step out there. It’s
windy, but it’s a bright, clear day. Not a place to be if you don’t
have a head for heights, as even the balustrade under the handrail
at the edge of the balcony is made of glass, to allow an
uninterrupted view of Seattle.

I walk over to the rail
and lean over to look below. It’s a long way down. The people look
like little ants as they go about their everyday business, while
I'm up here in my Ivory Tower. Is this how things looked to the
poor souls trapped in the Twin Towers on 9/11? What must have been
going through their minds before they took the decision to jump?
Once they leapt off, that must have been the ultimate soaring
experience, a few seconds of total freedom before a quick end. Not
such a bad way to go, considering the alternative of being burnt
alive. Better than facing being trapped in purgatory. That’s what
it feels like I'm facing now. Purgatory.

“Mr.
Grey. Christian. Please move away from the
edge.” 

Taylor’s quiet voice
interrupts my thoughts.

I turn to look at him in
surprise. What is he doing here?

He slowly starts walking
towards me, never taking his eyes from my face, never breaking eye
contact.

“Just
come back inside now. Please, Christian,” he calmly continues, as
he reaches me and clamps my arms in a vice like
grip.

As I let him guide me away
from the edge of the balcony, I can't help casting one last
lingering look over the edge, but Taylor pulls me away and guides
me back into the bedroom, where Gail is standing waiting, with her
hand over her mouth. I see her take a deep breath and force a smile
on her face.

“Let’s
get you sorted out, shall we, Mr. Grey?” she says, looking at my
hands. I look down to see the front of my shirt is covered in
blood, as are my hands. I must have cut myself on the glass from
the broken shampoo bottle. Taylor hasn’t let go of me, and
continues to guide me towards the kitchen. He nods his head at
Gail, and she goes over to the patio door, locks it, then puts the
key in her pocket.

“Did you
get through?” he asks under his breath.

“He’s on
his way. About twenty minutes,” she
replies. Who?

In the kitchen, Gail
cleans up the cuts on my hands – they’re only minor, they just bled
a lot to make things look worse than they were. She gets a fresh
white linen shirt for me to change into, then serves up a white egg
omelet with bacon, and some orange juice. 

Taylor sits at the bar
next to me, sipping a cup of coffee, while Gail disappears off with
my blood stained shirt. For the first time, I get why Ana doesn’t
always feel like eating; but my ingrained hatred of waste makes me
robotically eat the food, even if I don't really taste
it.

“I didn’t
know how to cope when my wife left me,” Taylor says, as he stares
into his coffee cup.

My fork full of food stops
half way to my mouth. Taylor has never volunteered any kind of
personal information to me before.

“She
didn't like the way I was, the type of man I’d become because of
the job I did.”

I recall that Taylor was
in the Special Forces, a Green Beret. It was one of the reasons I
didn't hesitate to hire him. They don't come any more highly
trained than a Green Beret.

“I said I
couldn’t change, that she had to accept me as I was. So I lost her.
Stupid thing is, after that I left the forces and then I had to
change, to adapt to life in the outside world. But by then she’d
found someone else. Now he gets to be Sophie’s dad every day, while
I’m just her occasional weekend dad, if her mom chooses to allow
it.”

“I see.
And your point is?”

“All I’m
saying is, I regret not making an effort to change while I still
had the chance of working things out with her. Don't make the same
mistake that I did. Like I told you, Miss Steele was very upset
when I took her home. So maybe there’s still hope
…”

We both look up Gail as
walks back into the kitchen – accompanied by Dr. Flynn.

“What the
fuck are you doing here, John?” I ask, shocked to see
him.

“Good
morning, Christian. I thought it was about time I got to see the
inside of this luxury penthouse of yours. And very nice it is too -
you can give me the full tour later. Oh, and don't worry, I’ll be
putting an additional charge for a weekend home visit on top of my
normal bill,” he says in his cool, calm British accent, as he comes
and sits at the bar and helps himself to a cup of
coffee.
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“The fuck you will. I sure
as hell didn't request a home visit from you, so I'm not paying any
extra charge,” I retort, as Taylor and Gail beat a hasty retreat
from the kitchen to leave us alone. John and I fall naturally into
our easy banter. I like his quirky, no nonsense, British sense of
humor.

“Well, we can quibble over
the details of my bill later, but seeing as I'm here now, why don't
you tell me what’s been going on with you, Christian,” Flynn
replies, in his usual seemingly laid back manner, although I
can tell he’s furtively watching me very closely.

“I’m guessing Taylor or
Gail called you, which was entirely unnecessary.”

“Yes, they did. And who can
blame them, when Taylor noticed via the security CCTV that you were
leaning right over the edge of the balcony, especially when he
realized that you were covered in blood. He said he's never seen
you out there before in all the time he's worked for you, so it was
a clear departure from your normal behavior pattern. Christian, you
are renowned for your volatile nature, and Taylor knew you’d
already been behaving erratically earlier today, due to an
unwelcome development in your personal life. It’s his job to
protect you, even if it’s from yourself.”

“It’s not
how it looks, John. Jeez, I wasn’t thinking about killing myself,
if that’s what you’re all
thinking.” Or was I? Shit no,
even I'm not that screwed up. Am I?

“No? Well then, do you mind
telling me what was going through your mind when you were leaning
over the edge? And why exactly are you covered in
blood?”

“I cut my hand on some
broken glass, that’s all, and I didn’t notice because they're only
tiny cuts which didn't hurt, but it seems they bled like fuckers.
And I just stepped outside onto the balcony to get some fresh air,
to clear my head, and as I don't go out there very often, I was
contemplating the view.”

“But what were you thinking
about? What was going through your mind?”

“You want to know the
honest truth? Living up here on the top floor of Escala as I do,
sometimes I get to thinking about all those poor souls who were
trapped on the top floors of the twin towers on 9/11. Haven't you
ever wondered what you would have done, if it had been you? Would
you have jumped and experienced a fleeting sense of freedom as you
flew to a certain death, or would you have remained in the
building, knowing there was no escape from the purgatory raging
below?”

“Those are rather morbid
thoughts, Christian, I must say. So, what would you have chosen to
do?”

“I can never make up my
mind for sure, but I think probably I’d take control of my destiny
and jump.”

“And were you tempted to
jump, just now? Did you experience any kind of a compelling
impulsive urge to jump, maybe even just for a fleeting second, as a
solution to the angst you’re currently experiencing?”

“Shit, no! I’m not Leila,
for Christ’s sake.”

“Ah yes, the ex-submissive
you rang me about last week. Any news on her?”

“No. She seems to have gone
to earth.”

“I see. Well, I think it
best for now if we just concentrate on you, so I suggest you tell
me what happened between you and Anastasia that led to the break-up
of your relationship. That is the situation as I understand
it?”

“Yes. Anastasia’s left
me.” 

Saying the words out loud makes them seem even more final somehow,
and indescribable pain washes over me again and my chest tightens
up. I close my eyes and take a deep breath to continue. 

“I hit her. With a belt. Six times. She asked me to show her how
bad it could be, so I did. She couldn’t take it. No, that’s not
true, she did take it because she never safeworded on me, but then
she said she’d never let me do it again. She said she can't be what
I need, and I can't give her what she wants. So she left
me.”

“I thought you had planned
to introduce her very gradually to the more extreme aspects of your
BDSM lifestyle. What changed your mind?”

“Ana suggested it. She
offered to let me punish her, even though it really scares
her,  hoping that maybe then I would let her touch me, which
obviously you know I have major problems with and never allow.
Elena had already urged me not to hold back, and because Anastasia
needed to know the truth about me sooner rather than later, I
decided it was as good a time as any to show her the real
me.”

“I see. And so you just
launched right in, you went straight ahead and took Elena’s advice,
despite the fact that there was a very real chance that such an
experience would prove to be too much for an inexperienced girl
like Anastasia. You surely knew that she had no real idea of what
she was letting herself in for, although of course you
did?”

“Yes, I suppose so, and
yes, I agree in hindsight it was foolish of me. I got carried
away.”

“And so do you regret your
actions now?”

“Yes and no. I desperately
regret losing Anastasia, but the day was always going to come when
she had to find out about my needs. Why put it off?”

“So what do you plan to do
about the fact that you regret losing her?”

“What do you mean? There’s
nothing I can do is there? I am who I am. I have a need to punish,
to hurt, and Ana can’t live with that.”

“Let me just ask you,
Christian. How are you feeling right now?”

“Fucking shit. In physical
pain. Like my whole world just came crashing down around me. Like
there’s nothing to look forward to any more. Like there’s no point
to anything anymore, and it’s going to be perpetual night now she’s
gone. ”

“So, basically you are
experiencing an existential crisis.”

“I guess so,
yes.”

“So, if I said there was a
way forward that could potentially solve this crisis, would you be
prepared to try it, if it meant that you and Anastasia could
possibly get back together and find a way forward?”

“You’re not going to start
with all that SFBT shit again are you?”

“As a matter of fact I am,
Christian, because Solution Focused Brief Therapy could really work
for you, if you would only open up your mind to work at it, and
take it more seriously than you have in the past. It is possible
for you to confront your demons and re-think them. Then maybe you
could concentrate on where you want to be in the future, and what
it would take for you to get there.”

“I’m too fucked up for any
of that. I already know what works for me, because it has done for
many years.”

“You mean the BDSM
lifestyle that Elena introduced you to when you were just fifteen
years old? Look, I’m going to be brutally honest about how I see
your relationship with this older Dominatrix figure, because I
wonder if it has ever occurred to you that things might have turned
out differently for you under a more benign influence than hers?
That you might be in a different place to where you are right
now?”

“What do you mean? I needed
a firm hand, and that’s exactly what Elena gave me. She turned me
around, stopped me drinking and doing drugs. She saved my life. She
even helped me financially when I set up my first business, after I
dropped out of Harvard. ”

“What if she had seduced
you with love and affection instead of extremely harsh physical
pain, and loveless, mechanical sex? She understood all about your
haphephobia with her inside knowledge from your mother, so no doubt
she could have found a loving way to deal with touching you, if
she’d been so inclined. As a hormonal fifteen year old boy
desperate for sex, I'm sure she could have offered you other
incentives to have got you to stop drinking and resist taking
drugs. Yet she chose to make you her BDSM submissive slave, even
though you were still legally under the age of consent. That says
far more about her needs than yours. Let me ask you something. Was
her marriage a happy one?”

I snort with
derision.

“Hardly. Elena is a very
beautiful woman, and Linc, her husband, just saw her as a trophy
wife. Most of the time he ignored her. Either that or he beat her.
When he eventually found out about our affair, he beat her to a
pulp, broke her jaw, her left arm and four of her ribs. So no, it
wasn’t a happy marriage.”

“Any idea why she married
him in the first place?”

“I think she was pretty
young when they got married. Linc was rich and powerful, so he
presented a solution for her, because she was desperate to get away
from her father…” I pause, as I think I see where he’s going with
this.

“Let me guess. Elena’s
father was abusive towards her, and so to try and escape, she
rushed into what turned out to be another abusive relationship with
her husband. And then she in turn physically and mentally abused
you, an extremely vulnerable fifteen year old boy, harshly caning
and whipping you right from the very beginning of your
relationship, even though I believe this is not normally considered
acceptable behavior in the BDSM community. And so, over a long
period, she has influenced you to such an extent that now you
believe it only possible for you to enjoy very extreme BDSM sexual
relationships. Ones that you have to keep secret from your family
and friends, meaning that she is virtually your only confidante,
enabling her to continue to manipulate you, even after all these
years. Can’t you see this?”

“I hadn’t
thought of it that way,” I admit. But Elena is my only true friend – isn’t she?

“Christian, surely you can
see that what we have here is an on-going cycle of violence and
abuse. Don't you think that maybe it’s time to try and break that
cycle, now that you have met and fallen in love with a girl who is
not into that lifestyle? A loving relationship with Anastasia
offers you a fresh start, a whole new future, if you can just be
brave enough to confront your issues, instead of blindly accepting
them and stubbornly refusing to even consider other options.
”

“I’m just
too fucked up, John, it’s too late. You know why I do what I do
with little brown haired girls, the anger and rage I have that
needs channeling.” Fifty
shades.

“That’s just bullshit,
Christian. It’s never too late for anyone to change if they really
want to, and you are still a young man in his twenties. I really
think this is one of the areas you need to confront, however
painful it maybe for you. It’s about time you tried to find a way
to forgive your birthmother, to let the anger go. There must have
been reasons why she ended up the way she did. You may be judging
her unfairly, because you were just four years of age when she
died, so you have no understanding of the background to explain any
of it, to make sense of it.”

“Well,
none of that really matters now does it? Ana’s broken up with me,
so it’s too late to fix things with her
anyway.” There’s no going back
now – is there?

“Not necessarily. How did
things end between you? Was she angry, or sad or upset? Did she
want you to try to work things out?”

“She was
all of those things. She cried all night. She said she didn’t want
to go. She was sweet and tender and loving at first when we talked…
and then she was cold and distant when she walked out, she wouldn’t
even let me touch her.” 

My voice breaks as I think about those last few hours we spent
together, how I wish it could have been different, but it
can’t. Can it?

“Sounds to me as if she has
very deep feelings for you.”

“She said she loved me,” I
whisper, as I swallow hard and cover my eyes with my hands, trying
to cope with saying those words out loud. It all feels very raw and
tender. Repeating the words we spoke as we lay together in bed for
the last time is incredibly painful.

“And did you tell her that
you loved her too?” John very gently probes.

“Don’t be
so fucking stupid! Of course not. She can’t possibly love me, and
I'm sure as hell not capable of love.” Love is for other people –
not me. Or is it?

“Oh Christian, why on earth
do you imagine you’re feeling the way you do, if it’s not because
you are very capable indeed of giving and receiving love? Do you
imagine for one moment that the depth of anguish you’re feeling
right now is down to anything other than the fact that you are
deeply in love with Anastasia? You have to get over your morbid
self-abhorrence and accept that you are capable of both giving and
receiving love.”

I look at
him skeptically.

“She deserves a better man
than me,” I mutter.

“Let’s turn this around
then, shall we? You mentioned to me before that you're concerned
that Anastasia has low self-esteem and confidence issues; that she
doesn’t always take care of herself properly, or eat as well as she
maybe ought to?”

“Yes, I do have concerns
about her actually. She seems to prefer to take care of other
people, like her stepdad or her mom, instead of herself.
”

“Well, maybe she needs you
to look after her and take care of her, just as much as I believe
you need her to help you develop a normal, happy, loving
relationship, to be the man you could so easily be, if you would
just let yourself try. This is what a good partnership between a
man and a woman is all about; caring for each other, understanding
each other’s strengths and weaknesses. She could be your salvation;
equally you could be hers.”

“Maybe, I
suppose when you put it like that,” I tentatively
agree. Is this even
possible?

“And from what you told me
last time, you and Anastasia are very compatible sexually. It's
only the very extreme aspects of your lifestyle that pose a problem
to her.”

“The punishments. She can't
get her head around the fact that I want to hurt her. So it was
really brave of her to agree to let me hit her. Ana’s never
experienced any kind of corporal punishment before, so I was trying
to prove to her that her fear makes the pain seem worse in her head
than in reality, and I’d not give her anything that I didn't think
she could handle for me.”

“For most people, any pain
at all is not acceptable, Christian,”
John quietly reminds me. “This is where Elena’s influence
about what is normal and acceptable is what I would question. Does
Anastasia know about Elena?”

“Oh yes. She calls her Mrs.
Robinson. Oh, and Mrs. Pedo.”

“The more I hear about your
Anastasia, the more I like the sound of her. I’d really love to
meet her, so you’d better get on and sort this mess out,” John
chuckles.

“Yeah, you’d really love
her. My family all love her, my mom especially. I'm not looking
forward to breaking the news to them that we’ve split up,” I
sigh.

“Don't rush into telling
them yet. All is not lost. Look, from what you’ve told me, the only
thing standing in the way of you and Anastasia having a
relationship is your need to punish and hurt her. The reason she
wants to be able to touch you is because she loves you and wants to
be able to show you affection, which is a positive thing, not
negative as you seem to think. You’ve told me the break up is
causing you extreme physical and mental anguish, but you could fix
this. You’ve come to a very important crossroads in your life, and
you have a very simple choice to make – the solution lies entirely
in your own hands. You can stubbornly refuse to change or adapt in
any way, just carry on exactly as you are, as you have been up to
now, but without Anastasia in your life and live with the pain this
causes you. Or, you could be really brave, open up your mind to
make some positive changes in your attitudes and lifestyle choices,
and try to win her back. It’s entirely up to you,
Christian.”

“You really think it’s
possible? I mean, she’s broken off all communication with me, she
even refused to take those with her, stubborn and challenging woman
that she is.” I point to the MacBook and cell that are still
sitting on the worktop.

“Oh come on Christian, I
don't think those minor obstacles would present any kind of a
problem to a man with your considerable resources. But first of
all, you have to decide which option you’re going for. There is no
point whatsoever in trying to open any kind of communication with
Anastasia, unless you have something new to offer her, as she has
made it quite plain the arrangement that you originally proposed is
not acceptable to her. And let me tell you that she is not being
unreasonable, however much Elena might try to convince you
otherwise.”

“I don't know. I’m not sure
it would be fair on her. Maybe it’s best I just let her go,” I
sigh, as I run my hand through my hair in confusion.

“So you would happily just
sit back and let another man step into your place?” John
challenges, knowing full well my possessive and jealous
nature.

Just the thought of any
other man touching Ana, kissing her, taking her, taking what
is mine fills me with rage and fury. The thought of another man
having her is like a knife twisting in my heart. I know José
fucking Rodriquez is just waiting in the side-lines, ready to get
into Ana’s panties first chance he gets. And she’s so naïve, she
still thinks he’s her friend. And then there’s that Ethan guy,
Kate’s brother, I could tell he was really into her, the way he had
his arm around her at the graduation ceremony. And he’s got the
perfect excuse to hang around her as Ana’s best friends with his
sister. Then there are all the guys she’ll meet when she starts her
new job, they’ll all be tripping over themselves to get a piece of
her. She won’t be on her own for long, that’s obvious.

“No,” I growl at John. “I
can't let that happen. I’d kill any fucker who went near
her.”

“Then I suggest you give
some very serious thought to what I've suggested as a solution to
your dilemma. Right, I think we’ve gone about as far as we can for
now, you need time to think through everything I’ve said, so I’m
going to leave you now. I want you to take some time out to really
think very hard about where you see your life heading from now on,
and how you could adapt to include Anastasia in that life. I’ll
call round again tomorrow morning, then you can tell me how you’re
progressing.”

“Sorry your weekend’s been
disturbed, John, and you really don't need to call by tomorrow.
Taylor overreacted today, and he overstepped his
duties.”

“No, Christian, Taylor was
just doing his job.  He couldn’t afford to hesitate or take a
chance once he’d assessed what he saw as a potentially dangerous
and life threatening situation. And actually, as it turned out I
was glad for an excuse to escape from home to be honest with you –
Rhian’s mother is visiting.” He grimaces at me. “And I will call in
tomorrow, because you still owe me a tour of your apartment. I
think I need to see inside your playroom, after everything I’ve
heard about it. Also, it’ll help me to understand what Anastasia
must have felt when she walked in there for the first
time.”

“You’re just looking to
bump up your bill, you’re up to your old tricks again, John. But
okay, I’ll show you round my playroom tomorrow if you want, and who
knows, it might help you to discover your inner Dominant. It’s
there in most men, even if it’s hidden deep down.”

“Very deep down in my case.
But all joking aside, you know you can ring me at any time,
Christian. Oh, and if you don't want to give Taylor a heart attack
or send him prematurely gray, I suggest you stay away from broken
glass and your balcony area for now,” he says wryly, as we head
towards the lobby and shake hands.

Taylor, alerted by the CCTV
camera trained on the doorway, comes out to escort him. I notice he
actually goes down in the elevator with him, no doubt to try and
get the inside track on his fucked up employer that he’s stuck
babysitting. Hopefully Flynn will reassure Taylor that I’m not as
Looney tunes as he thought I might be, and he can get back to being
his usual impassive self. Then we’ll both feel a hell of a lot more
comfortable around each other. 

The strong silent type is
so much more him, rather than Oprah fucking Winfrey.

 


~~~

 


By early afternoon I’m sat
in my office, having eaten the sub roll Gail insisted on
making for me for lunch. She and Taylor appear to be making
themselves busy, but they’re both still hanging around the
apartment. I think Taylor’s dropped from DEFCON1 to maybe a DEFCON2
or 3, having probably already secretly done a sweep of my study,
maybe even the whole apartment, to check for potential suicide
risks. I figure that’s why Gail is still in the kitchen, to guard
the knives, I joke to myself. Is it a
joke though? Don't they have anything better to do?

On my desk in front of me I
have Anastasia’s MacBook, her cell, the car keys, and the Blanik
glider model kit with her little handwritten note to me. I open my
desk drawer, and take out the Cartier box that contains the diamond
earrings I was going to give her to wear tonight.

I’ve got my cell back from
Taylor now, so I call Andrea.

“Make my apologies for
tonight’s fund raiser.”

I can't face the idea of
going to it now. I go to so many of these things I can't even
remember what this one is for.

“Oh,
right Mr. Grey. But I thought you were going with Miss Steele… I
did confirm the details with you…” Yes I know, about three fucking times.

“Just fucking do it,
Andrea. Neither of us will be attending. I’m sure you can come up
with some plausible excuse.” I slam the phone back
down on the desk, having no wish to explain anything further to
her.

Next, I check the updates
from Ana’s surveillance team. I know she’ll be on her own, because
Kate’s away on vacation in Barbados now. They report that Ana
hasn’t left the apartment since Taylor dropped her back. She’s
probably sleeping, as neither of us slept at all last night, and
she needs a lot more sleep than I do. I hope she’s eaten something,
although I suspect she probably hasn’t. I wonder if she has
sufficient supplies. Perhaps I could get something sent over to
her. No, the way she was acting when she left, she’d probably throw
it over whoever delivered it.

I open the Cartier box to
look at the diamond drop earrings. I’m pleased with how my design
turned out; they made a good job of them. I was really looking
forward to seeing Anastasia wearing them, to seeing her all dressed
up, wearing a beautiful gown, and walking into the fund raiser on
my arm. She would have made the evening fun, instead of
interminably boring as usual. That sums up what Ana did for my
whole life really. In such a short time, she made it fun instead of
boring, she made my life worth living. Like I told her, she
breathed new life into me. She swept away the boredom. 

But now – nothing. Back to the ennui that has plagued my life for
as long as I can remember.

I snap the box shut and put
in back in the drawer. How am I going to get through this?  Is
what John suggested possible? It all comes down to a simple choice,
as far as he’s concerned. I can have Anastasia, or I can have my
BDSM punishment kicks, but I can't have both. So basically, I have
to choose between them. I was kidding myself before if I thought I
could persuade Ana to accept my needs, and the way he explained it,
all that would be doing was perpetuating a cycle of violence and
abuse. I’d be her abuser, and she shouldn’t be sucked into that
kind of life just for me, should she? But am I a strong enough man
to be able to give up that side of things when it’s all I've known
for so long?

My cell buzzes. I see that
it’s Elena calling, and I answer it.

“Christian darling, how are
you?”

“Oh you know, could be
better,” I sigh.

“What do you mean, ‘could
be better’? I thought I’d call you to see how your trip to Georgia
went. Was the young lady pleased to see you? How are things
progressing with her training?”

“We broke up, Elena,” I
whisper. Each time I have to say it out loud, I think my chest is
going to explode from the pressure I feel as my heart lurches
painfully.

“Oh no, Christian, why?
What went wrong? You said things were going so well between you,”
Elena sounds shocked.

“I did like you said. I
showed her how bad it could be, and it was too much for her. So she
left me.” I don't need to explain any details to her; she knows
what I will have done, although by her standards she’d think I’d
been very easy on Ana.

“What a shame for you,
although I can't say I'm that surprised, to be honest. This is what
happens when you pick a girl who’s not already into the scene I
suppose. Well, at least you found out before things went too far,
although when I spoke to your mother recently, I gather this girl
had met your family already, which surprised me.”

“Anastasia. Her name is
Anastasia. And yes, she met my family. My mom really likes
her.”

“You never normally
introduce your sub to your family, and now I expect you regret
taking this… Anastasia home. It just makes things messy and
complicated. Of course your mother has no idea of the type of woman
you really require to be able to cope with your needs, does she?
Perhaps now you’ve got this girl out of your system, we can get you
sorted out with a more suitable new submissive, and things will
soon settle down again for you.”

“Anastasia was much more
than just a sub. She was my girlfriend. I haven't ‘got her out of
my system’ and I don't want a fucking new sub. I want Anastasia.
Just her,” I shout at Elena.

“Christian! Calm down. This
is exactly what I feared would happen when you’re not having your
needs taken care of appropriately. Your frustration gets the better
of you, and makes you wild and unreasonable.”

Flynn's words from earlier
today come back to me. He’s made me curious.

“Why did you make me your
submissive, Elena? You know, when I was that fifteen year old boy
in your back yard? What did you get out of it?”

“I saw great potential in
you. I knew what would work for you; I knew exactly what you needed
– a very firm hand to set you straight.  And I was right,
wasn’t I? Look at you now, one of the richest, most successful
young men in America, and yet you could have so easily ended up in
the morgue, the way you were headed, if I hadn’t stepped in when I
did.”

“Yes, but
what about you personally. What did you get out of it? How did you
get into the scene in the first place?” I persist. I’ve never
really questioned her about this, I've just accepted it, but Flynn
has got me wondering now.

“Whatever has brought all
this on? You know I've never gone in for all that hearts and
flowers rubbish. I worked out early on in life that nobody ever
really means it, it’s pathetic and it’s not reality. Sexual needs
and desires – now they are the reality. That’s how our bodies are
designed, and the more you understand your body and how to maximize
your pleasure, the better things are. No messy complications. And I
had my sexual needs, which Linc soon lost interest in fulfilling.
So I went looking for other ways to have my needs met. And just as
you eventually discovered your dominant nature, so did I. So when I
heard all about you from your mother, all the problems she was
having with you, I was intrigued. I like a challenge, and when I
met you in my yard, I just knew that it would work perfectly for
both of us if I took control of you.”

“So you’ve never been in
love?” I ask.

“Don’t be so ridiculous, of
course not. Oh, wait a minute. Don't tell me you actually imagine
yourself in love with this girl, this Anastasia, do you
Christian?”

“That’s what Flynn figures.
He says that’s why it hurts so fucking bad now Anastasia’s left me,
because I’m in love with her. Elena, I’m dying here, I'm in sheer
fucking agony, because there’s just a big gaping hole in my life
now. All I know is I really want her back, and I'm thinking maybe
I’ll do whatever it takes; you know, not expect her to have to do
everything I like. I’ll try and manage without some of the really
heavy shit. ”

I'm tentatively running
this by Elena, to see if she thinks I can do it. I wait for her
reaction, although I’m pretty certain what it will be.

“Christian, this is just a case of you wanting what you can't
have. Never mind what that quack Flynn tells you, he’s just a stuck
up British nobody, the latest in a long line of shrinks wanting to
cash in on you with their latest
theory. Like the SFBT. Maybe
she has a point. I really don’t know why
you bother with him; he doesn’t know you like I do. You know how
you like the thrill of the chase with all your business deals, and
this is no different. You’d be bored rigid in a vanilla
relationship within a few weeks, and then you’d be frustrated and
angry again. Trust me, I know what I'm talking about here. I know
you better than anyone else, don't forget, even your
mother.”

Is Elena manipulating me
here? Why is she so adamant that I can’t possibly try to work
things out with Anastasia? John seemed so positive that it was at
least worth trying. Now I'm really confused again.

“I don’t know, Elena. I
think I just need some time to try and work things out in my head,
you know?”

“Okay, but I trust you’ll
soon come to your senses. Just think about all the things that you
like doing best, and how a good submissive will comply to give you
exactly what you need. Maybe in a couple of days, we can start
selecting one for you. Then we'll soon have you sorted out and back
to your old self again. Cool, calm and in control.”

“Good bye, Elena.” I can’t
stand to hear any more of her talk about a new submissive, so I
finish our call.

~~~

Do I really want to be my
old self again? Or do I want to try for a whole new me, one that
just might be acceptable to Anastasia? That is the question I think
about as I put together the model of the Blanik L23 during Saturday
afternoon.

I have the music from my
iPod set on shuffle as I work, and today so many tracks seem to
hold a message for me. The Morgan Taylor Reid track ‘Where Do I
Even Start?’ The Script ‘Breakeven’. ‘Iris’ by The Goo Goo Dolls.
And then the Michael Buble track – ‘You’ll Never Find Another love
Like Mine.’ I guess emotional turmoil helps people write great
music tracks.

It’s a very fiddly job
putting the small pieces of the model together, especially with the
band-aids I have on my fingers due to the cuts from the broken
glass. But that’s good, because it means I have to concentrate. I
want to get it right, firstly because I am a perfectionist, and
secondly because it is a precious gift from Anastasia to me. A
reminder of a happy time. I have her note propped up on my
desk.

 


This reminded me of a happy
time.

Thank you.

Ana

 


I'm a loner, not a team
player, confirmed only too painfully for me by my experience on the
rowing team at Harvard, where I soon ended up rowing solo after
fighting with the other team members when they behaved like dicks.
But I discovered that it was so much more fun for me when I shared
the glider flight with Ana, rather than going solo. I’ve always
been a very solitary person, happiest in my own company, but it
turns out I’d really like to have more days like that with
her.

Sharing. What’s the point
of everything I have, all the money and possessions, if I don't
have someone special to share them with? Someone deserving, like
Anastasia. Priceless works of art hang on my walls. I have my own
helicopter and private jet. Sports cars. A Penthouse suite here in
Seattle, homes in New York and Aspen. 

And yet this little model
glider that cost just a few dollars means the world to me, because
of who gave it to me. Once I’ve completed it, I clip it onto its
stand and leave it on my desk in pride of place to admire. I love
it.

 I
would email her to say thank you, and start one of our witty email
conversations that always make me smile, but of course with her
MacBook right here in front of me, it would be pointless. I miss
this contact, I love her sense of humor, but I guess she wouldn’t
want to hear from me anyway. Maybe it is too late for us to try
again, even if I do what Flynn suggests and make her a new offer.
Maybe Elena is right, maybe I should forget about her and move on,
take a new sub. But I just
can't.

Then I hear Ana’s cell
buzz, and when I look, I see she has a new text message. I’m
guessing she’s forgotten that all her calls and messages are being
forwarded to this cell. She is pretty hopeless about things like
that.

I look to see who the
message is from. Kate.

 


Having a gr8 time here.
Hope ur OK. Don't let obscenely rich bastard grind u down. Give him
swift kick in nuts from me if he is. Kate.

 


Typical Kate. I think she
would want to give me more than a swift kick in the nuts if she
knew about the punishment beating I gave Ana in my playroom last
night. It's alright, Kate, Ana ripped
out my heart instead. 

I wonder how long it will
be before Ana realizes she’s not getting any calls or messages
through. Well, until she does, I can monitor them. Her phone is
nearly dead, so I put it on charge.

The surveillance team have
sat outside her apartment all day, and report that no one has been
in or out at all. I begin to worry and order them to find some
pretext to get her to come to the door, to make sure nothing has
happened to her.  They report back that they got her to come
to the door by pretending to have a delivery for her, and that she
gave them short shrift when it was the wrong address. I can’t see
her very well in the footage they took, but it looks like she’s in
her old PJ’s, and at least she seems okay. Good.

Gail makes me macaroni and
cheese for my supper. She knows this is one of my favorites and
often makes it for me. I have no appetite, but I eat it to please
her, then I order her to go back to her own living area.

“Please. You have already
exceeded your duties. I'm just going to be working in my study for
a while, and then I shall go to bed. I insist.”

“If you’re sure, Mr. Grey.
But if there is anything, anything at all you need, please don't
hesitate to call me down. How are your hands now, sir?”

“My hands? Oh you mean the
cuts?” I look down at them. “They’re fine. Thank you for dressing
them. It was very careless of me, and I apologize if I alarmed you
and Taylor unnecessarily. It was all just a misunderstanding,” I
try to reassure her. By the doubtful look in her eye I can see she
is not convinced, and reluctantly heads off to her living
area. 

Taylor is in his office as
usual. I saw him adjusting the angles of some of the CCTV cameras
earlier, under the pretext of ‘regular maintenance’. I suspect he
is trying to monitor me more closely. Back to DEFCON1 it is then. If this
carries on, I am going to have to order him to back right off,
because he will do my fucking head in, even if he is just doing his
job. Doing it too fucking well, that’s the trouble.

Back in my study, I see
there is a mountain of work that has built up when I check my
laptop. A few emails can be dealt with quickly. I forward quite a
few on to Ros to handle. I expect she’ll wonder why, but she’s more
than capable of dealing with them – that’s why she’s my second in
command.

Anything relating to the
takeover of SIP I handle personally. Whatever happens between
Anastasia and myself, I will continue to monitor every aspect of
her life, to ensure her safety
and well-being. That’s what
stalkers do. And control freaks. So naturally I’ll be covering
everything twice over as I’m both.

 


~~~

 


I put off going to bed as
long as possible, knowing that my bed is going to seem empty and
too large. I go into Anastasia’s room, and lie down on the bed we
shared last night. I bury my nose in her pillow to try and catch
the last remnants of her special sweet scent. I managed to stop
Gail from changing the bedding in here just in time earlier. She
gave me a funny look, but did as instructed and left the bed
alone. 

The arnica and Advil are
still on the night stand next to the bed. Ana never took the
tablets or let me massage her with the arnica. I hope she’s not in
too much pain today. Physical or mental pain. She seemed so cold
and distant when she walked out, as if she was already shutting me
out of her life. She said it was to protect herself, and she
wouldn’t even let me touch her. I couldn’t help thinking and hoping
that maybe if I could hold her in my arms again just one more time,
maybe she would come round, and maybe somehow we could fix things.
But really, I knew it was impossible. Now I can't hold her again,
ever. Not unless I can change for her. And I'm not sure that is
even possible. I found her bathrobe earlier, and I’ve got that in
here with me, as I can smell her scent on that too. The best scent
in the whole world. Anastasia.

Obviously I’m going to miss
the great sex between us, but if you ask me what I'm going to miss
the most, it would unquestionably have to be sleeping next to
Anastasia, and waking up next to her. Ironic really, as I always
thought it would be impossible for me to share a bed with anyone;
that I would always sleep better on my own. It came as a real shock
for me to discover that I always sleep far better with Anastasia
next to me. 

Maybe it’s because I'm
really tired, not having slept at all last night, or maybe it’s the
calming effect that Anastasia’s scent always has on me, but I fall
into a deep sleep in her bed. For a few blissful hours, I escape
from the world. But then it starts as it always does.

 


“Where are you, you little
shit? I’ve got something special for you. Come out and see. It's no
good hiding under there, you’ll just make the punishment worse for
yourself if I have to drag you out.” I can see he’s got the belt in
his hand.  His favorite tan leather belt with the big buckle.
He drags me out. I’m wearing just a pair of dirty old shorts, and
the blows start raining down on my bare back, the leather cutting
painfully into my skin. He reeks of cheap bourbon and tobacco. When
he’s finally done beating me, he lights up a cigarette, and as I
lie on my back on the floor whimpering, he rests his boot down on
top of me to keep me in place. He slowly smokes his cigarette,
taking his time, as a cruel little smile plays around his mouth.
When he’s finished, I watch in horror as he brings the glowing end
of his cigarette butt towards me. He slowly stubs it out on my
chest, laughing as I scream in agony. Out of the corner of my eye,
I can see my mommy sitting huddled up in the corner, completely out
of it. I try reaching out to her, for her to help me, but she just
stares blindly at me in her drug induced stupor. I scream out to
her, begging her to help me….

 


I wake up drenched in
sweat, woken by my own screaming. As I sit up in bed, I see Taylor
in the doorway.

“It’s okay. Just one of my
nightmares,” I explain. He knows only too well about these, and
doesn’t usually come in to check on me these days, but obviously
DEFCON1 includes checking on the boss when he’s having a nightmare.
“Really. Just leave me. Please.” He slowly walks away, shaking his
head.

I reach over to Ana’s side
of the bed, but of course she’s not there. I try desperately to
smell her on the pillow, but I can’t find her scent any more, it
seems to have vanished now. The pain and grief I feel is
overwhelming and unbearable. That’s when I feel the tears
start. 

She’s really gone. I’ve lost her. She’s left me. I sob into the
pillow, just as she did yesterday. The tears stream unchecked down
my face, as the sobs wrack my body. The emotional flood gates are
finally opening up to release the hurt and pain and loss that I’ve
kept so tightly locked away for so many years. I find letting go
like this cathartic, but also immensely painful, and I’m glad no
one is here to see me like this.

And then it suddenly hits
me, with a sickening jolt. The belt I instinctively chose to use
for her punishment. The belt that I hit Anastasia with yesterday.
It’s the same as the one in my dream, the belt
that he always beat me with. I’ve turned into him. I'm as sick
as he is. That’s how she felt when I beat her yesterday. Scared and
in pain, just as I did when I was that little boy having the shit
beaten out of me.

My sick shit is even worse
than I’d realized. This is wrong. This has to stop. Flynn is right.
This cycle of violence and abuse has to end. Somehow I have to find
the strength to fight my addiction to inflicting painful
punishments, just as an alcoholic has to fight his addiction to
drink. And I have to hope and pray that I can somehow convince
Anastasia to forgive me and give me another chance.


Chapter 29 - Purgatory
Part 3 – Gleam of Dawn

 


‘The path of the righteous
is like the first gleam of dawn, shining ever brighter till the
full light of day.’

 


After my difficult start in
life, I’ve always been driven to succeed, to be in total control of
every aspect of my life, to push myself to the limit. I aim to
always excel at whatever I do, to be the best, to always achieve
the very high goals that I set myself. Music, playing the piano is
no different.

I can’t get back to sleep
after my nightmare. I never can. So, as usual, I play my piano. I
need something technically challenging, something that I have to
really concentrate on, to get my head straight again, and attempt
to restore my equilibrium after my shocking moment of
self-revelation, when I realized that I have become the
sadistic bully of my nightmares.

I select ‘Gaspard de la
Nuit’, by Maurice Ravel. The Scarbo movement is considered to be
one of the most difficult solo piano pieces ever written,
reflecting the nightmarish mood of the poem it’s based on. It suits
my tormented mood perfectly.

But still I can’t escape
from my thoughts. In my business life, in order to become as
successful as I have, I’ve learnt many manipulative and coercive
techniques in order to push a deal through and get what I want. In
my private life, under Elena’s expert tutelage, I’ve become a
master in every possible technique to give a woman immense sexual
pleasure. I’ve gone on to become a Dominant, and developed the
necessary techniques and skills required to satisfy my appetite for
sexual sadism.

I’ve employed all of these
skills on Anastasia. An innocent and naïve young virgin, she never
stood a chance against me. I’ve abused the physical attraction, the
sexual magnetism between us in order to use her for my own depraved
pleasure, telling myself that she was a fully consenting adult,
just like the fifteen previous subs I've had. But the difference
was that they all knew exactly what they were agreeing to. They had
all actively sought out a Dominant, because they actually craved
the pain they gained under my control. They freely gave themselves
over to me to become an instrument of my will, wanting only to
please me. They masochistically needed me, just as much as I
sadistically needed them. I never inquired why they had
this need, any more than I ever disclosed why I enjoyed punishing
them. 

In comparison to these women, Anastasia had no experience
whatsoever to draw on, as I knew only too well, so how could she
properly consent to something she had no real conception of? I drew
her in, seduced her, used every trick in the book on her, until she
even believed herself to be in love with me. And deep down, I knew
it was wrong, but I selfishly carried on anyway.  

Worse still, I got
arrogant and complacent. Having been used to my needs being so
efficiently taken care of by the previous fifteen, I neglectfully
didn’t take into account how inexperienced a sub Anastasia was the
first time I spanked her. I overlooked the fact that whatever she
said to me about being okay, of course she needed my support to
help her through the inevitable confusion she experienced at the
conflict of erotic pain and pleasure spiking through her body at
the same time. It was a totally new and bewildering experience for
her, and in hindsight it was obvious that I should not have left
her alone that night - but I did. Yet she still came back for more
from me, and I only too willingly let her. Shame on you, Grey.

And worst of all, I
selfishly got totally carried away when I punished her with the
belt. I was lost in the moment of my ecstatic  pleasure as I
hit her, not checking that she didn't need to safe-word 
because I was too busy enjoying
myself. Unforgivable.

Just as the crack whore’s
pimp beat me with a leather belt, so I in turn beat Anastasia with
a leather belt purely for my own pleasure, not hers. I hurt her in
just the same way as he hurt me, because I am sick and perverted. I
tried to mold her to suit my sadistic tastes, and in
doing so I broke her and broke our budding relationship.

So can it be rebuilt?
Could I persuade her to let us start again, to give me another
chance? The question is, can I be cured of my sickness? Do I even
want to be cured? This is who I am, what I need, what I
enjoy. Isn’t it? Could I deal with trying to rein in my sadistic need to
punish? Could I give up the thrill and the euphoric high I get
watching her take the pain for me? 

If the answer is no, then can I deal with life without Anastasia?
And would she even consider giving me a second chance
anyway? If she has any sense, she
won’t, Grey. She’s best rid of a sicko like you.

I finish playing the
difficult piece of music, not any clearer in my head about how to
balance everything out. Elena has guided and advised me for so
long. She knows me so well, so surely she can't be wrong in her
assessment that I have to have my needs met, that vanilla just
won’t cut it for a man like me. She
must be right, mustn’t she? Or is she just as fucked up as I am?
That’s what Flynn was basically saying about her, wasn’t
it?

Flynn made a sensible and
logical case, paving the way for all sorts of future possibilities
with Anastasia, that would be for her benefit as well as mine. I
could give her so much. I could show her the world. I could take
care of her. If I can change. But that is one mighty big
‘If’.

Unable to settle to
anything else, I quickly get changed and head down to the gym,
ignoring Taylor who steps in behind me and follows me down. At this
early hour of the morning, the gym is deserted, so it’s just the
two of us. He’s acting like my fucking shadow and it’s doing my
head in. Normally there is a quiet, relaxed atmosphere between us,
but things feel tense and awkward today and that pisses me off. As
we both lift weights, I speak to him to address the
issue.

“I appreciate that you and
Mrs. Jones are under some sort of misapprehension about the events
of yesterday with regard to my safety, Taylor, but there really is
no need for either of you to be concerned. I just have a lot on my
mind at the moment, that’s all. And in future, you will not
manhandle me, and you will only address me as Mr. Grey, or sir. Is
that clear?” 

I’m reminding him of the
boundaries I set when I first employed him. Just because I was only
twenty three, I didn’t want him to think I didn’t expect to be
treated with the full respect due to me as his
employer. Back off, Taylor. Don't
start getting too familiar. Giving me personal advice, for Christ's
sake.

“Of
course, Mr. Grey. I'm sorry if you regarded my actions as
unnecessary, but my first duty is always to ensure your personal
safety. My professional assessment of the situation that presented
yesterday morning was that I should act first and ask questions
later, given the circumstances and the volatile nature of your
earlier behavior. Is my understanding that Dr. Flynn will be
returning again this morning correct, sir?” His sharp brown eyes
coolly meet mine, leaving me in no doubt that I’m not going to
intimidate him. Taylor doesn't take shit from anyone,
including me it seems, when it comes to carrying out his duties.
Clearly, he’s taking his responsibilities too fucking seriously and
he’s not going to back off yet. Yeah, okay, I get the message, Flynn’s worried too. You’ve
made your less than subtle point, Taylor, but don't think you’re
calling the shots here.

I just throw him a look,
abruptly replace the weights and walk out of the gym.

 


~~~

 


I check the surveillance
reports – Anastasia still hasn’t left her apartment. I check her
cell – just another text from Kate asking why she hasn’t answered
her last one. By the time I’ve showered and then had breakfast
courtesy of Gail, who still insists on preparing it for me despite
it being the weekend, John Flynn makes his appearance.

“Thought I’d come round
earlier rather than later, knowing you’re not one to sleep in of a
morning,” he breezily states, as he calmly wanders into the kitchen
after being shown in by Taylor, who, along with Gail, quickly makes
himself scarce, discretion being the better part of valor. No
doubt he’s heaving a sigh of relief that someone else is minding
the boss for a while.

“Can’t keep away, can you?
I'll bet it's because you just can’t wait to get that guided tour
of my playroom, isn't that right John?”

“That must be it,
Christian,” he agrees with a wry smile, as he studies my face. He
no doubt takes in the fact that I haven't bothered to shave for
several days now, and I imagine the lack of sleep is also apparent
on my face. There’s no hiding the fact that I look and feel like
shit.

I offer him a cup of
coffee.

“I’d
prefer tea please, if you’ve got
it.” Of course, the guy’s a
Brit.

I open the cupboard, and
sitting there right in front of me is the box of Twining’s English
Breakfast tea bags.

Anastasia’s favorite.

 I instructed Gail to
lay in a supply, especially for her. I'm frozen to the spot.
Literally. Just that one small reminder is enough to undo all the
distracting measures I've taken since I woke in the night, alone in
her empty bed after my nightmare, so painfully reminded that she’s
gone. Now I’m reminded all over again that Anastasia has left me,
and the excruciating pain is like a knife right through my heart.
It’s fucking agony. I didn't know you could hurt this much and
still be alive. It’s far worse than any physical beating I’ve ever
taken. How the fuck do I make this stop?

Tea bag out. Weak and
black, that’s how she takes her tea. Just a couple of quick dunks
of the tea bag.

She doesn’t drink
coffee.

She doesn’t know much about
wine or champagne, but enjoyed whatever I selected for her to try,
so I think she probably has a good palate, which I could easily
help her to develop. I like that she’s up front and honest and
openly admits that she doesn’t know about these things. I hate
people who bullshit and make out they’re experts when they know
shit all. I would like to guide her and show her all the finer
things in life.

She liked the oysters I
introduced her to, another first for her. She happily tried them,
even though they are an acquired taste. I like that about her, that
she is open minded enough to try a new culinary experience if I
suggest it to her. There are so many other wonderful foods I know
she would enjoy trying. I would enjoy educating her about these
too.

She noticed my collection
of Trouton paintings on her very first visit to my office; her
comment about them ‘raising the ordinary to extraordinary’ shows
she has a good eye for art, I think. That description could be
applied to her. She’s extraordinary. She would enjoy visiting art
galleries. I could take her to the very best exhibitions. I’d
really enjoy that. I’d enjoy hearing her opinion about all the
different types of art I like to collect, oil paintings, water
colors, sculptures, all sorts. She has such a witty, lively mind. I
like that about her too.

It was great to take her
soaring, and I was going to take her sailing next. I really like
that about Ana, that she’s brave and adventurous, willing to try
out new experiences, even though she looks like such a delicate
little girl next to me. I like that about her too, and I like the
feel of her small hand in mine. She makes me want to protect her
and look after her. I’d really like to look after her properly.
 

There are so many
experiences we could have enjoyed sharing together. That would have
been fun, fun for both of us. Now it’ll seem boring doing these
things by myself. Everything is going to be so fucking boring
without her. And none of these things have anything to do with sex,
I realize.

Whatever I do to try and
avoid the issue, I miss Anastasia desperately and I want her back.
That is the simple, painful, honest truth. That’s why it hurts so
much. You never know what you’ve got till it’s gone. With all my
previous submissives, it was just about sex, but with Anastasia it
is so much more than fucking, great though that was. I can always
get a decent, no strings attached fuck of any type I choose, any
time I want, no problem. All I have to do is contract a new sub. It
would be so straightforward, none of this complicated, messy,
emotional crap. Elena would even help me select one. So simple and
easy. But it’s no longer what I want and holds no appeal for me
whatsoever.

Anastasia. My girlfriend.
That’s what I really, desperately want. I want my girlfriend back.
Nothing else will do. Only her. I’m just an empty shell without
her. I can see my life stretching ahead of me in an eternal chasm
made up of perpetual night.

“Christian?”

I’m brought back to the
present moment. I'm just standing there staring into the cupboard
like a complete fucking retard.

“Never mind, coffee will be
just fine,” Flynn quietly says, as he pours himself a cup. “So, how
did you sleep last night?”

“How do
you think?” I snap back, as I slam the cupboard door shut, and turn
to face him. Pull yourself
together, Grey, and stop mooning over her. She’s gone. You blew
it.

“Your parasomnia still an
issue?”

“I don't pay you to state
the obvious. Of course it’s still a fucking issue. It’s just a good
job I can function on a minimal amount of sleep.”

“And your nightmare – still
the same one?”

“Yes, except that this time
I realized… ” I can hardly bring myself to admit the
significance of what I worked out. I feel sick to my stomach at
what I'm about to confess.

“What? What happened that
was different this time?”

“Nothing different, except
that… the belt. The leather belt that the crack whore’s pimp always
beat me with. I realized I have one just like it. And
it’s the one I instinctively picked to punish Anastasia with. Out
of everything in my playroom, that’s what I chose to hit her with.
I automatically reached for that particular leather belt because
it’s a favorite of mine. I’ve become him. I’m just as
much a sick perverted bastard as he was, enjoying beating the shit
out of her, just like he enjoyed beating me.”

“I see. And you find that
idea repugnant?”

“Of course I
do!”

“And yet no doubt you have
used this belt many times before, along with all the other
implements you have, on all your previous submissives?”

“Well, yes, of course, but
it’s different with Anastasia.”

“Why? Why is it different
with her?”

“Because… she’s
different.”

“No,
Christian, I would argue it’s because
you see her differently, because of your feelings for her. I’m
sure all your previous submissives were also intelligent,
attractive young women, but because they were all compliant and had
willingly signed a contract agreeing to your terms and conditions,
you simply saw them as objects to be used for your sexual
gratification. And because it was fully consensual, you felt no
guilt or remorse in using them this way.”

“So what are you saying
about Anastasia?”

“I’m
trying to get you to acknowledge that what you are feeling, that is
your love for her, is already
changing your perceptions. Because Anastasia doesn't find this type
of extreme behavior acceptable, that affects you greatly.
The process of change in you has already begun, whether
you realize it or not. Can you really go back to how you
were before? Would you be happy continuing in exactly the same way,
having glimpsed the possibilities of another lifestyle? I think
not. So why not embrace this change, the realization that
you don't want to be this man who used a belt to inflict pain on a
reluctant woman, one who subsequently found the whole experience to
be profoundly upsetting? Seize this opportunity to work at finding
a way forward with Anastasia, as clearly this is what you really
want.”

“Of
course it is, but…. how the fuck do I do it? I'm not even sure
I can do it,” I whisper. Is there
even a tiny glimmer of hope for me?

“Christian, if you decide
to finally face up to your demons and make some changes, I will be
there to support you every step of the way, to help you work
towards your goals. I think initially, you will probably feel more
comfortable about this process if we take a dialectical approach, a
logical discussion of ideas and opinions. Maybe think of trying to
work things out with Anastasia in practical terms, as a different
type of contract to be negotiated. This really is a golden
opportunity for you to finally move forward, if you can only be
brave enough, and I urge you most strongly not to turn your back on
it. In all the time you’ve been consulting me, you’ve just
prevaricated and frustratingly never committed to make any kind of
a real effort to deal with your issues. This really could be the
best thing to have happened to you, the jolt that you needed to
shake you out of your complacency and insistence that you can't
change. Now, I'd like you to show me your playroom, if you would
please.”

 


~~~

 


I unlock the door, and let
Flynn walk in ahead of me.  

My playroom. Meticulously
planned and laid out, no detail overlooked. When whipping, caning
or giving any type of a beating, it takes a lot of skill and
experience to expertly judge the correct placement and force of
each strike, and the angle of the arm also has to be factored in.
This makes the positioning of each piece of equipment, such as the
whipping bench, very important. It needs to be positioned away from
the wall, to allow a full arm swing if required for a heavier blow,
rather than the flick of the wrist that’s used for a lighter
touch.

Every piece of equipment in
here is of the highest quality. I have every possible implement or
toy that I could ever want to use. My own controlled, personal
haven, where every hedonistic way of fucking is catered for. I
fucking love it in here. Or at least I always have, until
now.

Flynn wanders in and slowly
looks around, not saying anything. Much the same reaction as
Anastasia, the first time she walked in. I think it’s shock maybe.
This is the first time I’ve been back in here since Anastasia left
me, and it’s bringing back some very painful memories. It’s
unsettling, which is not how I usually feel when I come in here.
Normally, my playroom calms and reassures me because here, I am
always totally in control. 

I stare at the whipping
bench, remembering how Anastasia obediently lay supine over it for
me. She looked so fucking amazing with that pretty ass of hers just
waiting there for me to give her the punishment she so richly
deserved. But that is no excuse, I should not have let myself zone
out the way I did, to lose myself in the moment and not think of
her needs as well as my own. It was
unforgivable. Too true, Grey. Pity
you didn’t think about that at the time. Now she won’t be able to
forgive you, and you don't deserve her to. And she doesn't even
know the worst about you yet, either. Just let her go.

“Interesting choice
of color for the walls,” Flynn murmurs. “Almost a cocoon.
Womb like. Very interesting indeed.”

He wanders over to the rack
that holds my canes – one of every possible length and thickness.
He tentatively touches them, then moves on to the mahogany chest of
drawers. He looks over at me for permission to open a drawer, and I
nod my consent. He looks in the various drawers in turn, giving the
assorted toys -  butt plugs, anal beads, nipple clamps and
pegs, vibrators - a quick perusal before gently closing each of
them again. He doesn't ask for explanations of any of the toys,
whether because he already knows, or whether because he would
rather not know, I’m not sure. At this point I don't think it’s
particularly relevant.

He glances up at the iron
grid suspended from the ceiling, and then at the carabiners
scattered across the ceiling. He looks over at the antique rococo
four poster bed, with the chains and cuffs hanging from under the
canopy. I love this bed. It’s a truly beautiful and stunning piece.
It took me a long time to track it down, as genuine antique ones of
that size and quality are really hard to come by. It might be a
bed, but it’s not in any way cozy, as its purpose in here has never
been for sleep. Fucking a spread eagled, shackled sub is what it’s
for, like the truly amazing fuck I shared with Anastasia to Thomas
Tallis on it. Christ, when she had her really intense orgasm that
time, she looked so fucking beautiful. It was truly an awesome
experience we shared. Never going to
experience that with her again though are you?

“This
room is hardly what most people would term
a play room, Christian. My first impression is that it’s very
intimidating, frightening even, and the fact that Anastasia didn’t
immediately turn tail and run, says a lot about her strength of
character. She is one brave young lady.” He’s looking at the whips
that I have in the rack as he speaks, along with all the various
paddles, floggers and riding crops.

But now my eyes are
inexorably drawn over to the belt. That belt. The one that out of
habit, I carefully replaced in its rightful place by the door, even
in the state of shock I was in after Anastasia walked out on me.
It’s a high quality, tan leather belt with a large buckle, exactly
like the one in my nightmare. How had I not realized this
before? Because you never stopped to
think about it or analyze it before did you,
Grey? But I’m sure no one ever minded
it before, so I've never given it much
consideration. No, because all your
previous subs fucking loved a good hard strapping by a highly
skilled, expert Dom like you, didn't they? Especially when you made
them count and say ‘Thank you, Sir’, each time you hit them, each
stroke leaving a lovely, large red welt as proof of your handiwork.
Usually a nice round, even twenty times, wasn’t it? Anastasia’s
minimal six strokes really were a gentle introduction for her,
weren’t they? So, in your terms, you were being considerate of her.
But that’s not how she saw things, and that’s what
counts.

“After I’d hit her and she
reacted so badly, she told me I needed to sort my sick shit out,” I
whisper to John as I recall her words. “She was crying and really
upset, and she asked if I got off on seeing her like
that.”

“And do you?”

“No, not really, that’s not
it. I get off on seeing her take the pain for me, and I really
thought she was okay with it, that taking my punishment wasn’t as
bad as she thought it would be. I was wrong, but I just don't get
why she didn’t safe word on me. Because then I would have stopped
instantly, no question.”

“Maybe she was trying to be
brave, to do this for you. You said Anastasia told you she loved
you. Maybe she saw this as a way to try and prove her love for
you.”

“Don’t bring love into
this. It has no place here,” I tell him angrily.

“I agree, it is a hard
concept in a room like this. For a man such as yourself, with a
very strong need to control, this room is the ultimate in
controlled ‘fucking’, to use your terminology. But as you have
begun to discover for yourself, the act of sexual intercourse is
far more pleasurable and satisfying when you actually care about
the person you’re involved with. Making love instead of fucking is
far more gratifying, whatever form that lovemaking may take.
”

I think back to all the
different types of sex, including the vanilla, which I’ve enjoyed
with Anastasia, and I know he’s right. There was always such an
amazing bond and connection between us, however we fucked. We were
so right together, we fitted, and we matched each other
perfectly. She’s the one. She’s meant
for you. She’s your mate. Your soul mate. Only you have ever taken
her, and that’s how it should always be. No other man should ever
experience being buried deep inside her. You have to claim her
back. Make her yours again. Sex has never
felt like that for me with anyone else before. It was on a
different level to any other experience I’ve had– and I've had one
hell of a lot. Anastasia has bewitched me, she’s cast some sort of
a spell. Flynn calls it love, you jerk.
What do you reckon?

“But I am
what I am, John. And the thing is, some of the kink we’ve done,
Anastasia’s really enjoyed, I know she has.” The silver balls, the
erotic spanking, the riding crop, the flogger, being blindfolded –
I’m certain she found these experiences to be extremely pleasurable
and erotic. I really like that she’s been open minded about
trusting me to do these things with her. Just a shame you exploited that trust and took things too
far then, wasn’t it Grey?

“So maybe
there’s a middle path. That’s what you will have to see if you can
work out with Anastasia. That is your starting point, maybe, if you
can get her to talk to you again.” Could we work something out? Is it
possible?  

“I don't know. I mean,
she’s just starting out on her first job tomorrow. Maybe I should
just let her have a clean break, make a fresh start, forget about
me,” I protest, although the words are hollow because I know I just
can’t do that.

Flynn knows that too
because he just looks at me with raised eyebrows and a sardonic
smile.  

“Look, I suggest you let
her settle in for her first day in her new job. Then maybe she’ll
make contact with you. Didn’t you say she left her laptop behind,
so she can’t email you? Maybe she’ll contact you from work; maybe
she is having second thoughts?”

“No, I
don’t think that’s the case. You didn’t see her face when she left.
She’d made up her mind, she was adamant she wanted to cut all ties
with me. I’m going to have to work very hard to convince her to
even pass the time of day with me.” Although Taylor did say she was
very upset when he took her back to her apartment, and he seemed to
think I might still have a chance with
her. What the fuck am I
thinking here? Shit, since when do I take personal advice from my
security detail?

“The
first step is simply to try to open the channels of communication,
Christian. Don't apply any pressure, just maybe ask how her first
day at work went, that kind of thing. Take this right back to the
beginning, to the basics. Boy meets girl. Boy asks girl on date.
Think how it would be if you had just met, and there was no BDSM
element. Try acting as if Anastasia is not a potential submissive,
but a potential girlfriend, possibly something even more in the
future. I would suggest this is the
most logical approach for moving forward from this impasse right
now. ”

“I don't know. I’ll think
about it.” I mutter, unconvinced.

 


~~~

 


And I do think about it.
All day and all night. I think of little else. As per Flynn’s
suggestion, I try a dialectical approach with myself, to
concentrate on practical matters, to be logical, calm and
reasonable in weighing up all the factors up as to whether or not
trying to win Anastasia back would be the right thing to do.
Forgetting my wishes, would it be the best thing for her? Trying my
hardest to put aside all my selfish personal feelings for now, I
think about letting her go, to make a fresh start. I think long and
hard about what this would mean in reality.

 I
know for a fact that she has very little money, so she will
struggle to achieve a decent standard of living, especially on the
low starting wage SIP are paying her. She barely eats properly now,
so once she’s paid her share of the rent and bills for the
apartment she shares with Kate, she’ll have very little left for
food or clothes. I know she really isn’t bothered by material
things, and infuriating as that is at times, I also respect her for
it. But it doesn't change the fact that I could so easily look
after her if she would only let me, to ensure she at least eats
well as a bare minimum. For
fuck’s sake, I've got more money at my disposal than some
countries.

SIP’s pay is way below what
I pay my interns at Grey Enterprises, and with none of the
additional benefits my staff enjoy. I wish she’d applied to my
company, but of course she stubbornly refused to even consider
working for me. Except that now she will be, as the takeover is
going through, despite meeting with some hostility, thanks to some
great work by Ros. Anastasia doesn't understand yet that I will
always arrange matters to be in control, so that I can look
after her and ensure her well-being, no matter how things turn
out between us.

SIP’s pay structure is
something I intend to review as soon as I get a chance. Pay
peanuts, get monkeys. If you want the best staff, you have to offer
decent incentives. At least by owning SIP, I will be able to
monitor Anastasia’s progress, although I can't blatantly interfere,
not yet anyway. But at least I can make sure she isn’t overlooked
in her career progression, although I’m pretty certain a young
woman with her abilities will do well in any case, so I don't
intend to step in just yet. It’ll be fun to see her achieve things
all on her own merit, wherever I can allow it.

But already I'm not happy
to learn that her new boss is a guy, and he’s not much older than
me. There is nothing in any of the intel on this Jack Hyde that has
given Welch any great cause for concern, but my gut feeling about
him is not good. It seems odd to me that none of his previous
assistants have stayed in the job for very long, but there could be
many innocent explanations for this, the crap pay being one of
them. But without question, unless this Hyde fucker is gay, which
it seems he isn’t, then he’s going to want into Anastasia’s panties
– a beautiful, sexy young woman like her, how could he not? And
Anastasia is so naïve, as her boss he’ll be able to play her so
easily. She needs protecting. She needs me to protect
her.

There there’s José fucking
Rodriques. He couldn’t take care of her properly, he certainly
isn’t right for her. I can't just stand back and let her ruin her
life by getting into a relationship with him. She could do so much
better. And that isn’t just my huge, mile wide, jealous streak
speaking. Well okay it is, but I seriously don't think he offers
her the best way forward to a good life. He wouldn’t make her
happy.

So could I make her happy?
Yes, I really think I could, if I can just shut down the monster
within me. And it hits me with absolute blinding certainty that
alleviating and avoiding the excruciating pain I've  been
experiencing ever since she left me, is all the incentive I could
ever need to wean myself off the punishment kicks I’ve always
needed up till now. 

To get Anastasia back, I would do anything. To avoid feeling like
this ever again, I would do anything she asked of me. Whatever more
of me she wants, she can have. We can work this out.
We will work this out. There has to be a way forward.

Now I’ve figured all this
out, at least I have a goal. I know it won't be easy, but at least
I have something to work towards, some hope. I am going to be a man
on a mission, to convince Anastasia of my sincerity that I can
change for her, that I want to change for her. I will win her back.
Whatever it takes. However long it takes. I will do it.

When I see a call from
Elena on my cell, I send it straight to voicemail, because I don't
want her interfering and messing with my head again, now that I've
figured this much out. I don't need her help with this. This is
between Anastasia and me. I have to show Ana that I can do this.
And I will.

Of course, now I have to
get on with some work. I have many people depending on me. I can’t
shirk my responsibilities any longer, just because I've been having
some kind of a personal meltdown. I have to get on with things.
It’ll be good for me. It’s Monday tomorrow. I need to get back into
my normal routine, keep on top of everything. In control, as
always.

The more I reflect and
weigh everything up, the more obvious it becomes to me. Anastasia
needs me. I have to put aside my selfish sadistic desires to become
the man she needs to take care of her and look after her, to give
her the kind of life she deserves and that I can so easily give
her. I can look after her; I would always be truthful, honest and
treat her with respect, and I would certainly never cheat on her,
if she would only give me the chance to show her.  I have to
show her that I can change, and I have to mean it. And I do mean
it, with every fiber of my being.

 Winning her back has
now become the most important deal I have ever tried to win in my
whole life. This is the most important contract I have ever
negotiated, and I am not going to give up on her without a fight. I
will win her over, no matter what it takes. I have to.

 


~~~

 


I’m not a patient man.
Normally I'm a pro-active kind of guy. I don't do waiting around
for an email or a text. So I'm not in the best of moods when Monday
morning passes by and I hear nothing from Anastasia, despite her
having email access at work. Nothing at all from her. Now I'm
worried that she really won’t be interested in hearing from me. I
can feel despondency creeping in, but Flynn has counseled me to be
patient, so I try my best. But every member of my immediate staff
has felt the rough edge of my tongue by lunchtime, and I take
myself off to the gym for a work out to ease my frustrations and
prevent a mass walkout of my staff.

I look at the surveillance
pictures of her making her way to work on the bus, because she
doesn't have a car of her own any more, having stubbornly refused
to take the Audi I gave her. Shit, even my junior staff have an
Audi available to them from the staff car pool, so it makes me
fucking furious that she doesn’t, but at least it means she can't
go far, I suppose. Every
cloud…

 I know she never left
her apartment even once over the weekend, meaning that she didn't
eat out or buy any grocery supplies. Neither were any takeouts
delivered. She looks pale and washed out, with dark circles under
her eyes. I’m concerned when the team report she doesn't buy any
food at lunchtime, only a latte. I know what she’s like. I'm
certain now that she’s not eating properly at all. How long can I
let this go on, before I have to do something? I have to strongly
resist the urge to head over to see her and insist on seeing her
eat something.

Her work emails at SIP are
just routine admin shit – nothing of note. And the only calls on
her cell are from her mom and Ray, who both leave voice mails,
wishing her good luck for her first day at work. Clearly she hasn’t
been in contact with either of them to tell them we’ve broken up.
Is that a good sign? I’ve held back from telling my family, in the
hope that we can work something out. There’s also a text from Kate;
because she hasn't had a reply from Ana she scolds her, assuming
she's probably let her phone die again. She knows her friend only
too well it seems.

Flynn rings me in the afternoon to see how I'm doing. I tell him
I'm worried.

“Don’t panic, Christian.
Give her time. Maybe arrange for some flowers for her when she gets
home after her first day, to show you’ve been thinking about her.
Just a friendly, no pressure gesture as an opener.”

Good plan. I decide
to organize this important gesture myself, rather than
delegating it to Andrea or Olivia, but then spend ages debating
about what sort of flowers to send. My inclination is to send her a
huge bouquet, but worry that may seem over the top and ostentatious
for her more frugal tastes. Red roses perhaps? No, too clichéd and
obvious. Finally, I settle on sending her two dozen long-stemmed,
white roses. Hopefully she will like them. I try for casual and
polite on the accompanying card. This is what I come up with after
a ridiculous number of attempts.

 


Congratulations on your
first day at work.

I hope it went
well.

And thank you for the
glider. That was very thoughtful.

It has pride of place on
my desk.

Christian.

 


I know from the
surveillance team that she gets the flowers soon after she gets in
from work. But still I hear nothing from her that evening, or all
day Tuesday, or Wednesday morning. No response at all. Nothing.
This is not going to plan. This is not what I was hoping for. She
really wants to cut all ties with me, but then just as I’m thinking
it’s hopeless, Wednesday lunch time I see she gets a text from the
photographer boy. She still hasn’t remembered that her old cell’s
on divert to her new one.

He wants to know if she’s
coming to the opening of his exhibition at the gallery in Portland
on Thursday evening. He calls her ‘Babe’, and signs off with a kiss
after his name. Back off, ass-hole. She’s
not your ‘Babe.’ She’s not your anything. 

Shit, I remember now she told me about this exhibition of his
photographs, and asked if I wanted to go with her. I recall how
nervous she was about broaching the subject with me, as we stood in
the shower together. I really love
showering or taking a bath with her. I want to do that again with
her – soon. I miss her so much. I
certainly don't want her going off to see José fucking Rodriguez
without me there. The thought of him trying it on with her again,
forcing his tongue down her throat, and touching her
inappropriately once she tells him we’ve broken up, makes me
virtually insane with jealousy.

Fuck this laid back
approach. I’ve waited long enough. She invited me along to the
exhibition too, didn’t she? And I realize that I also
have the perfect excuse to offer to take her, because she has no
means of transport. Even Kate’s away, so she can't take her.
Perfect. Now I'm glad she didn't take her Audi.

I email her, because of
course I have her email address at SIP courtesy of
Barney.

I try to keep it friendly
and light hearted. I say I hope her job is going well, then
pointedly ask if she got my flowers. It really was rather rude of
her not to even acknowledge that she got them, especially as I know
she has my number on her old cell phone. Then I offer to take her
to the gallery opening of her friend’s show. I resist the
temptation to type in ‘ass-hole’ but I can't bring myself to
mention him by name. 

I hit send, and then sit
back to wait for a reply. It seems like forever, but it actually
only takes twenty minutes for me to finally hear from her. I
practically weep with relief. Good job I'm by myself in my office,
so no one sees me punch the air in relief, as I scream
‘YES’ at the
screen.

Anastasia thanks me for
the lovely flowers, and then says that she would appreciate a lift
to the gallery opening. Her reply is short and to the point, but at
least she has made contact and she
has actually
agreed to see me. I’m weak with relief.
I’m going to see her, tomorrow. I'm actually going to see her.
She’s agreed. 

I email her back straight away, to ask what time I should collect
her. My delight in making these arrangements is soured somewhat by
the fact that she has obviously finally realized that her
cell is still on divert, and she must have made contact with the
ass-hole, because she comes back with the start time
of José’s show. I don't care what fucking time it starts, I'm
picking her up as early as I possibly can. I know she finishes work
at 5:30, so I suggest collecting her at 5:45. It is a long way to
Portland, after all. 

And come what may, she will be eating dinner, even if
I have to fucking well force feed her. 

I’m already trying to figure out the best mode of transport to
ensure we have the maximum amount of time together, with the fewest
opportunities for her to get away from me by walking off, if things
don't go to plan. I can't have that happening. We have to work
something out, or I am going to go totally crazy.

 I’m in a really good
mood now, so I tell Andrea to book herself and Olivia in at the
Esclava Beauty Salon for a massage, and any other beauty treatments
they would like, and charge it all to me. She looks very surprised,
but I think she works out that this is my way
of apologizing for being such a shit of a boss these past
few days.  



And so it begins. Tomorrow I will begin my mission to win Anastasia
back.


Chapter 30 - The
Kiss




“Wow, you got an A in math,
that’s amazing. I’m real proud of you, honey.”

Taylor’s voice is unusually
soft, but with a strong tinge of pride in it, so I guess he’s
talking to his daughter, Sophie, on his cell. Sounds like she’s
doing okay at the school I pay the fees for anyhow. Good girl,
hopefully a decent education will give her a better start in life
than a lot of kids get.

 I’m standing
unnoticed in the doorway of Taylor’s office at Grey House, having
made my way there to discuss the schedule for the following day,
but I hold back from disturbing this rare private conversation of
his.

“Yeah, I know it’s not long
to your birthday... oh, is he? That’s nice for you ... I’m sure
you’ll have a great time in Disney World with Steve and your mom.”
I can almost hear Taylor gritting his teeth from here. I’m guessing
Steve is the stepfather.

“Perhaps I can come and see
you after you get back ... we’ll have to sort something out with
your mom, won't we? Can you put her on the line for a minute,
sweetie? Oh, I see, she’s too busy again. Never mind, I’ll call her
back later ... yeah, I love you too, Sophie. Okay, I understand,
you’ve got to go, better not make you late for your party. Bye,
honey.”

Throwing his cell phone
down on his desk, Taylor heaves a huge sigh and then scrubs his
hand over his face. He glances up when he realizes I'm standing
there.

“If you
need to take some time off for your daughter’s birthday, that’ll be
fine, Taylor. I’ve been meaning to talk to you anyway. I realize
that due to the change in
circumstances, and the increased level of threat, having just
you working one on one with me is no longer sufficient to meet our
security needs. You need a second in command, who can step up when
required, as well as any other extra staff you and Welch deem
necessary.” 

I wasn’t happy about Gail
being put at risk with the Leila incident when she was in the
apartment by herself, and I know Taylor certainly wasn’t either, so
that needs addressing, especially as frustratingly there’s
been no new intel on Leila’s whereabouts.  And if
things go to plan with Anastasia, I’ll be wanting a permanent Close
Protection Officer for her anyway.

“Thank you sir, but it
doesn’t look as if I’ll get to see my daughter on her birthday
anyway. She’s got other plans. Or rather her mother and step-dad
have.” He pulls a sour face.

“I see. That’s a shame, but
still, you ought to take some time off and spend it with her.
Please speak to Welch about increasing our security
presence.”

“Of course, if you think it
necessary. And I er… appreciate the thought, Mr. Grey. Was there
something you wanted?”

“Yes. There are some
changes to tomorrow’s schedule. I’ll be picking Miss Steele up from
the SIP office at 17:45, and we need to be in Portland for 19:30.
We’ll be returning back here to Seattle again later the same
evening.” 

I try to keep my voice
sounding calm, bored even, but I don't think I fool Taylor for a
second. I see the interest spark in his face.

“Miss Steele? I see, sir.
Are you planning to fly down to Portland?”

“Yes, it’ll be quicker to
fly us there in Charlie Tango, but I’d like to maybe have a drink
or two with dinner, so I don’t want to fly us back. I was thinking
that you and Stephan could follow up by car. Then he can fly the
helicopter back, and you can drive Miss Steele and me. As long as
that isn’t too much driving for you, there and back in one
evening?”

“No, that’d be fine, Mr.
Grey. It’s an easy run, so it’s no problem at all. Does this mean…
are you and Miss Steele… just for security purposes…” Taylor is
trying his best to be subtle and tactful, but he can’t hide the
hopeful tone of his question. And I guess he does need to be
apprised of the latest developments, if I'm expecting him to carry
out his duties efficiently.

“We’re going to see her
friend’s photography exhibition, then I’m taking her to dinner,
before we return. We’ll see what happens from there. I’ll give you
all the address details so you can finalize the travel
arrangements.”

I have the gallery
address, because it was in the text that I intercepted on Ana’s
cell. I practically snarl the word ‘friend’, because I keep getting
these pictures of Ana with him in my head. Pictures of
what could happen if I fail to persuade her that we should try
again, if she says no. Disgusting images
of him with Ana, because I know he wants to fuck her
senseless. She is mine. Only
mine. I have to persuade her to give
me another chance.

“Oh, and Taylor, I want to
stop by the Apple store on the way home tonight.” 

I could just send Taylor
out to get what I want, but the truth is I fucking love looking at
all the Apple shit, and it’ll help keep my mind occupied and divert
my thoughts, for a short while anyway.

I've got an idea to
try and convince Anastasia that I’m serious about wanting us to try
again. I’m not comfortable or well versed in hearts and flowers,
but music I think I can do. So I’m thinking I could give her an
iPad with a special personalized playlist of
music, along with some apps I think she’d appreciate, and maybe
some photos, although I realize I don't have many of either her or
us together that I can use, which I really regret. I can hardly use
the surveillance pictures of her, can I?

“Very
good, sir, we’ll make a detour.” Taylor very nearly cracks a smile,
I think. He’s relieved that maybe his stupid, moping boss might be
about to get his life back on
track. Don't bank on it,
Jason. Nothing’s settled yet.

Flynn’s rung me every day
to coach me, keeping me grounded, urging me not to lose hope as
time passed, and I didn't hear from Ana. Fuck knows what his
extortionate bill will be this month – he loves winding me up about
that, knowing full well I couldn’t give a shit how much it will be.
I spoke to him just now to talk this meeting through, after I
finally heard from Ana by email, concerned that she didn’t sound
more positive or encouraging towards me.

“You told
me that Anastasia said she loved you just a few short days ago
Christian, and when it’s real love, which despite your misgivings I
believe this could be, then she won’t just walk away, if you reach
out to her.  I believe there is still hope for you, just as
long as you don't let your self- abhorrence sabotage things before
you even make a start. Just
take things slowly, one step at a time. You need to be open
and honest, to communicate and talk through everything with her
that we've discussed, the changes and compromises that
you are prepared to make in order to resume your relationship.
”

 


~~~

 


I decide to get an iPad for
myself too, as well as one for Taylor to give to his
daughter.

'Put some photos on it for
your daughter for her birthday,' I mumble, as I throw it over to him in the front of the car, when I get
in after my trip to the Apple store. With the long hours he works
for me, she's probably forgotten what her dad looks like, but he
knew what the job involved when he took it on. Until now, he’s
usually arranged to see his daughter at the weekend, while I've
been otherwise engaged with my latest submissive.  Hence why
we're going to need to completely re-evaluate all the
security arrangements, if I'm going to be changing my lifestyle in
the way that I'm hoping. If I'm lucky enough to get the chance,
that is. 

He glances down at the
box, frowns in surprise as he registers what it is, then looks at
me in the rear view mirror. 

'Thank you, sir, I'm sure
she'll love it," he mumbles back, before returning his gaze to
concentrate on the traffic so he can pull out. 

 


~~~

 


I keep myself occupied all
evening, setting up the iPad to give to Ana,  putting a lot of
thought into what I want my choices to convey to her, before I
finally go to bed in the early hours. 

I get to sleep, but then I
start dreaming. Not my usual nightmares, but a vivid, erotic
montage of Ana and me, starting with the first time I ever took
her, remembering how fantastic it felt to be the one to take her
virginity. Next, I dream about how it felt to wake up next to her,
how surprisingly calming and relaxing I found that. My dream goes
on to recall the time I bound her hands with my silver tie, when my
mother nearly walked in on us in bed together. Then I dream about
the first time I enjoyed using my hand on her spankable little ass.
After that, I dream about working her over with the riding crop
that first time in my playroom, and how much she actually liked
that experience. I recall the fast and furious fucking I gave her
in the shower on her return from Georgia. Then finally I dream
about the really unique Thomas Tallis experience we shared together
in my playroom.

It is quite some dream, and
I'm actually enjoying it, even though it’s giving me an achingly
hard erection. Until I wake up in a cold sweat, after I go on to
dream about Anastasia walking away, looking over her shoulder at me
and smiling as she takes another man’s hand, instead of
mine.

“Bye, Christian. It was
nice knowing you. Shame you couldn’t be bothered to sort out your
sick shit for me, but then I suppose I'm not what you really want
or need, so why would you? Have a nice life with a new submissive
female. She’ll give you what I couldn’t, I'm sure.”

Then the guy pulls her into
his arms and sweeps her off her feet to swing her round as they
laugh, relaxed and happy together. And before I can get the words
out, they’ve walked off together, hand in hand.

“No,
wait, Anastasia. You’re wrong, you are what I want,” I try calling
after her, but it’s too late. She doesn’t turn round, and I don't
think she’s even heard me. And the guy she’s gone off with? José
fucking Rodriguez.

 


~~~

 


I think Taylor is just as
anxious as I am not to be late picking Anastasia up after work, so
we’re there waiting in the Audi SUV outside the SIP offices just
after 17:30. The day has already dragged, but these last few
minutes waiting for her to show seem interminable. I just hope she
hasn’t had a last minute change of mind. She wouldn’t would
she? No, but only because she wants
to go to photographer boy’s exhibition so badly.

Finally, dead on 17:45, I
see her. Anastasia is making her way out of the building towards
us, and my heart leaps into my mouth. But I'm shocked by her
appearance. Shocked and horrified. She’s wearing the purple dress
that I really like, but now it seems to be hanging off her, rather
than hugging her curves. Clearly, she’s lost weight. A lot of
weight. My worst fears have been confirmed. She hasn’t been eating
at all, just as I suspected might be the case.

“When did you last eat?” I
demand, as she climbs into the back of the car next to
me.

She stares at me. “Hello,
Christian. Yes, it’s nice to see you, too,” she replies
sarcastically. No change in her disrespectful attitude then. Not
the best of starts, but I can't help being furious with her for
neglecting herself this way.

“I don't want your smart
mouth now. Answer me.” I can feel anger building within me. She
must have practically starved herself.

“Um… I had
a yogurt at lunchtime. Oh - and a banana,” she
reluctantly fills me in.

But these are just snacks,
for Christ’s sake.

“When did
you last have a proper meal?” I haven’t had
much appetite either, but I’ve forced myself to eat. Mrs. Jones has
seen to that, to be fair. Ana doesn't have
anyone like Gail to coax her to eat does she?

My mood is not improved by
seeing some guy waving at her, as we pull away into the
traffic.

“Who’s that?” I need to
know.

“My boss.”

As I suspected. The Jack
Hyde fucker. Following her out, sniffing around her. My gut
instincts are rarely wrong. I don't trust him at all.

“Well? Your last
meal?”

“Christian, that really is
none of your concern,” she murmurs.

“Whatever you do concerns
me. Tell me.”

She groans as she rolls her
eyes at me, and then realizes what she’s done. As we look at each
other, I can tell she’s trying not to smile, as she fights off a
fit of giggles. And suddenly I want to smile too. This is Ana. This
is what she does. She infuriates me, she defies me, but she makes
me smile. But I still have to know.

“Well?”

“Pasta alla vongole, last
Friday,” she admits in a tiny little voice.

No! For fuck’s sake, she’s
not had a decent meal since then? She has been literally starving
herself for five days. I feel a mixture of emotions sweep through
me. I'm angry, I'm upset, and I’m remorseful. I've brought her to
this. It’s all my fault. But it just proves how much she needs
taking care of and looking after. This news strengthens my resolve
to be the one to look after her. I try not to let my anger show,
because I realize that's not going to achieve anything.

“I see. You look like
you’ve lost at least five pounds, possibly more since then. Please
eat, Anastasia.” I’d estimate she probably didn't weigh much more
than around 110lbs in the first place, so she really can’t afford
to lose that amount of weight. She’ll make herself ill and weak. I
have to get her eating properly again. She just stares down at her
hands in her lap, and I know by her rebellious stance that this is
not going to be easy to achieve.

“How are
you?” 

I turn to look at her sweet
face to try and read her. I’ve been assuming that she was taking
the break up much better than me, as she was the one who walked
out, seeming so calm and resolute, but maybe that isn’t the case
after all. She looks pale, tired and drawn, and her beautiful blue
eyes look far too big in her face.

She hesitates before she
replies.

“If I told you I was fine,
I’d be lying,” she finally whispers. The look she gives me reflects
exactly the same torment that I’ve been going through. She does
care. She has been hurting, just the same as me.

“Me too. I miss
you.” 

I reach over and clasp her
hand in mine, desperate to touch her and communicate the depth of
my feelings to her. I love the feel of her small hand in mine, and
by her reaction to my touch, I know the bond is still there between
us, and that she feels it just as much as I do, even though she
protests and tries to pull her hand away. I refuse to let
go.

“Ana, please. We need to
talk.” I’m practically begging her here. She has to give me a
chance.

“Christian, I… please… I’ve cried so much,” she whispers,
obviously close to tears now, and it breaks my heart to hear the
pain in her voice. It would if
you actually had a heart, Grey. It was destroyed years ago,
remember?

“Oh
baby, no.” I tug on her hand to bring her closer to me, to try and
comfort her. And somehow, she ends up on my lap, and I'm holding
her tightly against me. Just having her so near again sends warmth
rushing through my veins, melting the frozen coldness that has
engulfed me since she left. She smells divinely wonderful, and I
know I will never get enough of her special unique scent. Just for
that moment, I feel a sense of euphoria and peace, thanks to her
close proximity. I feel as if I’ve received a reprieve from a death
sentence.

“I’ve missed you so much
Anastasia,” I whisper in her ear. She can have no idea how much
I've missed her. At first she stiffens and resists my embrace, but
then I feel her give in, as she relaxes and rests her head against
me. I kiss the top of her head over and over, because I just can't
get enough of her, especially as I thought I’d never get a chance
to be this close to her ever again.

But all too soon we arrive
at our destination, and I have to reluctantly ease her off my lap,
as I explain that we are making our way up to the helipad on this
building.

Mostly, I forget that
Taylor is in the car, but of course he couldn't help overhearing
the exchange between us. Maybe that explains why he has an almost
soppy expression on his face as he opens the door for Ana, and
something passes between them that I don't quite catch. I look at
Taylor for an explanation, but he wipes the expression from his
face to look at me blandly, and it suddenly occurs to me, that the
gruff, strong, silent Jason Taylor, who has never before interacted
in any way whatsoever with any of my previous fifteen subs unless
he absolutely had to, has a soft spot for Ana. It seems he can
sense her natural honesty, that there is something very unique and
special about her, and he is undoubtedly a very good judge of
character with years of experience of having to quickly size people
up. Bottom line is - he likes and approves of
her. Why should that matter to you,
Grey? He's just your security detail, for crying out
loud.

But then Anastasia seems
to have that effect on most people. Everyone, including my family,
even my cynical dad, is taken with her it seems. My mom especially,
she really likes Ana, and that means a lot to
me. She’d know if Ana wasn’t right
for me. She senses that this girl is special too. Moms have a
special sense about these things, don’t they? I feel guilty because I've not been taking any of my
family's calls, but I haven't been able to face talking about the
break up to any of them, especially as the calls are mainly about
arrangements for the fund raiser my parents are hosting at their
place this Saturday. 

Mia in particular has been
hounding me, and has left at least half a dozen messages, mostly
checking that I am definitely bringing Anastasia along, and
that I haven't forgotten that it's a masked ball.  I know
she's going to be pissed when she does catch up with me for
ignoring her. Maybe, if by some miracle Ana comes to the event with
me, Mia will be so pleased to see her again, that she'll forget
about all the unanswered calls, and forgive her neglectful big
brother. 

Even Dr. Flynn wants to
meet Ana, after all he’s heard about her. I’m reminded all over
again that Anastasia really is a pretty amazing and unique young
woman. I hope and pray he gets the opportunity to meet her in the
very near future. 

We get into the elevator to
go up to the helipad. And in that confined space, the magnetism,
the pull, the hum of electricity crackles between us, stronger than
ever. I want her. She wants me. Right here, right now. It’s the
same as always, nothing has changed. She looks up at me as she
gasps in shock, as she feels the intensity of the draw between
us.

“Oh my!”

“I feel
it too,” I tell her, as I graze her knuckles with my thumb. It’s a
good job it’s only a short ride in the elevator, or I'm certain it
would be another 'fuck the
paperwork' moment. 

 


~~~

 


It ranges from light banter
to bad tempered sniping between us on the journey to Portland. I
know she loves flying in my helicopter, and I love flying her in it
too, especially the part where I get to strap her in nice and
tight, so she’s helpless and can't move. That will never change. I
will always like her tied up and restrained, but I have a strong
suspicion that little Miss Steele rather likes bondage, and that
gives me hope that we can work something out that will keep us both
satisfied. But for now, the elephant in the room gets ignored for a
while as we enjoy the flight together, just taking in all the
various buildings and sights that I point out to her, including the
Space Needle.

"I've never been," Ana
admits.

"I'll take you - we can eat
there." I'd enjoy that, especially as the food's pretty
decent.

"Christian, we broke up,"
Ana reminds me pointedly. 

"I know. I can still take
you there and feed you."  If I
get my way, we won't be broken up for much longer. And I'm used to
getting my way, all of the time. But don't you understand Miss
Steele? Whatever happens, as your very own dedicated personal
control freak/stalker, I'm always going to be around to take care
of you, and look after you.  You still have to eat, so why not
make it somewhere nice, with me?

Once we get to Portland, we
make the short car journey to where the boy’s photos are being
exhibited.

As we pull up outside the
gallery, we’re still arguing about getting her to eat. I’m sure
Flynn would advise me to back off and stop putting pressure on her,
but I can't help it. I want her to promise to eat. I just need to
see some food pass through her lips, to be sure she’s getting
adequate nutrition, so that I can stop worrying about her starving
herself. It’s not that much to ask, is it? Seems it is to her though, Grey. Seems a pretty big deal.
Something she has control over maybe? You should understand that,
about having control issues.

“I don’t want to fight with
you, Anastasia. I want you back, and I want you healthy.” This is
the first time I’ve shown my hand, told her my intentions, and I
look to see her reaction.

“But nothing’s changed,”
she insists.

My heart sinks, she isn’t
jumping for joy at my declaration. However, this isn’t the time or
place for us to have a full and frank discussion.

“Let’s talk on the way
back. We’re here.” We’re outside what appears to be a converted
warehouse of some sort, the pretentious type of place that's trying
a bit too hard to be trendy and quirky.

Ana reluctantly concedes
that the street is not the place to conduct our affairs, and agrees
that we'll have to postpone our discussion. 

I don't intend to linger at
the exhibition for a second longer than we have to. Coming here was
just a convenient excuse to get Ana to meet up with me. More
importantly, I really need to see her eat some food, before we can
start talking and getting down to the business of sorting things
out between us. We have a nice long car journey back to Seattle to
share, where she will have no option but to engage with me, unless
she’s prepared to throw herself out of the car. That would be
difficult, as Taylor always has the car doors locked as an
anti-hijack precaution, only releasing them when he’s satisfied
there is no threat to the security of his charges.

The fact that so many
people at the exhibition  seem to know who Ana is, makes me
suspicious that she has been a lot more involved with helping the
boy out with his photography than I had realized, although she
seems rather surprised when people know her name, or recognize
her.

I offer to get her a drink
– she opts for white wine. Not such a good idea on an empty
stomach, but I refrain from commenting, not wanting to start
another argument. No doubt the wine on offer will be disgusting,
but I dutifully head for the bar.

Of course, the second I
head off, the boy makes a beeline for Ana, but there’s nothing I
can do about it. I have to admit he has scrubbed up quite well
tonight. He’s wearing a suit, not the best quality maybe, but he
still looks a hell of a lot better than when I last saw him. I have
to stand by helplessly and watch him take her in his arms and hug
her. I want to kill
him. I see him looking Ana over, seemingly
concerned, and I guess he’s noticed her weight loss too. He’s
clearly very familiar with how her body usually
looks. My property, not yours,
boy. They chat for a minute, but then she
looks back over at me. As our eyes lock, the bond between us makes
its presence felt. We stare intently at each other, and just for
those few seconds, there is no one else in the room, no one else
exists. She can't ignore whatever this spell between us is, it’s
far too strong. Love. That’s what
Flynn says this is. Is it even possible? Is this what love feels
like? You wouldn’t know, Grey, because just like Elena told you, it
has no place in your world, does it?

 Then Ana talks to the boy again, who kisses her cheek before
going off to mingle again. Yes, no doubt about it, I
really want to kill him. Or at the very least take him down hard,
for his impudence in getting so close to Anastasia, and touching
and kissing her that way. Even if she doesn't seem to
mind.  

Much to my surprise, I am
impressed by the boy’s work. He is actually quite talented, I have
to reluctantly concede. The photos are really rather good. If it
was anyone else, I might even consider buying a couple of
them.

A newspaper photographer
recognizes me, and comes up to ask if he can have a picture. As
it’s a public occasion, and he’s politely asked my permission, I
agree. But I want Ana in it. I want proof of being with her. Last
night, I had very few pictures of either her or us together to
upload to the iPad, a situation I intend to rectify, given half the
chance. So I pull her next to me to be in the picture. I want to
prove to the world that this is my
girlfriend. Mine.

The exhibition is actually
quite interesting. The boy’s interpretation and composition shows a
lot of artistic skill, that much is apparent. He has concentrated
on taking pictures of landscapes, which seem to be his
specialty.

But when we turn a corner,
we get a huge shock. Ana is clearly as surprised as I am to see
seven, huge, black and white portraits of her hanging on the wall.
That’s why everyone has been looking at her. They recognize her
from these pictures. And they are stunning. Quite simply
breath-taking.

Close ups of her pouting,
smiling, laughing, scowling, serious, amused, and distracted. 
The boy knows her very well. These show that he has studied her
closely over a long period of time. He’s caught her gorgeous smile
perfectly, and I think that is probably my favorite, although it’s
hard to single out any one of them. In the one of her pouting, he’s
managed to capture the sexiness of her full lips. The one of her
scowling makes me want to laugh, because that expression is so
very Ana. Her beautiful eyes look amazing in the serious one, even
though it’s a black and white picture. No, all credit to his
photographic skills, I have to admit the boy really has done good
here. I still hate him, but I now have a grudging respect for his
talent, I suppose.

“Seems I’m not the only
one,” I murmur. The boy is clearly totally and utterly besotted
with Ana. I’ve dismissed him as a sleazeball who just wants to get
her laid, but I realize now that his feelings for her run much
deeper than that, for him to have produced pictures of this
quality. He is serious about her and a real contender for her
affections; I must take my dream last night as a serious
warning.

The photos of Ana are
creating a lot of interest, so I don’t hesitate. I head straight
over to the reception desk before anyone else steps in.

“I want
to buy those photos of Miss Steele,” I state, as I flash my black
Amex card at the girl there. She has an aggressive, very short
haircut. I don't like very short hair on women. My women have long
hair, always. And she’s wearing unflattering
'fuck my mouth' red lipstick. No thanks,
despite the look you’re giving me. Not in a million
years.

“Oh right, which one do you
want?” she asks, somewhat taken aback, as the exhibition has only
been open a few minutes.

“All seven of
them.”

“Don't you want to know how
much they are first?” she queries, looking at me oddly. Clearly she
has no idea who I am. I couldn’t give a fuck how much they are.
Cost is immaterial. I have to have them. All of them.

“It doesn't matter. And I
want them in some other sizes too. Mr. Rodriguez must have the
digital originals to work from I assume, so that shouldn’t be a
problem. And I want his agreement that no other copies will be
shown or sold anywhere else. These are to be the only ones in
existence.” I don't want some company scooping them up for an
advertising campaign.

“I… err… don’t know… I
suppose that will be possible… but that will be extra of course,”
she insists, sensing a chance to make some extra money here.
Whatever. I couldn’t give a shit about that.

I just hate the thought of
anyone else ogling what is mine. At least they’re only close ups of
her face, not her body. But still, they are incredibly revealing in
their own way - of her persona. The boy has done an amazing job of
capturing her very essence.

“And I want them taken
down.”

“No, I’m sorry we can't do
that. It would leave a huge gap, and this exhibition is all about
showcasing José’s talent. You can have them as soon as the
exhibition is over.”

I want to argue the point,
but realize that if I make too big a scene, they could refuse to
sell them to me. So I have to content myself with agreeing that
they will be shipped to me as soon as the exhibition is
over.

 I head on over back
to Ana. I’ve only been gone a few minutes, but already some other
tall, blond, young dick is drooling over her.

“You’re a
lucky guy,” he smirks at me. Stupid
asshole. Back off.

“That I am,” I glower back
at him, as I take Ana’s elbow and lead her away from
him.

I stare again at the photos
of her. I can’t seem to take my eyes off them. She seems surprised
when I admit that I’ve bought all of the photos. Doesn't she
understand? I don't want them hanging on anyone else’s wall for
them to ogle her as they please. They should be for my eyes
only.

“You’d rather it was you?”
She teases me.

“Frankly, yes.”

“Pervert.”

I'm taken aback by this,
but as her assessment is so accurate, I can't help being
amused.

But the boy’s photographs
make me realize that they show a side of Ana that is happy,
carefree, and relaxed. I don't get to see her like that very often,
and that makes me feel sad and guilty.

“I want you that relaxed
and open with me,” I whisper.

But this leads to more
confrontation between us. Apparently I intimidate her, I confuse
her, and I contradict myself.  As she explains her thoughts,
reluctantly I can see where she’s coming from. I told her I want
her to be my submissive. But I like the things about her that
aren’t submissive. I want to punish her when she disobeys me and is
disrespectful, but I tell her I like her smart mouth.

We need to talk all this
through, that much is obvious. And we can't do that here at the
exhibition. We don't have much time for our meal, because it’s a
long ride back to Seattle. She’s seen the boy. We’ve seen the
photos. Duty done, so we’re good to go as far as I'm concerned, but
of course Ana objects. I remind her that she seems to have
forgotten the boy’s appalling behavior towards her
previously.

“He’s never hit me,” she
spits out.

“That’s a
low blow, Anastasia,” I tell her
angrily. But it’s true, Grey.
She’s got you there. He's not the depraved fucker who has
a favorite leather belt he beats her with, is
he?

“I'm taking you for
something to eat. You’re fading away in front of me. Find the boy,
say good-bye.”

“Please, can we stay
longer?”

“No. Go. Now. Say
good-bye.”

We are both pretty angry
and heated by now. We need to get out of here to talk, why the fuck
can't she see that?

She storms off towards the
boy, who is quite the celebrity tonight, as a group of young women
are crowding round him. There you go boy, you’re
spoilt for choice now. So just pick one of them and leave Ana the
fuck alone.

But when he sees Ana
heading towards him to make her farewells, he only has
eyes for her, as he puts his arm around her. They talk animatedly
for a while, then the fucker sweeps her up in a big bear hug and
spins her round – just like in my dream last night. I find myself
clenching my fists to try and keep my temper in check. I’m just
about succeeding – until I see Ana wrapping her arms around the
boy’s neck, and him responding by hugging her even
tighter.

Now, I'm not an idiot; I
know she’s doing it purely to wind me up and make me jealous, to
get me back for insisting we have to leave early, and I know she is
just acting like a silly, immature, little girl here but I can't
help it, she is succeeding  beyond  her wildest dreams.
I'm so jealous I think I really could kill the boy if I let myself
go. I know I can't, I know I mustn't, but it would be so easy. I
haven't felt like this, so out of control of my emotions, since I
was about fifteen, when the girls at school used to wind me up with
their prick teasing ways.

I take a deep breath and
walk over towards them. I can feel pure hatred coursing through my
veins.

Luckily, he’s just putting
Ana down as I reach them.

“Don't be a stranger, Ana.
Oh Mr. Grey, good evening.”

“Mr. Rodriguez, very
impressive. I’m sorry we can't stay longer, but we need to head
back to Seattle. Anastasia?” I take her hand. This is not a
request. This is a command. I'm just about holding it together, but
if she doesn't come with me, right now, then I won’t be responsible
for my actions. She still manages to defiantly kiss the boy on the
cheek, before I literally drag her out of the building.

Outside I quickly look
around for somewhere private. There’s a side alley. That will have
to do.

I pull her into the
alleyway, and then push her up hard against the wall. I grab her
face between my hands, to force her to look into my eyes. And then
I'm kissing her. It’s not the sweet gentle kiss I imagined we might
resume our relationship with. It’s a raw, desperate, hungry kiss,
filled with longing and passion. I'm claiming her. I'm reminding
her that she is mine and mine alone, that she
belongs to me. No matter what she does, no matter what happens, nothing is
going to change that.

And it’s as if a touch
paper has been lit between us. She kisses me back just as fervently
as I kiss her. Our tongues entwine, our teeth clash, and then I
feel her fingers in my hair, twisting and pulling hard to bring me
down to her. I fucking love her doing this, it’s so
primal and arousing. She is claiming me, she badly wants me too,
and it causes me to groan loudly in pure desperate need for her. I
feverishly run my hands over her dress to feel the curve of her
hips, the line of her legs. I want to rip her panties off and take
her rough and hard up against the wall, with her legs clamped
tightly round my waist. I feel her urgent need matching mine. I'm
trying to bind her to me. I want to totally possess her, to make an
unbreakable bond between us, so she won’t ever be able to walk away
from me again.

But a vague last remnant of
reason gets through to my overheated brain. We can't have sex here.
This is a really bad idea on so many levels. I manage to break
away, panting wildly. I have to rein myself in.

“You. Are. Mine,” I grunt
the words out as I push away from her, to regain some sort of
control over myself. But I feel like I've just run a marathon, as I
bend over and put my hands on my knees to catch my breath. “For the
love of God, Ana.”

“I’m sorry,” she pants
back.

“You should be. I know what
you were doing. Do you want the photographer, Anastasia? He
obviously has feelings for you?”

She shakes her head, and
has the grace to flush.

“No. He’s just a
friend.”

“I have spent my entire
adult life trying to avoid any extreme emotion. Yet you… you bring
out feelings in me that are completely alien. It’s very…
unsettling. I like control, and around you that just… evaporates.
Come, we need to talk, and you need to eat.”

We both manage to calm
down, as we make our way to the little restaurant that was the best
I could track down in the area, although I can't say that I’m
overly impressed as we walk in. But as we don't have time to mess
around, this will have to do. Tonight, I get to find out whether
Anastasia is going to let the light back in my life, or leave me in
perpetual darkness.


Chapter 31 - A Different
Proposition




We’re sat together at Le Picotin, a
small restaurant that had reasonable reviews when I checked the
area surrounding the gallery for somewhere half decent for us to
eat. Apparently, they have a new chef that everyone is raving
about, so we’ll see how good he actually is. The restaurant is
small and cramped, not my usual kind of place, but it’ll have to
do. 

At least we get a table in a small
alcove to give us some privacy. The meal doesn’t exactly get off to
a great start. For the sake of expediency I order for both us,
which apparently Anastasia objects to. I tell her she’s being
childish, just as she was in leading the boy on with her actions,
giving him the wrong idea, just to make me jealous. Very immature
of her. She blushes as she realizes that I have a point, and that
she’s acted rather thoughtlessly towards her supposed
friend.

So I offer to let her choose the wine,
knowing full well she’ll have no idea what to pick out. She backs
down rather sullenly, and so I order. I’ve made my
point.

We end up with a whole
bottle of the Barossa Valley Shiraz, as the waiter irritatingly
informs me that they don’t do it by the glass. Then just open a
bottle, for fuck's sake.

Ana informs me I’m very grumpy. Is she
really surprised, all things considered? But I apologize, and then
get to the point of why we’re here.

“Ana, the last time we
spoke you left me. I’m a little nervous. I’ve told you I want you
back, and you’ve said… nothing.”

 I
stare at her to try and gauge her reaction. I'm dying here. I
need something back from her, some
kind of a hint or sign to let me know if I’m wasting my time. Do I
stand a chance at all in winning her back?

She squirms in her seat
and looks uncomfortable. Not
promising.

“I’ve missed you… really
missed you, Christian. The past few days have been… difficult. But
nothing’s changed. I can’t be what you want me to be.”

“You are what I want you to be.”
Unquestionably. That’s why the last five days have been such
purgatory. There is no doubt whatsoever in my mind.

“No, Christian, I’m not.”
She doesn’t understand yet. I have to make her
understand.

“You’re upset because of
what happened last time. I behaved stupidly, and you… So did you.
Why didn’t you safe word, Anastasia?”  

She just blinks at me. I still don’t
get why she didn’t safe word, if she was that distressed by what I
was doing. I would have stopped instantly. What was her reason?
Trying to be brave for me? Trying to prove a point? Was she scared
of admitting defeat? Scared of me? This has been eating away at me,
and I need to understand.

“Answer me.”

“I don’t know. I was
overwhelmed. I was trying to be what you wanted me to be, trying to
deal with the pain, and it went out of my mind. You know… I
forgot,” she shrugs.

Of all the possible
reasons I thought Ana might come up with for why she didn’t safe
word, this had never occurred to me. She forgot. She just
fucking forgot? How can anyone possibly forget to safe word in such a
situation? I’d gone over and over what the words were with her. If
she had only fucking well remembered to use her word, then maybe we
could have avoided this whole nightmare.

“How can I trust you,
ever?” I’m appalled by her stupidity and her frankly careless
attitude about something so critical.

If she could forget to use it under
these circumstances, when the fuck would she ever remember to use
it?  I stare hard at her, trying to get her to understand how
irresponsible she’s been. She resolutely stares back at me,
seemingly not willing to accept any of the blame. 

But she freely consented
to go into my playroom; it was her suggestion that I show her how
hard it would be - her idea, not mine, although I
admit I willingly went along with it, once I’d made up my mind. But
I certainly didn't coerce her, or twist her arm in any way. I only
went ahead with the scene, because I thought she’d safe word if it
got too much for her. That was the deal. But she broke the rules.
She forgot,
for crying out loud. This is what
comes of her not being a properly trained submissive. That’s what
Elena would tell you, isn’t it? Keep to your own kind in future.
Your own perverted, twisted kind.

The waiter interrupts us as he brings
the wine, and the impasse is broken.

“I’m sorry,” she whispers
sadly.

Sorry? What does she mean?
She’s sorry it won’t work between us? Sorry that it’s
over?

“Sorry for
what?”

“Not using the safe
word.”

I heave a sigh of relief. She’s not
saying we’re through. Not yet, anyway.

“We might have avoided all
this suffering.” I can’t believe the agony and despair the lack of
her remembering to utter one simple little word has caused us
here.

“You look
fine,” she retorts. Are you
kidding? Fine?  This is just a mask, baby.

“Appearances can be deceptive. I’m anything but fine. I feel
like the sun has set and not risen for five days, Ana. I’m in
perpetual night here.” Just
because I haven’t starved myself like you, does not indicate that
I’m fine. “You said you’d never
leave, yet the going gets tough and you’re out the
door.”

“When did I say I’d never
leave?”

“In your sleep. It was the
most comforting thing I’d heard in so long, Anastasia. It made me
relax.”  

People don’t lie in their sleep, so I
thought she really meant it. I was just waiting for her to repeat
it when she was fully awake, then that would have confirmed it was
the real deal. But she left me before she ever did.

But now I need to know the
answer to one simple, but very important question. Everything Flynn
has advised me to work towards really hinges on the answer to my
next question. But it’s not easy for me to get the unfamiliar words
out, because I’ve never used them in this context before. I feel
very vulnerable and unsure of myself.

“You said you loved me. Is
that now in the past tense?” I’ve probably snuffed out the tiny
flame that she might have had burning for me, before it ever really
had a chance to properly get going.

“No, Christian, it’s not,”
she says shyly, as she glances up at me with those big blue eyes of
hers, that seem to see right into my soul. Those eyes reassure me
that she is being totally honest and sincere, and I feel myself
relax.

“Good.” I let out the
breath I didn't even know I was holding. If she had said
no… well, I don’t think I could have held it together.

There is hope then. Maybe
Flynn was right, that when it’s real love, you can’t just walk
away. Real love. Is that truly what this is? I don’t even dare to
let myself believe that I can experience it. A man like me has no
business thinking in those terms. Does he?

The food arrives. The service has been
prompt, and it looks pretty good.

“Eat,” I urge her. I really
can’t relax until I’ve seen her eat something. Worry about the
state of her health is nagging away at me. Why is she so neglectful
of herself in this way? Her issues need to be addressed sometime in
the very near future. Flynn is eager to meet her, so maybe he can
do some probing if he gets the chance.

I can see that she’s panicking as she
looks at the large plate of food set down in front of her.  I
was hoping she’d have built up a healthy appetite, but I guess
she’s gotten out of the habit of eating properly. This is the
problem when you get into bad eating habits. That's why the rules
about eating properly are necessary. It’s so fucking frustrating
watching her, and I can’t help myself, I have to say
something.

“So help
me God, Anastasia, if you don’t eat, I will take you across my knee
here in this restaurant, and it will have nothing to do with my
sexual gratification. Eat!”  I’ll fucking well force feed you if I have to. Seriously, I
will.

“Okay, I’ll eat. Stow your
twitching palm, please,” she begs, looking round
self-consciously.

I continue watching as she
slowly cuts into the steak and finally starts to eat. I relax a
little. Food has actually passed her lips. As she tastes the
surprisingly good steak, she relaxes a bit more and continues to
eat. Thank God for that, but I can’t help watching to make sure she
continues whilst I eat too. I never waste good food, I always clear
my plate unless there is something wrong with it.

There’s a woman singing in the
background, although neither of us is sure who it is. We both agree
she’s good though. I smile to myself, thinking of the special play
list I’ve compiled on the iPad I’m planning to give Ana. I really
hope she’s going to like it; there are a lot of good tracks on it.
That’s another thing we have in common - music. She’s liked all the
music I’ve introduced her to so far, and I could take her to all
sorts of concerts. It would be great to share that with her, we’d
both really enjoy it.

Then I notice she’s stopped
eating.

“I can’t manage any more.
Have I eaten enough for Sir?” she asks tentatively. I manage to
overlook her insolent tone.

I want to insist she finishes all her
food, but as I look at the time, I realize we need to leave soon
anyway. It was a big plateful of food and she has eaten about half
of it. That will have to do for now. It’s not a bad
start.

“I am really full,” she
insists as she sips her wine, which was also surprisingly
good. 

It’s nine already, so I ask for the
check and call Taylor to tell him where we are, now that he’s made
it here to Portland. Ana tells me I’m brusque with Taylor. What
does she expect – I tell him what he needs to know, so I don’t need
to read him a fucking fairy story, do I? I just get to the point
quickly, I inform her.

“You haven’t got to the
point this evening. Nothing’s changed, Christian,” she
states.

“I have a proposition for
you.”

“This started with a
proposition.”

“A different proposition.”

Taylor texts to say he’s waiting
outside, so I pay the bill and we head out.

“I don’t want to lose you,
Anastasia,” I tell her as we walk out, and I take her small hand in
mine to kiss it. She hasn’t heard my new proposition yet. If this
is going to work, I have to get her to really open up, to be frank
and honest with me, but I know she feels inhibited by having other
people around. So after I help her get in the car, I go up front
and speak with Taylor.

“Have you got your iPod
with you?” I ask him.

“Er… yes, sir,” he
responds, rather puzzled and not sure why I'm asking. I know he
often listens to it while he’s waiting in the car for
me.

“I want Miss Steele to feel
able to converse with me freely and openly on the way back, but she
can be quite shy. So, I know it’s not advisable for you to listen
to music with your ear buds in while you’re driving, but can you
just make out like you are?” 

I know he would never agree to
compromise any of his senses while he is driving and responsible
for ensuring the safety of his charges, and neither would I expect
him to.

I look at him. The penny drops. He
gets my meaning.

“No problem, I understand,
Mr. Grey. And I can put some music on the car system to… er… create
a suitable… ambiance, if that would assist at all,
sir?” 

“Yes, fine, I’ll leave the
choice up to you."

I've discovered over the years
that Taylor has a surprisingly good taste in nice, soothing
classical music, not something you’d guess when you first set eyes
on him. Puccini is a particular favorite of his. He’s a man of many
hidden talents.  From selecting classical music, to knowing
the quickest and quietest way to kill someone, Taylor’s your
man.

And sure enough, once we get going and
I start opening up to her, I see Ana looking over at Taylor
nervously. So I reassure her that he can’t hear us, and Taylor
plays along like a pro, as he acts deaf and ignores me. I guess
acting a role would have been all part of working undercover when
he was in the Special Forces.  I have no concerns about
whether he listens to us or not.  He’s heard many things
during the time he’s worked for me. If he’s ever been shocked, he’s
never reacted or shown it in any way.

I know I can trust him implicitly, or
he wouldn’t be working for me. I’d hate to lose him, because he
would be impossible to replace, so naturally he is very well
remunerated with many extra benefits. I’m not looking forward to
finding the extra close protection staff we need, of the caliber I
demand, but I know it’s necessary. Taylor can’t be expected to be
in two places at once, working 24/7/365.

“Okay, your proposition?”
Ana asks, now she’s reassured we won’t be overheard.

So this is it. The most important
merger and acquisition I’ve ever negotiated is about to go down.
Let’s hope I've got the pitch right to swing the deal.

“Let me ask you something
first. Do you want a regular vanilla relationship with no kinky
fuckery at all?” 

I think I’ve worked out
where we’ll need to draw the line of what she finds acceptable, but
I need her to confirm this, to ensure that I've got it absolutely
right. There has to be no chance whatsoever of any
misunderstandings. I can’t go through these last few days again -
ever.

“Kinky fuckery?” she
squeals, apparently shocked by my terminology. What's her problem?
I think it’s a pretty accurate description of what I think she
likes and can handle.

“Kinky fuckery.” I confirm
calmly.

“I can’t believe you said
that.” She glances nervously at Taylor, who hasn’t reacted in the
slightest. Good man. He's not easily shockable, although I can’t
see his face, of course.

“Well, I did. Answer
me.”

I see her flush as she takes in what I
mean. Vanilla, with lots of extra tasty treats. Extreme vanilla
maybe. Vanilla with added benefits. Call it what you will. After a
couple of minutes mulling this over, she answers.

“I like
your kinky fuckery,” she confesses in a
whisper. Yes! I knew
it.

“That’s
what I thought. So what don’t you like?” I think I know
the answer to this too, but I want her to spell it out exactly for
me, so we are crystal clear.

“The threat of cruel and
unusual punishment.”

“What
does that mean?” We have to be totally clear on
this.

“Well,
you have all those canes and whips and stuff in your playroom, and
they frighten the living daylights out of me. I don’t want you to
use them on me.” Pretty much what
Flynn surmised when he saw your playroom, Grey. He was amazed she
didn’t turn tail and run straight out when she first saw
them.

“Okay, so no whips or canes
– or belts, for that matter.” I could never bring myself to use
that belt again in any case. Never. Not now I’ve worked out its
significance. 

“Are you attempting to
redefine the hard limits?” she queries, puzzled.

“Not as such, I'm just
trying to understand you, get a clearer picture of what you do and
don’t like.”

“Fundamentally, Christian, it’s your joy in inflicting pain on
me that’s difficult for me to handle. And the idea that you’ll do
it because I have crossed some arbitrary
line.” She thinks you're a
sadist. Well, you are, so you can't really argue with her
assessment.

“But it’s
not arbitrary; the rules are written
down.” Couldn't really be
any clearer, could it?

“I don’t
want a set of rules.” Rebellious, defiant girl.

“None at
all?” Maybe just a few of the
most important ones?

“No
rules.” She shakes her head
vehemently. Nope. She’s having
none of it. You’ll have to just swallow this, Grey. She’s sure as
hell not going to shift on it.

“But you don’t mind if I
spank you?” I think this is where our paths start to converge,
where we start to have something in common, if I’ve got this right.
She’s let me spank her twice now, so she must be pretty okay with
it.

“Spank me with
what?”

“This.” I hold up my hand.
Best God given implement there is for bestowing a great
spanking.

“No, not
really. Especially with those silver
balls…” That
was a stroke of pure genius, Grey, introducing her to the delights
of the Ben Wa balls. She fucking loves them now. Nice bit of erotic
kink for her.

“Yes,
that was fun.” I agree with a
smirk. Spankophilia. Yes, I’m
a Spankophile. I love giving Ana a good OTK Erotic Spanking.This we
can work with.

“More
than fun,” she whispers. And I
think you might just become a Spankophile too, under my expert
tutelage, Miss Steele. See, we have so much in common, once you
just relax and let me take control.

“So you
can deal with some pain.” Pain
is an aphrodisiac, once you learn to channel it. You just need to
get your head around this.

“Yes, I
suppose so.” And you’re
learning.

 I
was sure Ana had enjoyed that experience, and she’s just confirmed
that I wasn’t wrong. I'm sure she’ll also enjoy lots of other
things I could do with her, if she opens up her mind and trusts me,
but that’s the whole point.  I have to build up her trust
slowly, after what happened before, if I'm lucky enough to be given
a second chance with her. But I also truly believe that basic
vanilla would not be enough for her in the long run, because she
has a wicked adventurous streak, and an amazingly high sex drive.
That’s why we’re such a good match, and maybe why I pushed her too
hard. My stupid, stupid mistake. She’d taken everything up till
then so well, that I thought she’d experienced enough to understand
how pain inevitably leads to a higher plain of pleasure, if you
just let yourself go with it, but I was wrong. That level of pain
just scared and frightened her, and
I'm never taking that risk again. Especially if I can’t trust her
to safe word.

“Anastasia, I want to start
again. Do the vanilla thing and then maybe, once you trust me more
and I trust you to be honest and to communicate with me, we could
move on and do some of the things that I like to do.”

She stares at me. I can’t tell in the
darkness if she’s horrified, or hopefully reacting in a more
positive way.  She surely can’t deny that we’ve had some
really fantastic fucks together. And we could have so many more
great shared experiences. 

“But what about
punishments?”

“No punishments. None.” I
tell her adamantly. If that’s what it takes to get her back, then
that’s what we’ll go with. I can’t say it’ll be easy for me, but
I’ll just have to adapt.

“And the rules?”

“No
rules.” Won’t stop me trying
to guide her along those lines though, will it? Just to keep her
safe and well. But nothing formally written down.

“None at
all? But you have needs.” Now she sounds like Elena, and I really
don’t want to think about her right now. I know she would not
approve of what I'm doing here. But I’ll prove them both wrong.
I can handle it.

“I need you more,
Anastasia. These last few days have been purgatory. All my
instincts tell me to let you go, tell me I don’t deserve you. Those
photos the boy took… I can see how he sees you. You look so
untroubled and beautiful, not that you’re not beautiful now, but
here you sit. I see your pain. It’s hard knowing that I'm the one
who has made you feel this way. But I'm a selfish man. I’ve wanted
you since you fell into my office. You are exquisite, honest, warm,
strong, witty, beguilingly innocent; the list is endless. I am in
awe of you. I want you, and the thought of anyone else having you
is like a knife twisting in my dark soul.”

This is it. I’m pouring out my
feelings to her in a very rare way for me. It’s not easy, but I
have to make her understand what she means to me.

“Christian, why do you
think you have a dark soul? I would never say that. Sad maybe, but
you're a good man. I can see that… you’re generous, you’re kind,
and you’ve never lied to me. And I haven’t tried very hard. Last
Saturday was such a shock to my system. It was my wake-up call. I
realized that you’d been easy on me, and that I couldn’t be the
person you wanted me to be. Then, after I left, it dawned on me
that the physical pain you inflicted was not as bad as the pain of
losing you. I do want to please you, but it’s hard.”

“You
please me all the time,” I whisper. “How often do I have to tell
you that?” No one else has
ever pleased me the way you do, baby.

“I never
know what you’re thinking. Sometimes you’re so closed off… like an
island state. You intimidate me. That’s why I keep quiet. I don’t
know which way your mood is going to go. It swings from north to
south and back again in a nanosecond. It’s confusing and you won’t
let me touch you, and I want to so much to show you how much I love
you.” That’s exactly what
Flynn said her reason was. Shit, that guy knows what he’s talking
about.

Suddenly she’s unbuckled her seat belt
so she can climb onto my lap, and she’s taken my head in her hands
to look me straight in the eyes.

“I love you, Christian
Grey. And you’re prepared to do all this for me. I’m the one who is
undeserving, and I'm just sorry that I can’t do all those things
for you. Maybe with time… I don’t know… but yes, I accept your
proposition. Where do I sign?”

“Oh Ana.”

She’s said that she does still love
me, so I’m going to go right ahead and take that love, even though
I don’t deserve it, because I just can’t help myself. I can
hardly dare to believe that she's actually agreed to my
proposition.

She’s
said yes. We
can start over.  I can see the light streaming back into my
life again. There is a point to my existence now. Maybe all sorts
of things might be possible. I’m not going to fuck up this time. No
way.

And Taylor must be some
kind of a fucking genius, because at that moment, as I'm holding
Ana tightly in my arms, the most romantic piece of classical piano
music starts playing on the sound system. Rhapsody On A Theme Of
Paganini, by Rachmaninoff.  He can’t
have done that on purpose, can he? No, he’d never be that stupidly
romantic, would he?

As Ana snuggles up to me
and rests her head in the crook of my neck, I gently stroke her
back. This is where you belong, baby.
Right here in my arms. I never want to let you go now you’re back
here.

“Touching is a hard limit
for me, Anastasia,” I remind her.

“I know. I wish I
understood why,” she murmurs sweetly.

I hate to talk about the reasons why I
am like I am, but I realize that she needs to have some
understanding of what fucked me up so badly, why I've turned out
the way I have.

“I had a horrific
childhood. One of the crack whore’s pimps…” I usually push all this
as far to the back of my mind as I can, so it’s hard bringing it
out into the open. It’s like reliving my nightmare while I'm awake,
and it makes me shudder involuntarily. “I can remember
that.”

I remember the pimp
dragging me out from my hiding place under the bed. I remember him
kicking me with those big hard boots he always wore and then
hitting me over and over again with his leather belt, as I cringed
in the corner of the room, unable to escape from him. I remember
how he took great pleasure in using me as his human ashtray to
slowly stub his cigarette out – sometimes he’d use my back,
sometimes my chest. Either way, the pain was
always excruciating. I remember that.

Ana instinctively tightens her arms
around my neck to sweetly try and comfort me. It feels really good.
She feels really good. She feels fucking amazing, actually. Soft
and warm and lovely.

“Was she
abusive? Your mother?” she asks me emotionally. I knew this would
upset her, but there’s no avoiding the fact that
it is upsetting. I wish I could spare her, but I guess she
has a right to know. No secrets. Open and honest. That was Flynn’s
advice, and it feels right. Not easy, but right.

“Not that I remember. She
was neglectful. She didn’t protect me from her pimp. I think it was
me who looked after her. When she finally killed herself, it took
four days for someone to raise the alarm and find us… I can
remember that.”

Anastasia gasps in horror.

I wish I didn’t remember
this part, but I do. I was only a four year old little boy, and I
didn’t understand how my mommy could stay asleep on the floor for
so long. I remember brushing her hair to see if she would wake up,
because I knew she liked me doing that, but she didn’t move. I
remember how cold she felt, and how I put my blankie over her to
try and make her warm again. I remember waiting and waiting, as I
played with my two little toy cars, but she still didn’t wake up. I
remember being starving hungry, really literally starving. All I
could find were some peas in the freezer, so I ate them, and
something else that I didn’t even know what it was, but I ate it
anyway, and then dragged a chair to climb up to the sink to drink
some water from the tap to wash it down, because it made me feel
sick. And still Mommy stayed asleep. Then the door crashed open. It
was him. He shouted and swore, as he kicked me out of the way, and
I remember my head crashing on the floor, which really hurt. I
remember him leaving again, and the sound of him locking the door
behind him. Then there was silence. I don’t know how much time
passed after that, but the next thing I remember is a policewoman
dragging me away from my mommy as I screamed and kicked when
she  touched me.  I tried to tell her that I wanted to
stay with Mommy until she woke up, but I had no words, so I
couldn't tell her, and I was just dragged away.

 


 “That’s pretty
fucked-up,” Ana whispers, as she softly strokes my cheek to show
her compassion.

“Fifty shades,” I
agree.

As I keep Ana tightly wrapped up in my
arms, I breathe in her delicious scent, while she gently and
tenderly kisses my neck. I know this is her way of trying to kiss
me better, and I never want her to stop. She will be kissing me
better for ever more, if I get my way. And she does make me better,
always.

 


~~~

 


Anastasia falls asleep in my arms,
curled up on my lap like a sweet little kitten. I should make her
sit back with her seat belt on, but having her close like this
feels too good to move her away.  

I love watching her sleep. The gentle,
calming rhythm of her breathing is soothing and she looks so
beautiful and peaceful. I like the way her dark lashes curl on her
cheek. I like her sweet little nose. I like feeling the soft little
tendrils of baby hair she has along her hairline. I like her pretty
little ears, with the delicate silver earrings she’s wearing,
although I want her to have diamonds to wear
instead. 

I want her to have the very best of
everything. I want to give her so many lovely things to show her
off to her full potential, although I don’t think she could ever
look more beautiful than she does right now. She’s such a natural
beauty, and I could gaze at her all night. I want her to help me
redistribute my considerable wealth in so many ways, because
without her it’s all meaningless and pointless. She’s become my
most valuable and irreplaceable asset. We can share so many things
together, now she’s given me another chance.

I feel like the luckiest man on the
planet.

 


~~~

 


She doesn’t wake until we
get back to Seattle, when she stirs and sleepily stretches as she
apologizes. No need for that, baby.
You can fall asleep in my arms anytime.  It’s where you
belong.

“We’re nearly at your
place.” I’ve instructed Taylor to head there first.

“We’re not going to
yours?”

“No.”

“Why not?” She turns her
gaze on me.

“Because you have work
tomorrow.” Once we get into the bedroom together – well, any room
really – she’s not going to get much sleep. Best to wait until
Friday night. Then we can really let ourselves go.

Ana pouts very prettily at me. She is
so sweet and sexy. Irresistible. Except I know I have to resist. I
can’t help teasing her though.

“Why, did
you have something in mind?” Because I know I most certainly do.

“Well, maybe,” she teases
back.

“Anastasia, I am not going
to touch you again, not until you beg me to.”

“What!”

“So you’ll start
communicating with me. Next time we make love, you’re going to have
to tell me exactly what you want in fine detail.” 

I’m going
to make love to her. I'm not going to selfishly fuck her hard as was
my previous modus operandi.  Anastasia is most certainly not
just a convenient receptacle for my sexual needs. She deserves so
much more.

As we arrive at her apartment, I shift
her off my lap so I can climb out. As I open the door for her, I
tell her,

“I have
something for you.” I get the box out of the trunk. “Open it when
you get inside.” Then you
can’t hand any of it back. Please just accept these
things graciously. Please. It
contains her MacBook Pro, and her cell. These are my lifelines to
her. I have to know I can contact her whenever I need to. The box
also contains the new iPad, which I’m hoping she’s going to
appreciate.

“You’re
not coming in?” Don’t tempt
me.

“No, Anastasia.”

“So when will I see
you?”

“Tomorrow.” 

“My boss
wants me to go for a drink with him
tomorrow.” What?

“Does he
now?” Of course he fucking
does.

“To
celebrate my first week.” I
knew he’d be trouble, just fucking knew it.

“Where?” Wherever it
is, I’ll be
right there too, baby, have no fear about that.

“I don’t know.”

“I could
pick you up from there.” Her
covert close protection team will be on the case anyway. I’m taking
no chances with that fucker. She should be safe in the office I
suppose, although I'm not happy about it, but once he’s lured her
away, that’s when he’d pounce on her.

“Okay…
I’ll email or text you.” Make
sure you do, but I’ll find you anyway.

“Good.”

I walk her to the lobby door, and wait
while she fumbles for her keys in her purse. Why do women always
carry so much shit in there that they can never find anything?
Beats me.  As she unlocks the door, I lean forward and take
her chin to tilt her head back. My mouth hovers over hers, and I
close my eyes as I run a trail of kisses from the corner of her eye
to the corner of her mouth. She moans, and I know she feels the
desire unfurling inside her just as I do. But it’s late. I mustn’t
give in to temptation.

“Until
tomorrow.” Can’t come soon
enough, baby.

“Goodnight Christian,” she whispers, her voice deep and
husky. So sexy.

“In you go. Laters,
baby.”

Then I force myself to
leave and head back to the car. I understand what the expression
‘walking on air’ means now. Because that’s what I'm doing. The
heavy weight of despair I’ve been carrying around with me has
lifted, and I feel like a new man.  I am going to be a new man now,
the kind of man that Anastasia needs to take care of
her. 

As Taylor drives us back the short
distance to Escala, I let out a sigh of relief, and then close my
eyes for a few minutes, as I lean back to relax against the leather
seat.

A new beginning.  I’ve been
granted a reprieve from eternal darkness. I can start to live
again.

As we arrive at our destination,
Taylor and I make our way up in the elevator together.

“Any amendments that I need
to be aware of for tomorrow’s schedule, sir?”
he inquires  His face is as impassive as ever, but since
he no doubt heard pretty much all of the conversation between Ana
and me on the journey back tonight, he’s obviously aware that
things between us are back on again.

“I’ll update you once I get
more details, but I’ll be meeting Miss Steele sometime after she
finishes work tomorrow at 17:45. Our plans for the evening are
still somewhat fluid at this time; I’ll keep you under advisement.
The rest of the schedule for tomorrow remains
unchanged.”

“Very good,
sir.”

“And Taylor…”

“Sir?”

“Get Welch to double check
the intel on this Jack Hyde fucker at SIP. Tell him to dig a bit
deeper. I can’t help thinking we’ve missed something on him. It's
just a gut feeling.”

I know Ana doesn’t actually have to
share an office with him, so that’s good.  And I've already
ordered the surveillance team to place covert cameras in the
offices where Ana is based, so they can keep a close eye on
things. 

 Maybe I’m just
jealous of the fucker for being Ana’s boss, because he gets to see
her all day at work. He can gaze freely at her delectable ass and
get turned on imagining what he’d like to do to her. He gets to
order her around, he even gets her to go for drinks with him after
work. 

But even so, something
about Jack Hyde just doesn’t add up to me, and my gut instinct is
rarely wrong. And now I’ll be meeting him in person tomorrow to
size him up, when I collect Ana from wherever they end up going for
their after work drink. Can’t fucking
wait.

“Of course, Mr. Grey. I’ll
get straight onto it.”

“Oh, and er... nice
selection of music tonight. Thank you.”

“My pleasure, Mr. Grey.”
 

And I think he almost looks pleased
with himself, as we go our separate ways into the
apartment. 


Chapter 32 - The Pissing
Contest




 


I’m discretely tucked away
in the corner of the bar that Anastasia told me in her email they
were heading for after work. It’s just across the street from her
office, so I’ve stood down her security detail for the weekend, as
she’ll be with me the entire time.  She found it amusing that
this place is called Fifty’s, and I suppose I can see the ironic
humor in that. It’s a big place, and although they’ve tried to
inject some character into it with some baseball themed memorabilia
festooning the walls, it’s still pretty soulless.

I arrived ahead of Ana, so
I see her make her way in and head towards a group of people that’s
already congregated at the bar – three guys and three girls. If Ana
had seen me, it wouldn't really have been a problem, as
she invited me to meet her here, but luckily she was too
preoccupied to spot me. Yeah okay, so
I have stalker/spying issues. I'll get to find out what I need to
know though. 

I’m curious - I want to see
this Hyde fucker in action for myself before I make my presence
known. I want to see how he acts around Ana. You can tell a lot
from a person’s attitude and body language, and I'm a pretty expert
reader. I’d already worked out that was the group from her office,
because I recognized Hyde from the background check pictures. In
the flesh he looks just as mean faced a piece of shit as he did in
them.

They’ve all come straight from work,
but are dressed very casually in jeans, loud patterned casual
shirts, and trashy, hippy skirts for the ladies. Hyde is wearing
jeans and a black shirt, along with his stupid pony tail and hippy
earring. He’s probably got a tattoo somewhere – he looks the
type. 

It must be dress down Friday at SIP.
 This is not something I subscribe to at Grey Enterprises.
Sloppy dress standards lead to sloppy work ethics in my opinion,
and I'm not prepared for my staff to compromise on productivity
just because it happens to be Friday. It’s just another working day
as far as I'm concerned. My employees have the whole fucking
weekend to unwind and socialize, so they shouldn’t expect to do it
on my time. Every Grey Enterprises employee is expected to adhere
to the appropriate dress code for their role at all times during
their contracted hours of work. If they find this unacceptable,
they know where the door is. Funnily enough, since I pay well above
the standard rate, with an excellent benefits package included,
very few of my staff seem to have an issue with this.

I’ve already decided that once I’ve
taken over SIP, there will need to be some changes to work
practices, although whilst we’ve been negotiating the Heads of
Agreement prelim contract, the management has been arguing that
things are different in publishing, that they need a more relaxed
and convivial atmosphere in order to encourage the creativeness of
their authors and editors. 

I’m not convinced. It’s still a
business, so the same efficiency principals should apply,
regardless.  News of my takeover has been embargoed for four
weeks, to give the management a chance to make some changes. The
whole place is very badly organized and run, and needs a complete
overhaul. Their security is appalling, both in the building and in
their computer systems. Taylor and Welch accessed all areas of the
building with ease, and Barney rifled through all their internal
systems with no problems at all. Very shabby indeed, and not what I
expect of any company that I own, let alone one where Anastasia is
working.

As I look over, I see that Ana is
wearing those tight skinny jeans that show off her long slim legs
and pretty ass to perfection, along with the pale blue shirt I
instructed Taylor to get for her in Portland, when it was necessary
for her vomit bespattered clothing to be replaced. Clearly she
likes this shirt, because she has chosen to wear it a couple of
times now, and I'm pleased because the color really suits her, as I
thought it would. She looks beautiful, as always. How can any man
not be attracted to her?

I see Jack hand Ana a bottle of Bud,
but then he turns away from her, to continue talking to one of the
other women. Good. Ana talks to one of the other women for a while,
so I start to relax a little. They talk together for quite a while,
and I frown as I notice Ana start on her third beer already. She’s
such a lightweight, she really needs to be careful about her
alcohol intake. That’s when bastards like Hyde can take advantage
of her.  Has she learnt nothing from the episode with José
fucking Rodrigues? It’s a good job I'm here to look after her.
 

It’s not until a couple of the girls
leave, that Jack moves in on Ana. He’s just been biding his time,
waiting for the right moment. As he talks to her, he stands very
close, and leans right in towards her, invading her personal space.
I can tell he’s making her feel uncomfortable, because I see her
trying to back away, but the clever fucker has her trapped against
the bar, so she can’t.  I was right about him. He wants her.
He wants what is mine and now he’s overstepped the mark. Time for
me to show my face and get him to back off, if he knows what’s good
for him.

I casually walk up and
drape my arm possessively around Anastasia’s shoulder. I’m staking
my claim. I’m telling Hyde that she is mine. As I feel her relax
against me, I sense that she’s glad I'm here, so I know I’m right
that he makes her feel uncomfortable. Don’t worry baby, I’m here for you. Always.

“Hello,
baby,” I murmur, as I kiss her hair. I look Hyde straight in the
eye. Back off asshole. My
property. She’s taken.

I pull Ana closer to my
side, and then lean down to kiss her as I
smile. Mine, not yours, you
presumptuous fucker. Ana smiles back,
clearly happy to see me too. Jack begrudgingly moves away from her
a little bit. Message received loud
and clear.

“Jack,
this is Christian. Christian, Jack,” Ana introduces us rather
uncomfortably. She can’t have failed to pick up the tension between
us, because you can almost taste it.
But I'm the Dominant Alpha Male here, make no mistake. And if
necessary, I will prove it to him. No other male should be sniffing
round my woman.

“I’m the
boyfriend,” I say, as we shake hands while sizing each other up.
He’d do well to heed the unspoken warning I'm sending
him. I’m her boyfriend, not him.
I’ve learned to control my feelings, to show a calm and civilized
face to the world, but make no mistake, I’ll
take him
down if necessary, no problem.

But Hyde stares right back at
me.

“I’m
the boss. Ana did mention an ex-boyfriend,” he replies. So he’s
issuing a challenge is he? He thinks he can steal her away from me,
and he’s flaunting the fact that he gets to control her at work.
He’d obviously love to control her outside work
too. Arrogant fucker.

“Well, no
longer ex. Come on, baby, time to
go.” She comes with me.
 I control her, not you.

“Please,
stay and join us for a drink,” Hyde says, looking at Ana. He’s
pulling his ‘I’m your boss' card, trying to make her feel guilty,
so she’ll defy me and obey him. Not going to work, shit face.

“We have
plans. Another time, perhaps. Come.” I take Ana’s
hand. She does what I tell
her. She is mine to control, not yours. Back off, low life
sleazeball.

“See you
Monday,” Ana smiles at Jack, before she dutifully follows me to
leave. See? Mine.

I’m rewarded by the seriously pissed
look on Jack’s face. He got the message alright, but I don’t think
this contest is over yet. That was just round one.

~~~

 


“Why did
that feel like a pissing contest?” Ana queries, as I hold the car
door open for her. Yep, no
surprises she picked up on that.

“Because
it was,” I smile. And I
won.

As I get in the car on my side, I see
Taylor smiling in response to Ana’s greeting to him. He doesn’t
normally do ‘smiling’, so I'm a little surprised. I hope he isn’t
getting soft in his old age. 

Today has really dragged,
because I’ve been so impatient about seeing Anastasia. I think it
was the same for her - around four in the afternoon, she emailed me
saying she was bored. I had to warn her that her emails were
monitored, so she must be careful what she puts in them. I’d not be
impressed if a new member of my staff said they were bored, but
then I keep my employees very busy, as Anastasia would have found
out if she had come to work for me. Well, she will be now.

 It
was hard to sleep last night, but not, for once, because I was
tormented by bad dreams, but because I couldn’t stop thinking about
Ana. She liked the iPad, and the songs and the British Library App.
In fact she said she loved it all in the email she sent me. And she
said she loved me. That was the best bit. I still can’t quite
believe that’s true and that she’s giving me another chance, but
I'm incredibly relieved that she
is. It’s more than you
deserve, Grey.

So as we sit in the back of the car
together now, I take her hand and kiss her knuckles.

“Hi,” I say, breathing in
the sexual magnetism between us. It’s taking a lot of self-control
not to start kissing her, because if I did, I probably wouldn’t be
able to stop myself from taking her right here in the car, which
could be fun, but Taylor might be somewhat shocked if I
did. Even he has his limits of what he can ignore, and in any case,
I’ve never been a sexual exhibitionist. 

Training as a Dominant
meant acting out scenes in front of other Doms for coaching
purposes, and you can’t be shy or inhibited, or get embarrassed
easily if you want to be a Dom. But
that's how I know that performing to an audience really isn’t my
thing, and neither is group sex, which I also tried but found it
didn’t do it for me.

 Elena, on the other
hand, isn’t at all averse to either performing or watching scenes,
and no doubt this was a factor in her offering to help train
Anastasia to be my submissive, as she has with others in the past.
She might have hoped she’d get to watch us, to give her critique,
but that would never have happened. I get the impression that maybe
she’s bored with Isaac, her current sub, and is looking for a new
source of amusement.  Maybe that’s why she’s been taking such
an interest in my affairs, and why she keeps ringing me, even
though I've not been taking her calls.

I would never have even
considered taking up her offer to go down that route with Ana, and
I know Ana would never have agreed to it anyhow.  I’m never
sharing Ana in any way, with anyone. She is mine, all mine, for my
eyes only. Now we’re back together, we'll work things out between
us in our own way, with no interference from outside sources. My
priority is giving her what she needs from me, then balancing that
out with what I need from her.

“Hi,” Ana
whispers back in that sexy, needy voice of hers, as she looks at me
with eyes that are begging me to fuck her as soon as we can
possibly get on to it. So well
matched.

“What
would you like to do this evening?” Stupid question. Begins with F and ends in K.

“I
thought you said we had plans.” Trust me I do, baby.

“Oh, I
know what I’d like to do, Anastasia. I’m
asking you what you want to do.” I’d
really love to hear you talk dirty.

She just gives me a wicked, salacious
smile.

“I see. So… begging it is,
then. Do you want to beg at my place or yours?” I return her smile
with a matching one.

“I think you’re being very
presumptuous, Mr. Grey. But by way of a change, we could go to my
apartment.” She wickedly bites her lip as she says this, knowing
full well the effect it has on me.

“Taylor, Miss Steele’s,
please.”

“Sir,” he confirms, as he
pulls out into the traffic.

“So how
has your day been?” I ask. As long
as mine?

“Good. Yours?”

“Good,
thank you.” But it’s just got
even better, now I'm with you.

We’re smiling at each other, just
happy to be together.

“You look lovely,” I tell
her, as I kiss her hand again.  I like her soft, sweet little
hands.

“As do you,” she replies,
as she brushes my cheek with her fingertips.  It seems we just
need to touch each other, we both crave skin on skin
contact.

But I need to know something from
her.  Jack Hyde.  I’ve already looked into getting rid of
him from SIP, but I’ve been warned that as his contract of
employment doesn’t include any kind of an ‘at will’ clause, I can’t
just fire him, as I would be able to under the type of contract I
give to my Grey Enterprise employees. I have to have legitimate
grounds to sack him, unless I want to pave the way for him to sue
for wrongful dismissal. As I don’t want to give him that
satisfaction, or for him to make a single penny out of my actions,
I have to wait for him to step out of line in some way, before I
can fire him. 

“Your boss, Jack Hyde, is
he good at his job?”

“Why? This isn't about your
pissing contest?” Ana asks suspiciously.

“That man
wants into your panties,
Anastasia.” She is so naïve
and trusting, which makes her vulnerable.

“Well, he
can want all he likes… why are we even having this conversation?
You know I have no interest in him whatsoever. He’s just my
boss.” She really has no clue,
has she?

“That’s the point. He wants
what’s mine. I need to know if he’s good at his job.” I’m looking
for any reason, any reason at all, so I can get shot of
him.

“I think
so,” she shrugs. Shame.

“Well,
he’d better leave you alone, or he’ll find himself on his ass on
the sidewalk.” He’d better not
touch so much as one hair on your head.

“Oh,
Christian, what are you talking about? He hasn’t done anything
wrong.”  She doesn't sound too convincing, so I’m
sure he makes her feel uncomfortable, even if she hasn’t really
worked out why yet. But I know why. He wants to fuck her, of course.

“He makes one move, you
tell me. It’s called gross moral turpitude – or sexual harassment.”
I really don’t want to wait until he does anything more than
breathe heavily on her.

“It was just a drink after
work,” she protests. But that’s how it all starts. Seemingly
innocent, out for a few drinks, he gets her drunk, then he makes
his move. She has no clue about these things. I love her innocence,
but it makes her so fucking vulnerable. So that means I have to be
extra vigilant for her.

“I mean it. One move, and
he’s out.” I hope she realizes how serious I am, and I really hope
she will tell me if he does anything, in any way, to upset her. The
covert surveillance team are going to be watching him as best
they can, but even so, it is difficult to monitor him all the time
from a distance.

“You don’t have that kind
of power,” she says, as she starts to roll her eyes. Then she
suddenly works it out. “Do you, Christian?”

I smile at her, but say nothing. I
knew this was going to be fucking awkward.

“You’re buying the
company,” she whispers. And she looks horrified. Completely and
utterly horrified.

I thought she might be
a bit difficult about this, but I didn’t expect her to react quite
so negatively. Crap.

“Not
exactly.” Maybe she’ll drop
this?

“You’ve
bought it. SIP. Already.”  Nope, she’s not going to drop it.

“Possibly.” I tentatively
admit. It is still going
through the legal process….

“You have
or you haven’t?” She’s not
letting me be evasive. Best come clean.

“Have.” The shit’s about
to hit the fan, Grey.

“Why?”
she demands, clearly appalled at the
idea. Oh work it out for
goodness sake. Why on earth wouldn’t I?

“Because
I can, Anastasia. I need you safe.” Number one priority.

“But you
said you wouldn’t interfere in my career!”
 True, and I haven’t.
Yet.

“And I
won’t.” Unless your safety is
compromised.

She snatches her hand out
of mine. Uh-oh.

“Christian…” Words seem to fail
her. Not such a bad
thing.

“Are you
mad at me?” No one ever gets
mad at me. This is a whole new experience. Novel.

“Yes. Of course I'm mad at
you. I mean, what kind of responsible business executive makes
decisions based on who they are currently fucking?”  Oh, yes,
Miss Steele is mad at me. Seething mad. I don’t know what to say,
so I say nothing.

We soon arrive at her apartment after
an uncomfortable silence between us.  She’s so eager to get
out she doesn’t even wait for the door to be opened for
her.

“I think you’d better wait
here,” I tell Taylor. Fuck.  How did this blow up so quickly?
I’m not sure she’s even going to let me come in with her now,
because clearly she is furious with me. I haven’t a clue how to
handle this, but I'm guessing it’s best to try to remain calm and
reasonable. I'm sure that’s what Flynn would advise. And he was so
pleased at how things were going between us, when I spoke to him
earlier today to update him.  Now it’s all fucked up
again.

As usual, she is struggling to find
her keys in her purse, so at least she hasn’t had a chance to rush
in and slam the door in my face.

“Anastasia.” I calmly try to get her attention, but when she
looks at me, I see she is still so white hot with anger that she
can’t speak. Shit.

“First, I haven’t fucked
you for a while – a long while, it feels – and second, I wanted to
get into publishing. Of the four companies in Seattle, SIP is the
most profitable, but it’s on the cusp and it’s going to stagnate –
it needs to branch out.” 

This, at least, is all true, although
I’ve only wanted to get into publishing since I found out that was
the area Ana was going to work in. But business is business. It’s
good to diversify. It might be a new avenue for me to explore, but
bottom line is that SIP is a good investment.

She stares at me, her eyes now a very
intense blue, thanks to the anger that is surging through her. I’ve
never seen her like this before, but fuck me, she looks sexy as
hell.  Little Miss Steele, all fiery and angry.

“So
you’re my boss now,” she snaps. Yes, I most certainly am, in more ways than one.

“Technically, I’m your boss’s boss’s
boss.” But your boss
always.

“And,
technically, it’s gross moral turpitude – the fact that I am
fucking my boss’s boss’s boss.” Call it what you will, baby.

“At the
moment, you’re arguing with him,” I point
out. Technically speaking,
that is. I’d far rather we were enacting the fucking you were
talking about.

“That’s because he’s such
an arse,” she hisses.

An arse? Did she just call me an arse? Really? No one’s ever called
me an arse before. No one’s ever dared. Another first, Miss Steele.
That’s really quite a funny first.  I can feel a smile
twitching at the corner of my mouth. Always unpredictable and never
boring, that’s my feisty girl.

“An arse?”

“Yes.” I
think she’s finally calming down a
bit. Perhaps she’s got it out
of her system now. Rant over?

“An
arse?” I’m trying not to laugh at her now, but fuck me, it is kind
of funny. There’s no one else like Anastasia. I’ve never met anyone
like her before, who speaks to me the way she does and can get away
with it. Because she’s only
speaking the truth. You are an arse, aren’t you, Grey? She’s just
telling you how it really is.

“Don’t make me laugh when I
am mad at you,” she yells, but it’s no good, she ends up laughing
too as I grin at her, and I think the worst of her snit has
passed.

“Just because I have a
stupid damn grin on my face doesn’t mean I'm not mad as hell at
you.” She tries to act like she’s still mad, but since she’s
giggling like a silly school girl, I think she’s fighting a losing
battle.

I don’t risk kissing her yet, I just
lean in and nuzzle her hair. She smells sweet and sexy all mingled
in together. I don’t know how that’s possible, but that’s Ana all
over. Sweet and innocent, yet defiant and sexy. Totally
irresistible.

“As ever, Miss Steele, you
are unexpected. So are you going to invite me in, or am I to be
sent packing for exercising my democratic right as an American
citizen, entrepreneur and consumer to purchase whatever I damn well
please?”

“Have you spoken to Dr.
Flynn about this?”

Oh yes, baby, he knows
everything about me. All the sickest of the sick shit.

“Are you going to let me in
or not, Anastasia?”

Finally she relents enough to smile
and open the door, so I wave at Taylor to let him know he’s good to
go. He’ll be back later on dropping off Ana’s Audi ready for her to
start using again, so she won’t need to take the bus to work next
week.  Thankfully she accepted my other gifts back with good
grace, so hopefully the car will not be an issue either, when I
give her the keys back.

 


~~~

 


It’s a decent enough place,
the apartment that Kate’s parents’ bought for her. I’m happy that
it seems pretty secure with proper locks, so at least Ana should be
safe enough here, especially as it’s in an okay area. When Elliot
helped the girls move, he thought it was a pretty cool place, and I
can see why. Of course, if he’d said it was a dump, I’d have taken
action, but as I know he has very high standards about these things
- he has a very nice apartment of his own - I felt reassured. 
I remember he also commented on how few clothes and possessions Ana
had in comparison to Kate, which is something I intend to rectify.
But for now, I have other things on my mind.

“What would you like to do,
Anastasia? I know what I want to do.” It feels like forever since
we’ve been alone together. Just being in the same room means I have
a rock hard erection already. I've got her backed up against
the concrete kitchen island, and I could take her right now, but I
want her to tell me what she wants. I know it’s the same as what I
want. For me to be inside her. Now.

“I’m
still mad at you.” She’s not given up yet, but she’s cooling
down. My little wild cat. I’d
maybe like to see that side of her in the bedroom…

“I know.” I smile my best
winning smile at her as my apology. I’m sorry she’s upset; but I'm
not sorry I bought SIP.

“Would
you like something to eat?” she
asks. Oh, baby, I have a huge
appetite that needs satisfying.

“Yes. You,” I murmur. “Have
you eaten today?”

“I had a sandwich at
lunch.”

“You need to eat.” No
proper breakfast, just a sandwich for lunch – this won’t do. She
needs a proper meal.

“I’m
really not hungry right now… for
food.” Me neither,
baby.

“What are
you hungry for, Miss Steele?” As if I didn’t know.

“I think
you know, Mr. Grey.” Sure
do.

I’m teasing her because I want her to
spell out to me exactly what she wants me to do to her. I want her
to learn to communicate her wishes to me, not just do what she
thinks I want her to. But it’s hard. I’m used to issuing commands,
and now I have to hold back. It’s a good thing I've had years of
practicing self-control and denial. It’s all going well, until she
reaches up to touch me and I instinctively recoil. I just can’t let
her touch me like that, in the way she wants. 

 Ana looks puzzled, as
well as put out.

“Sometimes you don’t mind.
Perhaps I should find a marker pen, and we could map out the no-go
areas,” she suggests, which is not such a bad idea actually, and
something to think about.

“Have you been taking your
pill?”  I have a nasty suspicion she’ll have forgotten all
about it.

“No,” she confesses, as her
face falls. Shit. As I thought. Back to condoms. That’s why I
brought some with me.

“I see. Come, let’s have
something to eat.” I don’t want her fainting through lack of
sustenance.

She protests, but we both need to eat.
And anticipation is the key to seduction. But it’s tricky, as I
discover there's no food in the apartment.

“You have no food here?”
This makes me so angry. She is so neglectful of herself. It’s no
wonder her tight jeans are not as tight as they used to be. She
needs looking after, however much she may protest that she doesn’t.
She needs me to take care of her.

“Let’s go shopping,
then.”

~~~

 


I don’t ever do grocery shopping or
cooking, so wandering around Ernie’s Supermarket is another new
experience for me. I employ other people to shop and cook for me,
principally Mrs. Jones. I also have housekeepers at my other
residences in New York and Aspen.  The New York apartment is
for my use on the business trips I make there several times a year,
and my place in Aspen is for pleasure and relaxation, although I
haven’t made much use of it since I bought it, as I don't really
take vacations. In fact, I think Elliot has used it more than I
have since he completed the refurbishments on it.

Ana seems to know her way around the
supermarket, and sets about picking out what she needs, as I trail
behind her carrying the shopping basket.  My food just appears
in front of me, so I've no idea what ingredients are
required to produce a decent meal. I’m happy to go with whatever
Ana wants to cook, and when she says a stir fry will be quick, I
know where she’s coming from. I can’t wait to get her naked either.
But first things first; she is going to need some energy to be able
to keep up with me.

The supermarket store is a somewhat
curious experience.  I’m not keen on all the rude, noisy brats
running around the aisles. I glare at the obese, gum chewing woman
in the nasty cheap sweat pants, who I assume is meant to be keeping
them under control, and she just glares right back at me. Ana tugs
my arm to distract me before I can say anything, and I let myself
be led away. Jeez, I'm glad I don’t have to come to places like
this more often.  

“Do you have anything to
drink?” I inquire, doubting very much she’ll have
anything worth drinking at her apartment, seeing as she had no
food. I'm not driving tonight, so I can relax and allow myself to
indulge in a drink or two.

“Beer… I think.” As I
thought.  

“I’ll get some wine.” But
when I check the supermarket shelves, there’s nothing but cheap,
nasty shit. Maybe we should just have gone to my place, but we’re
here now, so I guess I just have to go along with it. It makes a
change anyway, and at least it means I get to see her
apartment.

“There’s a good liquor
store next door,” Ana informs me, when she sees me return scowling
and empty handed. So I make my way there and manage to find a half
decent bottle of Pinot Grigio.

I carry the grocery bags back to the
apartment as Ana leads the way.

“You look very – domestic.”
Ana seems amused by this.

“No one
has ever accused me of that
before.” Actually, I’ve been
much too busy becoming a billionaire to bother with anything
domestic. I get other people to do all that crap.

I get the bottle of wine
out and we have to search for a corkscrew, as Ana is still unsure
where things are kept in this apartment. Obviously she’s
not done much cooking for herself. Good job I'm here.

“What are you thinking
about?” She’s very quiet, and I need to know what’s going through
her mind. This is the trouble; I have no idea a lot of the
time.

“How little I know you,
really.” Is that what she thinks? But I've told her more about
myself than I've told anyone else, ever.

“You know me better than
anyone.”

“I don’t
think that’s true.” Honestly,
baby, it really is. Even Elena. That’s who you’re thinking of,
isn't it? But we only ever really talk about my needs, rather than
my feelings.

“It is,
Anastasia. I am a very, very private
person.” Not even my family are
privy to some of the things I've told you.

“Cheers,” I say as I hand
her a glass of white wine.  “Can I help with that?”

She’s busying herself with all the
food preparations, and I feel a bit like a spare part.

“No, it’s fine…
sit.”

“I’d like to help.” Sharing
new experiences. That’s what Flynn suggested.  I should start
here, shouldn’t I? Perhaps I could get some plates out or
something.

“You can
chop the vegetables.” Shit.
How do I do that?

“I don’t
cook.” She hands me a knife. So what exactly are you asking me to do?

“I
imagine you don’t need to,” she says, as she places a chopping
board and some red peppers in front of
me. What the fuck am I meant
to do with these?

“You’ve
never chopped a vegetable?” She sounds
incredulous. Why keep a dog
and bark yourself? I have staff who do all that shit.

“No. Are
you smirking at me?” She seems to find my lack of culinary skills
amusing. I’ve been kinda busy
empire building, you know?

“It appears this is
something that I can do and you can’t. Let’s face it, Christian, I
think this is a first. Here, I’ll show you.”

She brushes up against me,
and I get an immediate thrill from the sexual tension buzzing
through me. I step back. I could just take her here on
the floor, right now. You’re playing
hard to get, remember? She has to tell you what she wants you to
do.

“Like this.” She slices the
red pepper and removes the seeds in a very professional and
practiced manner. She makes it look easy.

“Looks simple
enough.”

“You
shouldn’t have any trouble with it,” she says
sarcastically. What am I, like
five years old or something?

I start carefully chopping.  So
okay, I’m not as fast as she is, but if a job’s worth
doing…

Ana prepares the chicken and then
starts gathering up the rest of the ingredients ready to cook them
in the wok. But she keeps brushing up against me, teasing me and
enticing me. She knows how desperate I am to have her, and now
she’s getting me back for playing hard to get.

“I know what you’re doing,
Anastasia,” I murmur, as I continue to work on the pepper, which
I’m finding very tricky to chop. She made it look so easy
too.

“I think it’s called
cooking,” she replies cheekily, as she bats her eyelashes at me.
She joins me to chop up some more ingredients, but she keeps on
with all the little body contacts. She’s driving me crazy with
need, and she knows it.  Finally when she brushes her
gorgeous, sexy rear up against me, I’m nearly at breaking point.
One more like that…

“If you do that again,
Anastasia, I am going to take you on the kitchen floor,” I growl. I
am trying so hard to stay in control, and here she is, taunting
me.

“You’ll have to beg me
first.”

“Is that a
challenge?”

“Maybe.”

I go over and switch the gas off,
leaning past her to do so. The heat between us is enough to cook
the fucking dinner.

“I think we’ll eat later.
Put the chicken in the fridge.” I can’t wait any longer.

She complies, and I see
her hand is shaking.  I move so I'm standing right next to
her. She wants to play sexy games,
hmm?

“So you’re going to beg?”
she whispers defiantly.

“No, Anastasia, no
begging.” Not from me, anyway.

The atmosphere between us is tangible,
electric, full of unresolved tension of the most intense sexual
kind.

I grab her hips to pull
her to me. Her hands reach up into my hair as my lips hungrily seek
hers. I push her up against the fridge which rattles in protest.
Our tongues twist and dance together. She moans when I grab her
hair and pull her head back so I can totally possess her mouth. Our
kiss is desperate and primal, full of need and longing.  It
has been so long, too long. I need her. She needs me. We can’t
resist any longer. We need to fuck. We have to fuck.

“What do you want,
Anastasia?” I manage to utter, trying to keep to my plan that she
must instruct me, communicate her needs to me.

“You.”

“Where?”

“Bed.”

I scoop her up into my arms and head
straight for her bedroom. I set her down, put on the bedside lamp
and close the curtains. I don’t intend for us to provide a free
porn show for the neighborhood.

“Now what?”

“Make love to
me.”

“How? You have got to tell
me, baby.”

“Undress me.”

That’s a good start. I pull her
towards me by hooking my finger in her blouse, so that my finger
tip is just brushing the top of her breasts. I stare into her eyes,
as I slowly unbutton her shirt. She is breathless with need, as am
I.

“Good
girl.” She tentatively holds onto my arms to steady herself, and I
see the questioning look in her eyes – am I going to flip at her
touch again? But my arms are a safe area, so no problem this time.
I see her relax as she realizes this. I pull the shirt down over
her shoulders. She looks so beautiful with her perfect breasts
showcased in her lacy bra.  Mine. All for me.

Next, I reach down to undo the button
of her jeans, and pull down the zip.

“Tell me what you want,
Anastasia.”

“Kiss me
from here to here,” she whispers, as she trails her finger from the
base of her ear down to her throat. My pleasure, baby.

I sweep her hair to one side, as I
bend down to comply with her wishes. She feels and smells so damn
good. Soft, silky and warm. So tempting and arousing.

“My jeans and panties,” she
murmurs next.

I smile, as I drop to my knees in
front of her. I hook my thumbs into her jeans to pull
them down, along with her panties. She steps out of her
clothes and her shoes. Now she is standing there in front of me,
wearing just her bra.

“What now Anastasia?” I
ask, while I’m still kneeling in front of her.

“Kiss me,” she whispers
shyly, as she looks down at me.

“Where?” Spell it out for
me, baby.

“You know
where.” Of course I do, but
tell me anyway.

“Where?” She has to
instruct me.

She points to the apex of her thighs,
highly embarrassed, but she’s done it. I grin up at her with
delight.

“Oh, with pleasure,” I
chuckle. I gently expose her clitoris with my fingers, then employ
my tongue to expertly work at caressing her sweet spot, making her
groan loudly as she clenches at my hair. I work her into a frenzy
of need, as I swirl and tease her lovingly with the tip of my
tongue, until I know she is teetering on the edge of her climax. I
want her begging me to fuck her.

“Christian, please,” she
moans, as I feel her legs start to tremble.

“Please
what, Anastasia?”

“Make
love to me.” You have to be
more specific, baby.

“I am,” I murmur as I blow
gently against her.

“No. I want you inside
me.”

“Are you sure?”

“Please.”

I carry on, and she moans
loudly again. Beg me,
baby.

“Christian… please.” That’ll do.

I stand up.

“Well?” Look at me. What’s
wrong here?

“Well
what?” she pants at me. Her
brain’s not in gear.

“I’m
still dressed.”  Obvious,
isn’t it?

She looks at me in confusion. Then she
reaches for my shirt, but I back away, in case she tries to touch
me. Then she realizes I want her to undo my jeans.

Now it’s her turn to drop
to her knees. She fumbles to undo my jeans and then yanks them down
along with my boxers. I quickly step out of them, along with my
socks. My cock has sprung free, more than ready for action. She
doesn’t disappoint.  As she looks up at me through her lashes,
she takes hold of my cock and squeezes tightly, pushing her hand
back along my length, stroking me exactly the way I showed her I
like it done. She looks so fucking sexy as she does it, and I groan
with the immense pleasure she’s giving me. Then she takes my cock
in her mouth to slowly lick me, twirling her tongue around my
sensitive tip, before she suddenly sucks me hard. I nearly come
straight away.

“Ahh. Ana… whoa,
gently.”

I hold her head as she takes me deeper
into her soft, warm mouth, sucking me really hard, as she gently
cups my balls. It feels fantastic.

“Fuck,” I hiss loudly. I
can’t last long like this.

She does it again, but now she uses
her tongue in an expert way. Has she been taking secret lessons at
the submissive training school or something, where they give
detailed anatomy lessons to improve fellatio skills? How does she
know to hit the most sensitive part of my cock with the tip of her
tongue in that way? It’s fucking amazing. Then she tips her head
back, so that she can suck me in even deeper, and I feel the end of
my cock hit the back of her throat, which is a seriously advanced
technique. Is she some sort of a natural genius at giving head or
something?

“Ana, that’s enough. No
more. I do not want to come in your mouth”

But she won’t stop. She
sucks me hard again and swirls her tongue around to very nearly
drive me over the edge. Pay back
time. Now she wants you to beg, Grey. You’ve created a monster. A sexy
little beast of a monster. And she’s all yours. No more games. Just
get on and fuck her.

So I bend down to grab her by the
shoulders, and toss her onto the bed. I tear my shirt off, then get
the condom from my jeans.  We’re both panting with sheer
desperation to get what we both need.

“Take your bra off. Lie
down, I want to look at you.”  I thought I’d never get to see
her like this again when we broke up. So this is really sweet for
me to look at her beautiful body. Perfect. She’s just
perfect.

She gazes up at me as I roll on the
condom.

“You are a fine sight,
Anastasia Steele,” I tell her as I slowly position myself over her,
kissing her breasts and nipples as I make my way up her body. She
is so aroused that she groans and writhes beneath me. I tease her
for a while longer, savoring each nipple as I kiss and suck
her. 

“Christian, please.”

“Please
what?” Spell it out again,
baby.

“I want you inside
me.”

“Do you
now?” I think I can manage
that.

“Please.”

I push her legs apart with
mine, all the while looking straight into her beautiful eyes. I
take my time, as I slowly sink into her, relishing the
exquisiteness of her lush tightness stretching to engulf my
cock.  She closes her eyes and groans with pleasure, as she
tilts her hips up to welcome me, encouraging me to fill her
completely. This is heaven, pure and utter heaven. Her fingers are
in my hair again, knotting and pulling, as I slowly pull out and
then slide back in again. Bliss, total bliss.

“Faster,
Christian, faster…please.”

Yes! She is telling me
what she wants. This is good, really good. And baby, I am more than happy to give you what you
need.

I kiss her deeply as I start to move
faster and harder, pushing us both onwards and upwards towards our
release. Neither of us can wait, we are both close, so very close
now, and I feel her starting to tense and quicken.

“Come on, baby, give it to
me.”

She screams. I call her
name. We both fly over the edge to shatter into intense and
magnificent orgasms, riding it out as she pulses and contracts
around me, while I explode deep inside her.  Perfect,
coordinated timing. We are so fucking good
together. Perfectly
 matched.

Finally I withdraw and collapse on top
of her, as we both lie there breathless and trying to recover our
shattered senses. Fucking amazing and brilliant vanilla sex. I can
live with this. This I can do.

I gently kiss her.

“I’ve missed
this.”

“Me too,” she
whispers.

I take hold of her face to kiss her
hard, a deep passionate kiss to compel her, so she
understands.  Now that I’ve got her back, I’m never letting
her go again, ever. 

“Don’t leave me again,” I
plead, looking into those amazing eyes of hers, trying to reach
into her soul, the way that she reaches into mine.

“Okay,”
she whispers back, as she bestows one of her wonderful smiles on
me. It bedazzles me with its sheer beauty and sincerity. She
understands. She feels what I feel. She isn’t going anywhere. I
smile back at her in relief and joy. Maybe it was almost worth
hitting rock bottom to experience the elation that is sweeping
through me. Right now, this is as good as life gets. Here with
Anastasia, giving herself freely and joyously to me. This is how
it’s meant to be. She is for
you. 

And suddenly I'm starving
hungry.

“Come cook me some food,
wench. I’m famished,” I order, as I sit up in bed pulling her up
with me.

“Wench?” she laughs at
me.

“Wench. Food, now,
please.”

“Since you ask so nicely,
sire, I’ll get right on to it.”

As she gets out of bed, I see there’s
something under her pillow. I reach over to retrieve it. It’s a
deflated balloon, the one I sent her, the helicopter
one.

“That’s my balloon,” she says
possessively, as she puts her robe on.

“In your bed?”

“Yes.
It’s been keeping me company.” She’s
blushing. Aw…
sweet.

“Lucky Charlie Tango,” I
murmur in surprise. All the time we were apart and I thought she’d
stopped caring, she’s been sleeping with the balloon I sent under
her pillow?

“My balloon,” she repeats, as
she heads out towards the kitchen.

So she’s just as stupid and
sentimental as I am, because I have the model glider she gave me on
my desk, right next to me. I have another silly smile on my face
now. 

Anastasia must really care or she
wouldn’t keep a stupid deflated old balloon under her pillow, would
she? 


Chapter 33 - Fifty Shades
of Vanilla




Before Anastasia fell into
my office and into my life, I’d meticulously plan out what scene I
wanted to play to relax and unwind with my latest sub in my
playroom each weekend. I’d always take into account my subs
preferences in line with their hard and soft limits, but basically
I’d always plan things out purely for my own pleasure.

But now that Anastasia has given me
another chance with her, I’ve spent some time considering how we
can both enjoy our sexual relationship, how we can mutually please
each other.

She admitted that she likes kinky
fuckery, so I’ve been thinking what that means in terms of how far
I can push things with her. There’s no way I'm risking doing
anything that could upset her in any way, but I think I’ve come up
with several ideas that could be termed as kinky vanilla. I think
she will like this and I know I will, especially as they’re things
I've never actually done with anyone before. I like the idea that
we are venturing into new territory together.

So, I have a very special dessert in
mind to follow the tasty stir fry chicken and noodles that
Anastasia seemed to effortlessly throw together. She sure can cook,
and it’s been relaxing sitting here on a furry rug on the floor,
eating and talking together. We both had very healthy appetites
after our great first reunion fuck. 

But now I'm definitely
hungry for more, and I'm not talking food here, so when she says we
have ice cream - vanilla ice cream - for
dessert, I know what I want to try with her, seeing as I didn’t
think to bring the silver balls with me, which she’s already asked
about tonight. She seems really keen on them. Shame, it
would have been my pleasure to give her another erotic spanking,
but that will have to wait for another time, when I'm confident
that she can handle it.

First off, I check that she’s fine
with me staying at her place. I really want to spend the night with
her, because I've missed sleeping with her and waking up next to
her so much. She seems surprised that I'm asking, but I don’t want
to seem presumptuous, and anyhow it’s basic good manners. Once
she's agreed, I go find the freezer and take out the carton of Ben
& Jerry’s finest vanilla she says is our dessert.

“This
will do just fine. Ben & Jerry’s
& Ana.”

As I spell it out to her, I see her
jaw drop as she realizes what I'm suggesting.  She’s shocked,
but aroused – I think, I hope so anyway. This is going to be so
much fun. Vanilla kink of the finest sort. I’m realizing that
vanilla sure as hell doesn’t have to be boring, if you just use a
little imagination. And I have a great imagination.

We head for the bedroom, and I prepare
the bed for some messy, sticky fucking. The sheets can easily be
changed afterwards, that’s no big deal.

“Don’t
mess with my balloon,” Ana warns me as I move it out of its special
place under her pillow, which makes me smile fondly at how
sentimental she is. I love that she’s still holding onto a deflated
Charlie Tango, just because I gave it to her. That’s really
sweet. Like her. She’s really
sweet.

She doesn’t raise any
objections when I tell her I want to tie her up, in fact I can see
she’s turned on by it, which naturally thrills me. I fucking love
this kinky side of her, and I’m looking forward to developing and
encouraging it. Very
promising.

“Just your hands. To the
bed. I need you still,” I reassure her.  She has to trust me.
This is crucial after everything that happened before.

“Okay,” she whispers, her
eyes open wide in anticipation, as I slowly pull the sash of her
robe undone and then remove it. So now she’s standing gloriously
naked in front of me.

 I stroke her face and
gently kiss her mouth to try and relax her, then I get her to lie
on the bed.

“I could look at you all
day, Anastasia” I whisper, as I gaze at her in the soft muted
light. She needs to hear just how amazingly beautiful she is, as
she never seems to realize it. She should be confident and proud
about her gorgeous body, instead of being shy and reluctant about
showing herself to me, although I do find her shyness
endearing.

I straddle her on the bed
and instruct her to put her arms above her head, so I can tie the
sash from her robe around her wrists, and secure them to the metal
bed head. I make sure her arms are held nice and tight, so there is
no chance of her wriggling free, as she might be tempted to do with
what I have in mind. I like her like this very
much. Fucking love her like this,
don’t you Grey? 

Now I don’t have to worry
that she might freak me out by touching me.  I'm back in
control, despite not being in my playroom. I pull Ana down the bed,
so her arms are stretched right out. Now she can’t move at all.
Even better. Perfect.

I quickly undress, get the
ice cream and then straddle Ana on the bed again. She looks up at
me nervously, still not quite sure what I intend to do to
her.  I take things nice and slow. Anticipation. Always build up the
anticipation to heighten the sensations.

I take a spoonful of the ice cream in
my mouth, and slowly let it melt as I lick my lips.

“Delicious. Amazing how
good plain old vanilla can taste. Want some?”

She nods shyly, so I scoop out another
spoonful, and offer it to her as she opens her mouth, but I'm only
teasing, as I pop it into my own mouth instead. The indignation on
her face is a picture, as she protests at my deception.

“Why, Miss Steele, do you
like your vanilla?”

“Yes,” she says forcefully,
and then tries to buck me off, but of course she’s unsuccessful. I
love that she’s fighting back, and I love that it’s pointless. I
fucking love having her restrained like this.

“Getting
feisty, are we? I wouldn’t do that if I were
you.” You are only turning me
on even more here, big time. It’s a great game.

“Ice
cream,” she begs. I like her
begging.

“Well, as you’ve pleased me
so much today, Miss Steele.”

I feed her a spoonful of ice cream,
and then another. This is good, I enjoy feeding her like this. I
like seeing food pass her lips.

“Hmm,
well, this is one way to ensure you eat – force-feed you. I could
get used to this.” Tie her up
three times a day to ensure she eats proper meals – you’d fucking
love to do that, wouldn’t you, Grey?

She refuses the next spoonful, so I
let it melt and then drip it onto her throat and her chest. Next
comes the best bit. I slowly lick it off her.

“Mmm. Tastes even better
off you, Miss Steele.”

As I expected, Ana finds
it impossible to keep still while I do this, so she starts
struggling and pulling on her restraints. But it’s no good, she
can’t get away, I've made sure of that. All the more fun for me
though. I find I don’t mind some resistance; it’s arousing, because
it makes me feel even more empowered. Resistance is futile. You must comply. The Borg. My dad was a
Star Trek fan. A secret Trekkie. He keeps that quiet though. I
don't blame him. 

I take another spoonful and this time
I let it dribble onto her breasts. I spread it round with the back
of the spoon, and the chill makes her nipples peak and
harden.

I bend down to lick and suck all the
ice cream, as it starts to melt and run down her sides onto the
sheet. My mouth and tongue warm her cold nipples, as I slowly
suckle the creamy ice cream from her breasts. Mmm, delicious. This
is so erotic. Hot and cold, all at the same time.

Then I kiss her mouth, my tongue
mingling with hers to share the taste of the ice cream.

Next, I trail a spoonful of ice cream
down the center of her body, across her stomach and down into her
navel, where I put a large dollop of the cold substance.

“You’re going to have to
stay still, or there will be ice-cream all over the bed,” I warn
her, knowing she will find it impossible.

I kiss each of her breasts, sucking
her nipples hard, and then work my way down her body following the
trail of ice cream. As I suck the ice cream from her belly, she is
moaning and her hips are jerking up because she is so
aroused.  I carry on, trailing the ice cream all the way down
to her sweet spot, which makes her cry out in shock.

“Hush now,” I whisper, as I
start sucking and licking the ice cream from her clitoris, lapping
rhythmically in a relentless soft pressure to bring her close to
the edge of her release, before I slip one finger inside and
expertly stroke her second sweet place, the G spot just inside her
front wall. I lick and suck and stroke and rub, knowing all this
stimulation will bring her to a mind blowing orgasm. And I quickly
succeed.

She writhes and groans as her orgasm
hits, and as she rides the waves, I quickly slip on a condom and
then slam hard into her so we can mutually enjoy her
pleasure.

We’re sticky and slippery
as our bodies join together, which feels weird, but in a good way.
But I want more. So I pull out, and turn Ana over onto her front,
so that we can try another vanilla variation. I want us to fuck
every possible vanilla way, try every variation known to man and
then some. Inventive and imaginative
– two useful attributes of yours, Grey.

I release her hands, and
then bring her back towards me to ease her down on my length, so
now she’s sitting on me, her back to my front. This way I get to
play with her breasts and tease her nipples, at the same time as I
fill her with my cock by flexing my hips up into
her. And she can’t touch you like
this.

“This
way… oh yes…” I murmur.

This is so fucking good. I nuzzle and
bite her neck as she throws her head back against me, moaning with
pleasure.

We are so good together.
So fucking good. Fucking has never been like this with anyone
before. Being with Anastasia takes everything to a new, higher
level. It’s amazing. She’s amazing.
She’s wonderful. She is everything to me.

“Do you know how much you
mean to me” I whisper into her ear.

Does she have any idea at all that she
is now my whole world?

“No,” she gasps
back.

She still has no idea of how precious
she is to me? I hold her jaw and throat tightly to emphasize my
words.

“Yes, you
do. I’m not going to let you go.”  Ever. You belong to me.  Forever and always.

Fucking her this way feels so good
that I can’t hold back any longer. I pick up the pace, flexing my
hips to grind into her harder and faster because her silky walls
are rubbing, and gripping and squeezing at my cock in such a
fucking hot way.

“You
are mine, Anastasia.”

“Yes, yours,” she moans, as
she leans her head back against me.

“I take
care of what’s mine,” I tell her, as I nip her sweet little ear,
and she cries out. No other
man is ever going to touch her or take her. I will protect what is
mine, always.

“That’s
right, baby, I want to hear you.” Scream as you come for me, baby.

I put my arm around her
waist and grip her so I can get my cock in even deeper. I need to
get every last little bit of my length all the way in to totally
and utterly fill her.  She is entrapped, helpless in my arms
to do anything but take everything I’m giving her, and she cries
out again at the fullness of my
possession. We are made for each
other. We are a perfect fit.

“Come on, baby,” I growl at
her through gritted teeth, and with a final hard thrust from me, we
both fly over the edge. She screams out as I release deep within
her, feeling her orgasm tightening in waves around me, as we ride
it out together.

Slowly, we come down from our high,
and just lie there together, as I bury my nose in her intoxicating
hair. We are both a sticky mess, as are the sheets. But it’s a good
mess.

“What I feel for you
frightens me,” she quietly confesses in a little whisper, her words
taking me by surprise.

That’s exactly how I feel. She feels
the same as me. We have the same fear. We both feel vulnerable.
This is a revelation for me.

“Me too, baby,” I whisper
back. It’s good to know she feels like this too, even if I don’t
understand and find it really confusing.

“What if
you leave me?” She’s echoing my thoughts and fears. Turns out we’re
on exactly the same page of the same
book. Don’t you understand,
baby – that’s never going to happen?

“I’m not going anywhere. I
don’t think I could ever have my fill of you,
Anastasia.”

She smiles and kisses me, as I gently
tuck a wisp of hair behind her ear.

“I’ve
never felt the way I felt when you left. I would move heaven and
earth to avoid feeling like that
again.”  I was a broken
man when you left. Now you’ve mended me, but I don’t think I could
survive that again. If there was a next time, I couldn’t go on any
more.

She kisses me again, and looks so sad
and concerned, that I decide to quickly change the subject, to
lighten the mood.

“Will you come with me to
my father’s summer party tomorrow? It’s an annual charity thing. I
said I’d go.” 

Mia will never forgive me if I don’t
bring Ana. She’s already done the seating plan and has us sitting
at the same table as her, and she’s organized the special fancy
masks for both of us. She loves doing all that kind of thing, and I
have to admit that my little sister does have very good taste in
these matters. 

Ana smiles at me shyly. “Of course
I’ll come.”  But then her face falls.

“What?” You don’t really
want to come, is that it?

“Nothing.”

“Tell
me.” I need to
know.

“I have
nothing to wear.” Is that
all? That’s easily fixed, there’s a
whole wardrobe of clothes I bought for her as my submissive. Shit,
she probably won’t like being reminded of that, especially as she
never likes me buying her things anyway. But it’s the logical
solution. I’ll give it a shot.

“Don’t be mad, but I still
have all those clothes for you at home. I am sure there are a
couple of dresses in there.”

“Do you, now?” she mutters
somewhat sardonically. 

Does she think I was
assuming she’d come back to me?  Does she dislike the fact
that they were bought for her as my
submissive. Fucked if I
know. But I really don’t want to argue
with her. They are just clothes, for crying out loud. Very nice
clothes, actually, that she would look stunning in, if she could
just swallow her pride or whatever it is that is standing in the
way of her accepting the clothes graciously.

But then she smiles sweetly at me, and
I'm guessing she’s not in the mood to argue either.

“We’ll see about the
clothes later. Maybe I’ve already got something that will do,” she
says. I seriously doubt that, remembering the dreadful unflattering
crap she was wearing the first time we met at my office when she
came to interview me. 

“For now,
I’m going to take a shower. Why don’t you have a listen to this
while I’m gone – it’s the first track of a playlist I'm putting
together for you to return the favor – songs that say it
for me.”

She leans over to tenderly kiss me and
stroke my cheek, as she gazes into my eyes for a moment, seeming to
search for something.

“Listen carefully to the
words,” she whispers, before she leaps up, grabs her robe and heads
for the bathroom.

I slowly smile to myself
as I lie back on the bed, and listen to the track. It’s called
‘Redemption’ by The Strange Familiar. It seems that sweet and
innocent Miss Steele believes I have a good heart and a good
soul. How little she knows about you,
Grey.

 


~~~

 


I’m woken by the sound of terrified
screaming, and for once it’s not me. It’s Anastasia.

“Jesus, Ana!” I gently
shake her, trying to get her to wake up. She gradually comes round,
sweating, shaking and confused. I know exactly how she feels; I’ve
been in that disorientated state myself countless times.

“Baby, are you okay? You
were having a bad dream.”

What on earth has got her in this
state? Seems I'm not the only one with night time demons. I switch
on the bed side lamp and examine her face carefully for
clues.

“The girl,” she whispers,
not making much sense.

“What is it? What girl?” I
gently probe, trying to calm her down.

“There was a girl outside
SIP when I left this evening. She looked like me…but not
really.”

FUCKING
HELL. Leila. It has to be. What the
fuck was she doing talking to Ana? How does she even know about
her? How did she find her? I've suspected all along that her
actions were somehow brought about by the fact that I'm in a
different type of relationship with Ana than any of my previous
fifteen subs. Leila wanted more, but
I wasn't interested and turned her down out of
hand. 

She always was a rather
nosy and devious young woman - we still haven't figured out how she
managed to bypass all the security measures to get into my
apartment, although Taylor suspects something to do with the
service elevator or possibly the fire escape. He's still
investigating, and I know he's giving it his top priority, because
naturally he's very concerned about Gail's safety when she's there
on her own, as I am.

So maybe Leila saw that
picture of Ana and me in the newspaper together at the graduation
ceremony, and that triggered some sort of a reaction in her,
because she would have understood its significance. She would have
taken it as a clear indication, a public announcement that I'm
giving Ana More. I don’t want
an unbalanced Leila anywhere near Ana.

“When was this?”

“When I left this
afternoon. Do you know who she is?”

“Yes.”

“Who?”

I really wish I didn’t
have to tell her any of this, but I know she’s going to want to
know more details. What a fucking
nightmare.

“Who?” Ana presses me for
an answer.

“It’s Leila.”

“The girl who put ‘Toxic’
on your iPod?”

“Yes. Did she say
anything?”

“She said, ‘what do you
have that I don’t have?’ and when I asked who she was, she said,
‘nobody.’ ”

 Fuck. I was right. This has everything to do with Ana. As I
suspected, Leila wants to know why I'm giving Ana more, when I
wouldn’t with her. I wanted to keep Ana out of this, to protect her
so she didn’t get caught up in any of the sick baggage that I carry
around with me, but it’s not going to be possible now is it?
Already it’s giving her nightmares. 

Leila is ill; I want to help her, but
she keeps running off before we can get to her. What game is she
playing? I can’t take any risks.  This has to be sorted
without delay.

I get out of bed, pull on
my jeans and grab my cell. I don’t hesitate, even though it’s only
just gone five in the morning. My security staff are on call
24/7. 

I ring Welch and fill him in on what’s
happened. He’s instantly awake and alert when he realizes the
seriousness of what potentially could have happened when Leila
accosted Ana. It’s fucking typical that I’d only just called off
the surveillance on Ana, and fucking typical that she didn’t tell
me before, when the first new lead we’ve had on Leila would still
have been fresh. At least we know now that she hasn’t left Seattle,
as we thought she might have done.

Ana follows me out into
the main room of the apartment, wearing just my white shirt from
yesterday. Despite everything, I can’t help noticing that she looks
hot – she has really great legs.

“What time exactly?” I ask
her. Welch wants more precise details, so he can pinpoint where to
look on any CCTV footage he can get access to.

“About
ten to six?” she mumbles. Shit, I’d only just walked into Fifties
myself at that time. Could Leila possibly have been following me
and then seen Ana by some strange twist of
fate? The stalker is himself
stalked? 

Or had she somehow
tracked down Ana’s work place, and was there waiting for
her to leave at the end of the day? Either scenario is pretty
creepy.

“Find out how…”

“How she tracked down Miss
Steele? Yes, I’m working on that as we speak, sir.” I can hear him
furiously tapping away on his keyboard. I think he feels his
professional reputation is on the line. “From your personal
experience of Miss Williams, would you say she poses a threat to
Miss Steele? Could she turn violent against her?”

“I wouldn’t have said so,
but then I wouldn’t have thought she could do this.”

“Then we have no option.
Miss Steele will have to have a close protection officer assigned
to her at all times when she goes out. The covert operatives cannot
give her the level of protection this situation calls
for.”

I close my eyes and take a
deep breath. I know Welch is right, but how the fuck is Anastasia
going to take having her privacy and independence curtailed in this
way? She’s going to hate it, I just know she is, and will probably
majorly kick off.

“I don’t know how that will
go down.”

“Can’t guarantee her safety
any other way I'm afraid, Mr. Grey. You’ll have to convince
her.”

“Yes, I’ll talk to
her.”

“Just until we locate Miss
Williams, sir. Hopefully now we’ve had a recent sighting of her
here in Seattle, we’ll be able to track her down and bring her in.
It's the only way.”

“Yes, I know. Follow it up
and let me know. Just find her, Welch – she’s in trouble. Find
her.”

I finish the call to see Ana looking
at me questioningly, so I know she wants more information. What the
fuck do I tell her?

“Do you want some tea?” she
asks, as she heads into the kitchen.

I could try distracting her. She does
look really hot and sexy wearing just my shirt…

“Actually, I’d like to go
back to bed,” I suggest with a wicked smile, hoping to win her over
for some sex instead of an interrogation.

Not a chance in hell. No way is Miss
Steele going to allow herself to be sidetracked by sex. She’s
trying to act as if she’s not worried, but I can tell she’s pretty
anxious. All I want is to shield her from all this shit, so I don’t
want her to be burdened with any of the gory details. I am dealing
with the situation, so she really doesn’t need to know any more
than she already does. It will only serve to worry her
unnecessarily, and I don’t want that. But I'm kidding myself if I
think Ana is going to just meekly accept the situation. I try to
evade her questions, but she won’t let me. She gets right to the
heart of the matter.

“She
found me and accosted me outside my office. How does she know about
me? How does she know where I work? I think I have a right to know
what’s going on.” Blast her inquiring and intelligent
mind. If Ana was your
unquestioning, obedient submissive this would be so much easier,
wouldn’t it, Grey? Having regrets already?

“Please?” Ana asks again. I
heave a big sigh as I resign myself to fessing up. None of this is
her fault. She deserves to know the truth and all I can do is lay
it out for her as best I can, hopefully without scaring her off. My
sordid past has come back to bite me on the ass, big
time.

So I reluctantly fill her in with what
happened with Leila and Gail in the apartment, why I had to curtail
my visit to Georgia to come back and deal with the situation. Ana
won’t let me gloss over any of the details, and quickly works out
that this whole sorry mess probably has something to do with my new
relationship with her. 

She must have noticed that
she and Leila look similar, so she’ll have worked out that I have a
thing about pale skinned, brunette girls. You’d better hope she doesn’t work out the rest, Grey.
Because you’re screwed if she has the least suspicion of how truly
twisted and perverted you are, what your ‘thing’ with brown haired
little girls really is.

“Why didn’t you tell me
yesterday?” I ask, not wanting to sound as if I’m accusing her or
that I'm angry. It’s not her fault, she didn’t know the
significance of the encounter. But fuck me, it’s so frustrating,
because it would have been so much better if the security detail
had been there to pick Leila up, or we’d at least had the Intel
sooner to follow up. The trail is pretty cold now.

“I forgot about her,” she
shrugs. I wish I could forget about Leila, but I have to ensure she
gets the care she needs. I was her Dom; it’s what I must do for
her. 

“You know, drinks after
work, at the end of my first week. You turning up at the bar and
your… testosterone rush with Jack, and then when we were here. It
slipped my mind. You have a habit of making me forget
things.”

“Testosterone rush?” Is
that what you call it? Putting that asshole Hyde in his
place?

“Yes. The pissing
contest.”

“I’ll show you a
testosterone rush.” I know she has nothing on under my shirt that
she threw on, and the thought of her divine body beneath it has me
hard for her in an instant. Enough with the talking. I want her.
Again. Right now.

“Wouldn’t
you rather have a cup of tea?” Now she's trying some distraction
techniques of her own. Excuse
me? Tea instead of sex with you? Seriously Anastasia?

“No,
Anastasia, I wouldn’t. Forget about
her.” Just shut up, and prepare yourself
for a damn good fucking, woman.

Catching glimpses of Ana's
lush body barely covered has made me very impatient for her. 
I need to relieve my tension, and I need
her now.  So, as I lean down to kiss her, I scoop her up and sit
her on the kitchen worktop, forcing myself between her
legs.

“Oh baby, there are so many
ways I want to take you,” I murmur as I urgently kiss and nip her
neck, quickly dispensing with the shirt to continue down to her
breasts. She moans and throws her head back to grant me better
access, as she runs her fingers through my hair, clasping me to her
as I lick and bite her nipples. She tastes delicious.

“Christian, you are
insatiable,” she murmurs.

“Always with you,
Anastasia. I can never get enough of you. It’s what you do to me;
you entice me and bewitch me.”

I back away from her just
long enough to undo my jeans so my cock springs free. I get the
condom from my pocket, rip the packet open and quickly sheath up. I
urgently need to bury myself in her, now.

“Are you
ready for me, baby?” I whisper, as I gently suck her ear lobe. I
can't seem to resist her ears, they are so soft and sweet. Just
like the rest of her. She's soft and sweet all
over. You can't resist
anything about her, can you Grey?

“I'm
always ready for you, Christian,” she replies, in that sexy,
husky fuck
me voice she has when she’s aroused.
I look into her eyes, and see they're shining with sensual promise,
their blue depths sparkling an even more intense shade of blue than
usual. She has such amazing eyes, I could get lost in them
forever.

I grab hold of her hips and pull her
to the edge of the work top, where she’s at exactly the right
height for me to immediately ease into her. She groans with
pleasure, as she wraps her legs around me and clings to my neck.
She wasn’t lying – her soft folds are already fantastically wet and
welcoming. I feel her expanding around me as I slide in, and she
feels like velvet, encasing my length and sucking me in deeper. I
pull out and push in again, savoring every little sensation, every
rub and stroke of her exquisite tightness caressing my
cock.

I’m swamped by sensation; Ana’s sweet,
sexy scent; the sound of her moaning with pure pleasure; the feel
of her legs tightening around me to bind me to her, and pull me in
deeper.

All our worries disappear.
Nothing else matters, just us.  We’ve become one entity,
melded together in our intense shared pleasure, moving together to
heighten the sensations that we willingly give each other. We
breathe together, moan together, touching and caressing, words
superfluous between us because we are so in
tune. She is meant for you. You are
meant for her. She is like no other for you.

I don’t hold back. Our combined need
keeps me relentlessly pushing and thrusting into her, harder and
deeper to get us both to the edge of our release.

“Come for me, baby,” I
urge, before I finally explode into her as she convulses around me.
My release is so intense, I see stars as I cry out her
name.

How can it be like this,
so fucking amazing every time? I’ve always loved
sex, it’s pretty much always been great, but this is beyond that.
What happens between Anastasia and me is something beyond just
great sex. I can’t explain it, I don’t understand it, but that’s
the truth of it.

Now I slowly withdraw from her, then
help her down from the kitchen worktop, holding her to me and
gently kissing the top of her head.

“That was so much more
pleasurable than a cup of tea, wouldn’t you agree, Miss
Steele?”

“Yes, Mr. Grey, I have to
agree that in this instance you were correct. Sex with you
definitely wins out over a cup of tea. But I’m warning you, don’t
be under any illusions; don’t think you have succeeded in anything
other than a momentary distraction here. As I said, I have a right
to know everything that’s going on with you and this ex sub of
yours, this Leila.”

With that, she smiles sweetly at me,
and moves away, busying herself making a fresh cup of tea, as the
first one she made has gone cold while we were otherwise
occupied.

I scowl at her, then head off to the
bathroom to dispose of the condom. No matter what she says, I don’t
want to contaminate sweet, unspoiled Ana by involving her with all
the details of my sordid previous existence. She only needs to know
enough to ensure she will agree to the CPO that is going to be
necessary for her safety until Leila is
apprehended. 

Please God she is found soon to get
her the help she needs, for everyone’s sake, and that all this will
not give Ana second thoughts about granting me my
redemption.


Chapter 34 - Crazy,
Overprotected Love




This weekend is not all plain sailing
between Anastasia and me. We seem to go from north to south, from
hot to cold in an instant. One minute I’m over the moon because,
much to my surprise, she’s agreed to meet Claude, my personal
trainer. The next, we’re arguing over her taking back the Audi and
accepting the money for her old car, which infuriates me, because
frankly I think it is very churlish of her to refuse my
gift.

No matter; when she tears up the check
I gave her for it, I just call Andrea and get her to set up a bank
transfer of the funds straight into her bank account. Anastasia has
to learn that in these matters I will always get my way, so it is
pointless for her to defy me. And why is she so upset that I have
her bank account details? Why the fuck wouldn’t I? They are so
easily obtainable to virtually anyone that I don’t understand her
problem.

And then, even as we’re arguing,
there’s that magnetic draw between us, and suddenly we’re kissing
passionately and the only thing that stops me from taking her again
is a lack of condoms. I thought I’d brought more than an adequate
supply with me, but it seems we just can’t get enough of each
other. I won’t be making the same mistake again; next time I’ll
bring a whole fucking box of the things with me, and then we 
won’t get caught out by this overwhelming sexual thrall that always
exists between us. We need to get her contraception sorted out. I
make a mental note to contact Dr. Greene again, with a view to
getting something more permanent and reliable sorted this time
round.

 


~~~

 


We have our breakfast out, which Ana
ridiculously insists on paying for. Doesn’t she get that I’m a
billionaire, for Christ’s sake? Still, it’s a small concession that
I reluctantly allow, as her gesture means that she’s finally
accepted she has an extra twenty four thousand dollars in her
account.

I really want her to have that money;
I hate the thought of her being short of ready funds, when I can so
easily provide for her. I've never met a woman so reluctant to
accept gifts or money from me. Typical Ana - she’s very
frustrating, but also very refreshing, and I suppose I have to
respect her for it.

 Anastasia says she
wants to get her hair cut, so I take her to Esclava, one of the
beauty salons I own with Elena, which is just a couple of blocks
away. She seems to think her hair is too long, even though I told
her it looks lovely the way it is.

I love her hair this long, so no
fucking way will she be having it cut short. So that’s why she
won’t be going anywhere other than Esclava; it’s where my subs have
always gone. Everyone at the salon has been supplied with precise
and detailed instructions regarding all my preferences, and they
all know better than to go against them - they would be fired
immediately if they did so.

So I know that whatever Ana
may instruct the stylist, she will not be having her hair cut
short, or having the color altered in any way.  She will be
persuaded, by whatever means necessary, into having her hair just
lightly trimmed and shaped, because every hairdresser there
understands that I like long hair, the longer the better. And with
regard to her hair color, just a glossing and conditioning
treatment is permissible. But knowing what an independent, stubborn
and strong minded girl Anastasia can be, I keep up
the pretence that she actually has a choice in the
matter.

As we walk into the salon, I'm pleased
to see it’s Greta on reception. She knows who I am, and I realize
she’s assuming I’ve brought Ana here for a full wax, when she asks
if this is ‘the usual’.

I can see by Ana’s face
she’s quickly worked out this place is where I’ve brought all my
previous subs for their maintenance regime to comply with my rules.
She doesn’t seem very happy about it,
either. Shit.

“Miss
Steele will tell you what she wants.” I inform Greta, as I glance
at Ana nervously.  Her face is like
thunder. Shit.

“Why here?”

“I own this place and three
more like it.”

This surprises her, so I explain it’s
just a sideline for me, not mentioning Elena’s role in all this, as
I'm pretty sure that won’t go down well with Ana. I’ve worked that
much out anyway. I’m slowly learning that this area is a minefield
with her, so no point in rocking the already unsteady
boat.

I tell her about all the things she
can have done here, massages, facials and so on, all on the house.
Women like that kind of thing, don’t they?  She asks about
waxing, and I eagerly confirm she could have that done here if she
wanted.

Mmm, a full Brazilian wax. Every
intimate part of Anastasia bare, exposed and easily accessible. My
subs have always, without exception, been fully denuded. I do like
Ana’s natural and unspoiled look, because it’s kind of virginal and
makes a change from what I'm used to, but I can’t deny that I’d
really like her to get waxed at some point. I think she’d like it
once she got used to it, because the exposure increases
sensitivity, leading to enhanced sexual pleasure for the
woman.

But by the shocked and
embarrassed look on Ana’s face right now, she won’t be getting it
done any time soon. Never mind, that will be a pleasure to look
forward to sometime in the future perhaps, if I’m lucky and get my
way. You usually do, Grey, but you
can’t count on anything with Ana.

“I’d like a haircut,
please,” Ana informs Greta, blushing profusely, I'm guessing, at
the thought of such an intimate waxing procedure being performed on
her.

I’m happy when it turns
out that Franco will be free in five minutes. I know Franco is gay,
so I have no jealousy issues regarding him getting into close
proximity with Ana. He’s a very experienced stylist who has worked
at the salon since it opened, so he knows my preferences very well,
and understands completely what I will be expecting of him. I feel
myself relaxing - until I glance up and see a familiar face at the
back of the salon. Shit.

What the fuck is Elena doing here? She
never normally works here, because she manages the Bravern branch.
I’ve been avoiding her and dodging her calls, so no doubt she’s
going to be pissed with me. But as she’s seen me, I have no option
but to speak to her now, so I hurriedly make my way over to her,
mumbling my excuses to Ana. Something tells me it’s best to keep
these two women apart.

“Christian, darling, this is an unexpected pleasure. What
brings you here today?” Elena greets me by kissing me on both
cheeks, lightly touching my arms as she does so, in a way she
understands I can tolerate. Not much Elena doesn't know about you is there?

I swear I can feel Ana’s
eyes boring into my back. Has she worked out who this is I'm
talking to? Of course she has, Grey.
She’s not stupid, she’s a bright girl, remember?

“I could ask you the same
question. You don’t normally work at this salon.”

I respond to Elena’s question with
another question to avoid answering.

“I’m just filling in for
one of the technicians who has very inconveniently called in sick,
when she has a full list of appointments booked in for today. I
like to keep my hand in, so I didn’t really mind too much,” she
explains, quickly glancing over my shoulder to see who I’ve come in
with. “So, come on, tell me what you’re doing here?”

“Anastasia wants to get her
hair cut.”

“So that’s Anastasia? But I
thought you two broke up?”

“We’re back together. She’s
giving me another chance.”

“Oh, I see. Are you sure
that’s wise, Christian? I mean, after the state you were in last
weekend, do you really want to risk putting yourself through all
that again? I’ve been so worried about you, especially as you’ve
been avoiding me, which makes me think you’re not convinced you’re
doing the right thing. You know you can always talk to me about
anything, anything at all, I’m always here for you.” She looks so
worried and concerned, that now I feel really bad for not taking
her calls.

“I know Elena, and I
appreciate your concern, I really do. But this was something I had
to figure out by myself. And I’ve decided that I’ll change, I’ll do
anything to have Anastasia in my life again, whatever it
takes.”

“I see. I take it that when
you say you’ll change, you mean you’ll rein in your needs, because
she can’t take it?”

“That’s right. Like I said.
Whatever it takes.”

Elena shakes her head in
disbelief.

“This really is something
new for you, isn’t it? A whole new experience.”

“What do you
mean?”

“You chasing after a girl.
Christian, you’re used to beautiful women pretty much throwing
themselves at your feet.  But now it seems that just because
this young, inexperienced girl is playing hard to get, she has you
running around after her as if you’re a besotted teenager. Are you
sure it isn’t just the novelty factor of it all?”

“No, it’s not like that at
all. I’ve never felt like this about anyone before. That’s why it
hit me so bad when she left me.”

Elena grimaces and shakes her
head.

“You poor boy. I couldn’t
bear to see you like that again. Look, don’t bite my head off, but
have you given serious thought to just exactly how you are going to
manage your needs? Are you really sure, completely certain, that
you wouldn’t be better off simply molding a new submissive to suit
your needs?  You could devise a new type of scene to play, one
where you get your sub to show you some resistance and defiance, as
this seems to be what’s attracting you to Anastasia. That way you
would still be able to let off steam in your usual way when you
punish your disobedient sub, and that would help keep you calm and
in balance.”

I know Elena is just trying to help,
and I can’t deny there was a time when her idea might possibly have
intrigued me, but now quite frankly it repulses me.

“You don’t get it, do you
Elena? It’s not just about the sex any more. Anastasia and I have
this connection, this special bond. I enjoy her company. I love
being with her, spending time with her, taking her out, even just
sleeping next to her and waking up with her.”

“You mean you actually
share your bed with her, Christian? My word, that is a huge change
for you. Fair enough, I suppose, if you are really sure about this.
I guess I just have to accept that this is a different type of
relationship for you, and that you know your own mind.  Don’t
get me wrong, darling, I’m delighted for you. All I want is for you
to be happy and contented.”

She rubs my arms to
reassure me, although she still looks worried as she bites her
lip. Funny how it’s only sexy when Ana does
that.

“Maybe I should speak to
this Anastasia of yours, just as a friend, give her a few hints and
tips to help ease things along. You’ve only known each other a few
weeks after all, whereas you and I go way back, don’t we? With all
your issues, you are a very complex person, and no one knows you
better than I do, so maybe I could be helpful.”

“I don’t think that’s such
a great idea. Anastasia knows about you and she doesn't really get
our relationship. Actually, she calls you Mrs.
Robinson.”

“Does she now? That’s
really quite funny I suppose.”

I see Elena glance over in Ana’s
direction, and smile at her.

“I see
Anastasia’s your usual pretty little brunette type. You haven’t
changed that much then, Christian. Are
you taking her to the benefit that your parents are hosting
tonight? I wasn’t going to go, it’s not much fun going to these
affairs alone, but if she’s going to be there, it could provide the
perfect opportunity for me to have a quiet word with
her.”

“No,
Elena, I really don’t think that’s such a good idea. I don’t think
it would be helpful. There really is no need for you to get
involved.” Ana would go ape
shit. “We’ll work things out
together, in our own way, one step at a time.”

“That doesn’t sound like
you speaking Christian, it sounds more like something that quack
Dr. Flynn would spout. Are you still consulting him?  Don’t
let him take you for a ride and bamboozle you with all his fancy
pseudo terminology. He doesn’t know you, or understand your needs
the way I do. No doubt he just likes the prestige of having you,
one of the richest and most successful young men in the country, as
one of his esteemed clientele.”

Elena has no time for shrinks and
would never dream of consulting one herself, but she particularly
dislikes Flynn, which is odd, as he’s really the only one that I’ve
ever truly felt comfortable with and had any confidence
in.

So I don’t tell her about
the very useful session I had with Flynn yesterday. He says he sees
a change in me, which he believes began in earnest when Ana told me
she loved me. A positive change for the better, he says, because he
thinks I'm finally beginning to accept that I am worthy of love, or
some such crap, we’re still discussing the implications, but he
thinks us breaking up could turn out to be the best thing that
could have happened to me. Hard for me to accept, but I guess he
could be right. Flynn’s very keen to meet Anastasia, and as he’s
also coming to tonight’s benefit, he will probably get his
wish.

 “I might just have to
steal her away from you at some point,” he warned me with a
smile.

“I’d like to see you try,”
I scoffed back at him. Of course he knows all about my possessive,
jealous and controlling nature.

So now as I look at Elena, I realize
that I’m really looking forward to attending this function with Ana
and my family tonight, and the last thing we need is Elena sticking
her oar in to spoil things. I know how hostile Ana is towards her,
so I'm certain it would not be productive for them to have a
meeting.

“There really is no need
for you to worry yourself, Elena, and I don’t need you to speak to
Ana on my behalf. Like I said, we are working things out between
us.”

“As you wish, Christian.
All I can say is that of course you have my full support, and I
wish you the very best of good luck in achieving what you
want.”

I look over at Ana and see
her standing there looking distinctly icy and stony
faced. Shit. I mutter my farewells and head back over to
her.

“Are you okay?”

“Not really. You didn’t
want to introduce me?” Ana sounds totally pissed with
me.

“But I thought…” I'm
confused. I thought Elena would be the last person she’d want me to
introduce her to, but now she’s acting as if she thinks I'm ashamed
of her or something?

“For a
bright man, sometimes…. I’d like to go,
please.” I’m bright but I'm
not a fucking mind reader. I can’t keep up with these mood swings.
Fucking females, so hormonal and hard to read.

I try and explain things to Ana, but
she doesn’t really want to listen, as she marches out of the salon
with me trailing behind. I’ve no idea what I'm supposed to say, so
I just walk with her and wait for her to open up.

As we walk along, she starts
questioning me about the salon and whether I used to take my subs
there. I answer her honestly – no point in lying at this stage, as
she’s already pretty much worked it out for herself.

“Can you see how fucked-up
this is?” She glares at me.

“Yes. I’m
sorry.” I was more concerned with making sure she didn’t get her
beautiful hair ruined by going to some unknown salon, so I guess I
just didn’t think this through properly. No one’s ever objected
before. Big mistake, Grey. Ana
is not like any of your previous subs in any way whatsoever, surely
you’ve figured that out by now?

And Ana certainly doesn’t pull any
punches, when I check she’s not running out on me, because of all
this shit that keeps finding its way out to trip us up.

“I just
want to get my hair cut, preferably somewhere where you haven’t
fucked either the staff or the clientele,” she snarls at
me. Ouch. But she has a point,
Grey.

Thing is, the mood she’s in, I can
envisage her storming off and getting some fucking awful outrageous
haircut just to prove a point, which she would only regret later. I
know she can be impulsive, and I can’t take that risk. So I don’t
give up just yet.

“I can have Franco come to
the apartment, or your place,” I quietly suggest.

But now Ana wants to know
about Elena. Why aren’t I with her, she’s very attractive, all that
kind of shit. Green eyed
monster?

But our conversation is interrupted by
a call on my cell.

It’s Welch. He has some
Intel on Leila at last. But it’s not good news. He’s finally
managed to wheedle out of her husband that she left him about three
months ago to run off with another guy who was subsequently killed
in a car accident about four weeks ago. So it seems she’s grief
stricken, and that’s what’s making her unbalanced. At least we have
some sort of an explanation for her behavior now.

“Are you aware of Miss
Steele’s current whereabouts?” Welch asks me next.

“She’s here, she’s watching
me.”

“Have you apprised her of
the current situation?”

“Yes.”

“And about the Close
Protection Team that’s going to be necessary?”

“No.”

“Have you made a decision
on the exact format of that team yet, sir?”

“Two or four, twenty-four
seven,” I state. Depends on whether we are going out together or if
she wants to go somewhere on her own, which I certainly won’t be
encouraging.

“Do you think Miss Steele
will be cooperative?”

“I haven’t broached that
yet.” I look over at Ana, who is regarding me with uncontained
curiosity.

“Well, I'm afraid the next
piece of Intel I have makes it imperative that she does cooperate,
Mr. Grey. Miss Williams, or rather Mrs. West as she is now, has
managed to obtain a concealed weapons permit.”

“What…?”

“This means that she can
now go and buy herself a gun,” he spells it out for me, just in
case I haven’t understood the significance of this shocking piece
of information.

“I see. When?”

“Yesterday, so it’s a
recent development, and certainly not a positive one.”

“That
recently? But how?” FUCK. That means potentially she
could have had a gun when she accosted Ana outside SIP.

“All she had to do was fill
out the form and get it approved. Pretty easy and straight
forward.”

“No background
checks?”

“There would have been the
standard checks, but as she has no criminal record, nothing would
have shown up that would have led to the permit being refused. I’ve
obtained a copy of her permit application, so at least we have
those details now. But these developments mean we can’t rule out
the possibility that she has hostile intentions either towards you,
or more likely towards Miss Steele, who she most likely sees as her
rival. We have to assume she’s gone ahead and bought a gun – why
else would she bother to get a permit?”

“I see. Email the name,
address, and photos if you have them.”

“Yes, Mr. Grey. So I’ll go
ahead and firm up the security detail arrangements?”

“Twenty-four seven, from
this afternoon. Liaise with Taylor.”

I’d given him the day off to visit his
daughter, thinking I wouldn’t need him as I knew I’d be with Ana
all day. He’s not due back until this evening, but now he’ll have
to be recalled. At least he’s had the morning for some family down
time. 

My priority now is to get Ana to a
place of safety, so I quickly decide that means my place. I have to
ignore the fact that she’s pissed with me; this situation is far
too critical to let her hissy fit prevent me from taking care of
her and protecting her. But I don’t want to scare or alarm her, so
although I briefly fill her in with the latest developments
regarding Leila, I omit the fact that she probably has a
gun.

Ana is still arguing about ‘my Mrs.
Robinson’, and still insisting she wants her hair cut, so to shut
her up, I call the salon and instruct them that I want Franco at my
place in an hour. When Greta starts to say that he has another
client, I tell her to speak to Elena, knowing I can rely on her to
sort this out for me.

“He’s
coming at one,” I inform Ana. Sorted. Don't mess with me.

“Christian….” she splutters
at me angrily.

I toy with the idea of just grabbing a
cab and whisking Ana away to safety, but as I don’t see any nearby,
I figure it’ll be quicker to just go back the couple of blocks to
her place, as that’s where the Audi is. She can pick up some of her
things, and then maybe she won’t be so alarmed by my actions. I
really don't want to scare her or push her so she ends up rebelling
against me, and ending up in further danger than she already
is.  I just have to hope she’ll be reasonable, although it’s
not looking hopeful, the mood she’s in.

“Anastasia, Leila is
obviously suffering a psychotic break. I don't know if it’s you or
me she's after, or what lengths she's prepared to go to. We’ll go
to your place, pick up your things, and you can stay with me until
we’ve tracked her down.”

Surely she can see the sense in what
I’m saying?

“Why would I want to do
that?”

No, she’s still being stubborn and
unreasonable. Women!

“So I can
keep you safe.” It’s for your
own good.

“But…”

Ana is still being childish and
fucking difficult, but I’ve had enough and I’m not standing for any
more of her shit, not now. The situation has just escalated and
it’s far too serious for me to allow her to be defiant.

“You are
coming back to my apartment if I have to drag you there by your
hair.” So don't fucking mess
with me.

I really wish Taylor was here to drive
us back, but he’s not, so I have to handle this situation as best I
can. But I can’t deny I'm worried, because Christ only knows where
a possibly armed Leila is right at this moment.

“I think
you’re overreacting.” Trust
me, I’m really not.

“I don’t.
We can continue our discussion back at my place.
Come.”I think I’m being really
patient and restrained under the circumstances.

But Ana stubbornly and infuriatingly
refuses to comply as she folds her arms and glares at
me.

“No.”

“You can
walk or I can carry you. I don't mind either way,
Anastasia.”  Tarzan/Jane role play – interesting thought. I can play this game if she
insists, just so long as I get her out of
danger.  

“You
wouldn’t dare,” she scowls at me.
Not a good choice of words, Ana.

“Oh baby, we both know that
if you throw down the gauntlet I’ll be only too happy to pick it
up.” I look her right in the eye and stare her out so she knows I
mean every word, but I see she’s no intention of backing down. I
could argue till I'm blue in the face and she would still
stubbornly refuse to see reason.

We’re just wasting precious time here.
I'm done with being patient, so I decide it’s time to take action.
I quickly grab Ana round her legs, so I can pick her up and throw
her over my shoulder to carry her back.  She’s only a slight
little thing, so she’s easy for me to carry.

Of course she protests and
screams.

“Put me down!”

I just ignore her. I'm actually very
much enjoying exerting this much control over my wayward
girlfriend, and I can’t resist giving her a nice, hard, satisfying
slap on her lovely sexy ass to keep her in her place.

 People stare, but
they seem to find it quite amusing. No pervert would act in such a
way in broad daylight, so I figure they guess we’re a couple of
lovers just goofing around. I’m more than prepared to carry her all
the way back, but after a short while she insists she’ll walk, so I
put her down.

Oh and she’s
angry, really angry, livid in fact, as she stomps off in the
direction of her apartment, but she can’t shake me off as I catch
her up. She still needs my protection until I can get her somewhere
safe.

 But
then she abruptly stops,
as she suddenly seems to work
something out.  

“What’s
happened?”

“What do you mean?” I try
playing dumb, all the while knowing it won’t wash with
Ana.

“With
Leila?” Why is Ana so bright
and inquisitive?

“I’ve
told you.” Most of it
anyway.

“No, you haven’t. There’s
something else. You didn’t insist that I go to your place
yesterday. So what’s happened?”

I try to ignore her question, but
she’s not letting it rest.

“Christian! Tell me,” she
snaps angrily.

So I have little choice but to
reluctantly fill her in about the possibility of Leila having a
gun, and I can see that she’s really shocked by this
revelation.

“Ana, I don't think she’ll
do anything stupid, but – I just don't want to take that risk with
you,” I tell her as I pull her into my arms to try and reassure
her, worried this latest piece of extra shit will be too much for
her to cope with.

But I needn’t have worried; my sweet,
brave girl doesn't have hysterics or panic. Instead, her whole
attitude changes in an instant, as she protectively wraps her arms
around me and hugs me, because she’s more worried about me being in
danger than being concerned for her own safety.  Typical
Anastasia.

Well, I can live with that, because
now she is being much more cooperative about coming to stay with
me.

“Let’s
get back,” I urge, and so now Ana finally cooperates as we hurry to
her apartment for her to pack her things. It makes me stupidly
pleased when I see her packing her silly deflated Charlie Tango
balloon to take with her. So
sweet of her. Keeping hold of an old piece of rubbish, just because
it came from me.

And it turns out this move
to my apartment is very fortuitous indeed, because she tells me
that Kate’s brother Ethan is arriving back from Barbados on
Tuesday, and apparently he’ll be staying at the girls' apartment.
So, but for this latest turn of events, Ana would have been there
all alone with him, just the two of them cosying up
together. Over my dead body. I saw
how he looked at her at the graduation ceremony, when he had his
arm around her. Good looking guy too. At least now I don’t have to argue with her over
this. Every cloud… Ana certainly won’t be going back to her apartment while
he’s staying there, whatever she says about being back to give him
the keys.

In fact, the more I think
about it, the more I really like the idea of her staying with me.
Security wise, it makes much more sense. Knowing where she is,
being with her when she wakes up, seeing she eats her meals… yes,
this arrangement has a lot to be said for
it. Hmm… food for thought
here.

We quickly collect her
things, and then I drive her straight back to Escala, ignoring her
protests about wanting to drive. I hate being driven by anyone that
I'm not confident is a fully competent driver, especially females,
who never seem to be able to fully concentrate on the task in hand.
I guess that’s down to all this multi tasking shit that females are
supposedly famous for. I also haven’t forgotten the conversation I
had with Ray, Ana’s stepfather, at the graduation ceremony, because
he certainly didn’t seem to rate her driving skills very highly,
hinting that she only just scraped through her driving test by the
skin of her teeth, which Ana unwittingly confirms with her
defensive attitude.

With a delusional woman on the loose,
who could potentially try and follow us, I figure now is not the
time for me to put Ana’s driving skills to the test. So I'm
driving, and I’m not taking any of her crap about it.

 But
even now,Ana still doesn’t give up with the questioning on the way
back. She’s pretty much figured out for herself that all my
submissives have been brunettes. Elena is the only blonde you’ve ever fucked, isn't she, Grey?
The blonde who took your virginity. Elena was your facilitator into
the world of BDSM, where you found an outlet for your depraved,
sadistic needs.  She was the one who helped you discover and
develop your penchant for beating the shit out of little brunette
girls.  Fifty shades. Elena helped to reveal many of those
different fifty shades, didn’t she? But did she also help to create
a few new shades of fuckedupness too? That’s what Flynn thinks. And
now Ana too.

Ana seems obsessed about
my relationship with Elena. She cannot comprehend that she is just
a very good friend these days, and that we are no longer lovers. To
help her understand why we’re so close, I explain how Elena used a
hundred grand of her husband Linc’s money to help set me up in
business after I dropped out of Harvard, and how I'm now a silent
partner in the successful beauty venture she started.  But I
don’t tell her how Linc exacted his revenge on her when he found
out about us. She doesn’t need to know that he beat the shit out of
Elena bad enough to hospitalize her, all on my
account. Fucking
bastard. More details of my sordid
past – I think she’s on overload with all my baggage at the
moment.

 


~~~

 


I’m relieved to get us back
to the safety of Escala, and that Taylor is already there waiting
for us in the foyer, having been alerted to our arrival via the
internal CCTV system as I parked the Audi.

Having been contacted and put in the
picture by Welch, he’s obviously immediately dropped everything,
seeing as he’s managed to arrive back before us. Shit, I hope his
daughter wasn’t too disappointed, but this is what his job entails,
and he’s always been very committed and efficient in his duties.
 

Ana seems surprised when I ask Taylor
about his family, and he explains to her that his seven year old
year old daughter lives with her mother. There seems to be quite a
rapport developing between Taylor and Ana, as I see him actually
smile at her again.  Not sure how I feel about this – I’ve
always kept my staff at a distance; it doesn't pay to get too
familiar with them. I'm their employer, not their fucking best
buddy.

But right now, my main concern is
liaising about all the security arrangements with Taylor and Welch,
so I tell Ana I have to work, and then head off to my study, having
first inquired if she’s hungry. Of course she says she isn’t. I’m
tempted to insist she eats something, but as I don't want yet
another argument with her, I let it go. I did see her eat a decent
breakfast today, so that’s something. I’ll still be insisting she
has something later, but for now, I expect she could use some time
to get unpacked and settled in before Franco gets here.

I go through the new
security arrangements with Taylor. Luckily, because we had been
looking to increase our security team in any case, Welch already
had some candidates lined up. For now, I’m reassured that the arrangements are all in hand and
progressing according to my orders.

So when Franco arrives, I try to
locate Ana to tell her it’s time to get her hair done.

I look everywhere, but I can’t find
her. Shit. Maybe it’s all been too much for her. Maybe she’s
freaked out and decided to run, and I feel the panic start to rise
in my chest.

But then, as I check again in her
bedroom, I hear her voice, although I can't see her.  Relief
floods through me. She’s still here. Thank Christ for that. I just
don't know what I’d do if she were to leave me again. I can’t even
bear to think about it.

“Mom, it’s complicated. I
think he’s nuts. That’s the problem.”

I discover Ana sitting on the floor of
the walk in wardrobe in her bedroom, talking to her mom on her
cell. It looks as if she’s hidden herself away, as if she needed to
find a quiet little sanctuary all to herself. I sense trouble here,
so Franco will just have to wait while I get to the bottom of
this.

I decide it would be wise
to interrupt her call before she can say anything too incriminating
to her mom, and so I let Ana know I'm
here. Can’t disagree with her
assessment of me as nuts though.

“There you are. I thought
you’d run off.”

Ana holds her hand up to me, as she
finishes her call.

“Love you too,
Mom.”

“Why are you hiding in
here?” She looks so little and lost, sitting here on the
floor.

“I’m not hiding. I'm
despairing.”

“Despairing?” Of what? Me?
Our relationship? This doesn’t sound good.

“Of all this, Christian.”
She indicates the contents of the wardrobe.

“Can I come in?” I ask her
permission because it feels as if I'm encroaching upon her own
little private world, and I sense she’s close to some sort of a
crisis or breaking point.  I realize I have to handle this
situation with great care.

“It’s
your closet,” she replies. No,
baby, it’s yours. All yours.

I sit down on the floor with her, and
try to reassure her that these are just clothes, and I can easily
send them back if she doesn’t like them. But I suspect the clothes
are not what is really bothering her.

“You’re a
lot to take on, you know?” Now
we’re getting to it.

As I suspected. It’s me, us, that has
her so confused. And I can’t really blame her can I? But how to
handle this, how to handle all this relationship kind of thing is
so new and so fucking difficult - for both of us.

“I know. I’m trying.” I
murmur.

“You’re very
trying.”

“As are
you, Miss Steele.” Especially
today.

She looks at me intently with those
deep blue eyes of hers.

“Why are you doing this?”
She looks so confused and unsure of herself – or is it us she’s
unsure about?

“You know
why.” Because I want to be
with you.

“No, I
don't.” Does she really not
get it?

“You are
one frustrating female.” Why
doesn't she have more confidence in herself?

“You could have a nice
brunette submissive. One who’d say, ‘how high’ every time you said
jump, provided of course she had permission to speak. So why me,
Christian? I just don't get it.”

For fuck’s sake, now she’s
sounding like Elena. What do I have to do to convince everyone I
don't want the usual boring submissive type of woman anymore? I
only want Anastasia. Just the way she is. She’s different. She
makes me different. Better. Definitely a better man.

“You make me look at the
world differently, Anastasia. You don't want me for my money. You
give me… hope,” I try to explain.

Hope that I don't have to
be alone for the rest of my life. Hope that I can have the pleasure
of sharing everything I have with her. I didn’t know it at the
time, but now I realize I was so lonely before I met her. And I was
incredibly, desperately lonely when she ran
out on me, because she left me without hope of anything more in my
life. So now, hope is what she gives me, because she wants to be
with me, for me, not my money. Without Ana… well what is the point of it
all, of being as rich as Croesus? It’s just worthless. I learnt
that very painful lesson when she left me. Money can buy you
possessions, but it can’t buy you true, pure love like
hers. 

“Hope of what?” she
whispers.

“More.” More of life, of
actually feeling alive. “And you’re right.
I am used to women doing exactly what I say, when I say, doing
exactly what I want. It gets old quickly.” That’s why I had to keep dreaming up new, ever more extreme
scenes to play with my compliant and obedient submissives - to keep
the boredom at bay. But I’m never, ever bored with
Ana. “There’s something about you,
Anastasia that calls to me on some deep level I don't understand.
It’s a siren’s call.” Love? That’s what Flynn says it is. “I
can’t resist you and I don't want to lose you. Don't run, please -
have a little faith in me and a little patience.
Please.”

Ana’s sweet, beautiful face melts into
a gentle smile, which warms my heart.

She leans forward and kisses me on my
lips.

“Okay. Faith and patience,
I can live with that.”

“Good. Because Franco’s
here.”

 


~~~

 


In reality, Franco De Luca
is Frank Lucas, and he is about as Italian as I am, but I have to
admit he plays the part well, and puts on a good show to create an
artistic illusion, even if his accent is ludicrously over the top
at times.  Once he arrives, I help them set up in the
bathroom, then leave them to it, while I head off to work through
some spreadsheets that need my urgent attention. There is always
endless work to be done, but I find the task is always made more
enjoyable by having some beautiful classical music playing in the
background.

When they return a while later, 
I see that Ana’s hair is still gloriously long, still a lovely,
rich, glossy brown, so I’m very satisfied with his efforts. Franco
has just trimmed and slightly layered it around the front, so now
it prettily frames her face and then tumbles enticingly down over
her breasts. He’s done a great job.

“You look lovely, Ana,” I
tell her, and she blushes. She really needs to learn to take a
compliment.

“Never
let anyone else be cutting your
hair, bellissima Anastasia!” Franco
enthuses, as he rather overdoes the exuberant Italian
act. I’m right with you there,
Franco. I won’t be letting any other hairdresser near her in case
they butcher her lovely tresses. On
his way out, I discretely give him a very generous tip for coming
over at short notice, and fulfilling his unspoken brief so
well.

“I’m glad
you kept it long,” I tell Anastasia, as I play with a soft strand
of her hair. Like she ever
really had a say in the matter.

But
she’s still mad at me. Now Franco has left, Ana still wants to talk
and get some more answers to her endless questions. I try my usual
distraction techniques to get her into bed and fuck her into a
better mood, but she informs me that she won’t be dazzled by my
sexpertise. Damn, but she’s learning quickly and getting too good
at resisting me.  

She lists out everything she has found
objectionable today so far. Jeez, it’s quite a list. But what
really seems to rile her the most, is that she saw Elena touching
me. I try explaining that it's only because she knows where, that I
only freak sometimes with her because we don't have any rules, and
her touch means so much more than anyone else’s careless
touch. 

 It
is so fucking difficult to explain to her why this is such a hard
limit for me – all I can offer is to promise to fill her in
sometime about why she can’t touch me, just not at the moment. I
really can’t face it, and she’s already had so much to take on
board. Too much.

When she tackles me again
about how I had her bank account details, I admit that I always
have background checks run on all my
submissives. And anyone else you need
to find out about, Grey. Lately you’ve had checks run on anyone who
so much as breathes the same air as
Anastasia.   It’s standard
procedure for anyone in my position; it would be negligent not
to.

In any case, to show that
I’m taking her concerns seriously, I get her file out and hand it
over to her to read. There’s nothing too shocking in it, and she
was always going to figure out eventually that I have these checks
done. She’s going to have to get used to everything that goes with
being the girlfriend of a billionaire, which is what I fervently
hope she is going to remain for the foreseeable
future.  Forever. I never want
to let her go.

 So
now she knows that I didn’t just coincidently drop by to see her
when she worked in Clayton’s. No, Miss Steele, I came down especially to Portland, just to
see you. You should be flattered.

And she’s still uncomfortable about
the money I spend on her, she’s still going on about me giving her
the pathetically small amount of twenty four thousand dollars for
her car, for Christ's sake.

So I decide it’s time I
spelt out for her just how much I make, what I’m worth, as she
seems to have no idea, and no interest. Sweet, but naïve. She needs to get used to the idea of
helping me redistribute my wealth, because it’s what I want. I want
to give her the whole fucking world.

“I don't need to know the
bottom line of your bank account, Christian,” she still insists.
All she is interested in is me, apparently.

“I know,
that’s one of the things I love about
you.” One of the many things
actually. Love? “Anastasia, I earn
roughly one hundred thousand dollars an
hour.” And that's a pretty
conservative estimate.

I see her jaw
drop. Yes, I am stinking rich,
because I vowed that I was never going to be starving hungry ever
again. A fuck awful start in life like mine either breaks you or
makes you. I was determined to make a fortune, and I did. So I
guess that makes me a success, although some would argue that I'm
still pretty broken. That is until I met you, Anastasia Rose
Steele. You are helping to mend me and make me a whole
man.

I’m aware that most of my previous
subs researched what I was worth, before they agreed to come on an
interview with me. That’s how cold and calculating some of them
were, but that never worried me. It was a business arrangement, so
I understood their motives, and realistically it was just a
sensible precaution for them.

 And
when their contracts finished, most of them made sure they took
everything I’d bought them, right down to the last pair of panties.
But that didn’t bother me. It was part of their contract, nothing
personal. That was the crux of the matter
– nothing
personal. The material goods were a
financial incentive, part of our contractual
agreement. 

Just as a builder gets a bonus for a
completed project, if they served me well in keeping up with my
very singular demands, they got to keep their Audi. What the fuck
would I want with it afterwards anyway?

Several of my subs were
interested in me as a Dom because of my sadistic
reputation. They were masochists, so they actually got off on being
harshly caned or whipped, and wanted even more.

 Leila for example.
She loved being beaten, and I suspect she provoked me sometimes
just to get me to punish her even harder, to get her into her deep
subspace. It was like a fix for her, her own kind of hormone
induced drug addiction, and it gave her a very high pain tolerance,
because she went into a kind of trance. We played some very intense
scenes together, and for a time we had a very mutually beneficial
arrangement.

In hindsight, she probably did have
some serious issues of her own, but I never delved to discover any
details. I didn’t need or want to know, and I always shut her down
if she tried to find out more about why I took such pleasure in
punishing her the way I did. The arrangement suited us both at the
time. When she wanted more and I didn’t, she left and moved
on.

That is until now, when she’s made
such an unwelcome return into my life. Once we find her, I really
hope Flynn will be able to get her the help she obviously needs.
It’s the least I can do for her, as maybe my demands helped push
her over the edge to make her the way she is now, and I can’t help
but feel responsible in some way.

 


~~~

 


Ana continues to be in a bad mood with
me, even as she starts to prepare some lunch for us, so I head back
to my study and leave her to it.  

Once I’ve agreed the final details of
the new security team that Welch and Taylor are organizing, I head
back to the kitchen, where Ana is listening to Beyoncé’s ‘Crazy In
Love’ as she’s preparing lunch. She seems to have an unerring knack
for picking out the tunes that Leila put on my iPod. I quietly
sneak into the kitchen and then slip my arms around her waist,
making her jump.

She insists she’s still mad at me, but
I think I finally sense a thawing in her mood. When I ask how long
she’s going to keep this up, there’s just a hint of a smile
ghosting around her lips as she replies,

“At least
until I’ve eaten.” Not forever
then. That’s progress.

I change the music to an old favorite
of my dad’s. ‘I put a spell on you’ by Nina Simone. Very
appropriate. I’m completely under Anastasia’s spell.

Ana looks so fucking hot as she works
in the kitchen. She smells so fucking good, she feels so fucking
good, so naturally I want to fuck her. I need the reassurance of
burying myself deep within her, because I need to make sure we’re
still okay. 

And just as I’m finally managing to
get up close and personal with her, working that inevitable
magnetic pull that’s always there between us,  persuading her
to relax and say yes to some hot and very necessary sex with me, I
hear Taylor subtly coughing in the background.

“Mr. Grey.”

Fuck. I know he would
never interrupt at such an inappropriate moment unless it was
important, and one glance at his expression tells me all I need to
know. He clearly decided it was best to interrupt us to make his
presence known before we headed off to the bedroom for goodness
knows how long. So I reluctantly release Ana and head back to my
study. Rain check.

Taylor informs me that the three new
members of the security team have just arrived and are currently in
his office, familiarizing themselves with all our protocols, while
they're waiting for me to brief them.   He quickly goes
through the details of the men he and Welch have organized, as he
hands me copies of their résumés.   

They are all ex forces of one sort or
another, as per my instructions and are highly qualified and very
experienced.  All come highly recommended and fully vetted.
They are the elite, the best that can be obtained. The most
experienced is a former colleague of Taylor’s, another former Green
Beret, a guy called Luke Sawyer.

“I’d
recommend him as first choice for Miss Steele’s personal close
protection officer, Mr. Grey. I know him pretty well; we served out
in Afghanistan together. He’s cool, calm and unflappable, as well
as polite, discreet and respectful, whatever the circumstances or
surroundings.”  In other words, he won’t be
an embarrassment socially. “The other
two, Ryan and Reynolds, are also highly experienced operatives. I
don't know them so well personally, but Welch assures me that they
are also eminently suitable.”

“Right, I’ll leave you to
go through all the admin with them while I have my lunch. I’ll
brief them in ten,” I tell Taylor as I head back to the kitchen,
where whatever Ana has been cooking smells very
appetizing. 

She gives me a wry smile,
because the track she’s now listening to is Britney Spears
‘Overprotected’*. Very funny. No such
thing as being overprotected as far as you’re concerned,
baby.

The words of the song make me wonder
how she’s really going to cope with all this latest shit. It’s such
a lot to ask of her, because it’s all so new and different from her
previous world. I just hope all this extra security is not going to
be too much for her and scare her off, that it won’t make her think
twice about being in a relationship with me. I’ll be briefing the
team that they have to treat her with kid gloves, no heavy handed
shit. But no matter what, Anastasia’s safety is paramount.
Protecting her will be their absolute number one priority at all
times. I cannot bear to even contemplate anything bad happening to
her. She is far too precious and special to me. She is my whole
world. 

I change the music to Canteloube,
Songs of the Auvergne – ‘Bailero’, a classical piece that is a
favorite of mine - it’s much more soothing than Britney.

As we eat the delicious
Spanish omelet that Ana has prepared, we talk about my upbringing,
and then about the clothes that she can choose from for this
evening, but to be honest, my mind is not really on our
conversation, as I know I have to go and brief the security team
shortly. So now I have no option; I have to fill Anastasia
in. 

“Just so you know, I have
ordered additional security for this evening and the next few days.
With Leila unpredictable and unaccounted for somewhere on the
streets of Seattle, I think it’s a wise precaution. I don't want
you going out unaccompanied. Okay?”

“Okay,” she blinks at me in
shock, but at least she doesn’t protest or argue, so that’s
something.

“Good. I’m going to brief
them. I shouldn’t be long.”

“They’re here?” She seems
surprised. Where did she think they’d be?

“Yes.”

With that, I head off to meet the new
security team, and to instruct Taylor that I’m not prepared to cry
off from the benefit this evening in aid of Coping
Together, as he would prefer. Fuck that. This is what I’ve employed
a larger security team for; to enable us to carry on with our
normal lives as far as we possibly can.  His reservations stem
from several potential security weaknesses at my parents’ house
that have been revealed during his security assessment. Unlike
Escala or Grey House, it’s not a matter of us entering the property
through one simple controlled entrance and then remaining securely
inside the building. This evening, the main event is being held in
a marquee on the lawn, with open access via the grounds. No doubt
it would make the lives of the security team much easier if I just
agreed to cry off, but I draw the line at having to shut ourselves
away. We’re talking about a potential threat from one easily
identifiable female. We’ve increased the size of the security
detail in line with the perceived threat, so they should be able to
manage that threat.  It’s a fine line to draw, but I can’t
expect Anastasia to spend her life locked away in a gilded cage,
much as I might like it.  She’s like a beautiful butterfly
that needs to be allowed to spread her wings. She needs to be
protected, but not crushed.

Having said all that, I
know everyone will be on tenterhooks all evening. But I don't want
Ana to be aware of any of this as far as possible; I want her to
have fun. I
owe her that much at least, having brought all my considerable
fucked up baggage into her life, to the point where she is affected
now whether she likes it or not.

I decide that as she is taking on so
much for me, I really need to make some sort of gesture, to show
her how incredibly important she is to me, and how serious I am
about giving her more, in a way that I never have with anyone else
ever before.

“You’re
a lot to take on, you know?”  Her words from earlier when she was sat on the floor in
the wardrobe, having her little panicky meltdown, come back to
haunt me, because I can’t deny the truth in them.
I am a
lot to take on.

I think about what upset her the most
today.  Elena being able to touch me. The fact that she seemed
to be able to ignore my indisputable hard limit when Ana
can’t.

 I realize I have no
option if I want more with Anastasia. I need to face up to this
hard limit, this fear I have of being touched. I need to man up and
address the issue with Anastasia.

I have an idea about how I can do
this, but I need Taylor's help. So I have a quiet word with
him.

“I need you to obtain
something for me. I need a bright red lipstick…”


Chapter 35 - Fifty Shades
Of Harlot Red




“I think you’re in need of
intense therapy,” Anastasia states.

I’ve found her lying on the bed in her
room, studying the screen of her MacBook intently, so I join her on
the bed to see what she finds so interesting. Turns out she’s
researching the symptoms of Multiple Personality Disorders. I’m her
new pet project apparently. She describes me as a fucked up,
mercurial, control freak, and I can’t really argue with that. If
she lived to be a thousand years, I don't think she’d ever get to
the bottom of my ‘difficult personality’. But it’s sweet of her to
want to try.

Having briefed the new security team,
I’ve left Taylor in charge to go through all the finer details with
them. He’s under strict instructions that under no circumstances am
I to be disturbed this afternoon, unless it’s something that really
can’t wait until I’m available again. He understands – this used to
be our standard protocol at weekends when I took my sub into my
playroom. 

Life was much simpler back then. No
crazy lady with a gun on the loose in those days. So I'm pretty
sure he's quite happy that Ana and I are going to be safely
ensconced in the bedroom, out of harm’s way for this afternoon at
least - makes his job a hell of a lot easier.

I want to relax and spend the
afternoon with Anastasia, because I have something I want to try
with her. Something I’m hoping will show her that I'm really
serious about wanting more. And I'm just hoping I can go through
with my plan, that I’m strong enough to tolerate it.

“I think I'm in need of
you. Here.” 

I hand her the Harlot Red lipstick
that Taylor’s gotten for me. He knows better than to ask why I
wanted it, but no doubt his imagination went into overdrive,
especially as he’s aware I'm spending the afternoon locked away
with Anastasia, even if it's not in my playroom. 

As he’s been in a relationship with
Gail for some time now, I’m assuming he’s a normal red blooded
male, although I’ve never yet caught him watching porn, as a lot of
security guys do in the wee small hours to pass the time - Taylor
is always the total professional, with his mind fully on the
job. 

Perhaps he’s assuming I
have a new lipstick fetish along with all my other weird kinky
shit. It would be a pretty harmless kink in comparison to the rest
I guess, but I’ve always preferred a more natural look for my
women. Pale, innocent looking, young
brunettes have always been your thing, Grey. Well, since Elena. No
way could she ever have been described as innocent
looking.

Ana stares at the lipstick
in bewilderment. She doesn’t wear heavy duty lipstick like this,
just occasionally a light lip gloss. I like her natural look. I
like her natural, unspoiled beauty. Basically, I like everything
about her.

“You want me to wear this?”
she asks in disbelief, frowning at the color.

“No,
Anastasia, not unless you want to. Not sure it’s your
color.” Fuck, but that shade
of red would look nice around your nipples though. Maybe we could
try that sometime. It’d be great kinky fuckery play, and not
painful in any way. Hell yeah. But back to the matter in hand,
Grey.

I sit up on the bed and take my shirt
off.

“I like your road map
idea,” I explain. She looks at me blankly. “The no-go
area.”

“Oh. I was
kidding.”

“I’m not.”

“You want me to draw on
you, with lipstick?”

“It
washes off. Eventually.” Knowledge gained from past experience. Elena always wore that
type of lipstick.

I can see Ana’s face light up as she
works out what I'm offering. I’m going to educate her, show her
where she can touch me. She smiles. She likes the plan. I like
making her smile like that. Reminds me of the photographer boy’s
picture.

“What about something more
permanent like a Sharpie?” she jokes. I think it’s just a joke
anyway.

“I could get a tattoo,” I
offer. But this really is just a joke. My brother might have a
tattoo, but it’s never really been my thing. I think he only had
his done, because his girlfriend at the time was really into them
and persuaded him to have a Celtic design done on his back that
supposedly represented a special meaning about their relationship –
one that, typically for Elliot, barely lasted a couple of
weeks.

My parents don't approve of tattoos,
especially Mom, who quotes all sorts of health risks that they can
pose. Tramp stamps, she calls them, and Mia was always absolutely
forbidden to get one, or to have any piercings. So naturally, the
first thing Mia did as soon as she was old enough, was to get her
belly button pierced.  It got badly infected and was really
sore and painful, so she ended up having to have the bar surgically
removed. Mia lost interest in being rebellious after that. 
Elliot didn’t tell Mom about his tattoo for ages, not until we were
all going on vacation together and he knew she’d see it. She was
distinctly unimpressed with him, but was reassured that at least it
was somewhere that didn’t show most of the time.

“No to the tattoo!” Ana
seems horrified. Guess she’s not into tattoos – so she’s with Mom
on this one.

“Lipstick, then.” I grin.
“Come, sit on me.”

Ana clambers over and sits astride
me.

“Lean against my legs.”
I’ve got my knees bent up. Ana is practically bouncing with
excitement as she quickly complies.

“You seem – enthusiastic
for this.”

“I'm always eager for
information, Mr. Grey, and it means you’ll relax, because I’ll know
where the boundaries lie.”

This is going to be a novel
experience. Another first for us.  I just hope I can hold my
nerve. I’ve never confronted this particular demon in this way
before, and part of me wonders if I'm completely mad to be doing
this. But it’s too late. I can’t back out now, not seeing how keen
Ana is.

What would Flynn make of this? I’ve
acted impulsively today, so I've not discussed it with him, but I
think he’d tell me that if I want my relationship with Ana to
progress, I'm going to have to find a way to let her touch me, as
clearly this is very important to her. As she pointed out earlier,
I’d hate it if I couldn’t touch her.  One step at a time,
that’s what he’s always telling me. This is the first step. Let Ana
know the exact boundaries of my forbidden zone.

But I have to feel in control. I need
Ana to carefully follow my precise instructions, or this isn’t
going to work and I’ll end up freaking out. Then we’ll be back to
square one, worse off than before.

“Open the lipstick,” I
order her. “Give me your hand.” She gives me the wrong one. “The
one with the lipstick.” Why would I want the other one? I roll my
eyes at her.

“Are you rolling your eyes
at me?”

“Yep.”

“That’s very rude, Mr.
Grey. I know some people who get positively violent at eye
rolling.”

“Do you
now?” Provides a damn fine
excuse for a spanking.

She gives me her hand with the
lipstick, and I sit up so we’re nose to nose. I need to have total
control of her hand and where it goes.

“Ready?”

“Yes.”

I take a deep breath. I
try my hardest to shut off the memories that always resurface the
instant I sense anyone near those areas of my body where the crack
whore's pimp… Fuck, this is
hard. I close my eyes. I don't want to
remember the searing, excruciating pain he inflicted on me, time
after time, the feeling of total and utter helplessness I
experienced, because there was nothing, nothing at all that I could
do to stop him, and there was no one to help me, no matter how much
I begged and pleaded. Well, there was, but she was either in a drug
induced stupor, or beaten senseless – I didn’t always know the
difference.

But one thing I did
know. He was always totally and utterly in control. He’d decide
how much pain he was going to give me. He’d decide when it was time
to finally stop, because he’d gotten bored of torturing a pathetic,
sniveling little boy.

Until the next time.

And I never knew when that would be,
so I lived in terror of hearing his footsteps approaching, the door
opening, and him seeking me out, because there was nowhere for me
to hide from him, however hard I tried. And believe me, I tried
really hard to make myself invisible. But I always failed. He
always found me.

So, ever since I escaped from that
living hell, part of my coping mechanism has been to avoid all
potential memory triggers, by not allowing anyone to touch me where
he did. Being touched there equates to extreme pain and torture in
my mind.  Even worse, it makes me feel out of
control.

So that's the other major component of
my coping mechanism. Being in total and utter control of every
aspect of my life. Everything. Totally. Controlled.

Also, I always keep myself very fit
and strong, so that no one can physically overpower me. This is not
a problem, because I relish hard physical exercise.  I enjoy
pushing myself to the limit of what I can do, whether it’s running,
weight lifting or kick boxing. It also helps to dispel frustration
and excess energy, especially of the sexual kind.

So I’ve found that if I
take all these measures, the memories don't surface so often. They
still emerge now and again in my nightmares, usually when some
aspect of my life feels out of control.  I fucking hate
feeling that way. That’s why I go to such extraordinary lengths to
avoid being in that situation. In
control, always. That’s the Christian Grey way.

Until now, these coping
mechanisms have worked well enough for me. Inevitably, it has meant
keeping just about everyone literally at arm’s length, even my
family, although I am more relaxed with Mia, because as my baby
sister, I guess she never posed any kind of threat to
me.

I eventually allowed Elena to figure
out how to touch me in a way I found acceptable - because I
desperately wanted the sexual experiences she was offering me. It
was a very powerful incentive for a teenage boy with a very high
sex drive. But even Elena had to stick to the set boundaries, which
she did, so in time I relaxed with her. After our affair finished,
having set agreed limits and rules with an obedient submissive
worked perfectly adequately to serve my demanding sexual needs.
Tightly bound up, not allowed to look at me without permission,
taking them in my preferred position of fucking hard from behind -
I was always in complete control of my sub. Life was running
smoothly and according to plan.

Until I met Anastasia. She has turned
my carefully controlled world upside down. And much to my immense
surprise, because of her, I’ve found I like my world being upside
down. So this is why I'm sitting here with her on my lap, about to
let her draw stupid fucking lipstick boundaries on my
body.

I know I have to do this for her if I
want us to have any kind of future together. So now she’s right up
close to me, nose to nose, and I take a deep breath to inhale her
scent. Her wonderful natural smell always calms me, and it doesn’t
fail now.

I guide her hand with the lipstick up
to the curve of my shoulder.

“Press down.” I guide her
hand down, drawing the line of red lipstick from the top of my
shoulder, around my arm socket, then down the side of my chest. I
stop at the bottom of my ribcage, then direct her hand across my
stomach.

I slowly exhale, and then take another
deep breath. I’m using every ounce of self-control not to react as
I normally would, to push her away and throw her off me. We
continue up the other side of my body, and I let her hand go, so
she can mirror the line on the other side. I have to show I trust
her, but I can feel the sweat beading on my forehead from the
effort.

“There, done,” she whispers
tenderly. There is such compassion shining in her eyes, because she
can see what this is costing me. But there’s no point stopping now
and leaving the job half undone. We must continue and go the whole
way.

“No, you’re not.”  I
trace a line with my finger around the base of my neck, and she
dutifully continues the lipstick line.

“Now my back,” I whisper
hoarsely. I’m hanging on to my control by a bare thread here, as
she moves off my lap so that I can turn round for her. It’s even
worse when I can’t see what she’s doing.

“Follow the line from my
chest, all the way round to the other side.”

Once again, she wordlessly complies,
seeming to understand that I can’t talk, because I have to
concentrate all my energy on just getting through this. But I hear
her sharp intake of breath as she sees the scars on my back close
up, and I sense her emotional response. But she wisely makes no
comment. It would be far too difficult for either of us to vocalize
our feelings and thoughts during this intensely personal moment
we’re sharing.

“Around your neck,
too?”  she quietly murmurs.

I just nod, and she draws another line
joining the first around the base of my neck beneath my
hair.

“Finished,” she whispers,
and I finally let myself relax in sheer relief. It’s done. One part
of my fuckedupness now clearly marked out for her to see. I turn
back round to face her.

“Those are the
boundaries.”

“I can live with those,”
she whispers huskily. “Right now I want to launch myself at
you.”

So she’s not put off. She still wants
me – I can see that in her wonderful eyes. They never lie to me. My
wonderful sweet girl has not run out of the door screaming at the
weirdness of all this.

So I smile my best seductive smile,
and hold my hands up in surrender to her.

“Well,
Miss Steele, I’m all yours.” For you, sweet Anastasia, it was worth it. Fortune favors the
brave. So now I’d really like to fuck you. Please.
 

Ana squeals and throws herself into my
arms, knocking me flat. I catch her and twist her so she’s beneath
me on the bed.

“Now, about that rain
check.”

 


~~~

 


Our love making has a desperation
about it. I think Ana wants to show how much she appreciates the
effort I’ve made by letting her road map me. I want to show her
that it means the world to me that she can accept a broken, fucked
up man like me. She is so incredible and amazing.  I want her
to know that every part of me now belongs to her. I am hers. She is
mine.

I don't want any barriers to stop me
worshipping her body. I want to feel her, all of her. Once I’ve
discarded her T shirt and bra, I set to work on adoring her
breasts, caressing and teasing them with my fingers and my mouth
until she cries out. I want to hear her responding to my touch, to
know she’s feeling what I'm feeling.

This is going to be quick,
it’s going to be fast and furious. I slip my hand inside her jeans,
then inside her panties, to check how ready she is for
me. She’s fucking
soaking. She wants me,
she really wants me, just as I want her. That’s what I needed to
know. That’s how I know we’re okay. We are so good together,
always. 

When I slip my finger inside her, she
responds instantly by pushing her hips up, trying to get me into
her deeper still.

“I want
you,” she whispers urgently. We feel the same.

I sit up and pull her
jeans and panties off. Then I get the condom packet out of my
pocket, and throw it over to her to undo, while I remove my jeans
and boxers. I look into her eyes the whole time, seeing my intense
desire reflected in hers. We feel the
same.  She reaches up to slowly roll
the condom onto my length. Then I grab her and roll onto my back,
taking her with me.

“You. On top. I want to see
you.”

I’ve got her straddling me
now, so I help ease her down onto my aching cock. I close my eyes
as I flex my hips to get deeper into her. I want to possess her
totally. Fuck, that feels
good. She feels tight and hot and wet
around me as I thrust right in.  So
fucking good. She’s totally filled by
me and I'm totally surrounded by her. We couldn’t fit together more
perfectly if we’d been purposely engineered by the Almighty
himself.

But old habits die hard -
I still feel the need to take hold of her hands. We’ve made a good
start today, but it’s going to take some time for me to really let
go of my deep rooted issues for good. One step at a time – Flynn.

“You feel so good,” I
whisper.

She rides me, working herself up and
down on my length as I watch her. This is so erotic, watching her
use me to pleasure herself, seeing the look on her face, as she
bites her lip and softly moans.

 But
I still want more. So now I let go of her hands and grab her
hips.  She holds onto my arms to
balance. Safe
area. I thrust into her hard, really hard
and deep, making her cry out. Take
all of me, baby. It’s all for you.

“That’s right, baby, feel
me.”

Ana throws her head back as I continue
to drive into her. We move together, her movements matching mine,
as we start really building and climbing together. It’s good, so
fucking good this way.  I love watching her reactions, and her
uncontained sensual pleasure. We’re very close now.

“My
Ana.”  You are mine, you
belong only to me.

“Yes,
always.”  Always,
yes.

We fly over the edge
together.

“Oh, baby,” I groan loudly
as I come, while Ana calls out in a totally unrestrained and joyous
way as she orgasms. 

The new security team will
have little doubt about what's going on in here. In my experience,
those guys have almost supernatural hearing. Requirement of the
job. 

Then we’re collapsed together
in a heap on the bed, trying to catch our breath. She’s lying
on my chest, but she keeps still, so I can just about tolerate it.
Having her on me this way means I can stroke her hair and caress
her silky back, so I like it.

“You are so
beautiful.”

She lifts her head to give me a very
skeptical look. She doesn't believe me. I sit up and hold her
tightly, so we’re nose to nose again.

“You. Are.
Beautiful.”

“And you’re amazingly sweet
sometimes.” She gently kisses me. She thinks I’m saying it just to
be nice to her - she really doesn’t get it does she? No vanity, no
false modesty, she genuinely doesn’t see herself as beautiful. What
on earth has led to this low self-esteem, this lack of confidence
about her looks, when she is so fucking beautiful that I can’t take
my eyes off her? She is totally mesmerizing.

I lift her off me as I ease out of
her. She winces – I hope she’s not sore. I hope I'm not being too
demanding with her, but I just can’t help how much I want her, all
the time. And she wants me too.

“You have no idea how
attractive you are, do you?” I kiss her gently as she flushes in
her discomfort at my compliment. “All those boys pursuing you –
that isn’t enough of a clue?”

“Boys?
What boys?” Are you blind,
woman? So many of them drooling over you and you haven’t even
noticed?

“You want the list? The
photographer, he’s crazy about you, that boy in the hardware store,
your roommate’s older brother. Your boss.”

Just thinking about all
these guys wanting her makes me rage with jealousy, and yet she is
totally unaware and naïve about the effect she has on the opposite
sex. This makes her vulnerable. She doesn’t understand that they
all get an instant hard on just looking at her, and would love to
get into her panties if she gave them the slightest encouragement.
She just doesn’t get how a guy’s brain works in that way. But being
a guy, I get it only too well. She thinks they all just want to be
her friend. Yeah
right. But I know better; I know exactly
what they’re thinking and I know they all want to fuck her. So I
have to protect her.

“Oh Christian, that’s just
not true.”

“Trust
me. They want you. They want what’s
mine.” And no fucking way am I
ever going to allow that to happen. You are mine. I protect what is
mine.

I pull her closer to me, and she
reaches up to run her fingers through my hair. Her expression tells
me she’s still skeptical.

“Mine,” I state as I
possessively tighten my grip around her.

“Yes, yours,” she smiles.
She might be naïve about men, but I know I can trust her
totally. That is a good feeling to have. Because of my
stalkerism, I've learnt that she’s always honest with me. I also
know that she wouldn’t cheat - it's just not in her nature, it's
not who she is. I just have to protect her from all the other
fuckers waiting in line to seize their chance with her.

But if I thought letting Ana road map
me would be sufficient to quell her insatiable curiosity, and her
need to touch me, I was wrong.

“The line is still intact.
I want to go exploring,” she murmurs as she traces the mark on my
shoulder. I can’t help myself; I react instinctively by tensing
up.

“The apartment?” I try to
distract her, knowing it’s futile. But it reminds me that I haven’t
actually shown her round the entire apartment yet. I’ll have to get
round to it.

It’s clear that she is just dying to
touch me. Can I do this? I want to let her, to please her, but will
it prove too much for me to handle?

“What
would that entail exactly, Miss
Steele?” Forewarned is
forearmed.

She softly runs her fingertips down my
face.  I like her soft touch here. I find it
calming.

“I just want to touch you
everywhere I’m allowed.”

As her finger passes my mouth, I grab
it with my teeth to gently bite her while I'm thinking if I can do
this for her.

“Ow.”

I take a deep breath. “Okay.”
 

I can do this. As I release her
finger, I focus my mind so I can do as she wants. I guess I should
be glad that she wants to know more about me, to touch and feel me.
So I figure I have to let her.

But first I need to get sorted out,
get rid of the rubber I’ve still got on my dick. I shift her over
so I can remove it and drop the disgusting thing on the
floor.

“I hate
those things. I’ve a good mind to call Dr. Greene around to give
you a shot.” Just testing the
waters – I’ve already got the Doc provisionally lined up to call in
tomorrow, but I can always cancel if Ana blows a fuse at the
idea. 

“You
think the top ob-gyn in Seattle is going to come
running?” Oh yes, baby, for
another obscene fee and donation to her charity of choice, Dr.
Greene is prepared to make another house call.

“I can be very persuasive,”
I murmur.

As Ana hasn’t blown a fuse, I think
we’re good to go ahead with the doctor calling in tomorrow. Time to
get something better than condoms sorted, something more permanent.
But I think it’s best to quit while I'm ahead, so I quickly change
the subject.

“Franco’s done a great job
on your hair. I like these layers.”

“Stop changing the
subject.”  No fooling her, is there? Ana thinks I'm trying to
avoid letting her touch me. Well, she’s partly correct.

I shift her so she’s straddling me
again, resting on my propped up knees. I lean back on my arms, and
prepare myself for the worst.

“Touch away.”  Shit, I
feel really uncomfortable and uneasy about this, but I know I have
to let her do it.

She keeps eye contact with me, as she
traces the line of lipstick across my abdomen. She’s staying within
the boundary, but I still can’t help flinching at how close she is
to my forbidden zone.

“I don't have to,” she
whispers, frowning with worried concern.  Her sweet, caring
tenderness makes me more determined to carry on.

“No, it’s fine. Just takes
some… readjustment on my part. No one’s touched me for a long
time,” I try to explain.

“Mrs. Robinson?”

I nod. “I don't want to talk about her. It will sour your good
mood.”

“I can handle
it.”

“No, you can’t, Ana. You
see red whenever I mention her. My past is my past. It’s a
fact.  I can’t change it. I'm lucky that you don't have one.
Because it would drive me crazy if you did.”

I’d have to go and beat the living
shit out of any other man who’d… I can’t even let myself think
about it. It just makes me see red too. So I guess I can’t really
blame Ana for how she feels about Elena – but what can I do? Like I
told her – I can’t change the past.

“Drive you crazy? More than
you are already?” She smiles at me.

“Crazy for you,” I
whisper.

“Shall I call Dr.
Flynn?”

“I don't
think that will be necessary.” He already knows how crazy I am.

She shifts back and I drop my legs
down. She puts her hand back on my stomach and slowly, lightly
moves her fingers across my skin. I can’t help it – I tense up
again.

“I like touching you,” she
murmurs, as she starts moving her hand down to an area I'm much
more comfortable about her touching. Oh yes, I’m up for this sort
of attention in an instant. Literally. 

And so the rest of the afternoon
passes very satisfactorily indeed. 

Overall, I'm pretty satisfied with how
things have gone this afternoon. Anastasia is familiar with my
boundaries. She was so incredibly sensitive and understanding in
how she handled this, so now I can hopefully be more relaxed with
her.  As I keep discovering over and over again, she really is
one amazing young woman.

And later on, after we've both
showered and I walk in on her getting ready for the masked ball,
I'm reminded all over again that she is an incredibly beautiful
woman, and that I am a truly lucky man.


Chapter 36 -
Masquerading




“Can I help you, Mr. Grey?
I assume there is some purpose to your visit other than to gawk
mindlessly at me.”

I’ve come to find Anastasia
before she gets dressed, because I’ve got an idea for a little bit
of kink I think she might enjoy this evening. I’ve found her in the
walk-in closet where she’s just reaching up for the silver satin
dress I guess she’s planning to wear tonight, and I’ve walked in
just in time for the best private erotic show a man could wish for.
Anastasia in sexy lingerie.

So now I’m stood there
transfixed.  I swear my heart misses a beat. She looks
stunning in her new underwear. Simply stunning.  Her slim
figure is being shown off to perfection in a black bustier corset
that gives her a fantastic sexy cleavage, with tiny silky panties
to match that only just cover the bare essentials. Her long, slim
legs are encased in thigh high silk stockings.  I can’t take
my eyes off her.

“I’m rather enjoying my
mindless gawk, thank you, Miss Steele,” I manage to utter. I always
knew she’d look good in designer lingerie, but this is beyond all
my expectations. “Remind me to send a personal note of thanks
to Caroline Acton. The personal shopper at Neiman’s,” I elaborate
when I see Ana’s puzzled look.

Yep, Ms. Acton is excellent at her
job. She’s done a mighty fine job of fulfilling my shopping brief.
And I'm glad it seems Ana’s picked out the silver evening gown to
wear tonight, because that’s my favorite, the one I would have
picked if she’d asked me. It’s a simple design but beautifully cut,
and I think the silver will suit her coloring, especially with her
blue eyes.

“I’m
quite distracted,” I confess. What man wouldn’t be?

“I can see that. What do
you want?”

She’s acting as if I’m a nuisance for
interrupting her preparations.  Well let’s just see her
reaction when I show her the little present I’ve
brought.

I pull the silver Ben Wah balls from
my pocket, and see her eyes widen.

“It’s not what you think,”
I reassure her, when I see her slightly apprehensive
expression.

“Enlighten me,”
she murmurs.

“I thought you could wear
these tonight.” I can see the idea sinking in.

“To this event?”

She seems shocked as I nod
at her. Really? The girl who decided
not to wear her panties the first time she went to meet my parents
at their house is shocked by my suggestion?

“Will you spank me
later?”

“No. You want me to?” I
chuckle, because fuck me, she actually seems disappointed. I guess
she’s confused. She’s scared of pain, but knows she was turned on
by being spanked, so she doesn't know what she wants.

“Well rest assured I am not
going to touch you like that, not even if you beg me.”

I’m not taking any chances
on screwing things up again. I'm not planning on revisiting that
place again anytime soon. No pain, no punishments, no risks.
Vanilla only. Well, kinky vanilla. We both enjoy that.

“Do you want to play this
game? You can always take them out if it’s too much.” I hold up the
balls to tempt her, knowing what a success they were when we used
them before. That’s the beauty of Ben Wah balls – they work great
with or without a spanking. Simple, easy and effective. A perfect
sex toy. She’ll end up desperate for me to fuck her, and naturally
I’ll be only too happy to help her out.

And it’ll help distract
her and keep her mind off the Leila situation. I’ve given strict
instructions to the team that the extra security is not to be
intrusive, and that I don't want Anastasia to be worried
unnecessarily. Should any issues or concerns arise during the
course of the evening, they are to be immediately directed either
to Taylor as Team Leader, or to myself as the Principal -
but not to Anastasia. As far as she is concerned, the close
protection team must merge into the background and not exist,
whilst all the time monitoring every aspect of her safety. Having
her distracted by the silver balls should certainly help with
this.

I'm delighted when she shyly agrees to
use them.

“Good girl. Come here, and
I’ll put them in, once you’ve put your shoes on.”

 I
want to see those sexy legs of hers in the sky high
gray Louboutins, especially now she’s got stockings
on. Ana in stockings and
stilettos. It doesn't get much better than that. I fucking love
stockings, and I fucking love stilettos.

I hold her hand to steady
her as she puts them on. So
sexy. Her gorgeous legs seem to go on
and on. I’m normally much taller than her, but she’s nearly up to
my shoulder now.

She has such great legs. Slim but
shapely. Fuck, but she looks every bit as sexy as I imagined, and
then some, but she seems unaware of the effect she’s having on me –
I already have a rock hard erection. I have had since the moment I
walked in and saw her.

I lead her over to the bedside. I want
to look at her, to drink her in, so I can think about this all
evening while we’re out. I get a chair and place it in front of
her, while I sit behind her on the bed as she stands in front of
me.

“When I nod, you bend down
and hold on to the chair. Understand?” I’m struggling with coherent
speech. That’s the effect she’s having on me.

“Yes.”

“Good. Now open your
mouth.” I think she’s expecting the silver balls, but instead I
slip my index finger in.

“Suck,” I command her. She
does – hard.  I nearly groan out loud. My imagination goes
into overdrive as she uses her impressive fellating skills on my
lucky finger. I put the silver balls in her mouth to make them warm
and wet in preparation for where they’re going next. Then the
naughty, sexy girl bites down on my finger, when I try to withdraw
it with the balls. I can’t help grinning, even as I shake my head
at her. She always seems to have a surprising edge about her that
catches me unawares, and I fucking love that. But now I need to
place the balls, before I lose control of myself and end up taking
her right now.

I nod at her. She bends down and
grasps the side of the chair. The sight before me is magnificent.
Her perfect ass, with just the little silk panties covering her
modesty. I carefully move the panties to one side, then slowly
slide my finger inside her and circle it round to check she’s ready
for the silver balls. And she most certainly is – she feels
fantastically wet, and all I can think about is how easily I could
slide my cock inside her instead of my finger. But I just about
manage to keep myself under control, reasoning that by denying
myself now, we can have some mind-blowing sex later when the silver
balls have worked their magic.

I gently insert the balls,
one after the other, deep inside. Then I smooth her panties back
into place, and reverently kiss her fantastic
bottom. Mmm, it’s so smooth and soft
and rounded. I want to bite it… I want to spank
it… I gaze down at her long legs
encased in the silk stockings, and run my hands up from her ankle
to her thigh, gently kissing the soft exposed skin where the lacy
stocking tops end.

“You have fine, fine legs,
Miss Steele,” I murmur in admiration.

No one else gets to see this wonderful
sight, only me. No one else will know what she’s wearing under her
full length gown tonight, only me. This wonderful creature belongs
to me. She is mine. All this is just for me, and that is such a
huge turn on.

I stand up and grab her hips to pull
her back hard against my erection.

“Maybe
I’ll have you this way when we get home,
Anastasia." And all the other
ways I want you too. "You can stand
now."

I lean over her and kiss her shoulder.
I have another gift for her, and as I take it out of my pocket, I
just pray she’s going to accept this one as nicely as she did my
first offering.

“I bought these for you to
wear to last Saturday’s gala. But you left me, so I never had the
opportunity to give them to you.” I put my arm around in front of
her, to hand her the red Cartier box containing the diamond
earrings.

I debated whether or not to give them
to her. They serve as a very poignant reminder of the living hell I
was going through at exactly this time last week, because she had
left me. 

But I decided that if she did accept
them, it would be a sign that we really have moved on from that.
The earrings will be a token of my second chance, of the new future
she’s given me. So I'm really hoping she isn’t going to be
difficult about receiving this gift from me, as she so often can be
about these things.

“This is my second chance,”
I murmur nervously. If she rejects them, I’ll have to take that as
a bad omen.

Anastasia reaches for the
box and opens it tentatively. She gasps as she sees the
diamond drop earrings. They are a simple, timeless,
classic design. Each has four diamonds. Naturally each is of the
finest, flawless quality as I specified, although I doubt Ana will
realize this. But I will know, because I only want the very best
for my girl.

“They’re lovely,” she
whispers, awestruck. “Thank you.”

She really does seem to like them, so
I’m suitably gratified – and relieved.  The second chance
earrings have been graciously accepted, and now she is happy and
smiling.  So I'm happy and smiling too. That’s exactly what
should happen when you give someone a gift – you should both gain
equal pleasure.  I kiss her shoulder in delight. My instincts
were correct. Going ahead and giving Anastasia the earrings was the
right thing to do.

“You’re wearing the silver
satin dress?” I confirm with her, so I know which of the three
masquerade masks to give her that Mia got for me.  I had her
get me one to match each of the new dresses Ana had to choose from,
just in case she didn’t opt for the silver one.

“Yes? Is that okay?” 
         

“Of course. I’ll let you
get ready.”

With that, I muster every last bit of
self-control, and walk out of the door without a backward glance,
to head for my bedroom to finish getting ready.

 


~~~

 


I’m standing in the hall going through
the final details of tonight’s arrangements with the Close
Protection team. All three of the new operatives are highly
experienced guys who have been on the circuit for a while, so know
the routine. All are armed, which I’m not comfortable about, but
Taylor is adamant it's essential for them to do their job properly,
and I guess if I'm expecting them to protect us from a potentially
armed, potentially hostile, unbalanced, fixated female, he has a
point. He always carries in any case. Guns are a subject we don't
really see eye to eye on.

I agreed to the evasive driving
techniques tuition he strongly recommended I complete, because I
still like to drive myself sometimes. I actually quite enjoyed
that, but I refuse to be trained to use a gun. My parents have
always been vehemently anti-gun, and I’m with them on this one. The
more weapons there are about, the higher the risk of gun battles,
with all the subsequent mortalities and injuries.  But as
Taylor and his team could be risking their lives for us, I
reluctantly bow to his recommendation that the security detail all
carry weapons.

Taylor has fully briefed the team with
regard to the vehicles we will be using tonight – all are fitted
with ballistic bullet resistant glass, run flat tires, foam filled
gas tanks, and armor protection as standard. All members of the
team are fully trained in every type of tactical and evasive
driving technique.

Each man will be wearing a
covert two way earpiece with a PTT - Push To Talk switch concealed
in their sleeve for effective communication. These state of the
art, high spec devices will hopefully not be too obvious to anyone,
in particular Ana or my family. I’ve warned my dad that I’ve
stepped up my security, but haven’t elaborated or gone into too
much detail to explain why, just that Taylor recommended
it.

As I’m speaking, I suddenly realize
that I no longer have the full attention of the men. They all
appear to be staring over my shoulder at something or someone
behind me, their faces lighting up and their jaws slacking
slightly.

I turn round to see Anastasia
anxiously standing there waiting behind me. She looks beautiful.
The men quickly pull themselves together and manage to stop gawping
at this vision of loveliness, but I think maybe they get why I'm
being so protective of her now. She looks enchanting as she shyly
stands there in her gorgeous strapless silver gown, but also very
delicate and defenseless. No question, she needs us to look after
her.

Ana doesn’t relax until
she sees me smile at her – and I realize it’s my approval she’s
nervously waiting for. I have to remember that this is a girl who
normally lives in jeans and converse, rather than diamonds and
designer gowns.

So I wander over to her and bend down
to kiss her hair. She smells divine, as usual. 

“Anastasia. You look
breathtaking.”

She flushes as she glances over at the
security detail. Most women would relish being admired and the
center of attention of a group of men, but it’s obvious she’s
embarrassed and uncomfortable.

“A glass of champagne
before we go?” I suggest, to help Ana relax, but also to give the
men time to prep the vehicles, ready for us to depart.

As she eagerly agrees, I nod to
Taylor. Ryan and Reynolds are going ahead first to do another final
security sweep, while Taylor will be driving us over, with Sawyer
riding upfront with him.

Ana’s hurried off to the kitchen, so I
follow and retrieve the bottle of champagne from the
fridge.

“Security team?” she asks,
seemingly relieved to be away from the spotlight.

“Close protection. They’re
under Taylor’s control. He’s trained in that too.” Ana seems to
like and trust Taylor, so hopefully she’ll be reassured if she
knows this team is under his command.

“He’s very
versatile.”

“Yes, he
is.” But enough about
him. “You look lovely, Anastasia. Cheers.”
 

I like the way she’s tucked her hair
behind her ear on one side.  It means I can see the diamonds
in her earring catch the light as she turns her head. I want to buy
her lots more diamonds, if she’ll only let me. She deserves the
very best of everything, and I can give her that.

I’m wondering if the silver balls are
having any effect on her yet. How long will she be able to last,
before she needs me to satisfy her, I wonder? Christ, just that
thought means I’ve instantly got an enormous hard on
again.

“How are you
feeling?”

“Fine,
thank you,” she smiles sweetly at
me. Hmm, it’s early days yet,
Miss Steele. Just you wait.

“Here, you’re going to need
this. Open it.” I hand her the velvet pouch, which contains a
silver filigree masquerade mask that has a plume of cobalt blue
feathers. Mia has done us proud, as she usually does with things
like this. She has a very good eye.

“It’s a masked ball,” I
explain, as I see Ana’s look of confusion.

“I see.”

“This will show off your
beautiful eyes, Anastasia.”

“Are you wearing
one?”

“Of course. They’re very
liberating in a way.” 

Taylor is not thrilled though. Masks
make it that much harder for the team to spot Leila, should she try
to make an appearance.  Neither is he thrilled by the prospect
of the concluding firework display, because the noise would provide
perfect cover for a gun attack. He’s recommended that we leave
before they commence. I’ve told him I’ll decide about that
later.

I glance at my watch. Ryan
and Reynolds need a bit more time to complete their security sweep,
so to delay our departure, I offer to show Ana a room in my
apartment that I realized earlier she will probably really like,
bearing in mind her love of books.

“You have a library!” she
squeals in excitement when I take her to the room directly below my
playroom. I never get round to reading the books in here these
days, which is a shame, as it contains a fine collection of all
sorts of first editions. So Ana is more than welcome to browse
through and read any of them if she wants to.

It also contains my billiard
table.

“Yes, the
balls room, as Elliot calls it. The apartment is quite
spacious.  I realized today, when you mentioned exploring,
that I've never given you a tour. We don't have time now, but I
thought I’d show you this room, and maybe challenge you to a game
of billiards in the not-too-distant
future.” And then fuck you
right here on the table. I’m finding the idea of fucking you in
lots of different places other than my playroom very stimulating.
It’s giving me hours of fun, dreaming up all the ways I can take
you, in so many different places, Miss Steele.

Ana grins at me. I imagined she’d
maybe say something about not being able to play pool, and then I
could offer to teach her. I’d really enjoy all that leaning over
the table together, with her sexy ass rubbing against my cock. But
instead, from the look of glee on her face she has other ideas, and
seems to be hiding something from me.

“What?”

“Nothing,” she says
quickly, trying to wipe the smug look from her face.

Shit, maybe she thinks she can
actually beat me at pool? Silly girl. I nearly laugh out loud at
the thought of that, but I don't steal her thunder.

“Well, maybe Dr. Flynn can
uncover your secrets. You’ll meet him this evening.”

I think it’s probably best to warn
her, because I’m not sure what John has planned for this evening,
only that he’s threatened to steal her away from me at some point.
He’s naturally very curious to meet Anastasia, after all
he’s heard about this young woman who’s had such a profound effect
on me.

“The expensive charlatan?”
She immediately seems nervous for some reason.

“The very same. He’s dying
to meet you.”

The good Dr. Flynn threw
down the challenge for this evening, so now I’ll just have to wait
and see what he comes up with.

~~~

 


We’re pulling up outside my
parents’ house, and it’s time to put our masks on. Mine is black,
which suits my dark personality. Ana’s blue eyes look enormous,
highlighted as they are by her pretty silver mask, and I can tell
that she is very nervous, probably because she’s never attended
this kind of event before.

“You look beautiful,
Anastasia,” I reassure her as we leave the car. I’ve promised
Taylor I'll stay by Anastasia’s side as much as possible, to make
his job easier. This is no hardship, because there’s no place I’d
rather be tonight. I’m also the best person to give him an early
warning if I think I see Leila anywhere around, although I'm pretty
confident I could handle her, should she make an appearance.
 She was a natural born submissive, and I was her Master.
 I don't believe that is something that would suddenly change,
so I’m pretty sure she would still obey my commands. However, I
would prefer not to have to put my theory to the test.
  

Anastasia and I are photographed as we
make our way in along with the hordes of other guests, and I make a
mental note to be sure to get copies of these, to add to my
collection of our official pictures. The few pictures I have of us
together were very precious to me when we broke up. They are even
more precious to me now that she has given me a second
chance.

 My parents always
pull out all the stops for this annual event, as it’s one of the
main sources of income for the Coping Together charity. I support
it wholeheartedly, although it dredges up all sorts of unwelcome
memories, when I hear about the various projects they’re involved
with. So my mom, being the wonderful, kind, sensitive person that
she is, doesn’t usually involve me too much on that side of things.
But she knows she can count on me for any kind of support for this
charity, as well as several others that they support. Making
generous donations to deserving charities is the least I can do
with my considerable wealth.

I notice Ana looking rather pensive,
so I hope she’s not brooding about Leila. I smile and pass her a
glass of champagne, then lead her over to the large white pergola,
where a string quartet is playing, and people are congregating.
Another thing I’ve promised Taylor is to try to keep to the
contained areas, so the security detail can monitor the crowds more
effectively.

Then the force of nature that is my
baby sister is suddenly upon us.

“Christian!” she yells, as
a blur of pink launches herself at me.

I see Taylor subtly speak into the
radio concealed in his sleeve, as he stands in the sidelines. No
doubt he’s reassuring the team that this is my sister, not my
hostile stalker. She doesn't fit the profile anyhow – Mia is tall
and curvy, very unlike Leila’s small, petite build.

“Ana! Oh, darling, you look
gorgeous!” she hugs Ana, and I'm glad she seems genuinely pleased
to see my shy girlfriend, as she befriends her and takes her under
her wing.  Mia has a very kind nature, even if she can be
rather overwhelming at times. “You must come and meet my
friends.  None of them can believe that Christian finally has
a girlfriend.”

Ana is dragged over to meet Mia’s
group of friends. I'm not far away, and even with their masks, I
recognize them all anyhow, including that sour faced bitch,
Lily.  I don't know why Mia is still friends with her. She’s a
nasty piece of work, but that’s Mia for you – she’s very loyal.
Having said that, I can see her having words with her miserable
friend, so I decide its time to go rescue Ana, much to her obvious
relief.

We do the rounds and
circulate amongst the elite of Seattle. I keep Ana close by my side
the whole time. I'm constantly scanning the crowds to make sure I
don't see anyone that vaguely looks like Leila. I wouldn’t put it
past her to somehow sneak in, even though Taylor and Welch have
meticulously gone through the list of guests and staff. I hope Ana
isn’t aware that I’m doing this, but I think she is probably far
too overwhelmed by everything going on around her to notice. She’s
also had a few glasses of champagne, which is fine, although I am
keeping track of how many she’s had.  And the silver balls
must be having an effect on her by now, giving her something else
to think about. Being fucked by me.
All in good time.

But she still has enough
wits about her to fend off an inquiry about
a hostile takeover at SIP from old man Eccles, who has somehow
picked up a rumor about the proceedings, which I’m pissed
about. How the fuck has that gotten out already? But I keep my
displeasure hidden. Poker face. Give
nothing away.

“I’m just
a lowly assistant, Mr. Eccles. I wouldn’t know about these things,”
Ana declares innocently, as I keep my expression bland and
disinterested. Good girl, Ana.
So you can lie, but I suppose what you said was more or less true.
Best type of lie – stick as near to the truth as you
can.

Then it’s time to take our places for
the meal.  I make a show of checking the seating plan, but I
already know we’re sat at a table in the center with mostly family
members. Taylor had it  checked out as part of his security
sweep, to give him a heads up about where best to position the
security detail. Out of the corner of my eye, I see them as we head
for the table. They’re on the case.

Mom’s face lights up when
she sees Ana, as we approach together. Mom looks very elegant in a
mint green gown. She is still a very beautiful woman, even in her
fifties. She’s a beautiful person inside
and out, with such a pure and wonderful heart. My beloved
Mother.

“Ana, how delightful to see
you again! And looking so beautiful, too.” She’s clearly thrilled
and delighted to see my girlfriend again, which makes me feel very
proud. I’m surprised by how important it is to me that Mom likes
and approves of Anastasia. I’m an adult; I live my own life in my
own way, without needing her approval, for God’s sake.

Ana commented to me before
that my mom must be proud of me, which if true, is
misguided. If she knew the truth
about you and your sick, depraved ways, she certainly wouldn’t be
proud of you in any way at all would she, Grey? Shame you can’t be
the son she deserves. But at least she has Elliot and
Mia.

“Mother.” I stoop down to
kiss her on both cheeks.

“Oh
Christian, so formal,” she scolds me. But I just can’t be more
openly affectionate like Elliot or Mia. It’s not
me. They are far more
deserving of her love, aren’t they? Best keep yourself on the edge
of your family so they aren’t contaminated by your dark soul. The
outsider looking in, that’s your place. But maybe Ana could be your
link to their world?

My grandparents are here
tonight. They are amazing for their age, full of character and wit.
I haven’t seen them for a while, but I’ve no doubt they’ve heard
all about my girlfriend. Perhaps I should have warned Ana about
them to prepare her, but it’s too late now. Grandmother Trevelyn is
all over her like a rash as soon as I introduce her.

“Oh, he’s finally found
someone, how wonderful. And so pretty! Well, I do hope you make an
honest man of him,” she says as she grabs Ana’s hand.

The poor girl is now
totally overwhelmed. Jeez, is it really such a miracle to my family
that I’ve finally got a girlfriend? I’m not even thirty yet, for
crying out loud, and I’ve been busy empire building.  Just
because I’m not like Elliot with a new girl every week, it’s not
that unusual, is it?  They don't know what else I've been
occupying myself with.  I could have just been busy collecting
stamps or something in my spare time for all they
know. Yeah right. As if. The Dominant
Philatelist.

Mom quickly steps in to rescue
Ana.

“Mother, don’t embarrass
Ana.” Ana shoots her a grateful look, and my mom smiles back at her
reassuringly. A natural born mother hen, always clucky and
protective, that’s my mom. Now it seems she’s adding an extra
member to her brood.

Then my grandfather feels
obliged to join in and give us his views.

“Ignore the silly old coot,
m’dear. She thinks because she’s so old, she has a God-given right
to say whatever nonsense pops into that woolly head of
hers.” 

My grandparents love each
other to bits, but they bicker constantly. I’m used to it, but I'm
not sure what Ana will make of it. She’s never mentioned any of her
grandparents, so I'm guessing they are no longer alive. Nothing
came up on her background check, so it’s something I’ll have to ask
her about.

Luckily Mia now diverts
everyone’s attention by introducing her date.
Her date?
How come I didn’t know about this? She’s only recently got back
from Paris, so where did this Sean suddenly appear from?  I
shake his hand as I quickly size him up. He seems rather young and
immature, so I’m not sure he’s man enough to take on Mia. Perhaps
he’s just a convenient date for tonight. I’ll have him checked out
later.

Mom’s old friends Lance
and Janine complete the numbers at our table, but I haven’t seen my
dad yet. Ana is safely sat between me and my grandfather. I see the
security detail are skillfully placed for monitoring all access to
our table, but are safely out of Ana’s sight.
Good. Out of sight, out of
mind.

Dad’s absence is soon explained when
he takes to the stage, wearing a gold Punchinello mask that can't
disguise his easily recognized, tall and distinguished presence.
He's still a good looking guy; he and Mom still make a great couple
together, even after being married for over thirty years

He makes his usual speech, about
everyone digging deep into their pockets for a cause that is close
to their hearts, before he hands over to the Master of Ceremonies.
Then he makes his way over to our table to join us.

“Good to see you again,
Ana,” he says, as he kisses her on both cheeks. So he really does
approve of her. Believe me, it would be crystal clear if he didn’t.
He’d be perfectly polite, but he’d be using his cold and distant
lawyer persona instead.  

But greeting Ana warmly and
kissing her on both cheeks is most definitely an unmistakable sign
of approval from my dad. So everyone in my family likes and
approves of her.

Except Elena, maybe? But she’s not
family, even though she knows a lot more about me than they do. I
know she means well and is just looking out for me, but it’s a good
job she’s not here to stir things up with Anastasia. We've got
enough going on at the moment, thanks to my wayward ex sub. But I
have to remember that Leila is ill; she can’t help it.

The proceedings get going. Mia
enthusiastically volunteers to be our table head. As the MC asks
for signed dollar bill donations for the draw later on, I see a
look of panic on Anastasia’s face.

 I’m guessing it
didn’t occur to her to bring any money, because she’s no idea what
usually happens at these events. These fund raisers are aimed at
the very wealthy; high rollers who have no problem with making
large donations, so she’s way out of her league. But it’s no
problem; my family are all aware of her background and
circumstances, so no one will be expecting her to contribute, and
as her escort, I’ve got it covered.

“Here,” I pass Anastasia a
hundred dollar bill, along with my Montblanc fountain pen for her
to sign her name, in preparation for the draw later.  I always
use a decent quality pen. I figure if you’re signing a
multi-million dollar deal, it’s worthy of a decent signature, not
some cheap, blotchy biro effort.

 “I’ll pay you back,” she whispers, as she takes the note and
signs it. No, you fucking well
won’t, Miss Steele.

I make no comment; I have
no wish to start an argument in front of everyone, but if she
starts again once we are back home, I will let her know in no
uncertain terms that repayment is not an option. I thought we’d got
past all this nonsense when she accepted my gift of the earrings,
but it seems not.

I see her looking in
confusion at all the different glasses for the various wines, for
each of the numerous courses of our meal. She needn’t worry – I
will be guiding her and ensuring she doesn’t drink too much – just
enough to keep her relaxed. I like
being her mentor. Not quite the same as being her Master, but
still.

The sides of the tent are drawn back,
to reveal the wonderful view of the sunset over Seattle and
Meydenbauer bay.  I’ve always thought it would be great to
maybe live somewhere overlooking the bay one day, especially when
I’ve been out sailing, looking back at the exclusive
properties.

I have my people constantly on the
lookout in case a suitable property becomes available.  I know
these places are usually snapped up, so I’d have to make up my mind
quickly if one did come up. If it was in the right location, I’d
probably go ahead and buy it anyway, just to acquire the plot of
land. Houses can always be redesigned or even demolished and
rebuilt, especially when you have a brother with a company that
specializes in such projects.

 I see Ana admiring
the view – I wonder where she would like to live eventually, what
sort of place would appeal to her, because she can’t go on sharing
with Kate forever. I wonder how she’s going to get on staying at my
apartment – I hope she will be comfortable.

Escala suits my tastes and
lifestyle, but perhaps she will find it masculine and functional.
That’s partly why I showed her the balls room, or the library as
she called it, because I thought she’d like it in there. I hardly
ever use it, so I’m thinking maybe it could be a room for Anastasia
to use whenever she wants and maybe it will make her feel more at
home. Hang on a minute, Grey. She’s
only staying a few days until Leila is tracked down, isn’t
she?

“Hungry?” I murmur. She
knows I’m not referring to her appetite for food. Those silver
balls have been in place for quite a while, so she must be feeling
the effect. I’m hoping she’s hungry for a certain part of my
anatomy.

“Very,” she whispers back, as she
boldly meets my gaze. My cock jumps straight to attention. The
silver balls are having the desired effect - on both of us.
 But it’s not possible for us to escape just yet, so our
desires must continue to simmer for a while longer.

My grandfather catches
Ana’s attention and he chats away happily to her.  He’s a
wonderful old gentleman, and he manages to relax Ana, as she
listens to him reminiscing about his family - they were originally
from England, and Trevelyan is an old Cornish name.  She seems
genuinely interested, rather than just being polite, and I guess
the old boy senses that, as he smiles warmly at her.

Mia takes her turn to command
everyone’s attention with some stories and as I thought, her date,
this Sean, is no match for her as he hardly says a word. He won’t
last. Not many guys can keep up with Mia.

Grandmother is not going to be
outdone. I swear she’s getting more caustic as she’s getting older,
as she makes some pretty cutting remarks about Grandfather. But I
guess he’s used to it, and he gives as good as he gets, most of the
time.

I have an interesting
conversation with Lance, my mom’s friend. He’s a very successful
business man, but all he's interested in is profit, it seems. So he
questions the wisdom of my decision not to patent the latest
technology GEH has developed for producing the first wind up cell
phone. He says we’re at risk of losing out financially big
time.

The man clearly just doesn’t get my
philosophy. For me, one of the major advantages of being as
successful as I am, is that it puts me in the position of enabling
the lives of the less fortunate. Some may call me a philanthropist,
but don’t get me wrong. Despite my impoverished start in life, I'm
not one great big charity. I’m happy enough making a healthy profit
from buying a company and turning it round to increase turnover and
profit, with the added benefit of hopefully providing valuable
extra employment along the way.

That’s how I balance out and justify
having a lifestyle most people can only dream of attaining. I
believe in spending my wealth freely, as I regard it as
redistribution of money. Take my boat, which many see as a
frivolous luxury. But building it provided very welcome employment
at my shipyard, as well as providing me with a boat I love to sail
to relax and unwind. A win/win situation and sound economic
sense.

But I've never forgotten what it’s
like to be hungry and abused, so I feel it is my duty and my
responsibility to give something back, by supporting as many
deserving charity fund raising events as I can, as well as any
other suitable projects that I'm asked to back. But I don't make a
song and dance about it for publicity, because that’s not the
reason I do it.  

These fund raising evenings are seen
as useful business opportunities by many, and I have no objection
to some networking, as long as people aren’t too pushy or
objectionable. 

Tonight, those that I'm interested in
doing business with, or who might prove useful to me at some point
in the future, I introduce to Anastasia. Naturally everyone is very
curious about my date, and it won’t do any harm to finally quash
the rumors that I’m gay. I have no problem with folks choosing
whatever lifestyle suits them, be it gay, straight, bi - whatever.
Makes no difference to me, and who am I to judge anyway? But seeing
as I’m most definitely heterosexual, that’s how I want to be
referenced. Anything else is just a misrepresentation of who I
really am. I have a beautiful girlfriend now, and I want to show
her off to the world.

So I have no interest in a few
approaches from enterprises that were hoping to use me to promote
themselves on the basis that I was gay. I’m not rude, but I make it
plain I'm not interested, as I pointedly introduce them to
Anastasia.

There are always hangers on and
sycophants.  I can't stand these people. They name drop and
then expect me to be impressed. I'm not. Just because someone was
at Harvard with someone I knew, they shouldn’t expect me to be
interested in backing their business, purely on that basis. I don't
waste my time with these people. I cut them short and don't bother
to introduce them to Anastasia.

The food is delicious, and I’m pleased
to see that Ana eats well. She seems to have regained her appetite,
and will hopefully soon regain some of the pounds she lost when we
broke up. 

After the desserts have
been served, the draw is made and Mia’s date Sean is the lucky
winner.  I hope that’s the only thing he’s going to be pulling
tonight.  I don't think Mia is
that interested in him, is she?

But when Anastasia makes
it clear that she needs the powder room, all other thoughts
disappear from my mind.  At
fucking last. A chance to reap the benefits of the silver
balls.

“I’ll show you,” I offer,
having already planned out where I want to take her.

As Ana stands, all the men round the
table also politely stand, so we can't make a discreet escape
together. But that’s okay, because it’s perfectly acceptable for me
to show Ana where the powder room is, as she is not familiar with
the layout.

But then my little sister has to
interfere. What is it with Mia? Does she have some sort of an
inbuilt anti fuck radar that detects and then intercepts my plans
to get Ana laid?

“No, Christian! You’re not
taking Ana – I will,” Mia bossily orders.

As we are sitting with my parents and
my grandparents, I have no option but to accept defeat, even though
we’re both desperate by now. It’s really fucking frustrating, but
what can I do? Ana looks as gutted as I am, as she is led away by
Mia, with Taylor and Sawyer following at a discreet distance. 
What a wasted opportunity, but hopefully another will present
itself before too long.

When she returns, it’s time for the
auction. I pass Ana a list of the auction prizes, which she studies
with interest.

“Do you have property
elsewhere?” she whispers furiously.

I nod, but signal this is not the time
or place for this discussion.

“I’ll tell you later,” I
whisper back, while everyone is applauding the successful sale of
the first lot. “I wanted to come with you,” I
grumble.

I’m still pissed that my plans for a
quick but satisfying fuck have been thwarted. Maybe Ana should have
waited for a more opportune moment to visit the powder room. 
Right now, I think we’re both feeling very deprived.

But we can't really talk or plan
anything while the auction is proceeding, so we just have to sit
things out for now. The bidding moves on to my place in Aspen. Then
fuck me, I can't believe my ears at what happens next.

Just as the MC is preparing to close
the bid, Ana suddenly pipes up. What does she think she’s
doing?

“Twenty four thousand
dollars!” she calls out.

Everyone in my family turns to look at
her in astonishment, because they know she doesn’t have that kind
of money to throw around.

But I know what she’s
doing. That fucking check for that fucking piece of shit she called
her car, that’s what this is all about.  She still thinks she
can defy me, even though I made my wishes perfectly clear to her,
by transferring the funds directly into her account.  She’s
paying me back. She’s making me so fucking furious that I’m really
struggling to keep my cool. How fucking dare she do this. I
wanted her to have the money. And now she’s just gone and given it all
to charity, just to prove a point. Would you rather she spent it all on designer purses instead,
Grey?

“I don't know whether to
worship at your feet, or spank the living shit out of you.” I say
quietly. I am furious with her.

“I’ll
take option two, please,” she whispers
back. What? You’re
volunteering for a spanking?  I
think she’s just trying to appease me. She’s acted impulsively once
again, and is now realizing that I am seriously pissed with her.
But I can’t deny that despite what I said earlier about not
spanking her even if she begged me, the idea of giving her a
well-earned punishment spanking is very appealing, feeling as
frustrated as I do right now. But she must be feeling even worse
than I am, after having the silver balls in for so long without any
kind of relief.

“Suffering, are you? We’ll
have to see what we can do about that,” I murmur as I run my
fingers along her jaw. 

I can tell she’s feeling very
uncomfortable, as we sit together to watch the rest of the auction.
So I tease her, to heighten her arousal. I drape my arm around her
and stroke her back.  I take her hand and kiss it, before I
bring it to rest seemingly innocently on my lap, but actually
resting it against my erection, so she’s in no doubt that I'm more
than ready for some action. At first Ana is shocked by my boldness,
but then relaxes as she realizes no one can see what we’re up
to.

So then she starts to play
the game. She lets her fingers caress my cock, which feels so good,
but makes it even harder to remain impassive. But I have to, and I
do like a challenge. My erection gets even harder under her touch,
but she doesn’t stop, even as the bidding starts for my parents’
place in Montana. But when everyone applauds, we have to join in to
avoid arousing suspicion that we are up to no good. Shit. We have
to make our escape. Now.

“Ready?” I mouth to her
over the applause.

“Yes,” she mouths back,
with a big smile on her face.

“Ana! It’s
time!”

What the fuck?
Mia again?
When did Ana agree to participate in The First Dance Auction? 
What is Mia’s game? She’s deploying that inbuilt anti fuck radar
again.   Little sisters can be so fucking annoying at
times.

I scowl at Ana, only to see that she's
having a fit of the giggles. I don't think this is funny at all. I
had plans, and I don't appreciate them being thwarted again.
Frustration makes me bad tempered.  I glance at Ana again, who
is now giggling loudly, like a silly schoolgirl. She looks so sweet
and funny that my temper subsides.

“The first dance will be
with me, okay? And it won’t be on the dance floor,” I murmur in her
ear, nuzzling the soft bit of her neck just behind her
earring.

“I look forward to it,” she
murmurs back, as she gently kisses my mouth, and gazes into my eyes
from behind her mask.  I feel myself smiling at her, as my bad
mood recedes. I’m really glad she’s here with me tonight.
Everything is just so much better when I’m with her, even when
things don’t go to plan.

As we reluctantly tear
ourselves away from each other, I realize we have an audience. Most
of my family is staring at the two of us from behind their masks,
which looks kind of eerie.  My mother and my grandmother are
positively beaming, while my grandfather gives me a sly wink from
behind his mask, and a thumbs up sign. Even my hot shot lawyer dad
has a big, benevolent grin plastered over his face. I guess they
aren’t used to seeing me like this… seeing
me happy.
I’m not really used to it myself, if I'm totally honest. But it’s a
nice feeling all the same. I could get used to feeling like
this.

“Come on, Ana,” Mia breaks
the spell to drag her by the hand and lead her onto the
stage.

I'm very surprised that Ana
volunteered herself for this auction, knowing how shy she is and
how she hates being the center of attention. No doubt it was all
Mia’s idea. That bossy sister of mine has a lot to answer
for.  No matter, I will be making the winning bet for Ana.
There is no other possible outcome. She will be taking to the dance
floor for the first dance with me – no one else.

Anastasia looks very uncomfortable up
on the stage, and I see her and Mia whispering together, as the
first three women are auctioned off for between four and five
thousand dollars each. The standard, easily reclaimed, IRS tax
deductible amount.

Next up, it’s Anastasia’s
turn. She looks mortified, as if she wishes the ground would open
up and swallow her, as Mia shoos her over to the center of the
stage. It’s really quite funny. Ana participating in an old
fashioned auction, being sold off like a slave, but all above board
because it’s for charity. I fucking
love the idea of her as my slave. My personal sex slave. Yes,
please.

Once I’ve won Ana, I'm going to get
her out of here no matter what, so we can finally get on with
relieving our tension in the time honored fashion of a good, hard
fuck.  It’s what we’re both desperately in need of.

I don't mess about. I hardly wait for
the MC to finish his ridiculous sales pitch before I place my
bid.

“Ten thousand dollars.”
 

I bid twice the amount the
other ladies went for, just to make it clear that no one else need
bother to bid. Ana’s worth every
cent. It’s for charity. And yeah, its tax deductible.

“Fifteen.”

I hear the gasps of shock, as everyone
turns round to see who has dared to bid against me.

When I see the tall guy
arrogantly standing there, with a black face mask similar to mine,
I know who it is straight away.  The good Dr. Flynn
is taking this opportunity to test the extent of my possessive
nature. I hadn’t noticed John before, so I guess he’s been keeping
a low profile to give him the element of surprise. This is what
he’s come up with to try and steal Ana away from me. It seems he’s
decided to risk some of his ill-gotten gains from charging his
exorbitant fees.

I acknowledge him with a
wry smile, and he nods back at me.  Game on. I see by Ana’s face she’s
worried, because she has no idea who he is, but it’s okay. 
John’s not a real threat, this is just a little game between us.
And if Coping Together makes some extra money out of us, so much
the better.  We can both afford it. The MC is thrilled at the
sums of money being bandied about – Anastasia less so. Never mind.
She’ll get over it.

“Twenty.”
I up the stakes. How far are
you prepared to go, John? Shall I call your bluff?

“Twenty
five,” he counters, as I stare at
him. Okay, time to conclude
this business. But I like your style, John. Very
amusing.

“One
hundred thousand dollars.” Game over. I win.

There are audible gasps again from the
crowd. This is way beyond the amount that’s normally bid, but I
don’t care. No one, not even John, is going to steal Anastasia away
from me.

John laughs at my over the top bid,
and holds his hands up in defeat, as I smirk at him. He shakes his
head in mock regret, and bows chivalrously as the MC concludes the
sale.

I wonder what his top bid would have
been? Makes no difference.  I was always going to win, as he
well knew, so his money was never at risk in any case. I wonder if
Rhian, his wife, realized that, otherwise she’s probably going to
be pissed with him. But she’s a pretty sharp cookie, so I’m
guessing she figured it out, even if he didn’t fill her in in
advance. 

Now I step forward to help
Anastasia down from the stage, thankful that this time Mia is
safely occupied, because she has to remain on stage until it’s her
turn to be auctioned off. I eagerly lead Ana towards the marquee
exit, having given Taylor a signal. I warned him that at some point
we would to be heading to where I'm taking her now, so that he
could complete a security sweep of the location, although I’m
certain there is no way Leila could possibly know about this place.
 He and Sawyer are discreetly following at a distance,
constantly eyeballing the vicinity around us.

“Who was that?” Ana wants
to know the identity of the mystery man.

I look down at the beautiful woman
I’ve just won at auction. I don't want to waste any time on
explanations right now, because I know she'll have lots of
questions once I tell her who it was. We have a very tight time
frame, and I don't intend to waste a second of it.

“Someone you can meet
later. Right now, I want to show you something. We have about
thirty minutes until the First Dance Auction finishes. Then we have
to be back on the dance floor so that I can enjoy that dance I've
paid for.

“A very expensive dance,”
she mutters disapprovingly.

“I’m sure it will be worth
every single cent,” I smile at her.

I’m leading her back into
the house. I’m taking her somewhere
private, very private. Somewhere I’ve never taken anyone
before.  Another first. 

My old bedroom. It's located up on the
third floor. No one ever comes in here, so it should be perfect.
And it has a lock on the door.

“This was my
room.” 

I open the door and let her
in.

I don't come in here very
often any more. So many memories are invoked. Some good, some not
so good. I’ve never sneaked a girl in here, because I’ve never
brought a girlfriend home before. Somehow I don't think Mom would
object these days, but I’d still rather she didn’t find out.
Hopefully Taylor would head anyone off anyway, as I know he’ll be
lurking somewhere nearby.

All my old posters and pictures are
still up on the walls – Mom hasn’t changed or removed anything,
especially not my prized Guiseppe DeNatale signed poster. He was my
kick boxing hero, and Mom knows how thrilled I was when I got it.
It was my pride and joy for a very long time. It’s nice that she’s
left it there.

She’s always said, no
matter what, this will always be my home and my room if ever I need
it.  So now I'm taking her up on this.  Right now, I need
this room to complete some very urgent
business.

“I’ve never brought a girl
in here,” I admit to Ana.

“Never?”

I shake my head, as I make my way over
to her.

“We don't have long,
Anastasia, and the way I'm feeling right this moment, we won’t need
long. Turn round. Let me get you out of that dress.” I've had a
rock hard erection most of the evening, so now I'm in major need of
some relief.

Then I whisper in her ear.

“Keep the mask
on.” 

It will add another quirky, sexy
element.

She moans in anticipation as I brush
her skin to eagerly undo the zip of her dress, impatient to peel it
off her to reveal what’s underneath again. I’ve been replaying that
picture of Ana in her underwear over and over in my imagination
this evening, and now finally I get to see the real thing again, as
I help her step out of her dress.

I remove my jacket, and then pause to
stare hungrily at the sight before me. Ana in her basque, panties,
stocking and heels. She looks even sexier than I remembered, if
that’s possible. I remove my bow tie.  I have plans for
it.

“You know, Anastasia, I was
so mad when you bought my auction lot. All manner of ideas ran
through my head.  I had to remind myself that punishment is
off the menu. But then you volunteered. Why did you do
that?”

“Volunteer? I don't know.
Frustration… too much alcohol… worthy cause,” she shrugs. As she
looks up, I can see frank, carnal desire. She badly needs me to
ease the ache that is undoubtedly burning within
her. 

“I vowed
to myself I would not spank you, even if you begged
me.” And I meant it, truly I
did.

“Please,” she begs
me.

Christ, she really wants
this. It’s a dream come true, but I don't want it to turn into a
fucking nightmare.  I can't risk losing her. But now I think
she’ll be really upset if I don't spank her before I fuck
her.

“But then
I realized, you’re probably very uncomfortable at the moment, and
it’s not something you’re used to.” Not used to waiting for sexual gratification are you,
baby?

“Yes,” she
breathes.

“So,
there might be a certain… latitude. If I do this, you must promise
me one thing.” Can’t deny I’m
always going to be eager to spank her fantastic sexy ass. Even
so...

“Anything.”

“You will safe word if you
need to, and I will just make love to you, okay?”

“Yes.”

She’s panting with need by now. She’s
desperate to feel the smack of my palm on her delectably soft
bottom.

But am I taking advantage of her? Am I
contriving things just so I get to spank her again? Or is this a
mutually beneficial, consensual agreement between two like-minded
adults?

Fuck it.
She’s begging me to spank her, for
Christ’s sake, what more do I want? And I will stop if she says so,
immediately. But otherwise, I'm just going to fucking well enjoy it
and stop over-thinking things.

I lead her over to the bed, throw back
the duvet and sit down. I grab a pillow and place it on the bed. As
Ana stands next to me, I tug her hand, so that she falls across my
lap. I adjust her, so that her body is resting on the bed, her
chest on the pillow, with her face turned to one side. I gently
sweep her hair out of the way, and then run my fingers through the
feathers on her mask. Another first.  I’ve never fucked anyone
while we were both wearing masks before.

“Put your hands behind your
back.”

I use my bow tie to
tightly bind her wrists.  I know she likes being tied up, so
this will make it even better for both of us.

“You
really want this, Anastasia?” Final check.

“Yes,” she
whispers.

“Why?” I’m still trying to
figure her out, to understand her.

I use my palm to caress her silky
panties that still cover her gorgeous soft cheeks, to warm and
prepare her skin before I start her spanking. She whimpers at my
touch, because it heightens her senses and her anticipation of what
is to come. She is already highly aroused from the silver balls, so
I'm sure this is going to be amazing for her, but I must remain
fully in control of myself and not zone out, just in case it all
becomes too much for her. But I think she can handle it, because
this is the first time she has really wanted it as much as
me.

“Do I need a reason?” she
moans.

“No,
baby, you don’t. I'm just trying to understand
you.”  But enough
talking. We don't have much time. 

Ana still has the Louboutins on, and
from this angle the sky high heels make her legs look incredibly
long and sexy in the stockings. I love the soft, pale, band of skin
that is revealed just above the lacy stocking
tops. 

I hold her securely in
place as I give her the first good hard spank just above the
junction of her thighs. The slapping sound as my palm makes contact
is fantastic. She moans loudly, but with pure erotic pleasure. So I
repeat the action in exactly the same place, for maximum effect.
She groans even louder this time. She is loving this, and so am
I. We are so fucking perfect
together.

“Two. We’ll go with
twelve.” She can handle this. She needs this. I’m not risking
eighteen though.

In between each smack, I caress her
sweet cheeks.  The next time, I hit her slightly to one side,
and then to the other. Now she’s nicely warmed up, I peel her
panties off.

I keep up the rhythm as I smack her
hard, with a closed palm. This is a punishment spanking, so it
needs to be this harsh. And it feels so fucking good. I love
spanking her beautiful ass like this, seeing it turn the most
wonderful shade of pink.

And I know she finally
understands the pleasure and the release the pain I'm inflicting
gives her. She is really enjoying this and I'm thrilled about that.
There is real hope for us.  This proves that we can find a way
forward. We are so fucking amazing
together.

“Twelve.”
When I complete the final spank, I caress her bottom again, and
then as she remains prostrate over my lap, I slowly sink two
fingers inside her, circle them round and then round again. That’s
all it takes for her to explode into an immediate and very intense
orgasm. I feel her muscles inside convulsing, wave after wave,
clenching and tightening around my fingers as she moans loudly and
writhes in pleasure. I like feeling her like this, but my cock
is desperate to be in her
now.

“That’s right, baby”, I
murmur, as I untie her wrists, while she lies on my lap, panting
and recovering. “I’ve not finished with you yet,
Anastasia.”

 I ease her knees onto
the floor so she’s leaning over the bed. I kneel behind her and
undo the zip on my pants so my cock can spring free. I get the
condom packet out of my pocket, rip it open and quickly sheath
up.

“Open your legs,” I growl
at her.  I need to bury myself deep in her. As she moves her
legs apart, I caress her glowing, spanked bottom, and then I ease
into her. She feels so fucking good. After all the delays, this is
exactly what I need.  Her warm, wet walls surrounding and
gripping my length, feeling like a long, sweet, special kiss from
her.

“This is going to be quick,
baby,” I warn, as I grab her hips in preparation. I ease out and
then continue, slamming back into her hard, again and again, driven
by my raging need to fill her with every last bit of my aching,
desperate cock. Ana cries out, but it’s because she wants more from
me, as she pushes back to meet each thrust, to drive me into her
deeper still.

This is just too good, too crazily
good, and it’s all going to be over very soon if she doesn’t stop
grinding herself against me in that intensely hot way.

“Ana, no,” I warn her, but
she just can't help herself. She’s too wound up after the silver
balls and then the spanking. I’ve well and truly let the genie out
of the bottle - she’s way too needy to be able to control her
strong urges, so I give up trying to resist her.

“Ana, shit,” I cry out as I
let go and explode into her, which makes her come again. We ride it
out together, wave after wave, until eventually our orgasms subside
and we start coming back down to earth.

She’s shattered and wrung out. She
just lies there as I withdraw from her, and gently kiss her
shoulder. I put my arms around her and rest my head against her
back, just above the top of her basque. 

Gradually our breathing calms, and I
move. We have to get back.

“I believe you owe me a
dance, Miss Steele,” I murmur, as I kiss her back.

“Hmm,” she says sleepily.
But there’s no time for a post coital nap, as I ease her back onto
my lap from the edge of the bed.

“We don't have long. Come
on,” I urge, as I help her to stand up.

She grumbles, but starts
to get herself together, as she scoops up her panties from the
floor. Those, and her dress, are all that she has to put back
on. Great easy fuck dress. I like
it. Once I’ve used the bathroom to clean
myself up, I put my bow tie back on. Ties of all sorts have proved
very useful of late, as excellent improvised bondage
devices.

I see Ana looking with
interest at my pin board, as she slips her dress back on. 
God, I look so young in the photos on there, and very much the
sullen, moody, difficult teenager. 

That was pre Elena. She set me on
a much more even keel, and for that I’ll always be grateful to her.
I suppose that’s why she still feels protective towards me, why she
still feels the need to take control and sort out my life for me.
Well, not any more. She needs to realize that, and hopefully she
has after our last conversation.

“Who’s this?” Ana asks, as
she stares at a small picture tucked in the corner of the pin
board.

Shit. That photo. The only one I ever had of the crack whore, the
only link to her.  I guess that’s why I can't bring myself to
throw it away, although I didn’t take it with me when I moved out.
It’s like a moment in time, just stuck there – not going forward,
not going back. It just gets left where it is and ignored, so I
don't have to deal with it.

“No one of consequence,” I
mutter. I really don't want to talk about the photo and spoil our
evening.

“Shall I zip you up?” I
offer, as I slip on my jacket.

“Please. Then why is she on
your pin board?”

“An oversight on my part.
How’s my tie?” I smile at her, as I hold up my chin, so Ana can
sort it out for me. I could easily manage it myself, but I like
having her fuss over me.  And it will hopefully distract her
from asking more questions.

“Now it’s perfect.” Ana
says, as she gives it a final adjustment.

“Like you,” I murmur. I
can’t resist catching hold of her to kiss her. She’s irresistible.
“Feeling better?”

“Much, thank you, Mr.
Grey.”

“The pleasure was all mine,
Miss Steele.”

 


~~~

 


We dance the first dance together as
the band play ‘I’ve got you under my skin’. Very
appropriate.

As Ana relaxes and lets me lead her
around the dance floor, we can't seem to stop smiling and grinning
at each other, because we’re having so much fun. I like to dance –
well, I like to dance with Ana, because I like having her in my
arms.

We laugh and joke as the easy
banter flows between us, and it’s as if we’re in our own
private world where no one else exists. That is, until the
song finishes and our bubble is burst, as we’re
interrupted.

“May I cut in?”

So Flynn's not given up. He still
wants to steal Ana away from me for the second dance, even if he
didn’t manage it for the first.  He’s a persistent bastard,
I’ll give him that. Behind Ana’s back, I see Taylor looking at me
in askance, but I shake my head to let him know this is fine, no
intervention required. He hasn't recognized John from behind,
but there's no threat here.  Friend not foe.

“Be my guest. Anastasia,
this is John Flynn. John, Anastasia.”

I see the look of surprise
on her face as she works out that it was the good Dr. Flynn who was
my rival for her at the auction. 

I leave them to it, and step back to
watch them dance together. I wonder what he’s going to say to her.
 He can’t say too much can he, because of professional
confidentiality?

I wonder if he’ll manage to pick up on
Ana’s insecurities and low self-esteem in the few minutes they’ll
spend together – probably not.   But in any case, he is
one of the very few men that I'm not jealous about her dancing with
- well not much anyway.

John’s different. He’s almost like
family I guess.  I trust him with my most terrible inner
secrets, so I figure I can trust him with my girlfriend for one
dance. And he’s very happily married with two young kids, not that
that stops some sleazeballs. But John’s one of the good guys.
That’s why he gets invited to things like this benefit at my
parents’ house. He’s one of my inner sanctum of trusted
acquaintances.

Initially, Ana looks rather shy as she
dances with John, but he chats away to put her at ease – that’s his
job after all. Soon, they’re laughing and joking together – I hope
it’s not at my expense, although I suspect it probably
is.

When the music finishes, I’m
immediately there to reclaim my date.

“It’s been a pleasure to
meet you, Anastasia.” John smiles warmly at her. Looks like her shy
charm has worked its usual magic and won him over. Then he
disappears back into the crowd, and I pull her into my arms for the
next dance. John and I will be speaking later at some point, and
then no doubt he’ll give me the benefit of his opinion on
Ana.

“He’s much younger than I
expected,” she murmurs. “And terribly indiscreet.”

“Indiscreet?” I don't like
the sound of this.

“Oh yes, he told me
everything,” she says.

What the fuck? Perhaps he felt obliged
to warn her about my deepest, darkest shit, perhaps he felt it was
his duty to protect such a sweet young woman from a perverted
individual like me.

“Well, in that case, I’ll
get your purse.  I'm sure you want nothing more to do with
me,” I say quietly. Shit, I didn’t see this coming.

“He didn’t tell me
anything!” Ana has come to an abrupt halt, and there's a note of
panic in her voice. So I think she was just teasing me. Thank
Christ for that. I pull her back into my arms.

“Then let’s enjoy this
dance.” I smile happily down at her, as I spin her round the dance
floor. We dance for two more numbers, just having a good time
together.

I’ve always  spent
events like this talking business with like-minded entrepreneurs,
then taking my leave as early as I can get away with, before going
back and working on into the early hours - unless I had a
submissive lined up to relieve my tension. I can’t say that
I’ve ever spent any of these social evenings just
relaxing and enjoying myself.  But tonight, that’s exactly
what I’m doing, because I'm with Anastasia. I'm
having fun,
because of her, and I can't imagine not having her by my side in
future. Now, it would seem so deathly dull without her.

Anastasia tells me she needs the
restroom.

“I won’t be long,” she
assures me.

I glance over at Taylor. He and Sawyer
follow her at a discreet distance, their eyes constantly scanning
and assessing, as she makes her way out.

I head over to get a fresh drink, and
then have a word with a couple of business
acquaintances.

Then I'm interrupted by Ryan, one of
the new security team.

“If I might have a quiet
word, sir?” he raises his eyebrows, and nods his head towards an
empty corner. He’s discreet, I’ll give him that.

“What’s up? Is there a
problem?”

“Nothing to worry about,
sir, but Taylor has asked me to inform you of a…situation that’s
developing regarding Miss Steele, which he thinks you should be
made aware of.”

“What kind of a
situation?”

“Miss
Steele has been approached by a Mrs. Lincoln. Taylor felt you
should be apprised of this meeting.” Ryan’s face is impassive, but
he's aware that this is not going to be welcome
news. Shit.

“What the
fuck is Elena doing here? Where are they?” Shit.
Shit Shit.

“He reports that they are
sat together at the dinner table in the marquee, where Miss Steele
had apparently returned to collect her purse.”

Perhaps this isn’t as bad as I feared,
if the two women are sitting down and quietly talking together.
Perhaps Ana has realized that Elena is not the terrible specter she
always makes her out to be. I can but hope, but in any case I need
to check this out for myself at once. There may be some damage
limitation required.

I arrive just in time to
see Ana marching towards the exit of the tent. She
looks furious, livid in fact. Shit. Shit. Shit.

I look over and see Elena
still sitting at the table, and I think I catch an almost smug
expression on her face before she notices
me.  What’s that all
about? She raises her hand in
greeting and beckons me over, just as Ana sweeps past me. I ignore
Elena to follow after Ana. Taylor and Sawyer have now magically
melted into the background. They know the shit has already hit the
fan, so it’s a waste of time trying to duck.

“Ana,” I call out. “What’s
wrong?”

She stops and turns round. I study her
face to try and work out what exactly has gone on.

“Why
don't you ask your ex?” she hisses at me. The vehemence in her tone
leaves me in little doubt that the exchange between her and Elena
did not go well. I think it’s fair to say these two ladies are
never going to be BFFs. Would’ve made my life much easier if they had.

“I’m asking you.”
Whatever’s happened, I expect her to be civil to me and answer my
question.  I've told her before; I can't change my past. Elena
and I go back a long way. But what on earth has she said that has
upset Ana so much?

We glare at each other, and I can see
Ana battling to control her temper. That’s a feeling I know very
well. Finally I see her take a deep, calming breath before she
speaks. 

“She’s threatening to come
after me if I hurt you again – probably with a whip,” she snaps at
me.

So Elena’s just doing her
overprotective thing. That’s not so bad - unnecessary of course,
but that’s just her way I guess, after all these years of looking
out for me. And the idea of her coming after Ana with a whip is
really quite funny.

“Surely
the irony of that isn’t lost on
you?” Come on, baby, where’s
your sense of humor?

“This
isn’t funny, Christian!” She’s
experiencing a humor by pass apparently.

“No, you’re right. 
I’ll talk to her.”  I try my best to stifle my
amusement.

“You will
do no such thing.” Excuse me?
Are you forbidding me to see her?

Anastasia stands there
with her arms folded, looking like thunder. She is
still seriously pissed
off.

“Look, I know you’re tied
up with her financially, forgive the pun, but….” Then she’s lost
for words and gives up. “I need the restroom.”

She glares at me, and I
sigh. What am I supposed to do
here?

“Please don't be mad. I
didn’t know she was here. She said she wasn’t coming.” I try to
calm her down – she really is acting very childishly.
Unquestionably, Elena brings out the worst in her.

 I
run my finger along her soft bottom lip that is stubbornly pouting
as I talk. “Don't let Elena ruin our evening, please, Anastasia.
She’s really old news.” We
were having such fun, weren’t we?

I gently kiss her to try and win her
round. She sighs in resignation, as she regards me with those
beautiful eyes from behind her mask. I think maybe we’re over the
worst now.

“I’ll accompany you to the
powder room so you don't get interrupted again.” I think that’s the
best option, under the circumstances.  

We don't speak as I lead her across
the lawn to the temporary restrooms, but I think she’s calming
down. Feisty little Miss Steele has quite a temper. Appearances can
be deceptive. It’s all part of the intriguing package I
guess.

“I’ll wait here for you,
baby.”

As she disappears, I
retrieve my cell from my pocket, and wander a little distance away
so I won’t be overheard. Taylor and Sawyer have the restroom exit
covered from where they are standing.

“What the fuck are you
playing at, Elena?” I cut to the chase.

“There’s no need to be like
that with me, Christian. I was only trying to get to know your new
girlfriend. Offer her some friendly advice, that kind of thing. But
Anastasia bit my head off. She was really quite rude to me in
fact.”

“She said you threatened to
come after her if she hurt me again.”

“I just thought she should
be aware of how affected you were last week, when she broke things
off with you. I wouldn’t want her to think she can keep doing that
to you, toying with your feelings, not when you’re so emotionally
vulnerable. Believe me, Christian, I know how fickle and
thoughtless these immature young girls can be. So I thought
Anastasia should know that I won’t just stand back and watch you go
through that again.”

“Ana knows what I went
through last week.  And it wasn’t just me. She went through
hell too.”

“If you say so,
Christian.”

“I do, Elena. And I don't
need you to fight my battles. I told you – Ana and I will work
things out together, in our own way.”

“I know that’s what you
said, and I know I said I wouldn’t interfere…”

“Why did you change your
mind? I thought we’d agreed.”

“I’m just trying to help,
because I have a lot more experience in these matters than you. And
because I know you better than anyone else, I thought Anastasia
might actually be grateful for some help from me, but instead she
just threw my offer back in my face.”

“Well, leave her
alone.”

“I just want to make sure
you're going to be happy, but if that’s really what you think is
best…”

“This is the first regular
relationship I've ever had, and I don't want you jeopardizing it
through some misguided concern for me. Leave. Her. Alone. I mean
it, Elena.”

“You can't possibly think
I’d do anything that might spoil this new romance of yours,
Christian?”

“No, of course
not.”

“I sincerely hope you think
more of me than that, after all we’ve been through
together.” 

Now it’s Elena who sounds pissed with
me, but I can't worry about that, because Ana has returned and is
watching me like a hawk.

“I have to go. Goodnight.”
I finish the call before Elena has a chance to respond.

“How’s the old
news?”

“Cranky. Do you want to
dance some more? Or would you like to go?” I check my watch. “The
fireworks start in five minutes.”

Anything, let’s do
anything rather than argue about Elena again. Please.

“I love
fireworks.”

“We’ll stay and watch them
then. Don't let her come between us, please.” I put my arms around
her and pull her close to me.

“She cares about you,” she
mutters.

“Yes, and I her… as a
friend.”

“I think it’s more than
friendship to her.”

“Anastasia, Elena and I…
it’s complicated.  We have a shared history. But it is just
that, history. As I've said to you time and again, she’s just a
good friend. That’s all. Please forget about her.”

I kiss her hair and fervently hope
this will be an end to it. What more can I say, what more can I
do?

Ana finally says no more on the
subject, and so we wander back to the dance floor, hand in hand,
where the band is still playing.

I see my dad making his way over to
us.

“Anastasia. I wondered if
you’d do me the honor of the next dance.”

As she shyly agrees, I let her go, and
Dad takes her out onto the dance floor. She looks a little nervous
as they start to dance, when the band strikes up with ‘Come Fly
with Me.’

I take the opportunity to speak to
Taylor.

“Miss Steele wants to watch
the fireworks display, so we’ll be staying for it.”

A pained look passes over Taylor’s
face.

“Are you sure that’s wise,
sir?”

“I really think you’re
being overcautious in your risk assessment regarding Miss William's
intentions. But in any case, I'm going to be shielding Miss Steele
the whole time, and there are four of you to monitor the
crowd.”

“As you wish, sir. But can
I request that the team is allowed to move in closer? And please,
let me decide when the most opportune moment presents itself for
you both to exit the crowd, so that I can ensure the team is best
placed to provide the most effective coverage for you
both.”

“Agreed,” I sigh
reluctantly. It’s nearly the end of the evening.  So far, I
don't think Ana has been aware of the extent of the security
presence; the team has done well. I must let them do their job for
this final part of the evening.

Taylor heads off to organize his
team.

I hear the music coming to an end, so
I wander over to collect Ana from Dad.

“That’s enough dancing with
old men,” I tell her.

“Less of the ‘old,’
son.  I've been known to have my moments,” he protests, as he
winks fondly at Ana and wanders off.

“I think my dad likes you,”
I mutter. I wonder what they talked about?

“What's not to like?” she
teases, as she looks up at me through her lashes.

“Good point well made, Miss
Steele. Dance with me,” I whisper as the band strikes up ‘It Had to
Be You.’

“With pleasure, Mr. Grey,”
she smiles back at me, as we sweep across the dance floor
again.

~~~

 


At least everyone has taken their
masks off now to watch the fireworks, so that makes things slightly
easier for Taylor and his team.

Ana seems to shiver when she notices
Taylor. I’m guessing he’s an unwelcome reminder about the whole
Leila situation, so I pull her closer to me, as I stand behind her
and put both my arms around her shoulders. Effectively I’m her
human shield now.

As the firework display starts, I
watch Ana’s delighted face, and I’m glad we stayed, because she
smiles and grins in childish delight at each new volley.  I
can’t remember the last time I actually bothered to stay and watch
the fireworks, but now I’m enjoying them too.

“Oh, Christian… that was
wonderful,” she beams at me when they finally finish, and I bend
down to kiss her. I love seeing her happy like this, but I can tell
she is very tired now.

“Time to go.”

But Taylor signals that he wants us to
hold back. Something has made him uneasy.  Crowds like this
make him very nervous. He wants to make sure the security detail
have everything covered before we make our move.

“Stay with me a moment.
Taylor wants us to wait while the crowd disperses. I think that
firework display probably aged him a hundred years.”

“Doesn’t he like
fireworks?” she asks innocently.

I’m glad Ana’s such an innocent. I'm
glad she doesn’t realize Taylor was worried Leila might try to
shoot her under cover of the fireworks, although personally I think
he’s overreacting to the perceived threat. I know he’s just doing
his job, but I'm pretty sure Leila wouldn’t hurt anyone. But I
decide to change the subject before that inquiring mind of Ana’s
figures any of this out.

“So, Aspen.”  I bring
the subject to up to distract her, and thankfully it works, as she
suddenly realizes that she hasn’t paid for her bid.

 


~~~

 


We finally manage to make
our escape, after saying all our goodbyes to my family. Anastasia
seems rather bemused and taken aback by their very affectionate
farewells – at least she is spared my grandparents over exuberance,
as they have already left.

And when I see how friendly Mia is
towards Ana, even suggesting they hit the mall together next week,
which is the ultimate accolade from her, I almost forgive her for
constantly thwarting our plans this evening, especially when she
accepts without too much protest that we are not staying for the
music session with the DJ.

“I like seeing you this
happy,” Mia tells me, as she kisses my cheek. My sister is such a
sweet girl. And hell, I like me this happy too.

“What did you mean about a
big day tomorrow?” Ana asks, as we make our way back to the
car.

“Dr. Greene is coming to
sort you out. Plus, I have a surprise for you.”

I’m hoping her curiosity
about the surprise will deflect any upset about me arranging the
doctor, without running it by her first. Well I did kind of mention it before, and she didn’t object.
That’s good enough, isn’t it? 

“Dr.
Greene!” She stops in her tracks. Shit, she’s going to kick off.

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“Because I hate condoms.”
 

Only for Anastasia would I have
persevered with them this long.  A good fuck is so much better
without a condom, any guy will tell you that. Unless he suffers
from premature ejaculation, and needs that barrier to slow him
down. But I don't. That’s not a problem I’ve had since I was an
over keen fifteen year old. So why carry on using condoms, when
there are other much better options? But does Ana’s inexperience
mean that she doesn’t understand any of this? Does she think I'm
just being a selfish, priapic bastard?

“It’s my body,” she
insists, annoyance clouding her pretty face.

“It’s mine, too,” I
whisper. 

Because I know her body better than
she does. Ana shouldn’t forget that before she met me, she was a
virgin, who didn't even know how to pleasure herself. It’s only
thanks to me that she’s now experienced so many fantastic orgasms.
All her pleasure belongs to me. Every single orgasm she’s ever had
is down to me. Thanks to my skills, she’s been introduced to a
whole new world of immense sexual pleasure.  So hell yeah, I
think it’s fair to say that her body is mine.

She gazes up at me, and then reaches
up to slowly pull my bow tie undone.  I try not to flinch, but
it’s hard. I’m still not used to being touched like this. Then she
undoes the top button of my shirt.

“You look hot like this,”
she whispers.

I think she is trying to
tell me that if her body is mine, then by the same token, my body
is hers, which means I have to allow her to touch me.  It’s a
fair exchange, I guess, and I really am doing my best to let her,
now she has the lipstick boundaries to guide her. 

“I need to get you home.
Come.” She can gladly have my body all to herself, as soon as we
get back.

As we get in the car, I see Taylor
looking immensely relieved. We have made it safely through the
evening, and are now in the bullet proof safety zone of the Audi
SUV, where he no doubt feels much happier and in
control.

Then Sawyer hands me an envelope, as
he mutters a few discreet words. Apparently, one of the waitresses
handed it to him to pass on. It’s addressed to Anastasia, so I give
it to her. I’m sitting right next to her in the back of the car, so
I’ll get to see what it’s about when she opens it.

“It’s
addressed to you. One of the staff gave it to Sawyer. No doubt from
yet another ensnared heart.” Some other fucker better not be sending her love
letters.

Ana opens it straight away, and her
eyes widen as she reads it.

“You told her?”

“Told who,
what?”

“That I call her Mrs.
Robinson,” she snaps.

“It’s from Elena? This is
ridiculous. I’ll deal with her tomorrow. Or Monday.”

What the fuck does Elena think she’s
doing? What is her problem? What on earth does she possibly think
she can achieve with all this meddling? Her intentions might be
well meaning, and she might think she's helping, but actually all
she's doing is making problems between Ana and me.

I've no idea what she's put in
her note, but I could not have made my wishes any clearer when I
told her to leave Ana alone and stop interfering just a few short
minutes ago, and now she goes and does this? She's completely
overstepping the mark. 

I’m seriously pissed with her now, and
I don't even want to talk to her. She can just go to hell, because
I'm fed up with her meddling. The last thing I want is for her to
spoil the surprise I've got planned for tomorrow. I’m really
looking forward to it, and I can't wait to see Ana's reaction. So
Elena can just fuck off and leave us alone. She really has gone too
far this time.

Ana seems somewhat mollified by my
reaction to the letter, and stuffs it in her purse. As she does so,
she retrieves the silver balls and hands them back to
me.

“Until next time,” she
whispers, with a sexy little smile.

I smile back and gently
squeeze her hand. Those silver balls have certainly proved to be a
very potent device and must be used with great care in future. I
want her needy for me, not for them, so I shall be
keeping them strictly under my control. I will decide when she can
use them, at a time that I deem appropriate –  when I want her
hot for me to fuck her. I love the idea of her having to quietly at
a function, all the while having those silver balls arousing her,
until she’s begging me to take her anywhere of my choosing. My
imagination is conjuring up some pretty wild scenarios for us. All
the more reason to get her contraception sorted – condoms are such
a fucking hindrance to being spontaneous and
adventurous.

It’s hard to believe what a highly
sexual creature the recently virginal little Miss Steele has turned
into, in such a short time. She was just waiting for me to unlock
her sensuality. I trust her implicitly, but the undoubted sexuality
she is now unconsciously radiating, is making her irresistible to
virtually every male she comes into contact with. But she’s still
unaware of the effect she has, so I shall have to be extra vigilant
on her behalf.  I'm really glad she staying with me at Escala.
Very glad indeed.

 


~~~

 


Anastasia’s so tired that she falls
asleep in the car on the way back. I love watching her sleep. She
looks so young and sweet and carefree.

All too soon we’re back, and I have to
wake her.

“Do I need to carry you
in?” I ask, but she shakes her head, as she yawns and rouses
herself.

In the elevator, she's so tired, she’s
virtually sleeping standing up as she leans on me, and can do
little more than nod to answer me when I talk to her.

“Come, I’ll put you to
bed,” I lead her by the hand as we exit the elevator, but we are
abruptly stopped in our tracks.

Sawyer holds up his hand to halt us in
the foyer, as he listens to something coming through on his
earpiece.

“Will do, T,” he replies
into his hand piece. 

“Mr. Grey, the tires on Ms.
Steele’s Audi have been slashed and paint thrown all over
it.”

WHAT THE FUCK?


Chapter 37 – Catch Me If
You Can

 


“Taylor is concerned that
the perp may have entered the apartment and may still be there. He
wants to make sure.”

“I see. What’s Taylor’s
plan?”

By the perp, he means Leila. She might
be unbalanced at the moment, but she’s still very clever and
conniving. No doubt she’d found out about the Coping Together fund
raiser through the publicity, or maybe she even remembered about it
as it’s an annual event, always held on the second weekend of June.
I think I vaguely remember her suggesting she’d love to go to it
when she was my sub, but I never took her. She was my submissive,
not my girlfriend. It wasn't part of our
contract.

In any case, she’d have known we would
most likely be out all evening, thereby giving her plenty of time
to carry out her plan. Hell, she probably watched us leave from
somewhere nearby, in which case she’d have seen Anastasia with me,
and she’d also have seen Taylor escorting us.  So she’d have
known she had the perfect opportunity to carry out her act of
vandalism, with no one at the apartment monitoring the security
CCTV of the garage. The fact that she brought paint with her to
throw over the car proves it wasn't a spur of the moment, impulsive
act, but a carefully planned, premeditated attack.

Because the basement garage at Escala
is not for our exclusive use, Taylor has previously highlighted
this as a potential security weakness. He would much prefer that
our vehicles were locked away in our own secure garage, not
accessible to any unauthorized personnel. However, up till now this
had not been considered a major issue, because the security threat
was assessed as very low, and key pad access to the car park was
considered a sufficient security measure.

 As Sawyer
replies, his voice is calm, but I know he’s instantly gone from
Code Orange to full blown Code Red.

“He’s coming up in the
service elevator with Ryan and Reynolds. They’ll do a sweep, then
give us the all clear. I’m to wait with you, sir.” 

“Thank you,
Sawyer.”

It seems every time I think things are
going well for us, more fucking shit turns up to complicate things.
While I wrap Anastasia in my arms to try and reassure her, I
quickly try to get my head around all this, to think it through,
unconsciously burying my nose in her hair as I do. She smells
divine, of course.

“This day just gets better
and better,” I sigh, thinking how Elena’s misguided meddling had
really riled Ana, after we’d had such a great evening. Still,
despite Mia’s interference, we managed to get it on together to
have a great spank and fuck session, after sneaking off to my old
bedroom like a pair of naughty teenagers. It was another fun first,
and I'm not going to forget that in a hurry. Ana begging me to
spank her, and then loving every fucking second of
it. Bring it on.

But right now, I have to focus,
because I know the security detail are all armed. And I know that
they’re all undoubtedly going to be twitchy, very twitchy, in a
shoot first and ask questions later kind of way, and that’s my
concern. This is why I’m not a believer in carrying guns, because a
situation like this can so easily escalate out of control, in a
completely unwarranted way.

I just need to get to Leila first,
because I'm sure if I could talk to her, command her, she would
obey me.  Taylor doesn't understand the dynamics of
a D/s relationship, so he’s being over cautious in his threat
assessment of her.

I don't think Leila means me any harm;
in her confused state, it’s Anastasia she’s jealous of. She’s
assuming that Ana is my latest submissive, so she knew the Audi A3
would be her car, because that’s what she and all my other
submissives had. That’s why she targeted that car and none of the
others.  This proves that Ana is the one that needs the team’s
protection, not me.  She must be the focus of their attention,
not me.

And in any case, I really don't see
how Leila could possibly get into the apartment, not after Taylor
has meticulously checked and rechecked every last little detail, as
well as changing all the number combinations for the key
pads.  Fuck it, as long as Ana is safely protected and out of
harm’s way, I think it’s going to be best if I handle this
situation my way.

“Listen, I can't stand here
and wait. Sawyer, take care of Miss Steele. Don't let her in until
you have the all clear. I am sure Taylor is overreacting. She can't
get into the apartment.”

“No, Christian – you have
to stay with me.” 

Anastasia panics, as she clings to me.
See, this is exactly what I didn't want – Ana alarmed and
scared by their overreaction, especially as I’m virtually certain
Leila won’t even be in the apartment.

“Do as you’re told,
Anastasia. Wait here,” I tell her firmly, and right now I expect
her to obey me without question. This isn't the time for
defiance. She has to let me deal with the situation and just keep
safely out of the way.

I can see that Sawyer is torn. I’m
going directly against Taylor’s orders, and he doesn't like it one
bit. Tough shit. I’m the Principal; he and Taylor are in my employ
and they do as I say.  I know Leila and they don't, so I’m
calling the shots.

“Sawyer?” 

I look him straight in the eye when he
doesn't move out of my way to let me into the apartment. What’s he
going to do – try and restrain me, for fuck’s sake?

Reluctantly, Sawyer opens the foyer
door to let me into the apartment, and I cautiously make my way
in.

 


~~~

 


Almost immediately, I’m joined by
Taylor and the other two guys as they make their way in from the
service elevator.

“Sir, I gave clear
instructions that you were to wait with Sawyer, and it
was not a suggestion,” he virtually snarls at me. “You’re
putting yourself at unnecessary risk. Please Mr. Grey, go back and
wait in the foyer and let us get on with our job.”

“I know the perp. You
don’t. She’ll listen to me. That’s if she’s even in here, which I
very much doubt,” I calmly insist.

Taylor just glares at me, before he
resigns himself to the fact that I’m not leaving, and there is
nothing to be gained by standing around arguing with me. If looks
could kill, I’d already be a dead man. However, I’m not risking
them having an unnecessary shoot out, while I'm hiding behind some
security guy, not when I'm sure I could safely defuse the situation
with a few simple words.

Taylor closely escorts me the whole
time we search the apartment and I can tell he’s still furious, but
I don't give a shit. For now, we concentrate on the task in hand,
as we work our way through the apartment, room by room.  My
playroom is locked as usual, but Taylor and I still go and check
inside, while Ryan and Reynolds check the spare
bedrooms.

As we work our way through the
apartment, a couple of things strike me as slightly unusual. The
spare set of the internal apartment keys are hanging on the second
hook in the cabinet in the utility room, rather than the first as
they normally are. Strange, but probably Gail just put them on that
hook instead of the usual one, before she left for the
weekend.

Also, in my study the top drawer of my
filing cabinet is slightly open, although I would normally close it
properly. But I think I'm probably only noticing these small
details because of my heightened awareness.

Just as I expected, there is no sign
of Leila, but Taylor still wants to check all the closets and
cupboards, so I decide to leave them to it. Remembering how worried
Anastasia looked as I left her with Sawyer, I need to get back to
reassure her.

As I open the door to the foyer, I’m
greeted by the sight of Sawyer pointing his gun at me. Talk about
overreacting, but I guess at least he’s on the ball in protecting
Anastasia. But I’m still not in favor of guns – it’s just too easy
to overreact and get carried away in the heat of the
moment.

As I frown at him. Sawyer quickly
stows his gun back into his shoulder holster.

“All clear. Taylor is
overreacting,” I inform him, and he steps back to let Ana in, and
then heads off into the apartment.

Ana is just standing there, staring at
me, frozen to the spot in an apparent state of shock. This is all
too much for her to take in, and I bitterly regret that she’s
gotten mixed up in all this. This is why I try so hard to shield
and protect her – she’s been put through a totally unnecessary and
worrying experience.

“It’s alright, baby,” I
tell her, as I wrap her in my arms and kiss her hair. “Come on,
you’re tired. Bed.”

“I was so worried,” she
murmurs into my chest.

“I know. We’re all
jumpy.”

“Honestly, your exes are
proving to be very challenging, Mr. Grey.” 

Ana tries to make light of the
situation.

“Yes. They
are.” 

You’d better hope that
none of the other previous fifteen also decide to make their
presence felt, Grey.

I lead her into the apartment. She was
already very tired, and now with this additional stress, she really
must get some rest – she needs her sleep far more than I
do.

“Taylor and his crew are
checking all the closets and cupboards. I don't think she’s
here.” 

I don't want her to worry about it
anymore now.

“Why would she be
here?”

“Exactly.”

“Could she get
in?”

“I don't see how. But
Taylor is overcautious.”  

Trouble is, we still haven’t figured
how Leila got in before, and that’s what’s making him so nervous.
But I don't point this out to Ana.

“Have you searched your
playroom?” she whispers. Why does she mention that room in
particular? Association with my past history I guess.

“Yes, it’s locked – but
Taylor and I checked.” 

I’d rather it was him checking that
room out with me than the other guys, even if they have all signed
an NDA.

She takes a deep breath in an effort
to calm herself.

“Do you want a drink or
anything?” I offer, recalling that she’s drunk a fair amount of
wine and champagne this evening, and alcohol has a very dehydrating
effect.

“No.” 

I’ll make sure she has a glass of
water by her bed for later though.

“Come. Let me put you to
bed. You look exhausted.” She's about ready to drop.

I take her into my bedroom, and as she
empties her purse, she hands me the note from Elena.

“Here. I don't know if you
want to read this. I want to ignore it”

I take it, thankful that she’s handing
it over to me to handle, because Elena should not be her problem to
deal with.  I'm pissed when I see what she’s
written.

 


I may have misjudged you.
And you have definitely misjudged me. Call me if you need to fill
in any of the blanks – we could have lunch. Christian doesn’t want
me talking to you, but I would be more than happy to help. Don't
get me wrong, I approve, believe me – but so help me, if you hurt
him… He’s been hurt enough. Call me: (206) 279
6261 

Mrs. Robinson

 


For fuck’s sake, what is the woman’s
problem? I’m going to have to spell it out yet again to Elena,
because she just doesn't seem to be getting the message.
How many more times do I have to tell her to butt out? And I sure
as hell don't want Ana knowing about any of the kind of gaps that
Elena could fill in, that’s for sure. What is she alluding to? What
she thinks my caning preferences are? Top ten anal sex tips? No,
there is no ‘help’ I would want Elena contaminating Ana with. That
part of my past is best left exactly there – in the
past.

“I’m not sure what blanks
she can fill in,” I mutter, thankful that Ana obviously has no
intention of taking Elena up on her offer. “I need to talk to
Taylor. Here, let me unzip your dress.”

“Are you going to call the
police about the car?”

Fuck no – are you
mad?

“No. I don't want the
police involved. Leila needs help, not police intervention, and I
don't want them here. We just have to double our efforts to find
her.”

The last thing I need is the police
poking around, demanding answers to all sorts of awkward questions.
We’ll deal with it in-house, in our own way.

“Go to bed,” I
insist.

~~~

 


In the debrief, Taylor has pulled up
the CCTV footage from the garage, and we're all studying it
closely. We see someone of a slight build, dressed all in black,
wearing a hoodie. There isn't a clear picture of their
face, but there’s no doubt in my mind it’s Leila we can see
slashing the tires and pouring white paint all over Ana’s car. Then
we see her making her way towards the elevators, but the camera
angle means we can't be certain if or how she actually managed to
gain access to the apartment that way or not.

But when Taylor checks out
the apartment CCTV for the foyer, there is no
doubt. Shit.
 Leila did manage to get in to the apartment. I was wrong.
Leila was here. Fuck. She’s obviously aware of
the cameras as she keeps her hood up, so there are no clear
pictures of her face.

Taylor is very frustrated and puzzled.
I think he’s taking this security breach as a personal
affront.

“I just can't work out how
the fuck she gained entry. How the fuck has she gotten hold of the
access codes?” he insists.

“I don't fucking care how
she did it, I just want you to make fucking sure she can't do it
again. And are we certain she’s left?” I demand.

“We've swept the whole
apartment, and there’s no sign of her. We've gone through
every closet and cupboard.”

“Could the perp have gained
insider Intel? Befriended someone who has access to the elevators
or the codes? Or could she have shoulder surfed someone? Or
tailgated them? Are the codes written down or recorded anywhere
that she could gain access to, or hack into?” Ryan suggests. His
train of thought gives away his FBI background.

“I don't see how any of
those possibilities could occur, but we’ll go through each one to
eliminate them as possible security lapses,” Taylor
agrees.

“Is she definitely working
alone, or could she have joined forces with someone who has greater
resources, who’s just using her insider knowledge? If the state of
her mind is unbalanced, some other fucker could well be
manipulating her for their own purposes,” Reynolds
suggests. 

It’s not a pleasant thought, but I
can’t deny that I have made some enemies during some of my hostile
take overs and acquisitions. It’s par for the course in my
world.

“I don't believe that’s the
case, but we can't rule it out, I guess,” I reluctantly agree. “Get
Barney on to it. He can investigate the possibility of someone
hacking into our systems, although I really don't think Leila has
that kind of ability. And Barney has all our systems completely
water tight, because he fucking well wrote the original book on how
to hack into systems." 

That's why I employed him, even though
everyone else thought he was just some nerdy little geek. The guy's
a fucking genius with computer systems and he's proved
invaluable. 

"Look, just make fucking sure
we aren't missing something really obvious that’s staring
us right in the face.  That’s twice she’s managed to get in
here, and we still don't have a fucking clue how she’s doing it.
Neither do we have a fucking clue where she is, so get Welch to
check the neighborhood CCTV to see if he can pick her up nearby.
For Christ’s sake, she's just a slip of a girl and yet she’s
running fucking circles round us, making you lot look like fucking
amateurs,” I rant at them. I’m tired and I'm stressed, and I
fucking hate things being out of control like this.

This has really spooked me, so there
is no way I can head off to bed to sleep yet. I’d convinced myself
Taylor was overreacting, but now it turns out he wasn't. 
I'm glad Anastasia is safely out of the way tucked up in bed, so
she doesn't know about any of this, to stress her out
even more than she already was. I can't even begin to contemplate
the thought of any harm coming to her, because of her association
with me.

It’s gone two in the morning, Taylor
and his men have departed to his office and I’m alone in my study
when my cell buzzes. Fuck, it’s Elena. What does she want now,
ringing me at this hour? I was going to deal with her later, but as
she’s rung, I decide to take the call, as I'm just in the mood to
put her straight about a few things.

“I don't know why you’re
calling at this hour.  I have nothing to say to
you.”

“Oh! Christian,
I didn't imagine you’d still be up.  I was going to
leave a message, because I wanted to tell you
something.”

“Well, you can tell me now.
You don't have to leave a message.”

“I needed to explain that I
only wanted to speak to Anastasia to sort out this misunderstanding
between us, that’s all. I thought she might actually appreciate
some help and guidance from me, as I’m your oldest friend. But we
got off on the wrong foot and now she won’t even listen to
me."

“No, you listen.
I asked you, and now I am telling you. Leave her alone.
She’s nothing to do with you. Do you understand?”

“I’m just trying to support
you, Christian, as this is all so new for you. I only have your
best interests at heart.”

“I know you do. But I mean
it, Elena. Leave her the fuck alone. Do I need to put it in
triplicate for you? Are you hearing me?”

“I
think you've made your point, Christian. I get the
message, loud and clear.”

“Good. Good night.” I slam
the phone down on the desk. Hopefully she will now back off and
leave Ana alone.

Then there’s a timid knock at the
door, and my first thought is that it’s one of the security detail
with some more Intel.

“What?” I snarl, wondering
what else can go wrong tonight.

But it’s Anastasia standing in the
doorway, looking startled and scared at my hostile greeting. All
she’s wearing is one of my T-shirts, exposing her long, luscious
legs. She looks so sweet and sexy and lovely.

“You should be in satin or
silk, Anastasia. But even in my T-shirt you look
beautiful.” 

She’d look beautiful wearing a sack.
She has inner beauty as well as outer beauty, and it just shines
through.

“I missed you. Come to
bed,” she whispers, with a little smile of
encouragement.

As I get up and walk over to her, I
can't take my eyes off her. She is so perfect and pure and
innocent. It’s not fair, and it’s not right that she’s been dragged
into coping with all my festering baggage. She deserves so much
better.

“Do you know what you mean
to me? If something happened to you, because of me…”

“Nothing’s going to happen
to me,” she tries to reassure me, as she runs her fingers through
my stubble, which always seems to fascinate her. “Your beard grows
quickly.”

As she touches my face, she reaches to
unbutton my shirt.

“I’m not going to touch
you. I just want to undo your shirt,” she whispers, as she looks me
in the eye, so I know I can trust her. She understands where she
can touch me now, and I know she won’t betray that
trust. Only Ana.

She very slowly unbuttons my shirt,
and then removes it.

“What about my pants, Miss
Steele?” I like this game and where it’s heading.

“In the bedroom. I want you
in your bed.” 

I like Ana seducing me, and my bed
will do just fine for a good hard fuck to relieve my
tension.

“Do you now? Miss Steele,
you are insatiable.” 

I like insatiable. Trust me, I can
handle insatiable. I fucking invented the word.

“I can't think
why.” 

Her voice has become all husky in that
sexy way it does when she wants me, really wants me. All my
tiredness has suddenly vanished, and I'm already up for some
action.

She takes me by the hand and leads me
to my bedroom.

I’m surprised because it seems cold
and draughty in here, and I realize it’s because the balcony door
is open, which is very unusual. It’s not usually necessary, because
the climate control system keeps the apartment at optimum
temperature all year round.

“You opened the balcony
door?” 

Perhaps she just wanted some fresh
air?

“No.”

Then her mouth drops open, and the
blood drains from her face.

“What?” 

Shit, what on earth is the matter with
her – she’s gone as white as a sheet.

“When I woke… there was
someone in here. I thought it was my imagination,” she
whispers.

“What?”  

Fuck. The very thought of what that means chills me to the
bone.

I dash over to the balcony doors and
look out – there’s no one there as far as I can tell. I step back
in and lock the doors. Shutting the stable doors after the horse
has bolted comes to mind. Did the security team check the balcony?
Is Leila playing games and moving round behind our backs? This is
getting beyond creepy. She is one very sick and twisted girl if
she’s playing some sort of warped hide and seek game with
us.

“Are you sure?
Who?” 

Could she just have been dreaming? But
that wouldn't explain the balcony door being open. 
I have to assume there was someone in here.

“A woman, I think. It was
dark. I’d only just woken up.” 

Leila.

“Get dressed.
Now!”

Fuck! Ana is in real danger just by being here in my
apartment.  I have to get her away before something really bad
happens to her, until Taylor gets this situation under
control.

“My clothes are upstairs,”
she whimpers.

I pull open a drawer and grab a pair
of my sweatpants. They’ll be much too big on her, but they’ll have
to do. I'm not letting her go up to her room, not now, not the way
that Leila seems to be able to effortlessly morph from one area to
another.

“Put these on.”
 

I hit the panic button by the bed,
as I grab a T-shirt to pull on.

“She’s still fucking here,”
I bark into the phone.

Within seconds Taylor and Ryan burst
into the room. I fill them in.

“When Miss Steele woke up a
few minutes ago, the intruder was standing at the end of the bed
watching her. By the time she woke properly and got up, they’d
gone, disappeared somewhere, so she thought she’d just imagined it.
But when we came back in here just now, the balcony door was open,
when I know it was definitely closed previously. So I’m guessing
the intruder could be using the balcony area to move from one room
to another, maybe keeping close to the wall to avoid the CCTV
cameras.”

The cameras face towards
the balcony rail rather than the wall of the apartment – that was
how Taylor saw me and became alarmed that time I was out there
contemplating the view. The time he
thought I was about to commit suicide. The time Ana left me, and my
world ceased to exist.

It is possible to exit my bedroom and
enter the main living area through another set of balcony doors, if
they are unlocked – or you have a key. So now I'm wondering - could
Leila have had her own set of keys cut when she was staying here,
and they’re what she’s using now? On her current form,
I wouldn't put it past her, and those
locks weren't changed each time a sub left. Security
has to be appropriate to the perceived risks,
and there was no reason to suppose it would be
necessary. 

“How long ago?” Taylor
demands, as he stares at Ana.

“About ten minutes,” she
whispers guiltily. 

She shouldn't feel bad, none
of this is her fault, but it is so fucking frustrating that
we didn't get hold of Leila when she was actually here in
the room, and I know this must be what Taylor is thinking
too.

“She knows the apartment
like the back of her hand. I'm taking Anastasia away now. She’s
hiding here somewhere. Find her. When is Gail back?”

“Tomorrow evening,
sir.”

“She’s not to return until
this place is secure. Understand?” 

I’m not having Gail put at risk in any
way whatsoever, and I know there will be no argument from Taylor
regarding this.

“Yes, sir. Will you be
going to Bellevue?”

“I’m not leading this
problem to my parents. Book me somewhere.” 

They don't need to know about all this
shit. Besides, it could lead to some very awkward
questions.

“Yes. I’ll call
you.”

“Aren't we all overreacting
slightly?” Ana quietly asks.

“She may have a gun,” I
snap.

“Christian, she was
standing at the end of the bed. She could have shot me then, if
that’s what she wanted to do,” Ana calmly points out, and I
suddenly work out - when she said she was worried earlier,
it wasn't herself she was worried about – it was
me. Why does
she place so little value on herself?

A horrendous image flashes through my
mind of what could have happened. Ana lying lifeless on the bed,
blood soaking the white sheets from a bullet through her heart. I
swallow hard and shake my head to rid myself of that nightmare
picture. She’s right; Leila could easily have shot her, and it’s my
responsibility to ensure she doesn't get another opportunity. I
can't let that happen, and I’ll do whatever it takes to protect
her. If anything happened to her on my account, then my life would
truly not be worth living any more.

“I’m not prepared to take
the risk. Taylor, Anastasia needs shoes.”

Taylor disappears, and while Ryan
watches over Ana, I quickly get changed in the closet,
grabbing a denim jacket on the way out to keep her warm when we
leave.

“Come.” I take her hand to
lead her out. I just want her out of here, out of danger, as
quickly as possible.

“I can’t believe she could
hide somewhere in here,” Ana mutters.

“It’s a big place. You
haven’t seen it all yet.”

Leila always loved this apartment; she
loved wandering round all the rooms, even though
she wasn't supposed to. She’d have moved in like a shot
if I’d given her the slightest encouragement.

So she’s most likely worked out all
the best secret hiding places, which these new security guys won’t
have a clue about. And she’s such a petite woman, that she could
probably squeeze herself into any number of tiny spaces.

“Why don't you just call
her… tell her you want to talk to her?” Ana suggests.

“Anastasia, she’s unstable,
and she may be armed,” I point out. 

You can't deal with someone like that
over the phone. We need to find her in person, so she can get the
help she needs.

“So we just
run?”

“For now – yes.”

“Supposing she tries to
shoot Taylor?”

There she goes again, worrying far
more about other people than herself.

“Taylor knows and
understands guns. He’ll be quicker with a gun than she
is.” 

I’m really hoping
it doesn't come to that though. I don't
want anyone getting shot.

“Ray was in the army. He’s
taught me to shoot.” Ana calmly states.

Fuck
me! Annie Get Your
Gun? No way!

“You, with a
gun?”

“Yes. I can shoot, Mr.
Grey, so you’d better beware. It’s not just crazy ex-subs you need
to worry about.” 

“I’ll bear that in mind,
Miss Steele.” 

This girl never ceases to amaze me.
She’s proud of the fact that she knows how to use a gun, but I just
can't picture it somehow. I knew Ray was ex forces, even before I
read his background check. You can just tell somehow; there’s
something about the way these guys hold themselves, their posture -
ex forces men don’t slouch.

Taylor meets us in the foyer with a
suitcase for Ana and her black converse. Ana seems touched that
he’s packed her things for her, but it’s no big deal; he’s just
doing his job. She smiles sweetly at him, and then takes Taylor –
and me – by surprise when she gives him a big hug. Typical Ana,
she’s worried about Taylor.

I don’t like this PDA of hers with one
of my staff, but now is not the time to kick off about
that.

“Be careful,” she tells
him.

“Yes, Miss Steele,” Taylor
mutters back, looking rather pink and flustered, as he clears his
throat and adjusts his tie. Yeah,
well make the most of that Jason, because it won’t be happening
again.

“Let me know where I'm
going.”

I just want to get moving – get Ana
out of here, out of danger.

“You might want to use this
when you get there.” 

Taylor hands me his corporate credit
card that he uses for all his GEH expenses.

“Good thinking.”

Until we figure out how Leila is
getting her Intel, it’s best we keep a low profile. We’ll book
ourselves in under his name.

Ryan comes back in to rejoin
us.

“Sawyer and Reynolds found
nothing,” he reports to Taylor.

“Accompany Mr. Grey and
Miss Steele to the garage,” Taylor orders him.

Down in the basement garage, we see
the full extent of Leila's vindictiveness. The brand new red Audi
A3 is a complete mess – every tire slashed, white paint splattered
everywhere. It’s a chilling reminder of the undoubted strength of
her emotion in her unbalanced state of mind. It begs the question:
if she’s capable of this, what else is she capable of? I feel Ana
shivering as she looks at it, so we don't linger.  

I quickly get her into the R8 and then
stow our baggage in the trunk. Usually I fucking love driving this
car just for fun, but tonight I've selected it for more
practical reasons. With its acceleration, speed, and great
handling, the R8 would be the hardest for anyone to pursue, so it’s
the logical choice, and I'm thankful Taylor insisted I complete the
evasive driving techniques training he arranged. Always be prepared
for the unexpected, he says.

“A replacement will arrive
on Monday,” I say to try and cheer Ana up, although I know
she isn't in any way materialistic, so she won’t be
pining for the car itself.

The Audi dealer is used to routinely
supplying these cars. He’ll easily summon up a replacement,
although he may be surprised this one hasn't lasted more
than a couple of weeks. Taylor will see to it that the wrecked car
is removed and dealt with as soon as possible, before it starts to
draw unwelcome attention.

“How could she have known
it was my car?” Ana queries.

It’s obvious to me, but not to her. I
reluctantly spell out to her why Leila had no problem working out
which was her car.

“She had an Audi A3. I buy
one for all my submissives – it’s one of the safest cars in its
class.” 

“So, not so much a
graduation present, then.”

Ana’s remembering how I insisted at
the time that’s what it was, to get her to accept it. It was just a
little white lie, so she’d have a safe, reliable car. That’s not
such a crime, is it?

“Anastasia, despite what I
hoped, you have never been my submissive, so technically
it is a
graduation present.” 

I never got my way, did I? She never
officially signed up, and now we’re way beyond all that.

“Are you still hoping?” she
whispers. 

There it is again. The self-doubt that
always seems to surface when she feels unsure about my feelings and
intentions. But as I drive off, and before I can answer her, we’re
interrupted by the in-car phone buzzing. It’s Taylor.

“Fairmont Olympic. In my
name.”

“Thank you, Taylor. And,
Taylor, be careful.”

“Yes, sir.”

He’s probably relieved to have us
safely out of his hair, so he can get on with his job. He
understands my concern and worry about Anastasia, because he
undoubtedly has the same concern about Gail being in the apartment,
when he can't guarantee that Leila won’t be able to get in again.
 But whatever happens, I really hope he doesn't have cause to
use his gun.

So we head off to the The Fairmont
Olympic. Away from all the shit, all the chaos, hopefully to a safe
haven where we can escape our problems for the night.

But as I drive away at speed in the
early hours of the morning, I know I won’t be escaping from the
questions that Ana will inevitably have for me. But all in good
time. First we just have to get to our destination
safely.


Chapter 38 - The
Revelation




The burning warmth of the Armagnac
certainly hits the spot. It’s just what we both need to help us
unwind after the last few hours.

For now, we’re Mr. and Mrs.
Taylor, safe and secure in the Cascade Suite at The Fairmont
Olympic. Anastasia as my wife. That’s
an intriguing thought. Mr. and Mrs. Grey?

I tried my best to answer Ana’s
questions on the drive here. I'm frustrated to learn she’s still
worried that she’s not enough for me. What more can I do to
convince her that she’s everything I need and more? I guess it’s
going to take time. I just hope she doesn't figure out
the true depths of my depravity, because I know she’d run a mile if
she ever did.  So I can’t tell her, because I can't risk going
through last weekend again – ever.

And what is it with my family
gossiping about me? Or being prompted to gossip by Ana, more like,
with that inquisitive mind of hers. Apparently my dad told her
about me not speaking for the first couple of years after they
adopted me. I'm still not what you would describe as verbose, am
I?

And then Mia telling Ana how I used to
get into brawls when I was younger – she paints a great picture of
me. Trouble is, that brawler is still there, just lurking under the
surface, never far away.  That’s why I've always been thankful
that Elena took me in hand when I was that out of control teenager,
and gave me another way to cope and let off steam. 

I can't imagine how I would have
turned out otherwise. I’d  probably have gone the
same way as my birth mother, and overdosed on
crack cocaine.  But now, I have any addictive personality
traits I might have inherited from the crack whore well under
control, thanks to the iron clad self-discipline Elena instilled in
me.

But why is Elena making out I ran to
her for a shoulder to cry on last weekend, when the truth is I only
spoke to her on the phone for a few minutes when she rang me? Flynn
has described her as manipulative, but why would she be – what does
she stand to gain? There’s nothing more than friendship between us,
there hasn't been for years, as I keep trying to explain to
Ana.

So here we are. Anastasia is still by
my side, despite everything.

“You never cease to amaze
me, Anastasia. After a day like today – or yesterday, rather –
you’re not whining or running off into the hills screaming. I am in
awe of you. You’re very strong.”

“You’re a very good reason
to stay. I told you, Christian, I'm not going anywhere, no matter
what you've done. You know how I feel about
you.”

I know she’s told me she
loves me, but I still find that so incredibly hard to believe. Ana
is young and impressionable. She doesn't really know what
she’s talking about. She knows a lot
more about love than you ever will, Grey.

Thankfully, she changes the
subject.

“Where are you going to
hang Jose's portraits of me?”

“That depends.”

“On what?”

“Circumstances. His show’s
not over yet, so I don't have to decide straight away.”

Ana narrows her eyes, as she cocks her
head and looks at me curiously.

“You can look as sternly as
you like, Mrs. Taylor. I’m saying
nothing.” Mrs. Grey would sound
better.

I’m probably going to hang my favorite
portrait– the one of her smiling – in my office, but the others –
well, it all depends. My realtor contacts have heard whispers
of a property overlooking the bay coming up for sale
shortly, and they tell me it’s in a prime location with great
views, although the house itself is run down and old fashioned.
 If it’s as good as they say, I’m thinking I’ll go ahead and
buy it, then probably knock the old place down and have Elliot
build me a modern, environmentally sound place instead. I’m
thinking this place could maybe serve as my weekend residence, and
I’d just live at Escala during the week when I'm working. And I'm
thinking maybe Ana might like to help me choose the style of the
redevelopment. I'm thinking she might like to stay there with me
too. So I'm thinking I could hang José’s pictures in that house.
But at the moment, there’s nothing definite and it could all come
to nothing. So I'm thinking it’s best not to say anything
yet. A whole lot of thinking going on.

But right now, despite it
being the early hours of the morning, Ana’s decided to carry on
where she left off earlier, to resume her seduction of
me. Oh yeah, baby!

“I want to kiss you here,”
she whispers, as she runs her finger across my belly from hip to
hip, once she’s helped me take my top off.

“I’m not stopping you,” I
whisper back. Feel free.

So Anastasia leads me over to sit on
the edge of the four poster bed.  It’s a long time since I let
a woman take the lead. Not since Elena, in fact. Ever since I
worked out my true Dominant nature, I've always taken the
lead and never looked back. Until now.

Up to now, it’s always been me who's
set the sexual agenda between us, but tonight Ana seems more
confident, and I think rather than trying to exert control over me,
she’s trying to show how much she wants me.  It feels very
strange to stand back and just let it happen, but I find I like it.
Especially when Ana confidently strips off, so I can gaze freely on
her gorgeous, naked body. I liked her new pretty lacy underwear,
but I like what’s underneath even better.

“You are Aphrodite,
Anastasia.” 

She has a wonderful body.
She is perfect, just perfect. And she’s mine. I am one very lucky
man.

She comes over to clasp my face in her
hands and kisses me, and I can't hold back any longer. I grab her
hips to pull her onto the bed and pin her under me. I kiss her
deeply as our tongues entwine together, while I greedily explore
her curves with my hands, savoring her soft silky skin as I work my
way up to her breasts.

As I tease her and play
with her nipples, she groans and tilts her pelvis to rub herself
against the erection that is straining in my jeans. I flex my hips
to rub against her harder, the seam of my fly hitting her sensitive
spot, making her groan at the friction.  Shit, this is what
teenagers do when they’re making out isn't it? I guess I
skipped that stage and went straight into full-on BDSM
sex with Elena, but this is kind of fun going back to basics. So we
carry on rubbing against each other, enjoying the build-up of
tension it’s creating.

As we carry on kissing, her hands
wander over me and end up inside my jeans, as she tries to get hold
of my erection.

“You’re going to unman me,
Ana,” I groan, as I kneel up to take my jeans and boxers off,
handing her the condom packet. “You want me, baby, and I sure as
hell want you. You know what to do.”

She confidently unrolls the condom
over my length, as I enjoy her touch on me.  I like confident
Ana. I've taught her well.

So now I tenderly rub noses
with her, as I slowly, really slowly, enter her. No quick, hard
fuck this time. Tonight, everything is the opposite of
how I've always done things. As I slide deep inside, I
can feel her silky walls tightly gripping me, as she stretches to
accommodate my whole length. When you fuck hard and fast, you miss
a lot of these more subtle sensations, so now I want to take my
time, to savor them. I’m not fucking her, I’m making love to her.
Slow, sweet, gentle love. There is no
hurry. Love.

She holds onto my arms and moans –
it’s as good for her as it is for me. She isn't doing
this just to serve my needs. We are equal partners taking our
pleasure together. She tilts her chin up so I can nuzzle her soft
neck, and drink in her unique scent. I slowly ease back, and then
slowly slide in again.  It feels so fucking amazing, so
fucking good. All our cares melt away as we lose ourselves in each
other.

“You make me forget
everything. You are the best therapy,” I whisper.

“Please, Christian –
faster,” she murmurs, as she tilts her hips up to encourage me,
enticingly biting her bottom lip as she does.

“Oh no, baby. I need this
slow.”  

I want to feel every little bit of her
body taking in every last bit of me. I want to enjoy every second
of the pleasure I’m taking in her body, just as I want her to enjoy
every slow stroke that I'm sharing with her.

Now it’s my turn to gently bite that
lower lip of hers, and she moans loudly as I slowly stroke into her
again. She feels so wonderfully tight and yet so velvety soft, like
a purpose made glove fitting snugly around my
cock. 

It’s heaven, paradise, but
it feels so incredibly good that inevitably I can't hold back much
longer; I have to speed up the rhythm, as we start building and
climbing towards our ultimate goal. It doesn't take long
before she screams out, as she falls over the edge to her climax,
and I follow almost immediately as I call out her
name. Ana, always my Ana.

Afterwards, I lie contently
with my head on her soft belly, as she gently toys with my hair.
She seems to like playing with my hair, and I like it too. But only
Ana. I've never let anyone else do that before. It’s a perfect
moment that I wish could last forever. The afterglow of sweet love
making. Love. There’s that word
again.

“I will never get enough of
you. Don't leave me,” I murmur, as I kiss her soft belly.
I wouldn't survive again. I’d be a totally broken
man.

“I’m not going anywhere,
Christian, and I seem to remember that I wanted to kiss your
belly,” she points out sleepily.

“Nothing stopping you now,
baby,” I grin against her sweet skin.

“I don't think I can move
I’m so tired.”

I’m wearing her out. She needs to get
some sleep, so reluctantly I shift to lie next to her and pull the
covers up over us.

“Sleep now, baby,” I
instruct, as I gaze down at her lovely face. Then I kiss her hair
and wrap my arms around her, before I drift off into a sound sleep.
I always do when I sleep with Anastasia, because she is my talisman
against my night terrors.

 


~~~

 


I wake feeling refreshed at around
eight in the morning – very late for me. Anastasia is still fast
asleep, and remembering how she really isn't a morning
person, especially after such a disturbed and late night, I let her
sleep in. I just can't help watching her as she sleeps
though.

She murmurs as I brush a stray lock of
hair away from her face, but I can't make out any words this
time.  I find it totally fascinating that she talks in her
sleep. It’s like having a secret window into the inner workings of
her mind, as she unconsciously lets unguarded thoughts slip
out.

I could watch her all day, but there
are things I need to get sorted, and it’s fortuitous she sleeps
while I do so.  There will be fewer awkward questions this
way.

Leaving her in the bedroom, I find my
cell and call Taylor.

“Any update re the
intruder?”

“We've swept the whole
apartment again. No further sightings,” he reports.

“Any clue at all as to how
she got in yet?” 

This is the key to preventing another
intrusion. I won’t rest easy until we figure out how she’s got
in.

“We've got a couple of
lines of inquiry to follow up. I’ll keep you informed of
any developments, sir.”

“Make sure you do. Have you
confirmed all today’s arrangements with Mac? ”

“Yes, sir, and we’ll do a
final sweep of the boat late morning, before your scheduled arrival
with Miss Steele. I’ll keep you under advisement of any issues
which would necessitate a change of plans, should they
arise.”

“Fuck, surely there’s no
way she’ll have got herself stowed on the boat, for Christ’s
sake.”

“Until the perp is tracked
down, we have to work on the assumption that all locations could be
penetrated.”

“Yeah, I
know.” 

I'm not risking taking Ana on my boat
unless I'm sure it’s clean, so I’ll wait to get the all clear from
Taylor first.

“Miss Steele has an
appointment scheduled for this morning with Dr. Greene. Can you
make contact to advise her to come here to The Fairmont Olympic,
rather than Escala? It shouldn't make any difference to
her.”  

“Of course,
sir.”

He can have the pleasure of handling
Dr. Greene's pissy attitude. If she wasn't without
question the best female Ob/Gyn in Seattle,
I wouldn't deal with the woman. No doubt she’ll stick an
extra charge on her bill for a late consult amendment. Whatever. At
least her favorite charity does well out of all this, with my hefty
bribery donation.

“And another thing, Taylor.
I want you to arrange for Miss Steele’s belongings to be moved into
my bedroom. I think it will be safer if she shares with me from now
on. Her clothes are to be placed in the left hand side of the
closet, and her personal items are to be placed on the left hand
night stand.”

“Very good,
sir.”

I don't see the point of Ana staying
with me and then being so far away sleeping upstairs in a separate
room. As I told Taylor, she will be more secure with me, should the
unthinkable happen and Leila gets in again. But in any case, I want
her with me, in my bed. I want to go to sleep next to her and to
wake up next to her. I want to be able to wrap my arms around her
and drink in her scent. I want to know she is safe at all
times.

“I’ll decide later if we’re
coming back to Escala tonight, depending on how things pan out
today. Same applies with Gail. She’s only to return if we are
certain there is no risk whatsoever.”

“Of course, sir. I’ll keep
you posted.”

I terminate the call, then check in on
Ana again. She’s still sleeping, layng on her front now, her face
squished on the pillow. So sweet. I gently kiss her cheek. I’m
letting her sleep for as long as possible, but I’ll have to wake
her soon, so she’ll have time to eat some breakfast before Dr.
Greene arrives.

But for now, I retrieve my MacBook Air
from my messenger bag. I have some research to do. I need to decide
which would be the most suitable replacement car for Ana, excluding
an Audi.  I've decided I don't want her to have the same car
as I gave to all fifteen of my previous submissives. I’m worried
that every time she saw the A3, she’d be reminded of the vandalized
one we saw last night, as we hastily left the garage at Escala. I
wish she hadn't seen it, as it was a pretty shocking
sight, but it couldn't be helped. In any case, Ana is
very different to all the others, so she should have a different
car, a fresh start. Maybe the Audi was a status symbol – the symbol
of a submissive. Ana is my girlfriend – there’s a huge
difference.

I research Volvo, BMW and Saab,
because these manufacturers produce the safest cars. I decide I
like the look of the Saab 9-3, and as there is a dealership nearby,
we can call in there on our way out later on. It’ll be good to get
this sorted sooner rather than later, and will maybe help take
Ana’s mind off Leila’s spiteful handiwork.

After I've quickly run
through my other emails and sent off a few responses to the more
urgent ones, I put my MacBook away. The rest can wait. Being able
to efficiently prioritize is something I learnt very early on in my
business career, to ensure optimum use of my time.

I decide I can't wait any longer to
order our breakfast – Dr. Greene will be here in just over half an
hour.  I've still got lipstick on my torso and I need to
shower, but I want to shower with Ana, so that will have to wait
until later.

I return to the bedroom. Ana is still
sleeping on her front, but facing the other way now, so the other
side of her face is getting squished. I press the button for the
drapes to open, and light comes flooding into the room. She finally
begins to stir, confused and sleepy, as she opens her beautiful big
blue eyes and blinks.

“Hi,” I murmur quietly, as
I kiss her good morning. She looks adorable, all mussed up and
sleepy. Totally irresistible.

“Hi. How long have you been
watching me?” She yawns and stretches prettily.

“I could watch you sleep
for hours, Anastasia. But I've only been here about five
minutes. This
time. Dr. Greene will be here
shortly.”

“Oh.”

I can see she’s less than thrilled
about this, but we can't avoid the issue any longer. We need to get
some reliable contraception sorted out. I fucking hate condoms,
same as any man. If there was an injection or pill that I could
take, I would, but there isn't.  The best forms of
contraception are for women – fact. At least I've tried
to make things as easy as possible for her, with the doctor making
a house call to carry out this consultation.

“Did you sleep well?
Certainly seemed like it to me, with all that snoring,” I
tease.

“I do not snore!” She pouts
prettily at me.

“No, you
don't.” You just talk instead. Shame
you weren't more talkative last night. I think maybe you
mumbled my name, but that’s all. You were too tired, exhausted in
fact.

“Did you
shower?”

“No. Waiting for you.” I
like showering together. It’s one of my favorite things to do with
her. Not the favorite thing, obviously.

“Oh… okay.”

“What time is
it?”

“Ten fifteen.
I didn't have the heart to wake you earlier.”

“You told me
you didn't have a heart at all.”

Perfectly true and
perfectly correct. I don’t have a proper heart, not a pure one like
hers anyway. Mine is full of blackness and darkness. But let’s not
dwell on that.

“Breakfast is here –
pancakes and bacon for you. Come, get up, I'm getting lonely out
here.”

I give her a nice sharp smack on her
ass to encourage her to get up before I leave. I don't want her
going back to sleep. But of course I enjoy smacking her
anyway.

Eventually she joins me for breakfast,
looking sweet in a big fluffy bath
robe. I've already finished my food, and am now
reading the papers while I drink my coffee.

“Eat up. You’re going to
need your strength today.” Busy day
planned.

“And why is that?  Are
you going to lock me in the bedroom?” Tempting, very tempting.

“Appealing as that idea is,
I thought we’d go out today. Get some fresh air.” 

I've been planning this ever
since Ana agreed to give me a second chance. Another experience we
can share, that I can introduce her too. I hope she’s going to like
sailing - I really think she will, remembering how much she enjoyed
going up in the glider. Hell, that was fun.

“Is it safe?” She teases
me.

“Where we’re going it is.
And it’s not a joking matter.”

 After last night,
does she really think I’d risk going anywhere unless I was sure?
She must realize that I take her safety very seriously indeed. It’s
my number one priority.

She eats her breakfast in a rather
moody silence. She is most definitely not a morning person. Then
there is a knock at the door.

“That’ll be the good
doctor.”  

I get up to let her in, as Ana frowns
at me. But she’s perfectly polite to Dr. Greene, and the two women
disappear off into the bedroom, closing the door firmly behind
them.

~~~

 


“Everything okay?” I ask,
as the doctor leaves.

Anastasia just nods. She’s very pale,
and looks as if she’s just had some bad news, or a shock of some
sort.

“Anastasia, what is it?
What did Dr. Greene say?”

She just shakes her head and avoids my
eye.

“You’re good to go in seven
days,” she mutters.

“Seven days?”

“Yes.”

“Ana, what's
wrong?”

“It’s nothing to worry
about. Please, Christian, just leave it.”

So that means
there is something to worry about. Why isn't she
telling me?  She can't even look at me, and I don't like this
at all. What on earth has the doctor found? I have to
know.

I grab her chin to force her to look
at me.  I can see panic in her eyes. What the fuck has alarmed
her like this?

“Tell me,” I insist, trying
to command her.

“There’s nothing to tell.
I’d like to get dressed.” She pulls her chin back and walks away
from me.

I want to force her to tell me, but
frustratingly I know I can't. But I need to know. She can't keep a
secret like this from me, not if it’s something the doctor has
discovered concerning her health. I briefly consider ringing the
doctor and asking her, but I know she’ll refuse to tell me, quoting
patient confidentiality. And I know Dr. Greene well enough to be
certain she wouldn't budge on that, whatever bribe I might offer to
donate to charity. Frustratingly, I guess I just have to wait for
Ana to tell me.

“Let’s shower,” I suggest.
Maybe it’ll help her to relax and unwind.
Then maybe she’ll tell me what the problem is.

“Of course,” she mutters,
her mind clearly still distracted. Shit, it must be bad. So why
can't she talk to me?

“Come.”  

I lead her to the bathroom and set the
shower going, before I quickly strip off, and then turn to undo her
robe.

What’s going through my head is that I
know the doctor would have given Ana a medical examination before
going ahead to give her the contraceptive shot. So what might she
have discovered that has Ana so worried? She’s only a young woman,
but could she have found a lump somewhere, that she’s worried could
be cancerous? Something wrong with her blood pressure, or her heart
maybe? Or has something unusual turned up when she checked her
urine sample? Kidney problems, or diabetes perhaps? Whatever it is,
I want her to get checked out immediately, and I’ll arrange for her
to see the very best doctor in whatever specialty it is. But I
can't do anything until she tells me what’s wrong.

“I don't know what’s upset
you, or if you’re just bad tempered through lack of sleep, but I
want you to tell me. My imagination is running away with me, and I
don't like it.”

She rolls her eyes at me, and I glare
back at her. This is not the time for her to act like a
discourteous teenager. She seems to come to a decision, as she
takes a deep breath.

“Dr. Greene scolded me
about missing the pill. She said I could be pregnant.”

“What?”

Fuck! No way! Surely not? I did not
see this coming. I didn't think we’d taken any risks, but
of course she should have completed the packet of pills. Why did I
not realize this sooner? I've always been so meticulously
careful. But pregnant – she can't be, surely? How could I have let
this happen?

“But I'm not. She did a
test. It was a shock, that’s all. I can't believe I was that
stupid.” Incredibly stupid,
actually.

Holy mother of God, thank
Christ for that. She’s not pregnant. Huge sigh of relief.

“You’re sure you’re
not?”

“Yes.”

“Good. Yes, I can see that
news like that would be very upsetting.” 

I've always believed there is no
excuse for an unplanned pregnancy. That only happens to other
people, careless people. I'm not careless. But the trouble is, it’s
not up to me to remember to keep taking the contraceptive pill.
Perhaps I should have reminded her after we broke up, but it was
the last thing on my mind, and anyway, Ana had broken off all
communication with me.

Ana frowns at me.

“I was more worried about
your reaction.”

What does she mean? Surely she’s just
as horrified as I am at the thought of getting pregnant?

“My reaction? Well,
naturally I’m relieved… it would be the height of carelessness and
bad manners to knock you up.”

“Then maybe we should
abstain,” she snaps irritably.

Shit. Where is all this coming from?
You’d think she’d be happy and relieved to have found out
she wasn't pregnant. She is acting so crabby – I guess
she’s still tired.  I have to remember that she needs much
more sleep than I do.

“You are in a bad temper
this morning.”

“It was just a shock,
that’s all,” she repeats petulantly, still very out of
sorts.

So how do I handle this? It’s all such
unknown territory for me, and I guess for her too. She’s never been
in a relationship either.  This is a classic case of the blind
leading the blind. I take hold of the lapels of her robe to pull
her up against me, as I gently kiss her hair.

“Ana, I'm not used to this.
My natural inclination is to beat it out of you, but I seriously
doubt you want that,” I confess.

“No, I don't. This
helps.”

She hugs me tighter, and she’s
right.  Being close together like this does feel good, so we
stand for ages just hugging each other. Me naked, her in her robe.
I'm relieved she’s finally told me what was wrong, and I'm glad
she hasn't pushed me away. She just wants me to hold her.
This I can do. She just needs me to comfort her. This I
like.

“Come, let’s shower,” I
eventually suggest. We can't stay like this all day, and I think
we’ll both feel better after a nice, hot, cleansing shower. I also
want to try something with her. 

“Here.  I want you to
wash off the remains of the lipstick,” I say, as I hand her the
body wash. “Don't stray too far from the line, please.”

It needs to be done, and I have to
face my fears.

“Okay.”

She looks at me, as she
realizes the significance of what I'm entrusting her to do. I know
she will be careful but even so, I can’t help tensing up in
anticipation of her touch. She puts some body wash on her hands and
lathers up ready to start. She very gently washes away the lipstick
on my shoulders, then carefully carries on down the side of my
chest, rubbing very gently. I take a deep breath and swallow hard
to keep myself from freaking out. It’s okay, this is Ana's touch. It’s okay, this is Ana's
touch. I keep repeating these words in
my head, as a kind of mantra.

I relax, as she stops for a minute to
lather up more body wash.

“Ready?” she murmurs, as
she prepares to start again. I can hear the tension in her voice.
She’s worried about me, how I'm handling this. Ana understands. My
sweet, sensitive girl comprehends how hard this is for
me.

“Yes,” I reply, determined
to see this through. 

I have to prove to myself, and to her,
that I can do this. I know how important it is to her to be able to
touch me. I have to remember this is just another small step along
the way. Flynn would be proud of me.

But I can't help myself; I freeze
again when she touches the edge of my forbidden zone. As I look at
Ana, I realize her eyes are full of tears - tears of compassion for
me. She can feel my terror, and she wants to try and wash it away
for me, to take my pain away. If only it were that easy. She is so
loving and caring, and I wish I could stop myself from flinching at
her touch, but I can't. I can see how much it affects her, but no
matter how hard I try, the fear is just too
deeply ingrained within me.

The tears are flooding down her cheeks
now.

“No. Please, don't cry.
Please don't cry for me.” 

I can't bear to see her crying,
especially when she’s crying for me. There is no need. It’s okay.
I'm used to being this fucked up.

But her compassion makes her crying
develop into full blown sobs, as she buries her head in my neck. I
think Ana is empathizing with the child I was all those years ago.
The small boy who was so badly abused that now he’s fifty shades of
fucked up, and can't be fixed. The boy whose own birth
mother didn't care enough to even attempt to protect him.
Anastasia cares, but I fear she cares too much.

I wrap her in my arms, and lean down
to tenderly kiss her.

“Don't cry, Ana, please. It
was long ago. I am aching for you to touch me, but I just can't
bear it. It’s too much. Please, please don’t
cry.” If I could do it for anyone, it
would be for you, I promise. Only you.

“I want to touch you, too.
More than you’ll ever know. To see you like this… so hurt and
afraid, Christian… it wounds me deeply.  I love you so
much.”

"I know. I know," I whisper, as I run
my thumb across her soft bottom lip. She is such a pure and honest
creature. She wants to help me, but I'm beyond help. I know she’s
just trying to make me feel better.

“You’re very easy to love.
Don't you see that?”

My own birth mother, the crack
whore, couldn't bring herself to love me, her own flesh and
blood. So I must be completely unlovable. Even though my adoptive
parents have tried their best, it’s proved impossible.

“No, baby, I
don’t.”

“You are. And I do and so
does your family. So do Elena and Leila – they have a strange way
of showing it – but they do. You are worthy.”

“Stop. I can't hear this.
I'm nothing, Anastasia. I'm a husk of a man. I don’t have a
heart.” 

I put my finger over her
mouth to stop the flow of words from her.  She is under some
kind of delusion. It’s just not possible for anyone to truly love
me.  Is it?

“Yes, you do. And I want
it, all of it. You're a good man, Christian, a really good man.
Don’t ever doubt that. Look at what you've done…
what you've achieved. Look what you've done for
me… what you've turned your back on, for me. I know. I
know how you feel about me.”

I look at her in total disbelief. Is
this really how she sees me? Someone who is capable of goodness?
Lord knows I try, but it’s never enough to make up for the
blackness in my soul.

“You love me.”

Her words cut through
me. 

You. Love. Me. 

And somewhere deep down inside me,
very deep down, I feel a spark of warmth as her words resonate in
my very soul. The tiny pure piece left, that hasn't been
trampled on and destroyed. Like a seed waiting to germinate, her
words are the drops of water saving my life in the desert. 
This is my epiphany, my moment of revelation.  If I have the
courage to admit that what she is saying is true, then everything
makes sense and falls into place.

Love is what I have been in total
denial about. The concept of love is what Flynn has been trying to
get me to accept. 

Love is why I completely fell to
pieces when she left me. I can't deny it any longer.  I love
Anastasia with all of my damaged heart, and with all of my
desperately lonely soul.  But maybe she can fix me. Maybe it
is just possible? Her pure love may be the salve that can cure me
and breathe new life into my damaged heart and soul, to make me a
better person. If I’m selfish enough to let her. And of course, I
am a very selfish man.

“Yes, I do.” I whisper
back.

I finally find the courage
to admit it. I love Anastasia. I am truly, madly, deeply in love
with this wonderful woman. Crazy, head over heels in love with her.
It scares me to death, but I can no longer deny it. Nothing can
hurt me any more deeply than when she left me last weekend, so what
have I got to lose by facing up to my feelings? I have to be honest
and not be such a coward. Why did I deny these feelings for so
long? Because you still don’t deserve
her.

Anastasia’s face breaks into a huge,
ecstatic smile as she takes in my words. 

Yes, I
do.  

She looks euphorically happy. She
reaches up to kiss me, and I can feel her pouring herself into her
kiss to show her love. 

She loves me. 

And I love her. 

It all makes perfect sense
now.


Chapter 39 - Sailing
Life's Ocean




Recalling the huge battle
we had about my original gift of the Audi A3 to
Anastasia, this time around I'm pleasantly surprised by
how easily she accepts me buying her a replacement car when we
arrive at the Saab dealership.  Maybe it’s because for some
reason, Anastasia's now in an incredibly good mood, having got over
her earlier grumpiness this morning.

We discuss suitable color
choices for her new car.  Although her car will have one of
our standard tracking devices fitted, I still want her car to be
easily visible at night, so I don't want her to have a black car
like mine. Black suits your soul, but
not hers, Grey. Red was a suitable sexy
color for a submissive's car, but again, now I think about it, it's
not the right choice for Ana. She brings light into my life, so
silver or white seems appropriate. We settle on silver, certainly
not the disgusting canary yellow she flippantly
suggests.

 Then for some reason,
she suddenly seems to feel guilty over getting excited about a new
car, and mumbles that she liked the Audi and would be happy to have
another one of those. 

Troy Turniansky,
the smarmy Saab salesman, is clearly
horrified at the thought of losing his commission on the sale
of a brand new, top of the range 9-3 2.0T Sport
Sedan. 

"Perhaps you'd like
the convertible, ma'am?" Troy eagerly suggests, trying
his best to win Ana back to the idea of a Saab, rather than the
Audi. Guess you've got to give the guy points for
effort.

"Convertible?" I turn to
Ana to see her reaction.

I'm pleasantly surprised to
see that Ana actually looks pretty excited at the thought of
a convertible - she’s never had one before. So finally, she
starts taking some interest and pleasure in the fact that I can
easily get her a great car.  She can certainly have whatever
she wants, but first I need some reassurance.

"What are the safety stats
on the convertible?"

"Well, sir, as I'm sure
you are already aware, safety has
always been a core Saab value. The 9-3 scores at the highest
possible level in all relevant categories of the IIHS Frontal
Offset Crash Test.  Rollover protection is assured,
thanks to pop up roll bars, and the reinforced windshield surround
is massively strong, ensuring that it's every bit as safe as the
9-3 saloon. It has twin front and side airbags,
and comes with Saab Active Head Restraints to reduce whiplash
in the event of a collision. It also comes complete with a
comprehensive immobilizer, and alarm system boasting motion and
tilt sensors."

Once the salesman has provided me with
all the detailed safety stats, I'm satisfied that driving a
convertible would not put Ana at any increased risk, so I'm
more than happy to indulge her.  As Troy heads off to check
availability on his computer, I turn to look at
Ana. 

She's grinning broadly at
me, and that gorgeous smile of hers is lighting up her face.
Somehow I know this is not just about getting her a new
car. You admitted you loved her. Now
she’s happy. Delusional, but happy.

"Whatever high you're on, I'd like
some, Miss Steele," I grin back at her.

"I'm high on you, Mr.
Grey," she whispers back.  Love
is the drug.

"Really? Well, you certainly look
intoxicated. And thank you for accepting the car. That was easier
than last time."

"Well, it's not an Audi
A3."

"That's not the car for
you."  You deserve something much
more unique, because you are unique.

"I liked
it." You could have fooled me, the
fuss you made over accepting it in the beginning.

"Sir, the 9-3? I located one at our
Beverly Hills dealership. We can have it here for you in a couple
of days," the salesman proudly announces. 

"Excellent."

Taylor's Platinum Amex card he
gave me to use at the hotel last night is not intended for this
kind of purchase. It’s just for his normal day to day expenses, so
I hand the salesman my black Centurion Amex card, which
he practically drools over.

Transaction completed, we head off
towards the Marina and my boat.

 


~~~

 


We stop to have lunch on the way, and
I'm pleased to see Ana enjoys the seafood chowder I recommend,
along with the Adnams Explorer beer I suggest we have with it.
Elliot introduced me to this light beer, which has a refreshing
tang.  For some reason, it’s hard to track down in
Seattle, so I always order it whenever I come to SP’s
place.

As we eat and drink, I
question Ana about her mom and stepdad, and she fills in some of
the gaps about her upbringing in Montesano, Texas and Vegas. Sounds
like she had a pretty unsettled childhood, with only Ray providing
some much needed stability for her, although I think she probably
looked after him, as much as he looked after her. Maybe that’s what
kept her busy, why she's very self sufficient, and why she never
seemed to bother about having a boyfriend. I think Ray wouldn’t
have encouraged any boyfriends, as he seems the protective kind of
father. I’m glad about that – really glad. I don’t think I could
handle her having any significant exes. In truth, I don’t think I
could handle any type of ex, because I fucking love that I am her
first boyfriend, her first lover, the only one who has ever had the
pleasure of possessing her. The only
man ever to have fucked her, which makes her totally
mine.

She still won't be drawn about her
mom's third husband, this Steve Morton guy. She just says things
didn't work out between him and her mom. I've discussed my worries
about this with Flynn, and he's advised me to let her tell me in
her own good time about any issues concerning him. He says
it wouldn't be a good idea for me to push her, not if she
doesn't respond to some gentle questioning. I hate not knowing
about this, but I don't want to spoil the good mood between
us. 

I’m really looking forward to this
afternoon, because I love sailing just as much as I love gliding.
They both give me a real sense of freedom, a space where I can
leave everything behind, and just enjoy the sensation of being
alive. The wide open sky, or the wide open ocean, they are both
places where I feel that I can actually breathe properly, as if all
the bad shit in my life has been left behind for a short while.
It's why I have a seascape picture hanging in my bedroom, to remind
me of that feeling.

Ana seemed to get the same feeling
when I took her soaring. I think she got the same buzz, the same
high as me. I guess that's why she gave me the model glider kit as
a thank you present. The model that I spent hours making after she
left me, that now has pride of place on my desk in my office
at Grey House. I can be deeply immersed in the finer details
of a complicated deal I'm working on, but one glance at that little
model instantly takes me back to that great day with her in
Georgia, and I find myself smiling and thankful that she has given
me this second chance.

So I really want Anastasia to
experience sailing with me too, because I'm sure she'll get the
same thrill again. I can't wait to watch her face. I love that she
loves doing the same things that I do. I love that she is brave
and adventurous, and always willing to try out new
experiences. Making her happy makes me happy. 

Because I love
her. 

It's still very strange and
kind of freaky for me to roll those words around in my head, but I
also feel as if a huge weight has been lifted from my
shoulders too. Everything has fallen into place. We still have some
problems and issues to work through, but now I dare to start
thinking in terms of us sharing a future together. There are
endless possibilities. There is hope and light in my life. A
reason to go forward. Anastasia is my whole reason for living. It's
scary but great, all at the same time.

After lunch, we walk along the marina
until we reach our destination.

"I thought we'd go sailing this
afternoon. This is my boat."

"Wow..."

Anastasia is suitably impressed as we
stand in front of my catamaran.

"Built by my company. She's been
designed from the ground up by the very best naval
architects in the world and constructed here in Seattle at my yard.
She has hybrid electric drives, asymmetric dagger boards, a
square-topped mainsail..." I start to explain.

"Okay... you've lost me,
Christian."

I'm very proud of my
fantastic boat and I guess I tend to get a bit carried away about
her, just as I do about my helicopter. Boys with toys.

"What's her name?"

I show Ana the name on the
side of my boat. ‘The Grace.’

"You named her after your
mom?"

"Yes. Why do you find that
strange?"

Ana shrugs at me.

"I adore my mom, Anastasia. Why
wouldn't I name a boat after her?"

"No, it's not that ... it's
just..."

"Anastasia, Grace Trevelyan saved my
life. I owe her everything."

My mom seemed to me to be
some sort of a special angel, when the
police brought me into the Michigan Children's
Hospital after the crack whore died. She was dressed all in clean,
pure white, and she was so kind and gentle and patient with me. I
was terrified, because I didn't understand what was happening, but
when she spoke to me in her soft, calm voice, somehow I just knew
that I could trust her right from the very beginning. And that
instinct proved to be right. She is the most wonderful mother
someone like me could ever hope for, even if I don't deserve her.
So naturally I named my pride and joy, my boat, ‘The
Grace’, after her.

We get on board, and
I introduce Ana to Mac. 

"Anastasia, this is Liam McConnell.
Liam, this is my girlfriend, Anastasia Steele."

Ana blushes sweetly. She
needs to get over her shyness, and get used to
being introduced as my
girlfriend. Because I love
her. 

What Mac doesn’t know about
boats isn’t worth knowing. He comes from a long line of
shipbuilders in his native Belfast in Northern Ireland - Harland
and Wolff was where the Titanic was built - so I think ships and
the sea are in his blood. Like all of my staff, he is excellent at
his job - I only employ the very best.

He’s also a really easy
guy to work alongside, probably because he loves sailing as much as
I do. Hopefully, if Ana takes to sailing, I’ll be making more use
of his services. Much as I love my boat, I haven’t been using it as
often as I would like, up to now. But with Anastasia by my side to
share the fun, I’m thinking we’ll make it a regular fixture, so
I’ll look into getting her enrolled on a sailing course. I’m
assuming she can swim, but I’ll also make sure that’s taken care of
if she can’t. 
I give Ana a quick tour,
including the master cabin. I have plans for later in there. I've
never brought anyone, apart from my family, on my boat. I've
certainly never fucked anyone at sea, so I'm planning on another
great first for us. But that will have wait.

Before we set sail, I make sure Ana
puts her life-jacket on. Safety first,
always.

"You love strapping me in, don't you?"
Ana smiles knowingly at me, as I tighten the straps for
her.

"In any form." 

"You are a
pervert." Can’t deny it.

"I
know." Doesn't seem to worry her any
more though.

"My pervert," she
whispers.

"Yes, yours.
Always." Because I love
you. "Come."

We go up and join Mac in the
cockpit.

"Is this where you learned all your
rope tricks?" she asks, as she notices Mac sorting out some
ropes.

"Clove hitches have come in handy.
Miss Steele, you sound curious. I like you curious, baby. I’d be
more than happy to demonstrate what I can do with a
rope.”

When we were discussing getting back
together after the break up, Ana agreed she likes kinky fuckery.
Since then, I’ve been trying to work out in my mind just what
constitutes kinky fuckery, what exactly the boundaries
are.

I think Ana’s definition of what is
not acceptable to her all centers around the infliction of pain,
and yet she begged me to spank her yesterday. She is sending out
conflicting messages, which I'm finding confusing. I guess a lot of
that is down to her lack of experience and unfounded fears. We can
work this out between us, I'm sure we can. We have to.

I know at some stage in the future, I
would love to experiment with Ana and rope bondage, and I really
think she would enjoy it too. I’m interested in the Japanese art of
Kinbaku, which is a type of bondage with very intricate knots,
where the rope and the woman become a piece of very erotic
art. 

I'd love to see her
suspended as well, even though Ana originally put it down as a
hard limit.  But I'm not ruling it out as a future
possibility.  I'm confident Ana could really get into
bondage, especially if I sell it to her as a no pain,
controlled pleasure option. Fuck,
yeah!

This is an area that I'm
really looking forward to exploring with her.  When the time
is right, I think we could both get off on this; it would be great
kink that we could share for our mutual
pleasure. Alternatively, I could get us a sex swing, which
might seem less intimidating to her, while basically achieving a
similar effect. 

But much as I enjoy planning out these
things, I’m very well aware that this is all still a very long way
in the future. I’m determined not to rush things, not to get
carried away or take any risks again. I’m certainly not prepared to
take her back into my playroom yet. I’m just really happy being
with her any way I can.

 


~~~

 


Ana loves sailing, just as
I knew she would. I involve her as much as I can so she isn’t just
a bored bystander, and she doesn’t fail. As always, she rises to
the challenge. She steers the boat when I hand control over to her,
so Mac and I can unfurl the sails.  She looks worried at
first, but she can't really do much wrong – I wouldn’t have let her
do it otherwise.  But she doesn’t panic; she does as
instructed to keep the boat on course, and then cuts the engine
when I signal. We make a great team.

When the sails are up and
The Grace is soaring toward the Olympic Peninsula, Ana looks
totally exhilarated. I stand behind her as she steers the boat, and
I can feel the excitement bouncing off her. She gets it,
she totally gets it.

“Christian! This is
fantastic,” she shouts at me, as she beams with delight. “It’s
amazing.”

I can’t ever remember enjoying a
sailing trip as much as I do today. Ana’s enthusiasm is infectious.
The views have never seemed so impressive, the sea has never seemed
so expansive. The freedom, the sense of leaving all our problems
behind is completely invigorating, and just what we both need after
recent events.

Ana looks so beautiful as
she relaxes and enjoys herself. Her hair is windswept, she has
color in her cheeks, and she can’t seem to stop smiling. This
afternoon, once more, she’s the gorgeous, carefree girl that José
captured in his portraits. I love seeing her like this, and it
makes me determined to take Ana sailing and soaring as often as we
can fit them in.

~~~

 


Mac is the sole of discretion. He
doesn’t bat an eye lid when I send him ashore in the inflatable on
a pointless errand, as soon as we anchor in a small cove off
Bainbridge Island, telling him to take his time. I’m sure he’s
worked it out. I’ve brought my beautiful girlfriend on board. There
is a cabin with a large bed that’s just begging to be christened.
 Now we’re safely anchored, he understands that his presence
is no longer required, so he quickly makes himself
scarce.

So as soon as he leaves, I don’t
hesitate – I take Ana’s hand and lead her straight to the master
cabin.

I impatiently peel off her lifejacket
– she won’t need it for what I have in mind for the next hour or
so.

Ana already has that sexy look in her
eyes, the look that tells me she wants me.

“I want to see you,” I
whisper as I kiss her soft mouth. “Strip for me.”

I fucking loved the striptease she did
for me last night. It was so erotic, knowing she actually wanted me
looking at her, instead of being uncomfortable and shy as she’s
been up to now. It turned her on and it sure as hell turned me on,
and I’ve been thinking about a repeat performance all
morning.

Ana is happy to comply, as she slowly
undoes the buttons of her blue blouse, and immediately I have a
rock hard erection straining at the fly of my pants.

As she lets her shirt drop to the
floor, I see she’s wearing one of her new lacy bras. Her breasts
look magnificent in it. She has such great breasts. I could look at
them all day.

Next, she reaches for the button on
her jeans, and I’m reminded that she is still a beginner when it
comes to stripping. The first rule of stripping is to take your
shoes off first, otherwise it gets tricky when you try to take your
jeans off.

“Stop. Sit,” I order
her.

I quickly kneel down and remove her
sneakers and socks. I don’t want anything clumsy to spoil my
private striptease show, or dent her fragile confidence. I kiss her
toe and graze my teeth against her to make sure she’s still relaxed
and turned on, knowing that the nerves at the end of her toes are
directly connected to the area where I’m shortly going to be
concentrating all my energy.

“Continue,” I command, as I
help her to her feet.

She slowly undoes the zip
of her jeans, hooks her thumbs in the waistband and then eases them
down over her hips. Mmm, I really like the matching lacy
thong she’s wearing. It’s just enough to showcase that fantastic
ass of hers. I fucking love sexy underwear – what man doesn’t? I
particularly like lace and satin. I want her to wear only these
luxurious types of fabric. I want her to always wear sexy lingerie
for me, even if she’s just wearing casual clothes like jeans,
because I’ll know what she’s wearing underneath, and it’ll be just
for me.

I can see that Ana is getting more
confident as she strips for me – maybe because she can see how
turned on I am. She slowly unhooks her bra and lets it slide to the
floor. In their unconfined state, there is no question that
Anastasia has the best natural shape breasts I’ve ever seen. Full,
yet pert, rounded and soft, but firm. I can’t help but stare at
their perfection. No other man gets to see them like this, only
me.

Then she slips the panties
off to stand in front of me in her full natural glory. She is so
beautiful. Perfection. Beautiful inside and out, that’s my
Ana. The girl that I love.

Now, I can’t wait to get naked and
join her. I impatiently pull off my sweater and T-shirt as I gaze
hungrily at her. I kick off my shoes and socks, but as I go to undo
the button of my jeans, Ana reaches over.

“Let me,” she whispers, as
she looks at me with pure lust.

“Be my guest.”

She confidently steps towards me,
slips her fingers inside the waistband of my jeans and then tugs me
towards her. I like this audacity, this new found confidence of
hers. It shows she wants me as much as I want her. This is a fun
game – new, but fun. She undoes my fly button, and then enticingly
strokes my erection through the fabric of my jeans.  I push
myself against her harder, relishing her touch.

“You’re getting so bold,
Ana, so brave,” I whisper, as I take her face in my hands and lean
down to kiss her.

“So are you,” she whispers
back, as she slowly skims her fingers against the exposed skin just
above the top of my jeans.

“Getting
there.” Because of
you.

She slowly undoes the zip of my jeans,
and slides her hand in to take hold of my length. I didn’t think I
could get any harder, but now I do. I groan out loud as her hand
grips me, squeezes me and strokes me. I love that she has her hands
down my pants like some horny teenager, and I willingly let
her give my cock her full attention. But I want more, much
more.

“Oh, I want you so much,
baby,” I whisper in her ear.

Breaking apart, I step back and
quickly dispense with my jeans and boxers.  I see her gazing
at my chest, and for an instant she looks sad, so I guess she’s
looking at my scars.

“What’s wrong, Ana?” I ask,
as I tenderly stroke her soft face.

“Nothing. Love me, now,”
she smiles back at me.

I’m glad she chooses not to dwell on
my scars, because they are symbols of the old wounds that I will
always carry round with me. I think maybe these wounds are fading a
little these days, thanks to Ana.

So I pull her back into my
arms, kissing her while I walk her backwards towards the bed, and
then I gently guide her down on to it and join her, nuzzling her
neck and her hair.

“Do you have any idea how
exquisite your scent is, Ana? It’s irresistible.”

I’ll never get enough of her natural
scent, and it urges me on as I kiss her throat, then work my way
down her silky skin to her breasts.

“You are so beautiful,” I
murmur, as I take her nipple in my mouth and suck hard. I’m
rewarded by her body bowing off the bed, as she moans with
pleasure.

“Let me hear you,
baby.”

I want to hear how much she loves what
I do to her, when I worship her body this way. I continue to suckle
at both of her magnificent breasts, as I slowly trail my hands down
her body, caressing and teasing her.

But I desperately need to be inside
her, so I take hold of her knee to hitch her leg up, curling it
over my hip, taking her by surprise as she gasps. I roll us both
over so she is astride me, and hand her the condom packet I had in
my jeans pocket, so she can sheath me up. Seven more long days to
go before I can finally stop using them. Christ, I’ve used so many
lately, I probably should have bought shares in Durex. Interesting
thought, might be worth investigating…

My mind is jolted back
into the moment as Ana suddenly goes down on
me. Fuck. Her hot, wet mouth feels so good around my cock, as she
tongues my head and then sucks me hard.  I instinctively flex
my hips to get deeper, and she takes me all, sucking me in and
letting my tip touch the back of her throat, then slowly easing
back, her lips tight around me the whole time, as she lovingly
swirls her tongue around and licks me, before letting me slowly
slide out of her mouth.

Then she sits up, looking
up at me through her lashes, as I catch my
breath. Fuck, but she is just so good at giving head, and even better,
she loves doing it, because I can see it really turns her on. She
has that sexy, on-fire look in her eyes.  Her fuck-me-now
look.

After she rolls on the
condom, I support her hands as she positions herself over me. Then
I close my eyes, as I feel her wet lushness slowly enveloping me.
It’s an exquisite sensation. Fuck, she feels so snug and tight
around me. I grab her hips to hold her in place, so I can thrust
even deeper to totally fill her, until we are finally completely
melded together as one.  I am such a lucky, privileged man,
because there is no better sensation in the whole world than being
buried as deep as possible in my Anastasia.

“Oh, baby,” I whisper, as I
sit up so we are nose to nose. In this position, I ease into her
just a fraction deeper still, making her gasp at my total
possession of her. She holds onto my upper arms, as I gaze into her
bewitching eyes.

“Oh, Ana. What you make me
feel,” I murmur as I kiss her, a deep passionate kiss to try and
convey my feelings to her.

No two people could be any closer than
we are at this moment in time. I swear even our breathing and our
heartbeats are in unison.

“Oh, I love you,” she
whispers to me.

I groan because I can’t believe it’s
possible, but somehow it seems as if her pure, loving heart is
bringing my savage one back to life, that she is somehow breathing
new life into me, bringing me back from the dark side.

From somewhere deep in my memory, a
quote comes to mind.

‘You become responsible,
forever, for what you have tamed’.

I hope that’s true, because she has
sure as hell tamed me. I think it’s from ‘The little Prince’. No
doubt Ana, the English Lit specialist, would know.

The love I feel for her is
overwhelming me and taking over my whole life, and it scares me
almost as much as it thrills me. Can I really do this? Can this
really be happening to me? Am I losing control?

Well, I can control things
right now. I want to finish this fuck with me on top, so I roll us
both over, while keeping my cock deep inside her. Now she’s pinned
beneath me, I feel more in control. Perhaps she senses my disquiet,
as she wraps her legs around my waist, imprisoning me, and binding
me to her. Don’t worry, I’m not going
anywhere, baby.

I stare into her beautiful, wonderful
face, full of awe that a pure, innocent creature like her, is
prepared to take on a badly fucked up mess of a man like me. It
makes me determined to show her how much I love her, how I want to
always look after her, and give her only happiness and
pleasure.

Now that I'm on top and back in
control, I slowly start moving and thrusting, sliding slowly out
and then in again, feeling every last little ripple of her tight
muscles gripping me, bestowing their ultimate loving caress on
me.

The slow pace is very erotic, cradled
as we are by the sway and rock of the sea, and the sound of the
waves gently lapping against the boat to mimic our
rhythm.

Ana’s hands gently caress
me, but I relax as I know she respects the boundaries I’ve shown
her. She understands how to touch me now, more than anyone else
ever has. Even
Elena.

I gently nip and kiss her mouth and
nuzzle into her wonderfully soft neck and ears, as I carry on
slowly stroking into her. Then Ana impatiently reaches down to grip
my ass, encouraging me to grind into her deeper and harder,
groaning and moaning with each delicious thrust I deliver. I can
feel her starting to quiver and tense as her orgasm approaches, so
I let it flow between us, let what is approaching wash over us in a
natural tide of pleasure.

“That’s right, baby… give
it up for me… Please…. Ana.”

We fly over the edge together, both
shattering and exploding in unison. Together. In this, as in
everything else. Always. Forever.

 


~~~

 


I leave Ana to freshen up, while I
head up on deck with my cell, because I have a message to call
Taylor for an update.

“Good news,
sir. We've had a breakthrough.”

“Thank Christ for that.
About fucking time. Well?”

“We know how the intruder
gained access, and it wasn’t via either of the elevators. So this
means there was no security breach of any of the security codes,
which was what had me so puzzled and worried.”

“I see. So
how…?” 

“We closely studied CCTV
security footage from all public areas of Escala, and we finally
caught a glimpse of the perp accessing the fire escape stairwell.
She’s very clever – we nearly missed it. She must know where all
the security cameras are to have avoided most of them so
well.”

“The fire escape stairs?
How the fuck is that even possible? I thought that was kept locked.
Breaking the glass to get the key would surely set off all the fire
alarms?”

“We’re guessing she must
have somehow procured a master key, such as the one held by the
fire department. We haven’t gotten to the bottom of that yet, but
in the meantime, the stairwell locks have all been
changed.”

“But we’re on the thirtieth
floor. That means…”

“Yes, sir. She must have
climbed all thirty flights of stairs.  Must be pretty damned
fit.”

“Any idea where she was
concealing herself while she was actually in the
apartment?”

“Again, still working on
it, sir. However, there are some scuff marks on the edge of the top
shelf of your walk in closet that suggest she may have climbed up
and concealed herself there, behind some boxes. Intel gives her
weight at around 110lbs, height only five foot two. I figure she’s
small enough to have squeezed up there, especially as she may have
lost weight recently. I definitely think it’s a
possibility.”

“Jesus Christ!  You
mean she could have been in there all along? I want all the
internal locks changed too, in case she’s got copies of them as
well. Then if she ever…”

“Already done, sir. I think
she probably did have at least some of the keys. If she was locking
doors behind her as she went, it would explain how she left your
bedroom via the balcony and then just seemed to vanish into thin
air.”

“Taylor, I don’t want Miss
Steele worried by any of these details. I’ll just tell her the good
news about the fire escape stairwell. I think that should be enough
to put her mind at rest, and reassure her that this whole incident
has been sorted.”

“Very good, Mr. Grey. So,
will you be coming back to Escala tonight?”

“Yes, we’ll come straight
back, so can you collect our things from the Fairmont?”

I notice out of the corner of my eye
that Ana is making her way up on deck to join me.  Like I told
Taylor, I don’t want her worried unnecessarily, so I wind up my
conversation with him.

“Great news… good. Yeah…
Really? The fire escape stairwell?... I see…Yes,
tonight."

Hopefully, Ana will have overheard
enough to believe this has all been sorted. I don’t want her
worrying herself over how the fuck Leila got hold of the fire
escape stairwell key, or the fact that we have no idea how long she
might have been lurking in my bedroom and closet area while she was
sleeping. I’m glad Ana will be sleeping with me from now on. I
don’t want her to be on her own, and I'm sure there won’t be an
argument from her on this score at least, as I know she likes us
sharing a bed too.

“Time to head back,” I tell
her as I strap her into her lifejacket. “The apartment is
clean. We can go back.”

~~~

 


Under my guidance, I let Ana
steer the boat most of the way back, mainly because I wanted her
right beside me, sharing the experience. 

“What about our things at
the hotel?” she queries.

“Taylor has collected them
already, earlier today.”

“Does that man ever
sleep?”

“He sleeps. He’s just doing
his job, Anastasia, which he’s very good at. Jason is a real
find.”

“Jason?”

“Jason Taylor.”

Ana smiles to herself.

“You’re fond of Taylor,” I
state, looking hard at her. I haven’t forgotten about that big hug
she gave him when we left yesterday.

“I suppose I am,” she
admits, with a soppy smile on her face.

She’s not supposed to be fond of the
staff. I don’t like it. All her attention should be focused on me
and only me. Ugly, jealous thoughts are surging through my head,
and I don’t like how they make me feel.

“I'm not attracted to him,
if that’s why you're frowning. Stop,” she says when she sees my
pissed expression.

But clearly she’s thought
about him, even though he’s quite a lot older than her. And there
are lots of instances of women falling for the hired muscle. Think
of ‘The Bodyguard’.  I know Ana’s not exactly like the Whitney
Houston character, but still. I’m not happy about it.

“I think Taylor looks after
you very well. That’s why I like him. He seems kind, reliable and
loyal. He has an avuncular appeal to me,” she
elaborates.

“Avuncular?”

“Yes.”

“Okay,
avuncular.”

So she’s trying to tell me she thinks
of him as a kindly uncle type of figure. Hmm, I'm still not sure.
He’s an attractive macho guy, not some wrinkly old
uncle.

“Oh, Christian, grow up,
for heaven’s sake.” Ana tries to laugh it off.

I'm not used to being spoken to like
this. Grow up? She thinks I’m acting like an immature, jealous
teenager? Hell, I probably am, but I just can't help it. But Ana
thinks I'm being unreasonable, so I try and think coolly and
logically. She’s told me she loves me. She’s been sweet and kind
and wonderful, especially about my boundaries. She likes Taylor,
because she thinks he looks after me well.  She’s right I
suppose; I have to get a grip, get these irrational feelings under
control.

“I’m
trying.” Can't promise much
success though.

“That you are. Very.” She
rolls her eyes at me.

“What memories you evoke
when you roll your eyes at me, Anastasia.”

“Well, if you behave
yourself, maybe we can relive some of those memories.”

More mixed signals? She wants to earn
another punishment from me? How am I supposed to keep up
here?

“Behave myself? Really,
Miss Steele – what makes you think I want to relive
them?”

“Probably
the way your eyes lit up like Christmas when I said
that.” Ah, she noticed,
Grey.

“You know
me so well already.” A leopard
can't change his spots overnight, can he?

“I’d like to know you
better.”

“And I you,
Anastasia.

 


~~~

 


It’s early evening once
we've docked. Before we head back to the apartment, we stop to have
a meal at Bee’s as it’s right by where I left the car.

As we wait for our food to arrive, Ana
tells me she thinks it’s odd I don’t have many male friends my own
age. I can't see why she should find that surprising, given
everything she knows about me now. I had so many issues when I was
at college, and there was only Elena who understood, and could help
me let off steam to deal with them. 

I count my brother Elliot as my friend
too, but only to a point. He can never know the real me, the one
that only Elena knows, so I have to keep him at a distance, just
like the rest of my family. It's for the best, to protect
them.

I can see something else is still
worrying Ana, and when I press her to tell me, she drops a
bombshell.

“I’m just worried that this
isn’t enough for you. You know, to let off steam.”

Why is Ana still so worried about
this? Did Elena say something to her at the masked ball that I
don’t know about, that has her worried? I strongly suspect
that’s why Elena is so keen to talk to Ana, because I
know she is still convinced I can't manage without the
heavy shit.

“Have I given you any
indication that this isn’t enough?”

“No.”

“Then why do you think
that?”

“I know what you’re like.
What you… um… need,” she whispers.

“What do I have to do?” I
ask her despairingly.

I'm really trying my best
not to perpetuate the cycle of abuse to which Flynn opened up my
eyes. I'm trying not to drag Ana down to my level.

But have I been giving her the wrong
impression?  Does she think I'm somehow frustrated, or
dissatisfied with the sex between us? Because I thought we were
doing pretty good, that the vanilla was going great between us. But
she seems to think I'm still hankering after the hard core
shit.

“No, you misunderstand –
you have been amazing, and I know it’s just been a few days, but I
hope I'm not forcing you to be someone you're not,” Ana tries to
explain.

Well yes, I am trying to
be someone I’m not. I'm trying to be a better man.

“I’m still me, Anastasia –
in all my fifty shades of fuckupness. Yes, I have to fight the urge
to be controlling… but that’s my nature, how I’ve dealt with my
life. Yes, I expect you to behave a certain way, and when you don’t
it’s both challenging and refreshing. We still do what I like to
do. You let me spank you after your outrageous bid yesterday. I
enjoy punishing you. I don’t think the urge will ever go… but I'm
trying and it’s not as hard as I thought it would be.”

I never expected to enjoy vanilla the
way I do. I’d always assumed I’d find it boring and unfulfilling.
That’s what I’d always believed, I guess because that’s what Elena
always told me, and it seemed to make perfect sense. I’m not
normal, so logically, normal sex wouldn’t cut it for me.

But with Anastasia, I don’t find
vanilla boring in the least. It’s been fucking amazing, beyond
anything I could have imagined. Making love, rather than fucking
hard, is sweet and satisfying and soothing and
wonderful. 

Confronting my sadistic
needs in order to keep Anastasia in my life, has forced me to think
up less violent outlets for sexual pleasure. Luckily, I have a
great imagination. Now, I’ve discovered that licking and sucking
ice cream off her breasts, rather than caning them as I would have
done in the past, is highly erotic and intensely pleasurable for
both of us.  So it really isn’t as hard to deal with as I
expected.

I don’t deny I still enjoy
a good hard fast fuck sometimes too, that will never change,
especially as Ana enjoys that sometimes as well. I think it will be
a good thing to continue to push her limits and boundaries, to
stimulate and challenge her.

But hard fucking certainly isn’t the
only way for me to achieve satisfaction, I realize now. There’s a
whole new world of different and stimulating experiences that
Anastasia and I can share, according to our needs and moods, that
don’t involve sadism. I’ve found it liberating not to have to be
confined to my playroom fuck pad. So I'm hopeful. Especially as Ana
confirms that she didn’t mind her punishment spanking yesterday, so
that proves that we are both learning to compromise and
adapt.

“Let me tell you,
Anastasia, this is all new to me, and these last few days have been
the best in my life. I don’t want to change anything.”

“They’ve been the best in
my life too, without exception,” Ana whispers, as she smiles shyly
at me.

I’m so relieved and happy she’s said
that. We are on the same page after all.

“So you don’t want to take
me into your playroom?” she asks.

“No, I don’t,” I state with
strong conviction.

My playroom. Where it all fell apart,
because I couldn’t control myself. It makes me feel physically sick
remembering what happened after the last time we went in there. My
whole world fell apart. I can't go back to that purgatory,
ever.

So I can't face taking Anastasia back
in my playroom just yet, and I don’t know when I will. Turns out,
just like the crack whore, I too have an addiction. I’m a sadist;
I'm addicted to sadism, and although I'm determined to wean myself
off, it’s going to take a while. So I can't risk taking Ana back
into my playroom. Not yet. Not until I'm sure my addiction is
completely under control.

“Why not?”

Fuck me, she almost looks
disappointed. Yep, she’s definitely giving out confused signals,
dropping hints about me losing my edge earlier too. I thought that
was what she wanted, wasn't it?

“The last time we were in
there you left me. I will shy away from anything that could make
you leave me again. I was devastated when you left. I explained
that. I never want to feel like that again. I’ve told you how I
feel about you.”

“But it hardly seems fair.
It can't be very relaxing for you – to be constantly concerned
about how I feel. You’ve made all these changes for me, and I… I
think I should reciprocate in some way. I don’t know – maybe… try…
some role playing games.”

Ana is blushing deeply. She seems to
feel guilty, she seems to think I'm making some great sacrifice for
her and she needs to pay me back.  Just being with her is all
the payment I need. 

“Ana, you
do reciprocate, more than you know. Please, please don’t feel like
this. Baby, it’s only been one weekend. Give us time. I thought
about us a great deal last week when you left. We need time. You
need to trust me, and I you. Trust you not to run again. Maybe in
time we can indulge, but I like how you are now. I like seeing you
this happy, this relaxed and carefree, knowing that I had something
to do with it. I have never… We have to walk before we can
run.” 

I find myself smiling wryly, because
I'm actually quoting Flynn's advice to me. Shit, at this rate I'll
be talking with a British accent next. 

“What’s so
funny?”

“Flynn.
He says that all the time. I never thought I’d be quoting
him.” Guess he must know what
he's talking about.

“A Flynnism.”

“Exactly.”

Finally, as our starters arrive, the
thread of conversation is broken, and we move onto other topics. I
distract her by asking where she’s traveled to. Nowhere
outside continental US, it soon becomes apparent.

Well, Miss Steele, I can
show you the world, if you only stick around long enough to let
me.

After our meal, we head back to
Escala, and as we approach, I feel my mood changing. I wonder where
on earth Leila can be, what she might attempt next and how we can
track her down to get her some help.  

That’s the trouble with escaping from
your problems for a while. They only seem worse when you return to
face them.


Chapter 40 - Ball
Play




“You’re not allowed out of
here alone. You understand?”

As we make our way up in
the elevator back at Escala, reality hits home, after our wonderful
afternoon spent sailing together. The thought of anything happening
to Anastasia is completely unbearable to me, and although I don’t
want to alarm her, she has to understand that she mustn’t take any
risks. Sawyer has just confirmed to me on our way in that there
have been no further sightings or news of Leila. So she is still on
the loose, still possibly armed.

“Okay.” Ana humors me,
seeming to find something amusing.

“What’s so
funny?”

“You are.”

“Me, Miss Steele? Why am I
funny?” Being funny is not something I’m usually accused
of.

“Don't pout,” Ana states,
staring at my mouth.

“Why?”

“Because it has the same
effect on me as I have on you when I do this.” Ana bites her lip
enticingly.

“Really?” So of course, I
give her my best pout, and then lean down to kiss her.

And that brief kiss is all it takes to
inflame the desire that constantly simmers between us, heightened
as it is in the confined space of the elevator. Ana roughly twists
her fingers in my hair as she kisses me, while I push her up hard
against the elevator wall. We can't get enough of each other as we
kiss, our tongues entwining passionately while I cup her face in my
hands. Ana, my precious Ana. I want her, I need her, and I have to
possess her in every possible way.

The ping of the elevator door opening
brings us back down to earth. Another minute or so and I would’ve
taken her right there. One day I swear I will.

 “Whoa.” I murmur, as
I try to catch my breath.

“Whoa,” Ana agrees,
panting.

“What you do to me,
Ana.”

I can't resist running my thumb along
her soft, pillowy bottom lip. It’s just so damn sexy. Everything
about her is so sexy and desirable and makes me lose control. I’d
fuck her all day long if I could. I've never experienced chemistry
like this before. It is literally electrifying between us,
impossible to ignore and stronger than any fix of drugs.

“What you do to me,
Christian,” she whispers back.

So it’s just the same for her, too. If
a spell has been cast, at least it’s been cast over both of us,
because I’d go out of my mind if she didn’t feel the same
way. 

But we do. 

We love each
other. Am I going to wake up and find this
is a cruel trick, a dream? It just seems so incredible to have
discovered that I am capable of experiencing these feelings, when
I’ve always believed it impossible for a man like me. Of course I
don’t deserve her. My fear is that it will all be taken away from
me again; that something is destined to happen to Ana to punish me.
I can't let that happen, and I’ll do whatever it takes to prevent
it.

Taylor is in the foyer as usual, no
doubt waiting to debrief me on all the latest Intel he’s come up
with.

“Good evening,
Taylor.”

“Mr. Grey, Miss
Steele.”

“I was Mrs. Taylor
yesterday,” Ana beams at Taylor.

The fuck you were. You
were with me, not him. How can you even joke about this with
Taylor? You’re never going to be anybody else’s wife, don’t you
understand that? If you’re going to be anybody’s wife, you’re going
to be mine. Mrs. Grey, not Mrs. Taylor.

“That has a nice ring to
it, Miss Steele,” Taylor replies calmly, but the effect she’s
having on him is given away by the fact that he’s flushing a nice
bright shade of pink. I fucking hate her even joking with him about
being his wife and everything that implies.

 “I thought so, too.”
Ana flirts back, and that’s it, I'm seething with irrational,
overpowering jealousy.  She might be inexperienced and naïve,
but she has to learn that I will not tolerate this kind of behavior
from her, not when it makes me feel this way.

“If you two have quite
finished, I’d like a debrief.”

I glare at Taylor, as I grab Ana’s
hand. He should know better than to respond to personal remarks in
any way. He never has before. It’s Ana; she unwittingly has this
effect on people to break down their barriers. She has no idea how
sexy and alluring she is while she’s doing it either. I know
she isn't deliberately doing it to wind me up, but
that’s the effect it’s having on me. So I have no option but to
spell it out to her for future reference.

“I’ll be with you shortly.
I just want a word with Miss Steele,” I tell Taylor, as I head for
the privacy of the bedroom with her and close the door firmly
behind us.

“Don't flirt with the
staff, Anastasia.”

She looks shocked, because she doesn’t
seem to realize that’s what she was doing. This is how she gives
guys like the photographer boy the wrong message, and why she is so
vulnerable. She has to understand the effect she has on
men.

“I wasn’t flirting. I was
being friendly – there is a difference,” she argues.

“Don't be friendly with the
staff or flirt with them. I don’t like it.”

I'm making it plain that no
matter how she defines her behavior, I find it unacceptable, so it
has to stop. A distance has to be maintained with staff. They are
employees, not friends. This is why I always insist on being
addressed as Mr. Grey, and never get on first name terms with any
of them.

Her face falls, and she stares down at
her fingers, as if she’s a naughty child being told off.

“I'm sorry,” she mutters,
crestfallen. I hate seeing her like this, but it had to be
said.

“You know how jealous I
am,” I offer by way of an explanation, as I tip her head up to look
her in the eye.

“You have no reason to be
jealous, Christian. You own me body and soul,” she
whispers.

Her honesty and sincerity are shining
out from her beautiful blue eyes, and I know she means every word
from the bottom of her pure heart.

But her words confuse me, because I
still don’t understand what I’ve done to deserve this from her. She
drives me crazy with these overwhelming feelings I'm experiencing
and then she completely disarms me with her candor. I’m used to
control and equilibrium and I'm finding it very unsettling. But
hopefully now she understands how I expect her to behave in
future.

“I won’t be long. Make
yourself at home,” I instruct, as I kiss her and then leave to find
out the latest from Taylor.

Hopefully, if he’s managed
to organize the move, she can use the time to settle herself into
my bedroom, which will be our bedroom from now
on. I think I mentioned it to her,
didn’t I?

 


~~~

 


“Taylor, Miss Steele is
inexperienced in dealing with staff, but I have now apprised her of
the correct protocol in addressing all members of staff in future.
Should her inexperience cause another lapse, I’d appreciate it if
you would not respond to any inappropriate remarks from her in
future.”

“As you wish,
sir.”

 His face is totally
impassive, but the tiny twitch of his cheek muscle gives away the
fact that he does not appreciate this lecture from me. He’s well
aware that it shouldn’t have to be said, especially to someone as
experienced as he is.

But I don’t want to piss Taylor off
completely, because as I told Ana earlier today, he is very good at
his job and would be impossible to replace. However, he needs to
understand that I just can't handle any kind of interaction between
them that makes me in any way jealous, however irrational he may
think I’m being. Logically, I realize there is nothing going on
between them, especially as I know that he and Gail are in a
committed relationship, but I am a very jealous man with a very
vivid imagination, so I don’t expect him to respond in any way
whatsoever to Ana’s unintentional flirting, as it just stirs up
very ugly thoughts in my head. From his very protective attitude
towards Gail, I suspect Taylor also has a jealous and possessive
streak as far as she is concerned, so he probably gets where I'm
coming from.  But it’s been dealt with now, and as Sawyer
joins us, I consider the matter closed, as we move on to our
debrief session.

The latest Intel is not very
encouraging. Although we know how Leila gained access to the
apartment now, we have not yet discovered how she acquired a master
key for the fire escape stairwell, which is worrying, but at least
Taylor has taken all necessary measures to ensure she cannot enter
that way again.

We are still frustratingly no nearer
locating her whereabouts, which is the only way we can get her the
help she desperately needs, and put a stop to all this
uncertainty.  Welch reports there is no evidence of her
accessing her bank account, or footage of her on any local area
CCTV. Her husband wants nothing more to do with her and is being
very unhelpful. Her family are all in Connecticut and not in touch
with her. So it appears that Leila is all on her own out there, and
although I feel sorry for her, I can't relax until I know she is no
longer a threat to Anastasia in any way.

“Miss Steele is to be
escorted at all times when she leaves the apartment. Is that clear?
Her safety has to be the number one priority at all times,” I
reiterate.

But for now, there’s nothing more to
be gained by going over the same ground, so I make my way back to
my bedroom to find Ana.

“Oh, they managed the
move,” I mutter, when I see her looking very confused, as she
stares at her clothes that are now in my walk-in closet.

That’s good. The thought of having Ana
sleeping next to me tonight improves my mood somewhat, as I briefly
fill her in with some of the latest details of the Leila situation,
when she asks me what’s wrong. I guess she can sense I'm
worried.

When Ana puts her arms around me, I
pull her into a close embrace to kiss her hair and inhale her sweet
scent. Already I'm feeling calmer and more relaxed. As always, I
feel so much better just having her close to me.

“What will you do when you
find her?” she asks.

“Dr. Flynn has a
place.”

“What about her
husband?”

“He’s
washed his hands of her.” So much
for in sickness and in health. “Her
family is in Connecticut. I think she’s very much on her own out
there.”

“That’s sad,” Ana sighs.
She has such a good heart; she can still empathize with a woman who
has maliciously vandalized her car, and who could potentially be
planning to gun her down. I really don’t want to dwell on this
thought, or for Ana to either, so I change the subject.

“Are you okay with all your
stuff being here? I want you to share my room.”

I’ve just assumed she will
be happy to share with me. Maybe I should have actually asked her.
I'm so used to ordering and commanding, it never really occurred to
me to run it by her first.

“Yes,” she confirms with a
smile. So I was right – she’s fine about us sharing, because I
figure she likes us sleeping together as much as I do.

“I want you sleeping with
me. I don’t have nightmares when you’re with me.”

“You have
nightmares?”

“Yes.”

She hugs me tighter, to
try and comfort me. So
sweet.

“I was just getting my
clothes ready for work tomorrow,” she says.

What the fuck?

For crying out loud, she surely
doesn’t think she’s going to work, not with Leila still on the
loose?

“Work!” I stare at her as
if she’s mad.

“Yes, work,” she insists,
with a puzzled look on her face. I guess I’ve played down the Leila
threat too well, as Ana still doesn’t seem to have grasped the
seriousness of the situation.

“But
Leila – she’s out there.” Can
I forbid her to go to work? Shit, she’ll probably freak if
I try to. “I don’t want you to go to
work.” There, I’m being very
restrained and reasonable.

“That’s ridiculous,
Christian. I have to go to work.”

“No, you
don’t.” You only earn fucking
peanuts, for Christ's sake, while I'm a fucking billionaire. Just
stay the fuck home, and let me take care of business, without
having to worry about you.

“I have a new job, which I
enjoy. Of course I have to go to work.”

Now it’s her turn to look at me as if
I'm the mad one.

“No, you don’t.”
 

I’m just about to lay into her about
her pathetically paid job, when I remember how it felt when my dad
belittled my first career move, in an effort to try and get me to
change my mind about dropping out of Harvard. So I hastily bite
back the retort that nearly slips out of my mouth, realizing that
disparaging Anastasia’s first proper job would actually be very
cruel of me, when she’s studied so hard to get into the career she
really wants. It’s important to her, even if the pay is crap.
 And so I just about manage to hold onto my temper, although
it’s a real struggle.

“Do you think I am going to
stay here twiddling my thumbs while you’re off being Master of the
Universe?” she snaps at me.

“Frankly…. yes.” Because as far
as I'm concerned, I fucking well ought to be your Master, at least
in matters where your safety is concerned.

“Christian, I need to
work.”

“No, you
don’t.” It’s not like I'm
short of a dollar or two, is it?

“Yes. I. Do.” She says it
slowly and with feeling. Clearly, there is no way she’s backing
down, and it is so fucking frustrating to know I have no power to
force her to do as I say.  She could just walk out, and then
I’d have no control over her safety at all.

“It’s not safe.” I try
another tack with her. Surely the thought of an armed hostile woman
on the loose scares her?

“Christian… I need to work
for a living, and I’ll be fine.”

“No, you don’t need to work
for a living – and how do you know you’ll be fine?” I can feel the
control on my temper slipping. How can she have such little regard
for her own safety? Why does she have to be so stubborn and
independent?

“For heaven’s sake,
Christian, Leila was standing at the end of your bed, and she
didn’t harm me, and yes, I do need to go to work. I don’t want to
be beholden to you. I have my student loans to pay.”

As Anastasia defiantly stands there
with her hands on her hips, part of me really admires her for not
wanting me to help her out financially, because it is so refreshing
to be with someone who isn’t the slightest bit interested in my
money. But it doesn’t change the fact that she will be putting
herself at risk, and I just can't have that.

“I don’t want you going to
work,” I insist again.

“It’s not up to you,
Christian. This is not your decision to make.”

Well it fucking well ought
to be. This impasse between us makes
me realize that I would really like things to be on a much more
formal footing between us. This casual arrangement is not enough
for me. She's not my submissive, but maybe we could have a different
type of contract between us. 

Mr. and Mrs. Grey. 

I could make her my wife - that's the
ultimate contract between a man and a woman isn't it? But it’s too
soon to be thinking along those lines - or is it? Maybe I'll talk
it through with Flynn next week.

Although I am used to always getting
my own way, it looks as if I'm going to have to compromise here, or
run the risk that Ana will go ahead and leave without any security
at all. I suppose I can just about live with her going to work if
she has a CPO with her at all times. A covert operative is no
longer an option, because it would not afford her the level of
protection she needs for the current situation.

“Sawyer will come with
you.”

“Christian, that’s not
necessary. You’re being irrational.”

“Irrational?” She’s the one
being fucking irrational, despite the fact that I'm trying to
negotiate a compromise with her. I’m reaching the end of my tether
with her obstinate refusal to see sense. “Either he comes with you,
or I will be really irrational and keep you here.”

“How, exactly?”

“Oh, I’d find a way,
Anastasia. Don't push me.”

Does she not realize that I’d love
nothing better than to have an excuse to live out my fantasy for a
24/7 Total Power Exchange with her? Restrain her, lock her up.
Totally control her in every way. Preferably TPE with her consent,
but if I felt she was placing herself at risk, then trust me, I’d
do whatever was necessary to keep her safe.

As she stares at my
intractable face, I think she finally realizes that I am determined
to have my way, and that I am not going to allow her to risk her
safety in any way whatsoever. It’s
just not going to happen, Miss Steele.

“Okay!” she finally
concedes, as she holds up both her hands in defeat, scowling at me
angrily. “Okay. Sawyer can come with me if it makes you feel
better.”

She rolls her eyes at me, but as I
move towards her, she recoils from me.

Shit. I’ve scared her. She thinks I'm going to punish her for
defying me and rolling her eyes. I need to calm down and get us
back on track, now I've managed to persuade her to have Sawyer
escort her tomorrow. As I run my fingers through my hair, I close
my eyes and take a deep breath to calm myself.

“Shall I give you a tour,”
I suggest, by way of a change of subject.

“Okay,” she mutters,
looking at me warily.

I take her hand and gently squeeze it
to try and reassure her.

“I didn’t mean to frighten
you.”

“You didn’t. I was just
getting ready to run.”

“Run?”

Does that mean all this is
too much for her? She’s not prepared to take me on with all my
baggage? I’ve pushed her too far?

“I’m joking,” she reassures
me when I fail to hide my look of horror, but it’s no joking matter
to me. I can't go through that again.

We both calm down as I show her all
the areas of the apartment she hasn’t seen yet. She had no idea
that Taylor and Gail had a wing to themselves – where did she
imagine they lived? There’s no one there at the moment, as Gail has
yet to return from her weekend visit to her sister in
Portland.

There’s the TV room that I hardly ever
use. I only got the games consoles for Elliot really, because he
loves playing them. Seems a totally pointless waste of time to me.
I really can't be bothered to spend any time on stupid
games.

“So you do have an
Xbox?”

“Yes, but I’m crap at it.
Elliot always beats me. That was funny, when you thought I meant
this was my playroom.”

“I'm glad you find me
amusing, Mr. Grey.”

“That you are, Miss Steele
– when you're not being exasperating, of course.”

"I'm usually exasperating when
you're being unreasonable."

“Me?
Unreasonable?”

“Yes, Mr. Grey.
Unreasonable could be your middle name.”

“I don’t have a middle
name.”

“Unreasonable would suit
then.”

“I think that’s a matter of
opinion, Miss Steele.”

“I would be interested in
Dr. Flynn’s professional opinion.”

Oh believe me, Flynn knows
all about my unreasonable nature, baby.

“I thought Trevelyan was
your middle name.”

“No. Surname.”

“But you don’t use
it.”

“It’s too long.
Come.”

The last thing you need when setting
up a business is a name that people can't pronounce or spell,
that's why I went with Grey Enterprises. Elliot felt the
same way, hence Grey Construction. If Mia does get around to
setting up her own high end catering business, I doubt the
Trevelyan name will feature anywhere in that either. If she takes
my advice, she’ll capitalize on the good reputation associated with
our family name and choose something like Grey Cuisine, although
knowing my sister, she’ll probably go for something girly and
fluffy. But if anyone can pull it off, it will be Mia.

I notice that when I show
Ana the inside of Taylor’s office, he looks up but he doesn’t smile
at her. He’s got the message, loud and
clear. Don’t get over familiar with
the boss’s property, because he’s too fifty shades of fucked up to
handle it.

We end up in the room Ana calls the
library, that contains my billiards table. The one I have plans
for.

“Shall we play?” Anastasia
asks, with a secret little smile playing around her
mouth.

“Okay. Have you played
before?”

“A few times,” she replies
evasively, and I can just tell she’s lying for some
reason.

“You’re a hopeless liar,
Anastasia. Either you’ve never played before or …”

“Frightened of a little competition?” she brags, as she licks
her lips. So sexy.

“Frightened of a little girl like
you?” I don’t think so, Miss
Steele.

“A wager, Mr.
Grey.”

“You’re that confident,
Miss Steele? What would you like to wager?”

“If I win, you’ll take me
back into the playroom.”

What did she just say? She wants to go
back into my playroom? After what happened last time? Is she crazy?
I can't deny part of me would love to take her back in there, but I
can't run the risk of things getting out of hand again. We’re not
ready to go back in there yet, even if she misguidedly thinks we
are. Obviously she’s still worried that I'm missing the hard shit,
that she’s not enough. But I mustn’t let myself be swayed by her
like I was before, when she urged me to show her how bad it could
be.

“And if I
win?” No ‘if’ about
it.

“Then it’s your
choice.”

“Okay, deal.”

Because I'm going to win of course, no
question. I might be crap with the Xbox, but I'm ace at pool. I
enjoy the skill, concentration and precision it requires. And I’ve
already got something in mind for when I win.

So we agree to play pool, and I
quickly set it up.

“Would you like to break?”
I offer, amused that she actually thinks she can beat
me.

“Okay.”

She chalks up the end of
her cue, slowly blowing the excess off, as she looks up at me
through her long lashes. Fuck, now I have a hard on because
she looks so hot, and we’ve barely begun the game yet.

She’s actually pretty good, for a
girl anyhow, I discover as she pockets the first few balls. So
that’s why she was smiling to herself. I wonder where she learnt to
play this well? Thinking about who most likely taught her is not
pleasing. It had to be a guy, and José fucking Rodrigues comes to
mind. I bet he was only too happy to spend time teaching her. I
decide not to dwell on that displeasing thought, as it will only
spoil our game. In any case, I'm having way too much fun watching
her showing off her great body as she stretches out over the table.
She’s wearing her tight skinny jeans that show off her ass to
perfection, and the low cut blue shirt I really like because it
gives me a great view of her tits.

She’s going great, until she misses
the green stripe ball. Shame.

“You know, Anastasia, I
could stand here and watch you leaning and stretching across this
billiard table all day.”

It’s my turn to take a shot. I sink
four balls in rapid succession, then deliberately foul by sinking
the white. I don’t want to win just yet, because I want to see that
fantastic body of hers stretched out in front of me again. I can
easily catch up.

“A very elementary mistake,
Mr. Grey,” she teases.

“Ah, Miss
Steele, I am but a foolish mortal. Your go, I
believe.” Let me see that
delectable ass of yours again.

“You’re not trying to lose
are you?”

“Oh no. For what I have in
mind as the prize, I want to win, Anastasia. But then, I always
want to win.”

Ana’s learning, because she decides to
play dirty as she bends over to show off her ass and her cleavage
every chance she gets now, to try and distract me. And fuck, it’s
working. I have an achingly hard erection getting in the
way.

“I know what you’re doing,”
I mutter.

She fondles her cue suggestively,
running her fingers up and down it slowly, knowing she’s turning me
on big time.

“Oh, I'm just deciding
where to take my next shot,” she murmurs coyly.

Then she stands directly in front of
me and takes the rest from underneath the table. She lines up her
next shot, leaning right over the table. Her ass is stretched out
so temptingly in front of me, and when she wiggles it slightly, I
can't help reacting by sucking in a breath.

She misses her shot.

I wander over to stand right behind
her while she is still bent over the table, placing my hand on her
backside to gently stroke it.

“Are you waving this around
to taunt me, Miss Steele?” I ask, as I suddenly give her a lovely
hard smack.

“Yes,” she gasps in
shock.

“Be careful what you wish
for, baby.”  

That was just a little warning smack,
and there are plenty more where that came from. But now it’s my
turn to take a shot.

I can see that Ana is studying me
intently. It pleases me that she seems to enjoy looking at me,
almost as much as I enjoy looking at her.

Then I deliberately miss my next shot.
It’s not going to be much fun if I quickly pot all the balls,
because then I won’t get to see her stretching out over the table
so sexily any more.

“Red Room here we come,”
she taunts.

She makes short work of the next two
balls.

“Name your pocket,” I
murmur, thinking I know exactly how I'm going to fill her sweet
little pocket.

“Top left-hand,” she
states, but then misses.

As I thought, her concentration is
wavering. Time to take control. Like I told her, I always play to
win.

“If I win, I am going to
spank you, then fuck you over this billiard table.”

Ana looks suitably shocked, as I take
my next shot to effortlessly win the game. Now we’re going to play
the game where I make up all the rules.

I stand up and smile at
her.

“You’re not going to be a
sore loser, are you?”

“Depends how hard you spank
me,” she mutters, as I hook my finger into the top of her shirt to
pull her towards me.

“Well,
let’s count your misdemeanors, Miss Steele. One, making me jealous
of my own staff. Two, arguing with me about working. And three,
waving your delectable derriere at me for the last twenty minutes.
I want you to take your jeans and this very fetching shirt
off. Now.”

I softly kiss her lips before going
over and locking the door. I certainly don’t want Taylor or Gail
wandering in to interrupt our fun.

Ana seems frozen to the
spot.

“Clothes, Anastasia. You
appear to still be wearing them. Take them off – or I will do it
for you.”

“You do it,” she whispers,
in her husky, sexy, turned-on voice.

“Oh, Miss Steele. It’s a
dirty job, but I think I can rise to the challenge.”

“You normally rise to most
challenges, Mr. Grey.”

“Why, Miss Steele, whatever
do you mean?”

I stop at the desk to retrieve a
twelve inch Perspex ruler, and put it in the back pocket of my
jeans. I’m improvising. I'm not in my playroom, so I don’t have any
of my favorite toys, but this implement will suit the task I have
in mind perfectly. I'm finding this even more of a turn on than
planning a scene in my playroom. Discovering that it’s possible to
play around and have some kinky fun just about anywhere we choose
is very liberating. It opens up so many fucking possibilities. And
Ana certainly seems up for it, really up for it.

I want to see her stretched out over
the table without her jeans to restrict my view of her sexy,
fuckable ass. So I kneel in front of her to strip off her jeans.
She has some really nice pretty panties on, I'm pleased to see. I
rub my nose against those panties, and her wonderful natural musky
scent tells me how aroused she is already.

“I want to be quite rough
with you, Ana,” I warn her, as I continue to kiss and nuzzle her
through her panties. “You’ll have to tell me if it’s too
much.”

“Safe word?” she
asks.

“No, no safe word, just
tell me to stop, and I’ll stop. Understand?”

She groans as I continue to
suck and kiss her.

“Answer
me,” I instruct her. I have to be sure that she will remember to
tell me to stop. I have to have that
reassurance.

“Yes, yes, I understand,”
she insists.

“You’ve been dropping hints
and giving me mixed signals all day, Anastasia. You said you were
worried I’d lost my edge. I'm not sure what you meant by that, and
I don’t know how serious you were, but we are going to find out. I
don’t want to go back into the playroom yet, so we can try this
now, but if you don’t like it, you must promise to tell
me.”

I think she wants some of our special
kinky fuckery, which I'm more than happy to go along with, but I
just don’t want to push her too far.

“I’ll tell you. No safe
word.”

“We’re
lovers, Anastasia. We love
each other, so we can be called lovers, right? Lovers don’t need safe words. Do they?”

This is all new to me, and I don’t
know all the rules, but I think I'm getting it right. I hope so,
anyhow.

“I guess not. I promise,”
Ana murmurs. I have to remember it’s all new to her too. But I like
that. We’re working it out together, in our own way.

I slowly unbutton her
shirt, but leave it on, so I get a teasing view of her breasts
spilling out of her bra as she leans over. She has such great tits.

“You play well, Miss
Steele. I must say I'm surprised. Why don’t you sink the
black?”

I stand right behind her as she leans
over to take the shot, and gently stroke my fingers up and down the
silky skin of her right thigh. Our private game of pool is so much
more fun than any regular game.

“I am going to miss if you
keep doing that,” she murmurs.

“I don’t care if you hit or
miss, baby. I just wanted to see you like this – partially dressed,
stretched out on my billiard table. Do you have any idea how hot
you look at the moment?”

I caress the fantastic curves of her
ass, as she prepares to hit the white ball.

“Top left,” she
murmurs.

As she hits the ball, I
smack her hard. She yelps and jumps in surprise, but can't get away
as I'm pressed up right up behind her. The ball misses its
mark.

“Oh, I think you need to
try that again. You should concentrate, Anastasia.”

I can tell she's really turned on by
our little game as she is breathing hard, so I decide to tease her
a little more.

“Uh-uh, just wait,” I tell
her, once the balls are set up again. I position myself behind her
again and then stroke her left thigh this time, as I caress her
sexy little ass again.

“Take aim.”

She struggles to concentrate on taking
her shot, now she knows what’s going to happen when she does. I
smack her hard as she hits the ball, loving the feel of her soft
warm flesh against my solid hand.

“Oh no,” she
groans.

“Once more, baby. And if
you miss this time, I'm really going to let you have
it.”

I can't wait to give her
the punishment she earned today with her disobedient behavior. I
know a good spanking will help to relieve the tension and worry
that’s built up today, for both of us.

“You can do it,” I urge,
and I know she’s enjoying this game as much as I am when she pushes
her bottom back against me. So I smack her hard again.

“Eager, Miss Steele?” I
tease. I know I am, but I want to take my time to enjoy this.
“Well, let’s get rid of these.”

I slide her panties off and tuck them
in my pocket, then I kiss both delicious cheeks of her enchanting
naked bottom.

“Take the shot,
baby.”

She misses, of course.

Time to take this game to the next
level. I lean right over her, flattening her against the table, and
take the cue out of her hand.

“You missed,” I whisper in
her ear. Her face is pressed against the baize. “Put your hands
flat on the table.”

She obediently does as she is
told.

“Good. I'm going to spank
you now and next time maybe you won’t.”

She is so turned on that she groans,
panting with excitement. I stand by her side as I caress her sweet
ass, and curl my other hand around the nape of her neck, fisting my
fingers in her hair, my elbow at her back holding her down. She is
pinned down and helpless.

“Open
your legs,” I order, but she hesitates. So now I smack her hard
with the ruler, and it makes a wonderful swishing noise as it takes
her by surprise. I hit her again as she
gasps. I’ll fucking show you if
I've lost my edge or not.

“Legs,” I command her
again. She slowly opens her legs, and I hit her again, even harder.
I can't deny that I am loving this, but I feel freer now I know she
is really enjoying it too. I just have to ensure I don’t overstep
the boundaries and push her too far.

I carry on hitting her
with the ruler again and again, and she moans as she absorbs the
pain to relish the arousal it creates within her. So I don’t let
up, because she is really turned on, while I'm beyond
aroused. You’re taking her to the
dark side, Grey. Be careful. Don't take her too far.

I continue, losing myself as she told
me to, thrilled that each stroke is so fucking amazing to see and
hear, as the ruler swishes down onto her alabaster skin, until her
fine ass is glowing a beautiful pink.

I don’t hold back, until
suddenly,

“Stop.”

I don’t hesitate for a second. I
instantly drop the ruler and release her.

“Enough?” I
whisper.

“Yes.”

“I want to fuck you now.”
My need is overwhelming after such a magnificent
spanking.

“Yes,”
she immediately acquiesces, her voice all breathy with arousal and
longing. She’s gone over to
the dark side with you now, Grey.

I undo my fly to let my aching cock
spring free. I ease two fingers inside her to check she’s ready,
because I'm going to be rough with her. And I'm thrilled to
discover she’s fantastically wet for me. So I get a condom from my
pocket and quickly sheath up, then push her legs wider apart as I
stand behind her.

I slowly sink into her, groaning with
sheer pleasure at how fucking amazing it feels to push all the way
into her hot luscious depths. I hold her hips as I ease out of her,
and then slam back in again. She cries out, so I still for a
moment.

“Again?” I
check.

“Yes… I’m fine. Lose
yourself… take me with you,” she moans.

She needs this as much as I do. I can
let myself go because that’s what she needs too. So I slowly ease
out, and then slam into her again. Over and over. Each time better
than before. So tight, so hot, so slick. A steady rhythm of
ecstasy. Lovers enjoying each other, her taking what I'm giving,
welcoming the hardness of my cock pounding into the softness of her
luscious folds.

I can feel her insides starting to
quicken, so I know she’s close, and I sure as hell am. So I
increase the rhythm, intensifying the pressure that’s building up,
until finally we splinter and shatter to reach our release, so
good, so fucking good together. I grip her hips, and with a final
deep thrust I explode into her as her walls contract and squeeze
around me as she comes, and the universe halts for us. Time is
suspended for a while as we fly together.

Finally we are both spent, and
collapse onto the floor together, as I cradle her in my
arms.

“Thank
you, baby,” I whisper, as I cover her sweet face with soft kisses.
She opens her eyes to gaze up at me, and the look of love I see
reflected there makes me hold onto her
tightly. You wouldn’t have
recognized that look before, would you, Grey?

“Your cheek is pink from
the baize,” I murmur, as I rub her face tenderly.  That was
such a wonderful experience together – at least it was for me. “How
was that?”

“Teeth-clenchingly good,”
she murmurs. “I like it rough, Christian, and I like it gentle,
too. I like that it’s with you.”

I heave a sigh of relief
as I pull her even closer to me. That’s exactly how I feel. With
Anastasia, any type of sex is amazing. We are lovers, working
things out together. This is more than enough for me, I'm
certain.

“You never fail, Ana. You
are beautiful, bright, challenging, fun, sexy, and I thank divine
providence every day that it was you that came to interview me and
not Katherine Kavanagh.”

She yawns sweetly against my chest as
I bury my nose in her hair.

“I’m wearing you out. Come.
Bath, then bed.”

 


~~~

 


As we relax together in the bath, Ana
manages to persuade me to let Sawyer deliver her just to the front
door of the office in the morning. I reluctantly agree, because I
know it’s the only point of access into the building, so he can
monitor any movements safely from there. She also agrees to take
some lunch with her, so she won’t need to go out at lunch
time.

“I’m glad you told me to
stop,” I tell her. 

It gives me hope, because
now I feel I can trust her to say when she’s reached her limit,
rather than say what she thinks I want to hear. That’s a very
important step in the right direction.

“So is my behind,” she
smirks at me.

 


~~~

 


“Didn’t Ms. Acton provide
any nightwear?” I ask when I see she’s wearing one of my T shirts
in bed again.

“I have no idea. I like
wearing your T shirts,” she mumbles sleepily as she stretches out
in bed. I guess that’s sweet. She’d rather wear something of mine
than a luxury fabric like silk. That is so Ana. I lean over and
kiss her.

“I need to work. But I
don’t want to leave you alone. Can I use your laptop to log into
the office? Will it disturb you if I work from here?”

I can't shake the image
from my head of Leila standing at the end of the bed pointing a gun
at Ana. But after a day playing hooky, there are urgent business
matters that will need my attention, and it’s still only ten thirty
in the evening.

“S’not my laptop,” she
murmurs, and then she’s gone, crashed out and fast
asleep.

I spend a long time just looking at
her as she sleeps. I love watching her, just as I did the very
first time I brought her back to my room at The
Heathman. 

My Sleeping Beauty. 

I can't resist running my finger down
her soft cheek, stroking her silky hair, and watching the regular
rise and fall of her chest as she breathes.

Anastasia. My lover. The
love of my life. It still seems
strange to me, but I think I’m getting used to thinking in these
terms. Love, with a capital L. It’s a wonderful, powerful but
confusing emotion, I'm discovering.

Reluctantly I tear myself away from
watching her, and log into the office to catch up with the outside
world. But instead of working on into the early hours as I usually
do, I complete just the bare minimum required to keep on top of
everything, before slipping into bed next to Ana. I wrap her up in
my arms, and gently kiss her as she sweetly murmurs my name, before
falling into a deep, untroubled sleep.  


Chapter 41 -
Possibilities




 “So what did you
think of Anastasia, John?”

“I thought she was
enchanting, Christian, although I think her appearance is probably
quite deceptive. Behind that shy, quiet exterior, I think there is
a very astute and perceptive young woman.”

“What makes you say
that?”

“Well, for a start she
didn’t hesitate to tell me that she thought I was an expensive
charlatan,” John informs me sardonically.

I snort with laughter.

“She certainly got your
measure straight off.”

But I still wish I knew exactly what
had been said between them when they were dancing together at the
masked ball. I fucking hate not knowing, especially as the most
likely topic of conversation was undoubtedly me.

“Anastasia didn’t give much
away, but I get the sense that there are hidden depths to her, and
I suppose to some extent that’s why you find her so intriguing.
She’s certainly a very lovely young woman, and I can understand why
she’s captivated your heart, Christian, why you’ve fallen so hard
for her.”

“About that. You were
right. All this love shit. I figured it out… I can see now that I
do… love Anastasia, even though I never thought it possible.” It’s
still so fucking hard for me to say these things out
loud.

“Because of your morbid
self-loathing.” John sighs in apparent frustration with me.
“Christian, how many times have we gone over this? You are very
much capable of both giving and receiving love. It was very
apparent to everyone at the ball that you and Anastasia are head
over heels in love with each other. It was a joy to see. Love is a
wonderful emotion.”

“I guess. But it also
scares the shit out of me. I feel so vulnerable, because I'm so
scared of losing her. I can't ever go through how I felt when she
left me again.”

“And have you told
Anastasia how you feel? Have you actually told her that you love
her?”

“Sort of. She worked it out
before I did, so that made it kind of easier.”

“As I
thought – your Anastasia is indeed very perceptive. I really think
she is going to be so good for you, because she seems able to see
the real man, the one that’s normally hidden behind that closed off
façade you always present to the world. Now that you’ve finally
accepted that you are capable of love, my advice is that you really
embrace these feelings. Don't be shy. Tell Anastasia frequently how
you feel about her, that you love her. Love is nothing to be
embarrassed or ashamed about, and openly declaring it will
certainly help to bond this precious new relationship of yours.
Being in love is something to be proud about, so why not freely
declare it to the whole world?”

“I don’t know if I can do
that. You know I've always been a very private person,
John.”

“I appreciate that, but
then you’ve never had these kinds of feelings before, have you?
Also, I’m certain it would mean a great deal to Anastasia, to hear
you freely and publicly acknowledging your feelings for her. It
would really help with any self-confidence issues she could
potentially be experiencing.”

“You picked up on that
too?”

“Well, I think most young
women have self-confidence issues to a degree,” he replies
evasively, as he clears his throat and changes the subject, so I
guess he doesn’t feel free to discuss this issue of Ana’s. But at
least he’s dropped me a strong hint, so I resolve to try my best
and work at telling Ana how I really feel about her. How hard can
it be?

 “How are things
working out between you? I take it you’re both working towards a
compromise with regard to your sexual needs and desires. I know
it’s early days, but how difficult are you finding it to control
your more extreme inclinations?”

“Actually
John, that side of things has been a lot easier than I anticipated,
so far anyhow. We’re finding lots of other things to try out that
I'm finding equally satisfying and
fulfilling. Ben & Jerry’s
& Ana. Mmm, delicious. And she’s
willingly let me spank her a couple of times now, because she’s
discovered that it really turns her on too.”

I can't help smiling at the
recollection of Ana begging me to spank her. That was so fucking
amazing.

“So you’re making progress
and compromising to find the middle road by the sound of things.
That’s excellent news, Christian, really excellent.”

“Yes, but…”

“But what?”

“What I am finding a lot
harder than I expected is coping with the anxiety I experience,
brought on by the lack of control I have over Ana, when she is the
most important thing in my life now.  Because of all the extra
security issues associated with being my girlfriend, I assumed that
she would agree to let me take care of her. But not Ana - she’s
still so stubborn and independent. I’m getting so fucking
frustrated with her because as you know, Leila is still on the
loose, possibly armed and potentially wanting to harm her. I can't
take the risk that something could happen to her, and yet she
fights against my orders all the time. And it’s not just the Leila
issue either. After she insisted on going to work today, against my
wishes I might add, things got even worse.”

“Do you want to fill me in
about what exactly has you feeling so anxious?”

I take a deep breath and slowly exhale
as I wonder where to start, how to explain the latest conflict
between us. I realize I'm running my fingers through my hair, a
sure sign that I'm feeling stressed.

“Everything started off so
well this morning. You know Ana’s agreed to stay with me at my
apartment because of the Leila situation? I’d always assumed I’d
prefer living on my own, but you know what? I love having Anastasia
staying with me. When she’s there, it just feels right, like a
missing piece of the puzzle has fallen into place. I sleep so much
better when we share a bed, and I don’t get any nightmares either.
And then waking up in the morning next to her is just the best
thing.”

I think back to this morning, how
tempting Ana looked when I woke her up, as she lay there in bed all
tousled and sexy. I’d resisted the temptation to wake her earlier
so she could join me in the shower, knowing how bad tempered she
can be when she doesn’t get enough sleep. I even debated whether to
allow her to sleep in and miss work altogether, but I knew she’d be
really pissed if I did that.

“I wish you’d come back to
bed,” she whispered seductively, with that husky voice she gets
when she’s turned on.

It took all my self-discipline not to
jump back into bed again and fuck her mindless. Mind you, she
hadn’t realized the time, and it was amusing to watch her panic and
then leap out of bed to hurriedly get ready for work, when she saw
how late it had gotten.

While Ana was in the shower, I took
the opportunity to speak to Gail.

“Good morning, Mrs. Jones.
I hope you had a pleasant weekend visit with your
sister?”

“I did, thank you, Mr.
Grey,” she smiled.

“And I take it that Taylor
has apprised you of the latest situation, and that you feel
reassured that the security of the apartment is no longer
compromised.”

“He has indeed, sir.
Although I have to say that I find it hard to believe that Miss
Williams would ever actually harm anyone intentionally. She’s just
a very confused and upset young woman in my opinion. That’s not how
Mr. Taylor sees it, of course. He’s lectured me until he’s blue in
the face about how I'm not to take any risks if I should encounter
her again, when I think all she really needs is a big hug and
someone to listen to her,” she huffed.

I imagine that Jason had read Gail the
riot act, in just the same way that I had with Ana. He was
horrified, as was I, that Gail had had to deal with Leila all by
herself when she broke into the apartment armed with a razor blade,
and made that haphazard attempt to self-harm.  That was why I
wouldn’t allow Gail to return to the apartment until we were sure
it was safe, and in any case, I know Taylor would never take any
risk whatsoever when it comes to her safety.

“I understand that Taylor
has informed you that Miss Steele will be staying here with me, at
least until there is a satisfactory resolution to the situation
with Miss Williams,” I confirmed with her.

“Yes, he
did.” Gail positively beamed at me as she
replied. Why does she seem so
happy about this, when it makes more work for her?

“She will be sharing my
bedroom – her clothes and other personal belongings have already
been moved over. I appreciate that having an additional person here
will mean extra work for you, so you are to let me know if you
require any extra assistance or help in any way.”

“Mr. Grey, it will be no
problem whatsoever having Miss Steele staying here at the
apartment, and it will be my absolute pleasure to look after her as
well. To be honest, I sometimes feel rather underutilized, as you
are so easy to look after,” she smiled sincerely at me. She had
that soppy look in her eye – the one Mom gets when she talks to me
about Ana. What was that all about?

“Good. Miss Steele will
have pancakes and bacon for breakfast. And could you prepare her a
packed lunch to take to work, as she will not be leaving the office
at lunch time?”

“Of course, Mr. Grey. Once
I’ve found out her preferences, I’ll ensure she has a tasty and
nutritious meal to take with her.”

 Then I saw Ana making her way into the kitchen, wearing some
of the new clothes Ms. Acton had supplied. As I always envisaged,
she looked stunning in a gray fitted pencil skirt, a matching well
cut silk blouse and black heels.  She’d put her hair up too,
and I loved that look, seeing her neck exposed that
way. Christ, if she came and
worked in my office, I’d never get anything
done. The thought of Ana working with
that Hyde fucker, and him getting to ogle her all day still didn’t
sit well with me, but I knew we had him under surveillance, and
that Sawyer would be nearby, even if he wouldn't be in the actual
office with her as I would have preferred.

As I told Ana how lovely she looked,
out of the corner of my eye I caught Mrs. Jones beaming again for
some reason, before she asked her what she would like for her
lunch.

“Please, Mrs. Jones, call
me Ana,” she insisted as she gave me a pointed look, as if daring
me to say something about her being over familiar with the staff
again.

So okay, I wasn’t jealous of Gail, but
I’ll still have to remind her that staff are not friends, and that
I would prefer that they stick to the usual protocol and address
her as Miss Steele. But I didn’t call her out on it there and then,
deciding that it could wait until a more opportune moment, as I had
to leave for my eight thirty meeting. Even with the distraction of
Ana, I don’t do late. Well, not usually anyhow.

She made me smile as I
left, when she called out ‘Have a good day
at the office, dear’, like we were an old
married couple or something. It felt good, comforting somehow, and
I liked it. In fact I fucking loved it.

As Taylor drove me to Grey
House, I took the opportunity to remind him,

“Make sure Sawyer
understands that Miss Steele is not to leave the building
unaccompanied at any time. She has no need to leave the building at
lunchtime, but even so, he must remain alert and not be
complacent.”

I just couldn’t shake the feeling that
Ana was still not taking the risk to her safety seriously, and
might do something silly.

“I can assure you that
Sawyer fully understands his responsibilities, and takes them very
seriously indeed, Mr. Grey. He is one of the most reliable men I’ve
ever worked with, both in and out of the forces.”

Taylor glanced at me in
the rear view mirror, before fixing his eyes on the road ahead
again. Okay, Jason, so I’m being
overprotective about Ana, but can you blame me? I just can't bear
the thought of any harm coming to her.

But right now, I realize my thoughts
have run away with me, and I still need to fill Flynn in about what
happened next, as he’s sitting looking at me expectantly, while he
patiently waits.

I take a deep breath and then start
opening up.

“We email each other a lot,
especially when we’re at work – and I often find she’s more honest
with her thoughts with this method of communication.”

“That’s an interesting
observation. Any idea why that might be?”

“Maybe because she’s more
comfortable with the written word?” I suggest.

“Could it possibly be
because she finds you less intimidating that way?” John quietly
suggests, as he plays with his pen, and watches to gauge my
reaction. I take a minute or two to think about this.

“I guess you could be
right. I am working on it,” I admit.

“So what were the emails
about today?” he asks.

“First off, I thanked her
for the wonderful weekend we just had, and that I hoped she would
never leave, ever.  I just meant it as a general kind of
remark, but when she asked me to clarify if that meant I wanted her
to move in with me, I jumped at it. I told her yes, it
did.”

“I see. That’s really quite
a big step for you both this early on in your relationship. So how
did she react?”

“She said we should talk
about it this evening.”

“Wise girl. It’s certainly
something to aim for, but only if you both feel it’s the right
timing, the right thing for both of you.”

“But her living with me at
Escala makes perfect sense, especially at the moment, and
especially with what came next, which just proves I need to be
around her to protect her, as she hasn’t got a clue about the big
bad world out there.”

“What do you mean,
Christian?”

“She casually announced to
me in her next email that she ‘just thought I should know’ she was
going to a conference, which would entail an overnight stay in New
York with her sleazeball boss, Jack fucking Hyde. The one who,
according to the background checks I ordered, always has young,
attractive female assistants, but who never last longer than a
couple of months. I haven’t got any actual solid evidence yet, but
I'm sure he’s hit on all of them. He’s clearly a serial philanderer
at least, if not something much worse. He’s certainly not the kind
of man I’m going to let my girlfriend go off on an overnight trip
with.”

“So how did you react to
the news of this proposed trip?”

“I told her she wasn’t
going, of course. I mean, over my dead body am I going to let him
get his filthy paws anywhere near her. I said I’ll take her to New
York if she wants to go, as I have my own apartment
there.”

“And I take it she didn’t
react well to this pronouncement from you, dictating to her about
work related matters?”

“You
could say that. She told me not to get my knickers in a twist. I
told her it’s not my fucking knickers I'm worried about. Then she
sends me an email ranting about trust, and irresponsibly refers to
some of my more extreme sexual predilections in a fucking work
email, for Christ's sake. I had to get Barney to delete it from the
server, and phone her to tell her not to be so fucking stupid
again. Then she phones me back to tell me she’s going to New York
whether I like it or not, before she hangs up on me.
Un-fucking-believable. She actually hung up on me. No one hangs up
on me.”

John appears to be stifling a
smile.

“There’s no doubt you
definitely missed out on a whole stage of adolescent behaviors and
experiences, Christian, but it appears that you and Anastasia are
now making up for lost time in that department. So how did you
manage to resolve the situation?”

“I took control, of course.
I pulled a few strings to get an immediate moratorium on all
spending in SIP implemented, the upshot being that Hyde gets to go
to New York, but without Ana.”

“You mean you interfered
with her job to prevent her going to New York on a work related
matter? Don’t you feel maybe that was somewhat of an overreaction
on your part, Christian? And may I ask just how you managed to get
this moratorium imposed?”

“I'm not at liberty to
disclose exactly how, but suffice to say I am taking whatever steps
I deem necessary to protect what is mine. And in my view that is
not overreacting, it is merely a sensible precaution.”

I know I am being deliberately obtuse
in not actually telling Flynn that I’m buying SIP, but technically
I am not at liberty to do so, as the news is still embargoed. I
know he would never use this confidential information, but still.
He stares at me for a moment, then his eyes widen as he works it
out.

“You're buying the company?
You’re taking over the company that Anastasia is working for, in
order to control her? Surely you can see how this
looks?”

“I look on it as protecting
her. I’ll only interfere when absolutely necessary, such as when
there is a potential risk to her safety. For fuck’s sake, what am I
supposed to do, stand back and allow her to get raped by this guy?
I trust Ana implicitly, but she’s just a small defenseless girl,
she wouldn’t stand a chance against someone like him, even if he
didn’t resort to something like Rohypnol. Don't forget, I saw how
helpless she was when that photographer guy hit on her when she was
drunk, and if I hadn’t turned up when I did…” I close my eyes and
shudder in horror at the thought of how that could have ended
up.

“You have no evidence
that’s what would happen in this case.”

“I trust my gut instinct;
it rarely lets me down. Hyde is bad news, and I'm not letting Ana’s
ignorance and naivety mean she puts herself at risk with
him.”

“I’m sure Ana wouldn’t let
herself get into that situation, or put herself in
danger.”

“No? Well, guess what she
did next. Despite the threat of Leila being on the loose with a
gun, despite assuring me that she wouldn’t leave the building by
herself, to get me to agree that Sawyer didn’t need to escort her
around the building, she still fucking well goes out alone at
lunchtime, putting herself at high risk, just because that lazy
bastard Hyde asked her to go out to get his lunch. Thankfully, I’d
had the foresight to order Sawyer to monitor the only access point
for the building, so he saw her leave and followed her to ensure
her safety.”  

“What upset you the most –
the fact that Anastasia disobeyed your instructions, or that in
your opinion she put herself at risk?”

“Both, because it’s the
same thing. I have to be sure she’s safe, and that’s why I gave her
those instructions. But when I rang her after lunch to confront her
about her irresponsible actions, how she reacted really confounded
and shocked me.”

“What did she
say?”

“She said
I have to stop acting this way because I'm suffocating
her. Suffocating her. She sounded
really angry and upset about it too, which worried me and for a
moment there I honestly thought she might call things off between
us. But she didn’t, she said we’ll talk about it tonight after
work. That’s why I pulled our appointment forward, John, so I could
talk all this through with you, get your perspective on things.
 Look, I'm just trying to protect her, not suffocate her, even
I know it’s not good if she feels like that. But what else can I
do, given the current situation? I'd have thought she'd welcome
someone who is prepared to take care of her and protect her, but
instead I’m really worried by Ana’s reaction, and now I've got to
wait until later this evening to see how she feels. Her bastard
boss is making her work late, using the excuse that it’s necessary
because she’s not going to New York with him now.”

“I'm surprised that you're
surprised by her reaction, Christian. How did you think she’d feel?
How would you feel in her shoes? All you seem to be considering is
how you feel about something potentially bad happening, and not
taking into account how restrictive this overreaction must feel to
someone who, from what you’ve told me, has lived a pretty
independent life until this point. You have to remember that she’s
not one of your submissives, and she has not agreed to surrender
all control and decision making over to you. Much as you might
wish, you simply cannot protect her from every possible risk,
although with your background, I do understand where your need to
act in this way stems from. However, you need to be careful that
your actions don’t have the exact opposite effect to the one you
are trying to achieve. Anastasia may well be tempted to keep things
from you in future, in order to prevent you from interfering. She’s
a single, independent, strong minded young woman, who does not have
to seek your approval for her actions unless she chooses to do
so.”

“Well that’s another thing.
As you say, the way things stand between us now, I have no rights
whatsoever as far as she’s concerned. For example, if she got ill,
legally I would have no say in her treatment. And despite the fact
that she has virtually no money of her own, I can't force Ana to
accept any of my money or possessions if she won’t accept a gift
from me – that’s why she made that stupid bid for my place in Aspen
at the masked ball, because I’d found a way to put some money in
her account and she refused to accept it. But I'm thinking, if I
was her husband, it would be different.”

“I see. So you are already
thinking along the lines of asking Anastasia to marry you?” John
seems surprised, as he frowns and scribbles something in his
notes.

“Yes. We were booked in as
husband and wife at the hotel this weekend, and it got me thinking.
I really liked referring to Ana as my wife; I like the message it
sends out to every other fucker that she is taken, that she is
mine.”

“I can see how that would
appeal to a man like you, Christian. Have you mentioned any of
these thoughts to Ana yet?”

“No, not yet. I know it
probably seems too soon, but now I know how I feel and what I want,
I don’t see the point in hanging around and wasting time. I’ve
always been decisive; it’s a strength, a necessary attribute to be
successful in business. Know what you want and go after it, do
whatever it takes to achieve your goal.  I never want Ana to
leave, or to be with anyone else, and I certainly don’t ever want
to be with anyone else. So surely the next logical step is to make
her my wife, and thereby ensure I have the right to be fully
involved in all aspects of her life, to be able to keep her safe
and protect her.”

John leans back in his chair and
studies me intently for a minute or two, as he taps his finger on
his lip.

“You don’t have much
experience with women, do you Christian? Other than sexually, of
course,” he quickly elaborates, when I raise my eyebrows at him.
“You do realize that a contract of marriage between a man and a
woman is nothing like a business contract, don’t you? Being Ana’s
husband would still not give you the right to dictate to her what
she can or cannot do. In reality, it wouldn’t allow you to control
her.”

“No, but surely it would at
least give me more control than I have now. As my girlfriend, she
is a vulnerable target for all sorts of weirdoes, and yet I can't
force her to accept protection from me. And I really want her to
benefit from my wealth. I want to share everything I have to make
her life easier, but as things stand right now, her stupid pride
won’t let me. And I would really love to show the world that I'm
totally committed to her, because of how much I truly love
her.”

“Ah,
finally, I’m hearing the right reason for wanting to get married.
Because you love Anastasia. That’s far more
like it,” John smiles. “I think asking Ana to marry you is a
wonderful goal to work towards. But you must learn to walk before
you can run. Your first priority is learning to communicate with
each other far more effectively, to prevent these damaging
confrontations between you. That’s the logical first step towards
reaching your ultimate goal of marriage. She’s an intelligent
woman, so explain to her more effectively why you have concerns
about her safety, involve her in making the decisions, rather than
just barking orders, which will inevitably make her feel angry and
resentful and cause her to rebel against you.”

“But I'm only taking care
of her and trying to shield her from all the shit, so she isn’t
upset and worried by it. That makes sense doesn’t it? Why would she
resent that? I don’t understand why women act that way.”

“In the
words of the great Oscar Wilde ‘Women are meant to be loved, not
understood.’ Basically, my advice is not
to insult her intelligence; you have to try to take her feelings
and thoughts into account, rather than just ignoring them, or
always assuming you know what’s best. Discuss things, talk them
through with Ana, ask for her opinion. If marriage is indeed your
ultimate goal, you will have to think of it as an equal partnership
between the pair of you, not as an excuse for you to simply regard
her as your possession.”

“Okay, I
hear what you’re saying, although I don’t necessarily agree with
everything you've said. But you’re not saying that marriage between
us would be a bad idea? You think I can do it? I never thought it
would be an option for a man like me. But since I've met Ana, all
sorts of possibilities seem to be opening up. As long as you don’t
think Ana marrying me would be wrong, that I'm not right for her,
seeing as I've not told her everything about me, because she’d run
if she knew.” You mean if she
knew the whole truth about why you enjoy beating the shit out of
little brown haired girls like her, Grey. Never forget that you are
still one sick bastard.

I look at John, knowing that he is
never less than totally honest with me, he never sugar coats the
bitter pill, or bullshits me. That’s what I like about him, despite
him being a rather oddball, out of place Brit. Another fish out of
water I guess. And of course, he knows all of my really bad shit,
but never seems fazed by it.

“As I
keep telling you, just take things one step at a time, Christian. I
think that as long as you continually work hard to keep all
communication channels open between you, then a loving marriage
with Anastasia would be an ideal goal for you to aim for. I believe
that learning to support each other’s strengths and weaknesses
would be perfect therapy for both of
you. Therapy for Ana as well?
He thinks she needs help too?

I leave the session with John feeling
slightly reassured that at least he wasn’t totally horrified by the
idea of Ana and me getting married, or reject it out of
hand.

 


~~~

 


“How many times do I have
to tell you to leave Anastasia alone?” I snarl at Elena when I
phone her. “And how the fuck did you get her email address
anyhow.”

Elena surprises me by
laughing.

“She came running straight
to you again did she? You have her well trained in one area anyhow,
even if it’s not the right one. As for how I got her email address,
I simply rang the reception desk at SIP and asked for it,
Christian. I didn’t imagine Anastasia’s email address was meant to
be some kind of a classified secret, seeing as potential authors
need to be able to get in contact with her.”

“How did you know where she
worked?” I ask suspiciously.

“It came up several times
at the masked ball. Your little Anastasia was quite the topic of
conversation, as I expect you can imagine, given that most people
there, including your family, had assumed you were gay. If only
they knew the truth, hmm?” Elena bursts into her high pitched
tinkling laugh which I find highly irritating, as I’m not finding
any of this amusing in the slightest.

“Elena, I don’t appreciate
you going behind my back yet again, when I have made my wishes
abundantly clear to you several times now. I'm pleased that
Ana has forwarded your email for me to handle, because
surely you recall how I specifically told you to leave
Anastasia alone, the last time we spoke? For fucks sake Elena, when
are you going to get the message that she is not interested in
being friends with you, and that I am not comfortable with this
professed desire of yours to ‘fill in the gaps’ with
her.”

“Have I touched on a raw
nerve? Do you think I’m going to disclose  something that you
still feel the need to hide from Anastasia? That doesn’t sound very
honest of you, seeing as you’ve informed me that you're in a
regular relationship with her, whatever that means. I just thought
I’d try one more time to smooth things over, now that I understand
how important she is to you. I know all this repression of your
true needs and desires is not going to be at all easy for you, so I
figured you’re both going to need all the help and support you can
get. I worry about you, because it’s not as if even your family
truly understands all your issues, is it?  There really is no
one else who can offer the kind of help and support that I can, so
I felt it my duty not to give up lightly, whatever you misguidedly
believe about not wanting to be a burden to me. I’ll always be here
for you Christian, no matter what happens.”

“I don’t need your help.
Anastasia doesn’t need your help. So just stay the fuck out of our
lives, Elena. No more meddling in affairs that don’t concern you.
Last warning.”

“As you wish, Christian.
But whatever you say now, just remember that I’ve always been your
truest friend, and so I'm not just going to abandon you. I've
always been here for you, haven’t I? Nothing is going to change
that, whatever type of relationship you’re in now. So, if you need
me, I’ll be here waiting for you. I'm not just a fair weather
friend, not after all these years and all the experiences we’ve
shared.”

“I have Anastasia now, so I
don’t need your kind of support any more. I appreciate your
concern, but it really is entirely unnecessary. Goodbye,
Elena.”

“Goodbye, Christian. Take
care. Rest assured, I’ll back off for now, but I’ll still be
watching out for you.”

~~~

 


I’m nervous as Anastasia gets in the
car when I pick her up after work, as I'm not sure how angry she
still is. Flynn says we need to learn how to communicate more
effectively, so I decide to just ask her outright.

“Are you still
mad?”

“I don’t know,” she
murmurs. At least she doesn't sound too angry, and when I take her
hand to gently kiss it, she makes no move to snatch it back. Good,
that’s a positive start.

“It’s been a shitty
day.”

“Yes, it has.”

“It’s better now that
you’re here,” I tell her truthfully. Being with her is enough to
help me start to relax and unwind. I just like being able to touch
her and feel her next to me.

The journey back to Escala doesn’t
take long, and when Taylor drops us off, we quickly run in out of
the rain, and wait for the elevator. I kick myself, because Ana
notices me scanning the surrounding area.

“I take it you haven’t
found Leila yet?” she asks.

“No, Welch is still looking
for her,” I mutter. It is so fucking frustrating that she seems to
be able to just disappear off the face of the earth, and then
reappear at will.

The elevator arrives and we step in.
And it’s there again, that sizzling, electrifying, chemistry
between us in the confined space. I want her, right here, right
now. I look at Ana, and she has that fuck-me-now look in her
eyes.

“Do you feel it?” I
whisper.

“Yes.”

“Oh, Ana,” I groan,
grabbing her and tipping her head back to kiss her, while her
fingers find their way into my hair to tug me down to her. Somehow
we end up against the elevator wall, both breathing heavily, both
turned on beyond belief.

“I hate arguing with
you.”

All the tension that has built up
today somehow finds its release as we kiss, a deep passionate kiss
with our tongues entwining, as our hands frenziedly explore each
other’s bodies. As I run my hand up her leg, I make a discovery
that sends me even wilder.

“Sweet Jesus, you’re
wearing stockings,” I moan, as I caress the soft skin exposed at
the top of her lacy stocking. I find stockings so fucking erotic.
“I want to see this.”

There is no way I'm going
to be able to wait until we reach the apartment. I’m far too turned
on and desperate, so I pull her skirt right up to feast my eyes on
Ana’s sexy legs in their sexy stockings. I groan and reach over to
press the stop button, and the elevator coasts to a halt between
the twenty-second and twenty-third floors. I always knew the day
would come when we’d fuck in this elevator, and turns out today's
the day.

We’re both panting as we
gaze at each other, and she leans against the back wall.

“Take your hair
down.”

I want her to show me how wickedly
seductive she can look.

Ana lets her glorious hair tumble down
around her shoulders, right down to her breasts. “Undo the top two
buttons of your shirt.”

Anastasia slowly complies with my
order, so now I can see the tops of her fantastic
breasts.

“Do you have any idea how
alluring you look right now,” I whisper, unbelievably turned on by
her.

She shakes her head as she
tantalizingly bites her lip, knowing exactly what effect that has
on me. I close my eyes as I swallow hard, trying to keep myself
under control. I step closer to put my hands either side of her
face, caging her in without actually touching her. She looks up at
me with those beautiful big blue eyes of hers, as I lean down and
run my nose against hers.

“I think you do, Miss
Steele. I think you like to drive me wild.”

“Do I drive you wild?” she
murmurs, still gazing into my eyes.

“In all things, Anastasia.
You are a siren, a goddess.”

I have to have her. I hitch
her leg up around my waist, so now she’s directly against my rock
hard erection, as my cock demands contact with her. As she moans
and throws her head back, I kiss and nip her throat and drink in
her unmistakably delicious scent. It drives me over the edge. We
need to fuck.

“I’m going to take you now,
Anastasia.”

She arches her back to grind herself
against me, just as desperate as I am.

I grab one of the condom packets I
always keep in my pocket these days, as I quickly undo my fly. I
can't fucking wait until we can be truly spontaneous, but for now,
we impatiently undo the packet between us, so I can sheath
up.

“God, I can't wait for the
next six days,” I growl. “I do hope you’re not fond of these
panties.” I just rip them off her, not even attempting to take them
down.

Then I thrust right into
her, savoring the soft, warm slickness that engulfs my desperate
cock. Ah yesss. That feels so good.  We are always so
fuckingly amazingly good together. I slowly withdraw and then slide
in again. We both groan with sheer pleasure. We are totally
connected by our mutual need of a raw, basic fuck. 

“You're mine,
Anastasia.”

“Yes. Yours. When will you
accept that?” she moans, as I push slowly into her again to fill
her completely. She feels so tight and slick around my length. She
feels perfect, perfect for me and only me. My Ana.

Then I start really moving,
pulling her leg tighter around me, locking her to me, as I drive
hard into her, really deep and hard. She tilts her hips up to meet
and match me, claiming me deeper still into the very core of her
body. 

On and on, over and over, I push her
to the edge, claiming her as mine each time I slide my cock deep
inside her. She is mine.  I am hers. Nothing else exists or
matters. 

“Oh, baby.” I feel her
spasm and clench around me as she comes, such a fantastic feeling,
so I lose myself in her, calling out as I release into her. “Ana,
my Ana.”

 


~~~

 


“Taylor will be wondering
where we are,” I grin, as I set the elevator going again. I imagine
he was surprised to arrive in the apartment via the service
elevator before us, even after parking the car, but I don’t doubt
he’ll soon work out what we’re up to. He'll quickly surmise that
the elevator is our latest little fuck pad. It won’t worry him; at
least we’re safely out of harm’s way in here.

Anastasia hastily tries to smooth her
hair and adjust her clothes as the elevator completes its delayed
ascent.

“You’ll do,” I
smirk. 

Why bother to try and
conceal the evidence of what we were up to, when Taylor will know
anyway? And if I want to fuck my girlfriend in the privacy of the
empty elevator, I fucking well will. And I fucking well just did.
And it was one mighty fine fuck that has eased our tensions
perfectly.  I feel so much fucking better now.

“Problem
with the elevator,” I casually tell Taylor, who is standing waiting
in the foyer as we step out. Ana blushes profusely and hurries
towards the bedroom without looking up at him, and I'm pretty sure
I see the hint of what could pass as admiration roll over Taylor’s
usually impassive face.  Yeah, I actually fucked her in the
elevator.  

But I immediately head towards his
office, because I must get to the CCTV footage first, to erase the
evidence of our lustful elevator liaison.

It’ll probably be best if I don’t
mention it to Ana. She’d freak, I know she would. 

She’d never have been so
uninhibited if she’d realized there was a hidden surveillance
camera in the elevator.


Chapter 42 -
Communicating




I’ve taken on board Flynn’s
advice about communicating more effectively with Anastasia, so that
evening, as we sit down together to eat the meal that Mrs. Jones
has prepared for us, I tell her what I've been involved with at
work today. I explain about the solar-powered cell phone my company
has been working on, which I think has fantastic potential to help
those in less developed countries that inevitably have unreliable
power supplies. 

Ana listens intently as I
talk, and then questions me about the vision I have for its
development. It means a lot to me that she is so interested, that
she wants to learn more about something that I care so passionately
about. It seems that we share the same values about projects such
as these, that can make such a difference to the more deprived
areas of the globe, and that fact makes me love her even
more. Not just the amazing sex you
share, is it Grey? She really is a special woman. One in a million.
A trillion. No, she is totally unique actually. You must never let
her go. Ever. 

For some reason Ana seems relieved
that I only have three properties – New York, Aspen and Escala. I
also have my eye on the potential acquisition of the property
overlooking the sound, but I’m not saying anything about that yet,
as it may come to nothing.

Anastasia clearly still has some
adjustments to make to get used to my kind of lifestyle, as she
automatically starts clearing up once we’ve finished our meal,
forgetting that I have staff to deal with all
that. 

“Leave that. Gail will do
it,” I remind her, so she reluctantly leaves the plates in the
sink. 

“Well, now that you are
more docile, Miss Steele, shall we talk about
today?” 

“I think you’re the one
who’s more docile. I think I'm doing a good job in taming
you.” 

“Taming
me?” I snort with derision. Well, not exactly the Dominant these days, are you
Grey? “Yes, maybe you are,
Anastasia,” I admit. 

“You were right about
Jack,” she quietly concedes. 

I feel my blood run cold. I fucking
knew it. I knew he was a sleazeball. What the fuck has he done to
make her see him for what he really is? 

“Has he tried
anything?” 

I’ll fucking kill him if he has. But
not until I've beaten him to a pulp first. I can feel my temper
about to explode and I know I could easily lose control, the way I
used to when I was a teenager. But I work hard to contain my rage,
and try to establish some facts first. 

Ana shakes her head. 

“No, and he won’t
Christian. I told him today that I'm your girlfriend, and he backed
right off.” 

That might be what she innocently
believes, but I still don’t trust him one iota. 

“You’re sure? I could fire
the fucker.” 

If that ass hole’s been hitting on
Ana, he’s history, and I don’t fucking care what the legal
implications of breaking the terms of his contract are – let him
sue. 

But Ana is adamant that she can deal
with him, that I have to let her fight her own battles and not
stifle her. Remembering Flynn’s advice from this afternoon’s
session, I listen and try to take account of her feelings and
wishes, but it still takes all my resolve not to insist that either
she leaves the job, or that I’m getting Hyde
fired. 

She comes round and stands between my
legs as I sit at the breakfast bar. She pulls my arms around her
and then rests her hands on my arms, and I begin to feel a little
calmer because of her touch, this close contact between
us. 

“I don’t
need you charging in like a white knight to save the day,” she
tries to reassure me. Trust
me, baby, I’m definitely the dark knight, the thoughts I'm having
about what I’d like to do to Hyde. 

“You have to learn to let
go. And if you can do that – give me that – I’ll move in with you,”
she whispers, as she tenderly strokes my face. 

“You’d do
that?” 

“Yes.” 

“But you
don’t know me.” Because if you
did, if you knew the whole sickening truth about me, trust me,
you’d run. 

“I know
you well enough, Christian. Nothing you tell me about yourself will
frighten me away.” You really
don’t know what you’re talking about, sweet
girl. “But if you could just ease up
on me.” 

Flynn’s words come back to me. ‘She’s
clearly an intelligent woman, so explain to her more effectively
why you have concerns about her safety’ 

“I'm trying, Anastasia. I
couldn’t just stand by and let you go to New York with that…
sleazeball. He has an alarming reputation. None of his assistants
have lasted more than three months, and they’re never retained by
the company. I don’t want that for you, baby. I don’t want anything
to happen to you. You being hurt… the thought fills me with dread.
I can't promise not to interfere, not if I think you’ll come to
harm.” 

I know what I want to say next, what I
need to say. It’s hard, but I take a deep breath. 

“I love you, Anastasia. I
will do everything in my power to protect you. I cannot imagine my
life without you.” 

Ana stares at me. Then a wonderful
smile spreads across her face, as she gazes into my eyes. Her eyes
are shining with unspoken emotion. 

“I love you too,
Christian,” she whispers, then leans over to kiss me. It’s a
special, perfect moment between us. The first time I’ve said those
words to her. I. Love.You. 

But the moment is disturbed by Taylor
discreetly clearing his throat, trying to get my attention and
looking distinctly uncomfortable about it. Christ knows how long
he’s been standing there waiting for the right
moment. 

“Yes?” I bark at him,
knowing he must have a good reason to interrupt. 

“Mrs. Lincoln is on her way
up, sir.” 

“What?” 

Taylor shrugs apologetically. What the
fuck can Elena possibly want now? I sigh as I shake my head. Of
course she had to turn up just at the precise moment when things
were developing nicely between Ana and me, before I've even had the
chance to get my head around the fact that she’s agreed to move in
with me. 

“Well, this should be
interesting,” I mutter, knowing how Ana can't stand Elena. But I
resign myself to dealing with the fallout from the woman of my past
meeting up with the woman who is my present and hopefully my future
too. 


Chapter 43 - Old
Baggage




To say that Elena is surprised to
discover Anastasia with me, as she casually strolls into my
apartment, is an understatement. She just gapes open mouthed at
her, frozen to the spot. I pull Ana close to my side in an attempt
to keep her calm and reassured, because I know she’s not going to
be at all happy about this particular visitor.

 It’s obvious that
Elena’s mistakenly assumed I’ve kept to the old arrangement I used
to have with my subs. They only ever stayed at weekends, never on a
weekday like today, so naturally Elena expected me to be here on my
own. It just proves that she still has not accepted how different
the relationship I have with Ana is, compared to the previous
fifteen subs.

“I'm sorry. I didn’t
realize you had company, Christian. It’s Monday.”

“Girlfriend,” I pointedly remind
her. As I have told you
countless times, Elena. Stop trying to ignore it, because Ana is
here to stay, so you are going to have to get used to
it.

“Of course. Hello,
Anastasia. I didn’t know you’d be here. I know you don’t want to
talk to me. I accept that.” Elena has quickly regained her
composure.

“Do you?” Ana sounds
surprisingly cool and assertive.

I'm impressed. I can see
that she’s not going to let herself be intimidated by Elena, who is
dressed from top to toe in her usual choice of elegant but rather
boring black.  I prefer pretty blue
shirts. I can smell Elena’s heavy perfume
from the other side of the room. Strange – I used to like it, but
now I find it overpowering and cloying. A bit like the woman herself. 

“Yes, I get the message.
I'm not here to see you. Like I said, Christian rarely has company
during the week.” Elena stares at Ana as if she is some kind of
oddity. “I have a problem, and I need to talk to Christian about
it.”

“Oh?” Now I’m curious as to
what the matter could be. “Do you want a drink?”

“Yes,
please,” Elena murmurs gratefully, as she heaves a big sigh and
pats her immaculate bleached blonde
hair. I prefer long brunette
hair, especially when it’s spread over the pillow next to me in
bed.

As I bring the wine over, both women
sit themselves at the breakfast bar. At least they appear to be
managing to be civil to each other. Or ignoring each other. Either
suits me just fine.

“What’s up?” I ask Elena,
who looks nervously over at Ana. I take her hand, determined that
she is going to stay and hear what’s going on. I'm not going to
keep anything secret from her, not if I want to earn her trust,
when she has such negative feelings about Elena already.

“Anastasia’s with me now.” So whatever you’ve got to say, you’re going to have to say it
in front of her. That’s the deal, take it or leave it.

Elena smiles, and her faces
softens a little. Just as it used to when she was rewarding me for
pleasing her. I think of it as her regal smile, one that she’s
deigns to bestow on her subjects. I know all her expressions
extremely well.

“I’m being blackmailed,”
she confides, as she nervously toys with the large, ostentatious
ring she’s wearing on her middle finger.

Fucking
hell. Blackmail. That’s always the
nightmare scenario for anyone who has a non-conventional lifestyle.
But I’m puzzled; Elena is always so discreet and careful. That’s
how come no one discovered our relationship for over six
years.

“How?”

She pulls a note out of her purse, and
tries to hand it to me, but I instruct her to put it down on the
counter, just in case there are useful finger prints on it,
although Elena quickly points out that she can't go to the police
with it. I was thinking more along the lines of letting Welch deal
with it. No doubt neither of us feels comfortable at the thought of
having the police snooping too closely into our private
lives.

“They’re only asking for
five thousand dollars. Any idea who it might be? Someone in the
community?” I query as I read it.

It’s many years since I was involved
with the BDSM community. Mixing in public has never been my thing,
I am by nature very much a loner.  Whenever I've needed to
acquire a new submissive in recent years, I've always used a very
discreet and exclusive online service. But something doesn’t seem
right about this blackmail attempt, that’s what my gut instinct is
telling me. Five thousand dollars seems a ridiculously small
amount. Hardly worth the bother of sending the
note. 

“No.”

“Linc?”

“What – after all this
time? I don’t think so.”

“Does Isaac
know?”

I haven’t met Elena’s latest sub, but
she’s told me she's happy with him, so their relationship seems
sound enough.

“I think he needs to know,”
I advise, but Elena shakes her head.

All the while Elena and I have been
talking, I've been keeping hold of Ana’s hand as she’s been quietly
sitting there. Now I feel her trying to extricate herself, but I
tighten my grip as I turn to look at her. I don’t want her to feel
excluded. I want her here, by my side, so there are no
misunderstandings.

“What?” I query.

“I'm tired. I think I’ll go
to bed.”

I search her face for clues to try and
assess how she’s taking all this, but she keeps a guarded
expression, so I can't read her. Is she pissed with me? Surely she
understands I have no option but to help my friend in her hour of
need?

“Okay. I won’t be long.” I
can't make her stay, and it is her choice to leave me with Elena,
not mine, so I reluctantly let her go, as Elena bids her
goodnight.

Once Ana has left the room,
Elena accepts that there is really nothing much I can do to help,
then wastes no time in getting onto the subject of my relationship
with Ana, as she tells me how happy I look. Now I'm wondering if
the note was just a pretext, an excuse for her to come over and see
me. She knew I was really pissed over her numerous attempts to meet
up with Ana behind my back. I suspect this may well be the case, as
she starts quizzing me about Ana, asking if she understands all my
issues.

“She knows me better than
anyone,” I insist.

“Ouch. That hurts,” Elena
scowls.

Seems she doesn’t like the
fact that her position as the only person who truly knows me is
being usurped by a beautiful new
contender. Puts me in mind of Snow
White and the wicked stepmother. Don’t go accepting any apples from
her, Ana.

“It’s the truth, Elena. I
don’t have to play games with her. And I mean it, leave her
alone.”

“What is her
problem?”

“You…
What we were. What we did. She doesn’t
understand.” I'm glad Ana
doesn’t understand. It shows how pure and unsullied she
is.

“Make her
understand.” Why the fuck
would I want to do that?

“It’s in the past, Elena,
and why would I want to taint her with our fucked-up relationship?
She’s good and sweet and innocent, and by some miracle she loves
me.”

Elena seems to think it’s
not so surprising that Ana loves me, that I'm some kind of a great
catch. But she’s missing the point; this new relationship is about
much more than money and possessions. I know all that counts for
nothing with Ana, and I love that about her. For the first time, I
feel that a woman is truly interested in just plain Christian, not
Mr. Grey, billionaire CEO of GEH. Maybe that’s why I kept hearing
her voice playing over and over in my head after our first
encounter, when she called me Christian as she was leaving in
the elevator, after falling into my office to interview
me. Fell headlong right into your
life too, didn't she Grey?

“Don't you miss
it?”

“What?”

“Your playroom.”

“That really is none of
your fucking business.” Elena always has to hark back to that, but
I've discovered that it’s really not the be all and end all, as she
has always claimed it was for a man like me.

“I’m sorry,” she sneers,
with a condescending expression on her face. She seems to forget
that I'm no longer that impressionable, inexperienced fifteen year
old boy from all those years ago. She has no right probing into my
private affairs any more.

But Elena always thinks she’s the
expert, that only she knows what’s best for me when it comes to my
sexual preferences. However, since I’ve met Ana, I've realized that
she is actually very ignorant and knows nothing about the true joy
of sex. All she knows are cold facts regarding the best techniques,
without messy details such as emotions or feelings getting in the
way of a totally meaningless fuck to satisfy a physical craving.
And I've had enough of all that now.

“I think you’d better go.
And please, call before you come again.”

She can't expect to come
marching in here, as if she owns the place. She doesn’t. Things
have changed. There’s a new order now, and she has no place in
it.

“I don’t want to lose you,
Christian.”

“I'm not yours to lose,
Elena,” I state, exasperated by her refusal to accept that things
have changed.

But before she leaves, I'm curious to
learn why she gave Ana the impression that she saw me on the
Saturday after we’d broken up, when in reality we only spoke
briefly on the phone. That misunderstanding made things harder for
me to reconcile with Ana.

"Why did you say what you did to
Ana?"

“I wanted her to know how
upset you were when she left. I don’t want her to hurt
you.”

Her words make me wonder if I've maybe
been a touch hard on Elena. It’s just her way of trying to protect
me, an old established habit of hers, that’s hard to break after
all this time. But it doesn't change the fact that she has to learn
to stop now. I don't need or welcome this incessant interfering and
meddling of hers, especially as all it achieves is to rile
Anastasia each and every time.

Before she leaves, we agree that I
might as well get Welch to investigate this attempt to blackmail
her. I guess it’s the least I can do for her, as she still remains
my oldest friend. At least she says she will call rather than drop
in unannounced next time, although I can't help hoping there aren’t
going to be too many ‘next times’, not the way Ana feels about
her.

And with that thought, I
head off to find Anastasia, to see how she’s taken this visit from
the woman she clearly regards as little better than a she
devil.


Chapter 44 - In
Tune




I am so fucking fed up with defending
myself over all this Elena shit with Anastasia. I can't change my
past. It is what it is. I get that Ana loathes Elena, but what I
don’t get is why she wants to know all about our past together. I
would have thought ignorance was bliss in this instance, but that's
not how Ana sees it.

“Why the fuck do you want
to know about her? We had a very long standing affair, she beat the
shit out of me often, and I fucked her in all sorts of ways you
can't even imagine, end of story.”

Ana visibly pales at my shocking
words.

“Why are you so angry?” she
whispers.

“Because all of that shit
is OVER!” I shout. Well, it would be if she would only let it go.
At this rate, everything is going to be spoiled for no good
reason.

But as I see Ana sitting
there on the bed, her eyes cast down as she wrings her hands, I
feel remorse wash over me. If the roles were reversed, I couldn’t
handle it anywhere near as calmly as she is. In fact I couldn’t
handle it at all, so I must try and calm down, and find out what
she needs from me to make this all go away.

“What do you want to know?”
I sigh, resolving to be as open and honest with her as I
can.

“You don’t have to tell me.
I don’t mean to intrude,” Ana says quietly. Fuck, she’s closing up
on me now, and I’ve only myself to blame, because of the way I'm
handling this.

“Anastasia, it’s not like
that. I don’t like talking about all this shit. I've lived in a
bubble for years with nothing affecting me, and not having to
justify myself to anyone. She’s always been there as a confidante.
And now my past and my future are colliding in a way I never
thought possible.”

I’m trying my best to calmly explain
how I feel to her. Her big blue eyes are staring up at me, as she
tries to take it all in. Compared to her previously inexperienced
existence, my life must seem pretty shocking I guess, so I have to
make allowances for her.  And at least she cares enough to
want to know all about me. It’s just a shame that my history is all
so sordid.

“I never thought I had a
future with anyone, Anastasia. You give me hope, and have me
thinking about all sorts of possibilities.”

Until I met Anastasia, I
never imagined it would ever be possible that I would want to spend
the rest of my life with just one woman, or that I would be
contemplating getting married and setting up a home together. In
Ana, I've found someone with whom I can share
experiences, to actually have fun and enjoy my life. She has
brought light into the eternal gloom that was my existence before I
met her.

“I was listening,” she
confesses in a whisper, as she stares down at her hands.

“What? To our
conversation?”

“Yes.”

“Well?” I guess I have to
appreciate the fact that she is being honest enough to tell me she
was eavesdropping, so how can I be angry with her? And anyway,
there really wasn't anything that
I wouldn't have said in front of her.

As she continues to question me, it’s
obvious that Ana is worried that I still have feelings for Elena,
that I love her. How can I convince her that I've never
experienced any kind of feelings before that come close to what I
feel for her?

“You’re the only person I’d
fly three thousand miles to see,” I tell her. “The feelings I have
for you are very different from any I ever had for
Elena.”

With Elena, it was a
relationship that provided a means for sexual relief, in ever more
extreme ways, as she pushed me to my limits over and over again. It
was harsh, but I welcomed every second of it, as it meant I could
let off steam in a relatively safe way without harming anyone. I
would undoubtedly have been one very frustrated and volatile young
man otherwise. But love? That never came into it I realize as I
look back now.  I had no conception of the meaning of true
love until Anastasia tripped her way into my life.

“So you desired her? When
you were younger?”

“Yes. She taught me a great
deal. She taught me to believe in myself.” 

Elena saw potential in me and
encouraged me to set up my own business. She always had faith that
I would succeed.

“But she also beat the shit
out of you?”

“Yes, she
did.” 

Elena brought me back into line in a
way no one else managed to do.

“And you liked
that?”

“At the time I
did.”

“So much that you wanted to
do it to others?”

“Yes.” 

Shit, Ana’s coming to the same
conclusion as Flynn, when he spoke to me before about needing to
break the cycle of abuse. How come I didn't see this,
while Ana has figured it out virtually straight away?

“Did she help you with
that?”

“Yes.”

“Did she sub for
you?”

“Yes.”

“Do you expect me to like
her?”

“No. Though it would make
my life a hell of a lot easier. I do understand your
reticence.”

“Reticence! Jeez, Christian
– if that were your son, how would you feel?”

My son? I have no idea about that,
because it’s not something I've ever given the slightest
thought to. I'm not exactly father of the year material, am I? So
how the fuck do I know what it would feel like if it were my son in
that situation?

“I didn't have to
stay with her. It was my choice, too, Anastasia.”

“Who’s Linc?”

“Her
ex-husband.”

“Lincoln
Timber?”

“The very same.”

“And Isaac?”

“Her current submissive.
He’s in his mid-twenties, Anastasia. You know – a consenting
adult.” 

She pulls a face, but Ana needs to
understand that there are many different types of relationships
that work for many different types of people. As long as it is all
fully consensual, there are no problems that I can see, and even
Flynn agrees on this.

“Your age,” she mutters
disapprovingly.

I am getting tired of her
attitude now. We’re going round in circles, and it’s all about the
past, which I can't do anything about, so what’s the point? I
decide the best option right now is for me to let her cool off,
while I go and catch up on some work. I have several deals that are
at critical stages, so I can't afford to take my eye off the ball
for too long, however much I trust Ros to deal with most matters.
 I've never felt comfortable in delegating too
much responsibility, preferring to remain hands on. It's an
approach that has proved successful up till now, and I'm confident
it explains a great deal of my success. 

Before I leave, I remember that Ana's
Saab has arrived earlier than expected, and so I tell her about it
in the hope that it will maybe improve her mood, as she seemed
pretty excited when we ordered it.

“Can I drive it tomorrow?”
 she pleads.

Crap. Maybe I shouldn't have
told her about it after all, seeing as under current circumstances
I can't let her drive it.  

“No.”

“Why not?”

“You know why not. And that
reminds me. If you are going to leave your office, let me know.
Sawyer was there, watching you. It seems I can't trust you to look
after yourself at all.”

“Seems I
can't trust you either. You could have told me Sawyer was watching
me.” Have to keep you safe,
baby.

“Do you want to fight about
that too?”

“I wasn't aware
we were fighting. I thought we were communicating.”

So here we are again. Despite my best
intentions, we’re caught up in yet another of our bad tempered
confrontations. Because of the mood she’s in over Elena, I can't
seem to win, and at this rate we’re going to end up in a full blown
nasty row however I handle the situation, so I think it best I
withdraw for now, leave her to cool down and for me to calm myself
too.

“I have to work,” I state,
then make my way to my study.

But even after an hour or so of
immersing myself in work, I find myself still unsettled, with a
pressing need to check in with Anastasia, to make sure she’s okay,
and try to smooth things over with her.

But I can't find her -
she’s not in my bedroom, or her old bedroom
either. Shit. Where has she gone? All
her things are still here, so I don’t think she’s run out on me. I
work my way through the apartment, trying not to panic as I look
for Ana. Then I have a brain wave. I think I know where my little
bookworm will have tucked herself away. 

Sure
enough, I'm relieved to find her in the room she calls
the library, tucked up fast asleep in one of the big chairs, with
Daphne Du Maurier’s 'Rebecca' open on her lap. She’s finally
wearing one of the silk nightdresses I ordered for her, instead of
one of my T shirts. She looks so beautiful as she sleeps, and I
find myself just standing gazing at her in awe for a minute or two,
before I lift her up to carry her to bed.

“Hey, you fell asleep.
I couldn't find you.” I whisper, as she stirs.

She murmurs my name, and
then sleepily puts her arms around my neck as I carry her, and I
love how soft and warm she feels in my arms. Naturally I can't
resist nuzzling her hair, because she smells as divine as
ever. My sweet, sweet girl, helping
me find my way in this confusing new world of love, that is finally
thawing my frozen heart.

“Sleep, baby,” I whisper as
I tuck her up in bed, gently kissing her as I do, and she falls
asleep again in an instant.

 


~~~

 


All this arguing and upset after
Elena’s visit this evening has stirred up vivid memories of the
past, and I still feel very confused, even after working on for a
couple more hours after I've put Ana to bed.

I usually turn to music when I need to
soothe my soul, and as I haven’t played my piano for a while,
that’s where I head. But I leave the lid down to muffle the sound,
so that I don’t disturb Ana while she’s sleeping.

Chopin suits my mood
tonight – Nocturne no 1 in B flat minor. My mind wanders as I play,
trying to figure out how to balance what has gone before in my
life, with what is happening now. I've never regretted
the affair I had with Elena, but seeing how it looks through Ana’s
eyes has me questioning things for the first time.  All I can
say is that it felt right at the time, and without question Elena
stopped me from descending into the same drink and drugs hell as my
crack whore birth mother.

But now I can't help
wondering if Elena just set me on a different path to hell. Since
Flynn spelt it out to me, I can see that Elena is pretty much
fucked up herself, thanks to the abuse she suffered at the hands of
her father and then her ex-husband Linc.  Was it this cycle of
abuse that led her to encourage my sadistic inclinations? Was it
her expert tutelage that allowed this inclination of mine to
develop into a full blown addiction? Could there possibly have been
another way to channel my frustrations? Anastasia has shown me
there is hope that I can change, in a way Elena always told me was
impossible, so could this have happened to me all those years ago,
had I been treated differently by her? The sad truth is that I will
never know, and all I can do now is to grab with both hands this
chance for happiness I've been given, and make sure I do
everything in my power not to lose Anastasia now that I've found
her.

But I don’t really get why we ended up
fighting again this evening, not when I was trying so hard to avoid
it.  And why do I still feel a strong urge to punish her for
arguing with me, even though I know I don’t really want to hurt
her? It is all so fucking confusing to me.

Then I look up to see Anastasia
standing in the doorway, quietly watching me. She looks elegant and
beautiful and sexy in the classy pink silk nightgown and robe, with
her hair tumbling down over her shoulders. I can't take my eyes off
her as she makes her way over, and I stop playing as she reaches
me.

“Why did you stop? That was
lovely.”

“Do you have any idea how
desirable you look at the moment?

“Come to bed,” she
whispers. But I'm already having other thoughts about
where I want this to end.

I hold out my hand to pull her onto my
lap, then wrap her up in my arms, so that I can nuzzle her neck and
ears. I love the luxurious touch of her silky nightgown against my
fingers. I've always had a thing for silk, it really
turns me on, and I want Ana to be dressed in it whenever
possible.

"Why do we fight?” I whisper, as I
graze her soft little ear lobe.

“Because we’re getting to
know each other, and you're stubborn and cantankerous and moody and
difficult,” she murmurs, as she lets her head fall back to allow me
to kiss her throat.

“I'm all those things, Miss
Steele,” I smile at her painfully accurate assessment, as I run my
nose down her neck, and then nip her earlobe, making her moan. Now
that we are getting physical again, things are right back on track
between us, despite our earlier row. The magnetic draw between us
is always irresistible and overpowering, no matter how much we
argue, but it makes for such a roller coaster of a ride between
us.

“Is it always like this?” I
sigh, wondering if things will eventually level out.

“I have no idea,” she
murmurs.

“Me neither.”
 

I guess it’s such a steep learning
curve, because this boyfriend/girlfriend situation is new for both
of us. But I like that we’re both relationship virgins, because it
means we’re having so many special firsts together.

I pull the sash of her robe to open
it, because I want to feel her body through the sexy, silky
fabric.

“You feel so fine under
this material, and I can see everything – even this,” I tease as I
tug on her pussy hair, which I'm still finding rather an
interesting novelty. 

Then I pull her head back to kiss her
deeply and passionately, the type of kiss that can have only one
conclusion. I slip my hands under her nightdress, so I can fondle
the soft, full cheeks of her sexy ass. She feels beyond wonderful,
as my hands wander round to discover the delicate skin of her inner
thigh, but I want even more of her delicious body.

I lift her onto the piano, letting her
feet rest on the keys, which make a very odd kind of music. I push
her knees apart, because I want access to the most intimate
recesses of her body. I can't punish her defiant attitude with a
beating, but I can deliver a punishment by taunting her with
intense pleasure - pleasure that will be under my total and utter
control. She has only ever been pleasured by me, so her body is my
instrument, and I am going to play her.  

“Lie back,” I
command.

I push her legs wider open still, as
her feet jangle on the piano keys. I kiss my way up the
tantalizingly soft skin of her thighs, pushing up the satin
nightgown as I go, until I reach my goal.

She moans loudly as my tongue makes
contact with her clitoris. I slowly circle her most sensitive
spot.  I hold her legs apart, so she’s exactly where I want
her, and it feels so fucking good to be in total control and have
her completely exposed to me like this. I expertly lick and kiss
and suck to bring her to the brink of orgasm, as she can't help
rhythmically tilting her hips to match my actions.

“Oh,
Christian, please,” she moans. Yes, baby, I know what you want, but you have to learn that I
am going to control you in every way. Just accept that I will
always know what is best for you.

“Oh no, baby not yet,” I
tease, stopping because I feel her quicken. I'm not letting her
come just yet. I'm enjoying being back in control in at
least one area of my life for a while.

“No,” she whimpers in
frustration.

“This is my revenge, Ana,”
I growl. “Argue with me, and I am going to take it out on your body
somehow.”

I start again, kissing her belly with
soft wet kisses, as I use both of my thumbs to bring her back to
the very edge again, one thumb successfully searching inside to
find her G spot, the other working on her already highly sensitized
clitoris.

“Christian,” she screams,
as she writhes and struggles under my touch, and I
know I've pushed her far enough.

 So I stop and slide
her further up the piano. Then I grab a condom from my pocket, slip
my sweat pants off to sheath up, before I climb up to hover between
her legs, as I look down at her.  She looks so fucking erotic,
lying there hot and aroused and desperate for me to take her. What
she does to me, this wonderful woman.

“I want you so badly,” I
groan as I slowly enter her, loving every second of how she feels,
how she makes me feel, as we make love together on top of my grand
piano. Another first for both of us.

I've gotten Ana so worked up,
that as I rhythmically thrust into her, in hardly any time at all
she’s exploding into a very intense orgasm. The magical feel of her
walls clenching and pulsing around my cock ensure that I quickly
follow her, as I fall over the edge to a powerful release deep
within her.

 


~~~

 


Ana sprawls on top of me as we lie
together afterwards, still on top of my piano. I have to admit
it wasn't the most comfortable place to fuck, but it was
still a great experience, and I'm going to recall it every time I
sit at my piano from now on. That thought puts a smile on my
face.

“Do you drink tea or coffee
in the evening?” Ana inquires sleepily.

“What a strange
question.”

“I thought I could bring
you tea in your study, and then I realized I didn't know
what you would like,” she clarifies.

“Oh, I see. Water or wine
in the evening, Ana. Though maybe I should try tea.” Ana likes tea,
so there must be something good about it.

“We really know very little
about each other,” she murmurs.

“I
know.” And it’s just as well
that there are some things you don’t know about me,
baby.

 “What is
it?

I shake my head to get rid of the
nightmare thought of Ana running if she knew everything there was
to know about me. I can't let that happen. Instead, I must
concentrate on showing her how important she is to me now. I have
to let her know how I feel.

“I love you, Ana
Steele.”

It’s getting easier for me
each time I say these words out loud to Ana, because I can see how
happy they make her. And I’ll do anything to make my girl happy,
because if she’s happy, I'm happy.


Chapter 45 -
Leila




It’s been a good morning. Work wise,
it has been satisfyingly productive, and I've had fun
bantering with Anastasia by email. Shit, she even had me spewing my
coffee all over my keyboard like some kind of an idiot, when I read
her email about all the kinky places we've fucked. I was
in a meeting at the time with two stuffy banking executives, but as
they were really keen to do business with me, they made no comment
when I made some lame excuse about my coffee going down the wrong
way.

I’m sure as hell enjoying having so
much Martini sex - any time, any place, anywhere. Beats the fuck
out of the week day celibacy rule I always imposed with my subs,
and maybe having so much sex accounts for the fact that I find
myself less tense and generally much more relaxed these days,
despite all the havoc that Leila’s unpredictable behavior has
caused. And Ana seemed to get a buzz out of the fact that I never
used to have sex during the week with my subs – it's only been with
her. Another of our memorable firsts.

Luckily Ana remembered to
use her cell this morning for that email, or I’d have had to get
Barney to work his ‘make embarrassing emails disappear’ magic
again. Good job most of the time he’s away with the fairies on
another planet, one specially designed for computer geeks and
nerds. I swear they are a separate species from the rest of
humanity. Just as well under the circumstances.

Even Elena’s blackmailing problem
turned out to be nothing more than her sub, Isaac, trying to
surprise her by taking the initiative to set up a new and very
imaginative scene. I’m not sure that Elena appreciated his efforts
though, poor boy. But he may well enjoy the extreme measures that
she will no doubt be planning to use to reward him. Remembering
some of the ‘rewards’ she gave me, I sure hope he’s a masochist
with a very high pain threshold.

I’m not exactly thrilled about the
fact that Katherine Kavanagh’s brother is due back today, because
the last thing I want is Ana spending time with this good looking
Ethan guy. I remember seeing them together at the graduation
ceremony, where it was pretty obvious they knew each other well. I
don’t like this, because naturally it makes me very jealous. I want
to be the only man in Ana’s life, the only one she is close to.
However, she has promised to let me know when Ethan’s made contact
about getting the key for the apartment from her, so we’ll take it
from there. In any case, Sawyer has been given the full Intel on
Ethan, to enable him to recognize him if he turns up. He is under
strict instructions to let me know, and not to let Ana leave alone
with him under any circumstances.

I’m pleased that Ana is
finally being less defiant and more cooperative about her personal
security, meaning that she calls straight away to tell me she has
to go get lunch for that lazy fucker Hyde. I take her call, even
though I’m in the middle of a meeting with six of the guys from the
environmental science department of WSU, who are updating me with
all the latest promising developments in their research. I take
great delight in telling them that this call is from
my girlfriend, and then watch the incredulous looks on their faces. So I’m
guessing Ana was correct in her assertion that they probably all
thought I was gay. Well now they, along with the rest of the world,
know that I most certainly am not. It’s actually fun outing myself
like this – coming out of the closet as straight, not
gay.

I ignored her earlier
suggestion that I let her contact Sawyer direct. I always like
hearing her sweet voice, and of course I much prefer to know
firsthand what’s going on with her, instead of hearing it from one
of the security detail. I need to talk to Sawyer in any case, as he
and Taylor have been monitoring the covert surveillance footage of
the SIP office. Unfortunately, it is not proving to be all that
useful as it can only record limited angles, and that fucker Hyde
moves around a lot. It’s almost as if he suspects he’s being
watched – he’s one very cagey individual, and already seems to have
somehow picked up something about the takeover at SIP.  In any
case, I’m relieved when Sawyer reports that he has returned from
safely escorting Ana down to the nearest delicatessen at
lunchtime.

It’s not until nearly
three in the afternoon that Ana finally emails me to say that Ethan
has arrived back in Seattle, and is going to call in to collect the
apartment keys from her at the office. She wants to make sure he
gets settled in okay, and suggests we go check in on him after I
collect her from work, and then all go out to dinner together, her
treat. Yeah right, as if I’d let her
pay, for fuck’s sake.

But at least she’s not
suggesting that she meet him alone, so I go along with her plans,
apart from her paying. See, I can
compromise and play nice. But for Christ's
sake, she’s already forgotten about using her cell to email, which
pisses me off. But I can't stay angry at her for long. I never
can.

About half an hour later,
Sawyer reports that Ethan Kavanagh has called into the reception of
SIP to collect the keys, before heading off again. I’m not
impressed by the surveillance pictures he’s taken, because of the
way the kid impudently gives Ana a big bear hug, and then kisses
her cheek. She’s mine, so get your
filthy hands off her, Kavanagh.

But my spirits are restored
as soon as I see Ana walking towards me when we collect her after
work.  She looks just as delectable now as she did this
morning, in the fitted blue linen shift dress and sexy high heeled
sandals. I get a real high when I see her in the classy
clothes I've picked out for her, so now I really want to
buy her some more, if I can only persuade her to let me.

On the way over to the apartment, I
hand Ana the times that Claude can fit her into his schedule for
some one-to-one training. I'm stoked that she has agreed to have
some sessions, and I know she'll be in safe hands with him. She
really needs to work on building up her stamina – I worry because
she gets worn out so easily. I know I'm very demanding, because I
could easily fuck her all night long, but I have to restrain myself
as I know she needs her sleep. Also, I'm hoping that some extra
exercise will help to increase her appetite, and therefore improve
her diet, as I suspect she has yet to regain the weight she lost
after we broke up.

Ros calls me just as we arrive at the
apartment building. I take the call, as the shipyard deal in Taiwan
that we’re currently negotiating is at a highly critical juncture,
and I don’t want things to go sour now, not after working on the
deal for months, although I don’t doubt we will still be working on
it for many months to come yet. 

I had intended to escort Anastasia
into the building, but now I’m distracted by this phone call, so I
let her go in alone to collect Ethan, assuming she’ll only be gone
a minute. I’m surprised, as well as somewhat annoyed, when
Ana doesn't reappear with the kid after just a minute or
two, even after I've finished the call with Ros. What on
earth can she be doing with him? After another couple of minutes
pass, I look over at Taylor. Worry begins to creep into my
mind.

“The apartment was
definitely secure when it was checked earlier, right?”

“Checked it myself, sir,
rather than delegate it to anyone else,” he assures me, but I see a
look of concern grow on his face as the minutes pass.

Then we see the Kavanagh
kid arrive and get his key
out to unlock the door.

“Fucking hell.”  

Taylor leaps out of the car the same
instant as me, as we both realize what this means, because if he’s
out here with the key, then who the fuck has buzzed Ana into the
apartment? 

It has to be Leila. Despite all my
supposed security and over the top protectiveness, I have just
casually let Anastasia walk right into a deadly trap. How could I
have been so fucking careless and stupid? Right now, she could be
lying on the floor, fatally wounded. If that is the case, I might
as well turn the gun on myself, because I won’t be able to live
with myself. All I can do is get to her as fast as I possibly can,
and hope that we are in time.

Taylor leaps on Ethan to grab the key
from him, and then forces his way into the building.

“What the fuck…” The kid is
taken by surprise and tries to fight back, but I push him out of
the way as I run in.

“I’m going in first,
Taylor,” I insist, as we both race upstairs to the apartment. I
feel sheer panic and cold fear washing over me. We haven’t heard
any gunshots, but if Leila has a silencer on her gun, I’m not sure
that we would have done. The nightmare picture of Anastasia with a
bullet through her heart forces its way into my head, but I push it
away again. I can't let myself think of that.

“No, sir, it’s too risky.
If it is the Williams woman in there, she’s most likely
armed.”

“I’m well aware of that,
but I know how to handle her.”

“Mr. Grey, it is my
responsibility to ensure your safety…”

 “Look, there’s no time to argue, you’re just going to have to
trust me on this, when I tell you that I believe she will
do exactly as I command her – but that she will respond only
to me.”

Taylor stares at me for a few seconds,
before he reluctantly nods his consent. During the years that he
has worked for me, he must have gained enough insight about the
dynamics of a D/s relationship to have faith in what I'm
saying.

 “But how the fuck
could she have gotten in, when you said you personally checked the
apartment and it was secure?” I ask in frustration, and he looks
ashen faced in horror.

“I have no fucking
idea, sir. It was definitely secure; I checked and rechecked it to
be sure. I couldn't miss anything that obvious, it’s just
not possible. I’d never take a chance with Miss Steele’s safety.
 I can only think the Williams woman somehow got hold of Miss
Steele’s keys when she was in your apartment, and got a copy made.
She’s certainly proving to be one fucking devious and cunning young
woman,” he growls furiously, as we reach the top of the
stairs.

I’m literally sick with fear, but I
keep myself under control. I have to believe that Anastasia is
okay, that I can handle Leila to get the situation safely under
control, and that she will respond to me, rather than Taylor. I'm
certain it’s our best hope. 

If I let him take control, I'm worried
his training will mean he'll shoot Leila first and ask questions
later. I sense he's become very protective of Ana, which
is commendable, but in this situation I think it could
cause him to overreact in a trigger happy way, with potentially
horrific consequences. I don't want anyone shot, but most
especially Ana, and with bullets flying around, who knows what
could happen.  Taylor and I have never seen eye to eye about
guns. All I want is for a safe resolution to this nightmare - one
that has been brought about by my previous choice of
lifestyle.

This is your punishment,
Grey. For daring to think a sick, perverted bastard like you could
ever deserve the love of a pure, innocent girl like
Anastasia. You've had a taste of how good life could be
with her, and now it’s all going to be snatched away from you,
making your life a thousand times darker than it ever was before,
because now you know what you will be missing. It’s only what you
deserve, even if Ana has to be the one to pay for your wickedness.
You are the one whose actions pushed Leila over the edge, to make
her unbalanced enough to attack Anastasia.

I take a deep breath, and push the
apartment door open, bracing myself for what I might find. Taylor
is right behind me, impatient to gain access, still very reluctant
to concede to my wish to enter first.

Fuck. Nightmare
scenario.

Leila is in the apartment, and she is
standing there pointing a gun at Anastasia.

 But it could be
worse. At least Ana’s still alive. I quickly scan her from top to
toe to make sure I'm not missing anything, that
she doesn't have any injury
that isn't immediately obvious, but she seems fine. I'm
beyond relieved, but now I have to concentrate my full attention on
Leila, because she is still armed and still very
unpredictable.  Anastasia is still at risk, and I can't afford
to take any chances.

Leila turns her gaze on me. She looks
terrible; haunted, listless, ghostly pale, very thin and filthy
dirty, wearing a horrid, over-sized coat. What the fuck
has happened to bring her to this? Did I do this to her? Did I
dominate her spirit so badly that she never properly recovered from
my treatment of her?

It is always the first and foremost
duty of a Dominant to ensure the well being of his submissive. It
is his top priority and one that I’ve always taken extremely
seriously indeed.

I know that Leila was an experienced
sub when we contracted our arrangement, and that she went into it
with her eyes wide open, because I always made sure my contracts
were crystal clear. I know in the end she wanted more from me, but
I thought she accepted that wasn't possible, and she
certainly showed no sign of being overly distressed when our
contract came to an end and she left. And when Elena informed me
that Leila had gotten married, I assumed she had happily moved on
and that chapter was most definitely closed.

As Leila’s eyes meet mine, I can
immediately sense that she is still the same natural born
submissive she was when I was her Dominant. I hold up my hand to
prevent Taylor from storming in. I've got this. A softly,
softly approach is what’s needed to get the situation under
control, so he will just have to contain his undoubted fury and
frustration, and put his gun back in the holster where it
belongs.

Leila dips her head slightly, as she
looks up at me through her lashes, a look I remember well. What has
happened to that pretty, mischievous young woman I knew before, to
bring her to this emotional crisis? My priority now is to get her
back under control, so I pull myself up to my full height, and
concentrate to get into my Dominant mindset.  It’s an
attitude, a way of commanding another person with just the
slightest expression or look. A natural Dominant like me does it as
easily as breathing, and being such a natural submissive, Leila
instinctively responds without hesitation.

“Kneel,” I quietly command
her. Leila instantly observes the time honored submissive ritual of
presenting herself. She drops to her knees, bows her head and lets
the gun fall to the floor in order to place her hands and forearms
perfectly in the correct position, flat on her thighs.

I hear Taylor’s sigh of relief as I
pick up the gun, and stow it safely in my pocket.

What people outside the BDSM community
fail to understand is that Leila needs and welcomes my control,
because it means that she doesn't have to think for herself
anymore. She can hand responsibility over to me to deal with
everything for her. This is what she has been craving from me, why
she has been trying to get my attention in her own bizarre way – it
has all been a cry for help. She knows that as her Master, I will
take care of all her worries and troubles. This is what she needs
from me, why she has turned to me. But in her highly confused state
of mind, I believe she has seen Ana as an obstacle to getting my
help, and it goes a long way to explaining why she has acted
threateningly towards her.

I see a small smile of relief play on
Leila’s lips as she gives herself over to my control.

“Anastasia, go with
Taylor,” I command. I need her taken out of here, I need to know
she is safe and out of harm’s way.

“Ethan,”
Ana whispers. What? I realize she has no idea
where the kid is, so I briefly fill her in.

“Downstairs.” All the
while, I watch Leila closely. I need to keep that link with her, to
keep her under control, at least until Ana is out of danger. Then I
can get on with making arrangements for her to get the professional
help she is in such desperate need of.  

I glance over at Ana. She looks
deathly pale, as if she is about to pass out – I think she’s in a
state of shock. I really need her to get out of here to safety, but
she seems rooted to the spot.

“Anastasia.” I try again,
but she still doesn't move or respond. “For the love of
God, Anastasia, will you do as you’re told for once in your life
and go!”

But it’s as if she is unable to
respond, as if she can't take in what is happening.

“Taylor.
Take Miss Steele downstairs. Now.”

“Why?” Ana whispers to me,
her blue eyes huge in her sweet little face. I think she is on the
verge of totally freaking out, but I just need her to fucking well
obey me for once. I need to know that she is safely out of the way,
so I can get on with dealing with all this shit. It’s my mess to
clear up, not hers, so she doesn't need to be involved.

“Go. Back
to the apartment. I need to be alone with
Leila.”  Please Ana. Let
me deal with this so we can go back to how things were. The quicker
you go, the quicker it can all be dealt with.

“Miss Steele. Ana.” Taylor
can see that Ana is barely keeping it together, so he holds out his
hand to encourage her to go with him, but still she stands there,
frozen to the spot.

“Taylor,” I urge him, so he
picks her up in his arms, and thank fuck Ana offers no resistance,
as he finally carries her away to safety. I want her as far away
from this gun as possible. I need her safe and secure away from
here back in Escala.

 


~~~

 


“Your Master will look
after you now,” I tell Leila, as I gently stroke her head to
reassure her.

“Master is very
benevolent,” she whispers, keeping her eyes downcast.

“You may look at me,” I
command. She slowly looks up at me with her brown eyes, which look
dull and somehow slightly vacant, as if the life has gone out of
them. It’s eerie and unnerving. And yet, there it is again, that
little smile playing around her mouth.

“It displeases me that you
have been neglecting yourself. We must correct this
omission.”

“Whatever my Master
wishes.”

 I remember how
disgusting and soul destroying it felt when I was a neglected,
filthy and unkempt child, and how incredibly good it felt to have a
hot bath and some clean clothes.  I decide this is what Leila
needs, what I can do for her until I can get hold of Dr. Flynn to
take over.

I hurriedly look around to
refresh my memory of the apartment’s layout, as I have only been
here with Ana once before.

“Come. Follow me,” I
instruct, as I hold out my hand to help her up. Her small hand
feels icy cold, as I lead her to the bathroom.

“Wait there,” I command, as
I start running the bath, and then search in the small cabinet to
try and find some kind of bubble bath or oil. There’s some nice,
expensive looking bubble bath which smells pretty good, and also
some shampoo from the same range. I suspect it is Kate’s rather
than Ana’s, but right now that is not important – I’ll ensure it’s
replaced. As I pour copious amounts in the bath, a refreshing and
pleasing aroma fills the bathroom.

Leila just stands quietly in the
corner, watching me. My plan is that once she is safely soaking and
feeling relaxed by the warm water, I’ll get hold of Flynn, and then
try asking her a few questions while we wait for him.

However, right now I realize that
Taylor has returned, and he’s standing in the doorway, clearing his
throat to subtly try and get my attention, so I go and talk to him
just outside the bathroom.

“What the fuck are you
doing here? When I ordered you to take Miss Steele back to Escala,
naturally I expected you to stay there with her,” I state through
gritted teeth. Surely I shouldn't have to spell this out
to him?

He looks very
uncomfortable.

“Well, sir, the thing is,
Miss Steele… she declined to return to Escala.”

“She
fucking what? What the fuck do you mean,
she declined to return?”

“She advised me that she
was going for a drink with Mr. Kavanagh. She was very upset, and I
think her friend suggested it to try and calm her down. When I
reminded her of your instruction to return straight to Escala, she
insisted that as Miss Williams no longer posed a security threat,
there was no reason for her not to go out, and no reason for me to
escort her either. She said that she would see you
later.”

I glance back at Leila, who is still
obediently standing exactly as I told her to, with maybe a slightly
larger smile now. My life would be so much easier if Anastasia
would just occasionally be as compliant as one of my subs. But as I
let out a sigh, I know this is no longer what I want. An obedient
but boring submissive, who wouldn't dream of answering me
back, or sending me cheeky emails, or giggling at me. I also know
it is no good venting my frustration on Taylor. He has no authority
over Ana unless she agrees to his protection. He’s been caught
between a rock and a hard place, knowing that I would be furious,
but unable to force Ana to do as I want.

I reach in my pocket for my
cell to call her and tell her in no uncertain terms to stop acting
so irresponsibly, and get the fuck back to the
apartment.

“I… um… I’m afraid you
won’t be able to reach her via her cell, Mr. Grey. I noticed
she left her purse in the back of the car earlier.”

I roll my eyes and run my hands
through my hair in frustration.

“For fuck’s sake, this
whole pile of shit just gets better and better. I guess I’ll just
have to hope that by the time we've made all the
necessary arrangements for Miss Williams, Miss Steele will have
finished her drink with her friend. For her sake, she’d better
fucking well be back at Escala by the time I return.”

 “Yes, sir. I’m sure
that will be the case. She did say it would just be a quick drink,”
Taylor hurriedly agrees.

It seems there is nothing more I can
do about that situation at the moment, and I have to concentrate on
the matter in hand – Leila.

“I’m going to get Miss
Williams to take a bath, so as you’re here, you can make yourself
useful, Taylor. Get hold of Dr. Flynn, explain the situation to
him, and ask him to get over here as soon as he can. He promised he
would make himself available to examine her as soon as we managed
to track her down.”

“Yes, Mr. Grey,” Taylor
seems relieved as he makes his way out, glad to be given a task
that hopefully he can actually complete. This afternoon has been a
total fucking disaster for him so far, and I think he probably
wonders if he still has a job, considering he’s had to tell me that
Ana has gone walk about against my express wishes, after the fiasco
of Leila gaining access to the supposedly secure apartment that he
had personally swept only a short while before. But I'm not ready
to fire him just yet. Sometimes circumstances conspire against the
best of intentions.

Now I turn my attention back to Leila,
as I close the bathroom door behind me to give her some privacy
from Taylor. I shut off the faucet, now that the deep bath is full
of steaming hot, fragrant water.

“Undress then get into the
bath,” I order her, and she immediately slips off the grubby over
sized trench coat she’s wearing. It looks like a man’s coat to me –
perhaps it belonged to the guy she left her husband for, the one
that got killed?

Underneath, the clothes she’s wearing
are no better. A sweater that is much too big, that again could be
a man’s. It has several stains on it, as well as a hole in the
sleeve. Her jeans are hanging off her, and because they are much
too long, the bottoms are all frayed and dirty. Her sneakers were
probably once white, but are now grey and grubby looking, and as
she pulls them off, I notice that the sole is coming away from the
uppers on one of them.

As she unzips her jeans, I turn my
back to give her some privacy.

 “Does Master not
enjoy watching me undress? Does this displease my Master in some
way?” Leila asks quietly.

“It displeases me to see
you in clothes that are not clean and do not fit you, and that you
have neglected your well being.”

I glance back at her, and
see that she is now in just her bra and panties. She is painfully
thin, and it’s obvious that she has lost weight since she was my
sub, although she was, of course, very slender
before. Your subs were always tiny
little brown haired girls, weren't they,
Grey? And of
course you know why that was, you sick, perverted
bastard.

“Hurry up and get undressed
so that you can get in the bath,” I instruct her impatiently as I
turn away, but once I hear the sound of the water sloshing as she
gets in, I turn back to look at her. The deep water and bubbles are
covering her body up to her neck now.

“What happened to you?
Explain how you came to be in such a sorry state. You may speak
freely.”

“Alone. I’m all alone,” she
whispers, as a tear rolls down her cheek.

I grab hold of her arm and look at the
marks from where she tried to slash her wrist.

“Why did you do this?
Answer me.”

“I… I don’t know. I can’t
really remember,” she murmurs, barely speaking above a
whisper.

“You left your husband, is
that right, Leila?”

“Yes. He was not a good
man. He was not my Master. Stephen did not care for me. He was not
my one true love.”

I recall how unhelpful the
man was to us when we were trying to track Leila down, knowing she
was ill and in need of medical help. Even then the
bastard didn't have the common decency to help
her.

“You left him for another
man, didn't you?” I pick up the sponge, and start to
gently wash her arms and shoulders.

“Yes. Master Christopher.
He was such a good man. He was just like you, even his name was
nearly the same as yours. Except he let me use his given name,
unlike you, Master.”

I get her to lean forward so that I
can wash her back for her, as I brush her shoulder length hair out
of the way.

“That was not our
agreement, Leila, you know that. So, was Christopher your new
Master, your new Dominant?”

“Yes. He
was my one true love. It felt so good, so right to have him take
care of me and look after me, and tell me what to do. I was so
happy to obey him in every single way. And then one day, there was
a terrible car accident, and he was gone, taken away from me. And
I'm alone now, all alone, and I don’t know how to do it. So I
thought Master could help. But then I
saw her with you.  We look the
same, but I found out that Master lets her sleep in his bed, even
though she is not obedient like me. I never slept in Master’s
bed. She is allowed to make Master laugh and smile. She is even
rude and disrespectful to Master, and yet he does not seem to mind
or punish her for her disobedience. So what does she have that I
don’t?”

“I've changed Leila.
Anastasia is not my submissive, and I am not her Master, because
that’s no longer the kind of relationship I want. And I think that
you have been so affected by your grief for Christopher, that you
are transposing your feelings for him onto me, to try and find a
way to cope.  Even though I am no longer your Master, I am
going to get you the help that you need. You will get through this,
I promise, as long as you do exactly what I tell you to
do.”

“I knew Master would help
me,” she smiles up at me.

“Here, finish cleaning
yourself, then I’ll wash your hair for you,” I tell her, as I pass
her the sponge. It wouldn't feel right for me to wash her
most private areas – it would seem as if I was taking advantage of
her somehow. I no longer have the right to touch her intimately.
What I have done so far is purely one human being caring for
another, but there is a limit. I must respect her privacy and
dignity. I have no other feelings for her. There has been no sexual
aspect whatsoever to my bathing her.

As Leila washes herself,
Taylor knocks on the bathroom door, so I go to find out what he
wants, pulling the door up close behind me.

“Dr. Flynn will be here in
about half an hour or so, along with an assistant. Once he’s
completed his assessment of Miss Williams, so long as he’s
satisfied that the right course of action is to get her admitted,
he says they’ll take her to the clinic, as discussed with you
previously.”

“Good. That’s a relief to
know he’s on his way,” I let out a big sigh, as I scrub my fingers
over my eyes.

“How does she seem? Is she
in any way volatile?” Taylor inquires, as he inclines his head
towards the bathroom.

“No, not at all. She’s just
messed up with grief for the guy who got killed, I think. But what
do I know? We’ll just have to wait and see what Flynn makes of her
when he gets here. He’s the fucking expert, not me.”

I return to the bathroom, and pick up
the shampoo bottle, as Leila smiles up at me.

“Feeling a bit better now,
I hope?” I ask, and she nods.

“Yes, Master. Not so cold
and alone now.”

Hearing a woman address me
as Master brings back so many memories. I used to fucking love it,
but now the thought of Anastasia referring to me in that way is no
longer so appealing. Maybe that’s because I love hearing her call
me ‘Christian’, especially when we’re making love. I frown as I recall
that I don’t actually know where Ana is at the moment, other than
that she is out drinking somewhere with the Kavanagh kid. I just
have to trust that she will be waiting for me when I get back to
the apartment later. As she pointed out to Taylor, at least I know
that Leila is no longer a threat to her. The nerve of Ana standing
up to Taylor like that – but what pisses me off too is the fact
that part of me is kind of impressed that she did. It seems she is
not prepared to let anyone order her around, contrary to the
initial impression I got of her being so shy and compliant. How
wrong was I?

“Is something the matter,
Master?” Leila says when she sees me frowning.

“No, nothing for you to
worry about. Now, just lean back so I can wash your hair for
you.”

I gently lather up the shampoo in
Leila’s hair, and I try to put all thoughts of Ana out of my mind,
as there is nothing I can do about that situation for
now.

As I rinse off her hair, I realize I
can't put Leila back into the filthy clothes she was wearing
before. She is pretty much the same size as Ana, so the logical
solution is to use some of her clean clothes that must still be in
her room.

I grab one large towel and one smaller
one from the towel rail.

“You may get out of the
bath now and dry yourself, while I fetch some clean clothes for
you. Make sure you dry your hair as much as possible with the
smaller towel, then wrap yourself up in the big towel so that you
don’t get cold,” I order Leila, as I put the towels within her
reach by the edge of the bath.

“As you wish,
Master.”

Then I make for Ana’s room
across the hallway, and look for some clean underwear. There’s
nothing very special in her chest of drawers, so I pick out a plain
white bra and panty set. At least it’s clean and should fit
reasonably well I think. Nothing as
nice as the silk and lace underwear you’ve bought for Ana,
Grey. Next I look in her meager closet. I
thought most girls had overflowing closets, but not Ana it seems.
There’s really not a lot of choice, so I pick out a pair of jeans,
along with a sweat shirt, both from Old Navy.

I know that Ana has a very kind and
generous nature, so I don’t think she would object to me taking
these clothes to dress Leila in, not if she could see the
bewildered state the poor girl is in, because I’m sure she would
feel the same compassion for another human being that I do. In any
case, I intend replacing these clothes of hers with far nicer ones,
so she will have no further need of them.

When I return to the bathroom, Leila
has done exactly as instructed, and is standing there wrapped in
the towels, patiently waiting for me, as if she is totally unable
to think for herself. She needs me to tell her exactly what to do,
every step of the way it seems.

“Dress yourself in these
clothes, and then brush your hair through,” is my next order, as I
hand her the clothes, and point to a hairbrush on the shelf. Just
as I'm doing this, I hear a knock on the apartment door and
Taylor’s voice as he lets Dr. Flynn in.

Thank fuck, the cavalry
has arrived.

I make my way out to see
him.

“John, good of you to get
here so quickly.”

“No problem, Christian. And
this is Sylvia Phillips. She’s a Psychiatric Nurse Practitioner
from the Fremont Hospital. I brought her along to chaperone and
assist if required.”

Leila was taken to the Harborview
Medical Center before when she attempted to slash her wrists. It’s
just a shame she discharged herself before they could properly
diagnose her, but hopefully now that John is involved that won’t be
happening again, as he's told me that the Fremont specializes in
treating psychiatric conditions.

I nod at the middle aged nurse, who is
dressed in pale blue scrubs. I hope the sight of a medical
professional will not cause any kind of adverse reaction with
Leila, seeing as she refused to remain in hospital
before.

“Where is she? How does she
seem?” John inquires as he looks round.

“She’s just getting
dressed. I made her take a bath – she was filthy, in a terribly
neglected state. I thought a bath might help her
to relax while we were waiting for you.”

“I see. Well, I’d like a
consultation with Miss Williams in private, with just Nurse
Phillips in attendance, before we make any decision regarding the
best course of action for her. It would be completely unethical of
me to make even a preliminary diagnosis based purely on second hand
anecdotal evidence.”

“Yes, of course. I’ll just
go check on her and bring her out.”

I knock on the bathroom door and then
enter. Leila has dressed, and is just brushing her hair. It looks
nearly dry already – it’s not as long and thick as Ana’s hair. The
clothes are only slightly too big for her, and she certainly looks
a lot better than she did before.

“Leila, there is someone
out here I want you to meet. His name is Dr. Flynn, and he’s come
to talk to you and find out how he can help you.”

A look of sheer panic and
terror passes over her face. Shit. I fucking knew it, she’s not
going to go quietly.

“I only want to talk to my
one true Master. Only he can help me.”

“It is my wish that you
speak to him and answer his questions. You will obey me in this
matter. It is for the best, Leila.” I use my cold, commanding
Dominant voice, and I see her look down in response.

I don’t like using my power as a Dom
to force her to do something against her will, but this is truly in
her best interests. She badly needs help, and as I entrust Flynn
with the onerous responsibility of looking after my own sanity, I
don’t see how I could put her in any safer hands, although of
course Leila doesn't know this.

“Master is giving me away,
when I have only just found him again? Have I displeased you that
much? Please, I only want to stay with you, to serve you. I’m
begging you, Master.” She looks up at me with tears in her
eyes.

“You serve me best by doing
as I say. I am not giving you away, I am taking care of you in the
best way possible.  You will be safe, you will be looked after
and you will soon feel better.”

“No!” Leila sobs, as she
falls to her knees to try and present herself as my sub, but I grab
her to pull her to her feet.

“Just come with me, please
Leila.” I lead her out to the living area, as she continues to
weep.

“It’s
because of her, isn't it? We look the
same, so what has she got that I haven't?” Leila is panicking and
clinging to my arm now, and I look over at Flynn to get some clue
about what I should do next, because I’m completely out of my depth
here.

 “Miss Williams – or may I call you Leila? I
understand from Mr. Grey that you have been feeling rather sad
lately. So I thought we could have a little chat, to find out
what’s been going on with you recently, see if we can’t find a way
to sort out a few things for you, to make you feel a bit happier.
Why don’t you come and sit over here?” Flynn says in his cool, calm
British accent, as he smiles at her from where he’s standing. He’s
actually very authoritative and commanding, but in an understated
way, and I have to admit that I’m impressed seeing him in action
with someone other than myself.

He indicates that she
should sit on the sofa, and Leila seems taken aback as she looks up
at him. Maybe it’s because Flynn’s a tall, good looking guy. Maybe
it’s because Flynn exudes a very calm aura around him. Maybe it’s
because she somehow senses she can trust this man. Whatever it is,
Flynn works his magic, as Leila calms down and takes a seat on the
sofa, while he sits opposite her. Nurse Phillips quietly tucks
herself away out of sight, in the corner behind Leila.

There is a reason that Dr.
John Flynn is considered to be the best there is in his field. He
is just a fucking genius at what he does. He’s not a horse
whisperer – he’s a crazy whisperer. No wonder I get on so well with
him. Taylor and I make ourselves scarce in the kitchen area, and
leave them to it.

 


~~~

 


“Of course this is only an
initial assessment, but Nurse Phillips and I agree that following
her recent bereavement, Miss Williams appears to be presenting some
classic psychotic symptoms. These were possibly part of a
pre-existing condition, but have probably been exacerbated by her
severe grief.”

Flynn has joined me in the kitchen to
give me his report, while Taylor has gone to clear up the bathroom
– I've ordered him to destroy the old clothes Leila was wearing
before.

“Pre-existing condition?
You mean she could have been sick even when she was with
me?”

“Possibly, it’s hard to
tell, but I admit I am concerned about the manipulative and
underhand lengths she went to, the amount of stalking she undertook
to glean such detailed information about your relationship with
Anastasia. Christian, she broke into your apartment and concealed
herself, so that she could continue to spy on both of you. That’s
pretty extreme behavior, and no mean task considering the amount of
security you have in place, as I’m sure Taylor would agree. And she
must have obtained knowledge of how to do that over three years
ago, when she was in a relationship with you. So even though her
grief has no doubt triggered this reaction, the plan, the
intention, must have been there in the background all
along.”

“Christ, when you put it
like that…”  I’m shocked and horrified. “But can you
treat her? Can you make her better?”

“No one can say for sure,
of course. But I’m confident that in time, with the right therapy
and counseling, we can redress a lot of her issues. I suggest we
admit her initially to the Fremont, but long term, I think she may
need to attend a clinic that specializes in complicated cases such
as hers. Due to the long term nature of her symptoms, I think this
is possibly a lot more than a simple case of a breakdown brought on
by extreme grief.”

“Whatever you think is
best, John. I want her to get the best possible treatment, money no
object.”

“So you are still willing
to support her financially? Because I doubt very much she has
sufficient medical insurance, if any at all, that would cover this
type of treatment, and it could get very costly indeed.”

“No question, of course I
am,” I reply indignantly.

“Just had to make sure,
Christian. No point in starting her down this road unless she’s
going to see it through to the conclusion.”

 “Whatever it takes. I
think you know I’m good for a few bucks,” I tell him
wryly.

“That I do, Christian.
Anyone who is prepared to bid $100,000, just to stop me having the
first dance with his girlfriend, must have more money than
sense.”

“As I recall, you risked
placing a pretty high bid against me, John,” I point
out.

“Yes, but the difference
was that I always knew my money was safe. There was no risk. You
were never going to let me outbid you, were you?”

“Hell, no.  So you
gambled all along that you’d not lose your money. I guess you just
know me too well, John.”

Our little exchange has helped lighten
the atmosphere, but the fact remains that we still have to get
Leila to the clinic.

“So, is Leila okay about
being admitted?” I ask him tentatively.

“She seems to accept that
it is the best course of action for her now. Perhaps if you
accompany us to Harborview to get her settled in, that might smooth
things along, help to ensure that she doesn't feel
abandoned. If you can spare the time, of course, as I know what a
busy man you are. Oh, and how is Anastasia taking all
this?”

I grimace.

“I’m not sure, to be
honest, John. It seems after Taylor got her out of here, she
insisted on going walkabout with an old friend, and so now I have
no idea where she is at this moment in time, which I fucking hate.
I think she kind of went into shock after Leila pulled the gun on
her, and all I could think about was getting her out of here,
getting her to a place of safety, so I
probably didn't handle things as sensitively as I could
have done.”

“I see. Well, I’m sure that
when all the dust has settled, Anastasia will understand that you
were trying to act in her best interests, as well as Leila’s. Not
an easy situation for anyone, but Ana strikes me as a reasonable
young woman, so I'm sure she’ll be fine in the end."

“Let’s hope so,” I
agree.

Before we leave, I tell Taylor to make
sure the apartment has been cleared of all evidence of today’s
events.  

“By the way, I found this
in the pocket of Miss William’s coat, sir.”

He holds up a door key.

“It’s for here?”

He nods slowly, his expression
grim.

“Fuck, so she did somehow
get a copy. But at least we've got it now.”

“I’d still recommend the
locks are changed, sir. If she’s had one copy made, who knows how
many others there might be.”

“Good point. Could you
please organize that? At least we know that Miss Williams will be
in a secure environment for the time being.”

Taylor throws me a skeptical
look.

“I wouldn't like
to assume we've seen the last of her devious and
underhand activities, Mr. Grey. I've made the mistake of
underestimating her before, and I don’t intend to make that mistake
again. I prefer to be at least one step ahead of any potential
trouble.”

It’s clear he’s not a big fan of Leila
– she’s got him into too much trouble, so I guess I can't blame
him.

“Once the apartment is
secure, head on straight back to Escala to confirm that Miss Steele
has safely returned there.”

I’m not particularly bothered about
where the Kavanagh kid will spend the night – he is big enough to
look after himself as far as I'm concerned, especially as it
appears he encouraged Ana to go out drinking with him, rather than
follow my instructions.

“Of course, sir. I'm sure
she will be.”

I think I see him crossing his fingers
behind his back. 

Leila willingly lets me wrap her up in
a blanket and carry her out to the cruiser that Flynn arrived in.
Inside it’s kitted out as non-emergency ambulance transport, with
the tinted windows ensuring privacy for patients being discreetly
transported for admission to the psychiatric unit. I carefully
place Leila onto the couch and strap her in.

“You understand that you
are going to be well looked after, don’t you, Leila?” I reassure
her.

“Yes, Master,” she
whispers, as she looks over at Flynn. Nurse Phillips is driving the
vehicle, so Leila has both myself and Flynn monitoring her, as we
travel the short distance to Harborview. 

“And you also understand
that you must comply with any instructions that Dr. Flynn gives
you, just as you would for me,” I order her.

“Yes,
Master,” she whispers again, as she continues to wistfully look
over at Flynn. You’re wasting
your time there, Leila. He’s not a Dom, and he’s happily
married.

Once I see that Leila is safely
admitted to the clinic, and Flynn gives me the okay to leave, I’m
finally free to return to Escala, happy in the knowledge that at
long last, we can finally relax about the location of my errant
former sub.

Thinking back, I decide that maybe I
was a bit hard on Anastasia earlier on, when I ordered her to
leave. She’d just had a gun pulled on her, so no wonder she was in
a state of shock. I’ll make things up to her when I get back.
Hopefully Flynn is right, and she'll understand why I acted the way
I did. I just need to get back now to smooth things over between
us. Hopefully she won’t be pissed at having to wait for me to
return.

I call Taylor to come and
pick me up, surprised not to have received a call from him
confirming Ana is waiting there for me. It’s after nine thirty now;
she should have been back a long time ago if she just went for a
quick drink as she’d Taylor, seeing as we first called into the
apartment shortly after she finished work at six.

“Miss Steele’s not returned
to the apartment yet, sir, so I’m out looking for her,” he
confesses.

Shit. Where the fuck has Anastasia gone? I can't even have her
tracked, because she hasn't taken her cell. I hate,
fucking hate, the fact that I have no idea whatsoever where she is. She
could be on her way to the airport, she could even be on a plane
already, because she’s decided that she can't cope with me and all
my fucking baggage any more.

Have I lost her forever this
time?


Chapter 46 - Submit A
Proposal




“You said Miss Steele was
upset when you got her out of the apartment – just how upset was
she? Was she upset enough to have...”

I can't bring myself to
vocalize my worst fear to Taylor - that being held at gunpoint by
my ex submissive has proved a step too far for her to handle, that
Anastasia has run away from me, unable to cope with all the
undoubted shit that surfaced today. Your past really came back to bite you on the ass today,
didn’t it Grey? You know it’s your fault that Leila could have
killed Ana, don’t you?

Taylor glances at me, before shifting
his line of sight to somewhere over my left shoulder. I'm guessing
he’s trying to assess how best to handle his explosive boss. He
knows I'm furious that he let Ana walk away earlier, but maybe he
doesn’t get that I'm also angry and frustrated at her lack of trust
and understanding.

Okay, so maybe I didn’t
handle things all that sensitively with her when I ordered her to
leave, but surely Ana could see it was for the best that I got her
as far away as possible from Leila, who is undoubtedly a very sick
girl.  Clearly it was my responsibility, my duty, to help her
under the circumstances, so why the fuck couldn’t Ana just trust me
and do as I say? Why couldn’t she cooperate and just return to the
apartment like I told her, especially if she was upset like Taylor
said? Why would she act so irresponsibly to go off drinking like a
sulky teenager instead? Why does she always have to fucking well
defy me?

“Well, Miss Steele was
crying, but I think it was probably shock and relief that made her
react that way. She was relieved that Mr. Kavanagh was unhurt, so
when he suggested going for a drink, I think maybe she just went
along with it.” Taylor tries his best to shed some light on
matters, but he looks distinctly uncomfortable at being put on the
spot like this.

“So where the fuck are they
both now? Did you see where they went?”

 “Not exactly,
sir.  I’ve been to all the popular bars in the local area to
see if I can track them down, but I haven’t had any luck as
yet.”

“You’d better keep looking
once you’ve dropped me back at Escala. I’ll wait there in case she
returns.”

“Of course, sir. I’ll keep
looking until we find Miss Steele. She can't have gone far, but I
won’t rest until I know she’s safe. It was my responsibility to
ensure her safety, and I know I let both her and you down today. It
should not have been possible for Miss Williams to pose any kind of
threat in the way she did, so I understand if you feel my
resignation, for dereliction of duty, is appropriate…” His voice
breaks as he clears his throat, and he is still concentrating hard
on something behind me.

“Just find her, Taylor.
That’s all that matters. If either of us had had any idea of just
how sick Miss Williams was, or the lengths she was prepared to go
to, we might both have acted differently - hindsight is a wonderful
thing. I don’t require your resignation. We won’t talk of that
again, just so long as we get Miss Steele back safe and
sound.”

 


~~~

 


“She’s here,” I bark down
my cell at Taylor, just as he’s calling me from the third bar he’s
searched with no luck. I instructed him to report back from each
one, which he has been doing for the last half hour or
so.

“Thank
fuck for that,” he exclaims with some feeling, exhaling loudly. It
seems he’s been just as worried about Ana as I have. I switch the
phone off before I throw it down on top of my piano.

“Where
the fuck have you been?”

I’m struggling to keep my temper in
check. I am already wound up, but seeing Ana just casually walking
in, with no apology for her behavior, winds me up even further. And
then seeing her slightly unsteady on her feet, and realizing she is
drunk makes me really fucking mad. She's been out enjoying herself
drinking, while Taylor and I have been worried sick and searching
every bar in town for her? Frankly, I'm appalled at her selfish and
immature behavior.

“Have you been
drinking?”

“A bit,” she answers, as
she tilts her chin up defiantly.

I’m shocked that she brazenly doesn’t
even bother to try and deny it.

“I told you to come back
here. It’s now fifteen after ten. I've been worried about
you.”

I don't appreciate my feelings being
thoughtlessly upset in this way. I’m not used to anyone disobeying
me, and I fucking hate this feeling of being so out of
control.

“I went
for a drink or three with Ethan while you attended to your ex. I
didn’t know how long you were going to be…
with her,” Ana hisses at me.

What? She’s angry
with me?
This is not at all what I expected. I thought she might be upset
about being held at gunpoint maybe, but this?

“Why do you say it like
that?”

She almost sounds as if she’s…
jealous, I think. She can't possibly think there was anything going
on between Leila and me, can she? But when Ana just shrugs and
looks down at her fingers, which I’ve worked out means she’s
feeling insecure in some way, I begin to worry that maybe there’s a
whole lot more to this than Ana just disobeying me to go out for a
drink.

“Ana, what’s
wrong?”

She takes an age before she looks up
at me to ask,

“Where’s Leila?”

“In a psychiatric hospital
in Fremont. Ana, what is it? What’s wrong?”

I move right in front of
her, to try and read her face, her expression, to see what’s going
on in her mind. But I can already sense it’s not
good. Shit. What is going on in her head?

“I’m no good for you,” she
solemnly declares, as she shakes her head.

“What?
Why do you think that? How can you possibly think
that?” You’re the best thing
in the world for me.

“I can't be everything you
need.”

“You are everything I
need.” And more, so much
more.

“Just seeing her with
you….”

“Why do
you do this to me? This is not about you, Ana. It’s about her. At
the moment she’s a very sick girl.” What was I supposed to do – just walk away?

“But I felt it… what you
had together.”

“What?
No.” That’s all in the past –
I just revisited the D/s scene for a short while today, purely to
get Leila to accept the help she needs.

I reach my hand out to Ana, but she
recoils from me. She’s withdrawing from me. It seems she wants
nothing more to do with me.

“You're running?” I
whisper. She’s got me really scared now. This is turning into a far
worse nightmare than I could possibly have imagined.

She doesn’t reply, and I can feel my
world beginning to shatter and fall apart.

“You
can’t,” I plead with her. You
just can't.

I won’t survive this time. My fragile
heart, the one that she revived, the one that has only just thawed
because she breathed life into it, will wither and die if she is no
longer willing to nurture and care for it.

“Christian…" 

She struggles to find the words she
needs to release herself from me. I don’t want her to let go of us
just like this, I can't let this happen.

“No. No!
You can't go Ana, I love you!” I’ve never told anyone I loved them before, only you. It will
only ever be you.

“I love you, too,
Christian, it’s just…”

She’s trying to say good bye. She’s
breaking up with me. I can feel the cold blade of the knife going
straight through my heart, severing our connection.

“No…
no!” This is even worse than
before. I won’t survive again.

“Christian…”

This can't be happening, this can't be
real. It must be a nightmare, one of the very worst of my
life.

She thinks I want to go
back to my old world, that the contact with Leila has made me
regress, but she couldn’t be further from the truth. I know with
total and utter certainty that I don’t want a submissive like
Leila. I only want Anastasia. I want her in every part of my life,
in every way. I feel panic sweeping through me. I might have her
here with me physically, but I can feel that I'm losing her all the
same.  What can I do to convince her that she is the one, that
she controls my whole world now? I can't survive without her, and
she is the only one who can tell me what to do to make things
right. 

Then it comes to me. I
know what I must do, what I have to do. It is the only way
now. Anastasia must take control. I need her to tell me what to do.
She must command me, and I will obey her command.

I drop to my knees in front of her,
and bow my head. I spread my legs the required distance apart, and
place my hands in the correct position on my thighs.

I take a deep breath, as I hand total
control of my future over to Anastasia. I am now her fully
compliant and obedient submissive. I am hers to do with as she sees
fit.

 


~~~

 


I feel calmness spreading through me,
as I let myself drift into the submissive state of mind. I know I
am not worthy, but now I can let all my worries drift away. I no
longer have to think for myself. I will do whatever Anastasia
instructs me is required.  She is my Dominant. There is
nothing more for me to do.

“Why are you doing this?
Talk to me,” she commands.

“What would you like me to
say?” I seek clarification.

But there is no other command from
her, so I retreat further into myself. I have handed over all
responsibility to Anastasia.

I vaguely register that she kneels in
front of me, but I do not need to respond. She talks, but I do not
need to respond. I have entered my safe submissive subspace. It is
calm here. I do not need to think. I do not need to speak. She
carries on talking, but I do not need to respond. I do not want to
respond. I just want to remain safely buried in
numbness.

Elena always took care of
me and told me what to do when I was her submissive. Elena. I don’t
feel as relaxed when I think about her, so I immediately put a stop
to those thoughts. I don't want any distractions. I don't need
anyone else to tell me what to do. Only Anastasia.  She is
still talking, but her words are just floating over me like small
puffs of clouds. It is enough to know that as long as I am kneeling
here, and she is speaking, she has not left me and I will not
shatter into a thousand pieces and cease to exist.

“Are you going to kneel
here all night? Because I’ll do it too,” Anastasia’s voice snaps at
me, bringing me back from my safe cocoon for an instant.

But I'm not ready yet, I am not ready
to start thinking for myself. It is too difficult. It is too hard
to begin contemplating a future without her.

“Christian, please, please…
talk to me.”

But I can't. I cannot risk the pain,
it will be unbearable. The pain in my heart will finish me off for
ever, if I let myself resurface. I cannot take the chance. I must
stay here, where I can remain protected from the agony.

“Please,” Anastasia
repeats, and as her beautiful, sincere, blue eyes bore intensely
into mine, they seem to reach down into the very depths of my soul,
in a way only she has ever been able to do, and I slowly feel us
begin to reconnect. She is still here. She has not left
me.

“I was so scared,” I
whisper, still unsure if I have the strength to face up to this.
But some inner fortitude kicks in from somewhere deep within me,
and I slowly return and start explaining to Ana why I dealt with
Leila in the way that I did, about the overwhelming guilt I felt
because I might have had something to do with her mental breakdown.
I can only hope that gaining an insight into my actions will help
her to see how it would have been my fault if anything had happened
to her. Everything I did was to protect Ana and look after her,
because she is the most precious thing in my life. To have her run
out on me because of those actions is unbearable, so I have to make
her understand why I needed to be alone with Leila. Her assessment
of the situation was completely incorrect.

“I just wanted you gone, I
wanted you away from the danger, and You. Just. Wouldn’t. Go. ” I
insist, as I see the questioning look in her eyes. “Anastasia
Steele, you are the most stubborn woman I know.”

I take a deep breath and
close my eyes, as I shake my head in disbelief at how exasperating
she can be. The strength of my feelings and frustration has pulled
me back from my subspace now. I hear Ana heave a big sigh, so I
open my eyes again. She’s still here.  Do I dare to hope this
means she is staying? Some of her words that washed over me before
come back now. I’m not going to run.
I've told you and told you and told you, I won’t
run.

“You weren’t going to
run?”

“No!”

Instead of the usual panic
washing over me, I can finally experience some relief
instead.

“I thought… This is me,
Ana. All of me… and I'm all yours. What do I have to do to make you
realize that? To make you see that I want you any way I can get
you. That I love you.”

“I love you too, Christian,
and to see you like this… I thought I’d broken you.” Tears fall
down her cheeks.

“Broken?
Me? Oh no, Ana. Just the opposite. You’re my lifeline,” I whisper,
as I take her hand to kiss her delicate little knuckles. I want to
prove to her how much she means to me, how precious her sweet touch
is, and I know there is one sure way that I can do that, even
though it will be desperately hard for me. I take a deep breath as
I dig deep to find the strength to allow her to touch me
– really touch me.

I take her hand, and hold
it in place on my chest, directly over my heart. It takes all my
resolve not to give in to the strong urge to snatch her hand away
again. This is Ana's touch. This is
okay. This is good. Her touch will heal
you. I repeat these words in my head,
over and over, and gradually I feel strong enough to let go, and
just leave her hand where it is. I hold my breath as she flexes her
hand just a tiny fraction, to test me out. She looks at me so
anxiously, she's worried because my sweet Ana understands the
torment any touch on that part of my body creates. She starts to
take her hand away.

“No. Don't.” I put my hand
back over hers, to make sure she keeps it there. I crave this
contact between us so badly, so I have to overcome my phobia. I
have to prove that I can do this for her. Ana understands; she
moves closer, so that our knees are touching, as we continue to
kneel together on the floor. She slowly raises her other hand,
showing me she wants to extend her touch. I know how much this
means to her, how she longs to be able to touch all areas of my
body, instead of just those in the safe zone. I long for this
too.

She indicates that I need
to release her hand so that she can unbutton my shirt. She wants
to really touch me, touch me properly. This is Ana's touch. This is okay. This is good. Her touch
will heal you. I let her undo my
shirt, as I try to fight off the rising panic I feel bubbling up
inside me, because of the memories any kind of touch always invokes
for me. She hesitates, unsure if she should carry on.

“Yes,” I whisper, to
reassure her, to urge her to continue.

Then I feel her light
fingertip touch on my chest, brushing my chest hair. No one has
touched me here since… I can't think about that. I have to force
those bad memories away. I have to let Ana’s loving touch erase
them. From now on, I must think only of her touch on my
skin. This is Ana's touch. This is
okay. This is good. Her touch will heal you. But it is hard, so fucking hard, almost unbearable, and
I clench my teeth to stop myself from screaming out. Ana reacts by
taking her hand away, but I grab it back again. I'm not giving up
yet.

“No, I need to,” I manage
to grunt out, as I keep my eyes tightly closed.

Ana tenderly strokes her fingers
across my chest, and it is such sweet agony. I love her touch, but
the fear is entrenched so deeply within me that it is almost
impossible to fight it.  But I do. I let her continue. Then
she steps things up another notch. She’s pushing me, testing
me.

She gently and sweetly places the
softest of soft little kisses on one of my scars. The bitter
sweetness of her lips makes me groan loudly, even though I try my
hardest to be quiet so I don't upset her, but she leans back,
fearful that she has pushed me too far.

“Again,” I whisper,
determined to carry on with this as far as I possibly can. I want
to enjoy her touch. I want her to be able to kiss me all over my
body.

She tenderly kisses another of my
scars, then another. It’s overwhelmingly intense, this feeling of
her kissing my forbidden zone. Enough. That’s as far as I can go
today, this time. 

But it is so much further than I ever
thought would be possible. That’s the effect Ana has on me. She
breaks all my boundaries to split me wide open, but it’s okay,
because I want to let her in.

I pull her into my arms, desperate to
hold her because my locked up feelings are spilling over now. I tug
her hair to tip her head back, so I can kiss those soft, enchanting
lips of hers.

“Oh, Ana.”

I pull her under me as I kiss her, and
she knots her fingers in my hair as if she’s trying to bind me to
her, then she cups my face with her hands. I’m overcome with
emotion and that emotion seems to be spilling down my
cheeks.

“Christian, please, don't cry. Is that what I'm doing? I meant
it when I said I’d never leave you. I did. If I gave you any other
impression, I'm so sorry… please, please forgive me. I love you. I
will always love you.”

No, she won’t, not if she
really knew you. What’s the point of holding back, Grey? She will find out one
day. You might as well finish things off right here, right now. Put
everyone concerned out of their misery for once and for all, rather
than have this Sword of Damocles forever hanging over you. You know
you have to, that’s why it keeps going round and round in your
head. This secret will always be a festering, pus filled boil
waiting to be lanced otherwise.

“What is it?”

See. She knows there is
something you’re holding back. It’s only a matter of time before
she finds out. Isn’t it better she hears the goddamned awful
perverted and sickening truth direct from the source of
depravity?

“What is
this secret that makes you think I’ll run for the hills? That makes
you so determined to believe I’ll go? Tell me,
Christian, please…”

This is it then. After all my efforts
to conceal my worst secret, in the end it has proved futile. My
depravity will always catch up with me, no matter how hard I try to
escape it. I can't change who I am. I've been so selfish in
expecting her to live with a man like me. I owe her total honesty,
because I owe her everything.

“Ana…”

Grey, it’s no good trying to put a
brave face on any of this. Just act like a decent human being for
once in your life and be man enough to tell her how it really is
with you. Tell her how fifty shades of fucked up you truly are,
because until now you know that you’ve been dishonestly holding
back. You’ve only come clean for about the first twenty shades, if
that.

“I’m a sadist, Ana. I like
to whip little brown-haired girls like you because you all look
like the crack whore - my birth mother. I’m sure you can guess
why.”

Anastasia just stares at me in
disbelief. Well, I can't take back the words now, it’s too late. I
have made my confession and now I just have to deal with the
fallout as best I can.

“You said you weren’t a
sadist,” she whispers, puzzled.

“No, I
said I was a Dominant. If I lied to you, it was a lie of omission.
I’m sorry.” Stop trying to
squirm your way out of this, Grey. You knew all along exactly what
you were. “When you asked me that
question, I had envisioned a very different relationship between
us.”

I can see her getting ready to run for
the hills, and who can blame her? She’s sitting there with her head
in her hands as she tries to take it all in.

“So it’s
true. I can’t give you what you need,” she whispers, as she glances
up at me. Her eyes are huge in her face, and I can see that she is
panicking as she figures out the truth. She thought she knew the
worst about me; now she discovers it’s even worse than that. But
what gets me about confessing all this shit now is that I know
beyond any shadow of doubt that
Anastasia can give me what I need. I will
take her anyway I can, any part of her that she is willing to give,
and that will be more than enough. I know that now.

“No, no,
no. Ana. No. You can. You do give me what I need. Please
believe me.”

“I don't know what to
believe, Christian. This is so fucked up.”

“Ana, believe me. After I
punished you and you left me, my worldview changed. I wasn’t joking
when I said I would avoid ever feeling like that again. When you
said you loved me, it was a revelation. No one’s ever said it to me
before, and it was as if I’d laid something to rest – or maybe
you’d laid it to rest, I don't know. Dr. Flynn and I are still in
deep discussions about it.”

He thinks my love for Anastasia has
finally begun to assuage the overwhelming rage and anger I’ve
always carried round with me. Until that point, the only way to
control that rage, to find any kind of release, was for me to
punish the subs I contracted, because they all looked like the
crack whore. I beat and whipped the shit out of them, just as Elena
showed me how to, to make me feel better. But until I finally
accepted that I had fallen in love with Ana, Flynn and I couldn’t
begin working on making sense of this. So it’s still early days in
that discussion.

“What does that all
mean?”

“It means I don't need it.
Not now.”

“How do you know? How can
you be so sure?”

“I just know. The thought
of hurting you… in any real way… it’s abhorrent to me.”

“I don't
understand. What about rulers and spanking and all that kinky
fuckery?” Oh, sweet innocent
Ana, that’s just the really light shit; that’s just goofing around,
compared to what I can really do when I let myself go.

“I’m
talking about the heavy shit, Anastasia. You should see what I can
do with a cane or a cat.” I’ve
become a real Master at leaving intricate red welt patterns
crisscrossed all over beautiful pale skin like hers.

“I’d
rather not,” she tells me shocked. And that’s the point. I don't want to, because she doesn’t
want to. She is far more important than any kick I get out of
it.

“I know.
If you wanted to do that, then fine… but you don't, and I get it. I
can't do all that shit with you if you don't want to. I told you
once before, you have all the power. And now, since you came back,
I don't feel that compulsion, at
all.” Her leaving was the
strongest aversion therapy I could ever have
experienced.

“When we met, that’s what
you wanted, though?”

“Yes,
undoubtedly.”

“How can your compulsion
just go, Christian? Like I'm some kind of a panacea, and you’re –
for want of a better word – cured? I don't get it.”

“I
wouldn't say cured. If only it
were that simple. You don't believe
me?”

“I just find it –
unbelievable. Which is different.”

“If you had never left me,
then I probably wouldn’t feel this way. You walking out on me was
the best thing you ever did… for us. It made me realize how much I
want you, just you, and I mean it when I say that I’ll take you any
way I can have you.”

Ana just gazes at me as she tries to
make sense of it all.

“You're
still here. I thought you would be out of the door by now,” I
whisper incredulously.  Is it possible
there is still hope for us?

“Why? Because I might think
you’re a sicko for whipping and fucking women who look like your
birth mother? Whatever would give you that impression,” she hisses
at me.

Can I blame her reaction? She’s only
speaking the truth. Which way is this going to go? I'm really not
sure, as I wait for her next move. I have to be patient and give
her time. She could still be out of that door any second
now.

“Christian, I'm exhausted.
Can we discuss this tomorrow? I want to go to bed.”

What? Go to bed like normal? She’s not leaving right
now?

“You're not
going?”

“Do you want me to
go?”

“No! I thought you would
leave once you knew. Don't leave me,” I beg.

“Oh, for crying out loud –
no! I am not going to go,” she yells.

“Really?” I’ve just told
you my worst depraved shit, the full fifty shades, and yet you’re
not going?

“What can I do to make you
understand I will not run? What can I say?”

Do I dare tell her what I really want?
That I want the biggest commitment I can possibly ask of her, that
I can offer to her? Fuck, what have I got to lose, after everything
else that’s happened? And you never know, she might surprise me yet
again. I take a deep breath.

“There is one thing you can
do.”

“What?”

“Marry me,” I
whisper.

Anastasia stares at me in total
disbelief. Then she starts to giggle. She bites her lip to try and
control herself, but she can't stop. I think she’s hysterical, as
she lies flat out on the floor and carries on laughing, in the end
howling uncontrollably.

Of all her possible reactions, I did
not foresee this one. Is the idea of marrying me that ridiculous?
Does hysterical laughter mean yes, or no? I have no
idea.

“You find my proposal
amusing, Miss Steele?

“Mr.
Grey… Christian. Your sense of timing is without doubt…” Words fail
her, as she reaches up to gently caress my rough, stubbly
cheek. I love her
touch.

Have I blown it, by proposing at what
she considers an inappropriate moment? I need to know.

“You’re cutting me to the
quick here, Ana. Will you marry me?”

She sits up and stares into my
eyes.

“Christian, I’ve met your
psycho ex with a gun, been thrown out of my apartment, had you go
thermonuclear Fifty on me…”

I start to protest that I did not
throw her out of her apartment, but she holds up her hand to stop
me.

“You’ve just revealed some,
quite frankly, shocking information about yourself, and now you’ve
asked me to marry you.”

Well, I guess when she puts it like
that…

“Yes, I think that’s a fair
and accurate summary of the situation,” I agree. Ana always did
have a way with words.

“Whatever happened to
delayed gratification?” She shakes her head at me.

“I got
over it and I'm now a firm advocate of instant
gratification. Carpe
diem, Ana,” I
whisper. I want you to be my wife. I
want to be your husband. Why wait?

“Look, Christian, I've
known you for about three minutes, and there’s so much more I need
to know. I've had too much to drink, I'm hungry, I'm tired, and I
want to go to bed. I need to consider your proposal just as I
considered that contract you gave me. And that wasn’t the most
romantic proposal.”

Romantic?

“Fair
point well made, as ever, Miss Steele. So that’s not a
no?” She’s not turning me down
flat, anyway.

“No, Mr. Grey, it’s not a
no, but it’s not a yes either. You’re only doing this because
you're scared, and you don't trust me.”

“No, I’m
doing this because I've finally met someone I want to spend the
rest of my life with. I never thought that would happen to
me.” This is the honest truth,
from the bottom of my heart, the heart that belongs only to you,
and always will, because you were the one who finally unlocked it.
 

“Can I think about it…
please? And think about everything else that’s happened today? What
you’ve just told me? You asked for patience and faith. Well, back
at you, Grey. I need those now.”

I have to accept that she has had a
lot to take in today. And she has been so brave, so strong, even
after hearing the very worst of my bad shit. She is one amazing
woman. She can have my patience and faith, if that’s what she
needs.

“I can
live with that. As long as the
answer is yes. “Not very romantic,
eh? Hearts and flowers?”

She nods slowly at me, with a shy
little smile on her beautiful face.

I will do whatever it takes
to get Anastasia to say yes. As I kiss her sweet lips and gently
tuck a lock of soft hair behind her ear, next time round I’m
determined to come up with the most romantic proposal that I can
possibly dream up, because that’s what my girl, the love of my
life, deserves. And as I don't believe in doing things by halves,
next time I’ll make fucking sure she is totally overwhelmed by
hearts and flowers, if that’s what she wants.

Oh, and I’ll be buying her the biggest
fucking diamond engagement ring I can find, to mark her as mine to
the whole fucking wide world. 


Chapter 47 - Hyde And
Seek



I find it amusing watching Anastasia rushing around getting ready
for work while I just lie back and relax in bed. Wouldn’t worry me
if she pulled a sickie and stayed home; wouldn’t worry me if she
got the sack, but I know her job is important to her, so I've put
Taylor on standby to drive her to work as she’s still insisting on
going, even though she must be really tired this morning. If anyone
can cut through the busy traffic in record time, it’ll be
him.

Late last night I sent a priority
email to Andrea, ordering her to cancel my breakfast meeting this
morning, and to push back all my other meetings until later in the
day. I know she'll be very surprised as this is very unusual
behavior for me, but for God’s sake, I’m the fucking CEO, so why
the fuck shouldn’t I have a lie in with my girlfriend for once if I
want to?  Especially as I'm still worried that she could be in
a state of shock, after the very disturbed and disturbing evening
and night we just had.

I’ve confessed everything
there is about me for her to know, and I just want to spend some
time with Ana, to make sure she doesn't have some kind of delayed
adverse reaction that would stop her from agreeing to marry me,
once she’s had time to properly process all the shit that
surfaced. 

She has to say yes, and I’m determined to come up with another
much more fitting proposal for my sweet Ana.  All I’ve got to
figure out is what the fuck will constitute romantic hearts and
flowers in her eyes, because I haven’t got a fucking clue. This is
all new to me - I’ve never done anything of this kind in my life
before.

These are areas Elena never schooled
me in. She undoubtedly tutored me very thoroughly about how to fuck
a woman in every possible way known to man, and then some. But
romance doesn’t exist as far she’s concerned. I’m guessing Linc
never went in for the hearts and flowers kind of thing. He
certainly wouldn’t have gone down on one knee to propose to her. Is
that what Ana would like me to do? I really don't know.
  

That Anastasia is still with me, even
after I’ve confessed my very worst depraved shit to her, is nothing
short of a miracle. I’ve never told anyone before as much as I've
told her, apart from Flynn, and he’s different because he’s a
professional. He’s not fazed by hearing all that kind of heavy
shit; it’s his job to listen and try to make sense of it
all.

But as difficult as last night was, I
feel an immense sense of relief this morning, as if a huge weight
has been lifted from my shoulders. I feel purged and cleansed
because Ana knows all there is to know about me, so now I don't
have to live in fear of her finding out. Confession truly is good
for the soul it seems.

And I can finally relax about Leila,
because I know she is safe, and that Flynn will be ensuring she
gets the expert help she needs. But most importantly, she will no
longer be posing any kind of threat to Ana’s safety – her physical
safety anyhow, although it seems she still has the power to pose a
threat in terms of upsetting Ana. She fails to comprehend why I
felt compelled to care for her in the way that I did.

Last night Ana was overwrought, which
I think caused her to break down and sob the way she was when I
found her on the floor in the bathroom. But I think maybe that was
a good thing – it has to be better than keeping it all bottled up –
so I just held her and let her cry herself out, until she’d got it
out of her system. I hope she has anyway.

But I’m not going to apologize for my
actions in bathing Leila, because Ana has to understand that I felt
nothing other than compassion for a very disturbed young woman.
There was certainly nothing sexual about my feelings at all. I just
felt empathy for that dirty and confused individual, because I
remember only too well how that feels. Making Leila feel clean and
warm was the very least I could do for her, because I remember how
soothing and comforting it was when my mother did it for me, when
she adopted me.  But I have to remember that Ana had a lot to
deal with last night, so I guess her sense of balanced reason
probably got lost somewhere along the way.

Then, on top of everything else, I
experienced one of my nightmares last night, one of the worst I’ve
had for a long time. No doubt it was triggered by the immense fear
I experienced at the thought of Ana leaving me, causing all sorts
of unwanted shit to resurface from where I normally keep it stashed
away. It was such an immense relief to have Ana there with me as I
came round from it. I normally feel so desperately alone in my
terror, just as I did when I was that small boy whose own birth
mother ignored him and did nothing to help, while he was being
tortured and abused by her twisted sicko pimp.  

To be able to hold Ana and
make love to her made the night terrors dissipate so much more
quickly than usual, she truly is the best possible therapy for me.
I know she struggled to find her release, but when I told her to
touch me, I think it helped her to let go. She understood what a
huge leap of faith it was for me to allow this, to let her touch me
on my back this time. I’m discovering that each time I let her
touch me, it erases a tiny fraction of my pain. So if I keep
letting her touch me, however fucking hard it is, I’m hoping that
eventually the pain will go away for good. That’s why I have to
have her in my life forever. She can make me whole in a way that no
one else possibly can.

So when Ana asked me to tell her what
my nightmare was about, I told her everything. I have nothing to
gain from keeping things like this hidden anymore; I know it’s best
to come clean, even though hearing about my shocking childhood
really upset her. At least it gave me the opportunity to reassure
her that she is nothing at all like my birth mother, despite the
fact that they look similar.

I was surprised when she
asked if she could see Flynn, but I think that could be a good
thing. I know Anastasia has her own self esteem issues and demons
that she's not really opened up to me about properly.  There
were snatches of conversation mingled in my nightmare last night,
words that seemed to be coming from Ana that I’ve picked up on from
somewhere. I think she was telling me that she was leaving because
she wasn’t good enough for me, that she never understood what I saw
in her.  If that is how Ana feels, then Flynn is the best
person to try and get her to see how ridiculous that is. How can
she not see that I'm the one who is not good
enough for her, and that I’m going to have to work really hard at trying to
be the man she truly deserves.

My only concern is that Flynn will
urge us to be cautious and not rush into getting married. But I see
no reason to wait once I get Ana to agree to marry me – and I won’t
be giving up until she does agree, make no mistake about that. We
can work it all out as we go along, just so long as we are
together. Like I told her last night, maybe one day, somewhere in
the distant future, we can even think about having kids, if that’s
what she wants. We will have all the time in the world to figure
things like that out, once I get her to agree to marry me and let
me look after her. That’s what I can do for her. That’s what Flynn
was trying to get me to see, when I couldn’t believe that I was
worthy of her love, and I get it now. She doesn't understand yet
that she is beyond good enough for me, but I will do everything in
my power to make her realize it.

 


~~~

 


“Christian, it’s that time
of year again,” Mia informs me.

Seeing as Anastasia went to work, once
I’d worked out in the gym, and then rung Flynn’s office to make an
appointment for us tomorrow evening, I headed on into the office
after all, much to Andrea’s surprise. Perhaps she thinks I was
trying to catch my staff out in some way by turning up unannounced,
after saying I wasn’t coming in this morning, but she knows better
than to question me - that’s why she’s remained my PA as long as
she has.  So, having cleared my morning of meetings, I now
have time to take my little sister’s call, although I already know
what it’s about.

 “What time of year
might that be?” I play dumb.

“Why do you always do
this?” she sighs. “You know darn well it’s your birthday on
Saturday, same as it is every year on June 18th.”

“So? I don’t know why
everyone has to make such a big deal about birthdays. It’s just a
day like any other as far as I’m concerned, and all it means is
that I’ll be one day older.”

Why the fuck anyone imagines I’d want
to celebrate or even be reminded of the day the crack whore brought
me into the world is beyond me.

“Christian! Every year it’s
the same with you, and quite frankly I’m getting bored with it now.
You know Mom and Dad like to make a big thing out of family
birthdays, so why are you always so difficult about it? And what
about Ana – I’m sure she wants to celebrate your birthday with you,
doesn’t she?”

“Look, Mia, I’ve been kind
of busy, lately, you know? So, I haven’t actually got round to….
you know…”

“You’re not saying you
haven’t told her, are you? Oh for God’s sake, Christian, don’t you
think Ana’s going to want to know? She’ll find out eventually, and
then she’ll be hurt that you never told her. How are things between
you two love birds anyhow?”

“Yeah, they’re good,
thanks.” I smile at how Mia will react when I tell her Ana and I
are getting married. My smile fades as I remind myself that I
haven’t as yet got Ana’s agreement. Which in turn reminds me that I
haven’t heard from Ana for a while now, not since our first flurry
of emails this morning, when I got pissed at her for not using her
cell. She really is hopeless sometimes, far too careless about
security issues at work. But I hope she’s not been brooding about
all the shit that hit the fan yesterday, and is now having second
thoughts. I’m all too aware that she could still run. I decide I’d
better email her when Mia’s done with her birthday
inquisition.  

“Well, I don’t care what
you say, Mom and Dad want to have everyone over for a meal on
Saturday to celebrate, so I’m going to turn it into a proper
birthday party for you, whether you like it or not. I’m bored, so
this will give me something fun to do.  And of course I will
be inviting Ana.”

I know better than to even attempt to
argue with Mia once she’s set her mind to something, but it sets in
motion a train of thought. I’ve been wracking my brain to come up
with a suitable occasion for when I can propose properly to Ana,
and my baby sister might just have provided the solution for
me.

“Looks like it’s a fait
accompli, so I guess I’ll just have to go along with it, won’t
I?”

“Really?” I hear the
surprise in Mia’s tone at my surprisingly easy acquiescence. “Well,
I’ll need Ana’s number, so I can make sure she knows about your
birthday and personally invite her to your party. So don’t think
you’re going to get out of this, mister.”

“Don’t you trust me to tell
her? Now I’m really wounded,” I feign hurt, not fooling Mia for one
second.

“I know you too well, big
bro. I remember how you’ve claimed to have forgotten about parties
in the past, how you always sneak off early even if you do actually
turn up. You are such a party pooper. If you’re not careful, Ana
will soon realize that really you are dull as ditchwater, despite
being as rich as Croesus. You need to learn how to start having
some fun.”

“You sound just like
Elliott, but then he’s the undoubted expert at having fun. Have you
heard from him recently?”

“No, I think he’s far too
loved up to think about anything other than Kate. He seems really
smitten this time, and I think it’s sweet, don’t you? I mean, all
credit to her if she’s actually managed to tame the Elliot
man-whore.”

“Mia! That’s no way for you
to talk about your brother,” I scold, as I don't like hearing my
little sister talking that way, but I have to admit she’s right. I
don’t like Kate, but she may just be what Elliot needs to change
his ways.

“Oh come on, it’s no secret
he’s pretty much worked his way through the entire good looking
female population of Seattle. I know Mom is really pleased that he
finally seems to be settling down, and Dad likes Kate
too.”

“Yeah, I know.”

Our conservative father likes the fact
that Kate comes from a good solid background, but at least he seems
to have gotten over his initial doubts about Ana, thank God. I know
it would really upset Mom if Dad and I were to have another
disagreement, which we undoubtedly would if he were to react
negatively in any way to the prospect of having Ana as his
daughter-in-law.

At least I’ve proved to
him that I was right in my decision to drop out of Harvard. I know
it still rankles with him that I never completed my course, but he
can’t argue with the fact that I’ve been pretty successful since
then. I didn’t need to sit through a graduation ceremony wearing a
stupid cap and gown to get a piece of paper, to prove that I’ve got
what it takes to succeed. But I know that’s what Dad wanted me to
do. Being a lawyer, he always likes things done in the proper way,
whereas I’m much more of a loose cannon and a gambler, so it’s
inevitable that we're not always going to see eye to eye. If I
see what I consider a good opportunity, I don’t hesitate, I trust
my instincts and I go for it. But Dad always has to think about
things, weigh up all the pros and cons, take the cautious route, do
things by the book. That’s the difference between us, I
guess. The amount of grief you’ve
caused your parents, Grey, they must bitterly regret the day they
decided to adopt you, mustn’t they?

“And of course, they both
totally love your Ana, because she is just the sweetest thing,
totally adorable. I really want to be best friends with her; you
wouldn’t mind that, would you Christian? Then I can show her
around, take her to all the best places for shopping, all that kind
of thing, seeing as she’s only just moved up to
Seattle.”

“No, Mia, I don’t mind.
Take Ana under your wing by all means, but be warned; I think
you’ll find that unlike you, she’s not that keen on
shopping.”

“Oh don’t be so ridiculous.
She’s a girl, therefore she likes to shop. End of. Now, can you
give me her cell number so I can get busy with these party
preparations?”

“Okay,
but you might want to leave calling her until this afternoon,
because I know she was going to be really busy this
morning.” That’ll be down to
me making her late for work with all my shenanigans, as she told me
in her email. Shenanigans. I do like that word. Emails from Ana are
never dull. “I’ll text you her work
number when I’ve got a free moment,” I suggest. I also want to make sure Ana
really is okay, before I unleash the force of nature that is my
sister upon her.

“Great. I’ll call Ana once
I’ve spoken with Mom, run a few things by her. This is going to be
so cool,” Mia agrees excitedly, before hanging up.

 


~~~

 


Anastasia has emailed me to collect
her at six thirty, so we’ve pulled up outside SIP’s offices just a
few minutes before then to wait for her as arranged. Taylor knows I
don't do late, especially when it comes to Ana, so he's as punctual
as ever. I’ll just be relieved when I can see her and talk to her
to make sure she’s okay, although she seemed fine when I spoke to
her earlier.

I was so fucking worried
when I hadn’t heard from her all morning that I emailed her just to
check. Although I was about to go into a critical meeting about the
shipyard deal Ros and I have been working on when she rang me back,
I delayed the start of the meeting to take her call, having earlier
instructed Andrea to make sure she put through any call from
Anastasia Steele immediately. When Andrea butted
in to remind me I had people expecting me, I told her they could
wait. No harm in keeping them on their toes; I don't want them
assuming I’m desperate, or that it’s a done deal. Let them think
I'm getting cold feet. Then I got really shitty with Andrea when
she reminded me that I had already delayed this meeting before – of
course I was fucking aware of that. But taking Anastasia’s call was
far more important to me, and I felt so much better, calmer, after
we’d spoken, and more able to concentrate.

And I know that Mia has
made contact with Ana because she emailed me this afternoon, asking
about my birthday – forgetting to use her cell yet again. Will she
ever understand how easy it is for anyone with half a brain to hack
into her work email account? Why does she think I gave her a secure
cell? Anyway, I told her I don't like celebrating my birthday, but
seeing as Ana has already changed the way I think about so many
things, who knows, perhaps this year will be different.

Just as I'm thinking about this, I see
Ana appear in the office doorway, but I’m immediately perturbed
because she literally bursts out of the building, and then just
stands there for a moment taking some deep breaths, as if she needs
to regain her composure for some reason. I glance over at Taylor,
and see by his frown that he has also noticed her odd
behavior.

Then we watch as Anastasia just
crumples, almost in slow motion, as her legs give way and she
collapses to the ground. We both instantly leap out of the car in
alarm and run over to where she’s lying on the sidewalk.

“Ana, Ana! What’s
wrong?”

I sink down onto my knees by her side,
and then scoop her up in my arms, as I frenziedly try to work out
what the matter with her is. My first terrified thought is that
somehow Leila has escaped, and that she’s shot Ana using a gun with
a silencer. I see Taylor scanning the area, his hand already on his
holster, so I'm guessing he’s thinking along the same lines. But
thank God I don't find any obvious injury on her – no blood, no
bullet wound, nothing.

So maybe she’s fainted
because she’s unwell in some way. I can see she’s not completely
out of it as she leans against me, so I try shaking her gently, to
see if I can get some sense out of her.

“Ana. What’s wrong? Are you
sick?”

She’s as white as a sheet as she
shakes her head.

“Jack,” she finally manages
to utter.

Fuck no! That piece of fucking shit
hasn’t…? I glance over at Taylor’s furious face, and he’s already
headed off into the building before I can say anything. Somehow I
don't rate Hyde’s chances against him.

“Fuck!
What did that sleazeball do to you?” I demand, as I fold Ana up in
my arms. My mind has gone into overdrive. I feel white hot fury
raging through my veins. I
will kill him. The thought of that fucker
touching her, doing things to her… I will fucking kill him, but
only after I’ve beaten him fucking senseless.

Then Ana starts giggling. It must be
hysteria, shock.

“It’s what I did to him,”
she whispers, as she continues to giggle.

“Ana! Did he touch you?” I
shake her again, trying to get her to talk some sense. I need to
know exactly what he did, how far he went.  Maybe he just said
something, maybe it wasn’t a physical attack.

“Only once,” she says, in a
tiny voice.

Only once? So he did fucking touch
her. The rage inside me explodes and sweeps through me virtually
uncontrollably. How could I have let this happen?  I always
fucking knew Hyde wanted into her panties and yet I continued to
let her work for him. I put her at risk, because I was too soft in
letting her talk me round about her job.  I have been weak,
and now that piece of shit has touched what is mine. I don't need
to ask any more details. That he has touched her in any way is all
I need to know.

“Where is that
fucker?”

The loud shouting from somewhere
inside the building indicates that Taylor has wasted no time in
finding the low life. I know that he is very protective of Ana, and
from his livid expression as he went in, I don't think he’ll be
worrying too much about the political correctness of beating the
crap out of Hyde – and I can't wait to join him.

I gently set Anastasia on her feet,
hoping she won't faint again. She still looks very pale.

“Can you stand?”

She nods, but as she sees my face and
looks into my eyes, she freezes.

“Don't go in, don't
Christian,” she begs. She has read the basic primal instinct that
has been unleashed within me.  She has seen that right now, I
am perfectly capable of killing another human being.

“Get in the car,” I order
her. I need her safely out of the way, so I can make sure Hyde gets
what is coming to him. He’s about to find out what happens when
another man dares to make a move on what is mine.

“Christian, no.” Ana grabs my arm, and tries to hold me back.
But I am compelled to deal with that piece of shit in
there. Vengeance will be
mine.

“Get in the goddamned car,
Ana.” I shake her hand off.

“No! Please! Stay. Don't
leave me on my own,” she pleads desperately.

Now I feel torn. I'm
seething with rage, but I know I must look after Ana. But I can't
let that fucker get away with what he’s done. The shouting inside
the building gets louder, and then stops suddenly. I have to go and
see what’s happening. I have no doubt that Taylor is more than
capable of dealing with Hyde, but I have to be there to deal with
him myself. I get my cell to find out what’s going on. But then I’m
blown sideways by something Ana says.

 “Christian, he has my
e-mails,” she confesses.

“What?”

“My emails to you. He
wanted to know where your emails to me were. He was trying to
blackmail me.”

“Fuck!” I
explode.

So it’s even worse than I
thought. I’ve suspected all along there was more to Hyde than met
the eye, even though I’ve been unable to prove anything about him.
So I’ve been unable to get him dismissed without causing more
problems. Turns out my gut instinct was correct, as usual. So now
this matter has to be dealt with and contained. If only Ana had
used her fucking cell like I told her.

I get my head back into business mode.
First I call Barney, and order him to clean up this
mess. 

Next, I call Jerry Roach, Head of SIP.
He’s argued all along that I can't get Hyde sacked without
justification. Now he has all the justification he could possibly
need. And I want that fucker gone, now, this instant, or so help me
God, I will not be responsible for my actions. Roach certainly gets
the message loud and clear when I threaten to liquidate the company
first thing in the morning, if I don't get my way.  I am not
renowned for making idle threats, as he well knows.

Then I have to somehow
deal with the fact that I am fuckingly, incandescently furious with
Ana, because it was her stupidity in failing to follow my simple
instruction to use her cell, that got us all into this predicament.
So when she tells me not to do anything stupid, I
can barely hold onto my self-control.

“STUPID! I told you to use your
fucking cell. Don't talk to me about stupid. Get in the
motherfucking car, Anastasia – NOW!”

Anastasia just looks
stunned.

“Okay, but please, be
careful,” she whispers.

I don't trust myself to speak, so I
just point to the car, and this time I expect her to just fucking
do as she has been told for once, or I will fucking well put her
there myself.

“Please be careful. I don't
want anything to happen to you. It would kill me,” she murmurs.
When she turns those big blue eyes towards me, I can see the
concern etched in them, because she knows I'm on the very edge of
reason right now.

So Ana sweetly worries
about me, just as I worry about her. I have to calm down. I should
know by now that it isn’t enough for me to expect her to just
blindly obey my instructions. She didn’t fully understand the
implications of not using her cell because I didn’t spell it out to
her - only because I was trying to shield her from the shadier side
of my world, but I'm beginning to realize that that maybe not the
best way to handle things with Ana. 

“I’ll be careful,” I
reassure her, as she climbs into the front of the Audi. Then I head
into the building.

 


~~~

 


I find them in the kitchen area of the
office, where Taylor’s got Hyde pinned to the floor with his foot
as he stands over him, with the creep lying there groaning and
clutching his groin.

I clench my fists to try and keep my
rage under control, when all I really want to do is launch myself
at Hyde.

“You fucking touch Miss
Steele again, I’ll fucking kill you,” Taylor quietly informs him in
a voice laced with pure menace.

I throw Taylor an approving look, as I
glance at the fucker writhing on the floor.

“Not my doing, sir. It’s
all down to Miss Steele, apparently.”

“Fucking prick teasing
bitch kicked me in the balls,” Hyde groans.

“I thought I already told
you to shut your filthy, fucking mouth,” Taylor grunts at him, as
he expertly deals him a kick in the ribs.

“Grey, that little cock
blocking girlfriend of yours was coming on real strong to me.
Practically begging me for it, she was. Having trouble keeping her
satisfied, are you? Not man enough for her? She’s only after you
for your money, you know that. Maybe you are gay after all, just
like everyone said, so you can't get it up, is that the problem?
What she needs is a proper man to satisfy her instead, and I could
sure fuck her sweet little ass all night long, no trouble. I would
have done too, if you hadn’t somehow fucked up the New York trip
for us. Then I’d have shown that tight assed little prick tease
what it was like to have a real man ride her hard all fucking night
long.”

I start kicking him uncontrollably as
I see red, and then grab him by the lapels of his jacket to pull
him up so I can punch his disgusting, filthy mouth to shut him up.
The stench of alcohol hits me, mixed in with some sort of cheap
nasty aftershave. The thought of this piece of shit getting close
enough to Ana to touch her makes me want to vomit, and I raise my
arm ready to land a punch.

But Taylor steps in to restrain
me.

“I know the bastard
deserves the beating of his life for what he did to Miss Steele,
but the fucker’s had enough. We need him to be able to walk away,
and right now, nothing shows on his face. Be a lot harder to
explain things if his face is beaten up. He's not worth the
trouble. You have to know when to step back,” he murmurs in my ear.
Then he adds, “That’s my recommendation, sir,” as he remembers his
place.

Of course Taylor is an expert in all
kinds of physical combat, and he would undoubtedly have been called
upon to utilize that expertise to skillfully interrogate suspects
when he was in the Special Forces. And even through the misty haze
of my rage, I know he’s right. There are other ways I can get even
with this piece of filth.

“Stand up, Hyde. You’re
fired on the grounds of gross misconduct. You have five minutes to
collect your things, then you'll be escorted from the building
by security. Once you've left, you are not to return under any
circumstances. And I will personally be ensuring that you never
work anywhere in the publishing industry again.”

I see Hyde’s face blanch in
shock.

“You can't do that, you
don't have the authority,” he burbles.

“Call Roach. He’ll confirm
everything I just told you,” I tell him coldly.

“I fucking knew something
was going on. You fucking Harvard creep, using your Ivy League
frat-boy connections to get what you want, just because of that
fucking little bitch,” he screams at me.

I feel Taylor gripping my arm again,
but this time it’s not necessary. An icy cold calm has descended on
me.

“And don't even think about
going public with any of the information you tried to blackmail
Miss Steele with, or I'll instruct my legal team to sue you for
Public Disclosure of Private Acts. Now get the security guys in
here, Taylor. They can deal with this scum.”

 


~~~

 


Somehow, even as I drive away, I know
that won’t be the last we’ll hear of Jack Hyde, so when Barney
comes on the in-car speaker phone to confirm he’s carried out my
orders, I'm not really surprised to learn he’s also uncovered
something else on Hyde’s computer. But I don't want to discuss it
in front of Ana, as I have no idea of just what type of shit it is,
and she’s already had more than enough to deal with. She’s sitting
up front with me, Taylor is in the back.  Driving is good;
driving gives me something else to focus on for now.

“Are you talking to me?”
Ana asks quietly.

I am still so fucking mad with her,
mad about everything Hyde said. How close she came to him being
able to… If he had actually attacked her, raped her, I would not
have been able to walk away from him, whatever Taylor advised me to
do. So I'm not sure I trust myself to talk to her right
now.

“No,” I mutter.

So, it’s a quiet drive back to Escala,
as Ana wisely holds her tongue until we’re getting into the
elevator.

“Christian, why are you so
mad at me?”

She has to ask? After
everything that’s happened, after what could so easily have
happened to her? I feel so scared and vulnerable because of the
depth of my feelings for her. I want to lock her away to protect
her from all the Jack Hydes in the world, and it frustrates me
because I know that is not possible. So how the fuck am I supposed
to cope with these feelings?

I look at my sweet Anastasia, and I
have to kiss her, make her mine again, expunge the horrid visions
of her with Hyde that have been playing in my mind, imagining what
would have happened if he had succeeded in having his way with
her.

It’s a deep, desperate
kiss, and as I taste her, feel her, smell her, and hold her tightly
against me to possess her once more, I’m finally reassured that she
is mine, and mine alone.

“If anything had happened
to you… If he’d harmed you….” I can’t vocalize my worst fears.
“Cell from now on. Understand?”

She nods, as we stare into each
other’s eyes. She gets it. Finally.

I release her as the elevator comes to
a stop.

“He said you kicked him in
the balls.” I’m impressed. Little Ana bringing a big guy like Hyde
to his knees.

“Yes,” she says rather
proudly.

“Good.” Because if she
hadn’t done that, he could have… I can't let myself think about
what could have happened.

“Ray is ex-army. He taught
me well.”

“I’m very glad he did. I’ll
need to remember that.” 

I knew there was a reason I liked Ray.
He’s the kind of protective father a girl should have, in my
opinion. My respect for the guy has just increased tenfold. But
I’ll have to be on my guard – I don't relish the idea of being
kicked in the balls if he thinks I've got out of line with Ana in
some way.

But for now, we’re both back safe and
sound at Escala, much to my immense relief.

“I need to call Barney. I
won’t be long,” I tell her as I head off to my study. I urgently
need to find out what else he discovered on Hyde’s computer, what
other damage limitation I need to set in motion.

Is there ever going to be a shit free
day in my life?


Chapter 48 - Master of
Her Universe




I call Taylor into my study so he can
listen in to what Barney has to say about what he found on Hyde’s
computer, but before I make the call, we have a quick
debrief.

“So Hyde was attempting to
blackmail Miss Steele, sir?” 

Taylor heard me warning the fucker,
just before he was escorted from the building, not to bother going
to the press, or I’d set my legal team onto him.

“He accessed her SIP
account and read the personal emails she sent me when she neglected
to use her cell. It was enough for him to figure out there was
something going on, and so he tried to use it against
her.”

“Do you think whatever else
Barney has uncovered is in some way connected to this?”

“I’ve no idea Taylor, not
until I’ve spoken to him, but it sounds like he’s maybe discovered
another can of worms.”

“How is Miss Steele? Has
she recovered from her ordeal?” he inquires.

“She seems okay. And I
appreciate the manner in which you dealt with that fucker Hyde, and
with the whole situation in general. Things could really have
gotten out of hand.”

If Taylor hadn’t stepped in to
restrain me when I was under the influence of my red haze of rage,
I know we would have been looking at a far more serious damage
limitation exercise.

“It wasn’t really the way
I’d liked to have dealt with the foul mouthed low life,” he
mutters, frowning. “I’d liked to have cut his dick off and stuffed
it in his mouth, along with his balls and his stupid fucking pony
tail. That’d sure stop the sleazeball preying on sweet young girls
like Miss Steele in future,” he growls. 

So I'm guessing ex-military, buzz cut
Taylor is not a fan of men with pony tails and earrings. I’m also
guessing he is most definitely not in touch with his feminine side,
probably because he doesn't actually have one.

I look at Taylor in surprise at the
vehemence in his voice. He seemed the cool, calm, true professional
while we were in SIP’s offices, but now he’s just betrayed the
feelings he was keeping tightly suppressed at the time. He catches
my look, and clears his throat.

“But as I told you, sir,
fuckers like him aren’t worth the trouble. He’s the cunning,
conniving type who’d have stirred up all manner of shit if he’d
gone running to the newspapers with a badly beaten up
face.”

Which, if Taylor hadn’t held me back,
I would have surely given him. Fuck, it would have been so
satisfying to have felt my fist make contact with that disgusting
mouth of his, taunting me that I wasn’t man enough for Ana because
I was gay, and talking about her in the filthy way he was. If I let
myself think about Hyde watching her at work, and then getting
himself off fantasizing about fucking her, I can feel my temper
getting out of control again, so I have to force myself to shut
those thoughts down.

Of course I should have
put a stop to this situation with Ana’s job much sooner. Thank God
I managed to embargo the New York trip, even though Ana was furious
about it at the time. I was right all along about Hyde’s motives
for wanting her to accompany him, and so perhaps in future she will
remember this, when she’s being so stubbornly defiant and
independent. I am only trying to protect her, because I understand
how men like Hyde’s minds work. Because you aren’t that different from him, are you, Grey?
You’ve always liked to fuck women hard; you’ve enjoyed riding their
sweet asses, just the same as him.

“If he had actually done
anything to her, I wouldn’t have been responsible for my actions. I
would have killed him,” I state matter of factly.

“And I’d have disposed of
the body, sir,” Taylor coolly replies, looking me straight in the
eye. We understand each other - we are reading from the same page
of the same book. We are both very protective of the women in our
lives.

“Good job Miss Steele’s
step father is ex-army and trained her in self-defense, isn’t
it?”

“It most certainly is, Mr.
Grey. She obviously gave Hyde a really good, hard kick in the nuts,
the way he was groaning and writhing around on the floor when I got
in there. Was a pleasure to see, and I have to say I’m impressed –
Miss Steele’s quite deceptive, isn’t she? For someone of her slight
build, she must have kept a cool head to have executed the maneuver
so effectively on a gorilla like Hyde. I’ll definitely be following
her step father’s example to give my daughter some self-defense
lessons, so she can protect herself just like Miss Steele managed
to. The thought of any fucker trying something with Sophie…” he
closes his eyes and swallows hard.

“Rest assured, Taylor, I’ll
be doing everything in my power to stop Hyde from getting another
job where he can prey on young women, because I'm sure he’s got
history, even if Welch hasn’t managed to turn up anything. I just
bitterly regret not following my gut instinct and forbidding Miss
Steele from working with him.”

Taylor throws me a
skeptical look, registering his disbelief that Ana would have
complied in any case. I think he’s beginning to realize that he
shouldn’t underestimate little Miss Steele. Underneath that
seemingly fragile and meek exterior, she really does seem to have a
steel back bone. Steele by name,
steel by nature.

“So, do we know anything at
all about this intel that Barney’s got from Hyde’s computer yet?”
he inquires.

“No, let me call him back
right now to find out.”

Barney answers immediately when I make
the call. I put the phone on speaker so Taylor gets to hear his
report first hand. 

“Mr. Grey, I’ve been
waiting on your call. I think it’s important you be made aware of
what else I retrieved from Hyde’s computer at SIP.”

“Okay, Barney, go ahead.
Taylor’s listening in too.”

“First off, it looks like
he’s been doing some research about you – your background, all your
home addresses, that kind of thing, which is worrying enough. But
what concerns me even more is that he also appears to be
researching other members of your family – your parents, your
brother and your sister.”

“Shit! I don't like the
sound of that. What the fuck would he want with their
details?”

“I can’t say what his
motives are, sir, but I thought you’d want to know. I can email you
all the details of the intel,” he offers.

“Yes, do that. Copy Taylor
and Welch in too. They can coordinate about how to proceed with
this.”

“Of course, sir,” Taylor
affirms. “Barney, can I just ask if there was anything else – any
porn related shit, inappropriate intimate photos, that kind of
thing?”

 “Surprisingly, there
wasn’t,” Barney reports. “Most unusual actually, because in my
experience virtually all guys have some kind of secret porn stash
at work, away from prying eyes at home. Maybe it’s because there
are inbuilt system filters in place at SIP to prevent internet
access to anything vaguely porn related – I guess being a
publishing company means they have to be extra vigilant. So that’s
one measure they do have in place, although the rest of their
security is shit. It was a total piece of piss gaining access; a
two year old could have done it. The whole system is going to need
a complete overhaul to bring it up to GEH standards.”

“I want you to make that
your top priority once the SIP acquisition goes through, Barney,” I
instruct him.

I’m not prepared to run the risk of
anyone else being able to hack into the lax systems at SIP. Other
companies no doubt have their own equivalent of Barney working for
them, although he is undoubtedly the best there is. The guy is a
fucking genius when it comes to anything to do with computers - he
lives, eats and breathes them. He never seems to have a day off or
take his annual leave entitlement to go on vacation, because he
just loves what he does so much. He is another case of appearances
being deceptive – he’s a weedy little bespectacled runt who only
looks about fifteen, and I fucking love seeing the look of
incredulity on the arrogant faces of some assholes when I introduce
Barney as my Head of IT at GEH.

“Of course, Mr.
Grey.  Naturally, I already have the plans in place,
ready to implement the moment I get the green light to proceed,”
Barney huffs, perhaps offended that I felt the need to state the
obvious to him.

“I only asked about porn
because Hyde seems the type of twisted sicko who’d have all the
worst kinds of extreme shit,” Taylor states with a look of disgust
on his face.

“Well, don't forget this
was just his work computer I accessed. Who knows what other
computers he has, and what he has stored on them,” Barney points
out.

“But you didn’t find
anything about Miss Steele on his SIP computer, no pictures at
all?”  I ask.

I want to make sure the fucker hasn’t
secretly been taking pictures of Ana. Hopefully Taylor and Welch’s
security sweeps of the building will have ensured Hyde hadn’t
installed hidden cameras in places such as the Ladies
restroom.  The only hidden cameras should be the ones
they installed, although they have not proved to have been that
useful in keeping track of Hyde.

“No, sir, nothing of that
sort at all, at least not on his SIP computer.”

“Can you see if you can
find anything else of his? Maybe he’s left some kind of a trail to
his other computers that you can follow,” I instruct Barney,
knowing he loves this kind of challenge.

“Already on it, sir,” he
confirms.

“Fine. Just keep me
informed of any developments.”

“Of course, Mr. Grey, and
I’ll send that email with the exact details of what I uncovered
right now.”

“Please ensure that you
do.”

With that, I terminate the
call.

“I’ll get straight onto
Welch, sir, to discuss the implications of this latest
development,” Taylor says, and heads straight off to his
office.

Now I need to go and find
Anastasia.

 


~~~

 


 


I find her sitting in the
kitchen quietly sipping a glass of white wine, as Gail puts the
finishing touches to our meal. By the number of friendly, welcoming
smiles I've noticed her sending Ana’s way since she’s been staying
at my apartment, I get the distinct impression that she heartily
approves of my girlfriend. Of course Gail’s just staff, so it
wouldn’t make a blind bit of difference to me if she didn’t
approve, but nevertheless it pleases me; it will make life so much
easier if everyone gets along, bearing in mind that I want Ana to
live here permanently, as my wife. Mrs.
Grey. I'm liking the sound of that more and more.

I’ve always felt very comfortable
having Gail as my housekeeper. She has proved to be the absolute
soul of discretion, which considering my lifestyle choices until
now has been crucial, as she has access to all areas of my personal
life in a way that no one else other than Taylor does. She may have
signed an NDA, as I require all my staff to do, but I know in
reality that although I could sue them for breach of contract, the
damage would already be done if they decided to sell their story to
the press to make a quick buck. That’s another reason why I pay all
my staff well above the going rate – they are less likely to fall
into debt and so hopefully be less tempted by any offers from the
press, who are always hungry for a scandalous juicy story to sell
to their nosy, demanding readers.

And after the events of today, there
can also be no doubting Taylor’s loyalty and protectiveness towards
Ana, and I feel reassured that I can trust him to always do his
utmost to protect her. Rule number one when you become rich and
successful– always surround yourself with the very best staff it is
possible to employ. They don't come much better than Gail Jones and
Jason Taylor.

As we sit and eat the meal
that Gail has prepared, it transpires that Ana’s worried she no
longer has a job at SIP. Really? She doesn’t get that if I say she
has a job, then she does? Because it really is as simple as that,
when you’re the CEO’s girlfriend. I
am Master of
Her Universe. 

So maybe she’ll begin to appreciate
the benefits of letting me take control over at least some aspects
of her life. She wants a job, she’s got it - but only because I
believe she is good at what she does. I don't believe in carrying
dead wood, whatever the circumstances.

But one area of her life
that she is still refusing to bow to my wishes is with regard to
José fucking Rodrigues. Apparently, he’s found an excuse to come
and see Ana, because this Friday he’s personally delivering the
photos I bought at his exhibition. How fucking accommodating of him. Oh, and he wants to go out for a drink with
Ana. Of course he fucking
does. And he’s going to stay over for the
night. Here, in my apartment, or else in Ana’s apartment, with Ana,
she coolly informs me – she doesn’t ask, I might add.
She tells me. No fucking
way.

“He made a pass at you,” I
remind her, incredulous that she still considers him a
friend.

“Christian, that was weeks
ago. He was drunk, you saved the day – it won’t happen again. He’s
no Jack, for heaven’s sake.”

No, I agree he’s not as
sick and perverted as that fucker; I can tell that he does at least
have genuine feelings for you. But still, another man cozying up to
my girlfriend – I don't think so, Miss Steele.

“Ethan’s
there. He can keep him company.”
Perfect solution. Two unsuccessful contenders for Ana’s affections
can drown their sorrows together.

“He wants
to see me, not Ethan.” Of
course he fucking does. “He’s just a
friend,” she mulishly persists. But
he’d like to be more, much more.

“I don't like it,” I
insist.

And that should be the end
of the matter. Observing my wishes should be paramount. But as this
is Ana, of course it’s not. Maybe
you’re not Master of Her Universe after all, Grey. Maybe she's
She-Ra.

“He’s my friend, Christian.
I haven’t seen him since his show. And that was too brief. I know
you don't have any friends, apart from that god-awful woman, but I
don't moan about you seeing her,” she snaps at me. “I want to see
him. I've been a poor friend to him.”

“Is that what you
think?”

“Think about
what?”

“Elena. You’d rather I
didn’t see her?”

“Exactly. I’d rather you
didn’t see her.”

“Why didn’t you
say?”

“Because
it’s not my place to say. You think she’s your only friend. Just as
it’s not your place to say if I can or can't see José. Don't you
see that?” No, I don't
actually. My word is law – or it fucking well ought to
be.

But I have to remember that Ana is not
my submissive, and so I have to adjust to this fact. She is my
girlfriend, and I have to try to be more flexible. Because I
realize that if I don't, stubborn girl that Ana is, she will stay
over in her apartment with photographer boy just to prove her
point. And I can’t possibly tolerate that, so the lesser of two
evils is to have him here at the apartment.

“He can stay here, I
suppose,” I reluctantly concede. “I can keep an eye on
him.”

And trust me, I will be
keeping a very close eye on him, because if he so much as puts a toe
out of line with her, he’ll be out of here faster than he can
blink.

“Thank you! You know, if I
am going to live here too...It’s not like you haven’t got the
space.” Ana seems relieved now she’s won her battle.

And I know she is right.  I
have to learn to compromise and to share, which is not going to be
easy for me after being on my own, and always doing what I want.
But it is a compromise I am more than willing to make, if it means
I get Anastasia to share my life with me.

 


~~~

 


This morning, when Ana had gone to
work and after I called Flynn’s office to make us an appointment
for tomorrow evening, I forced myself go into my playroom. I have
astutely avoided going in there ever since the terrible day that
Ana walked out on me, which was, without doubt, the worst day of my
entire existence.

But plunging me into total
despair in that way led me to work out the horrifying significance
of the leather belt that I had beaten her with, and that proved to
be a crucial turning point in my accepting that I had no option
other than to change, to reform my ways. It showed me that by
attempting to coerce Anastasia into accepting my uncompromisingly
sadistic ways, I was guilty of perpetuating the cycle of abuse that
had been initiated by the perverted pimp who had beaten me with an
identical leather belt as a small boy. The victim had become the
abuser. It had to stop, and Ana walking out on me was the wake-up
call I needed.

Now that I've asked Ana to marry me,
to live here at Escala with me, I have to face up to my issues, to
work out what I'm going to do about my playroom, because I'm sure
this is something Flynn will bring up at some point.

When we got back together, Ana agreed
that she really enjoys kinky fuckery, so I don't think she will
necessarily want me to get rid of everything in my playroom. There
are plenty of experiences we can try together that I think she
would really enjoy, which don't involve inflicting the extreme pain
she fears. Maybe, in time, I can gently persuade her to be brave
enough to try some scenes in here, but I know I must be very
patient. I cannot ever take the risk of her being scared enough to
run again. I cannot take the chance, however small, of me getting
carried away in the moment, and then because of my deeply ingrained
behavior, doing something too extreme for her to handle.

She has told me the canes
and whips frighten her and are a hard limit, so I decided this
morning that they will have to go. I also looked at the belt,
seemingly innocently hanging there on the rack beside the door, and
I felt a sense of revulsion spread through me. But however repulsed
I was, I decided that perhaps I ought to leave the belt there, to
serve as a reminder of what would happen if I ever got carried away
again. It is the ultimate aversion therapy for me. I could never,
ever hit her with that belt again. At that point
the memories had overwhelmed me, and I’d left the room to go and
get ready for work.

It seems that in my haste
to escape from my unpleasant memories, I neglected to lock the
playroom door, because this evening, after leaving Ana to her own
devices while I spent some time catching up with my emails, I go in
search of Ana, and eventually find her in my playroom. I’m really
surprised, because I would have expected her to be extremely
reluctant to revisit this room, that she would have been anxious to
avoid it at all costs, especially after her highly unpleasant
encounter with Hyde today.

But no. I find her looking through
some of the drawers that contain an extensive range of all the sex
toys that I enjoy using. I stand quietly in the doorway, fascinated
as I watch her reaction to what she finds. I imagine she hasn’t got
a clue about most of the items, and already my mind has gone into
overdrive. I get an immediate hard on just thinking about how
pleasurable it would be to demonstrate to her all their various
uses on her delicious body. But this is my worry; I am trying my
hardest to change, to reform, but after so many years of being able
to take my pleasure here in this playroom, in exactly whatever
manner I choose, would I be able to keep myself under
control?

Ana looks up to see me
watching her, and seems embarrassed to be caught like this in my
playroom, so she hastily explains that she was bored and curious.
Such a dangerous combination and one that it would be my greatest
pleasure to cure for her, although I know I must restrain
myself.  But I can’t deny how pleased I am to find her in
here, happily rummaging through the drawers which contain all
manner of kinkery fuckery delights. I take her interest as a good,
positive sign, because I want this to be her playroom too, for her
to share it with me. So I offer to enlighten her, to educate her
about anything she wishes to know about, reassuring her that I'm
not at all mad about her being in here. No, I am fucking thrilled
that she is curious about it all, because it gives me hope that she
will be open minded enough to try some of these things, seeing as
she isn’t running away, screaming in horror.

“What’s this?” She holds up
a silver butt plug.

“That’s a butt plug. Bought
for you.” I explain.

I try to gauge her reaction. I know
she feels hesitant about anal play, but as long as it is done with
great skill and care, it can be immensely pleasurable, as I could
happily demonstrate to her if she would let me. But it has to be
her call – always. She has to feel confident enough to trust me,
and I have to earn that trust.

“And this?”

“Anal beads. They have
quite an effect if you pull them out mid-orgasm.”

“This is the butt
drawer?”

“If you like.”

Ana flushes and slams the
drawer shut. Not the best
reaction.

“Don’t you like the butt
drawer?”

“It’s not top of my
Christmas card list,” she mutters, trying to pretend she isn’t
shocked.

She carries on working her way through
the other drawers. Next one contains vibrators – great for
increasing the intensity of an orgasm, but not very creative or
imaginative, in my opinion. Then Ana picks up a genital clamp,
which she quickly drops back in the drawer when I tell her what it
is, before going on to explore the nipple clamps.

“Some of these are for
pain, but most are for pleasure,” I murmur, as I demonstrate how
they work. My favorite pair has a pretty beaded chain between the
two clamps, which can be gently tugged to increase the
pleasure/pain experience. From her reaction, I think nipple clamps
might have possibilities; if I start out very carefully with these,
I think Ana might find them really stimulating and
pleasurable.

“I like the look of these,”
she whispers, and I fucking love that she is open minded enough to
admit it. She flushes and squirms a little, perhaps because she is
imagining how they would feel on her. Then she bites that soft,
full bottom lip of hers, and I nearly groan out loud because of how
turned on she’s making me.

“You know what that does to
me,” I gently scold her, as I reach over to tug on her chin to
release her bottom lip. She is not making this easy for me, being
in my playroom and acting in this way.

“That’s a Wartenberg
pinwheel,” I tell her as she picks up the next item.

“For?”

I demonstrate by running the prongs of
the wheel over the palm of her hand.

“Imagine
that over your breasts.” Because that’s exactly what I’m doing right now.

After briefly looking at the
clothespins, Ana takes out the next item.

“Ball gag. To keep you
quiet,” I tease. Fuck, I know she has issues about being gagged,
but as I show her how it works, I can't help wishing she’d trust me
enough to let me use one on her.

“You
sound like you miss it,” she murmurs as I try to explain how I
would love having her that dependent on me, have her trust me
enough to hand over total control to
me. Trust me enough to be
Master of Her Universe.

“It’s what I
know.”

And it is scary for me to relinquish
that kind of control, but I am getting there. But I can't deny that
I will always enjoy being in control. It's the way I am, how I have
always operated.

“You have power over me.
You know you do,” she whispers.

“Do I? You make me
feel…helpless,” I confess.

“No! Why?”

“Because you are the only
person I know who could really hurt me.”

Only Ana has managed to
break down the impenetrable walls that I had built around me to
keep people out, to protect myself. If you don't let anyone get
close, they can't let you down or hurt you. And I found out how
incredibly painful letting someone get close could be when Ana left
me. It very nearly broke me; it was only Flynn showing me a way
forward that could work for us, that could lead to us getting back
together, that saved me. But I still feel very vulnerable – Ana
makes me feel vulnerable because I know she could still run if I
get things wrong again.

“Oh
Christian…that works both ways. If you didn’t want me…” Ana looks
down as she twists her fingers in that nervous way she has that
betrays her own insecurities. She really needs to talk to Flynn.
“The last thing I want to do is hurt you. I love you.”

And as she reaches up to
lovingly caress my cheek, I know she is totally sincere, and that I
have to learn to trust her. She is as fearful of being hurt as I
am, because she feels just as deeply as I
do. We love each other.

“Have we finished show and
tell?” I ask, to try and change the mood.

“Why, what did you want to
do?” she asks coyly.

“Ana, you were nearly
attacked today,” I remind her, as I gently kiss her. Only an
insensitive brute would expect her to feel in any way amorous after
what she’s been through today.

“So?”

“What do
you mean, ‘so’ ”

“Christian, I'm
fine.”

“When I think what might
have happened…”

I hold her tightly in my arms and
breathe in her wonderful unique scent. I can't bear to think of
that fucker so much as touching a single hair on her head, never
mind the other filthy things he spoke about.

“When
will you learn that I'm stronger than I look?” she whispers as she
nuzzles my neck. Mm, that
feels so good, baby.

“I know you’re strong,” I
agree.

But even so, I know she has been
through a horrid ordeal today, so I must restrain myself, allow her
to recover. The last thing I want is for her to associate me in any
way with that animal who wanted to rape her.

But despite my best intentions, when
Ana gets my favorite spreader bar out of one of the drawers, one
that has both ankle and wrist restraints, I find the thought of
having her while she is restrained in this way incredibly arousing.
 

“How does it work?” she
asks innocently.

So it seems she is still intent on
continuing with her sex toy tutorial. Maybe it will be a good
thing. Maybe a great positive sexual experience will help to erase
all thoughts of the sleazeball for her. So I decide to follow her
lead.

“You want
me to show you?” Oh baby,
please say yes!

“Yes, I
want a demonstration. I like being tied up,” she confesses in a
husky whisper, as she turns those big blue eyes on
me. Yes! She wants what I
want. This is so fucking fantastic.

“Oh, Ana,” I
groan.

But I don't dare use a spreader bar in
my playroom, not with all the other equipment still in here. I
fucking love using a spreader bar, so there is a chance I could
lose myself, lose control and I can't take that risk. But maybe I
can compromise - Flynn’s favorite word. I think Ana wants to try
this as much as I do, because she has that telltale fuck-me-now
look in her eyes. It makes her virtually impossible to resist.
 

“Not here.”

I quickly make up my mind that it will
be okay for us to go ahead and have a great fuck, just as long as I
eliminate the risk of getting too carried away.

“What do you
mean?”

“I want you in my bed, not
in here. Come.” I lead her out of my playroom, and start heading
downstairs towards the bedroom.

“Why not in there?” she
queries, puzzled.

I stop and turn to her.

“Ana, you may be ready to
go back in there, but I'm not. Last time we were in there, you left
me. I keep telling you – when will you understand? My whole
attitude has changed as a result. My whole outlook on life has
radically shifted. I’ve told you this. What I haven’t told you is
…”

How can I explain, make her understand
my predicament, without scaring her, or making it sound as if I’m
having a really hard time adapting, because I’m not, not really.
Wanting to be with Ana completely overrides any other needs or
concerns.

“I’m like a recovering
alcoholic, okay? The compulsion has gone, but I don't want to put
temptation in my way. I don't want to hurt you. I can't bear to
hurt you, because I love you.”

I’m putting my heart on the line for
her here. I'm telling her exactly what my fears are, but I hope she
believes that the overpowering love I’ve discovered I'm capable of
with her, means that I am totally sincere when I say I don't want
to hurt her, despite the fact that I'm a sadist.

Ana’s standing on the stair above me,
so we’re the same height as she launches herself at me so hard that
I find myself pushed up against the wall, as she fervently kisses
me, and twists her fingers in my hair.  So it seems she
understands and is willing to trust me.

 “Do you want me to
fuck you right here on the stairs? Because right now I will,” I
breathe, so turned on, so ready to fuck her that I really could
take her right here, right now.

“Yes,”
she whispers, just as turned on as
me. It’s always there. The
electricity, the magnetism, the chemistry between us.

But I want to do this right. She
deserves that from me, especially today, after what she’s been
through.

“No. I want you in my
bed.”

I scoop her up and throw
her over my shoulder, which makes her squeal, so I give her
gorgeous ass a nice, hard and very satisfying smack, which makes
her squeal again, before continuing downstairs, taking the spreader
bar with me. See, I am Master of Her
Universe.

 


~~~

 


Fuck!

It seems Ana is calling the shots once
we reach the bedroom, because she’s down on her knees in front of
me, undoing my pants before I even have a proper chance to
react.

Fuck!

As she takes my length in
her mouth, I close my eyes to revel in the sensation of her soft,
warm, wet mouth enthusiastically sucking my cock. I try to restrain
myself from grabbing her hair too roughly, as I flex my hips to
push even deeper into her welcoming mouth. As she lovingly laves my
sensitive tip with her tongue, she coyly looks up at me through her
lashes with an expression of pure pleasure. She fucking loves doing
this, just as much as I fucking love her doing
it. Fucking
perfect. But her impressive fellating
skills mean that very quickly I'm on the edge of the cliff, about
to fly over, so I try to pull back and warn her.

“Please, I’m gonna come,
Ana,” I manage to pant. But she doesn't stop, instead tipping her
head back to take me even deeper, right into the back of her
throat, clearly inviting me to continue.

So I let myself go. I thrust hard
twice more, then explode powerfully into her mouth, as I grip the
back of her head with both hands.

“Fuck!
Anastasia…” I groan, as she greedily swallows every last little
drop, then grins up at me salaciously as she licks her lips. She is
becoming such a dirty girl for me, and I fucking love how she's
revealing this side of herself. But only to me – no one else will ever get to see this side
of her.

“Oh, so this is the game
we’re playing, Miss Steele?” I grin at her, as I quickly get us
both naked and then toss her onto the bed. Ana enjoyed taking
control for a while, but now it’s my turn. Two can play at that
game. And it will be one fucking amazing game because I am going to
use the spreader bar on her.

I quickly cuff and secure
both her ankles, making sure I don't fasten the buckles too tight,
just tight enough so she can't wriggle out – because she is going
to find this intense – very intense indeed.

“We’ll have to see how you
taste. If I recall, you’re a rare, exquisite delicacy, Miss
Steele,” I taunt her.

She looks fantastic with her legs
spread about two feet apart, but that’s not enough. She is about to
be surprised, as I push her limits just a little further. I think
she will be fine, judging by her performance on me just
now.

“The good thing about this
spreader is, it expands,” I murmur, as I release the catch and
extend the bar to spread her legs even further apart. “Oh, we’re
going to have some fun with this, Ana.”

That’s why this is my
favorite expander bar – it’s so versatile. And there are still more
options to explore as I haven’t utilized the wrist cuffs yet. I
must see how this goes down with her first; I mustn’t get too
carried away, as I have to remember this is her first experience
with this kind of restraint.  ‘I
like being tied up’, that’s what she told you, Grey. I think we’re
all good here.

I take hold of the bar, and quickly
twist it to flip her onto her front, as she gasps in
surprise.

“See what
I can do to you?” I demonstrate, as I flip her onto her back again.
I'm in total control now, and it feels good, really fucking good.
And from the way Ana is panting and squirming, she thinks so
too. Yep, she really gets
turned on by being tied up, you lucky son of a
bitch.

“These other cuffs are for
your wrists. I’ll think about that. Depends if you behave or not,”
I warn her, so she knows that I might up the stakes even
further.

“When do I not behave?” Her
voice is so husky and sexy as she tries to protest.

“I can think of a few
infractions. Your cell for one.”

“What are you going to do?”
she whispers.

“Oh, I never disclose my
plans,” I tease.

I’ve decided to punish her by
inflicting extreme pleasure rather than extreme pain, and I think
this method of tormenting will really work for both of us. It will
still be pushing her limits, just in another direction.

I crawl up the bed between her wide
apart legs, and I fucking love seeing her totally exposed and open
to me like this. She is so natural and beautiful, her delicate,
soft, intriguing folds waiting for me to pleasure her at my will.
There is no sight or smell more erotic than a woman who is aroused
and ready to be taken, especially if, like Ana, she is helpless to
prevent herself being explored by my eager fingers and
mouth. 

“Hmm. You are so exposed,
Miss Steele. It’s all about anticipation, Ana. What will I do to
you?” 

She wriggles, as she instinctively
tries to close her legs when I lightly run my fingers up the inside
of her thighs – but of course she can’t.  

“Remember, if you don't
like something, just tell me to stop,” I remind her, as I kiss her
soft belly.

“Oh please, Christian,” she
begs, as I continue to tease her legs with my fingers, but don't
touch her anywhere more stimulating.

“Oh Miss Steele, I’ve
discovered you can be merciless in your amorous assaults on me. I
think I should return the favor.”

I am going to make her come hard, very
hard indeed, just as she made me come so powerfully just
now.

So I gently ease two fingers inside
her. She feels fucking amazing, of course. Wet, slick and so
inviting. It will be total heaven for my cock, but not yet. First I
am going to demonstrate my total control over her, as I punish her
with intense pleasure.

I start using my tongue with great
effect on her clitoris, lightly swirling around, as I also use my
fingers to expertly stroke her G spot at the same time. I know this
will be intensely stimulating for her, especially as she is
helpless to move away from my touch. But that’s the whole point. I
watch her closely to judge when she has reached the limit of what
she can absorb, as she arches her back and cries out at the
intensity of the sensations I’m creating for her.

“I know, baby,” I whisper,
as I ease up and just gently blow on her.

I’m not letting her come until I
decide the moment is right. This is what I can do to inflict a
punishment for her defiant and disobedient behavior. I can still
dominate her, by being in total control of her pleasurable
torment.

“Please,” she begs
me.

“Say my name,” I order
her.

I fucking love the sexy way she says
my name, the breathy tone to her voice when she’s turned on like
she is right now. No one else has ever said my name in that way,
only Anastasia.

“Christian,” she rasps
out.

“Again.”

“Christian, Christian,
Christian Grey,” she cries out.

“You are
mine.” I claim Anastasia. She
is mine and mine alone, and I will do whatever it takes to keep
her.

The time has come to end her torment,
so I send her over the edge to her climax with a final expert flick
from the tip of my tongue. And because it is the most intense, the
most powerful and the longest orgasm she has ever experienced, she
drifts into subspace, barely aware of her surroundings as her
ecstasy goes on and on. Being restrained in this wonderful way has
worked for Ana beyond my wildest dreams - and I'm not even done
with her yet.

I flip her over onto her front. If it
is possible, she looks even more fantastic from this angle. The
soft full curves of her delectable ass are laid out in front of me,
ready for the next stage.

“We’re going to try this,
baby. If you don't like it, or it’s too uncomfortable, tell me and
we’ll stop,” I reassure her, but all she can do is murmur as she is
still coming down from her intense orgasm. 

Wow. Ana is so fucking
responsive. I don't think I've ever seen a woman orgasm quite that
intensely before. So what I'm planning next should send her to an
even higher plateau, if I handle things very carefully. This is
what I can do for her; this is what I can use my vast experience of
fucking for. Planning and creating amazing sexual experiences
for both us, not just me.

I pull her onto my lap.

“Lean down, baby. Head and
chest on the bed.” 

She complies without a
murmur, happy to let me continue to control her sexual
pleasure. As she
should. I pull both her hands
backwards, so I can cuff them next to her ankles on the bar. This
is the next step, the natural progression for a woman like Ana who
enjoys being restrained. Hands as well as ankles.

“Ana, you
look so beautiful,” I whisper in awe, while I sheath up with a
condom. How many more days
with these fuckers? Not long now.

For me, this is perfection. Total and
utter control, with the most perfect view of Anastasia. I get to
see every last little detail of her sweet, beautiful little pussy,
and I also get to see her tight, puckered virginal ass, which I
want to claim one day, when she’s ready for that step. For now I
have to satisfy myself with just running my finger over that
intriguing orifice, and I feel her tense up and gasp. I immediately
reassure her that I am not going to take advantage of her. I
understand that she feels vulnerable, and I'm certainly not going
to abuse the trust she has placed in me.

“When you’re ready, I want
this too. Not today, sweet Ana, but one day…I want you every way. I
want to possess every inch of you. You’re mine.”

I ease my fingers round to check that
she is still wet and slick enough for me to take her this way. I
will be penetrating her very deeply in this position, so she must
be ready for me. But Ana never fails – she is still so fucking wet
and juicy for me.

So I slam deep into her, relishing her
lushness that encompasses me.

“Aagh! Gently,” she cries
out, so I immediately still.

“You okay?” I check, not
wanting to hurt her, worried I’ve gone too far.

Of course my subs always
used to take whatever I did to them without complaint, but they
liked to be hurt, to be punished, so it was
different. Admit it Grey, you still
like it rough, just like that fucker Hyde. Each sub was just a
suitable receptacle for your needs, so are you really any different
from him?

“Gently…let me get used to
this,” Ana whispers, not seeming to be upset, so I’m
reassured.

I gently ease out of her, then ease
back in several times, gently and slowly, to let her adjust to the
angle and depth my cock can reach in this fantastic position. The
slowness means I feel her walls gripping and expanding to take me,
seeming to suck me in, encouraging me to fill her up
completely.  I love feeling the tip of my cock come to
the very end of her depths. It feels fantastic as we merge to fit
together perfectly once more.

Ana groans loudly with pleasure each
time I stroke in.

“Yes, good, I’ve got it
now,” she murmurs.

So now I start moving faster, building
the pleasure, the exquisite tension that can only be released when
we fly over the edge together. I feel her starting to quiver again,
and I know we are both close, so very close, and the joy I feel to
be sharing this intense experience with my sweet girl, my sweet
girl who loves to be tied up just for me, makes it an even more
glorious release. She screams my name as she comes again, her
tightness clamping and convulsing wonderfully around my cock to
send me on my way too. Together we fly, as I scream her name too,
exploding powerfully into her depths as we collapse
together.

 


~~~

 


I lay her on the bed to
release her from the restraints, then massage her ankles and wrists
to ease any discomfort. I pull her into my arms, where she just
lies, dazed, stunned and totally fucked – but in the best possible
way.  I cover us both up, as she drifts and falls asleep
in my arms. I gaze in awe at her as she sleeps. She took that whole
experience so well. She is amazing. She is my Anastasia. Now and
forever. Always.

“I could watch you sleep
forever, Ana,” I whisper as she stirs and I wrap my arms even more
tightly around her. “I never want to let you go.”

“I never want to go. Never
let me go,” she murmurs sleepily.

“I need you,” I whisper
back.

I need Ana just as I need air to
breathe. She is my lifeline, my reason for living.

As I indulge one of my
favorite occupations, to watch her sleep, I muse about my plans for
tomorrow.

I'm going to view the plot of land
where we could potentially make a new home together, because the
realtors have told me the place overlooking the sound has finally
come on the market. I'm not telling Ana anything about it yet, in
case it’s not suitable, but if I like it, I’ll take her there as a
surprise, check to see if she likes it too before I go ahead and
buy it. If she says yes, it could be where we spend the rest of our
lives together.

And also tomorrow, I'm going to view
the diamonds Cartier have procured for me – they didn’t hold
anything I considered large enough in their regular stock. I've
instructed them that money is no object; I’m only interested in the
finest, highest quality diamond for Anastasia’s engagement ring, so
they’ve been scouring the entire country to come up with a
selection for me to pick from. And I’ve also told them that the
ring must be ready for Saturday, because I have plans for that day
which mean I need to have the perfect ring ready at my
disposal.

But all these plans will be for
nothing, if our scheduled appointment tomorrow evening with the
good Dr. Flynn doesn't go well. He could potentially put a spanner
in the works, if Ana is not reassured by what he says. She still
has not given me any kind of an answer to my proposal yet, and she
could still turn me down if Flynn scares her off in some way.
 But as she has insisted she wants to talk to him before she
will give me an answer, I have no choice but to comply with her
wishes, however fucking frustrating I find it. Maybe by this time
tomorrow, she will have put me out of my agony and agreed to become
my wife. That's what I'm pinning all my hopes on
anyway. 


Chapter 49 -
Shopping




Naturally I authorize Welch to go
ahead and implement his recommendation that security be stepped up
at SIP to monitor all comings and goings in the building.
Everything kicked off so fast yesterday we didn’t have time to set
anything up to monitor Hyde before he left and now the fucker seems
to have dropped off our radar, which is unsettling and concerning.
Welch is working on it though.

So I’m not comfortable
letting Anastasia go to work on her own, at least not until
Taylor’s had a chance to check out the immediate vicinity. Although
I let her drive her new Saab to work, I sit in with her while
Taylor follows us. I fucking love that she finally let me buy her a
car, and I get a real kick out of seeing how excited Ana is about
it, as she tells me she likes it much better than the 'Submissive
Special' Audi. It is better to give
than to receive, so the bible tells us, and I'm with the good Lord
on this one. There’ll be a few more gifts heading her way too, if I
get my way.

But frankly her driving
makes me fucking nervous. Truth is, if I'm not driving myself, I
don't really like being driven by anyone other than Taylor. 
Like a lot of females, Ana seems to have trouble keeping her mind
on the road, but she gets pissed at me when I remind her to
concentrate. But we make it to the parking lot in one piece, and I
tell myself I shouldn’t worry so much, seeing as Ana has been
driving for several years with no record of any accidents, not so
much as a speeding ticket or a traffic citation. How do I know
this? Because I had her checked out, of course, before providing
her with a powerful car to drive around in. I had to be as sure as
I could that she wasn’t going to be a reckless or dangerous driver.
 

While Ana parks, Taylor discretely
carries out his sweep, then waits to pick me up. At least the SIP
building only has the one entrance, so it will be reasonably easy
to monitor.

Before we go our separate ways, as we
stand in the car lot I remind Ana about our appointment with Flynn
at seven this evening - no doubt the expensive charlatan, as Ana
calls him, will take great delight in charging me extra for fitting
us in for an evening consult at short notice. But I can’t complain,
he's good at accommodating my unique requirements, and I really
couldn’t give a fuck about the money as he well knows – it’s just
part of our regular banter. I don't know how I would have got
through the breakup with Ana without his support. He rang me
briefly last evening, concerned to learn that I was asking for an
urgent consult. I think he was reassured when I said I was bringing
Ana along, but taken aback when I told him the reason
why. 

“I’ve asked Ana to marry
me, but she won’t give me her answer until she’s spoken to you,” I
explained.

“Whoa! What happened to
taking things slowly, one step at a time, Christian?”

“Look John, when it’s
right, it’s right. I pride myself on being decisive, and I know my
own mind. I know I want to be with Ana for the rest of my life. And
don't forget it was you who showed me the way forward, told me to
work towards the goal of being in a loving, committed relationship
with her. SFBT and all that shit. You told me to take it more
seriously – so I have. You should be delighted.”

“I said work towards, not
jump in blindly. But we’ll talk it through tomorrow,” he
suggested.

I’m worried about this
evening. What if Flynn says something that makes Ana want to leave
me? She must be having some serious doubts, otherwise she’d already
have given me an answer to my proposal. Something is definitely
holding her back, and I wish I knew what it was, so I could fix it.
Maybe she’s putting a brave face on her acceptance of my worst
shit. Maybe she thinks I’ll need Flynn there when she turns me
down, maybe she’s scared I’ll have a major
meltdown. She’s not wrong there,
Grey.

But I realize it’s more
complicated than that when we talk about the appointment, as she
knots her fingers nervously in that giveaway indication of her
insecurity, as she tries to explain that she’s scared she’s not
enough for me, that I’m going to find someone else, someone who is
into the BDSM scene and likes all the heavy shit that she
doesn't. Been there, done that. Time
to move on.

I’m frustrated that Anastasia can't
seem to accept that she is far more than ‘enough’ for me. She is
the only woman that I have ever had any kind of an emotional
connection with.

“It’s only ever been you,
Ana.”

“Because you never gave
them a chance. You’ve spent too long locked up in your fortress,
Christian. Look, let’s discuss this later.  I have to go to
work. Maybe Dr. Flynn can offer us his insight,” she
suggests.

Well at least this I can agree with.
Seeing as she won't take my word for it, perhaps Flynn can get her
to see how her fears of not being enough for me are so completely
ridiculous.

 


~~~

 


I concentrate on getting through some
of my paperwork backlog while Taylor drives me to my first
appointment. I’ve never been complacent about being successful, or
rested on my laurels. I always plan ahead, looking to have several
potentially lucrative deals in the pipeline at all times, so I
can’t afford to take my eye off the ball for too long, however good
the staff I surround myself with are. The buck stops with me; the
final say on any deal is always mine.  

This never used to be a problem, as I
was more than happy to work very long hours during the week, just
allotting some downtime at the weekend with my latest submissive,
to relieve the tension that inevitably built up. That was basically
my sub’s sole purpose; to relieve my sexual tension. That’s why the
sessions were often very long with them. I was a guy with a hell of
a lot of tension to release by the weekend, even after working out
with Claude several times a week.

But now, having Ana at my
apartment all week, which of course I fucking love, means I keep
getting distracted from my work – and not just because I want to
fuck her all the time either. Last night after we’d had dinner, I
told her I needed to work for a couple of hours, which would
normally be the very minimum I’d do. But I found that once I’d
checked in on all the most urgent matters, my mind kept drifting,
thinking about Ana, and wanting to make sure she was okay. So in
fact I spent less than on hour on work before I headed off to find
her, and caught her nosing around in my playroom. But her curiosity
turned out really well for us. We had a truly amazing fuck when I
used the spreader bar to restrain her, and I think that bodes
really well for our future fuckfun. Mrs. I-Love-Kinky-Fuckery Grey.

So it’s our future that my
first appointment this morning is about. I’m meeting the realtor,
Miss Olga Kelly, at the property overlooking the sound that’s come
up for sale. She’s raved about the wonderful view, but I won’t
believe anything until I've seen it for myself. 

I give Taylor the code for
the security gate that Miss Kelly emailed me, and we take the drive
up to the house. The details state that it’s a twelve thousand
square foot house set in six acres of land. I’m not interested in
the house – even the realtor admits it’s run down and in need of
updating.

Location, location, location – that’s
what’s important, not the house. That’s why they can set the asking
price at nine point five million dollars – it would be even more if
the house wasn’t so run down. If the location is as good as it
appears on paper and I go ahead with the purchase, my plan is to
 knock the existing house down and have something new built
from scratch, using the latest eco friendly techniques. That could
easily end up costing at least another ten million dollars. But
that doesn't worry me – I’m a fucking billionaire, so of course I
can afford it, and what better to spend my hard earned cash on than
a home for Anastasia and me.

A new house build is Elliot’s area of
expertise, and however much he likes to joke around, I know I can
trust his judgment totally in these matters. He’s due back
tomorrow, and despite his annoying ways, I’ve kind of missed him
and I’m actually looking forward to seeing him again. I’ll bring
him out here to get his opinion if it turns out that I’m going
ahead with this place – but that will only be if Ana likes it
too.

As we drive up, I note that the
grounds are pretty impressive; there’s a wooded area, and a meadow
too – not sure what I’d do with that, but not to worry for now. At
least it provides good screening for the house, which can’t be seen
at all until we turn the final bend in the drive. I really like the
privacy that affords the place.

Miss Kelly is waiting at
the door for us. I’d have been pretty surprised if she hadn’t been
– her commission if she pulls off the sale of this place will be
pretty impressive, so no doubt she'll be bending over backwards to
persuade me to buy in any way she can. And by the usual female
reaction to my looks as I get out of the car and she introduces
herself, I think she’d probably let me do anything I liked to
her. Not interested in the slightest
– I’m taken. At least I hope I am.

She starts telling me about the house,
but I hold up my hand.

“I don't have much time,
Miss Kelly. I’m not interested in the house because I would
demolish it.  All I’m interested in is the view. So if you
would lead the way?”

She blinks in surprise at my
brusqueness, before regaining her composure.

“Of course, Mr. Grey. I
appreciate that you are an extremely busy man,” she smiles, as she
leads the way through the house, with Taylor tagging along behind
us.

She leads us through several rooms of
the house to some French doors, which she opens and then steps out
onto a stone terrace, which overlooks a large lawned
area.

As I look up, I get the wider
panoramic picture. The view. The fucking awesome view. And I
experience one of those rare moments when the world seems to stop
turning for a few seconds, as I stand there drinking it
in.

Blue sky, sunlight glinting on blue
water, stretching out into the distance towards Bainbridge Island,
and beyond that Olympic National Park. A fantastic, uninterrupted
view.

It’s everything and more than I could have hoped for. Many times
when I've been sailing and looked back towards the land, I've
thought how great it would be to live somewhere that looked out
over Puget Sound. I love the sea; whether it’s calm or stormy,
somehow it calls to something in my nature. Maybe because the sea
seems to merge with the sky, and they are both wide open free
spaces. Sailing and flying, both great loves of mine. To look out
of my bedroom to see wide expanses of both the sea and sky every
day would be perfect. At least it would be, if I had Anastasia
there to share it with me.

As I stare at the view, I have the weirdest experience. I feel as
if I've come home, as if this is where I belong, that this is
somewhere I've been homesick for, even though I didn’t know it
existed until now. Maybe it's because my parents’ place looks out
over the water, maybe that’s part of it.

But I quickly pull myself back from my
special moment. There are practicalities to consider.

“Taylor, how hard would it
be to make a waterfront property such as this secure?”

“I’d have to go over it in
detail with Welch. The location would call for extra measures to be
put in place, and we might need to call in some specialist
advisers. But it’s do-able, so long as you’re prepared to invest in
all the right equipment,” he confirms. He means as long as I'm
prepared to pay - and as he knows money is not an issue for me when
it comes to security, it makes his and Welch’s job that much
easier. If they say we need some new equipment, or a new vehicle, I
never quibble. They want it, they get it, the best there
is.

“So, Mr. Grey, what do you
think? Stunning outlook isn’t it?” Miss Kelly pipes up, having
wisely let the view speak for itself up to now. 

“If my
girlfriend likes it, I could be interested. I’ll bring her over to
view - meet us here at eight this
evening.” It’ll be twilight
then, so the light should be perfect. Twilight – Edward and Bella.
Christian and Ana. Oh for fuck’s sake Grey, you’ve been listening
to Mia for too long with all her vampire shit. “Oh, and Miss Kelly? Don't show anyone else around, or
any potential deal is off.”

I nod at Taylor, and we make our way
back to the car, leaving Miss Kelly standing open mouthed. We’ve
only been here for a few minutes, but I’ve seen all I need to see,
and I don't have time for small talk. All I require from her is
that she gets on with her job and makes the necessary arrangements
I’ve requested if she wants the deal to go through.

Truth is, I fucking love this place,
and I’d happily snap it up in a heartbeat, but I can't let myself
dwell too much on the possibilities of living here until I find out
if Ana likes it too. She might hate it for all I know, although I
really don't see how that could be. She loved soaring and sailing
when I took her, she got how great it felt, so I think she will
also get the great views of the sea and sky here. I can't even
think about how I’m going to feel if she turns this house down,
because it'll mean she's turning us down too. For me, I knew
instantly there was just something about this place, a special
connection. I could really see us living here together for the rest
of our lives. But naturally I don't vocalize any of these thoughts
to the Realtor.

“Cartier next, sir?” Taylor
inquires, and just as we are leaving, my cell buzzes in my pocket.
It’s Ana, and I’m immediately worried something’s wrong – she
doesn't usually ring, she texts unless it’s something urgent or
important.

“Anastasia. You
okay?”

“They’ve just given me
Jack’s job to mind, temporarily.” She sounds really
shocked.

“You’re
kidding!”

Shit! I know I told Jerry Roach that
Ana was one of the staff not to be placed on the ‘at risk’ list of
those being considered for redundancy, but giving her Jack’s job?
Seriously? What is he playing at?

“Did you have anything to
do with this?” she snaps.

“No – No, not at all. I
mean, with all due respect, Anastasia, you’ve only been there for a
week or so – and I don't mean that unkindly.”

“I know. Apparently Jack
really rated me.”

Just hearing Ana mentioning
that fucker’s name makes my blood boil. I’ve got a session booked
with Claude this afternoon, so I’m hoping to vent my frustration
about Hyde with him to try and get it out of my system. But as far
as the job goes, despite her lack of experience, I have a funny
feeling that Ana will do just fine. And my gut instinct is rarely
wrong about these things.

“Did he now? Well, baby, if
they think you can do it, I'm sure you can. Congratulations.
Perhaps we should celebrate after we’ve seen Flynn.”

The Mile High Club. I’ve been planning
to take her to my club at some point, so this seems an opportune
occasion to enact a little scene I’ve been imagining. A very dirty,
naughty scene, actually. She’ll fucking love it. But before my
imagination gets too carried away, I’m pulled right back into the
moment because Ana seems pissed with me.

“Hmm. Are you sure you had
nothing to do with this,” she asks me suspiciously.

Why is she being so difficult about
this? I didn’t orchestrate her promotion, because she doesn’t have
the necessary experience yet. She should trust me - I really don't
appreciate being called a liar.

“Do you doubt me? It angers
me that you do.”

“I’m sorry,” she
sighs.

Her whispered apology knocks all the
anger out of me, and I remind myself that I should be proud of Ana
for wanting to stand on her own two feet, and I should be pleased
that she isn’t asking me to pull strings for her.

“If you need anything, let
me know. I’ll be here. And Anastasia?”

“What?”

“Use your
cell.” 

No more potential fuck ups. If she
becomes a permanent part of my world as I’m hoping, she will have
to be careful about security for the rest of her life, so she might
as well start getting used to it now. It goes with the territory,
it’s part of the price you pay for being mega rich.

“Yes,
Christian.”

“I mean
it. If you need me, I'm here.” I’ll always be here for you, baby. Always.

“Okay. I’d better go. I
have to move offices.”

“If you
need me. I mean it.” I hope
she believes me.

“I know, thank you,
Christian. I love you.”

Hearing those three words
puts a great big, stupid fucking grin on my face. I’ll never get
tired of hearing her say she loves me. Maybe this means she’s going to say yes?

“I love you too,
baby.”

Taylor studiously
concentrates on the road, despite the fact that he can hear every
word. So I'm going soft in my old
age.

“I’ll talk to you later,”
Ana promises.

“Laters, baby.”

Next, I call my club to book the table
for this evening, and I give them very precise instructions
regarding the menu I want served. I've had this plan in my back
pocket for a while now – it will be a little pay back for Ana’s
frustrating behavior at The Heathman, and how frustrated I am that
she’s keeping me hanging by not answering my proposal.
 

Then I call Gail to tell
her we won’t be home for dinner. I also instruct her that I want
the floral arrangement removed from the table in the entrance
foyer. I have plans for that table.
Very imaginative plans – the first of many such plans.

“They may be bringing on
Miss Steele's allergies,” I say. “So I thought we should see what
effect removing them has.”

I know what effect I'm hoping a nice
clear table surface is going to have. I must remember to check the
angle of the CCTV camera in the foyer. I don't want Taylor getting
a free porn show should he need to check the footage for some
reason.

“Of
course, Mr. Grey. I wasn’t aware that Miss Steele suffered from
allergies.” That’d be because
she doesn’t. “Would you like me to cancel
the regular floral display?” Gail offers helpfully.

“No, thank you, Gail. The
flowers may turn out not to be the problem, so I suggest you just
move the current display, maybe to your staff quarters?”

 “As you wish, Mr.
Grey.”

“And Gail, I don’t require
your services, or Taylor’s either this evening, so I suggest you
both take the night off.”

“Oh! If you’re sure, Mr.
Grey?”

“I am.”

“Well, thank you, that
would be very nice. Though of course, sir, if you should change
your mind and need any assistance, we’ll just be in the staff
quarters.”

For what I have in mind, I
certainly won't be requiring any assistance. Just the apartment to
ourselves.

I see Taylor glance at me
in the rear view mirror as he’s driving, and I think I see a little
smirk on his face at the prospect of a night in with
Gail. Looks like he’s already busy
making plans of his own. Down boy.

This talk of flowers gives me an idea,
so I call the florist. I want to dictate the personal message for
the card myself, so I don't get Andrea to place the order for me. I
order a huge basket of pink and white roses to be delivered to
Ana’s office, to congratulate her on her promotion. I recall how
Mom hates modern mass produced roses that have no perfume, because
she says a rose isn’t a proper rose unless it has a wonderful
scent. So I stipulate that the roses I’ve ordered must be
scented.

Having been assured that the basket
will be delivered as soon as it has been prepared, I make my next
call, as we sit in traffic on our way to Cartier.

“Roach. Grey here. What the
fuck are you doing appointing Miss Steele to replace Hyde? She’s
only been in the company five minutes.”

“Good morning, Mr. Grey.
Actually, that is exactly why Miss Steele’s been
appointed.”

“Explain.”

“Insisting that Hyde be
dismissed with immediate effect put us in an awkward situation,
because as you are well aware, we are not authorized to recruit any
new staff under the terms of the takeover, at least until
restructuring has been completed. And anyone else we promoted
internally into the position was bound to have longer service, and
so if we subsequently decided to let them go…”

“They’d be entitled to a
much higher redundancy package than someone who has only just
joined the company,” I finish for him, seeing that it does actually
make a lot of sense to let Ana caretake the position for now, at
least until restructuring is completed.

“But I have to say in all
fairness, Miss Steele has made a very good impression so far. So
this way, she gets a chance to prove herself, and we get someone to
cover the post. I see it as a win/win situation, Mr.
Grey.”

“In future, run any such
appointments by me first. I don't expect to hear about events
second hand, when they have already been implemented. That is not
how things are done at Grey Enterprises.”

 “I thought we were remaining as
Seattle Independent Publishers,
actually,” Roach says acidly, clearly resenting everything about
this acquisition. They don't talk
about takeovers being hostile for nothing.

“I’ve decided that you’re
going to become Grey Publishing, a subsidiary of Grey
Enterprises.” 

I hadn’t actually made my mind up
until this moment, but Roach’s shitty attitude has made me want to
place my mark very firmly on this company. And Grey Publishing has
a very nice ring to it.

 


~~~

 


I look at the selection of
large diamonds laid out in front of me. There are six. Five are
square or oblong shaped, one is oval.  All are the highest
quality with regard to the four Cs - cut, clarity, color and carat
weight. I always do my homework, so I know what qualities
constitute a good diamond.

Josh Andrews, the guy I deal with at
Cartier, is explaining about the different shapes, the different
cuts and attributes of each of the diamonds, but I'm not really
listening. As far as I’m concerned, it’s a given that each diamond
is of the best possible quality, or they wouldn’t be showing them
to me. So I'm imagining how each one would look on Anastasia’s
finger.

Some Dominants give their
submissives a collar to wear to denote ownership. Others insist on
their sub wearing rings and chains to symbolize their ownership, or
require them to have tattoos or piercings, some of which can very
personal and intimate. I was never interested in that kind of
public display, much to the disappointment of some of my subs,
because they would have loved an overt symbol that I was their Dom.
But I always regarded my sub as just my privately contracted sexual
partner, one that I would, of course, take very good care of all
the time she was contracted to me, but I never regarded any
arrangement as potentially permanent.

But now I really want to flaunt the
relationship I have with my girlfriend. I fucking love the
symbolism of Anastasia wearing a ring I've given her. I want the
world to see that she belongs to me, that we are totally committed
to each other.

I pick up the oblong diamond, which
Andrews informs me is an Emerald cut. It’s sharp, angular, and
reminds me of one that Elena wears. I decide instantly it’s not
right for Ana and so I reject it. I look closely at each diamond in
turn, but reject them, as they look too harsh and ostentatious for
my sweet girl – until I pick up the oval diamond.

This one is curvy and rounded, and it
feels so much nicer to touch than the square diamonds as I roll it
around in my fingers. It’s a much softer shape, just like my Ana.
Andrews notices my interest.

“That is a particularly
fine and unique diamond, Mr. Grey, which is why we could only
locate one of that type. It is a ten carat diamond; it has been
classified as Grade D flawless, making it a diamond of the purest
possible white color.”

I hold it against my finger, to try
and judge how it would sit on Ana’s small, slim finger.

“The oval shape means that
it sits very comfortably on the finger, particularly if the lady in
question has a delicate hand. It makes it a very wearable and
practical diamond,” Andrews continues. ‘Of course you could add
extra diamonds to the setting if you wished.”

“No. I want this diamond,
but I want it set in a simple plain platinum band. And I want the
inside of the band engraved with our initials – an ‘A’ inside a
'C’, continuously alternating with an infinity
sign.”

I’ve made up my mind. The oval diamond
is unquestionably the right one for Anastasia. It’s just like her.
Naturally beautiful, with no need of embellishment. I ask for a
piece of paper and quickly sketch out the type of setting I want.
Simple and uncluttered to showcase the beauty of the diamond. I
also draw up exactly how I want the infinity sign and our initials
to be engraved. The C of Christian protectively curving round the A
of Anastasia. Then I give him the piece of tape I used to carefully
size Ana’s finger while she was sleeping last night. So now he has
all he needs to go ahead with the ring, but I also instruct him to
call me should there be any queries or concerns about the
construction of Ana’s engagement ring. I don't want any fuck ups –
I want it to be perfect. The perfect ring for my perfect
girl.

“Of course, Mr. Grey. Do
you wish to have a matching wedding band made at the same time?
Perhaps a matching one for yourself as well?”

The ultimate symbol of commitment will
be her wedding ring, of course. A solid, unbreakable band that she
will always wear and never remove once I’ve placed it on her
finger. I read somewhere that wedding rings are worn on the third
finger of the left hand because the vein from this finger runs
directly to the heart. I’d like us to have matching wedding rings,
so both our hearts are linked to the symbol of our wedding vows.
But as Ana has yet to agree to marry me, I decide it’s best not to
tempt fate at this point.

“No. I’ll decide on that
later.”

“Very well Mr. Grey. We’ll
have the engagement ring made up to your exact specifications, and
I will personally ensure that it will be ready for collection on
Friday.”

I leave Cartier having spent three
million dollars on a ring for Anastasia, which I think if she knew,
she would probably feel pretty uncomfortable about. But I’m happy.
I fucking love shopping for presents for her, and I plan on
spending millions more if I get my way. That is, if she accepts my
proposal and agrees to become my wife.

~~~

 


I’m not the only one who’s been
shopping it seems. That evening, as we park outside Flynn’s office,
Anastasia hands me a small black gift box.

“Here. This is for your
birthday. I wanted to give it to you now – but only if you promise
not to open it until Saturday, okay?”

“Okay.” Why?

What is this? Why can't I open it
right now? As I shake the box, it rattles intriguingly. Ana is
watching me, practically hugging herself with glee. So I'm guessing
this is not any kind of a farewell present, which was my initial
reaction, because she looks so fucking happy about it. Her childish
pleasure is infectious, and I find myself grinning back at her. I
love that she thinks about me when we’re apart, and plans little
surprises. I still don't get why she’s giving it to me now, but
I’ll play along with her little game, if it makes her
happy.

“You can't open it until
Saturday,” she says again, probably guessing that I’m itching to
know what the fuck she could have gotten me.

“I get it. Why are you
giving this to me now?” I ask, as I put the precious package safely
away in my jacket pocket.

“Because I can, Mr.
Grey.”

“Why, Miss Steele, you
stole my line.”

Although I haven’t the slightest idea
what it could be, I know whatever’s inside the box that’s rattling
so tantalizingly certainly didn’t cost her three million dollars.
But it’s priceless to me, and I will keep it with me at all times,
until I can open it with Ana on my birthday.

But my good mood quickly evaporates
when I’m thrown out of our session with Flynn. 

Apparently, Ana would be more
‘comfortable’ without me there, Flynn suggests, and Ana fucking
well agrees with him.  So I'm consigned to the waiting room,
where I have to endure the inane remarks of Martha, John’s
receptionist. Jeez, the way she blushes and flutters her eyelashes
at me, you’d think she was fifteen instead of nearer
fifty.

I sit and glare at the door to the
consulting room, wishing I could try to listen in to what they’re
saying but of course I can’t, not with Martha sitting there getting
a hot flush because she’s drooling over my fucking stupid pretty
face.

God, it’s so frustrating having to
wait out here, wondering what the fuck they’re talking about. Me,
of course. Fifty Shades of Fuckedupness me. And why hadn’t I
thought to tear up the stupid fucking NDA, which I’d forgotten all
about until it came up just now, as Ana and I are way beyond
needing anything like that. Now it looks like I still think of her
as my submissive, an employee that I can't trust.

I try and distract myself
by thinking about how good it felt earlier when I kicked the shit
out of Claude in our workout. Imagining I was dealing with that
lowlife fucker Hyde meant I managed to knock him on his ass twice,
which I can't remember managing before. Very satisfying, and I
think Claude was pretty surprised by my ferocity.

I sigh as I look at my watch for about
the twentieth time. What is taking them so long? Surely she must
have asked everything she could possibly need to know by
now? 

I’m fucked up; she’s mending me.
That's it. End of story.

When I see the usual half hour
consultation time is up, I decide enough is enough. I'm not usually
a patient man, so I think I've been very restrained, under the
circumstances, and I even considerately knock on the door before
entering. Ana looks up startled, then glances over at Flynn, as if
I've interrupted some sort of confessional, like he’s her priest or
something. Christ, it is so fucking frustrating being excluded like
this, I fucking hate it. It makes me feel like an angry teenager
again, putting me in mind of the way my parents used to discuss me
with my latest shrink. I hated it then, and I sure as hell hate it
just as much now.

But Flynn just smiles calmly at me.
Does he ever lose his temper, I wonder? I bet Rhian could tell a
few tales about him, about what goes on behind closed doors between
them. He can't be so fucking calm all the time, can he? So who does
he tell all his bad shit to?

“Welcome back, Christian,”
he says.

“I think
time is up, John.” Time for a
quick exit. Let’s get out of here.

“Nearly,
Christian. Join us.” Shit.
Maybe not.

“Did you have any other
questions, Ana?” He seems concerned as he probes her.

So what is Flynn worried about? Has he
picked up on her low self-esteem perhaps, especially as Ana
hurriedly shakes her head? Seems she maybe does have issues of her
own to hide, as I've suspected all along. Interesting.

“Christian?”

“Not today,
John.”

“It may be beneficial if
you both come again. I'm sure Ana will have more
questions.”

Ana shuffles in her seat and flushes.
She looks uncomfortable, I think because she hates it when
attention is focused on her like this, so I take her hand in mine
and give it a gentle, reassuring squeeze.

“Okay?” I ask
quietly.

Ana relaxes and smiles, as she
squeezes my hand back and nods.

Before we leave, there is one other
matter I need to ask Flynn about. Leila. I know she’s found it hard
to settle at the clinic.

“How is she?”

“She’ll get there,” he
assures me.

“Good. Keep me updated of
her progress.”

“I will.”

“Shall we go and celebrate
your promotion?” I ask Ana, now that it’s finally time to go. And
so we make our escape.

 


~~~

 


We have an eventful drive over, as we
very nearly come to blows on the side of the road after arguing
about who should drive. Christ, Ana can be so frustratingly
illogical at times, but she says I'm the frustrating one. Me, for
God’s sake, when first she does want to drive, then she doesn't.
And I’m trying so hard to be reasonable with her. For fuck’s sake,
I even agreed to her going out for a drink with José without me,
didn’t I? Of course I shall be having a security detail monitoring
them, but still.

But I get to drive in the end, which
I’m much happier about. And at least Ana opens up to me about what
she and Flynn discussed. It seems they delved pretty deep, because
she informs me that he doesn't think I'm a sadist. But whatever he
says, I know what I am, despite whatever term is in or out of
fashion now, however these shrinks have decided to label
it.

God, how they all fucking
love coming up with some new program or therapy to show the world
how fucking clever they are, how they’ve come up with a magical
cure for all the shit known to mankind.  I know, because I’ve
been put through just about every therapy option there is – all to
no avail, at least until now. But I must be careful not to take my
bitterness out on Ana. I don't want either of us to be in a bad
mood to spoil the surprise I’ve been looking forward to all
day.

“Where
are we going?” Ana asks curiously as we turn into
9th Avenue
NW.

“Surprise.”

As we go through the security gates
and head on up the tree-lined lane, past the woods and the meadow,
I'm getting nervous, which Ana picks up on.

“What is it?”

“An idea.” I have to keep
calm and prepare myself for the possibility that she won’t love
this place as much as I do, that perhaps she won’t see the
possibilities. “Will you keep an open mind?”

“Christian, I've needed an
open mind since the day I met you,” she points out
wryly.

Miss Kelly is there, as arranged, so
she lets us in. I waste no time – I want Ana to see the view before
it gets dark, so I lead her straight through the house.

The view is even better than it was
this morning, because the twilight colors of the setting sun make
it incredible. I think it will probably look different every single
day.

Ana just stands there staring out at
the view as I hold her hand, and I think she might even be holding
her breath. Does this mean she likes it? How could she
not?

“You brought me to admire
the view?” she whispers, and I nod. “It’s staggering, Christian.
Thank you.”

I take a deep breath. I've been
thinking about this moment all day, ever since I came here this
morning.

“How would you like to look
at it for the rest of your life?”

I can see that I've taken Ana
completely by surprise, as her mouth drops open and she gapes at
me.

“I've always wanted to live
on the coast. I sail up and down the Sound coveting these houses.
This place hasn’t been on the market long. I want to buy it,
demolish it and build a new home – for us.” I want this so badly; I
just have a feeling about this place, that it’s meant for us, so
I’m praying and willing Ana to feel the same way too. This could be
where we make our home together. This could be our
future.

“It’s just an idea,” I add,
in case I’ve got this all totally wrong.

“Why do you want to
demolish it?” she asks.

Shit. I wanted her to jump up and down with excitement and
tell me to buy it straight away, not ask an odd question like
that.

“I’d like to make a more
sustainable home using the latest ecological techniques. Elliot
could build it,” I explain.

Ana looks back and studies the house,
which I've not really bothered to look at properly.

“Can we look around the
house?” she asks.

“Sure,” I agree, not really
sure why she wants to, but willing to go along with her
curiosity.

Miss Kelly is in her
element, of course, as she shows us around. It’s a big house, no
question. Shabby and run down, but basically sound. And I can see
that Ana’s getting more and more excited by it as we look
around.

“Couldn’t you make the
existing house more ecological and self-sustaining?” she
queries.

Why would she want that, when we can
have a new house built to our own design?

“I’d have to ask Elliot.
He’s the expert in all this.”

Miss Kelly starts talking about horses
and stables and paddocks, which I don't have the slightest interest
in, and by the look of horror on Ana’s face, I don't think she does
either.

“The paddock would be where
the meadow is at the moment?” Ana asks, which Miss Kelly
confirms.

But to give Miss Kelly her due, she
has the sense to leave us alone once she has completed the tour of
the house.

“Lot to take in?”  I
ask Ana, as I take her in my arms and look into her face to try and
gauge her feelings.

She nods.

“I wanted
to check you liked it before I bought
it.” Please say you like it as
much as I do.

“The view?”

I nod.

“I love
the view, and I like the house that’s
here.” Yes!

“You do?”

“Christian, you had me at
the meadow,” she smiles, and before I know it we’re kissing and
smiling and laughing and hugging together.

Of course she totally gets this place,
gets the view. I fucking knew she’d get the same vibe and feel the
same about this place as me. And if she wants to keep the old
house, well I guess I can live with that. We can have Elliot
remodel it however she wants. I don’t fucking care, just so long as
she’s going to be living there with me.


Chapter 50 -
Skyfalling




Ros and I make a short
unplanned sightseeing detour to view Mount St Helens on our way
back from our successful meeting at WSU as she has never seen it
before, and the TFR - Temporary Flight Restriction - has now been
lifted. But I never let myself get distracted when I’m piloting
Charlie Tango, so when the engine overheat warning sounds, followed
almost immediately by the engine fire alarm, I calmly
follow the correct protocol to shut off the electronics to close
the engine down, then hit the automatic extinguisher button.
Although this is a highly unusual event, it’s nothing to panic
about. The Eurocopter 135 has two engines; we can still safely fly
to the nearest landing area, as long as the fire is
extinguished.

But as the warnings continue, and
before I can radio anything in to ATC, the instrument panel lights
up like it’s fucking Christmas, and I realize with horror that both
engines are on fire. I have no option but to shut both down, as the
automatic extinguishers fail to put them out.

“What the fuck’s happening,
Christian?” Ros yells at me, through the headset.

“Hold on tight. This could
get a bit bumpy,” I yell back at her as I struggle to control the
helicopter.

Shit. We are only two hundred feet
AGL. I don't have time to reduce speed and position us for a safe
landing. This is bad, really bad.

We are going down.

This is it. Curtains. The end of the
line. Time to meet my maker, the old devil himself. I am going to
die.

A picture of Ana’s beautiful, sweet
face pops into my head.

No! I can’t leave her
behind. This is not fair. Things are just getting good in my life.
Now I've found Ana, I can finally see the point of my existence.
She’s brought light into my life – she’s brought me into the light
with her. She needs me to look after her and protect her; I'm not
going to desert her, not when we have so much ahead of us. I still
have to show her, prove to her that I am worthy of her love. I have
to fight to get back to her. This is
your punishment, Grey. The grim reaper claiming you, for daring to
let yourself believe you were good enough for
her.  No! I refuse to believe
that anything I feel for Ana can be wrong or bad. She is my
salvation, my redemption, and I have to get back to her somehow. I
must be given the chance to prove to her that I can be the man she
deserves.

I frantically scan the landscape ahead
of us, trying to locate somewhere amongst the rocks and boulders
where I can attempt to get us down. I’m used to flying an
engineless glider; now I call on those skills to try and maneuver
us to safety.

There!  I suddenly spy a
small flat area that is going to have to do, especially as Silver
Lake is looming in the near distance. A safe landing on water is
not a viable option in a helicopter, so it’s now or
never.

“Brace yourself, Ros,” I
yell, not looking at her, as I focus all my attention on getting us
down in that one small area as we fall from the sky.

We crash into the ground far too fast
and hard with a sickening jolt, and for a moment I think we’re
going to flip right over, but somehow we remain upright. By some
miracle, I have managed to land us safely.

It takes a few seconds for the fact
that we have actually made it down to sink in, but then the
horrible reality of our situation kicks in. As I glance behind us,
I see flames. We are still on fire, and I have to get Ros out -
fast. I quickly unstrap myself, before leaning over and hitting the
buckle to release her harness.

“Come on,
get out! Now! Move!” I shout, as she sits there in
a state of stunned shock. I release her straps, before shoving the
cabin door to open it. For a few horrid seconds it seems jammed as
it refuses to open, but the image of us being trapped inside a
burning wreck seems to give me superhuman strength, and I manage to
force it open.

I jump out, and then reach back in to
pull Ros out. She struggles in her tight pencil skirt and heels,
although she seems unhurt.

“Christian, I…” she starts
to speak, but I interrupt her.

“Get over there, behind the
rocks, in case she blows,” I order, as I give her a shove in the
right direction.

“But, what about you?” she
protests, as I reach back inside to get the fire
extinguisher.

“I’m fine. I’m going to try
and put the fire out. Just go.”

I run round to the back,
and deploy the extinguisher onto the flames before they can spread
any further. From my training, I remember to use it most
effectively by aiming it at the base of the fire rather than waste
it on the actual flames, and thankfully I manage to put the fire
out. I stand there for a second, panting in relief.

Both engines? What the
fuck is that all about? How is that possible?

“Christian! Are you
alright?”

Ros is peeking out from
behind the rocks.

“Fire appears to be out,
but stay over there, it’s safer. I’ll be over in a minute,” I shout
back.

I reach back inside the cabin to
retrieve my suit jacket, which has my cell phone in – and the
precious black gift box that Ana gave me to open on my birthday.
I’ve been carrying the stupid fucking thing around with me
everywhere, and its intriguing rattle has been driving me fucking
nuts. But I've kept my word and I've resisted the temptation to
open it. So no way am I leaving it behind now.

“Get my purse too, it has
my cell in it,” Ros yells over when she sees what I'm
doing.

So now we’re sat together, leaning
back against the rocks, trying to gather our scattered
wits.

“Jeez, Christian, I really
thought we were a gonna then,” Ros smiles shakily at me. “What the
fuck went wrong?”

“I don’t know, to be
honest. With two engines, the Eurocopter 135 is considered the
safest in its class. For both of them to catch fire….”

“… is mighty unlucky. Have
you been pissing the Almighty off more than usual lately
Christian?” she tries to joke, as she reaches into her purse with
an unsteady hand to get her cigarettes and lighter.

“No! For Christ’s sake,
Ros, there might be fuel or fumes, so you can't risk lighting up.
It’s a filthy habit anyway, so it's about time you gave it up.” I
snatch the cigarettes from her hand.

“Now you sound just like
Gwen nagging me. Okay, don't worry, I’ll be good,” she promises, as
she retrieves her cigarettes from me, puts them back in her purse,
then takes out her cell. “Shit. No signal. How about
yours?”

“No, same. I’m pretty
certain there's no cell phone coverage for most of the Gifford
Pinchot National Forest.”

“Fucking typical. This is
why I hate nature and the great fucking outdoors,” Ros grumbles.
“So, will anyone have a clue where we are? Can’t you use the radio
in the helicopter to make contact with the authorities - that
didn’t get damaged when we crash landed did it?” Ros
suggests.

“I can’t risk switching on
the electrics, especially as I’ve no idea what caused the fires.
 One spark could be enough to set the whole thing off – she
could blow sky high. Look, Ros, no one is going to realize we’re
missing for quite a while yet. It’s already afternoon, and if we
sit here and wait for someone to come and find us, it’s unlikely
they’d locate us before it gets dark, so chances are we’d be out
here all night.”

“Hasn’t Charlie Tango got
some sort of tracking device on it? I thought it was standard
practice for all modes of transport in GEH?”

“It’s
missing. I just checked.”  Dropped off? Or removed?  

“So Taylor won’t be able to
track it? Or our cells?”

“Nope.”

In any case I gave Taylor
time off because he got a call from his ex-wife to say his daughter
had been taken ill with suspected appendicitis, so of course I told
him to go.  I didn’t think he’d be
needed today while I was at WSU, especially as I have a
covert security detail organized to keep a close check on Ana when
she meets up with Rodriguez. 

Shit! I told them to report any intel
directly to me rather than Taylor, and now I’m unavailable. At
least they have orders to intervene immediately if they see her
threatened or under attack in any way, but of course they won’t be
following her into my apartment where she’ll be all alone with him,
without even Taylor around.

A fine protector I've turned out to
be. I’ve left her vulnerable and an easy target – in my own fucking
apartment for Christ’s sake. I can only hope she’d knee him in the
balls if he tried anything on with her, just like she did with that
other fucker Hyde. Trouble is, she still thinks of Rodriguez as her
‘friend’, so she might get caught out, as he's so much bigger and
stronger than her. 

I have to get back.

“Come on. We can hike over
to the highway and then hitch a ride. We just need to go round the
edge of the lake and then head west.”

I’m used to hiking, so although I'm
not dressed for the part, it won’t pose any great problem for me.
I’m not so sure about Ros though – I suspect her fitness level
isn’t that great as she hates going to the gym or any kind of
exercise. And she’s a smoker, of course.

“Hiking? In these shoes?”
Ros exclaims, holding up her black Manolo Blahniks for me to
admire.

“You wear them all day,
every day. You must be used to walking in them. You make it look
easy, so I’m sure you’ll manage just fine,” I try to cajole her, as
I smile encouragingly.

“It’s no good trying your
best Christian Grey winning smile on me, surely you know that by
now?” she replies wryly. “You go for help and leave me
here.”

“Nope. I think it’s best we
stick together. Besides, there are bears out here. You wouldn’t
want to be out here all night alone, would you?”

“Okay, okay, you win, but
how are you going to know which way is west, seeing as you can’t
see the sun?” She looks up at the heavily clouded sky.

“I have the inbuilt compass
application on my cell, as do you, as you also have the latest
model.” I insist my executive staff are always supplied with the
most up to date equipment as soon as it becomes
available.

“Do I? I never bother to
read about all the extras every time I get an upgrade. But in any
case, with no signal, surely it’s useless?”

“This app doesn't require a
signal. The integral magnetometer measures the magnetic field, so
once it’s been calibrated, it works just like a regular
compass.”

“How the hell do you know
all this shit?” she mutters, as she watches me first set my cell
up, and then hers. I notice her cell is only showing a quarter
charged, while mine shows half. Using the app is going to eat up
the battery, so I suggest we just use hers until it runs out, then
switch to mine.

“Sounds good to me,
Christian.  Once we get to the road, have you got any cash on
you, in case we need to persuade someone to give us a ride? Somehow
I don't think there’ll be a convenient cab just waiting there for
us.”

I check my wallet, as Ros counts up
how much she has in her purse.  Between us we come up with
$600.

“Hopefully that should be
enough. In any case, once we get a signal we can make a few calls,
get something sorted out.” 

That's if our cells last that long. I
haven’t told Ros how far we have to walk in case she refuses to
even attempt it.

 


~~~

 


I don't let her light up,
even when we’re a long way from the crash site. Truth is, just the
slightest whiff of cigarette smoke brings back terrible sickening
memories of what the crack whore's pimp used to do to me, and I
really don’t need any additional stress.

“As of now, you have
officially given up smoking,” I state firmly.

“Says who?” Ros
retorts.

“Your employer, who
normally has a golden unbreakable rule of only employing
nonsmokers. I bent the rules for you in the beginning, on the
understanding that you would be giving up a.s.a.p. That was years
ago; I've been very lenient. You should give up anyway, for Gwen’s
sake, if not your own. You know how she hates you smoking, and how
she worries about you. I think you’ve been very selfish towards her
actually.”

“Okay, okay, I’ll give up,
starting tomorrow. However, it may have escaped your notice,
Christian, but we’ve had kind of a stressful experience. I need a
cigarette.”

“No, you don’t. Show a bit
of backbone, woman. If you can get through a day like today without
lighting up, it’ll be a piece of piss from then on,” I insist as I
grab her purse, take out the cigarettes and rip them into little
pieces as she tries to wrestle them from me. “I’m doing you a
favor. You’ll thank me for it later.”

“Fuck you, Christian! You
have no right to mess with my things,” she yells as she stomps off.
We walk in silence for a while after that, which suits me just
fine. But it doesn’t last, of course. Ros seems to think hiking
together in the middle of nowhere is the perfect opportunity to
start grilling me about my personal life.

“So you and this new
girlfriend of yours - Anastasia isn’t it?” Ros asks.

“What about her? How do you
know about Anastasia? Who’s been gossiping – Andrea?” I ask
tetchily.

“Christian, your picture with her was in all the papers with
her, for crying out loud. And of course everyone at Grey House has
been gossiping about this juicy piece of news –
everyone except Andrea actually, because
she knows you’d fire her ass if she so much as breathed a word out
of place.”

“So I should think. Why do
people have to be so fucking nosy all the time? So I’ve got a
girlfriend – what’s the big deal?”

“Oh come on! Of course
everyone is going to gossip. The great swoon-worthy, ridiculously
good looking, sex on legs, multi-millionaire Christian Grey, that
everyone thought was gay, suddenly turns out to be straight? How do
we know this? Because it transpires that he’s fallen madly in love
with some young student girl who came to interview him and has
captivated his heart. You really couldn’t make this up, Christian;
it’s like some third rate, badly written paperback.”

“Mind your own fucking
business, Ros.”

“So it’s serious then?
You’re not denying it?” Ros laughs at me even as I attempt to
silence her with the famous Grey glower.

“Not working. None of your
usual intimidating tricks work on me, remember? That’s why you
employ me. I'm not scared to tell you to go fuck yourself, unlike
all your other employees. You even have Taylor, ex forces Green
Beret and all that shit, asking how high whenever you say jump. So
come on. Spill to your Aunty Ros. You and Anastasia, is it
serious?”

“Yes, it’s serious. At
least I hope it is. I guess you could say we're a work in
progress.”  Hopefully Ros will be getting to meet Ana soon
enough if things go according to plan and I get her to marry me, so
I finally succumb to her questioning and open up with
just enough information to hopefully silence her. 

“Gwen will be over the
moon. She’s such a terrible soppy romantic. She’s always been
worried that you were lonely, and she really wants to see you in
some kind of a relationship, happy with another person of whatever
sexual persuasion rocks your boat, which in the end turns out to be
a girl.”

“I’ve never been gay. I
wouldn’t have a problem admitting it if I was, but I'm not, and
never have been. Ana hasn’t ‘turned’ me, if that’s what everyone is
thinking. Not that I give a fuck what people think.”

“I've always known you
weren’t gay.  I’ve never once seen your eyes light up when
you've looked at another guy. And granted, you usually hide it
pretty well, but you still glance at a woman’s tits before you look
at her face, and I can tell that you really appreciate a woman with
a great ass, don't you?”

I’m pretty shocked that Ros has
assessed me so accurately, but I'm not going to give her the
satisfaction of admitting she’s right.

“Fancy yourself as some
sort of an expert in reading body language? That’ll be useful in
finding a new career when I fire you,” I sneer.

“The only thing I’ve never
figured out is what the hell you do about getting laid. I mean, a
man in his twenties is in his prime, so you’ve got to have been
banging someone, somewhere. So I figure you’ve probably had a high
class hooker discretely tucked away somewhere. And I bet Taylor
knows all about her, but he never lets anything slip. He really is
very good you know. The archetypal strong, silent, discrete
henchman. ”

“I’m well aware of Taylor’s
attributes.”

“So am I right? Go on, you
can tell me, now that you’re out of the relationship closet, so to
speak.”

“No comment.”

“There’s nobody to overhear
us out here, Christian, so you can tell me. Am I right? Maybe not a
hooker, but some sort of a private arrangement with a very discrete
lady to cater for your particular needs? But is she going to go
quietly? Or is she going to make trouble for you, now that you’ve
gotten yourself a serious girlfriend?"

“That’s enough, Ros!” I
snap. Thinking about Leila, Ros is getting uncomfortably close to
the truth. “My private life is not up for discussion. Subject
closed and off limits.”

“Struck a nerve, have I?
Very well, have it your own way. I just thought you might
appreciate an opportunity to open up to an old friend and talk
things over with someone non-judgmental. I mean, I’ve hardly got a
conventional private life, have I?”

“You and Gwen have one of
the most conventional and stable relationships I know of,” I
scoff.  “It’s totally irrelevant that you’re gay.”

“That’s not how most folk
see things, let me tell you, Christian. My mom has never forgiven
me for not being the daughter she dreamed of. And my dad copes by
burying his head in the sand and pretending that Gwen and I are
just regular girlfriends. It’s not a great feeling to know that
you’re a disappointment to your folks.”

Oh, I know all about that,
believe me. I wrote the original fucking textbook on how to be a
major disappointment to your parents.

“I’m sure they’re proud of
you, in their own way,” I try to reassure her.

“That’s sweet of you to
say, but it’s okay, I’ve gotten used to the reality of things. I
just get upset for Gwen sometimes, when my mom ignores
her.”

Thinking of how my family
have warmly and enthusiastically welcomed Ana into the fold, I can
only imagine how hurt and angry I would have been if they had tried
to exclude her in any way. But my mom is far too wise a woman to
run the risk of alienating either of her sons, so she has welcomed
both Ana and Kate with open arms, because she can see that they
make us happy. Thinking of this makes me realize that I'm actually
looking forward to seeing my family at my birthday gathering
tomorrow.

 


~~~

 


Four hours later, we reach the
highway. I could have made it in half the time, but Ros has
struggled to keep up, especially with her unsuitable foot attire. I
shall have to insist she has a thorough medical examination and a
review of her exercise schedule when we get back. As my second in
command, she is a vital member of my team, and I need her fit and
well, so she must look after herself. At least I know that Gwen
will back me up on this, as we've discussed our concerns about Ros
previously.

Hitching a ride is not as
easy as they make it out to be in films.  Dozens of trucks and
cars ignore us, until finally an ancient looking truck with a faded
sign saying ‘McAllister Trucking’ on the side pulls
over.

“You folks need a ride
somewhere?” the driver calls out of his window to us.

“Sure would appreciate a
ride as far as Seattle,” Ros beams up at him, as she glances over
at me. I nod my agreement, as I don't think we have much choice,
seeing as both our phones are now well and truly dead, and no one
else has stopped for us.

“Climb on board then,
that’s the direction I'm headed, so I can take you most of the way
anyhows,” the guy replies.

“Just let me do all the
talking and handle him,” I whisper to Ros.  She gives me a
funny look as she raises her eyebrows, but I guess she’s too tired
to argue after our long hike to get here.

I get in the cab of the truck first,
so I'll be between this guy and Ros, just in case he turns out to
be some kind of a weirdo – I mean, I don't really blame anyone for
not stopping to pick us up - what kind of idiot stops to pick up
total strangers from the side of the road, right? 

He’s middle aged, probably around
fifty years old, scruffy, overweight, unshaven and dressed in
jeans, plaid shirt and baseball cap. But as I look round his
well-worn but comfortable cab, I don't pick up any bad vibes
about this guy, especially as I see pictures of a
woman I assume is his wife, and notice he's wearing a wedding
ring.

“Don’t suppose you’ve got a
cigarette to spare?” Ros inquires as she ignores my
disapproving glare.

“Sorry, ma’am, I don't
smoke,” he says, and I smile triumphantly back at Ros.

“Shame,” she mutters, as
she sighs resignedly.

“Dan McAllister, of
McAllister Trucking,” the guy introduces himself, as he waves
proudly at a faded logo at the top of his windshield, while we both
scoot along the large bench seat.

“I’m Christian, and this is
my work colleague, Ros,” I reply, not wanting to give too much away
about our identity, as I rummage around to find the seat belts,
much to Dan’s amusement as he drives off. The anti-kidnapping
training that Taylor insisted I completed is kicking in – no point
in letting the guy know I'm worth a small fortune.

“Pleased to make your
acquaintance, I'm sure. So, how come you’re reduced to hitching? I
mean, no disrespect, but you don't look like the usual kind of folk
I pick up out here,” he says, glancing at my obviously expensive,
if somewhat dusty suit, and Ros’s high heeled Manolos, which she
has immediately discarded with a loud groan of relief, and is now
busily checking out her blisters.

“Oh, just an unfortunate
set of circumstances. We broke down in the middle of nowhere, and
had to walk some considerable distance. And both our cells died –
speaking of which, could we borrow your cell just to make a couple
of calls? We’ll pay of course, as well as cover your gas costs if
you’ll take us all the way back to Seattle.”

Dan McAllister guffaws loudly, and as
I’m squeezed right up next to him, I get to see close up that he is
really badly dentally challenged, with only a few sparse teeth
left.

“I don't have one of them
fancy cell phones. Times have been real hard these last few years,
what with fuel costs rising, and the recession, and bills appearing
left right and center, so I can’t really afford one, and anyway I
figure there’s no point in wasting my precious hard earned dollars
on something that doesn’t even work half the time out here. And
when I'm out on the road, I don't want nobody ringing me to talk
about all kinds of shit that I just want to escape from, if you
catch my drift?”

I think about how my cell rarely
stops, how I can never escape from it for very long, even when I'm
with Ana, and I guess I can see his point.

 “Fair enough, but how
about taking us all the way to Seattle? I really do need to get
back very urgently, and like I said, we’re willing to pay,” I
repeat, anxious to get back as soon as possible.

It’s already evening, and I'm really
worried about what’s going to happen when Ana heads back to the
apartment with Rodriguez, when she'll be totally on her own with
him. I have to get back. It sounded pretty serious about Taylor’s
daughter, so I can't expect him to have returned.

“Oh, keep
your money, son. What’s the world coming to if folk can’t do a good
turn without expecting some sort of payment in return? So don't you
worry, I can drop you right in town, it’s not really much out of my
way I guess,” he insists with a big grin as he slaps his hand on my
knee, much to Ros’ amusement as she smirks at me. I subtly nod
towards the pictures of the woman dotted about the
cab. Not gay, see?

“That
really is very good of you, Mr. McAllister. Perhaps we could just
stop on the way, so I could get to a phone to call my partner?” she
suggests. And buy some more
cigarettes, no doubt.

I glare at her. I don't want to waste
time on making any stops. I’d rather we just pressed on and made
good time, especially as I know there are road works and speed
restrictions on the I5 that mean we aren’t going to get back any
time soon. That was the main reason I decided to take Charlie Tango
today rather than drive. Ironically, I didn’t want to risk being
stuck in traffic and be delayed getting back for when Ana met up
with Rodriguez.

“Just call me Dan,
otherwise you sound like the bank manager talking to me, and I hate
talking to the bank manager. Nowhere to stop for quite a while, I’m
afraid. Will he be worried about you? Your partner, I
mean.”

Now I’m the one smirking
at Ros. Are you going to enlighten
him? I silently ask by raising my
eyebrows at her.

“Gwen, that’s my partner,
will probably just think I’ve been delayed and that I’ve let my
phone die, to be honest. She knows I forgot to charge it last
night, because she heard me cussing about it this morning. So I
guess as long as we’re going to be back tonight, it’s no big deal
if we don't stop.”

“That’s settled then. So,
when did you folks last eat, if you’ve been walking for miles?”
Dan inquires, making no comment about the fact that he’s
just learnt that Ros is gay.

My stomach grumbles loudly at this
point, as if answering for me, and he laughs again.

“See that bag down there in
the corner? Fetch it up here, if you would, Ros. Help yourselves,
there’s plenty to go round. My wife always sends me off with far
more than I need. That’s how come I've ended up looking like Homer
Simpson.”

I can’t help smiling, as he does
actually resemble the character, but even so I protest.

“No, Mr. McAllister, we
can’t take your food from you. We’ll be fine,” I lie. Our light
lunch at WSU was hours ago, and we’ve both worked up a considerable
thirst and appetite after our hike.

“I told you, call me Dan,
or I’ll start getting offended, especially if you decline my
hospitality. There should be some bottles of water, a flask of
coffee, some peanut butter and jelly sandwiches, some fruit, and
probably a couple of chocolate bars. Nothing fancy, and no beer I’m
afraid. I never carry alcohol in my cab, then there’s nothing the
cops can pick me up on,” he explains.

“Okay, thank you, that is
very generous of you, but at least let us compensate you for the
food,” I try to insist.

“Christian, will you stop
going on about money! This is what’s wrong with society today.
Everybody worrying about making money, trying to suck the life out
of poor souls like me. That’s how come I’ve ended up in such a
sorry financial mess with my business,” Dan mutters.

“What do you mean?” I ask,
as I take a bite of one of the generously filled peanut butter
sandwiches, then wash it down with a swig of water. I swear it
tastes as good as any of the expensive meals I’ve had, and by the
look on Ros’ face I can tell she is thinking just the same as she
bites into her jelly sandwich.

“Oh, you don’t want to hear
about all my woes,” Dan smiles sadly. “I wouldn’t want to bore
you.”

“It wouldn’t bore me. It’s
what I do. I find that kind of thing fascinating, actually. And
it’ll help pass the time,” I suggest, as I look at the long line of
traffic ahead of us, slowed right down by the road works. Maybe
it’ll help take my mind off what might be happening with Ana back
in Seattle, seeing as there is nothing I can do about it right
now.

“Go on, Dan. I’ve found
that Christian is quite good with figures,” Ros says sardonically,
knowing that Dan hasn’t got a clue that I’m one of the most
successful entrepreneurs in the country.

“Oh, does he work for you
then?” Dan says innocently, as I choke on my sandwich.

“Something like that,” Ros
grins, as she pats me on the back, and passes me the water bottle.
“Go down the wrong way did it? Have a sip of water to help. Now
tell us about the problems with your business, Dan.”

 “Okay, you asked for
it. See, I’m a one man band – just me and my truck. And I know
pretty much everything there is to know about transportation and
trucking. Driving is all I’ve ever done. I know all the routes like
the back of my hand. I know how far it is from A to B without
looking at the map, and how long it'll take at different times of
the day. I can pretty much tell you every bump in the road along
this here interstate. And I love this truck, she’s like my best
friend, outside of my dear wife Betty, of course. But just like me,
this truck is getting old. She’s seen better days, and she’s a real
greedy gas guzzler, even though she hasn’t the capacity of the
newer trucks. So a while back I figured I’d go talk to the bank
about getting me some finance for a new truck.”

“I can see that would be a
sound investment for your business,” I agree.

“Well, the trouble is, I’m
not much good with paperwork. All that bookkeeping, all those
figures, and bills, and receipts – I get so muddled up and confused
that I can’t make any sense of it. And I can't afford to pay some
fancy accountant to do it for me. So when the bank said I had to
produce five years’ worth of audited accounts, and a three year
business plan before they could consider my application, I knew I
didn’t have a hope in hell of getting a loan from them to get me a
new truck. Now that sure is frustrating, because to bid on the more
profitable contracts and be able to make more money, I really need
a truck with a bigger capacity than this one.”

“Banks have to follow set
procedures to ensure they are not taking an unreasonable risk in
lending you the money. They can’t just take your word for it,” I
explain.

“Well they used to in the
good old days, when the bank manager wasn’t some young kid who’s
only just learned to wipe his own backside,” Dan
grumbles.

Ros laughs her throaty
smoker’s laugh.

“I know exactly the type
you mean,” she agrees. “Did you explore other options? Look for a
partner to invest in your company, for example?”

“I don't like the idea of a
partner. I’m a bit of a strange old codger; I like to do things in
my own way, so a partner might find me hard to work with, even if I
did manage to find anyone foolish enough to sink some funds into
the business. But I did look into borrowing money from some of
those loan companies that advertise on the TV.”

I look at Ros. She looks as horrified
as me.

“Please say you didn’t take
out a loan with one of those sharks,” I state grimly. They make it
look so easy, yet all they do is rip people off with horrendous
interest rates that they don’t explain properly, with all the
details hidden in the small print.

“No, I didn’t this time.
Once bitten twice shy, as they say. I made that mistake a few years
back, and I’m still paying off the high interest loan I took out to
top up my mortgage to pay for some repairs on my house. Well, I'm
still paying off the interest, haven’t even begun to pay off the
actual loan yet, and now the house needs more work doing to it, but
I can't afford to get it done. Even I realize that loan was a bad
deal, but I’m tied into it so I’ve got no choice. And that was
before Betty needed to go to the doctors so much. Now we’ve got her
medical bills to try and cover on top of everything else, so I
guess it’s just as well I don't have some fancy new truck to pay
for,” he sighs heavily. “Truth is, I was only just keeping my head
above water before we had all these extra bills, so we don’t have
much medical insurance cover. Hell, I can't even afford a set of
decent teeth. That’s why Betty makes me sandwiches with soft
fillings – she even gets me smooth peanut butter these days instead
of crunchy.”

“What’s the matter with
your wife?” Ros asks.

“Osteoarthritis. She really
needs a hip replacement, but that’s not covered under our health
insurance. So she has drugs and physio to help her cope, but
although she tries to hide it, I know she’s still in a lot of pain
most of the time.”

 “That must be very
hard for you to deal with,” I say. I can't imagine how I’d cope if
Ana was in constant pain and I couldn’t do anything about it to
make her feel better. I look at Ros, and I'm sure she’s thinking
the same thing about Gwen.

“Yeah, it’s pretty shit for
me, but nowhere near as shit as it is for Betty, she’s the one who
has to endure constant pain. But you know that woman never
complains? She always says there’s plenty of folk much worse off
than she is.”

“She sounds like quite a
woman. Do you have any family?” Ros asks.

“We had a son, but he got
killed over in Afghanistan. Not sure that Betty's ever got over
losing our boy,” Dan says quietly.

“Sorry for your loss,” is
all I can say.

“Well, at least we were
blessed to have had him in our lives for twenty two years. It would
have been Philip’s birthday tomorrow. He would have been twenty
eight.”

“Jeez, Christian, exactly
the same as you,” Ros murmurs.

I’m pretty shocked myself, but I shake
my head at Ros not to say anything to Dan about my birthday.
 He's now steadfastly concentrating on the road ahead. Talking
to us has no doubt stirred up some very private memories of his
son.

It seems that none of us
really feels like talking any more, as we all sit lost in our own
thoughts, and then both Ros and I doze off for a while as we head
towards Seattle.

I’m thinking that everyone says that
money can't buy you health and happiness, which I guess is true,
but it can make life much easier and more comfortable if you get
sick. I’m also thinking that I can't wait to see my Ana and once
I’ve made sure she’s safe, all I want to do  is hold her in my
arms and thank my lucky stars that she is fit and well. And then
I'm thinking I'm going to get her to fucking well agree to marry
me, whatever it fucking well takes to do it. I want her to be my
wife, so I can always take care of her in the way she
deserves.

I’ve also decided that once we get
back, Ros and I are going to be looking into the affairs of
McAllister Trucking, to see just what we can do about turning
things around for our good Samaritan.

 


~~~

 


As we drop Ros off at her apartment,
which is just across the road from Escala, she snaps back into
efficient business woman mode, saying she’ll contact Andrea to let
her know what’s been happening, and suggesting we also bring Sam up
to speed just in case we need some PR backup regarding the
helicopter incident.

“Okay, I’ll leave that with
you,” I agree.

“And Christian? Thanks for
getting us down safely today. That was one hell of a flying stunt
you pulled off,” she says emotionally, then reaches up to kiss my
cheek, as she stands there with her ruined shoes in her hand. There
has never been any kind of PDA between us before, so it feels
rather awkward, but I appreciate her sentiments.

“Well, you know me. The
ultimate thrill seeker. I thought it might liven up a rather boring
day for us to have a little adventure.”

Ros just smacks my arm playfully, then
disappears inside.

Dan insists on taking me right to the
entrance of Escala, but still adamantly refuses any kind of payment
for his trouble.

“It’s been real nice to
have some company on the ride. That’s why I pick up hitch hikers,
so I get to meet all kinds of different folk. You never did tell me
exactly what it is you do, Christian, you just listened to me
jawing for most of the journey. So what exactly does that nice lady
Ros employ you to do? And is she really a … you know…?”

“You mean a lesbian? Yes,
she is. And what do I do? Just mess around with figures and
business plans mostly.”

“Oh yes, she said you were
quite good, didn’t she?”

“I suppose you could say
I’m not bad at my job,” I say, as I hand him my business card.
“I’ll see about looking into some figures for you, if you like, see
if I can come up with a decent business plan for you.”

“Oh, don't you go bothering
yourself about me, I'm sure you’ve got far better things to occupy
yourself with. Didn’t you have something - or someone you needed to
get back urgently for?” he winks at me, as he tosses my card into
his cab without even looking at it.

He’s right. Anastasia. Just a few
hours ago I thought I wasn’t going to see her again. I thought I
was going to die. Now I’ve made it back here safely, I need to find
out just exactly what’s been going on with her and Rodriguez. I
hope she’s not going to be mad at me for getting back late, and not
contacting her, but hopefully once I explain the circumstances,
she’ll understand.

The reporters hanging around the
entrance to Escala are the first inkling I have that there might be
some sort of a reaction to the events of today.

“Mr. Grey! Christian! What
happened to your helicopter? Where have you been? How did you get
back?”

They all shout at me at once, as their
cameras flash in my face. I ignore them and push my way through, as
the concierge tries his best to stop them following me
in.

It gets worse. As I walk into the
living area of my apartment, I’m astounded to see that all my
family is there for some reason, even Elliot and Kate. My mom
shrieks and comes running towards me as I stand there bemused,
holding my filthy shoes, socks and jacket in my hand. I just about
manage to drop them in time to catch Mom as she launches herself at
me to hug and kiss me.

“Mom?”

“I thought I’d never see
you again,” she cries emotionally, as she throws her arms around my
neck.

It never occurred to me that everyone
would be informed about my helicopter going down. It was scary as
hell at the time, but after that it was just an inconvenience, just
the same as if my car had broken down.

I don't ever remember Mom hugging me
like this, because she’s always held herself at a distance, out of
respect for my phobia of being touched and held. But by her
reaction, it’s obvious she’s been really worried and scared, so now
she’s breaking her self-imposed rule to allow herself the luxury of
holding me close. I think she’s probably bracing herself for me to
push her away, but for once I'm able to indulge
her.  

“Mom, I’m here,” I reassure
her. I’ve never seen her so upset, and I find it pretty unsettling.
My mom is always so calm and strong, whatever happens.

“I died a thousand deaths
today,” she whispers, and then to my horror she starts sobbing
uncontrollably.

I’m not sure what to do, but
instinctively I wrap her up in my arms and gently rock her to try
and comfort her, because she seems so vulnerable and fragile right
now. She thought I was dead? She’s been worrying herself sick about
me? I wish she hadn’t been told about any of this, because then she
wouldn’t have been put through such an unnecessary ordeal. It feels
weird – but in a nice way – to comfort Mom like this, as she
carries on crying and weeping while I hold her tight. Maybe it’s
possible for me to do this now, since Ana has started to help me
overcome my fear of being touched. Close physical contact has
always brought bad memories of intense pain flooding into my head,
but now I have other far more pleasurable associations to call on
that are starting to cancel out the shit.

Then I hear my dad
hollering ‘He’s alive!’ as first he, and then Mia come over to start hugging me as
well. Mia wallops me on my chest and tells me off for scaring her,
and then everyone is crying and laughing and hugging.

Finally Dad pulls away, and I think
even he’s wiping a tear away as he claps me on the back. Then Mom
pulls away too.

“Sorry,” she mumbles, as
she pulls herself together and then starts quizzing me about where
I've been and what happened. I’m scanning the room now, looking for
Ana as I try and explain that it just took a while to make my way
back from Portland.

Then I see her. My beautiful
Anastasia. She’s here and she’s fine. Tears are streaming down her
face, so I guess she’s been really worried about me too. Not out
enjoying herself or worse, fighting off Rodriguez, as I've been
imagining. I see he’s sitting with her and holding her hand, which
he lets drop when he sees me looking. 

In that split second it suddenly
occurs to me that while I've been worrying myself sick about Ana
being alone with him, it turns out my entire family has been
chaperoning them. That’s really quite funny, in an ironic kind of
way.

I’m still being berated by my family
for not stopping on my journey back to let them know I was okay,
but how was I to know they’d all be so worried? Even Elliot gives
me a fucking hug and gets all emotional. He must be turning into a
big girl or something.

Enough, now. I need to be with
Ana.

“I'm going to say hi to my
girl,” I tell my parents, and they finally let me go, as I head
over to her, but before I get very far, Ana is on her feet and
throwing herself into my arms.

“Christian,” she
sobs.

“Hush” I say, as I hold her
tight and kiss her. God, she feels and smells so damn good.
Thinking of her is what forced me to find a way to get that
helicopter back down safely, when by all rights it shouldn’t have
been possible. She saved me yet again.

“Hi,” I murmur as I bury my
nose in her soft silky hair.

“Hi,” she whispers back
softly.

Everyone else disappears. Nothing else
matters in this brief moment in time. It’s just us here,
reconnecting with each other. I feel a calmness descending over me,
now that I know Ana is safe and well, and I’m back here with her.
All day it’s been as if part of me was missing, because I couldn’t
make contact with my girl. I always need that lifeline. I need to
be able to reach out to her, make contact in some way with her,
wherever she is, whatever she is doing. She makes me whole again.
Without her, I am nothing.

“Miss me?” I
whisper.

“A bit,” she sniffs, as the
tears continue to stream down her cheeks.

“I can tell,” I grin, as I
try to wipe away her tears.

“I thought… I thought…” Ana
bursts into tears again.

“I can see. Hush… I’m here.
I’m sorry. Later,” I whisper, as I gently kiss her soft lips. I had
no idea she would be worrying herself like this, and now I feel
really bad that we didn’t stop off and make a couple of phone
calls. It just never occurred to me that everyone would be so
worried.

“Are you okay?” she asks
anxiously, as she runs her hands over me to check.

“I'm okay. I’m not going
anywhere,” I reassure her again, as she puts her arms around my
waist to hug me, and I put my arm around her tightly too, because I
crave having her body in close contact with mine.

“Are you hungry? Do you
need something to drink?” she wants to know.

“Yes.”

She tries to leave to get me
something, but hungry and thirsty as I am, I don't let go of her. I
never want to let her go, and I tuck her even closer under my
arm.

I see Rodriguez watching us. I feel
calmer about him because I know nothing untoward has gone on, so I
manage to be civilized. We shake hands; I tell him to call me
Christian; he thanks me for letting him stay.

I can't really blame him
for the way he feels about Ana. It’s obvious the poor sucker’s been
in love with her for a long time, by the way he’s captured her so
brilliantly in the photos he took of her, which is the reason he’s
here, after all – to deliver the pictures I bought. And now he has
to watch our touching reunion – talk about rubbing his nose in it.
I think he’ll be in little doubt of how Ana feels about me after
this evening, and he’ll hopefully have realized that he doesn’t
stand a chance with her. Game, set,
and match to me, photographer boy.

Then I notice Gail
hovering anxiously, casually dressed as officially she should be
off duty now, dabbing her eyes as she asks if she can get me
something. So she’s been crying too. What is it with all these tears? For me? No way.

I ask for something to eat, and a
Budvar - I was dreaming about having a nice cool beer during the
long hike back.

“I’ll fetch it,” Ana
offers, but I tighten my grip on her, and refuse to let her go.
Gail’s on the case, so there’s no need for her to go. She brings me
the beer, and I drink it straight from the bottle. It tastes
fucking wonderful, like nectar to the gods.

So now my family starts with the
inquisition.

“So what the fuck happened
to you? First I knew was when Dad called me to say the chopper was
missing,” Elliot wants to know.

“Helicopter,” I correct
him, as he grins at me.

“Elliot!” Mom
exclaims. 

She knows we regularly argue about him
using this term, but Elliot loves to wind me up, so he can't
resist. No pilot ever uses the term chopper, only non-flying lay
people. And of course, in his usual juvenile manner, Elliot also
thinks it’s funny to call his dick his chopper. I don’t find any
humor in this at all, but that’s my brother for you.

As I sit down to explain what
happened, I notice Taylor hanging around in the doorway. So he’s
back. That relaxes me, knowing he’s around. I nod at
him.

“Your daughter?”

“She’s fine now. False
alarm, sir.”

“Good.”

“Glad you’re back, sir.
Will that be all?”

“We have a helicopter to
collect.”

“Now? Or will the morning
do?”

“Morning, I think,
Taylor.”

“Very good, Mr. Grey.
Anything else, sir?”

I shake my head, and raise
my bottle to him, and he actually smiles back at me before he heads
off. A smile from Taylor? Shit,
that’s a rarity. Maybe he has gas, that’s more likely.

So I sit on the couch with Ana safely
curled up under my arm, and recount my story. She holds my hand
tightly and keeps looking at me, as if she can't believe I'm
actually here. In truth, I can't quite believe it
myself.

Dad picks up straight away that it’s
highly irregular for both engines to have caught fire. That’s the
lawyer in him I guess – picking out the important facts and
details. I can see that he’s already figuring out that something
doesn't add up, but I'm too tired to think about all that shit
right now.

I feel Ana starting to relax as she
rests her head against my chest, and she doesn't seem to mind the
fact that I’m dirty and sweaty, and in desperate need of a shower.
Then for some reason, she starts crying all over again as she hugs
me.

“Hey. Stop with the
crying,” I whisper, as I tilt her head back to look into her
beautiful blue eyes that are brimming with tears.

“Stop with the
disappearing,” she sniffs back at me, which makes me
smile.

Much as it’s great that my
family are all here, I'm relieved when they decide it’s time to
leave, now that they know everything is fine, and I'm back safe and
sound. I really don't understand why they all got themselves so
worked up, but when Elliot tells me that I made the news on TV, I
guess I have to blame the media for blowing the whole incident out
of proportion. Must have made a good story for them on a quiet day,
seeing as they managed to make headline news out of me being a bit
late back from a meeting.

Somehow Ana's ended up on my lap, so
I reluctantly have to move her onto the couch as I stand
up to say my goodbyes. 

Mom hugs me again, and I'm able to hug
her back.

“I was so worried,
darling,” she whispers.

“I’m okay, Mom.”

She studies me, and then looks over at
Ana and slowly smiles.

“Yes. I
think you are,” she says
contentedly. Yeah, Mom. She’s
fixing me. She’s pretty amazing, isn’t she?

Finally, everyone’s gone, just leaving
me, Ana and José.

Hell, I must be going soft
or something, but I actually feel sorry for José fucking Rodriguez.
It must be obvious to him tonight that Ana is unquestionably my
girl. To the victor go the spoils. I
can be magnanimous.

“I’m going to eat whatever
Mrs. Jones has put out for me. Goodnight José.” Then I leave them
alone, which I think is very tolerant of me, and I even resist the
temptation to listen in on their conversation. Perhaps I'm just too
fucking tired to worry needlessly any more. 

As my cell is dead, I take the
opportunity to make a quick phone call to Welch from the landline
in the kitchen.  I brush aside his concerns about the crash
for now – that will take some serious investigation, and I will be
focusing my full attention on it tomorrow. But for now, I just want
to set in motion another matter.

“I want you to run a full
background check on a guy called Dan McAllister, he owns a small
company called McAllister Trucking. I want to know everything there
is to know about him; his financial details, debts, loans, all that
kind of thing. And I want full details on his wife as well, I think
he said her name was Betty. I particularly want to find out what
medical treatment she’s currently undergoing.”

 “Of course, Mr. Grey.
I’ll have it ready for you tomorrow,” he promises. “And er… I’m
glad you got back safely. I’ll have some initial reports concerning
the helicopter maintenance records ready for you tomorrow as
well.”

 


~~~

 


It’s after midnight, and
technically it’s now my birthday, so Ana says I can finally open my
birthday present from her. This stupid rattling box that I've been
carrying around everywhere. Thank
fuck.

I quickly unwrap and open it. It’s a
keychain. I'm flummoxed.  Why would she give me a
flashing Seattle keychain? This is what I’ve been carrying around
with me all this time? I look over at her, puzzled because I don't
get what this is about.

“Turn it over,” she
whispers, with a shy smile on her face, as her eyes sparkle with
some kind of secret mischief.

There’s another word flashing on the
other side.

It flashes
‘Yes’, on and
off.

This is her answer!  She’s saying
yes to my proposal! That’s what this means, isn’t it? I shoot a
look at her face to confirm I've got this right, and by the happy
grin on her face, I know I’m correct.

“Happy birthday,” she
whispers.

“You’ll marry
me?”

She nods shyly.

“Say it.”

“Yes, I’ll marry
you.”

I grab her and swing her in my arms,
elated and happy and relieved all at once. I love her so much. Ana
is going to marry me! She is going to be my wife! We’re going to
spend the rest of our lives together!

A life that I thought I was about to
lose as we fell out of the sky. I looked into the jaws of death,
but I managed to claw my way back out. Someone
was definitely on my side today, looking out for
me.

I experienced indescribable fear for a
few short minutes. 

Now I am experiencing indescribable
joy at being given a future to share with Anastasia.


Chapter 51 - The Birthday
Party




I can’t believe that Anastasia left me
hanging the way she did about my proposal, when she’d already
decided to say yes before we even went in to see Flynn for our
appointment.

All that worry, for nothing. Even
though I basically tried to torture an answer out of Ana at the
Mile High Club, teasing and tormenting her after getting her to
take her panties off, leading her to believe I was going to fuck
her right there – and trust me, I was sorely tempted to do just
that - she still stubbornly refused to give me her answer, so I
continued with my plan. I ensured I didn’t lay a finger on her all
evening, knowing it would drive her crazy.

Despite all this, she still let me
believe that she was trying to make up her mind; she still let me
believe that she might turn me down. That was pretty cruel of her,
and so I don't feel in the least bit guilty about getting so
downright dirty with her in the elevator on the way out.

Fuck, that was so awesome. Finger
fucking Ana in the elevator, bringing her to the very edge of
orgasm while she had to pretend nothing was happening, surrounded
by people who didn’t have a clue what I was doing to her, was such
a turn on. It provided me with another excellent way of exerting
control over her, which is something I will always need – it’s part
of my makeup and an element of me that is never going to
change.

Of course, it also took a
considerable amount of self-control on my part, and truthfully I'm
surprised we managed to make it as far as the apartment before I
fucked her. I did seriously consider taking her in the restroom, or
the car, but decided to stick with my original plan and save those
pleasures for another time. Good job I’d planned to take her on the
first available surface in the foyer when we got back, because by
then I was at the very limit of my self control.
I had to take her right there, on the table that had so
efficiently been cleared of the flower arrangement earlier by Gail
as she followed my orders. 

 I love acting so
outrageously with Ana, the way I did in the elevator when she is
helpless to prevent me, but what I really fucking love even more is
how she always responds so amazingly when I push her limits like
this. She never disappoints, because I've discovered little Miss
Steele also has a filthy, dirty, sexy side too, which I am taking
great delight in unleashing. It means we’ve got so many variations
of all kinds of kinky fuckery to look forward to.

I'm really enjoying
planning out all these new places we can fuck, and it’s turning out
to be just as stimulating for me as planning out a scene in my
playroom. It’s a new and exciting area where I can give full rein
to my very active and vivid imagination, and what’s so great is
that the possibilities are endless. Shakespeare was right. The
world is our fucking oyster. I’ll just have to ensure we don't get
arrested for lewd behavior.

 


~~~

 


Without doubt, my twenty eighth
birthday is turning out to be best of my life, although that isn’t
hard as I’ve never taken any pleasure in celebrating my birthday
before. But this year is different. Anastasia has made it
different. I’m still on cloud nine because she has agreed to marry
me. Nothing can top that. But she still manages to add to it. The
sex between us is always amazing, but more than that, it’s getting
better and better.

Being able to let her touch me has
created a special and unique bond between us. Ana is still very
tentative and mindful of my phobia. She is sweet and loving and
tender as she seeks my permission before touching me anywhere on my
forbidden zone, and so little by little, I’m learning to let go of
my fear. I've never had this before, I’ve never experienced the
pure joy of making someone else happy and letting them make me
happy. It’s incredible. I know I don't deserve this wonderful,
healing love of hers, but after the Charlie Tango incident forced
me to confront my own mortality, I’ve decided I'm just going to
grab everything she gives me with both hands, and then make sure I
give her back everything and more that she deserves from
me.

We had a wonderful long, hot shower
together last night. It started off as a cold shower as I carried
her in with us both still fully clothed, but things soon heated up
between us, even though I was exhausted after the horrendous day
I’d had. But it’s always there between us; the sexual chemistry
always kicks in to give me the energy to fuck her, so I took her in
the shower as she clung to me and wrapped her legs around my waist.
And as an added bonus birthday present, I didn’t have to use a
condom. To feel her wonderful silkiness gripping my cock, with no
barriers to lessen the sensations, was beyond fantastic. I shafted
her as slowly as I could, so I could feel every ripple and rub of
her tightness gripping me, as I stroked in and out, over and over,
as we kissed and caressed each other. We didn’t fuck this time. We
made love. Sweet, gentle, love. And once we’d both found our
release, both had a wonderful orgasm, we collapsed together on the
floor of the shower and sat there under the hot water for a long
time, too tired to move. I told her I won’t ever let her go. She
told me she doesn’t ever want to go. So that was that sorted out. I
just hope she really means it.

 


~~~

 


When I wake in the morning,
Ana’s already up. It’s very unusual for her to be up before me, but
then I recall that we have a guest. José fucking Rodriguez stayed
the night, and I can hear voices in the kitchen. She’s with him.
Suddenly I don't feel like lying in bed any longer. I know he
didn’t make a move on her last night, but who is to say he wouldn’t
have done had circumstances been different? So I decide to take
this opportunity to reinforce a few facts to him. I want him left
in no doubt whatsoever that Anastasia is off-limits to him, because
she is totally and utterly mine, and not just because I'm
rich.

Ana is such an open book to read, and
I can always tell if she tries to fib to me. This makes her a
terrible liar, which I really love. What she’s thinking shows on
her sweet honest face, and I'm going to use this to my advantage
right now. I know she likes my body – a lot. Well, I do take care
of it by regularly working out, so I know I’m in pretty good
shape.

I put on a pair of pajama bottoms, but
I wear them low, really low on my hips so I'm only just decent. I
grin to myself, because I know this will have Ana literally
drooling, unable to take her eyes off me, because that’s just how
it is between us – we are incredibly physically attracted to one
another. And this fact will be totally obvious to photographer boy
too. I'll prove to him it's me she's attracted to - not my
money. 

First off I just stand quietly outside
the kitchen for a while listening in – hell, I didn’t listen to
them talking last night which was unusually restrained of me, but
now I want to know what they’re talking about.

“You really like him, don't
you?” I hear him say.

“I love him, José,” Ana
replies, and I find myself smiling widely at her open declaration
to him.

“What’s
not to love?” he asks, and I guess he’s referring to my luxurious
apartment. I take it he’s just
joking. He’d better fucking
well be. I'll show him.

“Gee,
thanks!” Ana responds, sounding
annoyed. You tell him,
girl.

“Hey,
Ana, just kidding. Seriously, I’m kidding. You’ve never been that
kind of girl.” You’ve got that
right, so I guess you do know her quite well.

“Omelet good for you?” Ana
asks, and I decide it’s time for me to make my presence
known.

“And me.”

 I casually walk in,
and Ana doesn't disappoint. Her face is a picture as she takes in
my torso, and I know Rodriguez clocks her reaction too.

Make no mistake, I'm the
Dominant Alpha male here, and this is my territory, and don't you
ever forget it, lowly beta male.

“José.”

“Christian.”

“I was going to bring you
breakfast in bed,” Ana says.

She’s rather flustered and
I know she understands exactly what my game
is. But it’s such a fun game to play,
so let’s wind the poor guy up even more.

I wander over to Ana to
put my arm around her, and make a big show of kissing her loudly on
the lips as I firmly hold her chin. See? Mine. Not yours. Mine.

“Good morning,
Anastasia.” 

“Good morning, Christian.
Happy birthday.”

She’s blushing
furiously. Good. Let’s give her
something to really blush about shall we?

“I’m
looking forward to my other present,” I say with a
suggestive grin. It works. Ana is now a deep shade of bright red,
and I think Rodriguez is going to be sick. I know you don't want to know this, photographer boy, but
truth is, we fuck a lot. All the time in fact. Because she wants
me. Because she is mine.

But I can still be
civilized, now I think he has undoubtedly got my message loud and
clear. I ask him about his plans for the day, and as we talk, it
transpires that his father and Ana’s father are old army friends. I
frown. How come I wasn’t aware of this? It means he and Ana have a
separate connection, and I'm not sure I like this, but there’s
really nothing I can do about it.

However, as we start talking the
universal male language of fishing, I find myself warming slightly
to José. Any guy who knows his fishing can't be all bad, and I
can't argue with the fact that he has excellent taste when it comes
to falling in love. It’s just his misfortune to have fallen in love
with my property. As I tell Ana, I can tell he still really wants
her, big time. Well, I just hope he gets used to living with
disappointment.

 


~~~

 


So Anastasia wants me to do rude
things to her?

I love the little blue
solar-powered helicopter she’s already given me. It’s so clever and
thoughtful, just typical of Ana, and it’ll take pride of place on
my desk next to the model glider she gave me. At least this one was
much easier to assemble. I was at the lowest ebb of my life when I
put the little glider together, and it serves as a constant
reminder to me to never take Ana for granted. I never want to
revisit that time in my life ever again.

But for some reason, she’s really
nervous about this second present,  this large box  she’s
given me, having intriguingly said that she’s not sure if it’s for
her or me. 

Fuck! When I open it up and see what’s inside the box, and realize
what she’s giving me, I can hardly contain my excitement. But is
she sure?

“You want to play? For my
birthday? You’re sure?”

“Not the whips and stuff,”
she says quickly.

“I understand
that.”

“Yes, then. I’m
sure.”

So, without further delay, I take her
by the hand and head straight for my playroom.

I check with her again before we go
in, and ask if there is anything she doesn't want to do. Her answer
puzzles me.

“I don't want you to take
photos of me.”

Why on earth would she say that? I’ve
never suggested it, not with Ana, it’s never been necessary, unlike
in the past…And why does a look of what I can only describe as
revulsion pass over her face as she says it? Has someone said
something to her? There’s no porn or anything that she could come
across in the apartment, except…but they are locked up in the safe.
But quite frankly I don't want to open up yet another can of worms
to spoil things just at the moment, so I file this away in my head
under ‘to be followed up later’.

I unlock the door to my playroom, and
we enter. This will be the first time we’ve played in here since
she left me, so I want to make sure Ana has a really wonderful,
positive experience in here, to try to wipe out those terrible
memories for both of us.

I haven’t got any kind of a scene
planned out as she has taken me by surprise with her birthday gift,
but I'm more than happy to rise to the challenge of making things
up as we go along. I start by selecting some nice erotic music to
set the tone for us.

“Are we in here because you
think I want to be in here?”

I need her reassurance that she isn’t
forcing herself just to please me. That’s not what I want any
more.

“No. I want to be in here,
too.”

Her answer blows me away, because I
can see by the way her eyes are already dilated with excitement
that she is being totally honest, and her deep husky voice is
always a giveaway sign that she is turned on. So it’s really true.
She has her own dark side too, but in a good way. It means we can
match each other, pleasure each other, enjoy each other in so many
fantastic ways. I can do without the extreme shit, because there is
so much more to gain this way.

I get her to slowly, erotically strip
for me, so I can enjoy looking at her delicious body. She is so
beautiful. She has such a great sexy body. I can't stop greedily
feasting my eyes on her as she lets her silk nightdress drop to the
floor. I am so fucking lucky that she is mine.

I pick out the first item
from my birthday box of delights. My favorite silver gray tie. I'm
guessing it’s also her favorite too, so I decide I’d like to see
her wearing it for a change. I tie it around her neck with a
perfect Windsor knot, making sure the end of it just fails to cover
her modesty, as it hangs between her
breasts. Nice, very nice
indeed.

I tug on the tie to pull her to me so
I can kiss her really deeply, and I grip the cheek of her fantastic
ass in my hand. We’re both so turned on that even the slightest
touch between us is electric. But I have to slow down or this whole
session is going to be over before we’ve even got
started.

I pull away, and turn her round so I
can braid her hair. I love her long hair, and I never want her to
have it cut short. At least Franco knows better than to risk my
wrath by daring to do anything more than just trim it. I just have
to make sure she never lets anyone else touch it.

I love my birthday box of kinky
fuckery delights, but Ana’s lack of experience means she hasn’t
selected the most appropriate items. I’m beyond thrilled to see
she’s included a butt plug as part of her gift, because it means
that she’s finally ready to let me claim her anal virginity too.
But the butt plug she picked out is too big, and I wouldn’t risk
using it on her. Anal sex can be immensely pleasurable but only
with meticulous preparation and extreme care.

I guess I was pretty brutal when I
took her virginity originally, but that was different.  The
female hymen is meant to be broken, a small amount of bleeding is
natural and it heals very quickly. Anal play should never cause any
kind of bleeding. So I explain to her that I’ll start off by using
my smallest finger, as I hold it up to demonstrate.

Ana gasps in shock, and a look of fear
passes over her face. I guess she’s thinking about all the more
extreme things like anal fisting we originally discussed before I
knew how totally inexperienced she was. That seems forever ago, but
actually it’s only a few short weeks.

“Just finger – singular,” I
reassure her, and she relaxes again.

The nipple clamps she’s selected are
far too vicious, but I'm really pleased she wants to try clamps. I
think they will really work for her as she has such incredibly
sensitive nipples. I haven’t forgotten that I gave her her very
first orgasm just by working on her nipples, which was pretty
amazing. I select a more appropriate pair of clamps for us to use,
ones that are adjustable, so that I can start things off gently for
her. I love that I can lead and tutor her like this. It’s what I'm
good at. It’s how I like to do things – to be in charge.

Even if I'm not her
Dominant now, she is still a very lucky girl to have such an expert
lover to guide her. Her own private
sexpert. I am still her Master in all
things sexual, and I always will be, so I am going to do everything
in my power to make this a truly mind blowing experience for her. I
want us to celebrate the occasion of another first – our first
shared birthday.

But fuck me, Ana actually seems
disappointed that I'm no longer acting as her Dominant, that I want
to be her lover instead. I want her to laugh and giggle and smile
freely with me. That’s the free spirited Ana that José saw and
pictured. That’s why his pictures of her are so stunning – he
totally captured her spirit, her essence, and I don't want her to
lose that.

But I guess if she wants me to act the
part, who am I to complain? I can play along if that’s what my girl
wants. I had Taylor dispose of my collection of canes, so there is
no danger of me forgetting myself and using one – not that I think
I would now, but canes were always my preferred method of
punishment. I decided they had to be the first thing to go, as Ana
specifically named them as something that scared her, and now she’s
said about whips, they will be the next thing I’ll let go. 
And you know what? It really doesn't bother me. I can do it – for
my Ana.

I get her kneeling up in front of me
on the table, so she’s at the perfect height for what I’ve decided
I'm going to do with her today. I cuff her arms behind her back so
her breasts are pushed forward, and perfectly positioned for
clamping.

I have to tell her off when she starts
nuzzling my stubbly jaw, because it distracts me. At this rate,
it’ll all be over before I’ve even begun to play with her. I
threaten to gag her. I’d like that a lot, actually. I also threaten
to spank her. Christ, I’d really like to gag her and spank her, and
I think she might actually let me, by the secret little smile she
tries to hide from me. I'm so happy that she trusts me now. It
means there is so much fucking fun for us to look forward
to.

Next I slip a mask over her eyes. This
will make the whole experience more intense. Then I remove my tie
from her – I don't want it ruined by the oil I’m going to massage
her with, because I want to wear it again. I think it’ll be a great
reminder of these fun times when I'm sitting in some interminable,
boring meeting. 

I enjoy massaging her soft silky skin
with the oil, and by the pleasurable sighs and moans coming from
Ana, she is enjoying it too.

“You are so beautiful, Ana.
And soon you’ll be my wife. To have and to hold. To love and to
cherish. With my body, I will worship you. Mrs. Grey.”

I can't wait for us to stand in front
of the whole world and make our vows to each other. I can't wait to
put the ring on her finger. I can't wait for her to be my wife. I
can't wait to be her husband. I hate fucking waiting.

But at least I have something to
occupy me for now.

As I expertly use my fingers to great
effect on her clitoris, I put the vibrator I'm shortly going to
slip inside her in her mouth first to warm it up and lubricate it.
It will also intrigue her as she doesn't know what it is yet. It
will hitch up her anticipation another notch.

Then I work on her breasts
and nipples. I want every part of her body to be stimulated. I want
her orgasm to be literally mind blowing. I prepare her nipples by
rolling them with my fingertips, before applying the first nipple
clamp. The bite of it makes her groan even though she still has the
vibrator in her mouth. The clamp looks amazing on her and I lick
and kiss that nipple as I quickly apply the second one. She will be
feeling waves of exquisite, stimulating pain intermingled with
pleasure now.

I re-oil my hands, then take the
vibrator from her mouth.  Ana tenses as she feels my hand move
to her ass. She’s clearly still nervous about losing her anal
virginity. That’s okay, I understand, so I gently reassure her that
I’m not doing anything there yet, and I feel her relax
again.

I kiss her sweet mouth while I work on
her G spot with my fingers, then I slide the vibrator in her and
switch it on. Ana nearly jumps off the table in surprise and shock.
But I'm not done yet. I'm going to push her very hard to accept
even more intense sensations. I tug gently on the chain that’s
attached to the nipple clamps, to increase the pleasure/pain
sensation for her.

“Christian, please,” she
cries out.

“Hush, baby. Hang on in
there. Feel it, Ana. Don't be afraid.”

I know I'm pushing her to the very
limit of what she can take, but it will be so worth it.

I can feel her trembling and shaking
as her body reacts to everything I'm giving her, and I know she is
feeling overwhelmed, but that’s good. I want her overwhelmed with
pleasure.

I'm holding her steady, keeping her
safe as her orgasm builds, waiting for the perfect moment to send
her over the edge with the next step. I knead and caress the
perfect cheeks of her bottom, so excited by what I'm about to do to
her.

“So beautiful,” I
murmur.

Then ever so gently, I push my
well-oiled little finger carefully inside her tight little rose bud
ass, very slowly easing my finger in and out. I know this will feel
wickedly strange for her, but it will also feel incredibly
wonderful too. Another fantastic first.

The music, the blindfold, the arm
restraints, the vibrator, the nipple clamps, and now my finger.
Everything, all at once. She screams loudly as she explodes into an
intense orgasm. I can feel her convulsing and clenching and
shuddering, so I release the nipple clamps to send her even higher
with the sweet pain that will surge through her. I hold onto her
tightly, because she is beyond supporting herself, as her orgasm
goes on and on.

Her response is fucking amazing. She
never fails. I tug the vibrator out of her next, which makes her
scream out again, then remove my finger as her body continues to
pulse relentlessly.  She’s flown so high, she’s breathless and
totally out of it. I unstrap her arms, and as she collapses onto
me, I carry her over to the bed and gently lay her down. I massage
her to ease any stiffness in her muscles from the unnatural pose
she’s been kneeling in, then lie down next to her as I take her
mask off. She doesn't even open her eyes. I loosen her hair as I
wait for her to come back down. Finally she manages to open one eye
to look at me.

“Hi. Rude enough for you?”
I whisper, as I brush a strand of hair from her face, and softly
kiss her lips.

“I think you’re trying to
kill me,” she mumbles.

“Death by orgasm. There are
worse ways to go,” I joke, but then realize I can't bear to even
think about Ana ever dying. 

We spend the rest of my
birthday morning making sweet, sweet love instead, as ‘The First
Time Ever I Saw Your Face’ by Roberta Flack plays in the
background. Then we spend a long time just talking, and talking and
talking, about nothing and yet about everything that exists between
us. I have never had this closeness with another human being in my
life before and I treasure every second of it. 

 


~~~

 


The real world.

I can only escape from it for so long.
Anastasia and I have had an amazing morning, but now I have to get
back to work, to catch up on everything I missed when Ros and I
were MIA.

While Ana goes to prepare some lunch
for us, I head for my study. With both Ros and I unavailable
yesterday, inevitably there are hundreds of emails to work through,
but I prioritize them and only deal with the most urgent for
now.

One of the most important is the
background check from Welch that I ordered on Dan McAllister. The
contents are very interesting, and basically confirm everything he
told us yesterday. There’s no doubt about it – he is in dire need
of some assistance. I will be speaking to Ros about the best way to
proceed shortly. But first, Taylor joins me to discuss the recovery
of Charlie Tango.

“Of course my ex-wife had
to choose yesterday, the day that I should have fucking well been
here, to overreact about our daughter,” he says, grim faced and
clenching his fists in frustration.

“Taylor, it wouldn’t have
made any difference to what happened, even if you had been here.
Your ex-wife was right to contact you. If it had turned out that
your daughter had appendicitis, you would never have forgiven her
if she hadn’t told you.”

“I suppose you’re right
about Sophie, Mr. Grey. But as I always monitor Charlie Tango when
you fly her, I would have known the tracker was not responding as
it should and insisted that it was checked out before you took off.
Then we might have picked up on whatever the problem was that
caused both engines to malfunction. I have to say it all looks
highly suspicious.”

“I agree. As you can see
from the log book and maintenance records that Welch has forwarded,
no problems or issues with the engines or the tracker have been
logged, and he says Griff is the best mechanic there is, so he
doesn't think that’s where the problem lies. However, he has picked
up on an issue regarding security lapses at the airfield. In a cost
cutting exercise, it seems the authorities have recently cut the
number of security patrols on the airfield, specifically against
the terms of the agreement we had with them. It basically means
that anyone with half a brain would have had no trouble gaining
access to Charlie Tango.”

“They kept fucking quiet
about that, didn’t they? Hoped we wouldn’t find out I suppose,
while they were still pocketing the full fee for a service they
weren’t providing. It must have been a very recent change if
neither Welch nor I had picked up on it, because we run regular
spot checks to test out security at all the locations we operate
from,” Taylor says.

“I guess so. I'm going to
insist in future that we have our own security team in place,
seeing as we can't rely on outside companies to maintain
appropriate standards. But for now, we can't really do anything
more until we recover Charlie Tango and have the experts from
Eurocopter examine her. I'm waiting to hear back from them about
how soon they can send someone over. Have you managed to locate her
from the information I gave you?”

“Yes, sir, and the recovery
team is on its way. She should be back at Boeing Field late
tonight.”

“Good. We’ll take it from
there once she’s back and we can see how badly damaged she is. So,
the next thing I wanted to ask you about is how the plans for
increasing the size of your security team are progressing. In
particular have we got an operative that can be assigned to Miss
Steele yet? I think you were hoping to get Sawyer back weren't
you?”

“Yes, Luke Sawyer would be
perfect, and he’s hopefully about to sign on the dotted line to
commit to us on a permanent rather than ad hoc basis.”

“Increase the offer if
needs be. I want to know we’ve got him on board. I also want you to
see about hiring a female operative too, maybe that one we used to
monitor Miss Steele in Georgia? She seemed pretty efficient and on
the ball.”

“You mean Prescott? I’ll
make some enquiries, see if she’s available, and if she would be
prepared to relocate.”

“I expect she would if the
price was right, so see what you can do. Make it a priority,
because things are about to change around here, meaning there are
going to have to be some major adjustments.”

“Change? In what way, may I
inquire, sir?”

“I’ll be announcing at the
party this evening that Miss Steele has consented to be my wife,” I
say proudly. I fucking love being able to say this, after all my
recent worries that she was going to turn me down.

“I see, sir. May I offer
you my deepest congratulations?  That is wonderful news,”
Taylor says as he proffers his hand, and actually smiles gruffly as
we shake - he has a very firm grip, I notice. “Gail will be
delighted too. I’m sure that you and Miss Steele will be very happy
together.”

“Thank you, Taylor. But my
concern is that once this information gets out into the public
domain, Miss Steele will immediately be placed at high risk for a
kidnapping attempt. Therefore, as soon as it can be put in place, I
want her to have round the clock protection, 24/7. I want her
protected at all times when I’m not with her, and I believe a
female officer is going to be an essential member of her protection
detail.”

“Of course, Mr. Grey. I
will coordinate with Welch to give it my fullest attention, now
that you have apprised me of the forthcoming change in your
personal circumstances.”

“Thank you, Taylor.
 Just keep this news under wraps for now would you? Our
families don't know anything about it yet.”

“As you wish, sir. But I
think it would be prudent to allow me to let Gail know, and of
course you know she can be relied on for total
discretion.”

“Yes, I know I can trust
her, so if you think it best, you can advise her.”

“Thank you, sir. Because I
think she’d fucking kill me if she found out I’d kept this news
from her.”

I shoot a look of surprise at Taylor,
as he looks straight ahead and maintains a totally straight poker
face.

“Can’t have that, can we?”
I chuckle wryly, as I picture the scene between them. “So fine, go
ahead and tell Gail. And there is just one more thing; Dan
McAllister, the truck driver who gave Ros and me a ride back
yesterday. He told me his son had been killed out in Afghanistan.
Turns out the guy was a fucking hero. He died saving the lives of
his comrades, and he was awarded a posthumous medal for his
actions.”

“Sounds like he was a very
brave soldier, one of the best.”

“Exactly. Yet his parents
don't seem to have any kind of help or support. Isn’t there some
kind of veterans group that offers support for families that they
could benefit from?”

“Indeed there is. I’ll get
all the boy’s details from Welch. Leave it with me, sir, and I’ll
see what I can turn up.”

“I’d appreciate that,
Taylor. I think that’s all for now.”

“Very good,
sir.”

Ana still seems to be busy in the
kitchen, so I make another call.

“I do hope you’re being a
good girl, and haven’t been tempted to light up, seeing as how
you’ve now quit smoking for good.”

“Fuck off, Christian.” Ros
laughs. “And mind your own fucking business.”

So she has started smoking
again. I guess I knew she would. Gwen and I have both tried
numerous times over the years to get her to give up, but she always
stubbornly refuses. Strange really, because in all other ways she
is such a strong willed, gutsy woman. I guess we all have our
faults and weaknesses. Yours is being
a sadist. Far worse than smoking, wouldn’t you say,
Grey?

“How are the
blisters?”

“Sore, but on the mend.
Remind me next time I catch a ride in your helicopter to pack a
pair of flats in my purse, so when we crash land and I have to walk
fucking miles I'm better prepared.”

“So you’d come up in her
again with me? You haven’t been put off?”

“Christian, you had to fly
by the fucking seat of your designer pants yesterday to get us
down. And you did it, cool as a cucumber. So what else could
possibly go wrong that you couldn’t cope with?”

“I guess when you put it
like that. Anyhow, the reason I’ve rung, apart from the delights of
hearing your raspy, nicotine laden, smoker’s voice, is to talk to
you about McAllister. You got your copy of Welch’s report, I
trust?”

“Sure did. Christ, he’s in
a shocking mess with his finances, isn’t he?”

“That’s an understatement.
So, I want you to take on McAllister Trucking as your new project.
First off, I want all his debts and loans totally cleared, as of
next working day which will be Monday now. I want his current
account to show $50,000 in credit. I want you to track down an
expert to advise the best energy efficient truck for his needs,
although if you ask him, McAllister probably already knows exactly
what he would choose. Once that’s established, I want him to get
his new truck a.s.a.p. Then I want you to set up a meeting with him
to organize a simple business plan that he understands and can keep
to, to enable him to take on the most profitable contracts in order
to make a decent living.”

“You don't want much, do
you Christian?” Ros says dryly.

“You got a problem with any
of this? McAllister saved our asses yesterday, when nobody else
gave a shit about us being stranded on the side of the road. And
don't forget, I saw the look of total bliss on your face when you
were digging into his jelly sandwiches.”

Ros roars with laughter.

“Don’t worry, Christian. Of
course it will be my absolute privilege to sort him out and enable
him to get back on his feet. His type are the salt of the earth,
and there aren’t many of them left. What about his wife, Betty? I’d
really like to do something to help her too.”

“Already on it. I’m going
to ask my mom to recommend the best specialist for her to see, and
I have no doubt she’ll help me organize an urgent consultation for
her when I fill her in with the details. And I'm going to ask my
dad to look into the possibility that McAllister was mis-sold his
loan, because the interest rate he’s paying is quite frankly
criminal - it's exactly the kind of injustice Dad loves getting his
teeth into. And I also want him to dispute any hefty penalty
clauses these sharks try and insist on clawing back for paying off
the full amount early. It’s not about the money; it’s about the
fucking principle of ripping off decent people like Dan
McAllister.”

“Oh, trust me, I’m fully
behind you on this. I imagine once the sharks see an impressive law
firm like your father’s getting involved, they’ll soon back down.
They’d be pretty stupid not to, wouldn’t they?”

“I’d
certainly say so. Dad knows his shit, I’ll give him
that.” Even though we don't
always see eye to eye.

“So, is it going to be
‘Grey Trucking’? Are we officially going to take over?”

“No, no rebranding in this
case. Let him keep his pride and joy. McAllister Trucking will have
a new silent partner, and we’ll just monitor him once he’s up and
running successfully. Let him choose whatever colors and logos he
wants for his new truck.”

“What if he says no to all
of this? He’s a very proud man, he might refuse to
cooperate.”

“Well that’s your job,
isn’t it, to persuade him. And maybe you could remind him what he
told me. What’s the world coming to, if one person can't do another
a good turn? He helped us in our hour of need, so I’d like to help
him out in return. If you want, you can let him think it’s you
running the show, not me, if that helps at all.”

“Really? That’ll be fun.
Don’t worry, I’ll do my best, I’ll engage him with my best winning
ways,” Ros promises. As she’s never let me down yet, I’m confident
she’ll win him over. That’s why she’s my second in command. She
took a huge gamble when she gave up a very good position to come
and work for a cocky young twenty one year old who was just setting
up his own business, and I’ve never forgotten that. She could see
the potential in me, because she has an unerring instinct in these
matters. 

Ros and Gwen were
unstintingly supportive of me at a transitional stage in my life
when I’d dropped out of Harvard to start up my own business. It was
a difficult time for me because my parents, Dad in particular, were
very disappointed and didn’t agree with my decision not to complete
my course, so I couldn't turn to them for advice or help initially.
That’s partly why I don’t use Dad’s legal firm, although now things
have improved enough between us that I am able to ask his advice. I
still think it’s best to keep my business matters separate from my
family though. My dad’s firm might not take too kindly to the way I
operate - I am a very demanding client.

“And one last thing. For
fucks sake make Dan an appointment to see a dentist, so he can get
a set of decent dentures sorted out. Maybe then we’ll treat him and
his wife to a slap up steak dinner. What do you think?”

“I think that’d be
perfect,” Ros laughs again. “You really do think of everything,
don't you Christian?”

“That’s what got me where I
am today,” I say, as I finish the call.

Next I call Andrea, and amongst other
things, instruct her I want to see my lawyer first thing Monday
morning. I want to have my will rewritten. As things currently
stand, if I had died yesterday, Ana would not have been provided
for, so I urgently need to rectify that situation. She also
confirms that the transfer I ordered of $50,000 into Ana’s account
has gone through. Good. It’s only a small amount of money, but it
should be sufficient to cover any emergencies that might crop
up.

“So how did the press get
hold of the fact that my helicopter had gone down?” I quiz
her.

“That was due to the search
and rescue teams being sent out, sir. Sam tells me reporters
constantly monitor their activity as a potential source for a good
lead. We tried to keep a tight lid on things, but once they got
hold of the story, it was more a case of damage limitation,
although I have to say that Olivia did a brilliant job of playing
dumb to keep them in the dark for as long as possible.  That
was how we ensured your father was informed before anything went
out on the media, so he could contact the rest of your family to
put them in the picture first. We didn’t want them to learn that
you were missing from TV reports.”

“No, quite right, and I
appreciate your efforts.”

I'm thankful that Andrea knew my Dad
was the right person to contact, because I know he would have
remained cool, calm and collected.

“And then when Taylor got
back, he and your father based themselves in his office at your
apartment to work together with the authorities, while Sam, Olivia
and I worked together from Grey House to cover things from
here.

“Quite the team effort.
Just a shame it got blown up so unnecessarily. That’s the fucking
media for you.”

“Can I just say, sir, that
we were all very relieved indeed to learn that you were safe.
Yesterday was…well it was the worst day of my life when we all
thought…” Her voice begins to wobble and she doesn't finish her
sentence.

“Oh for fucks sake Andrea,
don't you start with the fucking waterworks as well. I might have
expected it from Olivia, but not you. I don't pay you to cry on the
job, do I?” I snap at her in my usual irritable manner, but I think
she knows I'm not really mad at her.

“Oh, Mr. Grey, it’s so
fucking good to have you back,” Andrea, the original Ice Queen PA,
half laughs and half cries down the phone line at me.

I’m quite shocked. Of course I swear
at Andrea and especially annoying little Olivia all the time, but
they never swear back at me. But I let it pass as I conclude the
call. It’s my birthday. I nearly died yesterday. So what are a few
fucks here and there?

Email banter from Ana informs me that
lunch is nearly ready, but there is one more urgent call I must
make first.

“Mia. I need you to do me a
favor.”

“Hello, Christian. I’m
fine, thanks for asking. You may have miraculously returned from
the dead yesterday, but it still wouldn’t hurt you to remember your
manners. In case you have forgotten, I’m your sister, not one of
your business associates, so a few pleasantries wouldn’t go amiss
you know.”

“I don't have time…Look,
this evening, I've arranged a little surprise for Ana, in the boat
house, and I need you to…”

“Surprise? In the
boathouse? Why?”

Perhaps I should have asked Mom to
help instead.

“Will you just listen? Ana
might come in at any moment. I need you to let the florists into
the boat house when they arrive, so they can get on with arranging
the surprise. It’s just a few flowers, that’s all.”

“Ooh, that sounds exciting!
I could help them if you like. I love surprises, and I love
arranging flowers. But why in the boathouse? That’s not very
romantic; it would be much nicer if…”

“And if you get the chance,
would you mind distracting Ana soon after we arrive so I can go
check out the boathouse for myself?”

“Sure, no problem. And as
it happens, I do have something I want to get Ana’s advice on
anyway, so that’ll be cool. And if you told me what this surprise
was all about, I'm sure I could handle all the arrangements with
the florist for you.”

“Just let them in and leave
them alone. Do you understand, Mia?”

“No need to be like that.
I'm only trying to help. Of course I understand, I'm not stupid.
I’ll just let them in, if that’s what you really want.”

“Good.”

I look up to see Ana standing in the
doorway, miming eating.

“I do hope you’re looking
forward to our little family gathering tonight.” Mia giggles, so I
know she's been up to something, but I don't have time now to
question her further. Well, I have a surprise of my own for my
family tonight.

“I’ll see
you later,” I tell her as I hang up. “One more call?” I check with
Ana, and she nods, as I notice
the dress she is wearing is very short; in fact it’s almost
indecent, showing off her great legs and only just covering her
delectable ass.  What's on show should be for my eyes
only. I don't like other men being able to feast their greedy eyes
on her, but Ana points out that we’re at home, with no one but the
staff, so I let it pass. Taylor knows better than to be seen
looking at Ana's legs.

My last call before lunch is to Ray,
Ana’s stepfather. I want to talk to him before I go ahead and make
my announcement tonight, although nothing he says is going to stop
me from marrying his daughter. If he proves to be difficult, I’ll
just have to use all my considerable negotiating skills to talk him
round and get him onside. I know that he and Ana are close, so I
really want his approval, because I know it will be important to
her. Hell, it’s important to me too, because I really respect the
guy who is going to be my future father-in-law.

“Mr. Steele, Christian Grey
here. I’m glad I’ve caught you. Is it a convenient time to talk?” I
start off the conversation.

“Hi, Christian. What’s up?
Is something wrong? Is Annie okay? I saw about you on the news
yesterday – are you okay?” He sounds worried at my unexpected call
out of the blue, and I hear him turn his TV down.

“I’m good, and Anastasia is
fine, there’s nothing wrong. I’m calling because I have a very
important question I need to ask you. I’m sorry I can’t do it in
person as I would prefer, but it’s rather urgent that I ask you
today.”

“Oh? What do you mean? What
question?”

“Mr. Steele, I’ve asked
Anastasia to marry me, and she has accepted my proposal. So I’d
like to ask for your permission to marry your daughter. I’m asking
you for her hand in marriage.”

“Marriage! This is all a
bit sudden isn’t it? You kids have only known each other for a
short time. There isn’t a reason why you need to get married so
quickly, is there?” he asks suspiciously. I recall that Ana’s mom
was pregnant when she married her first husband, so I guess I can
see why that thought might spring to mind.

“No, sir, nothing like
that. It’s just that now I’ve found someone I want to spend the
rest of my life with, I don't see any need for us to wait. As you
may appreciate, I'm in the fortunate position of being financially
very secure, so you can rest assured that I will be able to provide
very well for your daughter, and I promise to always take very good
care of her.”

“Is Annie there? Can I
speak with her please?”

“Of course, I’ll put her
right on.”

I head off to the kitchen to find Ana.
Maybe I should have warned her I was calling her dad first, but
it’s too late to worry now.

“I have Ray for you,” I say
as I hand her the phone.

“You told him?” she hisses
in alarm, obviously pissed with me, so I just nod.

“Hi, Dad,” she says, and as
they start to talk, she disappears out onto the balcony, out of
earshot, and I guess I have to respect her privacy, although it
nearly kills me as I wait impatiently.

 After a few minutes,
she marches back into the room, and hands me the phone with a scowl
marring her beautiful face. She still looks so cute though, even
when she’s angry. I take the phone and head back into my
study.

“Mr. Steele, it’s Christian
again. So, I trust now that you’ve spoken to your daughter, you are
reassured that she feels the same way that I do about us getting
married, and that you feel able to give us your
blessing?”

“Well, son, seems she’s
made up her mind to marry you, and with Annie, I know from
experience that once she’s made up her mind, there’s no stopping
her. So I guess I have to go along with it.”

“So, Mr. Steele, are you
saying that I have your permission to marry your daughter? Can you
confirm that we can go ahead and get married with your
blessing?”

“I suppose that is what I’m
saying. So yes, you have my blessing to marry my daughter,
Christian. You seem a pretty decent young man, and I guess she
could do a lot worse. Just make sure you make her happy, and that
you take real good care of my girl for me, won’t you?”

“As her husband, I promise
to always look after Anastasia and keep her safe, Mr. Steele. There
is nothing more important to me than her happiness and her
welfare.”

I totally respect the fact that Ray
doesn't give a shit about the fact that I’m a billionaire- that
isn’t influencing him in my favor at all. He just wants to be sure
that his daughter will be happy and that she will be safe, and I'm
happy to reassure him on both counts.

“Very well, Christian. You
have my blessing. But one thing?”

“Anything, Mr.
Steele.”

“Enough with the Mr.
Steele. It’s Ray. Please call me Ray. And maybe we could take in
some fishing one of these days?”

“I’d really like that, Ray.
Looking forward to it.”

I wander back into the kitchen,
feeling very proud that a decent man like Ray Steele is happy for
his daughter to marry me.

“I have your stepfather’s
rather begrudging blessing.”

Ana’s bad mood evaporates
as she looks at me and then giggles, and I grin back at her. I'm
glad I did things by the book and asked for her hand in marriage. I
like the feeling of following time honored traditions. It makes
everything seem more real and solid between us somehow, and that’s
a very satisfying feeling for a control freak like me.

So then we enjoy the
delicious lunch that has been lovingly prepared by
my fiancée.
What a great word that is.

But I still need to get to the bottom
of why Ana asked me not to take her photo earlier, so I ask her
outright. Her reaction worries me. She sits and stares down as she
twists her fingers in her lap, the way she always does when she’s
feeling insecure. I don't want her feeling like that with
me.

“Ana, What is it?” I
command her to answer me. I have to find out what on earth has made
her feel like this.

“I found your photos,” she
whispers. Shit. By the way she's acting, I know she must mean my
insurance pictures - the explicit ones of my previous
subs.

“You’ve been in the
safe?

“Safe? No. I didn’t know
you had a safe.”

I know she’s telling me the truth, so
how the fuck have those old photos found their way out of my safe?
She tells me she came across them in my closet, in a box under my
jeans.

There’s only one possible explanation.
Leila. And the only possible way she could have gained access to
the contents of my safe is by having gone through everything in my
study, all the cabinets and drawers to find the code. She knew all
about the pictures in the safe because I remember her asking where
I kept them. She was proud of her pictures, and I figure she’s left
them with my playroom jeans as a message, a reminder. My theory is
that she’s telling me she would sub for me again, that I can have
what those pictures depict with her. Because of her spying
activities, she must have known that Ana wasn’t willing to be my
sub, so she felt she could offer me something that Ana couldn’t.
And I’d lay money there will only be pictures of Leila in that box,
because I'm certain she’ll have destroyed all the
others.

Knowing how insecure Ana has felt
about not being able to give me everything I need, I don't tell her
my theory. I open up and tell her the whole truth about the photos;
just not my theory about why Leila has done it. I’m going to ask
Flynn to find out more about this first, get him to question Leila
about it.

I’d forgotten all about the photos,
shut away as they were in my safe. I have no need of them anymore,
and will destroy them immediately. Now I have to try and limit any
damage that has been done with Ana’s paranoia about my
needs.

I hold her head in my
hands, to look her straight in the eye, so she can see that I'm
being totally sincere.

“I don't want that life. I
want our life together. Ana, I thought we exorcised all those
ghosts this morning. I feel that way. Don’t you?”

She blinks, and lets my words sink in
for a minute.

“Yes. Yes, I feel like
that, too,” she agrees, as she smiles at me.

Hopefully that has averted a crisis.
But I have learned a very valuable lesson. Keeping secrets is never
a good idea, because the skeleton in the closet, or in this case
the safe, will always come back to haunt you.

 


~~~

 


I love it whenever Ana climbs onto my
lap, and I love how she curls herself up on me like she’s a little
kitten. I guess she is my little sex kitten, which is why we
inevitably end up having yet more sex when she comes into my
office, where I have been working hard to catch up for most of the
afternoon, and sits herself on my lap wearing that sexy short dress
that we argued about her wearing when she went out to the
shops.

Of course I love the fact
that she is happy for us to fuck while I remain sitting at my desk
with her straddling me. Happy times for me to recall when I'm
working here in future.

And I love that she bakes me a
delicious chocolate birthday cake. Such a loving gesture from her,
to actually bake it herself rather than buy one, and she is a very
good cook too, I'm happy to say.  I love her personal touch,
how she makes me blow out the gold candle she puts on
it.

I make a wish. I wish that
we will always be as happy together as we are today, that we will
be together forever, because I love her so
very much.

Then I spend the rest of the afternoon
working, so I can really relax and forget about work this evening.
I want everything to be perfect.

 


~~~

 


It seems Miss Katherine Kavanagh is
determined to thwart my plans for a perfect evening right from the
outset, making me wish she was still away on vacation in Barbados.
She launches her attack virtually the second we step through the
door of my parents’ house.

But her sabotage attempt is
successfully averted by a surprisingly assertive Ana. She tells her
friend in no uncertain terms that she is fine, more than fine, and
that the copy of the email concerning the submissive contract from
the early days of our relationship that Kate found is no longer
relevant and none of her business. I'm relieved to learn Kate
hasn’t told my brother about her discovery.

How ironic would that be –
my family finding out about my secret life, just as I'm giving it
up. I guess I can appreciate that Kate is being protective towards
Ana, and once she is reassured that Ana is fine and very happy and
that I am about to announce our engagement, she finally backs down
and even apologizes to me, before Mom comes in to see what the
holdup is, and we head on out to the party. Mom gives me a big
birthday hug, and tells me again how happy she is about my
news.

Mom rang earlier, just
before we left, and after I'd taken the opportunity to ask her
about recommending a specialist for McAllister's wife,
she warned me that Mia had excelled herself. She said there
were going to be a lot more guests than I was probably expecting at
my party, but not to worry because they were all good friends of
mine. Mom knows how much I usually hate surprises and she was
worried that I might react badly if I wasn’t prepared. So I think
she was rather taken aback by my reaction.

“That’s cool, Mom.
Actually, I'm pleased they’ll all be there, because I’ll be making
an announcement.” I told her, unable to resist sharing my good
news.

“Really? An announcement?
What kind of an announcement?”

“I asked Ana to marry me,
and she said yes. So I’ll be announcing our engagement.”

“CHRISTIAN! That’s wonderful
news. You and Ana, getting engaged! Oh I’m so happy for you both,
darling.”

“Thanks, Mom. Just keep it
to yourself for now, wouldn’t want to spoil the surprise for
everyone.”

So now when we walk in and I look
around, I see Mom was right; I'll have quite an audience for my
announcement - Mia has indeed excelled herself. Apart from all my
family, Flynn and Rhian are here, Ros and Gwen, Claude, Mac - how
the hell she got hold of everyone I really don't know.

Also here is Elena, and I
can immediately feel Ana tense up when she spots her. I’d rather
she hadn’t been included, but as she is an old family friend I
suppose it was to be expected. To be honest, just lately Elena has
been making a nuisance of herself. I don't need or appreciate her
constantly trying to check up on me. There were three messages from
her on my voice-mail yesterday, and I’ve ignored her calling me
three times again today.

Of course Elena makes a beeline in my
direction once she spots me.

I can see her looking at the way I’m
hugging Ana closely to me. This is not how she thinks one should
act in public, and that she doesn't approve is clear, but she has
to acknowledge my girlfriend if she wants to talk to me.

Ana is looking gorgeous and sexy and
beautiful in the green dress I helped her pick out earlier. It has
a wide belt that shows off her slim figure to perfection. Elena is
wearing her usual black. I used to think black was elegant – now I
think it’s just plain boring, and Elena never wears any other
color.

“Ana, you look lovely,
dear,” she says insincerely. The terms ‘lovely’ and ‘dear’ are an
insult from Elena.

“Elena, thank you,” Ana
responds, equally insincerely.

But at least they appear outwardly
civil. That’s all I can hope for I guess, and I’ll just try to keep
them at a distance from each other.

Elena is making it clear to me that
she does not appreciate the fact that I didn’t reply to any of the
messages she left. Tough shit. I had more important matters to
attend to. So I cut her short, telling her that I need to make an
announcement.

Then I proudly announce to everyone
that Miss Anastasia Rose Steele has consented to be my
wife.

Naturally my exuberant
family make a huge fuss, hugging and kissing both of us. I even get
another fucking hug from Elliot – two in as many days. He is
definitely turning into a big girl. I blame Kate.

My mom is beside herself
with happiness, and that makes me feel good. It’s an extremely rare
occurrence, my actions making her happy, so I guess I can let her
make the most of it.

“Oh, Ana – I am so
delighted you’re going to be family. The change in
Christian…He’s…happy. I am so thankful to you.”

Ana blushes deeply, but I can tell
she’s thrilled by Mom’s reaction, and I'm really happy about it
too.

“Where’s the ring?” Mia
wants to know.

Why doesn't that annoying sister of
mine use her brain for once – what does she think the surprise
flowers are all about? I don't want her to spoil my
plans.

“We’re going to choose one
together,” I tell her through gritted teeth as I glower at her,
trying to get her to shut up, even threatening to run off to Vegas
when she trills on in her usual insensitive way, asking us all
about our wedding plans, which even we haven’t discussed
yet.

I move on and speak to Flynn, and
after introducing Anastasia to Rhian, and as the ladies chat, I
quietly ask him about Leila. He reassures me that she is good and
responding well to treatment, and can hopefully move on to an
out-patient program in a couple of weeks.

“Ask her something for me,”
I say to him very quietly – I don't want us overheard. “Can you ask
Leila how she accessed the contents of my safe? Somehow she got in
there to remove some intimate photos she knew were there, and left
them where she knew they’d be found. I think she was leaving me a
message.”

“Really? That’s extremely
obsessive and manipulative behavior. Are you sure it was
Leila?”

“Had to be, John. There’s
no other possible explanation, unless I’ve got another freaky
stalker going through my things that I'm unaware of.”

“I sincerely hope that’s
not the case, Christian. But this is a disappointing disclosure, as
Leila hasn’t been forthcoming about any of this, and the whole
point of the therapy program is to open up completely. It’s a
setback, as it means she’s still holding back from me, and I
thought we’d got beyond that,” John sighs loudly.

“Well, will you ask her
about it? See if she’ll tell you anything more about what she was
doing in my safe, how she gained access?”

“I can ask her, Christian,
but I can't guarantee she’ll be forthcoming. I’ll certainly keep
you posted.”

“I’d appreciate that, John.
And thanks for taking her case on. At least I know she’s in good
hands.”

I can see Ana look at me curiously,
wondering what I'm having such deep discussions with Flynn about,
so I’m happy to change the subject when Ros and Gwen come over to
talk to us, and I can introduce them to Ana.

After we’ve spoken to several more
people, Mia collars Ana in the hallway, and winks at me as they
disappear into the dining room together, as she says something
about needing her advice.

With Mia safely distracting Ana as I
asked her to, I can go and quickly check that everything has been
prepared in the boathouse as I ordered. I gave very detailed and
very specific instructions to the florist, which I hope have been
followed to the letter.  Luckily, I’m pleased with what I
find. In fact what they have achieved has exceeded my expectations.
I just hope Ana likes it.

I check my pocket for about
the hundredth time that evening, making sure I’ve definitely got
the ring in my pocket. Taylor took delivery of it for me this
morning, after Cartier organized a courier to bring it to the
apartment. As I was rather tied up with walking back to Seattle
yesterday, I didn’t get round to collecting the ring as I’d
arranged, and there were several worried voice mails from Josh
Andrews at Cartier asking what was happening, as I’d been so
insistent that ring had to be ready for collection on Friday, and
then hadn’t turned up as expected.  

When I return, Ana is still nowhere to
be seem – what the fuck is Mia talking to her about that’s taking
so long? I only needed her to be distracted for a few minutes.
While I’m waiting, I speak to Mac about arranging for Ana to be
trained so we can go out sailing together, just the two of us. He
doesn't think there should be any problem in arranging this as soon
as we like, so I'm pleased about that.

Then I decide it’s time to
go and find Ana. I don't want her drinking too many of Dad’s lemon
martini cocktails that I noticed Mia was clutching as they went off
together, because they are pretty strong, and she’s already had two
glasses of champagne. Ana has a low tolerance threshold for alcohol
anyway, so it’s certainly not a good idea for her to be mixing
drinks. I don't want her comatose before I get a chance to see my
plan through.

I’m surprised when I can't open the
door to the dining room where they went, so I shove hard to make it
give way.

I expected to find Mia and
Ana talking girl talk. What I actually find is Elena with a soaking
wet face, with whatever it is dripping down onto her dress, and Ana
ashen faced and shaking with fury. It would appear that Ana has
thrown her drink in Elena's face for some reason.

“What the fuck are you
doing, Elena?” I yell at her, as I instinctively move to stand
between them, feeling an overwhelming need to protect
Anastasia, who looks so petite and young compared to Elena, who
towers over her.

“She’s not right for you,
Christian,” she whispers, as she glares at Ana.

“What?” I shout at her.
“How the fuck do you know what’s right for me?” How dare she assume
she knows what’s best for me?

“You have needs,
Christian,” she says softly, thinking she’s playing her trump card.
My needs. The needs she introduced me to, got me addicted to. She
was my BDSM pimp.

“I've told you before –
this is none of your fucking business,” I roar at her. “What is
this? Do you think it’s you? You? You think you’re right for
me?”

Elena goes back to basics. She pulls
herself up into her Dominatrix stance as she takes a step towards
me, and tries to intimidate me as she once used to.

“I was the best thing that
ever happened to you. Look at you now. One of the richest, most
successful entrepreneurs in the US – controlled, driven – you need
nothing. You are master of your universe.”

I step back, unable to believe the
arrogance of the woman. She wants all the credit for my success,
because she believes it’s all down to her?

“You loved it, Christian,
don't try and kid yourself. You were on the road to
self-destruction, and I saved you from that, saved you from a life
behind bars. Believe me, baby, that’s where you would have ended
up. I taught you everything you know, everything you
need.”

“You taught me how to fuck,
Elena. But it’s empty, like you. No wonder Linc left. You never
once held me. You never said you loved me.”

It could all have been so different.
It’s taken all these years, all these empty years for me to have
found my Ana, for her to start undoing all the damage that was
inflicted on me, to mend me with her love. And now Elena dares to
say that she is not right for me?

“Love is for fools,
Christian.”

“GET OUT OF MY
HOUSE.”

We all turn to see Mom
standing in the doorway.

Fuck, it’s
my mother.

How long has she been standing there
listening? Obviously long enough to know Elena and I were lovers.
No, that’s not true. We fucked, that’s all. We were never
lovers.

I’ve never seen Mom so
angry. Her face is white with rage. Her uncontained fury blazes
from her eyes as she marches across the room to stand in front of
Elena.

Then she slaps her hard, really hard,
right across her face. The sound of it resonates loudly round the
room.

I can't believe it. Mom
just bitch slapped Elena. I’d never have believed her capable of
doing what she just did, if I hadn’t seen it with my own eyes. It's
like I'm watching a scene from some soap opera. 

Ana appears to be in a state of shock,
as she just stands there gaping.

“Take your filthy paws off
my son, you whore, and get out of my house – now!” Mom hisses at
Elena, venom dripping from every word.

At first Elena just stands
there blinking, until she collects herself and hurries from the
room clutching her cheek, which is now glowing bright red from
Mom’s impressive slap.

Now it’s my turn to face the
music.

“Ana, before I hand him
over to you, would you mind giving me a minute or two alone with my
son?” Mom says in a quiet, fury laden voice.

“Of course,” Ana whispers,
then hurriedly makes her escape from the room. I wish I could join
her, but I know I have to stay and take what’s coming to me. I’m
sorry Ana’s had to witness everything, but perhaps it’s best she
saw it for herself. No secrets. That’s the best way.

“How long, Christian?” Mom
asks me in a deceptively soft voice.

“It was a long time ago,” I
reply evasively.

“How old were
you?”

“Like I said, it was all a
long time ago.”

“Tell me. How old were you
when this all started?”

I realize she’s not going to give up
until she gets to the bottom of things. I might as well just get it
over with, so I take a deep breath.

“Fifteen.”

I hear Mom’s sharp intake
of breath. She’s shocked. It wasn’t what she expected to
hear.

“You were just a child,
Christian.”

“No, I wasn’t Mom. I was an
angry, out of control young man. You remember how I
was?”

“Yes, of
course I remember. But you were still a child. In the eyes
of the law, and in my eyes too. How did it all start?”

“You really want to know
this stuff?” Maybe it would be better just to move on and not delve
too deeply, but Mom is having none of it.

“Yes I do. I need to know
how I couldn’t see what must have been going on right under my
nose.”

“It started that summer I
did some work for Elena in her back yard. She came on to me. Made
me stop drinking and getting into trouble, in return for….sexual
favors.”

Mom closes her eyes and takes a deep
breath. I’m guessing she’s picturing Elena’s sexual favors. Thank
Christ she has no idea of the true nature of Elena’s version of
sexual favors.

“You and Dad thought I was
taking extra curricula activities at school, but I was seeing
Elena.”

“I remember. I remember how
thrilled we were because we thought that you were finally joining
in some normal, healthy school activities. But now I find out that
all along you were lying to us and sneaking off to see that…
trollop.”

“I’m sorry, Mom. Truly I
am. But at the time, it just seemed right, and it worked for me.
You and Dad were happy that I settled down and didn’t get into
fights any more. I started working hard at school, because that’s
what Elena told me I had to do. Everything in my life became a lot
calmer and easier to cope with, because of her.”

“But Christian, don’t you
see, she was taking advantage of you. She was an adult, a married
woman, and she pretended to be my friend, when all along she
was…seducing my son. She knew it was wrong, but she manipulated you
and took advantage of you because she knew all about your issues
through me. That’s despicable. It’s truly evil. So how long did it
go on for?”

“Until I was twenty
one.”

“Six years! You were seeing
her for six years? So in all that time, she prevented you from
forming any kind of a normal relationship with a nice young girl?
That was the real reason you never brought any girls
home?”

“That was never going to
happen was it, Mom? Nice young girls weren’t interested in me. Not
with all my issues and problems. ”

“We’ll never know will we?
You were never given the opportunity to find out, because that vile
woman had her claws so deeply into you. Why did it finish? Who
broke things off in the end?”

“It finished when Linc
found out. In all honesty it was over by then in any case, and we
ended up as just friends.”

I’d outgrown being Elena’s
submissive, because I’d discovered my true Dominant nature. But Mom
doesn't need to know that.

“Linc found out? Is that
why they divorced?”

“They would have divorced
anyway, but I guess it was the catalyst.”

“Christian, surely you knew
what you were doing was wrong? We brought you up to know right from
wrong, didn’t we?”

“Of course you did, Mom.
Don't go blaming yourself. It was me, just the way I
was.”

“If I blame anyone, it’s
Elena. She’s a whore, a slut. No, worse than that, she’s a
pedophile.”

“That was Ana’s reaction
too,” I murmur. “She’s really struggled to understand and come to
terms with the relationship we had.

“So Ana knows all about
Elena?”

“Yes, we
have no secrets. I've told her
everything.” Absolutely
everything. And yet she’s still with me. She is such an amazing
woman. My salvation.

“Well, I think that’s very
wise, and the first sensible thing I've heard you say in all this.
So what happened tonight?”

“Some sort of a
disagreement between them. I was just trying to get to the bottom
of it when you came in, but I know Ana loathes Elena with a
vengeance.” 

“I’m with Ana on that
score. I loathe her too, now. The evil bitch was trying to break
you and Ana up, wasn’t she? She’s jealous of Ana. I knew something
was wrong when I saw her with Ana earlier. Elena had a really fake
smile plastered on her face, and I couldn’t figure out why. Now I
know.”

“Something like that maybe.
Elena’s always looked out for me, so I guess she’s finding it hard
to let go.”

“I heard her telling you
that love is for fools. You know she’s wrong about that, don’t
you?”

“I do now. Now that I've
found Anastasia. She’s shown me the true meaning of love. I know
now it was just empty sex with Elena.”

“I think you’d better go
and find your sweet lovely Ana, and make sure she’s alright. And I
think I've heard just about all I can take in right now. I’m still
mad at you for deceiving us for so long, but I’m far angrier at
Elena for corrupting my son, an innocent and vulnerable young
boy.”

“All I can say in my
defense is that it didn’t seem like that to me at the time, Mom.
But you’re right. I need to go and find my girl. Just one thing
though – do you have to tell Dad?”

I can just imagine the
lecture I'm going to get from Dad when he finds out about this.
He’ll treat me like a teenager all over again, and we’ll end up
rowing just like we used to all the time. I’d rather avoid that if
I possibly can.

“Yes, Christian, I do. No
secrets. Just like you and Ana, your father and I have no secrets
in our marriage. I have to tell him. But otherwise, we’ll keep this
just between us. Your brother and sister don't need to
know.”

“That’s what I thought
you’d say,” I sigh, as I leave the room to go and find
Anastasia.

 


~~~

 


Ana is nowhere to be seen. Luckily all
the guests at our party are oblivious to the drama that has just
unfolded in the dining room, but I can't find Ana. Where could she
have gone? Suddenly it hits me. Of course. I know exactly where she
will have gone. I head upstairs, and meet her as she is making her
way down. I was right – she had escaped to my old
bedroom.

So we sit together at the
top of the stairs to talk. Ana totally gets where Mom is coming
from about Elena. They feel exactly the same way about her - that
what she did, the way she took control of me was wrong, whereas
I've always believed that she was a force for good in my life. Now
I'm beginning to see that maybe Mom, Ana, and Flynn are right when
they insist that Elena manipulated me to see things that way. Maybe
I wasn’t such a clever young man after all, because I believed that
I had a clear picture of how things really were, when all along
maybe I was being brainwashed by Elena without even realizing
it.

Maybe I was blinded by sex. Extreme,
violent, sadistic sex. I didn’t know about any of that shit before
she showed me, did I? And I never learnt about any other kind,
because Elena told me it wasn’t right for me, and I blindly
accepted what she said.  So maybe it was Elena that turned me
into an addict, although unquestionably I was a very willing
convert. It suited my nature perfectly. But what if I had met
someone like Ana back then, who had shown me love instead? I
honestly don't think I was ready for that then, I couldn’t have
accepted it. I was still far too angry and out of
control. 

But however much I rehash the past,
there is no question that my relationship with Elena is over. There
is no place in my life for her now, so I tell Ana that I will set
in motion proceedings to terminate our business relationship when I
speak to my lawyer on Monday.

“No more Mrs. Robinson?”
Ana asks.

“Gone.”

Ana’s wide smile of delight is all I
need to know I’ve made the right decision.

 


~~~

 


“Come – I want to show you
something.”

Everyone has finally left, and my
family are all either occupied singing karaoke in the family room,
or eating and drinking in the kitchen.

It’s time.

I lead Ana out towards the boathouse.
It’s a perfect night with a half-moon shining brightly over the
bay, the lights of Seattle twinkling in the distance.

“Christian, I’d like to go
to church tomorrow.” Ana tells me solemnly.

“Oh?”

“I prayed you’d come back
alive and you did. It’s the least I could do.”

“Okay.”

I said a few prayers myself yesterday,
so I think maybe I need to settle up with the Almighty as
well.

Ana takes her heels off as
we wander along the lawn hand in hand, and she asks me where I'm
going to put José’s pictures of her. She’s surprised when I tell
her I want to hang them in our new house.

“You bought it?” she asks
incredulously.

Shit. She doesn't sound too pleased. Did I get this wrong? I
signed the papers yesterday morning before I left for
Portland.

“Yes. I thought you liked
it.”

“I do. When did you buy
it?”

“Yesterday morning. Now we
need to decide what to do with it.”

Thank fuck for that, she does like it.
I guess she’s not used to the way I do things, to deals going
through so quickly, but as I bought the house cash, there was
nothing to hold things up. I didn’t want to risk losing it – it’s
very rare for such an ideal location overlooking the sound to come
up, so I knew if I didn’t snap it up, some other fucker surely
would. Once I authorized the money transfer, the house was a done
deal. Our future home was secured.

“Don't knock it down.
Please. It’s such a lovely house. It just needs some tender loving
care,” Ana pleads with me.

“Okay. I’ll talk to Elliot.
He knows a good architect; she did some work on my place in Aspen.
She can do the remodeling.”

Whatever Ana wants she can have. I’d
have chosen to knock it down and start afresh with a brand new
place, but if she wants to keep the old house, then that’s what
we’ll do. Anything to make my girl happy. Gia Matteo was a
competent architect, so I’d have no problem contracting her
services again - just as long as my brother remembers to act
professionally and resist fucking her this time round. I don't
think Miss Kavanagh would take too kindly to him rekindling their
brief affair, and I don't want to have to deal with the fallout, or
have the bother of finding a new architect half way through the
project. 

Ana suddenly realizes where we are
heading, and remembers what happened last time I took her to the
boathouse. So do I.

“Oh that was fun. In fact…”
I remember how much I enjoyed carrying her in, so I scoop her up
over my shoulder again, which makes her squeal loudly.

“You were really angry, if
I remember correctly,” she tells me breathlessly as she hangs
upside down, her long hair sweeping against the legs of my
pants.

“Anastasia, I'm always
really angry.”

“No, you’re
not.”

I give her lovely ass a nice, loving
smack as we stop outside the boathouse, and then I let her slide
back down to the ground.

“No, not anymore,” I agree,
as I kiss her. She’s dispelled so much of my anger to replace it
with love.

This is it. I hope my surprise is
going to make her happy. I really hope she likes it. I've never
done anything like this before, so I'm way out of my comfort zone
and I just hope I've got it right.

She seems to sense that I'm anxious,
so she reaches up to tenderly caress my cheek and touch my lips.
Her touch calms me, as it always does.

“I've something to show you
in here,” I murmur. “Come.”

I open the door to lead her in and up
the wooden stairs. At the top I open the door, stand aside to let
her in, and then hold my breath, waiting for her
reaction.

Her mouth drops open as she looks
around at the masses of flowers filling the attic. I specified to
the florist that I didn’t want to be able to see the wooden walls;
I wanted it to seem as if the room was constructed out of flowers.
And I wanted pretty lights mingled in with them, so that Ana would
see all the flowers even in the dark, rather than have to put on
the harsh fluorescent light which would spoil the effect. I wanted
the flowers to be real, natural wild meadow flowers of every
possible type and color, not artificial, stiff bunches of fake
flowers.

Ana turns to look at me, unable to
take in what she’s seeing I think. So the surprise part of my plan
has worked. But does she like it?

“You wanted hearts and
flowers,” I whisper quietly, in case she doesn't get it.

I told her when we first met that I
didn’t do hearts and flowers, that I wasn’t that kind of a man.
This is my way of showing that I’ve changed – for her.

“You have my
heart…”

“And here are the flowers,”
she whispers emotionally, as tears fill her eyes. “Christian, it’s
lovely.”

I tug on her hand to pull her right
into the room. When I proposed before, she told me it was a rubbish
proposal. Not very romantic, I think was what she said.  So
now I want to do this properly.

Following the time honored tradition,
I go down on one knee in front of her.

I reach inside my jacket pocket to
produce the ring. I look up at her, gazing right into those
beautiful blue eyes that have beguiled me from the very first time
I saw her when she fell into my office. When she looked up at me
then I was already lost, although I didn’t know it at the time. Now
those same blue eyes are looking down at me, shining with love for
me.

“Anastasia Steele. I love
you. I want to love, cherish, and protect you for the rest of my
life. Be mine. Always. Share my life with me. Marry me.”

“Yes,” she says, as tears
pour down her face - tears of joy and happiness. Welcome tears,
because they prove she loves me as much as I love her.

I'm so happy, as I carefully slide the
ring onto her finger. Finally she is wearing my ring, and I’m
relieved that it’s a perfect fit.  It looks stunning on her
hand, exactly how I envisaged it would, and the shape of the
diamond is perfect. Now the whole world will know that she is
mine.

Diamonds are forever. Our love is
forever.

“Oh Christian,” she sobs,
as she falls down on her knees with me. We kiss, as she twists her
fingers in my hair, and I hold her tightly in my arms, never
wanting to let her go, wanting this moment to last forever, because
I know that we are going to live out our very own version of Happy
Ever After.


Chapter 52 -
Subjugation



If I thought getting Ana to agree to marry me was the end of all
our problems I was sadly mistaken.

First off there’s my dad,
trying to insist I get Ana to sign some sort of prenup, which just
proves he doesn’t get how it is between Ana and me. She is my
everything. She is my whole world, the whole point of my existence.
If she were to leave me, what would be the fucking point of keeping
my money? All it would mean was I’d get to keep everything – but
nothing that was actually worth having, if I didn’t have Anastasia
in my life.

Not that she’d want my money anyway,
but always the lawyer, Dad wants to prove he knows best, especially
after our little chat about Elena. I always dreaded my parents
finding out about our affair, because I knew it would be another
thing about me they wouldn’t get. At least they don’t know all the
sordid BDSM details of our relationship, although it was a close
call when Kate found that contract paperwork
and demanded to know all about it. Thank Christ Ana
managed to silence her, because if my parents found out, I think
they’d be so horrified they'd cut off all ties with me, and who
could blame them?

Dad seems to think I should
have known better about having a relationship with an older married
woman, while Mom is furious with both of us. I hate upsetting and
disappointing Mom yet again because she really doesn’t deserve it.
So all I can hope is that maybe she’ll get over it because she’ll
be kept busy with helping arrange our wedding in a month’s time –
another thing Dad disapproves of, but I just don’t see
the point of us waiting around when we both know it’s what we
want.

Initially I felt kind of
bad about how things turned out for Elena, because she never forced
me to do anything I didn’t want to. And that was one hell of a slap
Mom dished out to her. It was the first time I’ve ever seen her use
physical violence against anyone. She never smacked us as kids,
although I reckon I probably deserved it more than a few
times.

I know all it will take is for Mom to
drop a few subtle hints about how Elena has snubbed Anastasia, how
she was attempting to spread nasty malicious rumors about her being
after me for my fortune, for people like my dear sister to
immediately leap to Ana’s defense and instruct all friends and
acquaintances never to use any of the Esclava chain of beauty
salons again.

Mia has never been a fan
in any case, I think because Elena is the polar opposite of Mia’s
naturally warm and exuberant personality, and that’s why she’s
always referred to her as ‘The Ice Queen’, which Elliot picked up
on too. I guess that’s why The Ice
Queen was a more suitable friend for me with my frozen
heart. But
not any more, not since Ana has managed to thaw my
heart.

There’ s never been any doubt about
Mia’s loyalty to Ana – she's wanted to be her friend right from the
first time they met, and I think her shy nature brings out Mia’s
very protective and loving nature. As far as she is concerned, Ana
is one of us now, and the Grey family always sticks together to
look after their own.

And the same thing will
happen with Kate and all her very influential Kavanagh family
connections. Elena will be totally screwed, with just a few words
well placed words from Mom.

 


~~~

 


I’d asked Mom if we could have my old
bedroom when we stayed over after my birthday party, rather than
one of the larger guest rooms she’d probably have put us in, and to
be honest it does feel kind of  weird being with Ana in my old
bedroom. Weird, but in a nice way – like all my teenage fantasies
come true. We’ve already made love in the boathouse, surrounded by
all the perfumed flowers, so when Ana gets all embarrassed and
mutters something about it being bad enough when Mrs. Jones changes
our messy sex stained bed sheets for us, never mind having my mom
do it, I’m happy for us to just talk as we cuddle up
together.

“Thank you so much for my
engagement ring, Christian. It’s beautiful, just stunning,” she
says, as she gazes at it in awe, as it sits in the red Cartier box
on the night stand next to the bed.

“You are very welcome. I'm
glad you like it.”

“I hope it wasn’t too
expensive. I’ll be scared to wear it,” she worries.

“Of
course it wasn’t too expensive – nothing is too expensive for my
girl. What’s a few million
dollars here or there? You deserve
the very best of everything. And I expect you to wear it all
the time, all day, every day, to show the world that you
belong to me. So you mustn't be scared to wear it.”

“And the gorgeous flowers.
I loved all the flowers, and all the little lights. It was a
wonderful surprise. It all looked so beautiful. When did you get to
be so good at hearts and flowers, Mr. Grey?”  

“When I fell in love with
you, Miss Steele,” I say, as I kiss her soft lips. “So, I take it
you thought my proposal was a bit more romantic this time
round?”

“It was the most romantic
proposal I could ever have wished for, Christian,” she sighs
happily. “It was perfect. And I trust your knee will soon recover
from its submissive pose. I never expected that in a million
years,” she giggles.

“We aim to please. And I
find I like planning surprises for you. I love watching your
face.”

“I like planning surprises
for you too, even if mine are just silly little things compared to
yours."

“They aren’t silly at all.
They are perfect and very thoughtful. I particularly love my
special key fob.” It is also on the nightstand, next to her diamond
ring, with ‘yes’ flashing away. It’s just as valuable to me as that
multimillion dollar diamond ring.

But I still want to get to the bottom
of what had happened earlier between Ana and Elena. It takes a lot
of wheedling to get her to tell me exactly what was said, what it
was that made her throw her drink in Elena’s face.

“It doesn’t matter now,”
she tries to insist. “I’d rather just forget about it.”

“Tell me,” I command, as I
hold her chin firmly in my hand and look straight into her big blue
eyes, knowing she’s unable to lie to me when I confront her
directly like this. “I want to know exactly what she
said.”

“She… she
said I wouldn’t make you happy.” What would Elena know about happiness?

“And?”

“That you
have needs that I couldn’t satisfy.” Elena doesn’t think I can change, but she’s wrong. She
doesn’t know the new me, the Ana converted model. And that’s what
she hates.

“Anything
else? Ana? I want to know everything she said,” I demand,
as I keep hold of her chin, even as she tries to squirm away, so I
know there’s more she’s keeping back.

“Okay, okay, Christian, if
you must know all the gory details. I told her she was a sick child
molester, who should be thrown into the seventh circle of
hell.”

“Ouch. I
guess that didn’t go down too well with
her.” It’s what Mom thinks
too. Ana and Mom think just the same.

 “You could say that.
So then she accused me of being a mousy little gold
digger.”

“She fucking called you
what?” I growl.

 “You heard. So that
was when I threw my drink in her face, and told her our
relationship was none of her business. And that was when you made
your entrance.”

The fucking bitch. She deserves
everything she got from Mom and more. Thinking she always knows
what’s best for me, interfering in things that don’t concern her is
bad enough, but by insulting Anastasia, my fiancée, my future wife,
Elena has stepped way out of line and now there can be no going
back. She has forced me to choose sides, and there is no contest.
Anastasia wins every time. I will always choose her.

 


~~~

 


In the morning as we get dressed, Ana
looks at the tiny photo that still sits in the corner of my pin
board here in my old room.

“Is this your birth
mother?” she asks me very quietly.

“You mean the crack whore?
Yeah, guess I never got around to throwing that old piece of
rubbish away,” I state.

“You shouldn’t ever do that
Christian, especially if that’s the only picture you have of her.
Whatever happened, however shitty a mother she was, she’s still
your birth mother. I’m sure she must have loved you in her own way,
whatever her problems, and that’s why she never gave you up for
adoption while she was alive, even though she found it such a
struggle to look after you. Maybe we could get the picture restored
and enlarged, and find a place for it in our new house?”

“Nope. I wouldn’t want to
contaminate our new home with sick memories of her. I should just
get rid of it, be done with it,” I insist.

But just like every other
time I’ve thought about it, I still can’t quite bring myself to
destroy the old photo, the only one of the crack whore in
existence. So I just leave it where it is, where it has always
been, in a forgotten corner of a room from my past.

I know it’s only because I
have my Ana with me that I’m able to sleep so soundly in here,
because her presence helps to dispel the bad memories that always
used to surface in this room in the darkness of the night, however
hard I tried to stop them. So I'm glad we spent the night in here.
It’s another tiny step towards reducing how many shades of fucked
up I am. But there are still at least forty nine and a half shades
to go.

 


~~~

 


It’s Mia who first spots Ana’s
engagement ring at breakfast, when we’re all sat together at the
table.

“Wow, it’s huge! It’s
totally gorgeous! But I thought you said you were going to choose
one together when I asked you about it,” she shrieks at me as she
whacks my arm in her usual way, after she’s grabbed Ana’s hand to
look at the ring more closely.

“I lied,” I grin at her.
“Because you and your big mouth nearly spoilt the surprise I had
planned.”

“So that’s what all the
flowers in the boat house were about,” Mom laughs, as she too
admires the ring, while Dad just peers over and doesn’t say
much.

“It was really lovely and
romantic of Christian to propose properly to me,” Ana whispers, as
she shyly smiles up at me.

“Did he actually go down on
one knee?” Kate wants to know.

“Yes, he did,” Ana beams,
as Kate admires her ring too.

“Oh little bro, what did
you go and do that for? She’d already said yes!” Elliot groans in
mock horror. “Wow, little lady, are you sure you can carry a big
rock like that around?” he says, as he fingers the large
diamond.

“You were gone ages out
there, what on earth took so long? I gave up and went to bed when
Kate and Elliot went up. It must have been one heck of a proposal,
seeing as Ana had already said yes and you’d already announced it
to everyone,” Mia persists.

“I expect they went for a
walk to enjoy the view, as it was such a lovely evening,” Mom
frowns at Mia, obviously not wanting her to pick up any hint of the
traumatic confrontation we’d had, which was why I’d been happy to
stay out of her way for the rest of the evening. It was a good job
we’d circulated round all the guests earlier and made sure we’d
spoken to everyone. I was only sorry she and Dad hadn’t gone to bed
by the time we eventually came back in, but I would have had to
face Dad at some point, so at least it got it out of the way I
suppose.

Making love to Ana in the boat house
helped to erase the shocking scene with Elena and Mom. And it
wasn’t just a quick fuck like our first time in the boathouse. I’d
been so angry with her then, but this time round we were both very
happy. And I remembered to lock the boathouse door behind us so my
annoying sister couldn’t walk in on us.

But what’s more than annoying now is
the tactless way Mia reads out the article in the Seattle Nooz in
front of everyone at the breakfast table. 

‘Word
has reached us here at the Nooz that Seattle’s most eligible
bachelor, the Christian Grey, has finally been snapped up and wedding bells
are in the air. But who is the lucky, lucky lady? The Nooz is on
the hunt. Bet she’s reading one helluva prenup.’

I glare at my sister, but the damage
has been done. The prenup has reared its ugly head again. I can see
what’s going through Ana’s mind as she sits there looking down as
she nervously knots her fingers, especially when Dad has to jump on
the bandwagon about it too, not content with already trying to
lecture me last night.

Ana immediately offers to
sign anything we want because she has no interest in my money, but
the way it makes her feel, the way she suddenly thinks Dad sees her
as a gold digger, makes me so fucking angry, especially now I know
that's also the accusation Elena threw at Ana. He has no right
making her feel that way, even if his intentions are supposedly
well meant.

That's what Mom tries to tell me a
couple of days later when she rings me, hoping the dust has
settled.

“Christian, you know your
father thinks the world of Ana,” she assures me.

“He has a funny way of
showing it,” I reply brusquely.

“I know it comes across
that way, but you know he really does think it would be in Ana’s
best interests as well as yours if you had a prenup, because it
would protect her against any accusations of being a fortune
hunter,” she argues.

“I don’t give a f… I really
don’t care what other people think, Mom. They can all go to hell.
Has Dad put you up to this? Is he just trying a different tack
maybe?” I ask suspiciously.

“No, of course not,
Christian. I just hate there being any kind of bad feeling between
the pair of you, especially when this should be a happy time, with
all your wedding plans to make,” she protests.

“Then tell him to drop it,
and we’ll get along just fine. No prenup. Not now, not ever," I
state.

I don’t disclose the fact that my own
lawyer has also broached the subject when he was drawing up my new
will, giving me exactly the same advice as my father. He got very
short shrift from me too, and I think he quickly realized he was
treading on very thin ice, and that I would have no hesitation in
firing him on the spot if he continued to argue against my
wishes.

“Very
well, Christian,” Mom says, before her tone brightens. “So, we’ve
managed to clear the weekend of the 16th July, which is one month after your birthday. I’ve
spoken to Reverend Walsh, and by chance it turns out he is free, so
he could perform the ceremony. I think you’ll really like him –
I’ve found him to be very approachable and likeable in all our
dealings with him through our charity fundraising
connections.”

“Sounds fine by me, Mom,” I
agree. My previous lifestyle as a BDSM Dominant didn't
really lend itself to my having many dealings with church
officials, so I’m happy for us to be guided by Mom for our choice
of minister. What I do know is that I want everything to be done in
the proper, time honored, old fashioned, traditional way - the full
works.

“He’ll need to meet both of
you, of course, because apart from the practical arrangements, such
as what form you would like the ceremony to take, what type of vows
you’ll be making, all that kind of thing, he explained that an
essential part of his role is to ensure that you both understand
the seriousness of the commitment you are making,” Mom tells
me.

“Fine. Whatever. I'll
instruct Andrea to contact him to schedule in a date,” I sigh, as
Mom and I finish our call with me promising to get back to her as
soon as Ana and I have had a chance to discuss in more detail what
we want for our wedding.

Finding time at the moment is hard.
Because I’ve decided I want us to have a long honeymoon, I'm
already having extra meetings with everyone to try and get things
organized, to enable me to run my empire from wherever I am in the
world.

I have full confidence that Ros is
perfectly capable of handling most things day to day, but there’s
no reason why I can’t still keep my finger on the pulse by checking
in at least daily. I’ve ordered Barney to set in place all the
necessary computer equipment I’ll need to take to enable me to
securely check in from wherever we’re based in the
world.

I’ve also given him the green light to
go ahead and get our fire suppression systems upgraded in the
server rooms at Grey House. He’s recommended a state of the art
Argon system, because it’s ideal for use in areas containing
valuable equipment that could be damaged by water – such as our
server room. Argon is an inert gas that’s completely safe both for
humans and the environment. Because it’s non-corrosive and doesn’t
produce any toxic by-products, no down time will occur due to it
being discharged in the event of a fire. Naturally, it’s also the
most fucking outrageously expensive system it’s possible to
install, but it will be worth every penny should the unthinkable
happen and we have a fire. 

Since the incident with
Charlie Tango, I’m taking every opportunity to put in place
preventative measures against the unthinkable – because that
incident proved that sometimes what should be impossible can still
happen.

I haven’t told Ana, because I don’t
want her to worry, but the initial reports from the Eurocopter
specialists indicate that Charlie Tango was probably sabotaged.
 At the moment we don’t know who did it or why, but we are
keeping the investigation in house to keep it all under
wraps.

So the increased security I’d already
ordered Welch and Taylor to put in place is going ahead, and is
proving to be a logistical nightmare to organize for our wedding
and then our honeymoon, when we will be travelling abroad in
several different locations. But however challenging it may be for
them to organize, they are under strict instructions not to involve
Ana with any more of the details than are strictly necessary to
ensure her safety. I want her to be mostly unaware of what is going
on in the back ground, so that she can just concentrate on enjoying
our wedding and honeymoon, although I'm not telling her where we’re
going because I want it to be another surprise. Like I told her, I
love planning surprises for her, and our honeymoon is certainly
going to be a massive surprise when she finds out everything I've
got planned. 

Of course Taylor needs to be fully
apprised of all the details of our planned itinerary. Gail is also
one of the very select few in the know, to enable her to pack
everything for Ana. I’ll also be sending Caroline Acton at Neimans
a very long shopping list to ensure Ana will have everything she
could possibly need. My wife will want for nothing.

Since setting up my business, I’ve
never taken any kind of a long holiday before, and I don’t think I
could fully relax if I wasn’t able to keep track of all my business
concerns, because I just fucking love what I do. It’s the way I am,
how I function. Control in all areas of my life. But I think I can
achieve a reasonable balance on our honeymoon by checking in with
the office and working for a short period each day, while still
having the pleasure of taking my adorable new wife to places she’s
only dreamt about seeing up to now. There are going to be so many
exciting new firsts for us to share.

But I can’t resist taking
advantage of the opportunity to set up some valuable face to face
business meetings, in some of the more distant locations I’d never
normally have time to travel to. I've always found I can achieve so
much more in person – put it down to my charismatic charm if you
will. I can gauge someone’s response far more accurately when I can
look them in the eye and read their body language, rather than
conversing by email, or phone.

In any case, I’m sure Ana can happily
spend an hour or two having some beauty treatments, while I’m busy
setting up valuable new business contacts.

 


~~~

 


Elena tries to get in touch
with me again, to apologize for any ‘misunderstanding’, but having
heard what she said to Ana, I don’t reply to any of her messages or
take any of her calls. My lawyers have set about dissolving our
partnership, and once I’ve signed the papers handing everything
over to her, all our dealings will be at an end. She should
consider herself lucky that she gets to keep the business, although
since Mom and Mia are now singing the praises of Franco’s new
salon, it’s pretty clear to everyone that they have fallen out with
Elena and I have no doubt her business will suffer as a result. So
it transpires I’m well out of the business side of our association,
as well as the personal side. I consider being vindictive and
somehow interfering in her relationship with Isaac, but in a light
bulb moment work out that the worst possible punishment I can give
to Elena is to simply cut off all contact with her.

 


~~~

 


"Have you read through the wedding
vows I printed off for you ahead of our meeting with Reverend Walsh
tomorrow evening?” I ask Ana, as we sit down to the boeuf
bourguignon that Gail is serving us.

“I have,” Ana says quietly,
as she picks up her knife and fork.

“So do you prefer the
really old original 1662 prayer book version, or the more modern
1922 revised one? Personally, I prefer the older version where we
give our ‘troth’. I really like the old, solid traditional words,”
I say.

We’ve both been so frantically busy at
work that this is the first chance we’ve had to sit down together
to discuss our wedding vows. There is so much to plan and agree for
the wedding in such a short time. We have at least agreed on the
color theme. I told Ana how when she first fell into my office, her
sweet blushing face reminded me of a pale pink rose, so we’ve
agreed our theme should be pale blush pink, and  that all the
floral decorations should be a mixture of pale pink and cream
roses, just like her beautiful skin.

But frustratingly, Ana refuses to
discuss the design of her wedding dress with me, even though I have
made clear my preference for her to wear lace and silk in soft
ivory, rather than cold white. Kate’s mother, who it turns out is a
well known and highly respected fashion designer, is designing and
making Ana’s wedding dress for her.

So I rang Diane Kavanagh to
tell her to send me the bill, to ensure she was aware there was no
need to worry about expense, and I instructed her to use only the
very best materials for Ana’s dress. However, when I went on to
state my preferences, specifically that I thought a fitted lace
design would suit Ana’s slender frame far better than one of those
huge meringue style dresses, she got pretty shitty with
me.

“Mr. Grey, it is not up to
the groom to choose the bride’s dress,” she told me frostily.
“That would rather spoil the surprise, wouldn’t
it?”

“But
surely the whole idea is for the bride’s appearance to please the
groom on their wedding day, so I'm just trying to be helpful and
give you a few pointers.” And
I fucking hate surprises for anything as important as
this.

“You’re just going to have
to trust us, I'm afraid. I can assure you that I have many years of
experience in dress design, so I think I'm more than capable of
advising Ana in her choice of the most suitable style of wedding
dress,” she insisted firmly.

 I’ve always assumed
Kate got her tenaciousness from her father, Edward Kavanagh, who
runs Kavanagh Media, but maybe she got a double dose, as it’s
perfectly possible she also inherited the trait from her mother,
who refuses to budge in the matter of discussing Ana’s dress design
with me.

Now all the females have
closed ranks, and I can’t even get a hint from Mia about what
they’ve got planned. Unfortunately, with our tight time scale, I
can’t insist Ana gets her dress made elsewhere to ensure it is to
my liking. I’ll try not to be disappointed if I don’t like the
design, because I know Ana would still look beautiful even if she
wore an old sack, but it’s frustrating when I know it would be so
much easier if everyone involved would only let me guide
them.

But at least I can count on Franco to
steer Ana into having one of the hair styles I’ve sent him pictures
of, so hopefully at least that will definitely be to my liking on
the day. I want her to wear her hair up, so I can see her elegant
neck and delicate ears. It has certainly turned out to be great
timing for Franco to have left Elena’s salon to set up on his own,
as he is likely to benefit hugely following the fallout from her
extremely ill judged verbal attack on my fiancée.

So now I notice that Ana isn’t
actually eating anything, she’s just pushing her food around her
plate with the fork.

“Eat,” I urge her. “So,
tell me, which vows do you prefer?”

“Can’t we choose something
more modern, or maybe write our own vows?” she suggests, as she
glances over at Gail, who is busily clearing the dishes
away.

“Why would we want to do
that? Don’t you like the idea of repeating the words that couples
have been using to get married for hundreds of years?”

“No, I don’t, actually,
Christian. Not if it means having to promise to obey you. Maybe if
you just omitted that word…”

“But that’s the whole
point, Ana! Of course you have to promise to obey me. How can I
look after you and keep you safe otherwise?”

 As Ana throws her
fork down and looks up, I see her eyes blazing furiously at
me.

“I thought we’d sorted all
this out before. What makes you think that if I didn’t sign up to
obey you before, that I would suddenly agree to it now? Or is that
your plan? Do you think that if it’s all out in the open and I
agree to obey you in front of everyone, that will give you carte
blanche to completely dominate and control every aspect of my life?
That’s not treating someone as your equal, your partner, your wife,
it’s no better than treating them as your… your… chattel… your
possession… your slave! It’s…it’s… subjugation!”

There’s a clatter in the sink as Gail
drops a pan in there and hastily makes an exit from the kitchen, as
she senses an impending storm is about to break. She’s always the
very soul of discretion when Ana and I argue, which is quite often
when I think about it.

“Now you’re being
ridiculous, Ana. That’s not what it means at all. As your husband,
it will be my responsibility to take care of you and make sure that
you are safe at all times, just as I promised your step father I
would. I want to share everything I have with you, but this
lifestyle comes at a price. There are plenty of evil sleazeballs
out there who will stop at nothing to get money, and undoubtedly
they would use you in any number of sick and perverted ways to get
what they want from me. Now, I don’t want you to have to worry
about any of that, so I will take care of everything, but I have to
know you will obey me absolutely when I tell you to do something
for your own safety, without having to explain exactly why each
time. It’s far easier this way. It’s for the best.”

“No, it isn’t. You are
treating me as if I can’t think for myself, as if I'm just a little
dumb woman and you are the superior male. To me, marriage is about
being equal partners, and if you can’t see that, then I think we
have very different ideas about what being married
means.”

“So are you saying that you
don’t trust me enough to obey me?  Because that’s what it
comes down to, Anastasia. You are still so young and innocent and
naïve, and I love that about you. But you wouldn’t listen to me
about Jack Hyde, would you? If I hadn't stepped in, you would have
happily gone away with him to New York where he would have taken
advantage of your vulnerability. Don’t you get it? I don’t want you
to lose your beguiling innocence and sweetness, because it’s part
of who you are, part of the girl I fell in love with. And I don’t
want you to have to know all about the sick and depraved things he
would have done to you. So if you had just trusted me and obeyed me
when I told you not to go to New York with him, it would have been
for the best, wouldn’t it?”

I’m trying my best to keep calm and
explain logically to Ana why she has to agree to obey me, but she
is still so infuriatingly fucking stubborn, and continues to argue
back.

“Don’t you see you’re
acting just like my dad in being so over protective? But I'm not a
child any more. I have to live in the real world, take risks, make
my own mistakes, so I can learn and grow from them. You can’t lock
me away and wrap me up to protect me all the time.”

“That’s not what I'm trying
to do. I'm trying to make sure you can do everything you want, but
always in safety. I wish we could always do everything together, so
that I’m always there to protect you, but I know realistically that
isn’t always going to be possible. So I have to take steps to
ensure your safety, and I have to know you will always comply. Ana,
I love you so much, you are my entire world, and I would never
forgive myself if something happened to you because I hadn't looked
after you properly.”

“Oh, Christian! I love you
too, and I get it, I really do, after what happened to you with
your birth mom, but I'm not like her. I can take care of
myself.”

Ana suddenly comes over and moves my
arm so she can squeeze herself between my legs as I remain sat on
the bar stool. We’re about the same height now, as she throws her
arms around my neck, kisses me and hugs me tightly.

“Look, why don’t we talk
this through with Reverend Walsh tomorrow, get his perspective on
it?” she suggests.

“Okay, Ana, we’ll see what
he has to say on the matter,” I agree, thinking that as the vows I
want to use are the original ones from the Book of Common
Prayer, he’s bound to support my wish to use them.

“I do love you very much,
Mr. Grey,” Ana whispers as she kisses me, while she loosens my tie
and then slowly slides it off.

“You haven’t eaten your
dinner,” I scold her, even as I can feel my cock rapidly stirring
into life.

“I’m not hungry – for
food,” she says in her husky sexy voice, as she unbuttons my shirt.
“But I’m starving – for you.”

“We can’t
have you starving, now can we, Miss Steele?” I answer as I suddenly
scoop her up in my arms, and head straight for the bedroom, passing
by Gail, who tries to hide the smile on her
face. Yeah, so we’ve gone
straight from blazing row to desperate to fuck. Nothing new for
us.

I throw Ana down on the
bed.

“Take all your clothes off.
Now,” I order, as I stand there with my arms folded.

“And I suppose you’re
expecting me to just obey you?” Ana challenges me as she lies
there, all sexy rumpled hair and disheveled clothes.

“Yes, I am. Do as you’re
told. Strip for me.”

“I’ll strip for you… but
only if you strip as well. I want to see you naked too,” she says,
as she unbuttons the grey silk blouse she’s wearing, then slips it
off to reveal the pretty white lacy bra underneath that’s
showcasing her fantastic breasts.

“You want it, you got it,
baby,” I tell her as I undo my cuff links to slip off the shirt
that she’s already undone. So now I’m standing there in just my
pants, with a huge tell tale bulge straining at the fly.

She kneels up on the bed to unzip her
grey pencil skirt and then slides it off to reveal her stockings
and tiny white lace panties.

I groan out loud at how fucking hot
she looks.

“Your turn,” she whispers,
as she lies back on the bed and spreads her legs apart. She’s left
her black Louboutins on because she knows how much I fucking love
seeing her legs in stockings and heels.

I kick my shoes off, then quickly
remove my pants, boxers and socks in one swift action.

“I’m naked first. I win,” I
grin, as I move to the bed and kneel between her legs.

“You cheated,” she
giggles.

“I know. Shocking the
lengths some people will go to in order to get what they
want.”

“And what is it that you
want, Mr. Grey?”

“These,” I say, as I remove
her bra so I can lick and suck each of her pretty pink nipples in
turn, as she groans and arches her back up towards me.

“And this,” I say, slipping
my hand inside her panties, as I continue to suck hard on each
nipple in turn. “Oh Ana, always so wet and welcoming for me.” I
slip my finger inside her, slowly finger fucking her as I
 work my way down, kissing her soft belly while she grabs and
pulls at my hair.

Then I expertly stroke and circle her
clitoris with my finger tip, at just the right speed and exerting
just the right pressure to keep her on the edge of an impending
orgasm, stopping each time I feel her getting too close.

“Christian, I want you,”
she cries out. “Please. Inside me. now.”

“Patience is a virtue. All
in good time.”

I’m relentless. Time and
time again I tease her, always stopping before she can gain any
release, until I'm sure that she is desperate.

Then I suddenly kneel up.

“Sit up.”

Ana looks bewildered, as she lies
there panting with need.

“I said sit up, Anastasia.
Do as you are told. You have to learn to obey before you can have
me inside you.”

“Oh, it’s like that, is
it?” she says, slowly smiling at me, as she realizes what my game
is.

“Yes it is. Suck
me.”

I kneel above her, my cock
right in front of her mouth.

“With pleasure, Sir,” she
says, as she takes me between those soft full pouty lips of hers,
and gently cups my balls in her hand, as she turns her eyes to gaze
 up at me through those long lashes.

This is just how I pictured her when
we first met. Her smart mouth silenced because it’s full of my
cock.

I hiss as she sucks hard to take me in
deep, then releases me, then sucks hard again, over and over. I
close my eyes and groan with pleasure. She is so fucking good at
this. She eases back so she can lick and tease the sensitive
underside of my tip. Then she bobs her head up and down so I'm
popping in and out of her mouth, and I have to grab hold of her
head to stop her.

“Enough. I don’t want to
come yet,” I order, as I push her back down on the bed and pull her
panties down, but leave her stockings and stilettos on. I show
no mercy as I head down to suck and lick her clitoris to bring her
back to the edge of climaxing, as she thrashes and moans under me,
before I suddenly stop, move up her body, then thrust my cock in
hard.

"You were a very good girl. You obeyed
me. You pleased me. So you now can have me." 

“Yes, yes, Christian. More,
give me more, don’t stop,” she begs, as she grips and digs her
nails in my butt to try and pull me in even deeper.

I keep stroking in, faster and harder
and deeper, feeling her quivering and trembling, as she quickly
builds to her orgasm.

“Christian!” she screams,
as she flies over the edge, taking me with her. I find my release
deep within her, pulsing intensely as I feel her wet silkiness
clamping tightly around my length. It goes on and on, until
finally, we gradually come back down, as she lays totally sated in
my arms.

“See, everything goes so
much better when you just do as you’re told and obey me, Miss
Steele,” I smile as I kiss the top of her head.

“You tell yourself that’s
what just happened if you want, Mr. Grey,” she murmurs back
sleepily.

Ana might be joking about it now, but
the subject of her obedience is one that cannot be ignored, not
when it so important in ensuring her safety. So I have no doubt
that it is going to continue to be a contentious issue for the
foreseeable future.


Chapter 53 - Viva Las
Vegas




“No, Elliot, absolutely
not,” I insist, as we sit having lunch together at my club. I’ve
asked my brother to be best man at my wedding, so when he rang
first thing this morning to ask if we could urgently meet up to
discuss some vital arrangements, I assumed he wanted some
clarification regarding his responsibilities for the wedding, and
rearranged my schedule to fit in lunch with him. I’m horrified to
discover his agenda this lunchtime consists solely of organizing
some sleazy bachelor party for me.

“Oh come on, Christian.
This really is the one time you should relax and let yourself go –
it’s your last chance to have some legit sexy fun before the little
lady gets to clamp the handcuffs on you,” Elliot tries to cajole
me, not realizing the irony of the words he’s chosen.

“You’ve
got all these lost years to make up for, so a bachelor party
weekend in Las Vegas is an absolute must, because let me tell you,
they don’t call it Sin City for nothing. I’ve already been busy
getting a group together, and I thought we could fly down to Vegas
in your private jet. Ethan’s up for it, as is your boat guy Mac and
Claude as well, and I’m sure we could twist Taylor’s arm to join
in. I’ve got a contact who I guarantee can arrange the hottest
strippers and pole dancers for us, and we could take in a few card
games, throw a few dice, you know the kind of thing.  I’ll
make sure we have plenty of booze on hand to loosen you up, and
maybe even some weed to really relax you. Just leave me to take
care of everything, so all you’ll have to do is sit back and have a
great time. One thing I can tell you from experience is that
handing out lots of generous tips to the lap dancers always ensures
you get a very personal service, if you
catch my drift, which will certainly be no problem for a
gazillionaire like you. Oh, and in case you don’t already know, the
rule is ‘what happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas’ so you don’t have
to worry about anything getting back.”

There’s a gleam of excitement in his
eyes and he’s getting quite animated as he tells me his plans. But
I have to burst his bubble.

“Elliot, you’re not
listening to me. You might be literally drooling at the thought of
a trip to Vegas, but I most certainly am not. And in any case, I
can’t possibly spare a whole weekend away. I’ve got far too much
that needs organizing before the wedding and our
honeymoon.”

I truly can’t think of anything worse
than a Vegas bachelor party. I’d rather stick hot needles in my
eyes. Besides, I really don’t want to be away from Ana for a whole
weekend.

“Don’t be such a
spoilsport, Christian. Let your staff handle all that shit, that’s
what you employ them for isn’t it? As your best man, it’s my duty
to organize a truly awesome bachelor party for you, so you can’t
turn me down.”

I sigh in resignation,
because I know only too well what Elliot is like, and he is not
going to give up on this. I decide damage limitation is the best
option.

“I guess I can free up one
evening, so we could have a nice dinner together here in Seattle
instead. I’d like that,” I suggest.

“Oh man!
You are so fucking boring. Are you sure you wouldn’t rather go to
Vegas? Please? It would
be so much fun,” Elliot tries pleading in his most endearing
way, as he tips his head to one side and grins at me.

“Fun for whom, Elliot? You
know I hate all that kind of thing. I appreciate the thought, I
really do, but please, let’s just do something civilized here in
Seattle. And when I get back from my honeymoon, maybe we could go
hiking together - we haven’t done that for a while, have we?” I
offer this olive branch, as I really don’t want to fall out with
him.

“I just knew you were going
to say something like that, but I had to give it my best shot,
didn’t I?” he sighs.  “You know, you really need to live more
dangerously and try pushing your limits. You’re always so fucking
controlled all the time, but you should let go, and try out some
new experiences. There’s a whole kinky world of sexy fun out there
that you ought to at least try, because once you’re married to your
sweet little Anastasia, I know you’ll be true to her. I don’t want
you to miss out or have any regrets, so I was just trying to offer
you one last chance before it was too late.”

If he only knew the truth about me and
kinky fun, but thank fuck he doesn’t. At least it proves Kate kept
her word about not telling him about the Dom/sub paperwork she came
across in my jacket pocket in Ana’s old room.

“Trust me, Elliot, I'm not
missing out on anything by marrying Anastasia, and I will never
have any regrets on that score.  I’ll check my schedule and
let you know what evening will work for us to spend an evening
together before the wedding,” I promise.

“Okay. I guess I'm going to
have to live with that. I just hope Kate’s having better luck
arranging Ana’s bachelorette party,” he sighs.

“Bachelorette
party?”

“Yeah, Kate’s maid of honor
as you know, so she’s planning to have lunch with Ana today to
discuss all the arrangements,” he informs me.

“What bachelorette party?
What arrangements? How come I don’t know anything about this?” I
can feel my temper rising. I’ve been busy making all kinds of vital
arrangements regarding Ana’s security and yet I’m being kept out of
the loop about something like this? I didn’t even know she was
having lunch with Kate today.

“Oh, Ana doesn't know
anything about it, or at least she won’t have done until this
morning. Kate and I decided we’d tackle you both today to get
something sorted as there’s so little time. What’s the big rush
about getting married anyhow? Ana’s not…?”

“No, of course she’s not,”
I scowl at him. As if he needs to ask, the number of times I've
lectured him in the past about not taking risks.

 “What is Kate
proposing for this supposed bachelorette party for Ana?”

“Well, she’s pretty keen on
a Vegas party for the ladies too. Apparently there are whole
packages you can book that include male strippers for bachelorette
parties. Kate mentioned a film I should watch - Magic Mike, I think
it was, because it has lots of guys stripping off for bachelorette
parties.  So something like that I guess.”

“No! No way is Ana going to
Vegas to get drunk and ogle naked men or have them pawing
her!”

Elliot stares at me, as
I’ve practically yelled at him.

“Easy there bro, it’s just
a bit of harmless fun. Scared of a bit of competition in the male
eye candy department, are we?”

“No, it’s not that. It’s
just Ana is so naïve and trusting. She’ll be put at far too much
risk.”

“Oh Christian, you worry
too much. She’ll be fine, and besides, she’ll have Kate with her to
look after her.”

“Fat lot of good she’ll
be,” I scoff. “Don’t you remember the night we went to find Ana at
that student bar in Portland? Kate was with Ana then, but it didn’t
stop her getting so drunk she couldn’t fight off unwelcome
advances. If I hadn't turned up when I did…”

“But everything turned out
fine in the end, didn’t it? You got your girl, and I got mine. We
both got lucky.”

“I just don’t want anyone
else having the opportunity to get lucky with Anastasia ever
again,” I tell my brother.

There is no way I’m allowing Ana to go
to any kind of bachelorette party in Vegas or anywhere else come to
that, and I'm furious that Kate has gone ahead and initiated all
this without even thinking to consult me, not giving the slightest
thought about the risk to Ana’s safety.

I know Elliot seems pretty
keen on Kate, but I’m finding I really don’t like these Kavanagh
women at all. Diane - the mother - is going out of her way to keep
the wedding dress design secret from me. Despite his best attempts,
even Barney couldn’t hack into her computers to gain access to her
files, which means her systems are impressively encrypted and
secure. I suppose at least it means no one else will be able to
access them either to get a sneaky preview of her design for Ana’s
wedding dress. The media have been going fucking nuts since word
got out about our wedding, with the paparazzi hanging about
wherever we go, trying to get a shot of us that they can then sell
to the highest bidder. So that’s another reason to avoid a Vegas
trip for either of us. Christ knows what kind of pictures they’d
get.

“Well, I
guess it’s up to Ana to decide what she wants to do, isn’t it?”
Elliot shrugs, as he finishes off his lunch. I just coolly smile
back at him. Oh no it fucking
isn’t. But there is no point in
discussing this further with my brother. I will be taking it up
with Ana first chance I get.

“So, what’s gone down
between Mom and Elena? I thought they were meant to be good
friends, but Mom practically turned puce the other day, then ran
out of the room when I mentioned about her coming to your wedding,
and Dad gave me one of his glares as if I’d said something really
stupid. Then Mia hissed something about how could I be so
insensitive when she’d been such a bitch. So I asked Kate, and she
just said she always thought Elena was a nasty snob, before she
started going on about how she’s nothing better than a social
climber who married well, so who is she to talk when she’s
basically just a beautician. I don’t get it. What have I missed?
Why am I out of the loop here, why has everyone turned on
Elena?”

Shit. This is awkward, so I decide the best policy is to tell him
the truth – just not the whole truth. I tell him the abridged and
sanitized version the rest of the family has been given.

“I guess you must have been
too busy getting drunk as usual, for you not to have heard how at
my birthday party Elena snubbed Ana and accused her of only being
after me for my money. Naturally, Mom was furious, and the family
is closing ranks to freeze Elena out. So now you see why she and
Mom are not exactly the best of friends anymore.”

“Whoa! Elena actually said
that about Ana to Mom?”

“No, she said it to Ana
actually. So Ana threw her drink in Elena’s face,” I chuckle,
finally seeing a fragment of humor in the situation, and actually
finding it good to confide in my brother, as he’s about the only
person I can talk to about this, apart from Ana.

“No way! How did I not know
about any of this! Ana’s quite the feisty little thing under that
deceptively quiet exterior isn’t she? You’d better watch out there,
bro. How the fuck did I miss all this drama?” Elliot’s face is a
picture of incredulity.

“Mom wanted it kept quiet,
she didn’t want to spoil the party. So, under the circumstances, I
think it’ll probably be wise if you don’t mention Elena’s name in
front of Mom again.”

“No, right, I won’t. But
what a bitch! To say that about Ana, when you couldn’t meet a
nicer, sweeter, more honest girl. Oh, and of course that explains
why you kicked off about the prenup with Dad, because it hit a
sensitive spot after what Elena said to Ana. I totally get that
now,” Elliot it works out. He’s really not such a dense guy when
you get down to it, and the way he didn’t hesitate for even a
nanosecond about supporting Ana makes me glad I’ve got him for a
brother. So I confide in him how I feel about Dad, because I know
he will understand, having been on the receiving end of his
disapproval more than a few times himself over the
years.

“I think Dad’s being really
insensitive. He’s so used to being the efficient professional
lawyer, but he didn’t stop to think how suggesting a prenup would
make Ana feel. I fucking hate seeing her so upset and cut up,
thinking Dad sees her in the same way as Elena, when she is one of
the least materialistic people I’ve ever known,” I
explain.

“Yeah, your little Ana
really isn’t bothered about all that, is she? Well, I think she’s
perfect for you, and I know she’s going to make you very happy, and
it’s about fucking time you learned to be happy after all you went
through before Mom and Dad adopted you. I know we’ve never talked
about it, so I don’t know any of the details, but I’ve always
thought that anyone who had screaming night terrors night after
night the way you did in those early years must have been through
pure hell,” he says quietly.

“Sorry about that. Can’t
have been easy for you tolerating an annoying little shit like me,”
I joke, to try and lighten the mood, not wanting to talk about all
that crap. “And then they go and dump a brat like Mia on you as
well.”

“Yeah, I know. Parents eh?”
Elliot’s picked up that, as usual, I don’t want to revisit that
period in my life, so he quickly shifts the topic of conversation.
“I’ve been out to give your new house a quick survey, and the good
news is it’s basically sound. Great location, I have to say. So,
once you and Ana have had a chance to talk through what you have in
mind with Gia, I don’t foresee any major problems with re-modeling
the existing house and making it more eco friendly.”

So we’re back on safe territory once
more, after venturing uncomfortably close to too much personal
shit.  Facts and figures. Buildings. But it’s good to know I
can always count on my brother Elliot’s unswerving loyal support,
however crazy and inappropriate his stupid ideas about a bachelor
party for me are.

 


~~~

 


“Are you going to tell me
all about these plans of Kate’s for a bachelorette party in Las
Vegas for you?”

Taylor is driving me back
to Grey House after lunch, and I've taken the opportunity to
quickly call Ana’s cell, knowing I’ll be heading straight into a
meeting when I get back.  I'm not in the best of moods, not at
all happy about any of this, and am determined to nip any plans
they may have been making in the bud.

“Hello, Christian. Nice to
hear from you. Excuse me, but what are you talking about? What
party?”

“You heard me. A Sin City
bachelorette party. You just had lunch with Kate to discuss
it.”

“No, I didn’t, actually.
Kate called about having lunch today, but I had a Commissioning
Editors meeting I couldn’t put off, so I'm seeing her tomorrow
instead. Is that what she wanted? And how come you know about it
before I do?”

“I just had lunch with
Elliot. He and Kate have been hatching plans for bachelor and
bachelorette parties for us. In Vegas. Can you think of anything
worse? At least now you’re forewarned in preparation for turning
her down,” I smile, feeling a bit happier as nothing has been set
in motion yet.

“Why would I want to do
that, Christian?” Ana queries.

“Because you won’t be going
to any bachelorette party, of course.”

“You already decided that
for me, have you?”

“Don’t be stupid Ana. It
wouldn’t be appropriate for you to attend, surely you can see
that.”

“Why? Because it might be
fun? Because I might actually enjoy myself?”

“Ana, this is not up for
discussion. You will not be going to any kind of a bachelorette
party. It’s far too risky.”

“You’re right, Christian. I
agree, this topic is not up for discussion.”

“Ana… don’t forget we’ve
got the appointment with Reverend Walsh straight after work
tonight,” I try to remind her, but it’s too late. She’s hung
up.

I see Taylor glancing at me in the
rear view mirror, maybe half expecting me to order him to drive me
over to the SIP offices to have this out with Ana. I’m tempted, but
decide to wait until later, as this meeting I’m about to attend
concerning the shipyard deal in Korea is pretty important. I’ve
told Ana there will be no bachelorette party, so that’s an end to
the matter as far as I'm concerned.

 


~~~

 


 


We’re sitting in Reverend Walsh’s
small office, enduring a long lecture from him on the subject of
what a huge commitment marriage is. I’m tolerating this because I
get it – he doesn’t really know us, and I respect the fact that
he’s taking his responsibilities seriously, and I know he's genuine
because he came up clean in all the in depth background checks
Welch ran. It’s his job to make sure we aren’t rushing into this
just because Ana wants to wear some fancy wedding dress, or because
we’ve made some lucrative deal to sell our story to one of the
glossy magazines. But he does rather labor the point, especially
when he learns that we’ve only known each other for a short
time.  

Unfortunately, I was on my cell
practically the whole time Taylor was driving us over here straight
from work, dealing with critical work issues. Aside from trying to
set up the shipyard deal, there are also problems with transporting
the latest food shipments out to the Sudan. So we didn’t have a
chance to talk before our appointment with the minister, and Ana
has been ominously quiet so far while he’s been talking.

“I’ve even had some couples
rejecting the whole concept of ‘Till death do us part’. Instead,
they want to opt for preemptive phrases such as ‘for as long as our
love shall last,’ ‘until our time together is over,’ and ‘for as
long as our marriage shall serve the greatest good’. The rationale
offered is ‘Don’t make a promise you can’t keep’. But when a
husband and wife do not honor marriage for what God intends it to
be – a lifelong union – they lay the foundation for marital
failure. When marriage is not viewed as ‘till death do us part’ it
becomes increasingly easy to end it rather than working at it to
solve the problem with love. Vows must not be lightly made nor
conveniently broken.”

I agree with his sentiments, and it
seems he is a traditionalist, a man after my own heart. So I’m
feeling pretty confident he’s going to support my views about
having Ana say she will obey me.

“Reverend, I can assure you
I wholeheartedly support your views with regard to taking our
wedding vows seriously. And I don’t hold with messing around with
words that have served very well for hundreds of years,” I say, as
I smile and take Ana’s hand in mine. 

“That’s why my preference
is for us to use the original, unaltered 1662 prayer book
version of the vows.”

“Really? That is unusual
these days. By unaltered, I take it you mean that you wish
Anastasia to promise to obey you?”

“That’s correct,
Reverend.”

“And is that also your
wish, Anastasia, to include the word ‘obey’ in your vows?” he turns
to look at her, as she frowns and withdraws her hand from
mine.

“No, it
isn’t, actually, Reverend. I think using that term is a throwback
to the dark ages, when a wife was treated merely as her husband’s
possession. That’s no longer the case today – or at least it
shouldn’t be. It's not as if we live in the times of Mr. Darcy and
Elizabeth Bennett, is it? I look on marriage as an equal
partnership between two people who love and respect each other,
where everything is openly discussed and agreed, without one
partner being considered superior to the other and having the right
to order the other around, or tell them what they can or can’t do.
So I don’t see why a wife should have to promise to obey her
husband, and I will not be saying that
word.”

She turns her steely blue gaze on me,
as she defiantly tilts her chin up in the air, and squares her
shoulders, ready to do battle.

“Anastasia! I thought we’d
already clarified this issue,” I glare at her. I’m furious with her
defiant attitude. All I'm trying to do is my duty as her husband –
to take care of her and look after her. Why is she being so
difficult by willfully choosing to misconstrue my intentions,
trying to imply that I'm still trying to treat her as a
submissive?

“You clarified your
position. Now I'm clarifying mine,” she states firmly.

“It’s for the best, Ana. I
need to be able to look after you and protect you. Please, you have
to trust me on this.” I meet her steely gaze with my own,
determined I’m not going to back down. I have to make a stand,
because I cannot contemplate our future life without the necessary
structure in place to protect her. Anastasia is the most precious
thing in my life. I cannot take risks in any way with her safety. I
cannot live that way. I have to be allowed to protect her in any
way I see fit.

“Well,
back at you, Grey. You’re just going to have to learn to trust me
to look after myself.” But
you’re just an innocent little girl. You have no idea what could
happen to you. And I want you to stay as innocent about all the ugliness in
the world as possible.

Reverend Walsh clears his throat, and
starts speaking to try and break the impasse between us.

“If I may just interject
here, before things get too heated? The origins of the word
obey can be traced back to the Latin dictionary and means ‘to
listen deeply’, while the Oxford dictionary defines it as to ‘do
what one is told’. But what does it really mean when included in
the marriage vows? The origin of the wedding vows used in
Anglican services can be traced back to the Middle Ages to the Book
of Common Prayer, which was approved by Henry VIII. Henry's
approval must raise some doubt about the integrity of the marriage
vows as more than anyone in history he is infamous for flouting his
vows. Thankfully, today a beheading is not the result of a wife's
disobedience.”

He tries smiling at us with his little
joke, but neither of us laughs, so he continues.

“Biblical references to the
implications of marriage vows are also ambiguous. Paul, in a letter
to the church in Ephesus, directed that it was necessary for ‘wives
to submit to their husbands as to the Lord’. But while this sounds
very much like typical male domination, he also instructed
everyone, male and female to ‘submit to one another’, which
suggests a distinctly modern view of an equal partnership. The
problem is that today we equate obedience with power and
domination. But in the Bible submission or obedience is more about
outlooks than individual rights. It is a desire to be unselfish and
not to demand our own way and does not imply that once married a
woman becomes a second-class citizen who relinquishes all of her
rights. Equally, it certainly does not give a husband the right to
demand that whatever he says goes. Rather it suggests a desire to
accept the other's wishes not out of subjection but willingly,
because of love.”

“There, you see, Ana?
That’s exactly what I’ve been trying to explain to you.” I think
the minister has just proved my point very nicely. So surely now
Ana will agree to my wishes?

“Okay Christian, so why
aren't you planning to use that word in your vows? Why is it only
me who has to promise to obey?”

“Now you’re being
ridiculous! In our marriage we will have different roles to play,
so that requires different commitments from each of us. As your
husband, it will be my duty to shield and protect you, and as I
keep explaining, in order for me to do that, you have to promise to
comply with whatever I need you to do.”

“I disagree. Whatever the
issue, you should always talk things through with me to explain
things, and I will then make up my own mind about the appropriate
response. Such as whether or not I want to party in Vegas with
Kate,” she hisses.

“Oh, so that’s what all
this is about, is it?” I roll my eyes. Fucking Kate Kavanagh,
interfering and stirring things up between us again.

Reverend Walsh clears his throat
again.

 “It seems to me that
the two of you need to go away to discuss this matter further. If
you haven’t yet managed to come to any sort of an agreement on the
basic issue of your wedding vows, I would suggest that possibly you
aren’t as ready as you might think to make this kind of commitment.
Why don’t you come and see me again next week, after you’ve both
had a chance to reflect on matters and calmly discuss
them?”

And so we leave, and I am so angry
about her whole attitude I barely hold myself together as we make
our way back out to where Taylor is waiting in the Audi for us, and
I don’t trust myself to even talk to Ana on the ride back, as she
sits there silently with her arms folded.

I head straight for my study as soon
as we get back to Escala.

“I have to work. Tell Mrs.
Jones to bring a tray of food to my study. Don’t wait up for me,” I
tell Ana.

I’m still so mad with her that I
 have to have some space on my own before I risk giving into
the compelling urge I feel building within me to try and force Ana
to comply with my wishes. I know that would be totally the wrong
way to handle this. So I decide maybe the best thing is to give her
some time on her own to reflect and realize how important this
issue is to me.

 


~~~

 


“Mr. Grey, there’s a Mr.
Dan McAllister waiting downstairs and he’s insisting he has to see
you. He’s been told repeatedly you’re not available, but apparently
he just keeps asking for you to be told he’s here, that he’ll just
wait until you are free however long it takes, and he’s refusing to
leave the building. He’s been there all morning already,
apparently. Do you want security called to remove him?” Andrea asks
me.

“McAllister? For fuck’s
sake, why wasn’t I told about this sooner? Put back my next meeting
with Johnson from accounts until this afternoon, and tell them to
send McAllister straight up,” I bark at Andrea.

I’ve been in a shitty mood with
everyone for the last two days – even shittier than my usual short
tempered self. Ana and I still aren’t speaking. She’s still sulking
and hasn’t come to her senses about the vows. Each evening, I’ve
been working in my study until well into the early hours, so by the
time I get to bed, she’s asleep. She seems to be sleeping
peacefully as I watch her, but I know she’s upset because she’s
been talking in her sleep more than usual. Most of what she says is
incomprehensible, but I’ve caught a few words.

‘Obey… one word …. won’t ….
can’t… Christian … obey … no …equal …talk…’

Why does she have to fight me this
way? Why is she so stubborn? 

Why are you, Grey? Two
stubborn fools? 

And Kate refused to discuss this
ridiculous idea of hers about taking Ana to Vegas when I rang her,
to try and explain the security risks she’d be exposing my fiancée
to. She said it was up to Ana, and that I should butt out and mind
my own business! Fucking nerve of the woman!

I’ve been for a run with Taylor very
early both mornings, just as I always used to, followed by a work
out in the gym, before showering and heading straight to the office
for my prearranged breakfast meetings. So Ana and I have barely
seen each other, much less spoken.

How long she can keep this up for I
don’t know, but I really miss her, and I'm feeling pretty miserable
at a time when I thought we’d be so happy.

I look up as McAllister strolls in,
baseball cap in hand, dressed in plaid shirt and jeans, just as he
was the day he gave us the lift back to Seattle in his truck. He
whistles as he looks round my large office with its impressive
view.

“Mr. McAllister. I've only
just been informed of your presence, so I apologize that you were
kept waiting,” I say, as we shake hands. “It’s good to see you
again. Please take a seat.”

“I told you before, call me
Dan. No need to apologize, I can see you must be a real busy guy.
Quite some set up you’ve got yourself here, Mr. Grey. Very
impressive,” he replies, as he sits himself opposite me at my
desk.

“Thank you, Dan. And
please, it’s Christian. So what brings you here to see me
today?”

“Well, I wanted to drop by
to say thank you for everything you’ve been doing lately to help me
and Betty. I wouldn't usually accept help from strangers, I don’t
like being in anyone’s debt, but that Ros sure is one persuasive
lady. So when she said I might be able to help you out in return, I
thought it was about time I came to see you to find out how I can
repay you.”

I vaguely remember Ros mentioning
something about coercing him to accept our assistance, but for the
life of me I can’t quite remember what it was.

“And how is your wife?” I
ask.

“She’s pretty good, as it
happens. Booked in to have her procedure next week.  That Dr.
Archer at Harborview is a real nice guy, and he said not to worry
about Betty’s bill because it was being taken care of when I asked
about it. I guess that would probably be something to do with
you?”

He stares hard at me, and I know there
is no point in lying to him.

“My mother, actually. She’s
a doctor, Dr. Archer’s an old friend, and I think he owes her a
favor.”

“I see. So I’m guessing
maybe your father is this Mr. Grey, the lawyer who’s scaring the
pants off all the loan sharks because they were threatening me with
all sorts of extra charges when my loans suddenly all got paid
off?”

“Yes, that’s my dad. He has
a particular interest in that type of unlawful practice, so he
jumped at the chance to take them on.”

“And the guys who turned up
in a Grey Construction pickup truck to fix our roof?”

“They’d be from my brother
Elliot’s company.”

“And the offer of free
meals delivered to my door by Grey Catering when Betty goes into
hospital?”

“My sister Mia is just
setting up her own business, so I thought maybe you wouldn’t mind
being a guinea pig for her?”

“And then, suddenly out of
the blue after all these years, the Veterans Association contacted
us offering all kinds of support if we needed it following the loss
of our son. Something about our name being forwarded to them by a
Mr. Taylor? Let me guess, another family member of
yours?”

“Not exactly, but he is in
my employ.”

“I guessed as much. Quite
some backup you’ve got going on here, Christian.”

“Everyone was extremely
grateful for the way you helped Ros and me out when we needed it
the most. They're just helping repay the debt we feel we owe
you.”

“Well, I don’t see as I did
anything out of the ordinary, but I can’t deny it’s good to see a
close family like yours. And I bet they all pull together if
someone gets on the wrong side of any of you, don’t they?” He grins
and winks at me.

“You could say that,” I
smile back wryly, thinking of Elena and the way she’s being frozen
out.  

“Then on top of all that,
Ros tells me my new truck, complete with McAllister livery, 
has been ordered, and as soon as it’s ready, she’ll go through the
business plan she’s drawn up for me.”

“That’s
correct.”

“So my question today,
Christian, is what do you get out of all this? When all these
things connected to you started happening, I did a bit of reading
up, so I’ve figured out that despite being so young, you are the
main man behind all this. It’s obvious you’re very astute, and the
investment you’re putting into McAllister Trucking goes way beyond
repaying a simple favor.  I might not have the best business
brain in the world, but I'm not stupid. So, I repeat – what’s in it
for you?”

I look at him for a moment, as I rub
my chin in contemplation, before I start explaining.

“You’re right, Dan. I don’t
believe in investing money in lost causes. A large part of my
success is down to the fact that I have the ability to see clearly
where problems lie within a business, and what it will take to fix
them. I logically weigh up the cost of any investment required to
fix these problems, against the probability of turning the business
around to make it successful and turn a healthy profit.”

“That makes sense so far.
But I’m still not sure where McAllister Trucking fits into all
this.”

 “Dan, you know the
trucking business inside out – that is your strength. But you are
hopeless with the paperwork and administration side of things –
that is undoubtedly your weakness, but one that Ros can easily fix
for you once she’s organized a simple and easy business plan for
you to follow. As for where you fit into things? Well, recently, we
have been having problems with the trucking company we currently
employ to ensure shipments of essential food supplies to third
world companies reach our ships in time, meaning a lot of it is
going to waste. So I need someone who knows all about trucking to
solve this issue; someone I know I can trust. Ros and I think you
could be that man. But until you have a suitable truck, we can’t
make any definite plans. Therefore I saw it as a prudent investment
to get a new truck ordered for you without delay.”

I’ve remembered now what it was Ros
suggested to me. McAllister Trucking could actually prove to be
really useful to us. Food shipments have to be transported for
shipping within a tight time frame before they become expired - I
refuse to supply anything that does not conform to the highest
standards just because the people it is intended for happen to be
extremely poor.

“I see. Now you’re talking
my language. You’ve got my full attention, because that sounds real
interesting,” he grins widely. I can see he still hasn’t been to
the dentist yet, but I guess it’s only been a couple of weeks since
the dreadful day I thought I was going to die in Charlie Tango. So
much has happened since then.

“I thought it might. So you
see, Dan, I think we could have a mutually beneficial arrangement.
I get reliable transportation; you get a decent, regular income. A
win/win situation, wouldn’t you say?”

“Sounds good to me. So as
soon as I get my new truck, you’ll just let me know the details of
these loads you need transported?”

“Yes, I’ve delegated this
task to Ros, as you know her personally, and she will be in touch
again shortly. She will keep me informed every step of the
way.”

“Yes, of course I know
you’re a very busy man, Christian, because I’ve been reading about
how you’re getting married in a couple of weeks, aren’t
you?”

“That’s correct,” I try to
smile, although the way things are between Ana and me at the
moment, it’s not looking too good.

“So, is this the young lady
you were in such a hurry to get back to Seattle for?” he points at
the photo I have on my desk, the one that was taken of us at the
charity ball. “I can certainly see why. She sure is one pretty
lady, and you’re a very lucky young man to be marrying
her.”

“Yes, I am,” I
agree.

“Well, I expect there are
all sorts of folk giving you all sorts of advice at the moment,
son. But the one piece of advice I was given when I was about to
get married that I've tried to live by, even when things get a bit
rocky from time to time, is ‘Never let the sun go down on an
argument’. I think it’s from the Bible, so I guess the words have
stood the test of time. I’ve found it’s always best to get things
sorted, don’t let them fester for days on end, because you never
know what might happen. You wouldn’t ever want your last words to
each other to be angry ones, would you?”

“Sounds like very sensible
advice,” I agree, trying to put a brave face on things. Festering
for days – that’s exactly what’s been happening between Ana and
myself. Dan is right. We have to sort things out between
us.

 


~~~

 


“Anastasia, we need to
talk. We have to agree on the wording of our vows ahead of our next
meeting with Reverend Walsh.”

I haven’t disappeared into my study
this evening. I’m sat waiting in the kitchen when she comes in from
work.

“That depends on what you
want to talk about Christian. If all you want to do is continue to
order me around so you can get your own way about the vows, then
there is nothing for us to talk about. Unless your attitude has
changed, there is little point in us having any kind of a
discussion.”

So she is not going to make this easy.
I take a deep breath to remain calm.

 “Why are you being so
incalcitrant on this issue?”

“Why are you?”

“I'm responsible for your
safety. That’s far too important an issue to ignore or leave to
chance.”

“No, I am responsible for my safety. It’s my life, and it’s up
to me to choose what risks I'm prepared to take.”

“So you don’t think I
should have any say in the matter? Even though becoming my wife has
a huge impact on how you will be living your life, because you will
be at risk of being kidnapped and held to ransom?”

“Christian, you worry too
much! The risks are tiny, and I have to be able to live as normal a
life as possible. I want to still be able to have fun.”

“And of course you will, as
long as you allow me to take all the necessary precautions. Then we
can both relax and get on with our lives.”

“You mean have me shadowed
twenty four hours a day, with not just one, but two great big
shadows? How am I supposed to relax and pretend everything is
normal?”

“You’ll soon get used to it
and forget they’re even there,” I assure her. I always knew Ana
would hate having a close protection detail, but it is
essential.

“I hate the feeling they’ll
be watching everything I do and no doubt reporting it all back to
you,” she complains petulantly as she glares at me with her arms
folded. 

“Well if you haven’t got
anything to hide, I don’t see what the problem is.”

“That’s not the point,
Christian! All this need to control achieves is to make me feel
like doing something bad on purpose just to prove I still can. Like
you ordering me not to have a bachelorette party in Vegas. That
just makes me really want to have one, when left to myself, I would
probably have told Kate not to bother. And she’s furious with you
too for trying to interfere, so naturally she’s encouraging me to
go ahead with it. Don’t you see, you make me want to rebel when you
try so hard to restrict me?”

“Now you are being really
illogical and perverse. You’re acting like an immature teenager,
wanting to do something dangerous just to prove a
point.”

“And you’re acting just
like my dad. Is that your new scene? Daddy Dominant and his little
girl, just because I like sitting on your lap and being spanked
sometimes? I’ve been reading up about all this shit, to try and
understand you and see if it really is possible for someone with
your needs to change.”

“No!  That’s not it at
all. Look, I don’t deny that I still crave control, and I always
will; it’s just part of my make up, but that’s as far as it goes. I
don’t still want to be your Dominant, and I thought we’d sorted all
this out. It’s not because of what Elena said to you, is it?
Because I'm telling you she was wrong. I don’t need all that shit.
But I do need to make sure that you are safe at all times. I can’t
relax otherwise.”

“Maybe you need to talk to
Dr. Flynn about this. Maybe he can suggest some relaxation
techniques for you. You can’t expect to protect me every minute of
every day. Life is full of risks, most of which are minuscule.
You have to learn to live with them. Bottom line is I will not be
promising to obey you. Deal with it.”

“But Ana…”

“I’ve a lot of work to
catch up on, so I’ll be in the library. If you would be so kind as
to ask Mrs. Jones to send a tray in there for me?”

And with that, she storms off in the
direction of the library and closes the door firmly behind
her.

 


~~~

 


 


“Mommy! Mommy!”

Mommy is asleep on the
floor. She has been asleep a long time. I brush her hair because
she likes that. She doesn’t wake up. I shake her. Mommy! Mommy wake
up! She lies still. She is so cold. I sleep beside Mommy. I think
she is ill. I think there is something wrong with Mommy. The door
crashes open. He’s here. He kicks me, and I hit my head on the
floor. My head hurts. He calls someone and then he goes away again.
He locks the door. I lay down beside Mommy. My head hurts. Now the
lady policeman is here. No. No. No. Don’t touch me. Don’t touch me.
Don’t touch me. I stay by Mommy. No. Stay away from me. The lady
policeman has my blankie, and she grabs me. I scream. Mommy! Mommy!
I want my Mommy! The words are gone. The words are gone. I can’t
say the words. Mommy can’t hear me. I have no words. I have no
words. I have no words. The words are gone.

 


“Christian! Christian!” I'm
being woken. “I’m here. I’m here.”

I gradually wake from my nightmare,
shaking and sweating as usual, although this nightmare was one of
the worst I’ve had in a very long time because it felt so
real.

Ana is leaning over me,
her big blue eyes filled with concern and tears. Ana. My
Ana. Thank God.

“You’re here,” I croak. I
felt such emptiness, such intense loneliness, that it’s hard to rid
myself of the fear I’ve just experienced.

“Of course I’m here,” she
comforts me, as she hugs me tightly. It feels so good as I feel her
warmth seeping into me.

“I had a dream…” I can
barely whisper.

“I know. I'm here, I'm
here,” she croons.

“Ana.” The relief I feel
because she is here is overwhelming. She is my life, my light, my
everything. She is my reason for existing. Why have we been
fighting for so long? Why have I been so foolish as to risk losing
her?

“Please let’s not fight,” I
beg her. I wrap my arms closely around her, as she entwines her
legs in mine. We need to be as one. She feels it as much as I do, I
know she does.

“Okay,” she whispers, as
she plants sweet little kisses on my chest, where she has tucked
her head under my chin.

“The vows. No obeying. I
can do that. We’ll find a way.” Stupid, stupid words. I’ve risked
losing everything over one stupid word. I might as well be that
mute little boy again, if I let one obstinate word destroy
everything I’ve found with Ana.

“Yes. We will. We’ll always
find a way,” she whispers as I kiss her sweet skin and breathe in
her wonderful calming scent.

And so we make sweet, sweet love,
merging our bodies to prove that we can find a way to merge
our thoughts and wishes and promises just as
successfully.


Chapter 54 - For As Long
As We Both Shall Live




After we’ve sat through the
wedding rehearsal dinner hosted by my parents and attended by both
our families, Ana and I have to head off in different directions.
She is staying at my parents’ place, sleeping in my old bedroom,
while I am returning to Escala.

“It’s tradition that you
don’t sleep under the same roof the night before, or get to see the
bride on your wedding day until you see her walking down the aisle
to you,” Mom insisted, when I’d mooted the idea of staying over as
well. “And seeing as you want everything done in the time honored,
traditional way, then I’m afraid you must head on back to your own
place after the rehearsal dinner. You wouldn’t want to risk
bringing bad luck on your wedding day, would you?”

As we say our last
farewells before I leave, Ana hands me a small gift wrapped
box.

“What’s this?” I ask. I
shake it, but it doesn’t rattle, unlike the Seattle key fob that I
carried round with me for ages.

“Your wedding present from
me. I wanted you to have it before the wedding – you’ll see why
when you open it. But you have to wait until tomorrow –
promise?”

“Okay, baby, if that’s what
you want. You'll be getting your present from me after the wedding.
Do I really have to leave tonight?” I sigh. I hate leaving her like
this.

“Unless you want to try
sneaking past both our moms, Kate and Mia, I think it would be for
the best. Anyway, it’s not long to wait until tomorrow, is it?” she
tries to persuade me.

“I guess not. I can't wait
to see you walking up the aisle to me, because I can't wait to say
our vows and make you mine. My wife. Mrs. Grey."

 I smile, as I take
her in my arms and kiss her soft cheek.

“Me too. I’m really happy
with the words we chose in the end, aren’t you?” Ana presses
me.

“Yeah, I guess I am.
Doesn't mean I've given up on getting you to do as you're told when
it matters,” I warn her.

“Let’s not go there, hmm?”
she sweetly kisses my lips and then snuggles against my chest. “So,
are you going to give me a hint about where we’re going for our
honeymoon? I mean we’re going to be away for three whole weeks, so
just a tiny hint maybe?”

“Not a chance. It’s a
surprise. So you are just going to have to wait and see, aren't
you?”

“But how can I be sure I've
got everything I’ll need?”

“Trust me, it’s all been
taken care of. And if it turns out there’s anything extra you need,
we’ll just buy it. Simple.” I grin, knowing she’s been trying to
find out where we’re going by questioning Taylor and Gail, but with
no luck as they are both sworn to total secrecy.

“Has Elliot forgiven you
for not having your bachelor party in Vegas yet?” Ana
queries.

“He always knew he didn’t
have a snowball’s chance in hell of getting me to go. Has Kate
forgiven you for refusing to go either?”

“Not really, no. She still
thinks I only refused to keep you happy, when in reality I know I
would have hated it – it’s just not me. Didn’t stop either of them
trying to organize those stripograms for us, did it? Are you ever
going to explain to me how both bookings mysteriously failed to
turn up on the night?” Ana asks me suspiciously.

We’d both gone out to
different places on the same night for what was meant to be just a
quiet meal, but Kate and Elliot had had other plans for our
bachelor/bachelorette parties. The advance security sweep Taylor
undertook revealed their infantile plans, which I immediately put a
stop to. Purely for reasons of safety, of course.

“I don’t know what you
mean,” I smile enigmatically.

“Come on you two. Time for
Christian to leave. Ana needs her beauty sleep tonight,” my mom
calls out to us from where she’s sitting in the kitchen chatting to
Ana’s mom.

It’s nice to see how well
they’ve gotten on. Anastasia’s family all arrived in good time to
attend the rehearsal and dinner, and my parents insisted they
should stay with them at Bellevue. Mom had been worried about how
Ana’s stepdad Ray was going to react to the fact that Carla would
be there with her fourth husband Bob, but it’s all been fine. Both
men have been very civilized thankfully, but then Ray never says
very much anyhow. He just quietly watches and takes it all in. I
thought my family was complicated enough, but Ana’s is on a whole
new level. Maybe it’s as well they don’t all live
nearby.

The ladies have already said their
farewells to me, before tactfully giving us a few moments on our
own, but now they're calling time.

“Come on, Ana. Tomorrow
will be here before you know it,” Carla calls out.

 It’s been kind of
weird seeing Ana with her mom, because they look very alike, and as
her mom is so young looking, they could almost pass as sisters. I
think Ana probably is the more sensible of the two somehow though,
as Carla seems scatty, and keeps getting emotional and bursting
into tears, as she talks about her baby girl being all grown up and
getting married. My mom has been very patient with her.

“Okay, okay, I can take a
hint,” I call back, before whispering to Ana. “So, this is the last
time I can wish Miss Steele good night and sweet
dreams.”

“Yes,” Ana giggles. “This
time tomorrow…”

“…You’ll be Mrs.
Grey.”

“I like the sound of that,”
she whispers.

“Me too.”

“Anastasia!” Carla calls
out.

“I’m coming, Mom. Jeez,
it’s like being a teenager again, isn’t?”

 


~~~

 


I don’t sleep well the night before my
wedding to Anastasia, because I fucking hate being by myself in our
bed. It’s hard to believe I used to think I couldn’t sleep with
anyone. Now I feel bereft if I don’t have Ana’s soft, warm body
next to me, or if I can’t bury my nose in her hair to inhale her
unique scent when I wake up.  

The rehearsal went well, and
everything seems to be as organized as it can be for now. Welch and
Taylor have been kept extremely busy taking care of all the
security measures for the wedding and honeymoon. At least Leila is
no longer on the loose, and I think they’re relieved we kept the
guest list to just family and close friends, as Ana wished.
 

Gail seemed surprised and thrilled to
be amongst the select few we invited, but Ana and I both agreed
without hesitation that we wanted her included, so there was never
any question of leaving her out. I also made sure there was a well
earned bonus in her pay check this month, so she could treat
herself to a special new outfit. Taylor will also be present, but
he’ll be working of course.

 Mom has excelled
herself, pulling out all the stops to make our wedding truly
memorable, ably assisted by Mia of course. Mom insists she thinks
it’s easier to organize a wedding in a month rather than a year,
because the short time scale means decisions have to be made there
and then with no prevaricating. It also helps that I’m more than
happy to spend whatever it takes to smooth things
along. 

 


~~~

 


We have been blessed.
 As dawn breaks on our wedding day, I can tell the weather is
going to be glorious. Elliot comes over early to pick me up, and we
head on over to Bellevue. As the morning progresses, the sun shines
and the sky remains a cloudless perfect
blue. The sun shines on the righteous
– must be Ana’s influence. Mom won’t
have to deploy any of the contingency plans she had in place in
case it poured with rain - always a strong possibility in
Seattle.

The morning seems to drag – I just
want to get on with things, get on with marrying my girl, get on
with beginning this new chapter in our lives. I don’t do waiting. I
fucking hate all this hanging around, so I'm glad we arranged for
the ceremony to be as early as possible to fit in with all the
other arrangements. I wish I could just talk to Ana, but there’s no
way I'm going to be allowed to get anywhere near her, so we’ve had
to make do with sending a few texts to each other.

 


#I love you. I can’t wait
to be your wife. Your fiancée A xox#

 


That message helped put a smile on my
face.

 


#I love you too. I want to
be your husband more than you will ever know. Always yours. Cx
#

 


 I’ve resigned myself
to the fact that the first I’m going to see of Ana’s wedding dress
is when she walks down the aisle. I know Diane Kavanagh is upstairs
helping to dress Ana and make sure everything is perfect, and I
really hope she hasn’t produced something I'm going to hate, but
it’s too late to worry now. I just hope it isn’t anything huge and
over the top that will swamp Ana when she is so small and delicate.
But come what may, Ana will look beautiful, I do know
that.

Elliot seems to find my
impatience amusing, and keeps goofing around, saying stupid things,
which irritates the fuck out of me.

“It’s not too late to
change your mind, little bro. Just say the word and I’ll just whisk
you away from here,” he jokes. “I’m sure Taylor will do his best to
protect you from the wrath of the women when they find out you’ve
made your escape.”

“Fuck off,
Elliot.”

“Perhaps Ana will change
her mind instead, then that’ll save you the bother,” he jokes
again, and I just glare at him.

“I think that’s enough now,
Elliot. No one wants to tempt fate in any way.”

My dad is trying his best to be a
calming influence, but that also irritates the fuck out of me too.
He’s tried to make peace by assuring me that his suggestion of a
prenup was in no way intended as any kind of a bad reflection on
Ana. Whatever. I just wish the subject had never been brought up in
front of her.

As everyone fusses around me,
attempting to tell me what to do, how to act, I can feel myself
starting to scream inside. The only person who doesn’t seem to wind
me up is Ana’s dad, Ray, because he says very little.

“Come on, son. Let’s take a
walk outside for a few minutes. Get some peace and quiet,” he
suggests when he sees me getting more and more uptight.

“Thanks, Ray,” I
smile.

“I could tell you needed to
get away. I understand. I’ve always been a pretty solitary kind of
guy myself. That’s probably why Ana’s mom and I broke up, I guess.
She’s much more of a sociable butterfly. She loves parties and all
that kind of thing. So I guess she got fed up being stuck with an
old party pooper like me,” he admits to me in a rare
confession.

“But Ana chose to stay with
you,” I point out.

“Yeah, funny thing is her
character’s a lot like mine rather than her mom, even though I'm
not her biological dad. Annie’s just like you; she’s never been one
to like a lot of fuss or need crowds of people around her. So
that’s why I think you two will be just fine.”

“Thanks. That means a lot
to me, Ray.”

 


~~~

 


Finally it’s time to get
changed into my black tux, silver vest and the silver tie that Ana
has asked me to wear – I smile as I make sure it’s tied in a
perfect knot. This tie has very special memories for both of
us. It was the one I used to tie her
wrists together when I fucked her that second day after I’d claimed
her virginity. And I wore it to her graduation. And she wore it in my
playroom on my birthday. This tie has great memories for us, so I'm
more than happy to wear it for her today.

Elliot and I head on down to where
everyone is assembling outside ready for our wedding. I’m proudly
wearing the cuff-links that were in the box that Ana gave
me last night as her wedding gift. I love the design of
our entwined initials, and I will always treasure them as a
precious reminder of our wedding day.

 “You’ve definitely
got the rings?” I check with Elliot.

“Yes, of
course I have, seeing as you’ve already asked me that about twenty
times,” he rolls his eyes as he pats his pocket to prove they are
in there. We’ve chosen matching plain platinum bands, with our
entwined initials engraved on the inside, the same as on Ana’s
engagement ring. Entwined
initials are becoming our theme.

As Elliot and I make our
way in, Mom is already there, clutching a handkerchief. She
stops me, so she can kiss and hug me.

 “You look very
dashing and handsome. I’m so proud of you, Christian. Ana’s a very
lucky girl,” she whispers emotionally, as she touches my
cheek.

“No, Mom. I’m the lucky
one,” I say, as I kiss her back.

As I glance round, I see most of the
women have a handkerchief or tissue ready, and Carla is already
weeping none too quietly, as her husband Bob pats her
hand.

There are flowers everywhere I look,
lots of pale pink and ivory roses. It all looks beautiful, a
perfect setting.

Reverend Walsh is standing
waiting patiently and smiles at me. I think he was very relieved
that the second time we went to see him we had stopped arguing
about our vows, and he was very happy with the words that we
managed to come up with between us in the end.

Then I hear the music start to
play.

Everybody stands, and
turns to look back. We’ve chosen the piano and cello rendition of
‘A Thousand Years’ that Mia suggested for Ana’s bridal procession,
because that’s how long our love will
last. A thousand years. At
least.  

Anastasia is about to make her
entrance.

She’s here.

We are about to be married.

 She is finally going
to be truly mine.

I take a deep breath, as I turn to see
her slowly walking in on Ray’s arm, with Kate and Mia walking
behind her in their pale pink dresses.

Now the rest of the world
disappears. No one else exists. There is only Anastasia, and there
is only me.

Ana is a vision of loveliness. So
beautiful, so amazingly beautiful.

And yet she’s looking anxious. I know
what she’s thinking. She’s worried I won’t like how she looks. She
wants to be perfect for me. She need not worry. As soon as our eyes
lock and I smile at my girl, she knows I'm happy and I see her
visibly relax.  

How could I be anything other than
ecstatically happy? My beautiful bride is wearing the most
exquisite wedding dress that couldn’t be more perfect if I had
designed it myself. I stare mesmerized, as I take in all the
details. It’s a simple fitted shape that shows off the curves of
her perfect slim figure. It’s a very soft shade of ivory that suits
her skin tone perfectly, especially as it sits off her shoulders,
showing a modest glimpse of that wonderful creamy skin of hers, as
her hair is all elegantly pinned up out of the way in a glorious
mass of curls and ringlets. But the most wonderful thing about her
dress is that I can see it’s made from a top layer of delicate lace
over a silk gown beneath. My two favorite fabrics.  Her dress
is absolutely perfect.

She is perfection.

As Anastasia reaches me, she turns to
Ray, and I see she has a simple lace veil fixed in the back of her
hair with a filigree hair comb. It’s the one that Grandmother
Trevelyan insisted Ana should have for her wedding day as
‘something borrowed’, because it was what she wore on her own
wedding day, and what she gave my mom to borrow on her wedding day
too.

A Trevelyan family
tradition.

I know Ana was really
touched by the gesture. I’m so glad we agreed she wouldn’t wear her
veil over her face, because I wanted to be able to see her eyes as
she came to me. Those beautiful blue eyes that have always been
able to see right into my soul from the very first moment we met,
are gazing up at me now, filled with so much love.

Ray tenderly kisses Ana’s
cheek, then he takes her left hand and passes it over to me, a
symbolic gesture to signify that he is relinquishing her to me. I
smile as I take her hand, then we turn to the minister, as he
signals everyone to be seated.

“Ladies and gentlemen, we
are gathered together here on this glorious day to witness the
union of Christian Trevelyan Grey and Anastasia Rose
Steele….”


 “I solemnly vow that I will safeguard and hold dear and deep
in my heart our union and you.

I promise to love you faithfully, forsaking all others,
through the good times and the bad, in sickness or in
health, regardless of where life takes us.

I will protect you, trust you, and respect you.

I will share your joys and sorrows and comfort you in times of
need.

I promise to cherish you and uphold your hopes and dreams and
keep you safe at my side.

All that is mine is now yours.

I give you my hand, my heart, and my love from this moment on
for as long as we both shall live.”

 


I look deep into her eyes as I make my
vows, and I mean every single word I say from the bottom of my
heart – the heart that Anastasia has breathed life into. I carry on
looking into her eyes, as she makes her vows to me. We are both
spellbound by the intensity of our feelings.

 


“I give you my solemn vow
to be your faithful partner in sickness and in health, to stand by
your side in good times and in bad, to share your joy as well as
your sorrow.

I promise to love you unconditionally, to support you in your goals
and dreams, to honor and respect you, to laugh with you and cry
with you, to share my hopes and dreams with you, and bring you
solace in times of need.

And to cherish you for as
long as we both shall live.”


 When I place the wedding ring on Ana’s finger, it is the
proudest moment of my life. The circle of her ring signifies the
undying love between us that will last forever, until the end of
time. Our marriage will be forever. We will love each other
forever.

Once Ana places my wedding band on, it
will never leave my finger ever again. It will remain in place
forever more, because that is how strong our bond is. Unbreakable,
unmovable. Forever and always. Until the sun falls from the sky,
and the world no longer turns.

“I now pronounce you
husband and wife. You may kiss the bride.”

“Finally you are mine,” I
whisper, in the happiest moment of my entire existence.

I kiss the sweet soft lips
of my bride, and then as we break apart to smile at each other, all
I seem to be able to hear is weeping. I look up, and see that most
of the women seem to be crying. My mom. Ana’s mom. Grandmother
Trevelyan. Gail. Even Kate.  My dad seems to have something in
his eye, too.

Then everyone starts
applauding.

The love of my life is now
Anastasia Rose Grey. My wife. Miss Steele has
become Mrs. Grey.

“You look
beautiful, Ana. Don’t let anyone take that dress off but me,
understand?” I whisper. I gently trail my finger down the soft skin
of her cheek, as she nods. I want to be the one to peel off those
delicious layers of silk and lace to discover what lies in wait
underneath for me.

She is mine, all mine, legally, morally and in every possible
way.

 


~~~

 


I can't wait for us to be
on our own, but we have to get through our wedding reception first,
and my mom has gone to such amazing lengths to pull it all together
that we can't disappoint her by rushing off too soon.

So we eat some of the
delicious food, we cut the impressive wedding cake, we dance with
lots of the guests. I’m on my best behavior, so I somehow manage to
refrain from getting too jealous when Ana dances with José. I’m
even polite to Kate, despite overhearing her saying to Ana
‘if he hurts one hair on your head, he’ll
have me to answer to’ when it was she
who was encouraging Ana to be reckless regarding her safety with a
stupid bachelorette party.

I do feel it necessary to
seek out her mother Diane, feeling I owe her somewhat of an
apology, having had several confrontations with her over her
refusal to discuss Ana’s wedding dress design with me. I can see
where Kate got her looks from – her mother is also a tall, willowy
strawberry blonde.

“Mrs. Kavanagh, I have to
congratulate you. Your design for Ana’s wedding dress is perfect,
and far exceeds my expectations. It is stunning. You were listening
when I was trying to tell you what would suit
Anastasia.”

“Mr. Grey, I had already
come up with the design long before we even spoke, because I just
knew what would suit Ana. As I tried to explain to you, I do have
many years of experience in designing wedding gowns, so I hoped you
would trust me, as most grooms are more than happy to do. Although
I have to admit it seems you have a pretty good eye for these
matters, and it was very hard when you were so persistent not to
drop any kind of hint that what you were suggesting was exactly
what we were working on.” she begrudgingly concedes, as she smiles
at me before heading off to speak to her daughter.

“Congratulations,
Christian,” Flynn comes up and shakes my hand, and then speaks
quietly so only I can hear what he’s saying. “I’m so pleased you
successfully worked through your issues regarding the vows. I
thought the words you both used were perfect, very
moving.”

He understands better than
anyone why I have this overwhelming need to protect and control
Anastasia, and why I wanted her to promise to obey me. Flynn was
better able than anyone else to help me work at finding a
compromise in the sessions we had in the weeks leading up to the
wedding.

“Yeah, I guess I can live
with her promising to honor and respect me,” I smile.

“And the unconditional love
Ana promised to give you is a wonderful gift as well, Christian.
Anastasia clearly put a lot of thought into her vows, and I for one
think it means far more than just repeating by rote the old
traditional words,” he smiles reassuringly. 

The fact that he believes
Ana is the best possible therapy for me helps when black moments of
self-doubt creep up on me, usually in the middle of the night.
That’s when I play my piano, to help me think things through, and
that’s when his quiet words of wisdom help to rationalize my fears.
It’s why he suggested I promised to protect Ana in my vows, as a
way of dealing with the whole issue for me. That’s what I can do
for her, that’s why I vowed to keep her safe at my
side. Always.

As Ana returns, Claude Bastille comes
over to speak to both of us. Ana has been having some sessions with
him recently, much to my delight, and he’s reported that she’s
making good progress with her fitness levels. Claude is such a
great personal trainer, because he has the knack of finding the
best form of exercise for each individual; something they enjoy
doing, that they are far more likely to commit to. Turns out Ana
enjoys running, because she can use the time to think about the
latest manuscript she’s working on. It’s quite amusing seeing Ana
working out with him, because he is such a giant of a man compared
to her. But he doesn't make me jealous. From the initial background
checks I had run on him before I employed him, I know his tastes
lie in quite another direction.

“I’m going to miss kicking
your sorry ass to the floor while you’re on your honeymoon, Grey,
but I expect Ana will be putting you through your paces to keep you
in shape while you’re away,” he says as he winks at Ana, causing
her to blush profusely.

“It’ll be your ass hitting
the floor when I get back,” I promise, as he laughs loudly. It is
very rare for me to get the better of him when we spar, but I do
like the challenge of trying.

I’ve hardly seen Mia all afternoon,
which surprises me, as she has been so involved with all the
wedding preparations.

“Do you know where Mia’s
got to?” I ask as I look around, trying to spot her as Ana and I
finally manage to grab a dance together.

“I think she’s busy
stalking Ethan. I think she likes him. A lot, actually,” she
informs me with a knowing smile.

“Ethan? Since
when?”

“Since they had lunch
together. Remember, I told you how I had to let her down and he
took my place?”

I frown as I remember.

“So what happened to that
Sean guy she was at the ball with?”

“Guess he’s history. It’s
definitely Ethan she’s keen on, but he seems to be playing hard to
get, for some reason. I think he’s worried about dating the sister
of his sister’s boyfriend. I don’t really understand, it doesn’t
make a lot of sense to me,” Ana tries to explain.

“Hmm. Ethan will find he’ll
have his work cut out if he thinks he can thwart my sister once
she’s made up her mind. So, seeing as you know him, is Ethan
basically a decent guy? Would Mia be okay with him?”

I’m not as jealous about
Ana’s friendship with him these days, and I expect her to be honest
about him. As my baby sister appears to have the hots for Ethan,
I'd want to know if he’s any kind of a douche bag. 

“Ethan is a really nice
guy,” Ana insists. “Do you think I’d have suggested he take her to
lunch if I thought otherwise?”

“I guess not. Well, he’ll
have me to answer to if he messes her around in any way,” I state,
scowling at the thought of anyone upsetting her. I've always hated
seeing my little sister cry.

“Mia is a fully grown
woman, the same age as me, and I think she is more than capable of
fighting her own battles, mister-overprotective-big-brother,” Ana
rolls her eyes at me. “But it’s very sweet all the same to see how
much you care about her.”

I’m horrified when my
grandmother collars us as we finally try to make our escape, and
starts rattling on about getting working on some great-grandkids
for her. Babies? No way, not yet. Maybe one very distant far off day,
but certainly not for the foreseeable future. Neither of us is
ready for that, and I’m not sure in all honesty when I’ll be up to
the task. What kind of a father could a fifty shades of fucked up
man like me possibly be? No, my grandmother can hint all she likes,
but she’s got a long wait before she’s going to see  that wish
come true.

“Let’s go,” I finally tell
Ana.

“I have to change,” she
says, grabbing my hand to pull me with her, then frowns as I hold
back. “I thought you wanted to be the one to take this dress
off?”

“Correct. But I'm not
undressing you here. We wouldn’t leave until… I don’t know… And
don’t take your hair down either, although I suppose you'd better
take your veil off.”

“But…?”

“No buts, Anastasia. You
look beautiful. And I want to be the one to undress you. Pack your
going away clothes. You’ll need them. Taylor has your main
suitcase.”

Gail has packed everything for her,
and Taylor has already stowed it away from prying eyes.

I’ve had a change of plan. When I
thought I might not like her wedding dress, I was okay about her
changing into her going away outfit before we left, but not now. I
want her to wear her wedding dress for as long as possible, before
I enjoy slowly unfastening all those little pearl buttons I can see
running down the back of her beautiful gown.

Once we’ve endured the
human arch to say goodbye and been thoroughly showered with rice,
and Mia has miraculously appeared to be the one to catch Ana’s
bouquet as she tosses it into the crowd, we finally make our escape
as Taylor drives us away in the Audi SUV, headed for my private jet
at Sea-Tac.

I’m really excited about what I have planned for the first stage of
our extended honeymoon, because it will be another exciting first
for both of us. I’m just hoping there won’t be any turbulence
forecast for our flight, because I’m planning plenty of turbulence
of my own.  I shall be taking great pleasure in enrolling my
wife in The Mile High Club. And I sure as hell don’t mean my club
here in Seattle…


Chapter 55 - The
Honeymooners




Anastasia Rose Grey. My wife. I
love rolling those words around in my head, and I love saying them
out loud. I don’t think I will ever tire of hearing or saying
them.

The staff have all been
advised that the correct protocol from now on is that, whatever my
wife may say, she is always to be addressed as Mrs. Grey. This is
partly to prevent anyone from becoming over familiar or forgetting
their place just because Ana is still very young and tends to have
a rather relaxed attitude towards staff, but it’s also because I
just fucking love hearing her called ‘Mrs. Grey’. It makes me feel
content and secure, because now unarguably her place in the world
is by my side, as my wife. Her title, and the rings that she wears
on the third finger of her left hand are proof to the world that
she belongs to me. Taken.
Mine. It tells every other man to fuck off
and leave my property alone.

Anastasia’s husband.

The word husband comes from an old
Norse word meaning ‘Master of the House’, so naturally, I
fucking love being referred to as Ana’s husband. I feel more
relaxed because now I have legal rights which allow me to be
involved in her life. I can take care of her, provide for her, make
her happy, make her dreams come true. Cherish is the word I like
best. I will cherish my adored wife.

Once we’re on board my jet, it’s
finally time for Ana to discover where we are going for our
honeymoon. The thrilled look on my wife’s face when I tell her our
first destination is London is worth all the meticulous planning
our trip has involved. The sheer excitement that bubbles out of her
when I tell her we are also going to Paris and then on to the South
of France makes me feel so happy that this trip to Europe is making
some of her dreams come true. This is what I want to spend my life
doing now. Making Ana happy and making her dreams come true in ways
she hasn’t even imagined yet. I want us to start by sharing as many
firsts as possible on our honeymoon.

After having to be sociable with all
the people at our wedding, I’m more than happy to finally have Ana
all to myself, as we sit and enjoy a meal together once we’ve taken
off. We toast to our future with a glass of our favorite Bollinger
pink champagne, which is something I introduced her to. There are
so many other things I can introduce her to that I know she is
going to love while we are in Europe, and I can't wait.

I'm so glad I insisted she didn’t
change out of her gorgeous wedding dress so that I could appreciate
it for as long as possible, but once we finish our meal, I can't
wait to get her out of it.

So I lead her to the bedroom that Ana
didn’t even realize my jet had. It’s small and intimate, perfect
for our first lovemaking as husband and wife.

“I thought we’d spend our
wedding night at thirty five thousand feet. It’s something I've
never done before,” I explain.

Ana gapes at me in
disbelief when she realizes my intentions. But I can see she’s
excited at the thought of what I have in
mind. That’s my girl.

I loved seeing all that glorious
chestnut brown hair of hers gracefully pinned up to expose her
shoulders and neck for our wedding, but now I enjoy unpinning each
lock of hair, because I really love seeing it cascading down her
back.

“You have such beautiful
hair, Ana,” I whisper as I run my fingers through it.

Then it is finally time to remove her
wedding gown, but I don’t want to rush things. We have all the time
in the world. So I slowly finger the gorgeous lace that sits across
her shoulders, before undoing each of the tiny pearl buttons down
the back of her dress. The fine silk of her dress feels exquisite
as I peel it away to let it pool in a cloud at her feet. I’ve been
wondering all day what I would discover underneath, and what I find
is even better than I imagined.

Ana’s wearing a pale blush pink
corset, with garter straps, white silk stockings and lacy panties
and her Jimmy Choo wedding shoes.

I just stand and stare at
this vision of sexy loveliness that is for my eyes
only. You are one lucky son of a
bitch, Grey.

“You like?” Ana asks shyly.
Do I like? Is she fucking kidding me? Does she have no idea how
amazing she looks?

“More than like, baby. You
look sensational,” I say, as I help her step out of her
dress.

I get her to twirl round for me so I
can see her from all angles. Without question, she has the most
perfect and sexiest ass on the planet, and seeing it barely covered
in tiny scraps of pink lace and silk makes me want to take her
right now, this second, but I restrain myself, even as I gaze at
her lovely legs in the silk stockings and high heels. I want this
to be a long, lingering love making to celebrate the fact that we
are husband and wife.

We slowly undress each
other, savoring the removal of each layer. Ana smiles as she undoes
my silver gray tie, knowing what memories it holds. As I shrug off
my shirt, I carefully remove my new cufflinks and put them in the
pocket of my pants, not wanting to risk losing my precious wedding
present from Ana.

She takes my hand and tenderly kisses
my wedding ring, showing how she loves me wearing the sign of our
marriage just as much as I do. I love that she is possessive of me.
I’ve never worn any kind of ring before, so it feels odd, but in a
great way. I love that we have matching rings, and I'm proud that
it proclaims to the world that I am Ana’s husband. I'm no longer
available. I only want Anastasia.

We end up on the bed, and I flip her
onto her front so I can unhook her beautiful corset. I love it, but
I want her naked, and I want me naked too.

I want the first fuck of our married
life to be sensational. I want her to have a mind blowing orgasm.
 I know the best way to set Ana up for this, so I push her
legs apart to start kissing my way up her legs, teasing her until I
reach my goal.

She moans because she knows what I'm
about to do to her.

Cunnilingus.

“Ah, wife of mine,” I
murmur as I smell the muskiness of her arousal. Then I start
licking and kissing and sucking her sweetness, holding her still
when she starts to buck off the bed, as I skillfully use my tongue
on her clitoris in the way I know drives her crazy with need. I
love doing this to her, I love being able to give her such
pleasure. So I take her right to the edge, but then stop just
before she climaxes, much to her obvious frustration as she groans
loudly.

“So impatient, Mrs. Grey.
We have until we touch down on the Emerald Isle,” I remind her, as
I start kissing and sucking her pretty nipples next, knowing how
responsive she is to this form of stimulation. I love that I know
her so intimately, and I love that no one else knows these things
about her.

“Husband, I want you.
Please.”

Oh, I want her too, and
seeing as she’s begged so nicely, I comply with her wishes, as I
move up to look at her beautiful face. The face of my beloved.

“Mrs. Grey…wife. We aim to
please. I love you,” I whisper, as she runs her hands down my back
and then grabs my backside to encourage me. I love it when she does
that. It shows how much she wants what I'm about to give
her.

“I love you, too,” she
whispers back.

“Eyes
open. I want to see you.” You’re my wife, and my lover. I want you to look at
me.

I position my cock at her wet, slick
entrance, then slowly slide in, feeling her luscious heat
enveloping me in her special heaven that only I have ever
experienced, and only I ever will.

“Christian…ah…” she moans with
pleasure.

I love how we fit together so
perfectly. My cock fills her completely. Her tight silken walls
surround me completely. There is no better sensation in the world
than the feeling of my cock sliding in and out of my wife, over and
over, faster and harder, pushing us to climb higher, before flying
over the edge to find our release together.

We spend most of the flight sleeping
and love making in turns. Every shade of wedding vanilla. Me on
top. Her on top. From behind. She’s insatiable. I'm
insatiable.  It’s the best possible start to a honeymoon that
a man could wish for.

 


~~~

 


England

London. I remember first coming
here with my parents as part of a trip to take in some of the great
sights of Europe. We always had some kind of overseas trip in the
summer recess, as they’ve always strongly believed that travel
broadens the mind. I don’t think I really appreciated it at the
time, as I found constantly being with my parents and siblings for
several weeks at a stretch pretty stressful. Subsequently, I've
been in London on business a few times, but I’ve never had time to
take in the sights.

I've drawn up an itinerary for our
honeymoon to take in the sights that I think Ana will appreciate
the most, and I've also tried to include some of the lesser known
and maybe quieter spots that I think she would like.

Wherever we go we will have
a close protection team escorting us, which Ana hates. She’s torn
between ignoring them as I instruct her, or giving in to her
naturally friendly nature and chatting to them, which I strongly
discourage. They need to concentrate on their job and not let
themselves be distracted by my beautiful wife. At least I'm less
well known outside of Seattle, so hopefully the paparazzi will be
less likely to bother us while we are away.

Taylor is escorting us for the whole
trip, but after lengthy discussions with Welch, the decision was
taken to employ local operatives in each overseas location, because
they will have vital local knowledge that would be lacking if we
brought our own team in with us.

I’ve insisted that all the
temporary operatives we employ must be ex-military with all the
necessary accreditation. So here in London, we have John Andrews,
who is ex SAS, and Bruce Farrell, who is ex SBS.  Then in
France, we will have two ex BFST operatives – Philippe
and Gaston Cloutier. Apparently they are identical twins, so that
will be another first. They all come highly recommended by contacts
of Taylor and Welch, as I believe there are links and contacts
between all the different Special Forces – a kind of a secret
brotherhood.

I have also taken the opportunity to
set up some business meetings in London, which will give Ana the
chance for some down time to get over the inevitable jet lag. I
don’t need as much sleep as much as her, so it won’t affect me as
badly as I anticipate it will her.

We’re staying at Brown’s Hotel in
Piccadilly, right in the heart of London, and at breakfast on our
first morning, I present Ana with my wedding gift to her. It’s a
platinum Omega watch to match mine. It has a very special personal
inscription.

Anastasia

You are my more

My love, My life

Christian

 


I want her to see those
words every day as she puts her watch on, and have them next to her
always as a reminder that she is everything to
me. Everything.

 “Christian! It’s
beautiful, and the inscription…it’s so romantic,” she whispers as
she smiles shyly at me.

“Put it on,” I order,
pleased at her reaction. I'm really working hard on bringing my
romantic ‘hearts and flowers’ side up to speed, because I love
seeing Ana’s face light up when I get it right. And I love giving
her presents, of course. My wife will have the best of everything,
with no further talk of her rejecting gifts from me. I can buy her
whatever I fucking well like now.

We spend the first couple of days in
London sightseeing. I’ve planned that we will take in a lot of
sightseeing in the first two weeks of our trip which will be quite
tiring, but then we can have a more relaxing time on the yacht I’ve
hired in the South of France for the final week of our
honeymoon.

 Of
course I will be remaining in touch with my office the whole time,
because I know I'll be unable to fully relax if I can’t keep my
finger on the pulse of all my business
affairs. Control
freak. It’s just the way I
am because I love what I do, but I’ll make sure it doesn’t
impinge on our time excessively.

We have a picnic at Kew
Gardens on a lovely sunny day.

And I take my little bookworm for a
private viewing of the Charles Dickens Museum, at his only
surviving London address in Bloomsbury. She is fascinated to see
original manuscripts and the actual desk where he sat.

We go to the National Gallery to view
the classic art, and then as a complete contrast we visit the Tate
Modern to take in the Damien Hirst exhibition, both agreeing that
we like his ‘Anatomy of an Angel’ sculptures.

However, neither of us is
keen on his work made up of flies stuck onto a canvas, although it
shows a truly original train of thought which I admire.  I am,
however, fascinated by his work ‘For the Love of God’ - a human
skull encrusted with 8,601 diamonds that sold for a reputed fifty
million pounds sterling. Ana throws me a suspicious look when she
sees my interest, but I’m not in the market for acquiring this type
of art – not on this trip anyway. 

It’s fun wandering through art
galleries together and discussing what we like, and what we don’t.
It’s fun just spending time together.

We have a meal at the Clos
Maggiore restaurant in Covent Garden, reputed to be the most
romantic restaurant in London.  It is certainly very cozy –
I’m finding it hard to get used to how small everywhere seems
compared to back home, but Ana loves it. 

After our meal, we head over to see
‘Tosca’ at the Royal Opera House. I love watching Ana’s entranced
face as she hasn’t been to the opera before.

“I feel like I'm the Julia
Roberts character in ‘Pretty Woman’” Ana confides, with a big goofy
grin.

“Yeah, but she was a
hooker. You, on the other hand, are my sweet, innocent wife,” I
point out.

“Not so sweet and innocent
since I met you, hmm? Especially after last night, Mr. Grey,” she
smirks at me.

“Fair point, well made as
ever, Mrs. Grey,” I grin back at her.

My wife excelled herself to prove she
is fast becoming an expert with her fellatio skills. Of course she
has had a Master instructing her, but she certainly has a lot of
natural ability.

~~~

 


After a couple of very busy
days, I think Ana is quite happy to have a quiet day, so she can
just relax and chill while I go off to my business meetings.
However, I need to make sure she is going to stay in the hotel
while I am out. I don’t want her wondering around London without
me, even with security in tow. I need to know exactly where she is
at all times, and that she is in a secure place - I can't relax and
concentrate on my work otherwise. But given half the chance, I know
Ana would love to sneak off, with complete disregard for her
personal safety, especially after what she said to me
yesterday.

“Christian, do we have to
have security with us all the time? Over here, no one knows who we
are, so couldn’t we just go out by ourselves? I think all the body
guards just draw more attention to us and make us more of a target.
And I’d love to just sit on a London bus like a normal person, or
travel on the tube instead of in a big car with all the bodyguards.
Please? It would be so much more fun if it was just us.”

“No, Ana. Security is
essential at all times. No argument on this,” I
insisted.

There is no way I’m taking any
chances, not since it was confirmed that Charlie Tango was
sabotaged. Becoming my wife has put Ana at high risk, so it is my
absolute priority to ensure her safety at all times.

Luckily I think she is so tired after
our busy schedule that she will not be tempted to try and disobey
me while I'm out today, but her security detail, one of the Brits,
has been left in little doubt that under no circumstances is my
wife to be allowed out on her own. He has positioned himself
directly outside our hotel suite to ensure there will be no
sneaking off by her on his watch.

 


~~~

 


It’s late when I get back from my
business meetings. It’s been a very busy and hectic day, but I’m
pleased with what I’ve achieved – I had as much as possible
scheduled in for today so that only one day of our honeymoon would
be taken up.

Ana’s already in bed, so I quickly
undress and slide in next to her. I run my hand under the satin
night dress she’s wearing, preparing to put her in the mood for
some love making after being away from her all day, because I can't
get enough of my gorgeous wife. But as my hand reaches the top of
her legs, there’s something missing. There are no soft curls for me
to run my fingers through.

“What the hell have you
done?” I exclaim as I reach to put the bedside light on.

Ana turns to look at me, blushing
deeply as she tries to pull her nightdress down, but I won’t let
her. I want to see what’s going on.

 “Ana!” I quickly
discover that she is denuded. No question - there is a distinct
lack of pubic hair.

“I – err…shaved,” she
explains bashfully.

Why is she so embarrassed about this?
I fucking love what she’s done, all of her own accord.

“I can see that.
Why?”

Wow. She looks amazing. And hot.
Amazingly hot. I can't stop grinning at how great she looks,
because now there’s no camouflage to prevent me seeing every little
detail of her sweet pussy.

But Ana seems mortified as she covers
her face with her hands. Does she think I’m laughing at her? I need
to reassure her, so I mustn't laugh, although I'm finding it hard
because I'm so pleased.

“Hey. Don’t hide. Tell me.
Why?”

“Stop laughing at
me.”

“I’m not laughing at you.
I'm sorry. I'm…delighted,” I try and explain.

“Oh…”

“Tell me. Why?”

“This morning after you
left for your meeting, I took a shower and was remembering all your
rules.”

So Ana is still worrying
about all that shit.

“And I was ticking them off
one by one and how I felt about them, and I remembered the beauty
salon, and I thought…this is what you’d like. I wasn’t brave enough
to get a wax,” she whispers.

Ana is trying so hard, thinking of
extra ways to please me, when she is already everything I could
possibly want and need. But this means a lot, as I know she has
done it because she loves me, not because she is mindlessly
following a set of rules.

“Oh, Ana. You beguile me,”
I whisper, as I tenderly kiss her. What she’s done for me is so
fucking sexy that I have to take a closer look.

“I think I should do a
thorough inspection of your handiwork, Mrs. Grey.”

“What?” No,” she protests,
as she tries to cover her modesty.

“Oh, no you don’t,
Anastasia.”

I grasp her hands and pry them away,
then move between her legs and pin her hands by her
side.

To see her finally without
hair is such an incredibly erotic sight. Although I always insisted
my subs came fully waxed and hairless, when I first saw Ana I found
I rather liked her little triangle of brown curls, because it
showed she was different – a symbol of her innocence in a
way.  And I’ve not raised the subject of waxing again for fear
of resurrecting her insecurities when I know already she worries
she can't do everything my subs used to. But now I can't hide the
fact that I fucking love seeing her intimate flesh naked, and I can
show her how much extra pleasure she will experience with such a
highly sensitive area exposed in this way for the first
time.

“Well, what have we here?”
I tease, as I kiss her bare skin and then scrape my bristly chin
across.

“Ah!” she squeals, because
it is so sensitive.

But as I look closely, I can see she’s
missed a little bit right underneath. I guess it must be really
hard for her to shave accurately among all her delicate
folds.

“I think you missed a bit,”
I state, as I perform a thorough inspection of my wife’s most
intimate area.

“Oh…Damn,” she
mutters.

“I have an
idea.”

Now she’s initiated this, I want to
see her totally smooth and hairless. I don’t want anything to spoil
her perfection.  So I head to the bathroom, and return with my
shaving gear, along with a towel for her to rest on while I
complete this personal grooming task for her.

But Ana is horrified when she realizes
my intention.

“No.
No. No.”

“Mrs. Grey, if a job’s
worth doing, it’s worth doing well. Lift your hips.”

“Christian! You are not
shaving me.”

“Why ever not?”

“Because…it’s just
too…”

“Intimate? Ana, I crave
intimacy with you – you know that. Besides, after some of the
things we’ve done, don’t get all squeamish with me now. And I know
this part of your body better than you do.”

Baby, I’ve touched and
kissed and rubbed and fingered and licked and sucked and fucked
virtually every part of your body in some way. I love every bit of
you. It all belongs to me. I'm only taking care of what is mine by
completing your intimate grooming for you.

“It’s just wrong!” she
whines.

“This
isn’t wrong – this is hot.” Why the fuck didn’t I think of this before?

“This turns you
on?”

“Can’t you tell?” I glance
down at my rock solid erection to prove the point. “I want to shave
you.”

Resigned to her fate, Ana lies back on
the bed, throwing her arm over her face to hide
her embarrassment.

“If it
makes you happy, Christian, go ahead. You are so kinky,” she sighs,
as she lifts her hips for me to put the towel under
her. Kinky? Me? Of
course.

Now I have her permission
to get to work, I sit between her legs on the bed.

“I’d really like to tie you
up right now,” I murmur, thinking how fantastic that would
be.

For practical reasons, I
don’t want her to wriggle or move while I'm using my razor on such
a delicate area, but there’s no doubt that tying her up would raise
this whole experience to another erotic level for me. However, I
mustn’t push my luck, knowing how hard Ana is already finding this.
Perhaps next time, if I'm lucky and she’s more relaxed about the
whole thing, she’ll let me restrain her while I shave her. Perhaps
it’s something we could try in my
playroom. Our playroom. What’s
mine is hers.

So I’m very gentle and ultra careful
not to cause her any discomfort, as I lather her up and then run
the razor over her sensitive folds. I really love doing this,
especially as it’s another first for both of us.

And once I've completed the task to my
satisfaction, of course I have to spend a considerable amount of
time testing out this new version of one of my favorite parts of my
wife’s anatomy.

 


~~~

 


France

Paris. More sightseeing. The
Palace of Versailles, with its Hall of Mirrors. The Louvre, with
the Venus de Milo. The Eiffel Tower. Cruising along the River Seine
in our own private Bateaux Mouche. Dinner in an exclusive
restaurant on the Avenue des Champs-Elysees. Then we move on
again

The Côte
d'Azur, on
board the Fair Lady, our own private motor yacht.

Everything has been going
so well, it’s pretty much been a perfect honeymoon. That is until I
lose my temper with Ana – big time. And now, the next day, I'm not
sure how to deal with the aftermath of the punishment I gave her,
and I'm feeling so confused.

While we were sunbathing
after swimming together yesterday, she asked how I felt about her
going topless, like the other women on the beach. I told her in no
uncertain terms that I’d be displeased, and I made it crystal clear
that it’s not an option for my wife to show off her breasts to
anyone but me, so she most certainly should not display them in
public. For my eyes
only. I wasn’t very happy about her
displaying so much of her body in just a tiny bikini, but as I’d
bought it for her, and she was lying right next to me, I just about
managed to tolerate it.

So I could not believe my
eyes when I returned from swimming in the sea to find she was lying
there, fucking
topless, her wonderful breasts out in full
view of everyone, including Taylor and the rest of the security
detail, as well as any paparazzi that were no doubt hanging around,
ready to send juicy pictures like this around the whole fucking
world.

What the fuck?

I was furious with her for blatantly
going against my wishes. Ana tried to make some feeble excuse about
turning over in her sleep, but I don’t care how it happened - it
shouldn’t have been possible.  I warned her not to challenge
me, so what did she expect? I am furious that other men, including
my fucking employees for Christ's sake, were able to feast their
eyes on my very private personal property.

I’m already very aware that
our French security detail, the Gallic twins Philippe and Gaston,
appreciate my wife’s attributes. They seem unaware that I speak
fluent French, and have overheard mutterings between them that
obviously they think I won’t understand.

“Le patron a une sacrée chance."

Yes, I know I am a lucky
bastard.

“Putain, je pense que le
patron nous tuerait si quelque chose arrivait à sa
femme.”

At least they got that right. I would
fucking kill them if they let anyone get close enough to hurt
Ana.

I hated the thought that they, and
Taylor and all the other men on the beach were getting to see my
wife practically naked. I know what they were all thinking as they
ogled the free show. They were all imagining fondling those
gorgeous pert breasts and then fucking her. It made me almost
uncontrollably wild as these thoughts went through my
mind.

I tried to stay calm as we returned to
the boat, but I knew I had to make my point by punishing her in
some way. Anastasia had really overstepped the mark this time. Her
behavior was totally unacceptable.  She had blatantly
disobeyed my express wishes.

I spent some time considering the
matter as I rode the Jet Ski back to the boat with Ana holding on
tightly behind me. It was exhilarating, so I didn’t head straight
back, but took some of my anger out by riding round on it for a
while.  By the time we reached the boat, I was calmer, because
I had come up with a plan to punish her and vent my frustration
over her disobedience, glad that I’d thought to pack my favorite
handcuffs.  

I set my plan in motion. First I made
sure Ana had a long drink. Then I told her not to pee, knowing that
a full bladder helps to intensify an orgasm.  I made sure she
had a safe word. Where the fuck she came up with the word popsicle
I have no idea, but as long as it was something she could remember,
it would do. I braided her hair in preparation, just as I always
have when dealing out a punishment of any sort. I guess it’s part
of the ritual for me.

And I can't deny that I was really
turned on by the thought of punishing her. Punishing her with
pleasure though. I planned to deal her an incredibly intense orgasm
that she would have no control over whatsoever. I would be in
control to torture her and drive her mad with all the extreme
sensations, just as she had driven me mad with rage.

I used two pairs of handcuffs to
restrain her wrists to her ankles, thereby ensuring she couldn’t
move at all. And I knew that if she struggled, the harsh metal of
the cuffs would bite spitefully into her skin. And I also knew that
with what I had planned, she would be unable to stop herself
pulling against them, especially as I blindfolded her to increase
the intensity as well. But knowing all this didn’t stop me from
using the cruel metal handcuffs.

Then I went ahead and
fucked her extremely hard and very deeply until she screamed out as
she came. I think she probably experienced her most intense orgasm
to date, she virtually passed out afterwards and needed to sleep
for a while to recover.

I didn’t originally plan
to give her hickeys, but as I looked at her breasts while I fucked
her, I felt an uncontrollable urge to mark her in some
way. Mark her as
mine. So I did, very thoroughly and very
effectively.

When I looked at my
handiwork afterwards, I thought maybe I had gone a little
overboard, but it was too late, the damage was done. Ana was well
and truly marked, and at least there was no way she would be
exposing her breasts again to anyone but me, her husband, for the
rest of our honeymoon.

I waited somewhat nervously for Ana's
reaction when she woke up and headed to the bathroom, knowing she
would see herself in the mirror, but even so I was taken aback at
just how furious she was, as she impressively threw a hairbrush
very accurately right at me, and then stormed off up onto
the deck. 

At least she couldn’t get too far away
from me, but I wasn’t sure how to deal with Ana like this, and we
ended up rowing – again. But eventually we managed to talk things
through, and I think it helped us to understand each other a little
better, although I think we both realize we still have so much to
learn about each other. We ended up having great make up sex
anyway, so every cloud….

But what is really freaking me out
today is how I feel about the nasty red wheals the handcuffs have
left on her wrists and ankles. Remorse sweeps through me. I've
inflicted this damage on her. Me, her husband. I’ve hurt my wife,
when I vowed to protect and cherish and look after her.

At the time I was so sure she deserved
to be punished, that it was necessary, but now I feel upset and
guilty, and I'm struggling to balance my conflicting feelings.
Perhaps there is some truth in what Elena has always told me – I’m
a sadist and I can't ignore my need to punish, so Ana is suffering
as a result, despite how much I love her. As I think about
everything from my past, I know I'm still many shades of fucked up,
especially when Ana tries to get me to talk about my birth mother
as well. So many contradictory thoughts and feelings. I don’t know
how to sort it all out and I'm confused.

As we stroll through the little
cobbled streets of Saint-Paul-De-Vence, browsing in art galleries
and buying a couple of paintings for our new home, I try to ignore
the disquiet I feel every time I catch sight of the damage I
inflicted on her, but I can't.

 I
end up buying Ana a pretty cuff bracelet that’s wide enough to
cover up the mark on the wrist that’s not covered by her watch. I
know it can't make up for hurting her, but at least it stops me
from seeing my handiwork. Out
of sight out of mind? It doesn't work like that, as you well know,
Grey. You have inflicted damage on your most precious possession.
The woman that you love more than anything, more than life itself.
What kind of a depraved man does that make you? A pretty sick one.
So much for cherishing your beloved wife.

I didn’t expect to feel
like this when I planned her punishment yesterday. Guilty.
Remorseful. I don’t want to feel like this ever again. So I know I
could never cane or whip Ana, even if it was what she wanted and
begged me to do it. This has been a harsh but important lesson for
me. The Master of handing out punishments, doesn’t enjoy seeing
evidence of his handiwork on his beloved wife, even though she
keeps saying that she’s fine, and that she enjoyed the rough sex.
I’ll have to talk all this through with Flynn as soon as we get
back, to try and get it straight in my head. He always manages to
lay things out for me, and set me in the right direction again. I'm
just so scared of doing something that will push Anastasia away
from me, because I know I couldn’t handle that. I have to make sure
that never happens.

But all that is suddenly pushed to the
back of my mind when I get a call on my cell as we are driving back
to the yacht.

It’s Barney. There’s been a fire in
the server room at Grey House. Suspected arson.

Our honeymoon has to be put on hold
while I get to the bottom of what the fuck has happened back in
Seattle.


Chapter 56 - The Dirty,
Dirty Couple




The day after we get back
from our honeymoon, we’re invited over for a welcome home barbecue
at my parents’ place. Mom loves having the whole family around her,
so naturally she’s happy to have an excuse to gather us all
together. I notice with interest that Kate’s brother Ethan has also
been included, much to Mia’s obvious delight. Apparently he’s got
into the psych program at Seattle, which means he’s going to be
sticking around rather than going off travelling overseas again.
For him to have been included in our family gathering today, I’m
guessing my parents approve of him. Of course he comes from the
same ‘respectable’ family as Kate, so that no doubt reassures my
dad.

Everyone wants to hear all
about our trip, especially as my parents went to some of the same
places on their honeymoon, and Mom even starts dropping hints to
Dad about how much she’d love a second honeymoon in Paris and the
South of France. From the look that passes over Elliot’s face, I
guess he doesn't want to think about our parents getting all
smoochy and romantic together any more than I do, so he changes the
subject.

“How’s married life then,
little bro? Is Ana getting used to your snoring and your smelly
feet?” Elliot teases me.

“She seems to be tolerating
all of my faults well enough,” I reply, refusing to rise to his
bait, as I play with the rings on Ana’s wedding finger to help keep
me calm.

“Now that you’re back, we
can make a start with your new house. If you can get the plans
finalized with Gia, I have a window September through to
mid-November when I can get the whole crew on it,” Elliot
suggests.

He might goof around like
a big dick at times, but when it comes to building projects, my
brother is the undoubted expert and knows what he’s doing, which is
why Grey Construction is a very successful company. Just as I’ve
ensured with my company, he has a great team working for him, and
that’s a large part of his success. My brother is now a wealthy man
in his own right, although not quite in the same league as
me. There aren’t many who
are.

I know he is doing me a favor and must
be putting off other lucrative contracts to be able to offer to
start work on our house so soon, so I feel obliged to make
finalizing our plans a priority. And in any case, I’m really
looking forward to Ana and I having our own home together, one that
she has had a large input into. I want her to be happy in our
forever house. I just want to make her happy, period.

“Gia is due to come over to
discuss the plans tomorrow evening. I hope we can finalize
everything then,” I tell Elliot, but Ana looks somewhat surprised
when I turn to her for confirmation. Did I not run this by her?
 I never waste time; I'm always decisive regarding all the
deals I have in progress, so it’s still a new concept for me to
have to remember to include Ana in this process. But it’s a
courtesy I must remember in future, although I can't see why there
should be any problem with her fitting into my arrangements, as I
expect my wife to be able to do.

But she’s in a funny mood today, so
she only picks at her food and seems distant. At least she ate well
on our honeymoon and has definitely put back at least some of the
weight she lost when she left me. But I don’t like seeing her moody
like this, and I even whisper to her about taking her out to the
boathouse and spanking her out of her bad mood, which gets her
attention. I’m putting it down to jet lag. At least I hope that’s
what it is and not that she’s worried about this arson incident at
Grey House. I’m still fucking mad that it interrupted our
honeymoon, and necessitated me having to spend time away from my
new wife, so I’ve tried my best to shield her from all the details
about it. She shouldn’t be concerned; it’s not her problem to deal
with, it’s mine. I only finally conceded to her that it was
definitely arson when she quoted her marriage vows at me to get me
to open up to her. Part of me still thinks it would have been
better if she didn’t know. Ignorance is bliss. The only upside is
that she perhaps better comprehends the need for extra security
now.

Welch has been left in little doubt
that I'm furious that someone managed to gain access to the server
room at Grey House – the very heart of my empire. For Christ’s
sake, even though we’re meant to be on high alert, somehow this
fucker managed to bypass all our supposedly foolproof security to
start a fire. It was only a small fire, and thank fuck the Argon
fire suppression system had been installed, because it prevented
any major damage that would have been caused by any other form of
fire control, so at least we suffered virtually no down time due to
the incident. But what next? First Charlie Tango, then this. My
major worry is that Ana is such a vulnerable target. I cannot bear
to think of her being hurt in any way. I cannot let it
happen.

So security has already
been stepped up another notch, as we have now taken Ryan as well as
Sawyer under contract. Ryan is ex FBI rather than military, so he
brings another set of valuable skills and contacts to our security
team. Extra vehicles have been ordered as well, but they will take
a while to arrive, due to all the advanced security features that
have to be installed. Taylor flew home from Europe ahead of us to
finalize the details, before spending some quality time with his
daughter, having been away from her for the best part of three
weeks. At least with the extra security personnel, he should be
freed up to spend more time with his daughter, although I can't
deny I always feel happier when he’s around. But the man can't be
expected to operate 24/7; it’s just not humanly
possible.

I think Taylor wondered if
he still had a job, after I bawled him out when he let Ana go out
on the Jet Ski by herself when she wanted to go shopping in
Saint-Paul-De-Vence. But however furious I was, I quickly worked
out that it wasn’t really his fault, because my defiant wife had
hoodwinked him into thinking I’d okayed it.  I nearly had a
heart attack when I saw her out there, but as she waved to me I
could see she was really having fun, so afterwards when she begged
me not to be mad at her, I tried my best to keep calm.

As worried as I am about her safety,
the last thing I want to do is crush her adventurous free spirit,
because it’s one of the things I love about her. It’s also typical
of Ana that while I bought her a diamond cuff bracelet that cost an
obscene amount of money, she chose for herself a little silver
anklet that must have cost just a few Euros. I made no comment,
because I love that she is still not materialistic, and it did look
very cute and sexy on her, as well as helping to disguise the
horrid red welt that I’d inflicted on her that keeps playing on my
conscience.

Anyhow, I let Ana drive us both on the
jet ski on our last day, and although she messed up and ended up
getting us both thrown off and into the water, no harm was done,
and she said she still had fun. 

No doubt I will be a total
nervous wreck worrying about her when we eventually go skiing in
Aspen, but I also know that she will love it as much as I do, and
so I want her to learn to ski. More
contradictory feelings for me to cope with.

There’s no question I’m finding it
hard to balance my fervent desire to keep Ana safe, while wanting
to indulge her every wish and let her have fun. I’m very glad I
have a session with Flynn booked in for tomorrow to talk through
all these issues I’ve been having. It was so sweet of Ana to be
concerned for my welfare when she asked how long I’d gone without
seeing Flynn before. I’m glad she gets how important he is for me,
because I’m thinking it will also be a good idea for Ana to have
some sessions with him to talk through some of her own
issues.

While we were away, she bought me a
camera to take pictures of her – I think she meant erotic pictures
along the lines of the ones she found of my subs – the insurance
pictures. Maybe it was also my interest in the naked female
Florence D’elle pictures we saw in one of the galleries that
prompted her to get me a camera. I tried to tell her that there is
nothing wrong in appreciating the beauty of the female form, and as
hers is the most beautiful form I’ve ever seen, she need have no
worries.

So while I’m trying to leave my past
behind because I know I used to objectify women, Ana still seems to
be worrying about not being enough for me, trying to do something
for me that my subs did. I wasn’t really sure if that was what her
gift of the camera was about, so I just messed around and posed for
her with my best Blue Steel pout.

 Later on I used my
gift from her to take lots of pictures of my darling wife, mostly
while she was sleeping, because I love seeing her so natural and
unguarded. I'm looking forward to reviewing those pictures, as well
as all our other wedding and honeymoon photos.

I also like to hear what Ana says when
she talks in her sleep, as it’s like having a private connection to
her innermost thoughts. So I know she is worried about all the shit
that’s gone down, however much she tries to make out she isn’t.
That’s why I have to make sure she is safe at all times. This is my
duty as her husband. I have to try and stop her fretting and
worrying.

Luckily we’ve just about finished
eating when it suddenly starts to rain, so we all beat a hasty
retreat indoors. It means my dad takes off his ridiculous chef’s
hat and James Bond ‘Licensed to Grill’ apron, but at least seeing
him like that seemed to amuse Ana and make her smile.

I know Ana’s still not totally at ease
with my dad due to the whole prenup debacle, which I think he
regrets, but it was all of his own doing. He should have just
thought about keeping his mouth shut about it in front of her,
instead of acting the big lawyer to score points over me following
the whole Elena affair disclosure.

Neither my mom nor Ana has any idea
that Elena attempted to send a wedding gift and card. She sent it
directly to me at my office, no doubt in an attempt to bypass Ana,
but I immediately returned it unopened once I realized who it was
from when I saw her distinctive handwriting on the envelope. I
can’t believe that she honestly thought it was appropriate or that
I could possibly accept it. I know Ana would have gone totally
apeshit if I had shown her, and there is no way I would ever want
to upset her like that. I only want to make her happy.

I love seeing her smile. I
loved watching her laugh uncontrollably as I tickled her when we
were away, because she looked so happy and carefree just as she
does in José’s pictures, and just so breathtakingly beautiful. It
was a shame I couldn’t let her reciprocate, but that’s a step too
far for me – I’ve never been tickled in my life. At least these
days I can let Ana touch me, in fact I crave her touch, so that is
huge progress.  I can even let my mom hug me, which I think
she’s quite pleased about. Makes me seem more like her other
children, I guess. I wouldn’t go that
far, Grey.

I’ve missed being able to
play my piano while we’ve been away on our honeymoon, so now I feel
myself drawn to Mom’s piano. As I start to play, it brings back
happy memories. Music is very important to me, it helps to soothe
my soul, and I've always been very grateful that my mom introduced
it into my life at a very young age. It’s very pleasing for me to
see the close bond that’s forming between my mom and Ana, as they
sit happily chatting together.

While I play, I’m thinking
about my wonderful girl and I find myself gently crooning the words
of a favorite track of mine by The Calling.

 


‘I'll go wherever you will
go,

Way up high or down
low,

I'll go wherever you will
go’.

 


 I suddenly realize that everyone has gone silent, and is
staring at me for some reason, so I stop.

"Go on. I've never heard you sing,
Christian. Ever,” Mom whispers quietly as she stares at
me.

I remember her singing to
me all the time when I was a little boy, and trying to get me to
join in. And I always used to, in my head anyway. But now the
moment has passed, and I can't sing anymore, so I close the piano,
then wander over to the French windows to look out, as Mom
disappears off to make some tea, clutching a tissue to her eye for
some reason.

Ana comes over to join me,
and I shrug off her questions about my singing, not really getting
what the big deal about it is with everyone. So then I ask if she’s
ready to go. I’ve had enough of company. I want to have my wife all
to myself, especially when she whispers in my ear asking if I'm
going to spank her. Hell,
yes. I’m happy to play if she is, but
I will not be hurting her in any real way. That lesson has been
reinforced to me only too clearly by our recent honeymoon handcuff
punishment fuck. I’ve learnt that it hurts me afterwards far more than it
does her, when I have to look at the ugly marks I’ve inflicted on my
beloved wife, purely to indulge my sadistic nature.

~~~

 


In a moment of impulsive madness, I
offer to let Ana drive the R8 home, because on the way over today
she asked if I would ever let her, and I want to prove to her that
I really mean it when I tell her that what’s mine is
hers.

“Here,” I say as I throw
her the keys. “Don’t bend it or I will be fucking
pissed.”

 I’ll be upset if she
damages it in any way, but it can be fixed. Or I’ll just buy
another one. It’s a straightforward drive back anyhow.

Her face is an absolute
picture as she beams back at me. To say that Ana is excited about
driving the R8 is an understatement. Shit. She practically floors it as
she drives away, and I’m suddenly reminded how much I hate other
people driving unless I'm totally confident in their abilities, but
it’s too late now. Today, it’s me who has to suck it up.

Sawyer and Ryan seem half asleep, they
are so slow in following us as we leave. They should have known we
were ready to head back, right?

But as Ana settles down to
drive more responsibly, I'm not too concerned. That is, until I get
a call on my cell from Luke Sawyer.  

“Mr. Grey, can I ask if you
are driving?”

“No.”

“Mrs. Grey is
driving?”

“Yes. She is.”

“It might be nothing, sir,
but we’ve just run a check on the Dodge behind you, and it’s coming
up as an unsub.”

“I see,” I sigh as I rub my
forehead and try to think clearly. The last thing I want to do is
panic Ana while she’s driving, and there’s nowhere we can stop and
swap over while we are possibly being pursued. Sawyer and Ryan are
too far back to be able to come between us and the unsub
yet.

“The best option at this
time is just to keep driving, sir,” Sawyer advises, which is the
conclusion I’d just come to. “Is Mrs. Grey a competent enough
driver to be able to outrun the unsub if necessary?”

“I don’t know,” I reply.
But I realize there is no other option. I'm going to have to coax
her through this, and just hope to God she rises to this challenge,
in the same way as she has to every other that’s been thrown at her
so far.

“We’re fine. Keep going,” I
calmly try to smile at Ana when she looks at me curiously, as I
hold the phone away for a minute before I resume the
conversation.

“Mr. Grey, your car has the
advantage over the Dodge for speed and maneuverability, so my
recommendation is that as soon as you hit the 520, you instruct
Mrs. Grey to drive at high speed to put as much distance as
possible between yourselves and the unsub, while we concentrate on
getting between you and the pursuer to take him out of the
picture.”

“Okay, on the 520. As soon
as we hit it.”

“Remain in constant contact
to enable us to advise re the status of the unsub, and issue any
revised instructions.”

“Yes.”

“And once you reach
Seattle, instruct Mrs. Grey to head straight for Escala by the
quickest possible route, so we can immediately evacuate you both to
a known secure location.”

“I will.”

“What’s wrong, Christian?”
Ana asks, turning to me as I put the phone in the speaker cradle on
hands free.

“Just look where you’re
going, baby,” I say as calmly as I can. I have to try and make sure
she doesn’t lose her concentration when I tell her what she has to
do. I just fucking wish I was driving. I just fucking wish Sawyer
and Ryan had been doing their job properly so we hadn't ended up in
this situation.

“I don’t want you to panic,
but as soon as we’re on the 520 proper, I want you to step on the
gas. We’re being followed,” I quietly inform her.

She gasps, and her hands grip the
steering wheel tightly as her eyes immediately jump to the rear
view mirror.

“Keep your eyes on the
road, baby,” I order.

“How do we know we’re being
followed?” she asks nervously.

“The Dodge behind us has
false license plates.”

I see Ana squaring her shoulders and
taking a deep breath to calm herself, and it seems she’s drawing on
some inner strength from somewhere. Maybe Ray has given her some
lessons on tactical driving? I doubt it, as I think he would have
mentioned it to me before, when we were discussing Ana’s driving at
the graduation ceremony. But I'm sure as hell getting her trained
up at the earliest opportunity as soon as this is over, as had been
my intention all along once we returned from our honeymoon. Now I
wish I’d seen to it even sooner.

I hate not being in control with fuck
all I can do about it, except put my trust in Ana’s dubious driving
skills. But as always she surprises me. As we head towards Seattle
and she follows my instructions, she surpasses herself to do very
well. But even as I praise her, I still have to clutch my hands
together tightly in my lap to keep my cool, as she weaves at speed
between the two lanes of traffic, but then has to brake sharply to
deal with a stupid fucking truck that decides to pull out in front
of us.

In response to a query from Ana,
Sawyer informs us they can't tell if it’s a man or woman driving
the Dodge because it’s a tinted car. This information is a
distraction that Ana could do without, because she starts
speculating on the possibility of the pursuer being Elena or Leila,
so I quickly take the phone out of the cradle to tell her to just
concentrate on her driving, before replacing it.

Next Ana worries about
being stopped by the cops for speeding. Like that’s our main
concern right now - in fact I’d welcome their intervention.
Speeding tickets can always be made to go away, as I know from my
own personal experience, although I don’t elaborate too much on
this to Ana when she asks if I've ever been stopped.

“Flash the headlights,” I
order when a stupid fucking Ford Mustang won’t get out of the
way.

“But that would make me an
asshole,” she protests.

“So be an asshole!” I snap.
I just want to get Ana out of danger and in a place of safety, so I
couldn’t give a fuck what some other stupid brain dead driver
thinks.

Ana’s done incredibly well
so far, but as we get off the 520, she suddenly panics as she can't
remember the way to Escala. She’s not that familiar with the route
because she hasn’t lived in Seattle all that long, plus she’s no
doubt worried because she knows the Dodge is still on our tail. So
I guide her in, instructing her to run the lights when they change
to yellow, knowing we’ll be a sitting target otherwise. Having no
idea of the intentions of the occupant of the Dodge, I really don’t
want to have to test out how well the R8’s bullet proof glass holds
up.

When Sawyer informs us that
the unsub is picking up speed down Stewart, rather than risk it
catching us up, I suddenly spot an opportunity for us to lose them,
and make a snap decision.

“Ana – quick – in here,” I
yell, pointing to a parking lot on the south side of Boren
Avenue.

Ana swerves in sharply,
making the tires squeal.  I see her panic as I point to a
space to park in.

“Just fucking do it,” I
yell again, knowing from Ray how bad her parking is reputed to be.
But again Ana rises to the occasion. She parks perfectly so now we
blend in inconspicuously.

“We’re hidden in the
parking lot between Stewart and Boren,” I inform Sawyer.

“Okay, sir. Stay where you
are; we’ll follow the unsub.” I can tell by his tone that he’s
pissed.

Protocol under these
circumstances is always that the Principal, i.e. me, follows the
instructions of the security detail unquestioningly to enable them
to do their job effectively. Sawyer knows that here in this parking
lot, we are totally helpless if we’re spotted, and they would not
be able to protect us as they are still too far behind. Sawyer
instructed me to head straight for Escala as it's the safest option
for us to be secured, and now I haven’t complied with his
instruction. But that’s only because they haven’t done their
fucking job properly by being too far behind us, and he knows it.
Rest assured, we will be having words later.

I can't deny I'm worried until Sawyer
reports that the unsub has gone straight past the parking lot we’re
hidden in, and I know my gamble has paid off.  We both sag in
relief. As always, my girl has done so well, and I congratulate
her.

“Does this mean you’ll stop
complaining about my driving?” she cheekily asks, which makes me
laugh out loud.

But now that we are safe,
Ana confesses that her legs have gone to Jello. She’s been running
on adrenaline to get her through the experience, but now she starts
shaking and shuddering as she goes into shock. And then my poor
baby bursts into tears, and I feel so upset and angry that she’s
been put through this terrifying experience, despite all my
attempts to keep her safe.

“No, baby, no. Please don’t
cry,” I whisper. I pull her onto my lap to comfort her, as I
gently kiss her. She curls her arms around me and sobs
into my neck as we sit together.

“The unsub has slowed
outside Escala. He’s casing the joint,” Sawyer reports via my
cell.

“Follow
him,” I order. How fucking
dare the bastard follow us to our home. I
want this piece of shit tracked down and dealt with.

Ana tries to subtly wipe her runny
nose on the back of her hand as she takes a deep shuddering
breath.

“Use my shirt,” I tell her,
because I really don’t care if I get her snot all over my shirt,
it’s just another of my wife’s bodily fluids.

“Sorry,” she mutters,
embarrassed.

“What for? Don’t be.” She
was really brave when it mattered, so she’s entitled to feel weepy
and emotional.

She wipes her nose again, and then I
tilt her chin up and kiss her gently on her mouth.

“Your lips are so soft when
you cry, my beautiful, brave girl,” I whisper.

“Kiss me again,” Ana
suddenly demands.

Can it really be that
she’s turned on?

“Kiss me,” she says again,
in her low, sexy, fuck-me-now voice. 

She is turned on, so I get an immediate hard-on.

I snatch the cell out of
the cradle and toss it onto the floor. We don’t need Sawyer and
Ryan listening in to this.

We kiss deeply, but she squirms on my
lap, which is really uncomfortable when you have an erection as
rock solid as mine.

“What?” she mutters, when I
break away.

“Ana,
we’re in a car lot in Seattle.” Fuck, I really wish we were back in the safety of
Escala.

“So?”

“Well, right now I want to
fuck you, and you’re shifting around on me…it’s uncomfortable,” I
explain.

“Fuck me then,” she says
huskily, as she kisses the corner of my mouth
enticingly.

“Here?”

This is madness. Total and utter
madness. And I fucking love it.

“Yes. I
want you. Now.” Ana demands. My naughty,
dirty, adventurous girl.

My mind quickly races through the
practicalities to figure out if this is even possible in the
R8. 

The car park seems
deserted. Could we? Should we? No question it’ll be a challenge,
but I fucking love rising to a challenge. And part of me has already risen, no doubt about
that.

“Mrs. Grey, how very
brazen. I’m so glad you're wearing a skirt,” I murmur, as my hand
wanders under her flared skirt. That’s the deciding factor for me.
If she’d been wearing skinny jeans, I would have had to regretfully
turn down her request to take her right here. But now my hand on
her thigh makes her squirm against my erection again, which is hell
for me.

“Keep still,” I
growl.

If we’re going to do this,
it’s going to have to be one hell of a fast fuck. I have to make
sure she’ll come real quick, so I slip my fingers into her panties
to work her up, only to discover she’s already soaking
wet.

“Oh. You’re so ready. Do
car chases turn you on?” I slide my fingers in and out of her wet
lusciousness.

“You turn me on,” she
breathes.

I check again there’s no
one around in the car park, knowing that the R8 is quite hard to
see into. Then I maneuver Ana into the position I think we can
manage to fuck in. I figure if I turn her to face the windshield,
with her legs either side of mine, I can quickly take her from
behind if she balances her hands on my knees and lifts her ass in
the air. I undo my zipper to release my aching cock, tug her
panties to one side, then wrap my arm around her body and up to her
neck so I can hold her steady. 

Then I thrust into
her. Fuck. That feels so good as she grinds herself down on me,
and I find I can fuck her hard and deep this
way. Another first for both of
us. I buck into her while she braces
herself against the hand brake and car door. Then I reach my free
hand round to tease her sweet spot.

“Be. Quick,” I grunt. “We
need to do this quick, Ana.”

Aside from the fact that anyone could
turn up in the car park at any moment, I'm also aware that the
Security team knows our location and will come looking for us
shortly if we don’t return to Escala very soon. This has to be the
quickest of quickies, so I increase the activity of my fingers
inside her panties.

“Come on baby. I want to
hear you,” I urge.

And she moans loudly and
then comes, and with one final hard thrust I follow to climax deep
inside her. Fucking like this is very intense in the narrow
confines of my car, but very satisfying. Just what we both needed.

“Tension relieved, Mrs.
Grey?” She collapses back against me, as I bite her soft little
earlobe. “Certainly helped with mine.”

I shift her off my lap, tuck my now
satisfied cock away and re-zip my pants. “Well aren’t you the
wanton creature? I had no idea you were such an
exhibitionist.”

Ana sits up alarmed, suddenly seeming
to realize just where we are and what risks we’ve taken, but I had
it under control.  

“No one’s
watching are they?” She anxiously looks
round. Bit late for that isn’t
it?

“Do you
think I’d let anyone watch my wife
come?” For my eyes
only.

“Car sex!” Ana exclaims as
she turns to look at me, and I grin back at her. I always knew we’d
do it in a car one day, but this wasn’t quite how I imagined it. It
was fucking amazing though, thanks to the adrenaline
rush.

But now we must get back, and I really
want to find out where the Dodge has headed off to.

“I really like this car,”
Ana murmurs, as I park up when we finally make it back safely to
Escala. I got to drive the last few miles, as Ana agreed it was for
the best.

“Me too. And I like how you
handled it – and how you managed not to break it,” I praise
her.

“You can buy me one for my
birthday,” she smirks. “A white one I think.”

“Anastasia Grey, you never
cease to amaze me,” I reply in astonishment, remembering how much
she argued and protested when I bought her first Audi. Even now I’m
still not sure she’s being entirely serious, but nevertheless I'm
delighted my wife seems to be getting used to the fact that I can
buy her whatever she wants. And I can't argue that she has more
than proved herself capable of handling an R8, and as her birthday
is coming up next month, I decide that I will get right onto it in
the morning.

 


~~~

 


 “Well, did I fulfill
the brief?”

“Brief?”

“You
wanted rough,” I remind her as she lies curled up on my lap after
our first session in our playroom since we got
married.

“Yes. I think you did…” she
grins up at me.

“I'm very glad to hear it.
You look thoroughly well fucked and beautiful at the
moment.”

“I feel it.”

“You never
disappoint.”

 As well as something
rough, Ana said she wanted me to surprise her. As it happened I
already had something in mind, something I’d really wanted to do to
her for some time that fitted the bill perfectly. Rough, but not
too rough. Kinky fuckery that would definitely surprise
her.

 Ana’s undoubtedly
proved how adventurous and willing she is to try new experiences
and push her boundaries, so I decided the time was right to hitch
things up another notch. And I was happy that it was the right time
for us to go back into our playroom, especially as all my canes and
whips have been removed, so there’s no chance of me being tempted
back into my more extreme sadistic ways. 

Instead, there are just
lots of wonderful fun sex toys in there for us to try out, while
indulging our mutual predilection for all
kinds of kinky fuckery.

Including butt plugs.

I decided Ana was ready to
experience some great anal fun. Despite her reservations at the
beginning of our relationship, she was totally fine when I very
carefully claimed her ass using just my little finger, because she
discovered for herself just how immensely pleasurable it can be. So
I judged she was now ready for the next step. But even so, I made
her promise to say if it got too much for her, because I would have
stopped immediately if she’d said so.

I just knew she was in the
right kind of mood to push her boundaries when she said she wanted
me to spank her. I love that she needed me to spank her to get her
out of her peculiar mood, and I was only too happy to comply. I'm
thrilled that we share this pleasure together now – she doesn’t
just tolerate it for me, she actually chooses it for herself.
We both enjoy it when I give her a good spanking.

We are so fucking good
together. I’ve thought about this a lot while we’ve been away on
our honeymoon, and I can't believe it was just chance that we were
thrown together. Maybe I unknowingly sensed that she was perfect
for me when she tripped into my office that first time, because I
realize now that something instantly connected between us, even if
I didn’t understand it at the time. Being a Dominant, I just
assumed it was because she was a natural born submissive, which now
I know she most certainly isn’t, but maybe on some deep subliminal
level I sensed that we were perfectly matched and that was why I
could not get her out of my head no matter how hard I
tried.

The way I see it, she was
still a virgin because she needed me to unlock her sexuality. She
needed me as her tutor, and that’s what all my experience was for.
And I needed Ana as the key to unlock my heart, to learn how to
give and receive love, to help me on my way to becoming a decent
human being.

That’s why it works between
us, despite all our ups and downs, as we learn how to be a proper
married couple.

And that’s why she trusted
me enough to allow me to try some anal play with her and use a butt
plug this evening, which worked fantastically well, to give her an
amazing orgasm, just as I knew it would, once she was relaxed
enough with me to let go of her inhibitions. That’s my role as her
husband and her sexual mentor.

“How do you feel?” I check,
just to be totally sure.

“Good. Thoroughly well
fucked,” she smiles .

“Why, Mrs. Grey, you have a
dirty, dirty mouth.”

“That’s because I’m married
to a dirty, dirty boy, Mr. Grey.”

See, we’re a perfect match, dirty as
each other.

 


~~~

 


During our tense debrief in my study,
Luke Sawyer calmly endures me bawling him out and demanding to know
where the fuck they were, and why they were so far behind us. Then
he looks me straight in the eye, and quietly points out that the
security detail only belatedly learned of our intended departure
from Bellevue when they were informed by Mr. Grey Senior, which
caused them some initial delay in following us. He goes on to point
out that I did not apprise the team in advance of our departure
that Mrs. Grey would be driving back, so they were taken unawares
by that situation. He then states firmly that bearing in mind our
heightened security status, he would have strongly advised against
this, at least until Mrs. Grey had received adequate training in
evasive and tactical driving techniques.

I sigh.

Several fair points well
made, Luke.

I’m so used to Taylor knowing my
routine and seamlessly blending in that I forget that kind of
rapport takes time to build up, and Luke Sawyer has only been with
us a few weeks. Taylor always just seems to know that I'm leaving
without me actually having to tell him.

And I have to concede that I foolishly
acted on impulse in letting Ana drive, just to see her smile and
make her happy, instead of which I put her at risk. I can't blame
anyone else for that decision.

So Sawyer doesn't lose his job. I
don’t fire him as I had been considering. And I have to reluctantly
admire him for standing up to me and respectfully telling me a few
home truths.

The next thing I have to deal with is
a call from Barney.

He’s managed to get some
CCTV footage of the arsonist in the server room at Grey House,
which he pings over to me to take a look at, and while we’re
discussing it, I’m surprised by Ana marching into my study and
crawling onto my lap, where she curls herself up tightly as she
wraps her arms around me. Shit. I know she usually does this
when something has upset or worried her, so I ask Barney to hold
on.

“Ana, what’s
wrong?”

I tip her chin up to look
into those lovely blue eyes, and I can see something is bothering
her, but she won’t tell me what it is. Instead she just shakes her
head and hugs me even harder, so I wrap her up in my free arm as
tightly as I can and decide to press on with my call with Barney
for now. Once he’s been dealt with, I can give Ana my full
attention to find out what’s bothering her. I prop the phone up to
my ear with my shoulder so I can continue to cuddle Ana, as that’s
what she seems to need from me right now.

I’m trying to get Barney to enhance
the grainy black and white picture of the fucker to see if there is
any way we can get some clue about his identity.

Ana sits up on my lap to take an
interest as she studies the screen of my lap top
intently.

“Is Barney doing this?” she
queries.

“Yes,” I confirm. “Can you
sharpen the picture at all?”

He messes around for a while, and
finally manages to sharpen the picture slightly.

Suddenly Ana sits bolt
upright.

“Christian, that’s Jack
Hyde,” she whispers in a shocked voice.

I’m not convinced, but Barney wastes
no time in checking the image against the one in his SIP personnel
file.

“Mrs. Grey is correct. This
is Jack Hyde,” he soon confirms.

So that’s what this is all about.
Revenge. That sleazeball fucker Hyde refuses to go quietly and has
raised his ugly head again.

Well, thanks to Ana, at least we’ve
got something to go on now.

We know who the enemy is. All we have
to do is track him down and deal with him before he can do any more
damage.


Chapter 57 - Bursting
Bubbles



“Christian. Long time no see. Great to have you back. So tell me,
how was the honeymoon?”  

John Flynn ushers me in to sit in my
usual place on his dark green leather couch, while he sits opposite
with his notepad at the ready. It’s kind of comforting to be back
in our usual routine, after everything that has happened over the
past few weeks - I have a lot to talk over with
him.  

“We had a wonderful time.
The best. Oh, and we brought this back from England for you, seeing
as Rhian tells me you always insist it’s so much better than
American chocolate.” I take out of my pocket a large bar of Cadbury
Dairy Milk Chocolate and place it on the table - I happen to know
he has a very sweet tooth.

 “How very thoughtful
of you,” John laughs. “Are you trying to sweeten me
up?”  

“Wasn’t my intention, but I
don’t suppose it would hurt,” I shrug.

 “So, no doubt there
will have been some issues that have presented over the course of
the last three weeks, Christian. Adapting to married life presents
quite a challenge to most couples, even when they have been living
together for several years, and you…”  

“Yeah, yeah, I know, we
didn’t exactly hang around. I’ve had all this shit from my dad, the
‘marry in haste, repent at leisure’ crap,” I mutter. “But like I
told him – why wait when you know it’s
right?”  

“And has your father now
accepted your decision not to put in place any kind of a prenuptial
agreement?”  

I’d talked this over with John in the
session we’d had right after my birthday party, when I told him
about the shocking episode between Ana, Elena and Mom. I think he
felt somewhat vindicated that Elena had shown her true colors as
far as he was concerned, because we’ve always disagreed over our
opinion of her.  

“He’s had to, because there
was no way I’d do that to Ana. Tell her that I’ll love her forever,
that everything I have is hers, but then get her to sign on the
dotted line just in case I don’t actually mean it? Without Ana,
everything material I have would be worthless, so what’s the point?
Anyway, I think Mom has probably forbidden him to raise the subject
again. She saw how it affected Ana’s confidence, even if Dad never
gave that a thought before he opened his big mouth in front of her.
He couldn’t resist getting back at me because he was sore after
discovering my secret affair with Elena.”  

“As we discussed
previously, your father was just being protective towards you, but
I agree that it was unfortunate the matter wasn’t settled privately
between you and your father without impacting in such a way on
Ana’s confidence, because I don’t think for one minute he really
sees her as any kind of a fortune hunter. But as I advised then,
it’s not useful to brood over something that was brought up in the
heat of the moment under stressful circumstances. Hopefully, in
time, your father will win back Ana’s trust – he’s a decent man,
Christian. Parents are only human and don’t always get things
right, and they must have been very hurt and shocked to have
discovered your deception over so many years regarding your affair
with Elena,” he points out.

 “Yeah, I feel bad
about that, and I wish they hadn't found out, but I can't change
the past, can I?”

 “How do you feel now
that the affair is out in the open with them?” John
probes.  

“Well, they still don’t
know the whole truth about it do they? It worries me that they are
a step nearer, which I really don’t like. But I didn’t come here
today to talk about that – it’s history and there’s nothing more to
be done about it,” I insist.  

“Very well, Christian, but
before we move on to other topics, just one final question. I take
it you have now severed all links with Elena?” I nod my head in
confirmation. “So how does that feel, after all these years of her
being your sole confidante and directing your behavior in your
personal life? Do you miss her input at all? Do you regret losing
her friendship?”

 “No, most of the
time, I don’t miss her input at all. Now I have Ana, I have no need
of her guidance. I feel kind of sad at losing an old friend after
so many years, but after the way she treated Ana…? No, I have no
regrets at all.”  

“So now that you are
happily in a very loving relationship, which Elena always insisted
was completely impossible for you, can you perhaps accept that her
influence over you for so many years was not the force for good
that you were always so adamant it was? That perhaps she
manipulated you for her own benefit rather than yours?” John leans
forward in his chair to study me intently.
   

“You want me to admit that
I’ve been wrong about Elena all along? Maybe, I guess, but all I
can say is that at the time it didn’t seem that way, and I don’t
think it’s as black and white as you’re making out. You can't
really judge, because you weren’t there when I was the angry and
disturbed teenager that Elena dealt with, were
you?”  

“Fair point I suppose,
Christian,” he reluctantly concedes. “But can I ask, has Elena now
accepted that you have moved on in your life with Ana? Has she
tried to re-establish contact with you at
all?”  

“She sent a wedding gift to
my office but I sent it back unopened. No way would Ana want
anything from her in our home.”  

“Which Elena would be only
too aware of, and no doubt why she sent it to your office, wouldn’t
you agree? So it seems that she still hasn’t given up on her
relationship with you. I only bring this up as a warning to you,
Christian, because I worry that you still have a blind spot where
she is concerned. Someone as manipulative as Elena has been towards
you over such a protracted period of time is unlikely to give up
without a fight.”

 “Okay, I get what
you’re saying, I suppose. But I sent her present back, didn’t
I?”  

“Yes, but did you tell Ana
about it? Or did you keep it secret from her so that she wouldn’t
get upset? Either way, Elena would know that sending a gift could
not possibly achieve anything positive between you and Ana, so why
do you think she did it?”  

I look back at John as I consider his
question for a minute, and work out what he’s getting
at.  

“To make mischief, I guess.
At the time, I just thought it was her way of trying to say sorry,
but when you explain it like that…”

 Flynn always has this
way of cutting through all the shit so I can see things more
clearly, and he never hesitates to tell me how it really
is.  He is one of the few people I am unable to
intimidate or control, which I suppose is why I value him as much
as I do. Even so I find it hard to accept that I have any kind of a
blind spot, when I pride myself on being able to size people up
accurately – that instinct is what I rely on so often in my
business deals, and it rarely lets me down. But just like my mom,
and just like Ana, John is adamant that Elena has been manipulating
me all along. It’s a hard pill to swallow.

  “Okay, can we
get on to what I really need to talk to you about rather than
rehashing all this old shit?” I ask him testily, as I fidget
impatiently in my chair.  

“Of course. What has you
feeling so anxious Christian?” he asks, obviously having noticed my
agitation.  

“Several things, John, but
the worst is …. I hurt Ana while we were on our honeymoon. I mean I
actually caused her physical harm. I fucking hurt the love of my
life, John. What the fuck is wrong with me? Now I'm worried I don’t
have myself as under control as I thought. I mean, virtually
straight after I promised to cherish and protect her, I go
and….”

 “Whoa, hold on there.
Calm down and let’s start at the beginning. Tell me everything that
led up to this incident,” John urges me as he raises his hand to
stop me speaking.  

I take a deep breath as I collect
myself.  

“When we were on the beach
in the South of France, Ana asked how I would feel if she sunbathed
topless, and I told her unequivocally that it was totally
unacceptable behavior for my wife. Her body is for my eyes only,
not for any other man to see. So she was in no doubt whatsoever
about how I felt and yet she went right ahead and took her top off
while I was swimming, so the whole fucking beach got to see her
practically naked, including all of the security team. For Christ’s
sake, John, I overheard the French security guys whispering how
Mme. Grey had the best tits on the beach, so I know they got a good
look. And it was only sheer luck the paparazzi didn’t get a shot of
her, because if they had, practically the whole fucking world would
have gotten to see my wife naked. Ana said it was a mistake, that
she’d turned over in her sleep, but if she hadn't taken her top off
in the first place it couldn't have happened, could
it?”  

“I see. So how did you
react to Ana’s indiscretion?”  

“I was really fucking mad
and wanted to punish her right away, but I managed to resist the
urge and stay calm. I thought it through, and came up with the idea
of punishing her by totally controlling her pleasure while we had
rough sex. So I blindfolded her, and used two pairs of harsh metal
handcuffs to restrain her, meaning she couldn’t see anything or
move at all. Thing is, with what I had in mind, I knew she’d find
it impossible not to struggle against the cuffs, and I knew they’d
cut into her. I even made her drink plenty, knowing a full bladder
would make her orgasm even more intense, and her punishment
therefore that much harder to deal with.”  

John raises his
eyebrows.  A new one on you, John?
You could maybe pick up a few tips here, because whatever else I
may be, I really am a genius when it comes to
sex.  

“Was this rough sexual
episode fully consensual? Did Ana willingly let you restrain her in
this way?” he queries.  

“Yes, but she had no idea
what she was agreeing to, did she?”  

“She had a safe word,
though?”  

“Yes, of
course.”  

“But she didn’t use
it?”

 “No, and afterwards
she said the sex was great and her orgasm mind-blowing,
but…”  

“But? What is the issue
here?”  

“I was so fucking mad with
her that while we were having sex I gave in to a sudden urge to
cover her breasts with hickeys so she wouldn’t be tempted to expose
herself again, which made her fucking mad with me when she saw them
afterwards. But at least I know hickeys don’t actually hurt. What
was far worse, what has got me so wound up, is the fact that the
cruel unpadded metal handcuffs left these really ugly, nasty, red
welts and bruises on her wrists and ankles where they bit into her
delicate skin. And afterwards, every time I saw them, I felt so
fucking guilty that I had inflicted this damage on my wife, when
I’d only just vowed to protect her and look after her. She said
they didn’t hurt, but they must have done, right? What kind of a
husband does that make me? I never used to feel guilty when I caned
a sub and saw the red marks on them; in fact I used to be proud of
my handiwork.  But every time I saw those vile marks on Ana, I
felt so remorseful, and yet at the time I’d been so sure she
deserved to be punished, and I can't deny I enjoyed carrying it
out. But then I felt so ashamed and confused, I just wanted to
cover the marks up to hide them and make them go away. The whole
experience has made me doubt myself, and wonder if Elena has been
right about me all along; that I can't do without the hard shit
because I am a sadist and always will be. It is in my nature to
enjoy inflicting pain, even on my precious wife whom I love more
than life itself.”  

I exhale loudly as I run my fingers
through my hair now I've got this off my chest, and wait for John’s
take.  

“Christian, you might be
married, but you mustn’t forget that your relationship with Ana is
still very new and that you both still have a lot to learn about
each other. Possibly she needs to learn to be a little more
sensitive to areas of her behavior that you feel very strongly
about and will really upset you, and work out for herself whether
it is really worth causing you so much anguish just by being
careless or thoughtless. And I think you are already well on the
way to working out that you don’t like living with the physical
evidence of giving Ana this kind of punishment. You are both
learning about dealing with the consequences of your actions. If
you truly were a sadist, as you insist on labeling yourself, seeing
the marks on Ana wouldn’t have worried you in the least, so I think
we can rule out that theory of yours. It’s just a lingering doubt
left by Elena’s malevolent influence, which is going to take some
time to dissipate, after so many years of it being constantly drip
fed to brainwash you.  I’m actually delighted by how you’ve
reacted to your behavior, because it shows how far you’ve already
come in such a short time.”  

“Really? Is that how you
see it? It’s a good sign?” I'm relieved that John doesn’t seem to
think I'm still an evil pervert.  

“Yes, these changes in your
behavior won't happen overnight, but this response of yours in
feeling such disquiet and remorse is another positive step along
the way, and as I keep telling you…”  

“One small step at a time.
Yeah, I know,” I sigh.

 “So what else did you
want to discuss? You said there were several
things?”  

“Something happened today
when we both went back to work. See, I love that Ana is now Mrs.
Grey, because it means the whole world knows that she is mine. And
I thought she loved being Mrs. Grey, that she was proud to be my
wife and take my name.”

 “Yes, I can
understand how you would like that,” John smiles.

 “So
why the fuck do I only find out today that apparently Ana’s decided
not to change her name or use her married title at work? The first
I knew about it is when the email I sent to
Ana Grey first thing this morning bounced back. She’d not even
mentioned this intention of hers to keep her single name, or
discussed it the whole time we were away on our honeymoon, despite
the fact that she had ample opportunity.”  

Barney has ensured all SIP
systems have been fully upgraded while we’ve been away and now
comply fully with GEH security standards, so I didn’t worry about
using my cell when I emailed Ana soon after I got to work this
morning to tell her I was thinking about her.  I could not
believe my eyes when it bounced back. I immediately had Barney
check it out, and was fucking furious when he told me it was
because Mrs. Grey hadn't updated her name on the SIP
systems.  

By the time I did get in contact with
Ana and found out it was intentional and not an oversight on her
part, she casually said we should talk about it later, and that she
was just going into a meeting. So I had to fucking wait to sort
things out, and I really didn’t appreciate having to wait. I
managed to resist the temptation to go over and haul her out of the
meeting, because I had some really important security matters to
organize in view of the information Barney found on Hyde’s hard
drive.  

Welch has analyzed it and from what
was there, he thinks all my family could be potential targets, so
I’ve ordered round the clock security for all of them, much to
their dismay. Luckily the panic room Welch recommended has already
been installed in Taylor’s office, as it turns out Hyde had also
been researching details of all the general security measures at
Escala, indicating he knows where I live and could potentially be
planning to try and gain access. I guess it’s not surprising that
I'm feeling tense now that our honeymoon bubble has been well and
truly burst, especially after the car pursuit as well. I’m sure
Hyde must also somehow be involved in that, although we don’t have
any hard evidence as yet.

 “And what would you
say is the most likely reason for Ana’s reluctance to discuss with
you her wish not to use her married name at work,
Christian?”  

“I’m worried she’s already
having doubts; that despite what she says, the way I acted in
punishing and hurting her is making her regret marrying me,” I say
quietly, as I confess my darkest fear. “I knew it was too much to
ask of her, taking on a man like me, and I’m all too aware that I
could still lose her.”  

“Christian, you are
overreacting here. Many women prefer to keep their unmarried name
in the workplace, as a way of separating their personal and
professional lives. I think it most likely that Ana felt reluctant
to discuss the issue of her not using her married name with you
because she feared you would react negatively – as indeed you have
- and so felt intimidated. However, I think she will have quickly
realized that letting you find out her intentions the way you did,
was not exactly the best way for her to handle things. This is
exactly what I have just been telling you – learning the best way
to deal with issues like this in your relationship is a steep
learning curve for both of you. So, how did you handle the matter
with Ana?”  

“I went over to see her as
soon as I got word she was out of her
meeting.”   

That’s one of the prime
duties of her security detail – Mr. Grey is to be apprised of Mrs.
Grey’s precise location at all times. Of course Jerry
Roach came scurrying down to meet me the second he got wind of my
arrival, and insisted on escorting me to Ana’s office, no doubt
panicking that something must be wrong for me to have made an
impromptu visit.   

“I see. And did you calmly
and rationally ask Ana to explain her reasons for wishing to keep
her unmarried name at her work place?” John asks as he raises his
eyebrows at me questioningly.

 “Yes, I think I did,
actually. I didn’t shout or holler in any way.  I just
told her that I thought some of my assets needed re-branding. She
got what I meant.”  

John winces and shakes his
head.  

“Christian! I can't imagine
Ana took well to being referred to as an asset.”

“No, you’re right about
that. She got pretty angry about the whole thing, tried to tell me
it was nothing to do with me, but how can she say that? We’re
married; she’s my wife. Grey is her surname now, not Steele. She
has to use it, that’s the whole point, because it tells everyone
that she is mine.”

 “Having the same name
isn’t what makes her yours, Christian. The love that you share is
what binds you to each other,” John tries to
explain.  

“Yes, but I need her to be
mine in every possible way. Taking my name is a very important and
visible way to prove this, because I want her world to start and
end with me. I've never had anyone like her in my life before, and
I want her to be as totally consumed with me in every way as I am
with her.”  

“So how did Ana
respond?”  

“She said that what she’s
doing now is her dream job, but that she wants to be judged on her
own merit and not because she’s the wife of the man who owns the
company. Look, I admit I’ve told her I’d rather she didn’t go out
to work – it’s not as if we need the money is it? But Ana insists
she wants to work or she’ll feel suffocated, and I'm trying to
respect that, despite the fact that with all the security issues at
the moment it would be a hell of a lot easier if she stayed at
home. But my gut feeling is that she will be very good at her job
and part of me feels proud and wants to encourage her, which is why
I was happy when SIP suggested she got promoted to caretake Hyde’s
job as the cheapest stop gap until I took the company over. But Ana
hadn't worked that out until I spelt it out to her, and then she
hated the fact that basically she only got her job as a consequence
of my actions. But the truth is it gave her a chance to shine –
which she really has.”  

“So your simple discussion
about her name evolved into another matter by the sound of
things?”

“I guess
so. I went on to tell her I’d decided that SIP was going to become
Grey Publishing, and that as a wedding gift, I would give it to her
to run in a year’s time. I thought this was the best way to show
how committed to her I am, and how much faith I have in her
abilities – she’s a very bright girl. So having told her all this,
I asked her then if I should be renaming the company Steele
Publishing.” Of course that
was never going to happen, was it, Grey?  

“So you’ve gone from
wanting her to stay at home, to giving her a publishing company to
run. I'm guessing Ana was rather shell shocked at this
point?”  

“Yeah, I guess, but at
least I got her to agree to change her name at work,” I grin at him
smugly.  

“You basically railroaded
her to get your own way, didn’t you, Christian?” John states
wryly.  

“Works for me. It’s how I
operate. I just don’t get why Ana wasn’t going to change her name
at work until I intervened.”

 “My
guess is that maybe Ana, as a free minded, independent young woman,
wanted to have one part of her life that wasn’t under your control,
where you couldn’t railroad or influence everything around her. But
you just couldn’t stand back and let it go, could you, Christian?
You really need to learn to loosen your vice-like grip on her in at
least some areas or you run the risk that Ana will start really
resenting you and kicking back,” John sighs, as he writes something
on his notepad. Probably that
you are the most extreme control freak he’s ever dealt with,
Grey.

 “But that’s what I mean when I say I want
her world to begin and end with me. Ana is everything to me. I want
to give her everything. I want to know about every part of her
life. I want to understand everything about her, which brings me to
another quandary I faced while we were
away.”  

“Go on.”

 “You know I told you
how Ana found the box of intimate photos that Leila took out of my
safe? The ones of my subs that I kept for insurance
purposes?”  

“Yes, I recall that
incident.”  

“Well, I know Ana was
shocked by them, that she looked on them as my private porn
collection. Truthfully I’d forgotten I still had them, and I
certainly didn’t need them anymore. So I destroyed them, not
wanting anything that served as a reminder of how I used to
objectify women.”  

“So why are we discussing
them now?”  

“When we were on our
honeymoon, Ana bought me a present. It was a camera, and I think
she was maybe suggesting I should take those kinds of intimate
pictures of her. So what I want is your opinion about whether you
think Ana still worries she can't do everything for me that my subs
used to. Was she suggesting I take porn pictures of her to compete
with them in some way? Does she think I still need to objectify
women?”  

“Did you try just asking
Ana straight out what her intention was with her
gift?”  

“I tried, but she clammed
up on me, and then I got so confused I wasn’t sure what to say for
fear of unsettling her and making her feel
bad.”  

“So, did you actually use
the camera?”

“Yeah, I took loads of
pictures of her, but mostly when she didn’t realize. Like when she
was sleeping, because she always looks so beautiful then. I didn’t
take any porn type of pictures of her, because I don’t feel the
need. But is that what she was expecting me to do? So is she
feeling disappointed that I didn’t?”  

“I wouldn’t worry too much
about what her original intentions or motives were. You’ve used her
present to take special pictures of her that will give you great
pleasure, and that’s all that really matters, isn’t it? They may
not be pornographic, but pictures of someone sleeping are still
incredibly intimate and personal. I would suggest you pick out your
particular favorites, then show her and tell her how much you like
them to build up her self confidence.”  

“Okay, I'm happy to go with
that. So, one last thing – I wanted to ask how Leila is doing
now.”  

John shifts to sit back in his chair,
as he rubs his chin contemplatively before
speaking.   

“She’s making good
progress, according to Dr. Phillips in New Haven. Leila reconciling
with her parents in Connecticut, has proved to be hugely beneficial
in her recovery. And enrolling her in art school in Hamden will
give her new purpose and direction to focus on. It should help her
to learn to control her unhealthy obsessive personality – I
referred Leila to a female psychiatrist rather than another male
doctor when it became apparent she was transferring her fixation
from you to me.”  

“So she’s still got some
issues to deal with by the sound of things?” I’d had no idea Leila
had such complex issues when she’d been my sub, but then I never
really delved too deeply into any of their personal
lives.

“It’s not
uncommon for obsessive personalities to misinterpret their true
feelings. They fail to realize that what they see as undying love
is actually a medical condition. It’s no secret that romantic
fantasies and sexual attraction can often be so intense that a
person’s judgment is clouded. Some believe that they are fighting
for “the one”, suffering from unrequited love or desperately trying
to work on their relationship, while in reality they are struggling
with the demons of their own mind. But I'm confident that with
continued support, Leila will get there in the
end.”  

“Fine,
John. Thanks for all your help with this, and please keep me
updated with Leila’s progress.”  

“Of
course. And I take it you are still happy to finance all her
treatment and also her art course?”  

“Absolutely. It’s the least
I can do for her.”

 “So, is that it for
today?”  

“I think it is
John.”

~~~

 


Ana is in a foul mood after
work, even snapping at the security detail, much to their surprise.
They are fast learning, as I did pretty soon after I first met my
future wife, that although Ana may look small, meek and submissive,
appearances can be very deceptive because she is anything
but.

 I
thought we’d got things sorted in her office when she’d agreed to
change her name but she tells me that she didn’t like the way I
handled the fact that she disagreed with me. However, after talking
things through, we manage to retune ourselves to get back into sync
again before Gia Matteo turns up to discuss the plans for our new
home. Flynn would be so proud
of you, Grey. Another small step. Pat on the back time.

Sometimes you have to deal with people
you don’t like because they happen to be the best at their job, and
a case in point is Gia Matteo.  She’s undoubtedly a
brilliant architect, but she’s also the type of woman I dislike
intensely – an aggressive sexual predator. During my previous
dealings with her regarding my place in Aspen, Elliot relished the
way she openly flaunted her tits and ass at him and they ended up
being fuck buddies for a while. So maybe it’s a good thing Elliot
can be in little doubt this time round that Miss Katherine Kavanagh
would not stand for him messing around with another woman. I think
Kate would totally crush his balls, and I also think she’d give Ms.
Matteo a proper bitch slapping for good measure, were she to get
even the slightest hint that he’d rekindled their brief affair. I
may not be Kate’s biggest fan, but I think she is a good influence
in taming Elliot’s man-whoring ways.  

When Gia arrives, it’s
apparent that Ana’s clearly got the measure of her as a man-eater,
and she senses my unquiet at the way the woman keeps invading my
personal space and touching me. I'm amused to see that Ana has made
sure she looks stunning and sexy to meet the challenge she feels
Gia sets. Baby, there is no contest.
You win hands down every time.
 

 After being told by
Flynn in our session today that I need to try and resist my urge to
control every aspect of Ana’s life, I decide to follow his advice
and hand control over to her for all the final decisions regarding
our new house. Naturally I have opinions and preferences, but
basically I just want her to be happy in our future home, and so
I'm thrilled she is taking such a positive interest in it, when
I’ve had such difficulty in getting her to feel comfortable about
sharing my wealth.

 Whatever Ana wants,
she can have, and I’ll go along with it. I know I'm not really
taking much of a risk, because she has innate good taste, even if
she doesn’t realize it. Like the pictures of the peppers that we
bought on our honeymoon – she instinctively picked out the most
interesting and appropriate pictures without hesitation. I realized
she had a good eye for art the very first time she came to my
office, when she noticed my collection of thirty six small Trouton
paintings. Her comment as she admired them ‘Raising the ordinary to
extraordinary” was exactly how I would have described them
myself.

So when Taylor interrupts our meeting
to call me away, I spell it out to Gia.

 “Mrs. Grey is in charge of this project. She has absolute carte
blanche. Whatever she wants, it’s hers. I completely trust her
instincts. She’s very shrewd.” So don’t mess with my wife, okay? She’s the boss
lady.  

Taylor’s update is not
what I wanted to hear. He informs me they haven’t been able to
locate Hyde from any of the intel Barney downloaded from his hard
drive. He hasn’t been at his apartment for weeks,
apparently. Shit. I just want him caught now we have evidence implicating him
in both the sabotage of Charlie Tango and the arson attack at Grey
House. Hyde sure is one devious, slippery fucker, and I break out
in a cold sweat just thinking about how closely he worked with Ana
for a while. Taylor reports Welch will continue to search for new
leads, which is all they can do for now. So fucking frustrating.

 When I rejoin Ana, it’s blatantly obvious that somehow my
wife has put Gia very firmly in her place. Instead of calling us
Christian and Ana as she had been, we are now Mr. and Mrs. Grey. I
am very impressed and actually proud that Ana has shown her steely
backbone and refused to be intimidated by this obnoxious but
talented woman.  It seems the Grey influence is rubbing
off to bring out her more confident and assertive side, and I
couldn’t be more delighted. That’s exactly how my wife should feel
as she takes her place by my side in the
world.  

And by my side is where I wish she
could be when I make plans to go to New York a couple of days later
for a critical meeting that can’t be put off,  but Ana insists
she can't take more time off work. As I'm trying to prove that I am
taking her career seriously, I reluctantly have to accept she won't
be coming with me. But I know I won't sleep well without her,
because I never do now. I need to have my beloved wife next to me
in bed, so she will be the first thing I see when I open my eyes in
the morning.  


Chapter 58 -
Cocktailgate




I sit in the chair by the bed and
watch my wife sleeping peacefully, apparently without a care in the
world. I notice that for some reason she’s on my side of our bed,
wearing one of my T shirts instead of a silk nightgown. I swirl the
whisky round in the cut glass tumbler before taking another slug.
As always when she sleeps, Anastasia looks beautiful, and sweet,
and innocent.

Looks can be very deceiving.

If you had asked me before tonight,
the one thing I would've been certain of was that my Ana was always
honest with me. My Ana was not deceitful. My Ana was not a liar. If
Ana gave me her word, I was sure she would keep it.

So, although she was not my obedient
submissive, and although she refused to promise to obey me in our
wedding vows, at least I believed that if she gave me her word
about something as important as not going out drinking with
Katherine fucking Kavanagh while there was a fucking madman on the
loose, she would have fucking well kept her word.

If I hadn't trusted this
was the case, I would never have left Ana behind on this trip. I
couldn’t put off going to New York, not when we were so critically
close to closing the crucial deal with the Taiwanese shipyard
owners that Ros and I have been working on for months. But I would
have insisted that Ana had to come with me, so I would
know where she was at all times, that she was safe, whatever
objections she’d have raised about not wanting to leave her job
when we had only just come back from our honeymoon. Why was she so
worried about her fucking job anyway? I was hardly going to let
them fire her was I?

Now I’m fucking pissed with myself for
being so weak with her about her job, relenting about her working
just to keep her happy, but in doing so putting her at risk. What
the fuck had I been thinking? It’s no good organizing a security
detail to guard her round the clock, if she’s then going to split
the team up by acting like an errant teenager, rebelliously staying
out gossiping and drinking four strawberry mojitos one after the
other.

Neither was there any point in the
effort I had gone to in shielding her from all the worrying
implications of what was on Hyde’s computer if Elliot couldn’t be
more discrete.  But he had to go blabbing about every little
detail to his fucking interfering big-mouthed girlfriend Katherine
fucking Kavanagh. My brother really needs to exert more control
over that female, or she is going to walk all over him and
completely emasculate him. I shall certainly be having words
with him first chance I get.

Luke Sawyer reported that
it was Miss Kavanagh who persuaded Mrs. Grey to go to the stupid
fucking Zig Zag Café, and that although Belinda Prescott reminded
Mrs. Grey of Mr. Grey’s instructions, Mrs. Grey insisted that as
Mr. Grey wasn’t there, Mrs. Grey was going to this stupid
fucking Café.

This act of defiance was undoubtedly
due to Kate’s influence. Seeing as Kate was aware of the increased
security measures I’d ordered, did she not have the slightest
concern for her friend’s safety? Did it not occur to her that they
were taking a risk in going against my instructions? How could she
not comprehend that I put these measures in place for a very good
reason?

Okay, so I’d gone against
Taylor’s advice in not apprising my wife of all the facts regarding
the security implications of the information Barney discovered on
Hyde’s computer about my family. Taylor had been of the opinion
that Ana would be more likely to be cooperative with all the
security measures if she knew the potential scale of the risk. Fuck
that, I'd told him in no uncertain terms. I was not having my wife
worried unnecessarily just to make the job of the security team
easier. They would just have to work round the situation to comply
with my instructions. That's their fucking job, it’s what I pay
them to do, and with Prescott, the female CPO now in situ, there is
no reason why my wife can't be escorted at all times, wherever she
goes. So she doesn’t need to know all the gory details, and
sometimes ignorance is bliss. I do all the worrying for her, so she
doesn’t need to. That’s my job.

While she was at this bar, not only
did she neglect to ring me to let me know she'd changed her plans,
Ana didn’t even extend me the courtesy of picking up my calls or
responding to my text, no doubt because she knew that I would be
furious that she'd gone back on her word to me. It seems my wife
has no problem in ignoring my express wishes, but is apparently
unable to stand up to Kate’s corrupting influence in persuading her
to go out drinking.

From what I gleaned from Sawyer, Ana
seemed upset that Kate knew more about the Hyde situation than she
did. Surely she can appreciate that there was no need for her to be
concerned, because it is her husband's responsibility to worry
about these things, not hers. Fuck Kate for stirring things up like
this.

When  I received Sawyer’s report
apprising me of Mrs. Grey’s change of plans for the evening,
fortuitously I’d already made sure I’d spoken to  everyone of
importance at the New York event I was attending. When I was unable
to speak to Ana, and when Sawyer updated me with the fact that Mrs.
Grey had not even stuck to her promise to have just one drink
before returning to Escala, I was enraged even further.

I  knew with the level
of extreme frustration and anger surging through me, there was no
chance of me getting any kind of a decent night’s sleep in my New
York apartment. I fucking hated the fact that I had no control over
events in Seattle, despite all the plans I had put in
place.

So I ordered Taylor to organize our
six hour flight back to Seattle as soon as possible, rather than
hang about needlessly until the following day – my private jet is
always on standby ready to leave at a moment’s notice in any
case.

At least then I knew I
would be back in the morning to wrench back control, and deal with
the fact that Anastasia had gone back on her word to me, a matter I
considered so vital that I couldn’t let it go unremarked upon or
unpunished in some way.

However, I ordered Taylor not to let
anyone know of our imminent return, because that would spoil the
element of surprise – I like to keep everyone on their toes.
 Just before we took off at around a quarter to one in the
morning, I sent Ana an email warning her of my displeasure and that
I would see her tomorrow, but I didn’t elaborate about exactly when
that would be. Now she could worry all night about how pissed I was
with her.

Theoretically, it should
have been possible to sleep on the flight back, but of course I
couldn’t, nor could I settle to use the time constructively to get
any work done. It was so fucking frustrating, and all that kept
popping into my head were images of me punishing Ana. The cane has
always been my instrument of choice, but I’ve gotten rid of them
now. However, it's always possible to improvise, and I have a very
creative imagination.

Taylor eyed me warily for
most of the flight. To his credit, he never even hinted at any kind
of 'I told you so', which must have been going through his mind. He’d tried
to warn me that Mrs. Grey might not take kindly to being kept in
the dark about the increased security measures, and I’d overruled
him. I guess I have to remember he has gotten to know my wife’s
stubborn and defiant personality quite well over the course of
these last few months.

“So tell me again, what
exactly did my wife say to Prescott, when she tried to remind her
of my orders?” I asked him as I sat brooding, trying to get my head
around Ana’s betrayal.

The security detail must have been
caught on the back foot, because I’d told them that Mrs. Grey and
Miss Kavanagh would be  going straight back to Escala. I was
 furious that this made me look like a fucking dick who
couldn’t keep his wife under control, because first chance she got,
practically the minute I left town, she’d countermanded my
instructions. I was also mad because the team wouldn't have had a
chance to make any kind of a security sweep of the club before she
arrived, thereby increasing the risk to her safety even
further.

“I believe she replied that
you weren’t there, and firmly repeated her instruction to be taken
to The Zig Zag Cafe in a tone that brooked no argument, sir. Sawyer
and Prescott felt they had no option but to comply with Mrs. Grey’s
wishes, as the only alternative would have been to physically
restrain her, which they are only authorized to do when there is a
clear and present danger to her safety, and at this time there was
not. Therefore, the most secure option was to escort her to this
club and keep her under close protection.”

“Yeah, yeah, I get they
felt they had no other option,” I practically snarled at him. But
part of me wished they had just picked her up, thrown her in the
back of the car, and made her return to Escala.

“Mr. Grey, I appreciate
this isn’t really a good time to bring this up, but I need to
apprise you of the fact that your sister is also being less than
cooperative with regard to her CPO,” Taylor said quietly, obviously
deciding that he might as well put all the shit out there. “Miss
Grey keeps telling Wainwright to ‘just piss off and leave her
alone’, and that he has no right to follow her. He reported to me
that Miss Grey made some totally false allegations about him being
a pervert, because he followed her into a store when she wanted to
buy some lingerie, but I can assure you that Wainwright was just
following instructions and doing his job, sir.”

“What is it with all these
fucking defiant women?” I bellowed, as I ran my fingers through my
hair in frustration.  All I was trying to do was protect them
against this sick bastard Hyde who was still on the loose, because
who knew what he was capable of? We now had evidence that
implicated him in both the sabotage of Charlie Tango and the arson
attack at Grey House, so until he was caught and locked away, the
threat was a very real one indeed. The thought of any harm coming
to my baby sister because Hyde wanted revenge on me made me sick to
my stomach, so why couldn’t Mia just accept the measures that, with
the agreement of my father, I’d put in place for the safety of all
my family?

“Tell Wainwright that he
must continue to carry out his duties regardless of any resistance
or uncooperative behavior he encounters from Miss Grey. It’s just a
fucking shame that women CPOs are so hard to recruit, because my
sister might possibly be more receptive to being accompanied by
another female.”

I was also well aware of the fact that
because Wainwright was not particularly good looking, that might
also have been a contributory factor in Mia’s dislike of the man.
However, knowing my sister’s character, I hadn't felt it a good
idea to have someone that she might have been attracted to, and be
tempted to start flirting with.

“I agree, sir. We were
extremely lucky to get Belinda Prescott to agree to relocate from
Georgia to Seattle for Mrs. Grey’s security detail. There are very
few female operatives of her caliber, with her background, that are
available. That’s why they can pretty much name their
price.”

I’d had no problem in agreeing a very
generous package to tempt Ms. Prescott to join our security team.
As far as I was concerned, it'd been worth every penny for my peace
of mind, knowing that Ana could now be escorted wherever she went.
Fat lot of good that was if my wife could not obey just a simple
request to spend her evening socializing with her friend at our
apartment, rather than in a far riskier public place.

During that long flight
back, all that kept running through my mind was that I
really, really wanted to give my wife a severe punishment beating. I
wanted to beat the shit out of her actually, which confused me when
I’d thought I wouldn’t be feeling that way again. Ana’s insolent
behavior was causing all my old ugly inclinations to resurface. She
had betrayed me. How fucking dare she go back on her word to me
after I put my trust in her? I would have sworn she wouldn’t do
that, so how had I got it so wrong? Was my love for her affecting
my judgment, was I losing my logic and rationale? I just kept
turning it over and over in my head, stoking up the raging fire of
anger that kept exploding within me.

 


~~~

 


As I’m just finishing my second
tumbler of whisky, Anastasia suddenly wakes. It’s around six in the
morning.

I watch as she struggles to regain her
senses, no doubt hindered by the large amount of alcohol she
foolishly consumed last night. I hope she has a really unpleasant
hangover to serve as a reminder. I’d like to give her my own
special reminder as well, but I'm struggling to overcome the
virtually overwhelming desire to punish her, against the fact that
I've vowed never to do that to her again.

She left me last time I beat her.
Whatever has happened, I don’t ever want her to leave me again. My
overpowering, overwhelming, all consuming love for her is why I'm
trying to protect her, and why it is so fucking frustrating that
she refuses to let me.

I have all these conflicting feelings
surging through me and I'm struggling, really struggling to keep a
lid on my feelings, especially in view of what transpired when we
finally landed in Seattle.

All hell broke loose the second we
touched down, and re-established contact with the security team.
Both my cell and Taylor’s had numerous urgent missed calls and
messages, including one for me from my wife.

“Hi. It’s me. Please don’t
be mad. We’ve had an incident at the apartment. But it’s under
control, so don’t worry. No one is hurt. Call me.”

An incident? What kind of a fucking incident? Ana’s voice sounded
pretty shaky in the voice-mail, so what the fuck had been going
on?

Taylor immediately
contacted Sawyer, and we both listened on speaker phone. Sawyer
first assured us that Mrs. Grey was safe, then calmly informed us
that fucking Hyde got into the apartment last night - that is Ryan
let him in to trap him, when he realized that was who the supposed
delivery man he could see on CCTV was, his suspicions having been
aroused because this guy was wearing heavy gloves despite it being
a warm August night. After a violent struggle, Ryan overpowered him
and knocked him out. Hyde was now in hospital under police guard,
but wasn’t thought to be seriously hurt.

It was a brave decision on Ryan's part
to let Hyde in considering he’d been left on his own, shorthanded
because the other two officers were still out protecting Ana. Brave
or foolhardy, I'm still in two minds about that. Maybe had he known
that Hyde was armed, he might have thought twice. That madman had a
fucking gun. Hyde was in our home, with a fucking loaded gun for
fucks sake.

“What about Gail?” Taylor
and I both asked virtually simultaneously.

“Ryan had a choice to make.
Spend the couple of minutes he had before Hyde arrived in the
service lift to call for back up, or make sure Mrs. Jones was
safely secured in the panic room. He correctly prioritized 
the safety of Mrs. Jones. She was out of harm’s way in the panic
room for the entire incident.”

“Thank fuck for that,”
growled Taylor. “Although I’d argue the wisdom of letting him in at
all. Ryan took one hell of a risk.”

“He had to make a split
second decision. Seeing as we’ve had no intel at all regarding
Hyde’s whereabouts up to now, he felt it was too good an
opportunity to miss to finally apprehend the fucker. He was
confident he could handle him.”

Confident? Perhaps overconfident, I'm
still trying to decide, because he’d only just managed to contain
the fucker before Sawyer arrived back at the apartment with Ana.
What would have happened if Ryan hadn't managed to overpower Hyde?
What if Hyde had shot him and Sawyer had walked in blind and
unprepared?  Was Hyde’s intention to kill Ana or kidnap her? I
can’t bear to contemplate either option, but I suspect he most
likely wanted to kidnap her, and then do all kinds of unspeakably
disgusting things to her while he held her to ransom.

But thank Christ Ryan did manage to
overpower Hyde, and I can't argue it’s good to know the fucker has
finally been apprehended. It’s just a shame the police had to be
involved, but I reluctantly concede that in reality, there was very
little option to do otherwise.

As she wakes up, I can see that at
first Ana is surprised to see me, and then wary. So she fucking
well ought to be.

“Hi,” she
whispers.

I don’t trust myself to speak to her
or kiss her at all, because the anger is burning so strongly within
me, that I need to keep a very, very tight rein on
myself. 

“You’re still mad,” Ana
works out.

No shit. That doesn't even begin to
cover how I'm feeling.

“Mad. No,
Ana. I am way, way beyond mad.”

I am torn. Torn because I can hardly
bear to speak to her after the way she’s behaved, and yet I want to
take her in my arms and hold her tight, and breathe in her
wonderful scent.

I listen as she kind of apologizes,
but as she admits she doesn't actually mean it, what’s the point of
her spouting meaningless words?

My wife tells me that she doesn’t want
me to be mad at her – maybe she should have thought of that before,
when she was out sipping her fourth strawberry mojito, mindlessly
gossiping with Kate, while forcing the security detail to be spread
too thinly.  She wasn’t so worried about how mad I would be
then was she?

“Don’t be so cold,” she
pleads.

Cold? I wish I did feel cold, because
it sure as hell would be better than this burning, all consuming
rage I'm trying to quell. I'm trying to resist the urge to drag my
wife straight to the playroom, forcefully restrain her, and beat
the living daylights out of her, before fucking her so hard that
she wouldn’t be able to walk for a week. Then she’d sure as hell
not be so fucking defiant and unrepentant. 

The only thing holding me back is the
memory of how it felt when she walked out on me before when I beat
her, and that was a mild punishment compared to anything I’d give
her now if I let myself go. So I have to keep myself at a distance
– it’s the only way I can cope right now, but it’s killing
me.

Then Ana completely disarms me by
suddenly coming over and crawling onto my lap and curling herself
up against me. Part of me wants to push her away, because I'm still
so angry with her, but I can't manage it. The urge to have a fix of
her scent to calm me down is far too strong and irresistible, so I
indulge myself as I bury my nose in her wonderful hair, and wrap my
arms around her soft body.

“Oh, Mrs. Grey. What am I
going to do with you?” I sigh, as I kiss the top of her head,
feeling slightly more relaxed. Despite everything, my Ana is here
in my arms and safe.

 


~~~

 


Ana can't be feeling too guilty about
her actions, because she goes back to sleep like a baby after we've
spoken a little more.

She tells me she’s angry with me too.
I don’t even want to go there right now, I don’t dare start that
conversation the way I’m feeling.

 I leave her to sleep,
because Taylor and I need an urgent debrief with Ryan and Sawyer ,
especially now the police are involved. We need to agree exactly
how much of our own private investigations and intel we're willing
to share with the cops.

The fact that we've undoubtedly broken
countless privacy laws will need to be smoothed over in some way,
but I know the police envy us our freedom to snoop as we wish with
our state of the art technology.

 The investigating
detective’s attitude will influence how much of our intel we'll
share to ensure that a conviction can be secured against Hyde. So
far, Ryan and Sawyer have given the detectives who’d attended in
the early hours only the bare minimum of information.

As Ryan points out, the
fact that Hyde was apprehended armed and inside my property
confirms his hostile intentions. There’s no question we could prove
he had entered under false pretences with a fake identity. Had Ryan
knocked him out in a public area, it might have been more
complicated, and Hyde potentially could have argued about it being
a case of mistaken identity.  

Once we’ve agreed our
tactics, I head off to revert to my tried and tested method of
dealing with unresolved tension, sexual or otherwise. I put myself
through a punishing workout in the gym, and then go for a run. As
things stand right now, I don’t even feel able to confide in Flynn,
until I get myself under better control.

When I return, I check in on Ana,
feeling compelled to take her a fresh orange juice to get some
fluids and vitamin C into her, knowing that she'll be dehydrated
after her drinking session. She's awake and looks much more
refreshed this time round. But I still don’t feel like talking to
her, so I head off to the shower.

Ana follows me in there,
obviously assuming that we’ll make love, I’ll forgive her and
everything will be fine and dandy between us again. She just
doesn’t get how fucking furious I still am with her. However easily
seduced part of my anatomy is to her advances, I just can't do
this, because if I let myself go, I know that feeling as I do right
now, I'm perfectly capable of hurting her, and I mean really
hurting her, so I don’t dare let the flood gates open. I can't
trust myself.

“Don’t.”

I can't do this, and I really don’t
want to discuss all the issues with Ana here in the shower, so
although she tells me I'm overreacting, I leave her to it. I head
to my office to make some calls, and I'm on the phone to Welch when
Ana appears in the doorway. I shake my head at her – I don’t want
her here, listening in to this conversation, so she wanders away
again.

She’s still going to work, and
although I don’t want her to, there isn’t really any security
reason why she can't, and to be honest I think some distance
between us might be good right now.

Later that day, I have an
uncomfortable session with Detective Clark, as we play cat and
mouse around any possible legal infringements regarding my teams'
actions in monitoring Hyde up till now. Clark tells me that the
cops have found worrying equipment in the van that Hyde arrived
in.

A mattress, enough horse
tranquilizer to take down a dozen horses, along with a garbled note
addressed to me that makes no sense.  Kidnapping Ana was most
definitely his intention. I feel physically sick at the thought of
him taking my wife.

Detective Clark and I discuss the fact
that Hyde has convictions in Detroit. I was born and adopted in
Detroit. It seems logical to assume there must be a link here
somewhere, and I make a mental note to get Welch to prioritize this
strand of his investigations straight away, rather than leave it to
the cops.

Clark wants Ana to go to the police
station to give her statement. Really? I ask if he saw the
paparazzi hoards outside the apartment on his way in, so does he
honestly expect her to have to fight her way over to the station,
when it would be far easier for him to call into her
office?

I'm not too worried about what Ana
will say to him, knowing she's ignorant of a lot of the uglier
details, so I don’t insist that I need to be present when he
interviews her, as this hopefully gives him the impression that we
have nothing to cover up. We finally agree that he will call by her
office at three that afternoon. I email Ana to advise her, and all
she emails back is okay. I think she's finally realized she can’t
joke me out of my anger this time.

But clearly she has had time to
reflect and think things through, because a while later she emails
me, asking what time I decided to come back to Seattle. She’s
worked out I came back before I knew about Hyde, even though I
don’t actually admit it.

And then she lets rip about why she’s
pissed with me.

- Because I never tell her
anything.

- Because I'm like a boy
crying wolf. 

- Because she thought they
would be safe.

- Because Kate knew more
than she did.

- Because treating her like
a child guarantees she’ll act like one.

As usual she is forthright in her
email. I reply that we'll discuss her issues later, but that I am
still fucking pissed too.

Issues indeed. She
thinks she has fucking issues. What about all my fucking issues
that she's brazenly ignored? Oh, I’ll show her all about
issues.

I brood about where to take this, how
to react. I need to deal with this, resolve my anger in some way.
Ana needs to understand how frustrated she makes me feel. And
that’s the key to the solution I come up with.
Frustration. 

I won't let myself resort
to physically beating her. Instead I’ll take her into the playroom,
restrain her on my wooden cross, and then use my tried and tested
techniques for bringing a disobedient sub to heel. I'll be
using a very powerful wand vibrator, to show Anastasia
what a fucking expert I am at edging, tease and denial, erotic
sexual denial, orgasm denial, call it what you will. It will
undeniably be a very frustrating experience that I am going to take
great pleasure in subjecting my errant wife to.

 


~~~

 


Fuck,
fuck, fuck.
What have I just done?

I’ve never had anyone safe word on me
before, but that’s what’s just happened.

“Red.
Red. Red,” Ana cried out, and now she’s sobbing
uncontrollably.

It’s like a powerful slap
reverberating through me, the shock waves recalling me instantly
from the cruel pleasure I was taking in making Ana suffer extreme
frustration over and over again, to exact my revenge on
her.

I release her from
her restraints as fast as I can, and then we sit on the
bed together. I cradle her while she sobs inconsolably, and I know
I’ve pushed her way, way too far. I’ve allowed my rage to consume
my sense of balance in dealing with her, and it is unforgivable of
me.

What the fuck have I done? I was so
determined to bring her into line, because she won’t do as she’s
told. But this? Is this what I wanted to achieve?

“You have to stop doing
this. For a start, you only end up feeling shittier about
yourself,” she sobs.

As usual, Ana has got to the nub of
the matter. When I do these things, when I find ways to punish her
when she disobeys me, at the time I'm so sure it’s going to make me
feel better. 

But I'm learning that it never does,
not when I see the consequences of my actions. Actions always
have consequences. This is what Flynn has been trying to get me to
see, but I've been in such a red haze of rage and madness that I
lost sight of it.

“You said on the Fair Lady
that you hadn't married a submissive,” she reminds me.

“I know, I
know.”

“Well, stop treating me
like one. I'm sorry I didn’t call you. I won't be so selfish again.
I know you worry about me.”

I think that is probably the biggest
concession I'm going to get from Ana. She has at least acknowledged
that she was selfish. She doesn’t see her actions as any kind of a
betrayal, or that she lied to me. She simply says she changed her
mind, that women do these things. She decided she wanted to have
fun with her girlfriend, so that was what she did.

“I never promised to obey
you, Christian,” she adds.

“I know.”

“Deal with it please. For
both our sakes. And I will try to be more considerate of your…
controlling tendencies.”

“I’ll try.”

She tells me she doesn’t need
protecting, that she can handle whatever it is I'm keeping from
her.

“I've had your stalker
ex-sub pull a gun on me, your pedophile ex-lover harass me – and
don’t look at me like that. Your mother feels the same way about
her.”

“You’ve talked to my mother
about Elena?” I’m horrified.

“Yes, Grace and I talked
about her,” she calmly confirms. “She’s very upset. Blames
herself.”

“I can't believe you spoke
to my mother. Shit!”

I knew Ana met up with my
mom for lunch, but she never mentioned that they spoke about Elena.
I thought we’d managed to bury all that under the carpet, never to
be spoken about again.

“I didn’t go into any
specifics.”

“I should hope not. Mom
doesn't need all the gory details. Christ, Ana. My dad
too?”

“No!” Ana replies
vehemently. Ever since the prenup disagreement, I know she's felt
uncomfortable with Dad, so I'm not surprised she hasn't had any
kind of a chat with him. Thank fuck for that.

Ana still wants to know
more about the information we have on Jack, so I reluctantly open
up and tell her what we have – she’ll probably only get it from
Kate anyway if I don’t. I tell her about the possible Detroit
connection because that's where I was born, and we end up
discussing some of my childhood, even though I insist all that shit
is in the past and done with. But Ana knows better than that. She
knows that each and every one of my Fifty Shades began when I was
that abused little boy that my parents saved from a living hell in
Detroit.

 


~~~

 


“Don’t you get it, Elliot?
Kate was totally irresponsible in persuading Ana to go out for
cocktails at that stupid fucking Zig Zag Café, instead of going
back to Escala as Ana had agreed with me.”

I’ve phoned my brother to try and get
him to bring Kate into line.

“I guess Kate just
assumed you were being your usual controlling and overprotective
self with Ana, and didn’t see any harm in them having a girls’
evening out together. Apparently, you don’t like Ana going out
without you while you’re around, so Kate figured while you were
away on business was a perfect opportunity for them to catch up.
And they had your security team with them, it wasn’t as if they
sneaked off on their own.”

Laid back as always, that’s my
brother. But Elliot needs to understand that life isn’t always one
big joke.

“Yes, but that tied up two
of the security detail all evening. Both of them having to sit and
watch the girls gossiping and drinking stupid fucking cocktails,
leaving the apartment understaffed and vulnerable. I don’t see why
Kate felt the need for them to go to some tacky bar instead of
going back home with Ana.”

“It’s called getting out
and having fun, Christian. You should try it sometime,” he
jokes.

“Elliot, I don’t call it
fun when there was a madman on the loose with the possible
intention of kidnapping members of my family. And Kate was very
well aware of this, as you felt it necessary to blab all the
details about the increased security to her, and then Kate used
this knowledge to manipulate Ana into going against my
instructions. I'd chosen not to enlighten her about any of this,
because I preferred to shield her from all that shit, but Kate made
that out to be a bad thing.”

“Well maybe she has a
point, Christian. Of course I told Kate what was going on – we talk
about everything, I don’t hold anything back. And anyway, Kate had
seen for herself the extra security measures, so I wasn’t going to
lie when she asked me about them. Maybe if Ana had been more aware
of what was going on, she wouldn’t have been so easily persuaded to
rebel against your decree. You do overreact with all this security
business, bro.”

“What you fail to
understand, indeed what everyone fails to understand, is that I was
not overreacting. It turns out that fucker Hyde had set himself up
with a false identity in order to gain access to my apartment,
somehow having discovered that I was out of town. He was armed when
he was apprehended in my apartment. Worse still, the police
discovered a mattress and drugs and other equipment in the van he
used that proves he planned to kidnap Ana and do God knows what to
her.”

“Shit!  I had no idea
he was that sick. That’s pretty shocking…” Elliot gasps. Finally I
seem to be getting through to him.

“Exactly. Now do you
comprehend how serious the situation was? Kate keeping Ana out just
to spite me, by proving I can't control them, put her supposed best
friend at great risk. It also left the apartment vulnerable,
because two thirds of my staff were out babysitting the girls at
that stupid fucking cocktail bar. The one remaining officer only
just managed to contain Hyde before Ana walked back in with Sawyer.
She could have walked right into the arms of a kidnapper, just
because Kate decided she knew best, and that they should go out for
cocktails. Now do you get why I'm pissed with her?”

“Yeah, I guess I do,
Christian. The fucker actually had drugs ready
to…?”

“So the police tell
me.”

“How’s Ana taken all this?
She must have been pretty shaken up I'm guessing.”

“It’s been a pretty rough
time,” I tell him briefly, not wanting to elaborate about the
terrible confrontation Ana and I have just been through, or the
horrifying nightmare I endured last night, no doubt brought on
by the whole situation. At least we seem to be coming out the
other side of things now.

“Look, I meant it about
getting out and having some fun to help get over all this. Ana’s
still so young, she’d only just finished college when she married
you, hadn't she?”

“Yes,” I agree
reluctantly.

“And I bet she gets bored
to tears with all those endless stuffed shirt functions you drag
her to. What you both need is a weekend away from all the stress
here. Why don’t you take her to your place in Aspen? It's a year
round resort, not just for skiing, so it doesn't matter
that it's August. You’ve never really made use of it, despite
having that huge refurb done. I think your wife is entitled to see
your property, isn’t  she?”

“I don’t know, I've got a
couple of deals at very critical stages,” I argue.  But I
can't deny that part of me finds it a very appealing
idea.

“Fuck work, Christian.
That’s what you have staff for. And if you still insist on working,
you'll have your cell phone and your laptop with you. Plus I'm sure
Mrs. Bentley would love to have you visit, because she must sit
there twiddling her thumbs most of the time.”

“Maybe you’re right. I’ll
think about it. But for now, I just want to say that I get that you
and Kate are totally into each other, but you need to take a firm
stance with that woman, or she’ll always wear the pants in your
relationship. Is that really what you want? She’s a very strong
willed and tenacious young woman.”

“Yeah, I know, but I’ve got
her under control. I just let her think she’s wearing the pants,
but in reality I know I can get her to do anything I want. She’s
just so different from any other girl I’ve ever known.”

“Yeah, and you’ve known
more than your fair share, haven’t you?” I point out
sardonically.

“Can't deny that’s true, so
that’s why I know it’s special with Kate. I'm ready to settle down
with her, and actually, I'm planning to propose to her first
chance I get. I want to marry Kate.”

“Really? You’re sure about
this?” I ask incredulously.

“Yep. I've sown all my wild
oats, and I'm crazy about her, so why not? After all, married life
seems to suit you, little bro.”

“If you're sure that’s what
you want, then I guess I have to offer you my
congratulations.”

Shit. Kate is going to be
my sister in law? Well then, I guess I'm going to have to try to
get along with her. To her credit, she's never breathed a word to
Elliot about her discovery of the contract she found in my jacket
pocket, or what the implications of it were.

“Well, I haven’t asked her
yet, and I really don’t know if she’ll say yes. She might think
it’s too soon, or that she doesn’t want to get married, shit like
that. I don’t know, I've tried dropping hints and asking subtle
questions, but now she wants to know why I'm acting
weird.”

“Women. They are a complete
mystery at times. Definitely from another planet. Look, here’s a
thought. Why don’t we organize a family trip to Aspen? Do you think
Mia would be up for it?”

“If you ask Ethan along,
I’m sure she would,” Elliot snickers.

“She does seem pretty
smitten with him, doesn’t she? Ana assures me he’s a decent guy,” I
ponder.

“Yeah, he’s a top dude, and
I'm not saying that just because he’s Kate’s brother. Mia could do
a lot worse than Ethan, but he seems to be dragging his heels for
some reason. Kate reckons it’s because he’s not convinced that Mia
isn’t just being swept along. He thinks her feelings might not be
real, that she’s being influenced because it’s all just so neat and
convenient, with him being her brother and Ana’s
friend.”

“Ethan will soon learn that
no one can influence our baby sister to do anything against her
will,” I chuckle. “So what do you think? We could all fly to
Colorado in my private jet. Are you up for it?”

“Yeah, and seeing as
it’s really nice and romantic there, maybe I could propose to Kate
over the weekend. I think I know the type of ring she’d like, and
they have the best jewelers there, don’t they?”

“They sure do, Elliot,” I
confirm. No question, Aspen caters for the very high end market.
I'm sure he could find her a suitable ring there.

“I only intend to do this
once in my life, so I want to do it properly. You know, get down on
one knee and ask her to marry me. Ana told Kate that’s what you
did, right?”

“Yes, I did,” I say
proudly, a big grin on my face at the memory. “The full hearts and
flowers experience.  As you say, if you are going to
propose, you should do things properly, Elliot.”

“Let’s do it then. Let’s go
to Aspen for the weekend,” Elliot laughs.

“Okay, I’ll get Taylor
straight onto making all the necessary arrangements.  But I’d
like to make it a surprise for Ana, so do you think you can manage
to persuade your future fiancée to keep her mouth shut about it?” I
ask him wryly.

“Leave it with me. I told
you, despite what you all think, I wear the pants in our
relationship,” he insists.

“Whatever. I'll email you
the details,” I smile as I hang up. Clearly my brother is
delusional, but I guess that’s what love does to a man.


Chapter 59 - Chillaxing
In Aspen




After my late night call with Elliot,
and several emails sent in the early hours of the morning when I
couldn’t sleep, our trip to Aspen goes ahead.

Ana seems delighted when she discovers
my surprise guests of Kate, Elliot, Mia and Ethan on board the jet.
She said she wanted to see more of her friends, and I want my wife
to have whatever she wants, so I’m bringing friends with us on our
trip. This way I can relax, happy in the knowledge that this
arrangement makes for a far more secure and controlled environment
for her to socialize in.

I love making my wife laugh and smile,
and so I'm glad we’re getting away for the weekend after the
extremely stressful events of the last few days. It’s only about a
two hour flight, and I’ve always liked Aspen, ever since my parents
took us there for the skiing when we were kids. Owning an Aspen
property was one of the targets I set myself to prove that I had
joined the ranks of the super wealthy, along with owning my own
helicopter, private jet and boat. The fact that I’ve not had the
time to use this place since I acquired it is an indication of how
much time I still spend on generating even more wealth. I am never
going to be poor or hungry again, and neither is my beloved wife
now.

Taylor is happy about our
trip to Aspen too, as the paparazzi in Seattle have been making
life hell for his security team. Now that the whereabouts of both
Leila and Hyde are no longer of concern, Aspen is a great location
for us to head to, especially as part of the extensive refurb that
was carried out on my house was to have a state of the art security
system installed. Even so, Taylor’s organized his security
connections in Aspen to carry out a sweep of my property in advance
of our arrival, as well as a full threat assessment and a
comprehensive but low key security plan.

The worry is that Hyde could possibly
have an accomplice.

Since Elliot has told me that he wants
to marry Kate, for his sake I’m trying my hardest to at least
tolerate my potential future sister-in-law, however much she grates
on me. Even so,  I have to keep my temper in check, because
before we’ve even taken off, Kate wastes no time in quizzing me
about Hyde, and then works out for herself that he very possibly
has an accomplice.

No doubt about it, she’s a very bright
girl, but she’s also very thoughtless. She appears to have no tact
or consideration for Ana’s feelings, as my wife looks at me in
horror at Kate’s words. After everything she’s been through, I
hadn't wanted Ana worried unnecessarily on this matter of an
accomplice, but her brash journalist friend, so eager to get to the
bottom of a good story, hasn’t given that aspect of things the
slightest consideration.

Kate’s words start a whole new thought
process for Ana, who leaps to the conclusion that Elena could be
involved, just because of how much she loathes her I guess. But I’m
sure she’s not, and knowing how deadly the whole Elena topic is, I
shut down that conversation before it can get out of hand and spoil
my plans for a happy and relaxed weekend.

 


~~~

 


Once we arrive, Taylor drives us to
the house in a hastily arranged VW minivan. I see Ana looking out
of the window as we drive through the streets. Aspen is an
attractive, characterful old mining town with lots of smart shops,
and I hope she’s going to like the place as much as I do, because
then we can come here whenever we like and make better use of the
house.

However, I can't deny the thought of
Ana learning to ski fills me with dread, because it can be such a
dangerous sport when you don’t know what you’re doing. Perhaps
skiing won't be her thing, but the way she’s taken to sailing and
soaring, I suspect my wife will love skiing just as much as I do.
I’ll just have to insist she sticks to the less challenging and
safer nursery slopes on West Buttermilk Mountain if she goes ahead
and wants to learn to ski.

“Home,” I mouth to Ana as
we finally arrive at the house. I really like this place, and I
want her to feel at home here, so that she can really relax and
unwind.

My housekeeper, Carmella
Bentley, is waiting to greet us. She already knows Mia and Elliot,
as they have actually used this place more than I have in the two
years I've owned it. I proudly introduce my wife, using her full
name – Anastasia. A beautiful name for a
beautiful girl.  I love the fact that
she is now Anastasia Grey. Mine. My wife.

Ana’s taken by surprise when I
suddenly pick her up and carry her over the threshold. Tradition
dictates that to avoid a lifetime of bad luck and evil spirits, a
new wife must never trip or fall as she enters her new home. With
Ana’s knack for tripping and falling, I’m definitely happy to carry
her over the threshold of every single new home we go
to.

Ana  is very quiet
and subdued as I show her round our very impressive house. I'm
reminded all over again that this level of affluence is way beyond
anything she’d experienced before she met me, and she’s still
getting used to it. I have to constantly remind her that it
is our money, our house, not just mine as she keeps referring to
everything. I want to share everything I have with her, because
otherwise it is all pointless and meaningless.

We end up in the master bedroom, where
she stands looking out at the impressive view of Ajax or Aspen
Mountain. She relaxes a little as we talk about Elliot - she asks
if I knew about his fling with Gia Matteo, information no doubt
gleaned from Kate.

I consider for a moment
leaving Ana under the illusion that Elliot is the nice, kind, sweet
boy  he appears to be on first acquaintance. He is such a
master at it, when he really is such a badboy underneath that act–
or at least he has been up until now. It appears that Kate is about
to put an end to those ways, which is one of the reasons I can
tolerate her – I've always worried about the fact that Elliot slept
around so casually, putting himself at risk. So, if she can tame
him and get him to act more responsibly, then I’ll put up with
her.

I decide to go with
honesty.

“Elliot’s fucked most of
Seattle, Ana. Mainly women, I understand.”

Ana’s face is a picture of shocked
surprise. He obviously had my naïve wife completely
fooled.

“No!” she gasps in
disbelief.

“It’s none of my business.”
I hold my hands up, not prepared to elaborate any
further.

Despite this little distraction, Ana
still seems ill at ease and unsettled, and I'm worried she doesn’t
like the house

“This can't be about Gia’s
or Elliot’s promiscuity.” I probe.

“I know. I'm sorry. After
all that’s happened this week, it’s just…”

It’s okay, I can see she’s
still in some sort of shock, still recovering from everything
that’s happened. This I can understand and relate to. This is
exactly why we need a weekend of unwinding and relaxing together.
Chillaxing, as Elliot would say.

I pull her into my arms to hold her
tightly.

“Goes some way to explain
why he’s always teasing you,” she murmurs, as she nuzzles into my
chest. At least now she’ll get where Elliot’s coming
from.

“He really has no idea
about my past. I told you, my family assumed I was gay. Celibate,
but gay.”

Ana seems to find this amusing as she
starts giggling.

“I thought you were
celibate. How wrong I was.”

“Mrs. Grey, are you
smirking at me?”

“Maybe a little,” she
concedes. “You know, what I don’t understand is why you have this
place.”

“What do you
mean?”

“You have the boat, which I
get, you have the place in New York for business – but why here?
It’s not like you shared it with anyone?”

As usual, Ana has got right
to the heart of the matter. So, what did I have in mind once I’d
achieved my goal of owning a property here in Aspen? Just let it
sit empty all year round, as I never actually took a proper
vacation since I started up my company, just the odd day here and
there to go sailing or soaring?

I think deep down I always knew there
was something missing from my life, but I never dared or hoped to
believe that I would find out what it was, or that I would ever
find it.

But I did.

By some miracle, by some divine
intervention, Ana was sent into my life to turn my world upside
down, but at the same time make sense of everything.

She was the missing piece.

Anastasia has made my life
whole.

“I was waiting for you,” I
say softly, and I'm rewarded by one of Ana’s beautiful
smiles.

“That’s… that’s such a
lovely thing to say,” she whispers, as  her eyes light up with
happiness.

“It’s true. I didn’t know
it at the time,” I smile back.

“I'm glad you
waited.”

“You are worth waiting for,
Mrs. Grey.” I kiss her tenderly.

“So are you. Though I feel
like I cheated. I didn’t have to wait long for you at
all.”

“Am I that much of a
prize?” I grin at her.

“Christian, you are the
state lottery, the cure for cancer and the three wishes from
Aladdin's lamp all rolled into one. When will you realize this? You
were a very eligible bachelor. And I don’t mean all this.” She
waves her hand around at our surroundings. “I mean in here. Believe
me, Christian, please.” She places her hand over my heart, and then
pulls my head down to kiss me.

Ana thinks I have a good heart. She’s
wrong, but she is working her special magic on me to try her best
to make me into a better man. I don’t deserve it, but her love is
the healing balm that will soothe and cure my inherent
wickedness.

“When are you going to get
it through your exceptionally thick skull that I love you?” she
asks, exasperated as she can see I'm still skeptical.

“One day,” I
murmur.

One day, as long as I don’t drive her
away before she can complete the transformation. 

 


~~~

 


The weather takes a turn
for the worse as it starts raining, so after lunch, the girls head
off to do some shopping, while the boys do ‘outdoor boring stuff’
according to Mia. Ana insists I should go fishing – I think she
wants me to have some male bonding time, although I could quite
happily have come up with some ideas to occupy the time with my
wife.

But it will be good for Ana to go
shopping with the girls, and I'm sure Mia will have great fun
encouraging my wife to buy something outrageously expensive in one
of the exclusive little boutiques that Aspen specializes in. It
will do Ana good – she needs to get used to being able to spend our
money freely on anything that takes her fancy. It’s what I want her
to do.

I insist that Taylor will accompany
them, and am pleased when Ana overrules Kate’s rude assertion that
they don’t need babysitting. So maybe she has learnt something from
the whole cocktail drinking debacle, which pleases me.

Elliot makes an excuse that
he needs to go into town to get a watch battery, but I know he has
another agenda. He wants to buy Kate’s engagement ring. I tell him
to take the Audi, and we’ll go fishing when he gets
back.

 


~~~

 


In the end, Elliot calls to
say we should go fishing without him. He wants to take his time
choosing the right ring for Kate, and then he’ll probably need to
wait while they resize it – he thinks he has a good idea on size
because he’s secretly taken another of her rings along. He needs
the ring for tonight, because at some point he’s planning to get
down on one knee and propose. No one else has a clue that he has
this planned, least of all Kate, so it should be an interesting
evening.

“I know she really likes
retro Victorian jewelry, so that’s the style I’m going for. I’ve
seen a couple I think she’d really like and I’m just trying to
choose between them,” he explains.

“No worries. You take all
the time you need. Ethan and I will see you later.”

“Cool. Yeah, laters,” he
replies.

So it’s just me and Kate’s brother who
head off in the black flatbed truck for some fly fishing in the
Roaring Fork Valley.

I can definitely see the family
resemblance between Ethan and Kate. Both have strawberry blonde
hair; both have green eyes; both are quite tall.

As an aspiring journalist,
Kate is undoubtedly her press magnate father’s daughter, and what I
want to know is if Ethan has the same tenacious drive and somewhat
unpleasant directness that will make his sister a very good
reporter. If he does, I can't see that he and Mia will get along,
however much she may be attracted to this young man’s undoubted
good looks. This is the trouble with my little sister – she can be
rather shallow at times, placing a lot of importance on looks and
physical attraction.

But Ethan seems to be playing hard to
get, so I want to know what his intentions towards Mia are. At
least the background check I had Welch run on him came up squeaky
clean – no hint of any drug or alcohol abuse, no driving citations,
nothing, not so much as a parking ticket.

When I knew Ethan was
coming for the weekend, I instructed Mrs. Bentley to prepare
separate rooms for him and Mia, but that’s not to say they will
necessarily remain alone in those rooms for the entire night. Much
as I hate it, I have to face the fact that my baby sister is a
fully grown, very beautiful, adult young woman, of a similar age to
my own young wife. As much as I’d like to, I can’t lock her away in
her bedroom alone.

But there’s no way I’m
forcing matters by assuming Mia and Ethan will be sleeping –
or not sleeping as the case may be – together
tonight.

Even Elliot agrees with me when it
comes to our baby sister. Despite his usually somewhat laid back
morals, he is also fiercely protective towards Mia. However, he
seems to think Ethan is a decent guy, so that reassures me, and why
I agreed to invite him along for this weekend trip.

Ethan and I start off by discussing
the fishing.

“Have you done much fly
fishing around these parts before?” I inquire as  I
drive.

“Yeah, my dad and I have
spent quite a lot of time together fishing around here. It’s one of
his favorite hobbies. He always says it’s the contemplative man’s
recreation.”

“Izaak Walton,” I grin,
recognizing the quote.

It appears that Ethan’s
father is a man after my own heart, as I've always found fishing a
very good time to do some thinking, while I'm pitting my wits
against the forces of nature and trying to outwit the fish. My
father introduced me to fly fishing when I was quite young, I think
because he knew it was a sport that would suit my solitary
nature.

“So, what flies are you
planning to use? Have you checked the hatch chart?” I ask Ethan,
and we spend some time discussing the merits of the different bait
and then the casting techniques we prefer. It seems young Kavanagh
knows his fishing, so I guess he can't be all bad.

 “Are you planning to
join your father’s empire? I understand you’ve had a year off
travelling since you graduated last year.”

I want to know more about Ethan. At
least he has experienced different cultures, and I respect that
-  travel broadens the mind, so they say.

“No, I think I’ll leave all
that to my sister, media’s much more her thing. It’s no secret that
my father would love nothing better than to have me take over the
family business one day and head up Kavanagh Media, it’s not the
direction I want to head in,” he states firmly.

I glance over at Ethan with new
respect. It takes a lot of guts to stand up to a man like Edward
Kavanagh.

“So what do you want to
do?” I ask curiously.

“Well, I’ve been accepted
into the psych course at Seattle – I’m doing my  Master of
Arts in Psychology. My father wasn’t too happy about it, so I’m
funding it by drawing on my trust fund now that I've come of age.
It’s a two year course, and I’ll be working part time to fit around
my lectures, doing an internship or practicum  in one of the
areas I want to specialize in.”

“Sounds pretty full on. So,
what is your ultimate goal?”

“Eventually, once I’ve
gained my license, I want to set up my own practice as a fully
qualified psychotherapist. I’m still deciding on the area I want to
specialize in, but the Seattle course appealed to me because it is
an Existential Phenomenological Therapeutic Program.”

So Ethan could end up being another
John Flynn. How interesting.

But now I need to cut to
the chase. We’ve reached our destination, and once we’re out on the
river concentrating on our fishing, it won't be as easy to talk. So
as I pull up and turn off the truck engine, I turn to face Ethan to
read his face.

“What are your intentions
towards my sister?” I ask him bluntly.

He blinks for a moment and raises his
eyebrows.

“I really like Mia, she’s a very
special girl, but….” He sighs and rubs his forehead.

“But?”

“But the
timing is all wrong. Mia’s used to a very affluent and comfortable
lifestyle, and I’ve got a long road ahead of me before I can set
myself up in practice and hope to earn anything like a decent
living. And I refuse to sponge off my father. I want to make my own
way in life, not dance to his tune just to have a nice comfortable
lifestyle. So it doesn't seem fair to start something potentially
serious with Mia when I have nothing to offer her, not at the
moment anyway. And I can't mess her around and expect a beautiful
girl like her to wait at least another couple of years, can I?” He
sighs deeply again. “But I really like her.  She’s so
funny, so kind, so…  Mia. I've never met anyone like her.
And it’s difficult, because our paths are going to keep crossing
because of Kate being with Elliot, so unless they break up, which
seems unlikely as I know Kate is totally head over heels in love
with the guy,  Mia and I are inevitably going to keep seeing
each other.”

“Have you talked to Mia
about any of this?” I ask.

“I’ve tried, but Mia
doesn’t seem to understand the realities of the situation. She says
money’s not important, and that she has money of her own we could
live on until I get myself established, but I'm sure as hell not
taking hand outs from her or from anyone,” he states stubbornly.
The glint in his eye reminds me of his sister Kate when she sets
her mind on something.

“So you’d put your pride
before my sister’s happiness?” I ask, as I study his face intently.
His head shoots up at my words.

“Is that how you see it?”
he asks, shocked.

I shrug.

“Just calling it how I see
it, Ethan. Let me ask you this. How would you feel if Mia accepted
that there was no possible future for the two of you, moved on and
started seeing another guy. What if you had to keep seeing her with
this other guy? Could you accept that, knowing that you might have
been able to work at some sort of compromise with her? Might you
regret not being able to swallow some of that stubborn pride, just
to see if things might have worked out between you?”

Ethan groans and holds his head in his
hands.

“That would be my worst
nightmare. I’d want to kill any other fucker who got near enough to
lay a finger on her,” he growls.

I grin. This guy is
talking my language. This I can totally relate to. Not that I can
quite believe I actually seem to be playing fucking cupid for my
baby sister and Ethan. Me, the relationship
counselor. Flynn would be proud of me
– I think, anyway?

“Come on, Kavanagh. Let’s
go fish. Use the time for some of that contemplative recreation
your father was talking about.”

 


~~~

 


 


On our return, I find Ana
out in the garage with Kate and Elliot for some reason. Straight
away Ana notices that under my wading jacket, I'm wearing the blue
coveralls she sold me in Claytons. Yeah, I kept them because I'm sentimental – it’s not a crime, is
it? And anyway, they are very practical, with lots of useful
pockets.

That seems a lifetime ago, although it
is only a few short months. I think it must have been love at first
sight with Ana, even though I didn’t know it at the time. It’s the
only explanation of why I acted so out of character to go chasing
after her all the way down to Portland, hanging around like a
lovesick puppy, fooling myself that I was in control of my
emotions.

Looking back, I think
Taylor probably knew the writing was on the wall when I overslept
that time in Ana’s apartment and had to walk the walk of shame when
I turned up late for my breakfast meeting, unshaven and in my jeans
and T shirt from the night before – an unheard of occurrence up
till then. Probably explained the smug look on his face.

When Elliot tells me he tried to tempt
my wife to take a ride, as he smirks at me, I realize he’s
referring to the trail bikes I have in the garage. Elliot and I
took them out a couple of times when I first got the house and he
was over here doing the refurb – it was good fun, but pretty risky.
The thought of Ana riding one of those dangerous things nearly
gives me a heart attack, but seeing the look of horror on my face,
Elliot goes on to say that Ana declined as she’d said I wouldn’t
like it. So that’s another instance of Ana being considerate of my
feelings, after standing up to Kate earlier. I’m impressed – she
really seems to be making an effort.

But Ana never ceases to surprise
me.

“You can ride a
motorcycle?”

“Not very well. Ethan
taught me.”

Although I know Ethan’s
interest now lies elsewhere, I still don’t like the thought of him
having spent time getting close to my wife while he was
 teaching her how to ride a trail bike. But I have to accept
that she can't change her past any more than I can change
mine.

“You made the right
decision. The ground’s very hard at the moment, and the rain’s made
it very treacherous and slippery.” I tell her. I’d have been
seriously displeased if I’d found out she’d been riding a trail
bike.

“Where do you want the
fishing gear?” Ethan calls out.

“Leave it, Ethan – Taylor
will take care of it.”

“What about the
fish?”

“You
caught a fish?” Ana asks in
surprise. Well, we did go
fishing, didn’t we?

“Not me. Kavanagh did.” I
pretend to be upset as I pout, making Ana laugh. Truth is, there is
always an element of luck as well as skill in these matters, and
today his choice of fly proved more effective than mine.

“Mrs. Bentley will deal
with that,” I tell him. “Am I amusing you, Mrs. Grey?”

“Very much so. You’re wet.
Let me run you a bath,” she suggests.

“As long as you join me,” I
reply, as I kiss her.

 


~~~

 


The bath that Ana prepares for us has
to wait while I make love to my wife – good job it’s a wet
room.

Whenever we are apart for a few hours,
we both feel a need to reconnect as soon as we are together again.
That’s just the way it is between us.

It’s the sweetest of sweet vanilla sex
between us this time.

It seems incredible to me now that I
could ever have thought vanilla would be boring.

I love watching Ana’s face
as I let my cock slowly sink into her silky depths. I love seeing
her look of contented bliss and pure pleasure. I love looking into
her beautiful eyes as she flies over the edge into the orgasm I
give her. I love feeling her relax against my chest afterwards,
sated and satisfied by our love making.

I love vanilla sex with my
wife.

 


~~~

 


‘Does My Butt Look Big in
This?’

That’s the subject of
the email I get from my wife on my cell.  Ana has been
gone for ages upstairs with Kate, who’s helping her get ready after
declaring that she should try out a new look with her hair and
makeup for our evening out.

I think maybe Kate’s avoiding Elliot,
as things seem pretty tense between them right now, but hopefully
things will get sorted once Elliot has gone ahead and proposed
sometime this evening. He’s got the ring he bought safely stashed
away in his pocket, but I can tell he’s on edge, because he’s still
not sure that Kate is going to say yes. I’ll be very surprised if
she turns him down, although with women you can never be sure,
especially one as strong willed as Kate.

So it seems my wife wants my sartorial
advice. I’m sure her very delectable butt will look absolutely
perfect in the dress she bought this afternoon, but as I tell her
in my reply, I'm more than happy to give it a very thorough
examination, so I head on upstairs straight away.

Wow.

I can't quite believe my eyes when I
see Ana standing there waiting for me. My wife has been transformed
from her normal sweet, beautiful, sexy-yet-innocent looking self,
into a high priestess of sexual allure and vampiness.  I can
tell by the nervous expression on her face that she is worried
about my reaction, as she has every reason to be.

Her silver backless dress is so short
that it’s barely decent, and with those wonderful fuck-me high
heeled Manolos, her legs look incredibly long and even sexier than
usual.

But it’s her hair and makeup that make
her look so different.

Her chestnut hair has been
straightened and back combed, to make it look very full and Barbie
like.

And normally, Ana only wears very
light makeup, or none at all.

But now, her eyes have been
emphasized by so much heavy kohl, that they look enormous. That,
along with the bright red scarlet lipstick mean that she
almost looks like a whore, and part of me wants to order her to go
and wash it off right now this second.

But part of me is
incredibly turned on, imagining those sexy scarlet red, full, pouty
lips tightly fixed around my cock while she sucks me off, with
those big, heavily made up eyes turned to obediently gaze up at
me.

So I resist the urge.

There is no way on this earth that I
would ever let my wife go out by herself looking like this. But
asking me to come and check out her appearance means that she has
sought my approval, and that pleases me greatly.

And as I will be by her
side the whole time this evening, and will get to watch her and let
my imagination go wild about what I'm going to do with her when we
get back, I decide to allow it. I will grant her permission to go
out looking like this, just on this occasion. But first I need to
make a few things clear.

I stand behind as I turn her to look
in the full length mirror. There is so much of her naked back on
show, and the skirt of the dress is nothing more than a narrow band
that just about covers that delicious ass of hers.

“This is very
revealing.”

We both watch in the mirror
as I trail my finger tips down her naked back, over her the curve
of her lovely bottom, down to her naked thigh. The dress is too
short for her to wear stockings, so her legs are bare, and that
means the only barrier preventing my property from being exposed
are her tiny panties and the barely-there dress.

“It’s not far from here, to
here,” I demonstrate as I first touch the hem of her dress, and
then the tiny fabric of her panties that nestles softly
between her legs.

“And your point is?” she
whispers.

“My point is…it’s not far
from here,” I murmur, as I slip a finger inside her panties, “…to
here. And then…to here.” I slip my finger inside her moist depths,
making her gasp and then mewl in surprise.

“This is mine,” I tell her,
as I close my eyes, and savor the feeling of slowly finger fucking
my wife. “I don’t want anyone else to see this.”

I know this is really
turning Ana on as she watches me in the mirror, because her panting
is matching the rhythm of my finger moving in and out of her.
Christ, I have such a raging hard on I could just take her right
now, but as my brother and sister are waiting for us downstairs
ready to leave, I have to postpone that pleasure. Delayed
gratification and all that shit.

“So be a good girl and
don’t bend down, and you should be fine,” I tell her.

Ana looks shocked.

“You approve?”

“No, but I'm not going to
stop you from wearing it. You look stunning, Anastasia.”

I suddenly withdraw my
finger and move round to face her, and then place the tip of the
finger that has just been fucking her on her lower lip. I grin as
Ana kisses my finger, and then I slip my finger in my
mouth. Hell, my wife tastes so
fucking good.

“Come,” I say as I take her
hand and lead her downstairs.

 


~~~

 


Later that evening, as I
talk with Ethan in the restaurant while we wait for our dessert, I
can't help noticing that Mia is looking at the kid as if she’d
rather devour him than any dessert. It seems my baby sister has got
it bad, so I hope Ethan makes up his mind about which way he wants
things to go between them sooner rather than later. Anyhow, I’m
glad I've gotten a chance to get to know him this weekend, because
Mia could do a lot worse than him, as my gut feeling tells me he
will make a very good psychologist – and I should know, seeing as
I’ve had dealings with more than my fair share of shrinks over the
years.

I also think Ethan would be good for
Mia, because already he is standing up to her and not allowing her
to walk all over him by dictating how things should be. I know my
sister well enough to understand that Mia would not respect a man
that was too soft and compliant. My sister needs a firm hand, and I
think Ethan might just be the young man to give her that. Time will
tell.

I glance at my watch. Mia wants us to
go clubbing next, so just as I'm thinking that Elliot had better
get on with proposing or he’ll have missed his chance, I see him
standing up, pushing his chair out of the way, so that he can get
down on one knee. Silence descends over the whole place, as
everyone watches with bated breath. Elliot reaches to take Kate’s
hand in his.

“My beautiful Kate, I love
you. Your grace, your beauty, and your fiery spirit have no equal,
and you have captivated my heart. Spend your life with me. Marry
me.”

The longest moment in history passes,
as Elliot stares tensely at Kate, waiting for her answer. Clearly
she had no idea whatsoever that he was going to propose, and for
once in her life, Miss Katherine Kavanagh is lost for
words.

Then a tear slowly trickles down her
cheek, and she smiles back at Elliot.

“Yes,” she whispers, and I
see Elliot finally relax and start smiling. I think we all heave a
collective sigh of relief, thankful that she has put him out of his
misery.

The whole restaurant erupts with
applause and cheering and catcalls and whooping. I glance at Ana,
and see that she has tears rolling down her cheeks, smudging her
mascara.

For Elliot and Kate, it is obvious
that no one else exists as they gaze into each other’s eyes. It’s a
joy to see them so happy, as Elliot reaches into his pocket to
produce the box with the engagement ring in.

Kate throws her arms around Elliot's
neck, and then they kiss, as everyone in the restaurant looks on
and cheers. My brother, ever the goofy clown, stands to take a bow
as he grins broadly. Then he sits down and takes the ring out of
the box to slide it onto Kate’s finger as they kiss again. I’ve
never seen my brother look so happy, so that makes me happy
too.

 Ana has been so
caught up in the drama, that she has been clutching my hand really
tightly without realizing it.

“Ow,” I mouth at her when
she finally lets go.

“Sorry. Did you know about
this?” she whispers.

I just smile, and I think
she guesses that I did, but hopefully understands that I had to
keep my brother’s trust by not revealing his plans to anyone, not
even her. Ana would have found it hard not to have inadvertently
given something away to her best friend if she had been aware of
Elliot's plans.

I order some Cristal 2002 champagne
for us all to celebrate, as everybody flocks round the happy
couple.

Ana and Kate hug and kiss, as an
emotional Kate sobs and laughs at the same time.

I shake Elliot's hand and then catch
him by surprise as I pull him into a hug, because these days,
thanks to the Ana effect, I can do things like this. I actually
feel able to show my dear brother how happy I am for
him.

“Way to go, Lelliot,” I say
quietly.

“Thanks, Christian,” Elliot
mumbles in shock, as he returns my hug.

For years, even after I eventually
started talking, I struggled to say my brother’s name properly, and
Lelliot was the nearest I could get to it. My mom and dad were so
thrilled that I was saying anything at all that they never
attempted to correct me, and so for many years my brother was
Lelliot.

Despite how difficult it must have
been for him, he has always been the best of brothers to me, and
I'm so happy that this evening has turned out as he wished. For
him, I will do my best to get along with Kate, because I can see
how happy she makes him. I give her a brief hug too.

“I hope you are as happy in
your marriage as I am in mine,” I say quietly, as I smile at
Ana.

“Thank you, Christian. I
hope so too.”

Once everyone has a flute of
champagne, I raise a toast.

“To Kate and my dear
brother, Elliot – congratulations.”

 


~~~

 


We head off to the most exclusive
nightclub in Aspen – Zax.

It’s my nightclub, but
although I own it, I'm not involved in the day to day running.
However, I keep my finger on the pulse to check how well it is
performing, as I always do for any of my assets, and I’m pleased to
say that Zax is doing very well. It was a sound
investment.

I'm taking this opportunity to test
how on the ball the staff are. I didn’t forewarn them I would be
visiting, but this evening I am immediately granted access when I
head to the front of the queue, which means they have recognized
who I am, and one girl even addresses me by name.

That’s good – I hate sloppy staff who
are not aware of the correct protocols. Of course the owner of the
club should be granted VIP treatment without having to mention who
he is, so full marks to the management here for ensuring the staff
have been correctly trained. They have probably been tipped off
about my presence by the security checks Taylor will have
organized. Well, no matter, the point is that they are following
the correct code of behavior, although I am less than pleased by
the way a young male member of staff named Max ogles my wife as she
removes the coat I insisted she must wear to keep her covered while
we made our way here, and  I will be bringing the matter of
his inappropriate behavior to the attention of the
manager.

Ana seems surprised when I
insist that she needs to drink some water, and that I'm aware of
how much alcohol she has consumed over the course of the day, but
that is part of my responsibility in caring for her. I know she has
already consumed more than is really wise for someone with her low
tolerance for alcohol, but I’ve balanced that out against the fact
that she has eaten properly today, as well as understanding that we
are here to relax and have fun. She’s with me, I will look after
her, so all is well.

That is until she is out on
the dance floor with Kate and Mia, letting herself go and dancing
with unusual confidence to a David Guetta track.

Damn, you's a sexy bitch,
sexy bitch!

Damn, you's a sexy bitch!

I like watching her, although I made
sure I reminded her not to bend over before she headed for the
dance floor.

She closes her eyes, and
lets herself move with the beat, but then to my horror, I see a
huge blonde gorilla move up behind Ana,
and PUT HIS FUCKING HANDS ON MY
WIFE’S ASS.

White hot anger surges through me. How
fucking dare he touch her like that, especially as I know there is
very little between his filthy hands and my very private and very
personal property. I'm up on my feet and moving towards the dance
floor in an instant. I am enraged, and I have to deal with this
fucker without delay.

It appears that at first Ana assumes
those are my hands touching her, because she can't see the
guy  behind her, but as I'm pushing my way through the crowd
to make my way over, I see her look down at his hands and horror
fills her face as she suddenly realizes those are not the hands of
her husband.

I lose sight of them for a
minute as the crowds get in the way, but when I finally reach them,
Ana is holding up her hand to the guy and pointing to her wedding
rings.

I stand behind my wife as she is
moving away from the gorilla, and as she backs into me, I put my
arm around her waist and move her to my side.

“Keep your fucking hands
off my wife,” I spit out, as I feel the rage surging through me. It
takes me back to the days when I was an out of control teenager,
one who regularly got into brawls and fights due to his ferociously
wild temper.

“She can take care of
herself,” the fucker insolently replies, and without even thinking
about what I’m doing, I land a perfect punch on his chin, and watch
as he crumples to the floor. The cold detached part of me finds it
satisfying that it has been so effective, while the white hot
raging part of me wants to continue until I've beaten him to a
pulp.

“Christian, no!” Ana gasps,
as she tries to hold me back. “I already hit him.”

Just as the fucker is
getting to his feet, Elliot grasps my arm, just as he has so many
times in the past when we were teenagers, looking out for me and
trying to prevent his hot headed little brother from landing in
serious trouble. His firm touch helps to bring me back from my
enraged, uncontrolled state, as I suddenly realize I don’t want to
ruin his evening. I take a deep breath to try and regain my
composure. The blonde fucker stutters an apology, but I don’t take
my eyes off him as he beats a hasty retreat.

Elliot senses that the worst of the
storm has passed now that the guy has left. He lets me go, and then
finally relaxes when he can see that Ana is calming me
down. As the track changes, he takes Kate in his arms and
starts to dance with her.

Ana puts her arms around my neck, and
makes eye contact with me, to try and break the spell of my
rage.

“Are you okay?” I try and
refocus on her.

“Yes,” she assures me. She
refuses to sit down, but tries her best to get me to dance with her
instead, trying to distract me out of my fury.

“You hit him?” I'm trying
to process this information, as she takes my clenched fists in her
hands.

“Of course I did. I thought
it was you, but his hands were hairier. Please dance with
me.”

Suddenly, I really want to dance with
my sexy wife, to feel her body, my property, right next to
mine.

“You wanna dance? Let’s
dance,” I growl. 

I like to dance, and right
now it’s the best way for me to release some of the tension that
has built up in the last few minutes. I enjoy dancing with my wife,
and I find myself having fun as I dirty dance with her.

Finally we go and sit down.
Ana worries about what would have happened if the press had been
here. Seems she’s finally beginning to think like a billionaire’s
wife, aware that our actions are subject to the scrutiny of 
the press, but I reassure her that it would all have been taken
care of. That’s what my lawyers are for, to clean up any shit I
tell them to, and one of the reasons I don’t use my dad’s firm.
There are many aspects of my life that he doesn’t need to know
about.

But I can see that Ana is very tired,
has had enough and needs to go home. Kate and Elliot join us – I
think they have their own very personal and very intimate agenda
they want to follow. We leave Mia and Ethan behind at the club, and
I hope maybe that will give them a chance to clear the air and sort
out where their relationship is going.

 


~~~

 


When we get back, it’s
obvious that Ana is totally wrecked. The combination of tiredness,
alcohol and altitude has taken its toll – we are at nearly eight
thousand feet above sea level here.  She can barely make it up
the stairs to our room, having declined my offer to carry her in,
although she allowed me to remove her Manolos. Pity, I was really
looking forward to seeing her wearing just those sexy shoes and
nothing else, but Ana is not in a fit state for any of the sexy
games I’d got planned. Instead, I shall have to distract myself by
catching up with some work once I’ve put her to bed.

But the state she’s in, if
I don’t help her, she’ll crash out on the bed just as she is, in
her clothes, complete with heavy makeup. So I take her into the
bathroom and sit her on the chair. She just sits there and closes
her eyes, nearly asleep already. I search in the cupboard to find
what I need. Some cotton balls and baby oil should do the
trick.

As I tip her head back, she opens her
eyes in surprise.

“Eyes closed,” I instruct,
so I can take off her makeup. I like doing this, caring for my
wife, looking after her. That’s what loving couples do, isn’t it?
They look after each other, and they cherish each other.

Just like the time Ana
made me feel cherished when she shampooed my hair and then cut it
for me. That made me feel very cherished indeed, especially when
people made comments about my new haircut, and I could say “My wife
cut it for me.” Because she cares
about me. Because she loves me.

“Aw, there’s the woman I
married,” I say, once I’ve managed to get most of it
off.

“You don’t like the
makeup?”

It’s been a change to see
her made up, but my beautiful wife has no need of artificial
embellishment.

“I like it well enough, but
I prefer what’s beneath it. Here, take these.”

I kiss her forehead, and
pass her some Advil with a glass of water. Reluctantly she takes
them after rolling her eyes, but she’ll thank me in the
morning.

“Good. Do you need a
private moment?” I ask, remembering how much water I’ve insisted
she drinks.

“So coy, Mr. Grey. Yes, I
need to pee.”

“You expect me to
leave?”

“You want to stay? You are
one kinky son of a bitch. Out. I don’t want you to watch me pee.
That’s a step too far.”

I leave her to it in the
bathroom, but this little scene has brought back memories. Some
very strict Dominants insist their subs must always ask for
permission to urinate or defecate, and must allow the Dom to watch
if he wishes. It’s a very effective method of exerting control, but
tends to appeal mostly to D/s relationships that include an element
of humiliation. It was something we covered when I was training to
become a Dom, but was not an area that particularly appealed to me
at the time.

Now, I’d help Ana without
hesitation if she needed assistance in the bathroom, but it’s
nothing to do with control or humiliation, just part of looking
after and caring for someone that you love and cherish.

 


~~~

 


“That was fun,” Ana
whispers the following morning.

She’s just indulged my
fantasy for some resistance, after I’d admitted that subduing her
in bed while she struggled was a fantasy of mine – one that I've
never been able to act out previously, because I couldn’t bear to
be touched.

But it didn’t quite go to
plan. It started off well enough, as Ana fought and kicked and
struggled as she tried to push me off. That was really hot, even
when she pulled my hair really hard, because that made it more
real.

“Oh, baby, fight me,” I’d
implored her, but then our fighting had morphed into intense
passion. So I’d slowed the pace right down, to make sweet love to
my beloved wife, but that had just seemed to frustrate a clearly
very impatient Ana into fighting and resisting me again.

“You don’t want to play
nice?” I’d asked, confused.

No, she wanted
me now, it
seemed, so I gave in and did things her way. Ana dictated to me how
we should make love.

And that’s what feels so odd. Having
Ana call the shots like that. I admit to her that it confounds me,
because it’s so different from how I've always done
things.

“Good different or bad
different?” she asks, as she trails her finger over my
lips.

I consider her question for a minute
before responding. To be honest, I'm not really sure. Is it a step
too far? Does it make me feel less of a man, less in control? Or
does it make me feel good that I am adaptable and considerate of my
wife’s wishes?

“Good different,” I try to
convince myself, as well as her.

“You’ve never indulged this
little fantasy before?” she queries.

“No, Anastasia. You can
touch me.”

“Mrs. Robinson could touch
you,” Ana murmurs.

It always seems to come back to Elena,
as far as Ana is concerned. She seems to endlessly want to rehash
all the old shit.

“That was different,” I
whisper back.

“Good different or bad
different?” she wants to know again.

I think this through, and try to come
up with an honest answer.

What Elena did to me wasn’t exactly
what I would call touching. She would punish me with the touch of a
cane, or a whip, or some other instrument of her choosing. She
would pull my hair to jerk my head back when I displeased her, or
when she considered that I had been disobedient, so that she could
slap my face. She would touch me enough to bring me to the edge of
an orgasm, just so she could deny me as she ordered me not to
come. 

But I can't think of a time
in all those years when she touched me in a way that indicated she
cherished me or cared for me in any way other than for pure sexual
gratification. When she touched me, she was simply using me. And
comparing this experience,  to what I experience now when Ana
touches me, means there is only one answer I can really give
her.

“Bad, I think.”

“I thought you liked
it.”

“I did. At the
time.”

“Not now?”

I gaze at Ana, and shake my
head, as I weigh everything up. All that time with Elena. How could
I have got things so wrong, when I was so sure at the time that she
was a force for good?

“Oh, Christian.”

Ana launches herself at me,
kissing me everywhere, but especially my scars. My beloved wife
cares for me, cherishes me as her touch heals the pain and torment
that she can see still haunts me.

This time when I make love to Ana, it
is the sweet and tender loving of my choice.

 


~~~

 


The next morning, I wander
downstairs before my sleepyhead wife, and as it’s been a while
since I was last here, I take a stroll around the grounds just to
refresh my memory and check that everything is as it should
be.

I come across Peter
Bentley, my housekeeper’s husband and the maintenance man here.
 He’s also a volunteer with the Aspen Fire Department, as that
fits in well with his responsibilities, as most of the time the
place is unoccupied. He’s a fair haired, dark eyed middle aged guy,
who keeps himself fit to be able to carry out his Fire Department
duties.

We strike up a conversation
as we walk across the lawn back towards the house, and he’s pleased
that I'm planning to make more use of this place. Peter runs
through all the regular maintenance work he’s undertaken, and goes
on to highlight a couple of areas he thinks will need looking at
before the winter snows arrive. He says it would be wise for the
garage  to have a new roof, and for some of the guttering to
be replaced, so I suggest he gets Elliot to take a look, and if he
agrees it needs doing, then to go ahead and organize the work to be
completed.

As we stroll, I pick up an old bamboo
cane that has blown over from where it was supporting some plants
that have finished flowering now. As I weigh the cane in my hand, I
recall how particularly painful bamboo is for dealing out a
punishment, how it gives a lot of intensity with very little
effort, because of the bumps and ridges along the cane.

I test it out, whipping it
through the air. Thin lightweight canes like this one are more
flexible and therefore sting the most. How do I know? Because
bamboo canes were one of Elena’s instruments of choice when she
began my training as her submissive. The bamboo cane brought me to
heel very quickly and effectively, and I've never forgotten how
much it stung, or the marks it left.

After my conversation with
Ana last night about Elena, the memories this bamboo cane have
stirred up are not pleasant or happy ones. As I look up and see Ana
watching me out of the window, I'm glad I’ve got rid of all my
canes from our playroom. Such a wicked and spiteful instrument does
not have a place in our loving relationship, however much we both
enjoy spicy kinky fuckery.

Even if my wife can be the most
frustrating woman on the planet sometimes, caning someone you love
until they are black and blue is not cherishing them, is
it?

 


~~~

 


After spending Sunday hiking and
picnicking, we all head back to Seattle, suitably exhausted, but
mostly happy. Ana and I are happy, Kate and Elliot most definitely
are, but Mia and Ethan are barely speaking, so they don’t seemed to
have resolved anything, which is a shame. But there is little more
I can do about that situation, much as I hate to see my sister
looking so down. If she can't work her magic on Ethan, no one
can.

And so it is back to
reality once more. At least Ana and I achieved our aim of a
relaxing and sociable weekend, and I plan for us to have lots more
great weekends together.


Chapter 60 - The
Manipulator




“But I thought you said
Leila was making good progress.”

 I’d asked Flynn to
keep me advised of any developments regarding Leila, and so he was
ringing to warn me that she had missed her last couple of art
classes. No one had been able to make contact with her, not even
her parents.

“Look, to be honest
Christian, I’ve had my suspicions for a while that Leila was
pulling the wool over the eyes of her therapist in the Hamden
clinic she’s attending, because of the impressive, but to my mind
unrealistically rapid progress, she seemed to be making. I warned
them she was capable of very devious and manipulative behavior to
get what she wanted. She even tried her level best to manipulate
me, but as I’ve had extensive experience in handling cases such as
hers, I knew how to respond appropriately. So I’m well aware that
Leila is smart enough to realize that the sooner she appeared to be
responding to treatment, the sooner they would ease back on
monitoring her.  I’ve been concerned that Leila’s been telling
them what they want to hear, and they were taking that at face
value, rather than delving more deeply.”

“It seems she’s up to her
old trick of topping from the bottom again,” I murmur.

 “Her therapist is
patting himself on the back and insisting her improvement is all
down to the success of his program, but I'm afraid I'm rather
skeptical, taking into account how deep seated I believe her issues
to be. Obviously, it’s difficult for me to be certain when I’m not
consulting in person, but I supported her transfer to the East
Coast as I agreed that it would be very good for her to have back
up from her family.”

“Yeah, it seemed the right
thing to do when she had no one here -  even her estranged
husband wanted nothing to do with her, did he? But from what you’re
saying, John, you seem to think she’s not really making the
progress she’d have us all believe?”

“That’s right, Christian.
What worries me is that until very recently, Leila has repeatedly
been asking to meet with you, and despite the fact that all these
requests have been denied, she has simply refused to accept that
she has to get over her obsession with you in order to move
forward.”

“You think she might be
planning on trying to see me? Is that what you think she’s up to,
why she’s disappeared off the radar?”

“It’s a possibility that I
thought you should be made aware of.”

“Do you think she could be
a threat to Ana?  Or to herself?”

“No, I don’t think so. I
don’t believe she ever had any serious suicidal intentions. My
personal evaluation was that all her previous apparently
threatening behavior could be put down to attention seeking. A cry
for help, if you will. If she'd seriously wanted to harm Ana, she
had numerous opportunities to do so, yet she chose not to. She
simply used Ana to get your attention – and it worked. She must not
be allowed to succeed again – it will only perpetuate such
behavior.”

Thinking about the extreme
stalker behavior Leila exhibited, I know he’s right. She broke into
the apartment and concealed herself in order to spy on us, using
knowledge she'd gleaned over three years ago when she was my sub.
That’s a long time to hold onto those kinds of thoughts and plans.
And not only did  she manage to gain access to my apartment by
obtaining copies of the keys to the fire escape, she somehow gained
access to my safe, to remove and then plant the porn pictures
somewhere she knew they’d be found and cause trouble.

And I can't forget that she
also sabotaged Ana’s car, and even stole the keys to her apartment
from her purse, probably while she was sleeping, then replaced them
after she’d had a set cut so we wouldn’t realize they had ever gone
missing. No doubt about it, that was really devious behavior. Flynn
is right. Realistically, however much I want to believe that Leila
is cured now, I know that level of obsessive behavior can't be
cured virtually overnight. So the fact that no one knows where she
is right now is not good news.

“Thanks for letting me
know, John. I appreciate it. Let’s just hope there’s nothing
sinister about Leila missing her art class, but I’ll let you know
if anything develops, if she attempts to make contact with me at
all.”

I call Taylor into my office, and fill
him in with what I’ve just learned from Flynn. He doesn't appear in
the least surprised.

“I had a funny feeling we’d
not heard the last of the Williams woman,” he sighs. “She’s already
on the proscribed list of visitors for Mrs. Grey, as well as the
rest of your family, but I’ll make sure all members of the security
team are apprised of this development, to ensure they are on full
alert to the possibility of Miss Williams, or any of the other
contacts you supplied details of, showing up.”

Ever since pictures of our wedding
were spread all over the newspapers, in case that prompted any of
my other previous subs to try and make contact with my wife, I’ve
taken the precaution of adding all fifteen of their names to Ana’s
proscribed visitors list. I don’t want to risk the possibility of
any of them making contact with my wife, reminding her of my
previous lifestyle.

So I can't fucking well believe my
eyes when this email from Ana pops into my inbox while I’m at
work:

 


From: Anastasia Grey

Subject: Visitors

Date: September 6 2011
15:27

To: Christian Grey

 


Christian

Leila is here to see me. I will see
her with Prescott.

I’ll use my newly acquired slapping
skills with my now-healed hand, should I need to.

Try, and I mean try, not to
worry.

I am a big girl.

Will call once we’ve
spoken.

A x

 


Anastasia Grey

Editor, SIP

 


As I finish reading it,
Taylor makes his way into my office, and like me, I can tell he is
only just containing his fury.

“Sir, I have to advise you
that I just got a message from Prescott and it seems that….” His
voice trails off when he sees my face and realizes I’m already
aware that a member of his team has fucked up big time.

“How the fuck has Miss
Williams gained access to my wife, when I gave very clear and
explicit instructions that she was not to be allowed anywhere near
her? This should not have been possible. Mrs. Grey should not even
be aware that Miss Williams had made any kind of an approach. What
part of my instructions were not made clear enough to Prescott? Was
she not aware of the heightened state of alert concerning this
woman, the very same one that held my wife at gun point last time
she saw her?”

“Of course she was, Mr.
Grey, I personally briefed her on the matter. Unfortunately, it
would seem that in her usual scheming manner, Miss Williams was
aware of the security measures that had been put in place, so she
waited until Prescott was on a rest room break before she entered
the building and asked to see Mrs. Grey.”

“So Prescott was taking a
piss? She was literally caught on the job with her pants
down?”

“So it would seem, sir.”
Taylor’s face has turned an unfetching shade of puce as he listens
to my tirade, because he’s been made to look stupid and
unprofessional by Prescott’s actions, one of his own handpicked
team.

“But even if she was caught
short, hadn't you or Welch or Prescott thought to brief the
reception staff that any visitors requesting access to my wife had
to wait to be cleared for access? That they must not, under any
circumstances, allow anyone access to my wife without the express
permission of her security officer? What is the fucking point of
having a CPO in the building, if every time she feels the need to
take a dump, the whole of fucking Seattle can casually wander in to
see my wife if they feel like it?”

I am seething with anger at
this lapse of security. Despite Flynn’s assurance, we cannot be
sure that Leila hasn’t somehow procured another gun. Ana is now at
risk, and even if the risk is minimal, this visit will stir up all
the shit about my previous lifestyle, when I’d been working so hard
to put it all behind us.  And why did Ana agree to see Leila
when she must know it is against my instructions? I thought she’d
agreed not to be so fucking difficult and defiant, but it seems she
just can't help herself.  

“Of course the reception
staff have been fully briefed on the correct protocol, but it seems
that on this occasion, it wasn’t followed correctly by the member
of staff in question.”

I grab my cell to call Ana, to forbid
her seeing Leila.

She doesn't pick up.

How
fucking dare she ignore my call. I'm now even more furious, if that
is possible.

Next I call her office and Hannah, her
PA answers.

“Put me
through to my wife. Now.”

“Oh… Mr. Grey… I… err…
think she’s in a meeting…” Hannah stutters.

“I am
very well aware that my wife is in a meeting, but I told you to put
me through to her, so that’s what I expect you to
do. Immediately. This minute. Do you
understand?” I bark. I’ve been very restrained. I haven’t sworn at
her.

“Yes, Mr. Grey. Of course.
I’ll just go and interrupt her meeting, if you would just wait one
moment…”

I sit and wait like a prize dick,
fuming at how helpless I feel to control what is going
down.

“Err.. Mr. Grey… I… umm…
that is Mrs. Grey can't come to the phone right now. She sends her
apologies and says that she will call you back very
shortly.”

“She
fucking well said what?”

“She said… she’ll… phone
you back…. shortly…” Hannah just about manages to whisper
back.

I hang up. It seems I'm completely
surrounded by ineffectual morons.

Next I call Prescott’s
phone, assuming from Ana’s email that she is in this meeting with
my wife and Leila. At least she answers.

“Put my
wife on the fucking phone. Now. This is not a
request.”

“Yes, sir.” Prescott says,
as her voice falters. She knows she’s history.

Finally I get to speak to
Ana.

“Christian,” she says, her
voice laced with exasperation, and I can tell she’s rolling her
eyes.

“What the fuck are you
playing at?”

“Don’t shout at
me.”

“What do you mean don’t
shout at you. I gave specific instructions which you have
disregarded – again. Hell, Ana, I am fucking furious.”

“When you are calmer, we
will talk about this,” she coolly insists.

“Don’t you hang up on
me.”

“Goodbye
Christian.”

The line goes dead. I try calling
back, but the phone has been switched off.

Taylor has been quietly listening to
my attempts to speak to my wife.

“I’ll bring the car round
shall I sir?” He has correctly surmised that my next move will be
to head directly to SIP’s offices.

“Yes, if you think you can
possibly manage to do that successfully without fucking up,” I
snarl.

 


~~~

 


As I walk through reception
on my way to Ana’s office, I am taken aback to see Susannah, the
last sub I had before I met Ana. I ignore her as she smiles and
gives me a little wave from where she’s sat. What the fuck is this,
some sort of Christian Grey ex-sub convention? I have no idea why
she is here, but there is no way in hell Prescott had any business
letting either of them gain access to the building.

I walk into the meeting room where
Hannah has indicated my wife is ensconced with her visitor and her
fucking useless CPO.

“You. You’re fired. Get out
now.” 

Prescott makes no argument. She knows
the score.

“Christian,” Ana starts to
protest, but I don’t want to hear it. Prescott is my employee, and
she has failed monumentally in her duties, so she’s gone. End of
story.

“Don’t.” I’m not taking any
of Ana’s crap over this. Ana didn’t even like her, so I don’t know
why she seems upset about it.

Prescott quietly leaves the room to
join Taylor who is waiting just outside. He can deal with her. I
have other matters to sort. I’ve had enough of Leila’s little
games, when I have bent over backwards to get her the help she
needs. I stand directly opposite her, noticing that she looks a lot
healthier than she did the last time I saw her. I guess that’s
something positive.

“What the fuck are you
doing here?”

Ana gasps at the brutal
tone of my voice, but I ignore her to concentrate on Leila. She
understands the D/s rules. She gets it. She knows she has
displeased me.

“Well?”

“I wanted to see you, and
you wouldn’t let me,” Leila whispers, as she peeks up at me through
her lashes. I used to find that appealing. I don't any
more.

“So you came here to harass
my wife?”

Leila doesn’t answer, she just looks
down instead, probably in some kind of denial that Ana is my
wife.

“Leila, if you come
anywhere near my wife again, I will cut off all support. Doctors,
art school, medical insurance – all of it – gone. Do you
understand?”

Leila has to comprehend
that I'm sick of all her manipulative little games. She has had
every possible support and help that she could want, and yet here
she is again, stirring things up. I am making it clear that I will
not continue as her sympathetic benefactor if she attempts to
disrupt my marriage in any way again.

“Christian…” Ana tries to
butt in again, but I throw her a look to tell her to just shut the
fuck up. This is not her concern. I'm laying this on the line to
Leila for once and for all.

“Yes,” Leila
whispers.

“What’s Susannah doing in
reception?”

“She came with
me.”

Elena used to arrange a handover
between my old and new subs to ensure they understood my
requirements perfectly to minimize the transition period, but I
hadn't realized any of them had become friends. Why would I? I was
never that involved in any of their personal lives.

“Christian, please. Leila
just wants to say thank you. That’s all,” Ana tries to
argue.

So that’s Leila’s angle is it? Using
gratitude as an excuse to harass my wife again.

“Did you stay with Susanna
while you were sick?”

“Yes.”

“Did she know what you were
doing while you were staying with her?”

“No. She was away on
vacation.”

I’ll get that checked out,
because I would have expected Susannah to have contacted either me
or Elena if she’d had any concerns about Leila’s mental state. At
least it explains where Leila was hanging out, when she seemed to
have disappeared off the face of the earth while we were trying to
track her down. It never occurred to me that she might have been
with any of the other girls. I didn’t think she had any
friends.

“Why do you need to see me?
You know you should send any requests through Flynn. Do you need
something?”

Has there been any kind of breakdown
in communication that I’m unaware of, that might explain her
motives?

“I had to know.” Leila
turns her brown eyes on me.

“Had to know what?” I snap,
sensing she’s still trying to inveigle her way back into my
affections.

“That you’re
okay.”

“That I’m okay?”

“Yes.”

How fucking dare she assume she has a
right to meddle in my life under the pretext of being concerned
about me.

“I’m fine. There, question
answered. Now Taylor will run you to Sea-Tac so you can go back to
the East Coast. And if you take one step west of the Mississippi,
it’s all gone. Understand?”

“Yes. I understand,” Leila
murmurs.

“Good.” At least she’s not
putting up any kind of a fight. Unlike my errant wife of course,
who feels a compulsion to argue.

“It might
not be convenient for Leila to go back now. She has plans,” she
states, as she glares at me. What? This is the woman who held you at gunpoint,
remember?

“Anastasia, this does not
concern you,” I glare back.

“Leila
came to see me, not you,” she stubbornly
insists. Are you really that
stupid? Leila used you in order to get to see me.

“I had my
instructions, Mrs. Grey. I disobeyed them.” Leila sides with me
against my wife. Clever,
manipulative move. “This is the
Christian Grey I know.”

I frown at the insinuation
that she knows me better than my wife.

“I’d like to stay until
tomorrow. My flight is at noon,” Leila says quietly.

That’s fine by me if it means she’ll
go quietly.

“I’ll
have someone collect you at ten to take you to the
airport.” And they will be
making sure you actually leave.

“Thank you.”

“You’re at Susannah’s?” I
confirm. I have her address on file, so we’ll know where to pick
her up from.

“Yes.”

“Okay.”

“Goodbye
Mrs. Grey. Thank you for seeing me.” Then the women actually shake
hands. How fucking nice and
civilized of them.

“Goodbye,
Christian.”

“Goodbye, Leila. Dr. Flynn,
remember?”

“Yes, Sir.”

I open the door for Leila to leave,
but she halts. Fuck. I knew she was giving in too
easily. 

“I'm glad you’re happy.
You deserve to be,” is her parting shot, before Taylor escorts her
out. She had to have the final
word. 

That leaves just Ana and me
in the room. And if I ever thought she might be apologetic for
going against my instructions, boy was I mistaken. But how can she
possibly argue that it is unreasonable of me to want to protect her
from the woman who held her at gunpoint?

She lays into me about how Prescott
was only obeying her instructions, that she couldn’t remember me
issuing a papal bull decreeing that she couldn’t see Leila, and how
I hadn't told her that her visitors were subject to a proscribed
list. She’s really pretty animated on the subject, and fuck me if
my wife doesn’t look really hot and sexy when she gets on her high
horse like this. And after dealing with Leila’s underhand tricks
and slyness, Ana's straight forward reaction is like a breath of
fresh air.

“Papal bull?” I ask,
amused.

But Ana stubbornly refuses to let it
go, even though Leila has now been taken care of. I know Taylor
will personally be ensuring she is on that plane tomorrow, and that
she will not be causing any further problems before she heads off.
She has proved a thorn in his side once too often for him to take
any further nonsense from her.

Ana wants to know why I was so cold
and callous towards Leila. Seriously? She has to ask? So I spell it
out. Anastasia is the most precious being in my entire universe.
Therefore, I don’t want the woman who held her at gunpoint anywhere
near her.

“But Christian, she was
ill,” she argues.

“I know that, and I know
she’s better now, but I'm not giving her the benefit of the doubt
anymore. What she did was unforgivable.”

“But you just played right
into her hands. She wanted to see you again, and she knew you’d
come running if she came to see me.”

So if Ana’s worked that much out, why
can't she see how manipulative the rest of Leila’s behavior is? I
don’t want to clarify any further, in fact I don’t want to discuss
Leila, or Susannah or anything to do with my previous lifestyle. I
don’t want my beautiful new life with my beautiful new wife tainted
with any of my old sick shit. It’s all in the past, and that’s
where I want it all left.

But Ana doesn't see it like that, as
she argues that my past has made me the man I am today, she
accepted that when she married me, as she continues to defend
Leila.

“She didn’t hurt me. She
loves you too.”

“I don’t give a fuck.” I
just want this over and done with. Finished. Subject
closed.

Ana gapes at me in shock. She keeps on
at me, arguing that I'm not the heartless bastard I claim to be,
that I do care about Leila and that’s why I pay for her medical
care and art classes.

I don’t know
about care for her – I feel guilty that my harsh treatment
of her may have made her underlying condition worse, even if I had
no idea at the time. Point is, if I had been the kind of caring
individual Ana seems to think I am, I would have noticed, wouldn’t
I? And paying for  Leila’s care is hardly a hardship for a man
as wealthy as I am. I don’t want to talk about it anymore. It’s
late afternoon now, and neither of us is going to get any
productive work done, so I suggest we head home
together.

“It’s too early,” Ana
mutters sullenly.

“Home.” I insist. We can
have some great sex to reconnect when we get back, it’s the best
way to take out my frustration on my errant wife. Sex on my terms,
of course.

“Christian, I'm tired of
having the same argument with you.”

I don’t understand - we don’t argue
about Leila all the time, so what does she mean?

“You know. I do something
you don’t like, and you think of some way to get back at me usually
involving some of your kinky fuckery, which is either mind-blowing
or cruel,” she shrugs.

Now she’s got my attention.

“What was
mind-blowing?” 

Kinky fuckery is a topic I'm more than
happy to discuss with my wife, especially if it distracts her from
the subject of my feelings for my ex subs.

“You know,” she sweetly
blushes. Ana still gets shy about talking dirty.

“I can guess,” I whisper as
I smile, my mind running through all the possible scenarios she
could be referring to. I never forget any details of the great
fucks I share with my wife, in fact I’d say I have a photographic
memory of them stored away for future reference. “I like to please
you.”

“You do,” she whispers
back.

“I know, it’s the one thing
I do know.” Whatever else I may be, I do know that I am a Master at
sex. I always ensure my wife has a truly great orgasm, if that’s
what I've chosen to give her. I know her body better than she does.
Right now, I can see that Ana is trying to make out she’s not
affected by the thought of us having sex, but the ever present
chemistry between us means that she just can't help herself. She
wants me just as much as I want her.

“What was mind-blowing,
Anastasia?”

“You want the
list?”

“There’s
a list?” So many great fucks
she needs a list eh? Good job, Grey.

“Well, the
handcuffs.”

I take her hand to look at
the delicate paper thin skin of her wrist. I'm never using those
spiteful handcuffs on her again. The evidence of
their effectiveness on her skin still haunts
me. 

“I don’t
want to mark you.” But there
are plenty of other options, as I'm only too willing to show
you. “Come home.”

“I have work to
do.”

“Home.”

As we gaze at each other, I can feel
myself getting aroused, and I decide I’d be quite happy to take my
wife right here, right now. Why not? There’s a lock on the door. It
would add to the growing list of places we’ve had sex, although I
would prefer to take her in her actual office rather than this
meeting room. It would be my way of marking it, establishing myself
here, so that every time she worked at the desk where we'd fucked,
she’d remember me, remember how good we are together, that she is
mine, she is my wife, that she belongs to me and only
me. 

But this meeting room is good too. I
can handle having sex in here. I can give my wife a great orgasm
right here, have her screaming with pleasure in just a matter of
minutes. 

“We could stay
here.”

“Christian, I don’t want to
have sex here. Your mistress has just been in this
room.”

I come crashing back down to earth
from my desk sex fantasy.

“She was never my
mistress,” I growl.

“That’s just semantics,
Christian.

“Don’t over think this,
Ana. She’s history.”

But
Ana is thinking, and as I watch her face, I can see that
something is worrying her, eating at her. I kiss her sweet lips to
try and bring her out of whatever it is.

“Oh Christian, you scare me
sometimes,” she finally says, as she twists her fingers in my hair
and pulls me down to return my kiss. I take her in my arms to try
and reassure her.

“Why?”

“Because if you could turn
away from her so easily…”

“You think I might turn
away from you, Ana? Why the hell would you think that? What’s
brought this on?”

“Nothing. Kiss me. Take me
home,” she pleads.

 


~~~

 


My wife is very stubborn and
persistent. Even after really great mind blowing sex in our bed at
home, where I am in total control of her pleasure, she is still
going on about me caring.

“I want you to admit that
you care. Because the Christian I know and love would
care.”

This is obviously a very important
matter to her, so although I'm very tempted to just brush her
concerns aside and evade answering her, I realize I mustn’t,
otherwise it is just going to keep festering in her mind, get blown
out of all proportion and become far more important than it should.
All because of manipulative Leila. I cannot afford to let that
happen. But it’s hard, because I don’t want to admit to feeling
anything before Ana. She’s the one who has brought me to life. No
one else. Only her.

“Yes. Yes, I care. Happy?”
I finally admit, just to shut her up.

“Yes. Very,” Ana smiles,
clearly relieved.

“I can't believe I'm
talking to you now, here in our bed, about…”

Ana silences me by putting her finger
on my lips.

“We’re not. Let’s eat. I’m
hungry.”

“You beguile and bewilder
me, Mrs. Grey,” I sigh, as I shake my head, thankful that finally
she seems to be closing the subject.

“Good,” she says, as she
sweetly kisses my lips.

At least I seem to have said the right
thing to reassure her, although I'm still confused as to why
whether or not I cared about someone in the past is so important to
her. 

Anastasia is the love of my life, and
always will be. Surely she understands that by now?


Chapter 61 - Knocked
Up




If I thought our lives would settle
back  down once Ray had recovered enough after his accident to
be moved up to the Northwest hospital here in Seattle, I was
wrong.

Frankly, his accident couldn’t have
happened at a worse time. Ana’s message to call her back urgently
reached me just as Ros and I were about to go into a critical
meeting with the Taiwanese ship yard owners. I couldn’t pull out of
the meeting at that late stage, not after all the months of
delicate negotiations we’d been through, and not when it was so
crucial for the future of my shipyard here as well.

But the funny thing was,
because I was so keen to get the matter settled quickly so I could
head off to support Ana in her hour of need, I was pretty brusque,
so I think the Taiwanese guys thought I was getting cold
feet.  Upshot was they ended up being really amenable, and
sold me the shipyard for less than I'd been prepared to pay.
I’ll still need to go to Taiwan to finalize all the details in the
near future, but I have to say it worked out pretty well, all
things considered.

Ray lying injured in
hospital cast a huge shadow over Ana’s birthday, when I’d really
been looking forward to spoiling my wife on her first birthday that
we'd shared. But with some hastily made arrangements, in the end I
think she still had a great time, mostly because Ray was over the
worst by then.

She seemed to like the charm bracelet
I got her, which I was pleased about, because I’d spent a lot of
time thinking of charms to remind her of all our special firsts
together. 

By her very excited reaction, at least
I know she definitely liked the R8 - I think she’d forgotten all
about asking me to get her a white one. 

But I think her best
present was having our families and friends around her for a
surprise party, for which Andrea helped to organize and coordinate
all the flights and arrangements.

So I thought we were over the worst of
things. That’s why I’m mystified when I get just a one word reply
to the email I send Ana once she’s returned to work, checking that
everything is okay and arranging to pick her up at six.

She tells me she’s just
busy when I email her back again to check, but I know her lack
of witty banter is a sure sign that all is not well, whatever she
says. Is she still worrying about Ray? I check with my mom in case
there have been any developments I wasn’t aware of, but she assures
me that all things considered he’s doing really well,  and
there’s no reason why he shouldn’t make a full recovery from his
injuries. Mom is very fond of Ray, and I know she’s been keeping a
close eye on his progress, so I'm confident that nothing has been
missed with him.

When we pick Ana up after
work, I can instantly see by her face that something is definitely
bothering her. She admits she hasn’t eaten either, which makes me
angry. She claims she’s just missed me and is worried about Ray –
at least I can put her mind at rest, having spoken to Mom earlier.
And if she’s saying she’s missed me, perhaps now is a good time to
ask her if she’ll come out to Taiwan with me, but she turns me down
flat as I knew she would, saying she can't take any more time off
work.

It’s obvious when we call in to visit
Ray in the hospital that he’s much better, but after a short chat
about fishing and the Mariners, he tires quickly, so we leave him
to get some rest. But I can see that Ana is still preoccupied, and
I hate that she is not confiding in me.

The final straw comes when Ana just
picks at her food in the way I hate when we have our dinner that
night.

“Damn it! Ana, will you
tell me what’s wrong?”

She looks at me with those big blue
eyes of hers, but remains perplexingly quiet. It can't be Ray,
because she saw for herself how well he’s progressing. Is it
something at work, maybe?

“Please. You’re driving me
crazy.”

She swallows and then takes a deep
breath, obviously steeling herself to break some bad
news.

“I’m pregnant.”

Fuck! Did she just say
she’s pregnant?

“What?”

 “I’m pregnant,” she
quietly repeats.

No, that can't be right, we made
certain contraception was all taken care of…. didn’t we?

“How?”

She just looks at me as she blushes.
Wait a minute, she must have been due her next Depo shot. Don’t
tell me she fucking well forgot about it?

“Your shot?” I
snarl.

She just stares at me.

“Did you forget your
shot?”

By her lack of denial, that’s clearly
the case. How much simpler could it be for her? She couldn’t
remember to take the pill every day,  that’s why I organized
for her to get the shot instead, but now it turns out she can’t
even remember to get something that important taken care of every
few weeks.

“You have one thing, one
thing to remember. Shit! I don’t fucking believe it. How could you
be so stupid?”

Pregnant. A baby. How could
she let this happen? I feel my control slipping as the enormity of
what she’s just told me begins to sink in. This is going to change
everything. Her carelessness has ruined everything, and there’s
fuck all I can do about it.

“I’m sorry,” she whispers,
as she looks down at her fingers.

“Sorry? Fuck!”

She knows she’s fucked up big time, so
sorry is not going to cut it.

“I know the timing’s not
very good.”

“Not very good! We’ve known
each other five fucking minutes. I wanted to show you the fucking
world and now… Fuck. Diapers and vomit and shit!”

I close my eyes and try to keep a hold
on my temper, but it’s a vain struggle. I thought she felt just the
same as me, that any thoughts of a family were way, way in the
future. So if it was just as important to her not to get pregnant,
I just don’t understand how she could have let this happen,
unless…

“Did you forget? Tell me.
Or did you do this on purpose?”

“No,” she whispers, but I
can tell she’s being evasive.

For fucks sake, it must have been in
her diary, and she even has an assistant who runs that for her now,
so how the fuck could she have just forgotten something so critical
when she’s supposedly an intelligent woman?

“I thought we’d agreed on
this!”

“I know. We had. I'm
sorry,” she mumbles.

“This is why. This is why I
like control. So shit like this doesn’t come along and fuck
everything up.”

“Christian, please don’t
shout at me,” she whispers as she starts crying. Normally I hate to
see her cry, but right now it just adds to my anger.

“Don’t start with the
waterworks now. Fuck. You think I'm ready to be a
father?”

“I know neither one of us
is ready for this, but I think you’ll make a wonderful father.
We’ll figure it out.”

“How the fuck do you know!
Tell me how!”

Fifty shades of fucked-up-ness does
not make good father material. This much I know. So I can't do
this. It’s not within my capabilities. How could Ana do this to me?
I’ll only make the child as fucked up as I am. It’s genetic. The
crack whore fucked me up. I’ll fuck any child of mine up. Ana had
no right putting me in this position. I can’t deal with her stupid
platitudes right now. I have to get out of here.

“Oh fuck this!”

I grab my jacket on my way out, no
idea where I'm headed. All I know is I have to get away.

~~~

 


How can everything have
changed in such a short time? Nothing will ever be the same again.
This is something I can't make go away. Ana never mentioned the
possibility of aborting the baby. And even if she did agree to have
a termination, which I just know she wouldn’t, the fact of this
unwanted pregnancy would still be there, lingering and festering
between us.

You want to kill the baby,
Grey? Is that what you wish the crack whore had done with you?
Disposed of you, got rid of you, because you were an unplanned
inconvenience? Maybe it would have been for the best if you had
never been born, that’s the truth of the matter.

Just as I’ve finally found love,
finally found someone to share my life with, it’s taken away from
me. We’ve had some really great weekends soaring and sailing
together recently, but that’ll all have to stop now. I don’t want
to share Ana. She will love the baby more than she loves me. I want
her all to myself. Now I'm going to be left out. I'm going to be
the outsider looking in again. I had such a great future planned
for us, and now it’s been snatched away, gone forever. Is this my
punishment? I knew things were too good.

I was only just starting to learn how
to be a decent human being, which is all thanks to Ana of course,
but I've still got a long way to go so there’s no way I can
 cope with this. What the hell do I know about being a good
father? I’m nothing like the decent man my adoptive father is, and
I don’t even have the faintest idea who my biological father might
have been. He never stuck around long enough to know of my
existence. I just can't do this whole father thing.

Why, why, why the fuck did Ana have to
mess up like this? The amount of sex we have, obviously we had to
have some reliable contraceptive sorted. She knew that. How hard is
it to get a simple shot done on time? And now our sex life will be
over, of course, and it’ll never get back to how it was. Everyone
knows babies put a stop to all that.

I’m fucking pissed with
myself too, that I didn’t keep track of when her shot was due, that
I left something this important solely to her. I should have
ignored any protests about being too controlling, I should have
taken her to the doctor myself, she’s just proved she needs me to
keep control. But it’s too late now.

When I did my research before Ana had
the first shot, I remember reading that women often have trouble
getting pregnant even after the shot’s run out, so how the hell did
Ana manage to get pregnant so quickly like this? We must have been
really unlucky.

My cell buzzes. It’s
Taylor.

“Mr. Grey. Can you apprise
me of your current whereabouts? I understood you were to remain in
the apartment all evening, and I have not been made aware of any
changes to your schedule.”

I sigh. I know Taylor is
just doing his job, but right now I don’t appreciate being none too
subtly lectured by him because I’ve gone out without telling him.
So I didn’t think to call by his office on my way out. That’d be
because I was too busy getting the hell out of there before I
totally lost it with my wife. Why?
Because she’d just announced she’s fucking well knocked up. That’s
why, Jason. Deal with it. I’m a big boy now, and I’m allowed out on my
own. Maybe Ana has spoken to him and
confided in him, although I doubt it. More likely Gail has tipped
him off that I've gone AWOL after overhearing us in the
kitchen.

“I’m on
my way to see Dr. Flynn. It’s an unscheduled appointment,” I
bark. So fuck off and leave me
alone.

“I see,
sir,” he says with undisguised relief in his voice. So he does know
I’ve flipped after Ana’s
disclosure. Thanks for that,
Gail.  So he’s happy that I'm off to
see someone who can deal with his crazy fucked up boss. “I’ll come
and pick you up after your appointment.”

“That won't be necessary.
I've no idea how long I’ll be. I’ll make my own way
back.”

“Mr. Grey, I would really
prefer….”

I terminate the call, not interested
in whatever he was going to say.

All the while I've been
trying to get my head around this shit, I’ve been walking towards
Flynn’s office, not really thinking my actions through. It’s
getting late. Although he often holds consultations in the evening,
as I reach his office I see that it’s closed.

Fuck. He’s not there.

I try calling him and reach
his voicemail. Apparently, he’s at his son’s parents evening at
school. If I leave a message, he’ll get back to me as soon as he
can.

Fuck.  

But in reality, I know he can't turn
the clock back and make this go away. I can't keep running to Flynn
for magical answers, because it’s not as if he can change what’s
happened, is it? He can't explain why Ana was so irresponsible and
stupid. And he certainly can't turn me into father of the year
material, however brilliant he is.

Everything is totally
screwed up. What’s the point of being successful and wealthy if you
still end up being stuck with an unplanned pregnancy, just like the
crack whore? How fucking ironic. I thought I’d taken every possible
precaution to ensure I’d never end up in this situation. This kind
of thing doesn't happen to me. Even Elliot’s never got someone
knocked up. But thanks to Ana messing up, here we are with a baby
on the way, barely a fucking month after getting
married.

I just continue walking now, unable to
return home, not knowing where I’m headed. Just walking. And
walking.

Whether by design, or whether by
accident, I find myself outside the Bravern Centre, where Elena
works. And by chance, she’s just locking up to leave.

“Christian! What on earth
are you doing here? Is everything alright?” she frowns as she
stares at me.

“Oh everything is just
peachy. Couldn’t be better,” I smile sarcastically, as I run my
hands through my hair in frustration at my situation.

“I’ve been hoping to get a
chance to talk to you, ever since your birthday party, and you look
as if you could do with a drink. Why don’t you join me, just for
old times’ sake?”

I look at Elena. She’s her usual
elegant, well groomed self, and somehow in this tangled nightmare
of emotions I'm experiencing, she seems like an oasis of calm and
reason. I need to get my head together somehow, and I can't walk
the streets all night. I decide it would be pretty good to just
talk with her, like we used to.

“Okay. Let’s head to The
Hideout. It’s usually pretty quiet in there,” I suggest.

This quiet secluded little bar is just
a couple of blocks away,  and so we’re soon sat at a table
sharing a bottle of wine.

“Christian, the first thing
I want to do is apologize for the way I behaved the last time I saw
you at your birthday party. I realize now I was way out of line. I
guess I've been so used to helping you organize all your previous
subs that I found it hard to step back with
Anastasia.”

“Anastasia’s never been my
sub, Elena.”

“Of course, I know
that.”

We wouldn’t be in the current mess if
she was, I can't help thinking to myself.

“And I'm really sorry that
your mom overheard things, and ended up getting involved. Naturally
she doesn't know anything about the scene, about how helpful it was
for a young man with exacting needs like yours, so I can understand
why she was upset.”

“Yeah, I really wish she
hadn't gotten involved. I hate upsetting her, because she doesn’t
deserve it. I tried to get her to understand that back then you
didn’t make me do anything I didn’t want to, but she refused to
accept that. And now I gather she’s frozen you out.”

“Oh yes, Grace has
certainly done that most effectively,” Elena smiles ruefully.
“Neither your mom nor any of her circle of friends will have
anything to do with me now, which is such a shame. She’s been a
good friend to me over the years and I miss her. But I can
understand, because she had no idea of your predilections in the
way that I did, so from where she stands I guess it does look bad,”
Elena sighs, as she takes a large sip of her wine.

“Have Mom’s actions
affected trade at the salon?”

Since I signed the paperwork handing
everything over to Elena, I no longer have any indication of how
her business is performing.

“Initially yes, we did
experience a drop in bookings. However, since I launched a new
campaign targeting some of the more exclusive fitness centers,
we’ve managed to attract new clientele. And that has more than
offset her detrimental effect.”

“I'm pleased to hear it.
Doing well in these difficult times is not an easy
task.”

“So, married life. How’s
that working out for you, Christian?”

“I'm not going to lie – I'm
finding it challenging at times. But I have no regrets. Marrying
Anastasia is the best thing I ever did.”

I realize I still mean this, despite
tonight’s shocking and unwelcome news. I just wish Ana wasn’t
fucking well pregnant. I just wish I could turn the clock back. I
just wish we could put things back to the way they were, because
right now I have no idea how the fuck we’re going to get through
this.

“Challenging? In what way?”
Elena probes, obviously noticing the way my mood has suddenly
blackened again. She catches the barman’s eye and orders a second
bottle of wine.

There is no way I'm
discussing the whole pregnancy issue with Elena, because regardless
of her apology, I suspect she would imply that Ana got herself
pregnant on purpose, and despite the accusation I hurled at her in
the heat of the moment,  I know she wouldn’t do
that.

What I do know is that my wife can be
careless and disorganized. 

A little voice in my head reminds me
that in her defense she’s had a lot to deal with recently, with a
kidnap attempt from that sick bastard Hyde - Barney is still
digging to find sufficient intel to ensure we have a watertight
case against him - and then of course she had to deal with her
stepfather lying comatose in hospital.

But I’m still too angry to
listen to that voice of reason.

Ensuring she didn’t get pregnant was
too important for her to have forgotten about, or at least she
should have let me know that we needed to use condoms again until
she had a chance to get her contraception sorted.  

“Oh, you know. My need to
control. Ana’s need to defy me. Nothing new,” I reply
evasively.

“So you’re settling in to
your new way of life just fine? Coping with the whole domestic
scene?”

“Yep.”

I take a large gulp of wine
to help me swallow the lie.

“I gather you’ve bought a
big house overlooking Puget Sound. A proper family home. Is that
your plan for the future? Is having a family on the
cards?”

“Yes. I don’t know what
kind of a father I’ll make, but Ana wants kids, so…” I try and
smile.

I'd vaguely thought that
maybe in a few years I might have been healed enough to be able to
cope with a baby, but it was so far in the future I really hadn't
given it much thought. I never dreamt in a million years that I’d
have to confront it right now, barely a month after getting
married. I fucking hate surprises being sprung on me, and surprises
don’t come much bigger than a fucking unplanned
pregnancy.

“And what Ana wants, Ana
gets, hmm? Christian the daddy, the happy family guy?” Elena asks
as she raises her eyebrows. “Forgive me if I seem a little
skeptical about your apparent conversion, but this just doesn't
sound like the Christian I’ve known so well for so many years. I’ve
always understood your true needs, and I still do. So I’m always
here if you need a discreet outlet…”

She leans over the table and puts her
hand on my shoulder, as she looks into my eyes.

I instantly recoil in total shock and
horror. I don’t want her touching me. It’s just wrong. Only Ana can
touch me like that. I realize Elena is making a pass at me,
thinking I still need the sick shit she taught me. She’s thinking
that if I'm not getting it from Ana, then she can give it to me
instead.

Elena jumps back in her seat at my
obvious rejection of her advance, because I'm unable to conceal the
look of total revulsion on my face.

“I’m married, Elena, and I
love my wife. I would never cheat on her. Whatever there was
between you and me, it was certainly never love and it was
certainly over a very long time ago.  I love Anastasia. She
gives me everything I need and more.”

“I… I’m sorry, Christian,
you misunderstood. I just meant that I’ll always be here as your
friend, if you need someone to talk to, that’s all. I’ve got Isaac,
and my business to keep me occupied. I never meant… I just miss our
friendship. But of course now that you’re married, I understand
that your future is with Anastasia. I just wish it wasn’t so
awkward between all of us since your party. I wish we could start
over again and be friends.”

“I think we both know
that’s not possible. You just have to accept that and move on, and
I think the best way for that to happen is for us not to meet up
again. Tonight was a mistake. It won't happen again. So this is
goodbye, Elena.”

Elena stares at me, and I
think those are tears I can see in her
eyes. The ice queen can
cry?

“Very well, if that’s what
you want, Christian, then yes, this is goodbye. I wish you and
Anastasia every happiness in the future.”

We both stand as she
prepares to leave, and for a second she hesitates. She’s always
kissed me goodbye on the cheek, but with my body language still
hostile, she sensibly doesn’t risk another rejection.

“Take care of yourself,
Christian,” she whispers.

And then she’s gone, and I
know this time the door has finally closed on that chapter.
 

Elena is out of my life
forever.

 


~~~

 


What the fuck am I going to
do? I can't face going home to Ana yet, so I order a bottle of
bourbon to continue drowning my sorrows, as I sit alone in the
corner of the bar. I used to drink a lot to numb the pain, but I
haven’t resorted to that in years.

I ignore my cell when it
vibrates. It’s no doubt Taylor, checking up where I've gotten to.
He can go to hell. If I want to stay out drinking, I fucking well
will. He’s not my fucking baby sitter. It certainly won’t be Ana
calling and begging me to come home, will it?

Well, what did you expect,
Grey? Didn’t exactly cover yourself in glory earlier, did you? No
wonder she was nervous about telling you she was pregnant, when she
knew you’d go fucking batshit crazy. Hell, she’s only just turned
twenty two, only just finished college, so it must have been a hell of a
shock to her too, but she managed to keep it together, didn’t she?
This just proves that you don’t deserve her.

A baby.

Junior. A mix of me and
Ana.

Christ, I hope he takes after his
mother rather than me.

Nature or nurture. How
would I have turned out if I hadn't had a birth mother like the
crack whore? We’ll never know, but would I have still turned into
an adolescent who so willingly and eagerly adopted a BDSM lifestyle
to become a submissive for a woman like Elena?

Could my son turn out like me? I
remember Ana once asked how I would feel about a son of mine being
seduced by someone like Elena. My child being seduced at the age of
fifteen, being whipped and cruelly punished to bring him into line?
No, that’s just sick. Suddenly I can see things through Ana’s eyes,
my mom’s eyes, and I know I’d want to kill anyone who touched my
son like that.

 Junior’s lucky of
course. He’ll have Ana for his mom, and despite how young she is, I
just know she will be a great mom, because of all the love she
carries inside her. That’s why she never mentioned having a
termination, even though it would have probably been far easier for
her if she had just quietly made the inconvenience go away, knowing
that I’d freak and be unable to cope. She put the baby before me,
didn’t she?

As I drink my way through
the bottle of bourbon, my befuddled brain tries to work out when
this baby was conceived.  I guess it must have been at
least a couple of weeks back for it to be detectable. But that was
when the shot was only just due, so is it possible the shot ran out
early? Was it faulty in some way? Perhaps I can sue Dr. Greene, or
the manufacturer, or the hospital, anybody. Someone has to be to
blame for this mess. I've been blaming Ana, but maybe there are
other factors. But the further I get down the bottle, the less
coherently I can think.

Just after one in the
morning the bar is closing, and the manager tells me I have to
leave. As I start arguing that I don’t fucking well want to leave,
I feel myself being firmly manhandled out of the bar.
 

Taylor. 

He marches me over to the Audi that’s
just outside, and then maneuvers me into the back of the car before
I have a chance to protest.  

“Easy does it, Mr. Grey,”
he calmly says as he leans in to strap me in. 

“What-the-fuck-are-you-doing-here,” I
slur.

“Just seeing you safely
home, sir.”

I start chuckling to
myself. Of course. Taylor’s tracked my cell phone to locate me. The
stalker is himself stalked. I’m guessing he’s just been sat outside
watching me from a distance, knowing the easiest option is to let
me quietly drink myself into oblivion, then he can pour me into the
back of the car to ferry me home. No doubt he would have stepped in
if he’d seen me getting into trouble or fighting, but that didn’t
happen tonight. I was too busy drowning my sorrows.

After that I don’t remember
anything until I wake up in the morning with a pounding headache
and feeling like total crap. I’m still in my clothes from last
night, but my shoes, socks, tie and belt have been removed. Ana? Or
Taylor? I really can't be sure, but I think I remember Ana being
here in a satin nightdress maybe? But whoever it was who partially
undressed me last night, right now I'm all alone in our
bedroom. 

So where is Ana?

 


~~~

 


I’m frantic with worry.
I’ve searched the whole apartment. The staff have searched the
whole apartment. I've rung her, and I've left messages. I've even
swallowed my pride and rung Kate, thinking Ana might have sought
solace with her best friend.

Nothing.

Ana’s not here, she’s not at Kate’s
and she’s not answering her cell.

But there’s no sign of her leaving the
apartment on the CCTV footage, and her phone is tracked here to the
apartment. It’s a total mystery because Ana seems to have somehow
disappeared off the face of the earth.

And I know why. As soon as
I saw those messages on my cell this morning, I knew that bad as
things were between us, they had just gotten a whole lot
worse.

 


*It was good to see you. I understand now.

Don’t fret. You’ll make a
wonderful father.*

 


That was from Elena.

 


*WOULD YOU LIKE MRS. LINCOLN TO JOIN
US WHEN WE EVENTUALLY DISCUSS THIS TEXT SHE SENT TO YOU? IT WILL
SAVE YOU RUNNING TO HER AFTERWARD. YOUR WIFE*

 


And that was from Ana.

Elena’s text looks a whole lot worse
than it really is, and I try to be angry that Ana’s been snooping
on my cell while I was passed out in a drunken stupor, but truth is
I know I would have done exactly the same if I’d been
her.

And I see Ana did text me and ask
where I was last night, but of course I ignored it and didn’t
reply. And then she finds out I was with Elena. The way Ana feels
about Elena, I know that would have made her totally fucking
mad.

I don’t know what to do. She’s left
because of my appalling behavior. We have to find her, because I
have to talk to her and find a way for us to get through
this.

I gather Taylor, Sawyer,
Ryan, and Gail together to issue instructions. I haven’t elaborated
on why my wife has chosen to disappear, but by the look on their
faces, they all know. They think I'm a total shit for treating my
pregnant wife the way I did. I think
I'm a total shit for treating my pregnant wife the way I
did.

“Gail, you stay here in
case Mrs. Grey shows up. Perhaps there was a fault with the cameras
and she did leave, so Taylor, I want you check if she headed to
SIP’s offices and spent the night there, while I….”

Suddenly Ana appears at the
entrance, looking pale and tired, and wrapped in a large duvet.
Everyone just gapes at her. I’m so relieved to see her here, that
she’s safe, that she hasn’t walked out on me. But where the fuck
has she been hiding herself? Has she been taking concealment
lessons from Leila or something? How the hell could we all have
missed her?

“Sawyer, I’ll be ready to
leave in about twenty minutes,” she states calmly. He just nods,
totally bemused at her appearance, as we all are.

“Would you like some
breakfast, Mrs. Grey?” Gale asks.

Ana shakes her head.

“I'm not hungry, thank
you.”

She didn’t eat properly yesterday, and
now she’s refusing breakfast too?

“Where were you?” I ask her
quietly.

Suddenly all the staff hastily scatter
and disappear from view. The shit has just hit the fan. They know
this is going to get messy. But at least now we can begin
talking.

But it seems Ana has other ideas as
she ignores me and marches off to our bedroom, and then locks
herself in the bathroom before I can get to her.

She won't let me in.
Instead she tells me to go away and refuses to open the door, so I
have no option but to wait outside. At least I know she is safe and
that she has to come out eventually, so I just have to be patient.
I still can't figure out where the hell she was though.

Finally she comes out wrapped in a
towel and with her wet hair wrapped turban style. She still doesn’t
speak to me as she strides past and goes into the walk-in closet to
get some clothes.

“Are you ignoring
me?”

“Perceptive, aren’t you?” she murmurs coldly as she selects her
purple dress, along with her thigh high stiletto boots, and then
waits for me to move out of her way. So this is Ana when
she’s really mad. It’s a whole new
side to her that I haven’t really seen before.

I watch fascinated as she heads over
to her chest of drawers and then lets her towel drop. Fuck, she
looks so sexy naked, but she continues to ignore me.

“Why are you doing
this?”

“Why do you think?” She
shimmies into some black lacy panties. “Go ask your Mrs. Robinson.
I'm sure she’ll have an explanation for you.”

Here we go. This is all about Elena,
of course.

“Ana, I've told you before,
she’s not my…”

“I don’t want to hear it,
Christian.” She waves her hand in the air dismissively. “The time
for talking was yesterday, but instead you decided to rant and get
drunk with the woman who abused you for years. Give her a call. I
am sure she’ll be more than willing to listen to you
now.”

Ana has found the matching lacy black
bra which she pulls on and fastens. She looks hot.

It’s hard for me to argue with her
stinging accusations, because they are at least partly true. 
I did rant and get drunk. But under the circumstances, who could
blame me? Anyhow, I figure attack is the best form of
defense.

“Why were you snooping on
me?”

She has the grace to flush, but she
still bites back.

“That’s not the point,
Christian. Fact is, the going gets tough and you run to
her.”

“It wasn’t like
that.” 

I ran, but I wasn’t
running to Elena. Not really. I just ended up at her salon. Pure
coincidence. I think.

“I’m not
interested.”

Sweet Jesus, now she’s putting on
black lacy top stockings. She’s doing this on purpose, showing off
her great body, but keeping her distance, to taunt and punish
me.

“Where were you?” I’m
turning this back on her to divert the attention away from Elena,
but I do need to know where she was. She couldn’t have just
vanished into thin air.

But she ignores me as she bends over
to towel dry her hair. In her black lace underwear and stockings.
Of course I get a hard-on, as she knows I will.

“Answer me.”

My wife is so fucking infuriating.
She’s angry with me about a stupid text that means nothing, when
she’s messed up and got herself pregnant. There is no
comparison.

She continues to ignore me,
and switches on the hairdryer to block me out. She quickly finger
dries her hair into a wild look. It looks great on her. She looks
like some kind of a sexy wildcat standing there all angry in her
underwear and with her hair wild as well.

“Where were
you?”

“What do you
care?”

“Ana, stop this.
Now.”

She just rudely shrugs at me, and I’ve
had enough of this. I move across the room, needing to make contact
with her.

She whirls round and steps
back.

“Don’t touch me,” she
hisses vehemently.

I'm shocked by her reaction, and
remain frozen to the spot.

“Where
were you?” Let’s get back to
that.

“I wasn’t out getting drunk
with my ex. Did you sleep with her?”

How can she even think
that?

“What? No!” Does she not know me
at all? I would never do that, I couldn’t. “You
think I’d cheat on you?

“You did,” she snarls. “By
taking our very private life and spilling your spineless guts to
that woman.”

“Spineless. That’s what you
think?”

She has a point, Grey. You
did run out on her because you couldn’t  face up to the fact
that you’re going to be a father.

“Christian, I saw the text.
That’s what I know.”

“That text was not meant
for you,” I growl. I wish Elena hadn't sent that fucking stupid
message for Ana to find and misinterpret. Trust her to leave one
last parting shot to screw things up for me.

“Well, fact is I saw it
when your cell fell out of your jacket while I was undressing you,
because you were too drunk to undress yourself. Do you have any
idea how much you’ve hurt me by going to see that
woman?”

All I was thinking about
last night was how I was feeling. I never stopped
to think how Ana would feel if she knew who I was with. At the
time, it had just seemed like a good idea to talk to an old friend,
that’s all. But now Ana is taking it really badly because of how
much she loathes Elena.

“Do you remember last night
when you came home? Remember what you said?” she quizzes
me.

So we did actually talk? I have no
recollection whatsoever about any conversation we had last night.
What the fuck did I say?

“Well, you were right. I do
choose this defenseless baby over you. That’s what any loving
parent does. That’s what your mother should have done for you. And
I'm sorry that she didn’t – because we wouldn’t be having this
conversation right now if she had. But you're an adult now – you
need to grow up and smell the fucking coffee and stop behaving like
a petulant adolescent. You may not be happy about this baby. I'm
not ecstatic, given the timing and your less-than-lukewarm
reception to this new life, this flesh of your flesh. But you can
either do this with me, or I’ll do it on my own. The decision is
yours. While you wallow in your pit of self-pity and self loathing,
I'm going to work. And when I return, I’ll be moving my belongings
to the room upstairs.”

No! That’s sounds almost as if she’s
leaving me. It’s the first step, isn’t it? She knows how much I
hate sleeping on my own.

“Now if you’ll excuse me,
I’d like to finish getting dressed.”

“Is this what you
want?”

 Or is she maybe just lashing out to hurt me?

“I don’t know what I want
any more.”  She concentrates very hard as she looks in the
mirror to moisturize her face.

“You don’t want
me?”

“I'm still here aren’t I?”
she snaps as she starts putting on her mascara.

“You’ve
thought about leaving?” Please
God, no.

“When one’s husband prefers
the company of his ex-mistress, it’s usually not a good sign,” she
says, her voice dripping with disdain.

Now she puts the boots on,
so she’s standing there in her underwear and thigh high stiletto
boots. I can’t take my eyes off her.

“I know what you're doing
here,” I murmur. She thinks we are going to work this out in bed.
Well, I have no objection to using some sexpertise to try and work
out a solution.

“Do you?” I sense her
weakening, but as I step forward, she takes a step back and holds
up her hand. “Don’t even think about it, Grey,” she whispers
coldly.

“You're my wife.” She’s
never refused me, and she’s not going to start now,
surely?

“I'm the pregnant woman you
abandoned yesterday, and if you touch me I will scream the place
down.”

“You’d scream?”

“Bloody murder.”

“No one would hear you,” I
murmur. I had the bedroom soundproofed while we were away. Ana just
thought it was a normal refurb, but I didn't want the staff to be
able to hear us when we moved our kinky fuckery from the playroom
to the bedroom.

“Are you trying to frighten
me?”

That’s a horrid accusation.

“That wasn’t my intention.
I had a drink with someone I used to be close to. We cleared the
air. I am not going to see her again.”

“You sought her
out?”

“Not at first. I tried to
see Flynn. But I found myself at the salon.”

“And you expect me to
believe you're not going to see her again? What about the next time
I step across some imaginary line? This is the same argument we
have over and over again. Like we’re on some Ixion’s wheel. If I
fuck up again, are you going to run back to her?”

“I am not going to see her
again. She finally understands how I feel.”

Elena saw the look of revulsion on my
face when she touched me. She certainly gets it now, even if she
didn’t before.

“What does that
mean?”

Problem is I can't spell it
out to Ana without making things sound a whole lot
worse.

“Why can you talk to her
and not to me?”

“I was mad at you. Like I
am now.”

“You
don’t say! Well I am mad at you right now. Mad
at you for being so cold and callous yesterday when I needed you.
Mad at you for saying I got knocked up deliberately, when I didn't.
Mad at you for betraying me.”

Her words hit home because I know they
are true. When we got married, I promised to look after her and
support her, in good times and bad. So I know I’ve let her down.
But why can't Ana admit that she is at fault too? She has let me
down by being so careless. How has this impasse between us become
all my fault now?

I can tell that Ana is highly
emotional as she falters and nearly breaks down. But her anger
fuels her to continue her tirade.

“I should have kept better
track of my shots. But I didn't do it on purpose. This pregnancy is
a shock to me too. It could be the shot failed.”

I just glare at her. That’s not what
I’d call an apology or an admission of fault.

“You really fucked up
yesterday. I’ve had a lot to deal with over the last few
weeks.”

“You really fucked up three
or four weeks ago. Or whenever you forgot your shot.”

 I manage to keep on
top of numerous multi-million dollar deals, and mergers and
acquisitions all at the same time, but she can’t even remember one
simple but crucial appointment.

“Well God forbid I should
be perfect like you!”

“This is quite a
performance, Mrs. Grey.”

“Well, I'm glad that even
knocked up I'm entertaining.”

“I need a
shower.”

“And I've provided enough
of a floor show.”

“It’s a mighty fine floor
show.” I still want to hold her, to have a calming fix of her scent
and try to pretend that all is well, just for a minute. But as I
step towards her, she steps back again.

“Don’t.”

“I hate that you won't let
me touch you.”

“Ironic huh?”

“We haven’t resolved much,
have we?”

“I’d say not. Except that
I'm moving out of this bedroom.”

No! I don’t want to sleep
on my own without her. I never want to go back to that.

I still don’t get how this ended up
being all about me seeing Elena when Ana is the one who’s fucked
up. It doesn't seem right or fair to me.

“She doesn't mean anything
to me.”

“Except when you need
her.”

“I don’t need her. I need
you.”

“You didn't yesterday. That
woman is a hard limit for me, Christian.”

“She’s out of my
life.”

“I wish I could believe
you.”

“For fuck’s sake,
Ana.”

“Please let me get
dressed.”

Ana is so blinded by her hatred of
Elena that she is not going to calm down enough for us to talk. And
I'm feeling like shit thanks to being so hungover. There is no
point in going through this over and over. I sigh in frustration.
Time to call a halt to our fruitless discussions.

“I’ll see you this
evening.”

And then I head for the shower. By the
time I get out, Ana has left for work.

So now we are left in limbo, in a
terrible ugly impasse. And what really frightens me is that I can't
see any way out of it. Ana’s pregnant. She’s chosen the baby over
me. It’s the end of things as they were because there’s no going
back. 

And I have no idea where we go from
here.


Chapter 62 - Never Let
The Sun...




I have no idea how to work things out
with Anastasia.

I'm lost and confused and
conflicted, because there is no easy solution to our situation that
I can see. What am I supposed to do? Ignore how angry I feel and
just pretend to be happy about her being pregnant when I’m not?
She’d know I was lying anyway. But seeing as Ana’s determined to go
ahead, it doesn’t really matter what I think, does it? She said
she’s having this baby with or without me, and that the choice is
mine about whether to be part of things or not, and she means it.
She’s going to walk away if I don’t accept the situation, however I
feel about it. So what choices are left for me if I don’t want to
lose Ana?

But I’m not ready to be a father. I
don’t know how to be a father. I don’t know how to do this and I
feel trapped and angry at being forced into this
situation.

I hate that Ana backed
away from me and wouldn’t even let me touch her this morning. How
can we even begin to work things out when she’s acting this way?
Her deep loathing of Elena means we can't get past that issue to
discuss anything else, despite my assurances that I am not going to
see Elena again, that it’s finally over between us for good. Ana’s
chosen to see the very worst in the fact that I ended up spending
time with Elena, rather than trusting me when I tell her the
meeting has led to the final closure of that relationship. I’m
deeply hurt that Ana has already decided that I ‘spilt my spineless
guts to her’, without giving me the benefit of the doubt, or
trusting that I would not discuss our private life with her. She
never gave me the chance to explain how things really were with
Elena, and even asked if I’d slept with
her. Well, thanks for that vote of
trust, Mrs. Grey.

I head to the office where I resort to
the tried and tested solution of burying myself in work, but even
so, about a dozen times I pick up the phone, or start to email my
wife, to try and get the ball rolling to find a way forward. But
what to say? And let’s not forget that she is the one who fucked up
in the first place, so shouldn’t she say sorry first? Getting
pregnant was a monumental cock up on her part, no question about
it. She can't deny that, however she twists things round to make me
the bad guy here.

As the morning progresses,
word seems to have spread round the office that the boss is in a
foul temper, and so everyone is annoyingly tiptoeing around me -
apart from Ros of course.

“You look like shit today,
Christian. In fact, if I didn't know better, I’d say you were hung
over.”

“Fuck off and mind your own
business.”

She must have heard something, despite
the fact that my staff know better than to gossip. They all
understand the second I get wind of anything like that, they’re out
of the door, dismissed on the grounds of inappropriate behavior in
the workplace.

“So you are hung over. No
sympathy for self inflicted illnesses, I’m afraid.” She purses her
lips disapprovingly.

“Can we just concentrate on
the matter in hand, instead of indulging in idle fucking chit-chat
about my personal life? I shouldn’t have to remind you we have all
the finer details of the Taiwanese deal to work through right now,
and if we don’t come up with a way to sell it to the unions here,
we could have a very ugly situation brewing the second they get
wind of it.”

I glare at Ros, waiting for her to
back down.

I am not going to bleat
about my personal issues to her. I refuse to bring all that shit
from home into the office. I am not going to lose my edge because
of my wife’s inability to check her schedule and keep important
medical appointments. No, you’re
going to try and bury your head in the sand and pretend it’s not
happening, aren’t you Grey?

I need to focus on work. This is one
of our biggest deals of recent times. This is what I do, this is
who I am. Christian Grey the brilliant, cool, calm, efficient
billionaire entrepreneur, always in total control.

I refuse to be cast as a petulant
adolescent who wallows in a pit of self pity and self loathing, and
who needs to grow up and smell the coffee, as my wife described me
this morning.

Even if she’s right,
Grey?

~~~

 


I work on at the office
into the evening, even after Ros has gone home. There’s been no
word from Ana; she hasn’t attempted to reach out in any way.
Clearly she’s still mad at me. Well, I'm still mad at her. If she’s
still in the same frame of mind, I can't face going home. I can't
bear not being able to hold her like this morning, when she told me
she’d scream the place down if I touched her.  As much as I
miss her, I’d rather not see her than have to deal with that,
because it’s just agony for me. It’s like being tortured and
tantalized with the thing you want most in the world being held
just out of reach.

Better get used to it,
Grey. She’ll be spending all her time and energy on the baby now.
Certainly not you anymore. You had a taste of how good life could
be and now it’s been snatched away. Serves you right, you sick
bastard. Best she keeps the baby away from you isn’t it? You’d only
contaminate the poor kid.

I call Gail to let her
know I won't be home for dinner, knowing that's how Ana will find
out that I'm working late. Well,
she’s the one who made it crystal clear she didn't want any
contact, isn’t she?

“But please ensure that you
still provide Mrs. Grey with a suitable meal, and don’t let her fob
you off that she isn’t hungry.”

However mad I am with Ana,
it doesn’t stop me from worrying about her. She needs to eat, now
more than ever.  Because she’s eating
for two …

“Of course, I’ll do my best
Mr. Grey.  But… are you sure… isn’t there any way you could
maybe try to get back for dinner?  You still need to eat after
all.”

Gail is pushing her luck
and she knows it. She has no business questioning my decision not
to return. I don’t need to justify my actions to
her. Maybe to your wife
though?

“No. I will not be back
until very late. I’ll send Taylor out to get something for us to
eat here at the office.”

At nine I get a call on my
cell. My heart literally leaps when I see it’s from Ana. But I keep
my cool, waiting to hear what she has to say and judge her
mood.

“Ana.”

“Hi.”

Just hearing her voice makes me ache
to see her.

“Hi.”

“Are you coming
home?”

She’s still mad at me. I can hear it
in her challenging tone of voice.

“Later.”

“Are you in the
office?”

“Yes. Where did you expect
me to be?”

With
Elena.

The unspoken words hang in the air. My
wife is still focusing on her it seems. So we can't
progress.

“I’ll let you
go.”

But neither of us hangs up straight
away, no doubt each willing the other to say something, anything to
end this stalemate. But what to say?  Eventually I
speak.

“Good night,
Ana.”

“Good night,
Christian.”

And then I hang up. Nothing has
changed, nothing is resolved.

I don’t go home until after one in the
morning, when I'm pretty sure Ana will be in bed. But not our bed.
The spare bed upstairs.

As I walk into our bedroom,
I'm still  hoping against hope to find her curled up there
waiting for me, all soft and warm and lovely. But she’s not. She’s
carried out her threat to move into the other bedroom.  Our
bed looks cold and empty and far too big. I want Ana. I miss her so
much.

I find myself drawn to her, so I head
upstairs and into the spare bedroom to find her.

She’s asleep, and I don’t
disturb her. She needs her sleep especially now…. now that she’s
pregnant. She is with child. Our child. Face up to it, Grey.

Ana looks so beautiful as she sleeps,
with her loose chestnut hair fanned out. As I lean down to gently
kiss her,  I notice that her pillow looks damp. She’s been
crying. I want to get undressed and slip in beside her and take her
in my arms, but I can't. She told me not to touch her, didn't she?
Why has she done this to us? Why is she diverting all her anger
onto my meeting up with Elena when it meant nothing? Why can’t she
just trust me on this?

As my lips brush the soft skin of her
cheek, she murmurs in her sleep, but I can't quite catch what she
says. It might have been my name, but maybe that is just wishful
thinking. I bury my nose in her hair - she smells wonderful of
course. But as she stirs again, I step back, and then sit on the
chair by the bed to watch her, as I have done so many times
before.

I sigh as I slip off my tie. It’s the
silver-gray one that I know is Ana’s favorite. Why did I pick that
one this morning? To remind myself of how much I love my wife? I
don’t need reminding. Thoughts of Ana are never out of my mind,
however hard I try to immerse myself in work.

I watch the steady rhythm of her
breathing, just as I did that very first night I took her back to
my hotel room. I've come to believe that she was sent to me that
day she tripped into my office. I’d never even considered the
possibility that I would fall in love and get married. That wasn’t
part of my life plan in any way whatsoever.

And yet here I am, just a
few short months later, married to the love of my life, and up till
now, despite several ups and downs, I thought I was adapting pretty
well, all things considered.

But a baby?

 That’s just a step
too far for me to adapt to. But I'm going to have to, if I don’t
want to lose my wife. She’s made it clear that she’ll choose the
baby over me, because that’s the right thing to do. That’s what
mother nature intended. It’s just a shame the crack whore fucked me
up so badly that my natural instincts are messed up, and I don’t
have a clue how to be a good parent. I expect the only reason she
didn't get me aborted was that she’d left it too late, not because
she actually wanted me, and then she didn't give me up for adoption
because she’d have lost the child support check she got for me. She
must have wished over and over that she had gotten rid of me when I
was just a bunch of tiny cells.

 I might not be ready
to be a father, but would I really want Ana to abort our baby if it
was up to me? Would I really want to destroy a pure, innocent life
that didn't ask to be created, a life created out of our act of
love? How would I have felt if I found out that Ana had had a
termination without involving me in the decision? Wouldn’t I think
she’d been cold and callous? 

I'm so confused. What the fuck do I
know about babies anyway? The only experience I’ve had was when Mia
arrived as a tiny baby in our family. I remember being fascinated
by her, and that I used to love to watch her, but I was only a
small boy then, so it was only natural.

Perhaps I’ll try and speak to Flynn
tomorrow, but the truth is, I already know what he’s going to tell
me. He’s going to say we have to talk about this to reach a
resolution. But all the time Ana is being irrational because she’s
blinded by her hatred of Elena, I don’t see how we can have any
kind of a constructive conversation.

I can't talk to my parents about any
of this. Especially as I told my dad I’d never be stupid enough to
get Ana knocked up, when he queried why we were getting married so
quickly. And all Mom will care about is the baby, especially as she
thinks Ana can do no wrong anyway. So somehow, this will all be my
fault. 

What a fucking mess.

I watch Ana sleep for a
long time, before heading back to our empty bedroom. I sleep
fitfully before waking up in a cold sweat at around five thirty,
because inevitably I've had a nightmare.  The usual one I have
these days. Ana leaving me. Ana lying cold and unresponsive. Ana
dead. Just like the crack
whore.

I head off down to the gym
to work out and try to rid myself of my demons, but it doesn't
work.  All I desperately want is to feel Ana in my arms, and
knowing that she’s just a short distance away upstairs is worse
than torture, because she doesn't want anything to do with
me.

Taylor comes down to the gym with me,
and we silently pump iron side by side. Being the strong silent
type who knows when to keep his mouth shut, means he hasn’t spoken
about bringing me back the previous night, thank fuck. But I take
the opportunity to bring up the subject that's been worrying
me.

“Did you carry out a full
security sweep of the apartment as I instructed? Do you have any
clue as to where my wife spent the other night? Because if any kind
of security weakness has been exposed….” I’m about to vent some of
my bad temper on him when he interrupts.

“I think I may be able to
shed some light on the matter, sir. I was going to report back to
you at our morning briefing, but as you've inquired now, I’ll fill
you in.”

He’s got my full attention.

“Your play room. The door
was definitely locked when we were searching the apartment, wasn’t
it?”

“Yes.”  I remember
checking it myself.

“But when I checked, the
spare key was not in the usual place in the cabinet in the utility
room. And then later Gail noticed signs that someone had been in
there since she’d cleaned the day before, and she knows it wasn’t
you because you were out.”

“So are you saying that my
wife took the spare play room key and then locked herself in there,
and that’s why we couldn’t find any sign of her?” I work
out.

“Looks that way, sir. I’ve
been worried there’d been some kind of security lapse, so I’d be
reassured if Mrs. Grey could confirm that this is the correct
explanation of events.”

 Fuck.

 Ana
used the playroom of all places as
a secure hidey hole to
escape to. It never occurred to me that’s where she would have
tucked herself away, but Taylor's explanation makes perfect sense.
My wife is full of surprises.

So she was safe and sound
in the apartment all along, when she knew I’d be frantic with worry
that she’d run. She knew I’d think the worst, that she’d left me.
She was punishing me because of how mad she was when she read
Elena’s text.  That’s pretty cruel and nasty of her. I know I
reacted badly when she told me she was pregnant, but it was one
hell of a shock, as she knew it would be. And I thought she knew me
better than to even have to ask if I’d slept with Elena. She’s
blown out of all proportion the fact that I had a quiet final drink
with an old friend, which is all Elena was to me. Ana set out to
deliberately hurt me, and she succeeded. I was sick with fear until
she nonchalantly strolled in, and then she was too irrational to
calm down, to see reason, for us to have a civilized discussion.
And she had the gall to accuse me of being the one acting like an
adolescent.

I don’t want to risk seeing or talking
to Ana while I'm dealing with this latest twist to our
situation.  I need some distance. Working so late last night
means that I'm up to date as far as possible with the shipyard
deal. I was going to have a conference call with the guys at WSU
today.

Fuck it.

I decide to attend the
meeting in person instead. I like to do this from time to time - it
helps to keep everyone on their toes if I turn up unannounced every
now and again.

 But I do the decent
thing.  Before I leave, I email my wife to inform her that I
am flying down to Portland. No one can accuse me of being petty and
vindictive.

 


~~~

 


“Could I have a word in
private, Mr. Grey?”

It’s early afternoon, and I'm just
wrapping things up at WSU when Taylor interrupts my meeting.
 One look at his face tells me I'm not going to like whatever
he’s about to tell me.

“I’ve just received an
amber alert from Sawyer concerning Mrs. Grey. He reports that she’s
unwell.”

Shit.

Suddenly nothing else matters.
Anastasia is unwell? I have to get back to her as soon as possible.
I consider calling her, but since she hasn’t rung to tell me she’s
ill,  I know she’s unlikely to take my call, or even if she
does she probably won't tell me what the matter is. I’d rather talk
to her face to face, see for myself how she is.

“In what way
unwell?”

“I don’t have any details
as yet. I’m just about to call Luke back for clarification, but I
thought you’d want to know immediately.”

“We’re leaving. Now. Make
all the necessary…”

“Already done, sir. Rather
than delay take off, I thought we could speak to Luke to get more
details while we're on our way.”

Taylor is a fucking genius mind
reader.

We are just about to take
off when he gets through to Sawyer, while I listen in.

“T… I wanted to let you
know that Mrs. Grey is with me.” He’s letting us know he can't talk
openly. “She’s unwell. I'm taking her back to Escala.”

So whatever is wrong, he
doesn’t feel it warrants taking her to hospital. That’s good,
right?

“We’re just about to take
off from Portland, so we’ll be returning within the
hour.”

“I see.”

“As soon as you reach the
apartment, call Dr. Greene to arrange an emergency appointment with
her for Mrs. Grey. Then call me back to give a full update on
the situation,” I instruct.

“Sir.”

“Your priority is to ensure
that Mrs. Grey gets medical attention, even if she says she doesn’t
require it. You must call the doctor,” I reiterate.

“Yes,” he agrees then hangs
up, unable to say too much as he’s with Ana, but with clear
instructions as to how he is to proceed.

I have no idea what is wrong with Ana,
but I know she must be feeling bad if she’s asked Sawyer to take
her home, because she never normally makes a fuss.  So I'm
worried.

Perhaps she’s feeling faint and ill
because she hasn’t eaten. That seems likely, knowing Ana. I’ll have
to force her to rest and eat properly to take care of herself now
she’s pregnant.  She needs me. I should never have let things
come to this. I have to look after her.

But I worry it could be
something more serious. Perhaps she’s started bleeding. Perhaps
she’s having a miscarriage brought on by stress. She could be
losing the baby. Our
baby. And I'm surprised by how upset this
makes me. You’d think I’d be happy at the thought of nature taking
care of this unplanned pregnancy. But I'm
not. How confusing.

Then a really nasty thought goes
through my mind. Perhaps Ana’s done something really stupid because
of my horrified reaction to the pregnancy. Perhaps she’s felt
obliged to take something to bring on an abortion, and it’s making
her ill.

But I quickly rule this out.  Ana
was adamant she was having this baby whatever I said, so why would
she have a sudden change of heart? She wouldn’t get rid of our
baby, however inconvenient this pregnancy is. And I realize I'm
glad, that I actually respect her for taking a stand against me,
for standing up for our baby. That’s what a loving parent is meant
to do. That’s what she told me and she was right.  I
understand that now. So we have to sort things out between us. I
have to grow up and be a man about this. I have to step up to the
plate and take my responsibility seriously, even if I have no idea
how.

The flight is only short
but seems to take forever. All I want is to be with Ana, to find
out what’s wrong with her, get her fixed, make things
right, do whatever it takes.

But then, just as we touchdown in
Seattle and are back in contact, things take another
twist.

And not for the better.

 


~~~

 


I get a call from Troy
Whelan, the bank manager who looks after my accounts. I don’t
like the man, but he handles my accounts efficiently, so I tolerate
him.

“Mr. Grey. I just need to
run a security check by you,” he says nervously.

“Now is not a good time. I
have important business to attend to.” I try to get rid of him. I’m
not interested in his stupid security checks.

“Of course, I appreciate
that you are a very busy man, Mr. Grey. It’s just that we have a
lady here in the bank claiming to be Mrs. Grey, requesting a
withdrawal of five million dollars.”

Suddenly he has my full
attention.

“The initial ID she
produced was out of date, so now she’s produced an Amex credit card
and a check book, but they could easily be stolen. It’s all highly
irregular, especially as the lady in question seems rather
agitated, in a hurry, and was very reluctant for me to call
you.  However, with such a large sum of money at stake,
I thought it best to check with you.”

I'm speechless. I thought
Ana was at the apartment, ill. What the fuck is going on? Is this
actually her at the bank, or an imposter?

“Describe this person to
me.”

“Let me see. She’s young,
probably early twenties, I’d say.  She’s slim, has long brown
hair, and she’s wearing jeans and a hooded sweatshirt. Oh, and
she’s carrying a blue duffel bag.”

My heart sinks. This sounds like Ana.
This can mean only one thing. She’s leaving me. She needs the money
because she’s running. That’s why she didn't want the manager to
call me.

“Put me through to speak to
her.”

“So you do think it’s
possible this lady is your wife?”

“If I speak to her I can
verify that can’t I?”

“But if it is Mrs. Grey,
she was quite specific that she didn't want to speak to
you.”

“So, Mr. Whelan, rather
than let me confirm the identity of this person, you are prepared
to give away five million dollars of my money to someone who may
look like my wife, but who could well be an impostor?” I snarl. I
have to speak to Anastasia and find out what is going
on.

“N..no.. of course not Mr.
Grey. I’ll put the call through to her. Just one
moment.”

So many thoughts are going
through my mind right now. Is Ana really leaving me?

Have I pushed her to her limits
because of my behavior when she told me she was
pregnant? 

Is this really the end of my
marriage?

My whole world is dissolving, falling
apart. How could I have let this happen?

“Hi,” Ana murmurs in a
shaky voice. So it is her, no question.

“You’re leaving me?” I only
just manage to utter the words.

“No… yes,” she whispers so
quietly that I can barely hear her.

No, no, no, this cannot be happening. I can't lose her. I’ve
been such an idiot the way I've been acting. What was I thinking in
taking such a risk? Anastasia is my life. I can't be without her. I
am nothing without her. I’m just an empty, lifeless
shell.

“Ana, I …” but I can't get
any words out. They’re stuck in my throat, as I fight to catch my
breath. Is it possible to have heart failure from a few words
spoken down a phone line? It feels as if my heart is literally
breaking apart.

“Christian, please. Don’t,”
she sobs.

“You’re
going?” Please don’t leave me.
Please don’t leave me. Please don’t leave me.

“Yes.” No, no,
no.

“But why the cash? Was it
always the money?”

I can't believe I was wrong about Ana
all along, but who knows? Perhaps my love for her has blinded me.
I'm in total shock, so I can't think straight. All I know is I
might as well be put down and out of my miserable existence right
now if Ana leaves me. Life will not be worth living any
more.

“No,” she whispers
vehemently.

“Is five million
enough?”

“Yes.”

“And the
baby?” Our baby.

“I’ll take care of the
baby.”

“This is
what you want?” You promised you
would never leave, but I’ve driven you away.

“Yes.”

“Take it all.”

I don’t want it. There’s no point to
any of it, to anything if I don’t have Ana.  I wanted to share
everything with her.

“Christian. It’s for you.
For your family. Please. Don’t,” she sobs down the
phone.

I have no idea what she’s
talking about. For my family?

“Take it all,
Anastasia.”

“Christian…”

“I’ll
always love you.” Even though
I drove you away because I didn’t deserve you.

I can't listen to any more, so I
finish the call and then Whelan is back on the line.

“Give my wife whatever she
wants.”

“This is all highly
irregular. As I explained to Mrs. Grey, we normally ask for some
notice for withdrawals of such large sums of money. And although we
do hold the cash reserve for the entire Pacific Northwest, such a
large withdrawal would leave us very short.”

“I don’t fucking care how
you do it, but if you don’t give my wife the five million dollars
she wants immediately, I will close all my accounts and take my
business elsewhere. Then you can explain to your superiors how your
ineptitude lost them their main client. I am authorizing you to
liquidate five million dollars of my assets to cover it, so just
fucking well do as I ask,” I yell at the stupid man.

“Y... yes... of course, Mr.
Grey.”

I slam down the phone.
While I've been talking, Taylor has also been on his cell, no doubt
finding out from Sawyer how my wife managed to evade him to reach
the bank.  Now he looks at me as I just sit there.

I'm a broken man. My world has just
come crashing down around me. I feel as if a sword has been driven
right through my heart. It’s excruciatingly painful and I can
barely breathe.

“Sir, I'm guessing you
already know that Mrs. Grey gave Luke the slip. He’s tracked her
car to the bank and followed her there…”

I just nod.

“But I've also just
received some other intel that you need to be aware of that I think
might have a bearing on events.”

I look at him, trying to focus my
attention away from the fact that there is now no point to my
existence any more.

“I’ve just learnt from
Welch that Hyde was granted bail.”

I snap out of my state of
shock.

“Hyde? But how is that
possible? Who stood bail for him?”

Taylor shakes his head.

“We have no idea, sir. But
now I'm thinking that Mrs. Grey’s actions are very out of
character, wouldn’t you say? Especially bearing in mind her …
condition.  So I’m left wondering if there is another
explanation for her unusual behavior.”

I think I see where
Taylor’s heading with this. I see a tiny glimmer of hope that
perhaps things are not how they seem, that perhaps Ana is not
leaving me. Is it possible that Ana’s being blackmailed by Hyde in
some way? Is that what she needs the money
for? Shit.

“Yes, maybe Taylor, because
something my wife just said didn't make any sense.”

Perhaps Hyde is
threatening her in some way, and she feels unable to turn to me or
the security team because of the way I've been acting, so maybe she
thinks she has to deal with this on her own? Is that what she meant
when she said ‘It’s for you. For your
family.’?

Hope beats in my heart all
of a sudden.  Ana’s never been interested in my money,
I know this to be true. And even if she was after my money,
why wouldn’t she just go through the courts, knowing there is no
prenup in place? Five million dollars is nothing, it's peanuts
compared to what she would get with a proper divorce settlement.
No, this is all wrong. It doesn’t add up. It has to be something to do with
Hyde.

I call Ana’s cell to see if I can find
out from her what’s going on. But the call goes to voicemail, and I
leave a message telling her to call me back, knowing she’s not
going to.

Next I call Sawyer, having been
informed by Taylor that he’s followed Ana to the bank.

“Have you located Mrs.
Grey?”

“Yes, sir. She’s just come
out of the manager’s office, but now that she’s seen me, she’s
retreated back in there.”

“Stay where you are. Do not
let her leave without following. Do not fucking lose her again,” I
yell at him. I’ll get to the bottom of how she evaded him later.
Right now we have more pressing matters to worry about. We need to
get to Ana.

Once again Taylor has read
my mind. He’s correctly assumed we’re heading for the bank as we
jump into the Audi SUV that we left at the airfield this
morning.

“It should take us about
ten minutes to get there, but I’ll track Mrs. Grey’s phone in case
she leaves in the meantime.” He can use the on board computer -
this situation is exactly why I always insist on having all the
latest equipment in our vehicles.

“I don’t care how many red
lights you jump, just get us the fuck there.”

But before we can get to the bank, the
tracking system shows that Ana’s cell phone is on the move,
although her Saab is not. She must be in another vehicle. Sawyer
reports that she has not left via the main entrance of the bank, so
we figure she must have left via a back entrance somehow.
 This subterfuge on her part just increases our suspicions
that she’s under threat in some way.

“I just don’t understand
why the fuck Mrs. Grey is taking such a risk with her personal
safety when she knows that’s the job of her security detail,”
Taylor growls in frustration. “She deceived Luke by telling him she
was unwell and distracting him before she sneaked off. Why didn't
she just confide in him so he could do his job?”

“I don’t understand her
actions any better than you, Taylor. But right now we just
have to concentrate on finding her, whatever the explanation for
her actions. Tell Sawyer to follow as well - until we have the
situation under control, we need all the backup we can
muster.”

“He’s already following,
he’s just a short way behind us, sir. Looks like Mrs. Grey is
heading out of Seattle, up into the hills to the east.”

Taylor is a skilled high speed driver
of course, so we make good progress to catch Ana up. Then it
appears that she’s stopped - possibly she has reached her
destination.

We turn the corner into South Irving
Street.

“This area is where Barney
reported CCTV evidence of the white van, so we think this is
possibly where Hyde was basing himself previously. It’s all coming
together. It has to be him.  It has to be Hyde that Mrs. Grey
is meeting up with,” Taylor deduces.

“What the fuck is my wife
playing at, meeting up with that sleazeball all by herself?” I
growl in frustration.

It’s a deserted street with empty
derelict buildings. A perfect hide out.

Then we spot a black Dodge SUV parked
incongruously in the empty parking lot of a disused building. That
has to be the car Ana’s arrived in.

And then we hear a gun
shot.

All thoughts of a discrete approach
are gone, as we race into the car park and leap out of the car,
closely followed by Sawyer.

The first person I see is
Elizabeth Morgan, Head of Personnel at
SIP. Why?

Next I see the fucker Hyde
on the ground, screaming as he clutches at his leg which appears to
be bleeding. He’s been
shot?

But then my eyes are drawn to the
lifeless body lying on the cold concrete.

It’s Ana.

“Ana! ANA!”

I race over to her, fearing my worst
nightmares have come true. It looks as if she could be
dead.

I throw myself down to kneel next to
her, while Taylor makes for Hyde, and Sawyer for Elizabeth, who
must presumably be his accomplice. We don’t know who has the gun
yet, so we have no idea who actually fired the shot we
heard.

“Ana, can
you hear me?”  Not knowing what her injuries are, I don’t dare
move her in any way, so I just take her
hand. Shit. It feels so cold and lifeless, just like ice.

She doesn't respond to me. Is she
dead? Has he killed her? I frantically scan her body looking for
evidence of any gunshot wounds or blood, but I can’t see anything.
Taylor comes over to join me.

“The two perps have been
secured and no longer pose a threat, so it’s best to leave the gun
where it is. The police will want it as evidence,” he nods at a gun
on the ground near Ana. “From what Hyde’s saying, Mrs. Grey shot
the fucker and now he’s squealing like an injured pig. He’s not
going anywhere.”

Ana shot Hyde? I look at
the gun and realize it could be the one I took from Leila that’s
been in my desk drawer. Did she take it from there because she knew
she was going to be in danger? So why, why, why didn't she tell me,
Taylor or Sawyer what was going on? Why did she foolishly risk her
life, and the life of our unborn baby?

Taylor checks Ana’s pulse -
he’s fully trained in emergency first response, as is Sawyer. All
my security team are, for exactly this kind of
situation.

“She's breathing normally
and has a good steady pulse. She doesn’t appear to be bleeding from
any obvious gunshot wound.”

Behind me Luke Sawyer is
calling for assistance on his cell. I listen to him calmly listing
the casualties to the emergency medical dispatcher.

“One female, unconscious
but breathing, possible head injury. One male, conscious with a
gunshot wound to the leg, bleeding but under control….”

“Never mind about that
fucker,” I glance over to where’s he’s lying on the ground groaning
loudly. “Ana should have shot him dead.”

Elizabeth is sitting on the
ground near the van with her hands secured behind her back. What
her role in all this is I have no idea right now, but clearly
Sawyer's rightly decided not to take any chances with
her.

Taylor is carefully examining Ana’s
face and head.

“What do you think is wrong
with her? Why is she unconscious?” I quiz him anxiously.

“I can’t be sure, but from
this red mark on her cheek, and the graze on her temple, I’d guess
she’s been hit across the face and perhaps cracked her head on the
floor when she fell. There may well be internal injuries that are
not immediately apparent, so it’s best we don’t attempt to move
her. We just need that fucking ambulance - Luke, did the dispatcher
give any indication of ETA?”

Internal injuries? Does
that mean she could lose the baby?

“They’re on their way. They
said five minutes.”

That fucker hit my wife. He has done
this to her. I literally see red as uncontrollable rage floods
through me.

I snatch the gun up from the ground
where it must have fallen from Ana’s hand. I’m up on my feet and
pointing the gun at Hyde as I walk towards him. 

I’m going to kill him.

“That gold digging whore
only got what was coming to her, Grey,” Hyde taunts me. So even
now, lying injured on the floor, he’s still a mean mouthed piece of
shit.

“No! Mr. Grey, put the gun
down,” Taylor yells when he realizes my intention.

“I’m going to fucking well
finish off what Ana started,” I snarl. 

Hyde doesn't deserve to breathe the
same air as Ana, to be on the same planet as her. He deserves to
descend down into the pit of hell where he belongs.

But suddenly there is a
vice like grip around my wrist as I’m overpowered by Taylor and
Sawyer.

“He’s not worth the
trouble. Let the cops deal with him. Right now you need to focus on
your wife, on Ana. She needs you by her side, not locked up in jail
on a murder charge.”  Taylor speaks quietly but insistently in
my ear to calm me down and talk some sense into me.

I glance over at my beloved, precious
wife, lying there so still and cold on the ground, and I know he’s
right. Ana needs me now more than ever. I can't risk having to
abandon her. Taylor takes the gun from my hand as he senses the
fight has gone out of me.

“It’s okay. I’ve got a
grip. You can both unhand me now.” I shrug off their
hold.

They tentatively let go,
not taking their wary eyes off me until they’re sure I’m not about
to lunge at Hyde again.

Then we hear the sirens as
half a dozen assorted police cars and ambulances suddenly converge
on the scene, and all hell breaks loose as police officers and
paramedics start swarming everywhere.

 


~~~

 


In the back of the ambulance on the
way to the Northwest hospital, I call my mom. I really want her
there, because I know she’ll make sure nothing gets missed, and
ensure that Ana gets only the best care.

“Mom? Are you at the
hospital?”

“Yes, Christian. Why,
whatever’s the matter?”

“It’s Ana. She’s been hurt
and we’re on our way in the ambulance. Can you meet us in the
ER?”

“Yes, of course, but what
do you mean Ana’s hurt? Is she okay?”

“I… I don’t know how bad it
is, Mom. She’s unconscious.”

“Oh Christian! What on
earth happened?”

“I’ll fill you in with the
details at the hospital, if you can meet us there?”

“Yes, yes, of course. I’ll
be there waiting,” Mom assures me, and I feel some relief knowing I
can trust her judgment on what will be best for Ana.

The paramedics are running checks on
Ana the whole time we’re travelling, with the sirens
blaring.

“You’re her
husband?”

“Yes, that’s
right.”

“Does your wife have any
allergies or medical conditions that we need to be aware
of?”

“No allergies, but medical
condition - she’s pregnant.”

“I see. How many
weeks?”

“I’m not
sure. We only just found out, so she’s in the very early stages.
Four or five weeks maybe.” It's hard to work out how far along she
is, because I assumed she missed her period as a side effect of the
shot, not because she was pregnant.
 But is she still pregnant? If that
fucker has murdered our baby as well as injuring Ana, I will find
some way to get to him, and there is no way on this earth that
Taylor or Sawyer will be able to hold me back.

“I’ll add that to her notes
to make sure the incoming team are made aware so that her pregnancy
is taken into account for any medication or procedures she may
require.”

“How is she?” I ask
anxiously.

“She’s stable and her
vitals are all good. We’ll know more once they’ve run all the tests
when she’s been admitted.”

I feel so helpless as I reach out and
take her hand in mine.

“Please forgive me, Ana.
Please come back to me.  I love you so much,” I whisper as I
kiss her hand and then hold it against my cheek. Dan
McAllister’s wise words about never letting the sun go down on
an argument come back to haunt me. What if I never get to tell her
how sorry I am? What if I never get the chance to ask for her
forgiveness? I’ve been such an idiot.

Once we arrive, Mom’s by my
side as a team of doctors and nurses start working on Ana.
Reluctantly I stand back to give them access.

“Just let them get on with
what they need to do, Christian. Trust me, they are the experts. Do
you honestly think I’d let anyone but the best near my
daughter-in-law?” Mom asks.

She pulls me to one side as
I watch a nurse cutting off Ana’s clothes so they can examine her
properly, and remove her jewelry for safe keeping.

“Not her wedding ring. We
never take our wedding rings off,” I insist, so they place some
tape over her wedding band.

“Are you going to tell me
what’s been going on?” Mom asks.

“It seems that Hyde, the
f... the man who tried to kidnap her before, somehow managed to get
released on bail, and we think he was blackmailing or threatening
Ana in some way. We think she was meeting up with him to hand over
the money; somehow he ended up being shot and Ana ended up
unconscious.

“But I thought she had her
own designated protection officer…”

“She does, but for some
reason she saw fit to deal with this on her own, and managed to
give Sawyer the slip. I’m not exactly sure what happened because I
was away in Portland on business when this all kicked off. We’re
still trying to piece it together.”

Mom looks at me shrewdly. She can tell
there’s more to this than I'm letting on, but she wisely doesn't
press the point right now.

I feel very uneasy when Ana is taken
away for a whole raft of tests because I don’t want to let her out
of my sight, but I know it’s vital for them to assess the extent of
her injuries and work out why she’s still unconscious. At least Mom
has been allowed to go down with her.

As I restlessly wait for her to
return, Taylor seeks me out.

“How is Mrs.
Grey?”

“Gone for tests. We’ll know
more once we get the results. But she’s stable.”

“Well that sounds positive,
sir. I... er... I’m not sure if this is a good time, but I
thought you would want to know there have been some
developments.”

“Developments?”

“Yes, sir. Elizabeth Morgan
has been very forthcoming. It seems that under Hyde’s instructions,
she abducted your sister Mia as she was leaving her gym earlier
today. Hyde used her as a hostage, demanding five million dollars
ransom money, threatening to harm her if your wife didn't comply
with his orders, and that she was to tell no one what she was
doing.”

Mia? That fucker had taken my baby
sister? But how? Of course, Dad had given in to Mia about not
needing a CPO, because he thought Hyde was safely locked away in
custody. Surely whoever stood bail for him must have known he was a
threat to me, to my family?

“He actually had
Mia?”

“Yes. The police found Miss
Grey in one of the derelict houses where he’s been hiding out.
She’s been drugged, but has no other apparent injuries. They’re
bringing her in for a full examination. Your father has been
apprised of the situation and is on his way in. He thought it best
if he was the one to inform your mother.”

Shit. I didn't think it was
possible, but Hyde is even more twisted and sick than I thought.
This is why Barney found research about my family on his computer
hard drive. He must have somehow been watching closely to know that
Mia no longer had her CPO, and that she’d be at the gym.

Ana acted the way she did to protect
my baby sister. That’s what she was trying to tell me when she said
she was doing it for me, for my family. That’s why she put her own
life at risk. Stupid. Brave. Reckless. Courageous. My wife is all
of these things and more.

But before I can think any more about
this, there is a flurry of activity as Ana is brought back. I wait
impatiently as the nurses settle her back in.

Mom is smiling, so I'm guessing the
results were positive. I heave a huge sigh of relief.

“The scan
showed no serious problems. I’ll let Dr. Bartley go through all the
details, but Ana should be fine. And Christian, I read her medical
notes. So I know… I know she’s pregnant.” 

She beams at me, clearly
thrilled and ecstatic at the prospect of becoming a
grandmother. That’s if Ana is still
pregnant. That’s if Hyde hasn’t killed our baby.

I try to look like a happy expectant
father is supposed to look, but by Mom’s expression, I fail
miserably.

“Oh Christian! I take it
this wasn’t a planned pregnancy?”

“No, it wasn’t. Ana forgot
to get her shot.”

“I see. So no doubt this
has come as a bit of a shock for you both?”

“You could say
that.”

Just then my dad comes rushing
in.

“I was in court, so I only
just heard. How is Ana?”

“Unconscious but stable.
The results of the CT and EEG were all positive; no signs of any
major problems,” Mom starts to fills him in, but before she can
elaborate any further, he takes her to one side.

“That’s wonderful news. But
there’s something else I have to tell you….

 


~~~

 


I let Dad tell Mom about Mia, while I
go over to look at my wife, hoping there are signs she's coming
round. But she's still unresponsive as she lies there in her
hospital gown, with an IV drip in her arm and wired up to various
monitors that are beeping and flashing.

Dr. Bartley approaches
me.

“What did the tests show?
How is my wife?”

“Her ribs are bruised, Mr.
Grey, and she has a hairline fracture to her skull, but her vital
signs are stable and strong.”

“Why is she still
unconscious?”

“Mrs. Grey has had a major
contusion to her head. But her brain activity is normal, and she
has no cerebral swelling. She’ll wake when she’s ready. Just give
her some time.”

“And the baby?” I can
hardly bear to ask, but I have to know.

“The baby’s fine, Mr.
Grey.” The doctor smiles.

“Oh thank God. Oh thank
God.” 

A huge wave of relief sweeps over me.
If anything had happened to the baby,  I know Ana would have
been distraught.  And the weird thing is, so would
I.

I would have felt so
guilty for allowing something to happen to our child. I was so
certain that I didn't want this baby, but somehow, somewhere,
some deep rooted instinct seems to have kicked in. I may not be
ready to be a father, I may have no idea how to be that person, but
our defenseless, innocent baby is undoubtedly deserving of my full
protection. That’s what I am supposed to do. That’s my role. To
look after my wife, and to look after our
baby.

Once Ana has been moved to a private
room, I spend the evening sitting by her bed, watching and willing
her to wake up. No one can tell me when it will happen, or how long
it’s going to take.

Ros calls, because she’s heard what’s
happened.

“You’ll have to take over
and handle everything, Ros. I can't leave Ana, not while she’s like
this.”

Nothing else matters. Nothing. I’d
give everything away in a heartbeat if it meant Ana would wake up
and come back to me.

“Of course, Christian.
That’s what I was calling to say. Andrea and I have everything
under control with regard to the trip to Taiwan, so you just
concentrate on Ana. Leave everything to us.”

I'm so thankful that I’m
able to trust them, to allow me to switch off from work, safe in
the knowledge that they will keep things running. I should be the
one going to Taiwan, but right now I can't think about anything
except Ana. Ros can handle it.

“Your wife will wake up
when’s she’s ready,” everyone keeps telling me. But what if she
doesn’t want to come back to me? What if she hates me for the way
I’ve been behaving?

The hours pass, and I have no idea
what the time is when Dad comes and sits with me - he’s returned to
the hospital after taking Mia home with Mom. Luckily, she seems to
be recovering well, and he tells me that Mom will be coming back at
some point, but that one of them has to stay with Mia at all times
for now.

“So, a little birdie tells
me we’re going to be grandparents,” he whispers as he grins at
me.

“Seems that
way.”

Dad catches the scared look I'm trying
to hide on my face.

“Oh, Christian, it’s going
to be fine. You’ll see.”

“What the hell do I know
about being a father? What kind of a parent am I going to
be?”

“You’ll be a wonderful
father. The best. I have no doubt about that at all.”

“Really? But I know nothing
about babies and kids and all that shit.”

“I’ll let you into a little
secret, son. No one really does until they have babies of their
own, even if they think they do. And I can tell you right now, it’s
a very steep learning curve. But you and Ana will figure it out
together, and I know you’ll both make great parents. It might be a
little sooner than you’d planned, but it means you’ll be young
enough to be able to really enjoy your family.”

“Thanks, Dad. I guess I’m
going to have to get used to the idea, because it seems Junior’s
not going anywhere. They said the baby’s fine, despite what’s
happened to Ana.”

“I’d say our first
grandchild  is pretty tenacious, all things
considered.”

He looks at me with a concerned
expression.

“Christian, maybe you
should go home and get some rest. They’ll call you if Ana should
wake…”

“I’m not leaving
her.”

“Christian, you should
sleep.”

“No, Dad. I want to be here
when she wakes up.”

“I’ll sit with her. It’s
the least I can do after she saved my daughter.”

“How’s Mia?”

“She’s groggy… scared and
angry. It’ll be a few hours before the Rohypnol is completely out
of her system.”

“Christ.”

“I know. I'm feeling seven
kinds of foolish for relenting on her security. You warned me, but
Mia is so stubborn. If it wasn’t for Ana here…”

“We all thought Hyde was
out of the picture. And my crazy, stupid wife - why didn't she tell
me?”

She should have been able to turn to
me. I’ve let her down so badly. This is all my fault. I'm the
stupid one.

“Christian, calm down.
Ana’s a remarkable young woman. She was incredibly
brave.”

“Brave and headstrong and
stubborn and stupid.”

She could have got herself killed. It
was a close call, both for her and for Mia. My wife and my sister.
How would I have been able to carry on if anything had happened to
either of them?

“Hey, don’t be so hard on
her, or yourself, son. Look, if you're not going to let me sit with
Ana so you can go home, I’d better get back to your mom. It’s after
three in the morning, Christian. You really should try to
sleep.”

“It’s fine, Dad. I’ll sleep
here. I just can't bear to leave her.  I have to be
here.”

I squeeze Ana’s hand, hoping for some
sign, some slight response to tell me she’s still in there
somewhere. But nothing.

Sometime after that, Ray
appears beside me in a wheelchair. I’m grateful  my mom took
it upon herself to go and see him as he was here in the hospital as
a patient. She said she didn't tell him about the pregnancy, that
he should hear this news from his daughter. Mom also said most
people wait a while before telling everyone, until things have been
checked out in a detailed scan at around twelve weeks -
naturally she knows all about these things.

“What has my crazy daughter
been up to, for crying out loud? Thinking a little girl like her
could take on some lunatic asshole by herself?”

“I know, Ray. I’m mad as
hell with her for sneaking off from her CPO like that. We all
are.”

“If you don’t take her
across your knee, I sure as hell will. What was she
thinking?”

“Trust me, Ray, I might
just do that.”

“Well, it might be what she
needs to knock some sense into that silly head of hers.  I
guess we just have to be thankful she can shoot
straight.”

“I believe we have you to
thank for that.” Like my parents, I’ve always been vehemently anti
gun, but right now I'm really glad Ray taught Ana how to
shoot.

“Well, being an army
veteran, I've always kept a gun in the house, and I figured it was
safer for Ana to understand how it worked and how to use it
properly, rather than risk her playing around with it and getting
hurt through ignorance.”

Wise old Ray.  

I get rid of Detective
Clark as quickly as I can when he calls in sometime later. He can
see for himself  that Ana is in no state to answer any of his
questions. But at least he acknowledges that Hyde is one twisted
son of a bitch.

He also lets slip that
Hyde is here in the same hospital being treated for the gunshot
wound to his leg. Part of me is sorely tempted to seek him out and
finish him off, and I'm certain Ray would feel the same way if he
knew. But as Taylor pointed out, I have no right giving in to my
selfish desire for revenge and retribution, not when Ana needs me
and is so dependent on me. At least I know my dad will be taking
every possible step to ensure the law deals with him in the proper
manner. Personally, I’d like to see Hyde hung drawn and quartered
as they used to in medieval times. And I fully intend to get to the
bottom of just who stood bail for him, and then take whatever
action I deem appropriate.  Revenge is a dish best served cold.

Mom comes back to the hospital to see
how Ana is doing.

“Why hasn’t she woken up
yet?” I want to know.

“She will, darling. Her
body just needs her to rest right now, to allow her to
recover.”

“I just wish…I wish I could
turn the clock back. I behaved so badly when she told me she was
pregnant. I said some horrid things to her.”

“We all say things in the
heat of the moment we don’t mean. I’m sure Ana understands
that.”

“I accused her of getting
pregnant on purpose.”

“Because she didn't keep
the appointment for her contraceptive shot? Well maybe she had
other things on her mind with everything that's happened to the
poor girl lately, thanks to this lunatic man Hyde.  And don't
forget her father was very ill in hospital last week.”

I just nod.

“But if Ana is already over
five weeks pregnant,  it wouldn’t have made any difference
even if she had kept her appointment. It seems to me the shot
failed, or at least ran out earlier than it should have done. These
things happen. No contraceptive is completely foolproof, or one
hundred percent reliable.”

“I know. I’d pretty much
worked that out for myself,” I sigh.

“So surely you talked this
through with Ana?”

“No.”

“Why ever not,
Christian?”

“We had a huge row and we
weren’t talking.”

“What do you mean you
weren’t talking?” Mom stares intently at me. “”What did you
do?”

“Mom…”

“Christian! What did you
do?”

“I was so angry…” I almost
can't bring myself to admit what happened. I feel myself choking up
because I’m so full of regret for my incredibly selfish actions.
All I was thinking about was how I felt, when I should have been
supporting Ana, not blaming her.

“Hey, things can't be that
bad, surely?” Mom puts her arm round my shoulder to comfort
me.

“I stormed off. You know,
the way I used to when I was a teenager.” 

This used to happen on a
regular basis whenever Mom, or more likely Dad, tried to bring me
into line for some kind of unreasonable behavior. I’d react by
shouting at them, storming out and slamming the door as I left. I'd
hide out somewhere until I cooled down, often getting drunk to try
and numb my anger. This was all pre Elena, of course. She put a
stop to that kind of behavior. She brought me under control and
gave me another outlet to channel my rage and frustration. She
would not tolerate that kind of behavior, and so I learned self
control, and then found I liked control in all areas of my life.
But when Ana blew me away with her bombshell, all that control
evaporated away and I reverted back to my old behavior.

“Where did you
go?”

“I tried to go and see John
Flynn, to talk things through, try and make sense of it all, but he
was out at a parents’ evening at school. So I just walked and
walked, and eventually somehow found myself outside Elena’s salon.
She was just locking up and… well, we ended up going for a drink
together.”

“Christian! How could you?
After everything… after what happened at your birthday party?” Mom
is appalled and horrified.

“She said she wanted to
apologize, and at that moment I just thought of her as an old
friend I could talk to. But I didn't talk about me and Ana, well
not about the unplanned pregnancy anyway. I didn't tell her
anything about our personal life. But I did tell her marrying Ana
was the best thing I ever did, and that I loved my wife very much
indeed. I even told her Ana wanted a family, so finally she got the
message that she had no place in my life anymore. After we parted
ways, she sent a text telling me she understood, and that I’d make
a great father. I carried on drinking and ended up blind drunk, so
somehow Ana ended up seeing that text, and went ballistic. She
thinks I betrayed her by seeing Elena and that I told her about the
baby, even though I didn’t. That’s what the huge argument was
about. ”

I don’t tell Mom about the
pass Elena made at me. I know she would see red about it, and it
would serve no purpose.

“You told me you’d cut all
ties.”

“I know. But seeing her
finally put it all in perspective for me. You know… with the child.
For the first time I felt… what we did… it was wrong.”

“What she did, darling… Children will
do that to you. Make you look at the world in a different
light.”

“She finally got the
message… and so did I… I hurt Ana,” I whisper.

Ana’s extreme reaction
suddenly makes perfect sense as I ask myself how I would have felt
if I’d thought she'd gone running straight to José Rodriguez for a
shoulder to cry on about our marital problems, and told him about
the baby.  I know I would have been uncontrollably mad - and
incredibly hurt by such a betrayal. That was what was so scary
about Ana - she seemed so calm, and controlled that morning, but it
was just a front masking her fury. I get it now. She was so angry
with me for apparently running to Elena that she couldn’t get past
it. I get her anger now. I see where she was coming from. I
couldn’t before. I guess I've never been very good at putting
myself in other people’s shoes. All I've had to deal with are my
own thoughts and feelings. Selfish
with a capital S.

“We always hurt the ones we
love, darling. You’ll have to tell her you’re sorry. And mean it
and give her time.”

“She said she was leaving
me.”

“Did you believe
her?”

“At first, yes.”

“Darling, you always
believe the worst of everyone, including yourself. You always have.
Ana loves you very much, and it’s obvious you love her.”

“She was mad at
me.”

“I’m sure she was. I'm
pretty mad at you right now. I think you can only be truly mad at
someone you really love.”

“I thought about it, and
she’s shown me over and over how much she loves me… to the point of
putting her own life in danger.”

She knew how much I cared
about my baby sister, and she knew I would do anything to protect
her.  So she felt she had to protect her for my
sake. Because she loves
me.

“Yes, she has,
darling.”

“Oh, Mom, why won't she
wake up? I nearly lost her.”

At the thought of what my
life would be like without my Ana, I can't take any more. I feel so
lost seeing her lying there lifeless, and I'm so scared she’s not
going to wake up.  It’s just like my sick nightmare
terrors.  Ana lying there still and
lifeless. Just like the crack whore.
I willed her to wake up, but she never did. What if it’s the same with Ana? What if the doctors are
all wrong?

Mom engulfs me in her arms,
as I start sobbing.

“Sshh now, everything will
be just fine. Ana will come round soon. Then you two can begin
working through this sorry mess you’ve gotten yourselves into. And
you will, because I know you really love each other. Just learn
from your mistakes to turn all this into something
positive.”

“I couldn’t bear it if
she….”

“Hush now, no more talk
like that. You have everything to look forward to. A whole new
wonderful future together, with your own family.”

“But I’m scared I won't
know how to be a good father. I'm not ready for this.”

“Of course you’re scared,
that’s only to be expected.  But just be yourself, Christian,
because I know you have so much love to give. And is anyone ever
really ready for a family until it actually happens? Do you know
how lucky you are to have this precious gift of a baby, regardless
of whether it was planned, or just a happy accident?”

I know Mom was desperate to have a
family but that she was unable to conceive, so she sees this baby
in a different light to me. She has always maintained that things
turned out for the best because it meant she and dad adopted all us
kids, but I can imagine that actually having a new born baby in the
family will be extra special for her. So I'm glad this baby makes
her happy. I just have to try and be happy about it
myself.

“But I wanted to show Ana
so much, take her to so many places. And she’s so young - she’s
only just finished college and started her job. She’s very talented
and I think she’s secretly quite ambitious. We’re both too
young.”

“Biologically speaking, you
and Ana are the perfect ages to have a baby. Believe me, so many
couples think they can leave starting a family until later, only to
find they have problems when time is not on their side. And it is
possible to combine a career and raising a family. I should know,
after all,” Mom smiles at me. “In a lot of ways Ana has a perfect
job, because she can work from home a lot of the time to fit around
the baby’s schedule. And don’t forget, you’re going to have
grandparents nearby who will be only too happy to babysit for you
anytime you want to go out. In fact, I think we shall be insisting
on it.”

“Thanks, Mom. I guess
you’re right.”

“And it’s not as if an
unplanned pregnancy is going to cause you any financial hardship,
is it? Ana is in the fortunate position of choosing if she wants to
work or not. Either way, your child will want for
nothing.”

Unlike the crack whore.
Unlike me.

“It’s taken twenty four
years for you to let me hold you like this,” Mom sighs, as she
strokes my hair.

Mom’s closeness is so wonderfully
comforting that I wonder why I could never let her do this
before.

“I know, Mom. You’ve really
helped me to put things a bit more into perspective. I’m glad we
talked.”

“Me too, darling. I'm
always here. I can't believe I'm going to be a
grandmother.”

Finally Mom leaves, after
trying her hardest to persuade me to go home and get some sleep.
But I can't leave. Not when Ana has to wake up soon, doesn’t
she?

“Oh, baby, please come back
to me. I'm sorry. Sorry for everything. Just wake up. I miss you. I
love you.”

I whisper the words over and over as
my own special prayer while I continue willing her to wake up,
kissing her hand and pressing it against my cheek. At least it does
feel warmer now, so that’s a good sign, right? But I can't help
anxiously watching the rise and fall of her chest to prove she's
still breathing, now the nurses have removed all the
monitors.

I feel so tired and drained as the
hours drag by. I rest my head down on my arms on the bed and close
my eyes for just a few seconds….

Suddenly I jerk awake because I swear
I felt someone running their fingers through my hair in the exact
way Ana does.

“Hi.”

Her tiny voice croaks at me as she
blinks, and looks at me with those beautiful blue eyes that look
far too big for her sweet little face.

She’s come back to me.

My Ana is finally awake.

My prayers have been
answered.

I’ve been granted the chance to put
things right, and I’m going to grab it with both hands.


Chapter 63 - Bedtime
Stories




Nurse Nora and I don’t exactly see eye
to eye. She doesn't understand that I don’t want to leave Ana for a
second now that she’s awake, not even when she needs to have her
catheter removed so she can pee. I don’t see why Ana feels shy
about me being there because I know every part of her body
intimately, better than she does herself, but I reluctantly bow to
her stubborn insistence that I leave the room, just for a couple of
minutes.

Taylor and Sawyer are both in the
waiting room, both refusing to leave until there’s news about my
wife. I guess they feel guilty this happened to Ana on their watch,
and both are seriously pissed that she didn't see fit to confide in
the team about what was going down. Sawyer in particular, as he’s
her designated personal protection officer and who she should have
turned to. It’s an affront to the guy’s professional pride, but I
think it goes deeper than that.

They both jump up from their seats in
the waiting room when I put my head round the door.

“Mrs. Grey is
awake.”

“How is she, sir?” Taylor
asks.

“She seems okay. Weak as a
kitten, but just as annoyingly stubborn as ever.” I manage a small
smile, the first in days. Sawyer closes his eyes and seems to be
offering up a prayer, while Taylor heaves a huge sigh of relief as
he scrubs his hands over his face. Both men look like
shit.

“Anything we can do?
Anything we can get for Mrs. Grey?” Taylor asks. He’s been keeping
me supplied with food while I've been keeping my bedside vigil,
probably under Gail’s instructions. I haven’t even noticed what
he’s brought, just using the food as fuel to keep me going so I can
look after Ana.

“I’ll let you know. I have
to get back now.”

When I walk back in the room, despite
Nurse Nora’s protests I’m certainly not allowing Ana to struggle to
the bathroom - she's so weak she could easily collapse and hurt
herself further. So I carefully pick her up from the bed, relishing
holding her again, but worried by how light she feels. She’s
clearly lost weight again.

Despite her protests, I insist she
leaves the bathroom door open while she takes her pee, as she can
barely hold herself up to sit on the toilet. I carry her back to
the bed when she’s done, not wanting to let her go but knowing I
have to. At least by her stubbornness and insistence on managing on
her own I know I really have got my Ana back.

As the nurse checks her blood
pressure, I ask how she feels, worried that she must be in a lot of
pain from her injuries. She has a cracked skull for fuck’s
sake.

“Confused. Achy.
Hungry.”

Ana’s hungry?

She says she wants soup. Knowing Ana,
I’m guessing she hasn’t eaten properly in days, even before she was
knocked unconscious. I ignore Nurse Nora’s protest that we need the
doctor’s approval before she can eat. If my wife says she wants
soup, she’ll fucking well have soup, and no stupid interfering
nurse is going to stop me getting it for her.

I get my cell out and speed
dial Taylor.

“Ana wants
chicken soup.”

“I’m right on it,
sir.”

“Good, thank
you.”

While Ana sips the glass of water the
nurse fetches her,  she  anxiously asks about Mia,
whether Hyde really did have her. I don’t want to go into all the
details of that right now when she’s only just come round, so I
just briefly explain the role Elizabeth Morgan played in taking
Mia, but reassure her that my sister is fine, all things
considered.

But I struggle to contain
my frustration and anger at the fact that Ana didn't tell me what
was happening, that she felt she had to deal with it all on her
own. She should have told me, no matter what the state of play
between us. This was far too risky and dangerous a situation for
her to have left me out of things. I’m her husband, it’s my role to
protect her. Shame you didn't
remember that before, Grey, instead of kicking off like a mindless
teenager.

“He said he’d kill her if I
told anyone. I couldn’t take that risk.” Ana tries to explain her
recklessness. 

The thought of how close it came to
both Ana and Mia getting killed is so frightening that I can hardly
bear to contemplate it.

“I have died a thousand
deaths since Thursday.”

“What day is
it?”

“It’s almost Saturday.
You’ve been unconscious for more than twenty four
hours.”

It feels like a life time.

“And Jack and
Elizabeth?”

“In police custody.
Although Hyde is here under guard.  They had to remove the
bullet you left in him. I don’t know where in this hospital he is,
fortunately, or I’d probably kill him myself.”

As Ana’s memories resurface
and she starts reliving her terrifying ordeal, she pales and a
shudder runs through her body.

“Hey, you’re safe now.” I
lean across the bed to fold her in my arms, to try and reassure
her. She must have been so scared and so frightened, and I wish
again for the thousandth time that she’d felt able to turn to
me.

“Christian, I'm so sorry.”
She starts weeping as I try to comfort her. “What I said. I was
never going to leave you.”

“Hush, baby. I
know.”

“You do?”

“I worked
it out. Eventually. Honestly, Ana, what were
you thinking?”

And finally we begin
talking, but just as the subject of the baby comes up, we’re
interrupted as Dr Bartley comes in to examine Ana.

I stand back and take the opportunity
to make a few quick calls to update everyone with the good news
that Ana has finally come round. First I call my dad and ask him to
let all our family know. Then I call Ana’s mom, who bursts into
tears and is too overcome to talk much, which is a blessing. Then I
call Kate, who has also been bugging me for news, even calling by
briefly at one point, unable to believe that her supposedly quiet
little friend actually shot Hyde. Lastly I leave a message with the
nurses looking after Ray to let him know the good news.

All the while I’m watching
Dr. Bartley intently, noting that she seems very thorough, glad
that Mom rates her highly. When she’s done, she says Ana will
hopefully be well enough to be discharged in the morning, which is
very welcome news. I can't wait to get her back home with me, where
she belongs.

Then Taylor arrives with
food for Ana from The Fairmont Olympic, and the doctor confirms
she’s all good to have it.

“Welcome back, Mrs. Grey,”
Taylor says.

“Hello, Taylor. Thank
you.”

“You’re most welcome,
ma’am.” I think he’s relieved to see for himself that Ana’s awake
and responsive.

Ana’s eyes light up when
she  sees the flask of chicken soup and fresh bread roll the
Olympic have come up with.

“This is great, Taylor,”
she smiles at him.

When he asks if there is anything else
he can get, she looks over at me.

“Just some clean clothes
for Christian,” she says, wrinkling her nose in apparent disgust at
my appearance.  

“Yes,
ma’am,” Taylor smiles back at Ana. Taylor smiling? Right now I
think he’d do anything for her. The Ana effect.

“How long have you been
wearing that shirt?” she asks me.

“Since Thursday morning,” I
admit. The last thing on my mind while Ana’s been unconscious has
been my appearance, but I guess my shirt is kind of disgusting now
I look at it.

Once Taylor leaves, I pour some of the
steaming hot chicken soup out of the thermos flask and watch as she
eats ravenously in a way I’ve never seen before.  I like this.
I like seeing her with a good appetite for a change.

While she eats, Ana wants me to fill
her in about what happened. I’d rather she just concentrated on her
soup, but I think she’s so hungry I can talk without distracting
her too much, so I tell her how I worked out what was going on, how
I realized something was seriously wrong.

“It was never about the
money. How could you even think that? It’s never been about your
fucking money!” she insists vehemently as she glares at me,
obviously pissed, her sharp words causing her to wince in
pain.

“Mind your language. Calm
down and eat.”

“That hurt me more than
anything, Christian. Almost as much as you seeing that
woman.”

I’ve hurt Ana so much, and I regret
that more than I can ever explain.

“I know, and I'm sorry.
More than you know. Please. Eat. While your soup is still hot.” She
needs to finish the soup. It worries me that she’s lost so much
weight recently.

She urges me to continue
explaining how I worked out what was going on.  If I ever
needed reminding that it’s not the money Ana is interested in, the
fact that she still refers to the hostage money
as my money, and I have to remind her yet again that
it’s our money, serves as proof.

Once she’s finished every last bit of
her soup and roll, the nurse appears again with some pain relief
that she assures her won't affect the baby. Then she insists it’s
time for Ana to rest, as she looks at me pointedly.

“You’re going?” Ana
panics.

Is she kidding?

“If you think for one
moment I'm going to let you out of my sight, Mrs. Grey, you are
very much mistaken.” 

I never want to leave her
side again.

The nurse fusses about with Ana’s
pillows to make her more comfortable, gives me a black look and
then marches out of the room.

“I don’t think Nurse Nora
approves of me.” The woman obviously has control issues of her own,
but when it comes to Ana’s welfare, no one is going to order me
around.

“You need rest, too,
Christian. Go home. You look exhausted.”

I can't deny I’m totally done in, but
no way am I going anywhere without Ana.  I’m not going home
unless she’s coming with me. Until then, wherever she is, that’s
where I'm going to be.

“I'm not leaving you. I’ll
doze in this armchair.”

“Sleep with me.”  Ana
invites me to share her bed.

That’s what I really long
to do more than anything, but I mustn't. She’s injured.

“No. I can't.”

“Why not?”

“I don't want to hurt
you.”

“You  won't hurt me.
Please, Christian.”

It’s so tempting, so very tempting.
The thought of lying in bed with my Ana and holding her in my arms
is what I've been dreaming of for days now. But she’s a hospital
patient. I can’t, can I?

“You have an
IV.”

“Christian.
Please.”

She lifts up the blankets, trying to
lure me in. The special bond between us is always there, always
driving the need for physical contact between us. It’s what we both
crave. I can't resist any longer. I give in to the
temptation.

“Fuck it.”

I slip off my shoes and
socks, and then very carefully slide in beside Ana. I gently wrap
my arms around her as she lays her head on my chest. I feel
contentment washing through me and I finally begin to relax. This
is how we’re meant to be. This is where Ana belongs, safely wrapped
up in my arms. I kiss her hair and steal a fix of her wonderful
scent. As always, it instantly calms me better than any drug or
sedative. She heals me, she is my
cure, my therapy.

“I don’t think Nurse Nora
will be very happy with this arrangement,” I whisper. But I don’t
give a fuck. This is what’s right for us, and I know Ana feels the
same.

Ana starts to giggle but then stops
abruptly.

“Don’t make me laugh. It
hurts. “

“Oh, but I love that sound.
I'm sorry, baby, so, so sorry.” I kiss her hair again and inhale
her scent deeply. I'm sorry for everything. All the hurt and anger,
all the pain and misunderstanding that my behavior has caused. My
beloved Ana. How could I have let things get to this? Everything
that has happened to her is directly related to me, it’s all my
fault. I have to make things right with her.

She gently places her hand
over my heart, and then I place mine on top of hers to hold it
there. Only Ana can touch me this way. Only
her.  She holds my heart in her
hand to keep it safe.

“Why did you go and see
that woman?”

Fuck.

The Elena issue is already
resurfacing. Ana can't let it go. It hasn’t gone away, but I can't
face dealing with all that shit right now. Ana needs to rest; this
is not the time to open up our discussion about that emotional
subject.

“Oh, Ana. You want to
discuss that now? Can’t we drop this? I regret it, okay?”
 

I regret losing my temper and shouting
at her when she told me she was pregnant. I regret storming off. I
regret regressing into an adolescent and being drawn back to Elena.
I regret agreeing to go for a drink with her. I regret getting
mindlessly drunk. So many stupid regrets. But I'm so tired, so very
tired that I can't face talking all this through right
now.

“I need
to know.” Stubborn, stubborn,
stubborn.

“I’ll tell you tomorrow.
Oh, and Detective Clark wants to talk to you. Just routine. Now go
to sleep.”

She heaves a huge sigh as I kiss her
hair again. Being with Ana like this after everything we’ve been
through feels like pure heaven. I was so scared I might not get a
chance to be with her again. Now I finally feel able to relax after
all the tension and worry of the last few days. As always, Ana’s
presence calms me in a way that nothing else ever does. I feel
myself drifting as Ana talks to me, something about
Jack….

 


~~~

 


I wake as dawn breaks, sending rays of
sunshine into the room. I feel refreshed and revived because I’ve
slept deeply. It takes a few seconds for me to recollect where I
am. I look down at Ana, still sleeping in my arms, warm and soft,
living and breathing. She’s here with me. I haven’t lost
her.

I’ll do whatever it takes
to make things right between us. But now I'm very aware that I
haven’t had a shower in days. I must stink to high heaven. As much
as I don’t want to leave Ana, I must take a shower and get cleaned
up before she wakes.

I check my cell that’s
still in my pants pocket, and realize it was that buzzing that woke
me up. It’s Taylor, texting to let me know he’s got some clean
clothes for me, and that he’s organized access to a private room
for me to shower and get changed so I don’t disturb Ana. He
suggested booking a suite at the Olympic, but although it’s only
about a fifteen minute drive away, I can't bear to be that far from
Ana, not now I’ve finally got her back. I need to be as near as
possible to her.

I glance down at my wife. She looks so
young and innocent as she sleeps, her dark lashes curled on her
cheek. But as I notice the bruise developing on her cheek from
where Hyde hit her, I have to control my rage.

But this rage is also directed at
myself for allowing this to happen to the most precious thing in my
life. I’ve let Ana down. I’ve let our baby down too. All because of
my selfishness and uncontrolled temper. It’s unforgivable of me,
and I must do better to deserve this chance I've been given,
because let’s face it, how many more chances is Ana going to give
me?

She mumbles in her sleep as I gently
ease myself away from her, but doesn’t wake, so I hurry off to get
cleaned up.

 


~~~

 


“Ana!”

She’s not in the bed when I
return, and I can't see her, but just as I feel the panic building,
she calls out.

“I’m in the
bathroom.”

She’s obviously feeling better after
her night’s sleep, just as I do. Reconnecting with Ana has made a
whole world of difference to the state of my mind.

Ana comes out of the
bathroom and gets back into bed. Not leaving her diet to the
vagaries of the hospital catering service, I’ve had Taylor get her
breakfast from the Olympic, because I’m determined she’s going to
eat properly again, starting this morning.  But much to my
delight, I don't have to nag her to eat. Instead she immediately
attacks the food as if she’s starving hungry, while I sit on the
edge of the bed to watch her.

“What?” she asks as she
sees my fascination.

“I like to watch you eat.
How are you feeling?”

“Better,” she mumbles with
her mouth full.

“I've never seen you eat
like this,” I smile.

“It’s
because I'm pregnant, Christian.” She looks at me apprehensively, I
guess waiting for me to lose my cool and kick off
again. Not going to
happen.

“If I knew getting you
knocked up was going to make you eat, I might have done it
earlier.” I try to make light of things to cover the panic I feel
at the prospect of becoming a father.

“Christian
Grey!” 

“Don’t stop
eating.”

“Christian, we need to talk
about this.”

“What’s there to say? We’re
going to be parents.” I shrug, trying to convey an aura of calmness
I don’t feel, but I can’t fool Ana.  She crawls down the bed
towards me and takes my hands.

“You’re scared. I get it,”
she whispers, as she looks me straight in the eye. “I am, too.
That’s normal.”

“What kind of a father
could I possibly be?”  I have no idea how to do this, and our
child deserves so much better.

“Oh, Christian. One that
tries his best. That’s all any of us can do.”

“Ana - I don’t know if I
can…”

“Of course you can. You’re
loving, you’re fun, you're strong, you’ll set boundaries. Our child
will want for nothing.”

Ana has far more confidence in my
ability to be a father than I do. But she’s saying all the same
things as Mom and Dad. What do they see in me that I
don’t?

“Yes, it would have been
ideal to have waited. To have longer just the two of us. But we’ll
be three of us, and we’ll all grow up together. We’ll be a family.
Our own family. And your child will love you unconditionally, like
I do.” She has tears in her eyes as she tries to convince me. She
makes it all sound possible, that she truly believes in me. But how
can I be a good father when I’ve had such a black heart for so
long?

“Oh Ana, I thought I’d lost
you. Then I thought I’d lost you again. Seeing you lying on the
ground, pale and cold and unconscious - it was all my worst fears
realized. And now here you are - brave and strong… giving me hope.
Loving me after all that I've done.”

“Yes, I do love you,
Christian, desperately. I always will.”

I take her sweet, beautiful face
between my hands, and wipe away the tears that are trickling down
her cheeks. What have I done to deserve her? She really does love
me,  I can see it shining out from those wonderful powder blue
eyes of hers. I have to give her what she needs from me. I have to
find a way to do this. I have to be the man she
deserves.

“I love you, too,” I
whisper as I gently kiss her soft lips. “I’ll try to be a good
father.”

“You’ll try, and you’ll
succeed. And let’s face it; you don’t have much choice in the
matter, because Blip and I are not going anywhere.”

“Blip?

“Blip.”

So typical of Ana to come up with
something unique and unusual.

“I had the name Junior in
my head.”

“Junior it is,
then.”

Junior seems kind of boring
now.

“But I
like Blip.”  Our little Blip.

Much as I'm enjoying
kissing my wife and getting up close with her, I don’t want her
breakfast getting cold. I think Taylor has a special arrangement
with the staff over at the Olympic, he’s been over so many times
the last couple of days. I think he's been glad for something
positive to do, rather than sit around helplessly
waiting.

“You know, Blip might be a
girl,” Ana comments as she makes short work of the
pancakes.

Christ almighty. I’ve been assuming
the baby’s a boy, and I was having enough trouble getting my head
around that. A girl? What the fuck would I know about raising a
daughter? But I can't freak out about it in front of Ana. Not
again. I have to cope with this possibility.

“Two women, eh?” I try to
joke.

“Do you have a
preference?”

“Preference?”

“Boy or girl.”

“Healthy will do. Now
eat.”

Look, I’m having a hard
time getting used to the whole baby thing, never mind details like
what sex it’s going to be.

I distract her from any
more baby talk while she eats by reading
her The Seattle
Times version of my sister’s
kidnapping, and then some other articles. It seems to relax her
anyhow, which is all disrupted when Detective Clark arrives to
question Ana. For fuck’s sake - I know he has a job to do, but
couldn’t he give Ana a bit more time to recover? But he’s
persistent, and I guess the sooner he gets what he wants, the
sooner he’ll leave her alone.

It’s hard listening to the filthy
things Hyde said to Ana, and all the details of what he did to her.
Not only did he backhand her across her face, he went on to
viciously kick her while she was lying helpless on the
ground. 

I can feel her shaking as
she talks, so I hold her hand tightly the whole time. I'm glad she
shot him, and when I mutter I wish she’d aimed higher, Clark agrees
with me. After seeing the contents of his USB flash drives that
were found, we know he’s one sick fucker who deserved everything he
got and more.

“Might have done womankind
a service if Mrs. Grey had,” Clark comments.

“You won't let him out on
bail again, will you?” Ana asks anxiously, and Clark says he
doesn't think it likely.

Welch is hot on the trail of whoever
it was that posted bail to allow Hyde to carry out his sick attack
on my family. It’s too early to be sure, but we already have our
suspicions, and if they turn out to be true, it’ll just confirm
everything that’s happened to Ana is a direct consequence of my
past catching up with me.

~~~

 


I’m so relieved when Dr.
Singh gives Ana the all clear to go home. Finally, she’ll be back
where she belongs. I’ll be watching her like a hawk to make sure
she doesn't have any kind of a relapse.

I grab a quick word with the doctor as
she leaves.

“Something you wanted to
know, Mr. Grey?”

“I just wanted to check
with you. Once my wife has fully recovered from her injuries….”
What I’m about to ask is not something I feel able to run past my
mom, but I need to know where I stand on this important issue,
because there are so many rumors about pregnant women, and I know
fuck all about pregnancy.

“Yes?”

“Will it be okay for us to
resume sexual relations? Only when she feels totally ready, of
course.”

“Yes, Mr. Grey, that’s
fine,” Dr. Singh smiles.

That’s a weight off my
mind. Ana’s only temporarily off limits. No reason for us to
abstain just because she’s pregnant. Things are looking up.

We call in to see Ray on
our way out, and knowing how furious he is with her, I leave them
alone. I'm perfectly fine with the fact that my father-in-law will
no doubt be doing the whole heavy-handed father routine on Ana for
her reckless and irresponsible behavior, and he doesn't even know
about the pregnancy yet. His words will serve as reinforcement of
my views, as well as those of Taylor and Sawyer.

While I wait outside, I get a call
from Welch. He’s been following up some leads about Hyde in
Detroit, figuring there has to be some relevance to the fact that
we both come from that city. After first inquiring how Ana is, he
gets to the point of his call.

“Mr. Grey, I’ve uncovered
some important intel here in Detroit that throws new light on
Hyde’s motives for targeting you and your family.”

“Really? What kind of
intel?”

“I’d prefer to discuss it
with you in person. It’s rather complicated and…”

“And what?”

“It’s highly personal. I’m
heading back to Seattle this afternoon, so whenever you’re free for
a meeting…”

“As soon as you get back,
come and see me straight away. I’ll be at Escala with Mrs.
Grey.”

I hate being kept in the dark about
anything, but especially about something as important as this. What
kind of shit has he uncovered that he doesn’t feel able to discuss
over the phone?

I can't help myself; I brood about
this in the car on the way back, as I listen to Ana on her cell
trying to calm her mom down, ending by promising we’ll visit
soon.

She senses my change of
mood.

“What’s wrong?”

I tell her that Welch is coming over
with some new information, although I have no intention of her
being worried unnecessarily until I know exactly what’s going
on.

When we get back to Escala
I know shielding her is the right decision, because Ana suddenly
goes into shock as we step into the elevator. Now that she’s back
in the safety of our home, it suddenly hits her how close she came
to getting killed. Her courageous actions were fueled by adrenaline
at the time, but now she starts shaking.

“Hey, you’re home. You’re
safe.” I wrap my arms around her and kiss her as she starts sobbing
uncontrollably.

As we reach the apartment,
I pick her up and carry her through to our bathroom, thinking a
cleansing and soothing bath or shower will help.  She opts for
a shower, but still can't stop crying. I hope this is good, that
it’s cathartic to let her cry as she needs to let it all out, but
it’s hard seeing her like this, and I keep reassuring her that
she’s safe, that the baby’s safe too. I'm not going to let anything
bad happen to either of them.

“I’m sorry, Christian. Just
sorry for everything. For making you worry, for risking everything
- for the things I said.” The words just come tumbling out of her
mouth in a rush.

“Hush, baby, please.” I
kiss her forehead. “I’m sorry. It takes two to tango, Ana. Well,
that’s what my mom always says. I said things and did things I'm
not proud of.” I acted so badly, and I want to put things right
just as much as she does. So that’s a good start. "Let’s get you
undressed.”

We stand together in the shower, and I
hold her tightly against me and just let her cry as the hot water
cascades over both of us to wash away our troubles. We’re together,
and that’s all that matters right now. We have a lot to figure out,
but we can work at it. We have to, because it’s not just us is it?
We have to act like the adults we are, rather than the stupid
juvenile adolescents we have been.

Finally Ana seems all cried
out. I carefully wash her and take the opportunity to examine the
actual physical evidence of what that fucker did to her.  I
kiss each of the cuts, bruises and grazes that he inflicted on her.
It’s even worse than I imagined, because it’s not just her head and
ribs that have been injured. There are bruises on her shoulder,
knees and hip, grazes on her elbows and wrists. She must be aching
and sore all over. I wish I’d killed Hyde when I had the chance for
what he’s done to my beautiful, fragile Ana.

“Oh, baby,” I groan. She
didn't deserve any of this shit. If anyone should have been beaten
up, it should have been me, not her.

“I’m okay,” she whispers as
she pulls my head down to kiss my lips. Then she starts teasing me
with her tongue, and I know instantly where this could
lead.

“No. Let’s get you clean.”
I pull back. Sex is not on the agenda right now, not with her
injured like this, no matter that it’s been days since we made love
and I miss her like crazy.

Ana pouts at me in the cute
way she has.

“Clean. Not dirty,” I
insist, ignoring the treacherous stirring that her touch always
creates.

“I like dirty.”

“Me, too, Mrs. Grey. But
not now, not here.”

I distract myself by
washing her hair. Right now it’s a good job I have immense self
control to draw on. But having spoken to the doctor, I'm reassured
that there’ll be time enough to resume our love life when she has
fully recovered, and not before.

 


~~~

 


“I still don’t understand
why Elizabeth was involved with Jack,” Ana muses as she dries her
hair after our marathon shower.

“I do, “I
mutter.

I look up to catch Ana staring as she
takes in my naked body.

“Enjoying
the view?” No harm in her looking. I like the fact that she enjoys
my body, that it pleases her, even though it can't lead anywhere.
It proves we still have that magnetism between us, the ever present
sizzling chemistry that helps to bind us together, and I find it
reassuring after everything that's happened between
us. You've still got it,
Grey.

“How do you
know?”

“That you're enjoying the
view?”

“No, about
Elizabeth.” 

“Detective Clark hinted at
it.”

Ana’s expression makes it plain she’s
not going to be fobbed off. I decide to tell her just enough to
satisfy her curiosity.

“Hyde had videos. Videos of
all of them. On several USB flash drives.”

Ana frowns.

“Videos of him fucking her
and fucking all his PAs,” I elaborate.

The penny drops. That would have been
her if I hadn't stepped in to put a stop to her trip to New York
with Hyde. I was right to take control, however much she protested
at the time.

“Exactly. Blackmail
material. He likes it rough.”

Just like you, Grey. What
was it you always told women? ‘I don’t make love. I fuck - hard’.
You’re no better than Hyde, are you? He kept videos - you kept
photos. You’ve just managed to cover it up better than him, but
you’re both perverted sick pieces of shit.

“Don’t.”

“Don’t what?”

“You
aren’t anything like him.”

My wife has an uncanny knack of
reading my mind.

“You’re not,” she
insists.

“We’re cut from the same
cloth.”

My birth mother was a
druggie, his was a drunk. My birth father must have been the kind
of man who used prostitutes. His died in a bar brawl. We both had
troubled teenage years and got into trouble, but I was lucky
- my adoptive parents hushed up my fighting and brawling, so I
didn't end up in juvie like Hyde. Then I had Elena to steer me off
that path. But Hyde’s clearly intelligent and somehow managed to
turn himself around and get an education, I’ll give him that. So we
both fought our way out of the shit. But we both still carry the
baggage.

“No, you’re not. You both
have troubled pasts and you were both born in Detroit. That’s it,
Christian.”

“Ana, your faith in me is
touching, especially in light of the last few days. We’ll know more
when Welch is here.”

“Christian…”

“Enough.” I kiss her to
stop her going on about this anymore. “And don’t pout. Come, Let me
dry your hair.”

 


~~~

 


It takes all my will power
to resist Ana as she continues to make it very clear she wants sex
with me.  And I can't deny that I really want sex with her. But
I’ve seen the bruises, and it is not going to happen, and I have
Dr. Singh’s words to back up my insistence that she needs to rest
in bed.  I'm officially authorized to order her around, much
to my immense satisfaction. At least this is one aspect of things I
don’t mind in the least.

I head off to the kitchen
to heat up one of the meals Gail left for us. I think she must have
spent the entire time Ana was in hospital cooking. I guess it was
her way of coping with the worry, so now we’re really well stocked
up.

I select some chicken stew that I know
Ana usually enjoys. Following the precise instructions that Gail
has left, even a catering novice like me can master heating it up
in the microwave. Once it’s ready, I bring a tray into our bedroom
so we eat together as I sit on the bed with her. It’s kind of cozy
being so relaxed and informal as we eat, and I'm happy to see Ana
still has a great appetite as she manages to clear a large plateful
of stew.

“That was
very well heated,” she smirks at
me. Well, Mrs. Grey, I can at
least manage to press a few buttons even if I can't actually
cook.

Just as I hoped, the food has made Ana
very sleepy, and she can barely keep her eyes open.

“You look
tired.”

“I am.”

“Good. Sleep. I have some
work to do. I’ll do it in here if that’s okay with you.” I don’t
want to leave her side. I want to be able to see her.

 Ana just nods as she
falls into a deep sleep. Her body is forcing her to rest.
Good.

Now hopefully she will be totally out
of it when Welch arrives to explain what he found out in Detroit,
and then I can decide how much I'm prepared to tell Ana.

 


~~~

 


Welch is Taylor’s ex CO, and just like
him he’s a quietly spoken man with an air of authority about him.
He’s the best in the business and that’s why I rely so heavily on
his expertise. He’s a few years older than Taylor, tall, broad,
still sporting a buzz cut, and with piercing hazel eyes that miss
nothing.

We sit to discuss his
findings in the lounge area outside my bedroom.  I position
myself so I can still see Ana fast asleep in our bed - I've left
the door slightly ajar - I don’t feel happy and I can't relax
unless I can actually see her.

“So your trip to Detroit
was productive?” I get straight to the point. I want to know what
he’s turned up.

Welch was going on a hunch that it was
too much of a coincidence that both Hyde and myself came from that
city. I’m a great believer in hunches, in listening to your gut
instinct when it tells you things just don’t seem right.

“Yes, Mr. Grey, it was.
From past experience, I’ve found it can pay dividends to go right
back to the beginning, to look into a subject’s background and
upbringing. It’s often the case that some small and seemingly
insignificant event from childhood can bring on an obsession. In
this instance, Hyde seems to have developed an obsession with your
family, accompanied by a quest for revenge.”

“But Hyde has no connection
with my family…. does he?”

“Not directly no. He does,
however, have a connection with you.”

“With me?”

“You were both taken into
the care of Michigan State. You were both placed in a foster
home.”

“Foster home? No, you’re
mistaken. My parents adopted me when I was four….”

“That’s correct.  As
you know, your mother was the receiving doctor on duty at
the Child Protection Center of  Michigan's Children's
Hospital when you were taken there, after you were found alone when
your mother  passed away in unfortunate circumstances. 
Your parents applied to adopt you straight away, but although they
were already approved because they had adopted your brother, the
law required them to wait for two months. The  authorities had
to establish whether there were any living relatives who wanted to
claim you, because their claim would have taken
precedence.”

“I don’t remember any of
this …”

How is this possible? Surely I should
know my own background? But I never wanted to talk about any of the
details with my parents when they tried to get me to open up,
preferring instead to shut it all out. Except I couldn’t, the shit
always came back to haunt me in my nightmares, night after
terrifying night.

“It was only after the two
months were up, and no relatives had come forward that your parents
were allowed to go ahead with the adoption and have you live with
them.”

“So for those two
months…?”

“For those two months, you
were placed in a state approved foster home, with a Mr. and Mrs.
Collier. It turns out this was the same foster home where Jack Hyde
was also placed. You lived under the same roof as him at that
time.”

I’m shocked beyond words, and just
watch as Welch reaches into his brief case to produce some
documents, which turn out to be two old photographs that he’s
managed to dig up.

“But I
have no recollection of that at all. I remember meeting my mom and
dad. And before that I remember the crack whore… ” my voice dies
away at the memory of her. She
was so pretty with her long brown hair… but she never stopped him,
did she? He was always the one in control, she just stood by to let
him thrash you with his belt time after time, because you were an
annoying inconvenience to him. And she let him use you as his own
personal ash tray, remember? She let him totally dominate her life
- and yours.

“It’s really not that
surprising, Mr. Grey. You were a deeply traumatized young child,
one who had suffered terrible neglect and abuse,” he quietly points
out, as he looks at me with what I hope is compassion rather than
pity. I'm guessing as part of his investigation he’s read all the
reports on my case, and they wouldn’t have made for easy
reading.

I look at the photos he’s placed on
the coffee table in front of us.  He’s done well, and a
detached part of me is impressed. The rest of me is reeling at the
discovery that a crucial part of my life is totally missing from my
memory.

The first photo is of a shabby house
with a yellow front door and a large gabled window in the roof. It
has a porch and a small front yard. It’s a perfectly normal,
average type of house. I’m guessing this is the Collier’s
place.

The second photo is of a
family. A man and his wife, dressed in very plain ordinary clothes,
nothing fancy, both look to be in their forties.  She’s
blonde, the man has a buzz cut, and they’re both smiling. 
They look nice, normal, very un-crackwhore like. Also in the photo
is a sullen teenage girl, and identical twin boys of about twelve.
Then there’s a younger boy, who’s probably about eight or nine with
reddish blonde hair, and hiding behind him is a copper haired, wide
eyed, scared looking little boy clutching a dirty
blanket. My
blankie. Fuck. I realize that’s
me.

If I didn't believe Welch before, I
have no option now he’s shown me this irrefutable evidence. But I
have no recollection of this period in my life whatsoever. How can
that be?

“That’s Jack Hyde. He was
four years older than you,” Welch points to the boy in the picture
with the reddish blonde hair. “I got these pictures from Jessica,
the daughter of the Colliers that I managed to track down. She's
the teenage girl in the picture. Sadly both her parents have passed
away now. She told me they fostered many children over the years,
but that she remembered you, and very kindly dug out these
pictures. It was your nightmares that stuck in her mind. Said she’d
never heard anything like your screaming before or
since.”

“Okay, so you’ve proved
that Hyde and I have a connection. But why has he targeted my
family now, after all this time?”

“Jealousy. Anger.
Resentment. Bitterness. You were adopted into a very loving and
affluent family. He wasn’t.”

“But why now?”

“From what Barney’s
established, the searches on your family didn't start until a week
or so after Mrs. Grey, or Miss Steele as she was then, began her
job at SIP.  When he started digging up information about her
and came up with you, he must have made the connection and realized
that you were the same Christian he’d shared that foster home with.
And that’s when he started plotting his revenge for what he sees as
them choosing you over him.”

“But it wasn't like that at
all…” I protest.

“Of course it wasn’t. But
he appears to have a chip on his shoulder all the same.  It
seems he blamed them for rejecting him. He was never adopted,
instead spending his time being bounced around from one foster home
to another, because he was always difficult and never settled
anywhere. Inevitably he got into trouble with the law and ended up
in juvie as we already know, but because he was a determined and
very intelligent young man, he managed to get himself a decent
education to make something of himself. But clearly he still
harbors a lot of anger and resentment from the past, which
manifested itself as a campaign against you and your
family.”

I glance up and look
through the bedroom door at Ana still sleeping peacefully, thank
fuck.  So if she hadn't gone to work as Hyde’s assistant at
SIP, would he have figured out that Christian Grey, the successful
billionaire was that same scared little Christian he’d shared a
foster home with for a few weeks all those years ago? He really is
a sick and twisted fucker to hold onto that kind of resentment for
so many years. Yes, because you
turned out so well yourself, didn't you Grey? Don’t forget you
share the same sexual depravities as him. You like it rough too.
You’re no better than him.

“I’ve given you a lot to
think about, Mr. Grey, and I don’t wish to intrude on Mrs. Grey’s
recuperation, so I’ll take my leave. But I hope you understand why
I didn't think it appropriate to apprise you of this information
over the phone.”

“Yes… of course. I… err…
appreciate you coming over here, Welch,” I say
distractedly. 

Once he’s left I go and sit on the
chair in our bedroom so I can watch Ana while I try to make sense
of everything Welch has just told me. She seems to sense my return
because now she wakes.

“What’s wrong?” She snaps
awake, sitting up abruptly and then tries to hide her wince because
her bruised ribs must be hurting.

She knows me so well, and I’m still so
shocked and confused by what Welch has just told me that I don’t
even try to deny there's something wrong.

As I start to fill her in, she
shuffles over and pulls the duvet back, inviting me into bed beside
her, and this time I don’t hesitate to join her. I need her next to
me.

And suddenly it all becomes clear to
me. I have an epiphany. I'm not alone any more. I can talk about
all this shit with Ana. She can help me make sense of it. I don’t
need to hide this from her. It’s part of me, part of who I am.
She’s my wife. She loves me. I should be sharing everything with
her. I nearly lost her because I shut her out, and caused her to
shut me out.

So I open up and tell her
everything Welch just told me. I curl up with her in our bed as she
runs her fingers through my hair in the comforting way that I love.
Only Ana’s touch can do this for me.  She’s an angel sent to
me. It feels so good to have someone to share all my worries with,
and it’s not a sign of weakness. It’s all part of a loving
marriage.

Ana listens quietly and then suggests
I speak to my mom and dad to see if they can help me to fill in the
blanks. I hug her for her thoughtfulness, for wanting to include
them.

I show Ana the
photographs.  She stifles a sob when she recognizes the
pathetic looking scared little boy in the
picture. Because she cares about me.
Because she empathizes with my pain.

She asks if Jack’s in the picture, and
as I point to him, she suddenly works it out.

“When Jack called to tell
me he had Mia, he said if things had been different, it could have
been him.”

I close my eyes and shudder. So Welch
is right. All Hyde’s malevolent plotting against me and my family
stems from those few weeks in foster care.

Ana persists with her suggestion that
we call my parents, even though I don’t want to bother them. But as
she begs me to think again, I realize I've always shut them out
over the years, never asking for their help if I can possibly avoid
it. Maybe I should let them in as well, if Ana thinks it’s the
right thing to do, and she seems certain it is.  So I agree to
call them. But I'm not having her go out anywhere, not yet, and as
it’s Saturday night I expect they’ll be out at some function and
won't be free to come over anyway.

“Call them. This news has
obviously upset you. They might be able to shed some light,” she
insists.

Fuck it. What harm can it
do?

“Okay.” I pick up the phone
and make the call as Ana wraps her arms around me and rests her
head on my chest.

I'm surprised when my dad answers. So
they’re home at least.

“Christian. I was about to
call to see how Ana is.”

“Ana’s good. We’re home.
Welch has just left. He found Hyde's connection.”

“Really? What did he come
up with?”

“The foster home in
Detroit.”

“Your time with Mr. and
Mrs. Collier? He thinks that’s the missing link? That was just
before we adopted you of course.” So he knows what Welch is talking
about.

“I don’t remember any of
that.”

“Would you like us to fill
you in with everything we know? Would that help?”

“Yeah.”

“We’ll head right on over
then.”

“You will?”

“Of course. That’s what we
here for, son. To help in any way we can. See you
shortly.”

“Great.”

“They’re on their way,” I
tell Ana, rather bemused. Dad hasn't hesitated for a second
with his offer to help, in fact he seemed eager.

“Good. I should get
dressed.”

“Don’t go.” Not yet. Being
like this with her feels so perfect right now, and I just want to
prolong the moment for a while.

“Okay,” she agrees as she
snuggles into me again.

 


~~~

 


Trust Mia to turn things into a
welcome home party with my whole family plus Kate and her brother
turning up. Not what I had planned at all, but Ana doesn’t seem to
mind as she enlists Mia to start organizing food for everyone, and
at least it gives me a chance to talk to my parents in private in
my study.

“Darling, I’m so glad you
called us,” Mom says as she hugs me.

“It was Ana’s idea. She
practically insisted actually.”

“Well, I'm glad you
listened to her. She’s a very smart young woman. We’re more than
happy to help you figure this out in any way we can,” Dad
smiles.

They confirm everything Welch told me
as they look at the photos he brought.  Just like Ana, Mom has
tears in her eyes as she touches the photo that has the sad little
boy that was me in it.

“My poor boy. You were so
skinny and small for your age, and we were desperate to adopt you
as soon as possible, but we had no option but to comply with the
law and wait for two months,” Mom explains. “So we checked out the
Colliers, and were reassured when we found they were very
experienced foster parents. They came highly recommended, and
turned out to be very decent people.  I know they did their
best to take care of you while all the paperwork was going
through.”

“I just find it strange
that I have no recollection at all of that period of my life. Why
can't I remember it?”

“It was a very confusing
and difficult time for you, Christian. It’s little wonder that
you’ve lost some of the memories. I just wish more of the painful
memories had been blocked instead.”

“I guess. Can you tell me
anything about the Colliers to see if it jogs some
memories?”

“I think Mrs. Collier was a
good cook who did her best to start feeding you up, because you
already seemed to have grown by the time we got you living with
us,” Dad offers.

“And she tried to get you
into a solid bedtime routine to make you feel more settled and try
to prevent your nightmares. I remember her telling me how you loved
her reading to you at bedtime,” Mom says.

I close my eyes and
concentrate on a faint stirring of some distant memory. Apple pie.
Meatloaf.  Macaroni and cheese. A cheery woman asking if I
want more food. Was that Mrs. Collier? I frown because this is so
frustrating. It’s on the very edge of my memory, but I can't quite
grab it and bring it into focus.

“Just give it some time,
Christian. Maybe it’ll come back to you; maybe it won't. No point
in trying to force things,” Mom says gently. “So, how is Ana
now?”

“Recovering. Don’t worry,
I’ll personally be taking care of her and making sure she gets
plenty of rest.”

“And are you talking again
now?” Mom asks.

“Yeah, we are. Still got
some things we need to iron out…but we’re getting there,” I
smile.

“Good. Communication is the
key. No secrets. Be honest and trust Ana, because she has very good
instincts. Even if she was reckless, she was also very brave and we
can't thank her enough for what she did for your
sister.”

“Mia seems back to her
normal self,” I comment wryly. Mia was her usual over the top self
this evening when she walked in and gave Ana a great big hug,
totally forgetting about her injuries.

“She’s
mad at Hyde and his accomplice, but I think that’s perfectly
understandable and quite healthy actually. You know Mia; never one
to bottle things up. She just comes right out with
how she’s feeling. ” Unlike me, they
mean.

“Well, I think I’d best go
check my wife isn’t overdoing things. Thanks for coming over
anyway.”

“We’re just delighted you
finally felt able to ask for our help. And don’t let this missing
piece of your past worry you too much, Christian. Most people can't
remember many events from when they were four years
old.”

Mom can tell I'm still
freaked out by this missing section of my life. I thought I knew
everything and now it turns out I don’t. Maybe this whole
disastrous mess could have been avoided if I’d recognized Hyde
sooner. I employ the best staff using the highest spec, latest
equipment, and yet despite all the checks we ran on Hyde, this
connection never showed up before, and that makes me feel
vulnerable. What else could we have missed? What else is waiting to
crawl out of the woodwork?

 


~~~

 


Thanks to Mom’s insisting they leave
at a relatively early hour, my family don’t overstay their welcome,
and it’s not that late when Ana and I are snuggling up in bed
together and talking some more.

“Fuck!”

 Something’s just
fallen into place. A memory I didn't even know I had until this
moment.

“What?”

“Baby Bird. Mrs. Collier
used to call me Baby Bird.”

“That makes sense?” Ana
frowns.

“The note. The ransom note
that fucker left. It went something like ‘Do you know who I am?
Because I know who you are, Baby Bird.”

Ana’s looking at me as if I'm
mad.

“It’s
from a kid’s book. Christ. The Colliers had it. It was
called… Are You My
Mother? Shit. I loved that
book.”

Understanding dawns on her
face.

“Mrs. Collier used to read
it to me.” I remember now. She was nice and smiley. I never let her
touch me of course, but I do remember how kind her eyes were. 
“Christ. He knew … that fucker knew.”

“Will you tell the
police?”

“Yes. I will. Christ knows
what Clark will do with that information.” Perhaps he won't think
it an odd piece of intel; perhaps his mother used to read him that
book too. What a bizarre thing for Hyde to have picked up
on.

Ana is obviously feeling
much more like her old self, because she ignores me when I try to
thank her for catering for all my family at short notice - she’s
too busy trying to get me interested in sex. Of course I'm always
interested, but I'm determined to wait until she’s fully recovered
from all her injuries, which I know are still causing her pain even
though she’s trying to pretend they don’t.

I know what will totally distract her.
I’d already decided that after everything that’s happened between
us, I don’t want to risk any further misunderstandings or
arguments. Communication and honesty, that’s what my mom said are
key to a happy marriage.

So it’s time Ana heard the
whole story about how Elena and I started, right from the very
beginning. It’s not going to be easy, but I want to share
everything. And I don’t think what I'm about to tell her can be any
worse than what she’s already been imagining.

“Baby, you’ve been through
enough. Besides, I have a bedtime story for you. You wanted to
know…” I close my eyes and take a deep breath, as Ana stares wide
eyed at me, shocked and surprised by where I’m headed.

“Picture this, an
adolescent boy looking to earn some extra money so he can continue
his secret drinking habit.”

I shift to lie on my side so we’re
facing each other.  This is far too important a revelation to
risk missing her reaction.

“So I was in the backyard
at the Lincolns’ clearing some rubbish and trash from the extension
Mr. Lincoln had just added to their place…”

I explain it all to her as I recall
that hot summer day way back when I was that angry fifteen year
old, totally pissed off with the world, convinced that nobody
understood me, and that nobody ever would.

How Elena brought me some
lemonade, and as we made small talk, I acted like a typical cocky
teenager and made some smart-ass remark. Elena responded by
slapping my face - really hard. I remember being
totally shocked, because my parents had never hit me, ever. It
fucking well hurt, but before I could react, Elena grabbed my face
and gave me a full on sexy kiss, the first kiss like that I’d ever
experienced. The contrast of the pain and then the pleasure, the
hard slap and then her soft lips, totally mesmerized me. Then she
slapped my face again, but this time the stinging pain seemed
almost pleasurable, and I gained an instant hard on.

I don’t tell Ana the finer details,
it’s more than she needs to know, but I'm sure she gets the
picture.  

“Do you want to hear this?”
I check before continuing, because I can see Ana’s concentrating
those blue eyes so hard on me, as if she’s trying to get her head
around the picture I'm painting.

“Only if you want to tell
me,” she whispers in a tiny pale pink voice.

Now I've started, I want to
get it all out. No point in only telling half the tale. So I
continue, telling her how after slapping me, Elena carried on as if
nothing had happened, just asking me to come back the next day. I
couldn’t wait to see her again, because I wanted to experience some
more of the intriguing pain/pleasure combination this hot older
woman was teasing me with.

And that’s how it all
started. That’s how Elena took control of me. She was nothing like
the silly little girls at school. She was a proper woman, the real
thing, and she seemed to know what I needed better than I did. She
knew the only kind of touch I could accept was a brutal, harsh
touch, which she counteracted with immense sexual
pleasure.

She blurred the lines for
me. Everything became merged - pain and pleasure and sexual
release.

Elena was an extremely
skillful sexual tutor, and also a very demanding Mistress, and
that’s how she brought me into line. Unquestionably the sex we had
was mind blowing for an inexperienced horny teenager like me. I
couldn’t think about anything else except what Elena told me I had
to do to earn her rewards. Nothing had worked until then, despite
my parents’ best efforts, despite having all kinds of therapy. But
now I knuckled down and started studying. I stopped fighting,
because I didn't need that kind of release, that kind of physical
contact any more. I would do anything Elena told me.
Anything.

I know Ana must be shocked,
but she just listens without interrupting, which I appreciate. Ana
didn't know me then, the kind of messed up kid I was. I'm
hoping she understands my explanation within the context of how I
was then, so she will maybe see how at that time it seemed so right
with Elena, however it looks to her and Mom now.  Over the
years my relationship with Elena seemed perfect to me; she took all
my shit away, took control, let me breathe. Even after our affair
was over, my world stayed in focus, thanks to the controls she set
in place for me. That was until I met my future wife - one
Anastasia Rose Steele.

I look at my Ana’s
beautiful face, staring at me so intently. I tuck a stray lock of
her silky hair behind her ear, as I explain how meeting her turned
my world on its head and made me realize how cold and empty my life
was. Elena had built on and developed my experience that touch
meant pain, and I was okay with that because I felt it was what I
deserved. I was unlovable, or so I thought.  

“If you grow up with a
wholly negative self-image, thinking you’re some kind of reject, an
unlovable savage, you think you deserve to be beaten. Ana, it’s
much easier to wear your pain on the outside…

Elena’s touch was the touch of a whip
or a cane or even just her hand, but it was a harsh slapping hand,
not a tender, caressing hand. It took Ana to show me that touching
can be loving and wonderful. Ana has taught me so much by
introducing me to love. Elena always maintained that love didn't
exist, that it was a foolish notion perpetuated by dreamers. Pure
cold, clinical, physical satisfaction was all that mattered,
according to her.

“She channeled my anger.
Mostly inward - I realize that now. Dr Flynn’s been on and on about
this for some time. It was only recently that I saw our
relationship for what it was. You know… on my birthday.”

When Elena thought she knew best and
arrogantly stated that Ana wasn’t right for me, when she had no
concept of the pure healing love that Ana had breathed into my
life. For the first time, I began to see her through other people’s
eyes, and it made me question her judgment. Flynn’s always
maintained she manipulated me because of her own personal issues,
her abusive upbringing and her unhappy marriage.

“For her that side of our
relationship was about sex and control and a lonely woman finding
some kind of comfort with her boy toy.”

“But you like control,” Ana
whispers, confused.

I can't deny that she’s right. Of
course I like control. I always have, and I always will. It’s my
personality, the way I’m made, and my childhood only reinforced
these traits. I am a Dom by nature, but now I manage to temper my
natural inclinations because of my love for Ana. I can't deny that
I don’t always find it easy, but I know marrying Ana was the best
decision I ever made, bar none.

I explain to Ana how Elena worked out
that I’d fallen hard for her, and it scared her so much that she
encouraged me to follow her down to Georgia and open up about my
extreme lifestyle, thinking that would scare her off. Of course it
did bring things to a head between us, but not to the conclusion
that Elena anticipated.

“She thought I needed all
the trappings of the lifestyle I enjoyed. It enabled me to keep
everyone at arm’s length, gave me control, and kept me detached, or
so I thought. I'm sure you’ve worked out why.”

“Your birth
mom?”

“I didn't want to be hurt
again. And then you left me. And I was a mess.”

It’s so painful to think about that
time. I thought I’d built up such an impenetrable wall around me,
and yet this stubborn, defiant, little brown haired girl had
managed to break through. So when she left, those walls just
crumbled down to leave me totally helpless and defenseless. It was
sheer agony, but it was like a version of electrotherapy that kick
started my emotions and started thawing out my heart. It was
exactly what I needed even though it was one of the hardest things
I've had to endure.

But I’m such an idiot,
that even after being given another chance, I screwed up so badly
when Ana told me she was pregnant. I try to explain to her why I
acted the way I did. I tell her exactly what happened when I walked
out that evening, how I tried to see Flynn but ended up with Elena.
How I talked to her but that I didn't tell her about the
baby.  How she made a pass at me. How shocked I was, and how I
was repulsed. How I told Elena that I loved Ana, I love my wife.
How she backed off and how we said our final goodbyes.

Ana is speechless, but she knows I'm
telling her the whole truth, that nothing is being held back
now.

“Did you kiss?”

“No! I
couldn’t bear to be that close to
her.” Only Ana. No one else.
Only her.

I explain how I carried on drinking
because I was too ashamed to come home, knowing I’d behaved so
badly. How I thought about Junior, how I’d feel if  someone
like Elena treated our child that way. How I hated that thought,
how it made me feel sick. 

I think Ana finally believes me when I
say it’s over for good between Elena and me, that I have broken off
all contact with her. There is no going back now.

 Ana apologizes for
being so angry with me the next day.

“Baby, I understand angry,”
I sigh. “You see, Ana, I want you to myself. I don’t want to share
you. What we have, I’ve never had before. I want to be the center
of your universe, for a while at least.”

“You are. That’s not going
to change.”

“Ana, that’s just not true.
How can it be?” The baby will demand all her attention, and I just
have to accept the situation.

Ana knows what I'm saying is true, and
her eyes brim with tears as she says again that she’s
sorry.

“No, Ana, no. Don’t be
sorry. You’ll have someone else to love as well. And you're right.
That’s how it should be.”

“Blip will love you, too.
You’ll be the center of Blip’s - Junior’s world. Children love
their parents unconditionally, Christian. That’s how they come into
the world. Programmed to love. All babies … even you. Think about
that children’s book you liked when you were small. You still
wanted your mom. You loved her.”

“No,” I whisper. I did not
love the crack whore. That isn’t possible.

“Yes. You did. Of course
you did. It wasn’t an option. That’s why you’re so hurt.” Ana sobs.
“That’s why you’re able to love me. Forgive her. She had her own
world of pain to deal with. She was a shitty mother, and yet you
loved her.”

How does Ana know all this
stuff?  When she explains things they make sense. I allow
myself to think about the crack whore - my birth mother - to try
and conjure up a positive memory about her.

“I used to brush her hair.
She was pretty.”

“One look at you and no one
would doubt that.”

“She was a shitty mother,”
I whisper, and Ana nods. “I'm scared I’ll be a shitty
father.”  I close my eyes as I confess my deepest fear. That
I’ll be just like the crack whore, that I’ll follow the example my
shitty mother set, because those are the genes I inherited from
her.

“Christian, do you think
for one minute I’d let you be a shitty father?”  She strokes
my face as she smiles at me.

I gaze into those eyes again, and I
see total trust and sincerity shining out at me. I have Ana to set
me on the right path and knock me into shape. She’s so strong, so
good, so pure. She won't let me be anything but a good father to
our child, even if I don’t know how to do it.

“No. I don’t think you
would. God, you're so strong, Mrs. Grey. I love you so much.” I
kiss her forehead. “I didn't know I could.”

But I do. I love her with
all of my soul, with all of my heart and with every fiber of my
being. And somehow I know things will be okay with this baby, and
that somehow, with Ana’s guidance, I will be able to
cope.

And that’s the end of our bedtime
story….


Chapter 64 - A Blip In
The Works



The First Trimester.

I’m working from home so I can be with
Ana, and make sure she takes time to fully recover from Hyde’s
attack. I wouldn’t be able to relax or concentrate at the office
because I’d just be worrying about her all the time. Nearly losing
Ana, fearing she was dead when I saw her lying on the ground, has
put things into perspective for me. I want to spend time with my
wife, and I can run my business from home, for a while anyhow. Ros
proved herself yet again by the way she took over and flew out to
handle the shipyard deal in my place. She can keep things ticking
over for now.

While we’re both off work, we go out
to visit our new home and see what Elliot’s crew have been up to.
Although there’s still a lot to do, Ana and I both love what’s been
achieved so far, and it’s fun planning out where we’re going to put
things like the paintings we bought on our honeymoon. The house
just has this wonderful atmosphere that’s going to make it a
perfect family home. Is that why I was so drawn to it? Did I
secretly harbor a yearning for a family of my own? I don’t think
so, but I'm trying my hardest to feel comfortable with the whole
becoming a parent thing. Ana’s told me she won't let me be a shitty
father, so that helps. All I know is I'm determined that our child
will never have to experience any kind of hardship or deprivation
of the kind that I suffered. This much I can do for our
child.

I feel much calmer now
I've finally told Ana everything there is to know about my affair
with Elena. It’s as if a dead weight I didn't even know I was
carrying has been lifted from my shoulders.  I haven’t heard
from Elena or had any contact with her since that last encounter,
and I don’t want any reminders of that whole traumatic period
between Ana and me. As far as I'm concerned, the door is shut on
that part of my life now and will never be opened
again. If only you didn’t have the
memories to haunt you, Grey. Can you really shut all of those
out?

While we’re at the house,
Ana shows me an ultrasound picture she has of Blip, and I guess
that’s when it starts to sink in that there really is a baby
growing inside her.  As I stare at the grainy black and white
image, I understand where she got the name Blip from. That’s what
the baby looks like.  A little kidney shaped
blip. Our child.

It’s when we’re out in the
meadow having our picnic that I get the call I’ve been waiting for
from Welch. He confirms our suspicions about who posted Hyde’s bail
were correct. Just as my gut instinct told me, it’s someone from my
murky past - Linc, Elena’s ex husband. He’s the fucker who’s been
playing around with the safety of my family, still after revenge
because of my affair with Elena. Well, he’s about to find out the
hard way that it never pays to underestimate Christian Grey. I
always knew this day would come, and I’m going to take great
pleasure in putting into action the plan I've had in my back pocket
for some time, just waiting for the right moment to implement
it.

I call Ros. Once she’s confirmed how
much stock we’ve quietly accumulated over the years in Lincoln
Timber, I instruct her to go for the kill.

“Consolidate the shares
into GEH, then fire the board.”

“The entire board?” Ros
queries in disbelief.

 “Except the
CEO.”

“But Christian, that’ll
totally destroy the company.”

“I don’t give a
fuck.”

“You sure you want to go
down this road? There’ll be no going back once it’s
done.”

“I hear you, but just do
it.”

“Okay, Christian. You’re
the boss.”

“Thank you.”

“My pleasure.”

“Keep me
informed.”

That’s what I like about Ros. Straight
to the point, and now she’s sure I know what I’m doing, she’ll get
straight onto it.

Ana is staring at me, looking kind of
scared.  I guess I forgot where I was and my CEO persona
returned. 

In charge. In total
command. Totally confident and sure of myself. That's how I
acted. Shit, but it felt
good.

Ana is shocked when I explain what’s
going on, about Linc posting Hyde’s bail.

“What did you just
do?”

“I fucked
him over.” Big
time.

“Um… that seems a little
impulsive,” she murmurs.

“I'm an in-the-moment kind
of guy.”

So that she understands Linc’s
motives, I explain how he viciously beat Elena when he learned
about our affair all those years ago, but how she refused to press
charges against him, so he got away with it. I loathe the man for
his cowardly actions in beating a woman badly enough to hospitalize
her, and he loathes me for emasculating him by giving Elena what he
wasn’t able to.  Linc always swore he’d get even with me and
obviously subscribes to the ‘revenge is a dish best served cold’
ideology.  But what he failed to take into account is that I'm
a step ahead of him and my revenge dish will be served from the
fucking freezer.

But what makes this even
sweeter is that we’ll make good money out of the
deal. Grey, you are such a fucking
ace at this.

Ana’s big blue eyes are still staring
at me.

“I will
do anything to keep you safe. Keep my family safe. Keep this little
one safe.” I spread my hand out over her belly
protectively. Mine. My child. My wife.

And as always when we touch, the
chemistry between us kicks in. It’s been so long since we made
love, we’re both desperate for that intimate connection. She pulls
me to her and tangles her fingers in my hair as she starts kissing
me, and I'm lost as we consume each other in a frenzy of
need.

Ana fumbles, trying to
unbutton my shirt in her eagerness to get to me, and I want her,
really want her, right here, right now, out in the meadow. But we
can't. She’s been badly hurt and it’s too soon.

But Ana refuses to take no for an
answer.

“I want
you. Please, I need you.” She’s literally begging me. We both need this
re-connection. Perhaps we can find a way if I'm really careful,
because this is how we mend and heal things between us. We need to
come together in both body and soul. So I finally succumb. We might
be out in the open, but I quickly assess that it’s sufficiently
private and no one can see us. We can do this.

As I undo her blouse, I
can tell that pregnancy is already changing her body. Ana’s breasts
are fuller and her nipples even more sensitive than
usual.  I like.

But as I suck and kiss and tease those
sensitive nipples of hers, she is so aroused that she forgets about
her bruised ribs until she cries out in pain.

“Ana! This is what I'm
talking about. Your lack of self preservation. I don’t want to hurt
you.”

“No… don’t stop. Please,”
she begs me again.  I want her so much, but am I being
insensitive and uncaring in wanting to carry on making love? Or am
I giving her what she needs? I choose to believe the
latter.

“Here.” I move to pull Ana
on top of me. Now there shouldn’t  be any weight or pressure
on her ribs to cause her pain. And she looks hot with her short
skirt hitched right up so I can see her legs in those sexy thigh
high stockings. This is better, and works for both of us. I guess
that’s what I'm going to have to do as she gets further along in
her pregnancy - adapt. We can still have fun. I like a challenge.
This is what I do - come up with solutions to problems.

I sit up so I can play with her
beautiful breasts, teasing her nipples until she is clawing at my
clothes to get to me.

“Hey, there’s no rush. Take
it slow.  I want to savor you,” I murmur.

At this rate it’ll all be over in
about thirty seconds, and that’s not how I want to do
things.

“Christian, it’s been so
long,” Ana pants.

“Slow.” It’s a command. I'm
in control. “Slow.” I kiss the corners of her mouth. “Slow baby.
Let’s take this slow.”

Ana calms as we kiss, understanding
that the release will be all the sweeter for slowing the
pace.

She pushes me onto my back
and teases me as she trails kisses down my neck, over my throat,
and down to gently kiss my scars. I force myself to relax, but
realize I don’t find it hard any more. I love her touching me
now.

And so I let her ride me. I fucking
love being buried in her soft, sweet hotness deep like this. This
is what we do. We make love to each other.

 


~~~

 


A beneficial side effect of her
pregnancy is that Ana has such a great appetite that it’s a joy to
watch her eat. As long as she has regular meals, she doesn't get
morning sickness, so I'm adamant she mustn’t skip meals, even when
I reluctantly give in to her insistence on returning to work.
Although I'd be more than happy for her to give up her job and stay
at home where I know she’d be safer, I'm also very proud of how
well she’s doing in her role at SIP, so I'm torn.

Ana’s a very intelligent girl who
worked really hard to get through college, and she’s told me what
she’s doing now is her dream job, so I guess I have to accept that
if it makes her happy, then I'm happy. Ana was never going to
settle for being a vacuous social butterfly draped on my arm was
she? Also, what my mom said about Ana being able to work from home
a lot of the time makes sense, so I think that will be a good
compromise that we can both live with. I’ve already said I’ll hand
over Grey Publishing for her to run in a year, so now I’ll help
organize things to suit her new circumstances and do whatever it
takes to make things work.

That’s the beauty of owning the
company - you call the shots, and I'm glad I'm in a position to be
able to do this for her. No question, it’ll be all down to her
talents and skills at spotting potential new talented authors that
will make Grey Publishing a success or not, however much I try to
help her out. But I have every confidence in my wife’s
abilities.

 Gail makes her a
packed lunch to take to the office every day, and part of Sawyer’s
duties now include checking that my wife has remembered to take it
with her. He is also under orders to coordinate with her PA,
Hannah, and report back to me if she fails to take her lunch break.
But so far I think she’s been so hungry that she hasn’t needed any
kind of a reminder to eat. Her body’s doing that for
her.

Sawyer has remained as
Ana’s main CPO despite the whole Hyde debacle. She pleaded with me
not to sack him, pointing out that she deliberately misled him, and
I realize that short of locking Ana up, he wouldn’t have been able
to prevent what happened. As Ana seems okay with Sawyer, and good,
trustworthy CPOs are not easy to come by, he’s kept his job, along
with Ryan and Reynolds.

I also haven’t forgotten
how cut up he was as he waited at the hospital for news about Ana
when she was unconscious, so I’m guessing that just like Taylor,
the guy wouldn’t hesitate to lay down his life for my wife and
unborn child in the line of duty. You can't ask for more than that
from your security detail.

 Gail is excelling
herself in providing nutritious meals for Ana, although she seemed
offended when I handed her instructions about exactly what foods
should not be given to my wife, such as mayonnaise that contains
raw eggs, or certain types of cheese. I heard her muttering
something about knowing her job, being a professional and how she
wouldn’t dream of giving Mrs. Grey anything
inappropriate.

Ana doesn't appreciate the
total ban on alcohol I’ve imposed on her.

“For goodness sake,
Christian. Even your mom said it was okay for me to have an
occasional drink,” Ana argues as she rolls her eyes. I haven’t
forgotten how Mom let her have some champagne when they came round
after Ana got back from the hospital, but that was just a few
sips.

“Why take the chance? There
are plenty of other more suitable beverages for a woman in your
condition. It’s not just you now is it? You have to think about
what’s best for the baby, Ana.”

I’m already worried because
from what I’ve worked out, I suspect Ana may have been in the very
early stages of pregnancy when she went out drinking with Kate to
the Zig Zag bar. We’ll have a better idea of exactly when this baby
was conceived once she’s had her next ultrasound scan with Dr.
Greene at around the twelve week stage. Unlike most women, Ana
doesn’t have her last period date to work from, because a common
side effect of the Depo shot is that periods often stop, so we just
assumed that was the case with Ana.

I wanted her to have a scan sooner, in
fact I even considered buying our own portable ultrasound equipment
for regular checks, until Ana showed me some reports stating that
although sonograms are considered very low risk, medical guidelines
caution against unnecessary exposure to ultra sound.

“Women have been having
babies since the beginning of time, Christian. Being pregnant is
the most natural thing in the world, so just try to relax. I’m
young and fit and not in any kind of high risk group, so both Dr.
Greene and your mom have agreed there is no need for me to have
anything over and above the normal routine checks.”

Ana and my mom meet up for lunch most
weeks now, and sometimes it feels almost as if they’re ganging up
against me, but I don’t really mind.  I'm glad Ana feels she
can turn to Mom and confide in her, and that they’re becoming
really close. But despite Ana’s protestations, I know that now more
than ever it’s important that I monitor her diet and well-being,
pretty much in line with the original rules that I used to impose
on my subs.

I may have been dragged
kicking and screaming very unwillingly into this whole pregnancy
experience to start with, but now I'm determined to take my
responsibilities seriously. And I can’t deny that I fucking love
having the perfect excuse to impose some
control. You still fantasize about
24/7 Total Power Exchange, don't you Grey?

In these early weeks,
Ana’s pregnancy doesn’t show yet, and until we've been given the
all clear with the ultrasound that everything's okay, only close
family and staff classified as ‘need to know’ are aware that Ana is
pregnant. So far, by some miracle the press haven’t got hold of the
news, because no doubt they would be hounding us even more than
they already do. But as Taylor and Sawyer are extremely protective
of Ana these days, way beyond the call of duty, I think it unlikely
any nosy reporter would get near her. It’s the ultra powerful
camera zoom lenses that make it so hard to maintain our privacy,
and we were incredibly lucky that no pictures emerged of Ana
following her topless indiscretion on the beach in the South of
France. I don't know how I would have handled the whole world being
able to ogle my wife’s fantastic tits. My private property. For my eyes only.

I’ve ordered Ros to
investigate branching out into acquiring a foothold in the media
industry, knowing it’s always easier to take control from within
should there be another incident that needed to be handled, and
I’ve also spent some time strengthening my links with Kate’s
father, Edward Kavanagh the media mogul. I wouldn’t hesitate to
call in favors and pull whatever strings were required if the
situation arose. It’s not what you
know, it’s who you know.

Claude Bastille falls into the ‘need
to know’ group.

“Hey man, that’s really
cool,” he grins when I inform him about Ana’s pregnancy.
“Congratulations, Grey.”

“I’m happy for you to
continue as my wife’s personal trainer, as long as you feel
confident you have the expertise to tailor her fitness regime to
take account of her condition.”

“Sure I do. All the celebs
rely on their personal trainers to snap back into shape as soon as
possible after the birth, so I'm fully qualified to continue
coaching Mrs Grey throughout her pregnancy.”

I think it essential Ana
continues to exercise sensibly, primarily for her health, but also
because I'd really like her to get her sexy figure back after she’s
had the baby. Ana’s also pretty keen on getting her figure back
quickly - she’s got the incentive of being Kate’s matron of honor
when she and Elliot get married next June.

Being her best friend, Ana wanted to
tell Kate about the baby anyway, but we had to take her into our
confidence early on when she started making wedding plans for
around the time the baby’s due, sometime in mid May. Luckily once
they knew, Kate and Elliot were happy to push the date of their
wedding back to June.  

Elliot wasn’t as surprised as I
expected when I told him about the baby.

“Way to go, bro,” Elliot
grinned as he clapped me on the back. “Daddy Christian. Someone to
pass your whole Grey empire on to.”

I hadn't really thought about that. A
son that I could train up to take over from me one day? But as Ana
pointed out, Blip could turn out to be a daughter. Maybe she would
be up to the challenge? Ros is certainly more of a man than most
men, although she is a pretty unique female. 

All I know is this pregnancy just
makes it even more important to secure the future for my
family. I can't afford to be complacent.

 


~~~

 


Ana lays on the bed and grips my
 hand as I sit on a chair next to her, both of us turned to
watch the screen. The sonographer puts cold gel on her belly, then
starts moving the transducer across her while Dr. Greene watches
the screen intently.  

And there it is.

Our baby.

I can see Blip’s heart beating. I can
see Blip moving around. Blip is real. Ana looks over at me as I sit
there blinking and swallowing hard. She smiles and squeezes my
hand, because she understands how emotional I feel to finally see
our baby. Seeing that first sonogram picture was what brought home
to me the fact that this baby was real, but that picture was done
at such an early stage that Blip was just… well, a
blip. 

Now I can see that Blip is a real
human being. 

I wish they could tell us what sex the
baby is, but Dr. Greene has advised against trying to see at this
early stage, because it’s hard to tell accurately. She says they
should be able to tell at the next scan. Ana says she doesn’t want
to know what we’re having, that it would spoil the surprise, but I
disagree. I really want to know, so I'm hoping I can talk her round
by then.

"Does everything look alright?" Ana
asks anxiously.

"Everything looks fine so far Mrs.
Grey– just one baby, that's the first thing to confirm," she
reassures us.  "Crown Rump length is 5.8cm, which puts the
date of conception as 23rd August. Does that sound about right to
you?" Dr. Greene asks.

"Yeah, I guess so," Ana
murmurs. 

I’ve tried to work out when it must
have happened but we normally have so much sex, and conceiving a
baby was the last thing on our minds, so it’s hard. Now with this
information I can look back at my diary to figure it out. I think
that was around the time that Ana cut my hair for me, wasn’t
it?

"Heart looks normal, heart
beat is around 130 per minute, well within the normal range," the
sonographer continues. "Biparetal diameter and femur length also
consistent with dates and in normal range. That's the head size and
leg length." The doctor nods her approval.

 “Everything looks
perfectly normal and as it should be at this stage. Your estimated
due date is 15th May, Mrs. Grey.”

 She gets some
pictures printed out for us to take away. 

“When you're ready, come
through to my office, and I'll clarify any queries you have.” Dr.
Greene disappears while Ana wipes off the gooey gel and gets
dressed.

I help her down from the
bed, and give her a little hug before we go through to Dr. Greene’s
office. Despite my mom’s assurances that she was sure everything
would be okay, after everything Ana’s been through I couldn’t help
being worried, so I'm glad everything seems normal.

"So, all good news so far.
We've also had the blood test results through, and those results
combined with the scan give no indication of any chromosomal
abnormalities," Dr. Greene smiles. " I see no need for any of the
more invasive tests at this stage, especially as they carry some
risks.”

Ana reaches over to squeeze my
hand.

“See? I told you everything
would be okay,” she smiles.

So, that's one trimester down, two to
go.

 


~~~

 


The Second
Trimester.

“What! What's the matter?"
I’m suddenly wide awake as I glance at the clock and see it’s three
in the morning. Ana’s just woken me.

"Nothing’s wrong. I just
wanted you to feel this," Ana says, reaching for my
hand.

She places it on the warm soft skin of
her swollen belly. I feel something. A movement. A little thump
against my hand.

“Is that…?” I ask
incredulously.

“Yeah. That’s Blip saying
‘Hi Daddy’. Cool, huh?” I can tell Ana’s grinning at me even in the
dark. “Sorry to wake you, but Blip doesn’t know it’s the middle of
the night, and I didn't want you to miss out again.”

“Wow. It feels amazing.
Weird, but totally amazing. Does it hurt at all?”

"No, they’re just gentle little kicks.
Pretty incredible though, hmm?"

Ana’s told me she’s felt the baby move
several times now but it’s never when I've been around. Knowing how
I've struggled to get used to the idea of being a father, she’s
really trying to involve me to help me bond with the baby. 
She’s eighteen weeks pregnant, already nearly half way along, but
I'm not renowned for being a patient man, and it still seems so
long to wait until we get to see our little Blip.

Naturally I’ve been reading up about
how the baby is developing week by week to bring myself up to
speed. I don’t see why Ana felt the need to roll her eyes at me
yesterday, when I told her she needs to sleep on her side not her
back. I’d just read how her enlarged uterus can compress a major
vein, which leads to decreased blood supply to the heart, and this
could make her feel faint and dizzy. Obviously she needs to be
aware of this, because I don’t want her passing out and hurting
herself.

So she can cut the snarky attitude.
I’m just trying to look after her - isn’t that what I'm supposed to
do?

 


~~~

 


I get my way about finding out about
the sex of the baby.

 When I told Ana it
was the only thing I wanted for Christmas, she finally gave way and
agreed we should try and find out at the ultrasound she was booked
in for just after the holiday.

“Okay, we can find out,
seeing as it’s so important to you. But don’t forget the
sonographer may not be able to tell anyway, if Blip isn’t feeling
very cooperative. It all depends on which way the baby’s laying,”
she warns, as we lie in bed looking out at the view from our window
over The Sound.

Elliot pulled out all the
stops to get everything completed in time for us to move into our
new house just before Christmas. We’ll still stay over at Escala
sometimes, especially as that’s where our playroom is. I haven’t
had anything similar installed in our new home.  It would have
been really awkward seeing as I’d have had to discuss it with my
brother, and anyway it just seems right somehow to keep it separate
from our new family home.

I'm hoping Escala can be
where we escape to get some private adult time to ourselves
sometimes. Mom and Dad have already said they can't wait to come
and babysit for us anytime we want, and I can't deny it’s good to
know we can still go sailing or soaring once Ana’s recovered from
the birth. We’ve had one of the guest suites in our new house
designated as my parents’ room so they can stay over in our totally
secure place whenever necessary. Naturally, I've had every
possible state of the art security feature that Welch and Taylor
recommended installed.

Jason and Gail have planned a small,
quiet Christmas wedding so they can move in together in the new
staff quarters I've had built for them.  I had them designed
especially so that he can have his daughter Sophie come and stay
with him. We have a large enough security team in place now to
allow him to take time off on a more regular basis, so he should
get to see her more often. We’ve agreed that Sawyer will step up
and head the team when Taylor is off, which means one of them will
be around at all times.

There’s still some
decorating to finish in the last few guest bedrooms for the new
house - and the nursery of course. That’s another reason why it
makes sense to find out whether we’re having a boy or a girl, so
that we can decorate the nursery appropriately.  That’s what
I've told Ana anyhow, but basically I just want to know the sex of
the baby, and the suspense is fucking killing me.

I admit I go completely over the top
for our first Christmas together, but why the fuck shouldn’t I? I
think the Christmas tree I order is a match for the one the
President has for The White House.

Ana also has a much smaller
tree that she insists we decorate together, which brings back
memories of the first Christmas I spent with Mom and Dad after I
was adopted. I’d never seen anything as pretty as that Christmas
tree. I watched Elliot help them decorate it, but I was too scared
to join in. Scared it would mean being touched, because someone
would have to lift me up to reach the branches like they did with
Elliot. So I just watched from the sidelines, which became the norm
for me.

I'm glad Ana’s helping us to make new
precious memories together to wipe out some of the more painful
ones. Our child will never experience the kind of fear I did. Blip
won’t ever be scared in the way that I was.

Over the years I’ve always
dutifully joined in Mom and Dad’s holiday celebrations, but always
still felt like an outsider looking in, however hard my family
tried to make me feel part of everything. I guess I never really
got the point of it all before. But I do now, and all I want is to
make Ana happy, because that’s what makes me happy.

We’re going to see Ana’s
mom for New Year, but Ray comes to stay with us for the Christmas
holiday, and my mom includes him in all the family festivities.
We’ve told him that one of the bedrooms in our new house is purely
for his exclusive use, and that he can come and stay whenever he
wants, for as long as he wants. Truth is, with all the inevitable
security arrangements that go with our lifestyle, it makes more
sense for him to come and visit us rather than us go to him.
Knowing Ray, I'm sure he’s worked this out for himself, because I
know how much he worries about his daughter’s safety, just like me.
Ana’s told me it’s also on the agenda for Ray and me to take a
fishing trip to Aspen, and I'm cool with that. His quiet, solid
presence makes him one of the few people whose company I can stand
for more than a short period.

 


~~~

 


We both feel nervous about the very
detailed level 2 ultrasound for Blip. It takes nearly an hour, as
every part of our baby’s anatomy is carefully scrutinized and then
thankfully declared normal.

After confirming with us
that we want to know what sex Blip is, the sonographer sets out to
check.  But as we all stare at the screen, it turns out
there’s no absolutely no doubt about what we’re having. It’s
blatantly  obvious. You don’t need to be an expert to see that
we’re definitely having a boy, because the evidence stands out very
clearly. Like father, like
son.

So now we know. Code blue not code
pink.

Grey & Son Enterprises. This I
like.

 


~~~

 


Pregnancy suits Ana. I didn't think
she could look more beautiful than she already did, but she’s
literally blooming as her pregnancy progresses - her hair is glossy
and shiny and her skin is glowing.

I feel so proud when we go
out anywhere together, to one of the fund raisers for example. As I
walk in with my beautiful wife on my arm, she’s not only wearing my
wedding ring, she’s also pregnant with my child. I fucking love
this. I love flaunting my wife’s pregnant figure to the world,
because this is the ultimate proof that she is mine.
That’s my baby she’s carrying. No one else’s. Mine.

I'm surprised to discover that some
business men who’ve previously been reluctant to engage with me
suddenly seem to thaw. Ros tells me the word is that I’m seen in a
different light these days. Rather than being a cold hearted
bastard that they don’t trust, when they see me with my beautiful,
sweet, pregnant young wife whom I clearly adore, they look on me
more favorably. Now I'm someone they could potentially do business
with, because I'm about to join their club. The Family Man club. So
that’s an unexpected benefit that I never foresaw, and another
reason to have Ana by my side as much as possible.

Ana has a very neat bump -
from the back you wouldn’t even know she was pregnant. And a
totally unexpected side effect of her pregnancy is that her libido
has shot through the roof. She wants sex even more than usual -
well, I'm sure as hell not complaining. Apparently this is due to
all the extra hormones floating round her system, and the increased
blood supply to her more sensitive areas. As an added bonus, she
has really intense orgasms that feel incredibly good for me
too. Win/win situation here. Who
knew?

I’m thinking I should make the most of
this because it can't last, not when she gets really big and
uncomfortable near the end, can it? I'm already having to be
inventive to come up with positions for us to make love where I
won't be worried that I'm hurting her or the baby, but I don’t mind
because it’s fun, and I enjoy the challenge.

To be on the safe side, I've trawled
the internet and read everything I can find on the subject of sex
during pregnancy. It all confirms that as long as Ana is fit and
well and willing, there is no reason for us to cut back on our love
making. So we’re not. And as Ana insists that sex helps her to
sleep better afterwards, you could even argue that it’s a
necessity.

 


~~~

 


The Third
Trimester.

 


“How about the name
Theodore for Blip, after your grandfather. I think it’s a really
classy, unusual name,” Ana suggests. We’re lying in bed one Sunday
morning.  I have my hand on her belly, and I can feel Blip
kicking very strongly now.

“Theodore Grey. That has a
nice ring to it. And my grandfather would be really
stoked.”

“We could call him Ted or
Teddy for short.”

“I like that.”

“And he could use Theodore
when he’s a big powerful megalomaniac like his father,” she kisses
my cheek.

“How about using your
stepdad’s name for his middle name? Got to keep both sides
of the family happy, haven’t we?”

“Theodore Raymond Grey.
T.R.G. Yep, that all works. Unlike my initials before I married
you, Mr. Grey.”

“ Anastasia Rose Steele.
A.R.S. Well, you do have a rather delectable arse, Mrs.
Grey.”

And somehow my hands end up exploring
that exquisite part of my wife’s anatomy.

 


~~~

 


As the birth of the baby
approaches, I'm getting more worried and nervous about D Day, as
Taylor refers to the day of delivery. He’d love nothing better than
to have a military type of action plan organized right down to the
very last detail, and so he agrees with me that it would be
preferable for Ana to have an elective caesarian. That way we can
set the date and be sure that everything is in place, with all the
best doctors on hand to take care of Ana and the baby. I fucking
hate the uncertainty and risk of just waiting around for nature
take its course. An elective caesarian makes far more
sense.

But as this is Ana we’re dealing with,
she has her own very strong views, and she is having none of
it.

“I’m having a natural
birth. End of, Christian. There is no medical reason for me to have
a caesarian, and this matter is not up for discussion,” she
stubbornly insists.

“But Ana, you’ll be in so
much pain when it really isn’t necessary,” I point out. I'm really
not sure how I'm going to cope with seeing her in agony.

“Dr. Greene and your mom
both agree with me that it’s far better to give birth naturally if
you can, and I'm certainly not one of those ‘too posh to push’
women. As I keep telling you, having a baby is the most natural
thing in the world. So stop making such a fuss about
it.”

As she refuses to budge on the subject
there is frustratingly little I can do about it.

But I do get my way on other matters.
Like when Ana can't decide which baby stroller and transportation
system she likes best. The solution is simple. I just order one of
every design on her short list, in each of the colors she’s
ticked.

“Christian! That’s
ridiculous,” she protests when she finds out.

“Why? It makes perfect
sense, because we can keep one at each of our homes, one at my
parents and so on. It’ll be much easier and more practical in the
long run.”

She just rolls her eyes at me and
leaves the room. But I notice she doesn't send any of them back
when they arrive.

 


~~~

 


“How come you’re working
from home again, Christian?”Ana eyes me suspiciously. There’s still
two weeks to go until her due date, but babies can come early,
although Ana seems certain that our baby will come on his due date
and not before.

“As this is your son we’re
talking about, Christian, I'm sure he'll come on the appointed day,
as arranged. Punctual and organized, just like his
father.”

But I can't relax unless I know that
she’s okay, so I want to be with her to see for myself. That’s why
I'm working from home.

“And why are you following
me around rather than working in your study?” she glares at
me.

Ana’s still cross because
of yesterday’s false alarm. Although she is now officially on
maternity leave, she’d called into SIP’s offices to hand in some
paperwork. As we have people who could have done that for her, it
was entirely unnecessary and I suspect just an excuse to get
out.

I’ve insisted that if she goes
anywhere now, she is escorted at all times by a three man security
detail. This means that should any kind of an emergency situation
develop, there’ll be one CPO to drive, one to monitor her
condition, and one to handle communications. I’ve also insisted
that all members of the security team undergo training in basic
childbirth assistance. God forbid it should ever come to that, but
I want every eventuality prepared for.

Ana thinks I'm being far
too overprotective, but when I argued that I'm doing it to protect
the baby as much as her, she reluctantly gave way.

What she didn't know was that the
security team were under orders that if there was the slightest
indication that she’d gone into labor, they were to let me know
immediately and head straight for the hospital, ignoring any
protests from my wife.

Yesterday Sawyer saw her rubbing her
back, so he inquired if she was okay, and when she admitted she had
backache he followed protocol and headed straight to the hospital
instead of home, knowing that backache can be an early indication
of the onset of labor.

When I got his Code D
alert, I dropped everything and rushed to the hospital, but in this
instance it wasn’t the onset of labor, it was just simple backache.
Ana was furious because she thought it made her look silly to turn
up at the hospital like that, but I don’t give a fuck what anyone
else thought. Sawyer did the right thing, because it’s better to be
safe than sorry, and at least it provided good practice as a dry
run for the actual D Day. At the debrief afterwards, we came up
with a solution to the parking issue Sawyer encountered - just
block the fucker in if they’d parked in the spot we’d
designated.

In any case, to calm Ana down that
evening, after a relaxing bath I gave her a nice soothing massage.
I know I have to be extra patient with her, because her hormones
are all over the place, her bump is enormous, and Blip is pressing
on her bladder making her want to pee all the time and interrupting
her sleep.  She’s entitled to be ratty and irritable with me
and I just have to suck it up.

 


~~~

 


Because I'm on edge, I’m only lightly
dozing when Ana calmly wakes me up first thing in the morning to
tell me that it’s time. Her contractions have started and our son
has decided it’s time to make an appearance on his exact due date.
It’s D Day.

I let Taylor know, and all our
carefully made plans swing into action. I try not to let my nerves
show as Taylor drives us to the hospital in record time, where Dr.
Greene is on standby to meet us and usher us through.

I see her frown as she examines
Ana.

“This is quite a big baby
you’ve got here Mrs. Grey. We’re going to have to monitor you very
carefully.”

All along she’s been concerned about
the size of the baby because of Ana’s small frame, and that’s why
she would have agreed to perform an elective C-section.

“It’s not too late to
change your mind, Ana. Please, at least think about opting for a
C-section,” I plead.

“Don’t start Christian. You
know I want to do this myself. I want to push him out naturally,
the way he’s meant to be born.”

But as the hours tick by and there
seems to be very little progress, Dr. Greene gives her a Pitocin
drip to try and speed things up.

I can see Ana wilting as she gets
tired from the contractions, and the drug doesn't seem to have any
positive effect.

“Mrs. Grey, I think maybe
it’s time to reconsider the options and opt for a C-section. You’re
still nowhere near fully dilated, and my concern is that by the
time you are, you’ll be too exhausted to push anyway.”

“Please, Ana. Listen to the
doctor. She knows what she’s talking about. For the love of God,
see reason and have a C-section,” I beg her. I hate being so
helpless to do anything for her. Each time she has a contraction
she grips my hand so hard it really hurts, but I know it’s nothing
compared to what she is going through.

“No. I can do this. I'm not
giving up yet,” Ana insists. She looks pale and tired but that
stubborn streak of hers is keeping her going.

After another hour I see nervous looks
being exchanged between the medical staff as they check the readout
from Blip’s monitor.

“Mrs. Grey, you’ve been in
labor for fifteen hours now. Your contractions have slowed in spite
of the Pitocin. We need to do a C-section - the baby is in
distress.”  

At last. About fucking time Dr. Greene
showed some authority to get Ana to agree, because the tone
of  her voice leaves little doubt that this is serious, and I
feel the hairs stand up on the back of my neck as fear washes
through me. Ana has to see reason now.

“Mrs. Grey, please.
C-section,” Dr. Greene insists.

“Please, Ana,” I
plead.

“Can I sleep then?” Ana
whispers.

“Yes, baby, yes.” I kiss
her forehead. It’s obvious she’s totally exhausted and barely able
to string her words together.

“I want to see Lil’ Blip,”
she murmurs.

“You
will,” I promise. God
willing.

“Okay,” she
agrees.

Now she’s finally given her consent,
all hell suddenly breaks loose as Dr. Greene starts barking out
instructions, and orders Ana be moved to the OR.

Shit. From her immediate urgent reaction, this must be really
serious, so I know there's more to this than she’s letting on in
front of Ana.

As they start moving at speed to get
Ana into theater, she grabs my arm.

“Mr. Grey, you’ll need to
change into scrubs.”

She stares hard at me.
“Now Mr.
Grey.”

I squeeze Ana’s hand, not wanting to
let her go, but knowing I have to.

Once we’re in the changing room, I
face the doctor.

“What’s going
on?”

“Your wife’s blood pressure
has suddenly dropped, and the baby is in distress.”

“Which means?”

“We can't be sure, but it
could indicate that the placenta has become detached and she could
be hemorrhaging internally. If that is the case, we have to act
fast to save them both. She could bleed out within
minutes.”

“We could lose them both?
Is that what you’re saying?”

“Yes, Mr. Grey, right now
that is a strong possibility. So let’s get on with things shall
we?”

Despite all the best laid plans,
despite all my wealth being able to buy the best possible medical
care there is, both Ana and the baby could die in the
next few minutes.

As I change into the blue scrubs I'm
handed, I'm so scared that it feels as if cold ice is running
through my veins instead of warm blood. But I can't go to
pieces.  I have to be strong for Ana. We will get through
this. She has to be alright. Our baby has to survive. I can’t even
let myself begin to think about the alternatives.

I hurry to be with Ana. They’ve
already set up a screen across her chest and are preparing to
operate.

“I'm frightened,” she
whispers, as she grips my hand. 

“No, baby, no. I'm here.
Don’t be frightened. Not my strong Ana.”

I try to cover up my fear, but it must
still show in my eyes.

“What is it?” Ana wants to
know.

I can't tell her I'm scared
we’re going to lose the baby, scared that I'm going to lose
her.

“What?” I try to fob her
off.

“What’s wrong?” Ana
persists.

“Nothing’s wrong.
Everything’s fine. Baby, you’re just exhausted.”

I want to scream at them to get on
with it and save my wife and my son, but I have to just stand by
and watch as Dr. Greene checks Ana is fully numbed up before she
makes a start.

“I love you, Ana whispers,
her blue eyes huge with fear.

“Oh Ana.
I love you too, so much.” Please don’t let these be the last words I ever say to
her. Please
God. Please let them live.

I look over the screen. Dr.
Greene hasn’t wasted any time in making her incision. It’s
fascinating and horrifying in equal measures to see her reach
inside Ana’s belly to pull our baby out.

He’s blue and bloody and covered in
the white vernix I’ve read about, but I see he has a shock of dark
hair. And as he starts crying loudly in protest at being yanked out
into the world so abruptly, it’s the most wonderful sound I've ever
heard in my entire life. He’s okay.

Dr. Greene seems calm and is smiling
at me, so I take it she hasn’t found any serious
hemorrhaging.

“You have a boy, Mrs.
Grey,” she announces, as she hands the baby over to Dr. Carter, the
specialist Neonatologist my mom recommended.

“Check his
Apgar.”

I watch anxiously as he carries out
his assessment.

“Apgar is nine.”

I heave a huge sigh of relief. I know
from all my research that a score of nine is pretty much as good as
you get, and means our son is fine and healthy.

“Can I see him?” Ana’s
shaky voice calls out.

Dr. Carter smiles and nods at me as he
wraps the baby up in a blue sheet. I go over and take our child in
my arms for the first time. He’s perfect and tiny and helpless and
looks shocked at his speedy entrance into the world.

My son.

I feel this incredible,
huge rush of overwhelming love for him sweep through me, and I know
instantly that I would do anything, anything to protect this child.
How could I ever have doubted that I would love him?

I carry him over to Ana.

“Here’s your son, Mrs.
Grey.” I'm so choked up with all these immensely powerful feelings
that I can hardly get the words out.

I carefully place him in her
arms.

“Our son,” she whispers as
she stares at his face. “He’s beautiful.” Tears are streaming down
her face.

“He is.”

I gently kiss our beautiful boy’s head
beneath all that dark hair of his. He’s fallen asleep now and looks
perfect.

“Thank you Ana,” I
whisper.

Thank you for the gift of
this precious new life.

 


~~~

 


Ana is sleeping now after all the
trauma. She is totally exhausted and has been given some strong
pain relief which has knocked her out.

So I sit and hold our son, who is also
fast asleep. He’s been cleaned up, and is a nice healthy pink color
now. All is well. I snuggle him against my chest and it’s the most
wonderful feeling in the world. I was worried I might have problems
holding him close to me, but I don’t, not in the slightest, because
it feels so right and natural to hold him against my chest, and
I've already discovered that he has his own gorgeous unique baby
smell.

“I'm so sorry, son. Forgive
me for not wanting you in the beginning. Your mother always knew
she wanted you, but I didn't understand and it took me a little
longer to get used to the idea. I’ll make it up to you though. I
promise I’ll try my hardest to be the kind of father you deserve,
and I’ll always look after you. I’ll never let anyone hurt you,
ever,” I vow, as I slip my finger in his tiny curled up little
hand. He’s so perfect in every way that I can't stop looking at
him. His tiny perfect toes have tiny perfect nails. He’s warm and
soft like his mother. Then he yawns and stretches before settling
back to sleep again, and it is the sweetest thing I’ve ever
seen.

He’s completely helpless and
defenseless. He has to rely totally on his mother and me to look
after him. He needs us to always be there for him. And we will.
Always.


Chapter 65 - Epilogue
- Two years later




I love being a father.

I was so worried that I wouldn’t cope,
but I've found that being a father is the best thing, in a way that
I could never have imagined. Although Teddy is very demanding and
incredibly hard work, I love spending as much time with him as I
possibly can. As he’s growing up, I find it fascinating seeing the
world through his eyes, and maybe that’s why I don’t get impatient
with him, which I think has surprised Ana almost as much as it’s
surprised me.

Although he has his mother’s beautiful
blue eyes, apart from that our little boy is just like me in every
other way, right down to having a hot temper and the same unruly
copper hair that does its own thing. My dominant genes have created
a mini me, but Ana knows exactly how to handle him, just as she’s
learned to handle me. Everyone agrees that Teddy is his father’s
son, no question.

But my son is nothing like the little
boy I was. Teddy is the little boy I could have been if I had had a
mother as wonderful as Ana when I was his age. She is amazing with
him, and seeing how loving and caring and awesomely calm she is
with him makes me love her even more than I already did.

Ana’s a fun Mommy who plays lots of
silly games with our boy, and hearing them laughing and giggling
together is the best sound in the entire world. I was scared
because I thought a baby would come between us, but nothing could
be further from the truth. Our son has strengthened the bond
between us, because we’re totally united in our love for this child
we’ve created, both utterly determined to do our best for him to
ensure his health and happiness. 

Having a child has made me a far less
selfish person, because I have to put his needs before my own when
it comes to his mother’s attention, but I find this comes naturally
because of how much I love him. I’ve discovered that there are no
limits to how much love you can give when you’re a parent. Love is
not a quantifiable resource, because it’s endless when it comes to
your children.

Ana didn't want Teddy to be an only
child, so we agreed not to leave it too long before having another
baby. She fell pregnant the first month we started trying, so I
guess we’ll have to be careful in future as it seems we have no
problems conceiving babies. But now an unplanned pregnancy wouldn’t
really faze me because I know how wonderful babies are, and how
quickly they grow up. It doesn’t seem possible that Teddy is nearly
two already. I've gotten him a wooden train set for his birthday,
and I've had Barney convert two of the little engines to run on
solar power, like the little helicopter Ana gave me not long after
we met, which is still on my desk at work. I’m determined that my
kids will be brought up to be environmentally aware and
responsible, so you can't start teaching about renewable energy
resources too early in my opinion.

We love spending
 time together outside in our meadow. For Ana, I
think it’s somewhere she feels she can relax away from the ever
present security scrutiny we live with. Of course there are cameras
monitoring the entire area, but they are very discrete out
here. 

I will never change; I have to know
where my family is at all times, and that they are safe. Hyde may
have been found guilty and locked away, but you never know what
other sick fuckers might have planned. Take Elena’s ex husband for
example. Linc is a broken man, thanks to me, so he’d have a motive
to come after me again. That’s why Welch has him under permanent
surveillance.

We’ve only had contact with
Elena once, and that was by accident. She somehow managed to slip
under my mom’s radar and got herself invited to a charity function
that we were attending when Ana was about seven and a half months
pregnant with Teddy. I froze when I saw Elena’s unmistakable
presence across the room, and pulled Ana to one side, just as her
eyes fixed on her too.

“I’ll understand if you’d
rather we left, Ana,” I offered, not wanting her to get
upset.

Ana stared hard across the room at her
enemy for a minute, before straightening her shoulders
determinedly.

“No. Why
should we be forced to leave and run away just
because she’s here? You’ve explained to
me how she got her claws into you, so I know exactly what kind of a
vile person she is. I may not trust her, but I trust you
completely, Christian. You've told me it’s over between you, that
it's all in the past, and I believe you. So she’s nobody to us, is
she?”

“Are you sure about this? I
don’t want you getting upset or stressed, not in your condition,” I
worried, secretly fuming that all our security screening had not
picked up on the fact that Elena would be attending this function.
How had she evaded detection? Maybe she’d come as someone’s
anonymous plus one?

“I'm sure, Christian. You
have a speech to make, and I don’t see why you should let down this
worthwhile children’s charity just because that woman doesn’t know
when she’s not welcome.”

So we carried on as normal, with Ana
totally blanking Elena when we walked in, just as if she wasn’t
there. I didn't attempt to make any kind of contact, and thank God
she wasn’t seated anywhere near us. I think she must have been
right at the back somewhere, because I couldn’t even see her when I
stood up to make my speech. To be on the safe side, I ordered
Taylor to make sure the security team prevented Elena gaining any
kind of access to us. It made for an uncomfortable evening though,
and we left as soon as we could.

Maybe the fact that we’d actually been
in the same room made Elena believe that things were back to
normal. It’s the only explanation  I could come up with as to
why she saw fit to send a present for Teddy soon after he was
born.

The first I knew about it was when I
noticed what appeared to be some kind of a blue baby outfit cut up
into very small pieces in the trash, along with a ripped up
card.

“It was
from her,” Ana explained when she saw my puzzled look. “And I'm not
having anything she’s touched contaminating our
son. Or anybody else’s son. So I disposed of it.”

“Okay,” I said slowly,
treading very carefully. Ana was very hormonal as her breast milk
had just come in, and I thought she was quite likely to burst into
tears if I didn't handle this situation tactfully.”We could have
just sent it back, then Elena would have gotten the
message.”

“No. That’d just be giving
the bitch the attention that she clearly still craves from you. My
way is best,” Ana glared, challenging me to disagree. “Although I
suppose you could still send it back to her in its current state if
you really want. I think she’d definitely get the message then,
don’t you?” 

I couldn’t help smiling as I looked at
the shredded pieces of Elena’s unwelcome gift. It looked as if Ana
had really taken out her frustration on it. So be it.

“No, you’re right, baby.
Let’s not waste any more of our time even talking about
her.” 

 


~~~

 


“Let’s find Mommy. She’s
hiding in the grass.”

Teddy loves playing hide and seek. And
he loves being tickled and being thrown up in the air and swung
round. All the things that I couldn’t enjoy as a child, he loves,
and it makes me very happy to hear him shrieking with laughter as
we play together.

Ana loves it too, because I hear her
giggling, giving the game away that she’s nearby.

“Mommy!”

Ted is impatient to find her. Just
like me, he doesn’t like being kept waiting.

“Teddy!” Ana calls out, to
give him a clue where to find her.

“Mommy!” Ted screams as he
finds her and launches himself at her. Of course he doesn't
understand that he needs to be careful because Mommy is six months
pregnant with his baby sister, but Ana doesn’t seem to mind as she
showers him with hugs and kisses. 

Our little boy is never short of
affection from either of us. Once again I'm surprised by how easily
this came to me, considering how hard I used to find this kind of
thing. But our baby boy smells divine, and is always so gorgeous to
hold and cuddle and kiss that I find him totally irresistible, just
like his mother.

We all sit in the grass together for a
while, and as Ted sits on my lap, I give him my cell to play with
to keep him quiet for a few minutes. Luckily Ros and Andrea are
used to their calls being intercepted by my son these
days.

Ever since he was a tiny baby, I've
regularly had Ana bring him into my office. It’s somewhere I want
him to be totally familiar with, because my gut instinct already
tells me that he’s going to be following in my footsteps to run GEH
one day. We’re just so alike and on the same wavelength that I
can't see how he can turn out any other way, but Ana says I mustn't
try and force him into being anything he doesn’t want to be, and I
know she’s right. But in any case I like seeing them both at the
office, they bring the place to life.

“Of course you realize it
makes you even sexier to other women, carrying round a cute little
baby,” Ana told me one time after she’d brought Teddy into the
office.

“What do you mean?” I’d
asked innocently. I know it’s very shallow, but I'm perfectly aware
of the effect my looks have on women, and I don’t deny that I’ve
used it to my advantage countless times in the past. But she was
saying that our baby made me more attractive?

“She’s right, Christian,”
Ros had piped up in agreement. “Practically every woman in the
building swoons even more than usual when they see you walking
round with young Theodore here.”

Well I didn't give a fuck
about any of that. I just like having my son with me in my working
environment as well as at home. He helps me to focus on what’s
important for my family, for their future.  I think I'm going
to find it an even greater challenge having a girl, but I guess I'm
just going to have to adapt and get used to it.

We’ve been discussing names for our
daughter. Ana suggested calling her Ella. I don’t deny it’s a very
pretty name, but there is no way I can taint my daughter by having
such a strong association with my birth mother, despite having made
huge steps to come to terms with my past.

With Flynn’s full approval, both Mom
and Ana have been pushing me to confront my issues, now that I'm a
parent and have some insight into how difficult it must have been
for my birth mother to manage on her own with me. Perhaps now I do
finally get why she didn't give me up for adoption when I was born,
because if she experienced that same immense rush of overpowering
love that I did, then I guess she wouldn’t have been able to let
her baby go.

But I'm still trying to get my head
around how she could have let me be so badly abused, when I know I
would never let anyone so much as lay a finger on my son. Ana has
tried to get me to see that she was a very ill, disturbed and
vulnerable young woman who had an addictive nature, which turned
her into a drug user as a means of  escaping from her
problems. She’d ended up in a terrible place, a place where she’d
lost control of her life, and lost the ability to protect me as she
should have done. At least Ana and I agree that she was a really
shitty mother.

Despite this, Ana insists
that it isn’t a sign of weakness to admit that I loved her, because
it’s a natural instinct for any little boy to love his mother, so I
didn't have any choice in the matter. But the crack whore made me
feel so worthless. I always believed that my own mother found me
unlovable, because surely if she had loved me even just a little,
she would have striven harder to protect and care for me, instead
of sitting back and letting all that bad shit happen to me, while
she just watched from her drug induced stupor.

I could only finally
admit  out loud that I had loved her when Ana tracked down the
grave where my destitute and penniless birth mother had been
buried, the cost of which I discovered had been covered by my
parents, because they’d felt it only fitting to ensure my birth
mother had a proper final resting place. They’d found out that
otherwise her body would have been left where it was in the morgue,
until such time as either a local church could raise enough funds
to help out, or the state could be persuaded to fund the costs. I
broke down in tears when we found the plot and I saw her grave
stone, because it was about the saddest thing I think I’d ever
seen. 

 


Ella Maxwell.

 


Born September 21st
1964

Died September 21st
1987

 


Mother of
Christian.

 


May Your Soul Rest In
Peace.

 


 So the crack whore
had died on her 23rd birthday, probably because she’d treated
herself to an extra dose of drugs to celebrate.

I hadn't known any of this.

I ordered her headstone to be cleaned
and restored out of a sense of duty, thinking it was the least her
only son could do as a token of respect, even if I still wasn’t
sure she deserved that respect. Ana has tried to get me to see that
she couldn’t help her addictive nature, and that I have to learn to
forgive her and let go of the anger that I’ve always held in,
because it just isn’t healthy for me.

I'm working on it.

There’s a whole lot more shit still to
come out, because Mom has told me she has a box that contains the
last few possessions that belonged to my birth mother, including
her diary. Will this give any clues as to the identity of my birth
father? Do I even want to know after all this time? Mom hasn’t read
the diary because she didn't think it was proper. She says only
Ella’s son has that right, but I haven’t felt ready to deal with it
yet.

As Flynn always says, one step at a
time.

I don’t want to wallow in the past
when the present and future are what really count right now with my
family. That’s all I really want to think about. Ana, Ted and the
new baby that I’m thinking of suggesting we name Phoebe. If Ana
likes it, hopefully it’ll stop her going on about calling our
daughter Ella. I wouldn’t do that to my daughter, I wouldn’t name
her after a crack whore. I don’t use that term out loud so much
these days because Ana hates it, but there’s no escaping that’s
what she was. A drug addict who funded her addiction by
prostituting herself. Not a great role model for my daughter to
aspire to. Phoebe Grace would be a perfect name, or I wouldn't mind
Phoebe Carla instead if Ana preferred. But not Ella.

Ana is far more relaxed and laid back
with Teddy, and says I worry too much, but I can't help it. She
seems to be able to tell instinctively when he cries whether he’s
really hurt or not, but I never take any chances and go to him
straight away. 

So when I hear him crying after
Taylor’s daughter Sophie has taken him for a walk, I'm on my feet
in seconds to find them. Ana just follows up behind smiling, as I
discover the cause of Ted’s anguish is a dropped popsicle. When
you’re only two, I guess that is a major tragedy. Ana manages to
quickly distract him and stop his tears, as she always does
somehow.

“You're so good with him,”
I smile at her.

“This
little one?” She ruffles his hair in the same way she likes to
ruffle mine. “It’s only because I have the measure of you Grey
men,” she smirks at me. So
true.

“Yes, you do, Mrs. Grey,” I
laugh back.

And so we make our way back to the
house in search of Mrs. Taylor, as Gail is now, to find a
replacement popsicle for Teddy. We swing him between us as we walk
along which he loves, as Sophie skips ahead of us. Taylor is quite
the family man himself these days as he and Gail have settled into
their married quarters. Keeping them both happy and contented
hopefully means they’ll never leave us, because they are both
indispensable and irreplaceable.

 


~~~

 


I love reading bedtime stories to
Teddy, and I always try my hardest to be back in time to read to
him whenever I can. I’ve wanted to be there for as many of his
milestone moments as I possibly can. Taylor’s gotten used to it
now, but when Teddy was only a few weeks old, I ordered him to get
me back to our house as fast as he could. He thought something must
be wrong until I explained that Ana had rung to tell me Teddy had
just smiled for the first time, and I wanted to see this for myself
before he went back to sleep. I don’t care if Taylor thought I was
going soft in the head. You don’t ever get moments like that back
do you? And with how fast Ted has grown up already, I know I was
right.

It’s his second birthday tomorrow, and
we’re having a family party. The train set is all ready for him,
although Ana says he’ll be bored with it after two minutes. That’s
okay, because then Elliot and I can play with it. His daughter Ava
is only two months old, so he hasn’t got to play with any of the
good stuff yet.

Ana and I gaze up at the beautiful
view as the sun sinks behind the Olympic Peninsula, and I pull her
into my arms.

“It’s quite a view,” she
murmurs.

“It is,” I gaze at her when
she turns round to look at me. I kiss her soft lips. “It’s a
beautiful view. My favorite.”

“It’s home.”

I grin and kiss her again. “I love
you, Mrs. Grey.”

“I love you too, Christian.
Always.”

 


THE END
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