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Chapter One


  

The fog creeps in across the landscape outside my window, swallowing the day. It steals away the cheer of the morning sun and leaves in its place the flat gray of a chilly summer San Francisco afternoon. Maybe there’s a message in this encroaching tide of gloom, telling me I don’t have the time for staring out of windows, for pondering the meaning of life, or toying with my creative thoughts. I have this business to run, this business that is falling to pieces. Some days I see it like a child’s blocks kicked, and in slow-motion scattering in a dozen disjointed directions. Other days, I dig in and tackle the issues of inventory, purchasing and customer fulfillment, all of which require organization, which I’m lousy at. Ever since Benjamin left that is what I do with ever-increasing inefficiency.


  But this is my business, I tell myself again and again.


  A pile of invoices have yet to be recorded and three customers are screaming at me for goods I thought I shipped a week ago—then again, maybe I didn’t. And Jerry down at the warehouse tells me that shipments from Singapore and Tokyo didn’t arrive. I sent Sally downstairs to find out what happened and now the phone rings, jarring me back to reality. 


  I hesitate to answer, wishing I could crawl under the desk and hide AWOL from my world.


  “This is Dana; may I help you?”


  “Your phone has been ringing off the hook,” the caller says. I recognize the voice, and on hearing the sound of the man’s deep baritone, a warm sexual heat spreads across my belly, moving outward from within. 


  “It’s been busy, sir,” I tell him. 


  “But not too busy to answer the phone.”


  “No, sir.” It’s not part of the game to resist this man, even as the wild horses of resentment are galloping through my sane mind. I can’t leave now and this is what he wants—I must assume.


  “You’re wearing your ropes?”


  “Yes, sir,” I answer as I feel the rope bondage that confines my body pull ever-tighter around my middle, my breasts and my groin. 


  “And the tall heels, the zip skirt and the thin blouse?” he inquires. 


  “No, sir.” I stare down at the paint-stained overalls and my combat boots knowing how much he’d hate what I’m wearing. In my defense, I was running late today and these just jumped from my closet. Even my receptionist sighed with contempt seeing me so attired. “But I have them with me,” I hastily add. 


  “Then you’ll dress and meet me…”


  “But, sir, please, I really can’t, not now. I have mountains of work, customers breathing down my neck and a major crisis in the …”


  He interrupts. “You remember that warehouse the other side of Market Street?”


  “In the Mission?”


  “That’s the one.”


  “I’ll expect you in twenty minutes.”


  Impossible! I scream without sound, swallowing my words until they hit my stomach and turn it immediately sour. 


  The phone clicks off. 


  “No, I can’t go!” I say aloud to no one because no one’s in the office with me. 


  I won’t! I can’t! I’m risking too much. Every time I answer one of Sir Locksley’s calls I dig a deeper grave. Might as well climb in for good. 


  Randall Tyler, the investor with the bucks, will have my head. Locksley demands my body. What am I supposed to do? I’m owned by forces far beyond me. 


  I sit…in fact, I slump listlessly in my chair and gaze into the fog that shrouds the building. A teasing tingle of sexual mirth stirs wickedly between my legs as Locksley’s orders return to me. I want to masturbate myself to ease the anxiety, but I’m not allowed to touch myself without His permission. My fingers can hardly keep from crawling to my crotch, from digging inside the overalls. I tug at the denim, then clutch it in my fist in frustration. 


  Oh, please, stop this feeling! My head pounds, my gut is clenching, and then like a tidal wave come to bring me back to the sea, I’m ripped from my moorings, from what’s right and responsible, and set adrift. 


  I know where I’m headed; my obsession draws me and I can’t help myself.


  I move quickly to the cloak room and scramble into the clothes he wants me to wear. As I do, the persona of the dutiful submissive drapes my body. The ropes he bound me with three nights ago cut in, the reminder of his dominance, what is fierce and authoritative, what I love. He is with me every hour, and these bindings are the armor that protects me from betraying him. 


  Heels, zip skirt—zipped from hem to waist up the back along the crack of my derriere—and the sheer blouse; that’s all I need to wear, just as he ordered. 


  Before Sally returns from the warehouse, I’m gone, leaving the cardboard clock on the door pointing to 4:00 pm, when I hope I will return. Two hours, I’m giving him two hours, no more, I tell myself. But I’m on Locksley’s time now, not my own, and I haven’t a clue about when I’ll finally get back to work.


  ***


  When the heavy metal door of the warehouse slides open, Locksley pulls me in. His impressive presence looms over me—just as the authority in his voice and the power behind his commands and the desire inside his threats all pull me in to his domain. I enter his kingdom whenever I am with him. I fall at his feet. I offer my body, take pain and abuse, humiliation, drinking in all the elements of my kink with exhilarating satisfaction. Whatever he deigns to give me I gratefully receive. I’m owned by him and possessed by my own need for surrender, even under these hateful circumstances. 


  He slaps my face, stuns me off my feet and I stumble in the heels, falling to the floor. Looking up I see two other people with us, but with a bright light streaming through a bank of windows behind them, I can’t make out their faces. I nurse my wounded cheek. Although the slap really didn’t hurt that much, it effectively put me in my place. 


  “You’ve got a punishment coming from me, slave,” Locksley barks. His blonde wavy hair falls across his forehead in an unmannerly way, but he smoothes it back with an efficient brush of his hand. His features reek of a kingly charm, penetrating eyes; sharp, high cheek bones; a firm jaw that twitches when he’s tense or angry. He could step from the pages of a fashion magazine, or off the wintry slopes of St. Moritz, handsomely tanned and self-assured. He has the air of an Ivy League graduate, the kind to be born with the silver spoon, and he’s my sexual master. I know nothing of his bloodlines or his background. I can only guess, make up possible stories to explain his life, none of which are likely true. He’s probably from a background of itinerant scoundrels, lucky to look so perfect. 


  All I know for sure is that he’s had the eye of every dutiful sub in the local Bdsm scene and I’m the one he Doms, the one he loves to slap around and order to her knees, the one he loves when all the games are over. The one he takes to bed. It’s His ropes I now gladly wear. 


  “Yes, sir,” I answer his charge. As usual, the word punishment sets me off. My juices are flowing. I’m practically salivating from the word and the resulting horror I’ll feel. It’s a horror that will take me far from my miserable life into a land where I can abdicate my throne of dubious power. I’m no one, nothing but my body and my sexual response. That’s all I have to be when Locksley punishes me. 


  “We’ll take care of personal business later,” he tells his friends, deriding me with the cold scowl on his face. “You can have her now.”


  I’m to be given away. Twice before, Locksley’s made a gift of me to his friends, but that was months ago. I’d hoped that sort of thing was over. 


  He walks out and I’m left with the two strangers, a man and woman I assume are husband and wife, although I have no way of knowing this for sure. 


  As the man steps forward into the light, I see that he’s dressed in a gray suit. His hair is dark and curly, short and neatly trimmed. There’s a haughty glimmer in his eyes as they peer from a flat and otherwise unremarkable face. The woman hovers behind him, but I imagine that will not be for long. Already I sense that she’s the harsher and more punishing of the two. I read this in the subtleties of how she moves, how she stands back critically appraising me, waiting. I want to study her face, but I have no time for that. 


  “You will do everything I say,” he tells me. His voice has all the charm of a pretentious civil servant.


  “Yes, sir.” I unthinkingly respond as I’ve been trained. He moves closer still and with one hand reaches down and jerks me to my feet. At the touch of his fingers on my skin, I feel an electrical charge that moves readily to my anxious heart. Fear leaps to my throat. 


  He looks annoyed as if I’ve offended him. I’ve never seen the man before, but he seems to know me.


  His soulless black eyes meet mine and hold me in their grip, while he wraps my wrists with rope and tosses the long loose end over an iron bar above us. By his expression, I see he’s satisfied, happy to have bound me. Stepping away, he strolls around in front of me and my eyes follow each step until he finally disappears behind my back.


  His wife moves toward me looking curious and cruel. She wears a navy blue business suit with a wide collar, and four inch heels on her tiny feet. Her eyes are slightly slanted, her skin somewhat sallow. She’s of mixed race, and would appear to have inherited the hard extremes of her blended cultures. Her hair is tied back tightly off her face, hardening her femininity into elegant coldness. Her nose is long and pointed; her lips full. I’m not surprised to see her sleek fingernails polished a glossy red and gleaming like knives. 


  While the man grabs for the tail of my zipper, the woman smokes a long slim white cigarette, exhaling in my face. The smoke fills my lungs as the man rips my skirt apart. With the skirt falling to the floor, the rope bondage at my groin is immediately exposed. 


  “How gloriously evil,” the woman speaks, sounding both haughty and envious. I think she would trade places with me enjoying such a bold sexual exhibition. She stares into my eyes now with a menacing look that makes me shiver as profoundly as the gleaming knife her husband holds. The man walks about me, taunting me with the weapon, then steps to my side. 


  With the thin sharp blade he slices the sheer fabric of my blouse like tissue. A cold dampness blows across my naked breasts. My nipples tighten, becoming erect and proud, as if I’m enjoying this terrifying treatment. Already, I can feel my body betray me as my crotch begins to dampen with arousal. 


  The man is intrigued by the rope dress and how it slices my body into strange triangular patterns. His fingers trace the lines of the knotted cord. Then he pulls at the bindings so they cut ever-deeper into my flesh.


  “You prevent me from having what I want,” he says, as he runs his hand over the intricate tying job Locksley did about my crotch.


  Hearing what he has to say, I silently seethe. How could I prevent him from having what he wants? But then, isn’t that the irony of my predicament? A submissive will be blamed even for those things that are beyond their control.


  The man slides the thin blade between my skin and the rope, and turns the knife outward. Bearing down, he makes a quick, determined movement and the knife slices through the binding. Again and again he slashes at the rope until it is no more than a tangle of useless, frayed hemp. 


  My cunt is free now for him to use. 


  Prying my labia apart with his fat fingers, he releases the musty scent of my perfume. It hits my nostrils and I breathe it in, languishing in my own feral pheromones. My resistance is waning and my fear tempers as the sexual heat in me expands.


  His fingers brush along my swelling clitoris. I suck breath in again, sharply, moving my hips while my cunt shamelessly seeks his touch. 


  A snide sneer crosses his face as his hand withdraws and slaps my pussy hard, repeatedly, until it hurts and the look of lust on my face is replaced with a pained grimace. 


  The sadist pours from his being, but his wife, the evil twin, accosts me, pushing the man aside like an Amazon queen and does what he cannot do with his hand alone. She holds a quirt in her manicured fist that works my nether regions with two snapping tongues of leather. 


  My head falls back as I search myself for that place inside me where pain and desire collide. I know there is no where else for me to go now. Each stinging smack of the woman’s tool jars my poor pussy with more stinging torment. I breathe evenly, filling my lungs with the aroma of her expensive perfume and the murky smells of this old warehouse. I begin to disconnect with the pain and a flood of passion sweeps my body. Wave upon wave assaults my senses and I struggle to keep up with its relentless power. Any second I expect the sting of the quirt to knock me back to the reality of hurt and fear. But I hang on, riding wave after wave of pleasure until I can feel the orgasm lift me beyond her ability to hurt me. 


  “I think she’s cumming,” I hear a voice from beyond me. 


  I don’t wait for permission, which could be an egregious error on my part, but I can’t stop myself now.


  Like a steady surf pounding through my body, the climax crashes within.  My mouth opens and I deliver up a pained cry. 


  See how she writhes, like a spastic snake!


  See how she suffers!


  Their words swarm around me, but they are meaningless to me now. 


  “She’ll be good for the party,” is the first thing I completely comprehend when I finally return to the reality of my predicament. 


  As I do, I watch the woman snap a latex glove over her slim hand. She moves in close again, burrowing her hand in my wet crotch. Another several spasms make my pussy jolt while riding her probing hand. She seems pleased with whatever she determines about my cunt. Is this some test?


  She then moves behind me and probes my rear. I half expect her whole hand to slip inside, but then she suddenly withdraws it. 


  “Give me the probe,” she orders the man. 


  I can’t see the device she uses, but I feel every bit of force exerted in my ass. A thick dildo of some sort moves deep within my bowels and my entire rectum feels as if it will explode. 


  Again the sudden withdrawal of the rod shocks my system. I’m left to assume that this is just the start of this pair’s cruelty and this afternoon has only been an examination to see if I’m worthy for more of their cruel games. There will be a party to expose me further, where Locksley will give me away again. I hate the thought of being used like this—when all I want of my master is a man to love, a man who will steer me in the right direction and love me back. But even as I still dangle from this warehouse ceiling, I know that I will surrender to my master’s will. If it’s a party where I’ll perform next, then that is what I’ll do. I’ve taken a vow to obey him and will do as he orders. Obviously, this sort of wicked exhibition pleases the wicked sadist my master harbors in his soul and that should please me too. 


  “Too bad about the ropes,” the man chides me. “But I imagine you’ll survive without them.” He looks down. “And the clothes. I suppose, Chiani,” he speaks to his wife, “we’ll have to find something for her to wear.” 


  “Your coat,” the woman quickly decides. Then she reaches up on tiptoe and grabs the end of the rope that tethers me to the bar. I suddenly realize how much it has cut into my wrists. The ache is mean, leaving my hands feeling numb and useless—I can’t wait for her to unbind me. When she does the nerves tingle as they dance with life again. 


  I look on the ground and see my blouse in tatters. The zipper on the leather skirt is broken—Locksley will not be happy.


  To exit the building I’ll wear the man’s gray suit coat and nothing else.


  I’m escorted between the two sadists with the ill-fitting jacket hanging from my shoulders and my hand clutching the two sides to hold them together. I’m still in heels, a strange sight I’m sure. The window washers across the alley stop to stare. A bum snarls at the intrusion in his living space and a sole pedestrian does a double take as the man pushes me into the back of his black Lexus. 


  “The address,” he asks, once we pull away from the curb. 


  I tell him what he needs to know to have me back at work, but he doesn’t take the direct route. It appears that the wife has plans of her own, errands to run…the grocery store, the cleaners and the bank. We finally stop at the alley door behind the office building where the man and I climb out of the car. 


  “I’ll walk her up,” he tells his wife. 


  At least I’ll have the coat to cover me as I make my way upstairs. Sally can’t help but hear me enter, but before she can turn and catch a glimpse of my unusual attire, I’m in the cloak room rummaging about for the overalls I earlier threw on the floor. 


  The man nods when I hand him back his suit coat and he takes a long last glimpse of my naked body. I am objectified by his careful scrutiny, and feel miserably humble. But he seems satisfied with what he sees and, without saying a word, turns and exits the room.


  Alone in the tiny closet, I take a long deep breath of freedom. My body relaxes and my mind eases.  


  I wonder what Sally thinks as I hear her typing in the next room. She understands that there are mysteries about my life that I won’t talk about. She knows I’m ruled by bizarre erotic desires. In her opinion, I’m either dressed like a slut or a crazy charity case. But what’s more of her concern, she knows I’m incompetent in my job, terrified of failure and desperately seeking answers from questionable sources. 


  The floor is bare now where I threw my clothes, although I hardly have to search the coat rack to find the overalls hung neatly alongside the summer sweaters and jackets that are kept there. Sally has a sense of order that I do not. How many times has she cleaned up after me, I can’t count.


  As I dress, I imagine she’ll be wondering what I was wearing when I returned. Or maybe, that thought won’t cross her mind at all. Maybe she’ll be wondering why at five o’clock I’m finally coming back to work. Wondering why I left in the first place, without warning, when I have so much to do that I could be working nonstop until midnight. I wonder how much she resents these spontaneous absences, when I leave her alone to steer a sinking ship? 


  Once I’m dressed, I close my eyes and lean against the wall beside the door for a few extra seconds until I have my excuses in order. When I finally emerge from the closet, there’s a smile on my face to greet her wary expression. But it’s strange this time. Sally doesn’t say a word. In fact, she hardly notices me at all. I return to my job and she to counting sales receipts, as if nothing unusual has taken place. It’s just another day at the office. 




   Chapter Two


  In Seattle…


  “Colleen, are you here?” 


  She hears his voice, and pulls herself from a drowsy afternoon nap, feeling much like a lazy cat as she languidly rises enough to sit.


  Ben finds her like this, looking as if she doesn’t have the energy to even kiss him. 


  “Well, what have you been doing?”


  Her tousled red mop of hair gleams in the sunshine; so do her green eyes. The freckles across her nose make her appear impish. But she is all woman, long-legged and bustier than most dancers. She carries herself well as if she’s comfortable with herself. “I’m playing hooky from the rehearsal hall,” she says with a sunny grin.


  “Isn’t that a bad thing?” he asks her. 


  “Not really. Andy is rehearsing the men, and by the looks of their progress, he won’t be getting to my dance until ten tonight.” She shrugs. “He actually sent me home. Said I looked tired.”


  “You do.”


  “I’ve been sleeping, silly; of course, I’m tired.”


  Ben tumbles to the bed, all one-hundred and eighty pounds of muscle and manhood.  However did she land this beautiful hunk of manhood? she constantly asks herself. 


  He pulls her to him, pulls her around so she’s facing him and gently kisses her nose, while at the same time smacking her ass. His kisses her mouth and spanks her harder still, until she’s feeling the stinging heat of the smacks go far deeper than the skin. She runs her hand through his dark wavy hair and aggressively kisses him back, hoping he might prefer the kissing to the spanking. But the smacking doesn’t end.


  “Ooo, please, what did I do to deserve this?”


  “Nothing,” he says. “I just need to get my aggressions out.”


  “And always on me.”


  “I thought you liked being my whipping girl,” his brown eyes spark. “I mean if I had a naughty woman to spank, I’d spank her, but you, I just have to make up excuses.”


  She knows he’s thinking of her—the other woman in his life. But of course he won’t mention Dana’s name. He did once, but has assured her that relationship is over her. Can she believe him? She tries, she really tries. 


  Their love fest goes on. She smiles and grimaces, liking and hating the hot feel of her ass. 


  “You know you’re making my flesh burn.”


  He stops briefly to feel the heat radiating from her spanked ass. “You’re right.”


  A lovely heat pours into her loins, fanning the flames of her arousal. She wiggles in next to him. Yes, there it is, throbbing up against her thigh; his thick cock wants inside. Who is she to argue with this lust? 


  She spreads her legs as he reaches under her short red skirt. Pulling aside her panties he fingers the opening with a tenderness that makes her spasm. She’s practically humping his hand feverishly seeking more. 


  “How about you just put it in?” she purrs a little breathlessly.


  “No,” he says flatly, but not meanly, “I like to tease.”


  “And usually, I like it too, but…” Her eyes plead.


  “Shush,” he gets a little more forceful and removes his hand, smacking her ass again, this time on her bare skin, the hot, already heat-soaked skin. The burn expands, and so does her need. She’s kissing his face all over, hopefully. Her tongue laps at his lips, while her one hand moves to his crotch fishing for the zipper. 


  “Oh, please! Ben!”


  “Shush.” He’s a little more forceful. He keeps slapping her bottom, but now starts to alternately rub her randy crotch, taking hold of her inner labia and yanking them until they smart. 


  “Oh, my gawd, I think I’m going to cum!” she shouts. This is no lie.


  “You’d better not!” he warns.


  “I can’t stop.” A fiery spasm sparks inside. The warmth and the anxious need move swiftly. She’s panting hard. She can’t speak. Can’t do anything but focus on the spanking, tugging, prodding, pleasing hands. 


  When she hears the zzzzzzzzzzrup! of his zipper, her body leaps on ahead, allowing the cum to spark as soon as the head of his dick hits the door of her sex. 


  “God, yes, FUCK ME!”


  He rolls over on top, climbs on her hips, and bangs his thick meat into her wetness. 


  “YES, BABY, YES!” she screams.


  He grunts in reply, although the sound is almost lost in the noise of bedsprings rhythmically squeaking beneath them. 


  “YES, YES!”


  Like a steel spike driving into her middle, the hammering goes on. She thinks she’ll split in two, yet every time Ben thrusts, he brushes against her swollen clit caressing the tender opening and making the cum go on and on and on…


  They feel like molten metal, one joined body, embraced, battering back and forth, furious, raucous, wildly noisy, bordering on delirious as their bodies grapple with the explosive climax. 


  She thinks he’s cum, but lost track of his response while losing herself in her own. He got what he wanted and so did she. 


  “Damn this was something, huh?” she finally manages to speak, as they lie side by side. She finds his hand with hers and touches his fingers lightly, lovingly. 


  She wishes he’d say something, but he’s quiet like this after sex. He’s being calm, becoming mortal again, he would tell her if she asked why he’s so quiet. 


  She turns on her side. “You want to go to the beach? Put your feet in the sand, maybe? I’ve got some time to kill before I’m due back at the rehearsal hall.”


  He turns his head; such a serious expression. 


  “I just came back here to change my clothes. I didn’t expect you.”


  “Oh, I see. Something planned?”


  “Liam and I were going fishing tonight. Wish you could come along.”


  “Me too.” She hops up from the bed. When the longing in her heart tugs the way it does now, she changes her behavior, which changes her mood. She’s taught herself not to be a sourpuss. It’s not her style and Ben wouldn’t like it. 


  Although he’s the man she wants, she lives in constant fear of losing him. But she worries when she’s not around being afraid she’ll telegraph her insecurity to him. Maybe her friend Darlene is right, if she’s constantly feeling this way, he can’t be the right man for her. Still, she refuses to agree with her, refuses to give up on Ben. His return to San Francisco and Dana could just be a phase he needs to go through—closure, the ending the two never really had, and she’s willing to wait out the finally verdict with a comforting smile on her face. 


  Ben changes his clothes while she watches admiring every line of his body, being fascinated by the control, the adept use of his muscles. He would have made a good dancer, she often thinks. When he’s ready to leave, he kisses her on the lips.


  “You know, I was thinking of beating you,” Ben says. “Spanking didn’t seem to be enough.”


  This makes her smile. “Really?” She’s all big bright grins and dreamy eyes as she thinks of being beaten. 


  “It will be for no apparent reason.”


  “That’s what I’m here for. My bottom’s all yours.”


  “That’s what I thought.” He reaches around and gives it a firm smack. “I’ll be late.”


  “Yeah, I know. But then, I won’t be home until midnight either.”


  ***


  The night is dark; there are no stars. She can hardly see a thing, since there are no streetlights in this part of the city. But she’s secure with a man at her side. Ben seems to thrive on the loneliness of out-of-the-way places, and she goes there with him because it’s what she does to please him, to have him. She’s afraid if she refuses, he’ll move on and find another woman. 


  He pushes her into an alley where the darkness is so rich she smells it, tastes it, feels it up the back, a tingle of mystery and fear all wrapped into one. 


  My God, he’s going to beat me here! her mind screams.


  They travel much farther than she expected they would before he finally shoves her up against a cement wall. She can smell the dampness, feel it with her hands. Her head is pressed against the surface and her lips meet the concrete. She tastes that, too. 


  In one swift move he discards her dress, leaving her naked in unfamiliar surroundings. She wonders what he can see of her in his bleak, cavernous alley. Maybe his eyes adjust. Maybe hers would too, but that won’t happen. Ben slaps a blindfold over her eyes, and snaps the elastic strap around the back of her head. She’s pushed against the cement again, her arms raised and widely spread. He must have searched this neighborhood to find a place where he could tie her like he’d tie her to a St. Andrew’s cross. He says he hates the dungeon scene, too many memories. 


  They met in a public dungeon, when she was fishing for answers to her strange fantasy life. But they haven’t been back since, and the inspiration behind the locations for their sex play continues to amaze her. 


  Tonight, it’s this deserted alley, in this deserted part of town. On another night they might be under a pier where he’ll bind her to the pilings. 


  How does he know that robbers and thieves won’t be jumping out and mugging him—and her? she often wonders when they are in an especially derelict part of town. Or that the police won’t suddenly decide to prowl the neighborhood for perverts? Maybe they’ve heard about the restless warrior and his submissive woman who haunt the night with their dark sexual deeds. How does he know? Does he have second sight, instincts, hunches, or is he just lucky? Are they lucky that they haven’t been found out, pummeled to death, arrested, or at the very least stumbled on by unsuspecting passersby?


  The cool of the wall climbs into her skin with the same degree of intensity that the whip Benjamin Hunter uses laces her backside with fire. A hellish pain rises as each cut of the lash lands with more might that she expects it will. He takes such chances with her, and yet, she keeps asking for more, wanting it with a lust that is rarely satisfied. 


  The location requires that she hold her voice to low growls. The sound of his whips colliding with the air and her skin is enough sound to startle even the soused drunk. They can only hope that the neighborhood is deserted.


  She feels as if her backside is ripped apart. She knows the welts will be deep and he’ll soothe them afterwards. But for now its pure agony, agony of the body, agony of the spirit, agony of a bleeding heart that wonders why she loves this—that is until, at last, there is that wondrous transformation.


  Her pheromones fly now. She’s lifted away. Some sweet beauty lands about her like a benevolent dove. 


  “Ahhhhhhhhh, yeeesssssssssssss.” A seething sound issues from her throat. Her head thrusts back and there’s a hand at the furrow of her sex, grabbing at the crescendoing feelings and bringing them to climax. 


  Minutes later, she feels her ass cheeks pried apart by that same hand, and a thick fleshy rod thrusting its way inside her back channel. He only does asses in this mood of his, she’s learned. Hers has been taken and brutalized. The hugeness, the ferocity, draws her back to earth. This is very real, not ethereal at all, but a hard, banging, slapping, tearing sort of breach. Her mind engages again enough to worry how much her face will show the scratches from the concrete when they’re done. 


  She’s glad it doesn’t take long for him to ejaculate inside her. He presses the meat of his cumming erection just a little farther into her previously greased entrails and groans with the distinctive pleasure of a contented man as he gives the finish an extra thrust.


  When the fucking is over, they move through the alley with the swiftness of those thieves they didn’t meet. Then they are back in his car, safe. She’s dizzy with the sexy rush, thinking about the naughty thrill of what they’ve just done. 


  “Ah! Ben, you are a nasty ass!”


  “I beg to differ, you’re the one with the nasty ass. And you’ll get it again before I go to sleep.


  “Okay, you’re a brute!” she tells him. My brute, she thinks to herself.




  Chapter Three


  “Please, I’m begging you,” I’m trying so hard to sound earnest. “I can’t keep leaving work in the middle of the day. It looks bad. And I don’t get things done.” I let my eyes beg for me in hopes I’ll reach him. 


  “Looks bad to whom?” I see right off that Locksley is not impressed with my impassioned speech. 


  “I may have to end it,” I finally tell him. I can barely get this out, but I have to. 


  “If you think you can,” he haughtily replies. The expression of mirth on his face says even more than his words. “You need me and you know it, Dana.”


  “I do need you, sir, but I also need my company running smoothly. I’m not sure I can continue with this … this relationship. If there were another way…”


  “You know how the games works, what I want. That’s not going to change. I won’t settle for anything less than what you give me now, and that is access to you and your body twenty-four hours a day. I don’t use you daily. I don’t ask you to move into my life. I simply ask for the favor of advising you, containing you, beating you as you need to be beaten, that you make yourself available. If you want out, fine. But I really don’t think you do.”


  “Have you no concern for what’s going on in my life?” It all seems pointless to argue with him.


  “You own the business, you need to stand up and take charge. Don’t let your silly underlings think there’s anything wrong with the boss taking time off. You work fifty hours a week as it is, and they have the balls to complain?”


  “I have an investor. I owe him my very best, especially under the circumstances.”


  “What circumstances?”


  I haven’t told him the whole truth because I didn’t think he’d bother to listen. I’m not sure he will now, but perhaps I should give it try. “You know the master I mentioned to you when we first met.”


  “The man who left you?”


  “Yes. It wasn’t just leaving me, I pretty much kicked him out of my life. We owned the company together, in fact we still do—although at my request, he he’s not involved with it anymore. Anyway, the problem is, Benjamin ran a good deal of the business while I enjoyed the luxury of the artsy things I like to do, what I’m good at. With him gone, the last three years have been a nightmare trying to pick up the slack. He was very organized, I’m not.”


  “So, hire a manager if that’s what you need.”


  “I can’t. There’s hardly enough money to pay my receptionist.”


  “Well, then, you adapt,” he says glibly. 


  “That’s what I’ve been trying to do. I’m just not very good at it.”


  “You’re not challenging yourself enough. You have little discipline, Dana.”


  “Yes, right. I agree. And it’s hardly disciplined running off in the middle of the day with customers breathing down my neck.”


  “Oh, that’s an easy one to solve. You have Sally take over when it’s necessary, and do your work after hours—when I’m not making demands on you.”


  It is not that simple! I want to shout. But it’s really no use. The man is used to the world conforming to his desires—and I should know that. He’s a master, a sexual master, a man in charge, a self-appointed guru of life and sex and anything else you talk to him about. 


  “I could have your company running like clockwork in days.” My eyes plead my case. 


  “But you know I don’t have time. I have my own companies to run, Dana. This should be an exercise in self-control. You’re resourceful. Just takes more concentration on your part. I think some heavy pain in your sessions with me might help you learn to focus your attention better.”


  My body registers a little jolt of excitement, while my mind veers back to reality. So what has this conversation gotten me? Nothing.  


  “I need to think about it, sir.”


  “Think about what?”


  “Think about the commitment I made to you.”


  “We’re just six months into a year-long contract, Dana. I would assume that means something to you. I’d suggest you get your head on straight and spend some time planning a way to cover yourself when you’re gone from work. Delegate what you can’t do well to those who can. Just be sure to implement the plan with authority. You can’t afford for your employees to perceive you’re weak.” 


  They already do.


  “This is first rate advice, Dana, you’d be advised to take it.” He pushes himself away from the table and rises. “Perhaps it will help that I won’t be calling on you until at least the end of the next week. I’ll be in Phoenix on business. That’s what? Ten, eleven days?” It’s Monday now. “I’ll expect a full report on your progress when I return. Maybe the threat of getting soundly punished for your failings at work will be enough to spur you on.” He smiles wickedly, while his eyes contain the sexual glimmer I love. But I’m strangely unmoved this time, when normally the suggestive behavior has me creaming my panties. 


  “Yes, sir,” I stare up meekly. I have no hope of doing anything he suggests. It’s all too vague. I don’t how to manage myself. Why would I know how to manage a company as complex as my import business? After three years, I’m finally beginning to understand this about myself. I suppose I never thought about my losses when the business was booming and I could afford to let some of my customers slide. But the last few months, sales took a terrible downturn. I have this terrible feeling they are not going to rebound. 


  When I return to the office, Randall Tyler is there cooling his heels, staring out the window at the street below. The traffic is light; there’s not much to see. He whips around abruptly when the door opens. The man is small but he packs a lot of power in his five foot four frame. He glares like a beast, coldly. I find him intimidating because he’s so impeccably perfect, with flawless skin and perfect manners and precise clipped speech. While he may look worried, I know that whatever message he delivers, he’ll do so with utmost calm, and flawless diction.


  The quick flash of anger fades as he starts to speak. “Seems as if you’re away from this office more than you’re here.”


  “Oh, I don’t think so. I needed to run an errand.” I rush in and try to look busily engaged.


  “I got a call from Sandoli in New York. He was worried that you were going to miss another deadline with that fabric from Manila.”


  I’m sure my face pales while I grittily say, “I don’t think so.” Manila? Manila? I can’t even think straight. My hand is trembling so badly that I grab it with the other and pray he doesn’t see the show of tattered nerves.


  “Good.” He nods his head as if he actually buys my weak response, then with his hands behind him, he strolls around the office like a real estate appraiser making mental notes. 


  No. He doesn’t believe me; and he shouldn’t. Manila is the latest of my failings, but I won’t admit that to him. My mind swims; I can hardly think.


  Tyler finally turns to me again. “I’m beginning to think that it will be necessary for me to intervene.”


  “Intervene?”


  “Bring in someone who can help you, rather than have important business fall through the cracks. I know this company is your life; I’d hate to see you lose what you love so dearly.”


  “I can’t imagine that happening.” Right. I’ve imagined that happening every day for three years.


  “Good. I’m glad.” He’s sounding much more light-hearted. “Then I can trust that you’ll get back to Sandoli this afternoon?” 


  “Absolutely. You can be sure, as soon as I find out what’s happened to that shipment of fabric.”


  He nods again, while heading for the door. I watch him stop with his hand on the doorknob, make a half turn, then stop himself. He decides not say anything more and leaves. 


  I get the sense that he’s marking time, perhaps carefully planning my ouster. Gathering evidence. Gauging. Weighing facts. His mind is in motion making decisions that will exclude me. I’m sure of it. He could have this place running like clockwork within days. Why can’t I just let go of it and let someone else take over? I don’t know how many times I’ve asked myself this question. But I know the answer before I even think about the question. 


  ***


  Late afternoons draw me in like sultry summer country days. My mind is in Napa drinking wine, lazing in the sun eating grapes and savory pasta, shrimp on ice, olives, juicy plums and cold poached salmon. From the office windows I can’t see the mountains or the ocean, or the valley above where my heart wants to dine on drunken pleasure. My longing for those northern counties fills me with the urge to leave, as in pack up and head north; but then, this is just today’s pipe dream. Besides, I don’t have the guts to return to the valley.


  Three years ago I was last there with Benjamin, and the memories are so thick they buzz my mind like a swarm of restive bees.


  “Dana?”


  The voice is familiar, but so unexpected.


  I turn around.


  “Sir!” I can’t believe I’m seeing his towering figure at the door. “What? I-I thought you weren’t—”


  I’m totally unprepared for him… ‘I won’t be back until late next week.’


  “Is this what you do all day? Daydream? No wonder your business is in a tailspin.”


  A tailspin? Who said tailspin? Has he been talking to Tyler? No. That’s impossible. He doesn’t even know him. 


  “I was just taking a break,” I answer weakly. 


  I instinctively back up as he approaches, feeling an onslaught of energy hit me squarely in the groin. And it doesn’t stop there; the feeling is all over me, ravaging my body as if it hasn’t cum in days. His eyes and grim expression assault me. The fact that he knows me in an intimate physical ways almost annoys me. There’s something peculiar even wrong about weaving my Bdsm life with the real world of my business and that makes me nervous. I did it before with Benjamin and the results where disastrous. 


  I know what he’s after without his saying another word, and as inappropriate as it would be to indulge right now, right inside my office, that only makes the temptation greater. The strange juxtaposition of my two lives will only add a special kick that I can’t have any way else. 


  He scares me; his footsteps are all I hear. The floorboards creak like a house creaks portentously in the darkness of night. The huge sound drowns out the noises from the street below. 


  I smell him. His scent pours over me, the earthy masculine scent of breeding and seduction. As his callused hand reaches out to touch my face, I smell the aroma of his soap, soap meant to wash away the chemicals from his darkroom. An amateur photographer, he’s been developing pictures. Maybe they are of me.


  I lay my head against his open palm while I feel my heart throb with desire. He shouldn’t be here, I tell myself in an ever-repeating refrain. But how can I send him away? I need this. I need him. Five days without him and my life is coming unglued.


  I close my eyes and drink in all that he brings to me, even as I remind him, “Sally will be returning soon.”


  “Then I’ll fuck you in your office,” he answers, unconcerned.


  “Is that wise?” I look at him earnestly.


  “It’s what I want.”


  “Yes, sir.” I won’t voice any further objections, but I feel my cheeks begin to burn, my heart race and my gut clench. Nothing good can come of this, my intuition shouts at me. 


  Ignoring intuition, I pull away from him, take his hand and lead him into my office. The door closes with a firm click behind us. 


  “By the windows with your clothes off,” he says, directly. “You know how I hate those clothes.”


  Yes. It’s the Ivy League sensibility for dress, the preppy stylishness that hates my funky attire. This morning, I was in a good but queer mood, and decided to dress in my best stripped nylons, the red wrap skirt and a purple bustier that shoves my breasts into a plump cleavage. Of course, since modesty dictates that I subdue the slut look, I’ve worn a leather bomber jacket over the ensemble. I’ve been roasting in it since noon and am actually glad to be shedding it now.


  “I’m expected to be quirky,” I tell him. 


  He shakes his head. “No, you’re expected to be a professional,” he says judgmentally.


  He’s probably right. No one I know approves of how I dress. But when I’m in a mood as I’ve been today, I can feel my creative juices flowing and that’s exactly what I need. Until Locksley walked in, I felt flippantly happy.


  I move to the windows and begin to strip, while keeping my eye flirtatiously on my master’s face. 


  “Turn around; I want to see your ass,” he says. 


  I turn and continue the lengthy process of removing the bustier. The laces so tightly bind my midsection that it’s actually freeing to feel the confining garment loosened before it falls to the floor. I breathe in the essence of that moment of relief, knowing it may be my last before I finish with my master’s demands. Funny, since we spoke last, I have been questioning our relationship in my mind, feeling a determination in me to end a situation that’s only making my life more complicated. And yet, the moment I heard his voice, there wasn’t one doubt in my mind that I needed him, or any thought about ending our relationship. Not a single thought until now—and even now, it’s just a fleeting recollection. The disquiet has passed. All that is me, body, mind, heart and soul are joined together in the experience of what he brings. I want the pleasure, the long languid, loving nights in bed, the wild scenarios of humiliation and abuse, yes, even the pain that I know will come from his cruelty. 


  Most of all, right now, I desire the altered space he will create in me that will take me off this planet and into our private realm. I feel that altered space already coming to me, almost upon me as I finally remove the last of my kinky clothes, the striped stockings he hates the most, and toss them aside. 


  I face the windows and feel his eyes boring into my skin, though they go far deeper than the surface of my flesh. The back of my neck heats, as does my spine, as his eyes travel downward to my ass.


  “Put your hands on the window,” he orders.


  I do, then close my eyes and listen as the floor creaks again under the weight of his boots when he approaches. I can almost smell his breath, taste his mouth, feel his fingertips. I hope for some physical contact. But it’s not his flesh that connects with my naked body. 


  He strikes my ass with a small whip that he can use effectively in a cramped place. I cringe as the first strike merely grazes my skin, knowing what comes next. The small hurts become bigger ones as he slices my back side over and over again, punishing me, as he warned he would. My suffering begins, but I don’t dare whimper. I’m sure he approves of my restrained response since he’s not one for screaming subs. 


  I hold in and hang on as strike after strike tortures my flesh, and even when he changes implements and uses a thin whippy cane on my posterior. Oh, I have sat bare-assed on the welts before, for days after such a caning. I can already feel the marks rising on the flushed surface of my bottom. 


  “Spread your legs,” he says and I unthinkingly obey. Intuitively, I know that in seconds he’ll clip my privates with a painful message of surrender. I want his cock in me, whether it impales my cunt or reams my ass, it doesn’t matter. My emptiness breeds my desire. 


  One cut of that whippy devil laces my pubic lips and I flinch with every nerve in me seizing up. I can hardly breathe. If only I could scream. But surely Sally has returned from lunch by now, and the boys of Morris & Rainey Architectural Design next door will hear the sound.


  When my master pauses for even a second, the throbbing in my pussy expands. The heat in my belly taunts me. The cum is on me, if only—


  He continues on as I open my eyes and thoughtlessly gaze through the windows. My body is smashed against the thick glass as if I’m trying to escape, my nipples pressed against the streaky surface—I should be thankful the windows need to be cleaned and the world outside can’t see me now in this second story loft.


  “Tell me? Are you wet?” he says when he stops the assault.


  He knows I am, but wants me to show him my glistening fingers once I’ve stabbed them into my cunt and garnered the evidence of my want. 


  He sits now casually with one hip on the side of my desk, looking outrageously sexy—I’m a sucker for a man in jeans and boots—his more casual attire. He pulls off the look like a young Calvin Klein. 


  “Come here,” he says.


   I’m quick to follow the order, although this is enough of a break in the scene to have me wondering what is going on in the outer office. Does Sally even have a clue? And just now, wasn’t that the outside door I heard open and close?


  But once my master has his hands on me, I forget my fearful worries; it’s just my body and me and his open palms running over my flesh, passionately prodding, slapping lightly as a reminder of the pain on my wounded skin. I’m almost over his lap, spanking style, but this is no spanking but a prelude to sex. He gathers the wetness from my pussy and pushes three fingers into my anus. “You’re going to wear a dildo tomorrow; I want it loose enough for my fist.” He whispers so quietly, I wonder if he, too, is mindful of what’s going on beyond these walls. 


  When he finally pulls up, he thrusts me over my desk. My ass faces the door, although it’s at an angle so that even when he comes up from behind me with his organ erect, pries apart my cheeks and shoves his member against the puckering rosebud, the condition of my rosy bottom, and the impalement of my behind are clearly visible from the door. Of course, the positioning would only be important if there were someone at the door, for that someone would have a full view of me being anally fucked. I understand the risk we take, my vulnerable position; and I sense what’s bound to happen long before it does. But I can’t stop my master and I can’t stop myself.


  It’s only after the heavy breathing begins and I’m starting to groan from the fullness that expands my ass wide open, that in the back of my mind I hear the office door squeak. It takes some seconds to fully understand, then reality finally hits hard and my fears materialize. Someone is standing at the door, watching. 


  “Dana Ransom, is this how you spend your working hours?”


  Randall Tyler’s voice rings through the steamy air like a bell ringing on a rain-washed day. I jerk out of my master’s grasp, as he, too, is surprised by the intruder. While Locksley judiciously returns his cock to his jeans, I cover my body with my hands, forgetting that maybe I could use my discarded clothes more effectively to hide my nakedness. 


  “Oh, my God, I…I’m so sorry!” I shout. My mind finally engages and I go for something to cover me. 


  “Who are you to be barging in?” Locksley says in a voice of haughty command. 


  Oh, God, I wish he wouldn’t! I shrivel, ready to die before I get my striped stockings up my legs. Doom is upon me.


  “I hope Dana doesn’t think this is a suitable place for sex,” Tyler continues.


  “No, sir, I really don’t,” I jump in, as I attempt to buckle the high-heeled Maryjane on my left foot. “It was just one of those spontaneous things,” I say weakly in my defense. “After all, this is my business.”


  I think the man is about to lose this composure. He stares from me to Locksley then back at me again, searching for something to say. Apparently, we’ve left him speechless, although I doubt that will be for long. It’s like some bizarre dream. Oddly, he doesn’t say another word. Ending his piercing stare, Randall Tyler exits the room and closes the door. 


  By the time I’m completely dressed and run after him, he’s gone, and there is Sally shaking her head. I assume it’s disgust on her face, but I find it almost impossible to read her emotions. 


  “Dana,” I hear my master’s voice behind me and turn around. He nods to my open office.


  “You can’t expect me to finish now!” I whisper discreetly as I follow him back inside.


  “You let people intimidate you too easily. It’s his mistake barging in like that.”


  “He has a right to barge in.”


  “Not in my world. You knock first.” He studies my flustered face for a minute, then moves back to the door. “I’ll be needing you soon, a little assignment I think you’ll enjoy. Expect my call.” He nods and leaves me speechless. 


  I can’t believe his gall. Not a care in the world. He’s an untroubled man who glides through life oblivious to consequences, leaving me wondering why I’m so sorely lacking. 




  Chapter Four


  I’ve been so perfect the last few days that I hardly recognize myself. Everything is going smoothly at the office. Of course, I’m not caught up; that will take a couple of months yet, but I’m on the right track and things are starting to organize themselves. A little discipline. Locksley was right—that’s all it takes, a little discipline. I can hang on; I can do this—the little mantra repeats automatically and I’m soothed, at least for awhile. 


  Now, far from the office and that terror, I lie in his bed waiting. My legs slide along the silky cotton sheets—luxurious expensive sheets that smell like the out-of-doors—the man actually dries them in the wind, letting them whip with the cool morning breeze off the ocean. The tang of salt air still clings to their fibers and I float in them as if riding stretched out on the sea. 


  When Locksley comes to me, I know he’ll use me hard, and I want that. 


  My arms are stretched above my head, my wrists bound to the polished walnut headboard. My legs are splayed widely as well, chained to a spreader bar that clatters when I move my feet. I watch as my master guzzles the last of his wine, sets the glass down on the nightstand and, as naked as I am, climbs on my bound body. His organ is beautiful and half-erect, which makes me salivate with the desire to take it in my mouth and make it hard—although I have the feeling that Locksley has other ideas in mind.


  His tanned body gleams, and his muscles clench and flex like a matinee idol’s, like Tarzan’s, like Superman’s. If only I could run my hands along his hard chest, my fingers through the fuzz of tawny sun-bleached hair. 


  He sits on my groin and takes my tits in his hands, first squeezing them, then slapping them back and forth in a sustained rhythm that has them stinging hot it seconds. There’s an intense look on his chiseled features; his jaw is firmly set, but quivering just slightly as he prepares for what he’s about to do. 


  “Oh, gawd, yessssssssss,” I hiss, in response to the repeated slapping. My body attempts to thrash back and forth, although I can hardly move my groin with so much weight to hold me down. 


  He pinches my nipples, twisting the little nubs as he does. “Don’t make a sound!” he says in a steely whisper as he anticipates my agonized squeal. 


  I clamp my mouth shut tight and experience the pain as it travels deep into my belly with a rich sexual warmth. My pussy clenches, even my asshole tingles as if desirous of his titillating onslaught. Then, after so much unremitting pain, he at last releases my nipples and his fingers glide slowly, soothingly over my skin; his face looks filled with awe and is certainly not as grim as it was before. A look of surprise sometimes registers in his expression, unnerving me. What is he thinking? But I don’t dare ask. 


  I want his love. I want myself freed from my bonds so I can hold him. Beyond his great bravado, I know there is a smaller more vulnerable being inside the man. At these moments when he opens up to me, I’m not so needy. This is my chance to give back with all the love I feel for him. But we move on and I’m still bound.


  I feel the pulsing of his cock beating against my snatch, and with every throb, another spasm in my belly travels outward. Even my hands and feet tingle with sexual joy. 


  His naked hips rise slightly, he parts his legs and touches the head of his long eight inches of cock at the shaved doorway of my cunt. He took such time with me today. From my asshole to the bush of hair covering my pubic bone the flesh is now smooth as a baby’s. I’m reduced, made less womanly but more sexual—a contradiction, but true. Is this like fucking a young virgin? I wonder. Does my nakedness make me more vulnerable? It would be hard to read why my master does what he does. But I’m sure the effect is as he wants; there are no impediments, not a speck of hair to get in the way of a smooth entry into my interior. He lunges forward and I gasp:


  “OH … MY…GOD!” 


  The exclamation comes out like a bright burst of sheer wonder. My chest arches to greet him as he slowly lowers himself and we meet skin to skin. Another shiver of arousal moves wildly through me. His face dives into my neck and he lightly kisses me across the collar bone. For a moment, he rises enough to take my breasts in his hands and kiss those gently too. If only I could give back the passionate affection he gives me!


  Again, he drops down and his chest presses into mine. My legs draw up as best they can while bound, and my master begins to move, slowly at first, then with ever increasing speed, driving himself deep into my clenching, creaming, cumming hole. His every thrust speaks with passion, with devotion to our mutual pleasure. I feel his powerful need rise up all around me, swallowing me inside the shroud of his being. I want more of him, I want him deeper than I’ve ever experienced a man. I want him to drive out all the other men and masters who have taken my portal as theirs. I want this to be his alone, solely the property of my Locksley. 


  The sustained fucking always alarms me. After the first spasms of a fiery cum clench my belly tight and I finally relax, he’s still thrusting hard and I begin to feel the teasing arousal mount up again, this time a fiercer beast. Even though it takes more effort, I know I’ll cum again … soon. I feel as if my soul is in tatters, lifting into the sky toward the sun like a discarded piece of paper, ready to burn up in the heat. When the second orgasm crashes my body, I am delirious. I thrash outrageously, jerking my wrists against the fierce restraints until I feel them cutting into me. My legs thrash too, awkwardly because they are held wide by the bar. I cannot hold him when my body seeks with all its might to hold him, and my heart desires to soothe and comfort him. Is there something about me that displeases him, that even now he must keep my body from loving him back with the same sincerity, the same power, the same determination that comes from him? 


  Something I wonder, though, if I would so fervently desire to love him if I were not bound? Are my emotions just a creature of the sexual games we play? The end result of our monstrous fantasies? Is this love real, not just an act?


  I have to believe it’s real; this is all I know of love. What more could there be? 


  I have to trust that Locksley feels my love and shares it. Now if we could only complete the act of love we have begun, take it from the D/s games we play and bring it into the big wide world outside this private but narrow realm. If I were to mention this to him, I know he’d say I’m being too romantic. I should get the fancy notions of true love out of my head.


  He calls himself a pragmatist. And isn’t that just like a man?


  “I wish I could stay,” I tell Locksley as he unties the ropes that bind my hands. 


  “Hmmm, look at these,” he says. He carefully massages the indentations around my wrists. “I wonder if anyone will notice.” His blue eyes laugh, and his blonde hair is all sexily disheveled. 


  “I doubt that anyone will notice.”


  “These are deep.”  He kisses the rope burns and the wounded flesh.


  I see that they are, but I love them. “I’ll wear bracelets then, a bunch of bangles, so no one will see them. How’s that?” It’s nice, for once that he’s so concerned with how I present myself to the world outside our kink. He was, in fact, encouraged by reports of my reformed work ethic. ‘Discipline, self-discipline,’ he continues to assure me, ‘is the answer to what troubles your life.’. It’s been sweet of him to have taken such an interest. And now this. It almost feels like a real relationship. 


  “I really do have to run… be on time, remember?”


  “Then scoot,” he says, pushing off the bed, and pulling me with him to my feet. He kisses my nose and gives my ass a fierce spank that makes me giggle. After a long, deep kiss, I’m on my way. I’m dressed in minutes and out the door. 


  ***


  The old building where I work was once an enormous warehouse before Randall Tyler gutted it, remodeled the interior, and split it into four separate suites. The bulk of it is still used for Textile Trading, Inc., my company, well, at least part mine. As much as I liked Randall’s ideas for renovation, I insisted that he keep the old brick intact and some of the other elements that give the building its shabby charm. I know he hated my using the word shabby to describe the look I was after; although I assured him that shabby chic was definitely a millennium style, and far more appealing than a lot of white, plasterboard walls and low ceilings with ugly fluorescent lighting. 


  I’m feeling especially lighthearted turning the key in the lock at 8:45 am—the time I’m supposed to be in, and rarely am, at least until this week when I rolled out the ‘new’ me. The incident with Randall Tyler walking in on the middle of a hard and guttural ass-fucking was my wake-up call. I’m just waiting for him to notice how much I’ve changed; but then he hasn’t been in the office since that day.


  I think even Sally has been impressed with my change. I’ve beat her to the office all five days this week. This Friday feels like a grand triumph. I’ve finally turned the corner on the messy state of my life and begun to set things right. 


  I close the metal warehouse door behind me and move up the flight of stairs, juggling a briefcase full of papers in one hand, a coffee mug in the other, all the while my bangle of bracelets getting in the way of smoothly executing this balancing act. My thick high-heels are no picnic to walk on either, but they looked so good with the turquoise stockings and lavender mini-dress, I couldn’t resist. Yes, this is a little more outrageous than the ‘new, organized me’ would ordinarily wear. But, so what? I doubt if anyone will be stopping in today, and if so, I’ll just call it ‘casual Friday’. Locksley would approve of such an edict coming from the boss—although I did not let him see how I was dressed! Feeling so especially good about myself, there’s even a smile on my face as I enter the office. 


  But I stop short just inside the door, and my brave persona vanishes. Shock and wonder hit me like a ton of bricks. My briefcase drops from my hand; the coffee spills and I clumsily stumble back against the door to catch my balance in the heels, while the garish bracelets jangle discordantly. I can’t believe what I’m seeing. Time warp? Imagination? A dream? No, not a dream—a nightmare!


  “What the fuck?” the first words out of my mouth are blurted out before I have time to think straight. 


  “Good morning, Dana.”


  “Benjamin, what the hell are you doing here!” It’s obvious what he’s doing; he’s rifling through folders on Sally’s desk, like he might have three years ago when he actually worked here. I haven’t seen him in nearly three years and the shock to my system has my heart jumping to my throat, my stomach queasy, and on top of all that, I belch in very unladylike way.  


  I finally stand up straight, noting how the heels seem to level the playing field. He’s tall, I’m short and normally staring up into his brown eyes. His eyes look a little sadder, a little droopier than I remember. Wasn’t that what gave them their sex appeal? He reeks it now, as always, but I fend it off with a shield of emotional armor forged by memories of how we split. I’m happy to find that the fire behind my violent passion for this man has now cooled to a simmer I can hardly feel.  


  “Randall, didn’t call you?” he asks. I almost think he’s mocking me. 


  “I don’t know. I haven’t checked my messages this morning.”


  “He hired me back,” he says coolly.


  “What!” I’m so stunned that if I weren’t standing with my back supported by the closed door behind me, I’d simply wilt to the floor.


  “He said the business was in crisis, and if I didn’t show, I’d be losing what little I own. Perhaps I could help rectify things before—” he hesitates, then stops altogether. 


  “Before what?” I finally have to ask. 


  “Before Dana throws the whole blasted thing away. I think that’s what he said.”


  “What! I am not throwing the whole blasted thing away. The gall of the man.” I’m functional again, hopping mad, storming to my office, before I remember that the papers and my briefcase are strewn across the floor. I turn around, dropping to my knees to pick up the mess, fuming the entire time, red-faced and blushing like an unmasked thief. 


  I have no appreciation for sanity now, but I’m so embarrassed by the silly incident that I march into my office and slam the door. 


  After the storm of sound, there’s utter quiet in both offices. I wonder what Benjamin is doing? Should I wait him out? Should I pretend this never happened? Should I assume it’s just a bad dream from which I’ll eventually awaken? A few minutes stretch into ten, maybe twenty. Finally, there’s a knock at the door, and just like in the past, Benjamin opens it without my answering. Knocks are just a friendly warning he’d be quick to explain.


  “I don’t have time for this, Benjamin,” I say flatly.


  “You should.”


  “I don’t. I have work to do. And, no, you’re not hired back. I don’t care what Randall Tyler says.”


  “I don’t think you have any say in this, Dana,” he says. So calm. So cool. “It’s his decision; whether you like it or not, he has the power to close this place down and you know that.”


  I take a deep breath while trying to remain calm. “Well, isn’t that just swell. As far as I’m concerned, if he wants you here, I’m gone.” I rise from my seat with every intention of walking out.


  Benjamin’s eyes flash hot. “Don’t you do it, Dana!” he snarls.


  I stop in my tracks.


  “I swear, if you even try to get beyond me, I’ll blister your sorry behind.” 


  I greet this threat in the same old way—with a tingle of desire tickling that part of me that loves to be spanked. I know the threat is real. How many times have I heard that sort of warning before? 


  Still, I’m pissed.


  “Oh, no, you won’t!” I smolder. “You don’t order me around.” My hands clench into fists and it takes all the power I have not to attack him. I would pummel him into the ground if I even knew I had a chance at hurting him. 


  But then, his glare, those intensely hot brown eyes go straight inside, climbing through my body and fermenting my sexual juices. Damn him! His threatening look has the power to calm my wrath and I back down. 


  “Tyler has no right to do this without consulting me.”


  “He is a primary partner, Dana.”


  “The silent partner, Benjamin!”


  “Not when you’re ruining the company.”


  “That’s impossible. How can I ruin what I love!”


  “It’s okay to admit you’re not capable of doing the job,” he says so with a condescending air that makes me flinch. 


  “Well, aren’t you the great advisor?  And who could run it better than I could?  This is MY company!”  


  “I’m sorry. That didn’t come out right.”


  “But obviously that’s what you think, what Tyler thinks.”


  He’s rattled. I can tell. There’s a vein in his neck that tends to throb when he’s upset. Good!


  “You’re tubing the whole bloody thing, Dana. It’s about time you saw that.”


  “I suppose he mentioned the incident last Friday?”


  “Incident?” He looks at me innocently, maybe he doesn’t know.


  “Just as well,” I say, dropping the matter and relieved that I didn’t have to reveal that sordid little episode. “So what have you been doing, hanging around waiting for me fail, so you could come back and gallantly save the day? You have nothing better to do than to show up where you’re not wanted?”


  “I wouldn’t have come. But I’d just finished a consulting job and had the time to spare.” 


  “I see. And exactly what are you supposed do?”


  There a shuffling noise at the door. “He’ll be assuming the managerial role he had before.” It’s Randall Tyler speaking, cool as a cucumber, impeccable as always, suddenly there when he wasn’t there before. What is he? Some kind of magician? 


  Tyler walks in and smiles. “I thought it best, Dana, for you to get some help with some of the problematical matters at hand. He’s consulting; I’m paying him. For my agreement with you to continue, for Textile Trading to continue to use this building, he’ll be in charge until your current crisis passes and you can put some life back into this business. While Ben’s here, you can go back to your old position, which you were much more suited for. You should see this as a positive move. I could have hired someone new, but I knew that Ben knows Textile Trading better than either of us, and I don’t think that’s changed. He’s still working in the mercantile business in Seattle. It shouldn’t take too much to have him up to speed. He’s going to get a good grasp of the problems here today. He’ll return to Seattle tonight and be here ready to dig in on Monday morning. I’d suggest that you find a suitable spot for him where he can get organized.” He stares around. “In fact, you might want to offer him this office; it would seem to be the logical thing to do.”


  He knows this was Benjamin’s office before. But am I going to give it up now? Like hell I will! 


  “Now, I have lots to do today. You two can figure out the rest.” He starts to leave, but stops, and drops this little crumb, which I supposed he intended as a peace offering: “And, Dana, I know you’re a proud woman. I know this company means a lot to you. Let this work and you’ll be glad you did. And please, please, don’t let your relationship get personal again. Keep it out of the office, if you know what I mean.” He punctuates the remark with a knowing twinkle in his eye that refers directly when he saw me last. I try not to blush.


  Once Randall is gone, it takes some time before either Benjamin or I can speak. I know he’s waiting for me. I’m trying to calm, trying not to act like a fool, but my heart’s just beating too hard, and my temples throb with the ferocity of a jackhammer drilling concrete.


  I stand at my desk gazing down at the disorganization. My attempts at order now seem rather stupid; even more stupid that I believed I’d made some headway into the mess. I’m a disaster just crying out for another fuck-up, which I’m sure was about to slap me down again. 


  “I’m not giving up this office. We’ve used my old one as a storeroom. I’m sure if you move the furniture around a bit, it will work.” My voice sounds hollow and disconnected. My emotions are strangely flat as if I’m speaking from a wound I know is there but cannot identify now. 


  “Where I work is not a problem,” Benjamin says.


  I finally look him in the eye again. “And if you think you’re going back to anything resembling the relationship we had before you left, you are mistaken.”


  “I have no intention of going down that road again, Dana. Besides, the love of my life lives in Seattle. I’ll be commuting here during the week, going home on Friday afternoon, returning Monday morning.”


  I greet this news as passively as I have played out the last few minutes, although I know this line about the ‘love of his life’ will haunt me later.


  “That’s good. I just wondered, especially when you started making threats about blistering my ass,” my belly spasms as I say this, “as if you have the right to do that.”


  He gives the message some thought, then answers cryptically, “Knowing the kind of woman you are, I would still have no problem blistering your ass if your bad behavior warrants it. It would have nothing to do with a personal relationship, sex or anything else but punishing your foolishness.”


  “What do you mean, ‘knowing the kind of woman I am’?” I can feel my ire rise again. 


  “Gee, I thought if we settled anything about you, Dana, it was that a good hard spanking is often the best way, the only way, to turn a ranting woman into a sane one.”


  I should fly off the handle at this remark. At many times in my life, I would have. But I remain surprisingly cool—I’ll be pissed later. 


  “You know, if you’re going to be here, I should show you what needs to be done.” I smile. 


  We move about the office as I introduce him to all my failings with as few details as possible. I figure he’ll get the gist of the problem on his own. And if he asks Sally, she’ll give him an earful. I’m actually anxious to withdraw from the whole matter; that’s what Tyler wants; that’s what Benjamin wants; and if it weren’t for my pride, that’s what I want too. I’m sure Sally and the warehouse staff will be ecstatic to have the man back at the helm. 


  I allow myself to breathe a bit and my body warms, and some of the tightness in my chest and throbbing in my temples eases. 


  “You dress this way a lot?” he asks.


  “I was actually going to call it ‘casual Friday’.”


  He stares at me from head to toe. “It’s very you.”


  “Thank you.”


  “And I see you have a new master.”


  “What?”


  “Your wrists.”


  I realize now that the bangles that have been jangling softly behind the day’s events couldn’t sufficiently hide the marks of my early morning bondage sex, not from a man who’d know what those indentations mean without having to spend a lot of time inspecting my wrists. Wouldn’t you know on this of all days, the truth would be so plainly evident.


  “Yes. I have a master.”


  “Permanent?”


  “Yes, I think so. Going on a year.”


  His eyebrows rise, like he knows there’s more behind my explanation than I’m letting on. “Ironic, isn’t it, that you send me away for being too tough a master and then turn to someone else for the same thing?”


  “It’s not the same thing, Benjamin.”


  “I see.” I can see he’s curious.


  “How about we just leave it at that?”


  “No problem here.”


  We return to the books, which he has been carefully inspecting for the mistakes he expects to find. I’m so glad that I spent two days pouring over the records and bringing much of the accounting into order, or he’d really find a huge mess to untangle. 


  “It doesn’t look as bad as I expected it would be,” he finally comments.


  “Yes, well, what Randall didn’t know was that I’ve spent the week working on these problems. If he’d have bothered to see for himself, he might have decided that you’re really not needed here.”


  Suddenly, the emotion in me starts to rise and I hang my head, holding back the tears. No, I can’t let him see me cry. I won’t!


  “Dana.”


  I ignore him. 


  “Dana, look at me.”


  I finally do. He’ll see my anguish, but I can’t help it. 


  “Let’s just say I’m going to take the pressure off you for a while. I’m sure you haven’t had a vacation in a long time. You could probably use the rest. Don’t make this a bad thing.” 


  I try hard to accept his kindness as just that. I used to thrive on that kind of sweet sensibility; it’s very real, but I still have my pride. 


  Turning back to work, Benjamin boxes up a pile of books in my office while I look on, thinking how glad I’ll be to be rid of them.


  “I’ll probably spend the afternoon going over these,” he says. “I’ll make some notes. By Monday, I’ll have some suggestions.” He moves toward the door lugging the heavy weight of the box. “I was thinking we could talk a little over lunch, then you could take me to the warehouse.”


  “Oh, gee, Benjamin, I can’t. I-uh – have a doctor’s appointment.” We both know this is a lie, but we let it slide.


  “Okay then, I’ll just drop down there myself and look around after I get a bite.”


  “Sure. Mick will be happy to see you.”


  He moves through the door to the office across the reception area, where Sally now sits looking busy typing something; I have no idea what. I imagine she’s full of questions by now. While I look on at this unreal scene, Benjamin returns for the second box of company records and starts out. 


  “So, what’s her name?” I impulsively ask.


  He turns around. “Who?”


  “The love of your life.”


  “Colleen.”


  “Pretty name.”


  “She’s a pretty woman. A dancer.”


  “Will she be moving down with you?”


  “No, she’s busy in Seattle.”


  “Well, if you need any help moving things around over there; it’s a bit of a mess,” I say, being as conciliatory as I know how to be.


  “I’ll let you know.”


  ***


  Ben grabs a cab at the airport and arrives at the rehearsal hall just in time to find Colleen cooling down from a lengthy practice. 


  “How about cold sandwiches for dinner?” she suggests as they walk to her car.


  “Fine with me.”


  “And how did the trip go?” She stops, which forces him to do the same, and searches his eyes attempting as she does to scrutinize his heart. She’s looking for signs of wavering, signs of that sadness she sometimes associates with the messy something that happened three years ago in San Francisco. She’d kicked him out; Dana, the love of his life, the girl of his dreams, he’d called her. He never adequately told him why their relationship ended and why so disastrously. She wished she had all the juicy, meaningful details a woman wants to know about the ex. But then she’s quick to remind herself that men don’t process their relationships with the fine tooth comb that women use. 


  “She wasn’t very receptive to start,” Ben says.


  “I’ll bet she was pissed.”


  “She was. But I think by the time I left today, she was almost relieved. Maybe not that I was there, but that someone was.” They climb into her Jetta, Colleen behind the wheel and move into the nearly empty street. 


  “You said she’d screw it up,” Colleen reminds him. “But aren’t you a little sad that she did?”


  He shrugs. “I probably shouldn’t have even gone back, but I still have my money tied up in the company and I don’t want to see that disappear.”


  Colleen’s heart sinks. She fears the worst, although she can’t be sure. Was it really the money that sent him back to San Francisco? She worries that the connection between him and Dana has not been broken, not completely. Is that what she sees in his eyes, his tone of voice? There has always been something bittersweet inside his aura, a disquiet in his spirit. Is it stronger now after seeing his former submissive? She worried as soon as he accepted the job from Randall Tyler, that in returning to the company he owned and the woman he loved once, he would be taking on the past with its minefield of memories. It makes sense that they would grab him back, enclose him in Dana’s emotional drama that continued on even after he stepped away from it. Does the woman still have the power to attract and snare him now? 


  At least Ben doesn’t notice her response. And maybe she’s just being a silly female, worried for no reason. She’ll shake it off, she’ll have to, and move on as if this is the same Ben she knows and loves.


  “You wouldn’t mind if I took you to Isis’ Dungeon tonight and put you in stocks?” he abruptly asks.


  She’s a little surprised, but not at all displeased. She thinks of being bound and beaten at the club they occasionally frequent when they are in need of a really good sadomasochistic scene. This was not what she expected for their reunion, which was a quiet dinner, good sex, and a long lazy Saturday morning to remind him of the life he loves. But this would work too. The tension between them is about to explode, better this than some messy argument. That happened once, and she vowed it would not happen again. 


  “Not at all,” she answers. “I think we could both use it.” 


  “Good.” He’s already sounding hard, brutal as he’s likely to be with her tonight. She shivers with anticipation, while her sex melts warmly from belly to crotch. “You drop me off at home,” he tells her. “Get cleaned up and dress sexy, black and sexy. I want to shower myself, so I’ll pick you up about ten.”


  ***


  The first time he saw Dana she was walking her dog on the beach not far from the Presidio. He’d been running and was cooling down when he caught a glimpse of her from the corner of his eye. She was hard to miss, dressed in overalls—lime green overalls with nothing but a thin, skimpy tank top underneath—and barefoot with slave bells around one ankle. Her brown hair was in thick schoolgirl style braids. He’d learn later that her outfit was just one of the many costumes that emerged from her closet like quirky dreams. She made her own clothes from brightly colored fabrics. He’d never seen anything quite like them—or her. Her hair, her hats, her funky jewelry and the wild shoes, not to mention the goofy clothes that seemed thrown together and yet they oddly melded into a look that was right for this chic, sexy one-of-a-kind female. 


  When they struck up a conversation there was an instantaneous connection. It started with nothing but talk, which began in the morning and continued long into the night, where they revealed all their deep dark secrets, the personal things they could relate to an attentive stranger at a time when it was safe to do so, when they had nothing to lose and the ear of someone far removed from their troubled past and their lonely present. Everything was discussed in such detail that long before they got to bed, they assumed they knew everything about the other and there could be nothing to get in the way of their shared bliss. 


  While he loved her odd manner of dress, he liked her best when she was natural, all the quirky clothes shed so the simplicity of her nature would be bared for view. Otherwise, she was always hard to figure. Silly, fun, reckless, sad, impulsive, her life was one of the most completely unstructured lives he’d ever been exposed to. She ate cream soups and toast in the morning, washed her hair in beer and ran for exercise at night under the stars, then worked for hours after until she was finally too exhausted to go on. She often wore glasses that blurred her vision just so she could see the world from a different perspective, so that the sharp lines of her life would ooze together in a strange and dreamy haze.  She often slept for days, after one of her non-stop marathons. Everything centered around ‘the new creations’, her wearable art, and achieving some degree of perfection that only she clearly understood.


  Dana liked him because he was her opposite in every way. He was fixed, adamant and dictatorial by his own admission. He dressed simply, ate simply and worked regular hours. They seemed like an impossible pairing, and yet, their odd melding persisted because her changeable nature could mold easily to his wants and strange sexual desires. The fact that he expressed himself so differently when it came to sex was his one very quirky trait. It worked well for Dana, as it drew from her a few sexual peculiarities of her own she avoided mentioning to other lovers. 


  Ben Hunter reeled her right into his private kink, knowing that she would have little problem with what he’d demand of her—bondage, spanking, hard anal, even the heavier stuff like clamps, single tails and groveling submission. He never expected her to resist him; some things are simply obvious about people and Dana’s submission was one of those things.


  One night, Ben took Dana to a seedy bar in an obscure part of the city. She was wearing a black Lycra snake print dress that fit her like a second skin starting at her shoulders and ending just below her ass  In front, the dress was cut low enough to exhibit her cleavage, which was not a particularly grand show, but with her small waist and gentle hips, she gave off the air of a sex kitten with no real effort at all. Her eyes were exotic: made up with ebony liner, gray shadow and glitter on the lids. Her lips were painted hot pink. She was all over him from the moment they entered the bar, as if she wanted to fuck him without waiting for a more appropriate location. He learned later that her aggressive sexual come-on was really a mask. She was feeling shy in the sleazy bar where the patrons were mostly men and every eye followed her every move.  


  After a few drinks, she loosened up and became more flirtatious with the strangers around them, who were mostly black men listening to the music of a jazz quartet. She stared at one particularly large black man for sometime, until Ben finally noticed and ordered her to sit on the man’s lap.


  “But I’m naked underneath the dress!” she whispered her only objection. 


  “All the better,” he whispered back. “You want him, you’ll have him. Or better yet, he’ll have you.” She quivered with fearful excitement and moved toward the man, looking sheepishly apprehensive while giggling girlishly the whole way. 


  The big man radiated warmth and sexy charm with a body that hugged her small white frame as if she were some delicate porcelain doll. Ben could see the fright in her eyes as the black man appeared to swallow her whole, while mauling her flesh from ass to cunt to breasts. He saw her fear, but he also saw the unmistakable lust in her expression. When the man’s fat fingers went under her dress, and he pulled her face toward his mouth, he kissed her deeply. Ben was afraid she’d revolt as the man demanded that she kiss him back. But instead, her entire body quaked as if she was on the verge of orgasm. Turns out, she was. Minutes later, she was cumming on the man’s hand, half screaming, only half mindful of where she was. Her audience didn’t care; they were pleased to watch. 


  By then, the quartet was going home for the night, although no one else was heading for the door. Instead of closing down, the proprietor locked the entrance and put up the closed sign while there were still over a dozen of his customers inside. Considering the swiftness of that move, it looked as though it was all pre-planned.


  Dana was their whore, or more properly stated, Ben’s whore. Most just watched, but the big black man, the saxophone player and an aggressive white macho-man had their way with her. Once her orgasm was clearly finished, the black man lifted her off his lap and pushed her over a table. Her dress was riding high on her hips, uncovering her ass and showing off a pair of rounded ass cheeks that were as white as the black man’s snowy teeth. He smacked her hard until the pearly surface turned pink, then he pulled a thick black organ from his pants and fucked her cunt. His big hands clutched her pink-white ass as he lunged again and again in that steamy valley between her legs. 


  Dana was cumming again long before the black man finished. She was on a natural high, willing do anything asked of her as long as Ben remained in her line of sight; as long as she could look at him in a moment of panic or confusion and she see him watching, protectively observant. Occasionally, he even smiled, which seemed to make her entire being light up.


  The saxophone player wanted her mouth, which he used for a time. For a few seconds she resisted the organ that tapped against her bright pink lips—but then she looked at Ben and he gave her his permission. Opening wide, her tongue lapped at the smooth surface of the man’s erection, until her eager mouth sucked him inside. 


  When the black man finally pulled out of her cunt, the aggressive white guy wanted to beat Dana’s ass using his leather belt, and a smirk of angry lust broke out across his face when Ben signaled his approval. 


  Before he started, the snake print dress was tossed into a corner so Dana was naked for this exhibition except for her patent leather knee-high boots. Once again, she was dragged over a tabletop by two accommodating men in business suits. Another pair of men joined in to hold her legs while the white man doubled his leather belt and beat her ass. She started to scream, sounding terrorized, until someone’s hand reached between her legs and fiddled with her wet privates. Screams turned into moans and moans into sobs of pleasure. She was cumming madly again, just from pain and exhibition and the intoxication of the night. All combined, it was the aphrodisiac of choice for a woman who until that time knew nothing about being spanked, beaten, abused and dominated, except what images popped into her randy little head as unspeakable fantasies. The fact that Benjamin Hunter understood this about her was both amazing and a godsend. 


  There was no question during the ordeal that Ben was firmly in charge of the situation. He kept several other men away. Only the saxophone player fucked her now. Someone pawed her hair, another man stroked her bowed back; there were hands lovingly, aggressively all over her. But once the sax player finished, Ben at last stepped up and they all backed off. Dana went limp across the table, looking awkwardly splayed out with her pussy dripping a stream of cum on the Formica table. He wiped her with a couple of napkins, then picked her up in his arms, carrying her like a baby from the bar into the cool night air. His car was just two blocks down the street and once she was safely inside, she snuggled her nakedness against his warm body and, feigning sleep, remained that way all the way back to her apartment.


  “What have I done?” she asked. She looked up when they finally pulled to the curb. “My dress?”


  “I threw it in the back.” He reached around and grabbed it.


  “Did I really do all that—?”


  He smiled. “Yes, you really did.”


  “Oh, my. I would never have behaved that way if you hadn’t…” she didn’t know how to say what was on her mind. She felt it though. “I think you bring out the whore in me and I don’t think that’s good.”


  “It’s not good or bad; it’s just what is. Do you feel bad about tonight?”


  “No.” She giggled. “I loved it.”


  “Big, black dick in your cunt, a white man’s belt and the saxophone player’s prick in your mouth… none of that bothers you? Not even the dozen pairs of eyes watching?”


  Her expression was tantalizing. He wanted to read her mind, but he imagined it was too confused to be a decent story yet. 


  “I know you like giving me orders,” she finally said. “It’s all okay because I don’t have to think about it.”


  “Ah, so that’s it? That’s what made you bold, my ordering your around?”


  “Hm, maybe. It makes me all quivery inside. All I could think about was doing it for you.”


  “So, it had nothing to do with cumming a half dozen times, eh?”


  “Oh, that too. But it started with feeling like I’m yours. Does that make any sense?” She looked at him with a coy grin and cocked her head. The pink lipstick was long gone, her hair was a terrible mess and the Gothic eye makeup was smeared and worn away. Still, she looked as lovely and desirable as any woman he’d ever known. 


  “It makes lots of sense to me. Some men and women like sex roles that put them on top or on the bottom, that makes some dominate, others submit. I think it’s clear that you’re the submissive sort.”


  “Oh, I must be. But not to just anyone,” she said, worriedly. “Just you.”


  “That’s the way it should be.” He had her exactly where he wanted her as if it was a diabolical plan he’d deliberately executed; when it was really just an accident, one thing leading to the next until she was doing as she was told, while he was in control. His dreams were coming true, hopefully, hers were too. 


  A few weeks later they became not just lovers but business partners in a venture that seemed to grow successful because of his business acumen and her creative genius, and a shared interest in imported fabric. He’d already been in the import business for several years, so he was a natural in giving her what she needed to stir her creative juices. Dana thought that God had blessed her when she stumbled on Benjamin Hunter, who knew everything that she didn’t about acquiring the fabric she wanted and marketing her creations. 


  They could both shine; he ran the business, while she purchased exotic fabrics, invented clothes and created a catalog of unusual wares that struck a cord with a hip, New Age, intelligent, sort of quirky clientele—people just like her. There were far more than Ben would have ever guessed.


  Initially, Dana liked taking orders from him. When she got a little spacey, he would reel her in. Several times he actually spanked her at work for not paying attention, in private of course, which was profoundly successful in settling her agitation and clearing her head. She thrived on the reward and the sexual results, which were good for her disposition as well. 


  It all went along with the kind of sex they seemed to love the most, the kinky stuff. She’d be tied, blindfolded and gagged, her body brutally beaten and afterwards her ass reamed with his prick. It was hard sex, rough and passionately violent, until that exquisite moment when she seemed to soar far above the terrible pain. Her energy poured out like hot coals and she would be a vanquished, happy beauty when she came back to earth.


  About a year into the relationship, Ben suggested that she needed a deeper kind of discipline; he thought it was a natural, even expected, transition. But she began to balk at his gestures to exert more control—that is: she sometimes balked, while at other times, she fell into an erotic stupor, a kind of dreamy, thoughtless subspace trace that could last for days. He could demand anything—demand she strip off her clothes in the car, or at work when the employees had gone home, demand she masturbate or suck him off in the corner of a restaurant—anything and she would aimlessly obey his orders. When she wasn’t in the mood, however, there were screaming matches when he’d finally have to gag her until she settled down. Sometimes he bound her and tied her in a corner of the room until she settled down. She was like liquid sex after the fiery rage. Her spirit was content and grounded. It was just the getting to that state of surrender that became an increasing problem, especially over the third year when he upped his domination of her even more and she had more to resist.


  Most often, Dana hated when he interrupted her during some creative process, or she was doing anything where the intrusion of his demands jerked her from a pleasant task. Her mind didn’t want to change that fast. She would squirm from his grasp, or would plead for him to change his mind. Even when she knew that her attempts to circumvent his plan were futile and he could easily overpower her, she tried anyway. In time, she rarely gave in without a fight and those dreamy moments of seamless submission did not come easy. 


  Ben had an excuse for his extreme behavior. His sister had died in a car accident and he’d lost his best friend to cancer. His anger over both of these losses put him in a foul mood, for which he would eventually apologize. But his personal choice of therapy was exerting control over what he could—Dana and their business.  


  Frequently, his darker demons played out at work, where he became more tyrannical with Dana. Not everyone, just Dana. While he put a smile on his face to clients and employees, behind the scenes, he attempted to control her every act, her every thought. He expected her perfect compliance to his accounting systems. Before, she’d been lackadaisical about her efforts to conform to his ‘nitpicky’ accounting. If she felt like writing down the things she removed from inventory, she did. If she forget, she didn’t give it a second thought. He let the behavior slide for a long while, thinking it was best to give her the freedom to create without hindrances or restrictions. Her flippancy annoyed him, but he loved her so he let it pass. But when his world started to crumble, a dark and dictatorial Ben upped the ante, caning her in the coat closet if she made a mistake, even when there were clients in the outer office. She never was certain if anyone knew about these punishments, since the cane was nearly soundless and so was she. 


  Afterwards, she was terribly embarrassed; feeling sure that the truth was written in the pained grimace that flashed across her face when her sore bottom chanced to rub against a desk or doorway. Often after the office canings, Ben made her take off her panties in front of him and sit on her naked ass while she worked at her desk. If there was someone in the office who was attuned to their kink, he forced her to do it right in front of them. Those with an inside track on their relationship included most of Ben’s friends, whether they were into the Bdsm kink or not. Knowing that his friends understood the nature of their Dominant/submissive relationship generated a feral excitement in him that kept him aroused for hours. It aroused her too; but she was scared.


    The fights, the anger, the unhappy compromises soon drained them both. There seemed no safe place for them to love—only late at night, only in the wee hours when they were half asleep and too tired to argue could they briefly, almost unconsciously, come together, his cock in her cunt, and have even a taste of the loving passion they previously shared. 


  Both were at fault for the demise of their passion for each other. Both were afraid. 


  Not that Dana didn’t need to be controlled; by her own admission she did. She even did little things to bait Ben’s anger and to set him off balance, sparking the hot confrontations. She loved the fireworks that followed when he caught her misbehaving, but then, she would turn on him the instant he was prepared to extract his price. The wars were grisly, ending the same way, with a struggling Dana being subdued, bound and finally whipped, until the frenzy of hot emotion passed in them both. 


  One afternoon, they were alone in the office since their two employees had gone home for the day. The tension had ripened during the day and had reached the point that it was threatening. She’d done it again, refused to fill out his purchase form according to instructions; he was about to blow his stack. 


  Dana expected the confrontation; she wanted it. Her insides were prickly and she knew what would take place—in fact, she’d been warned before lunch that he wanted ‘to talk’. 


  When Ben finally ordered her into his office, she answered, “Just a minute,” in a sweet singsong voice that she knew would only piss him off. 


  “Right now,” he countered with his voice thundering across the empty reception area. 


  She jerked visibly. He could see her from his open door. Still, she hesitated, fooling around with papers on her desk, upping the anger in him that now so easily festered. She was trembling with scared excitement. Ready. Wanting. Afraid.


  “Dana!” his voice thundered again. 


  She turned and looked at him across the space that separated their offices. He stood at his door with the cane in his hand, ready to beat her. The look on her face was the same bewildered but wanting look that expressed her inner turmoil so well. 


  “Not today,” she finally said in a brash refusal—even she was surprised to hear the words coming from her mouth. And that wasn’t all. “I’m not submitting to that today, Benjamin,” she said haughtily. “I’m sorry if I goofed up. I’ll fix it if you like, but I’m not getting caned today. My ass is just too sore.” She turned her shoulder toward him coldly, while the hot fire in her belly crescendoed. Dana had never been this verbally daring and she knew she was walking on dangerous ground. To Ben, her revolt seemed like a calculated rebellion, not the spontaneous act of sedition it really was.


  “Really?” He looked at her dumbfounded. The declaration so took him by surprise that it looked as if he was actually going along with her. He turned, put the cane down and went back to his desk. He wasn’t even fuming, just thinking soberly about what just took place. 


  After a few torturous minutes, Dana couldn’t stand the quiet. The vile, unrelenting tension in her soared until she thought she would explode. She finally stomped across the office. 


  “What the hell are you doing anyway?” She stared at him baffled.


  “I’m giving in to you,” he stated evenly. “It’s what you want.”


  “No! It’s not what I want!” Her face was filled with terror and remorse.


  “Then what is?” he wondered.


  “I can’t believe you! You’ve been beating my ass, caning me, been hard and cruel with me for months because we both love it, and what’s this? You suddenly quit?”


  “Yeah. I quit,” he said, coldly, and in a kind of daze, as if the awful truth had just finally dawned on him. He understood the man he’d become and he didn’t like it. The transformation away from that man felt complete; there was no ache for confrontation in his bones anymore. And no anger, which was very strange. What he truly needed from Dana he wasn’t getting, and it was time to stop their vicious game. That he knew for sure.


  “What do you mean, you quit? You love the fireworks, you love this raw, nasty struggle between us. I love it too. Why do you back down now?” She looked livid, anxious, scared and still nearly in tears.


  He replied, speaking quietly, “I don’t love the fireworks, Dana. I don’t love the raw, nasty struggle. I don’t think you know what I want, probably because you have no idea what you want.”


  “Sounds like some kind of psychobabble to me,” she fumed.


  “No psychobabble. It just hit me in the gut just now. I’m not trying to mess with you, but the fact is, I don’t want the fireworks every time we turn around. I’m tired of that; bone-weary tired. I don’t want to go head-to-head with you over this small silly stuff.”


  “You don’t want a sexual submissive anymore?”


  “I didn’t say that.”


  “No? Then what do you mean?”


  “I don’t want you openly defiant anymore, Dana. I don’t want you screwing up just because you can, because it riles me. I don’t want you putting up a fight every time I try to exert control. It’s a rollercoaster I don’t want to ride anymore.”


  “What the fuck? You started this, I didn’t!”


  “I know. And I’m sorry.”


  “So, what kind of submissive do you want?”


  “One who wants to submit. Who does so graciously, willingly, like you were when we first met three years ago. I want to go deeper, really deeper; I want to take a woman to the down and dirty bottom of her submissive being. I want to own her like property, mold her as I see fit and have her take on that persona of surrender because it’s her natural being and she can’t stand not surrendering all she is to the man she loves. This may sound terribly chauvinistic, but I want a woman who will adore me, do things for me because she loves to, and will gladly submit because submission fulfills who she is as much as being a Dominant fulfills me.” 


  Her cheeks were burning by the time he finished his speech, and because she couldn’t think of anything else to say, Dana blurted out in an act of self-defense, “Well, Benjamin Hunter, you’ll never have that with me!”


  “No?”


  “No! You got what you have right here, right now. If you don’t like it, find another woman.”


  “You’re serious?”


  She thought a moment, as if she was making sure. “Yes.” She stood up to him with a firmness she’d never shown before. It was hardly like her, and she was shaking so much that she was sure he would notice. But that didn’t stop the feeling from sticking firm. 


  “And,” she started on, “as long as we’re changing things, I think we should stop working together. This is never going to work out with you making your constant demands like a little Hitler. I’m going to hate it and before long, I’m going to hate you.” She took a deep breath. “I want you to move on.”


  “Move on? You’ve got to be kidding! Who’s going to run the business?”


  “I will.”


  “You?” He stared at her incredulous.


  “Yes, me! I can do it. Why not? I want you gone. Out. I’ll do whatever I have to; buy you out if that’s what you want. You just broke things and I can’t see any way to put it back together.  This is some mess you’ve made.”  She stopped, took a breath, then finished him off: “It was getting old anyway, and you were just plain mean,” she said, sounding like an eight-year-old kid. She left his office, closed her office door behind her, and didn’t come out until sometime after he left that night.


  Ben hadn’t expected her to act this way. The change was frightening. Where was the funny, silly, quirky woman he’d known? He hadn’t seen her in weeks, maybe months. He couldn’t remember when she’d worn one of her truly kinky outfits—probably because he really didn’t like them. He’d kept her lifestyle in line with his, which ruled out a good deal of her spontaneous antics and crazy clothes.


  That night, Ben wore the issues out going over the complex tangle of struggle, of Domination, submission, and what neither one of them seemed to be getting. Maybe she was right. Maybe it was time to end their once blissful partnership. It certainly wasn’t blissful now. 


  He counted it a good thing that he could come to this conclusion.


  Give up his business, his livelihood? That wouldn’t be easy, but it would be necessary. It was too much a part of their failing relationship to try and keep it going in what would certainly become a hostile environment.  


  She could never run the business on her own; she’d run it into the ground through blatant neglect, but at that point he really didn’t care. She’d been right about one thing; he had to leave, put as much space as he could between Dana and him. Sanity. He had to preserve his sanity since he’d been on the way to crazy. Maybe stopping the war would stop her descent as well. That was the best he could hope for. 


  Still troubled, Ben slept on his conclusions and woke in the morning thinking he’d been too rash. Perhaps, they could work things out in a different way. No relationship, just work. It was possible and he was game to try—although he was not optimistic.


  But Dana wanted no part of his alternate plan. She actually had his personal things boxed up and on the receptionist’s desk when he got to the office at 8:30. She was moving into his larger office space, a smile of triumph on her face. He had the feeling that she hadn’t left that night, although she was dressed differently than she’d been the day before, in a prim black pantsuit. What fantasy life was she living in now? he worried. But she wouldn’t let him worry about her. She wouldn’t talk but to say:


  “You said you’d leave, that’s what I want. I’ll be as gracious as I can; this is still partly your business and I will be fair.”


  “Don’t worry about that,” he said. “You just find someone who can keep things going.”


  “I’ll keep things going, Benjamin. I will.”


  That was the last he’d seen of her until she stumbled in door of Textile Trading the day before as he was going through the invoices. 




  Chapter Five


  
She has the beautiful symmetry of a dancer’s body, and when it’s crudely re-configured in stocks, against a whipping post or bound to a cross, none of that diminishes her loveliness in his eyes. Torture augments her beauty; she shines as a brilliant jewel. Her eyes light up and her face becomes a remarkable palette of mesmerizing grimaces, wounded looks and peaceful letting go. He has her now bound in the pillory, his Colleen at his mercy, just as he promised.  


  On the sides of the dungeon space a dozen eyes peer from the darkness on the scene—watching, waiting. Some have seen the couple before and know what to expect.


  Colleen’s head fits through the pair of roughhewn beams, while her wrists are anchored to either side of her face in their own openings. Her slim wrists have been fitted with special cuffs that prevent her hands from getting loose. She will struggle trying to free herself, but she won’t be successful. 


  Her body below her neck is ironically free to move about, although there’s really little freedom there. He thought about securing her ankles in hobbles, keeping her high-heel-clad feet neatly locked together—the pink stilettos were a nice touch. But he knows he’ll like the look of her flailing ass and kicking feet as he whips the single tail about her rump. She’ll jump and he’ll have to order her to knock it off. Too much flailing about would be dangerous; just enough is a turn-on. 


  “I want your feet together when I start,” he whispers in her ear sounding coolly in control. Her lovely flesh is already starting to glisten with sweat. Feeling the energy behind his veiled threat, the dew at her sex gathers, strongly scented with her sexual musk. She feels her insides quaking with suspense, with want and need and a solemn prayer for what comes next.


  Then he begins. Little snaps and swishes of the terrible implement fly at erratic speeds and strike her skin in an inconsistent rhythm. Some strikes leave vicious cuts that flaw her smooth expanse. She jerks nervously, with small cries emitted like a bird’s strange caws.


  The small crowd waits breathlessly.  


  He beats her harder as the need in him works it way from his raw emotions to the calculated movements of his arm and the hand that holds the implement. Her feet begin to dance, although she tries to keep her movements to a minimum. She knows he’ll approve. Every new hit assaults the skin and radiates a warmth she can feel from the point of impact all the way to her steamy snatch. 


  If only…she thinks silently… if only he’d place his hand between my legs… He’d stoke the fire enough for her to cum. If for just an instant she could feel his fingertips gliding like melting butter across the ripeness of her clitoris, she would cum. 


  He knows her mind as well as he knows her body. How obvious she can be without using words. She rolls her hips about, and rubs her thighs together until he barks a new command. 


  “Keep those feet spread, slave!”


  Oh, how he teases her!


  Still she rolls her hips in the throes of rising desire, reaching for him, reaching for more with her sex about to lift off into paradise. 


  “Ohmygod,” she quietly vents Even her breath burns. Even her aching limbs desire. What more must she do?


  Suffer. The answer comes as natural as her arousal.


  Of course, suffer, because that is what fuels his fire.


  So she suffers for him, takes his anger and his sadistic need, though she works hard to transform both into the most glorious pleasure she has ever known. She thinks in superlatives and usually gets the results she wants. She can feel him moving closer, although he’s hardly budged an inch from his position. It is his spirit she feels swooping all about hers, destroying anything that would come between them. The blows rain down harder still—she knows this intuitively—but they no longer feel hard, or cruel, or cutting, but more like lessons in love. 


  Finally, the beating stops and he moves in behind her. 


  The room where they play is filled with voyeurs taking pleasure in their scene. They watch in awe as he lays his hand upon her back, stroking her gently, and then whispers something in her ear. They strain to know what he says, but he speaks too softly now. 


  “You’re ready to cum, aren’t you?” he asks. 


  “Uh-huh,” she answers, even as she feels the frenzied peak of her sexual ascent begin to fall away. It pains her when he denies her, and an unwanted grimace appears on her face. 


  “You want to beg?” he asks. This is said a little more loudly; because it’s something he wants the crowd to hear. 


  “Yes, sir,” she answers.


  “Then tell me what you want, Colleen.” He grabs her disheveled red curls and pulls her head back so the crowd can see her lips. 


  “I want to cum, sir, please.”


  “You must do better than that!”


  “Please, sir, if you’d be so kind, so gracious as to allow me this bit of pleasure…”


  “Then what will you do?”


  “I’ll serve you, sir, as you require, anything you desire of me I will do.”


  He lets go of her hair and gives her ass a firm smack. “You say that so easily,” he says, as if he’s planning to deny her once again, and yet after giving her bottom a squeeze, his hand slips down to where he finds the juicy warmth between her cleft. 


  One touch of his fingers, and desire flashes through her. This simple stimulation, his careful fingering is all she needs to return to that crest between her rising need and the wild orgasmic swell of completion. She’s aware that at any moment he may cruelly order her to quell her inner beast and back off, but this time he is truly kind. His fingers move a little deeper, inserting themselves into her pussy. Her inner muscles clench, she pants heavily while holding back, waiting for permission. 


  “Cum, my love,” he finally says. 


  And she’s free now. A shower of sensations rains through her body and her cumming cunt grovels shamelessly on his hand, taking every bit of pleasure he will allow. He thrusts his fingers inside her hole, feeling her response all through his body. He takes her flying for several minutes and then, with a benevolent spirit brings her back to the planet, the dungeon, the room where she is pilloried. 


  When she opens her eyes, she gazes at his face. And though a dozen people watch the two in wonder, the only one she sees is Ben. 


  “Have your ass greased and ready for later, slave,” he says, his voice colder now. 


  “Yes, sir,” she answers, understanding what that means. 


  ***


  It’s late, nearly 2:00 am when they finally find themselves in his bed and it’s now his turn for sex.


  He moves in against her from the rear, spooning her gently, although he has more in mind than just comfort. He wraps his arms around her, kisses her neck, her cheek, her ear. He blows in her ear with a hot breath that smells of the cappuccino they drank an hour ago. One hand fingers her tit and gives her nipple a terrific pinch. She yips briefly, then slides right into the feeling. The redolence of her body has his erection firm. 


  Her ass is greased and ready, just as he ordered. And now, he parts her bottom cheeks and raises one leg slightly to allow him in. His randy erection slips right through the often-tight barrier of her anus, smoothly gliding into the rear portal.


  She utters a little scream, which he silences with a simple, “Hush!”


  “Yes, sir,” she quietly answers. She’s getting dreamy now as he begins to move inside her body. 


  The deeper he thrusts, the more she seems to open, the more she draws him willingly inside. This is serving him, fulfilling the promise she made while begging for her own sexual release. She knows he’ll use her hard.


  He gathers force and speed as his momentum builds, as he holds her tightly to him so she’s locked by his strong arms and supported by the muscled chest at her back. 


  “Hmm, yes. Ohmigod, yes!” she starts to cry.


  Harder, he fucks her asshole harder. “That’s it, bitch!” he grunts.


  “Mmm, Oh, yes, yes, yes, do it hard!” her cry becomes a shout.


  He’s completely inside her now, with his cock drilling so deep that his groin is pressed against her soft ass cheeks and they feel like one body not two. She can feel his erection pulse as it thrusts. He gives her nipple a painful twist and gnaws at her neck. 


  “GAWD, YES, MORE!” She practically screams, while he groans behind her. 


  Feeling the end near, she pushes back against him. 


  “YES, YES, YES!” is all she can say, over and over, “YES, YES, YES,” until she’s almost choking on the word. 


  Ben moans deeply, while the two move in a hard unison, thrusting, grinding, shoving back and forth in a frenzied rhythm. This is not sweet lovemaking, but hard ass-fucking pleasure. 


  “Dammit!” he swears, “Dammit, bitch, yes!!” These are his only words as he cums in her ass. She feels each shooting spasm of hot spunk ejaculating deep into her entrails. 


  She is delirious now while her belly, ass and cunt are on fire. 


  For a time, after his cum has passed, they lay motionless, as if they could remain like this forever. Finally, his spent cock starts to dwindle, and as it pulls from her ass, he turns her around and pushes her face down to the head of his prick.


  She knows she’ll clean it—she prepared for this too, having washed herself carefully when they arrived home. All she tastes now is the sweetness of his cum and the slightly tinny taste of her behind. Before she finishes, he turns her around and opens her thighs. His tongue goes for her swollen clitoris, lapping it furiously until she cums again with a grateful sigh. 


  “Ohhhh, my, thank you, sir.” She sighs quietly after a long tired silence. 


  He rolls over and moves in close, whispering, “And this time you might have actually earned it.” 


  Despite their closeness, Colleen feels something distant in Ben’s demeanor. Yes, it’s exactly as she feared. Just one day with Dana Ransom, one day amid his old environs and she feels the change in him already. It would never show on the surface, but at moments like this, Colleen goes deeper than the skin, than flesh and bones, to the essence of the man inside his heart. So bittersweet is the longing that comes with a true love lost. Dana was his true love and now he’s gone back to her. 


  She can’t forget that fact. As an interloper arriving just when the tempestuous relationship fell apart three years before, the sensible redhead knows what was staring her in the face the moment she laid her eyes on him at the airport. It will only be a matter of time before that old connection renews, if it hasn’t already. Oh, he’ll deny it; he’ll probably get angry with her if she raises the issue. He might even beat her for doubting him. Ben is a loyal man and will attempt to be loyal to her to the finish. But for just a few seconds in this open-hearted moment of sexual aftermath, she can feel the whisper of a change. It’s real, not something she imagines.


  “You’re ready for sleep?” she asks. Of course he is; he’s almost snoring now. But she wants to hear his voice. 


  “Yeah, I’m tired. It’s been a long day.”


  “But a good night,” she adds.


  “Yes, you’re right, a very good night.” He holds her as he drifts off, and when it’s time for her to sleep, she slips from his grasp and snuggles in with her bottom against his hip. They are still joined for now.




  Chapter Six


  It seems hotter than it should be this time of the year, but home is cool, the air still. After my terrible day, I might be able to think here. But first I’ll cry. 


  I’ll cry to get rid of the tension, cry to banish my raw emotions, cry for the memory of what I lost, cry for the broken hope. 


  Jeezus! How am I doing to stand it day after day with Benjamin Hunter! 


  With my tears finally over, I go to the kitchen and grab some pretzels, a hunk of cheese and a can of Coke from the fridge. Plopping down on my living room sofa, I ponder the meaning of life and impossible things like Benjamin Hunter returning to what I thought was my sacred domain. 


  He came back. That’s almost impossible to believe. I should be angrier than I am, but there’s an odd calm about me now that the tears are over. Relief. I think I feel relief; I should. After all, he’s going to be my savior at work. I need the help, and dammit, Tyler was right, he’s the best one for the job. 


  But there’s a terrible feeling in my belly—been there for several hours. It must be the memories colliding there, and what better place than the heart of my sex where we related so well. 


  I lay back against the sofa pillows; they’re smooth and cool against my hot skin. Yes, I muse to myself, it’s only natural that I need to get off now, get him out of my system, away from my thoughts, off my mind and out of my body. Yes, Benjamin Hunter, this is what I need to do! I’d shout, but the neighbors would probably hear. 


  As I hike my skirt, my fingers move in familiar territory, relishing the arousal I’ve contained all day. Of course, he can still turn me on with his muscled body, the good looks and the stare that screams his Domination. I don’t have to love him. I don’t have to want him or need him. God forbid. Of course not, Dana, don’t be stupid!


  I try to think of Locksley as I masturbate, but my mind keeps going back to Benjamin and how it used to be. 


  The memories come to me as fast as I push them away, until suddenly the scenes of my submission become all too real. I’m there even now, in one of many moments when he forced himself on me and I gave in. Giving in is what I do. 


  I remember clearly, backing off in fear, trying to push him away, but he was pushing forward as if he had a right to have me. He said I needed to be punished. He accosted me in the warehouse, came up to me from behind with his fury pouring from his being. I’d managed to slip from his hands once that day, and I knew it would be tough a second time. We were alone after hours. Alone in the warehouse—what better place? Silence crept from every corner of the building. I could hear his breath and mine. It was too late to escape, when he clamped his hand over my mouth. And maybe by then I didn’t want to be free of him.


  My heart beat heavily while a constant thud of fire throbbed between my thighs. 


  He pushed me to the concrete floor and planted his boot firmly on my back. 


  “Kiss it!” he ordered. 


  “Kiss what?” I asked. 


  He pressed down a little harder. It was difficult to breathe. My mind swam with fear but my pussy was responding nicely, just as he knew it would. 


  “My boot, the toe of my boot,” he growled. “Lick it with your tongue, kiss away the dirt, slut.” Slut spoken like a dirty word.


  My head turned enough to locate his left boot and my tongue responded while I was still trying to make up my mind if I’d obey. Licking the surface was not as distasteful as I thought it would be, although the smell of shoe polish flooded my nostrils. I tasted leather and little more. 


  “Now turn around and lift your skirt,” he said.


  The skirt was the kind that Benjamin liked best. Short. Tight. Already hiking up my hips and exposing my naked cunt. 


  Just as I was about to do as I was told, I heard some shuffling in the warehouse. Fear seemed to zap my ability to move. I was frozen stiff. Benjamin finally had to kick me to get me going again, and then I scrambled around as ordered.


  “Now back in with that hot cunt and fuck my boot,” he said. His voice was as seductive as it was cruel.


  While Benjamin’s invited guests moved in close to watch, I raised my bottom enough to search for the toe of his boot with my open crotch. He didn’t make my effort easy. He backed off a few feet and sat down on a crate, waiting while I crawled backwards on all fours. Though I didn’t see it for myself, I could sense the smirk on his face as he watched my pitiful show. But he had me, he knew he had me. He had me groveling like a little pleasure beast, needy and so wanting that I’d do anything to get myself off. Not only that, he counted on that sexual ache of mine to entertain him and his troops. After a humiliating minute, I finally found the target I was searching for. I pressed my wet pussy against the toe of his boot and ground my hips into the firmness, feeling it massage my clitoris. The results were spectacular—I was ready to cum.


  Oh, I wanted more of something inside me and that was hardly possible. A dildo, a stick, even a hand would do much better than the toe of his boot, but I let the boot suffice and hoped it would get me back in his good graces with my nasty show. Cumming, that was all I cared about, and I was drifting toward that end, ready any second to let the orgasm crash my body. 


  But no! Not this time… not with the way I bitched and moaned earlier in the day when Benjamin asked me for a blowjob in his office. Without warning—he got his revenge—he jerked the boot away, reached down and pulled me up, pushing my face into his lap. By then, he had enough cum stored up to choke me. I gave him head, while his sleazy friends looked on, and finally, after I swallowed all he had, I sat back and wiped my face. 


  “That’s better, Dana,” he said. “Now back on the floor.”


  It didn’t take long to realize what he had in mind. I was praying fervently, hoping he’d get me off, but the punishment for my earlier denial of him wasn’t over. Turning me over to his friends, he said, amusedly, “Use her; she needs it.”


  ‘Use her, she needs it.’ The words keep coming back to me, haunting me, taking me back to the warehouse and that day. As my finger rubs my clit and I poke my wet and raunchy snatch, I hear him say it again… ‘Use her, she needs it.’


  There were three of them; one with a dildo, one with a thick zucchini, the third with a fat fuck-club that’s used to open asses wide—it’s considered virtual torture, at least how I’d seen it used in a public dungeon. 


  I shrank in fear as I gazed around, but Benjamin just moved to my bowed head and pushed my face back down to the cold concrete. My lips met the surface; I couldn’t be anymore lowly bowed. While my lover, my partner, my Dom kept me immobilized with his foot, the three men crouched around me and began to work me hard. My ass and cunt were bored by the dildo, the zucchini and the fat fuck-club. I thought I’d die—but I also knew I’d eventually cum. The humiliation pained me, hot tears pouring from my eyes, yet my traitorous body urged them on. It was loving it too much to stop. 


  Very briefly, there was a moment when I struggled with their abuse, when it seemed absurd and vile. I wanted to rise up and throw them off, run screaming into the night outside. 


  Benjamin sensed the rebellion right through that damn boot and he shoved his foot against my back so I understood I’d not be going anywhere. 


  “Don’t lie to yourself, Dana,” he spit out. “You know what you want.”


  I couldn’t lie; my body wouldn’t let me. My hips rolled, I mewled low but enough so they could hear. I hoped the demonstration itself would be enough to satisfy the man. But of course, it wasn’t. Benjamin always wanted more.


  “Tell us what you want, Dana,” he said.


  I could hardly speak so I ignored the order.


  Benjamin wouldn’t have it. “Tell us, Dana, spit it out.”


  “Oh, can’t I please…” I started, but before I finished, his foot bore down so hard, I thought I’d break in two. 


  “Yes, yes, I want it!” I screamed.


  “What’d that?” Benjamin snapped. 


  “I want you to fuck me!”


  “How? How do you want to be fucked, Dana?”


  “Fucked hard, sir.”


  “In your ass, huh?”


  “Yes, in my ass!” Those hateful things gave me chills all over. I was on the verge of cumming. Both my holes were filled and the men worked them hard, thrusting their terrible tools in and out, again and again, over and over until I thought I’d die…


  Yeah, and look at me now! Back in real time, I’m doing the same thing, cumming … cumming on my juice-soaked fingers, stabbing myself with the long, hard neck of a beer bottle I’d plucked from the coffee table beside me. It’s wave after wave of orgasm, clenching, tightening, my belly heaving. I’m moaning, thrashing back and forth on my sofa, looking up through the haze of my bleary mind, expecting Benjamin to be standing over me, having taken me down below myself where my real desires lie, in wait. 


  Locksley’s never done this in the flesh, but Benjamin Hunter comes back for just one day and in my mind, it’s as if he’s never left and I belong to him. Dammit, he has the power to screw with me, as if he never stopped. 


  It wasn’t long after that night in the warehouse that we had our fatal break-up. I remember now, as the pleasure of my masturbation subsides, the weird afternoon in the office when I refused to be caned. I was so afraid of myself, so afraid of losing myself in Benjamin, of diving so deep into my reckless passions that I could never retrieve myself. Was that possible? Would that have happened? And if it had, would it have really been so bad?


  Look what I have now? Locksley. He pales next to Benjamin Hunter. 


  I was good with a lash, still am. I can take it hard. And I love what the pain brings me and what I become for a sadistic man. It’s all about sexual pleasure, isn’t it? Or is there more? My dreams, my fantasy once had me groveling in abject surrender to Benjamin Hunter. My cunt orgasms at the thought. But I ran from it every time, frightened for myself, for him, for what we might to do each other. 


  I live in my head and my feelings, in an inner world populated by too many ideas and too much emotion. I have a testy spirit; it’s hardly a gracious one. I’m quirky. I’m cute. I’m also damned demanding; every lover I’ve had has told me so. But I can be gracious and loving and a real joy—once the demons in me have their say. 


  Oh, then, I’m peaceful. Sweet as lamb. Benjamin could quell the beast in me better than anyone. But still, I sometimes wonder if maybe he created my surrendering beast to answer the dominant brute that hides inside his soul. I wonder.


  It’s been a long day. I need some rest and thankfully, it comes easily. As soon as I lay my head on the pillow, I close my eyes. I think I’ll sleep.




  Chapter Seven


  I dread going into the office, but for a different reason now. Before, it was all that work piling up on my desk that I really didn’t want to do. Now it’s the perfect order, the normalcy of routine and everything in its place. I feel as if I’ve time-traveled back to the past when the meticulous Benjamin Hunter sparked my discontent, just as he is doing now.


  I arrive on time, because he’d probably preach at me if I didn’t. I don’t want lectures. I just want to work now… to do my work, what I love. That’s all; that’s my tonic, my balm, what’s sure to soothe me. 


  Sure enough, Benjamin’s here before me with the lights on and a spirit of order emerging from where once there was chaos under my solitary reign. 


  “Did you have a good weekend?” he asks. He’s standing at my door looking like any normal man without a kink in his entire soul. That’s the problem, he so good at putting on a show. 


  “I did.”


  “Do anything special?”


  “No. I sat home and ate bonbons,” I said. He catches the sarcasm and wonders why I scoff at him. “You know, we don’t have to be gracious to each other,” I say. 


  “But why not be gracious?”


  I stare at the ceiling and bite my lip, while giving off a big, disgruntled sigh. Then my eyes go back to him. “Because I’m still not happy with your being here, and I’d rather not lie. How’s that?”


  He nods. “Okay. We’ll just agree to work without incident. For the good of the company. Being civil shouldn’t be a problem. How’s that?”


  “That works for me. Now if you don’t mind, I need the door closed and a little privacy so I can think about this new catalog. It’s long overdue.”


  “Sure.” He shrugs. Once the door is closed, I’m all alone exactly as I want to be. 


  Things go well at first, at least until after lunch. But then again, I hardly moved from my office. Benjamin did have a few questions for me, but he asked them politely, without judgment and respectfully left me to myself. 


  After lunch, it’s time for the first business meeting and everything changes. I can tell he’s trying to be diplomatic about my failed efforts at running Textile Trading, but there’s too much of something in his voice. It’s not sarcasm… maybe triumph, maybe it’s just the condescending tone—like he’s really trying to be patient with my stupidity. So what if I filed things creatively? That’s the way I live! 


  “I know exactly where everything is, Benjamin.”


  “But no one else would know.”


  “And why did that matter, huh? At least until you got here.”


  “The point is, we have to get the filing in order. I’m having Sally start on that tomorrow. I can’t quite understand why she didn’t do it in the first place.”


  “I’m sure in the first place, there are a lot of things that she should have done because I messed them up so absurdly. But the point is, now, it’s your job to clean it up. So quit trying to make me feel stupid. I’ll only get pissed.” I rise from my seat, trying to hold back the rising anger—I really don’t want to be angry. “I have work to do.” I head for the door.


  “Oh, no. Don’t go leaving now,” he barks at me. It’s enough to make me turn around.


  “And why not? If all you want to do is deride me, I’m not going to stand here and take it. Run the business any way you damn please. You did it before. I’m sure you’ll do it again just fine.”


  “I see. So we are picking up where we left off, eh?”


  I have my back to him again, and this makes me whirl around. “NO, I’M NOT!”


  “Then don’t tempt me like this.”


  “Tempt you? How would that be?”


  “I have no qualms about blistering your sorry behind if you give me cause, Dana. I think I made that clear on Friday.”


  I could be a fool and say something predictable like, you wouldn’t dare. Instead, I decide to just glare at him and hope he doesn’t read my body’s fierce desire, which is… because I’m such a friggin’ slut for it… to be over his lap again, pinned by his arm, subject to his open palm, just like it was before. With that single image a vile spasm of desire shoots through my belly. Maybe I should just offer myself to him and get it over with. It’s going to happen; isn’t it? Why would he threaten me if it weren’t on his mind too?


  The phone rings in my office at 3:30 pm. 


  “This is Dana.”


  “I hope your schedule is clear tonight.” It’s Locksley.


  “Why’s that?”


  “I’ve arranged a few things.”


  “What kind of things?”


  “What do you mean, what kind of things?” His voice rings sharply in my ear. 


  It doesn’t occur to me until now that my abrupt replies are way out of line in Locksley’s world.


  “I’m sorry. I’ve just been so busy.”


  “You usually are. But you have your work in order?” 


  “Yes, of course. Perfect order.”


  “Good. Then you’ll be fine to meet me at 9:00 tonight.” I feel a change in his mood as he thinks about what he’s planned. His voice drops with the irritation fading. “I want you fresh and sweet and surrendering, Dana. What you do best. Trust me, you’ll be knocking down the walls before the night is over.” 


  Knocking down the walls before the night’s over. I like the way that sounds. There’s something smooth and seductive in his voice. What made me love him to begin with was his easy manner of domination. He suggests, he assumes, he takes charge with so little effort—that is when he’s really on his game. And he is today. 


  Yes, dammit. I need to be taken back to my master’s world and worked hard until I scream and scream and hurt and knock down the walls…


  I’m in much better spirits after the phone call. I even have Benjamin wondering what the hell happened to take the edge off. 


  ***


  “So where are we going?” I ask my master once we’re in his car and driving off. 


  “You remember the couple I presented you to a few days ago?” Locksley asks.


  “How could I forget? The man with the blade.” A quiver of fearful excitement runs up my spine.


  He smiles. “They have a boat at the yacht club, we’ll be meeting them there.”


  “At the club or the yacht?”


  “On the boat. We’re going for a late night cruise.”


  ***


  I step gingerly to the swaying deck of the yacht with Locksley holding my hand to steady me against the unfamiliar rocking motion. The boat is most impressive; must be at least thirty feet long, maybe more. 


  I’m in full submissive gear tonight, the collar, the cuffs, even the ankle restraints were all securely locked in place by the time I exited my master’s car. I feel like both a princess and a slut, and that has always been a potent turn-on in my sex life. The idea that I could be seen by someone gives me a peculiar thrill—although viewing the near vicinity, it looks as though we’re alone. 


  I’ve told my master often that it’s not my favorite sexual sport to be given away to others, but something about tonight and the prospects ahead makes me want this scene. Maybe this is what I need to forget about Benjamin. 


  Locksley has my hands bound behind my back as soon as I catch my balance on the gently swaying deck. An honest fear rises up—what if the boat capsized now, could I survive? I certainly couldn’t swim like this. But these are not choppy seas and the night is calm, and when he pushes me into the main cabin, I feel a little safer, more protected. 


  The world about me suddenly spins. A blindfold slips over my eyes. This one is so effective that I can’t see even a streak of light around the edges. 


  I’m mad. Dammit. I wanted to see this place, get used to my surroundings; get my bearings; understand the mood.  I test the environment, listening to the sounds around me. Raucous laughter, loud talking.  Someone puts the rim of a glass against my lips and tips the liquid into my mouth.  It’s cold and tangy and tasty.  I sense that these people are all far beyond me in their fantasy. I’m afraid I won’t catch up. 


   A little panic. The boat rolls. I lose my balance and stumble back, only to have my body lifted by unseen arms… it could be Locksley’s or his wicked friend’s. I’m feeling dizzy. Have I been drugged? 


  When my mind clears, there’s still the inky cloud of darkness surrounding me. But I’m naked now, bound with heavy chains to an upright metal rack. I know this only by the feel of it, the coldness, the smoothness of the metal and my inability to move. I can barely twitch, my waist, my arms and legs, even my head feels soldered to this unseen support. 


  While it would appear I am face forward against this device, I know it’s not a typical St. Andrews cross, as there are strategically placed openings that expose my breasts, my belly and my cunt below. I’m effectively bound and still available in all the ways that matter to a sexual sadist. 


  I feel a gnawing, pinching, scraping sensation in my labia, and I realize that tender flesh is being stretched out and pulled down hard. Suddenly a hot pain rifles like gunshot through my body. I want to scream, but I’ve been gagged with a soggy wad of cloth and I can only offer up a muffled grunt.


  “Fishhooks,” a man’s voice whispers in my ear to torment me.


  Before I can react to this horrifying news, another shooting pain rips though the second pussy lip and dizziness comes over me again. I nearly faint, until I catch the strong scent of smelling salts held closely to my nose. Obviously, they want me fully cognizant for this scene. 


  I suddenly see the picture vividly in my mind of fishhooks thread through my plump sex lips and the flesh distended luridly by the dangling weights. 


  “You think she’ll take the pain?” the stranger man says. 


  “Of course, my slave will take the pain. Won’t you, love?” Locksley strokes my back and I imagine his surly, seductive smile behind those words. He leans in and kisses my lips, deformed as they are with the gag between them. Obviously, I can’t kiss back. 


  Every now and then the boat rocks as some rolling wave heaves and rises on the tide, and the weights dangling from my crotch sway with the gentle movement. They become heavier with every subtle sway, offering little chance that I can gracefully endure this torture. If I could only tell them how much I hurt, but I can’t even cry so they can see. I don’t dare move a muscle, lest I create more gnawing persecution to my tortured labia.


  Unseen fingers play with my clit, giving rise to a well-remembered sweetness that mixes with the pain and terror. My poor insubstantial clit is too small for something as mean as a fishhook, I tell myself—if I could only tell them, since the fact is obviously not apparent to them. A brutal clamp suddenly covers the bud of my clitoris, cutting deeply, and I suffer more. I scream beyond the gag, but to no avail. 


  OH DAMN, PLEASE, PLEASE. STOP THIS NOW! My silent cry goes out; I’m sure it lifts right from my soul. But the sadists hear nothing of my woe and the savage catastrophe taking place between my legs. 


  “You’ll do this, Dana.” My master’s loving voice interjects this thought—perhaps he does know how much I hurt. His hand attempts to soothe me with its gentle touch, but that is such a lame act when my whole being begs for an end to the pain. “Let it go,” he says, in a lewd seductive tone, “Let go the pain. Let it take you, my sweet slave, let it go.” He goes on and on and on, inspiring me to try my best.


  But I don’t know what all this means; it’s just words, stupid, silly, pointless words. Even the tender tone of his deep voice does nothing to mend the tearing breach that rips pain through my every nerve. 


  “Let it go, Dana. Let it have you now,” he continues on, as he soothingly strokes my bottom.


  There’s no sudden change, no welcome relief. Nothing new or unusual happens. The fishhooks dangle there, the weights remain and so does the awful clamp that pains my clit until all I want to do is scream. But then, as if their evil plot is finally winning out, the horror of this agony slowly takes a very different turn. I think my flesh is going numb and yet I feel a throbbing down below that will not stop. It mimics the gentle rocking of the boat. It sends me elsewhere. My mind is reeling. I’m dizzy yet again—although there are no smelling salts this time.


  What was so fierce with pain, so demanding of my attention has diminished.  


  Even when the first strike of a flogger hits my back and my body jerks uncontrollably, I’m not shocked with pain. It’s something more. I’m rising above, letting go just as my master urged, finding everything I’d want that brings me pleasure finally taking over and my desperation ends. 


  I must in some small way communicate this fact to Locksley.  


  “That’s it, Dana,” he encourages the good feeling. “Let go, let the cum flow. Show us how much you love your suffering. Show us. It’s time for you to cum.” 


  I’m trembling so … everything in me is weak … I have no heartbeat, no mind … no tears, no cries on my silent lips… it’s all inside me, somewhere down below, perhaps. My nerves are on overload and I can do nothing but wilt. I don’t know whether I dive into the sensation or rise above it…my mind disconnects and I’m gone.


  I must have fainted, because when I awaken, there is no pain, no weights, no clamp, no fishhooks. I can move my arms, though not freely because my hands are still bound. But they are bound in front of me now. I’m gagged and blindfolded, lying on a bed somewhere inside the boat. The gentle rocking continues like the rocking motions of a baby’s cradle. There are voices, in another room perhaps, distant but still distinguishable; the voice of the man and his wife, Chiani, and Locksley’s voice.


  “You say you have two more?” I hear the man speak.


  “Yes, two in training. This one came to me virtually trained.”


  “Will the others be ready for this sort of thing? I’d be anxious to have them for a night.”


  “No, not soon,” my master answers. “And one not at all, I’m afraid. She’s not much of a pain slut.”


  “Too bad your Diana isn’t interested in such things. She would be beautiful strung up like Dana was tonight.”


  Locksley chuckles. “Wives are for one thing and slaves quite another.”


  “Unless you have a wife like Chiani.”


  “So you torture your bride?”


  “Of course she bends to my will,” he replies. 


  “But you still prefer a submissive less close to your heart,” my master notes.


  “Exactly, Master Locksley. This one of yours has a special quality, don’t you think? There are many things I can do to his pain-slave.”


  “She’s a woman who needs it hard. I almost thought we lost her tonight, but then, she did come around rather nicely?”


  My mind’s works frantically to understand what my ears strain to hear. I burn with shame and betrayal, and my head’s pounding so hard that I can’t hear them anymore. No! I don’t want to know anymore. I’m scared. I’m hurt and hot and feeling feverish with rage. I struggle uselessly, then finally grunt and groan for all I’m worth, banging my bound wrists against the hard edge of the bed.


  “What’s the matter? You’re fine, just fine.” Locksley is suddenly at my side, gently caressing my arm. All I want to do is shake him off and spit at his face—if I only could. The gag hurts. My mouth strains to talk around it but nothing comes out that means anything. I still can’t see for the damn blindfold. Oh, God, get me out of here! 


  After my struggling fails to win my freedom, I finally give up, and am left as I am until Locksley is ready to untie me and we leave. I’m calmer now, reasonably rational—at least sane enough not to do something stupid on the boat. Though as I dress, I think he can sense my anger simmering beneath my calm. Still, he doesn’t mention it. In the spirit of never airing dirty laundry in public, I find myself waiting with unexpected patience to blurt out my scathing report to the man I now hate. But as soon as we hit dry land and are far enough from the boat so the couple inside can not hear me, the violence in me explodes. 


  “You lying, fucking asshole!” I practically scream. Well, maybe the boat people can hear me, but I really don’t care. 


  “What!”


  Locksley stops walking, turns and stares at me angrily.


  “You heard me,” I seethe. “You’re a lying, conniving cheat. A wife? Two other subs? When was I going to get the truth about that?”


  “It’s your business to know what I tell you. Nothing more,” he says, defensively—he makes me want to wretch. He sees that I’m not backing down. “What did you think I did when I’m not with you, play the celibate monk?” He laughs. “I like women, submissive women, all kinds. You fit a certain style, but you’re certainly not enough to satisfy me 24/7. You’re a decent sub, an even better slut at times…” 


  My ears burn; I’m about to throw up. 


  “You fucking ass!” I rage, before he can finish. He just stares, silent now, as if he couldn’t be bothered, until I finally order him like the Domme bitch from hell—this is so unlike me, “Take me home, you traitorous bastard!”


  Never have I felt such rage. But never have I been lied to with such remarkable diligence. 


  My world is flat. Deflated like a punctured tire. He lied. He fucking lied. He talked about honesty, genuine feelings, even love, and what is he but just another guy with a good bullshit line to reel in some naïve, stupid, silly girl sub like me. Maybe the truth was all there from the start. Was that possible? Clues to the lies, a trail of erratic behaviors I should have followed? But of course I didn’t. I wasn’t looking for clues; I wanted to trust the man. I was so smitten, even when I knew he wasn’t the right man for me, I was so smitten by the promise of a master that I let myself fall for a married man with a harem of unsuspecting submissives. I wonder if they know about me. 


  You’d think someone would have told me. A mutual friend? But did we have any mutual friends? I think again; they were his friends, not mine. 


  ***


  Isn’t it weird? I see Ally from the local dungeon when I’m getting my coffee at Starbucks. 


  Ally was there the night I met Locksley and he so easily wooed me into his life. She’s a little Goth in looks, all black all the time, dark polish, dark lipstick, more piercings than I think look attractive, but she’s really pretty sweet behind all the veneer. 


  “Heard you had a blow up with Locksley,” she says.


  “Gee, word travels fact.”


  “Oh, Locks talked to Darkraven last night. I was listening in.”


  “Ah, well, you’d think someone would have told me.”


  “Told you?”


  “That he’s married.”


  “Really? I didn’t know.”


  She didn’t. She wouldn’t cover for him. 


  “How about his other subs?”


  “Well,” she cocks her head, “he’s always played a lot. But he wasn’t Domming anyone else I knew. Honest. Really, Dana. I’m sorry.”


  “Well, he was. I heard it from his lips while I was bound and tied. I assume he didn’t know I could hear the conversation. Maybe he thought I was still passed out. But I wasn’t.” 


  “Ooo, ugly! Bad Dom.” I could see that he’s going down in her little black book of ‘don’t touch him,’ Doms. “Isn’t that like these guys, who think they can fool around on a sub, and because they are in control they can walk all over a submissive’s feelings?”


  I know she’s trying to give me some solace by identifying with my pain, but there is no way it’s going to work. I tell her I have to go to work and split with my latte in hand. 


  I try to sneak into the office without Benjamin seeing me. He’d know as soon as he saw the dark lines around my eyes that I’m not feeling well. I cried enough to get over three relationships. Fact was, I wasn’t crying over Locksley. This was all about me. 


  I have no Dom now. No love. Nothing real. And I’m going to be lonely. That’s the worst part, getting lonely when you have no hope for a relationship. Shit! I slump into my desk chair and stare around at my office, purple walls, brightly colored hangings that came from Bangkok and Japan in shades of red and gold—had it done when I realized that Benjamin wouldn’t be coming back—then he comes back. This place really should perk up my depressed spirits, but I’m not ready for being jolly yet. 


  “Sorry about yesterday. I think I came on too strong.”


  I look up and see Benjamin is looking at me kindly from the doorway of my office. I feel the tears returning. Oh, please, not now! Please! I take a breath.


  “Thanks. I think this is just going to be a little awkward for a few weeks until we get used to it.” My, that came out sane and simple! I congratulate myself.


  “Well, then, let’s just start over. You do what you do best. I do what I can do, and I think we’ll both have reason to be happy.”


  “That’s a perfect plan. You always were good at that.” I even smile. 


  But then he is staring at me, not to be rude, but puzzled. I know what he’s thinking. 


  “I suppose it’s too much to ask what’s bothering you?” he finally spits it out.


  “Bothering me?”


  “C’mon, you never could hide your feelings, Dana. Even when I want to ignore what’s going on for you, I can feel it in my gut.”


  Well, nothing’s changed about that. I smile thinly. “How’s this for an explanation…” I say as my voice rises with indignant emotion, “I had a Dom, a master, until last night. But I found out he lied to me. I mean really lied, so I broke it off.”


  “Oh, wow. Irretrievable damage?”


  “Oh, my, yes. Now, Benjamin, please, if you don’t mind, my psyche’s kind of tender.”


  “Sure.”


  I think he’s going to leave, but he stops, wanting to say something else. 


  “It was the outfit more than anything, Dana.”


  The outfit? I look down, for the first time realizing what I pulled from my closet this morning. Here I’d been noting Ally’s dark clothes, and mine are dark as the night is black, like I’m in mourning…slim black pants, black knee-high boots, and a black leather bustier over a deep purple peasant blouse. The silver jewelry is sedate. Before, when we were lovers, it was a joke between us that I dressed without color when I was sad…. or lonely, or lost and frightened. All those emotions are real now.


  “I guess I haven’t changed much, have I?” I didn’t wait for his reply, but swiveled around to face the windows behind me and expect Benjamin to graciously close the door as he leaves. I let the tears run down my cheeks until I finally start work.  




  Chapter Eight


  I try to avoid Benjamin unless I absolutely have to see him for some official reason. It’s not that I’m still mad or can’t be reasonable. It’s the sex, the desire, the submission. It’s all coming back to me. Locksley was a safety valve, a place to put my sexual obsessions and a pretty effective one, I might add. But without him, everything I’ve tried to keep from thinking about Benjamin Hunter has failed. 


  I’m masturbating more than ever, with thoughts of my former master running through my sexy daydreams. He’s forever coming to the office in my fantasies and demanding my submission just the way he used to—with the same ruthless force I fought against until I finally pushed him away. If only I could have that Benjamin now, I’d do anything he asks. For the moment, my great longing is good mind-candy for a sexual episode. It gets me off and endures at least until I finally let the orgasm play through my body. 


  I see him early in the day and we speak briefly about my progress on the latest catalog. Then minutes later when I’m alone in my office, I’m pulling my dress up or my pants down right at my desk, having dangerously left the door unlocked. I go straight for my crotch, letting my hand weave its way through my silky pubic hair. I wind it around my fingers and give my sex a hard tug—enough to hurt, enough to make the desire in me leap out and claw my insides raw. I can’t fend off the desire. And the unlocked door? I think I want Benjamin to find me making out with myself. I wonder what he’d do.  


  It’s been three weeks now. I’m beginning to burn from the inside out from this feverish, unmet need. The longer it goes on, the more I suffer. I can’t have Benjamin around me. He’s all I think about and it hurts too much. I should tell him, but I don’t have the guts. Day after day, I bite my tongue in his presence; then take my fleshy, libidinous thoughts to my private space and squirm on my hands like a gluttonous slut. 


  I think he knows. I can’t be sure, but sometimes I see him looking at me with the same old eyes. These eyes are all-knowing, all over my skin, blistering me with their knowledge of my mind, my heart, my needy sexuality. Does he want it as much as I do? Isn’t that possible? And if so, why don’t we just admit it and get on with things?


  In a moment of sanity away from my masturbations, I know why we don’t get on with things. It’s all too obvious… Colleen. Oh, such a beautiful name! I imagine her either very much like me or very different. I suppose that depends on what was ruling Benjamin when he left me and moved to Seattle. Would he have found my polar opposite because he hated me, or a submissive female with insatiable desires like mine?


  I’m intensely curious about this shadowy figure who remains between us. But I’m so jealous of his affection for her, that I could easily rip her guts out.


  As we go about our mutual business, I can tell Benjamin’s trying not to rile me. 


  But, he does. He reminds me of all my flaws and wants, the loose screws, the brain-dead drunkenness of submission, a tongue that bites, a temper that pushes people to the sidelines of my existence where they will linger then leave, and the fear that creeps into my everyday madness. With him, I try to curb those leanings and be the sane, rational woman I’ve never been before. 


  I’m sure my efforts are wasted. He knows what I’m afraid of—the one person who truly does and that makes him dangerous… maybe I should find another lover. 


  But I don’t want another lover! I want Benjamin. Dammit, I want my sweet, sexy, sadist master back!


  Work gets harder to tolerate. My pace slows, something’s got to give. I know if I don’t perform…I’ll get canned. Not really canned, Tyler can’t do that, but he could replace me; he’s already taken half my responsibilities away and he’ll take away the rest. I’ve got to stop this madness or I’ll lose my work, this company, Benjamin, everything that matters! 


  ***


  I rush into the office, moving through the reception area, giving Sally a nod and then head for my office, thinking I’ve safely maneuvered my way around Benjamin. Soon as the door closes behind me, however, I realize that I’ve been trapped. 


  “What are you doing in here?”


  “Waiting for you.”


  “For me?”


  “That’s what I said.” It looks as if he’s been snooping around, looking at pictures, moving knickknacks. Some I’m sure he recognizes. There’s even a naked picture of me that Locksley’s friend took of me in the dungeon. You wouldn’t notice it’s a dungeon because the surroundings are blurred. I’m in a crouch, looking up submissively, with eyes black as coal and a hint of worry on my face. Benjamin’s staring at the picture now. 


  “What do you want?” I place my stuff on my desk. 


  “I want to know where your head’s at,” he says.


  “Gee, last time I felt for it, it was on the top of my head—under my hat.” 


  I nervously remove the black derby and toss it to the desk. My heart’s starting to pound, my stomach burn, my crotch ache. 


  This is Benjamin’s doing; he vibrates with that Dommish sort of energy that I’ve been trying to avoid. I really don’t want to avoid it now. 


  “Don’t get cute,” he says.


  “It’s part of my charm,” I smile coyly. 


  “You’ve been goofing off, Dana.”


  “What do you mean, goofing off? My work’s been getting done.”


  “No. You missed three deadlines, then told me that the printer had everything in on time.” 


  “How would you know?”


  “I know because the printer called me when he couldn’t get to you.”


  My stomach sinks. “Ouch.”


  “You have an explanation?”


  I shrug. “I don’t know. I’ve been distraught… the relationship and all, you know my master fucking up. And then you being here, I’m kinda in a tailspin, Benjamin. But it’s all getting done. Trust me.”


  “What do you do in here all day?”


  If he only knew the truth.


  “I guess it’s sort of like writer’s block—some of the time.”


  “Well, it’s sort of time to get over the writer’s block. Don’t think I can’t see what’s happening here. You can’t lie. I watch, I wait. I think you’ll snap out of it but you don’t. I’ve been patient, but I’m not patient now.”


  “I’m sorry. I’ll get to work right now. I will, I’ll pull through, I will.” Tears are streaming down my cheeks, my legs are weak with fear, and the pounding in my head and heart and crotch turns brutal. I move for my chair with an awkward lurch, hoping I can get there and be safely glued to the seat before I do something really comic like faint. 


  But Benjamin catches me in his arms and pulls me over his arm. He begins with a hard, cruel smacking on my upturned behind. The force goes right through my clothes and my bottom begins to burn within seconds. It’s not the pain, it’s the reason for it, the need for it, the mutual knowingness that this is the one method that will get me out of my doldrums. I knew he knew, but I didn’t realize it was as bad as it is. 


  His hand comes down again and again. It’s hard. It’s full of hurt. And then without seeming to miss a beat, he has my skirt up to my waist and is pelting my naked skin with the same hot fire of blows. The ache goes deep, goes very deep. Only a punishment that is deep and hard and ruthless will help me now. 


  I thrash about, not very effectively. I’m not even screaming for him to stop. I’m not sure I want him to. 


  “Spread your legs,” he finally orders, and he grabs me about the center with one long fingers inserting itself in my pussy hole. He shakes my sex hard freeing up the climax that was buried there. This is nothing like the ones I give myself. It’s the kind that restores me when all else fails. 


  My mewling cries rise into the steamy air as the torturous ending floods my body with the most beautiful sexual spasms. Still he shakes the feeling from me. I cum again, crying hard now. Tears stream down my cheeks; my emotions vent like a great tidal wave. The ending bliss lasts for minutes and when it finally dies off, I hate myself. 


  Oh, my God! How could I become so vulnerable to him again?


  I pull up fast and back away into the bookshelves, pulling down my dress to cover my bright red ass. I wipe my face with the back of my arm and try to breathe.


  “What gives you the right to do that?” I say with sob. 


  “I’m a practical man, Dana. Tell me you didn’t need it and I’ll apologize.”


  “Oh, damn you!”


  “Don’t take it personally. I’m doing it to put you back on track and nothing more. It’s the one thing I know works with you. So straighten up, get to work, or I’ll find my cane.”


  “It’s still in the closet,” I stupidly tell him.


  He stares at me incredulously. “What?”


  “Where you left it.” I’m still snuffing. 


  He probably wonders why I never destroyed it considering how I hated it. I think he knows why now. 


  “You need more? You want me to use it now?”


  “NO!”


  “Good.” He nods, pleased with himself. “It’s a new protocol, Dana. When you fuck up, this is how we solve the problem.


  He heads for the door with me speechlessly allowing him to leave. 


  I am pretty useless the rest of the day, still in shock. But I work all night and have the new catalog finished and on his desk, ready for the printer by 8:00 o’clock the next morning. 


  I am very close to giving up, as in selling out my part of the business to him and walking off to another life. It is either that, or figure out a way I can live with Benjamin Hunter in my universe. My heart of hearts knows exactly what I want. But do I even have the guts to try?




  Chapter Nine


  The feisty redhead jumps into his arms at the airport, looking fresh and fun and free of worry. It’s the balm he needs. Something satisfyingly soothing. 


  “You have me for three long days, Ben Hunter. Take me everywhere. It’s been so long since I’ve been in San Francisco.”


  “I’m going to take you to bed first,” he tells her. 


  “Oooh, yes, maybe we could just stay there all weekend long?” Her eyes light erotically. 


  “Oh, but I thought you wanted a tour of the city?” He wraps an arm around her as they walk through the terminal. 


  “Well, I changed my mind.” She smiles, her eyes glassed over. He’s never seen her like this, like she’s very sad and won’t admit it. 


  “What’s wrong?”


  “I just miss you and… well, I worry.”


  “About what?”


  “The city has lots of attractions.”


  “I invited you here, didn’t I? Because I wanted you as my main attraction. Now you’re acting strangely insecure and that’s not like you.”


  Of course, it’s not like her, but she doesn’t say anymore. 


  They lie in bed in each other’s arms for a long time. They’re naked, kissing, being close. Lovingly, longing. Then she feels the erection that was slow in coming begin to press against her leg. A moment later, he rolls her over on her back and straddles her hips. His hardness makes contact with her and she breathes in the air of his domination. 


  His hips rise slightly; he parts her sex with his hand and lets the head of his hardened prick linger at the opening of her vagina for a few teasing seconds, then he shoves forward and falls into her willingness. Her eyes close as if she’s found her heaven, all she needs. But he forces them open, saying:


  “Look at me.”


  They gaze at each other as he reaches for her hands. Holding them in his, he begins to thrust inside her body, pinning her hands on either side of her head effectively immobilizing her. He fucks her this way, staring into her eyes, thinking if he does this he won’t bring thoughts of Dana to his mind. He stares at her with dutiful persistence, while she stares back with wonder and love. 


  Ben begins to cum all too quickly for her. Something is missing in the substance of the loving they share. He falls away from her body afterwards and moves directly to her clitoris with his mouth, knowing that with a bit of patient lapping, he’ll have her crying out in a few short minutes. His tongue moves around her clit, while his fingers thrum beside it softly in a motion that he has seen her use while masturbating. 


  “Ah, yesssssssssssss,” she hisses. Her back arches with her breasts lifting upwards, seeking, filled with want. 


  How beautiful! Utterly perfect she is in his eyes, as he admires her moment of sexual climax. 


  But maybe too perfect. Too together. Too understanding and wise. He hates to think this way, because he does love Colleen dearly. 


  They lie side by side again, just as they might if they were recuperating from the wild explosion of a raunchy scene, or an hour-long feast of sex. The sex wasn’t quite like that this time, but much more subtle and respectful.  


  That’s hardly the way to have a passionate love affair.


  “It’s all coming back, isn’t it?” Colleen finally breaks the silence. 


  “What do you mean?”


  “I mean Dana.” She plays with his fingers as their hands remain lightly intertwined between them.


  “She’s poison,” he says. 


  “She’s a woman in love with you,” Colleen comes right back.


  “Aren’t you a woman in love with me?” He turns on his side and stares at her chest where the swell of her breasts rise and fall with her breath. Her dark nipples are flattened now against the surface. He runs his finger in a circle around one and sees it begin to tighten. But she stops him, turning on her side. 


  “I think I’m love with the persona, with the submission,” Colleen answers thoughtfully. “I like all of that. And I like you. But I don’t want to get in the way of your love.”


  “My love!”


  “You’ve been a haunted man ever since I’ve known you. It’s really time we stopped denying it.”


  “So, what does that mean?”


  “I don’t know, but I do know that you’re going to have to prove to me you’re over her and you can’t do that now.”


  “I am over her.”


  “But you came running back here the first chance you got?”


  “An offer I couldn’t refuse. It is my company as much as it is hers. And it was going down the tubes.”


  “Right. Yeah. I know the price Randall Tyler’s paying you for your work; it has to be Dana, that’s the hook. The man’s no fool. He reeled you in with tall tales of the company’s demise. He could have hired an accountant to take care of most of the problems, left you out of it. But just one word from him and here you are.”


  “You won’t believe me if I say it’s not Dana?”


  “No, I won’t believe you, Ben.”


  “So, why did you come then?”


  She shrugs. “To see for myself what I expected all along. It gets worse, you get more distant every time we talk, every time I see you. It’s been a month and I can see where we’re headed.”


  “And here I drift…” he sighs.


  “Go after her… do what you will with her; that’s what she wants.” Colleen says this as if she means it. She’s not only perceptive, she’s wise.


  “Don’t you understand, I’m in love with you!” 


  She laughs, melodious and sweet. How can a man be so obtuse? she thinks. Even the very good ones, the Benjamin Hunters of the world can’t see what any woman clearly can—he’s in love with Dana Ransom.


  “Listen,” she moves on his body, snaking her leg between his, “how about you have your fill of her? Do everything you want to, what you couldn’t before, but can now. And if it’s really over, I mean really over, and you have no feeling for her anymore, and your heart beats so boldly for me that you’re missing me every minute of your day… well then, come back to me in Seattle.” She gauges his reaction knowing exactly what he’ll do. “Not that I’m going to wait for you, but I may still be available.” 


  She offers him her best coquettish smile, perhaps this will make her hurt less real. But then, how could she be hurting if the man wasn’t right for her? Just like Darlene said.


  “You can’t do this!” he quickly objects. “You’re supposed to be a sweet, loving sub.”


  “Honey, I am, when I want to be. I’m really good at it too, but… I’m a pragmatic woman and I’m not about to share the man I love with a witch whose spell still spins his mind and tears apart his heart.”


  He laughs. He knows she’s right. 


  At least she can walk away thinking she’ll still have him when the time is right; it just isn’t yet time for them. After Dana. She’ll wait until after Dana, if that time ever comes.He doesn’t look as if he agrees at all, so she finally tells him, “You just think about it. Think long and hard. Do what you need to do, Ben.” He’s still deep in thought as Colleen pulls away and moves off the bed. “So, how about that tour of the city? I want to eat some really great San Francisco food. Let’s go to the wharf, some place with lots of seafood. I’m in the mood for crab.”


  He watches her as she fluffs her red curls, spreads lip-gloss over her lips and turns to find her clothes. She’s too damn perfect! he thinks silently. How come he can’t adore what is so beautifully flawless and his desire embraces instead an inconstant, imperfect woman like Dana?




  Chapter Ten


  “Don’t you ever deliberately fuck up to get me mad, Dana,” Ben tells her with his eyes flaming mad.


  “What was that?” she stares at him shocked.


  “The printer called. Good thing they have a proofreader. There were a dozen mistakes in this copy. I can’t believe you’d screw up after…”


  She rips the pages from his hand and reads through them quickly. “Oh, my God, this isn’t the final draft,” she looks up dumbfounded. “I mean the images are right. It was late, I mean 5:00 in the morning. I was so tired. I’m sorry. I’m sure the right copy is somewhere on my desk.”


  “Like anyone could find it.”


  Her desk is covered in papers and she’s about to dive in and find what they need. But before she can get even a half step in that direction, he’s pushing her himself into the office with a hand firmly holding her upper arm. Out of nowhere there’s a leather spanking paddle in his other hand and she’s sprawled over the side of the desk. He raises her skirt. Oh, how he loves the short skirts for the easy access they provide. With just a thong panty, her cheeks are suitably bared. 


  The paddle strikes with a nasty smack… She howls and kicks under his steely grasp. 


  “You’re already going to get the cane, Dana, so I’d suggest you stall your fit for that.”


  The blistering blows shoot fire though her crotch and belly; immediately stirring her sexual juices. And yet, there’s nothing sexual about his anger; it’s all righteous rage.


  “I swear I did not do it deliberately!” she tries to tell him. 


  “I really don’t care!” he comes right back. “You deserve this and a whole lot more.”
“Please, Benjamin, I’m sorry. I am. Please!”


  He starts in again and it’s harder now. But she has adjusted to the sensation and her body takes it in as any good spanked submissive does. 


  “Oh, my God…” she’s almost begging for more, lewdly swaying her reddened behind as if she’s taunting him. 


  But this is not what he wants. He wants her begging him to stop, not begging him to cum. 


  He ups the heat, criss-crossing her bottom, setting it ablaze. The color turns from pink to red, to streaked with a purple rash from blows where the paddle hits along its edge and it cuts into her skin. She’s flailing harder, in pain, just short of an all out revolt. She could run, she could wriggle from his grasp, but she stays and takes it all until she is sobbing, crying, and, finally, begging for him to stop. 


  When he puts down the paddle, he backs off quickly. No hand at her crotch to get her off. This isn’t the same as the Friday before; there’ll be no sweet sexual end. 


  THWACK!  


  The cane suddenly lands solidly against her punished bottom. It cuts the air in shreds before it does the same to her behind. 


  The brutal sting tears through her body but she only grunts and lurches forward, grabbing for the far side of the desk. She grits her teeth and hangs on, preparing for whatever absurd number the man will dish up today. 


  THWACK! THWACK! THWACK! The cuts come so fast that she can hardly catch her breath. Her sobs begin and she twists in a tortured dance. The pause just makes the next one cut worse. 


  THWACK!


  “Oh, please,” she finally moans, sounding helpless and forlorn. 


  THWACK!


  She waits for the next mean thwack, gearing up for the last half dozen, but to her surprise, he’s finished. 


  “Let’s just say that sitting on your bare ass for the rest of the day would be a very good idea, especially if you don’t want the six I decided not to give you. You got that?”


  “Yes, sir.” That term of respect sets them both back. 


  He knows he should correct her now. He’s not her sir. But he lets it slide. Old form. A memory, even if it’s not an entirely pleasant one, it does have a meaning they both understand. Who knows what’s going to happen in the relationship now, although it appears the possibilities are starting to emerge with some clarity. 


  ***


  I can feel it within him. I think he’s torn. I’m not. I know very well what I want. I know what I need and it is Benjamin Hunter. 


  In the afternoon, I march into his office. Well, maybe not march, that’s what I think about doing. I’m actually meek as a lamb when I knock on his door, and then, as is our custom, turn the knob and peek inside without waiting for a response. 


  “What is it?” he looks up and asks. 


  “Could we talk a moment?”


  “I guess.”


  I move inside where I feel less safe and less courageous. But I’m going through with it, I tell myself. I have to. 


  “I think we should start over,” I say, as I reach his desk. “I mean really start over, with things the way they should be, sort of how they used to be, but better. You on top and me your lowly, groveling sub. You can’t deny I need it.” 


  He considers my speech for some seconds, leaving me sweating this out and feeling so nervous I think I’m going to wretch. When he finally speaks, my heart is thumping so hard I can hardly hear. “No, Dana, I can’t deny you need it,” he says. “But you’re forgetting something, I already have a relationship I love.”


  “But you’re back here with me now. Why else would you return? Be honest.”


  “To protect my investment.”


  I shake my head, feeling a little more bold. I know I’m right. “You’re not being honest enough, Benjamin. You know there’s more.”


  He just stares. 


  “I’ve got you, Benjamin Hunter, you know I do. I didn’t ask you to return; you just showed up.” My body is visibly shaking now. “It’s about time you took care of the whole package.”


  “You think it would be just that easy? You seem to forget how it ended between us. It got ugly, really ugly. I’m not going  down that road again.”


  “It got ugly because it was an ugly time in your life. It brought you down, you brought me down,” I’m even surprising myself with how sane this sounds. “But you’ve changed. You changed the day you left and I wasn’t smart enough to see that. I don’t mean you changed altogether, but you have, well, a certain maturity about you. I know it would work between us now. And for me… well, if Locksley did nothing else, he pointed out the fact that I am submissive. I need the hard hand, the grimace, the nasty fucks, the pain, all that. I can’t deny it anymore than you can deny who you are.” I stop and take a breath. There’s a strange look in his eyes I don’t like. I think I got to him but the look says more than that. 


  “Dana,” he say my name so softly, I love the sound, “You need to understand that I’m in love with Colleen.”


  Oh, shit. There’s a huge pain in my chest, my heart sinks out of sight. Of course, Colleen. Damn Colleen! Dammit, dammit, dammit. But my mind is still moving ninety miles an hour… “Yes, I understand Colleen, but I’ll bet she won’t want you if you’re in love with another woman, with me.”


  He shakes his head. “But I’m not in love with you.” 


  Not in love with you…


  The words grab me hard… not in love? Like I never expected him to say that. 


  “You honestly mean that?”


  “Yes, I do,” he says evenly. I can tell he’s trying to be kind.


  “Nothing left from what we had before?”


  “Oh, I remember what we had before—very well, in fact. The love, the being in love is gone.”


  It’s starting to sink in. 


  “Oh.” I take a breath and I stare at him, gulping down tears and finally say before my voice cracks painfully, “Okay,” I start to back away. “I got it. It’s a bad idea…” I’m halfway to the door, “but, you know, maybe if you fall out of love…with her…” There I stop. I don’t want to shame myself further. “I just know that I can’t live with this, this way,” I blurt out.


  “How’s that?”


  “You have every right to spank me, and I get nothing. I guess it’s supposed to be the discipline I need.” I laugh instead of cry. “But what do I do with everything else I’m feeling?”


  “I can’t Dom you, Dana, like you want. If I need to stop the discipline, if you can discipline yourself, then maybe that would be better.”


  Of course, this is not the answer I’m looking for. Although I can’t think of anything else to say. 


  ***


  She’s always had a thing for hats, quirky colorful hats that she pulled down low to cover her ears and mask her face. There are three felt ones, a bright pink, a red and a black Derby that’s very sexy. Every time Ben sees her wearing the black Derby, he thinks of the night they fucked in the park and the Derby was all she was wearing. He had ordered her to strip down to nothing as they drove into Golden Gate park. 


  As soon as he stopped the car, she flew out the door and ran into the woods giggling, looking a bit like a fairy and certainly crazy. No one was there to see them or stop them at four in the morning. He finally tackled her to the ground out in the open, although he dragged her back into the woods and pushed her against a tree. She laughed the whole way through until she was cumming on his hand that invaded her cunt with ruthless zeal. She wasn’t silent at all, as if she wanted to attract a crowd. Thankfully, there were no crowds at that time of night.


  She was wearing the black felt Derby and nothing else. 


  “Yes, yes, gawd baby yes!” she screamed until he clamped his hand over her mouth. 


  “One more word, I’ll gag you, you hear?”


  She got the message and nodded. When he took his hand away, she continued to giggle as he pushed her down on all fours and rammed his dick in her cunt from behind. She didn’t scream again. 


  Her hats reflect her mood, but he’s never quite deciphered the code.


  He sees her every day and knows what he wants. He thinks it’s impossible for them to have a relationship; he knows by previous experience that they can’t make it work. But he thinks again and starts creating ways to make it happen. A hundred scenarios run through his mind. There’s even a doable possibility at the forefront of his thoughts, but he dismisses the idea every time it comes to mind. They can’t go down that road again, he constantly reminds himself.


  She is gorgeous. Her body is slim but not skinny, and very graceful. It moves with such ease; which she has in common with Colleen, although they wear their grace very differently. Colleen is more athletic, energized and grounded. Sometimes Dana looks as if she’ll float right off the earth, as if her physical substance will disappear like a summer fog burned away. She submerges her being in things, in outfits and behaviors, her work, her thoughts, her moods. She disappears inside personas so no one will recognize the real Dana Ransom. 


  But Ben notices her all the time. She’s hardly out of his mind for a minute. He easily replaced Colleen in his thoughts once his girlfriend was on the plane and flying back to Seattle. He feels guilty for being so fickle.


  He tried to hurt Dana with that talk about Colleen and how he loved her. He’s sure it made a dent. He hates that but he had to do it. Self defense. He knew that he could have Dana again in heartbeat; Colleen practically pushed him toward the woman. Why does he resist? he asks himself. Then he remembers how their relationship ended three years before. Yes, he tells himself, I’m doing the right thing. 


  Sally left at five o’clock. It’s nearly six now and Ben’s about to leave too, but he hears sounds coming from Dana’s office. 


  The door is closed. 


  He listens a minute as the sound becomes more distinct, although he’s still not sure. Is she crying, or is it something else? 


  He knocks. No answer. 


  He cracks the door and peers inside. Then he suddenly stands up straight and opens the door so wide that it bangs back on its hinges. His heart thumps, his cock engages. 


  On the desk, the desk still strewn with papers, wearing a black corset that binds her midriff but leaves her breasts bare, Dana’s lies half reclining. She wears short black high-heeled boots and her black derby, nothing more. One leg is bent, allowing him to see the soft curls of pubic hair trimmed to a neat Vee. Her flesh glistens with dew. While leaning back against the desk on one arm, she has a hand in her crotch masturbating, looking now as if she’s reached the point of ecstasy and is on the verge of bliss. Her fingers work with effortless precision moving around the soaked flesh, circling her clit, rubbing to the side of it and sporadically jabbing the slit between her sex lips like a small cock.


  Ben stands watching, waiting for her to notice that he is there. But she is not going to stop until she’s finished, until her raspy moans are rising in the steamy air, and her cunt clenches, and her sex juice pours out over her fingers. The sight of her is so amazing, so daringly outrageous that he is speechless. Her scent collects in the air around him and stings his nostrils with the memory of the hundred times he made her body dance with heat. He imagines her getting off to an inner music. The picture of her masturbating is so overpowering that it short-circuits any thought of interrupting the scene. Perhaps he should be angry—but then this is after hours and she has every right…


  He sees her gasp, her head falls further back—that damned Derby dropping to the floor—and her body goes rigidly taut for several seconds. Times seems to stop; she doesn’t breathe anew, but her chest reaches upward, nipples hard and firm, as if she’s engaged in some new form of prayer. Is it just his imagination, or can he actually feel her inner muscles as if they are contracting around his rising organ. He gulps the experience down like a parched castaway gulping rain. 


  When she finally finishes, her body relaxes and a few moments later, she opens her eyes and sees him. She sits up, swivels on the axis of her two ass cheeks and dangles her legs over the edge of the desk. 


  She giggles. “Oops! I lost my Derby.” She coyly covers her mouth with her hand.


  “What’s this about?” he asks—though as soon as he says that, he knows it’s a stupid question. 


  “How better can I beg?” she says. Her eyes telegraph to him the inner desires that she has stoked.


  “Beg?”


  “I knew you’d find me.”


  “What if I hadn’t?”


  “But you did.” Her sly grin could seduce a thousand men.


  “So what’s the point, Dana?”


  “I need you to take me, Benjamin. I need to serve you. I think you’re lying when you say you’re in love with Colleen.” She delivers the message with a post-coital softness; not a ripple of hard emotion. “I know you love her, but you’re not in love. Please, love, don’t deny me this. It must have been what you came back for; I know it, I can feel it in my gut, my bones, everywhere. It’s obvious…please, don’t make this so hard, please.”


  She sees him in the glow of the afternoon sun, as he thinks long and loudly. She can hear the cranks and turns, then the machinery of his brain finally grinding to a halt. 


  “It was ugly, Dana.”


  “I know that. But it won’t be anymore.” So soft, so sure, so yielding. 


  For her, the wait is agony, but she’s more patient now than she ever was in her whole life.


  Ben’s expression changes with his change of heart, as promise, remembrance and hope tear through him.  She holds her breath in anticipation.  “It’s not going to be easy,” he finally says.


  “Okay,” she says, exhaling, yet cautious and still praying. Her life hangs on the balance of this precarious, precious moment.   


  “For this to happen, Dana, I want your undivided attention… in fact, I want you for a week, a week of you and me and your submission, nothing getting in the way. You’ll take a week off work and find out what it means to serve me.” She can feel the cold fire of domination rising up in him and it gives her chills.


  “A week? When? Now?” she asks. 


  “No, when I’m ready. I’ll tell you when, and I won’t give you days to prepare yourself, you’ll be ready at a moment’s notice. Until then, you think submissive, you act submissive, you get back into who you say you are and expect me to be as dictatorial as I used to be, maybe not as harsh, but certainly as controlling. Is that clear?”


  His words gain power the more he speaks, as he transmits to her all that she has missed but hardly dared to dream about. 


  “Yes, sir,” she says, weakly.  


  Yes, sir is appropriate now, he thinks. He nods. “I want a real submissive, Dana, one who willingly surrenders without a struggle. I hope that’s clear, because the first sign of  resistance, I’ll come down on you so hard, you’ll wish you’d never seen me again. The second sign…you’re out, it’s over and there will be no way you can beg, or bitch, or exhibit yourself back into my good graces. I command; you submit. You got that?” 


  He couldn’t be more clear. “Yes, sir,” she says, and her voice does not quaver.




  Chapter Eleven 


  Everything around me seems like a strange dream now. I wait with expectation I can taste on my lips, breath in the air around me and feel on my skin. It’s so real, I swear it will materialize before me. But then, what is expectation but one endless fantasy after another? And fantasy cannot be real; it’s thinner than a cloud and invisible as a ghost. I’ve lived with this strangeness ever since the day I masturbated for Benjamin in my office. What a stroke of genius!


  It was a gamble. I was so giddy when I won, but of course, he slapped giddiness all to heck as he turned into a ruthless drill sergeant. Just as he used to be, Benjamin took me by surprise—not a surprise that he finally relented and agreed to take me back, but a surprise with what came next. 


  I expected him to turn around and leave my office with my last ‘Yes, sir’. Instead, he ordered me to my knees. Knowing this was a test and it was obviously not the time to argue, I immediately dropped to all fours and crawled to his feet at his command, withdrew his steamy, heat-soaked cock from his pants, and opened my mouth to receive him. I sucked him like a newborn sucks his mother’s tit, drinking in his essence and imaging his love—I know, it was too soon to count on that. But if nothing else, is this not my fondest hope?


  Unfortunately, Benjamin was not about to let me linger on the sweetness of his erection. He preferred grabbing my hair in the age-old style of taking, shoving the thick meat down my throat until I gagged. I willed myself to absorb the three years worth of reckless energy that came pouring out as he fucked my face. It spilled out, discharged and flooded my body so I was nearly orgasming again from the power of it alone. Great gobs of thick white cum ejaculated down my gullet. I gulped, practically choking, but restrained the urge to spit it out. When he was finished, he withdrew from me slowly as if he actually wanted to stay there. Then he tucked the dwindling member inside his pants and zipped them up, while I stared at his crotch. My face was still covered in spunk. 


  I realized within in seconds of that finish that Locksley was never quite like this. He’d been demanding in the same way, but I experienced my own submissive longing differently when I was with him. 


  It’s been days now since Benjamin took my mouth, and I still can’t quite figure out what that difference is. 


  Another day at the office has come and gone, and still we’re respectful associates, no mention has been made of our agreement. I wonder sometimes if I dreamed the incident; have I gone round the bend, mad with my own imaginings? Occasionally, Benjamin has discreetly squeezed my rear, which was always a sign of his authority over me. He does it just often enough so I’m not given to panic, and the promise of what’s to come lingers afterwards as a seductive enticement to be patient. Still, the days go by and I dutifully wait. 


  The air is fresh outside, feeling a good deal like September, and that time of year when the weather in San Francisco finally breaks into beautiful blue skies and sunshine. But it is still August I remind myself. The fog rolled in late today, making it swiftly cold and damp along the city streets. I’m now headed for my car after picking up laundry from the cleaners. It’s parked just two blocks down the street, and I’m thinking of going home and cuddling up with a bottle of wine for the evening. I don’t dare be anymore outrageous than that, like going to a club, or even eating dinner with a friend. I know Benjamin is about to make his move—I saw it in his eyes this morning. He was looking at me strangely, thinking, sizing me up. It was just a hunch, but I think a very good hunch. 


  I start to pass by an alley, my head down as I press on feeling the foggy dampness soak right to the skin inside my thin sweater. It’s Friday, so I wore my striped stockings again, and tall boots with spiky heels, and a chartreuse turtleneck dress that hugs my hips and clings to the rounds of my ass nicely. I wore it thinking Benjamin couldn’t help but notice me. I’m still wooing, still getting in his space, nicely, submissively, of course, but I make certain that I’m there, especially when the calls from Colleen come in and I jealously hold my ground. 


  I’ve nearly passed the alley when I feel a vague prickly feeling over my left shoulder. I’m about to turn around, but before I can, someone shoves me from the rear and I’m forced into the narrow passageway between the tall brick industrial buildings. Refuse clings to the garbage dumpster and the old walls. It flies through air on a breeze and then settles on the asphalt waiting for another gust of air to pick it up and carry it away. 


  “Don’t turn around!” a voice behind me speaks. I get the message and start saying my prayers.


  In the middle of the alley about halfway down the block sits a newer model pickup—black with huge wheels and some box-like thing in the back that’s covered with a canvas tarp.


  “Remove your clothes,” the voice rasps. I want to hear Benjamin in that deep baritone but it is not. Starting to panic, I attempt to turn around, but I’m stopped when a pair of thick male hands grab hold my arms. “I said, don’t turn around!” the man snaps at me. “It’s pretty much broad daylight here, but that won’t stop me from whipping you right in this alley until you scream. You’re Ben Hunter’s girl, and I’m the friend he sent to bring you around. You don’t need to know anymore than that, girl. Now strip!”


  The man steps back, lets go my arm and assumes I’ll obey him. I’m tempted to run…


  “…the first sign of  resistance, I’ll come down on you so hard, you’ll wish you’d never seen me again…”


  Right… I tell myself… don’t resist… take off your dress… get moving, Dana, don’t lose what you have gained… I’m filled with commands, rattled off in such a cadence that I can hardly think. But I do manage to lift the chartreuse dress by the hem and pulled it up and over my hips, my breasts and then my head. 


  “In the dumpster,” the gruff man orders. 


  I would object to the pointless waste of a perfectly kinky dress, but these are supposedly Benjamin’s orders I’m following. Who’s to say he’s not behind my kidnapper watching my every move?


  I toss the dress in the dumpster to my left, while feeling the cool damp air close in on my skin. I shiver from head to toe. I’m wearing nothing but a bra and a tiny thong—and of course my favorite stripped thigh-high stockings and black leather boots. 


  “The bra and panties,” the man says next. 


  While feeling the reckless thrill of doing what the man asks, I hastily take off my underwear. The faster I obey, the sooner we’re out of this place. Anticipating his next command, I start to unzip the boots, but the man stops me. 


  “That’s enough,” he says, as he pushes me toward the back of the truck. I stumble forward and the open tailgate hits me at the top of my thighs. There is enough force behind that shove to topple me forward on the cold metal truck bed. For a swift sixty seconds, maybe—I’m not really counting—my naked ass gets spanked with something hard that feels like wood, but I don’t dare look back. I keep my eyes shut tight, and wisely swallow the sound of my distress, gulping back my frightened tears. 


  When the spanking stops, my unseen stranger pushes me forward again. “In the box, slut!” he orders. I scramble forward on hands and knees. “Under the canvas,” he says. 


  I lift the canvas and what’s going to happen next dawns on me with vivid clarity. Underneath the canvas tarp is a three foot square box. The top and bottom are solid sheets of the metal, the sides are enclosed by bars, and facing me is a barred door, which is now slightly ajar. “Get inside!” The man pokes me with a stick and I move into the cramped enclosure, curling up on myself as if that were some protection. 


  The man climbs on the truck bed after me, closes the cage door, shuts the padlock tight and lowers the canvas over the top. He moves around me, apparently anchoring the tarp so it won’t blow away. All I can see outside the cage is the hazy blue-gray color of the tarp. In a few places where it’s slit, I can see daylight coming through. I thought of so many possible scenarios to begin my submission to Benjamin Hunter, but I never imagined this. And yet, this is where I find myself, frightened, anxious and I think, deep down beyond all the fear, aroused—but that is hard to say right now. I sink back inside the cage, trying to find some way to be comfortable, then discover a water bottle behind me pressing into the side of my leg. Pulling it free I realize what I have. He thought of everything.


  “You won’t be getting out anytime soon, so you best get comfortable,” the man barks his final comment. 


  Then the sound of his shoes on the asphalt is followed by the cab door opening and closing shut. The truck starts and lunges forward with a jerk, then finally speeds off down the alley. The rest I can’t even speculate because I cannot see a damn thing. 


  This was what Benjamin had planned for me. I won’t resist. Although even if I wanted to, there’s little use… any resistance would be in vain. 


  The real world fades to black as my eyes close and then open on a world inside me where I find my heart beating hard and fast, my lips parched with fear, and the tears that were stuck in my eyes during those long minutes of panic starting to stream down my face. Behind all that consumes me in terror and anxiety, I know that Benjamin has orchestrated my kidnapping. He planned it to the letter: the capture; the cage in the back of the truck; the terrorizing ride to nowhere; and my utter humiliation at the hands of this stranger. And I know what this means, the week away from my job, the week of my undivided attention focused on my master, just as he promised when he agreed to have me back, it’s starting now. 


  This is not a smooth ride—the roads we pass on are horribly bumpy and my only solace is knowing that this phase of my imprisonment will surely end. 


  ***


  After a long bumpy, miserable ride the truck comes to an abrupt halt. I come to from a languorous and uncomfortable stupor and listen for noises, anything that might give me a clue about what happens next.


  I’m finally rewarded for my patience when I hear Benjamin’s beloved voice. “How is your captive?”


  My heart leaps excitedly.


  “Stunned, I suppose, but I think she’ll live,” the man returns.


  “The cage locked?”


  “Shiny new padlock I bought yesterday,” he says. 


  “She made no fuss when you took her?”


  “Not after I mentioned your name. No.”


  “Good. Let her pee out behind. She can have a nervous bladder and I don’t suppose you want your truck bed dirtied.”


  “No problem,” my captor replies. “I’ll see you in a half hour.”


  “And no mercy, Jud,” Ben adds. “She’s starting at square one and earning everything she gets.”


  There’s a wait of several minutes, until I hear the truck door close again and the engine roar. Just seconds later, we stop again, Jud climbs out of the truck and the tailgate opens. After unhooking the tarp, he reaches in and unlocks the cage. 


  “Out, slut, time to pee,” he says as he holds the canvas high so I can exit.


  My legs feel like glue and when I try to use them they hardly work. I wish the boots had gone the way of my dress and underthings. They are more of a hindrance than any protection. I am able to follow the man’s orders, and let him lead me into the brushy woods behind what I gather is a convenience store or bar. It’s rustic, the whole place feels crude and old. The woods are wild…could be we’re somewhere on the Peninsular in the mountains or in Marin; bit it’s impossible to tell. Wherever we are, there’s no sign of the city and little sign of civilization. I get the feel of how it’s going to be for now. 


  When he says we’re going to start at the beginning, he wasn’t kidding. This is virgin territory for us and I’m now his captive prize. 


  A few yards into the woods, Jud orders me stop and pee, so like the dutiful slut I’ve become in the last hour, I crouch and spread my legs. Little did I realize how badly I needed to go until the stream of yellow piss passes from me and soaks into the ground at my feet. Studying the wet ground, I realize that the boots are probably a good thing. Maybe it’s my naked butt I should be worried about as it hovers precariously over a thorny bush. 


  My captor hustles me along and I’m quickly back in the truck, inside my cage, realizing that my mind is such a blur that I hardly noticed anything about the man who took me prisoner. I remember only his paunchy chest, the jeans that cover his legs and the brown work boots that held his body with some authority over me. I wish it had been Benjamin and not a stranger. 


  We travel over more rugged roads. As the truck bumps along, so do I. With every bounce against the metal cage I imagine another bruise appearing in my white skin. With every rough mile, I get a little more lost inside a whirlwind of thought, wondering, waiting, anxious about what’s coming next. 


  We stop again and the truck door opens. Seconds later, the tailgate comes down, the tarp folds back and the padlock on my cage is unlocked. 


  “Probably going to be pretty tricky walking in those boots,” Jud tells me, as he looks down at me like he’s admiring the shape of my thighs and legs. He’s probably thinking, what a slut! 


  He puts his hands on me a lot, as he binds my wrists in front of me, paws a little at my tits and smacks my ass in good fun. I keep my head down like a trained submissive, my eyes on the ground—I still haven’t seen his face clearly. He leaves me and returns to the cab, where he fishes around for something. Returning to my side he has a grocery bag in one hand a six-pack in the other. 


  “Here, you can carry this,” he says as he shoves the grocery bag into my chest. “I got the beer. Now move.” 


  We’re deep in the woods. I can hear no sound but the trees in the wind and the birds flitting from one to the next. 


  Jud pushes me with a stick, indicating the path we’re taking away from the truck. It’s hard in the boots with their stupidly high heels and a heavy bag of groceries awkwardly held by my bound hands. But I manage pretty well. I make one misstep and fall against a tree, but Jud rights me and pushes me on. Maybe ten minutes pass before we arrive at a rustic cabin, which at first I can hardly see as we approach. It’s covered from the rear by the surrounding forest and only when we move around the building does it come clearly into focus. 


  ***


  “So, welcome to boot camp, my little recruit.”


  Boot camp!


  Ben is smiling as we approach. He’s sitting on the cabin porch rocking in a chair, looking very handsome but very much like a woodsman or a weekend warrior just hanging out after a long day. His eyes are shining with a light I haven’t seen since the best days of our previous relationship. This is a good sign and I almost smile in return.


  Despite the bruising ride and the harrowing hike, I can feel what this taking down is doing to me and my spirit. I’m lowly and lost and in a dreamy state of surrender, while my body feels as if it’s burning up. I know I’m aroused, but the feeling in me is more than sexual arousal—it’s like a sensuous subspace without pain. I’m scared yes. I’m shaking. And I almost welcome it when Benjamin rips off his first command. 


  “On all fours, slut.”


  I drop instantly, proving to him that I will slavishly follow his orders. And yet, when my knees hit rock, I see that my ready enthusiasm might not have been such a good idea. I can’t stop the pained grimace that follows. 


  Benjamin laughs. “I never said you had to hurt yourself.”


  “Sorry, sir.” I hang my head like a dog.


  “What was that?”


  I look up with tentative eyes wondering what I did wrong. “I’m sorry, sir,” I repeat. 


  “Yeah, I heard you. Your first beach of conduct.”


  I must look as frightened and confused as I feel. Yes, I’m wanting this, but I feel so battered that my brain is reeling. Did I miss something?


  “No, of course, you don’t know the rules…” he says, accurately reading my thoughts. “And yes, this is a mind game. I will attempt to confuse you, baffle you and take you off guard every chance I get. I’ll probably annoy you. I’ll make you mad. I’ll test every vow you’ve so easily made, spouting off about what a perfect slave you can be, what a fine submissive you were born to be, how you were born to serve. That’s all bullshit until you prove it, Dana. I don’t care what words you spout from those pretty lips, I will believe nothing until I see the submission in your behavior, in your eyes, and in your spirit, in every bone of that slutty body. I will believe nothing, until you show me by your obedient behavior, one miserable day after miserable day, that I have your willing surrender.


  “This is boot camp, Dana. Day one. Fourteen days of servitude.” Not seven, but fourteen! “Fourteen days of silence, you will not speak a word. Fourteen days of crawling on your hands and knees, getting awakened at sunrise, brutalized on my whim, tortured in every way I can fathom—just because you begged for it and I’m sadist enough to give you what you so desperately want. For fourteen days, you’ll piss and shit when and where I tell you. You’ll sleep in the metal cage I made for you. You’ll eat like a dog, lapping your food from the floor. You’ll be beaten often, and for no reason other than it pleases me. You’ll spend hours bound until you wish you could take back every sassy thing you did to lure me in.


  “You wanted it, you begged for it and I’ve given in. Now we’ll see if you’re ready for what I offer; if this is what you really want; if you can honestly be the woman you say you want to be. Maybe the price will be too high; we’ll learn that soon. For fourteen days you play by my rules, follow my game, submit as I order, then, when the fourteen days are over, we’ll talk, and you can have your say.”


  I stare at him while letting his words seep like honey into my body. He assumes I’m scared and worried hearing the cold facts, but his hard words works like tiny magic flames, igniting little fires all through my being. The submission wears well on me, the nudity, the humiliation, the amazing fact that he would take such care in setting up this trial by fire. I feel both utter thrill and terrible panic. Most of all, I’m driven by a wanting, craving, needy desire for Benjamin. I’d say I want it the way it used to be between us. But that’s not really true. The way it used to be was hell.  I want what’s in my dreams. I want that man. The man, the master, not the monster. 


  I wonder now which is in charge here and until I know for sure I know I’ll be afraid.  Still, I’m ready. He won’t let me tell him but I trust he knows.


  “Fourteen days, Dana. You’re mine and you’re Jud’s—who you’ve already met.”


  Jud is now behind me but I’m too scared to turn around and look at him. 


  “He’ll be here when I’m not and when he is, you’ll do exactly what he tells you as if I were giving the orders. You’ll respect his word, you’ll obey his commands, you’ll follow his instructions to the letter. You don’t speak, you don’t object, you simply obey. And for the privilege of serving him, you’re now his slut to use as much as you are mine. If he wants to use your body for his pleasure, you surrender to him as you would to me.”


  Benjamin stares at me and I stare back. I should probably lower my eyes, but I am so mesmerized by this man before me that I cannot turn my gaze. Everything in me shivers, everything in me wants him more than ever. And Jud? Well, to have what I want most, I’ll want my master’s friend as well. 


  Discussions are over. Benjamin rises from his chair and without another word he moves through the woods in the direction of the truck. I wait motionless, listening to the bushes rustle and then the distant sound of the truck’s door slamming shut. The sound, faint as it is, jars me loose from my present stupor, and the noise of the engine starting and the truck moving away from the cabin finalizes a reality that looks just like my dreams of being taken, tortured and sexually used. Right out of the playbook of fantasy, my world is now transformed. But this is real, real…not a fantasy, not a dream, but the amazing reality of how I’ll live…for fourteen days.


  The first day of my boot camp begins, not with Benjamin, my master, but with Jud. 


  “I think this will pretty much speak for me.” Jud’s voice cuts through my thoughts, and I turn staring up at him as he pulls a canine choke-chain over my head and gives the attached leash a tug. Jerked along by the short lead, we move up the wooden steps and into the cabin. There’s nothing fancy here, just four wood frame walls, a bed, an easy chair, a sink, a stove and a kitchen table. There’s a door on the far side—not sure where that leads. The whole place smells faintly of mildew and could use a good cleaning. That’s all the time I have to appraise my surroundings before my proxy master speaks. 


  “You look frightened,” he says, as he looks down at me and I look up at him. 


  I don’t dare reply, but I’m sure he reads the truth in my eyes. I must look scared as a rabbit.  


  I get my first real good look at the man, and I am frightened, not because he looks so scary, but I realize that until this day, I’ve never known a man like him. Oh, I’ve seen pictures of him everywhere, on billboards and in magazines. He’s the face on TV with a scruffy beard and a beer in his hand, hawking some mainstream brew. He’s the retired football player, the ditch digger, the handyman, the plumber, the carpenter, the hunter in the woods with a plaid shirt and a pack of Camels in his pocket. He’s big, he’s gruff, a little thick around the middle and graying at the temples, with his hair thinning on the top and a beard that almost obscures his mouth. I briefly remember a cheesy smile on his face when I was peeing in the woods, but now there’s just a surly scowl that makes his real mood indecipherable. He’s not the type of man to catch my attention in a public place; I wouldn’t give him a second thought… unless he was some relative I met at a family reunion. I’d never seek out this sort of man, not because I’m better than his plainspoken, earthy manners, but because I wouldn’t imagine we had anything in common. 


  But what do I know? Apparently we have Benjamin Hunter in common and by the way things have been set up here, a fascination for a certain brand of sexual kink that makes a master of him and a slave of me. 


  Am I aroused now? I can hardly say. 


  “How about we break the ice here, slut?” he says. I can see that certain light in his small brown eyes that appears when a man is imagining sex. 


  Pulling a chair into the center of the room, he sits down and tugs me close. 


  “Over my lap,” he orders.


  I rise enough to see that laid out on the nearby table are things that make me shiver cold and multiply my fear—a knife, a paddle, a thin baton and a small leather slapper. There are a pair of nipple clamps, a handful of clothespins and a pack of cigarettes with a lighter tucked inside the cellophane. Good lord, I never thought it would happen this fast! 


  As I go over Jud’s big lap and tuck into the softness of his belly, the items disappear from my view, but I know what’s coming next. I know that pain will follow as the testing begins. 


  His hand is warm but awkward at the start. It strokes my ass for a time and then dives between my thighs where he finds the juicy portal of my sex. Just seconds, not even minutes pass, and I’m suddenly writhing, feeling desperate as the urgent need to cum suddenly sweeps over me.  


  “Ah, oh, oooooh….”  I clamp my mouth shut tight as soon as I recognize my cries rising in the air.


  Jud’s finger has found my clit and as he softly thrums the bud. I want to scream. His fingers work both the opening of my vagina were he massages those sensitive inner folds and my plump clitoris. 


  “Hmmm, mmmm, oooo, ssssssssss,” I breath in seething. My ass wiggles so my hot belly rubs against the man’s thick knees. My God, I’m going to get off!


  “That’s it, bitch, you just get the cum right out of your system, because it’s gonna be a long while before you get to do it again.”


  Although his words hardly register, I sense the intent behind them… Yes, of course, I’d better cum. And that’s all I want to do… I feel the fire swelling inside me… I feel the touch of this man’s fingers… oh, how they glide over my clitoris… Ooo, yes, feel the heat … his body moves a bit with mine…  Yes, oh my God, yes… I have no idea now if I’m silent or crying. Sharp, jolting spasms wrack my belly. Jud’s arm is around my waist to keep me steady as I buck against his body. 


  “That’s it, slut, you just cum for me…you cum real hard…” he says, “get it all out of your system now… that’s it…” and on and on until I can’t hear him anymore or feel a thing, until I’m numb, deaf, dumb and blind.


  Next thing I know, Jud’s on his feet tossing me back against the kitchen table face up. There’s a clatter on the floor as the paddle and clamps and all those other terrible things are swept aside. He opens my thighs, holds my boot-clad ankles with a firm grip and shoves a spear of a cock right where my cumming was so sweet. 


  “Ah, hmmm, mmssssssssssssss…” My head bats back and forth and the fucking starts and gathers steam. He’s hard and hot and driven, like I’m driven, like he’s my perfect counterpart, another Benjamin, another Locksley, another man to use me the way I need to be used. Oh, my, I think I’m cumming again…


  “Yeah, you funky little slut,” the man seethes. 


  When my cumming subsides a bit, he crescendos in force. I peek enough from my closed lids to see his grimace and the strain on his face, and the terrible look in his hooded eyes. He bangs so hard it hurts deep inside my body. But I like him there; every hard, boisterous thrust of his hips as if he’s driving a stake toward my heart. 


  “Gawd, you vicious slut of a girl!” His exclamation rises as he fires, and the cum shoots deep, leaving the remains to dribble out between my legs. Jud’s dick glistens with my juices when he pulls out and he moves to my mouth, expecting me to lap up what’s left. 


  “That’s right, you lick it clean,” he says, holding my hair in his fist and pushing his cock to my lips.


  And I lick it clean. 


  So what if it’s another man… a different man…a different master… he fucks like he’s been doing it a good long while and I’m certainly satisfied… satisfied and still surrendered, going deeper every minute I’m inside these cabin walls. 


  Jud recuperates while I lie sprawled over the kitchen table waiting for my next order. He lights a cigarette, takes a few quick puffs and sighs. It was a good fuck for him, I think. 


  “Ben says you like pain,” he spouts, turning to my outstretched body.  


  I don’t look at him right off because I’m gazing around the room, getting my bearings, while taking in the crudity of the simple mountain cabin from a different perspective…


  “Hey, look at me when I talk to you, slut!” Jud barks. 


  He stands over me looking down, then grabs my chin and squeezes really hard. “You look at me. You look me in the eyes when I’m talking to you, girl. You got that?”


  I stare at him petrified. The smoke curls from his lips like a dragon breathing fire. Then as if he’s had some wonderful inspiration, he looks at the burning end of the cigarette, staring at the gleaming ash. 


  “Yeah, this is what you get when you don’t pay attention.”


  With no warning, he squashes the smoldering cigarette butt into the meaty flesh of my right tit. 


  “Yeeeeeaah!” the scream comes naturally and I immediately want to apologize and beg his forgiveness. 


  “Yeah, you can scream,” he says, “just don’t talk.”


  That’s good to know. I have a feeling that I’m going to be doing a lot of screaming in this cabin. 


  “You know, I think you liked that, didn’t you?” He lights another cigarette and its burns threateningly in front of my eyes. “Why not? Let’s try the other tit, huh?” He squashes this one in same place, but on the other breast, just inside and underneath where the flesh is thick and like a newborn’s it’s so soft.


  I suck in air as the burn expands; I’m trying to contain my vocal response. But in all honesty the pain is not as bad I expected, and it leaves in its aftermath a residue of sensation that might fire me right up again. 


  “Yep, you’re just one little bag of sexual tricks, just like Ben said.” He chuckles darkly. “You’re gonna get thrashed before you sleep tonight, but until then, that’s your corner.” He points to a spot I can’t see. “Go on, get going!” I have orders and quickly, awkwardly, pull myself from the table and do as I’m told. 


  The choke chain hooks to a bright, shiny eyebolt and with my back to the wall I sit staring into the room and wait… wait for Jud’s next comment, and the promised beating, and Benjamin’s return… and the next of my fourteen day boot camp in the woods. 


  My fantasies do not do justice to the beating that I receive my first night as Benjamin’s new recruit. 


  Jud pulled me along as I crawled on hands and knees into the out of doors. By my internal clock, it was the dead of night. I was tired and hungry, even though I’d eaten a plate of slop that I think was beef stew from a can with a biscuit smashed into the gravy—gruel fit for any whimpering canine, which certainly fit my description by that time. 


  I was already used to being virtually naked—and wished I’d be allowed to get rid of the rest of my clothes. By then, the boots were heavy on my feet and my legs ached from so much floor time. The stripped French stockings I so prized were snagged, ripped and dirty from crawling through the woods—not to mention, the not so clean cabin floor.


  But there I was, a grimy reflection of myself, crawling in the cold moonlight to the sound of crickets in the background singing, moving into the deeper darkness of the forest, as if my master of the moment, Jud, actually could see where he was going. I certainly couldn’t, but then I was far below him, hovering on the ground, hoping I could avoid the insects that I knew were there in the darkness by the thousands and ready to eat my flesh. 


  I remember the hot feeling in my belly—anticipation, I’m sure. While my perpetually wet pussy was cooled by the night air, inside it throbbed with one ferocious need to cum. I felt lowly, like a beast, a nothing, a squandered woman who’s only task was to pleasure men with my animal assets. I thrived in the woods as the humbled female, despite the hundred discomforts that made the journey a torture in itself. This was my dream come true. 


  We came to a clearing where the moon shone down and I could actually see. I’m sure it was within yards of the cabin, but to me, it seemed like miles away. In the middle of the clearing there stood a post that had been hammered into the ground. It looked strong and secure, something to lean on, to absorb the blows of my beating like a dungeon cross or whipping post. 


  Jud pulled me up and chained me to the thick column, anchoring my waist, my ankles and my head. My hands could barely touch as they were wrapped around the thing and were tied together tightly. I was hanging on for dear life. I liked the feel of the wood, different from dungeon furniture with its slick, smooth surfaces. This was rough and as fragrant as the woods, with an aroma I could smell like wine and desired to taste. The surface scratched my pussy and I loved that too, while thinking the stimulation might be enough to rouse a spontaneous orgasm from my fettered body. 


  Jud came on strong with the fiery talons of a braided cat—this man was not some simple novice practicing his craft. Had I assumed he was? Did I think that Benjamin would give me over to an apprentice master? I’m not sure. I wonder if I expected all the sexual masters of the world to look like the aristocratically handsome Locksley and move with Benjamin’s easy masculinity. Jud wasn’t like either of them, but he certainly knew what he was doing. He came on strong but not without finesse. He said he’d beat me and did just as I expected he wouldn’t be capable of doing. He took me to the peak of my awareness, to the split ends of my tolerance where I think I screamed at the top of my lungs—though I might have just been dreaming—then he brought me back and coddled me with pleasure, with the falls of the cat slowly drawn over my face. I could smell the leather and the sting was subdued enough to feel like fingers gliding softly, menacingly over my skin. I gulped down the pleasure letting it explode inside my sexual body and prepared myself for another rising feast of pain. 


  That came on like a rifle shot, blow after miserable blow from the cat, until I know I was screaming out loud. Then briefly he changed to a single tail and worked my fiery ass cheeks and my wounded shoulders until I suspected they might be bleeding—although I learned later that they weren’t at all. 


  The beating over, Jud unchained me, shoved me to the earth where I again crawled like a beaten, subdued beast back to the cabin. My cage had been put in a shed that was attached to the one room building. The floor was dirt, not wood, and the walls looked termite infested. 


  “You need to pee?” he asked. 


  I thankfully remembered to nod my head, not speak.


  “Use the bucket,” he said and pointed to the one in the corner. 


  My humiliation only expanded as I once more did my personal business in front the man. When I was finished, Jud opened the cage door and pushed a blanket inside with me. The water bottle was left outside and beyond my reach. I think it was an oversight, but it left me feeling deprived and longing until I fell into a restless sleep. That was my first night.


  ***


  There’s no comfort sleeping in a cage, so I find myself perpetually tired. And now, the demands of my boot camp training have become enormous. At first it seemed so easy to languidly move from one sexual episode, or one rigorous punishment to another. The between times were empty minutes or hours when I could recuperate and prepare myself for more. 


  The morning of my second day Benjamin was there waking me by rattling the cage. Once he opened the door, I wearily crawled from the tight space, feeling happy to give my limbs some freedom of movement—a good morning jog would have felt even better. Regardless, I crawled as I was instructed and moved directly to his crotch where my master used my mouth to satisfy his morning erection. This put him in the perfect mood for venting his sadistic pleasure, which came in the form of an animated thrashing while I teetered precariously atop a stool. 


  The seat of the stool was only about a foot square, and I was forced to keep my hands and knees balanced on the tiny area, and not  fall off while Benjamin gave my behind a hard flogging. From the corner of my eye, I thought I saw him laughing at my predicament, but just to prove to him that I could do it, I dug in with all my might and hung on. Sadly, all that hanging on made it impossible for me to experience any pleasure in the beating. Normally not a problem for a little pain-slut like me, but it takes some initial concentration on my part, which was impossible with all my attention focused on not falling off. By the time Benjamin finished, my skin was sore and burned and I wanted to scream.


  I was especially careful, however, not to squeal or cry with Benjamin wielding the flogger, since I couldn’t be sure that Jud’s permission to vent my emotions all I liked would apply with my master in charge. The feat was exhausting, but I felt proud of myself when it was over and with some poise I easily moved from the stool and returned to the floor. 


  My reward—I finally got to remove the ripped stockings and the hot leather boots. 


  All my days at boot camp start in a similar way, with a sound beating. I’m not sure of Benjamin’s intentions for this ritual, but it has the effect, especially afterwards, of turning on my sexual juices and sending me quickly into an altered state where nothing particularly matters to me but the erotic dance I feel within. My skin becomes hot and sensitive to any touch… even brushing by a table or a pant leg will produce a small spasm of physical arousal rushing through my nerves. I’m all jittery, hoping for the opportunity to orgasm, although that doesn’t happen often.


  The first few days were nothing but such scenes punctuating rather empty days. There was time to think and for my thoughts to breed. But in the last few days the routine has changed—in truth, there is no routine at all. I don’t sleep according to any clock, or by the sun and moon, but when Benjamin or Jud put me in the cage, cover it with the tarp and close the door—like a pet canary, I’m put away to sleep. 


  Now between the scenes of pain, abuse and sex, I have work to do. The two men must have read my mind about the need for this cabin to be cleaned, because I’ve become a housekeeper as well as a slave slut. I’ve scrubbed the floors and the walls several times over. I’ve scraped the mold and crud from the nasty kitchen sink, cleaned out the drains, washed down the porch and sanded the splintered handrails. Twice daily I scrub the men’s urinal and toilet, which are located in a small room adjacent to the porch. I scrub the bucket I use as well. I never quite finish any task, before I’m led to another, followed by yet another task in an endless round that ends only when I’m returned to my cage and it’s time to sleep. 


  I’m often harassed while I’m working. Jud will use me as an ashtray, putting out cigarettes pretty much anywhere he likes on my body. He does avoid my face, my neck and underarms, but he’s smashed his glowering butts on my breasts, my ass and my hips numerous times—enough so I can now see silvery moons where some of the burns were especially deep. He has even had me spread my legs and tortured my labia and inner thighs with this biting vicious hell of fire. He knows, just like I know, that the pain is short-lived so he has no qualms about repeating the tiny torture whenever he gets the urge. 


  Benjamin doesn’t smoke, but he’s mean as hell with the cane. If he sees me take even the tiniest breather, I feel a cutting thwack of the bamboo laid most often across the backs of my thighs where he knows I hate it most. When it’s not the cane, he snaps a small, thin, whippy baton anywhere it pleases him. The strikes come out of the blue, just to aggravate me, to tease, to taunt and to make me mad. I know he wants to make me mad; the snicker on his face tells the sordid tale. I’m learning to the take these impulsive abuses from my masters with the humility they are looking for in my behavior, but I can’t help a moment or two of frustration, an afternoon of tears, or an occasional nasty glower. 


  With the last nasty glower, Benjamin stood over me while I cowered in his shadow. His boot nudged my bottom. “This bother you?” he asked, expecting no reply and getting none. For five minutes, he continued to poke and kick me from the far side of the cabin to the door, then out the door and onto the porch.


  “I think you need a timeout, bitch. An attitude adjustment.” He stared down imposingly. From the ground, looking up, he cuts a pretty nasty picture. “Put your hands behind your back, your lips to the doorstep and your ass high in the air,” he ordered. 


  Difficult as it was, I executed the pose exactly as he instructed, with my lips kissing the doorstop, my hands behind me at my waist, and my ass raised as high as I could hold it, waiting for his next abuse. To add to the insult, Jud moved in and put my wrists in cuffs, then attached them to a rope, which he threaded through a hook above me in the porch ceiling. Within seconds, my entire body was trembling from the terrible strain of being forced into a position that I could not in any way comfortably sustain. My arms ached with heat, my thighs burned and I could hardly hold my lips to the wood. As the hateful minutes ticked by, my tears began to flow until I was sure to break into a sob. 


  Benjamin finally came to my rescue, saying, “Release her arms, will you Jud?”


  When that was done, he called to me, “Come here.”


  I moved unsteadily back into the cabin, wishing I could just collapse in a corner and rest. But once I made up the six feet between us, he pulled my head and shoulders into his lap and ran his fingers lovingly through my hair. Just that touch, that simple touch, and my anxiety fell away, my heart unclenched, and for a moment, any misgivings about my captivity eased.


  “If I didn’t think you wanted this so much, I wouldn’t be so tough you,” Benjamin said. The words were hard and cold, but his hands were warm and the affection real. Until that day, was it two days ago? I’m not sure. Until that day, I don’t recall feeling Benjamin’s love. I’ve lived in a wasteland of bewilderment and worry, concerned that all I was obediently doing here would be for nothing. With his small gesture of affection, I could see that on the other end of this trial I might actually gain everything I hoped for. 


  Minutes later, I was back to the miserable task that apparently triggered the time-out. I could say I was refreshed and ready for another hour or two of slave labor, but I was exhausted. Perhaps my masters noticed, because I worked for just a short time, was then beaten at the forest pole in the heat of the day and then led back to the cabin and put in my cage where I fell asleep with little effort. I think a calmer spirit helped me rest, but certainly my worn out body helped even more.  


  ***


  I find myself feeling much the same way about my two masters. They are certainly very different men, but the humble servant with a mind focused solely on obedience and flawless submission knows to treat each order given with the same respect regardless of who’s giving it. This was not something I needed to learn by doing, but seemed to figure out intuitively. I might be more partial to Benjamin, but then, I’m not sure of that. There are times when a natural kindness in Jud’s nature appears, when the hard-nosed Benjamin would make me suffer longer at a task I hate—like crawling through the hot attic and sweeping out five years’ worth of dirt. I can normally count on Jud to give me more breaks, and even a kind word of encouragement, not mockery but a genuine compliment. With Benjamin that’s very rare. 


  Since Benjamin doesn’t use me sexually, except for an occasional blowjob, I’m grateful for Jud’s willingness to take the edge off my sexual rawness. He’s good at using my ass hard and making me suffer while he does it. He’s also good in the aftermath, when his meanness shows itself as nothing but an act, and he’s kind enough to stroke my sore body with some tenderness. It is only short-lived. I wish I could curl up on the bed and hold him in gratitude, but then, knowing he’s following Benjamin’s orders as much as I do, he jumps up and puts me back in my cage for sleep. 


  On the other hand, my body quivers longingly for the handsome stud I’ve never stopped loving and I await his return to the cabin with a little anxiousness that I don’t have for the older, less polished Jud. My heart will flutter when I know he’s near and I tune my obedience and my commitment to perfection a little higher when I know he’s watching. I shudder when I feel his gaze.


  My sex burns brighter with Benjamin, the sexuality flames like rocket fire. I couldn’t imagine suffering as his boot camp slave without the torrid expectation that comes knowing I’ll be serving him, performing for him sexually and slaving to prove myself to him in every thing I do.


  I could think poetically, that Jud gives me comfort while Benjamin gives me something to hope for. In some very small way that’s true, but I receive so little comfort from either man and little hope I’ll ever succeed for these fourteen days, that I don’t dare wax poetic. 


  This is as hard a thing as I’ve ever done. But I will do it to get to the other side—whatever that is. My imagination is filled with thoughts about how that will look, but I truly don’t have much to go on. 


  I thought that my behavior couldn’t be more perfect, but then yesterday I mistakenly blurted out, “Ouch! Dammit” rather loudly when a fat splinter got lodged in my finger. I’m not sure how many days it’s been that I’ve sanded the kitchen table, but all my fingers are sore and chaffed and I’m constantly sneezing out the wood dust. 


  My verboten “Ouch!” brought Jud around in a second. He scooped me up by my hair and held me dangling in his fist. His free hand slapped my face, and I gave out another cry, though this one was more like a pained grunt. 


  “Ack! You thought were so perfect, Miss High and Mighty slut!” he spat out, looking almost pleased with my mistake. “You think it would set well if your master knew you broke the rules?”


  I shook my head as my eyes welled with tears. I wanted to beg his forgiveness, after all, my hand was still throbbing from the splinter. I’m sure he saw how afraid I was. 


  He finally lowered my knees back to the floor. “So are you hurt?” he asked.


  I showed him my hand. 


  “Whoa, that’s a nasty one.” He let go my hair and went for the First Aid kit. After removing the bloody splinter from my hand, he covered the wound with salve and bandaged it tight. “You’re not going to need this long, but it will keep it clean.”


  A simple thank you would have felt so good… but slaves don’t live in the world of such pleasant protocol. 


  I’m learning the thoughtless, mindless response, the sweetness of a vacant mind. I remember years and years of a filled up brain, of worry that never stopped, of endless brooding about financial crises and emotional crises and physical and mental and business crises. My life was consumed in that whirlwind of frenetic being. But I can’t even remember what that was like now that my sole focus has come down to the bare elements of life and the sole task of pleasing two men who it is impossible to please. I’m hardly cognizant of anything. I don’t have time to think.




  Chapter Twelve


  I’ve polished Benjamin’s boots until I can see my face in the shine, but it’s not good enough. 


  “Do it again,” he says disgustedly. 


  I’ve been up for hours, too many hours. My body wilts every second I don’t consciously prop it up. I try to keep my mind sharp and focused, but I can’t think anymore and I can hardly move my hand. 


  “I think she’s pent-up, Ben. You haven’t used her in days…” I can’t remember him using me at all for sex since Jud brought me here… “the little bitch is raw for it.”


  “Well, she can get herself off,” my master says. He stares at me, while I keep trying for the shine he wants. I know I’m failing. I know every second he stares at me, he’s thinking terrible things about me. He finally turns to Jud. “Hand me the leather case.”


  I watch as Jud moves away and then returns with something I haven’t seen before, a square leather box about eighteen inches high and a foot and a half square. When he lifts the lid, I still can’t fathom what the thing is supposed to be. But when he opens the main compartment and pulls out a large silicone dildo that attaches to a fitting in the top of the device, the picture begins to develop. I see myself lowering my privates over the dildo—ass or cunt, I suppose either would be possible. But then the picture starts to alter further when Benjamin swivels the dildo about and adjusts it from perpendicular to the floor to a forty-five degree angle. 


  “I thought you might need a new lover,” he says, “since you’re so fond of getting yourself off. Come here.”


  With a good degree of concern, I drop the polishing rag and make my way to his feet where the lurid dildo appears before my eyes. The detail is amazing; it looks just like a real erection, complete with veins and a bulbous head.


  “Suck it,” my master orders.


  I suddenly can’t move. I can’t budge. 


  “Suck it, Dana, just like you would my prick.”


  I still don’t move. I want to beg him not to make me do this, but I can’t use words and there’s not much sympathy in him for my pitiful expression. At last, he reaches over and gives my face a slap just to get my attention. I can tell he’s getting pissed, but I still can’t move. 


  “Come on, love it up real good,” he urges me.


  But not until his hand comes around behind my head and he shoves my face toward the fake prick do my lips open and I start to follow the order. I have done worse things, far worse things, I remind myself. But still my stomach recoils. 


  “Get into it, bitch,” he snaps at me. 


  I can feel tears threatening in my eyes. Oh, please, don’t make me do this! I’m so tempted to object that I bite my lip to keep quiet. 


  With what little energy I have left, I begin to do as he asks. My lips slip over the inert silicone organ and my tongue winds its way around the thing. My mouth drops down and I seem to swallow it whole, before I rise up again, slurping, sucking, pretending. Yes, that’s all I have to do, pretend, I tell myself. Pretend this is not a rubbery tasting cock. Pretend it’s not a lifeless form. Pretend it’s Jud’s dick or Benjamin’s or any human’s living organ that will respond to the deep throat oral sex and rapacious sucking. 


  I keep up the motions. They are not particularly creative, but I suppose it looks raunchy, which must be their point—humiliating me beyond what they’ve already managed to do. 


  “Lift your ass, Dana, and fuck it. Fuck your ass with your fingers!”


  I’m so busy with the task of sucking cock that I hardly hear the order at first and when it dawns on me what I’ve been told to do, I barely believe that what he asks is possible.  


  THWACK!


  My body careens forward from the force of a sudden blow to my ass. A hot searing burn follows and I choke on the dildo, which is rammed deep in my throat. 


  “Fuck it!” Jud’s harsh guttural voice sounds off.


  I immediately lift my ass, while still giving head to the tasteless prick, and with another swift cut of the cane from Benjamin to keep me motivated, I stuff my fingers in my ass. It’s a tight uncomfortable fit, which is then made conveniently easier when Jud briefly removes them and slathers my anus with what I think is probably lard or something like it. I’m back to the task with a terse, “Until you cum,” from Jud spurring me on. 


  With all the demeaning, undignified, shameful acts I’ve been made to perform, I’ve never been quite so demeaned as I am now. I shudder violently with humiliation, tears form in my eyes, I start to sob unable to get my tired body to do anything right. I finally stop altogether. I’m not even aware of Benjamin rising to his feet until I feel my entire body jerked up. 


  I scream out, “I can’t! I can’t, I’m sorry!”


  Benjamin slaps my face. I can expect no less. He stares me in the eye. “Yes you can, Dana. We both know you can and we know exactly what you’ll do, don’t we?” I don’t think our faces are even an inch apart. “You’ll do it, you’ll love it, you’ll even get off! And when you’re done, you’ll admit the truth in words, the whole messy, outrageous truth about yourself. Once that’s done, you’ll find a way to apologize to me and to Jud. You’d better put on a show of gratitude to top any you may have tried before.”


  He drops me back down to my hands and knees with my face in front of the prick, where I can suck as I did before and work my ass with my fingers. A different place in me must kick in… some new territory, another side of myself. I’m not sure what it is that motivates my movements, but I do feel a sudden erotic fire bursting inside my gut, a delicious, raw, wanting. I need it now—if only I could have the fire in my wasted cunt as well. The poor thing hasn’t been used in days—Jud has such a fetish for my ass, and I remember that I’ve blown Benjamin off but nothing more since my fourteen days began. Neither man has used my cunt.


  Hungry and aching now for the cumming finish I must have, I work my ass like a nasty whore and suck the prick like a pro. I feel the fire rise, pushing me on, taking over when my mind might stop it. The feelings in my bottom swell. I sense everything, feel everything. I’m aware of every small pain, every discomfort, the eyes that stares in ruthless judgment, and the beads of sweat running down my chest and thighs. The taste of the silicone, the smell of sex, the touch that sends my body shivering, and the sounds of my slurping, grunting disgusting mouth combine in a bizarre cocktail that makes me drunk on my own debauchery. 


  Yes, yes! I’m pounding myself so hard it hurts like hell, though it feels like heaven is just around the corner. 


  “You know a really nasty sadist would stop you now,” I hear Benjamin’s cruel threat. 


  I feel my entire body tense up in protest at his message. 


  “So maybe you’d better cum fast,” he warns.


  He doesn’t have to say it. I’m there and loving it, every firing nerve, every squeezing spasm, every dark wonder rising up because of the orgasm taking hold. 


  I don’t know if I cry or say anything recognizable. I’d hope I’d be forgiven if I did, but I doubt that would happen. I focus on feeling… I let go of their eyes and their mean energy. I focus solely on me. One hard clench after another rocks my belly until I finally collapse in a heap. 


  The sudden silence that descends upon the room weighs me down because I sense what’s coming next. 


  Then Benjamin finally speaks, “Now, you get one chance now to tell me in your own words why I shouldn’t consider your behavior punishable. You can start with telling me what you think of yourself now.”


  I peel myself from the floor as if there are lead weights attached to my body, then wriggle a foot or so to Benjamin’s feet; the leather box and dildo are gone. 


  “My behavior is punishable, sir,” I say. My voice feels strange and the words stranger still. “But I understand what you are teaching me.”


  “Oh? And what is that?”


  I sit back on my heels and stare at Benjamin’s boots, finding an explanation that comes out with no struggle at all. I feel so weak, but I’m very certain of what I say. “That I have few boundaries, sir … in fact, I can’t even recognize where they might be. I can humiliate myself so and love the fact that you watched it. I even hope for more. I can imagine nothing that I wouldn’t do if you demanded it.” My head gradually rises from a respectful bow until I’m looking squarely in my master’s face. I see how he reacts and I know he’s pleased, although he doesn’t say so with words. I guess it is his turn to be silent. 


  His eyes linger on me and I almost think he’ll be kind. Then he shifts in his seat, clears his throat and says, sounding as cold as ever:


  “I’m sad to say, Dana, that your regrettable exhibition, that uncalled for outburst puts you on probation in this training camp. Another mistake and you know what happens.”


  My eyes burn with ears, I want to plead my case… spill out the whole of my heart. Does he not believe me? 


  While I remain poised to continue, to make him understand how I feel, Benjamin rises, and I feel the choke chain tossed over my head from behind. Jud jerks me to his side and I crawl to my cage and climb inside. Surprisingly, it takes a long time before my worn out body falls asleep. 


  ***


  I haven’t seen Jud all day. But Benjamin has been with me, silent and sullen. He’s read the paper while I did the morning dishes and washed the floor. He’s rocked on the porch going over a briefcase full of papers. I’ve tried to count the days that have passed, and I know that the fourteen are nearly at an end. Something feels different in the air, and maybe that is a signal too that things are about to change. 


  Unlike the last five or six days, I have time in the afternoon when there is nothing to do. I sit on the porch with my feet drawn up to my bottom and my arms circling my legs. My head rests on my knees. I could be pondering my life, but quite honestly, there’s not a thought in my mind. I follow the insects in the bush as they dart from one to the other, and am occasionally distracted by Benjamin rustling the papers he so carefully reads. I find it oddly annoying, which is strange, considering that hardly anything that simple has annoyed me in days. 


  A stray thought crosses my mind that those papers might have something to do with Textile Trading, and yet, I don’t have even the smallest desire to know anything about them or my business, or anything about my life at home. I’m so removed from it now that I can’t remember how my apartment looks or what’s piled atop my desk at work… 


  “Dana!” Benjamin’s sharp voice brings me around. “Stand up.”


  I scramble to my feet as he ambles to me. Yes. I feel it now; this is what we’ve been waiting for, isn’t it? He pushes me to the edge of the porch where my toes curl over the top step. 


  “Hands out.” He moves to the stairs in front of me and quickly locks metal, fur-lined cuffs around my wrists. I know what’s coming next. As he’s stringing my arms up above my head, fastening them to ring bolts embedded in the porch posts on either side of me, I see Jud coming through the woods with a package in hand. 


  “Done?” Benjamin asks him. 


  “It’ll work real well,” he answers. His eyes are gleaming with victory and I worry.  I have no idea what they are talking about. 


  After securing my hands, Benjamin moves to my feet and repeats the same basic scenario, so that when he’s done, I’m upright and spread-eagle, vulnerable in my nakedness and completely unable to move freely.


  The day wanes slowly; the shadows grow long and a golden light seems to cover this forest clearing with a curious glow. I feel like an offering to some needy sex god, a sacrifice, or perhaps just a woman who’s greatest virtue is her lack of any virtue at all. There is some odd comfort in this and I bask for these brief minutes in the bizarre feeling, until a blindfold slips over my eyes and takes away my pleasant reverie. 


  I prepare myself mentally for what I’m sure will be a long session of brutal pain—and I welcome it. There has been no sex since I was awakened at dawn and though Benjamin teased me all morning, like an annoying fly flicking his small cane inside my pussy whenever it suited his fancy, I’ve had no opportunity to release the sexual energy that’s gathered within me and remains like a cauldron of fire waiting to flame and burn. I have lived with this desperate feeling so many times since I’ve been in the woods that I’ve hardly been aware of how acute my need is now. My crotch moves lewdly as if begging the men to come hither and use the succulent, turbulent portal. 


  I realize there was a purpose for today’s enforced abstinence; they must want me hot, just as I am now. I wait for a hand, a cock, a mouth, anything to take away this terrific ache. Yes, even a bruising beating would be right for the occasion. I’d beg them if I could. But I’m sure the pain will descend soon. 


  Time passes, an interval that I have no way of gauging. A fly annoys me as it crawls against my sweaty skin. I shrug my shoulder and it disappears only to return, tickling the hairs on my thighs.  


  Then suddenly there are hands moving about my body for some unknown purpose. At first I take no notice of their mission, but then I pick up the scent of leather in the air, and there are both cool and smooth sensations on my skin, bands of leather and metal sliding over me until they are firmly in place. I feel the push, the tug, and hear the occasionally snap. A jerk. Another tug. Within a few minutes, my torso from my shoulders to my crotch is enclosed in some garment of leather and steel—the picture is all too clear now, as my muscles struggle to move within the tight bondage. I have been harnessed like an animal. I expect that any minute a bridle and bit will complete the picture of my new role. 


  But I’m fooled again. There is no bridle, no bit, I’m not to be Benjamin’s ponygirl—a fantasy I’ve often toyed with, one that my master knows arouses me. Instead, these strange clothes have a far more insidious purpose than I originally imagined. I understand the genius of what I wear; like a rope dress, but more subtle and easier to live with, I’ll feel the physical restraint with every move I make. My body quickens with the idea.


  But then my attention is quickly diverted to my crotch where I feel a pair of hands opening my labia and poking about with no discernable purpose until I feel a sudden shock of pain


  “Oh, gawd!” I can’t help but cry out.  


  Another biting pain shocks my body.


  “Oh, dear gawd!” my voice lifts in the air. 


  I recall the fishhooks with a fear that makes me tremble.  I can barely breathe, yet when the sharp pain finally dwindles away, a resplendent sensation of bliss clouds my mind, working its way through my body like a drug. 


  Then there are rude tugs at my labia accompanied by a fierce ache that settles deep. It’s beginning to dawn on me what my masters have done. Their boot camp slut will emerge from the woods wearing a harness to define the submissive role she’ll play in her life hereafter—the thought so pleases me that I’m almost smiling. It tells me that Benjamin will still have me as his submissive, as his lover and his slave. I have succeeded where I’m sure he thought I’d fail. I realize, too, that the harness that binds me is just the backdrop for my master’s sadistic plot. He’s pierced my labia and tethered them back, fixing the rings or studs—whatever he’s used to hold them wide apart—to the harness straps that cut through my groin on either side of my pussy. 


  He moves in close, sensing that I now understand his scheme. “You have the picture, don’t you?” He presses his mouth to my ear and whispers as his fingers poke into my vulnerable vagina. “Imagine, Dana, your cunt is splayed wide open so this juicy portal can’t be hidden. Can you imagine what that will feel like… imagine the exposure… the humility? It will define you… strip you of your dignity. This is who you are, just one wet, fucking, ready cunt, crying out to be used. That’s you. That’s Dana.” His terse words shake me to my core. “Get used to it.”


  I’m practically orgasming as his fingers stab deeply into my portal, but no, of course, he won’t let me get off now. As soon as I reach that glorious peak, he removes his hand, brings it to my mouth and lets me taste my sex on his fingers. 


  As Benjamin backs away, the blindfold comes off and I’m staring into the dusk of evening. The golden glow of the afternoon has disappeared and I can feel the dampness from the ocean fog penetrate my skin. 


  I look down and see the intricate body suit made of leather straps and connected by metal rings. Although I can feel the breeze between my open labia, I cannot see the results of my masters’ work. I suppose it’s enough to feel the tickling sensation that dances about my exposed privates. My imagination can fill in the visual gaps until I can see the results myself. 


  “So you have any idea how much this pleases me?” Benjamin asks. 


  I don’t have to guess, I can see the pleasure in his eyes—sadistic, brutal but curiously affectionate. I’m not sure whether to love the man or fear him. Is this what I’ve brought out of him? Was he always this devious, this cruel? Am I the magnet that attracts his inner demons, or are there inner demons at all? Could this be just an act?


  I suddenly feel as if I know less about him than when I came here; and that nothing at all about my future has been decided. We’ve simply discovered that we both have the heavy weight of dark and desperate psyches hanging about our beings. But can we ever have any peace with this? 


  I’m glad I’ve been ordered to be silent because I have no idea how I could answer his question.


  Benjamin stares at me, one minute mocking me, the next remote and impossible to understand. I want to push him away again, order him out, bar him from the territory of my life. But then I do recall that I’m on his turf now, and the thought of him barring me from his life would make my heart bleed terror. Is there no answer? 


  I beg with my eyes for more understanding, but then Benjamin turns away from me.


  “Cut her down, Jud,” he orders his friend.


  While Jud removes the bondage, Benjamin disappears behind me into the cabin. By the time I’m free of the restraints on my ankles and arms, he’s back on the porch with his briefcase and jacket in hand. He stops just long enough to survey the harness and smile. 


  “The locks are like welds, they can’t be opened,” he informs me.


  My body likes that idea and reminds me of the sexual desire still simmering in wait. My brain has no idea what to think. 


  My master’s fingers poke at the centerpiece of the harness just over my heart, and with this almost belligerent stabbing motion drives his point home, while virtually pinning me to the porch post behind me. 


  “Your fourteen days are over. It may be trite to say so, Dana, but it pays to be careful what you pray for.”


  That said, he turns and starts down the stairs moving in the direction of the woods. I stand there stunned watching him, feeling the churning in my belly suddenly overpower any restraint. I leap off the porch and run toward him. 


  “Where the hell are you going?” I cry out. I stop just before I reach him, afraid to move closer.


  Benjamin stops abruptly and turns. “I’m going home to get a good night’s sleep,” he says.


  “And me?” My voice sounds so strange after having been silenced for two weeks. 


  “You’re staying the night with Jud,” he says flatly, as if I’m just an annoyance. 


  I’m finally over the edge of sanity. “No! NO! You said we’d talk…” I step closer, afraid but urgent, “what happened to that… that was your promise! I’ve done everything… everything you’ve asked of me and I haven’t balked once… you told me we’d talk, that I’d get my say and now you’re running off leaving me like this. What does this mean, Benjamin? I have to know.”


  I move forward anxiously but I stumble and fall in the dirt.


  Benjamin stares down at me. “I never promised anything, Dana,” he scowls at me, “just that I’d be your master. I have done that for the last two weeks. Jud will take you home in the morning.”


  “And that’s all? That’s it. I get nothing else from you?”


  “I never said that. You need to think about what’s just happened here. Now get back in the cabin.” 


  Totally demoralized, I fall to my knees, sobbing, making mud with my tears, beating at the ground. Rising to my feet, I swear I’ll tackle him to the ground, but I’m pulled back, surrounded by Jud’s great arms enfolding me in their protection, their humanity and their calm. 


  I say no more, but watch as my master disappears into the trees. 


  As I hear the truck’s engine rev like some fateful tolling bell, Jud picks me up in his arms and carries me back inside. I sob on his shoulder, hang on as if my life is in the balance. I expect he’ll take me to my cage and in his gruff voice order me to control myself. 


  I won’t! I can’t!


  But he doesn’t lock me in the cage, or even beat my ass for my belligerent outburst. He lays me on the bed, on the patchwork quilt. I haven’t felt such softness since the day of my capture. My body falls into the mattress feeling swallowed up inside its comfort. Jud lets go of me just long enough to remove his clothes, then lays down next to me, taking my sad and sorry self into his arms. His body is muscled and hard, and the passion that pours on me now is what I need to comfort my wounded spirit. But it is more than comfort that I receive; I understand his moves are sexual, his body aches just as mine does. 


  He holds me, kissing me on the mouth and running his hands over my flesh and its confining harness. His legs scissor with mine and I feel his thick organ press against my leg. I instinctively move myself along his thigh. Only now am I reminded of the gross way I’ve been pierced and how my pussy is now perpetually opened. The new piercings scream with pain, and yet the agony is short-lived. The head of his erection explores the wet spaces of my sex and quickly finds its target. 


  “Oh, yes, please fuck me!” I find myself screaming between his perpetual kisses. 


  “Hush, girl!” he tells me, then he covers my mouth with another wet kiss. 


  While I ache to be filled, while my emptiness begs to be breached, the head of Jud’s cock teases me. By some curious magic it circles about the opening, thrusting lightly, finding ways to massage the most tactile part of my cunt. 


  “Goddam yes!” I can’t help myself. 


  “Hush!” he says more firmly, while rising up enough to give my face a stern smack. 


  “Oh, yesssssssss,” I quietly breathe in, hissing as the tingling sensation on my jaw awakens a deep beast, a quiet rage, something beyond anything I’ve been allowed to feel. 


  Jud must feel my urgency, because he rises above me scowling, pinning me down and with a forceful thrust impales me all the way to my cervix. He lunges hard, hammering me now, not with the previous finesse, but with all his faculties consumed in a more violent act. I’m fucking back, pain from my groin keeps the anger in me rising, but the lust boils in us both, until our sweaty bodies seesaw back and forth with cumming spasms jarring loose desire we’ve contained thus far. Our loins beat hard and fast together, our hands claw like animals, our faces meet with bites and fervent kisses as this maddening ecstasy goes on, until vanquished and exhausted Jud peels his skin away from mine and collapses on the bed beside me. 


  My pussy continues to throb as both the pain and pleasure come in waves. I think of the piercings and wonder if they’ve been damaged. After a few minutes of faint exhaustion, Jud revives. He’s worried too. 


  “Here, let me see,” he says. He hovers over my privates and inspects my labia. 


  Apparently, he finds everything still intact. 


  “Looks fine,” he reports. 


  He lies back again and for a time my mind races about for something to say… something appropriate, maybe witty… or do I ask the questions that burn in me, the ones Benjamin refused to answer. Eventually, my grappling ceases its frenetic activity and find myself dozing. Jud snores beside me in sleep, still there, still a comfort. I wonder what it would be like to be a lover to this warm body. The idea is not at all strange, but my last thought is of Benjamin. With a twinge of hurt I remember his leaving and feel the loss of him cover me as closely as the quilt Jud tossed over us. No! No! No, I won’t! I refuse to let myself think beyond this bed and this night. For perhaps the first in my life, I’m actually successful in turning off my worried brain and falling into a dreamless sleep. 


  It is truly strange not to awaken on a hard metal surface, peering through metal bars at a man’s hardened expression. 


  I don’t ache—except for the ache in my crotch and that is truly profound. 


  I smell eggs and bacon and freshly made coffee, right up next to my nose. When I open my eyes, there’s Jud, washed and dressed, putting a tray beside me. 


  “Eat,” he says. 


  I don’t question him about the utensils and the royal treatment. Breakfast in bed is something I never expected. I’m not sure Benjamin would approve, but I let myself enjoy the moment propped up on the pillows, sipping coffee and spooning down scrambled eggs and bacon as though I haven’t eaten in two weeks.


  “I’m going out to close up a few things. You can wash up here; there’s a dress in the bag at the foot of the bed and a pair of sandals.”


  “Thanks.”


  I wish there were something more to say. 


  Later, after I’m dressed and Jud’s finished closing up the cabin, we hike out of the woods to the man’s old truck. This is not the truck that brought me here inside the cage, but it’s good enough to wind its way along the bumpy roads and rough terrain of the coastal mountains. It’s not long before we’re on Skyline Blvd headed north. The outside world is all a daze to me, the jumbled streets, the discordant noise, the air filled with foul smells and the thousand empty expressions on a thousand faces. One minute I’m in the woods, the next, I’m at the curb of my apartment building looking up at the white Victorian façade wondering what I’m doing here. 




  Chapter Thirteen


  My loneliness greets me like a slap in the face—and not a lust-filled emotional one. This slap is sad and terrifying. I know I fucked up. Why would Benjamin leave me the way he did, with a cold shoulder and even colder words?  


  After an hour wandering about my apartment trying to determine where the hell my life will go now, I go to the bedroom and remove the dress I’m wearing. It is totally unsuited to my personality, and I wonder as I gaze in the mirror at the purple polka dots if Benjamin was trying to make some statement with this silly dress. Or is it just a lighthearted joke?


  With the thing flung to the floor where I don’t care if I ever pick it up again, I can at least see myself in the mirror and view for the first time the transformation that has been performed on me. The harness of leather and metal remains intact; so do the piercings. I watch myself with some curiosity react to my reflection. I’m at first a little stunned; I haven’t seen myself in two weeks and now this. Then I notice a blush appear on my face. How can I be embarrassed when no one’s around? The fat rings piecing my labia astound me; more astounding is how they pull to each side and attach to the harness straps. If this is not the most lewd thing I’ve ever seen, I don’t know what is.


  After the shock and embarrassment disappear, I have to investigate further by running my hands along the strips of leather. How strange they feel, but wonderfully tight and restrictive, reminding me of Benjamin’s tight hold on me. I press my palm against my belly and run it down to my crotch. You’d think the air would dry the juices that seep from my cunt, but the pink flesh still glistens with my sweetness. I take a finger full from my easily accessible cunt and lick it like I’d lick a dollop of whipped cream. I smile, and at least for the moment feel oddly happy about this whole arrangement, and predictably aroused. I imagine that’s what Benjamin planned. The bastard knows me—that lovely, handsome, virile, domineering, devious bastard knows me. 


  My fingers waver about my privates, revving up sexual engines. As I move, every tug of the harness holding me in its grip is as effective as a hand reaching out to caress me. I play with myself. I rub my clit. The juice gathers and pours out over my hand. In seconds, I’m cumming in long rolling spasms. I grasp at my pussy and yank hard. Oh, I miss being beaten already. My legs feel weak and I fall back on the bed just like I fell back on the bed at the cabin when I was so overcome by grief and sexual longing. This time, I don’t awaken for hours, and when I do, my stomach is growling with hunger. 


  Besides awakening hungry, I awaken depressed and worried. I have no idea what happens next. It would sure be nice if Benjamin would have left a message, but there are none in my voice mail. Not even a note in my mailbox. I have no idea if I even have a life. Do I have a job? A master? A boyfriend? Or am I just a wasted, used up submissive who just blew the last chance she’d have for happiness? 


  With this dilemma on my mind, I eat, then spend the rest of the day, trying to forget the last fourteen. I gaze around me seeing my apartment littered with fabric, sewing notions, magazines, newspapers—the common household refuse that gathers quickly in my environment. It disgusts me now—maybe all that cleaning at the cabin has rubbed off on me. With nothing else to pass the time but constant worry, I start cleaning, knowing how the mindless activity will keep me busy. Late in the afternoon, as I’m walking by the front door, I do a double-take. There’s an envelope on the floor. What the—? I swear it wasn’t there before.


   Shaking from nerves fired by fear, I reach down and pick it up to inspect the handwriting—I know it well. My stomach clenches… of course, a kiss-off letter from Benjamin. And yet, on tearing it open, it reads in his simple hand…


  Tomorrow morning, I’ll see you at the office at 8:00… BH


  So, what the hell is this supposed to mean! Anger, no, not anger but a fiery rage pops up like a freak thunderstorm and I immediately move to the big coat closet by the front door were I store all the stuff I rarely use. I’m looking for my jacket with every intention of finding Benjamin wherever he happens to be, but I stop abruptly as soon as I open the door.


  Oh my God! The cage!   I almost stumble over the thing and have to catch myself on the doorjamb. How did it get here… right here in my apartment, in my closet, like it belongs here, like it’s always been here, like it’s waiting for me to open its barred door and crawl right in…is that where I belong? 


  The letter, still scrunched inside my closed fist… and now the cage. Benjamin has been here in my space—the creepy feeling makes my skin crawl. Just minutes ago, he silently slips by my apartment to deliver his message. He’s not willing to call me on the phone and speak to me, or knock on the door so we can look each other in the eye. But I feel him even now, hovering about my private space, as viciously asserting himself into my life as he did while holding me captive in the woods. Is this a violation or a blessing?


  I want him with more lust and fervor than I’ve ever known in my life … and yet he holds himself apart, taunting me at every turn, planning each move and I, his puppet, jerk to the miserable dance. 


  I awaken at two in the morning unable to sleep and after lying awake for nearly an hour, uselessly trying to calm my mind, I finally get up and go to the closet that plays host to my cage. I bet he wants me to crawl inside and sleep there… the message is perfectly clear.


  But I don’t take the bait. If Benjamin wants to control me now he’s going to have to do it hands on, not from far way. I slam the closet door shut and return to bed where without much effort I fall back to sleep. 




  Chapter Fourteen


  The day is fair, the sky is blue. I dash up the stairs to work wearing a pair of hot pink stockings under my tight black skirt. I initially worried that the lines from the harness would show and wouldn’t you know, they don’t. I’m safe from wondering eyes although I’m not so sure I hide the harness as well under my sheer blouse. So what? It will keep the world guessing. Besides, it’s perfectly reasonable attire and there are embroidered roses strategically located over my breasts. Very slutty, very me, I decided as I gazed in the mirror in my bedroom. I have to admit the harness does keep me thinking submissively and the piercings that keep my labia pried apart make my pussy constantly raw. That can’t be a bad thing. At least for now, I feel more life inside my bones than I’ve felt in the last twenty-four hours. 


  When I open the office door for my grand return, I’m surprised to find the place unusually busy. Sally smiles at me and gives me a scant wave—she’s on the phone. So is a woman sitting behind her at a small desk that wasn’t there when I left. I have no idea who she is, but she acts as though she belongs right where she is. Then there are two guys roaming around the floor—I think they are hooking up computer cable, or something. I step over one and move dazedly into my office expecting more little people working industriously. I breathe a sigh of relief seeing my same old office with its purple walls, its messy desk and its drafting board littered with unfinished projects. I close the door behind me and ponder what I’ll do next. 


  My sunny disposition isn’t fake, the happy step in my walk isn’t either. I woke up feeling ready to take back my world… if Benjamin would let me have it. I decided that the gloom and despair I was feeling was just a let down after my boot camp training…and Benjamin will talk to me even if I have to tackle him and sit on his face. I would have done that in the woods the day he left, but Jud got to me first. 


  My lifted spirits are a given, but it’s still with terrible dread that after a few wasted minutes in my office doing nothing but stare at the indecipherable mess, I finally gather my wits enough to find Benjamin. 


  I navigate the reception area gingerly, staying away from the cable that’s a web of cords in the middle of the floor. When I knock on Benjamin’s closed office door I expect an immediate answer and am surprised when I hear none.  I knock again, still nothing. I’m about to turn around and ask Sally where he is when I suddenly feel a hand resting gently on my ass. 


  “Open the door,” he whispers.


  We walk inside where the brief closeness ends as Benjamin, acting the part of the efficient executive, moves directly to his desk and sits down. He motions to me, “Sit, Dana.”


  While I follow the order, my training has prevailed, I become increasingly anxious as he probes through the files on his desk ignoring me completely. Finally too unnerved to wait, I blurt out: 


  “What the hell’s going on?”


  Even now, it takes some seconds for him to respond. “What? In the office?” he smiles as he finally looks up. “Your latest catalog was a real hit, Dana. I mean a real hit; you really got the business humming. The phone was ringing off the hook late last week, and it’s not stopped. I had to hire a temp to take care of what Sally can’t handle. And I’m installing two more phone lines; we were losing too many calls. We should have a website up by the end of the month. And you, my dear, have another catalog to design this week, so welcome back.” He pauses just a moment then adds, “By the way, you look as if a hundred thousand miles of worry have been erased from your face.”


  “I do, really?”


  “Yes, really.”


  I stare around the small space, seeing the clutter—this is not like Benjamin at all, more like me. 


  “Yeah, I know it’s a mess,” he says, “but I’ll have someone in here shortly who will get it all cleaned up.”


  “That’s good. You know, maybe you should have your old office back,” I say a bit listlessly. “I really don’t need that big space.”


  He looks at me strangely, as if he never expected the offer. 


  “Thanks. I’ll look into that.” The phone rings and he takes the call, while I wait patiently for him to argue with port authorities over a shipment that’s been delayed in customs. He works around those issues effortlessly; something I could never do.


  While he talks, I get my bearings; this is much harder than I thought, especially since I’m in a place I’m afraid I no longer belong. 


  “So?” he says when he’s finally off the phone.


  “So, yes, back to my question.”


  “What question?” he asks.


  “I asked ‘what the hell is going on’. Remember?”


  “Yes, and didn’t I explain everything?”


  “No. You’ve explained nothing about you and me and that, Benjamin, sir,” I say with emphasis, “is something that is not going to wait a second longer.” I can feel my eyes flare with purpose and my heart start to pound with excitement. “Boot camp is over, and you owe me more than you’ve given me…more than the cage in my closet, which yes, I found, and a note slipped under my door—that looks pretty lame coming from a man who’s supposed to be my master.” Oh, it feels so good to speak my mind, even though I’m a little afraid of how he’ll react. “Now, Benjamin Hunter, we are going to talk—please?”


  He looks me aghast at first, then he smiles. “My, how submissive we are today.”


  I keep my cool…surprising myself with such poise. 


  “I am submissive,” my voice returns to a cool quiet, “and I believe I’m your submissive, but you tell me. I won’t be left in the dark any longer. We either have a relationship that will last or I’m going out and find one. I’ve learned a lot from my fourteen days…and this harness twists in the meanest way to remind me who I am, but I’m also owed an explanation from you, and that talk you promised.”


  As Benjamin sits back in his chair it makes an annoying squeak. But the observant silence that follows is even worse as he scrutinizes my face until I want to look away. My anxiety builds but then he finally starts to talk. “Yes, Dana you are owed an explanation,” he says. 


  I sigh deeply and listen. 


  “But there’s just something I need to know first…” he looks me directly in the eye and goes straight to the point, “is going that hard and that deep really what you want? Is that what you need? Is that what you want every day, because if it is, then we have a relationship for keeps.” 


  He stuns me so and before I can think of something to say in reply he continues on. “That was your fourteen days of boot camp, but it was boot camp for me too. It taught me what I know to be true about Benjamin Hunter, about the sadist inside me, and the joy I feel when I’m dominating you, when I’m beating you and withholding my affection. It taught me how much I loved watching you fucked in the ass by another master, how much I enjoyed the trickery, the surprise, the deer-in-the-headlights look in your eyes when I take you off guard and do something you never expected. It taught me that I don’t want to go without that experience with the woman I love. I don’t want it pretty or conventional, or convenient. I don’t want dungeons, or even cabins in the woods, I want my kink in the middle of my life, an everyday miracle that sparks between us and produces the best sex and the hardest cums and the most urgent loving we can possibly have. That’s what I want.” He stops briefly while my mind spins.


  “You say the harness reminds you of your submission? Well it reminds me of my dominant spirit every time I look at you and know that underneath those clothes you’re wearing my harness, my leather and your pussy is open for me. It’s my kink, Dana. And I want it every day with you in the same way, maybe not the same forms, but certainly the same attitude of surrender, and willingness to resign yourself. I want you bending to my will and your spirit contained until I choose to set it free. I want your mind, your heart, your body and cunt attuned to me twenty four hours a day. That’s what I want and what I want from you.” He takes a breath and sits back again. “Is it possible?”


  He waits, but I can’t answer. 


   “You know, I’m not sure it’s possible. But I’m willing to give that kind of relationship one hell of a try—if it’s what you want. If it is, Dana, then yes, to answer your question, we do have a relationship.” He pauses. “If it’s not, then you go your way, I’ll go mine, and hopefully we can find what we need elsewhere.”


  I am speechless, my brain so empty of thoughts I feel foolish. Then, because, I can’t think of anything else to say, I blurt out the only thing I know for sure. 


  “I love you, Benjamin. I’m not sure why I do. I love how you make me feel. I can’t explain that either, but as long as you respect who I am, I am yours. I don’t know what’s in my mind, but I know what’s in my heart.”


  He nods his head, then for a time it looks like there are a hundred thoughts inside his brain and he’s considering them all. Finally, he rises from his chair and moving to the window looks out on the street below. When he turns back, he peers at me with a look that’s loaded with innuendoes and possessiveness in his brown eyes. 


  “Stand up, Dana, and remove your clothes.”




  Chapter Fifteen


  The sunny redhead moves into the lounge with charming ease. Her shapely dancer’s legs catch the eye of every man at the bar as each one takes a look as she sashays by in her four inch heels. She sits in the chair Ben Hunter has pulled out from the table. 


  “Hi, sweetie,” she says and gives him a warm peck on the cheek. 


  “Glad you called. I’ve missed you,” he says. 


  “I wish I could say the same,” her eyes twinkle, “and I guess I do… but I’ve been pleasantly distracted.”


  “Is that the news you wanted to report?” he asks. 


  “It is.”


  She holds out her hand, showing off a diamond on her left ring finger, set in a design of platinum leaves. 


  “That is unique.”


  “Marco designed it himself.”


  “Marco, huh? And is this the relationship you wanted?”


  “I think so.”


  “You work quickly, lady,” he says admiringly. 


  “Yes, I guess I wasted no time. In fact, I got on the plane with the best defense against losing you, and that was to find another lover. I don’t take kindly to rejection.”


  “I didn’t mean to reject you; it wasn’t really in my mind.”


  “All the same, I knew exactly what you’d do with Dana. Maybe not the specifics, but certainly the outcome, and I was right.”


  “Which makes me glad you found someone. Is he as wild as you want to be?”


  “He’s deep and mysterious, Ben. Full of surprises, angles and ingenious ways to love me.”


  “Then you can’t twist him around your little finger?”


  “No, I can’t,” she says flatly—like she’s remembering her last night with her lover.


  “And would he be as kinky as I am?” This is what he really wants to know. 


  She smirks playfully and tosses her head. “Let me tell you about last night… Marco gave me a potent reminder of his control over me. We went out to dinner, a rather fancy restaurant. We were with friends, and midway through the meal, he was having one of those speculative discussions with the other man about having a woman do as she’s told. His friend’s date was your common variety feminist business woman with an aggressive streak a mile wide. Of course, she was appalled by the discussion. I tried to defend the poor woman, suggesting that maybe we should drop the conversation. Marco informed me that he’d discuss anything he damned well pleased with his friend and it was not my place to judge or even butt in. I was just a little bit rattled, especially since Marco decided to prove his point.” She pauses blushing, then leans in a little closer and lowers her voice. “You’ll love this… he excused us from the table for a moment, saying he had a little business to take care of, then he led me to the men’s room where he proceeded to lift up my dress and spank my naked behind right there. And it wasn’t just a simple spanking. No, he gave me a lecture in submission while he did so…


  “’Don’t you ever go against me in public again!’ he warned. He added a few other reprimands I don’t exactly remember, then he smacked me again another dozen times and finally pulled down my skirt.”


  “I suppose you had an audience?”


  Her blush broadens. “I guess so. I know that at least two men came into the restroom while I was being ‘taken care of” and used the urinals. Another guy emerged from one of the stalls and just stared at me getting spanked. My face was beet red—that is my ass and my face—but it was a vicious turn-on. When we returned to the table, Marco’s friend asked if everything was okay. Marco told him that he’d just punished me in the men’s restroom. He didn’t like my challenging him in public. The woman was horrified and I got nothing but nasty glances from her the rest of the night.” She stops the story and smiles. 


  “And the man?”


  “He wanted to see my ass.”


  “So—”


  “Marco had me stand up and lift my dress.”


  “Really?”


  “Well, our table was tucked behind a potted plant so I don’t think anyone else could see.”


  “And this is what Colleen wants?”


  She shudders visibly, which only adds to her erotic allure.  “I do. He’s not as hard and deeply sadistic as you are. Sometimes he treats me like a princess; it’s just certain things he’s very Old World about. That suits me. He reminds me so much of all the domineering dance instructors I had, all the directors and choreographers who make women their royalty and then treat them like chattel. Strange as it seems, that suits me.”


  “So, what happened to being beaten?”


  She sighs. “Beatings are punishment, not just for the heck of it—not that it doesn’t often lead to great sex. But sometimes, I have to be a little naughty just to get that kind of attention. You know me, though, I love being wicked.” She cutely scrunches up her nose and her eyes dance with light. Ben can see she’s in love. 


  “You look happy.”


  “I am. So, how’s it going with Dana?”


  He purses his lips. “Oh, we have our ups and downs. We’re living together now.”


  “Still working together?”


  “Yes, still working together. She’s a constant challenge. But I like challenges, and if I’ve taught her anything, it’s to step away from her fear and do as she’s told. It takes trust, and that’s hard for her, but we’re both learning.”


  “I was kind of surprised not to see her here tonight.”


  “Oh, well, she might have been, but doing penance took precedence over pleasure.”


  ***


  Ben took off to meet Colleen for dinner tonight. I could have gone with him, but then I stupidly fumed about his making the date with his old girlfriend—jealous habits die hard. He’s having steamed oysters, cracked crab and sour dough bread at some little bistro on the wharf, while I stay at the office working…it’s not the usual sort of work under the usual sort of circumstances. I’m wearing the harness, a necklace of slave bells and my heavy work boots—not a very normal combination, but considering what I’m doing, most appropriate. 


  I recall the day I returned from boot camp, when I entered his office determined to get his commitment, he mentioned that he had someone coming in to clean up the mess that his small office had become. Little did I know that someone would be me. 


  He said he liked his kink in middle of his life, not just on the fringes—maybe it wasn’t those exact word but the idea was the same. My cleaning his office is how I’m submitting today. Getting down on my knees and scrubbing the floor—or in the case of each office, I’m stripping, sanding and refinishing the floors one by one. Benjamin thinks the office should reflect the vibrant energy of our enterprise, which thanks to my day job is growing spectacularly. So, ALL the redecorating falls to me—including most of the heavy labor. It does serve the dual purpose of getting the job done economically and giving my master an easy venue for torturing me, which I love and hate with the same passion I did during my training. 


  Normally, Benjamin will be working late while I suffer here, with my sexually steamy body ready at any moment for a thwack from his cane, or a good spanking, just to keep me motivated. He did take a timeout one night for a little heavy bondage. He dragged my naked body down the lift elevator to the warehouse, strung me up, beat me until I screamed, then left me there for God knows how long before he returned and I crawled back up the stairs—no, I didn’t ride the elevator this time, I crawled two long flights of stairs. I think Benjamin was hoping someone would find me so compromised, but I managed to complete the trek without being seen. That night was the closest thing to real dungeon play in the last three months. 


  Most of the time my life is like it is tonight. He orders me around and I work in whatever scant attire pleases him, which makes my body available for his use. He’s fucked me on every desk in the office, over chairs, tables, in the stairwells and against the walls. It is his playground and I’m his happy toy. Yes, his happy toy. Nights like this I float in my dreamy oblivion forgetting all else, all but his commandments. And I can’t ignore the sexual energy that blooms in me; it crawls through my veins like a summer vine. It wraps its way about my flesh, closes in around me like love and keeps me painfully ready for the wild explosion of sex. 


  Sometimes we have sex here at the office, and sometimes we wait until we get home—my apartment. The cage has been moved to the bedroom, where on any given night, Benjamin will lock me inside and I’ll sleep with memories of the woods.


  I think the cage is more a punishment than anything else, since he’s usually pissed at me for something just before I get ordered to my knees and told to crawl inside. The device seems to prevent my petulant side from rising, when it’s sure to ‘screw up the works’—his words. I do well when I’m caged, when I’m made mute and acquiescent—and the memory of the woods arises, and I recall what I peace I found there and brought home with me. 


  The effect on my real work has been stunning…I’ve been designing my way through dozens of new products, becoming a regular, quirky, New Age Martha Stewart of shabby, eccentric New Millennium chic, everything rich in color, contrast and bizarre design. My head is so filled with ideas, I can’t stop the flood. I think this is also the fallout of my transformation as Benjamin’s sex pot, sextoy, slave girl—I never quite know what to call myself, and Benjamin really doesn’t have names for our relationship. Like me, he hates labels… and yet all those labels certainly apply. I am now successful, Textile Trading is a funky old name for a funky new enterprise and I am its creator, its driving force, its prime mover. Ben’s just in control. 


  It sure makes a lot more sense to me than trying to do it all. 


  Back to out kinky sex lives … Benjamin told me to strip off my clothes that morning of my first day back. I sat there stunned by the order, not because it was particularly out of context, it certainly wasn’t. It just took a few minutes to get ready, a few minutes while he went back to work as if I wasn’t even there. I finally got the gumption to do as I was told and I stripped down to my harness, thinking sad thoughts as I peeled away the hot pink stockings. They were so pretty, so goofy. Didn’t he like them? His order had nothing to do with liking or not liking my clothes; he simply wanted to inspect me. He stood me up in front of him, took great care in seeing that the piercings were healing well, then he undid the rings where they attached to the harness. “I think you need a break from this,” he said. 


  “Oh, but I like it that way!” I objected. 


  He glared at me, then smiled. “You let me decide,” he warned. 


  “Yes, sir,” I answered dutifully.


  He then proceeded to cane me hard—twenty times across the buttocks and thighs while I was bent over a chair. I suffered through without making sound. Then with a compelling air of command, he placed his hand between my legs and played with my privates until I was gasping for breath. When I felt him move in behind me, my world exploded into the grand finale I’d been hoping for for weeks. 


  This was our first real fuck since our relationship began again. His hard-on slipped inside and I must have started cumming instantly. His hands were like velvet running across my skin, every nerve in me heightened and I felt the tremendous power of him grab me up and hold me tight inside its grasp. I fell back into him, knowing that this was where I belonged. It was exactly what I’d prayed for, and my prayers had been answered. 


  Afterwards, Benjamin held me close for a long time He stroked my hair and kissed my face. Then standing back, he watched me dress. 


  I laughed as I stumbled trying to put the pink stockings back in place. I was even ready to give up on them, when he told me, yes, he wanted me to wear my funky stockings. 


  “I love your clothes.” I think that was the first time he ever said that. “Don’t quit being you.”


  My submission to Benjamin Hunter is no secret around the office. I wear my submission like a mantle, always dressing in some sexy way—usually with the harness in tact.  Although occasionally I get a break from the constant feel of its confinement, I’d rather wear the harness than not, especially during business meetings, in front of customers, or when I need to make a presentation and really be on. It seems to curb the over-the-top behavior that leads to my downward emotional spirals. Nothing makes me feel more alive, more on, more real, more content than wearing the garments of submission, knowing I’m tethered to the man I love by something I can tangibly feel.  


  While most people would never guess how I live my life, those closest to me don’t have to wonder anymore. 


  Benjamin started with Sally. I really don’t think he had it in mind to do this; it was just one of those spontaneous happenings. I got caught in a lie—which implicated my faithful Sally. I really didn’t think Benjamin would make it an issue, but he did. 


  He confronted the woman regarding a stack of missing invoices, which I’d taken from her desk. I planned on replacing them… well, the long and short of it, Benjamin called me into this office with Sally standing there. Both of them were fuming.


  “Bend over and raise your skirt, Dana.”


  “What!” I stared at him, I stared at her, then finally blushed realizing what was taking place.”


  “I’m really sorry, I am. I was going to replace those invoices, I swear…Benjamin… honest.”


  “Over the desk.” By the tone of this voice, I knew he wouldn’t budge from his plans no matter how much I begged or whined. “Frankly, I think that after all this time working with your faux pas, your unpleasant moods and your failed attempts to run this business, Sally would probably like to see you get what’s coming to you.”


  My whole face screwed up with a pained wince, as I went over the side of the desk and raised my skirt. It was one thing to exhibit myself in front of kinky people like us, but a woman as vanilla as Sally? My own employee? My face was red and hot with embarrassment long before my ass was. I got spanked hard, I mean really hard with a thick spanking paddle I’d never seen before. The wood was unforgiving and I whaled almost the second the first strike smacked my clenched behind. My cries continued for the next seventeen smacks—one for every blessed invoice—but it wasn’t all that necessary to be quiet, since Sally was standing right there, happily watching my punishment.  


  “Now,” Benjamin said when he finally stopped. “An apology is in order.”


  I stood up, wiggled back into my skirt and while sniffing and wiping my tears with the back of my hand, I apologized. 


  Sally took it all in, stoic and calm as usual, then when I was finished, her comment was quite pointed, “You know Dana, I hope this is a regular thing with you, because you sure need it.” She turned to Ben, “And if you ever need someone to fill in… you don’t have far to go to find me.”


  As Sally left the room, Benjamin could hardly contain his laughter. I was less amused, but from what the woman knew of me, her point of view was not all that off base. I’m sure she’d follow through in fine style should my master ever let her wield the paddle. 


  Randall Tyler was another matter and another scene that outed me to my immediate world. He showed up a couple weeks after the Sally incident wanting to see the progress of our revived business first hand. 


  “I guess your vacation did some good,” he said, as I stood in Benjamin’s new office—my former one. When I was admitted to the room, Tyler and Benjamin were sitting together apparently discussing Textile Trading.


  “Yes, my vacation was just what I needed.” I tried not to blush.


  “And you went where?” the man asked. 


  I looked at Benjamin and he gave me a pointed nod. If I didn’t tell the man the truth, he would. 


  “Actually, it wasn’t what you’d call a vacation at all. I resided courtesy of Benjamin and his good friend, Jud, at a cabin in the Pacific Coast mountains. It was a training of sorts…a very personal, hands-on sort of training.”


  “Oh, how interesting.”


  “You can be more specific, Dana,” Benjamin jumped in. “I think Randall deserves to know.”


  I was so nervous my palms were sweating, if only I could have sat down, but there I stood before the two—it felt more like an interrogation than a business meeting. “Well, let’s see. I was graphically reminded of my submissive nature and how living in a way that accentuates that aspect of my life is really the healthiest thing for me both mentally and emotionally. It gives me a foundation from which I do my best work. As you can see, I have been able to expand our business along with Benjamin’s guidance.”


  “And what’s the graphic part mean?” Tyler asked.


  Damn! The man just wouldn’t let it rest and by my master’s expression I knew he expected the full disclosure—at least the gist of it. 


  I tried again. “It means that I have given myself over to Benjamin. He is in charge and my obedience to him is demanded. This is nothing like it was a few years ago… you see, I think the hard knocks of that time taught me that I do need Benjamin’s guidance and I’m grateful that I have a chance to have that again. And Benjamin’s a much different man now.” I could tell that he was still not hearing what he wanted, so another deep breath and I plunged into the graphic truth. “It means, Randall, that he has every right to punishment me should he find my behavior unacceptable. I have been liberally spanked and caned for my misbehavior. The training at the cabin was sort of a…boot camp… you might say.” Was I still beating around bush too much? Tired of the whole thing, I finally just spit the rest out. “I was kept naked the entire time, ordered to be silent and I slept in a cage. I followed Benjamin’s orders to the letter, worked my fingers to the bone and was punished long and hard on the bare ass with whatever implement he thought appropriate.” I looked at Ben, questioningly. “So, is that graphic enough?”


  “That’s just fine,” he answered, looking satisfied and proud of me.


  Tyler nodded his head as if all that sounded like a proper plan. 


  “And is she behaving herself now?”


  “She is, for the most part.” The two stared at me. “And when she doesn’t, she knows she’ll pay. I keep her in a body harness, Randall. It’s a good reminder for a woman who can be as off-center as Dana, but I don’t think she’s complaining. And yes, the relationship goes far beyond our working environment, it is sexual, it is love, and I think we’ve finally found the right mix that will keep us together for a long, long time.”


  “Then I applaud you, Ben. You’ve done what I never believed would happen.”


  “Then only thing I’d suggest is that you knock before you enter our private offices when the doors are closed. You never know what you’re going to see.”


  “Yes, perhaps, if I’d been more informed the time before,” he turned to me, “I would have seen the situation as it was.”


  “But then, sir, you would never have brought Benjamin back to me,” I remind him.


  Benjamin looked at us both, having no idea what we were talking about. My god, I always assumed that my master knew about the incident with Locksley. 


  “Would someone care to explain what you’re talking about?” he declared. 


  Tyler smiled. “I’ll leave that to Dana to do that.” He stood up, shook Benjamin’s hand. “Good work. And don’t worry about me, long as you keep this girl in line, I won’t be knocking on anyone’s doors.”


  “So what was this you didn’t tell me?” Benjamin asked as soon as the man left.


  I blushed. “It was Locksley,” I said. “Tyler caught me having sex with my master in his office… in the ass sex. He had on hellava show until we finally realized he was watching.”


  Benjamin laughed. “That explains a lot of things,” he said, thinking back. 


  I let it drop. Seems I’d already said enough for one day. 


  And thus, every legitimate chance my master gets to reveal our secret, the secret is spelled out in a way that the listener will accept. Sometimes the revelation is subtle, others know Benjamin as my ruthless taskmaster. Even my own friends have gotten a taste of his iron-fisted approach. I’ve been spanked in front of a few, at the very least reprimanded when it’s deserved. To their amazement, I acquiesce happily and reveal a contentedness in my spirit and the flushed cheeks of a woman in love. With their mucked-up miserable lives, they hardly have room to argue with the choice I’ve made.


  Tonight, Jud watches over me as I work. I’d stay here by myself, but Benjamin doesn’t think it’s safe, especially because all I’m wearing is the harness—not a good thing if the place got broken into or caught on fire.


  My proxy master is the same old Jud, a good ol’ boy, drinking a couple beers, and smoking his Camels while I’m on my knees sanding the floor. 


  “You look good down there, kiddo,” he says. 


  I look up. “Thanks.” At least I can talk. 


  “How about for old time’s sake you back that ass end up to me?” he says. 


  I already have my ass to him and stare back wondering what he wants. Being wise not to resist, I crawl backward until my ass is between his open legs. I bow my head submissively and expect him to be fondling my flesh, giving it a good hard smack or two, even priming my bumhole for a good screw. I guess that’s allowed, but Benjamin didn’t give me specific orders. 


  My lips are nearly touching the floorboards, when I suddenly feel a hot burn on my butt. Ah! The ashtray again, I think as the pain recedes and I let go a relieved sigh. 


  “You’re good for this, Dana. The best I’ve seen and I’ve used a lot of women this way.”


  “You should get your own woman,” I say as I crawl back to my sanding. 


  “Maybe I will, maybe I will,” he says, taking another gulp of beer. 


  Benjamin arrives a few minutes later. I actually think if he’d been much longer, Jud and I would have been humping away like minxes. We were both feeling the sparks fly. But then there is my master standing at the door looking down on me. 


  “Now isn’t that a lovely sight?” he says. 


  “She sure is pretty,” Jud agrees. 


  I just keep sanding. 


  “And maybe one of these days you can have her again,” Benjamin says. 
“Just give me the word,” Jud answers. I hear him rise from his chair. 


  “Thanks for the favor.”


  “My pleasure.” A moment later I hear the door close. 


  Just Benjamin and me now, my master and me. The man I love and me, alone in the office. I breathe a relieved sigh and keep sanding the floor because I don’t know what else to do and I’m nervous as hell. The excitement and arousal are so ripe and sweet I can taste them on my lips.


  Benjamin sits down and watches me work, while the tension between us rises.


  “Aren’t you going to ask?” he finally says.


  “Ask what?” I look up. 


  “You’re not curious about Colleen?”


  To be quite honest I hadn’t even thought of her since he got back—too many other things on my mind. But once refocused on Benjamin and Colleen, the same feeling of dread I experienced when he told me about their date returns. I sit back on my heels in a proper pose of submission. “Yes, sir, I’m dying to know every damn thing you two talked about.”


  “Well, we talked about love and who we love and how she’s in love with some new guy name Marco and I’m in love with Dana. That was it. A good ending, I’d say. You’d like her.”


  “Yes, I bet I would like her. But I was just fine right here tonight.” I’m very glad I didn’t go—I had no desire to meet that woman. 


  Benjamin nods his head. “Well then, maybe it’s time to go home?”


  I look up in wonder. “What? No fucking on the desk?” I ask playfully.


  “No, I think the bed would be just fine tonight.”


  I smile. “All right. Sounds good to me.”


  He gets up, moves to the closest where my clothes hang waiting. There’s just a pair of old overalls, paint-stained and baggy, and a painter’s coat that looks about the same. I dress, then remove the boots and slip into a pair of a pink ballet shoes. Then setting the black derby on my head, turn to Benjamin and ask, “You think this is too much?” 


  I see him wince. “Hey, it’s dark; no one’s going to notice.”


  We lock the office door behind us and move to the stairs, taking the first flight to the entrance hallway. The street is just a few yards away, on the other side of the glass block windows.  


  I assume we’re going to leave, but before I get to the door, Benjamin pushes me back into a wall and starts kissing my mouth, my face, and then my neck. His lips move down my throat, covering me in love and his breath that smells of wine and coffee. My body is suddenly mad for him, all over him, clawing at his clothes and where I feel his prick hardening against my thigh. Somewhere in the melee my coat and overalls fall to the floor and my naked ass and back are pressed to the cold cold wall behind me. I don’t care now; my cunt is hot and wet and ready. Benjamin lifts me up, and holding me by my ass cheeks, he drives his erection deep. His lips and teeth are still at my throat, sucking, nibbling, kissing. His hands are loving my flesh. I hold his head in my hands and run my fingers through the soft brown hair taking in every bit of power that pours from his loins. 


  “YES, GAWD, YES, FUCK ME!” I shout, and he fucks me, fucks me hard, pounds me in the center and against the wall. He grabs my tits and squeezes hard and pounds me more until the delirium of cumming explodes and we rock to the ends of the world together, together, Benjamin and me. 


  Yes! Yes! I’m deliriously ecstatic. I want to shout it to the world. This is me—the absolute everything I can be, me! 


  And this is my master, my Benjamin, and this is how we dare to love. 
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