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  chapter one


  The law offices of Adam Cady were dark-paneled, smelling of lemon polish and leather with the hint of cigar smoke in the air.


  “You say your name is Leslie Ann?” Adam asked the girl with the wispy platinum-white hair.


  “Yes, yes, that’s what I said,” she replied, nervously fingering an old-fashioned cotton handkerchief with a purple lace-trimmed border.


  He was thinking otherwise about her name.  But it wasn’t wise to confront a fibbing client too soon.  He stared at her hands, the nails polished with lavender, long and slender like her fingers, dainty like her small form cowering in the leather chair before him.  Her legs were tucked up under her bottom.  One minute she was relaxed and casual, the next there was a look of fear in her expression.  She had a wide-open face and eyes too blue to be real.  Though she’d been crying so there was no way there were colored contacts in her eyes.  This blue must be authentic.  It was hard to figure her wearing a black long-sleeve, turtle-neck T-shirt dress on a late spring afternoon.  It was still too cool for the air-conditioner so the ceiling fan in the office loped around in a circle at an easy gait, giving the room a fresh breath of air.  That suited him in shirt-sleeves.  But she must be blazing hot underneath that dress.  His mind leapt into his imagination to picture her body, a habit he had with women because he was so thoroughly impressed with the female form.  He guessed she was slight, slender with small sensuous breasts, detecting a nipple through the fabric of the dress.  She’d have a gracious curve inward to her waist and a gentle flare to womanly hips and strong thighs.  He could already see that she had tiny feet inside the ballet slippers she wore.  The way she cocked her head, he was seduced.


  The white in her hair was from bleach, her roots dark—in fashion with the times perhaps, but it was more than that.  She wasn’t a twenty year old nymph, but nearly thirty with some substance to her that belied the trendy attire.  There was silver dangling from her ears, several piercings in each and silver rings on her fingers.  She looked morose dressed in  black, except for the flirtatious sparkle in her eyes when she spoke to him, and the smile that was only the hint of a smile.  It was meant to tease him, something he knew she did naturally, totally without thinking.  But then, being so distraught over the sad tale she had to tell, she held back the coquette and settled for playing the whimpering misused woman.


  “I need a restraining order,” she said, repeating what she’d said the first moment she stepped into his office with tears in her eyes.  It had taken five minutes to calm her down.


  “Perhaps you should tell me a little more why that’s necessary?” Adam asked.


  “He’s harassing me, stalking me, entering my apartment even when I told him I don’t want him there.”


  “This Jacob fellow you were talking about?”


  “Yes.”


  “Does he have a key to the place?” Adam asked.


  “Of course.  We used to be lovers.”


  “And have you changed the locks?”


  “No,” she replied defensively.  “But that shouldn’t matter, should it?”


  “You want to give him a clear message …”  It seemed all too obvious to Adam.


  “I suppose I can change the locks,” she conjectured.


  “You realize that restraining orders are not the answer.  Perhaps you need to press charges against the man.  Has he abused you?”


  “No, no,” she shook her head adamantly.


  He was wondering about the turtle neck and long sleeves.


  “You’re sure?”


  “Why would you doubt me?”


  He paused a second.  “Sometimes these things are hard to admit.  There are some very good counselors that handle domestic abuse.  I’m not really qualified …”


  “That’s not the case with me.  I simply want to make a statement.  It will be all I need.”  She was very sure of herself.  “Jacob has his reasons for pursing me, so he thinks.  I just want him to understand that it’s over, and I do mean it.”


  “Then you don’t fear him abusing you?”


  “Not physically.”


  She’d become abrupt, pinched.  There was so much boiling inside her smallness he wanted to take her into his arms and hold her like a child, let her break down and cry the tears she refused to shed, the ones that didn’t appear when she began her story.


  “I’ll do what I can, Leslie Ann, but I’d be careful.  It’s simply a piece of paper.  If there’s some real danger you should be taking other measures.  There’s a shelter I can recommend.”


  “I said I don’t need that kind of thing.”


  “All right,” he shook his head befuddled and yet resigned.  “You have my retainer?”


  “Yes.”  She pulled an envelope from the black linen sack beside the chair.  “It’s in cash.”


  “Cash is fine,” he said.  “Thank you.  The paperwork will be ready tomorrow.  I’ll handle the court proceedings and everything that’s required.”


  “Thank you,” she said.  “This is a load off of my mind.”  She rattled off all the information Adam Cady needed.  And on leaving, her smile was broad and her handshake surprisingly firm, like an old matron being gracious at an afternoon tea.  Every move, every gesture was a contradiction.  He was still seduced.


  ***


  “Her name’s Leslie Ann Warhol, lives on Gretchen Blvd., 2668, apartment number two,” Adam told his detective friend a half hour after the blonde woman left his office.  “I believe she’ll be going home.  Watch her tonight.  Look for a man trying to gain entry into her apartment.  See if she fights him.  See where she goes, anything you can observe about her.”


  “She playing coy with you?”


  “I’m not sure.  Either she’s exactly who she says she is, or…” He paused.


  “Or what?”


  Adam shrugged.  “I don’t know,” he said.  He was genuinely baffled.


  “Hey, that’s my job.  I like a good mystery.  And that woman’s got a good one to unravel, I’ll bet.”


  “Yes, Mitch, she’s hot,” Adam returned.  “But she’s off limits.”


  “And why’s that?”


  “I don’t think you could handle her,” he returned flatly.


  The wiry, balding detective with the infinitely kind face, shook his head.  Sometimes Adam Cady was as puzzling as the odd clients he took on.


  ***


  She was on her way out, casting a cursory glance at the apartment she’d occasionally shared with Jacob.  It was aging but had tons of class.  She liked the bank of small windows across the living room, the hardwood floors and smell of the old woodwork.  She thought she’d remain if she could just handle this one small problem—it seemed like such a small problem now that she had an attorney to speak for her.  The door rattled as it closed behind her.  After locking three locks, including the new one to keep the troublemaker out, she walked out into the street toward the bus stop and caught the 7:12 uptown.


  Uptown there was a loft where her Mistress lived and worked.  It was a quiet section of the city and Miss Angel’s neighbors were rarely home.  There was a certain vacancy about the large walls and high ceilings of the building.  One could feel small there, or like Miss Angel, very imposing.


  The young white-haired, blue-eyed woman sat in a ladder-back chair before the older femme in the black diaphanous shift.  That shift was so thin, the outline of Miss Angel’s matronly body showed like a shadow beneath it.  She might have been well into her forties but the shape of her olive-skinned body was a sight for any sexual woman’s eyes to behold.  Unlike the slip of a woman sitting demurely in the chair, Miss Angel’s breasts were full, swinging in an alluring rhythm.  And her hips swayed and her gentle ass swayed and her thighs undulated so seductively it appeared as though she was ready for sex any instant.  Ah, but Miss Angel didn’t stop with being a sultry temptress, she was also breathtakingly wise—why a submissive would come to her in the first place.  She was the woman to dominate an  innocent looking waif, when being dominated by a man was too much to take.  But she was more than just a mistress to this one.  Not a friend exactly, but when the sessions were over this sub had told Miss Angel a lot about her life.  The woman listened and advised her.  Somewhere in the five years relationship there was affection raised between them like mother and child.


  “So what’s the name today?” her Mistress asked her.


  “I called myself Leslie Ann when I was at the attorney’s.”


  “An attorney?” the older woman’s eyes opened wide.


  “Jacob has to leave me alone.”


  “And you think an attorney will help?”


  “He’s arranging for a restraining order.”


  Angel shook her head.  “Darling, it’s not going to work.”


  “I’m being reasonable,” she defended her move.


  “Has Jacob ever been reasonable?” the Mistress pressed on.  “Actually, you gave him your unwavering commitment ….”


  “I can’t talk about it,” the white-haired woman responded with a vehement flash to her startling blue eyes.


  Miss Angel turned away with a swish of her dress, raising a breeze that fluttered on her submissive’s bare legs.  She turned back.  “Then I guess you just take your punishment and run?”


  “It’ll make me think straight.”


  “Then if I give it to you hard, maybe you’ll become wiser?” the Mistress returned, not unkindly, but she could so easily shake her head in sadness.  “Take off the dress and drop to your knees.”


  It was a command the submissive recognized.  Hearing its sweet refrain, she obeyed in seconds.  Naked at Miss Angel’s feet she touched the dusty floor with her lips and raised her ass.  A sweep of satisfaction poured through her limbs as she made the pose more awkward raising her ass to expose it more fully.  She felt the crop just seconds later, fondling her genitals so that she was ready to wince, expecting pain.  Yet while still on guard against the first blow, she relished the sensation of leather taking a pleasure-ride between her thighs, along her exposed anal cleft and against a clit swollen with desire.  She swayed her ass just as her mistress swayed her whole body when she moved.  Then there was tapping on her ass cheeks where it was plump and she could take a good beating.  A little yellow remained underneath from where the last bruises had been.  If mistress just used that crop there might not be more bruising, but then it was okay if there was.  What she really wanted was the pain.  The pain got way inside to cleanse the bogeyman inhabiting her soul—or so she believed.


  The tapping turned to smacks of leather and the two rude cheeks churned in place while she kept her face pressed to the floor.


  “You’re a bad girl, Leslie Ann,” her mistress scolded.  “I should refuse you on behalf of dominants everywhere.  They shouldn’t have to put up with trashy brats like you.”  The crop came down hard, right on the cleft and the asshole and the pubis where it hurt, and where the smoldering sensations of fire began.  Miss Angel thrashed her hard letting her harsh riding crop attempt to beat some sense into this docile deviant—until her ass was red and the cleft was sore and her pussy screamed in agony, just as the screams from her mouth lifted high toward the ceiling—until she thrashed about inside invisible bonds to be set free.  She looked like a struggling tiger caged, in a cage of her own making.


  The submissive waif bore down hard inside herself, remembering that she’d love what it felt like afterwards, after the pain had turned her insides into jelly, and her screams had emptied her of every bit of woe—if only for a second in time.  Miss Angel gave her an extra dose this night—the woman was emotionally charged to the point of being over the edge.  When she dropped to her knees, a move few mistresses would ever stoop to, and began spanking the brat’s ass with the palm of her hand, she conveyed disappointment in this servile wench.  How she tried and yet how confused she remained.  Miss Angel was nearly in tears with compassion.  A dangerous place to be, she was sure.  As much as the blonde appealed to her, as much as Miss Angel would have liked to have her permanently, the lust for good cock would send this one flying to a man as soon as she had Jacob off her back—if she ever did.  Jacob used to be a good man, perhaps he just didn’t know what this little one needed.


  When Miss Angel finally backed off, she left the white-haired waif simpering on the floor.  Taking her own chair she sat, letting this Leslie Ann heave her final sobs until she was nearly quiet.


  “In the chair,” the mistress barked.  Her instant of compassion was over, at least as far as this submissive would see.


  The waif rose meekly to the ladder-back chair.


  “Sit up, bitch.”


  Her punished ass was hot and sore, feeling as though it was fusing to the hard wood.  But then, to little Leslie Ann it felt as though her body was melting into nothing.   There was little will, just enough to comply with her mistress’s wishes.


  Miss Angel, unable to keep her seat for what passion brewed in her, rose from her queen’s chair and stalked the younger woman.


  “You get yourself out of Jacob’s grip, bitch.”  She grabbed what little she could of the white hair and turned the softened face upwards.  Miss Angel’s long nails dug into her own palm.  “I don’t want to see you again, not like this.  Being submissive should be your great joy.  It is who you are.  You want to be free of him, then don’t let him back in the door.  You’d be better off leaving town, if that’s what you need.  But coming here to get your little bursts of freedom isn’t going to solve the problem.  I know it’s not like you, but maybe you should strap on a pair of balls and slam the door shut so tight he knows he can never get back in.  The only one that can do that is you.  Forget promises and pledges and guilt.  You may be in this struggle for your life.  Don’t wimp out.  I want a healthy bitch to punish.”


  “Yes, mistress,” the waif replied.


  “Don’t call me mistress,” Miss Angel said giving the docile face a shove backward as she let go of her.  “I want you to get your life handled, little one.”


  “I am trying.”


  “Humph.  Yes try,” she said with cloying sarcasm.


  “You’re unhappy with me.”


  “No,” she shook her head.  “I don’t get unhappy with useless sluts.  It’s really nothing to me if you take care of yourself or not.”  As she swept away from the cowed woman, the motion of her black dress created another breeze to blow on the sub’s bare legs.


  Knowing the mistress was finished with her, Leslie Ann quickly dressed and left the loft.


  





  chapter two


  The morning after she first appeared in his office, pictures of Leslie Ann Warhol landed on Adam Cady’s desk.


  Mitch liked pictures to prove his point.  Leslie Ann Warhol walking into an expensive apartment building … Leslie Ann with a cigarette between her slim fingers as she gazes out her front window … Leslie Ann leaving hours later, same black attire, walking to the bus stop and catching an uptown bus … Leslie Ann entering a loft building, staying an hour and then leaving with a softer expression on her pale lips.


  “She went to a professional dominatrix.  Couldn’t tell you why.  But then, I suppose you can guess.  And I don’t think Leslie Ann is her name.  But I couldn’t tell you what is.  You want me to keep looking?” he’d asked.


  “No, not now,” Adam replied.  He figured there was more to this girl than first appearances indicated, but how fascinating her tastes.  It was taking on an interesting wrinkle.


  Adam saw her again at 2:00 pm that afternoon.  The restraining order was waiting on his desk.  He didn’t confront her about her name and the fact that the the legal papers were perfectly useless without that accurate.  He wasn’t sure exactly why he didn’t make an issue of it, but he was intrigued enough with her to give the matter a little time.


  Two days later in the late afternoon, a man sauntered into his office unannounced.


  “You’re Adam Cady?”


  Somewhere behind his cocky exterior the fellow was filled with rage.  He was a stocky man with long hair, loosely tied in a ponytail.  He wore a baseball cap, wire-rimmed glasses and a scruffy beard.  He was not handsome, though he had an allure that was strangely stunning.  And such a contrast to the attorney, who was clean-cut, crisp, his own beard well-trimmed and his black locks shorn close.  Adam was balding a bit, but that only added a distinguished air to his appearance.  Both men reeked control, but in such different ways.  The stranger was quixotic and troubling, a brooding man with such a dark look in his eyes it suggested desperation.  To the contrary, Adam was cool, controlled and settled—though not uninterested in the stranger.


  “I’m Adam Cady,” the attorney replied.  “And you?”


  “I’m not here for small talk,” the man replied taking a chair.  He leaned back, crossed a boot-clad foot over his one knee and smiled.  “I want to know about restraining orders,” he said.


  “Ah,” Adam responded quickly.  The lights were coming on.  “Perhaps you’re Jacob Coltrain?”


  “Maybe you were expecting me?”


  “No.  I really wasn’t.  It’s not my place to talk with you.  Perhaps with your attorney.”


  “I don’t need attorneys, and I’m not here to talk with you about anything.  I’m here to tell you a few things.”


  “And they are?”  Adam took his seat behind his desk and waited.


  “First off, you know she didn’t even tell you her real name?”


  “Is that so?”


  “Yeah, Eden Rose.  Little bleached-haired slut.”


  “Name’s not Leslie Ann Warhol?”


  “She likes making up names and identities, her little drama.  She thinks it’s mysterious.  Keeps her happy I guess.  Suppose she thinks she’ll keep hidden that way.  The truth is, Mr. Cady, she’s mine.  I don’t care what tangent she’s off on this week, she’s still mine.  She’s mine now, she was last week, and a few days ago when she came crying to you, and she’ll still be mine when this blows over.”


  “Yours?  Like in you own her?”


  “It’s not fashionable to own women, but this one likes it.  She’s hit a rebellious streak lately, but she’ll be back.  You’re taking her money for nothing.  I’d appreciate your sending her on her way.  I’m sure you’ll appreciate not wasting your time.”


  “Perhaps I’ll let … Miss Rose is it … tell me that herself.”


  “She will.”


  “And you’re sure of that?”


  “Oh, I’m sure.  There’s obviously a lot you don’t know about her.”


  “I only ask the pertinent questions.”


  “I have a signed contract with her, in fact several.  They keep her tied to me.”


  “Like a slave?”  He was amused.


  “She’s a songwriter, I’m her producer and manager.  We’ve got agreements, legally binding ones.  She probably didn’t tell you that, did she?”


  Adam didn’t reply.


  “It’s all on paper, very up and up, and there are even some agreements that aren’t on paper.  But they’re a given.  Bottom line, Eden Rose is mine.”


  “Thank you Mr. Coltrain, for the information,” Adam said after a moment’s appraisal.  “I’ll take that into consideration the next time I speak with Miss Rose.  I would suggest however that you do keep your distance.  You are under a restraining order and for reasons that the Judge found quite compelling.  You violate that, and all your agreements with her are pretty pointless.”


  “I’m not sure you get it, man.”  Jacob pointed a finger in Adam’s face while his expression remained cocky and rude.  “She’ll be singing my praises by tomorrow, the whole thing will be like so much dust in the wind.”


  Adam pursed his lips.  “I suppose if you really felt that way, you wouldn’t be here now,” he speculated.


  Jacob gave him a look as if to say “touché”.  He walked out the smirk still in place.


  The blonde walked into the law office the following afternoon, this time wearing dark sunglasses, a short-sleeved knit top and a long straight skirt with a slit up the thigh, all black.  With the glasses off, Adam could see she’d been crying.


  “Miss Warhol, have a seat.”


  She was reluctant, staring at the leather chair for a moment before she plopped her bottom on the cool maroon surface.


  “I hope the restraining order is working?” Adam continued.


  “I haven’t seen Jacob, if that’s what you mean,” she said.


  “Good.”


  “But he does call,” she said.


  “I see.  Extreme?  Frequent?  Is he threatening you?”


  “With Jacob there are always threats.”


  “Oh?  What kind of threats?” Adam asked.


  “He says I can’t be rid of him.  That I’m bound to him.  He doesn’t care about restraining orders, he’ll have me.”


  “Anything else?”


  “He’s a very threatening man, Mr. Cady.  I shudder every time I hear his voice.  Two, three times a day, I’m afraid to pick up my phone.”


  “You’ve been crying,” Adam observed.


  She tried to smile, but it was very meek.  Adam gazed at her for some moments expressionless, while the waif remained humble and innocent.  He could sense his fascination for her rising again, that power of hers seducing him.  He sensed as well his anger, the intense desire to bust through her game with a cutting version of the truth while maintaining his control.  He wanted the authority to take her by the shoulders and shake her as if she was a naughty child and then lay his hand on her bare behind so she’d feel the burn for days.  He stared at her, his eyes growing darker every second until she began to wilt.


  “I’m not in business to take your money and do useless legal work, Miss Warhol.  I expect to trust my clients.  Trust that they are telling me the truth.  When they lie it makes me look bad and always back-fires.  You understand that?”


  She didn’t reply.


  “Do you understand that?” he repeated.  Leaning in on his desk, his eyes were barreling into hers so she was forced to stare back without blinking.


  “Yes,” she replied, though it was clear she was flustered by his sudden mood.


  “Let’s get the truth straight, Leslie Ann.  What’s your real name?”


  “Why Leslie Ann Warhol,” she said surprised he’d asked.


  “What’s your name?  The real one.”


  She stopped short of repeating herself, bit her lip and fidgeted with her handkerchief.


  “Cut the crap, lady, and tell me,” Adam ordered.


  “Eden Rose,” she blurted out.


  Adam leaned back and sighed heavily.  “Good, very good.  Now let’s see if we can continue with the truth.  Are you serious about a restraining order against Jacob Coltrain?”


  “Yes, yes I am.  I haven’t lied to you about that, or anything I said about him.”


  “You’re absolutely sure?”


  “Yes, Mr. Cady, I’m sure.  I can’t take it anymore.  I swear.  I can’t.”


  “Okay then.  Why did you lie about your name?”


  “It’s complicated.”


  “Well go ahead and tell me, you have me for the rest of the hour.”


  “But I don’t know where to start.”


  “How about with the business arrangements you’ve made with him.”


  “You know about that?”


  “Just tell me the truth.”


  “Jacob’s my manager.  He has been for four years.  I’ve had several songs sell, sell very well, and Jacob arranged that …. “His Light’s In The Dark”,  “Sad Songs” …”


  Adam had heard of them and was impressed.


  “So you have a business arrangement with him.  You want that to end?”


  “I want everything to end with him,” she replied, so he was quite convinced by the sound of her voice.


  “How long is your contract for?” he asked.


  “Three more years.”


  “I think you’d better let me see it, and every legal piece of paper you have regarding the two of you.”


  She shook her head, looking slightly embarrassed.  “I’m ashamed to admit, Mr. Cady, I don’t really know where to find them.  Jacob always took care of those things.  I suppose somewhere in my apartment …”  Her voice trailed off.


  “Then you’d damn well better go home and find them, hadn’t you?”  His voice rose enough to startle her—again.


  “If they’re really that necessary, I suppose …”


  “Yes, they’re necessary if you want me to represent you.  You say he’s harassed you.  You led me to believe this was a physical kind of thing.  That your life might even be in danger.  Or have I just jumped to conclusions and you’re just an artist that wants out of a bad deal.”


  “No, no no, that’s not it at all.  We’ve been lovers too.  And that’s the point.  The love’s gone badly sour.  I don’t want any of it.  I don’t want anything to do with Jacob Coltrain.”  She was shaking her head and beginning to sob.


  “Stop crying!” Adam barked, annoyed.


  She looked up surprised.


  “You’ve been playing me since your first visit.  You’ve got a damned good game here, but it’s over now.  You’re going to be straight with me and you’re going to stop the theatrics and the sniveling and putting on a dozen roles.  You’re going to be Eden Rose, whoever she is, and you’re going to tell the truth or you’re out on your ear.”


  “Yes, sir,” she replied, less meek than before, but with enough voice to please him.


  “You find those contracts.”


  “Now?”


  “Yes, now. How far is it to your apartment, twenty minutes?”


  “You mean come back right away?”


  “I have one client coming in after you, then I’m free for the afternoon.  You find what I want and be back here by four.”  He looked at his watch and then stared back at her.


  “What if I can’t?”


  “That’s not an option, Eden,” he replied, clipped and succinct.  He pulled a file from a drawer to his right and began reading from it, communicating that the rest of their meeting would wait until she returned.


  Eden Rose left with her heart beating a thousand times faster than when she walked in the door.  Her crotch was on fire.  Underneath her long skirt, she was naked and her pubis rubbed against itself, so she wondered if there might be an orgasm just moments away.  The chill in her bones made her speechless as she took one last glance back at the man’s unerring composure.  He didn’t even bother staring up at her when he must have known she was looking at him.   Slipping out the door, she hastily made her way back to her apartment.


  ***


  Eden returned to Adam Cady’s office at three forty-five.  She’d put her hands on the requested documents minutes after arriving at her apartment.  With the time left over, she looked at herself in the mirror in her bedroom and started to cry.  Yet hearing Adam’s voice in the back of her mind with a sharp reprimand, she stopped.  How pale she looked, a little like death.  It suited her mood, morose and contemplative.  She could feel a song rising from this, the agitation in her belly was a distinct sign.  She could spend some moments at the piano and begin.  But she had the feeling that things were gearing up for a long evening before the keyboard in that safe place where the rest of her life didn’t matter, where she could lose herself in the one thing she did really well.  It was much harder looking in the mirror than writing songs, because the mirror didn’t lie about who she was behind the hype of her attire.  Jacob thought the look was appropriate given the songs that she wrote, but she was so tired of Jacob and his opinions.  She couldn’t find the magic with him anymore, just in that one small place and she told herself she wasn’t going to go there with him again—even if she loved the physical results.  It wasn’t worth it when she was so miserable every other minute of the day.  She’d rather spend her life with Miss Angel as have another night in Jacob’s captivity.


  And Cady … if only there were men like him to conquer her, she might redeem the rest of her life.  Hell, he was probably married, there were those pictures on his desk.  The blonde woman with all that sweepy gorgeous hair and the beauty queen smile.


  Eden fluffed at her spiky white hair, thinking it was time to color it again, the dark roots were showing too much.  She’d been so depressed lately, it was hard to think about looking good.  Then again, she had looked pretty good for the lawyer, in these tight fitting clothes.  Men always liked that and she could tell he noticed.


  Ah, but who was she kidding?  He had to be married.


  ***


  “Humm, I guess that didn’t take so long,” Adam observed as Eden walked into his office with a packet of papers in her hand.


  “I hope this is what you need,” she said, tossing them on his desk.


  “Is it?”


  “I guess so.”


  He looked annoyed.  “Listen, Eden, you’re not some dumb broad.  I don’t like that act, and I’m not going to put up with it.  You knew exactly what I needed and where to find it.  Don’t play me like that again.  It’s getting repetitive and frankly, it pisses me off.”


  “Okay,” she said straight and simple.  “I guess I do that sometimes.”


  “Often, I’d say.  But never again with me.”


  She nodded, still feeling meek and sheepish, but for real reasons now.  The attorney was certainly capable of getting inside where the hot spots were, where she shivered and her cunt got wet and her limbs began to ache.


  Adam sat at his desk reviewing the documents in the package, doing a quick overview of the contracts she’d signed with Jacob Coltrain.


  “I’ll have to take a really good look at what’s here.  But I think we can work around them.  Jacob had these drawn up?”


  “Yes.”


  “And you just signed?”


  “It was just a formality.”


  “And why’s that.  You don’t take this seriously?”


  “We were lovers, Mr. Cady.  At the time I never thought it would be any different.”


  “I see.”  He looked down at the papers again.  “Why don’t you go home and write your music and I’ll call you in a day or two.”


  “Thank you.”


  Eden smiled, sweet and seductive, though to Adam, this smile seemed more genuine than all the others had been.  It was hard to set aside the desire to be brutal with her … and then as tender as rose petals falling onto the grass.


  





  chapter three


  Jacob stared in the window at Eden Rose from the patio outside her back door.  Her apartment was easily accessible from the street, up the fire escape.


  Midnight, Eden was at the piano playing music, looking melancholy.  A bottle of scotch sat on the edge of the baby grand, a shot glass beside it.  One hand played a melody while the other held her head in her hand.  She hummed as she played, words beginning to trip through her brain, but not yet put on paper.  She was strangely methodical in her manner of writing music, though it was a method only she understood.  It didn’t matter that anyone else did, only that she was getting attention in the music world for what inspired her.


  When Jacob slipped into the room through the unlocked door, Eden was so immersed in her work that she didn’t hear the silent footfalls of his approach.  Not until he was at her back and she jumped feeling his hands clutching her shoulders did she realize the intruder was there.


  “Jacob, no!” she shrieked, but then his hand was over her mouth.  She tried to bite his fingers, but he slapped her face and then clamped his hand back over her lips with a bone-crushing tightness.


  “Don’t say a word,” he whispered.  “Not one word.”  To ensure her obedience, he pulled a ball-gag from his pocket and opening her mouth with his fingers pressed it inside.  The strap was fixed behind her head.  She was at his mercy.


  He extinguished the single lamp in the room as he dragged her from the piano bench, her arms flailing as she tried to pull away.  But with his large hands and strong grip, the fight was useless.  Stripping her of her robe, it was easy work to have her wrists bound behind her.  Jacob knew where to find the leather straps and harness, the playthings that would raise her body heat.  Pushing her toward her bedroom, he chuckled knowing he had her won.  She wasn’t resisting at all.  Eden was so easy.


  “You think you can get away from me, bitch,” he chortled in her ear as he undid the wrist cuffs from behind and then fastened them to the rod swinging over head.  “You are so naïve and foolish.”


  He slapped her ass with his hand, then buckled the collar around her neck tightly so she could feel the constriction in her throat.  She had to gasp for air.


  “Relax, slut, you’ve got a long and welcome night.  That femme uptown doesn’t hold a candle to me.  Why she didn’t even leave marks.”


  Eden was sinking into him, intoxicated by words.  Dizzy from the constraints, she let the surging in her abdomen turn erotic, her hips undulating against his hand.


  “That’s it,” he purred.  Pressing his palm over her pubis, he held it tightly in his fist and pulled down.  She squirmed and cried with the shot of pain.  Fingers in her vagina teased the syrupy concoction of sweat and juice.


  A clamp came down on one nipple and the pain sparked.  She jerked and he slapped her face.  A second clamp on the second nipple, more pain, another jerk and slap.  Preordained, ritualized, but yes, very welcome.  She didn’t want to tolerate the abuse but the jolts were too severe for her sex to ignore.  The wild rush was as sweet as words of love, and she let her head fall back as he began with the whip and crop, one in each hand.  She was traveling light-years in seconds, joyriding through a wave of delicious heat and pain.  It was exhilarating pain turning her insides out as he turned her outsides into raw, scorched flesh.


  The multi-taloned leather whip flailed on her breasts and belly, sensation streaming like ocean swells crashing as breakers on hard sand.  The crop cut.  He was erratic and sporadic, mocking her as he stalked her quivering body, going eye to eye with her so she could see the vile expression of triumph on his face.  The laughter, the scorn, the jubilance of his sadistic mien shot right through her.  When she closed her eyes, he slapped her face.


  “Don’t do that again.  You’ll see me, bitch, and remember who I am.  How I’m the champion of your greatest cause—this perpetual sex machine.  He gripped her cunt and shook it hard, then fixed a clamp over her clit so she screamed a muffled scream into the gag.


  From behind, he let the whip fly fast and hard, not a second between the strikes.  On her back, then to her ass, so they were heated and hot.  Then the crop again, that horrifying one with the thin end and the little tied tail that bit viciously into roughed-up skin.  She’d feel a trickle of blood down her thigh before he finished.  A terrifying reason to rejoice.


  She was losing it by the time he burnished her thighs and lay into that tenderness creating another horror.  Her mind simply vanished and there was nothing but pain, and then nothingness, and then nothing at all … she’d disappeared without a trace … gone … flown away and lost forever.


  Eden came back to the room with the feel of Jacob’s hand between her thighs, his fingers pressing her to climax … a long mellow jolt and sensation afterward … softly swooping here and there.


  “I’m so good to you, darling Eden.  You treat me like shit trying to fend me off.  You suppose you’re going to tell your attorney about this little caper?  About how easily you give in to me?  You going to try and change your name again?  Try to hide, maybe?  If I didn’t think you were so scrumptious for my own needs, I’d find you pathetic.”


  He was undoing her from the bar overhead, but he left her hands manacled together at the wrists.  Removing the gag, he pushed her to the floor and pressed her head against the wood with the heel of his boot.


  “You look good like that, whore, don’t you?”


  She didn’t reply.


  “Don’t you?” he pressed harder, angrily.


  “Yes, sir,” she answered.


  “And you’re mine, isn’t that so?”


  “Forever and always, sir,” she replied without thinking.


  “I will always own you,” he swore.


  She did not reply.


  “I WILL ALWAYS OWN YOU!”   He let the crop rip against her upturned bruised butt, the narrow end landing in her ass crack.


  “Ah, nooooo!”


  “Say it bitch!”


  “You’ll always own me, sir,” she spit out loud and clear.


  “That’s better.  Now suck my dick.”


  He helped her to her knees, and pulled her toward a chair where he sat back and she remained between his open thighs.  Her hands couldn’t play with him easily, but her lips could and they covered the erect stalk.  With his hand at the back of her head, he pressed her down on the organ and fucked her mouth.  It made her gag, but he made her relax.  Opening wide for him, her lips and tongue worked hard bringing him off.  Pulling her head back, he shot on her face, on lips and hair and down her chin.  The smile on his lips was reminiscent of times before when he was ecstatically jubilant mastering her.


  “You fire Adam Cady tomorrow,” he said looking down at her.  “Tell him it was a mistake.  Don’t tell him you belong to me, just tell him you patched things up.  That you love me and that you always will.  You understand that?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “And you’ll do it.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Good.  Now go to bed.”


  “What about the collar and cuffs?” she asked.


  “Wear them to bed.  Be glad I don’t chain you to the headboard all night.”  He threw her a key to the cuffs.  “In case I’m not back to let you go,” he chortled.


  Jacob picked her up as he rose from the chair and gave her a mean swat on the behind as she padded off toward the bedroom.


  “You won’t spend the night?” she asked him peeking out.


  “No, I won’t spend the night.  You don’t deserve me.”  He was about to leave.  “But you will.  You’ll be moving into the brownstone with me for a little corrective training.  So I can get you back to being the gentle submissive who’s never heard the word rebellion.”


  “I want to stay here, Jacob,” she pleaded with him.


  “But you won’t.  I think I already have someone that will sublease the place.  He stared around at her beloved walls.  “You did a nice job fixing it up.  Too bad you couldn’t behave yourself.  Still, some of these things should bring a decent price.”


  “You’re going to sell it all?”


  “Yes.  Like I did before.  You’re not going to need it for a long time.  And I can’t be bothered with your ballast.”


  ***


  The next morning, Eden was in Adam’s office by ten.


  “I thought I said I’d call you,” Adam remarked as he watched her walk through his door.


  “I can’t wait.  I have to see you now,” she replied.


  “And why’s that?”


  She was shaking—not made-up or contrived this time.  She was afraid, perhaps he saw that in her eyes.  Considering what was in her heart she wouldn’t be surprised.


  “I have to do something now,” she said.


  “Do what?  Jacob threatening you?  Sit down.”  Disturbed by her disquiet, he remained close to her, not behind his desk, but leaning against the edge of it in front of her looking down quite kindly.


  “He’s, he’s ….”  She couldn’t find any words, and the thoughts streaming into her mind were filled with panic.  Adam wouldn’t like hysteria, she’d decided.  But how to tell him.  “I don’t know what to do.”


  “Perhaps you could be more explicit,” he wondered aloud.


  He was kind not to press, she thought.  Remaining motionless for some seconds, she finally closed her eyes and began unbuttoning her chin-high dress—black too, like all her other clothes.  As each pearl button became loose another tear formed in her eye.  She stopped just below her breasts and opened the linen wide to show the naked skin that had been well-marked.  A half dozen red spots remained from her beating the night before.  “There are more on my behind,” she said.  “And on my back and thighs.”  She pulled one sleeve from her shoulder so he could see a few marks on her back.


  “That’s enough, Eden,” he said.


  She pulled the dress back over her shoulder and began to redo the buttons as slowly as she’d undone them.  Adam stared down at her silently.  She was surprised that he wasn’t horrified.  She’d experienced him angry and expected as much now.  Instead, there was a comforting calm, his eyes curiously tender.


  “So, Jacob beat you,” he finally spoke after a long speechless moment.


  “Yes.”  He was so serene and gentle that he seemed capable of accepting anything she said to him.


  “And did you want him to, Eden?” he asked.


  .      “Want it?”


  “Yes, as in being beaten arouses you?”


  “You think that?” she wondered.


  He cocked his head and let one eye fix on her.  “Have I guessed wrong?”


  She shook her head and looked away embarrassed.


  “Eden, look at me,” he demanded, his attitude taking an unyielding turn.


  It was never hard for her to obey a request or command.  His she loved for its steely determination and kindness.  Yet when she opened her eyes, her body began to tremble.  What did he think of her?


  “Am I wrong?” he repeated his question.


  “No,” she whispered.


  “Then you didn’t fight him?”


  “Only in my heart.”


  He moved away from her toward the window and looked out on the street.  She watched him nervously, wanting to say so much more, or take back the confession she’d just made.  Would he understand at all?


  “I want to see the other contract with Jacob, the one you’re really afraid of,” he said.  “The one that has you slaving for Jacob Coltrain.  I might be able to handle these legal ones.  They’re poorly written.  But it’s that other one, the non-legal one, I want to see.”


  “You think there’s another contract?”


  He’d returned to his desk and sat down.  “Don’t try to deceive me again, Eden.”  His voice maintained an authoritarian tone.  “You know what I mean.  I want to see your contract with him.  What you promised him, personally … it is on paper, isn’t it?”


  She gave the man a halting, “yes.”


  “Then bring it to me now.”


  “You want to see it now?”


  “I shouldn’t have to repeat myself.”


  “But I’m afraid of going back to my apartment,” she replied.  “Jacob …”


  “Is he there?”


  “Not when I left this morning.  But he walked out last night telling me he’s going to sell my stuff and move me in with him.”


  “And what did you tell him?”


  “I couldn’t object,” she said.


  “Well then, I’ll take you home myself.”


  ***


  Adam used his reading glasses to inspect the three-page document.  Typed on an old manual typewriter with O’s that looked like black moons and broken E’s, the contract looked much older than the relationship between Eden and Jacob could ever be.  It was tattered—she said she’d read it daily when it was new.  One end was dog-eared like she’d rolled it up and unrolled it a hundred times, and there was a coffee stain across the top of page two.


  “Five years old,” he remarked, seeing the date.


  Eden watched him reading, ready to wince any moment.  She was wondering how she’d ever explain this to a man with ordinary sexual tastes.  It would make no sense.  Hell, it never really made sense to her.


  “You meant what you said here about absolute control?” Adam asked.  With his glasses perched on the tip of his nose, he looked quite professorial as he peered over the top to look at her.


  “I did, then.”


  “This doesn’t allow for then and now.  It’s about forever with this man,” he observed quite rightly.


  “I know.”


  “Then why are you breaking the contract?”


  He was almost accusatory like Jacob would be.


  “Because I feel empty inside,” she blurted out.


  “Is that how it’s always been?”


  “No.  It began in an S M club.  He was fascinating and very controlling.  I wanted to do everything he said.  He made my career, gave me the push I needed and the structure I needed to be productive.  He’s controlled everything and I wanted that.  But for two years now I’ve had this ache.  He says it will pass and refuses to discuss it because a woman in my position doesn’t have a right to.  That’s why I couldn’t tell him anything last night.  But I know what he’s going to do.  He feels this impasse between us as much as I do and he will do what he says.  I can always trust that.”


  “So, what all this is about is reclaiming your rights to yourself?”


  “I guess it is.”  She refused to be shy now, now that he knew everything.  Thankfully, he didn’t seem to be making any judgments about her life.  That gave her more confidence still.


  “And he’ll be here soon?”


  “He could come any minute or not for days.  But he’ll expect me to be here and to leave with him.”


  Adam sat pensively gazing at the contract, then looked up.  “So, if I find some safe place for you to stay for a while, does that mean you’re going to be serious about this?  That the first time you run into Jacob again, you’re not going to go back to him?  That you’re really done with the man?”


  “Yes, yes, yes, I am.  I won’t go back to him, I promise.”


  He looked at her so sternly she was about to dissolve into the chair that cradled her small body.  Big pink flowers in the fabric seemed to wind their way around her hunched shoulders.


  “I’m taking you to the apartment of a friend.  She’s in Europe for the summer and gave me the key so I could look out for things.  She said my sister could use it if she was in town, I’m sure she won’t mind.”


  “I could afford a hotel,” she said.


  “If you knew how to get your money.  He does control that, doesn’t he?”


  “Yes, but I have some Jacob doesn’t know about.  I guess I’ve been planning this for some time.”


  He gave her a raised-eyebrow hawk-like stare.


  “He could find you in a hotel,” Adam finally explained.  “If you fear him that much, then you’re better off out of his sight.”


  She was quiet for some time wondering why Adam Cady would take this interest in her, even though it was exactly what she wanted him to do, even what she expected.  She couldn’t detect any ulterior motive.


  “Perhaps I should take my keyboard,” she suggested.


  “Sadie has a piano.  Get what you need and get it quickly.”


  “You’ll wait?”


  “If you’re so afraid of this man, don’t you think it would be a good idea for you to get out now, as stay here?”


  She nodded chagrined and left him to get her things.


  





  chapter four


  There was music in the air, in her mind and all around her.  From some adjacent apartment she heard an operatic aria she didn’t recognize.  A soprano with incredible rage lifted notes on airy pedestals like offerings to gods.  It was enough to meditate on as she relaxed in Sadie Holt’s living room.  Unlike her chintz and flowers, Sadie was much more minimalist in her style.  With cream and tan-colored fabrics and flashes of crimson in the throw pillows and the arrangement of silk flowers on the glass coffee table, she felt strangely clean in these surroundings.  Clean of Jacob without his moods and clamorous melodies stinging even the breezes that blew through the windows.  Was she free of him?  It was hard to say.  She respected Adam Cady’s probing examination of her motives, considering what extreme things she’d promised to Jacob in the contract he’d read—that she’d so easily signed when she was at the time in love.  She remembered their first night well ….


  She was at the club dressed in leather.  The costume cost a fortune, leather garter belt, lace-trimmed silk stockings, four-inch patent heels, and of course the leather dress—soft black suede, handmade for her, so every angle conformed to her figure and moved the way she moved.  There were zippers in the dress right over her breasts.  In the club they were unzipped, her nipples prominent and hard when Jacob first spotted her.  His scruffy appearance didn’t faze her.  A quality in him shined through the smoke and gloom of the club’s dark rooms.  He emanated authority and control.  She’d seen him several times work a slave with a whip and liked his technique.  But she appreciated the fact that he was very choosy with what women he played with.  He didn’t play often, sat back a lot and observed.  Yet when he struck, he struck like lightning and consumed.  A submissive didn’t have a prayer in his hands.  He refused to listen to “safe” words.  Either a woman gave herself or she didn’t; there was no middle ground and no negotiation.  Perhaps that was why so few women would submit to him.  Most liked to control their sadomasochistic moments by instituting rules.


  The night Jacob finally spotted her flirting with one of her favorite doms, he seemed to know from the start that she’d bend to suit his plans.  He came across so civil at first, a charmer’s charmer.  He came up to her and pinched a nipple so she practically shrieked.


  “Hush, Eden Rose,” were his first words—words he’d repeat a thousand times.


  She swallowed her cry as the two fingers torturing that slip of skin made her start to cry.


  “You do very well,” was his first compliment.  “But we’ll see how well you’re doing by the time I’m finished with you tonight.”


  “Did I agree to this?” were her first words to him.  Even saying that seemed an act of rebellion against a man that would soon own her life, perhaps the last and only act of rebellion that she’d ever try with him—until now.


  He slapped her face and she felt much better being put in her place.  Taking her into the back room, he did the unexpected, taking her over his lap and spanking her briskly with his hand until it hurt like hell.  It must have hurt him too because he seemed to go on for ten minutes.  When he was finished he set her on her feet.


  “The rules are, you obey and serve me, got that?”


  “Sure.”


  “You must really want to be punished,” he said noting her casual reply.


  “Yes, sir,” she corrected herself.


  “That’s better.”


  She followed him around the club that night for about a half hour, got him a drink, and rubbed his feet for a while.  Then he zipped the nipple zippers up tight and took her to an all-night diner where they talked.  The only thing he required of her was that she raise her dress so she was sitting on her bare ass.  She parted her thighs without being asked and he was pleased.  Crunched into a corner of the diner there was no one to see her ass on the seat and know that when she was wiggling, it was her hot cunt getting off on the cool plastic.


  “You’ve been to the club a lot.  You get what you need?” he asked.


  “Sometimes.  I used to like it just because it feels so wicked.”


  “And you like feeling wicked?”


  “I love feeling, the more intense the better,” she told him.


  “What you need is a permanent relationship with it,” he said.


  “I haven’t found the right man.”


  “You will.”


  “You think you’re the one?” she was impertinent enough to ask.


  “I think you’re out of line even asking,” he said.  “But I am going to turn your flesh to jelly before this night is over.”


  “Then why’d we leave the club?” she wondered.


  “Because you’re going to submit in your own bed,” he answered plainly.


  “I never do these things at home,” she said shocked, shaking her head “no” quite defiantly.


  “You have a four poster bed?” he asked.


  “Yes.”


  “Yes, of course,” he smiled knowingly.  “You obviously want to be tied.  I’ll tie you there on your belly and leave you until I’ve gone over your rooms with a fine tooth comb and know everything I can about you.  Then I’ll begin with my flogger and whip.  I might start with deerskin, but you’ll be wanting more soon.  I like things in asses, so expect that, my fist if I want it there.”


  She cringed and he smirked happily because he could see how scared and excited she was.


  “I’ll raise your ass before I screw it and mark it heavy, then leave a good wad inside.”  There was this pregnant pause as he let her dwell on those thoughts for a few minutes.  She’d sipped her coke and pinched a few bites of stale bun from the cooling hamburger as if those might settle her stomach.  All the while she kept looking into his eyes wondering why they held her so fascinated, since he was not a classy or even a handsome man.  Obviously there was something within him that drew her into him, that made her desire and burn and her cunt to pulse.  Imagining what he said he’d do, her whole body did a pleasant shimmy.  And then there was that knife-blade spasm in her belly.  She’d had one like it the first time she’d had nerve enough to go to an S M club alone, but hadn’t felt that thrilled since.  This really wasn’t play time he was talking about, she sensed that, as well as sensing that she was ready for this move.  It’s what she’d always wanted, what drove most of her behavior, what consumed her thoughts in the wee hours of the night.  Submission.  Surrender.  They were tantamount to coming alive and she was nearly in tears.


  Jacob took her home that night and did everything he said he would.  With her tied to the bed, he wandered her apartment making it clear by the noise he made that he was getting inside her life as far as he could go, opening drawers, rifling through her personal papers, examining her closets.  Finishing his inspection of her living space, he inspected her, his pinching and probing so rude it hurt.  An hour passed, she knew that because the clock chimed one a.m and she was still on her belly.  And then, like that was a signal to get on with things, Jacob flogged her ass good, leaving marks on her behind before he was done, so days after she’d remember him.  She didn’t know why she’d allowed such an invasion of her private space by this man she hardly knew, but as he said, he wanted to know her.  This was one way.


  Within two months they were living in his apartment and everything that belonged to her disappeared to somewhere she never learned.  But that didn’t matter.  She didn’t want anything anymore but him—and to write songs, a joy that seemed to soar when she was wearing his collar and serving his whims.


  He was rarely brutal, only when he was actually punishing her.  But he remained emotionally distant.  He could contain her emotions, keep her out of her penchant for drama and tears.  But he shared little of himself while asking everything from her—that is everything he wanted.  The rest he couldn’t care less.  It didn’t matter to him what she wrote her songs about, only that they sold.  Over that, he was supremely excited.  That pleased her because she liked seeing him pleased.  When he wasn’t, he was dreadful with the punishments.  Her ass bore the brunt of the beatings when he was angry with her.  And he’d keep her tied for long periods of time afterward to make her humble.  There was rarely sex involved in punishment, even if it often felt sexual in the end.  He did use her as he wished, dominating her to fulfill her masochistic needs and his sadistic ones.


  She thought it was paradise belonging to Jacob, until he changed … or so it seemed he changed.  Maybe he never changed at all.  Maybe he’d always been a hard-ass dominant.  Perhaps she was the one that didn’t like what she was getting anymore.


  The fourth year had been a rough one, until one day Jacob decided that she had to have her own apartment.  He wanted other submissives in his and she wasn’t very interested in being part of a harem.  She never said as much, she’d never do that.  But there was something silent between them that suggested she’d be better off on her own.  He even gave her plenty of money to decorate her own living space any way she liked—money wasn’t a concern as much as she was making from her songs.  With Jacob’s interests elsewhere she enjoyed not having him watch her every move.  Yet, she could feel herself losing something with so much independence.  Perhaps she didn’t trust him anymore, though he’d given her no reason not to.  He was simply less attentive.


  She might have concluded that she wasn’t loved anymore, though she wasn’t sure that she ever was, just handily controlled.


  Lying back inside the comfort of Sadie Holt’s couch, Eden’s hand slipped inside her robe.  The hair on her pubis was curly but soft, her labia lips felt like a creamy confection, sticky and wet.  One finger burrowing deep into the smooth velvet glided inside the opening.  A second finger probed for her puckering anus, and with a bit of juice to soothe the way, pressed its way inside.  The two finger fuck started simply, something raunchy to take the edges off her raw insides.  But it built with force fast, so her hand was acting like a cock to her languishing sex.  An ache drove her.


  She had her clit between the fingers of her second hand.  These motions were new ones.  Jacob didn’t like her masturbating, but now she was free of him.  Free as well to think what she wanted, about who she wanted think about.  It didn’t surprise her that it was the man of the hour, Adam Cady, that appeared in her mind, though it surprised her how she imagined him.  He was in her thoughts, behind her ear whispering as if he was really there.  She saw herself before him, removing her clothes very slowly.  Not a striptease with a little jiggle and grind, or a sensuous unveiling, but something cautious and tentative, like he was ordering her and she was embarrassed to reveal herself to him.  When she’d showed him the marks on her breasts and shoulders the day before, part of her had been hotly aroused.  She’d kept the feelings muted, thinking such things inappropriate since he was her lawyer and nothing more.  She hadn’t seen a second’s arousal on his impassive face.  She doubted he’d been anything more than incensed enough to believe what she’d said of Jacob, and moved to act.  But then there was the way he knew the beating was voluntary.  Like he knew much more about her than she’d told him.


  In her fantasy she wanted to show herself to him.  She wanted him to command the disrobing, to inspect her wounds.  She wanted to be embarrassed and blushing, she wanted the trembling in her tummy.  She wanted the sting of humiliation as she waited for some degree of approval from him, though she was smart enough to know she should anticipate none forthcoming.  It would be a brutal confrontation, not physically, but emotionally.


  She also imagined him loving her … the thought so sweet she was almost in tears thinking of his tenderness mixing with her body passions.  It was a dreadfully dangerous thing to think and so she caught herself short of completing any climax with him in mind—erasing thoughts of him from her head.


  Her fingers probed herself deeply, fucking harder still.  She managed another finger in her anus, though it was awkward.  If there’d been two cocks …


  Torturing her clit and then her nipples, she thought of getting the clamps and tightening them in both places, but she was too close to a climax, way too far down the road to stop the hammering.  The harder, the more she was pleased.  A sideways glance and she saw her reflection in the face of Sadie Holt’s tall clock.  Looking like a XXX movie she smiled, thinking of lights and cameras trained on her.  As she burst free, try as she might to avoid the idea, it was Adam she was thinking of when she came—Adam walking in the door and watching her getting herself off like the slutty whore she was.  With her whole groin gyrating into her hands, it ended much too quickly.  She would have liked for the sensations to linger a while longer but the  spasms suddenly burst free.  For a while afterward her mind faded out as she toyed with her satisfied flesh.  Then she watched her reaction to the act—the trace of guilt appearing in her expression—guilt for  masturbating without Jacob’s consent—guilt for getting off with the thought of another man in her daydreams.  Even if he was an impossible man, it was still Adam Cady, not Jacob, in her mind’s eye.


  





  chapter five


  Adam called at least twice a day and he brought her food when she needed it.  He only wanted her out of Sadie’s apartment for short, well-supervised excursions.  Drawing up new legal documents, he submitted them to the court ensuring that Jacob couldn’t sell off Eden’s things.  He made sure all the locks were changed on her apartment and that the back entrance was as secure as he could make it.  Then he had his detective, Mitch,  watch the apartment to see when Jacob returned, which happened two days after he had her moved.  The timing was excellent.  Mitch reported that Eden’s former dom seemed flustered and angry when he left not finding her where he expected.  Adam figured he’d be hearing personally from the man within a few days, and was surprised when that didn’t happen.  Nearly two weeks later there’d not been one word from the man.  Perhaps he had gotten the message.  Yet Adam was still suspicious of both his client and her lawless, former lover.


  ***


  The air was breathless.  Not a breeze stirred in the humid night.  As it grew more oppressive with each hour that passed, it was typical for July in the city.  Thunderstorms threatened some distance away and the air was agitated, but there was no real relief.  Just the intense electricity of a night too hot to enjoy.


  Eden hated the air-conditioning.  She took to Sadie’s patio for some relief, lying naked on a lounge while she listened to some old rock and roll, some Stones and Doors and Bob Dylan.  She felt like dancing.  Kicking back, getting a little drunk and wild.  It had been days since she’d even left the apartment.  Adam Cady was as confining as Jacob could be, only nicer.  Still, he wasn’t screwing her, hadn’t made even the tiniest sexual overture that would indicate any interest in her.  She had to quit masturbating about the man.  Too afraid to ask if he was married, she simply had to assume that he was, either that, or his sex drive was pretty slim, he simply didn’t like the S M scene.  She didn’t have to get raunchy like that to have a good time, but then Adam wouldn’t know that about her because they didn’t discuss sex.  Then too, he might just be impeccably professional and that could explain everything.  If she wasn’t so horny, so in need of something …  All this focusing on sex and Adam Cady was becoming obsessive.


  The one good thing, her song writing hadn’t suffered.  There were several pieces she expected would come together within the next few weeks.  Adam promised they’d handle the contract negotiations without Jacob.  Everything was changing in her life for the better, except for the fact that she’d given up a slice of herself that was painfully necessary.  There was a need in her to be submissive to a man.  This was not some inconsequential want, but something that she had to have.  Adam, being as dominant as he was in every other area, satisfied part of the need.  But ignoring the sexual side wouldn’t last forever.


  In fact, it wasn’t lasting the night.  Her body couldn’t be contained and raw thoughts appeared in head.  She thought of Miss Angel taking care of her, but Miss Angel seemed aloof to her calls.  Besides, she was sure Adam wouldn’t be happy if she took off to see the mistress.  Then too, Jacob knew about the woman.  Going into that neighborhood he might find her there.  Dancing was her other thought—going out for a night on the town some place well away from the S M clubs.  A few months before she’d discovered a bar in an out-of-the-way neighborhood where Jacob wasn’t likely to discover her.  I was the perfect place for a few hours of harmless fun, and that was all she needed.  It was a fair assumption that she could be back before Adam’s late night call, and he’d never know about her brief excursion.


  Charged by the beat of the music, Eden didn’t feel as though she had a choice in the matter.  This was a necessity of life and she was obsessed.


  She found a short sexy skirt in her closet.  One she’d brought with her, the stretchy kind that clings tightly to the hips.  That in black, she chose a bright red halter for the top, and a pair of high-heel sandals for her feet.  She spiked her hair nastily and made her face up starkly, painting her lips bright red as opposed to the pale color she often used.  It had been some time since she’d been this provocative with her attire and it felt good just doing it for herself and no one else.  She wanted to call Adam and invite him along.  But what if he refused to let her go?  No, what he didn’t know couldn’t come between them.


  The nightclub was packed with dancing patrons moving to the beat of the heavy bass in a sea of pulsing vibration.  Moving into the throng she was quickly caught up by a man that pulled her into the center of the crowd.  She began to dance letting her body do what was natural.  Her sense of time and place destroyed, what remained amid the mind-numbing noise deadened her senses to everything but the beat inside.  Dancing, drinking, feeling deliciously lightheaded, when someone offered her a joint in the bathroom, she took several puffs letting the intoxication add to the fine mix.


  Once she was back on the dance floor, she was a little more loose and a little more showy.  Raising the tight skirt she bordered on indecent.  Her breasts swayed back and forth, showing the insides of the tits in the plunging neckline of the red halter.  Dancing in the unison with the steamy beat, she was in heaven—in one long lingering heaven as her partner’s hands began to comb her body, getting inside the halter to find her nipples and give them a sharp squeeze.  Eden smiled at the man and accepted his offer for the slow dance that followed.  Taking liberties with her shapely body, moving seductively against her, he was as bold as men usually were with her.  Did she give him the impression that she was easy?  Or did he instinctively know she’d submit to him with no hassles.


  This guy liked pinching her nipples—either through the halter or directly reaching inside.  It was an act that always set off bright firecrackers down below, and thoughts of other things—nastier things, like clamps and clothespins and pinchers and bondage.  The excursion she took in her mind was an endless path through familiar territory.  Could he feel that?  This innocent partner.  Or was he innocent at all?


  Eden stayed with the blond-haired fellow long into the evening, deciding she liked his antics and his smile.  He had a nice way of dominating her.  And there was something in him she could trust, even if for just a night.  Stepping outside for a breath of fresh air, they found the humid night stifling.  The club stifling too, they decided to drive around the city and create a breeze of their own.  His red Corvette was so sexy she almost wished she had long silky hair so it would blow in the wind and tickle her face.


  “My name’s Geoff,” he introduced himself when they stopped at a traffic light.


  “I’m Daisy, Daisy Morgan,” she replied, batting her eyelashes, her grin coy.  It was nice to be someone besides herself again.


  “So, Daisy Morgan, I’m betting you like things a little on the kinky side,” he remarked.


  “What makes you think that?” she asked.  She felt strange talking, she knew what she was saying but her words sounded wobbly.


  “You like your nipples pinched hard,” Geoff explained.


  “Ah, I see.”


  His lips drew up into a perverse smile.


  “So, what do you say, there’s a club up the street that could be fun.  Want to give it a try?


  “Club?” she wondered which one, though she really didn’t have ask.  She knew the neighborhood.  Though it wasn’t the place she had met Jacob, she’d been there several times with him—a leather joint that catered to the straight S M crowd.  Not much action happened there, but there was lots to see and people to meet if you were interested in kinky fantasies and fetishes.   It would have been just her cup of tea if she wasn’t worried that Jacob might show up.


  “I’m not so sure,” Eden managed to slur a few more words together, though it was getting more difficult to talk.


  “Hey, it’s harmless, I’ve been there a dozen times,” he assured her as though she was a novice to such things.  “It’ll give you a great jolt, I swear.”


  Already helping her out of the car, his arm went around her waist so tightly she knew she couldn’t change her mind even if she wanted to.  As clearly as she could recollect, this was not Jacob’s night to party.  Maybe one night in a hundred he’d decide to cruise the place … maybe one in hundred …


  There was a wild crowd inside.  Several dozen bikers joined the more upscale group of fantasy seekers who wore expensive polished leather.  Eden was glad she didn’t recognize any faces as they moved inside.  There was a comforting feeling in this atmosphere so close to her sexual home.  She sobered a little with the first whiff of fresh leather and the first glance at a sincere dominant mastering his sexy slave.


  Unfortunately her own leathers were still in her apartment. She longed for the feel of them tight around her midriff and  waist.  She wanted cuffs about her wrists and a collar closely hugging her neck.  It had been two weeks since her last session with Jacob and she longed to be bound and flogged, to feel punishment assuage the guilt that regularly collected in her twisted psyche.  She wanted to feel purged from that anxious brew inside her.  The dancing was great, but to be strung up, whipped and played with until she screamed for mercy, that would be heaven.  The young man with a hand in her halter and another up her skirt would get the shock of his life knowing the depths of her submissive inclinations.  She let the thought of it take her away.


  Beginning to believe that she was safe from worry in this familiar territory, Eden was suddenly jerked back to reality when she recognized a record producer and a good friend of Jacob’s standing some distance from her, his eyes focused directly her way.


  “You know I think it’s time to split,” she whispered to Geoff, her mouth close to his ear so he could hear her above the noise.


  “What’s the matter?” he replied annoyed.


  “There’s a guy here I’d like to avoid,” she explained.


  “Then avoid him,” he shrugged as he pulled her close to him, his grip tightening forcefully around her.


  “Please,” she tried pleading.


  “Don’t get paranoid.  Nothing’s going to happen.”  Suddenly taking her hand in his, he led her from the main lounge into another club room at the back of the place.  Smaller than the other room, it was packed with people, and they managed to find a place well away from the eyes of Jacob’s friend.  Unfortunately, that meant she was trapped with no way out save the door she came in.  She could only hope that there was a telephone in the bathroom, or a window that let out on the alley.


  Standing by the wall, they had another drink.  Then Geoff turned to the couple beside him who looked as strange to this world as he was.  The man in a business suit, the woman in a short cocktail dress—the kind you see at fancy dinner parties—were unusual for this crowd.  And yet, the laughing redhead was all too comfortable in the surroundings to be a total novice.  While Geoff talked, Eden waited anxiously with her back to the door, assuming that she wouldn’t be discovered.  Praying for that outcome, she was instantly overcome with fear when she felt someone behind her, lips drawing close to her ear.  The blood drained from her already pale face, her heart beat a thousand times a minute, and her hands turned cold and clammy.


  “You’re pretty ballsy coming in here thinking Jacob wouldn’t have his scouts out for you?” she heard Rye’s familiar voice, low-pitched and gravelly.  Too bad her date wasn’t paying any attention to her, or he’d have seen the bald man behind her holding both of her wrists in his, while his other hand held her neck tightly.  She couldn’t say a word.  “You stay right here, lovey, Jacob will be by real soon to get you.”


  She shook him off, but Rye had delivered his message and he was already moving away.  Panic struck, she fled to the bathroom though there was still no way out—not a window anywhere around.  At least, there was a phone.  Dialing the only number that promised any kind of rescue from her predicament, she heard Adam Cady’s voice on the other end.


  “You’re where?” she just barely heard him over the din around her.


  She answered.


  “What the fuck …” he spit out and stopped the sentence.  “You say Jacob’s on his way?”


  “That’s what I understand.”


  “Where is this place?”


  She gave him quick directions then listened while the phone went dead.


  Rye stood at the doorway between the lounges eyeing her every moment.  Had Jacob really told his friends to look out for her?  Or was this just a bit of bad luck?  Returning to Geoff’s side, she considered telling him the truth, but it was becoming apparent that her brief affair with the man was about over.  His interests were taken up by the couple and a group of players that would be leaving for another club soon.


  “You going with me?” he asked her.


  She didn’t know whether she was better off with him or without.  But getting past Rye was another thing.  She had the feeling that he wouldn’t let her leave without a scene.  That would get ugly and take some time.  Jacob would be there when it was finally settled and she’d end up going home with the man that believed he owned her as his chattel.


  Eden hated confrontations.  She’d rather relent than allow herself the humiliation of a spectacle.  Even if this was a club that thrived on such things, she wouldn’t put it past Jacob to punish her in front of the whole room.  She could almost count on him to turn the place into a theatre of the bizarre at her expense.  She wouldn’t have a shred of clothing on her body by the time she left, there’d be bruises on her ass, her make-up would be in shambles, and everyone around her would get a long, thorough look at her.  They’d never forget the memorable moment and Eden Rose’s memorable face.


  Eden spied Jacob the minute he walked through the door.  Her radar was so tuned to him she might have spotted him a mile away.   The dom conferred with Rye, the two talking without a glance her way.  Rye’s smirk was positively elated as he spoke.  Jacob, on the other hand, was grim—a sign that he had his vengeance planned.  After a time, he gazed at her, expressionless and cool.  It was a deadly kind of indifference that always preceded their most heated scenes.  The distance between them was a chasm as large as the Grand Canyon, though that chasm meant nothing.  What was important was that Jacob still controlled her so completely that she knew her days of mutiny were over.  She’d be going home with him for good before the night was over.  There’d be a smile on her face by morning.


  Everything seemed written in stone, kissed with blood.  The inevitability got inside her so she was almost ready to respond with a submissive’s typically heated groin and imagination.  It could end well, she was forced to conclude.  She’d always have her dark needs met with Jacob.  And once living in his house again, she’d be swept back into his world.  “Give in, give in, give in,” the desire spoke to her inner ears.  She listened trying to be happy about the circumstance, wondering if it was simply fate that caused her to link up with Geoff and end up about to be captured again.  It seemed too curious not to have been preordained as part of her living truth.


  Dwelling on her thoughts she turned around, Geoff was nowhere to be found.  By herself against the back wall, she leaned into the aging wood, feeling a splinter or two about to poke through her hands from the rough surface.  Mesmerized again by the conversation between Jacob and Rye half a room away, she didn’t see Adam at her side, taking her arm in his hand.  Her attorney had to shake her from her reverie.


  “Eden, we’re leaving,” she finally heard his voice cut through her thoughts.


  She stared at him for sometime, not saying a word, realizing that she was practically drunk and could hardly find the right thoughts or words to speak.


  “He’s going to make a scene,” she managed to say, nodding in Jacob’s direction.


  “I have it handled, you keep quiet,” he said.  The steel in his voice gave her no room to argue.  Certainly she had no will.  As they walked through the throng of people toward the door, they passed by Jacob and Rye, stopping only momentarily for Adam to whisper something in Jacob’s ear.  Eden couldn’t hear their words and after the brief exchange Adam backed off and continued leading her toward the exit.


  “Go ahead, man.  Have her,” she heard Jacob speak as she walked out with the attorney.  “She will be back.”


  Nothing more was said until they were well into the night.


  The silence inside Adam’s car was deafening, filled with his rage and her remorse.  She could hardly hold back her tears, but she did for him because he’d hate her whining.  A simple, “I’m sorry” would never do.  He’d find it trite and likely not believe her.  The only good thing about the long drive to Sadie Holt’s apartment was that she quickly sobered.  Though seeing clearly again, the reality she faced sober was looking even worse than it had been when she was half-drunk.


  “It would be a lot easier on me if you’d let loose that anger,” she finally said.  They were just a block from Sadie’s apartment.


  “Is that what you want?” he wondered.


  Oh, he sounded so impeccably calm though she knew he was pissed underneath his serene facade.  She couldn’t reply.  It would make no sense to him that being punished right now was the one true thing that might set her straight.


  “You know, your boyfriend followed us out?  He’ll know where we’re going.”


  “He’s following us?”


  “An older BMW?”


  “That’s Jacob’s car,” she confirmed.


  “Then I’ll spend the night with you,” he said.  “And in the morning I’ll move you.  That is unless you plan to go with him.”


  “No, no please.  I could have gone with him fifteen minutes ago,” she answered readily.  “Certainly not now.”


  He said no more until they arrived at Sadie’s apartment and were at last inside.  Neither of them looked out to see if Jacob was still there.  They didn’t have to.  When Eden expected the attorney to blow his stack, he remained so calm it was almost eerie.


  “I think you need some sleep.”  He moved toward the hall closet looking for spare sheets to make the sofa into a bed.  “We’ll handle things in the morning.”


  Eden fidgeted a minute before following his suggestion.  It was best to say what was on her mind before her night ended.  Get the tough part over with, she thought, then maybe she’d sleep that night.  “Adam?”


  “Yes?” He turned back to her.


  “I know this is not your thing,” she hedged only a moment and then quickly blurted out her desire, “but if you were to punish me for tonight, I’d feel so much better.  Perhaps you would too.”


  His eyes narrowed, but he certainly didn’t look surprised by the suggestion.  “That’s your answer for this mess?” he wondered aloud.


  “I think it’s a good place to start,” she replied, sounding very reasonable.


  “Well, I’m sorry, but that’s not going to happen tonight,” he said.  “I think I’d rather let you live with your lunacy a while longer.  But rest assured, if I decide to punish you, you’ll not be disappointed.  Now go to bed.”


  There it was again, that intense shiver of thrilling fear as a dominant man took charge of her.  She’d think of it all night, what Adam Cady might do that would pardon her for her crimes.  Starting toward the bedroom she already felt a tiny bit purged.  Though it was hardly enough, she’d settle for the small satisfaction.  Suddenly turning back, she had to have a response to the nagging question, “Are you married?” she asked him.


  “Married?  What makes you think that?”


  “The pictures on your desk … and maybe your attitude.”


  “The picture on my desk is of my sister, Dana.  And no, I’m not married.  Other than you, I have no entanglements with women,” he answered.  There was a bit of sarcasm but yet a trace of kindness in his voice.  “Now go to bed,” he added, quickly replacing any kindness with his cool reserve.


  Though summarily put in her place, she felt as if a thousand pounds of anxiety had been lifted from her.


  ***


  At Adam Cady’s country house summer bloomed in fragrant colors and smelled of verdant greens and muted pastels.  Trellises and arbors bore heavy vines that continued down an old white fence to where the summer porch stood in lazy repose against the backdrop of cool shade trees.  Ivy climbing up the sides of his brick cottage looked as though it would sneak its way inside the house to capture the inhabitants and draw them into an air of decadence that a good summer’s heat raises in winter-parched loins.  There were a thousand melodies in the songwriter’s mind, fragments of music swimming through her head with just the first glance at the place she’d call home until the specter of that other lover died away.  With her next glance at this remote world, the words came in a flow so wild she was forced to grab pencil and paper and rush to pour them out before they disappeared into her mind’s no-man’s-land.


  Eden thought she saw Adam smile when he watched her sudden inspiration require a quick fishing trip through her bag for something to write on.  She said, “excuse me,” briskly and plopped into an Adirondak chair on the patio close to the house.  She wrote until all the words were out of her head, then turned back to Adam and smiled sweetly.


  “I’m sorry, this place just took my breath away.  Like in magazines, it’s a little trippy.”


  “Well, like it or not, it’s where you’re going to stay for a while,” Adam said.  After having put her bags in the house while she was busy making music, he sat down in a chair across from her.


  “Like it?  Adam, I love it.  But it’s hard to feel like me here.”


  “How’s that?”


  “I’m from the city.  My life’s depended on those moods …”


  “As in how?


  “As in bums on the streets, wiseacre taxi drivers, rich bitch women in suits, and seedy diners …” she paused,  “and S M clubs.  This kind of reminds of what I tried to do with my apartment, for what that was worth.”


  “I see the similarity,” he replied.


  She looked a little sad knowing the apartment was permanently tainted—the stuff of Jacob would never leave it.  Assuming she went back to the city, she’d probably redecorate.  Something more like Sadie’s plainness would feel better.  “Well, one good thing, I already have my first new song,” she held up the crumpled slip of paper in her hand.  “That should say something.”


  Adam smiled.  “There’s an old spinet inside,” he said.  “Badly out of tune, I’m afraid.  But perhaps it will make do until you can be on your way.”


  She didn’t like “on your way,” when she was thinking it wouldn’t be all that bad to live here forever.


  “I do appreciate this, Adam,” she finally had the courage to say.  When they awakened that morning Jacob was no where to be found.  Adam had Mitch take her to the offices of a fellow attorney, then he picked her up himself and drove the sixty miles to this piece of nirvana.  Not a word was said about the fiasco the night before.  Though a discussion of it remained the first thought in Eden’s mind the entire day, Adam hadn’t said a word about it.  She followed his lead and kept quiet.  They rode away from the city discussing her song-writing and what works were in the hands of publishers and musicians, and the book she was starting to write about the nature of musical inspiration and its foundation in sexual energy—some middle of the night vision that was at the moment tucked away on a computer disk in her purse.  She hadn’t dared show it to Jacob.  Not only would he have laughed at her theories, he would have probably forbid her to work on it.  When she wasn’t slaving over the piano, she was useless to him.


  “I know you appreciate it, Eden,” Adam replied.  “The only thing I require of you is that you ditch the black clothes.”


  “Really?”  She looked puzzled.  “You don’t like how I dress?”


  “No, I don’t,” he replied flatly.


  “But, it’s all I have … I think,” she said, doing a mental inventory of what was in her suitcase.


  “Well, then try some of the sun dresses in the closet in your bedroom.  There should be something that will fit and we’ll go shopping on the weekend.”


  “But someone else’s clothes?”


  “I said nothing black,” he repeated.  “At least not now when it’s almost July.  You look like death in summer and I know you’re not.  You’d be surprised how a little color will change your mood.


  She took the order as it stood, a bonafide command she better not break.


  The silence that followed turned awkward.  Though the surroundings of Adam’s country home were as peaceful as a meadow of wildflowers, there remained what had brought them together in the first place, the violence in her sexual psyche … and Jacob … and S M clubs … and all that was so much a part of her real life.  As pretty as this peaceful haven was, she knew it was impossible for her—as impossible as her fairy-tale apartment and living without her beloved darkness—perhaps as impossible as living without Jacob.


  “I was wondering,” she moved cautiously to broach the ticklish subject, “if you’d thought more about last night?”


  “In what way?” he asked.


  “As in how I grossly violated my agreement with you running out to that dance club, then ending up in the last place I should be.”


  “Sounds to me like you were setting yourself up for a fall,” he suggested.


  “You think that?”


  “I think you were restless and agitated waiting for Jacob to miraculously fall off the planet and out of your life.  At the same time I think you were desperate to get back into what you love—all that diabolical darkness.”


  “My, you’re sounding like a psychologist now,” she said.  She was strangely impressed by his evaluation, and a little stunned.


  “No.  Just an observer of life and particularly women,” he remarked.  “You’re not the first woman I’ve seen that does stupid things.”


  “You sound as though you have lots of experience with women, but not one in your life now?”


  “I’ve had many in my life, but no, not one now.”


  “That’s too bad.  You’d look good with a woman at your side, one you’d command well.”  She smiled.  “But then I guess I look at all men as though they were potential dominants to my submissiveness.  It’s probably a bad habit, but I have such an imagination I can hardly stop myself.”  She smiled awkwardly and bit her lip.  Adam leaned forward in his chair, eyeing her as though he had something to say, but he made no comment until she prompted him again.  That was a particularly difficult thing for her to live with; Jacob always jumped right in and told her everything she needed to know.  With Adam, she had to get over her fears and ask what he was thinking.  “You thought I was anxious and desperate …” she began.  Those words hit so close to home.  “I feel as though I’ve lost half myself.  Maybe that’s why last night I was almost seduced back to him.  I know I would have given up completely if you hadn’t arrived.  What’s worse is that Jacob knows that.  He knows me so well, all my moods and failings, the thousand weaknesses I try to fend off.  I feel so powerless in front of him.”


  “But you don’t want him anymore?”


  She couldn’t reply right away knowing that an out and out denial of Jacob wouldn’t really be the truth, as much as she wanted it to be.  Adam was far too smart to believe that line again.  “I have to build a life without him.  Find a way to meet the needs in me that scream so loudly that I do stupid things like throwing caution away … like last night.  I’m not sure how to accomplish it.  But perhaps this … being away from Jacob and the city and all the memories will be enough to get me started.  Being submissive, the sex—the sexual part—I’m sure, in time, that will all return to me.”  She drifted a little.  For a moment staring toward a planter of flowers she watched a fat black and yellow stripped bumble bee gather pollen from a flower’s center.  The flower blue, the two elements of nature looked like sun and sky together.  She could feel another song lurking somewhere inside—a beautiful metaphor about beauty and pain, how they tripped lightly through life hand in hand like lovers.  She looked up to see those intense Adam Cady eyes still fixed on her.  He was ready to talk.


  “Tell me, Eden, what is it that you need done to you?” he said.  “Perhaps I can accommodate your need.”


  She looked at his sincere expression with degree of compassion.  Why was he was doing this for her? she wondered.


  “It’s not as easy as that,” she said.  She closed her eyes.  There was no way this uninitiated man would understand.  Yet, she searched her brain for some words to tell him, some pictures to communicate with enough clarity so he would grasp the real meaning of who she was.  She’d dealt with uninformed boyfriends in her past, all with laughable to disastrous consequences.  Opening her eyes she spoke.  “I think we should leave this at lawyer and client.”


  “And risk you running off on me again?” he turned stern.  “Answer my question, tell me what you need.”


  “You want to know?  You really want to know?”  She was highly amused.


  “Tell me, Eden, no bullshit.”


  “Okay.”  She sat up in her chair.  “You really want the whole truth, I’ll tell you the whole truth.”  She gulped as she mustered her courage, though she wasn’t amused anymore.  She felt backed to a wall and angry.  She had no idea where the anger was coming from.  It wasn’t like her, but it was vivid, a churning in her stomach that seemed to have no end.  “The whole truth is, Jacob beats my ass and he does it until I’m bruised.  There are times when I bleed from a cutting cane or thin whip.  He ties me with bonds and thrashes me until I’m screaming.  He clamps my nipples and clit, sometimes puts clothespins all over me …. And when it isn’t Jacob taking care of me, and I can’t stand not having my masochistic side satisfied, I go to this femme dom—that is female dominatrix …”  She paused.


  “You don’t need to define your terms, just tell me,” Adam prompted her.


  “I go to this femdom, Miss Angel.  She chastises me, berates me like I’m nothing but shit.  When she orders me, I bow at her feet naked and wait for the blows to begin.  Sometimes, she punishes my ass with her leather whip, the thongs catching my ass crack if I’m not lucky.  Though I like my ass crack snapped with leather so it stings.  It’s a burn I adore somewhere special inside me.  Sometimes she’s really cruel … while kneeling upright, I lean back and she punishes my breasts with a riding crop.  Sometimes she flails on my buttocks with a fat leather strap while I’m bending over a stool.  Other times I have her boot shoved to my head and listen to the sweet sounds of a dominant soul reprimand me for nothing but being myself.  It makes no sense, but I love it.  Love it to my core.…


  “I’ve been locked in a closet for an hour, made to pee in a bucket, spent the night chained to my bed, sometimes strapped down so I can hardly move… that was Jacob’s style.  I submit because it completes who I am.  I’m satisfied feeling so small.  I’m a songwriter with a huge, necessary ego for half my life.  I’m small the rest of the time and wish it were more often.”  She was almost out of breath.  “Should I go on?”


  “If you want to,” he said.


  “What is this?  Some kind of therapy?” she said her words turning sarcastic.


  “You’ve been wanting to tell me theses things, so I’m here to listen,” he said.


  “With a deadpan expression on your face?” she said.  He was making her angry seeing him so unmoved.


  “Does that offend you?” he wondered.


  “What offends me is that I want to know what you think of me.  I pour my guts out to you and you’re there taking it all in.”  She wanted to cry, but held back.


  “It’s kind of a submissive thing, don’t you think?  Pouring your guts out to a man that listens impassively.”


  The remark unsettled her.  “Yes, I suppose it is.”  She was oddly suspicious hearing this from him.  Then there was the feeling in her groin, the one so closely associated with the magic of a dominant man’s hold over her.  She felt it with Jacob, and with a half-dozen other men throughout her life; and on several occasions this no-nonsense attorney made that magic well within.


  “I’m not without my motives, Eden,” he said.  “I am much more than you believe me to be.  I don’t go to clubs.  My array of leather and implements is quite limited.  I don’t wear my choice of sexual lifestyle like a cloak for all to see.  But, I have, all my life, dominated the women I love—to their satisfaction and mine.  The fact that I don’t have a woman in my life right now is because Leanna, the love of my life for six years, died in a plane crash three years ago.  I haven’t had the will to begin again after that loss.  But I must admit, you’ve restored my faith in that aspect of myself that brings me such abiding pleasure.


  “The truth is, I have an astounding urge to dominate you just as you desire to be dominated.  And if that’s what you want, I’d gladly answer your need.”


  The blood drained from Eden’s face and her deep blue eyes glassed over.  Her palpitating heart seemed to jump into her throat.  The shock registered deeply.  Feelings of humility and gratitude welled to the surface.  It was a striking moment between them.  As the breeze caressed Eden’s face like a tender hand and ruffled Adam’s hair as it danced around them, they waited for Eden to speak, but there were no word. “Perhaps you need some time to think.  A rash decision would be unwise.”  He smiled briefly, rose from his chair and opened the patio door to go inside.  “I’ll show you to your room if you like.  Then I have to get back to the city.”


  “You’re leaving?”


  “I have three court times tomorrow and one the day after—that one’s for you.”


  Just what she needed, plenty of time to consider his amazing offer.


  ***


  Though Adam’s country cottage was decorated by a woman, there were distinctive signs of Adam’s hand everywhere she turned—the dark polished wood, the leather sofas and chairs, and the fine art, all mellow and erotic, enhancing the walls.  Traits of a woman’s presence could be seen in the baskets of silk flowers—three of them about the downstairs rooms.  There was the delicate Czech egg on the coffee table, and the pale peach walls, and an intricately woven rug of wildflowers before the sofa.  Eden had no doubt that Leanna’s essence would continue wherever she turned.


  There was a master bedroom upstairs with a four poster wrought-iron bed.  Steely and imposing, it was the centerpiece of a room that had little more than its gleaming hardwood floors and an unadorned dresser.  A large tapestry covered nearly one wall, giving the space texture and warmth with rich-hued shades of gold and green, scarlet and rose.  There was little feminine in this bedroom.  But there were two distinctive implements hanging on the wall nearest to the tapestry, a cane and a long deerskin flogger—delicious opposites.  Adam allowed Eden a cursory glance of his bedroom, then showed her the other bedroom across the hall, her room.  It too was uncommonly sparse.  The double bed in the center had four posts like the master’s room, though this bed was made of plain blonde wood, a recreation of the 1950’s style in a more modern form.  A chair, a stool, and again, an unadorned dresser lined one wall.  The lone hint of a feminine presence was the straw sun hat hanging above the bed.  Behind one door was a small closet with the sundresses that Adam promised Eden. The other door led to a white-tiled bathroom—a bathtub, commode and pedestal sink, all gleaming as though they’d never been used.


  “Find something in here to wear,” he said.  “You can hand over all the black to me if you’re worried about retreating to your gloomy melancholy garb.  I can keep it for you until you’re ready to move on.”


  “I don’t think that’ll be necessary,” she replied.  “I’m finding the black a little drab myself.”


  He didn’t smile, but remained pleasant.


  “These were Leanna’s clothes?” she asked, as she peeked inside the closet again.


  “What I kept.”


  “Why would you keep them?”


  He shrugged.  “I don’t have an answer for that,” he said.  “I’ll make lunch while you get settled.”


  Adam left and she sighed.  Sinking down on the side of the bed, she held one post in her hand as though it could comfort her.  Would he tie her in this room?  Would he whip her in the room next door?  Would he lock her in the closet with her hands bound behind her?  Would she give herself to him?  Let him fill the unfilled need?  It never seemed to be a choice with Jacob.  With Miss Angel it was obsession taking control that sent her to the woman to be abused.  Adam Cady seemed much too civil.  She could hardly imagine what it would be like.  Though what she wondered most was if he would make love to her.


  ***


  Adam left her to sundresses, the mahogany spinet piano, a hundred pages of new sheet music that were quickly strewn about the floor, and the decision about submitting to him.  He was kind and friendly, and in leaving not at all dictatorial sounding—even as much as he’d already been with her.  Only his parting shot reminded her of what loomed before her with this man, left to tease and manipulate her mind while he was gone.


  “You leave here, I will whip you, whether you want more or not,” he said with his eyes looking as penetrating as she’d ever seen them.  “And I won’t be kind, Eden Rose.”


  “Yes, sir,” she said giving him a friendly smile and a nervous salute.  She was wearing one of Leanna’s dresses, a soft purple, almost lavender.  With lots of fabric to gather in her hands, it swished around her ankles when she walked—Leanna had obviously been a taller woman.  The dress was sensuous and seductive with deep armholes and cut low front and back.  It would be pretty daring for a public wearing, but then, she wasn’t going to be anywhere public for a while—so she assumed.


  While he was gone, Eden reflected on Adam’s offer.


  The first night, she wandered into his bedroom, thinking as she crossed through the doorway that she was one step closer to the man behind the pestering proposition.  Afraid of touching anything, she walked about the bed and dreamed of him there with her.  For a time, she stood before a full-length mirror beside the dresser, gazing at herself in the lavender sundress.  There was something strange about herself this way.  On the inside she felt sensuous and graceful, but her hair and eyes looked as though she was still wearing black, making a statement about her dark soul.  Annoyed by the disharmony, she tore the dress away and tossed it to the bed.  A feeling of disrespectful rebellion suddenly took hold.  She began masturbating.  It was a flagrant act of disobedience—though he’d said nothing about being in his room.  At the very least she thought of it as a slap on his face.  Didn’t he know what she wanted?  How much more could she tell him about her need to be dominated?  Did he really need her invitation?  Why couldn’t he just assume?  He wasn’t being the good dominant to let her control this much.  Ah, if he’d only been there.


  Seeing the flogger and cane behind her in the mirror she imagined them used against her insubordinate flesh.  Slapping her rear, she relished the reminders of darkness the not-so-subtle sting brought to mind.  The harder she slapped, the more she thought of him slapping her and the twisted smile that would appear out of his mood.  She made snakey erotic gyrations before the glass thinking of how he’d use these rooms to manipulate her.  His room would be saved for special occasions when she was very good—or perhaps very bad.  She pinched her nipples thinking of that.  The flesh of her breasts pulled out taut from her torso looked rightly tortured this way.  Her room, her slave quarters, was where she’d live the other half of her life, where he’d start off tying her, where he might consent to join her in bed before she earned the right to join him in his, where she’d first be corrected for her crimes of defiance.  He was a much more calculating dominant that Jacob, Jacob so often rash.  She wondered how she’d like Adam’s brand of cruelty.


  The flogger and cane loomed ominously behind her, begging her to use them.  Her heart beat fast thinking how much she wanted to feel them next to her skin, to run the crop through her pussy, and the flogger’s soft talons all over her naked body.  With a happy smile, she bolted around the bed and had them both, doing exactly as her mind envisioned, letting them speak to her fantasy as she first made love to the flogger.  Boldly, she pressed the thick wood handle into her cunt and let it fill her full.  She squirmed on it as the leather dangled against her legs.  Removing it, she licked it dry of her juices, and replaced it with a hand at her cunt, fingers diving into the wet, while the flogger made excursions about her nakedness.  How she wished he was there to rear back and let it fly hard against her.  Though it would hardly create much pain at all, it would bless her instead.  She thought to press the handle into her ass.  Dropping to her hands and knees before her fiery reflection, she accomplished that with just the juices from her cunt to lubricate its path.


  The handle was raw and biting, sharp so she wondered if she’d bleed.  But of course she wouldn’t, she was used to being well-worked from behind, in the ass, beyond the sphincter, as much anally raped as anything.  Cold and crude.  Doing it before the mirror was a rare treat—the luxury of a woman free enough from a man’s control to take a few minutes of lust to call her own.  Ah, but alone in a master’s room with no master around to see the trashy display … would that he were with her now.  Then he’d see her darkness and know who she was.  If he had any doubts, he’d see it right here.  She worked the handle/dildo deep until she would scream if it penetrated anymore.  She wanted a cum, something nasty shooting through her.  If only she could cane herself.


  Snatching the thin slicing implement from the floor with her teeth she gazed at the animal passion her eyes discharged.  Then pressing her shoulders to the bare wood she began to work her cunt with her hand, thinking all the while that Adam was seeing this vision somewhere in his mind’s eye.  The cum came swift once she’d engaged her clit.  Rocking with the spasms while driving the ass prick even deeper, she could feel the pain wash away her trepidation and give her a taste of a more familiar Eden Rose.


  ***


  When Adam returned to his country house, he was immediately crabby about sheet music lying around the piano, distressed to see a sink of unwashed dishes, and even more annoyed when he found the bed in her room unmade.  Those were only the most egregious of the dozen things out of order.


  “I didn’t expect you,” were the first words out of Eden’s mouth when she noticed his disapproval.


  “Don’t ever “expect” me, just assume I’m always here,” he said.  “Live that way and you won’t piss me off.  Now make it right.”


  “But I’m in the middle of a verse,” she tried to object.


  “Then sing it to yourself, but get this handled,” he nearly barked at her.  His voice was sharp, his biting eyes penetrating her with their irritation.  Both sent her quickly on her way.


  While she scrambled like a good servant to right all her wrongs Adam retreated upstairs.  After his house was back in order she made him dinner.  It was a struggle since she wasn’t much of a cook, though he seemed to enjoy the tossed salad and baked potato.


  Their conversation was light, filled with a few pieces of information regarding her attempts to sever ties with Jacob.  He was pretty certain the song-writing contracts would be voided.  Jacob wanted a settlement, which Adam planned to hammer out.  Eden was willing to let him make the decisions about it assuming he had much better knowledge of such things than she did.  Besides, there was plenty of money.  If paying off Jacob made it easier to be done with him, she didn’t care what she lost in money, just what she’d gain in peace.  She wanted him gone, now more than ever when she harbored hope that there was another chapter in her submissive life on the verge of being written.


  Once they were finished with their meal, he read legal briefs and then a novel.  For a while Eden played for him the music she’d written that day and then began to toy with the thoughts on the book.  Still, she was preoccupied with the growing energy between them.  She felt guilty trespassing so shamelessly into his room.  She was tired.  Sleepy, but afraid to go to bed.  When he finally decided to retire for the night, he was about to leave her in the living room with Eden still feeling too timid to rise without some word from him.


  “You going to come or not?” he asked as he extinguished lights.


  She jumped up realizing that she was so drowsy she was practically asleep.  They mounted the stairs, Eden following close behind him.  He’d be in his room, she in hers.


  That night, rather than think of floggings and the whisk of the cane, she thought of them making love, of simple kisses, his lips brushing against the back of her neck and the massage of his hands along her groin.


  





  chapter six


  Adam was with her in the morning, eating breakfast on the summer patio by the trees.  Eden could think of nothing more lushly feminine in the midst of this jungle garden than a simple meal of coffee, scones and steaming scrambled eggs.  It was an untamed place, Adam’s garden not as well-manicured as his house, intentionally so.  Perennials bloomed wild, with rivers of color sweeping amidst the color green, which was still the most predominant hue in this summery place.  In Leanna’s floral print dress, Eden felt a little more than an extension of her surroundings.  She hadn’t worn anything so womanly in years, perhaps ever.  This dress, unlike the lavender, buttoned up the front and she left many buttons undone, deciding being naughty suited her.  Her nipples beneath poked through the thin fabric as she leaned back in the chair.  Devilishly drunk on this morning feast, she opened her thighs, the skirt on either side falling away to show much of her legs—though not enough to make Adam know it was deliberate.  She had a flair for the accidental when she flirted with men.


  “Are you sleeping well since you arrived?” he asked.


  “Yes, the bed’s very comfortable.  I put a glass of wildflowers in the room though.  It seems a little plain.”


  “That’s by design,” he said, and he opened his morning paper.


  She guessed right, she mused as she sipped from the cooling coffee mug in her hand … she should probably have used the rose china cups for their morning meal … they  would have been much more graceful in hand than the crockery they were drinking from.  The moment inspired the actress in her!  She could see herself as if on stage, making herself into a gentle woman of refined and impeccable tastes.  A fly buzzed her head and she waved it aside, then poured another full cup of coffee in Adam’s empty mug.  For the moment he was preoccupied with a column in the Wall Street Journal.


  While he read, she ate.  The scone was full of fresh blueberries and the eggs were warm and smooth sliding down her throat.  She looked toward the vines at the back of the garden where the raspberries and blackberries climbed the broken wood fence.  It took a woman of sensuous tastes to create the pleasure of this garden.  Just as in the house where Leanna’s imprint remained, she made her mark on this landscape, the flowers so carefully planted to weave color and foliage in an intricate, and what appeared unplanned, disarray.  It was a subtle design that suggested the mood and spirit of the woman.  Eden thought of it like music, even simple harmonies required a master’s design behind them.  Here in Adam’s domain he would be the author, Leanna the artful implementer of his grander visions.  Perhaps tomorrow she’d perch Leanna’s sunhat on her head and stroll to the back of the property to see if she could feel what Adam’s submissive lover once felt.


  “So,” he suddenly looked up from his paper, “were you in my room while I was gone?”


  She was taken off guard, knocked abruptly from her fanciful daydream.


  “Your room?” she repeated as she tried to find a suitable answer.  Jacob always said she was a lousy liar.  Having already unsuccessfully lied to Adam she doubted she’d get away with even a little fib.  With that thought there was a strange shot of fear and guilt, enough to wonder if Adam could sense it.  “Yes, I was,” she admitted at last.  “I was strolling about the house.  I hope you don’t mind.  Just trying to get comfortable with this place.  I didn’t disturb anything.”


  “You’re right.  Nothing was out of place,” he said.  “So tell me what you did there?”


  “Other than looking around?”


  “Other than looking around,” he repeated.


  Guilt was such a terrible thing rearing an ugly face inside her.  “You sense some tawdry tale?” she wondered, trying to sound amused and nonchalant.  It was the best act she could accomplish.  For the moment the bright sun slipped behind a cloud and the atmosphere around them darkened.  The shadow over Adam’s face became more intense than the one naturally created by the arbor of morning glory above them.


  “I want you to be honest,” he advised her.  He was hardly unkind but gave her little room to bargain for a less than candid response.  Even this hesitation had to tell him volumes.


  “I was looking in the mirror on the wall …” she started, “and then I had a private moment with myself.”  Perhaps the word “private” would suggest he not probe further.


  “Tell me about it,” he immediately replied dispelling her hope for that kind of discretion.


  She blushed.  “That would be embarrassing to say,” she replied.


  “Then be embarrassed,” he returned.  “What happens behind your bedroom door belongs to you, what happens in my private domain belongs to me.  You’ll remember that after today.”


  The way he spoke to her, she wondered if she’d already become his submissive slave, for she seemed compelled to obey despite her reluctance.


  “I masturbated there,” she said.  She stopped, knowing that was not enough, but she could hope.  He sat with a open face waiting for her to continue.  “I tossed my sundress to the bed and began playing with myself in front of the mirror, your “tools of the trade” hanging on the wall behind me … I could see them in the glass.  They’re rather potent reminders.”


  “And what else?” he said when she said no more.


  “I began spanking my ass, remembering how I enjoy that sensation.”


  “And then?”


  “I couldn’t help myself,” she said as her voice became shaky.  “I finally took the cane and flogger from the wall and began playing with them.”  He waited again as she paused her narrative.  A cursory explanation wouldn’t do, he was obviously a man of specifics.  Was he aroused now by what she said?  Or was this just some necessary accounting he required because she’d been brassy enough to take liberties in his own room?  “You really do want all the details, don’t you?” she concluded.


  “Every last one of them,” he confirmed.


  She was annoyed for reasons she couldn’t quite understand, but she kept on with her tale.  And as detail by detail the truth came out, she could feel a degree of anger rise in her.  “Floggers are quite fascinating, the things you can do with them,” she said.  “I let the talons make love to me.  As well as I could, I snapped the thing against my legs and ass, thinking how great it would feel snapped hard on my skin.  The handle went inside my cunt and I fucked it hard.  Then I went to hands and knees, holding the cane in my mouth while I brought myself off.  It was a vile thing, Adam, but very me.”  She felt righteously indignant saying that.  He wasn’t yet her dom or master, or anything but her attorney.  Spinning fast downward into dangerous territory of rebellion, she felt such anxiety rise, that she had to stop speaking, or she’d end up bolting away in rage.  Confused and almost in tears, she didn’t understand herself at all.  And not thinking of another thing to say, she stopped talking and stared away so she wouldn’t have to look at Adam’s soulful eyes.


  “That’s all you have to say?” he asked.


  “Every word’s the truth,” she replied.


  “But you didn’t tell me everything,” he said.


  “Yes, I did!” she snapped at him turning back to face him.


  “What about the flogger handle in your ass, fucking its thick stalk as though you had a real prick up your butt?”


  Her eyes opened wide.


  “Aren’t you forgetting that?”


  “How would you know?”


  “Maybe I guessed.  Looks like a lucky one I’d say, considering your reaction.”


  She wondered that he could be that intuitive.  But then he smiled slyly.


  “Then again, maybe there’s a camera in the room and your episode before the mirror was recorded on film,” he suggested.


  The truth out, she dropped her jaw in a well-staged horror.  On film!  Recorded in the act as though he didn’t trust her?  What a contemptible ass!  What a disgusting idea!  What a perfectly masterful thing to do!


  As the facts settled in she realized what a genius Adam Cady was. “You planted a camera in the room and recorded everything?”


  “It’s an ingenious device,” he said.  “Senses movement and trips off—when I leave it’s activated.  It’s been there for quite some time,” he said.  He was amused, Eden stunned.


  “And you activated it just for me?”


  “Who else?”


  “And the rest of the house?”


  He shook his head.  “Just in my bedroom.  It started as a game Leanna and I would play with each other.  She was an exhibitionist, loved making movies for me.  If she wanted to masturbate she had to do it there before the mirror, never in my bed.  Perhaps you were reading her mind?”


  “The mind of a dead woman,” Eden declared.


  “The mind of a woman whose presence still pervades this place from the garden to every room of the house.  You already know that.  You can feel her.  Don’t think I don’t sense that in you.”


  “But I’m not your Leanna, I’m Eden Rose.  I’m not even your lover … not yet.”  Her voiced trailed away caught by the soft breeze blowing on her face, somehow her anger seemed to go with it.  She felt empty … chastised and certainly vulnerable.


  “I don’t appreciate being lied to,” he added to the insult.


  “How did I lie?” she asked, “I told you everything.”


  “Not that the flogger was in your ass and that you looked like an animal in heat, that your eyes simmered hot and you would have taken a dozen men in that moment and asked for more.  You told me none of those things.”


  “Perhaps you want more from me right now that I can give,” she said.  “You exhaust me.”


  He shook his head.  “No, Eden, you’re just fighting with yourself.  Women make up excuses for feeling weak when they don’t have to feel weak at all.  You and I both know you’re not the simpering waif you sometimes pretend to be. You’re as strong as nails.  You know who you are and what you want—when you don’t avoid it.  Why you’re avoiding it now, I don’t really understand.  If you’re angry and exhausted now because I forced you into this conversation it’s only because you resist what you want.  My offer stands for when you’re ready to get over your fears of me.  In the meantime, you may masturbate before the mirror all you like, just be aware that the camera will capture it all for me to see.  I will enjoy the performance … and you will account for yourself and what you do there.”


  “What does that mean?” she asked.


  “I’ll hold anything against you that I choose.  It’s my game, and I’m the only one that knows the rules.”


  “You are a diabolical man,” she exclaimed.


  “You can always go back to Jacob,” he suggested.


  “No!” she snapped as she came to her feet.


  In a move so swift she was taken completely off guard, she felt Adam clutch her arm and keep her from fleeing.


  “I won’t talk to you about this again without your initiating the conversation,” he said.  The fire and steel in his eyes was oddly replaced with kindness.  She found herself yielding to his touch—as though she wanted to yield completely.  Just one word, one step away, one gesture—she could see herself dropping to the ground before his feet.  But she didn’t have the courage.  “I’m not going to live in a tension-filled atmosphere,” he went on.  “I’m sure you don’t want that either.  It’s all the same to me if you let this offer pass.  I’m sure you’ll find the right man around the next corner.”  He wasn’t being sarcastic or insincere.


  “I still need some time to think,” she said.


  “You have all the time you need.  I’ll be back in the city for a few days.  The only thing I command is that you stay here and not leave.  You leave?  I’ll give you your retainer back and you can find another attorney and another place to live.”


  “I understand,” she said quietly.  Feeling meek with his hand still holding her tightly, such power swam from him to her.  This was nothing like it had been with Jacob.  Nothing compared.


  ***


  After four days, Adam returned to the cottage late at night.  Eden was already asleep in her bed and he didn’t want to wake her.  There was just one clip on the videotape for him to see.  But it told him all he needed to know.


  She was in Leanna’s sundress, Leanna’s sunhat on her head.  Not seeing her crazy white hair with its one inch dark roots, he saw her face less extreme.  He glimpsed the softness of her essence without all the kicky adornments that she used to make herself as Jacob’s prize.  Her smile was genuine and unaffected by some ulterior motive, game or performance.


  Adam watched as she lifted the sundress above her ankles and knees, as it rose above her pubis with its thatch of dark curls, then as she unveiled her breasts that gently jiggled against her chest.  Her nipples were tiny buds surrounded by generous areoles.  Such glorious thighs!  Her tight belly and torso hardly moved at all.  Eden was slim without looking emaciated—that true especially since she was wearing some color and not all that black.  She’d obviously taken a hint from him and quit using the whitening make-up and extreme dark shadows behind her blue eyes.  The blue was far softer without the deep black surrounding it.  Her full lips were much more sensuous in the softer shade of pink.  Something in her glowed.  Naked before the mirror, she looked innocent and chagrined, but not waifish.  Penitent perhaps, perhaps more like herself than he’d ever seen her.  By the camera’s automatic clock, it showed she took two days to get to this state of being—all nonsense aside, all anger seeming to have vanished.  Even the actress, Eden, disappeared as she appeared before him bare as a babe.


  With the dress completely off, so went the hat.  Nothing but skin and perspiration remained.  It was a simple gesture that followed, the one that told him everything.  Eden dropped to her knees, bowed before the mirror and kissed the floor as though she was at his feet.  In true supplicant’s pose, her eyes were yielding.  Her lips were parted as though she was breathing him in, and her thighs were open signaling that she was ready to be taken.  With her ass slightly raised, he knew if he stood behind it, he would see her offered treasures poised for his pleasure.


  She remained submissively posed for some minutes so he could see her body rise and fall just slightly with her breath.  What this boldly outrageous woman couldn’t say in words, she did well in silence by herself.  She’d have to declare herself more than this if she wanted what he had to give her.  But it was a good start.


  The video ended with her rising to her feet after kissing the floor once more.  She was a lonely woman filled with so much wanting passion. She would challenge him far beyond what Leanna had, for Leanna easily gave what she had to give, but then stopped.  In the end, he expected that Eden would give him far more than his dead lover.  She was much more complex, more thoroughly submissive—even though she was flighty, unstable and often insecure because she thought too much.  Regardless of her faults she was exceptionally inspiring, a bottomless vessel, a well-spring of lust and desire.  When she was free of her fears and inhibitions and crazy quandaries, free of Jacob, she could be become the essence of surrender.  All the usual implements would discipline her, but she was moldable to teaching even if the teaching would be harsh.


  In the last piece on the video, she flashed him a half grin, then the lusty siren grabbed the hat and dress from the bed and scooted toward the door.  Slipping out of sight, she left an empty room and the picture of the two implements on the wall.


  ***


  The next morning, Eden dressed in another other of Leanna’s dresses at the breakfast table. She made Adam a pepper/sausage omelet and toast. Omelet’s were becoming much easier with all this practice. After pouring orange juice from a glass pitcher and decorating his plate with fresh strawberries, she sat down in front of him, elbows on the table, her chin resting on her clasped hands.  She smiled.


  “I want some dye for my hair,” she said.


  He looked at her pleased.  “You’ll have it today,” he replied.  “What color?”


  “What would match my roots.  Get rid of the white.”


  “And you’ll let it grow,” he said as he scrutinized the zany starched looking spikes on her head.


  “Yes, and I’ll let it grow,” she agreed.


  “I told you the country air and a little color would do you some good.”


  “Ah, you’re so very wise,” she retorted.


  “Don’t get impudent,” he advised.


  “You saw the video?” she asked.


  “What did I tell you I’d do?” he asked, sounding stern.


  She smiled happy to know that he’d glimpsed her first surrender to him.  “I hope you understood what I was trying to say.”


  “I understand nothing,” he countered.  “Why don’t you tell me.”


  “You’re going to make it hard on me, aren’t you?” she began to whimper.


  “Frankly, Eden, this may be the easiest thing you ever do for me, so let’s not sweat it.”


  She gulped contritely as she felt another wave of a submissive’s small joy skirt through her body.  It gave her that magical feeling of bliss that was her pleasure for giving herself to a man.  “I want you to dominate me, to take control,” she said.  “I was trying to tell you without words that I’m yours.  I think I’ve been yours since the first day I arrived in your office.  I mean subtly, subconsciously.  I was never so relieved to find you the way you are ….”


  “How’s that?” he asked.


  “Authoritative.  Controlling.  I can’t stand men putting up with my shit.  And I throw a lot in their faces.  Or I can.  I already have with you.”


  “But you won’t anymore,” he reminded her.


  “Yes, I know.”


  She was steamy and warm, practically undulating before him.   He fed her a large bite of his omelet and watched her try managing the small pieces of it that didn’t quite make it to her lips.  He chuckled at the attempt.  When she finished, she licked the surfaces with her tongue and batted her eyes at him.


  “Be careful how you flirt with me,” he suggested.


  “I like to flirt with men, particularly men like you,” she said.


  “Then rest assured that your flirtations will not go unrewarded, though you may not like the reward.”


  “Oh, but I want you hard on me,” she said.  Eyes still smoldering, head still pertly cocked, she moved against the chair below her bottom as though she was fucking the seat.  He could guess that her naked crotch was pressing into the wood.  “It’s been too long since I’ve really had what I need.”


  “Let’s get one thing straight,” he said as peered cautiously into her face.  “If there’s anything at all between us, it’s not going to be something to get you off a few times.  I don’t beat asses without expecting a lot more before and after.”


  “Ah, but I do like that,” she purred.  “So you do understand?”


  “I won’t ask for your commitment right now, not for a few days or a week, maybe much longer than that.  But I will ask for it and it will be complete.”


  “I can give it to you now,” she said without hesitation.


  “But I haven’t whipped your ass or teased your cunt.  We haven’t made love and we haven’t kissed.  You’ll have your answer after I’ve gotten inside you for a while—and we’re certain that Jacob’s out.  I won’t live with another dominant man populating my submissive’s mind.”  About that he was certain, considering the way his eyes became so fixed and even darker than their usual hue.


  “I don’t want to be in a position where I can back out of this,” she said.


  “You’re so unsure of yourself?”


  “That worked well for me before, thinking in absolutes and forever.”


  “Worked well?” he looked at her incredulously. “There was no forever with Jacob.  If anything, signing that contract was a rash and desperate move by an unsure women who was easily led.  In the end, it was utter foolishness since you couldn’t keep your word.”


  “And part of me needs to atone for that,” she thought out loud.  “I think that was why I was so reluctant to take your offer.  You have no idea how you’ve gotten inside me.  It was all at a low simmer when I didn’t realize who you really are.  When I did, there was nothing in this world that I wanted more than what you’ve proposed to me. Nothing.” The guilt in her was refreshed speaking this way, thinking again of how she left Jacob and how that sorrow weighed on her.  “I was in a big muddle sorting this out, all the fear screaming at me.  But I knew when I woke two days ago, something just clicked inside my brain.  There was only one choice.  I want to surrender to your will, and to show you my love.”


  “The fact that you couldn’t say it in words makes me think we’ll take this slowly, though I suggest that you expect us to last forever.  If that can’t happen, I’ll be the one to decide to end it.  A good man would do that, and I consider myself a good man.”


  





  chapter seven


  Adam left again that afternoon.  His stay so brief, Eden mourned, though in the mourning one terrific piano piece was artfully written and refined to reflect her inner sorrow.  A song without words, the melody spoke of her aching heart and even of the anxious and turbulent waiting.  Working was the only thing that could keep her mind off of Adam, which seemed essential for at least a few hours every day.   To think of him every minute was overly obsessive and dangerous—she was wise enough to realize that.


  When she wasn’t writing, she colored her hair, strolled the garden and even planted several flowers that Adam left for her to “find a place for.”    With her hair returned to its real color, she let the natural curls appear again as well.  They looked unkempt and awkward.  She couldn’t remember the last time she hadn’t glued her hair in place with its crazy spikes.  To have it falling softly like an unruly halo when she moved her head, there was a subtle sensation of pleasure to the feel.  She imagined Adam pleased.  He was a natural sort of man, especially as she saw him here in his country home.  Perhaps he was natural too in his law practice, though there it took on a different form.


  Strolling the garden was a new experience.  So unlike cement and brick and asphalt streets and horns that blared.  She learned that the quiet in the garden, as peaceful as it was, teemed with activity and abundance.  From the family of scampering ground squirrels that noiselessly darted about the garden path, to the bees looking to make honey, to the birds—from cawing crows to sweetly singing finches—she was reminded of worlds of life far beyond hers.  Hers seemed so infinitesimal and small, highly unimportant within the scheme of nature.  She just one humble creature and there were so many.  Humbled more, she planted the flowers in the ground with her knees dropping into the soft damp earth.  She watched her hands break up the hunks of dirt into a loamy carpet to blanket the roots.  Packing the earth around the vulnerable looking stems she wondered that such delicate things could take the beating the elements of nature offered to sustain them.  But then, was it any different than Adam, or any masterful man, like the elements of the human soul, sustaining her with harsh realities.  Jacob had sustained her that way.  She’d braved the harsh sun and its burning heat, pelting rains of terror and the winds of wintry cold that hit her soul, knowing she could survive.  But with Adam she hoped for more than just the harsh sustenance.  She wished for the gentle rains of love and the warm breezes of a mellow attitude, and the delicacy of the morning dew as it would caress her cheek with a tender hand.


  All the teeming energy of the garden seemed to blast through her as she planted that row of flowers whose names she quickly forgot even though Adam had been quite specific about them.  It wasn’t a world she was familiar with.  In fact, she couldn’t remember when she’d been out of the city, or off busy freeways. Maybe the last time she went to her uncle’s in Tennessee when she was a kid.  She was fifteen then and hated everything about her life—a bad remembrance.


  Here in his garden, the energy moved through her so erotically she was dizzy standing up again, almost like being drunk.  Feeling slutty in the privacy of the secluded garden, for a while when she bent over her flowers, she raised her ass end and uncovered her bottom so it was she naked to the sun.  She thought of Adam seeing her this way in a good submissive pose.  She might have removed the sundress altogether except that she was unexpectedly accosted by a young man.


  “Oh, my, you startled me,” she shot up like a light and blushed embarrassed.


  He didn’t seemed fazed.


  “Mr. Cady asked me to bring by some potting soil.  I usually just drop it off at the potting shed, but then I saw you here.”  He looked a little chagrined.


  “Fascinating sight, huh?” she replied, thinking it a gracious move to ease the tension.


  “I guess you didn’t expect anyone,” he said.


  “No, I didn’t.”


  “Mr. Cady does have a nice place here.”


  “Yes, he does,” she agreed.  “I guess just put his potting soil where you usually would.”


  She wondered what Adam would think about the incident.


  ***


  When Adam returned, Eden was a fright with worry.  He’d called twice since he’d left, but the calls were as mundane and normal as any call he would have made to her when he was just her attorney.  It made her wonder if they’d really had that conversation where they’d discussed her surrender.  Had she really made the videotape in his room, bowing as a way to respond to his offer?  Maybe she just dreamed it all.


  But when he swept back into his country life, Adam was a brusque shot of reality from the moment he walked through the door, to the moment he sat in his chair and demanded a beer and his newspaper and his favorite cigar, to the meal he ordered she serve him on the patio.  She planned one thing, eating in the dining area off the living room—an elegant choice.  He wanted a very different meal served in the garden.  He’d have his way.


  “You don’t want to rely on my cooking skills,” she did warn him, so he’d know she wasn’t sure how to prepare what he wanted.


  “Then I’ll show you myself,” he replied, annoyed.


  Eden waited for forty-five minutes while Adam read through his papers and a legal brief before he was ready to show her what he had in mind.  Then, once she had things well in hand, he waited while she trouped a half dozen times from the kitchen to the summer patio to serve him.  When she was done, she stood next to him unsure whether he wanted her to join him or not.  She thought it wise not to make too many assumptions about his desires.  That always got her in trouble with Jacob.  She knew Adam was very particular so she waited to follow his lead.


  “This is good,” he finally commented after a few bites.”


  “I’m relieved,” she replied happily.


  “Would you like some?” he asked.


  “Yes, I’m starved.”


  “Then sit.”


  She was about to obey him, but he interrupted her.


  “Take off the dress first,” he said.


  “Of course,” she said.  Her halting voice trembled.  What had been building since the gruff beginning of their evening was suddenly upon her.  The dress off, she sat across from him naked and ate the bites of food he offered.  Her breasts hit the table as she leaned over, the nipples tightening feeling the cool surface of the glass.  Each bite was a small gift, rendering her little more than a piece of chattel—a welcome well-remembered feeling.  When the first bite hit her stomach she realized her hunger, remembering that she hadn’t eaten all day.  Yet this meal was hardly for sustenance, it was far more sexual than that.  Each bite was a seduction, drawing her to him, each suggesting that she was his to own and so do with as he wished.


  A day that had been filled with such sunshine was slowly dwindling away, already past nine.  Lightening bugs erratically flitted through the darkening air.  After finishing his meal, Adam leaned back in his chair peering at her in the darkness.  Eden felt so full she was about to burst though she’d eaten very little.  She sat almost primly before him unable to move.


  For all the gentleness that she desired from him, it was not gentleness that she needed this night.  There were things between them that needed to be addressed, guilt to assuage, and the harsh reality of their relationship to deal with.  There was already a growing, tender regard, things that touched her about Adam Cady that were special treats to her soul—just being in his home an exquisitely dear thing to her.  But now it was time for something altogether different, that something aching in her bones ready to be handled by this man’s swift wrath.


  “The stone bench in the center of the garden …” he said.  “Go sit there and wait for me.”  Rising, he left her alone.


  As warm as the day had been, the stone bench was chilling—that and the air of expectancy.  How would he conquer her?  Would he know her body and soul as well as Jacob had?  Would his instincts be as sharp, his whip as biting?  Would she feel the peace the way she felt it thereafter?  Would it last for days as it had when she and Jacob first began their odyssey together?  Such were her questions in the interminable minutes waiting for him.  But when she felt his approach everything in her mind vanished.  All that remained was the feel of his body attacking hers without a single touch.


  There were few clues he was stalking her—the whiff of cigar smoke in the air, the crunch of a rock beneath his foot, the shiver racing up her spine.  When his hand reached out throttle to her, she jerked within its grasp and felt a tear fall from her eye down her cheek.  She didn’t know she had been crying.


  The smell of leather, the feel of it as it tightened around her neck, that sense that any moment he would jerk her hard and send her to the ground as his feet.  Anticipation so dear, she trembled.


  “You say you want your ass beaten?”


  “Yes,” she whispered breathlessly.


  “You want my control?”


  “I do.”


  “And you will not waver.”


  “No, sir.”


  His hand was on her shoulder massaging gently.  At her reply, that hand moved toward her mouth.  Her lips parted to allow his fingers entrance and she licked the taste of his meal from them, just small remains from the scent of cooking spices he used to flavor his food.  As though the collar was not enough to remind her she’d been captured, his hands moved on to fondle her neck, fingers running lightly down her chin.  He knelt behind her and breathed softly into her ear.  Heart thumping wildly, her belly began to undulate erotically against the dampening bench beneath her.  She awaited the feel of the lash against her skin, ready to scream.  When would he begin?  To feel that first strike … that moment would begin what could be a love affair or a disaster.  She believed with just that first strike she’d know everything.


  Coming around to her front, Adam motioned her to the ground, to moss-covered bricks where it was wise to crawl carefully—even though it was dark.  Though there were traces of light sky above, there was nothing but night in the garden, shaded from the rising moon’s glow, and from the stars because the air was thick with moisture.  She negotiated the cold bricks until she was in some undetermined place in the midst of the swampy sea of vines and creeping plants and flowers.  She could tell the flowers only by their scent because her eyes were closed.


  When she felt her collar bolted to the ground so she could hardly raise her head, she felt the bondage begin, the feel of Adam Cady tightening around her to hold her fast to him and nothing but him.  She felt soft dirt at her cheek as she was forced to remain tucked to the earth.  Her arms were taken from her, wrists bound behind her against her back.  Her ankles bound, her thighs locked together with straps, it was not elaborate but effective, moving her downward into that infinite spiral inside herself.  Pressing his foot to her head, she smelled the rich dirt at her nostrils.  Moments later, she felt a cut from a riding crop.  The pain began and ended like lightening.  Sharp, deep, penetrating pain straight to the core of her, driving sensation higher and higher until she was crying in unison with the fast cutting strikes.  He hit her ass and her upper thighs, nipped the edge of her asshole, and when the crop struck low the center of her cunt took the blows.  Sweltering sexual heat bounded through her as she began accepting the pain within her.  Pain and pleasure were locked in battle like two dragons fighting.  She felt each knife-blade cut become more than searing heated agony—pleasure, that strange sensation of body pleasure began to soar.


  Adam stopped so quickly her body still quivered waiting for another strike.   His foot was still pressed against her head.  Had it been pressed there the whole time? She couldn’t remember.  Hard on her now, she wished she could burrow deep into the earth, it felt like such a friend.


  “I’m going to be here for the next week, by the end of that time we should know how you’re going to hold up.  I have the distinct feeling this will never work between us.”


  “Oh, no,” she whispered, not intending for him to hear her.


  “What was that!” He snapped the crop at the center of her ass crack.


  “Yeeaawww!” she shrieked.


  He snapped the crop again and she contained her cry.


  “If you want tenderness, if you want come passion and love that you never got from Jacob, you’ll have to prove yourself to me.  You’ll have to lay yourself open to whatever I ask, and never balk.  I’ll not be easy on you.  You don’t want that and neither do I.  Will it work?  That is yours to choose.  Given your track record, I have my doubts.”


  Was this the mean side of him talking, or did her really think it would never work?  Why would he try if he had such doubt?  Her mind began to race again, but then stopped short as he withdrew his foot and jerked the leash at her neck.  Delivered from the bonds about her thighs, feet and wrists, she followed him on hands and knees through the garden.  Then on her feet, she was hustled to her room and the bath where he stung her clammy hot body with hot water and made her scrub until she was clean.  Her ass and thighs were raw and sore.  Dripping wet, she knelt at his feet as he sat down on the bed.


  “You’re as submissive as any woman I’ve ever known,” he said.  “And certainly as deranged.”  Fondling her wet curls with his hand, he almost looked as though he would smile.  “I hope that giving you what you need will make you sane.”


  There was much wisdom in his words.


  “May I give you pleasure?” she asked, holding her out her hands to his crotch as though to undo his zipper and find his cock.


  “If you’d like,” he said.


  He suggested that it was her choice, but she felt it was her duty.  With a coy and satisfied smile on her face, she opened his pants and found his penis stiff.  Delicious in her mouth, she lapped about the sides as though she was tasting some exotic fruit.  Along the stalk to the head there was a slightly pungent aroma.  Licking it thoroughly she relished the smell of him, this private place, the musk that would forever be his alone.  That certain smell would bind her to him as much as she was bound by his voice and his command and his imperious eyes and the tenderness of his hand as he stroked her face.  Bobbing up and down with a vigorously working mouth, she sensed him about to come.  She sensed the luscious rising heat from him, his ardor, his sexual passion for the first time poured forth on her.  The fire of the punishment heated her like a furnace.  Her cunt felt so hot she wondered if it would spontaneously explode.  So unlike Jacob, who rudely forced her to take him, this was a gift, an act of service she did lovingly.  Could he feel that love from her?


  Her mouth and tongue and lips worked him more furiously as his passion built.  She knew the second he would burst and she let that blessed ejaculate shoot first inside her mouth.  Then the last spasms of cum fell on her face where she licked them as though they were food to savor and nourish her body.


  “Thank you, my love,” she said as she finished.


  He only nodded, though she could see the gratitude in his eyes.


  Adam bound her wrists for the night and fixed them to the bedrail.  Her feet were attached to the foot.  She fell asleep with a blindfold over her eyes.  The exhaustion of her night made her sleep fast when she thought she might lie awake in the emptiness of herself and obsess on what was to come.  Instead, she was awakened by sound of her door opening.  The light of morning assaulted her eyes when Adam removed the blindfold.


  





  chapter eight


  “I didn’t have a chance to tell you,” Eden said as she finished washing their lunch dishes.  Adam was walking through the kitchen on his way to the garden.  “Your delivery boy saw my naked ass yesterday.”


  Adam stopped.  “Did he now?”  He looked interested.  “And what do you suppose he thought?”


  “That I was pretty much a slut,” she grinned.  “He liked it even though he was blushing like a school kid.”


  “And you were deliberately exposing your ass?”


  “The air was warm and very seductive.  But honestly, I didn’t know he was going to show up.”


  “You like going naked, don’t you?”


  “I’m not so sure,” she replied.  “The city makes for well-clothed women.”


  “And you didn’t run around lewd with Jacob?”


  “Clothes weren’t something he cared about.  Except occasionally something leather would catch his eye and I’d wear it for him at a club.  Even then, he was often distracted after he’d shown me off.  He’s not as visual as most men.”


  “That’s too bad.  He was missing a rare treat,” Adam replied.  “In fact, since you’ve mentioned running around nude, I want you naked this week, except if we go out.  I think you need a good dose of sun and air and body freedom, not to mention the fact that it should make you humble.”


  Eden smiled to herself basking in his new demand.  It only took seconds to remove the sundress, just seconds more to feel the tingle between her thighs.  He was staring at her as she put away the last of the dishes.  With such scrutiny, she worried that there was some blemish on her that made her imperfect in his eyes.


  “We’ll be working in the garden.  Do you tan, or do you need some sunscreen?”


  She peered outside seeing puffy white clouds strolling lazily through the sky.  “I won’t last all day in the sun,” she told him.


  “Then take care of yourself,” he said as he nodded upstairs.  “There should be some lotion in your bath.”


  Eden loved the feel of the earth, of earthworms wiggling through her fingers.  Adam had her sit with her bottom in the damp ground, and that dizzy inebriation welled within her again.  She rocked gently inside the dirt’s comforting womb, planting small seeds, each one so delicate and so different.  Adam would have sprinkled them on the ground, but instead, it became her loving occupation to impregnate the soil with these little gems.  It was a new life.  In her mind she could see herself writhing in the warm soil, letting the sun burn her skin … then the feel of Adam’s lash against that burn, making so much fire she’d scream in happiness.


  Her hands were muddy, her nails grimy from the dirt underneath.  She could feel the sweat on her brow, and how it smeared dirt on her arm when she tried to wipe it off.  She scooted from one end of a long flower bed to another, making loving offerings to Adam with this simple task  Her whole body ached from the unaccustomed physical exertion, but it was a good kind of tired.  Two hours later, he had her rise from the ground and hosed herself off with the garden hose, splashing her with a forceful stream of water until all the dirt was washed free.  From her head to her feet she was dripping wet.  There was a smile on his face, not something devious, but affectionate.  Coming to her he ran his hand along her face, for a moment cradling her chin in his fingers and forcing her eyes to stare up at him.  He ran one finger across her lips and she parted them just barely, thinking that he might be lured into kissing her on the mouth.


  “Are you hot here,” he asked, as his other hand skirted about her nether lips.  Those plump labia enjoyed the tease and wanted more.  She struggled not to move about his hand, thinking he’d find that too presumptuous of her.  But he couldn’t mistake the involuntary jerking that came with such an intimate exploration of her aroused cunt.


  “You want to move against my hand, don’t you?” he whispered to her.


  “May I, sir?” she asked.


  “No,” he said.  His fingers continued to torment her.  If for just a moment he gave her permission to respond, she might have climaxed, but he was much too cruel.  He had her mesmerized, so bound by his command that she wouldn’t do anything but obey.  It was his method to control her.  When one finger poked through her labia to find her clit she gasped for air.  The finger at her face moved to a nipple, thumb and index finger applying pressure a degree at a time, until a steady stream of pain rippled through her raw nerve endings.  His eyes told her not speak, not to utter a sound and certainly not to protest.  She bit her lip, the bite nearly as painful as the feel of his fingers on the sliver of flesh between them.


  “Kiss me,” he said as he bent down touch to her lips with his.


  She parted them, obliging him with the succulent fleshy edges of her mouth and a tongue that darted inside.  It was a playful kiss—not something with mouths pressed together and opening.  For a time she showered him with a small rain of tiny, loving ones, looking for some eager reply from him.  But he remained aloof, not giving beyond the pain he was giving her now.  When he backed away, the pulse of the earth at her feet and the pulse of the fire that brewed in her loins almost made her fall to the ground.  Recovering, she remained his to tease with a barrage of invigorating jolts, from more shots at her nipples, to tugs at her labia, to a daring, pinching moment when he held her clitoris as he’d held her nipples and squeezed with his nails biting into the skin.  All this she managed to absorb without a word of protest as she accepted his gifts to her.


  When he finished, he smacked her ass rudely.


  “Get in the house and be sure to wipe your feet.  There’s wine in the fridge, grab two glasses and meet me at my chair.


  Eden remained at Adam’s feet that evening, not an order she was told to obey, but because it felt natural to serve him.  He didn’t decline her.  He poured her wine.  With her empty stomach, she was quickly as inebriated on the alcohol as she’d been in the garden from the sensations of earth.  As she waited patiently for more, her hands grazed lightly over his feet.


  “Do you mind?” she asked him.


  “Mind that you want to rub my feet?  Now that would be pretty silly wouldn’t it?” he said, looking down at her with a smile.  “Then again, thanks for asking.”


  While Adam read his evening paper, Eden massaged his feet and legs pouring lust and love and gratitude into the act.  From that act of tenderness she received an abiding warmth.  That he would allow her this close to him so soon made her feel like all the prayers of her heart were being answered.  Yet, she wondered even as she received such sweetness, if he could complete the rest of her picture with the ruthless fervor she required.  Or was dominating her something that would only be a rare treat, not an every moment act?


  When he was finished with his paper he laid it on the floor next to her.  She would have taken it away for him, but he stopped her.


  “Sit.”


  She felt like a puppy at his feet with his hand tousling her hair.


  “Your kindness pleases me, Eden,” he said.


  She was glad it had.


  “It’s too bad I’ll have to punish you tonight,” he said.


  “Punish me?”  His abrupt comment caught her off guard.  “But I …”


  “Hush,” he commanded.  “You have a lot coming, don’t add to it by getting insolent.


  She gulped back all the questions she wanted to ask him, like: why, and what did I do? and have I displeased you?


  “Don’t look so surprised.  You’ve asked for this a dozen times, told me in no uncertain terms that you need to punished for disobeying me, punished for leaving Jacob, punished for being the basic brat of a slut that you are.  I’m only fulfilling your need.”  Sarcasm dripping from his lips, she saw nothing but cruelty from his eyes—something that far surpassed her remembrance of Jacob, though Adam’s was a different quality that simply didn’t compare well to rash and reckless men like Jacob.  “You’ll go to the woodshed at the back of the property and wait for me.  Don’t expect this sexual or easy.  And since it’s a favor I’m doing you, you’ll thank me for it when I’m done.  You have that clear?”


  “Yes sir,” she said, hesitating to move.


  “Go! Go now!” he ordered her.  She scampered from the floor to her feet, through the living room, out the kitchen door then down the path to the broken-down shed behind the berry vines.


  Eden’s lovely white form was seen from the window of the cottage prancing lithely in the moonlight.  Unlike the night before when it was so difficult to see, this night bathed the brat’s body in the beauty of celestial illumination.  Adam could see the ripples in her thighs, and the tautness of her ass cheeks that would be screaming with pain and heat, quivering uncontrollably before he was finished.  She’d feel punished, chastised and beaten by the severity, and he imagined quite calm thereafter.  It would be a calm to soothe her wounded spirit and heal what hurt.  He’d have to remember not to be too taken in by her charm and that delightful willingness to serve him.  He found that willingness not some feeling he had to manufacture in her, it seemed so delightfully natural.  Sometimes Leanna served him with a sharp-edged tongue, but not this one.  Once having won Eden as his submissive he wasn’t yet sure what would make this one unruly and rebellious, but he was certain that those colors would eventually show.  They always did.  By the end of the week, he fully expected to have her caught in her own darkest hour, pleading with him not to turn her away for some substantial error in her behavior that would suddenly leap out and surprise them both.


  ***


  It was light enough outside to light her way down the brick garden path so she wouldn’t stumble, but the woodshed was as black inside as an inky cavern.  She’d never been punished in a woodshed before.  And what an awesome power that had to woo her.  The minute she stepped in the door she felt something brush against her bare arm.  Reaching for the thing, she discovered it was a strap, a wide thick length of leather that was nearly three feet long.  That was only a guess since she couldn’t see a thing.  She thought she heard the sound of a mouse scurrying away in the blackness and she shivered worried that another might dash across her feet.  She hated mice.  Trying to find a light-switch, or at the very least, a string attached to a lightblub in the ceiling, she found nothing.  Her body turned cold in the musty atmosphere.  It smelled of damp leaves, dust and old wood.  The aloneness crept in around her, so a chill raced up her back, ending with a tickle at the base of her neck.  He was going to punish her.  Lay that strap across her ass with the harshness of an angry father.


  Waiting nervously in the dark she was afraid to touch anything, afraid her hands would find that mouse peering at her with his night-seeing eyes.  In her imaginings she thought of Adam striding down the path to perform this ancient rite between master and slave, father and child, husband and wife.  She imagined herself in all three submissive roles with a master/father/husband about to make her miserable, in the end washed clean of the guilt from her gross misdeeds.


  She wondered what she’d be punished for this time, there were so many things.  To have informed her that he actually planned to take her up on this desire for atonement was startling.  But then, why didn’t she trust him to perform?  Had he been too kind?  Did his style of dominance seem too easy so far?  It was hard to decide.


  When Adam burst through the door, Eden jumped back. She thought she heard the sound of another mouse running for its life, but she couldn’t be sure.  In this atmosphere there were ghosts and varmints leaping everywhere.  Turning around, she looked surprised to see her lover standing in the entrance with a lantern in his hand.  He hardly looked like himself with the strange gleam of light shining on his face.


  The change in him was astonishing, and she almost did a double-take.  While he’d been barefoot, dressed in worn shorts and a T-shirt while they’d worked in the garden that day, he was now dressed in a pair of rugged blue jeans and old cowboy boots.  He looked so much larger and more powerful than he had any other time.  His broad shoulders seemed more muscled and his flesh more tanned in the glow from the lantern.  She could hardly imagine him in a pinstripe suit, walking with an easy gait into a courtroom where he’d do battle in polished surroundings.  Perhaps he did battle well in that sphere because he had this strength at the foundation of his character.


  Staring at him in awe, his face exuded that distinctive darkness she’d grown to know well, though he seemed all the more severe with the task before him.  He was so extraordinarily large in her eyes.  She felt so small.


  “You know what you’re being punished for?” he asked her.


  “Perhaps you’d tell me,” she replied meekly.  “There is so much.”


  “We’ll begin with what’s personal to me.  If I ever get on to the other things isn’t really important, since I really couldn’t care less about Jacob.”


  That seemed fair and reasonable, she thought, though she didn’t say a word.


  “We’ll start with the first lies to me about your name and withholding facts that required me to undo half my work.  If you can take enough tonight, we might get on to your foolishly letting Jacob get under your skin again.  Now turn around.”


  Quivering with fright, Eden turned to present her naked bottom for his view.  Before her was a pile of wood—yes this was a woodshed with all the appropriate requirements.


  “Bend over and spread your legs,” he ordered.  “I’d suggest you brace yourself because this is going to take some time.  I will tolerate some protest.  But if you scream like you’re dying, I will gag you.  It hurts my ears and I think it’s a little much when you consider that this is exactly what you asked for.”


  “I’m not sure I asked for this,” Eden admitted sheepishly looking back over her shoulder.  She didn’t make the remark to be flip, but she caught a look in Adam’s eyes that suggested he didn’t appreciate even that much boldness.


  “You get what you get from me.  You surrendered yourself, you really have no choice.  Now bend over.”


  The woodpile was conveniently a perfect height, as though someone had arranged it that way.  Initially hitting her where her thighs meet her torso, she could lean over on top of it to secure herself.  The wood rose from the front to the back, so she was only three-quarters bent.  For a punishment she could be in no better position, though from Eden’s point of view it was hardly comfortable.  The wood dug into the skin of her thighs, scratched her belly and breasts, and then when Adam told her to reach forward with her hands to keep them out of the way, the bark clawed at her palms as she tried to hold on to a hefty wood log.  To think that he’d strap her ass like this.  She pondered the thought just a moment, but she didn’t have much time for such consideration since the first strike of the strap landed while she was still settling in.


  “Yeeeawww!” she let out a fine wail, though she tried to squelch the next.  The punishment was paced to last a while—Eden could tell that right off when he allowed some seconds between the strikes.  This was hardly like what had happened the night before when he was brisk with the riding crop, and more interested in an erotic outcome.  She quickly understood the difference between the two states of torture in Adam’s mind.  There’d never been quite the demarcation between the two with Jacob.  With her former lover, everything seemed punishing, everything erotic.  And he was so arbitrary about his punishments, none of them really made sense.


  Adam Cady was not arbitrary, but calculating.  And how it hurt.  Brandishing the strap for minutes on end, she took a regular beating of her butt, one that readily strayed to the tops of her thighs, but always returned to the center of her cheeks where the hottest, if not the most stinging strikes, landed.  For as long as thirty seconds at a time, he’d back off and let the fires cool, but at least a half dozen times he started in again, making her wonder if he’d ever stop.  The heat from her bottom was searing, her whole body beginning to throb from it.  Each renewed round of strikes sent a strong wave through her system so she didn’t think she couldn’t take anymore.  And yet she wanted more, she wanted some absolution.  Her soul required it.  As often as he’d stop, she beg him in her heart to continue on.


  Three times before what would be the end, Adam stopped and asked her if she wanted more.  She replied the first two times with a steady “yes”, the third time she finally said “no.”  He really wasn’t asking her to make the decision, however.  Continuing, he laid on the strap with the same fierce intent until he sensed she was truly beyond handling more.


  “You hear me well, Eden Rose,” he jumped into the midst of her last agonized cries.  She’d become much more vocal and less stoic as time went on, and it took a few seconds for her to calm enough to listen to his lecture.  “I do not tolerate lies, prevarications or fibs.  Even evasiveness pisses me off.  I will be honest with you, you will be honest with me.  Are you clear on that?”


  “Yes, sir,” she shot back readily.


  “You lie to me that violates trust.  It violates who we are and what we will be.  You hold back from me, you threaten anything we might have together.  You understand that?”


  “Yes, sir,” she quickly answered.


  “As far as I’m concerned, lying is the worst thing you can do.  When I ask a question, you tell me the truth.  And if you’re ever in doubt that I need to know something, you tell me.  You keep nothing from me.  That is a direct order, a rule, a given between us.  You tell me everything, every thought, every feeling, every dream.  You’ll do all that or there will be nothing between us.  Do you comprehend?”


  “I do, sir,” she replied.


  For a second and only a second Adam placed his hand on her hot bottom and squeezed.  Otherwise there was nothing hands-ons about this moment.


  “Get up and go to bed.  I’ll be there to fix your collar and chain.”


  Turning about, she saw much less pain in his expression, even some warmth.  Though he didn’t smile, she believed that things would be okay between them.  He would be hard on her, but that was what she needed.  He’d fulfill all he promised and with that realization, she smiled at him affectionately.


  ***


  Eden slept each night of the week tethered to the bed.  A locking collar was affixed around her neck, then attached to a leather leash, locked in place and secured to the headboard.  Unlike the tight bonds she slept with her first night as Adam’s slave, this bondage was much less confining, though it served to remind her that even in her dreams she belonged to Adam Cady.  He alone had the key to the locks.  His last act with her every night was to fix the blindfold around her eyes.  Though she was at liberty to remove it, her hands left free, the thought wouldn’t cross her mind.  If it pleased him to have her so contained in the nighttime, then it pleased her.  As though he locked her away in another world for those hours, there was nothing important to do from darkness to dawn but be his chattel—to sleep, and to think of him.


  A regular as a clock, Adam was there every morning to bring her out of her sleep.  He sat beside her on the bed and sometimes stroked her cheek, sometimes whispered to her until she was roused.  Taking the blindfold from her, he always warned her to watch her eyes.  Once uncovered, she slowly opened them to stare into his face.  There was love in her heart so she hoped he’d see that love in her eyes.


  They spent their days in the garden.  It was a the season to plant and enjoy the tranquillity of the country.  In the morning Eden exercised her body far beyond anything she was used to, working side by side with Adam until he sent her inside to write music.  In the lush afternoons they basked in the heat, listening to her songs, sometimes being deliriously lazy reclining on the chaises sipping tea or beer.  Their nights were filled with Adam’s whim and fancies.  Because there were bruises on her bottom and thighs after the first night, he didn’t get rough with her again for several days.  He would demand she obey him, follow the letter of his laws and do what he asked without question.  Small infractions he treated as serious mistakes, like forgetting to ask permission to eat, or sounding even the least bit annoyed with an order.  He was swift to punish her, though sometimes that decision seemed arbitrary.  Where some days he might laugh at an acknowledged fault, other times he cast her stern looks or snapped off a nasty retort, but on many occasions she was summarily spanked hard with the palm of his hand so that her ass cheeks were smarting.  The end of their days remained the same, she in her bed, tethered, Adam retreating to his.


  Eden remained naked morning to night, despite what activity they might be engaged in.  So exposed to the elements, the feel of her skin against itself made her feel more natural and easy with her body.  Leanna’s sundresses hung unused in the closet leaving Eden to wonder if she’d wear those wondrous beauties again.  Then one day they disappeared altogether and she assumed she’d never see them again.


  The third night after her trip to the woodshed, Adam began the evening innocently, so she was certain that it would be as the last two had been, easily handled by a well-practiced submissive.  They were sitting serenely on the patio, both exhausted from a long day turning ground for a new flower bed, when he spoke.


  “I was thinking about that night you took off for the dance club and practically landed in Jacob’s lap,” Adam said—her first clue that this night might be quite different than what she expected.


  “Yes,” she replied to him cautiously, recalling that night.


  “I’m deciding on a decent restitution, one that would impress on you how pissed I was with you that night.”


  She could think of nothing to say, then of course it wasn’t necessary to answer.  When Adam didn’t speak for some minutes, Eden’s anxiety mounted.  She could feel something churning in him that seemed entirely dark and forbidding.  Making her shudder, she tried to control the sensations and look exceedingly submissive as if that might impress him.


  “You’re afraid of the woodshed, aren’t you?” he asked her.


  She was instantly horrified.  The mention of the woodshed striking like lightening appearing out of a clear and sunny sky.


  “Perhaps you need to spend some time there in the dark?” he speculated.


  Inside she shrieked to hear the idea, hopefully that shriek didn’t escape from her lips, but by then, her heart was pounding so furiously she couldn’t be certain.


  He stared at her a moment, then pulled from underneath his seat a heavy leather collar.  This was not the one she wore her first submissive night with him or when she slept.  That one was sleek, and though broad, it was made of a supple leather that easily conformed to her neck.  This new one was an ugly fat one, studded with thick rings, closing with a weighty buckle.


  “Put this on,” he demanded.


  She hesitated but not too much.  Grasping it with a slender hand, she fingered the hideousness thing finding her body responding with a burst of obscene pleasure.  How vile it was, but how uniquely luring.  She hated to feel this way in the midst of such terrible dread.


  “Go on, put it on,” Adam repeated his order.


  Finding the immensity of it difficult to handle without seeing the buckle itself, she struggled with the collar for some moments, finally figuring how to fasten it so Adam would be pleased.


  “Now go to the shed and wait for me.  I want you posed on the floor, your face on the ground.”


  She wanted to cry wondering what bugs and things would invade her body, what terror it would be imprisoned in this wild place late in the night—strange animals and Lord knows what swarming around her.  Would he dare to have her stay the night?  Certainly as a punishment, she could think of nothing more wretched than this one.  Battling with herself, she finally pulled her reluctant body from the chaise and walked down the brick garden path to her fate.  Once there, she stood at the door for some minutes knowing for certain that some nasty spider or rat would be jumping out at her the minute she opened the door.  None of those fears were realized, however.  There was just the darkness in front of her, inky black and mysterious as it had been the time before.  On entering, she crouched to the cool ground as he ordered, shivering, first hot from the erotic heat, then cold from fear.  She’d never felt more humbled.


  Adam left her alone only briefly, appearing just a few moments after she was poised and ready for him.  Again with his lantern in hand, he shined some welcoming illumination on the dim surroundings.  She looked up, her eyes squinting, already having grown accustomed to the darkness.


  He nodded at her and then set the lantern on a table.


  “Get up,” he ordered.


  As she complied, he reached down and grabbed her by the collar so she gasped for a bit of stale damp air to fill her lungs.


  Seeing the inside of the woodshed again, the only thing that had changed about the place from the time before was a small stool just inside the door—not some old, broken-down stool, but one that she’d seen inside the house.


  Left to wonder what that might mean for her, Adam hastily proceeded with the task of punishing her.  He had the strap again in his mighty hand ready to redden her ass.  Again over the stack of wood, her bottom offered in sacrifice, she took a thorough beating to her buttocks, until the heat and pain became almost unbearable.  A submissive never knows how much they can really bear, since inevitably the punishment always ends.  But just as she felt three days before, there was a wanting even when he finally stopped laying on the strap.  She could almost hear herself asking for more.


  This time however, when Adam began his lecture he was far less gracious than he was that other night—if she could call that lecture gracious at all.


  “You’re being punished because I don’t ever want you rebelling again.  It serves no useful purpose.  In fact, your night dashing from one club to another was utterly dangerous.  You weren’t under the same obligations that you are to me now, but I really don’t think it matters.  Such reckless behavior points to a woman without a sense of self-worth, reduced to self-destructive behaviors to meet some desperate need in her.  Are you that woman?” he asked.


  She couldn’t speak, the words stuck in her throat.


  “Answer me!” he snapped when she was silent.


  “No!  I’m not that woman,” she blurted out.


  “Well, you’re going to have to spend some time proving that to me,” he replied.  “And while you think about how you’re going to do that, you’re going to remain in the shed tonight.  In fact, any time I think you need a dose of fear and terror, you’ll have it right here.  Perhaps then you won’t be so tempted to fly off on some rash night of careless disregard for yourself and those that are trying to help you.”  This passionate reprimand was one she’d not forget.


  Pulling her from the woodpile, Eden was back on her feet.


  “Put the stool in the center of the room,” he ordered.


  There were tears streaming down her cheeks, knowing that he was going to leave her here by herself.  Finally drawing up the courage to obey him, she positioned the stool as ordered and sat.  Her heated bottom found the wooden stool hard within seconds of sitting down.  So low, it forced her legs wide to be comfortable at all, exposing her naked pussy to the horrible atmosphere of nightmares around her.  Adam, not content with this simple humiliation, attached the thick collar with a rope to a ring above her, and bound her wrists behind her.


  “I’ll come for you when I think you’ve had enough.  That might not be until dawn.  I’d suggest you think about your life, your needs and your penchant for self-destruction.  Get it clear, really clear to you, because I don’t want a submissive or a lover who thinks so little of themselves that they easily jeopardize our relationship.  I want a woman of passion who knows her needs and surrenders to them, a woman who’s strong enough in herself to be meek and humble.  Not one that’s hell-bent on living out fantasies with twisted ends.  This relationship will make you more of who you are than you ever dreamed of being—if you allow it to do that.  But first we’d better chase the demons from your soul.  Let’s hope a night of dwelling on those demons might help.  I would blindfold you, but then you might just be moved to fall asleep.  Perhaps without it you can stare into these scary surroundings and see how much fear you can manufacture.”


  “You’ll leave me here all night?” Eden’s voice was barely more than a squeak.


  “I’ll leave you here as long as I like,” he replied.


  “My legs already ache, sir,” she said.


  “Then you can scoot off the stool and lie on the ground if you like.  There’s enough length to your tether.”


  As meek and sorry as she looked, Adam was not persuaded to change his mind.  Disappearing out the door she heard the padlock click tight, locking her inside the sweltering atmosphere.  With him went all hint of light, leaving her in the jet black darkness where outside she heard the sound of Adam’s footsteps retreating toward the house and then an owl screech in the distant woods.


  There was no way to clock the time that passed.  Every second was infinity stretched to its limit.  Once her ass and legs ached too much to stand another moment so awkwardly crouched, she bucked herself from the stool and landed unceremoniously on her side against the dusty wood floor.  As soon as she accomplished that feat she was sorry.  It seemed much more likely she could fend off the critters she feared if she was above them.  This was an impossible hell.  And one she wasn’t about to forget—ever.


  In the same breath she hated Adam Cady and loved him.  She hated him minute to minute, but loved him still. He mastered her in such a short time—this punishment as right as any she ever had.  She’d been a careless woman in the past, but it never seemed important enough for Jacob to try and change her.  She’d been under his thumb, worried about doing what pleased him, but she could never count on Jacob seeing things as rationally as Adam did.  Adam was fair and kind, if not also as exacting and harsh as an old headmaster.  And there was security in that knowledge that gave her a degree of peace, even in this dreadful shed.


  Lying on her side was awkward, though she couldn’t think of anything that would be more comfortable with her hands secured behind her.  Her arms ached—though it was a familiar ache.  She’d been bound like this before.  As often as it happened however, it was never something she got used to.


  While the rope was certainly long enough to reach to the floor, it gave her very little latitude of movement.  In her best moments, she let her worries subside trusting that Adam would never do anything to truly hurt her.  Then, it was just the ache to deal with.  At those calm moments, she tried to think of the inner demons that Adam wanted released from her—her inclination to lie her way through life, the need to bolt when things got really tough, and that night when she’d been filled with such an obsessive need to get out of Sadie’s apartment—a moment driven by the submissive, masochistic demons that needed to speak.  That night was a vivid  warning to her how important that dark need was.


  For an instant she could be thankful that Adam Cady appeared in her life to replace Jacob.  But that moment of gratitude was suddenly ripped away when she heard a scratching sound on the shed door.  She screamed involuntarily, realizing that her heart was in her throat hammering her fear home.  Her stomach was clenched and she suddenly had to pee so bad she was sure she couldn’t hold herself a moment longer.


  “Fucking bastard!” she shouted loudly.  The tears began to flow again as the scratching noise continued.  Some hobgoblin, some nightmare, some ghost was there to take her way.  How could he possibly do this to her!


  All was lost, everything good and positive, all the things she might have felt about justice and gratitude and having her needs answered … they were gone.


  When the scratching noise stopped, she waited hardly having the courage to breath.  Finally relaxing, she remained awake for a time.  Then, as the minutes stretched on she was on the verge of drifting into sleep.  Oh, to sleep and let go her fear … but each time she was about to nod off, she moved slightly, and was reminded how her arms ached.   Her mind was in a blur, the only thought she consistently entertained was that moment when Adam would at last open the door and set her free.


  Eden’s moment of liberation came when she was half asleep.  The first noise she heard other than the wind and the night birds, was the sound of the lock being jiggled.  She jerked, startled.  The door suddenly swung wide and her eyes shot open as the first light beamed inside.  There was Adam with his lantern and a look of concern on his face.


  “You think you’ve had enough for one night?” he asked her.


  “I have, I know I have,” she replied without hesitation.  Her eyes filled with tears.


  “That’s good,” he said.  “I think so too.”


  Dropping to his knees, he leaned over and undid her hands bringing her arms around, rubbing each with a tender hand as the blood rushed back into her pained shoulders.  Making her sit, he undid the rope from the collar.


  “You’re a mess,” he said, running his hands through her hair.  “Dust.”  His mood was almost sweet, if only for a minute.  In spite of herself and her hours confined, and all the nasty things she thought of him, it seemed that the hate she nurtured was vanishing rapidly.  All she could feel was utter relief that he finally rescued her.


  “I couldn’t stand the stool,” she told him, “And then I couldn’t stand the floor.”


  “Then you were in a terrible predicament, weren’t you?”


  “I didn’t like it at all,” she told him.


  “Well, now that you know how brutal I can be, you’ll be warned to behave yourself,” he said.


  He didn’t have say that but once.


  “Then this is the extent of your brutality?” she asked.


  “That depends on what you find brutal,” he said.  “This is not the only harsh punishment I can think of, but for you it seemed to be the most harrowing.”


  “I wouldn’t want to repeat it,” she agreed with him.


  “Good,” he said, sounding satisfied.  “Let’s see how well you can walk.”


  Practically lifting her naked body to its feet, he put an arm about her waist and led her into the cooler air of the night toward the welcoming comfort of her room.  Though he was kind to her as he let her wash off in the shower, he remained firm, with little warmth to share as he tethered her to the bed for the night.  She remained in the heavy collar.  It would be dreadfully uncomfortable to sleep in but she hadn’t the nerve to ask that he change it for the other.  The sheets were inviting and the bed was soft, though Adam added another measure of discomfort by tethering her ankles to the footboard.  It was a subtle change that probably wouldn’t effect her sleep, but if she tried to turn in the night, she’d be quickly reminded how he contained and controlled her.  Adam wanted to be inside her every second, even those seconds that she might have called her own—those precious hours of the night.


  “How long did you leave me in the shed?” she asked, seeing it was still dark outside.


  He looked at his watch, “two hours.”


  “Just two hours?”  She was shocked.


  “You can see it wasn’t all night,” he said pointing to the sky outside her window.


  “But, I was certain …”


  He gave her one brief smirk.  “Perhaps I should have left you longer?”


  “Oh, no!”


  “Next time you can count on it.”


  “There won’t be a next time,” she said shaking her head defiantly.


  “That remains to be seen how well you remember when the memory’s not so fresh.”


  With that, the blindfold went over her eyes and she lay back to sleep.  For a moment Adam remained with her, stroking her cheek.  If only she could see the expression on his face.


  “Perhaps you’d like to know, Eden, I have the shed regularly treated for pests, termites, spiders, and even mice—if that’s where your fears lie.  Oh, there’s the off chance that one would show up, but it was treated just ten days ago.  I’d be surprised if I was actually offering you as bait to anything that might have eaten you.  And the scratching noise was just a pesky raccoon—my pet.  He’d never get in, I assure you of that.  No, you were quite safe in my shed.  It’s here in my house, in these rooms where you’re not so safe.  And it’s not spiders and mice you have to fear.  I think you’d better look for that fear in another place.”  He paused, rising to his feet.  “Sweet dreams.”


  She sensed the light go out and her night finally begin.  Though he assured her otherwise, she nonetheless felt safer between these soft sheets.


  ***


  About dawn, Eden woke, surprised to find Adam in bed with her.  His body was warm, his kisses to her cheeks and mouth ripe and full, his groin enormous with the erection that she’d seen just once.  Pressed between her thighs it seemed larger than she remembered it.  As he moved inside her depths, she welcomed him, her hands clutched to his back drawing him tight to her as he rode hard into the tight tunnel of her cunt.  He kneaded her flesh with a rapturous zeal, his hands squeezing her breasts and pinching her nipples until she wanted to scream.  She kept her peace, afraid to cry to loudly.  But it wasn’t pain she felt so much as the abrupt taking of her energy he demanded.  That energy squelched for days as she went through Adam’s vigorous mind training, he suddenly opened the floodgates of desire and that shot through her in sudden blasts of body joy.


  “Ahh yessss,” she hissed, feeling an orgasmic wave begin to mount.  She bucked back against his invading groin with as much fury as Adam was pouring into her.  She kissed him heartily a hundred times, with small kisses and then with wide-opened mouth ones that seemed to join them as one being with one body.  His skin was smooth, but like a man’s, not soft.  His smell was earthy and dark.  His muscles were controlling, expanding and contacting as he held her, fucked her, made love and rocked about the bed with her.  When she was on top of him, her pussy danced on his cock’s head as a flirtatious smirk broke out on his face.  He grabbed what hair he could from behind her and pulled tight.  Another wave of energy broke free and she was driving herself into his erection while his groin remained immobile, letting her fuck him as hard as she could ride his cock, as fast as her limbs would allow, as forcefully as she could make her body respond.  He liked her ravenous, his cock seeming to grow larger each time her bottom moved down on him.


  With two of his fingers suddenly driving into her asshole, she felt another swell of brisk energy shoot through her.  He held on to her by her ass, driving those fingers as deeply as they would go.  She whimpered softly, yet kept up the heated fuck, swimming in this first among many firsts, this first sex with her dear master.


  Every ounce of her ached from the force.  When he began slapping her behind, the sting fused with all the other sharp sensations into a brew that was wild with need, her cunt screaming inside itself wanting to leap over the edge.  But she wanted Adam to cum first, to throb inside and shoot rough so she could come down on his prick with muscles tight and milk him dry.


  And so he did.


  Letting loose a lusty groan, the earthy sound was nasty music for Eden’s ears.  He rolled her over on her back for the end, and pressed himself to the hilt then came.  As he did, she began like rolling thunder bucking hard into him and screaming as a sharp blast hit her insides and moved outward in a never-ending wave.


  Done, Adam collapsed on top of her then fell away to leave her sweaty from their mingled perspiration, and then to cool when the breezes of the country morning drifted in the window.


  Only as she was letting the last of the amazing moment linger on did she realize that her tethers had been undone and she had moved freely with him as they made love.  She turned on her side and moved close so she could lay her head on his chest and listen to his heart beat.  Though that tender moment only lasted a few seconds Eden was at peace.


  





  chapter nine


  Eden wore a sundress into town.  Suddenly appearing one morning lying on her bed after she got out of the shower, she was surprised to see one of Leanna’s vanished dresses waiting for her to put on.


  Downstairs she found Adam in the kitchen cooking breakfast.


  “Am I late?” she asked him.


  “No.  I’m early,” he replied.  “I wanted to get a fast start on the day.  We’re going to town so I thought you might need something to wear.”


  “How thoughtful,” she said.


  “Don’t go sounding sarcastic, or I’ll make you go naked,” he warned.


  “Oh, but I’m not sarcastic at all,” she purred sweetly as she smiled.


  They spent three hours running errands together, Adam busily taking care of business that wasn’t Eden’s to worry about.  The Crossings was a small village, alternately quaint and modern.  She was unused to people after nearly ten days in the remote universe of Adam’s cottage and garden.  And these people were particularly strange to her, that kind of down home country folk with easy smiles, some with craggy faces, some mundane, few that seemed inspiring though they were comfortable and easy to be around.  She was a different person dressed in her loose sundress with her dark brown hair tousled freely into its mass of curls.  Only her eyes remained the same—clear sharp blue that made people look at her in awe.  Looking in shop windows she hardly recognized herself without the yellow-white atop her head.  Yet, something sensuous brewed in her being this other woman that belonged to Adam Cady.


  When it was nearly noon, they ate hot-dogs at a street vendor’s stand, hers with ketchup, mustard and relish, Adam’s with mustard only.  He downed three, she one.  She giggled as she wiped mustard from his mouth and on impulse reached up to kiss his clean lips.  Afterwards, she enjoyed the twinkle in his eye—like he knew something that she did not.


  Finally, with all the errands finished, they hopped into Adam’s ancient Ford truck, Eden thinking they would be going home.  Instead, he pulled off the road just before the cut-off to the cottage, and drove the winding route for several miles.  Stopping, they got out at a worn-down shack of a building that had been painted with 1960’s psychedelic colors in swirls and patterns reminiscent of a acid trip.


  Leading her inside the hovel, the smell of incense greeted her immediately and she stepped back a bit until she got used to the heavy scent.  Getting accustomed to the darkly lit room, she discovered it was much less run-down looking from the inside.  Perhaps the exterior was just the way the owner wanted his business to look.  There were beads and CDs and old vinyl records, posters of flower children and a case of jewelry,  dresses, incense and books, the titles Eden didn’t have time to read.


  “She ready for this?” an older man with a long ponytail and a scruffy beard asked.  He was introduced as Jack.


  “No.  She doesn’t know,” Adam replied.


  “You planning to tell her?” the man asked.


  “I think she’ll like the surprise,” he replied.


  “Good enough.”  Jack moved to the back of the shop behind a screen of beads, motioning them to follow.


  Eden’s heart thumped fast.  She could think of several things that might happen here.  Piercings, a tattoo, or even Adam’s brand—though she thought it too soon for that. This sort of atmosphere suggested it all and her loins raced with excited energy.  Would he even tell her before it happened?  She decided no.


  “Take off your dress, Eden,” he told her.


  The shop owner was no indifferent sort.  He ogled her from start as she removed her one article of clothing.  She was much too afraid not to obey the order.  For several days now, the thought of the woodshed came to mind as soon as any hint of rebellion might appear in her head.  Yet there was truly no rebellion this day.  She felt like showing off, not wearing anything at all.  A day with normal people made her want to exert her bawdy side, even if it was just for this man, this one very interested man.


  “You’ve got a ripe one here,” the watchful hippie said.  “She submissive?”


  “She’s a brat and a hellion, but she’s learning,” Adam replied.


  The remark annoyed her, but she didn’t show her displeasure.


  “I’d love to cane an ass like hers,” he added, as he looked around to see just how plump the target was.


  “I’ll keep that in mind,” Adam said, sounding as if he just might take Jack up on the offer.  “Bend over,” he changed his focus to Eden.


  Seeing the sturdy bench in front of her, she knew exactly what he meant.  Poised over the thigh-high seat, she kept her legs drawn tightly together.  She wasn’t sure if Adam wanted her flagrantly lewd for this man, or just available for whatever he was planning to do.


  “Are you going to whip me?” she asked.


  “I probably should for your asking,” he retorted.  He didn’t care for her input.  “I want the tattoo here,” he said, as he pressed his fingers into a place high on her left ass cheek.  “When I’m done with her, I’ll have the same branded here.”  She felt his fingers on the opposite side.


  Eden shrieked inside herself.  She wanted to be branded, had in fact been surprised that Jacob had never put his mark on her.  Still, she was at the same time trembling so much that Adam slapped her ass to calm her.


  “If you’re not careful, I will beat your butt right here just to calm you down,” he cautioned her.


  “I’m sorry, I can’t help it,” she whimpered softly.


  He slapped her several times with the palm of his hand.


  “You want more?” he asked.


  When she didn’t answer right away, he continued, giving the man a great show and Eden a burning butt before he finished.


  “Now, you either relax, or I’ll take Jack’s belt and really do you right.  You understand?”


  “Yes, sir,” she answered quickly.


  “Sometimes a shot of whiskey doesn’t hurt,” Jack said.  “Little less painful that way.”


  “Eden doesn’t mind the pain,” Adam replied.  “Maybe afterward.”


  “Whatever you say,” he said nodding.


  In the moments that followed, Eden tried to relax, concentrating hard on remaining motionless while the artist worked.  She must have been successful, feeling the needles begin to permanently imprint her flesh with Adam’s mark.  She tried to drift, to think of nothing, letting the erotic feel of the moment sweep her into a sexy place.  The longer Jack worked the more she felt that pleasing arousal.  Becoming so enamored with it, the artist had to pause and remind her not to move.


  “Sorry,” she said softly, as she decided to pay more attention to being still.


  It was just a few moments later that he done, a sterile pad pressed over the artwork and she was helped to her feet.  She thought Adam would have her dress, but by the look in the other’s man eye, she realized that neither was finished with her.


  “So how submissive is this little bitch?” he asked.


  “She’ll do what I tell her,” Adam replied.


  “And she gets off on pain?”


  “Quite often.”


  “Does she do needles?” he asked.  “And clamps?”


  “She’ll take what I give her and not complain,” Adam spoke plainly.


  Eden watched the communication between the men wondering what outcome it would lead to.


  “Sit down on the that stool,” Adam finally ordered.


  “You tie her down?” the other man asked.


  “If you like.”


  As though he was ready for the moment, Jack pulled wrist cuffs from a drawer.  Handing them to Adam, they were around her wrists, her arms drawn above her and secured, her breasts becoming the immediate focus of the men’s attention.


  The feel of the first needle going into her flesh stung so she held her breath and closed her eyes.  Where it was tender the tiny thing probed her until she began to wince.


  “Breath, love,” Adam ordered, and she tried to relax.


  The second needle was worse yet.  The sensation riding piggyback with the other sent a vicious shard of desire deep into her loins.  With two needles fused into her skin, left to drift with her breath going in and out of her mouth, the nipple clamps came next.  Spring loaded, they were slowly attached to the two smallish buds of flesh.  A little more pressure and a little more, she wanted to scream.  Instead, two tears trickled down her cheeks … one tear for each needle, one for each clamp, one for each tortured breast.  The pain settled just below bearable, her body ripe for plucking from this mix of bizarre distress.


  The tattoo artist knelt between her parted thighs and began to play with her cunt, while Adam knelt behind her, his warm chest against her back.  While he reached around to tease her, jiggling the needles and the clamps, the other man was bringing her body to an intense crescendo.  She wanted to buck against his hand, but every movement shook the tortured places on her breasts.  And then with a third needle, Adam began to pierce her  skin once more.


  “Oh, my gawd, no!” she gasped quietly.


  She was lucky he didn’t shove the thing in hard hearing the protest.  Instead he whispered.  “You want me to stop?”


  More tears tickled down her cheeks.


  “I’ll stop if you ask me to,” he went on and he paused so she could feel the pain subside.


  “No,” she whispered.


  Just as she felt the needle move deeper, the man between her thighs was beginning to raise such an uproar down below that she couldn’t help but cause herself more pain as she jerked hard against him.  His fingers pressed inside her open doorway, pulling at her inner labia, pinching the outer folds, flicking her clit with a devilish glee.  She moaned at every tortured turn and little spasms shot off everywhere in this rollicking divine defilement.


  She was panting.  “Ah, yesss.”


  Leaning over her, Adam kissed her neck, then let the needle go free and played with the heavy nipple clamp.


  She jerked harder unable to control the need.  The pain became so rich her mind battled for some instant of relief.  That instant came when her groin bucked hard, and a quick bright climax began and ended in mere seconds.  Another orgasm might have built right away, but both men backed away leaving her pleading with her eyes for more.


  As each clamp came off and the blood returned to the squeezed pinch of flesh, sudden spikes of energy shot through her.  New tears steamed down her cheeks and she wanted to collapse in Adam’s arms for the exhaustion.  But he was quickly on to other things and she had to recuperate on her own.


  They left the tattoo artist to his aroused dick.  Though before Adam allowed her to dress, he took her naked into the woods behind the shop and bent her over the stump of an old tree.  Finding her cunt sopping wet and still spasming he took her from behind.


  As her lover moved inside her wet home, crows cawed above and a fly buzzed her hair and the sound of a bee made her wonder if she’d be stung.  To those annoyances however was added the sweet feel of Adam’s hands loving her ass tenderly.  He combed the fleshy cheeks—all but the fresh tattoo—and she reveled in the joy of that affection, another offering of himself that spoke volumes of the man she surrendered to.  Unlike the trips over the woodpile when Adam’s rough-cut logs scratched her skin, the feel of this rough timber was as much an aphrodisiac as his fondling hands.  Though his thighs banged hard against her and his cock thrust deep and his hands became more rude with each passionate wave of pleasure, she was glad to satisfy him so thoroughly.  There was some added joy being fucked in this not-so-private element between civilization and the wilds.  In the back of her mind, she almost hoped someone would stumble on them and witness their show.  Perhaps the tattoo artist had, but Eden was too occupied to notice.


  When Adam climaxed he held her tight to him and pinched both nipples between his fingers as though that simple, yet torturous gesture, fed him more stuff to make it a cum worth remembering.


  She was exhausted afterwards collapsing against the tree trunk happily spent.


  “Perhaps I should switch you with a birch branch right here,” Adam said, as he was putting his cock back in his pants.


  “And why do that?” she looked up at him limply, finally coming to her feet.


  “Because I’d love to see the stripes,” he replied.


  “If you must,” she answered him.  She was almost in tears, worried that she couldn’t handle any more in one brief hour.


  He chuckled. “Don’t worry, it’s just a thought, and a pleasant one I’ll consider for another day.  Right now you look too tired for much of anything but sleep.  I think I’ll take you home.”


  Adam made her ride home naked.  With the windows wide open in his aging truck, the feel of the air on her sweaty skin almost made her cum again.  Her mind drifted aimlessly for the ten minute ride until they finally pulled up to the cottage.  Stopping with a sudden lurch, she woke with a jerk from her hushed mood.


  “I don’t think you need the dress at all, do you?” he said as he grabbed the yellow piece of cloth beside him.


  “I guess not,” she answered as if it wasn’t necessary to ever wear clothes again.  Waltzing lazily toward the cottage’s front door she stared back to see Adam watching her intently.


  “Perhaps you should take a look at your ass,” he said.  He turned to remove his purchases from the back of the truck.


  Reminded that she was tattooed not even an hour before, Eden raced up the stairs to her bath and had her first look at Adam’s mark on her behind.


  ***


  “So, what did you think of my choice?” Adam asked her.  They were having dinner on the summer patio.  Her first response to his question was a puzzled look.  “The tattoo,” he added.


  “Ah, yes,” she smiled. “I’m feeling …” she stopped, thinking her sentiments silly.


  “What?  Tell me.”  He was acting very amiable but he wasn’t in the mood for games—then again he never was.


  “Owned,” she answered.


  “Well you are,” he replied simply.


  He went on to eat his vegetable pasta, while she dabbled with hers and thought of all the other things she might have said in response to the “AC” that now appeared high on her left ass cheek.  It was a small tattoo, green vines intertwining to create his initials.


  “You’re going to brand me too?” she asked.


  “I might,” he replied.  “But then that’s really not for you to know, is it?”


  “No,” she said.  She was dying to know his plans and even willing to be a little pissy to find out, but she decided against that, not ready to face the woodshed if she upset him.  “Did you brand Leanna?” she asked him instead. “If you don’t mind my asking,” she hastened to add.


  “Yes, I did, on her thigh,” he answered.


  He seemed to appreciate the question, not resent it.  The knowledge that her predecessor had been branded sent a shock of arousal through her.  She wanted at least as much from Adam as he’d given to her.  But unused to jealousy, this green vile passionate envy was not a pretty sight in her mind.  The only way she could better herself against this dead phantom was to be a better submissive than Leanna had been.


  “Would it bother you to tell me about her?” she asked.


  “Not at all,” he said, though he looked a little surprised by the question.  “What do you want to know?”


  She hadn’t counted on such an open invitation.  “I guess mostly what she was like, and then, what you were like together.”


  “Tell me first why you’re interested.”


  “I want to know you better,” she said.


  “And that’s all your motivation?”


  “I don’t know what else there’d be,” she answered him, knowing full well she might have said much more.


  “I met Leanna as I met you, as an attorney.  I suppose the similarity between you two ends there.  She was a business executive not an artist.  She had brunette hair that reached to her waist—though she most often wore it piled on her head in some way I could never figure.  I loved it when she wore it down, when she was naked and it trailed down her back.  She was tall, slender, a stately, elegant and forceful woman who needed to be utterly controlled when she “went off”.  That was her term for not working.  She required a very clear demarcation between one life and the other.  When she “went off” she was with me surrendering to my needs.  With a driving need to be forcefully even ruthlessly contained I thought she was a bottomless pit of self abnegation.


  “Leanna needed me to cleanse her soul of the tough bitch she was in her working world.  I was the one place where she was nothing, totally vulnerable and stripped of everything.”  Adam stopped for a moment and looked into Eden’s eyes with one’s that gleamed darkly.


  “I think everyone needs that place,” she said quietly.


  “Some get there by brutality and force, you get there because it’s naturally who you are.”


  “But are we really so different when we’re there?” she wondered.


  “Perhaps not, but I do treat you differently.  When I had her bare and naked, groveling humiliated in front of me, I could see desperate fires in her eyes.”  He was seeing them at that moment drawn back into the dead woman’s dramas.  “She fought me with her hard-as-nails persona, a smirk on her lips, rebellion just an instant away.  Almost like she was mocking me, defying me to be what she needed.  What she wanted was to know that I was stronger than she was and that she couldn’t control me.  It took time to put her in her place.  A few times it required humiliating her to the point she was ready to fly at me.  She never did though … I would have walked away from her if she had and that would have been devastating.


  “What kind of humiliation made her angry?” Eden asked.


  He smirked.  “We had a dinner party with a few guests, friends of ours, mostly from Leanna’s business.  They had hints of her submissiveness with me.  Though I think she spoke of it as an occasional dalliance not a way of life.  When the conversation turned to sex, there were a few snickers about whips and bondage.  Leanna was talking about it as though she wasn’t really attached to her acts of surrender, remaining detached and pompous.  I suddenly informed our guests that Leanna was my sex slave and she’d do anything I wanted.  At first she seemed intrigued, even a little proud of herself that I’d say that so bluntly in front of them.  But then I told her to show them what I meant.  She looked at me oddly.  I remember how her hair was down, one of the few times, floating about her face.  She should have looked soft and natural, but she’d had a bad week.  I told her to put her collar on and one of her chains.  She was shocked, even embarrassed, but once she was used to the idea, she made it a game.  She left the room and when she returned the collar was in place and she sat at my feet.  Her friends were quite taken with her, but she remained so haughty I couldn’t let the matter rest with that performance.


  “I ordered her to crawl for her leash—which meant another trip to the other room.  When she returned with the leash in hand, I told her to bring it to me in her mouth.  She obeyed, glowering at me nastily.  Still a game, I took it to its logical conclusion.  If I let her get away with that much arrogance then she’d always have the power to win over me.”


  His eyes looked intently at Eden though his mind was in the past with Leanna.  “I made her kneel for me and attached the leash to her collar then drew it up between her legs attaching it to the other side.  Having her bend over, I fastened the collar to a bolt on the floor.  If you were to look, there’s one embedded in the carpet in front of my chair.”  Eden hadn’t noticed.  “With her arms drawn and manacled behind her, I raised the bottom of her skimpy dress and showed her guests what was left that they hadn’t seen.  Then I spanked her ass and pussy with my hand until it was too hot to continue.  Finding a leather slapper just a short reach away, I continued until she was crying for me to stop.  That took some time since it takes time to kill haughtiness like hers.  When I was finished with her, I led her to the corner, where she sat submissively bound for the remainder of the evening.  For just that moment, her arrogance died.


  “You look amused,” Eden noted.


  “I was then.  Of course Leanna wasn’t.  Her friends got drunk they were so dumbfounded by it all.  I know at least one of the women would have liked to have been in her place.  The other one was simply mortified.”


  “And Leanna?”


  “She was soft as a kitten for days.  Went back to work equally as subdued, then complained to me a week later that I cost her a six figure client because she was so meek.  I asked her what was more important, her six figure income or her relationship with herself.”


  “What an interesting question.  How did she answer?”


  “With a good deal of struggle she answered ‘myself’.”  Adam was quiet for a while, enjoying the memory, then turned his attention back to Eden.


  “Would you humiliate me like that?” she asked.


  “If I thought it was necessary,” he said.  “In fact I do have something planned you’ll find as degrading, I’m sure.  When you’re ready for it.”  There was a drop in his voice, as though the recollection of his other lover was more sweet than the thought of his future with Eden.


  She felt duly humbled.  “Did you love her?” she asked.


  “With my whole heart,” he replied.


  “And you, what were you like with her?”


  “You want to know that too?”


  “I want to know everything about you,” she answered.


  He viewed his new strumpet with a biting look.  “She fulfilled my darkness, allowed me to stretch the limits of my sadistic desires and took away the edge in me, much the way I took away the edge in her.  We were very much alike, just on different ends of the whip.  I wielded it, her flesh submitted.  I could be dark and mean, cunning, sarcastic and degrading—she could be the same way, but not with me.”


  “I wonder where a sadistic man’s urges come from?” Eden asked.  Her question was meant to be rhetorical but Adam took it otherwise.


  “There are elements in the soul of human kind best not betrayed by too much civility or they become the fuel of wars and unnecessary hatred.  I feel these bare remnants of life by day with the people that walk through my door.  Rather than take machine guns to these enemies and blow them away, I express my dark urges in a way that satisfies and uplifts the ones I care for.”


  “By whips and chains and humiliation …” she brooded, quietly reflecting on herself.


  “Is that not what uplifts you?” he asked.


  She was pensive and grim.  “It is strange logic, isn’t it?” she said, thinking how odd it was to be part of this man’s cosmic release as much as he was part of hers … if she was yet that far within him to be of real service to his needs.


  “You miss her still …”


  “That I do.  When I got the news that the plane went down half my life went with her.  I’m sure I’ll not regain that.”


  “Ever?”


  “It will never come back to me the way it was, but I don’t even expect that.”


  “But do you expect to love again?”


  “Yes, I do,” he replied.


  He said the words but they almost sounded hallow like he didn’t believe himself.


  “You’re in pain now,” she said.  “If I could take that pain away for you, I would.  My body’s here to serve that need.”


  “And you think you’re ready for that?” he asked.


  “I’d like to believe I am.”


  They sat in silence for some moments.  For a while she gazed at him with a clear cool expression of strength, sure that she could be what he’d not had since Leanna died.  Then she fidgeted because he was so silent and her fears were creeping in through the cracks in her self-composure, though she didn’t want her strength to fail.


  “You can wear Leanna’s chains,” he said.  “See if they’ll work the same magic.”


  “Where can I find them?” she asked.


  “In my room, the bottom drawer of my chest.  Take them out but don’t do anything until I come for you.  That means you don’t look at them, hold them, play with them.  In fact put them outside the door and then pose for me before the mirror until I get there.  You clear?”


  “Yes, sir.  And you’ll whip me?” she asked.


  He snarled at her.  “You’re much to anxious, Eden.  This is not a test.  Don’t view it as one.”


  Eden moved with effortless grace from the garden to the house, up the stairs to Adam’s room.  The place had become hallowed ground.  Because Adam had been with her for several days there’d been no need to leave more videotape messages of herself.  Seeing the insides of the room for the first time in days, she shuddered.  Shuddered even more when she gazed at the bureau wondering about the chains inside.  She’d never worn chains except what was part of some leather harness.


  There were just two things in the bottom drawer: a clear plastic box that contained a half-dozen dildos of different sizes; and next to that was a crimson velvet bag that must contain Leanna’s shackles.  By the weight and sound of it, she concluded rightly.  With the heavy sack in her hands she could even then feel the weight of them around her body.  Tempted as she was to peek, she dashed immediately for the door and deposited them outside.  Closing the door behind her, she retreated to the mirror and crouched in her submissive’s pose, her bared ass facing the door so Adam’s first view of her would be her exposed genitals.


  Adam entered the room moments later.


  Taking the crop from the wall, he came around the end of the bed and stood over her, tapping the leather on her ass.  A cool wind of fear worked its way from her bottom to her limbs.  The shiver and tingle that followed made her belly start to spasm, her pussy to moisten even more than it already had.  He rapped the crop harder against her flesh, right down the center of her tender crack.  In a repeat of their first night in the garden she took it hard and fast on her offered posterior relishing each biting cut.


  “Get up, bitch!” he finally ordered.  “Get yourself in the chains.”


  With the velvet bag on the bed, her fingers flew fast to open it wide and pour its contents on the comforter.  Staring at the mass of hardware she was confused.  The chains were not fashioned into a recognizable harness, but remained an amorphous creature of steel, a mystery because they took no shape at all.  She didn’t know where to begin.


  “The large rings are a collar,” he gave her the hint.


  Reaching into the center of the pile, she pulled out what was a series of connected loops of metal that could be considered a collar to wear about the neck.  With a hook at one end, she managed to fasten it in place below her chin.  “Like this?” she asked for his approval.


  He nodded.  “There are twin chains with large rings that will go about your breasts and attach to the collar in front.”


  Finding those too, it was more easy to see how the garment would look.  A belt followed that anchored the front piece so that the large rings fit neatly over her breasts augmenting their size as they lifted them high.  Two chains fit on either side of her labia down below.  And with Adam assisting, the unbending metal was drawn inside those lips, so the large pieces flattened the plump orbs and exposed her clitoris and vagina.  Pink and puffed out, wet with juice, Adam could see how this bondage affected her.  The two chains at her crotch were kept wide by a bar between her opening and her asshole, and at her ass was a place to attach a dildo.  Adam picked one from the chest in his drawer and with a bit of juice from her pussy lubricated it for entry.


  The dildo spread her wide, jutting inside her bottom so that when she moved, there was no way she could escape discomfort.  The intrusion required her to relax and ease the reckless fear.  Breathing deeply, she drew back into herself, into the heart of her submission so that she might please the man mastering her now.  Standing upright, the dildo poking at her mercilessly, she awaited the chains that were drawn up her back, then attached to the belt and fixed to the collar at her neck.  Tears threatened she was so in awe of the restrictive feeling.  As Adam began to tie her standing spread-eagle to the end of the bed, she went deeper into herself.  Her feet drawn wide, her wrists stretched tightly to the high posts, her backside was ready to be whipped.


  The crop that fell against her skin was not the flat leather headed one, but a biting piece with a tasseled end that bit her flesh—perhaps not a crop at all but a buggy whip.  He began at her shoulders.  The sense of being driven into abject nothingness came quickly.  Alternately Adam changed from the whip to a lash of leathers strips that with one strike covered most of her entire back and shoulders enveloping her in pure sensation—this not as caustic as that mean tasseled whip.  As she bucked on the dildo, each movement within the chains seemed to force the prick deeper inside. She cried, strong and vibrant wails when he changed back to the whip and stung the heated skin.  Moving downward he gave her ass and upper thighs the same uncivilized treatment with stinging shots, then thoroughly thrashed her pert behind until it bore a rash of crimson side to side.  Returning to her shoulders he repeated himself there, and then again below.  In a dazed fury, he paused so she could catch her breath.  And starting again, she reached the nirvana of that flesh, welcoming the blows of the lash—if not the cuts of the whip.  Surges of sweet bliss made her weep more than cry out, and she might have gone on much longer, but Adam was not willing to let her breasts and cunt go without.


  Retied facing him, she opened her eyes unable to avoid his gaze.  Fear making her tremble, the beating already having made her weak, it took strength to look him in the eye and welcome the vile things he planned to do to the front side of her body.  Gleaming with sweat, smelling of her perfume—a faint tea rose like the summer vines in the garden—she surrendered.


  Eden could see the detestable sadist in her lover’s eyes as he faced her, how he was almost amused by her trembling, humbled body and the expression of pure relinquishment in her eyes.


  “Do you feel small now?  In your place?  Degraded?  Humbled?”  He took her chin in his hand as she was tempted to look downward.  He wanted her looking him straight in the eye.


  “Yes, my master,” she whispered.  “Do with me as you will.”


  “As if I need your permission?” he mocked her and slapped her face, though without much force.  It was a simple reminder.


  “Sir, I didn’t mean that.”


  He nodded, looking almost disgusted, but nonetheless merry in his sneering ridicule.


  “Your breasts ever bleed?” he asked.


  “Yes,” she replied.


  “And your thighs?”


  “Once, sir.”


  “How about your ass?”


  “Several times,” she replied.


  Each thought struck another blow for the terror in her heart, and when he pulled back to begin her second whipping, she couldn’t look at him for several seconds.  Still, he waited for her gaze.  Waited for her wide open eyes to see for themselves what he’d do.


  Adam began with the lash, and with an almost breathless softness the talons warmed her front just as her back was warmed from shoulders to thighs.  Before he changed, she could feel herself climbing into the strikes, meeting them with a willing body.  Only when one lash would wrap around her torso and cut with a bite, did she wince or cry.  That was only rarely.  By the time he was ready to mark her flesh, add a wound or two to her perfect skin, she would welcome any blow in any tender place save the one he’d carefully avoided, her exposed pubis.  The markings felt like breezes of lightening.  Each was delivered singly so she could enjoy the all the sensations from the biting cut to the way the sting spread out and amplified what fires burned hot.


  Looking down she saw Adam’s handiwork as several strikes on her breasts made the flesh raw enough to draw specs of blood.  She quivered nervously wondering when his darkness would cease.  Seeing his expression there was no change.  Just the face of a man intent with a purpose.  This was his way of loving her and yet it did not feel like love when the cuts seared deep.


  Those that bit her thighs bit so hard she screamed.  Not such tender flesh, the skin would not break.  Instead the punishment was solely for the pain it caused and that was shrill.  There was no grace in these new sensations.  She endured them groaning unhappily, wincing and screwing up her face.  She pleaded with him to stop.  Less methodical and more erratic with the whipping, she came close to panic when he finally ended her trial.


  The final horror began with her nipples, when heavy clamps were pressed without mercy into the delicate buds, then attached with a chain to her clit below.  Eden drew in her breath and held it apprehensive of his next plans.


  He came to her and whispered quietly in her ear, “does this pain you, Eden Rose?”


  “Yes, sir,” she whispered to him softly.


  “And how about now?” he asked as he tugged the chain, pulling on all three places.


  “Yes, sir, even more,” she gasped.


  He tugged harder still and she cringed.


  “Kiss me,” he ordered her, making her reach to meet him, all the while tugging harder on her chain.


  Kissing his lips, she could hardly touch them with hers, but she could tease them as he liked, running her tongue over their surface so she could taste him.  With a steady stream of pain flooding through her, she battled to obey the order.  She had to think of Adam’s pleasure, not hers.


  “Kiss me,” he ordered again, just when she was doing exactly as she was told.  A moment of anger swept through her, as though for all her effort he still wasn’t pleased.  Reaching for him as far as the pain would allow she made love to his lips, her only thought to please him.  Whether or not she succeeded, she had no clue.  He was aloof, egging her on, ordering her to serve him while he gave nothing back.


  When he finally stepped back he began to slap her pussy and its pussy clip with an open hand.  She shuddered with each slap the way it jerked her body erratically.  She prayed the ending would be soon, that there might be some loving domination to replace the mounting pain.  In the end, he unfastened her and thrust her over the foot of the bed.  Binding her arms behind her so she was again immobile, he unfastened the chains that held the dildo in place.  Then thrusting another dildo in her cunt, he entered her ass from behind and pummeled her hard.


  She cried with relief, finally feeling her master’s passion pour out strong.  Where he’d held back before, he was now immersing her with his power.  Fucking her nasty, his prick was driving beyond where the dildo had gone.  She tried to feel the pleasure and yet the pain was still much to bear.  Finished with her, he left her with his cum deposited inside, and with the feel of a breeze from the ceiling fan overhead cooling what was still hot and raw.


  She remained tied over the end of the bed while she listened to the sound of Adam showering in the bathroom.


  Eden’s body was still heavy with the scent of musk and damp with perspiration when Adam emerged clean from the shower.  He closed her eyes for her, allowing her the freedom of her own mind as he carefully undid all the chains and set her free.  When he was finished, the chains were returned to their velvet bag and the bottom drawer of his chest.  All that done, he pulled her with him to the top of his bed and held her in his arms.


  Tousling her unruly hair, his lips kissed her eyes.  And locked in his embrace she orgasmed in seconds to the touch of his hand between her thighs.  Too tired to even say a word, she fell asleep with a smile on her lips.  She remained in his bed all night, in his arms nearly half that time.


  





  chapter ten


  It was morning when Eden noticed that Adam was gone.  She could see the sun steaming in one window and hear the plaintive sound of mourning doves outside.  She could tell he had just left because the sheets beside her were still warm and the scent of him was on the pillow—the soap scent from the night before.


  When he came from the bathroom, he was standing naked over her and she looked up at him and smiled.


  “I should fix your breakfast,” she said, about to bolt from bed.


  He stopped her short.


  “You stay here a while.  Get used to the morning and your body.  I imagine you’ll be sore.  Besides, I think you’ll want to see what’s on TV,” he advised her. “When you’re done, you can shower and take care of your wounds—though I don’t see that I left too many marks.”


  She wanted to look at her breasts but kept her eyes lovingly on him.  As he left her, he turned the TV on with the remote, then threw it to her and closed the door behind him.  Alone but welcome in his room, she couldn’t have been happier.  Settling into the cozy sheets she was wrapped in a blanket of sensuous warmth, soothed by feelings of love.  Though gazing ahead at the television, her mood altered seeing the awesome images before her.  There on the TV screen in vivid black and white was that slice of life she endured at her lover’s hands from dusk to midnight the night before—there in black and white, chained, whipped and tortured, she saw the darkness that was her and the exhilarating look of pain and the provocative moment of bliss as they played like an erotic rhapsody across the features of her face.


  ***


  Adam fixed breakfast, French Toast with strawberry jam and a tall glass of orange juice.  They were sitting in the summer patio, saying little since Eden was devouring more food in one meal than she often ate all day.  She was famished.


  “I’ve bought you some clothes,”  Adam announced when he put his morning paper aside and looked at her chew a mouthful of food.  She almost choked at the news.  When she cleared her mouth with a swig of juice, she spoke her mind.  “I’m not good enough to wear Leanna’s anymore?” she wondered.


  All the happiness drained from her face in that instant, and with her question Adam’s eyes suddenly flared.  “You’re good enough to wear any clothes I give you,” he retorted immediately.  “And don’t think otherwise.”


  “But you loved her so ….”


  “Yes, I did, but I love you now.  And if you start acting like a wounded waif again, I’ll be sure you feel wounds, new real ones.”  His eyes looked threatening.  “You’re Eden and you’re very much alive.  You don’t need to wear a dead woman’s clothes or be that dead woman for me.  I want you wholly as you are.  Seems to me you’ve said as much to me.”


  “Then I did please you?”


  “Of course you did, you wouldn’t have spent the night in bed with me if you hadn’t.”


  “I was just afraid … the way you spoke of her and spoke of love … that I wasn’t even close to measuring up?”


  “This isn’t about measuring up to anyone.  It’s about being yourself.  Now you’d better stop sounding like a timid mouse.”


  She smiled, chagrined.  “Maybe you should punish me for doubting myself,” she said feeling very silly.


  “Yes, I should and I probably will, when you’re ready to feel it worse than you felt last night.”


  “Worse?”  Her eyes widened.


  “Yes, maybe worse?” he told her sternly.


  “I really am sorry, Adam.  I have to tell you this because it’s been in my thoughts for days, and I’d be dishonest not to ….”  He waited for her continue not saying a word.  “I was jealous of Leanna, even more after you told me about her.  She seemed so perfect for you, and, I was feeling inadequate, like I could never be enough.”


  He still looked stern and a little peeved.  “Hear me now, I’ll say this just once more.  I don’t want Leanna or anyone like her.  I’ve had the kind of woman she was and I loved her madly.  But she’s gone and the need for her has vanished.  You are not her replacement or some attempt to relive the past.  I don’t deal with the past well, I’d rather have the present.  I chose you because it was you that I wanted to master and you that intrigues me.  After last night, I know for certain that I’ve fallen in love.  You’re bound to me and you’d better get rid of any jealousy, because your life won’t be pretty if you don’t.  Have I made myself clear?”


  “Yes, yes, sir, you have,” she answered instantly.


  She waited a moment for the dust to settle, for Adam to calm and her own heart to stop beating like an engine out of control.  She half expected him to take her across his knee and spank her, but he remained motionless.  Taking another sip of coffee he seemed as tranquil as their garden surroundings.


  “Then can I see them now?” she finally broke the silence.  “The clothes.”


  He laughed at her. “They’re in your closet, have been hanging there for days.”


  “For days?  And you didn’t tell me?”


  “No.  I wondered how long it would take for you to find them.”


  “Then you bought them before last night?”


  “Yes, silly.  That should be obvious.”


  She jumped up about to leave.


  “Did I dismiss you?” he asked.


  “Oops.  No, sir.”


  “I want a kiss,” he said.


  Eden practically fell into his arms, wrapping them about him and holding him tightly.  “I’m so in love!” she gushed as her full wet lips covered his mouth with dozens of  kisses.


  “Just one kiss will do,” he spoke through the barrage.


  She held him still and gave him that one deep open-mouthed kiss, then backed off his lap.


  “Can I go now?” she asked.


  “Yes, and prance before the mirror in your room all you’d like.  But I’ll decide what you’re going to wear, if anything at all.”


  That was just like him: buy her clothes then insist she remain naked.  Still, it was a beautiful gift and she couldn’t wait to see what his vision for her looked like.


  





  chapter eleven


  After two weeks with him at her side every minute of the day, sleeping with him since the night she was whipped at the foot of his bed, Adam resumed his commute to the city.  A half dozen legal matters were pressing and their halcyon sexual vacation came to an end.


  With the change Eden would see him only two or three days a week when he returned to the country house.  The time she spent without him she poured into her song writing and her book.  However when he was at the cottage she put all her work aside so she could be with him.


  In the summer weeks that followed, they took the long journey into her places of submissive nothingness and his places of cruelty that seemed to always bring her to heaven.  She could tell he was happy having her submit to him.  Reopening a once painful door he avoided for some time—where he thought there might still be the painful memories, he walked through finding fresh flowers and a sweet fragrance and an unspoiled landscape to feast in.  In return, Adam could tell his Eden was content and in love. Her music became less morose, just as her attitude changed when she stopped wearing black.  She was a sprite of many colors and moods, delighted to be an utter slave to him for the way it made everything in her psyche blossom.  And to his surprise that expected failing did not appear after the first week, or the second.  In fact, much to his delight, it showed no signs of appearing, though he thought it wise to remain wary.  Other lovers in the past had surprised him with a nasty rebellion when he least expected it.


  Sexual darkness poured from them in heavy measure as she willingly submitted to the crop, the lash and the cane.  So too, moments of fierce intimacy left them breathless, times when she was empty and open, and he cleansed of his demons.  They spoke quietly, in subtle powerful whispers as they cuddled beside each other in bed.  She was free to talk, and he demanded to know everything about her.  There were her fears of Jacob to confess to, those still gnawing her inside.  The threat of him appeared in her dreams.  She told him of the years before she found her sexual submissiveness, when she battled between promiscuity and abstinence.  Adam was right, she had a crazy mind, and yet he found her as sound in her thinking when she was with him as he could imagine a woman being.


  In reply to her naked honesty, he told her many things about himself, like what it was like to be the youngest child of seven, to put himself through eight years of school and graduate with honors, his law degree in hand; how he felt about his clients past and present—the scoundrels, bums and those that were down on their luck; and then how he mourned his mother’s passing, cried when his father died a drunk, and then a year later when he mourned his lover’s death …


  What burned in him, burned in her.  What he felt, she felt with her heart.  What joys and triumphs made him the man he was, in those simple times when sex made them infinitely open, became the seeds of love that bloomed into great vines in the garden of their making, just as his summer vines at the cottage had grown dense and savage by the end of the season.  Their love was savage and sweet, violent but not stormy, gentle and at peace.


  They remained at the cottage in the country until October.


  ***


  The day Adam announced they were returning to the city for the winter, Eden cried.


  “Why would you take me back there when we’re so happy here?” she asked him successfully holding back her tears in his presence.


  “Because my work’s picking up and I won’t have time to be here more than one night a week, you have to meet with some record producers, and I refuse to have half a relationship with you, that’s why.  Besides, I don’t like you out of my sight.”


  She liked the sentiment but hated the thought of leaving—too much to let the matter rest.


  An hour later she was throwing her clothes into a suitcase with an abandon that suggested she was pissed as hell.  Approaching her from behind, he stood for a moment watching her tantrum initially amused.


  “Good lord,” she shrieked turning around to find him right at her back, his expression stern.


  “Upset about something?” he asked.


  “No, not really,” she tried hiding the truth.


  “You want to start with the truth now or do I have to remind you that I hate even the smallest fib.”


  “But I …”


  “Don’t even think about lying, Eden.”


  “I wasn’t,” she snapped at him, feeling defeated and hateful and whiny and too angry not to let it show.  “I can’t help myself, I don’t want to go to the city, I love it here.  I know your reasons for bringing me along, but …”  She was banging on his chest with her fists though not hard enough to hurt.  It only added to Adam’s amusement.  Unfortunately, he wasn’t about to let her get away with theatrics that he scolded her into giving up weeks before.


  “What are you so afraid of, Eden?”  He stopped her in mid-tirade holding her by the shoulders with a tight grip.


  “It has nothing to do with fear,” she retorted unhappily.


  “You want to lie again?” he asked.


  “I’m not lying!” she blared.


  She was asking for a confrontation, running full speed ahead into it.  His eyes flashed fire, looking like real anger.


  “Get your ass end over the end of you bed while I get my belt.”


  “Please, Adam!” she moaned as tears formed in her eyes.


  He was highly unamused.  Eyes glaring, she shrunk back.  Adam left the room returning minutes later with his heavy work belt in his hand, though his submissive had not submitted.  She stood trembling in the center of the room, defying him to spank her ass.


  “You don’t want an all out war with me,” he warned her.


  “And I don’t want to move to the city!” she shouted.


  “Yes, and you don’t want to be honest, and you don’t want to face what you’re afraid of, and you want life simple and sweet right here with me to protect you all the time.”


  “And why can’t I have it that way?”


  “Because that’s not the way life is and it’s not what’s real.  You’d be avoiding half your life.  Now you’d better have your ass over the end of the bed, or you’ll be in the woodshed so quick you’ll think you flew there!”


  Instantaneously obeying in face of his threat, Eden’s skirt was up, her ass-end bared and Adam was laying the heavy belt across her white rear cheeks with a blistering rain of strikes.  She was all tears and woe, inside herself fighting the horror of returning to Jacob’s world.  Her nightmares of him appeared in her mind as a torrent of pictures, rushing wildly to fuel her inner fight.  The belt stung from the first strike and then every one thereafter.  He was hell-bent on knocking the life out of her mortal dread, and knocking some sense into her crazed thinking mind.


  Knowing how she struggled with herself, Adam didn’t give her a moment to think.  Raising the burning pain on her behind to a fiery blaze, it was just a minute and there was no other thought running through her head but the one that focused on her present agony.  He switched sides to be sure both cheeks took the same furious beating and strayed low to blister her thighs with a rash of torturous smacks.  Then he blared at her to thrust out her ass when in self-defense she drew in the burning cheeks.  By the time he was finished, she was calm, wiped clean of all traces of fear.  Reducing her to compliance by force was not Adam’s favorite method of behavior modification, but it was necessary in this case.


  “I’m not going to entertain your fears and let you think that they’re important.  You’re going to the city with me, you’ll be living in my apartment, and your groundless concerns over Jacob, which is what this is really about, are going to end now.   Unless, of course, you really have some unfinished business with that man.  If so, there’s no time like the present to face it and move on.”


  “No, there’s nothing I want from Jacob,” she said.  “Nothing.”


  “I hope for your sake that’s true,” he said.  “If it’s not, well then you may have a tough ride.  But being afraid certainly won’t help.  Now behave yourself and get ready to leave.  I want to get out of here by one.”


  Eden sank down on the bed letting her warmed posterior feel some cooling from the cotton comforter underneath.  She had more fear than she ever let on to Adam.  Dreams of Jacob were vivid reminders of the man and the power he once had over her—and perhaps still did.  To compare her relationship with Jacob to what she had with Adam was a silly exercise.  Yet, despite the other man’s great failings, when Adam mentioned unfinished business with him, she knew some lingered.


  Perhaps that was why when she mentioned the subject of her branding to Adam the night before, he was evasive about when that final insignia of her covenant with him would be burned into her ass.  She thought about it often.  Each time they plumbed the intimate depths of their sadomasochistic desires, she was certain their closeness would warrant this measure.  Still, Adam sensed that she wasn’t ready, and his instincts were sharp.  That gave her even more to fear.


  





  chapter twelve


  Eden arrived at the law office about six on the evening of October 30th.  The day before Halloween, she didn’t like to think of the season, the cold, the thought of winter and how the vines at the cottage were now shriveled.  They closed the place the weekend before with such sadness in her heart.  She was afraid she’d never return.  Adam had caught her in the frost-bit garden crying.  He wasn’t happy she was planning to keep her tears from his sight.  Even if he didn’t like seeing her unhappy, he insisted on knowing all her moods.  There wasn’t much to say, just a moment filled with bittersweet reminders of a summer she’d never forget.  He held her while she cried, and then kissed the salty tears away when they were over.


  In the law office all was bustling and officious.  Adam in his lawyer garb looked pragmatic and grim when she walked into his inner sanctum.


  “I’m here,” she announced trying to draw him from the stack of papers on his desk.


  “So you are,” he said, looking up at her.  “How was the recording session?”


  “Went great,” she replied with a sunny look on her face.


  He scrutinized her just one second.  “It did not,” he countered.  “What happened?”


  “Damn! You know me too well,” she said.


  “I should, I own you,” he replied with some mirth.


  “Rye was there.”


  “Didn’t you expect that?  He’s the head of the recording company.”


  “Why did you have to choose this one?”


  “Because they gave you the most money and they have a contract with Nancy McCormack.  She’s singing a sweet blues these days, and she’s who you want for your song.  Do I have to name more reasons?”


  She pursed her lips pensively.


  “Did Rye bother you?”


  “No.”


  “How was he with you?”


  “Friendly, kind.  Like he used to be, at least most of the time.”


  “And did he mention Jacob?”


  “Yes.  He said he wanted to see me.”


  “And what did you tell him?”


  “I said I didn’t see any reason why we should meet.”


  “Sit down,” Adam ordered her.  “You’re looking like a nervous Nelly.”


  Eden obeyed, finding herself sitting daintily on the edge of one of Adam’s leather office chairs.  Wearing the red suit, one of Adam’s many choices for her wardrobe, she looked business-like and sexily sophisticated.  It was hard however to draw her legs under her the way she did the first time she was in Adam’s office being the coy waif.   Now she crossed them like a lady, and her skirt pulled up high on her thigh, revealing the lace tops of her stocking and black garters.  The lean line caught Adam’s gaze for several seconds before he looked her in the eye again.


  “You do want to see Jacob, don’t you?” Adam conjectured.


  “No, no I don’t,” she answered.


  His eyes glowered.


  “Well, maybe I’m curious, but that’s all.  Besides, you were right, coming back here hasn’t been so bad, all my fears were groundless.”  She tried smiling genuinely and it almost worked.  The only thing I’m not happy about is what’s going on for you.”  Gently changing the subject, she hoped it wouldn’t return to Jacob.  “Is that case you’re handling getting any better?”


  “No, it’s not,” he replied grimly.


  She took a deep breath watching his eyes turn dark.  He was in a foul mood about his work.  One of his current cases was defending a real asshole, who’d turned out to be a liar.  The fact that the defense was such a success was his concern.  Having a crisis of conscious made every night for the past week a prickly hell.  He was restless, moody and silent.  Usually their morose nights ended with great sex for Eden—Adam using her well as a toy to let off steam.  But as much as she offered herself to him, she couldn’t take away his dilemma and ease the ache.  Another client was about as bad as the scheming liar.  Though this one had dug his own grave and there was no defense.  There was little to say in answer to the charges, and to be truthful, though Adam vowed to wage the good fight, his heart was not in the battle.  He could ask for little except mercy from the court, when no mercy was warranted.


  This was his life, a season of unpleasant business.  He needed Eden’s listening ears when he was ready to talk, her patience when he was unnecessarily gruff, and when he didn’t want her to abuse her, he needed the use of her fragrant loins and sensuous kisses which she was glad to give him.


  ***


  One night in early December Eden woke screaming, jerking hard on the chain that tethered her to the bed.  She nearly choked until she dropped back into Adam’s arms in a cold sweat.  He soothed her until she fell asleep and then confronted her in the morning.


  “So, tell me about your nightmare?” he said, when she started the day with a sunny smile as if nothing happened the night before.


  “I don’t remember much, you know how nightmares are.”


  “Then tell me what you do remember.”


  He could see the strain on her face.  Her eyes were puffy.  She’d been crying in the shower.  She wouldn’t get around this explanation no matter how hard she tried.


  “It’s more than the nightmare,” she began.  “Oh, there’s that too, but Jacob came to the recording studio yesterday.”


  “You didn’t tell me.”


  “No, it was late when you got home.”


  “So tell me now.”


  “I had this creepy crawly feeling while I was working with Nancy in the booth.  When I turned around to see if there was a ghost climbing up my back, there he was with Rye, staring at me.”


  “Did you speak?”


  “He took me for coffee across the street.”


  Adam looked at her as he sipped his own brew, eyebrows raised.  Starched shirt, neat red tie, fresh shave, hair still slicked down, he was ready for court.  She could smell the cologne, a scent she loved. All of Adam was inside her crotch, little stimulations making her wish she could forget the next sixty seconds and fuck her brains out on the thick stalk between his legs.  Then too, she’d be as happy to get spanked for not telling him anything and being contrary.  Unfortunately, the outcome of being contrary would be a complete disclosure of everything she should have told him in the first place.  His ways for extracting the truth were foolproof, starting with the penetrating stare.


  “He was blunt.  Said he wanted to play with me again.  Suggested I mention it to you.  He said he doesn’t want to own me, I’m too much trouble.  But he likes making me submit, humiliating me, punishing me, all his favorite vices … if you’d oblige him.”


  “Is that what you want?” Adam asked.


  “No,” she retorted easily.


  He nodded, looking at her completely expressionless.  If she wanted to get inside his head, she’d have to take an x-ray or perhaps a crowbar to his skull.  He wasn’t letting anything out and that annoyed her as much as it scared her.  “Understand Eden, my giving you to Jacob or not is really not your choice.”


  “And you’d really do that?” she asked.


  “It’s a possibility,” he replied.


  Panic clutching her throat she couldn’t say anything but a whispered, “Why?”


  “Not your concern, dear,” he answered.  “Now about the nightmare?”


  She was slumped in a chair staring at the floor, her mouth finally working, though she sounded strange as she remembered the vivid picture.  “He was holding my bound hands so I was dangling over a bottomless pit.  I could see his face, his mocking face, and then ….” she paused, each word a struggle and incriminating, “we were in bed, his body on mine.  I couldn’t get away from him so I surrendered.”


  “That was all?” Adam asked.


  “No.  There was this other piece.  It was humiliating—that’s when I woke screaming.  He was showing me off like a trinket in front of a room full of people and I smelled a branding iron some place behind me.  He was going to mark my ass over your tattoo.”


  “Humph, good dream,” Adam said when she finished.  “Now you can make some eggs and toast.”


  Two days later, Adam left the apartment on his way to the office telling her he’d be meeting with Jacob that afternoon.  That he deliberately put her into a sick shock sent her day on an obsessive tailspin.  She called Miss Angel—the first time in months.


  “Who are you with these days, honey?” the sassy mistress asked her.  “I’ve kinda lost track.”


  “No one,” she said.  This wasn’t suppose to be about Adam, but about her.


  “You lie!” the woman retorted.


  “How would you know that?” Eden declared.


  “Because I know Jacob and Jacob tells me things.  You’re with the lawyer, aren’t you?”


  “Then why did you ask?”


  “See if you’d tell the truth or you’re still into playing games.”


  “I want my ass beaten like you used to,” she said.


  “Then ask your dom.”


  “I need it more anonymous than that,” she replied.


  “Then wait until the clubs open tonight and go present yourself.  Someone’s sure to want your fine butt.”


  “You won’t do me?  No matter what I pay you?”


  “You belong with that man of yours, honey.  Buck up.  Pick your guts back up off the floor and pack them in your pocket.”


  “I’m trying, but ….” she sounded like the waif of old.


  “This new dom of yours any good?”


  “Very,” Eden replied.


  “Then you’ll survive whatever’s getting to you.  Trust me.  That’s what you submissives do, trust.  You give the man your belief in him, he’s not going to fail you.  You may not like what he decides, but assuming he loves you, he does love you?”


  “Yes.”


  “You’ll be all right.”  She seemed to snicker.  Eden could imagine that funny mocking grin of hers.  “Just like you to go for real love this time.  Now don’t be foolish and screw it up.  He’d have more than your ass if he found out I had it first today.”


  When Eden hung up the phone she didn’t know if she got what she wanted, but it was a dose of reality she couldn’t ignore.


  ***


  Eden never told Adam about her conversation with Miss Angel, and Adam never told her what happened when her two doms met that day in December.  It was after Christmas before she had another nightmare, though then, it was three nights in a row.


  On a cold January evening, with the penetrating wind raw and savage outside, they dined before the warm fire of her favorite restaurant.  The grand old house had been converted into a place where one could almost taste the air it was so thick with the aromas of sensuous food and atmosphere.


  Eden was sitting on her bare ass while they ate steamy soup thick with earthy mushrooms and wild rice.  She’d have a salad afterwards, Adam poached salmon.  He poured her two glasses of a heavy red wine that went down easily and easily went to her head.  Like floating, drifting in and out of consciousness, the room swirled around her.  Her body felt as though it was melting.  Her dress was a long tightly fitting wool creation with a long slit on the side so she could bare her ass on a chair.  The soft fabric was like a lover’s hand caressing her. He ordered her a chocolate, popping the candy in her mouth.  It liquefied there teasing her taste buds with its sugary brew of chocolate flavors.


  “You’re going to make me giddy you keep seducing me this way,” she said, lithely laughing.  Her voice sounded like one of her songs.  He’d been encouraging her to sing more.  She had a mesmerizing voice when she sang sexy, a lovely resonance he said made his dick stiff.  She always laughed at that.


  Now her eyes shimmered for him.  It was a happy night.  Except for those odious nightmares, her life seemed perfect.  While she stared him in the eye and sipped her wine, Adam’s hand moved on her thigh and she jerked when she felt him slip a finger along her bottom.  Playful, his energy seemed to leap at her, making her want to drop between his legs under the table cloth and put his erection in her mouth.  They kissed lightly on the lips, Adam’s hand moving to the cleavage of her dress where the insides of her breasts could be seen moving with the folds of the sophisticated dress.  He played again with the soft flesh, reaching in enough to find a nipple to squeeze.  A man across the room saw them playing.  His smile suggested it pleased him.  Adam only removed his roving hand when the waiter came with their dinner.


  They ate in relative silence, her eyes twinkling merrily, having just a pleasant degree of intoxication to make her warm everywhere.  While each bite of her salad and warm roll stirred her palate, she wriggled her naked puss against the silky fabric beneath her, knowing that there’d be a damp spot there when she rose from the chair.  It amused her to think how the next patron would view her female nectar.  Halfway through their meal, Adam looked up from his salmon and caught her with a sharp glance.


  “I’m taking you to Jacob after dinner tonight,” he said almost as easily as if he was telling her about the weather.


  Her face went white, her heart went mad with anger, and yet her enlivened crotch tightened with an electric erotic charge.


  “My, no …” she droned out of her shock.  “Whatever for?”


  “Your nightmares have returned,” he said.


  “Just once.”


  “I hate you lying.  I know you tried to hide the one last night and the one the night before.  But I can feel the terror in you, it strikes terror in me.”


  “Perhaps we’re too close if you’re feeling me so closely.”


  “Perhaps you’re getting afraid again.”


  “But Jacob?  What possible good could it do to be with him again?  That is what you’re suggesting?”


  “I’m sending you to him for as long as I feel necessary.”  All the sensuous romance of the night disappeared as he spoke to her in in the same grim voice he used when he talked about his messy legal cases.  “I want you to promise me you’ll remain with him, you’ll obey his orders as dutifully as you’d obey mine.  You’ll make yourself his lover and slave and serve him as he wishes.  You’ll take his beatings and the bondage, everything he gives you.”


  “And where will you be?” she groaned desperately.


  “I’ll be working my ass off on three upcoming trials.”


  “So, you’re trying to get me out of your hair,” she said with a petulant pout.


  He grimaced nastily.  “You make another statement like that, I’ll pull you over my lap and spank your naked ass right in front of these people.”


  “I’m sorry,” she said quietly.  Though she wasn’t sorry at all, and she was hardly assuaged, and her heart was still beating as if he was sending her to the gallows, or worse yet, the dungeons of hell.  Still, she was hot between her thighs.


  “I want your promise to me.”


  She looked back at him defiantly, not speaking.


  “Promise you’ll stay with him,” he repeated.


  “And if I don’t?”


  “You’ll ruin what we have together,” he stated simply.  “Whether you like it or not, it’s what I want from you.  You don’t have to understand and it doesn’t have to make sense.  Either you trust me or you don’t.”


  Hearing it so simply put, Eden surrendered as he wished.


  In the car on the way to Jacob’s apartment she let her mind go.  Resting her head against the backrest she brought the picture of Jacob to her thoughts, not memories of him, but the essence of who he was: the erratic vagrant, the sharp-tongued ruthless wild man, the changeable dominant who was one minute gentle as a lamb, the next deviously cruel. Strangely, the picture of Adam seemed to overlap that of Jacob.  She imagined that the man she loved with her whole heart was hardly different than her former lover.  It was just in degrees, in civility and polish that they seemed so unlike.  Otherwise, they were reckless with her for their own pleasures and happy for it.  She resented the promise he extracted from her, but she loved him still.  And though she’d give herself as she was ordered, she would doubt the wisdom of this move.


  





  chapter thirteen


  Eden was with Jacob in the diner of the old train station, hearing the rumbling thunder of the mighty machinery as it moved in its ponderous way from one place to the next.  The haunting screech of the wheels and the sound of the train whistling in her ears took Eden back in time to when she and Jacob lived in an apartment near the tracks.  Was he trying for that recollection, or was it just an accidental circumstance of his plans that day?


  They’d been together again for several weeks, the feel of submitting to him much the same as it had been before, except that Adam Cady was always in the back of her mind. She wouldn’t forget that he was her real master and that he sent her to be with Jacob until this demon was cleansed from her.


  She was wearing black again, this time a simple black sheath that was cut with a plunging neckline in front and cut deep in back.  Fitting snugly over her hips, the skirt descended to mid-calf.  Underneath she wore a skin-tight leather bustier.  There was a leather collar at her neck and a wrist cuff on her left wrist.  Over her clothes was a winter overcoat, and on her feet heels four inches high.  She had to grab hold of Jacob walking from the taxi to the station door.  It was icy from a February storm two nights before.


  Jacob drank stale coffee while she sipped on a coke.  He ate the greasy hamburger he ordered while her stomach growled from lack of food, yet the thought of even one bite of his burger made her nauseous.  As he ate, Jacob made her open the coat so he could look at her attire.  This was one of the few times that dressing for him had been important.


  Checking the clock at ten p.m., Jacob suddenly threw several dollar bills on the counter, and grabbed her arm, leading her from the diner to the station platform.  She had to hustle to get her coat over her shoulders, and by the time that was accomplished the biting wind had climbed its way inside the dress so she was shivering cold from within.


  Boarding the passenger car, Jacob walked swiftly toward the back of the train with Eden at his heels.  She was having a difficult time keeping up and he was impatient for her to follow him closely.  Far back in the train they passed through two cars for baggage and freight.  Finally stopping, Eden found herself abruptly blindfolded from behind, immediately sensing that she was surrounded by men.  With her coat stripped away, a second wrist cuff was attached to her right wrist and both hands where drawn high, fixed above her.  She felt a metal post between her breasts and the feel of hands combing her body through her dress.


  Her legs were parted wide, ankles attached to a spreader bar, and so bound, she was left alone.


  The train jerked to a start and as it picked up speed so her heart began to pound in that same anxious rhythm.  Her cunt was juicing, but she was too afraid to feel sexual with her mind running wild.  Roaring into an unknown night there was nothing to soothe her except that rhythm, and the drone of the noisy din of the train filling her ears.  It was no musical masterpiece, but there were melodies in her head because of it.


  After a time, she felt a tether clamped to the ring at the back of her collar, jerking her head back and down.  Other hands reached around, and grabbing her dress, tore it away, exposing her upturned breasts to the cold chill of the baggage car.  Ripping the dress off completely, she was left in nothing but the bustier, heels and blindfold.  What had become a mass of loose unruly curls dangled down her back tickling her skin.


  A hand at her cunt pulled hard on her tuft of pubic hair.  Pulling steadily, she was afraid the pain of it wouldn’t stop.  Her eyes were wet behind the blindfold, and though her captors couldn’t see the horror in her expression, they could easily read what was on her lips in the form a harrowing grimace.  With a dildo strapped inside her ass, a cane followed, laid hard against her breasts.  Each sting was accompanied by the sound of her screaming until a ball gag was shoved in her mouth.


  With her head back upright, her cheek was crushed and tied to the post in front of her so she could feel the cold metal make her jaw cold.  But then the cold quickly vanished as some man’s hand added fire to her ass, beating it hard with a whip and a paddle.  Searing hot, the treatment fired all her atoms as if they’d been suspended waiting to be awakened.  A wild roar of lust commenced as each new shot at her behind made her want it more—yet she hated it when it struck.  Once thoroughly abused, she was untied and pushed to her knees where there were pricks bobbing in her face.  With the ballgag removed, she ate them ravenously one after another going back and forth between four of them.  She dined on them as though they could feed her food to nourish her soul, if not her body.


  She heard Jacob’s voice mocking her, calling her “bitch”, “fucking whore”—names she’d heard from him many times.  Feeling the occasional sting of a hand on her cheek, she knew that was Jacob, knew as much by the smell of him, his cock recognizable.  She knew it well.  She lavished on the four men every ounce of desire they’d given her body in the whipping, performing her task eagerly.  When they splashed their cum over her face and torso, she felt a strange sensation of peace pervade the rocking baggage car as it continued to speed its way through some nighttime land.


  Finished with her, she was brought to her feet and her arms tied behind her to a metal post.  Left by herself, the last man out the door took off her blindfold—Jacob.


  “You were made for this bitch,” he said sneering.  “Good show.”


  She could see her torn dress at her feet.  Trampled on, it looked like a black dust cloth.  She was dusty too from the floor and so many hands on her body.  Looking down, her pushed up breasts were marred with a half-dozen cutting lines.  A trickle of blood on the left one had already dried into a bumpy line.


  She was molten between her legs, her cunt grabbing for the air like it could fuck her where she needed it.  She ached with a agonizing pain from her bonds.  As time went by and no one came, she feared most being left.  Like being sequestered in Adam’s woodshed, she felt desperate and lost.


  An anonymous man rescued her.  Leading her by the tether at her neck, her arms were still bound behind her and her feet were still pinched into the painful spike heels.  They moved from car to car in silence, through two baggage cars, though one empty passenger car, to a sleeping car where she was pushed inside a compartment.  Before she could see inside the darkened space before her she was pushed to the floor.  A boot at her neck pushed down while her head was at the same time jerked by the collar.  It was impossible to move.


  With her hind-end poked with a baton, she raised it high to the command of Jacob’s voice.  She focused on him, realizing that it was his foot on her head and his hand with the baton.  Exchanging the baton for a leather slapper, he spanked her raw ass, centering his attention on her parted cleft.  She could enjoy the feeling as long as he kept the slaps without a bite and aimed them directly over the anal hole.  It was a sexual trait of hers he knew well.  Eden loved her anus paddled.  Though when he laid the leather so the mean edge drove into the tender flesh, she squealed and tried jerking away.


  With that place so tortured she was in tears.


  When the beating finally stopped, it was replaced by an attentive mouth rimming her back door with a tongue and priming the hole with two fingers driving deep.  She imagined the rest before it even happened.  Four dicks in her rear door, the most ever in one night.


  Eden relaxed quickly with the first one—a rather modest cock working its way deep.  This so easy, she was rudely awakened when the second stiff erection was as mighty as any she’d had in her ass.  She screamed, “NO!”, into the ballgag a hundred times, though she wasn’t heard.  As savage as it was, the man’s inherent kindness displayed some sympathy.  He didn’t pound her hard to start.  As enough time elapsed for her to relax, that fat cock began to glide as easy as any cock into her dark channel.


  Taken twice more, the others were as easy as a cock in her cunt once the immense one left her so wide open.


  She was exhausted afterwards, whipped, fucked and used.


  Carried to a berth outside the compartment Eden slept fitfully, the train a difficult place to rest.  Waking once she found Jacob lying beside her, an odd surprise.  He was sleeping too.


  She was curious about him, seeing the soft look on his face, not a trace of scorn.  Stroking him tenderly she couldn’t remember seeing him this way—so vulnerable and mellow, almost like a child of twelve innocently asleep.  She could almost see his eyes twinkling beneath their closed lids.  What was it inside him he guarded so well? she wondered.  He had told her so little of himself in their years together.


  When her fondling hand tickling him, he flicked it away in his sleep, then turned over so she had raise up on an elbow to look at him more.  She smiled, hoping that he’d smile back, or at least see her in his dreams and be thinking of her.  In the back of her mind she thought of her other master and how he’d be pleased that she was following his orders well.  Yet though she remained obedient to that master’s command, giving Jacob her unwavering attention, her longing would remain for Adam alone.


  With Jacob out for the night, Eden nestled back into the covers and stayed close to his side to feel his body warmth and try again to sleep.


  ***


  Jacob kept her chained day and night, a tether at her wrist he never removed regardless of whether she was staying in his apartment, going to the recording studio or elsewhere.  If she balked, he threatened her, saying he’d replace it with a collar if she complained again.  When they ate she was chained to her chair, at night chained to the bed, and even in the evenings when he wasn’t using her, she was often chained to a chair in the corner of the living room where she would wait his further instructions.  When she was outside the apartment there was no tether, but the cuff remained on her wrist.  Though she tried to hide it, it was a rare day that someone’s eyes didn’t find it a curious accompaniment to her attire.


  She bowed to Jacob’s command, took spankings frequently, and when he wanted to use her, she was eagerly ready.  Funny, he wasn’t sloppy with his demands like he’d been before, but almost militarily precise in his demands—just as she always expected a good dominant would be.


  She saw Adam once during that time, heartened when she gazed on his wondrous face.  Yet, when they spoke he was hardly kind and loving as she hoped he’d be.  She wondered if he’d given her up—suddenly ripping her away from the love they shared like she was so much baggage to discard.


  ***


  One night with Jacob, she was sitting at his feet massaging them tenderly.  It was an offering she willingly gave without being told, hoping that in the moment she might extract from him a piece of mildness, a hint at the man behind the vulnerable appearing person she saw when he was sleeping.  Since the night on the train, she’d awakened twice to watch him for almost an hour—or until he turned over.  She kissed him once on the nose, but he didn’t awaken.


  Perhaps in the mellow glow of the room with the radiant light from the fire and a brandy to warm them, he’d open to her.  Perhaps for just an instant, he’d let her peek inside his soul.  He was reading the evening paper as he always did from beginning to end.  His mood was peacefully content.


  “Anything interesting there?” she ventured a comment.


  A puff on his cigar made for a cloud of smoke about his head.  He peered down at her over his reading glasses.


  “Why would you ask?” he said.


  “Sometimes I wonder what’s inside your head.  How you think?”


  He looked puzzled.  “I’d think by now you would have figured that.”


  “Or just what interests you?” she tried again.  “Like why the newspaper fascinates you so much?”


  “I like to keep aware of things.  People fascinate me.”


  “In what way?”


  She could see that he was uncomfortable with the questions, but he didn’t refuse to reply.  “Their moods.  I like to shape moods like I shape yours.”


  “And how do you want to shape mine now?”


  “Into being quiet, seeing if you can get the ache out of my arch.  I stumbled on it today?”


  “Oh, I see.”  She worked the arch of his left foot and watched as his head fell back against the chair and he closed her out.  Pouring all the affection she could muster into him, she could feel an agitation brewing inside herself.  “Why did you ask for me back?” she asked.  Her hands dove recklessly into his flesh.


  Waking from his stupor, he looked annoyed by the interruption.  “It’s not really your place to ask.”


  “But you could tell me?”  She made herself sound as sweet and compliant as she knew how hoping for an honest answer.


  He reached out over his paper and toyed with her curls.


  “I like your hair now,” he said.


  “Thank you.”


  “But you don’t really look like the kind of woman I want.”


  She was confused.  “Then why have me?”


  “Because Adam Cady offered you.”


  “And that’s all?”


  “Because I thought it would be a hoot to fool with you again, shock you, torture you, see what I could extract from you that I hadn’t already.”


  “A regular swan song?” she suggested.


  “Yeah, like that.  You weren’t suppose to leave and you know that.”


  “Did I hurt you?” she wondered.


  “Hurt me?  You’ve got to be kidding, you’re just a trampy bitch that manages to have an ear for music, a great cunt and a fine ass.”


  “And that’s all you think of me?”


  “What more do you expect in your position?”


  “Nothing,” she whispered softly.  “How does the arch feel now?”


  “Getting better,” he acknowledged with a nod.  “I should have had you do this a long time ago.”  He went back to his paper as she finished with his foot.


  ***


  The next day in the recording studio, Jacob interrupted her in the middle of a singing session.  Taking her from the sound booth, he had Rye and three technicians pissed.


  “What’s he having you do, sing?” Jacob asked when he pulled her aside.  He obviously thought the idea was stupid.


  “Some people think I have an interesting voice.”


  “Yeah, I guess you could call it interesting,” he nodded amused.


  “I need to get back to work.”  She looked up at three producers, two technicians and several musicians waiting for her to continue.


  “Too bad, Eden, you’re taking a break,” he replied.


  “Jacob, I can’t.  We’re right in the middle of this.”


  “Tell them, and that’s an order, bitch!” he seethed angrily.  He drew her by the tethered wrist out of the room and into the hallway.  Rye met them at the door.


  “What the hell’s going on?” Eden wrenched away from Jacob’s grasp.  Her cuffed wrist was sore where the leather had dug into the skin.  She rubbed it as she watched the angry men collide.


  “She’s coming with me,” Jacob said.  “When I’m done with her I’ll bring her back.”


  “Hey, this is a recording session, you’re tying up time and money.”


  “Do I care?  Strap some balls on, Rye,” Jacob snapped.  “Or maybe you don’t have them anymore?”  He snickered, gazing beyond him to the female producer and technicians behind him.  “Letting these women run your show?  He turned to Eden, “are you coming with me or not?”


  Eyeing Rye, she shrugged.


  “Tell them, Eden,” Jacob said nudging her.


  “It’s going to cost you money,” Rye warned.


  She was stunned to the point of being unable to move.  But thinking of Adam and the orders he’d given her to obey, she replied, “then it will have to cost me money.”


  With Jacob chortling, she walked out with his hand reaching back to take hold of her cuffed wrist.


  “Hey, you’re getting good at the obedience, brat,” he said.


  They reached the back alley of the building, Jacob pushing her against a cold brick wall, the February chill going straight though her.


  “I have my orders,” she said.


  “You still doing this for Adam?”


  “Yes, of course.”


  “Then you’re a better submissive to him than you ever were to me.”  She didn’t believe that but she didn’t argue.


  He stroked her face, a bizarre expression on his lips.  And then seeming to soften, he leaned in and kissed her lips tenderly.  He looked as though he loved her, his eyes dancing, but not as they sometimes did when she was scared of them.  The word she’d use was adoration, a rare mood in Jacob.


  “Why’d you do this?” she asked.


  “Because I want you and I want you now,” he said.


  “You’re horny?”  She knew without asking, feeling the cock pulse in his pants.  The heat of it was one bit of warmth against the cold around her.


  “You think that’s all I am, horny?”


  “Sometimes.”


  “You know, maybe I’m just overcome with love for you,” he suggested.


  It had been a long time since she’d seen this charming face and eyes that could wrap her in a sensuous cocoon of merriment and fondness.


  “Is it love?” she asked.


  “You tell me.  But I can be kind, Eden.  You needed more than thorns today.”


  “So you throw me a little sweetness in a back alley in the middle of winter?”


  “You’re warm,” he said.  His hand was up under her skirt, feeling what was always hot.  Unconsciously she moved against him generating more heat.  At moments like this she could love him, let his kisses woo her, and the feeling of closeness wash over her.


  “Yes, I’m warm,” she replied, responding to the kisses and his roving hands.


  Hearing the melodious lust in her voice, they moved into a vacant building out of the cold.  Though still bare and damp and chilly, it was a warm enough place to fuck.  Taking his cock from his pants, he pushed her down between his legs and let her lap at the rising stalk.


  Staring down at the woman between his legs, Jacob sensed this might be the last time he’d have her.  The future was barreling down on them both.  He was not a naïve man, an opportunist, yes, and he’d had his opportunity.  He figured he wouldn’t be around much after today to pick up the pieces of a broken Eden.  They’d be scattered everywhere when the poor woman discovered the truth about this last time.  But all that didn’t matter, not at the moment, not when she was so absorbed in pleasing him with true submissive adoration. For just that moment, she worked his dick with the same eagerness she used when he picked her off the street and gave her world some substance.  And for just a moment, he slipped back in time to remember it well.


  His erection ready, he lifted her gently to her feet and laid her across an old wood table.  With her ass to the edge, he entered her, and pulled her body close to his so he almost carried her full weight in his arms.


  He heard her pleasure, felt her body buck against his and this was his reward.  So yielding, so compliant, so thoroughly his.  He wondered if this time Adam Cady was any where in her thoughts. She wouldn’t be forgetting him—maybe someday she’d come begging him to take her back.  He thought of that … how he’d string her along, abuse her, use her until she was limp, fuck her soundly as often as he liked, then discard her as she’d discarded him.  She’d be tainted goods by then.  There was one bittersweet wince, a pained feeling, but he’d rather ignore that than let it suggest the affection he had for Eden was real.  There was a lot of danger getting that close to any woman.


  Eden, in a moment of wonder and confusion, felt as though she’d fallen under a warlock’s spell being loved as passionately as Jacob was now loving her in his arms.  It was so familiar, as if she could start all over again with him.  In that instant she imagined no other lover pleasing her like this.  Not even Adam.


  The feeling of love lasted just an instant—it was a brief fleeting feeling she wished was real. This was a Jacob she imagined many times, the one that she longed for and touched in rare moments of wonder.  But it was not who Jacob really was.  The truth was, for all his unpredictable changes, Jacob was as constant as the four seasons moving across the face of the planet.  And this brief moment of affection was a season that would quickly pass. She could already feel his tenderness dwindling away.


  They recovered in silence, neither knowing what to say.  “I have to go back,” she finally told him.  Jacob wasn’t any more endearing after sex than she expected he would be.  There were no words of comfort, no sweet kisses or smiles.  She stared at his haughty expression, the wicked look that was always in his eyes.  She remained in awe of his power over her, how with hardly a protest he could pull her from the studio and agree to submit in an alley and an old warehouse. Such power was a heady aphrodisiac for a submissive woman.  Would that ever go away?


  ***


  Eden opened the door on a conference of five people waiting in the sound studio for her.  They stared at her silently.


  “I’m sorry I had to leave,” she apologized.  Still, there was no movement among them, not Rye, the three technicians or the producer, Ginny Storm.


  “Leaving isn’t important now,” Rye said.  He looked beyond her to where Jacob stood some distance away.  Rye’s dumbfound expression suggested that he was having trouble believing what had just taken place between his good friend and the shocked song writer.


  “We just heard on the news, Eden,” Ginny chimed in when Rye couldn’t finish.  “There’s been a shooting at the courthouse this afternoon. Adam Cady is in Mercy Hospital.”


  “What!”  Eden’s face drained like she was about to disappear.


  “He’s in the hospital, a bullet lodged in his back.  Should I take you there?” Ginny asked.  Her face was so kind.


  Silently computing her last hour, her thoughts raced fast.  “How long ago?” she managed to ask.


  “It happened about noon,” Ginny replied.


  Eden looked at the clock, it was nearly four.  She turned toward Jacob.  “You knew, didn’t you?” she said.


  He didn’t reply.


  “I’ll take myself,” she told them full of fear and rage.  Starting quickly for the door, she brushed by the scoundrel with the amused smile.


  “Are you sure you don’t need a ride?” she half-heard Ginny’s voice sounding as though it was coming out of an echo chamber.  Paying no attention, her hand was on the door when Jacob moved behind her.


  “And if I order you otherwise?” he declared.


  Eden paused…


  “I’d go anyway, Jacob,” she said without hesitation.  Shaking him off, her blue eyes glared at him icily.  Then pulling the door open, she darted into the chilly air.


  





  chapter fourteen


  Eden held his hand for two weeks watching Adam’s face change in expression from day to day and sometimes hour to hour, as though he was dreaming, or internally waging a battle beyond the closed eyelids and his immobile body.  The bullet fired by his own client had lodged close to his spine; and though removed, there was some anxious waiting before anyone would know if he’d awaken at all, let alone regain full use of his limbs.


  It took some convincing to let the doctors allow Eden this much access to a man so close to death.  She was not his wife or next of kin.  But Ginny Storm, with a decided take-charge air, convinced the hospital staff, when Eden couldn’t convince them herself, that Eden Rose was the one to hold Adam Cady’s hand.


  When he finally emerged from his coma, Adam would smile at her.  Though it took some days before he was cognizant of the world around him, and a few more days before he could speak, each day felt like a gift to his worried lover.  He knew her as the woman he loved, but it took some time for him to recall much about their life together, or his even his life as an attorney.  Certainly, he was forgetting the incident that put him in the hospital.


  When they finally began to talk, their conversations were filled with loving thoughts, Eden crying several times, letting loose her bound emotions before his eyes.  And though he was still weak, he seemed to remember that he was in charge of her, and that she required his guidance and his inner strength.


  Eden noticed that though he remained the man she loved, he’d changed.  Something in his manner was more vulnerable, and something more at peace.


  As the days progressed, the pieces of his nightmare at the courthouse slowly returned to his fuzzy memory of that afternoon.  Pieces of their life together at the cottage then became the framework for this recuperation.  He was excited for every discovery he made in his own mind, and for every recollection, kinky, mundane or otherwise about their intimate past.  The twinkle in his eye was uniquely titillating when he recalled such things like her debacle in his shed, and her first submissive act to him in the garden, and the day he took her to have her ass tattooed.  His first command to her from the hospital bed was to bare her behind so he could see his initials on her left ass cheek.  He made her do it without closing the curtain around his bed, with doctors and nurses passing by the intensive care window.  Obeying the order, Eden was relieved to know that his desire to dominate her was as fresh as ever.  His recovery would be complete.


  If Adam remembered that his last orders had sent her back to Jacob, and if he remembered the promise he extracted from her not to leave the man, he gave no indication.  That truth ignored, Eden hoped that either it would be a memory that remained buried, or perhaps following that command was no longer important.  After all, she was pouring into him the love to heal him and listening attentively to the fears and distress that brought him to those wild moments on the courthouse steps.  She accepted the anger he vented at those clients that betrayed him, his deep rage at the man that shot him, and the guilt, because he wasn’t enough of a man, or lawyer, to see this ridiculous outcome before it immobilized him.  She held his hand for six weeks and listened to him speak, as his body healed and his mind composed itself so he became again the sane Adam Cady she knew so well.


  It was April before Adam was ready to leave the hospital.  The first signs of spring were becoming apparent in the warming air.  Eden could smell the country beckoning her, the music and its unique fragrance drawing her back to the place she considered her haven away from the tumult of life.  She couldn’t wait to write her music at the out-of-tune spinet and sing to her lover the results of her inspiration.  There were a dozen fresh melodies swimming through her head and it was almost painful not putting them on paper.


  When it was time to move Adam home, she knew he needed to continue his recuperation in the country not in the city.


  “I’m going to open the cottage this weekend so we can go there next week when they release you,” she announced to him happily.  She hoped he’d be as delighted with the idea as she was.


  “What’s this?” he looked at her amused, but in a way that reminded her that he was assuming command.  She hadn’t seen that look often while he’d been in the hospital.  The suddenness of its appearance swept through her system quickly with erotic reminders of his controlling nature.


  “That’s where I thought you’d want to be,” she explained.  “Don’t you think the country air would be the best for your convalescence?”


  “I’m not an invalid, Eden,” he reminded her.


  “But the doctors suggested you keep things low key.”


  “But I have some work that needs my attention.”


  “And I could be sure you have every thing you need at the cottage,” she insisted.


  “Are you going to argue with me?  And will my first act at home be to impale your ass with a buttplug and cane your behind?”


  “I’ve had to be more assertive since the shooting,” she reminded him.


  “And now that assertiveness can take a back seat,” he informed her.  She could see the merriment in his eyes, so glad it was there, though she feared she wasn’t going to get her way.  Still, if she knew anything, it was that Adam needed his country place now.  “Listen to me,” he started again as he saw the meek and desperate look on her face, “you can go to the cottage this weekend and get it ready for us.  And it had better be as neat as a pin when I arrive.  We’ll spend some time there because I’m sure you’re right, it will be better for me.  But you may consider this the last time you’ll make a decision for us, is that clear?”


  She smiled delighted.  “Aye, aye sir,” she said with a playful salute.


  “And Eden?”  The warning tone was unmistakable.


  “Yes?”


  “I am going to impale your butt and make it hurt.”


  “Oh my, I’m so glad.”  She had the man she loved alive and returning to his old, familiar imperious self.  Nothing could have been better.


  ***


  They’d been at the cottage a week, staying by the fireplace a good deal of the time because spring was temporarily on hold.  There was a damp chill in the air.  It was cozy for them together, little intimacies they’d shared in the hospital had not been forgotten.  If anything, Adam seemed more peaceful and content than she’d ever seen her lover.  It shouldn’t surprise her that having been so close to death, he’d made some changes in the spirit of his life, but she could never predict what the outcome would be.


  They did resume the order they shared before. Adam controlling, Eden happily submissive.  She took a fierce punishment just a few days after they arrived.  Adam called her into his room interrupting her session at the piano, and he proceeded to administer a deep and painful enema that he required her to hold for so long she thought she was simply going to explode.  After cleansing her thoroughly, as promised, he worked her asshole until the largest butt plug she ever had in her behind slipped beyond her sphincter and lodged inside.  She couldn’t move without feeling a distinct and uncomfortable ache.  Ordering her over the end of the bed, he tied her arms with rope.  Then laying a strap on her bottom he warmed her cheeks to a dazzling hue.  She might have enjoyed the moment except that each strike was a reminder of the tight feel of her speared ass.  Following the strap with a paddle, the inflexible wood came down so ruthlessly she was in tears and crying insanely it hurt so much.  The finale was a bamboo cane.  Only then did she realize the true depth of the punishment when she felt a trickle of blood strike terror as it ran down her leg.


  When he stopped, he left her tied.  Recuperating from the harshest punishment—and really the only punishment she’d had since Jacob, she breathed a sigh of relief.  Her wounded body welcomed his attention, welcomed even more the fact Adam was as much the ruthless lover and disciplinarian as he’d ever been.  It was time to dive back into the darkness and let that darkness abide in them both.  She couldn’t have the peaceful intimacies of the heart without the prick of the thorns to rouse their other side.


  So much anxiety seemed to pass that afternoon.  She was mellow, lush and erotically charged the remainder of the day.  The feelings produced such a quiet happiness between them that she was shocked when he began the last conversation she wanted to hear.  Just before bedtime, she was on the floor before him having massaged his legs and feet for nearly an hour.


  “The first warm night, Eden …” he said as he ran his fingers through her shoulder length curls, “you’ll spend bound in the woodshed.  All night.”


  “What!”  She gazed up at him stunned as fear gripped her head to toe and her heart fluttered in panic.


  “You reneged on your promise to me, or did you think I’d forget?”


  She remained motionless unable to speak.


  “You left Jacob without permission.”


  “But you were dying!” she suddenly found her voice.  “You think I wouldn’t come to you?”


  “You still broke a promise.”


  “Some things transcend promises and orders and even obedience.”


  “Yes, they do, but it doesn’t mean that you won’t experience the consequences.”


  “And if I hadn’t left him?”  She was almost in tears.  It didn’t seem fair.


  “Was there ever any doubt you would?” he asked.


  “Not an instant.  Not one moment after I heard about the shooting.  Jacob was with me when I heard the news.  In fact, the bastard had just used my body, pulling me from the studio in the middle of a recording session.  He knew that you’d been shot and was using me one more time because he knew I wouldn’t stay with him.  No, Adam, I didn’t hesitate for a second knowing where I belonged.”


  “You know you took a chance making that choice?”


  “I suppose I did.  But it didn’t matter.”  She could feel her anger rising, surprised to feel its intensity.  “I don’t know why you made me serve him again in the first place.  I suppose it was the dreams, but I still can’t fathom your logic …”


  “You think I was wrong?”


  “I’d never tell you that,” she said.


  “But you thought it.  Be honest.”


  She hesitated, desperately wanting to know what he meant.  “Of course I did,” she finally admitted.


  He sat silently for some minutes looking at her thoughtfully.  “Perhaps I did make a mistake, Eden.”


  “What?”


  “I was protecting you from my personal trials as much as anything.  I didn’t want to make you a part of the ass I’d become over the shit that was going down.  And yet, I regretted the command the instant I gave it.”


  “You could have changed your mind, or let me go for a day and brought me home …”


  “I’m not perfect, Eden.”


  That was enough to make her think.  “I suppose I think of you as perfect.  You know me better than I know myself.  But maybe real life is just not that simple.  Maybe being perfect isn’t realistic?”


  “No, it’s not.  Don’t ever expect me to be perfect, that’s a burden I can’t take.  I am your master, and you belong to me.  I require you to trust me and so you have.  But will I make every decision right?   Will I always lead us on a perfect path?  I can’t promise that, any more than you could promise me that you wouldn’t leave Jacob for any reason.”


  He was right.  He couldn’t be perfect any more than she could be.


  “We are human, my love, above all we are human.  Whatever happens we’ll get through it together, that I promise to you.  And that, my dear, was my mistake, not allowing you to be with me even as ugly as I was getting.  From now on, you can see me ugly and confused and even weak.  You’ll see it all.”


  “That would be a gift to me, to know you as well as you know me.”


  “You already do in many ways.  You’ve listened to a lot these past two months.”


  Tears came, ones wet with fullness and contentment.


  “I love you with all my whole heart.  And though it might have been a mistake to go back to Jacob, I learned one very important thing.”


  “What’s that?”  He looked at her as if he already knew.


  “There won’t be anymore dreams.  There’s just nothing there.  Jacob is empty—and you are not.  Perhaps with someone else he can be a complete man, but not with me.  I gave him all I could, was as dutiful and obedient as I could be, but it wasn’t enough to create even half the magic I have with you.  Perhaps the sex was good—sometimes—but we are so much more than sex.  I’d rather spend a hundred nights in the shed as serve Jacob one more hour.”


  Adam smiled.  “I won’t ask that of you again, you can be sure of that.  But you’re not going to avoid the consequences of your choice.  We’ll call it closure if you like.  You can close the book on Jacob Coltrain, and then forget him.”


  “And it is the shed?”  Having been so passionately sure and strong as the oak tree at the end of the garden moments before, she was suddenly feeling more like the weeping wisteria that grew over the shed in summer.


  “It’s only appropriate.  What you fear the most?”  He sounded quite happy about the verdict while Eden still dreaded the thought.  “And now, since you’ve had such an easy time of it since we’ve been back together, I think it’s time you spent some nights in your bed as a reminder.  At least until it’s warm enough for you to have your necessary night of hell.”


  “That too?  Oh, gawd, it could be weeks before it’s warm enough at night!  All those nights without you?”


  “Gee, I guess you’ll have lots of time to think.”


  How could he be so merry having given that dire command?  She was utterly depressed.  After all the intimacy, the warm cuddly sensations after nasty bouts of sex, to be shunned, castaway like an insignificant trifle, ordered to the other room, it was a fate almost as disturbing as a night in the shed.  It was hard to remember the magical promise behind her submissive place.  Though as she sat at Adam’s his feet and stared into his stirring eyes, she knew he made no mistake this time.  This was one command that above all the others she needed to obey.  Facing her greatest fear for him was one gift she could give in return for all he’d given her.  These nights preparing for that moment would serve to remind her how precious his gifts were.  It was important that she honor them this way.


  Adam kept his emotional distance from Eden for three weeks.  Nothing would please him.  He was exacting and demanding and seeming without an ounce of care for her.  While she sometimes relished that much abuse, she would wonder in her long nights alone in bed where that other man had vanished to.  And still, no matter how long this trial lasted, she would endure it for them both.


  When a surprising change of the weather delivered warm nights in the seventies, Eden was relieved.  She couldn’t wait to get her trial in the shed over with … and get back in Adam’s bed.  Still, he made her wait.  As three days passed, she was afraid he would let the good weather give way to another cold snap.  Waiting was torture.


  On the fourth day of warm sunshine and aromatic breezes, she served Adam his dinner in the summer patio, wearing nothing at all but the collar he’d ordered.  This was not the soft snug-fitting collar she preferred, but the ugly heavy one Adam liked for punishment.  She’d grown accustomed to it as she had so many things since she was paying her necessary penance to what seemed like a very furious lover.  She wondered, however, what real fury there was in him anymore.  Not that his darkness had diminished, that was always there.  But since he’d been home he was calmer and more peaceful than ever.  She wouldn’t have imagined that possible since he always was such a steady and serene part of her life.


  “You’ll spend the night in the shed tonight,” Adam told her as she was setting his plate of pasta before him.  “Go there now.”


  The order stunned her.  Even though she expected it for days, she went white with fear hearing the command.  Trembling, her clammy hands dropped his plate to the table.  Though not more than four inches to fall, the crockery shattered before their eyes and the pasta became a mass of spilled red sauce and fetucinni all over Adam’s white shorts.


  “Oh, I’m so sorry,” she cried, falling to her knees wiping away the mess with a towel.


  “Go to the shed,” he said, his eyes not budging from her with their cold glare.


  “But I should clean you first,” she countered, trying to hurriedly fix the ridiculous mess.


  “What is this, a full scale rebellion?” he barked.


  “But I can’t do it, Adam!  I swear my heart will stop beating, I’ll turn cold and freeze, I’ll scream with the first bug that crawls over me.  Anything, anything, anything.”  She begged him from her knees.


  Then his expression was furious, his manner turning from cool to hot.  Even then, she couldn’t relinquish her panic.  Bolting upright Adam grabbed her arm and made for the woods, not the shed, Eden wondering if she swayed him to some other trial.


  He led her through a dense growth of trees and undergrowth, her feet not able to take the gravelly landscape, looking as though they might be bruised and heavily scratched before he stopped.  When they arrived at a spot in the cool of the woods, she was shoved over a rock and her hands tied behind her with a length of vine he ripped from of a tree.  Wound around her wrists a dozen times the thorny brier cut her into her skin as it held her fast.  Seeing her furious dominant from the corner of her eye, she watched him find thin sapling branches that he tore from young trees. Discarding leaves and small shoots, the final implement was a dreadful bundle of eight lean stalks with nubs on the ends that would bite hard.


  Feeling the tears before he even struck the first blow, she also felt the justification.  Why had she balked?  Why when she knew all along that this would happen?  Why had she let herself be so weak to his command?  This one that seemed so important to them both.


  When the birch bundle struck, it landed first on her thighs, then with a rhythmic precision traced line after line up her body until he thrashed her upper back.  Starting back down, she found the punishment going up and down the tender skin of her backside until she was knew she was a rash of nasty stripes and bleeding places.  Her howls came wildly, rising into the air.  So much anxiety in the many days of waiting, the constant mental torment, her lover distant and cold. She was glad for this moment of fire from him, glad for each terrorizing strike.  But glad and relieved, she wasn’t sure how much more she could endure of this ferocious punishment.


  Once he was finished, Adam jerked her angrily from the rock and pulled her with him along another path until they were at the shed.  Pushing her through the door she was unceremoniously locked inside before she could find a place to sit, and pot to pee in, anything at all to soothe what would be a night from hell.  Just a few minutes later, Adam returned, but only so he could attend to the roughed skin he left on her back, and bind her hands behind her.  Though her eyes pleaded for some kind word, there was nothing—he had nothing to say.


  In the early hours of the morning, Eden was pulled from sleep, Adam jerking her to her feet, still looking as intently angry as he was when he used the birch.  It was still warm outside, and he washed her dirty body with the hose, stinging her backside where the skin was still sensitive.  Swabbing her with alcohol the sting went deeper, augmented even more when he threw a sundress over her naked body and shoved her in the truck.


  She wanted him to say something—anything. But he was speechless the entire time.


  ***


  Eden could feel the heat of the branding iron the moment she walked into the back room of the tattoo parlor.


  The act would be simple and quickly done.  Though she, Adam and the shop’s proprietor were not the only ones in the room that morning.  Her branding would be witnessed by three curious men and a woman.  Eden didn’t want to guess what this odd quartet of people were thinking as they watched her submit to the ceremony.  It was enough to know that she’d be stripped naked before them and her punished backside exposed for all to see the whipping she’d taken the evening before.


  “You must be her master,” one man spoke seeing her roughed skin.


  “I own her, yes,” Adam acknowledged, the first thing he’d said in many hours.


  The insignia we talked about?” Jack asked him.


  You said you’d have it ready,” Adam answered.


  “Yes, and it’s a beaut,” the man replied, holding the molten iron so Eden saw the vague looking metal glowing with the initials that would sear her skin.


  Only then did she see the moment for what it was.  This was not another punishment, but a sign that her surrender was complete.  She could almost sigh relieved.  She’d passed whatever tests that Adam had devised for her.  And despite the fact that he still remained so cold and distant, she was receiving the last measure of his dominion over her, a brand that would remain for life.  Thoughts to nurture her … her heart began to soften, her body relax.


  “You were lucky you left some clear skin to do this,” she heard Jack add as he looked at Eden’s wounded buttocks.  By then her mind had ceased to think much about her surroundings and who was watching.  There was just surrender and completeness as she felt the heat from the molten metal descend on her ass.  In seconds it was finished, the initial pain and then no feeling at all as the burn numbed the nerve endings of her upper ass.  She felt little but a sensuous peace.


  ***


  Eden walked naked through his gardens, planted flowers from seeds to see them sprout and grow in the warm sun.  She watered, weeded, made calluses on her hands that she soothed with cream.  Her music rained on the garden, like the rain that some days fell hard when the wind forced her inside—lightning and thunder following closely on its heels.


  One day she was standing in the earth feeling a gentle summer rain pelt her face.  There’d been no wind, no lightning or thunder, just the steamy clouds converging over head, breaking loose with a soft shower to dampen the earth at her feet and turn it to mud.  She felt it ooze between her toes as the rain ran off her silken skin.


  Adam was behind her, as drenched as she was.  She felt him as he discarded his clothes and nestled into her with his naked groin to her bottom, his firm chest pressed to her back.  His arms around her, she let her head fall against his shoulder and licked the water that ran into her mouth.  Feeling his erection rising, she smiled knowing soon it would drive deep within her as if it could make them one being.  It had so many times before.


  The summer was half over.  His brand on her had healed so she bore two marks with his initials, the burnt flesh and the tattoo to symbolize her status as his sovereign property.  The delicious warmth of these expressions of impeccable mastery seduced her every day.  The look of them, the feel of them, the raw sense of being owned and loved deep to her core washed her clean of all regret and fear of anything he would proscribe for her.


  He reminded her often that he was not perfect, that she’d be warned not to expect him to be a saint when he was far from it.  But still, he was more perfection than she could ever imagine having.  She never held his faults against him, anymore than he held hers against her.  There’d be forgiveness and acceptance and acknowledgment of what was real between them.  She’d take his lash a hundred times and a hundred times survive his woodshed if she needed such punishment for her faults, and hundred times give in to the masterful sex that completed her every day of their life together.  He gave her heat and gave her terror and gave her feelings that made her whole soul come alive.  What was theirs together was a haven against the storms of life and there was nothing that could tear it apart.  This heavenly home would last forever.


  Adam was alive behind her, springing forth as savagely as the plants around her in the garden soil were springing with fresh blossoms.  At his silent command she bent over the old stone bench in the midst of the rousing rain storm and took his cock within her pulsing cunt.  She felt him throb until he was about to shoot his hot liquid within her.  Then in an act of homage, she turned and dropped to her knees in the earth at his feet and offered him her mouth to finish his satisfaction.  He smiled down on her for an instant before the rod exploded, then he clamped his hands into her hair and rode her mouth like he’d ride her cunt.  Selfless then, she opened wide and received from him everything she needed.  She was satisfied to be his, to belong to him as his sanctified servant of pleasure in this earthy garden of carnal delight.


  “You’ve healed me, my love,” he whispered in her ear when he pulled her to her feet.


  “And you’ve made me whole,” she whispered back.
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