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  SCENE ONE
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  A Call After Midnight 



  



  Ripped from a sound sleep, Alain answered the phone with a groggy, “Danvers here.” 



  “Captain Danvers?” The throaty female voice seemed barely able to speak.  


  “Yes, this is Danvers.” 


  “I’m sorry to bother you so late, sir. You must have been sleeping.” 


  “Yes, like a baby, who is this?” 


  “M-Meredith, Meredith Shaw, sir. From the office,” she paused, and when he didn’t respond, went on, “there’s been an incident.” 



  Meredith Shaw… yes, the pretty brunette clerk in his unit. Long hair, lovely body, whimpering sort of female angst that had on more than one occasion caused his cock to engage. But not now.  Not at two am. 



  “Incident? Where? What is this about?”     



  “I thought I should call you first. It’s my roommate, Kat. She’s disappeared.” 



  “You’re calling me in the middle of the night about a missing person?” he gruffly barked, as he ran his hand through his thick greying hair.  



  “No, sir. We think she’s been kidnapped from…” she suddenly stopped.  



  “From where?” 



  Her voice quavered miserably as she replied, “The X Club, sir.” 



  “You’re there now?” he was strangely aghast.  



  “Yes, sir. I think you’ll want to be here, too. I’m sure you’ll be called about this…and I could have called the station first, but I thought I should reach you now, you know the discretion thing…” she was rambling on and he wasn’t hearing very much of her confused blather, although he was finally getting his wits about him. Sitting up in bed helped.  



  “Is Ms. Argentine in the vicinity, Miss Shaw?” 



  “You know her, sir?” 



  “Would you just put her on the phone, please?” 



  There was a lot of shuffling about he could hear over the connection, as if the girl were walking. Then background voices and strange noises until he finally heard Ana Argentine’s lush, unhurried pitch. 



  “Alain this is Ana speaking.” 



  “Ana, it’s the middle of the night…why this call?” 



  “Been awhile, I’d say, hum?” 



  “No personal revelations, please, especially not in front of Miss Shaw. Why is she calling?” 



  “You’ll want to be here, Alain,” her tone less sumptuous now. “Kat Bloom is missing. Meredith’s roommate.” 



  “And what’s wrong with filing a missing person’s report?” 



  “The girl, the missing girl, she only took the name Kat Bloom about nine months ago when she had a falling out with her father,” Ana paused, “but I rather not say more…not over the phone. I don’t trust you or your department, not to have my place bugged. But you can trust, Captain Danvers, that your presence will be invaluable in this situation.” 



  “Yes, well give me a few minutes, in the meantime, try not to say too much in Miss Shaw’s presence.” 



  “You have my word.” 



  “Yes. Right.” 



  Meredith Shaw heard just one side of the conversation between Alain and the X-Club’s owner Ana Argentine. But her curiosity was piqued. Her boss must get around if he knew Mistress Ana by name. Maybe it was right to have called him. But he didn’t seem very happy about the situation. But then, maybe Meredith had just learned exactly what she wanted to know about the captain. Already her belly was feeling that familiar warm, squeamish rush she associated with her boss. 



  Even in middle age with greying hair and a ruddy face, Alain Danvers was a handsome man. Not necessarily the kind to turn a woman’s head. He was too closed, too curt for that on most occasions. But he was a man’s man sort of police captain, observant, clear-thinking and decisive. Strong, broad-shouldered and direct. He could peer over his glasses with a stare to cause an underling to shrivel, or reflect his amusement with no more than the slightly raised eyebrow, and a turn of his lip. Only after a few beers, only after work on a good day, could his grim look become a real smile, or a real smile turn into a genuine laugh. 



  On the other hand, Alain Danvers might be perfect for a woman seeking a dominant force to mature and guide her—which was probably why Meredith Shaw thought to call him first, before she called the station to report the crime. He might also  have some tact considering the current situation in which she found herself—he would have found out sooner or later about her association with the X-Club. She couldn’t hide that fact, not now. But despite the way Kat’s disappearance was going to thrust her into the proximity of her boss, this had been a bad night, a very bad night.  



  Kat was gone. She’d disappeared into thin air and Meredith believed that she was the only one who could have prevented that from happening. 



  








  


  SCENE TWO



  

    [image: ]

  


  One Too Many Drinks 



  



  The girl knelt on the hardwood floor in the empty room; empty except for the wire cage with the fat padlock. She was a blonde now, short, spiky hair with dark roots –  in fashion for the crowd she ran with. She had been a brunette and red head – as in scarlet red hair – since he’d been tracking her various incarnations. He didn’t particularly like the severity of her current hairstyle, but that could easily be changed. 



  “This is how it’s gonna be, Kat Bloom, that is your name, right?” As if she could answer.  



  The gag prevented her from speaking – the hobble from standing, the blindfold from seeing his face. This was how it would be for a while. He was a great believer in sensory deprivation, which would take his victims down to a core level from which he could remake them to suit his needs. 



  “Whatever life you had has just been erased. You like slipping into oblivion, well girl, oblivion is where you’ve arrived.”  



  



  Kat could feel his body moving around her, shuffling sounds on a hardwood floor. His anxious, feral energy loomed above her, swooping in around her and, if she were telling the truth, tickling her exposed privates – she’d worn a dangerously short skirt to the club that night, no panties. But then, exhibitionists like her love the feel of air on a naked snatch. Kat had been hot all night.  



  If she weren’t scared out of her wits, she might actually find her current situation stimulating. But this was no ordinary Bdsm scene, this no ordinary dominant man, playing master for the sport of it.  



  The feel of the ballgag being suddenly ripped from her mouth took her by surprise. Her head jerked, and she struggled to right herself with her hands tied tightly behind her back.  



  “I saw the drool. Rather unsightly, I think.” He mopped her wet mouth with a handkerchief and started circling again, feet shuffling as before. 



  “You are kidding, aren’t you?” she finally vented into the otherwise silent room.  



  He stopped directly behind her. “No. I’m not.”     



  His imperious eyes – she could feel them on the back of her neck – burned holes in everything from her skin to her composure. She’d make a plea bargain with God, confess every sin, swear off the life she loved – if only He would intervene. 



  “Please, let me go,” her whispering voice practically shouted. Everything was so quiet, so still, except for his shuffling feet. No sounds of traffic, or night birds singing or honking horns or cell phones. No street music, no conversation, no laughter, no humming computers. All absent.  Except for his shuffling feet and his voice – and the anxious pounding in her body, the throbbing beat of rushing blood, the noisy discord of fear.  



  “Let you go… and waste my entire last two months? I guess, you didn’t hear what I said, did you? Or maybe you just didn’t believe me. But that really doesn’t matter, Kat Bloom. You’ll understand soon enough.” 



  “I don’t even know who you are…” 



  “No. You don’t. But you’ve seen me. I’m like a fly on the wall that haunts your club. The least likely candidate for master by anyone’s estimation. The fellow that lurks around the corners of your days, spies on your nights. You’ve seen me often and dismissed me, exactly as I expected you would. I didn’t want to be noticed, so I hung out in the shadows, tiptoed  like an innocuous male sub, looking for some mistress’ boots to lick. Waiting. Watching. Until the opportunity for an abduction presented itself. You were there all the while…a statuesque subbie, all decked out in subbie’s garb, taking your beatings like a true submissive, though surrendering only when the mood struck your fancy, flicking off Dominant men who don’t pass muster as if they were annoying insects.” He chuckled darkly, “You’re a real piece of work, Kat Bloom.  



  “But…you looked so pretty to me that I couldn’t resist. Not your snapping eyes, your sexy swagger, your seductive voice.”  



  “That isn’t me! That’s just a game I play! Please, let me go.” 



  sir, let me go!” 



  sir, let me go!” she recited with the proper emphasis, hopefully. 


  



  Her black leather skirt was so tight that when kneeling it rode right up her thighs and exposed her dampening pussy. Boy, did it glisten in the soft spotlight that shown down from above. The lacy halter clung to her breasts so tightly that her nipples stuck out like bullets. Spike heels – again her choice – pushed her well over six feet tall when she was standing. Now, tucked tight under her ass, the heels almost looked like daggers.  



  He’d covered her head with a hood at the time of the abduction, then added the collar after he shoved her into the back of the rented Chevy. She’d been in the playroom with Sir Guy for nearly an hour and was like formless putty when the master left her on the cross to fetch her a drink of water. All he had to do was release the clips, gather her into his arms, and carry her out the back door.  



  No one saw them leave, and by the time she noticed something was wrong, she was in the car, bound, gagged and weaving through traffic.  



  She must have still been numb when he carried her from the car into the barn and up to the second floor loft into the room that would become her home. The tethers that roped her ankles and wrists remained when he set her on the floor beneath the spotlight. He’d chosen thick, scratchy hemp because he liked the look, just as he liked the look of a kneeling woman. If he entertained any notion that Kat Bloom was a ready, willing submissive, then he’d be a fool. That would take time. A challenge? Yes. Doable? About this, he had no doubt. He’d accomplished the feat before.  



  “Let you go…not until I’m finished with you.” 



  “You can’t be doing this…it’s about my father, isn’t it? You want his money…a ransom… that’s it—” 



  He cut her off. “That would be easy for you, wouldn’t it? Sadly, my dear, it’s not about money. I have all that I could ever want and need and possibly spend. This is all about you…you and me.” 



  He crouched down on one knee and gently cupped her face in his hand, feeling the moisture from her tears leaking out from under the blindfold. He tenderly wiped it away with his thumb, and for just a moment could feel her being relent, as if her body wanted to surrender to his scheme.  



  



  She’d been drunk – almost literally – downing three stiff ones before she even entered the X-Club that night. This wasn’t normal. She normally didn’t drink before she partied on pain. Not that the two were exclusive of one another, but she usually figured that even sober, she could get enough endorphins flowing to give her a lasting high without the complications of alcohol. 



  Now her stomach had soured, probably as much from fear as the gin.  


  And her captor’s hand on her cheek only confused her fuzzy mind even more.  


  He didn’t want money, he wanted her…was that really true? Talking as if she’d been set up for months…who was he? 



  The queasy feeling in her stomach grew. He’d stalked her, chosen her from dozens of other likely subs, for what?  



  “You will let me go.” 



  “No, Kat,” he said. She could mentally see him shaking his head, “You belong to me now.”  



  She turned her face away from the gently fondling hand and prayed. 
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    [image: ]

  


  In The Palm of His Hand 



  



  Alain Danvers moved brusquely into the X-Club, letting his eyes survey the dimly lit S&M lounge, while feeling a familiar titter of excitement and revulsion surface. He couldn’t remember when he’d last been in a place like this and he wasn’t too happy about being there now. Too many past associations. An air of darkness seemed appropriate for the nasty activities of a club like this; the ambiance of chains, the smell of leather and burning incense, and heavy metal music with a good strong beat. His flogging arm reflexively began to twitch, but his quick perusal of the club was dampened by the lack of anonymity his official looking presence produced. He’d managed to climb back into yesterday’s suit and had tossed on his tan raincoat to fend off the cold drizzle and late night winds. He stood inside the X-Club posing a stark contrast to the present clientele.   



  The place was crawling with curious subs and Doms and switches, most dressed in some rendition of fetish attire. He could well imagine that the mood of the night had been broken by the girl’s disappearance. Everyone seemed to be milling about now with little to do, waiting – perhaps waiting for his arrival as the next chapter of this drama unfolded before their eyes. 



  Seeing neither Meredith nor Ana he turned toward the nearest observing female – obviously a Domme, who took a moment to scrutinize him as if she were inspecting her next victim.  



  “I’m looking for Ana Argentine—” he stated calmly with an official ring to his voice. 



  “Right here, Alain!” Ana’s deliciously rasping voice suddenly called to him from the far side of the room.  



  He nodded to the female, who hadn’t bothered to respond, and strode to Ana’s side, fending off the woman’s customary and affectionate hug. Every eye in the place sought them out, while for a moment the tableau of kinky characters froze with their eyes glued to the scene between the police captain and the Grand Dame of their private dungeon.  



  To avoid their further scrutiny, Ana waved off her minions, and the two moved directly into Ana’s office, which was tucked behind a Japanese screen – a half office, half boudoir, furnished with the gaudy elegance required by Ana Argentine’s over-the-top persona. Lots of gold, black, splashes of red and vibrant scarves, definitely Oriental in style, except for her collection of vintage and modern whips displayed on the entire length of one wall.  



  “Sorry about that,” she purred, “everything is a mess here. We’re all in a fit about poor Kat. She’d been a regular here for months, and suddenly poof! She’s gone.” Even the normally serene Ana looked rattled.  



  “How do you mean gone? Isn’t it possible that she just went home?” 



  Ana sighed, moving to her chaise while grabbing a sifter of brandy from the nearby table. “You care to join me?” she said, lifting the glass.  



  “No, thanks. I’d really like to get the facts together so that we can all go home.” 



  “I don’t think anyone’s racing to the door just yet,” she laughed.  



  “But your customers will stay here. I’ll need to speak with them all before they are free to go.” 



  “Of course. They’ll do whatever they can. Kat was very well-liked. This is all like a bad nightmare, isn’t it?” 



  “And you’re sure that she just didn’t decide to leave for the night?” 



  “She was on the cross, Alain,” Ana said, after taking a generous sip of her drink, “taking a hard scene from Sir Guy. After he finished, he let her drift for awhile, and went for something to drink. The room was closed, and other than Kat, was empty. When Guy returned, not more than two minutes later, she was gone. The back door – which is normally locked – was wide open. It would have been easy for a kidnapper to escape into the hall and run out the rear door with no one seeing. At the time, there was a suspension demonstration going on in the main room.” 



  “Could she have left on her own?” Alain wondered. 



  “Not when she was still bound, you should know that much.” 



  “Right.” He pursed his lips, thinking. “And you say this Kat Bloom is…who?” 



  “Sally Proctor,” she practically whispered the name as if even the sound of it was verboten, “daughter of Loren and Liddy Proctor.” 



  “Oh, my…” He remembered the uproar in the gossip sheets for weeks when the girl disappeared, only to find that she’d taken off on her own after a private war with daddy. She was nearly front page news until another breaking scandal took the public’s attention. For all anyone knew, Sally Proctor faded back into the obscurity of her rebellion. Alain would only have known about the incident because events in the life of Liddy Emmett Proctor occasionally drew his attention. He’d dated her in college – but she was far too manipulative for his taste even though she was a remarkable lover.    



  “So, your little clique here knows her background?”  



  “You don’t need to sound so derisive, Alain.”   



  “Sorry. Didn’t mean to be.” 



  “Kat’s parents were certainly no secret to anyone. But I don’t think she talked about her family much. She was happy to be free of them. When she finally cut those rubber apron strings and declared she was never going back, she was serious. She wanted nothing more to do with them or their money, and legally changed her name.” She sighed again, after another gulp of brandy, heavy thoughts weighing her down. “You know her disappearance is going to hit the papers…everyone’s going to know about my dungeon…and I’m…” 



  “More than a little worried?” 



  She was. But as usual, Ana put on a good face. “I’m not looking for another round of attacks on my moral character, but I’ve lived through it before. And I can handle a little press if I have to. I run a tight ship here. You know that. I have all the disclaimers, disclosures and signed waivers on file. I keep records, I pay my taxes, and there’s nothing illicit going on, no drugs, no prostitution. You ought to know that, I’ve been raided enough times.”  



  “And thanks to me that stopped.” 



  She nodded, but she was hardly pleased; it was an old wound that still festered given the right provocation. 



  “So, we can look at a possible ransom,” Alain surmised. 



  “Very likely. Or…” Ana’s face darkened, her worry lines thickening. She was still beautiful but stress aged her fast.  



  “Or what?” 



  “I don’t know…I have this strange vibe…I haven’t felt it in years. It’s almost like I’m back eight years ago…when Natalie was taken from me.” 



  “You’re thinking Perry Livingston?” 



  She smiled. “You always did know my mind.” 



  “More than I wanted to, Ana.” He smiled, but his brief amusement faded. “We all thought Perry had disappeared for good.” 



  “Yes, I thought he was gone for good, too…” she evasively retorted. “Funny, how easily men can screw up a good thing. Just can’t seem to keep their dicks under control.”  



  “Ana, don’t dismiss my questions with your mistress crap. A girl is missing; you think it might be Perry Livingston’s handiwork. Why would that be?” 



  “Because, I heard from Natalie six months ago,” she blurted out through thinly disguised anger. 



  “Did you now?” 



  “He freed her.” 



  His eyebrows furrowed in disbelief. 



  “I saw her, Alain. Sure, she’d aged some, but it was definitely Natalie, as beautiful as ever, and so calm, so self-assured.”  



  “She never lacked for that. Did she know where Perry was?”  



  Ana’s longing for her former sub seemed as fresh now as the day Natalie disappeared. Now it was just an unrequited dream.  



  “No. And I pressed her hard on that. The man did me a great deal of harm. But she absolutely refused to give him up. She wouldn’t even talk about her captivity. I wanted the explanations I’d waited eight years to finally hear, but I got nothing. Nothing,” she bitterly repeated. “For all I know she’d been to Club Med for perverts the last eight years, and was now born again vanilla. She has a great job at a Baltimore advertising firm, an apartment, friends and no interest in turning back the pages, resuming our former relationship. She didn’t say one word about Perry Livingston or where she was being held. It was almost as if she were deliberately keeping the man secrets, just in case he came back and abducted her again.” 



  “So why do you suppose she contacted you?” 



  “Hum,” she mused, “I imagine she still has some affection toward me, and letting me know she was all right was the right thing to do. But that is all that she intended to communicate. I’m not sure how she managed to slip through Perry’s fingers, but I’m glad she did, not that he is necessarily suffering because of it. And now…Kat suddenly gone? The circumstances are very different, but the feeling is strangely the same.” Her eyes moistened. 



  It wasn’t that Alain was not a feeling  sort of man, he was. But tenderness and compassion were not easy for him to convey, especially when he was on a case and the case came first. 



  “I’ll need to see the room, Ana,” he finally prompted her. 



  She seemed relieved to be quitting her emotions. “Yes, certainly. I’ll show you the way.” She moved off the chaise and the two turned toward the door, seeing – much to their surprise – Meredith Shaw standing right where they needed to go.  



  “Ms. Shaw!” Alain exclaimed, while taking a moment to appraise the lovely young woman who seemed so out of place in this setting. “You’ve been listening in?” 



  “No, sir, not really, I mean, I was only here so that I might help…” again she stumbled over her words, a regular habit for the timid young woman. She now looked quite contrite, in a vulnerable female sort of way, being obviously embarrassed to find herself in this situation, facing her boss, while dressed in the clothes of a lifestyle submissive – leather skirt, lacy black stockings, spike heels, and the complimentary black leather collar and cuffs. Her chest was fully covered by a black leather bomber jacket, an attempt at modesty, Alain had to assume, given the compromising circumstances that brought the two together in this unlikely place. While Alain would have loved to have seen the treasure beneath that jacket, his professionalism required he ignore his physical response to the brunette beauty. The Meredith Shaw that worked in Detective Danvers unit normally gathered her unruly sable brown hair into a ponytail, and wore just a bit of blush on her cheeks, pale lipstick, and nothing to enhance the intensely smoky quality of her dark eyes. That particular Meredith Shaw exhibited none of the sophisticated trappings that she so evocatively displayed now. Although, neither version of this intriguing female was able to hide her withering, innately submissive, highly self-conscious personality; the one that stumbled over simple sentences, blushed at the very least provocation and looked as though she was about to cry if reprimanded.  



  Seeing her now, Alain barely overcame his visceral response, but he did.  



  “Meri, you should know better than to eavesdrop,” Ana snapped, while barging through the door and forcing the young woman back.  



  Alain followed, his expression purposely grim. “Don’t leave. I’ll need to speak with you.” 



  “Yes, sir.” Her plaintive expression affected him entirely too much, but again his feelings had to be set aside; he had no use for a twenty-three year old shrinking violet, no matter how lovely she was.  



  A careful inspection of the playroom from which Kat Bloom was taken yielded very little concrete evidence. However, Perry Livingston’s signature appeared in the ethers, in the slick getaway, and the apparent subterfuge that allowed someone to pick the sturdy padlock on the far door and escape the building unseen with a deliriously orgasmic woman in his arms. Perry Livingston was a thief, a con-artist and a master of schemes to deceive his opponents and the authorities. He was also rumored to be a dominant sexual master who’d trafficked in female slaves he handpicked for wealthy buyers. There was no hard evidence that he’d perpetrated such acts, but rumors abounded. In fact, he’d become a bit of an urban legend, while comfortably hiding away in an undisclosed location for at least the last eight years.  



  The reappearance of Natalie Moon might call into question some of the myth surrounding the man, but given the fact that the woman wasn’t talking, at least according to Ana Argentine, Alain was unsure how much he’d be able to glean from that source.  



  



  Once finished with his inspection of the playroom, Alain moved back to the club’s lounge and found Meredith sitting at the side of the main room, hugging her chest and staring down at the floor. 



  “Miss Shaw,” he gently prodded her. 



  “Oh, sir!” she popped to her feet. “I didn’t see you coming.” 



  “You can sit back down; I have a few questions to ask.” 



  “Yes, I knew you would.” 



  He smiled deferentially, as he would to any witness. “Were you present during the scene between Sir Guy and Kat Bloom?” 



  “I was for part of it.” 



  “Was Sir Guy someone Kat normally spent time with?” 



  “On a couple of occasions. He used knives, which was a particular favorite of hers. Nothing really dangerous, though.” 



  “And you’d say that she enjoyed herself?” 



  “Oh, yes,” she suppressed a giggle. “She liked to take chances, and Sir Guy is sort of sexy…” Her face reddened. “Let’s just say that they were having a very good scene…” 



  “Something serious between them?” 



  “Oh, not at all. She would have blown him off…I mean if she hadn’t disappeared.” 



  “I see.” He looked about the lounge as if hunting for clues, then turned back. “Has there been anyone unusual at the club recently, any suspicious looking newcomer? Someone who doesn’t belong?” 



  “Hum. I don’t know,” she pursed her lips and drew in her brows, thinking hard. “You know there are always a number of men, subs mainly, who just sort of hang around, hoping one of the Domme’s will notice them. It’s a game they play, I think. Dominant males and submissive females are much more direct in their interaction.”  



  After delivering that opinion, Meredith caught Alain staring at her quite intently, and she sat back squirming in a self-conscious stew.  



  “And you’ve been part of this scene for how long?” 



  “About two years.” Her eyes broadened, unveiling a greenish hue that Alain had never noticed before. He’d never taken the time to study the young woman as he did now. “You aren’t going to say anything about this to anyone, are you?” 



  “No. I wouldn’t have cause. But as her roommate…Ms. Bloom was your roommate?” 



  “Yes, sir. For the last nine months.” 



  “Well, as the roommate of Loren Proctor’s daughter, your association with the X-Club might well be divulged if her disappearance should hit the papers. I can’t do anything about that.” 



  “I really hope this won’t endanger my job?” 



  “It shouldn’t. But I would stay clear of your fetish for the time being. Things will certainly die down in time, but until then, you might want to develop a thicker skin. You never know what’s going to end up in print once this story breaks.” 



  Her distress was visible, looking as if a full blown panic was about to erupt, but instead she managed to contain herself, and simply fidgeted more nervously than was usual. 



  “So tell me about Kat. Anything you think might be pertinent to the investigation.” 



  “Well…she’s kind of hard to pin down. I know she’d made a career of being rebellious…who wouldn’t with her pushy parents. They were always nosing about her business and she hated that. I liked her though. She spoke her mind. She wasn’t afraid to do daring things. She had her own kind of style.” 



  “As in?” 



  “Oh, she shopped at thrift stories – never bought anything new. Her clothes were funky: hats, boots, lace camisoles, tights, short skirts, long skirts, she threw things together and they always fit. She worked at The Mermaid, which figures.” 



  “I’m afraid I don’t know that store.” 



  Of course, he wouldn’t, Alain was a regular “Mr. Burberry.”



  “It’s a third world import store, clothes, incense, books, Far-eastern music, candles, that sort of thing. She tried going vegan, but settled for a compromised vegetarian.” 



  “Sorry, I don’t get that…compromised?” 



  “She’d diet on tofu and noodles for days, then treat herself at the Payton Grill and eat a thick steak almost once a week. Although she refused to go inside the restaurant. They probably wouldn’t have let her, the way she looked. But she knew the chef. The two would eat in the alley outside while he was on break. She called Lance her one romance.” 



  “So, the chef Lance was someone special?” 



  “No. Never. Kat didn’t have anyone special. She had lots of people. She loved everyone. I think she even loved her parents, but she didn’t want to be around anyone who told her what to do.” 



  “Yet here, at the X-Club, she was submissive?” He looked doubtful. 



  “It was just a game. The pain was penance. The mystery was a big high. I’ll never understand her for as long as I live, but I loved her dearly and I really hope nothing bad has happened to her.” 



  “Perhaps there was someone at the club she might have pissed off? Anyone with a grudge? Shunned lovers? An angry Dom?” 



  “I don’t think so,” she shook her head. “She didn’t make enemies. Everyone wanted her in some way.” 



  “And maybe somebody a little too much,” Alain wryly observed.  “Sir?” 



  “Yes?” 



  “I overheard you talking about Perry Livingston. You really think it could be him?” 



  “I have no idea, Miss Shaw. This investigation has just begun. I do find it difficult to believe that no one saw her leave.” 



  Meredith cocked her head, obviously thinking that thought through. “Oh, I don’t think that’s so strange. Not if they slipped out the back door. When she was in subspace, Kat was like a ragdoll. It took a couple hours to bring her around. She would have hardly known a thing…” her voice trailed off and so did her attention. Tears gathered in her eyes, and she looked away. 



  He let her be quiet, then said, “Miss Shaw, you think this is your fault?”  



  Her head flew up, eyes landing squarely on Alain’s. 



   “It is my fault. I was supposed to stay with her while Sir Guy was gone…I should have stayed. I should have been there. I never imagined she’d be swept off the face of the planet, like she’d never been in here in the first place. I’m so so sorry…” The tears bled from her eyes, streaming down her face as all the tension from the terrible incident finally burst free.  



  In time, Alain kindly laid his palm over Meredith’s quivering hands.  



  “I do believe she’ll be found, Miss Shaw. And it is my guess; if she has been kidnapped, the perpetrator would have found a way, with or without your presence in the room.” 



  As Meredith sobbed softly, she felt the warmth of Alain Danvers hand seem to draw her into him. It was just a simple kindness, not intended to woo that bleeding heart, or capture her imagination, but this was fertile ground where he carefully treaded and a romantic like Meredith Shaw had no power to resist. 



  








  


  SCENE FOUR



  

    [image: ]

  


  “Kiss Me” 



  



  She slept in the wire cage all night, feeling the room around her condense into a tiny sphere. No eyes. No hands. No lips – he’d gagged her again, against her will. She’d struggled angrily, and when she bit him, he soundly slapped her face. Her mouth opened easily then, but not to the tender moment that followed as he carefully pressed the ballgag into her mouth and then stroked her face. Once turned into his caged beast, her heart hardened and throbbed wildly in her chest. She wanted to scream, but there was the gag preventing that; the impossibility of escape killed her hopes. There was a potential rescue from the outside world…but was that even realistic with this villain in charge? 



  Once he left the room, she somehow fell asleep. And on awakening now, she realized that it might be morning. Although the blindfold was still in place, the dark space around her seemed to lighten, as if someone had opened the drapes to the sun – or simply turned on the lights. Even so, there was no telling how much time had passed.  



  Her clothes –  nothing but the skimpy skirt and tattered lingerie – still clung to her body, the last remnants of her old life. She lay motionless on her side, waiting, needing to pee, and when she finally stirred a bit, she was rewarded with the sounds of approaching footsteps. He shuffled around her as he had before, in a long examination that went on silently until he finally spoke as if he could read her mind: 



  “I suppose you need to pee.” 



  She rose up hopefully, gazing in the direction of his voice, but unable to speak.  



  She heard the key in the padlock and the padlock give way, the squeak of the metal door, and her captor’s next command, “Crawl, Ms. Kat,” just before he removed her gag. 



  Although the hardwood floor outside the cage pressed painfully against her bony knees, it felt good to move and stretch her stiff limbs. “But where do I go?” she stopped suddenly after crawling some three feet, and looked up as if she could see his face through the thick blindfold.  



  Thwack! 



  A searing heat ripped through her ass. “Crawl!” the only command he gave, so she began to crawl again, her body smarting from the blow.  



  “This way.” He used his cane to direct her path; a sharp hit on one butt cheek, turn right; on the other, turn left, comprising a simple guidance system that finally brought her to a pile of papers. She smelled the newsprint, then reached out patting her palm on the thin brittle sheets. “Grab a few and do your business.”  



  



  While the girl peed, her captor stood back and watched. The process of blindly arranging papers would be painstaking, however, for his purposes, it effectively diminished her so the project was worth the wait. He watched her squat, then as the trickle of pee seeped into the paper and spread. He felt her momentary relief wash through him as well. Every task accomplished without a war was a gain for him. 



  But he also knew that her rebellion was just around the corner, as soon as her conscious mind fully awakened to her horrific predicament. 



  “Put your papers in the basket beside you,” he ordered. “I run a clean ship here.” 



  She found the basket with little prompting and completed her first housecleaning duties in a slavish manner he found most impressive. Start simple, he believed, and build one step at a time.  



  The cane guided her back toward the cage, and then around the room on his whim, coming down on her behind so many times with so many painful thwacks that the skin turned pink, the flesh etched with stripes. She took the punishment silently, for nearly twenty grueling minutes, until she finally stopped crawling, sat back with her arms up to cover her face and blurted out, “Stop! Please, damn you stop!” 



  He stopped, but he also laughed at her misfortune, which like a firecracker ignited her repressed anger. She moved toward him lunging, only to have him side-step every advance in an erratic game of cat and mouse. They continued their lunge and sidestep dance, until she finally collapsed, frustrated and exhausted. If she’d been thinking clearly, she might have been able to rip away the blindfold before he could stop her. But she wasn’t thinking clearly. 



  “I give up.”  



  He could hear the sob caught in her throat. 



  “It’s okay to rebel, Ms. Kat. I expect it of you. I’ve seen you play. I’ve seen you holler and stamp your feet and spit in the face of a dom. You win with them; they back off, they give you space, they tenderly tease you with their hot breath and wet kisses. That’s their game; but it’s not mine. The only one who wins my game is me. Remember that.” 



  He picked up the quirt at his side and stood above her slumped body. 



  “On your knees.” 



  She refused, of course, and the quirt came down hard against her shoulders.  



  “On your knees,” he repeated. There was no need to raise his voice. She’d obey him, eventually, and he honestly had all day to break her down. 



  The quirt came down again and again after every ignored command, until she finally moved to her hands and knees again, hanging her head as if in defeat. Although, she might have looked resigned, he knew otherwise. Her back was scorched with a vine of intersecting lines where the quirt did its damage. He could feel the rage in her quivering form, in the way her muscles tensed and relaxed, in the way she breathed deliberately. Passion boiled within her and they’d just begun.  



  Victory pumped through his veins as he savored the conquest; his cock roared, agitated and needy. He’d jack off later to ease the building pressure, since it was not yet time to use her. That would come soon, a day or two, maybe a week, depending on how long it took to seduce her. But she would be seduced. 



  



  Her mind staggered from thought to thought, from processing the pain of the fiery quirt and the cutting cane to the anger that festered unchecked, which threatened to drive her mad. Maybe the unremitting blows prevented the madness from taking  hold. That thought crossed her mind but didn’t have time to settle before another swift cut of his tool delivered its white hot torment. 



  Did she have no choice but to give in and let him have his way?  



  “Time to strip, Ms. Bloom. Take off the clothes.” 



  How she managed to keep them on this long was a mystery, and though they were scant comfort, they had kept some of her flesh from his examining eyes.  



  “And if I don’t strip?” 



  “But you will strip for me. Just as you moved to your hands and knees and crawled for me, and peed on the newspaper for me. You’ll do anything I ask. In case you didn’t get the gist of this venture before, let’s listen carefully now. I have all the time in the world and all the patience I need to force your surrender. If you fight my every command, I’ll fight right back with more pain and more humiliation, until you finally submit. If you don’t learn it now, you will in a day from now or year down the road. It really makes no difference to me.  I have a strong investment in your slavery, and I will win. I know that. If you don’t strip for me today, I’ll try again tomorrow, if not then, I’ll keep coming back every day. But you can be certain of one thing: your life will exist of no more than what you know now – this room, the blindfold, the cage, and these painful training sessions – that’s all you’ll know until you do as you’re told.” 



  “You are mad!” she screamed, attacking with such fervor that his bones seemed to vibrate in shock. He waited until the feeling passed, then said, simply: 



  “Maybe so.” 



  “You’re a raging lunatic,” her voice climbed in pitch. 



  He laughed. “Sounds more like you’re the raging lunatic.” 



  She fumed on and for a long while, she didn’t move or speak. She heard him near, imagining that he was sitting in a chair a few feet away – which he was – staring at her fuming angst.  



  Soon, she sat back, kneeling still, her sore ass resting on her feet, her hands limply at her side, her knees wide. The short skirt rode up so high that her entire pussy was exposed, while her breasts bulged from the halter and her nipples poked through the heavy fabric. So what was the need to rebel about? What could he do to her that hadn’t been done to her before? She was a pain junky, and her burning rump and burning back were starting to work on her physical body like a pair of massaging hands toying with her crotch.  



  Was he a mind reader? Or did he just know what turned a masochist into a slave?  



  Something – probably the tip of his cane – began to work its way under the skirt and dance about her wet and throbbing pussy. Teasingly. Like a single finger, inched its way into the furrow until he finally withdrew. 



  “A little reminder, Ms. Bloom, just in case you forgot what this was all about,” he explained. 



  “So why don’t you just fuck me? That’s what you want.” She attempted with little success to fend off the sudden erotic glut that caused her pussy flesh to throb. She breathed in, seething. 



  “You are too easy.” His laughter filled her head.  



  If only she could see his face, she’d know what kind of man he was. She’d understand him better. And what if she did lay her eyes on him, and he turned out to be some loathsome wimp, or a bug-eyed jerk, or a backwoods bully? What then?  



  “Time  to  strip,  Kat,  in  case  you  forgot  what I’m waiting for. Time to see those hot knockers with the hard fat nips, those bodacious boobs, them purdy tits you’ve got hidden just enough inside that halter to keep me guessing. ”  



  “God, you’re gross,” she moaned. 



  “Am I? Maybe I am gross. Maybe I’m nothing but one of those simpering fools at the club you discard with such ease. Some pimply-faced nobody who got lucky last night when he found you hanging all by your lonesome. Wouldn’t  that  be  your  bad  luck  to  spend eternity with a man you could only despise? Then again – what if I turn out to be a really smart-looking dude like the kind of dark fiend you thrive on? You might be lucky, or not.” 



  The cane reached in along the side of the halter trying to pull it aside.  



  “But let’s get back to the matter of your clothes. It’s time, Kat. Discussion’s over. Take them off now, or I string you up by your heels and let you dangle while I whip those clothes right off your body. What’s it going to be?” 



  The tip of the cane moved down and resumed its gentle journey along the secret passageways of her crotch. Her needy body suffered and her mind still rebelled, but her better instincts prevailed. The halter came off, the skirt slipped over her ass and down her  legs, and the stockings, which must have been torn to shreds by now, were peeled from her skin. Maybe it was a relief to let him have his way. Maybe this was what it felt like to be submissive to a man. In all her nights at the club, through all the scenes of bondage and pain she’d gladly suffered, she’d never felt quite like this. She’d never been this far under a man’s control. 



  Her hot naked body relished the feel of the cool air on her skin, and shivered as she felt him eyeing each exposed body part.  



  He moved closer now, drawing her arms behind her back and tying her wrists together with a length of thick rope. She trembled with him so frightfully close, her body quickening at the touch of his hands against her skin.  



  Once her wrists were secure, he ran a finger over her lips, which unwittingly parted to communicate her increasing arousal. When his hand dropped deep into the valley between her thighs, she shuddered, her belly brutally spasming.  



  “You could come so easily,” he whispered in her ear. “It wouldn’t take much, would it?” 



  His finger journeyed where the cane had gone, slipping between her labia and pressing hard against her throbbing clitoris.  



  She gasped, her mouth opening wide.  



  “See, Ms. Bloom, being my slave is really very easy.” 



  She instinctively cringed to hear him talk that way, but her teeming energy did nothing to dissuade her thirsting body from responding.  



  “Hungry?” he asked. “Hum? You hungry?” 



  Hungry? What did that mean? “I don’t know what to be hungry for.”  



  “How about this? Take a bite.” He pressed something cool against her lips. 



  She smelled the fragrance of the plum before her teeth sank into its flesh. The juice ran down her lip, dripping from her chin to her naked thighs, while she chewed the soft fruit and it slowly slid down her throat. Another bite followed and then another until her captor drew his hand and the half-finished plum away. She wanted more. But when his hand returned, his fingers were empty, and the same one traced another line along her lip before it moved inside her mouth. 



  She sucked, laving it as she laved so many cocks, her horny mind wishing that it was a cock, even his cock, her captor’s cock.  



  “Kiss me,” he said. His whispering voice was breathless and soft against her cheek. His face close to hers, his lips close enough to touch, and when the two came together, she didn’t resist. She liked his smell, the fragrance of plums had lingered on the hand that caressed her cheek, and on his face she detected a masculine aroma she recognized and loved.  



  The kiss broadened, their lips opening wide, their tongues just beginning to dance together, when he abruptly pulled away.  



  “But—” she softly protested.  



  One solitary finger was pressed against her lips to silence her protest.  



  “Hush. Back in your cage. You’ve had enough for now.” 





  


  SCENE FIVE



  

    [image: ]

  


  Indecent Proposal 



  



  The doorbell rang in the middle of their voracious foreplay. Alain groaned. “My God, what now?” 



  “You’d better answer,” Janis remarked, pulling away from his embrace. “We have all night, besides, I think I need a little break.” She stood up and righted her clothes, shaking out her tousled hair.  



  “I don’t need a break at all,” he gruffly rebuked. “We just started. I’m not even undressed.” 



  “Which will make your appearance at the door presentable,” she smoothed his hair back, “I’ll be upstairs waiting.” 



  While Janis darted stealthily from the room, Alain pulled off the leather couch and moved toward the door to the sound of the doorbell ringing yet again. Answering, he stared into the early evening at the unexpected sight of Meredith Shaw, lovely as ever, shivering on his doorstep.  



  He adjusted his glasses as if he wasn’t seeing clearly. “Miss Shaw, what are you doing here?” 



  “Hello, sir. I need to see you, sir. If I could come in, please?” 



  “I’m afraid I’m otherwise occupied at the moment.” 



  “But I really have to see you. It’s urgent! Please, sir. It’ll only take a minute.” 



  His better judgment must have flown right out the window, but he relented to the girl’s appeal and allowed her inside, ushering Meredith Shaw into his den, where she removed her coat and stood by the fire warming her hands. He would have preferred to speak with her in the less intimate living room but was afraid that the telltale signs of his tryst with Janis would be obvious to any inquisitive eye. “So, what is this about?” Alain asked, tersely, and the girl turned around. The poor thing was shivering cold.  



  Meredith immediately sensed her boss’s irritation. “I really am sorry to bother you.” 



  “You do realize that your being here is most inappropriate?” 



  She looked back at him a little stunned, “It is?” 



  “If not inappropriate, it’s certainly irregular.” 



  “That’s because what I have to talk about would be less appropriate at the station.” 



  “Well then, go on.” 



  He remained standing, with the full intention of making quick work of whatever matter was on the girl’s mind. Unfortunately, that was not as easy as he planned.  



  She started most deliberately, almost as if she’d rehearsed the speech – at least to some degree. “I’m aware, sir, that we share…that we share,” she stopped, too frightened to go on. Nervously biting her lip, her eyes looked in every direction but straight ahead, before finally coming back to rest on Alain’s puzzled face. She gulped and tried again. “I’m aware, sir, after last Saturday night that you…are…a dominant,” much emphasis on the word, “as in bdsm lifestyle dominant.” 



  “What? Who told you that?” 



  “No one needed to tell me, sir. I could feel it – the way you took on the Club and in your exchanges with Mistress Ana. And then I asked her outright.” 



  “And what did she say?” 



  “She didn’t actually confirm the fact, not exactly, but she might as well have.” 



  “So, what did she say?” 



  “She said ‘Alain has been known to share my favorite predilection’. That’s all she said, but wasn’t it enough?” 



  He ran his hand through his greying hair, and sighed. “Well, I’m sorry that she implied anything. What I do in my private life needs to stay private, Miss Shaw. I have no reason to discuss it with you.” 



  The girl appeared crestfallen at this news, but only for a moment. Taking a breath, she pressed on, rushing through the next tangled monologue, until she had no breath at all left. “Sir, I’m looking for a dominant, a man, the right man. And I have to confess that I look at you every day and dream about the possibilities, that if only…” she sighed heavily, “you know what I mean…what goes on at the X-Club… I was certain that you wouldn’t be into anything like that, I just couldn’t imagine…but then when I found out that you were, I was so overjoyed. Last week, working together as we have on the case, I’ve been simmering inside and I can’t keep my feelings to myself any longer. I had to come here…I had to ask…I know this is silly, but I simply had to—” 



  She’d run out of breath, out of words, and had pretty much lost her train of thought.  



  It took a moment for Alain to collect himself; this was the last thing he expected or wanted to hear from the pretty young clerk. His initial shock gave way to anger, which might well have erupted in an abusive tirade, but by the time the girl had finished her rambling discourse, he’d contained the worst of his ire.  



  “Is that all you have to say, Miss Shaw?” 



  “Yes, I think so.” 



  “Well—” he took a deep, exasperated breath, “In addition to the fact that arriving at my home during my private time, completely unannounced, is rude and inconsiderate, the revelation of your fantasy life including me in any way can only put a wedge in our ability to effectively work together. I can’t believe that even you, Miss Shaw, would be foolish enough to compromise your job this way. You’ve put me in a very awkward position.” He shook his head, afraid to say anything more. 



  “Oh, sir, I’m so sorry. I really didn’t think…” 



  “No! You didn’t think,” he crisply retorted, “What? You had in mind that I was one of the boys at Ana’s club who get their jollies dressing in leather and carrying a whip? That I’d dive into that scene because you need a dom? Well you are right about one thing, you need a dom…or a father to take you over his knee and spank some sense into you—”  



  She looked like a scared rabbit, although her dark eyes gazed up at him with such longing appeal that they stopped his rant cold.  



  “Miss Shaw…” he backed off, making every effort to be kind, “I’m not the man you’re looking for. You’ve made a grave mistake coming here. And I’m sure we can get beyond it, but please, please, let’s not discuss your lifestyle or your desires again. We are professionals, working in a professional environment and we need to remember that. What we do in our private lives, no matter how closely they might mirror each other – which I doubt they do – we have to keep personal feelings outside of work. You need to take your need for a Dom to a proper venue. Although I warn you against acting rashly; throwing yourself at men like this could get you in a world of trouble.” He winced a bit, having said that. It sounded too much like fatherly guidance and he certainly did not want to end up in that position. By that time, however, Miss Shaw didn’t seem to be listening all that closely.  



  She was crestfallen beyond words, and finally after much hand wringing, the disappointed girl said in her defense. “I had to ask. I really did. And I’m sorry I bothered you, Captain Danvers. You won’t hear a word from me about the matter again.” 



  “That’s good. I’m glad to hear it.” 



  She smiled thinly, then picked up her coat. “I really am sorry, sir. I wouldn’t have asked if…if I hadn’t thought that we might… that a… Oh, my! I’d better stop now before I embarrass myself anymore.” 



  Alain nodded kindly, then followed her to the front door and let her out.  



  



  “You were very hard on that poor girl,” Janis swept into the hallway and put her arm around Alain’s waist.  



  “Hard on her? I should have given her little butt a thrill and spanked it all the way back to her apartment. And how would you know anyway?” 



  “I tiptoed back and listened at the door like any good spy would, since it sounded like something I wanted to hear. Oh, dear, she was so sincere, and so needy. It would be obvious to anyone that she could use a good Dom to take care of her yearning desolation.” 



  “You’re being a little dramatic, aren’t you?” 



  “That’s how these girls see their plight.”  



  “But I’m over twice her age.” 



  “And what is wrong with that? I know you, Alain. You’ve wanted a truly submissive woman for a long time and here one presents herself to you. She’s very pretty and very willing, dying to be molded by a master, and you turn her away without giving it a moment’s thought.” 



  “You’re serious?” 



  “Well, we both know that I’m not the right woman for you. A good flogging is all that inspires me. Otherwise, there’s not a submissive bone in my body. Why not tiptoe out on a limb again? You have that restless energy about you—”   



  “It’s unethical, Janis. She’s in my unit. I’m her direct supervisor. My career could be ruined if the little urchin were to squeal.” 



  “Oh! That’s just plain silly. Office romances happen all the time. Get her transferred to another unit; you have the power to do that.  Make her sign a standard contract of compliance, if you must, and you’ve got your ass covered. You won’t even have to hide your relationship.” 



  “Why are you pushing this?” he looked at her suspiciously.  



  “Because I know that I don’t give you enough. I’m never at your beck and call. And I think it might be nice to have little Meri as a sex partner once and a while. Saves me the trouble of finding a female lover of my own.” 



  “You are a devious woman.” 



  “I know. But not nearly as devious, vile and wicked as you can be, Alain Danvers. You really should think about it.” 



  “I don’t know if I can trust the girl. These days, it’s hard to know who isn’t out to screw you.” 



  “Oh, I think she’s out to screw you, Alain. But not in a way you wouldn’t enjoy.” 



  He pulled out of the woman’s clench and turned to face her. 



  “Your brows are furrowed, what are you thinking?” she asked. 



  “It’s a silly thought.” 



  “No thoughts are silly.” 



  “I’d be a fool to enter into a relationship with the girl.” 



  “What? Are you trying to get me to make the decision for you?” 



  “I can make the goddam decision on my own, if you don’t mind.” 



  “Good.” She smiled and slipped inside his arm again, though he shook her off. 



  “Not so fast, Janis. You go upstairs, I’ll be up in a moment.” 



  




  “And I’ll be ready,” she added with a twinkle in her eye. 


  



  *** 



  



  If it hadn’t been for Miss Shaw’s ill-timed interruption a half hour earlier, sex that night with Janis would have been strictly vanilla. How bizarre that a meager half hour could change Alain’s mood so thoroughly, or that Janis would pick up on his compelling need for going beyond vanilla boundaries.  



  He arrived at the bedroom not ten minutes after shooing her on, opened the door, and gazed with some surprise at a naked Janis kneeling, her ass facing away from the door, her chest pressed to the floor and her hands locked in cuffs behind her back. In such a position, not exposing the entire cleft of her behind was impossible – from the puckering rosette to her pussy lips below. Though startled at first, he gave himself a moment to silently enjoy the sight of her self-imposed submission and all that it was intended to convey. 



  On occasion, he balked at such a blatant invitation, going so far as to ignore her completely one night when she used a similar scheme to arouse his baser sexual passions. Though she had wanted it hard that night, he refused to bite. With no word from him – in fact, he’d gone to sleep while she was still submissively crouched – she finally gave up and came to bed, where she slept by his side, her hands still cuffed behind her, because there was no way to free herself. Only Alain had a key. When he finally woke in the morning, he freed her. He never did beat her. Even though he might have enjoyed a hard scene as much as she did, he refused to be managed by any woman.  



  This was a much different night, however, and Janis’s submissive offering certainly fit his underlying mood. If nothing else, he could think of Miss Shaw while he was working Janis’s fine round buttocks. His occasional bedmate was an attractive woman of thirty-five, with shoulder length brown hair, a bright smile and a pleasingly voluptuous body. She would regularly deride herself for being too plump – her word was fat – but Alain found her shapely curves, full breasts and rounded hips much to his liking. Her bottom was as fleshy and appealing as all the rest, and the way it suffered from a good beating, whether just an over-the-knee spanking or a hard whipping, could transform him within minutes.  



   After sizing up his target, he moved further inside the room and rolled up the sleeves of his once starched white shirt. He opened the collar and pulled off his loosened tie, then moved directly to the wall where the razor strap hung prominently by the door. He’d never been sure what inspired him to place it in that noticeable location, but some years before, after strapping the bottom of his then current submissive, he’d casually hung the lengthy leather from an unused nail, as if that were exactly where the strap belonged.  



  It had been some weeks since he’d given Janis the kind of strapping she desired, and the leather felt good inside his hand. The smell of it was as arousing to him as it would be for his waiting subject.  



  He stood above her, staring down. “The foot of the bed, Ms. Tyler.” He didn’t need to explain more to have the woman struggling to her feet – a bit clumsily without the use of her hands – and falling over the brass railing at the bottom of his king-sized bed. She wriggled forward into position with her crotch resting on the rail and her shoulders dropping down and cushioned by the mattress, which meant that her toes finally rose up off the floor, leaving her legs to dangle free. That is until Alain lassoed each ankle with a length of rope and tied one to the right-hand bedpost, the other to the left. Awkward for Janis, yes, but perfectly suitable for his purposes.  



  He stood to her left, giving himself plenty of room to work, then took aim with his ominous strap and menacing look, letting the first smack of the leather land dead-center on Janis’s pinkish bottom cheeks.  



  As the blow landed and he heard her pained gasp, his desire for the punishment fully engaged, powered by some awesome force that rushed wildly through his veins, giving life to the leather and satisfaction to his dark essence. Again and again and again, the leather struck its target, pinkening the supple skin until the two fleshy mounds seemed to glow red with heat. The bound female bounced atop the rail, which was as punishing to her poor body as the smacks to her ass. She endured long minutes of arduous pain in silence, although her refusal to cry only increased Alain’s desire to make her suffer more. They worked in tandem, as if toward some mutual goal they both instinctively understood. 



  With their passions bursting at the seams, his cock hardened, pulsing stiff and needy inside his pants. But there was still much to do. He knew his pressing requirements; he knew her limits; he knew exactly at what point his crescendoing fervor needed to stop.  



  Her whimpering mewls became the first sign that she was breaking down; then as she thrashed more madly against the bedrail, Alain’s fine-tuned punishment took her to a desperate peak, and her whimpers turned into plaintive wails.      



  “You’re going to get fucked in the ass, Ms. Tyler,” he stopped to announce. He massaged her aching rear causing her to whimper more. His body recorded her every response, letting her torment arouse him further, to the point that he could no longer ignore his throbbing member.  



  He laid his final smack against the squirming scarlet buttocks, tossed the strap in the direction of the chair, and began to remove his clothes. Janis, meanwhile, let her scorched body relax and the intense heat flood through her. 



  Alain quickly unlocked the cuffs and loosened the ropes. “Up on the bed!” 



  She squirmed again, pulling herself off the rail and arranging her body on hands and knees in the center of the mattress.  



  “Ass cheeks wide, Ms. Tyler.”  



  Grabbing her flaming rear, she pulled back, exposing her anus for his view. Although Alain was ravenous with desire, he always took his time and never rushed; every sense was engaged, and for a moment his eyes feasted on the surrendering pose of his submissive.  



  “Not wide enough!” he barked. 



  Although profoundly humiliated by the demand, she pulled her ass cheeks wider, then waited for him to move in closer, where, with a single finger teasing the molten valley, he set-off a slightly panicked response that caused her ass to quake.  



  “Perhaps, I should fuck you dry? Hum?” 



  She moaned, “Please, sir, if you would use a little something.” 



  Smack! “What a sassy little bitch you are!”  



  She shivered beneath him, expectant and panting and very much afraid.  



  He could feel her fear, and using it in his favor, answered by deliberately prodding the tight doorway dry; again and again he shoved his fingers deep, listening to the anguished moans that followed.  



  “What is this? Getting soft?” 



  Of course, he wouldn’t fuck her dry. As much as he would like to, he did have his limits – and having the woman back again was as important as satisfying that brutal edge of his character. Thus, the lube came dripping from a bottle, dowsing her ass cheeks and running down her cleft. With plenty of fluid to soothe the way, he probed her rear, fucking her as hard with his hand as he would fuck her with his cock. 



  When he pulled his organ from his pants, Janis was as ready as she’d ever be. The love/hate relationship with being fucked in the ass found her cringing to start, her toes curled and her fists so tight that her long red nails bit viciously into her palms. She gasped with the first shove, and gasped with every thrust thereafter. 



  “Please, Alain, stop!” she screamed. But he didn’t stop.  



  Relentless at the moment of crisis, he reached beneath her to fondle her throbbing clit, finding his hand bathed in her juices.  



  He pulled back and slapped her bottom a dozen times, muttering, “Don’t try to fake me out again!”  



  Her taut muscles seemed to give way at that same moment. 



  “Oh, God, yes!” she cried.  



  Grabbing her hot cheeks, he shoved himself as deep as her body would allow and with just a few more quick thrusts spent his seed inside the dark channel.  



  



  Alain was the first to speak afterwards. “I should string you up and beat you senseless.” 



  “Was I that bad?”  


  “No, you were very good as usual, but I have to keep you on your toes.” 


  “Is that so? Well, that kind of ramped up display on your part, Detective Danvers, makes me think that you were dwelling on your adorable Miss Shaw. Am I right?”  



  He laughed. Not answering directly was enough of an answer for Janis.   



  Yes, the girl was in his mind, the little temptress taking up lodging in a way that was growing increasingly distressing to his peace of mind. “If you think she’s so delectable, my dear, why don’t you take her in hand? There’s been a dom bitch lurking in you for as long as I’ve known you.” 



  “Oh, I’m a bitch now?” she griped. 



  “A sexy one,” he answered drolly.  



  “I’m surprised you keep me around.” 



  He turned in bed and smiled tenderly, combing her hair from her face. “I’m surprised you keep coming back.” 



  








  


  SCENE SIX



  

    [image: ]

  


  “I Fly Way Off Anyone’s Radar.”  



  



  “Hey, doll, how about this!” he strode into the room this time, rather than sneak his way inside like a clever thief.   



  Kat raised her head. “How about what?” 



  “These?” 



  “These what? Am I supposed to see beyond this blasted blindfold?” 



  “Ah. Too bad.” 



  “Why not let me see you?” she wondered aloud. “I mean if you are all powerful. If the long arm of the law can’t touch you, if you have truly spirited me away and I cannot escape, then why can’t I see your face?” She stopped, considering her last comment. “Or are you too repugnant to look at?” 



  “My, you are chatty this morning.” If she could be so flippant, then she was becoming more accustomed to her captivity. A good thing. 



  “I’m asking real questions, sir. I think I deserve a few answers.” 



  “You deserve nothing but what I choose to give you,” his voice darkened immeasurably. He unlocked the cage and released her hands and feet. “Off to the papers to pee. You behave yourself, you’ll get something to eat.” 



  Her stomach was growling. She had no idea how many days she’d been in captivity. But she knew exactly how many meals she’d eaten: six, if you count the single plum she ate that first day. Her other meals were more than a single plum but small, although she believed he was adding supplements to the milkshakes he gave her. The only time of day she was hungry was just after she awakened, and by then she was ravenous. Was it morning? Possibly. But there was no way to tell. Hours drifted into hours; her time alone seemed endless. Too many empty minutes made her crazy.  



  When her captor was with her, the tests continued; there was no end to the perverse acts he demanded, or her increasing willingness to acquiesce without a fight.  



  She ate from the floor…not from a plate or a bowl, but scraps he scraped to the hardwood and demanded she eat. She would be forced to lick the floor clean once she finished. On several occasions, she was hog-tied, suspended above the floor and teased, her pussy splayed and tortured with whips and clamps and things that dangled so heavily that they seemed to draw her aching labia to the floor. She drifted into subspace at least twice in the middle of the torture, but had yet to experience an honest orgasm. For what seemed like hours on end, her body had no rest from the stimulation, and no satisfaction. Then for hours, there was nothing but the intense, blind, loneliness of the wire cage. She treasured her one blanket as if she were a child again, bonding with the only something that could give her comfort in the middle of a long and uneasy night.  



  The blindfold stayed, no matter how much she ranted at her captor to remove it. He took to caning her if she mentioned it too often. This was not your ordinary blindfold. Although fabric-covered and reasonably comfortable, it was more like a formfitting mask than a standard blindfold and it seemed to lock in back, although she couldn’t say for sure since she was never allowed to touch it. Overtime, its unrelenting presence had become oppressive. Her hands were only free when her captor was in the room with her. And the one time she attempted to shove the blindfold off her face, he caught her, stopped her, bound her hands behind her back again and made her belly crawl around the room while he whipped her until she understood the price she’d pay for violating this key rule.  



  “Don’t fuck with me, doll. You ain’t gonna win and you’ll only piss me off.” 


  He had a way of making his wishes stick; the duration of the pain was more than she could bear. She refused to try that stunt again and instead, tried to plead her case – which didn’t get her much better treatment. Thus, even when it might have been possible to remove the blindfold, she didn’t try. She learned instead to move with ease about the almost empty room, as if guided by a sixth sense.  



  Returning now from the papers on which she peed, she stopped no less than three feet from the man and waited like an obedient dog for her next command. 



  “Here, hold them in your hands.” She felt something dangling before her and reached up, although on first touching the object, her fingers immediately recoiled as if she’d just touched hot coals. It wasn’t heat she felt, but the cold chill of metal. “C’mon, take them,” he urged. She reached out again and felt the weight of iron shackles make her cupped hands sink to the floor.  



  “What—?” she looked up in wonder.  



  “Pick ‘em up, feel them. I want to know what you think.” This time lifting the heavy weight, her grasp didn’t weaken and she quickly identified the objects.  



  “Shackles,” he confirmed.   



  The fact was obvious, and her hands grew hot as the truth dawned on her beleaguered mind.  



  “Two pairs.” She could hear the familiar note of triumph in his voice. “Smell them. Put them to your nose and smell them.” 



  The raw, cold, untainted smells of steel and new leather seeped through her body like an insidious aphrodisiac. To be so peculiarly aroused, when her initial impression was complete revulsion, seemed very odd.  



  “What are you going to do?” she asked, in a voice so soft it almost seemed as if she was in a trance. With her hands continuing their journey over the thick shackles, her body heat was rising fast.  



  “What do you think?” He was suddenly on her, clamping her wrists inside the cuffs and following with her ankles. He then connected one wrist to another with a connecting chain, one ankle to the other with another heavy chain. Once he finished, she sat back, kneeling as before, realizing only then what the heavy weight of the cuffs would require of her when she tried to move.  



  “You are lovely?” he stood above her and walked around. She could see his smile in her mind’s eye, the same gloating smile that appeared tauntingly in her dreams. “You’re so damn pretty. About the sexiest slave I’ve ever owned.” 



  He’d never referred to her that way, and she immediately blanched, angrily blurting out, “You don’t own me!” 



  He laughed again, mocking her petulant outburst with a fresh dose of scorn.  



  “Please, won’t you please stop!” 



  “Stop what? Admiring my prize? Keeping you bound? Teasing the desire from your hungry body? What should I stop doing?” His mocking voice seemed to leap out and grab her by the throat. “Which of my foul passions would you have me put on hold?” 



  “Oh, you will be found…” she fumed.  



  “And that is where you’re wrong. I fly way under the radar, Kat. No one will ever find you, unless I want them to. Now kneel up pretty for me, so I can see your tits and cunt and that pretty ass.” He rapped her behind with the cane several times until she responded by lifting herself to her knees. “Now hands behind your head, elbows real wide. Don’t want anything hidden, do we now?” 



  To achieve the position, she had to lift the heavy chain over her head, where it dangled between her shoulder blades, the wrist cuffs clashing as she tried to weave her fingers together at her neck.  



  She got it right; he knew she would. After so many days deprived of a normal existence and normal occupations, he could trust her now to wage almost no significant protest. 



  “Nice, very nice.” He was circling her again, this time making an unknown clicking sound that took some moments to identify.  



  The realization finally hit her hard, “No! You’re not taking my picture!” She collapsed to the floor in a defiant heap. Thoughts of her image posted to kinky websites immediately flashed through her mind, providing the terrifying continuation of an already loathsome nightmare. 



  “But I am taking your picture and I will a thousand times if I like. You’re mine, lock, stock and barrel, Kat Bloom.” Did she hear the same mocking chuckle in his voice that accompanied their every conversation? She didn’t have to actually hear it anymore, she could feel it rattle her bones. “Now, get those pretty tits back up so I can see them, unless…” he punctuated the command with a sharp stinging cut of the cane on her exposed thigh. She immediately struggled back into place with the heavy shackles clattering against the floor.  



  Tears streamed from her eyes as he clicked off shot after shot until he’d entirely circled her shackled body. Then he paused long enough to say, “On your hands and knees,” before beginning another trip. 



  Pulling the chain back over her head, she leaned forward on her hands as if she was about to crawl, then as motionless as a creeping cat, listened to him photograph every nuance of her naked and shivering body. 



  The next command he punctuated with a hard swat of his nimble cane. “Shoulders to the floor, doll, and keep that pretty ass end high?”  



  She practically lunged into the position, her chest falling to the hardwood, her legs almost buckling, they felt so weakened from the weight. She righted herself into the ordered pose and waited once again in humiliating silence as her captor made the rounds with his camera, shooting emotional darts at her fractured psyche every time he clicked off another snapshot. 



  “One more time, Kat. This time, something humble. Sit on your bottom and bend your knees…” he waited for her to obey… “Now draw your feet into your ass and put your arms around your knees and bow your head. That’s right, let that inner sub shine through.” 



  His voice snapped the way the cane snapped against her thigh, then for the fourth time, the camera’s lens recorded her surrendering pose. The fetal position was easier than the rest had been, allowing her to draw her energy inside. Although her mind wildly speculated on who would see these demeaning pictures of her shackled confinement, she realized that behind her revulsion was the teaming energy of sexual arousal. This can’t be happening…this can’t be happening…this can’t be happening…



  “Now on your feet, slut!” His voice roared out this time as loud as she’d ever heard it – at the same instant her body felt the searing heat of the leather quirt lashing out across her back.   



  Once on her feet, her shackled wrists where drawn above her head with the connecting chain attaching to a hook dangling from the ceiling. She knew what came next, to what vicious lows his sadistic aims could sink. And when he started with a whip he began with a teasing glance off the side of her hip, letting the eroticism build, then with increasing fervor snapped the tasseled tail against her thigh, her belly, her back and ass and thighs, until her moaning whimpers evolved into throaty screams. 



  Pain rained down in fiery torrents, so that she almost forgot where she was and whom she was with. She imagined herself at the X-Club, with any number of dominant men at the reins, wielding punishing blows to tease and hurt.  



  When the blows stopped, her body continued its angry gyrations despite the lack of stimulation.  



  “So, what is it you want, doll?” 



  He was close. She could smell his breath and feel the movement of the air on her agitated skin. She could almost taste his pungent masculinity and desire him. If only for a moment he would let her understand what was behind the mocking voice and sadistic threats, if he would only let her touch his skin, she might balk less…she might.  



  He touched her instead, his fingertips taking a delicate journey over her heated skin.  



  “Oh dear god!” It became impossible not to moan. 



  “You want to come?” 



  “Yes, of course, please, I want to come, sir.” Anger and need festered equally inside her, so she tried not to plead too hard, or let her fuming irritation show; her master didn’t like emotional theatrics attempting to undermine his resolve.   



  “You know, sluts like you in subspace heaven can’t be picky about who gives them pleasure. Kiss me like you mean it, doll. Persuade me. Plead your case.” 



  His mouth moved in close but not close enough. She had to strain forward to touch his lips with hers. “God yes, I want you!” she said when he deliberately backed off.  



  “But not enough yet.” 



  He circled her body again, testosterone flying, laying into her hard, the whip no longer glancing off her flesh, but striking with stinging force, leaving welts across her thighs, her belly, her heaving tits, and then, from behind, her shoulders and her rounded rump.  



  He could feel the subspace descend upon her, while finding for himself that sadomasochistic harmony of energies he knew only in his most intimate relationships. He came at her with more, with harder blows and a crueler consciousness, seeing just how much pain she would suffer before her desire would flee. He’d been sure he had a true painslut when he abducted her. But this was the first real test of the hard combat he wanted from his  new prize. 



  She was passing with flying colors.  



  “My gawwwwwwwwwwwwwd!! Yes, yes yes, yes yes…. Gawwwwwwwwwwwwdd yess!” 



  Shrieking, squealing, writhing, shackles clanging, the noisy thunder battered the walls with sound, making windows rattle and the floor shake.  



  His cock pulsed recklessly in his pants until the perfect timing presented itself, when he finally shucked his pants and shirt and drew her body into his. Her slick wet cunt grabbed for this cock with the fierceness of a clenched fist. He held her close, and this was how he banged her pussy to the other side of the planet and back.  



  “You fucking bastard!” she screamed as she came. Then she succumbed to the delirious nonsense of sex. “FUUUCCCCCK MEEEEEEEEEEEE! YES, YES, YES, YOU BASTARD, FUCK ME! 



  



  “Yeah and I’m a fucking bastard just like you’re a fucking pain slut.” 



  They were finished, panting, their bodies still fused together by sweat and the tumescent organ lodged inside her spasming cunt. It took some seconds to recuperate enough to peel his body off of hers, although by then his cock was beginning to wilt. 



  Once they disengaged, she hung alone, still tethered to the ceiling. On impulse, he pulled the blindfold from her face and her eyes peered out on a gloomy scene, on a fuzzy darkened room, one lit candle, and the face of the man who’d been her captor for a dozen days. Everything seemed to blur before her but that face, the beard, the sky blue eyes, and smirking lips. 



  That beard had been scratchy against her cheek and she could still feel the burn. Two, three, maybe four days growth on his face, and beyond that she noticed – once he backed away enough so she could see the crude Adonis better – a gym-built body, slim hips and tight ass. The beard and mustache were probably groomed to look scruffy; the disheveled, unkempt hair the same, although there was nothing scruffy about his sculpted physique.  



  His mouth formed a natural smirk with such ease that it took no effort to evoke. This she expected. However, there was an empty cruelty in his eyes she feared. He was a smartlooking bad boy; the scoundrel women love to hate, and yet desperately crave. She could swear that she’d never laid eyes on him before. Where had he been hiding at the X-Club? Had he been there at all? 



  “Thank you, sir,” she weakly managed, “for taking off the blindfold. 



  “What? That’s all I get?” he snickered and moved further away, so now she could see the splendid body, everything from cock to ass to muscled chest. She remembered him pressed against her, the cock hard and speared deeply between her legs. She could still feel him there, ramming her cunt to make her come.  



  “You have a name?” she asked.  



  “Just call me master,” he said.  



  “But you don’t look much like a master to me.” 



  “No? Really?” he shrugged. “I’m so disappointed. So what do I look like?” 



  “Like the kind of goddam ass who makes a point of breaking women’s hearts…” she paused, hastily adding, “while using women’s bodies for sport.” 



  “You mean, like I just used you?” 



  “Yeah, like you just used me.” 



  “I didn’t hear you complaining, unless you call the screams of a fucking woman complaining. Don’t tell me you weren’t into it, doll.” 



  “So what if I was into it? Doesn’t mean I want to be hanging here, that I want to be your captured slave, that I’m ever going to love you, or care about you or need you! It means I got an easy body.” 



  “Damn right you’re easy. You’re so damn easy, you’ll be begging to stay before I’m done with you.” He laughed in his typical sardonic way, “The more I get to know you, the more I know I made the right choice.”  



  He sat on a crate some distance off and viewed her dangling body, letting his thoughts play out on his face, while he swilled a beer, cooling down.  



  “Please will you take me down? I have to pee.” 



  “That so? Huh?” he snickered. “I got an answer for that.”  



  He briefly left her then returned a minute later with a bucket in hand.  



  “Use this.” 



  “What do you mean, ‘use this’?” she stared down to where he’d placed the bucket between her feet.  



  “I mean pee in the bucket, doll.” 



  He swiped his jeans from the floor and pulled them up around his hips, while she was left to contemplate his latest demand.  



  “I can’t,” she said. “Please just take me down. I’ll crawl all you like.” 



  “Yeah, sure, I’ll take you down, after you pee in the bucket.” 


  She tried again. “I said I can’t pee that way.” 


   “Then learn.” 



  He sat back on the crate gulping beer as he watched the petulant worry lines appear on her pretty face. It got all screwed up in a fretful pout, but he had no plans to give in. Fact was, he was enjoying her predicament. 



  She fussed and fumed for several minutes. “Please, master, please let me down.” She looked as though she was about to cry.  



  “Hey, I said I would. You just gotta pee in the bucket and I’ll be happy to let you rest.” 



  She closed her eyes, bowed her head and sighed miserably. Humiliation and shame had never been a big part of her kinky play – oh, a good dom could try and might even succeed, but there were always boundaries, hard limits. This would have been one of those hard limits if she’d been anywhere but here in this man’s domain. So far, she’d found no chink in his daunting armor, although finding chinks was certainly hard given the conditions. Her choices were few, at least until she had more freedom – if more freedom awaited her.  



  She was a logical woman – even now under such duress – and  she desperately had to pee.  



  So, at last, she let her body relax and peed in the bucket beneath her, listening to the splash of urine hit the metal pail. 



  








  


  SCENE SEVEN
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  Transfer Approved 



  



  “Captain Danvers, please,” the man spoke in his most intimidating manner, although his tone barely fazed Sergeant Jane Deal, who was sitting at the front reception desk. She was a veteran of the force, used to taking flak from angry people, and pretty much the worst in human behavior. One glance, she knew the type well: filthy rich, condescending, hardly able to tolerate the chaos of the busy police station. You’d think bugs were crawling up his Brooks Bros suit, the way he grimaced at the tiny world around him.  



  “I’ll see if he has time to see you. Your name, sir?” 



  “Proctor. Loren Proctor.”  



  Jane knew the man; no one who read the newspaper or watched TV news could avoid his distinctive, scowling face. It had been plastered everywhere since his daughter turned up missing – odd saying, ‘turned up missing.’ If she was missing, how could she turn up? 



  will see me.” 


  Before Jane could buzz the captain on the intercom, he emerged from his office and motioned the man his way. 



  



  Loren Proctor leaned on the front of Alain Danvers’ desk and leveled the stern-faced police captain with a vicious stare. “Two weeks! It’s been two weeks! What the hell have you been doing?” 



  Alain was rarely moved by such histrionics. To give himself some distance from the man looming threateningly before him, he leaned back in his chair, adopting the professorial air so common to him and adjusted his glasses. 



  “Sit down, Mr. Proctor and we’ll talk.” 



  Proctor’s florid face grew redder for a moment, as if he was ready to lash out again, but then he seemed to back down, if ever so slightly, and sink into the chair behind him, put in his place but not defeated.  



  “Mr. Proctor. I know the slow progress is frustrating. But I can assure you, we are investigating every lead we have. We’ve conducted at least a hundred interviews and have a few more to go.” He sighed, leaning forward on his desk. “Unfortunately, whoever took your daughter left few clues. The fact is, sir, women sometimes disappear and don’t come back. I don’t think it’s the case with Kat. I think someone has her, but that someone doesn’t seem to want a ransom paid – or anything else, at least not yet. But I assure you, we are aggressively investigating every lead.”  



  Proctor pulled back upright, fuming. 



  “And I thought by now that X-club would be shut down! You haven’t done a damn thing about that.” 



  “Sir, the X-Club has violated no laws.” 



  “Prostitution? That’s not against the law?”   



  “There is no prostitution going on there,” Alain returned calmly. “Trust me, they have been investigated every time we get a Bible-thumping, born-again elected, or on the force, who thinks they can shut down anything that smacks of porn. Unfortunately, such campaigns rarely pass Constitutional muster. As repugnant as you may think the activities at the X-Club are, they are still legal.” 



  “Yes, I’d heard that you’re soft on sleaze like that.” 



  “Soft, no. Realistic, yes. I’ll fight child porn with every tool I have, and a great deal of fervor, but what happens between consenting adults should be protected.” 



  Loren Proctor smugly smiled, then zeroed in on the captain again with a cruel stare. “It’s people like you who make society a haven for perverts, perverts who snatch beautiful girls like Sally.” 



  “Like Sally?” Impervious to the insult, Danvers raised his brows, “or Kat Bloom?” 



  “The name change was just a phase. My daughter and I haven’t been especially close, but I did love her and she knows that. She would have come back to us soon. I’m sure of it. But with this…now her mother has walled herself away from the world…” 



  “I’m very sorry, Mr. Proctor. We are doing all we can to see that Kat, that Sally, is found. It would be helpful if the rhetoric could be toned down. If we could see less about this in the papers. The uproar out there makes it harder for us to do our job.” 



  “You think I’m going to let up?” 



  “No,” he conceded, “I really don’t. But that’s not going to stop me from asking.” 



  “My efforts to keep Sally’s disappearance before the public eye will save her. And I assure you that I will not let up. I’m hoping the reward money I’ve offered will help.” 



  “Let’s hope so.” Alain sighed, “Was there anything else you came to say? I do get your messages through the Governor and Mayor Abrams.” 



  “Anything in particular? I think my being here speaks for itself. I make it a practice to touch bases with those who work for me on a regular basis. You can expect that I will contact you daily, Captain Danvers. I want my daughter found!” He would have gone on, but Alain interrupted:  



  “I’ll contact you as soon as I have anything new to report. Now, if you don’t mind, I should get to my job.” 



  Loren Proctor was on his feet, and pretty much stormed out of the police station. He stormed everywhere he went these days, wielding his weight in whatever way he could, even though he knew that there was very little that he could do to get his daughter back. In his own inflated mind, he was victim to a pack of fools.  



  



  Alain Danvers sat back reviewing what had been uncovered about Kat Bloom/Sally Proctor and her disappearance. Oddly enough, Meredith Shaw had been his biggest source of information. She knew the eccentric young woman better than anyone else. If he had to wager a guess, he’d say that Meredith was intrigued by, maybe even a little in love with her roommate, although she’d denied any lesbian activity between them – adamantly rejecting any suggestion that she had that kind of inclination.  



  Pretty curious, since the climate in which the girls played at the X-Club tended to be fairly bisexual – especially between women. He was well aware that the bdsm lifestyle gave rise to an openness that allowed females to enjoy each other sexually. Apparently, Miss Shaw had not been ready for that much liberation. 



  In the past week, since the young woman’s surprise appearance on his doorstep, Alain often found himself dwelling on matters regarding the girl, or sometimes simply watching her through the filtering screen of his office blinds while she typed at her keyboard or sat distractedly daydreaming – something that happened far too often. They’d been in each other’s company on numerous occasions since the investigation began and she proved particularly useful – far more so than she did in her normal job, where she was just barely getting by.  



  The trouble was, while she had latched on to him, he’d become increasingly drawn to her and the potent memory of her stunning confession. The revelation of her crush on him  – it was a crush, wasn’t it? – had stirred up feelings that he’d thought he’d wisely conquered. The fact that he might be infatuated with Meredith Shaw crossed his mind more than once. He couldn’t help but think of Janis encouraging him to accept the girl’s plaintive request.  



  It had been several years since he’d been in a relationship with a submissive female in which he could freely express his dominant urges. His last submissive, Diane, was nearly his age and they had much in common outside of their kinky sexual activities. He’d probably be with her now if he’d been more forthcoming with his growing affection. But when she had the opportunity to take a teaching position in Rome five years ago, she jumped at the opportunity and he let her slip through his fingers without raising even a modest protest.  



  Since then, he’d submerged much of his dominant inclinations, reserving them for the times he took charge of Janis. However, in the last couple of weeks, those darker desires had come out of hiding. He thought often of the subjugation of Miss Shaw, her training, discipline, punishment, even the sex involved, with a high degree of arousal that had become difficult to disregard. Did he want to disregard those urges anymore? Or the tempting young creature with the dark inviting eyes? 



  



  ***



  



  Two days later … 


  



  Even after his stern rebuke of her request, Meredith could not eradicate the desire for Alain Danvers from her thoughts – or her physical body. In fact, that desire took hold with even greater fervor, sending her into wicked daydreams that made her almost spontaneously orgasm at her desk. Because of her relationship with Kat Bloom, her boss had taken a great deal of interest in her. He’d interrogated her in great detail regarding her roommate’s life and lifestyle. During those conversations she’d let slip a number of things about herself regarding the lifestyle – things said in passing that she didn’t have to say, about her own submissive needs being different from her roommate’s, scenes at the X-Club, even her last D/s relationship that had ended in disaster.  



  Strangely enough, the very thing that he forbade her to speak of that night at his house was the very thing that he questioned her about. Professional distance… keep your professional distance, she routinely told herself. But the mantra didn’t work. She refused to let it. As long as she held out hope, her daydreams and musings would always trump her better judgment.  



  Thus, it wasn’t surprising that when Captain Danvers stuck his head out of his office door, that Meredith Shaw immediately turned his way. Even though she’d tried being discreet, she couldn’t help but make herself available to him at the drop of a hat. In seeking out the man who still held her enthralled, instinct guided her as much as vigilance. 



  “Come in here please, Miss Shaw.” 



  “Yes, sir.” She popped up from her desk chair. Her heart skipped a dozen beats as she quickly made her way from her desk into Captain Danvers’ office. However, the disturbing scowl on the man’s face was enough to have her quaking in fear rather than desire.  



  “Something’s wrong, isn’t it?” she asked before he could open his mouth. 



  “Yes. Something’s wrong with these reports.” He flipped through the familiar file on his desk revealing his increasing displeasure.  



  “I-I…” she looked down at the papers she so painstakingly typed two days ago, her eyes drawn to the rash of red marks – as if she were back in school – scattered liberally across the pages. 



  “I don’t know whether it’s your temperament or your brain that is at fault here, but the situation is redundant and unacceptable.” 



  “I’m sorry,” she held out her hand, “I’ll do them over right away.” 



  “That won’t be necessary. I’ll have Mrs. Lodge correct the mistakes. In the meantime,” he pulled another file in front of him and gazed down, “I’ve approved your transfer.”  



  “Transfer, sir? But I didn’t request a transfer.” Her hands were suddenly sweaty and her mouth parched.  



  “I requested it for you.” He gazed directly into her eyes.  



  “But why? What did I do wrong? I really thought that I’d done exactly as you wanted…I can’t imagine it being that bad. I mean, I have helped you with Kat’s disappearance, haven’t I? I would think that would stand for something. Oh, I really am sorry—” Her flustered attempts to win his forgiveness only resulted in a pair of hot tears burning in her eyes.  



  “Hush,” he jumped in to save her from herself. “Yes, you have been invaluable in the investigation as a witness – and otherwise,” he conceded. “But, your overall job performance has not been at all satisfactory …And, in addition, Miss Shaw, if…”  and here he chose his words carefully, looking directly into her sad eyes, “I say if, we should initiate any kind of … personal relationship, then to be above board, we cannot work in the same unit.” 



  “A personal relationship?” Those tear-filled eyes suddenly snapped open wide as saucers.  



  “Yes. That is what you wanted.” So very matter-of-fact. Curt. Clipped. Yes. But Alain Danvers was actually saying that there might be a chance… 



  Her legs were almost too weak to hold her upright.  



  Oh, why did she feel this way? she silently bemoaned. Men of authority could tied her stomach knots, while launching that little flutter in her belly that had everything to do with sex. She turned wet next – right on cue. If she’d been six years old, she would have been twisting her dress and bashfully batting her eyes.  



  But being twenty-three and much more mature, she smiled, she blushed, then stumbled over the only thing that popped into her mind. “You really mean that, sir. I mean about the personal relationship, as in you’ve agreed—” 



  “Close the door, Miss Shaw,” he said, overtop of her excited blathering. 



  Suddenly, she stood stock still, unable to move; it was taking that long to process the simple command. 



  “The door, Miss Shaw.” His voice rose authoritatively.  



  Hum… what a dreamy feeling resulted. But she did finally turn and close the door, giggling inside, and biting her lip in an attempt to mimic the detective’s grave mood.  



  “I’ve agreed to nothing, but I admit, the proposal has drawn my interest. It has been some time since I actively participated in a Dominant/submissive relationship, and while I certainly didn’t go looking for it this time, your proposal has stirred those old desires. That is all I will say about the matter now, except to mention that I am not an easy master. If you are filled with romantic notions about what might go on between us, I’d suggest you stop. What I would demand might well be nothing like you imagine.  



  “You need discipline, you need punishment, and you need a short leash. That is exactly what you’d get from me. There would be a contract to sign, formally spelling out the terms of our relationship. But before we take even one meager step toward commencing, you need to think about what I’ve just told you. You need to be sure of what you want, what you desire. I don’t need you running from me like a scared rabbit the first time I bark a command. That would do us both a great disservice.” 



  “Oh, I wouldn’t, sir.” Her excitement seemed to propel her forward far beyond what was prudent. 



  “Miss Shaw! This is just what I mean. Don’t go jumping into anything until you look first. That’s what you can do until I see you next. Take a good, long look at what you’re asking for.” 



  She gulped back her next leaping thought and caught her breath, before quietly asking:  



  “So, what happens next, sir?” 



  “That would be for me to dictate. When I’ve decided, you’ll know. Until then, you learn your new job and behave yourself. You’ll report to Sergeant Milgrew in Records.” 



  “Records?” Sounded like a death sentence. But accompanied by this sort of proposition from Alain Danvers…well, she didn’t know what to feel.  



  “Yes, sir.” She started to leave and dutifully turned back, chagrinned. “Oh, maybe I should wait until you dismiss me?” 



  “You’re dismissed,” he said while trying to hide his amusement behind his crisp manner.  



  But she refused to budge. A zillion questions remained on the tip of her tongue, as her curiosity ate away at her insides. “Couldn’t you just give me a little idea—?” 



  “Dismissed, Miss Shaw,” his voice rising again, “means that you march out that door and don’t look back.” 



  She hung her head and turned around, but just as she was turning the knob on his office door, the Captain’s voice leapt out, halting her retreat.  



  “Before the end of the day, if you still want to pursue the relationship you desire, please leave a copy of your apartment key in my box, inside a sealed envelope.” 



  The feeling of her heart tripping over itself almost made her wilt. As it was, she practically stumbled out the door and was ever so glad she finally closed it behind her. Catching her breath took all of the next hour. 



  








  


  SCENE EIGHT
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  Bastard! 



  



  He replaced the cage with a mattress, although the wire cubicle remained ominously in one corner of the room for her to look at with some dread. Its presence was an obvious threat, where she’d be forced to retreat should she ever disobey a command. 



  The mattress had been her reward for good behavior, although the heavy shackles remained on her wrists  and ankles as permanent features. Strange as it was to desire something so vile, she loved the way the shackles felt against her skin and how just lifting her limbs would turn her body raving mad with sexual desire. She would touch the metal and taste its cool hardness on her tongue, then breathe in the steely aroma, lettings its austere power take hold of her body with its enlivening force.  



  There was no disguising that she desired her master now – as much as she hated his smug attitude and condescending talk. He was her whole world, the morning, midday, evening and night, the sun, the stars, and every phase of the white moon she could see from the one window in her garret retreat in the middle of the woods.  



  “Where are we?” she asked, on the first day she was allowed to stand at the window and look out. She could see nothing but a dense grove of trees beyond the dusty glass. 



  “You’re in the middle of a great big woods.”  



  “I didn’t mean that. I mean where… like what state, or country…?” 



  “You’re in the US of A. How’s that?” 



  She turned to him, shackles clanging. “North? South?” 



  “Sorry, doll, you don’t get to know that or anything else. Let it be a mystery to tease that troubled brain.” 



  He called her ‘doll’ again. She hated the word and the implication, even though that was exactly what she’d become. A doll. His toy. A manufactured sexual beauty to satisfy his hungry appetites. When she thought of how well he satisfied her sexually, she was almost content with her captivity; but when she thought about his desire to keep her trapped inside this miserable prison, a flicker of temper flared deep in her gut. When he called her ‘doll’ for the hundredth time, that flicker became a flame and it took all her strength to hold back the testy retort that burned on her lips.  



  Yet, over the last few days, that flame had diminished in size. Sex had become almost normal – being staked to the mattress as she was, she was easy to fuck now, and she had the pleasure of his company more often. After a hard, rousing session with his talented erection, the festering misery beneath her surface calm was quieted for another few hours. But now today, her master seemed anxious, more restless than usual and suddenly, something was rising up in her as well. He kept baiting her with his silly questions. Maybe he was waiting for her to explode, so he could explode on her.  



  “You like those shackles, don’t you, babe?” 



  “Yeah, sure I like them.” While he sat on his crate drinking Coke in refreshing gulps, she sat cross-legged on the mattress with a parched throat. Even he could feel her brooding. 



  “So, what’s the matter, doll, huh?” 



  He did it again, called her doll. And the mocking look on his face, the attitude, the male bravado – like he was so damned proud of himself for having made her his captive prize.  



  Everything exploded. Rash. Sudden. Without warning. She picked on the most offensive line, coming off the mat lunging toward him, shackles clanging.  



  “Don’t call me doll! Don’t. Don’t. Don’t ever again!” She came after him with her fists flying, and got as far as the chains would allow, striking out, the toe of one foot catching him on the shin, which was enough to make him pull back, stand up, and go after her. He caught her arms just below her shackled wrists, and held them out-stretched in a vice-like grip. “You fucking bastard! Let me go! Let me go! Let me go! Let me go!” Her voice rose to a high-pitched bellow. She shook her head and stamped her feet, kicking, shackles clattering, flailing as much as she could with all her might to resist his fierce hold.  



  He finally turned her struggling body around inside his grasp so that he held her tightly against his chest. 



  “How about I let you off the chains for awhile, huh?” 



  “Off the chains? Why would you do that?” She was panting hard, her breath short. 



  “To be nice, doll.” 



  “Stop calling me doll!” she thundered again and tried to bite his hand.  



  He didn’t make another move, but held her close until the ferocity of her body finally wasted away.  



  To her surprise, he eased his grasp and began to unlock the four padlocks attached to her cuffs. By the time he was done, they were both sitting on the mattress, she still inside his arms and under his control.  



  “Why did you do that?” she wondered. 



  “Why not?” 



  “Why not!” She pulled from his arms, and turned around, rising to her feet so swiftly that she caught him off guard. “Is that all the fuck you can say? Is that how you explain yourself? You fucking bastard…think you are so fucking dominant…as if you can justify your criminal behavior.” 



  “Hey, doll, calm down.”  



  “Don’t call me doll!” 


  He laughed as he rose to his feet. She’d missed her chance for escape, a fact that he saw in her darting eyes.  



  “Go on, try it. Get out of here. You just run right out that door and see how far you get. Go on, go on…” he shooed her off. 



  She looked at his face, at the open door and the hallway she’d never even seen. This room was her home, her life for weeks and nothing more. She wasn’t stupid; she knew he would never let her leave. But she had to try, if for no other reason than to back down now would admit defeat. He’d have to take her, to force her back, if that’s what he wanted, that’s what he’d have.  



  She took off running, feeling five seconds of glorious freedom as she tore down the hallway, past closed doors, to the closed door at the far end of the long corridor. She tried the knob – locked! Then another door, also locked, and then another and another frantically making her way back to where she started, where he was standing in the doorway with his arms crossed over his chest and an amused expression on his cocky face – at least until the amusement waned.  



  Scowling, he reached out and dragged her back by the hair.   “That’s it, doll. That’s all the farther you get!” 



  She struggled again, aware that he was wearing her down, but she couldn’t stop; her mind was lost inside the battle. And that battle between them waged on until he finally flung her to the floor, and dragged her by the hair, then let go. She was about to tackle his ankles, when he suddenly fell on top of her body, trapping her beneath him, his mouth pressed to her lips and his lips opening wide.  



  They were wet and soft and demanding lips that had kissed her a hundred times with the same stirring affect they had on her now. Her unbridled sexual body was shaking itself loose from a long drought. She begged herself to stop, but despite every effort to throw him off, her master just kept kissing her on the mouth, and then down her neck, then on her mouth again, until she felt her hot anger transform to passion. Her sex screamed and her legs opened, her mons pressing upward into his denim-covered groin, where beneath his jeans his determined cock pulsed hard.  



  As he wriggled back against her, she felt the hot spasm in her pussy grow deeper, longer, louder.  



  “Please!” she whimpered urgently. She turned her face away.  



  “Please, what, doll? Say it. Tell me what you want.”  



  She wouldn’t talk, but kissed him more.  



  “Say it, baby. You get what you want this time.” 



  She wasn’t proud of her weakness, but she said what he wanted to hear. She needed him now as much as he wanted her, “Your cock, please, sir.” She put her palms on his cheeks and kissed his lips again. 



  He wasn’t about to deny her or himself. He fooled with the button-crotch just long enough to have his organ freed, then plunged the tumescent meat into her coming pussy, battering her against the hardwood beneath her with violent thrusts. He spasmed hard after the tenth thrust, with his body tensing as tautly as hers. 



  “Goddammit, slut,” he groaned, just before collapsing against her.  



  Maybe she passed out, or simply drifted so far afield that she didn’t realize what was happening until the hammering sound jerked her back.  



  Her eyes opened and she turned her head to see her master pounding thick nails through a small ring on her wrist cuff, virtually nailing her to the floor. Not until the second wrist was nailed down did she fully comprehend what was happening to her. She didn’t even try to struggle until he was nailing down her second ankle, and then the first protest burst from her throat.  



  “My God! What are you doing!” 



  “Just an object lesson in containment. I don’t like it when you try to escape, doll. I have a pine box, looks a lot like a coffin with breathing holes, if you’d prefer that.” 



  “NO, please!” she looked up, frightened.  



  “Oh, so distressed. But I’m afraid you’re going to have to pay for your bad behavior, doll. My sweet little windup doll. It’ll give you some time to think about that during your long hours alone.” His retort was as loathsome as ever, his smug grin as triumphant, and the sexy swagger of his jean-clad ass leaving the room was enough to cause her crotch to spasm another dozen times.  



  



  *** 



  



  “Hey, kitty, kitty Kat…you gonna sleep all day?” 



  Her eyes popped open at the sound of his voice. With the feel of something tickling her crotch her body awoke, as sexually hungry as it had been before they fucked. She must have passed out from exhaustion. She tugged on her wrists and ankles, proving that she was still nailed to the floor, then stared into her captor’s face, unaware of how much her eyes revealed to him, how the desperate physical longing played out through every atom of her body. Her pussy ached, hot, alive, dancing madly on the tip of his cane that teased the  pungent, swollen folds of skin between her sex lips. He ran the cane along her clitoris, and that engorged bud sent violent spasms upward through her lower belly.  



  “Oh, my god, yes!” she cried, as a sudden spasming climax rolled through her like a great surging wave. “Oh, yesyesyesyesyesssssssssssss! Ohmygod…mygod…mygod…” then her voice trailed off as her fists clenched and her muscles went rigid again, straining against her unyielding bonds. She finally collapsed back against the hardwood floor, still nailed, but pleasurably vanquished. 



  He fell to her face seconds later, straddling her head and pressing his erection to her lips. He didn’t need to pry them open, but he did shove his organ into her mouth, leaning overtop her head with his hips coming down, and his cock fucking her face as it reached deep to the back of her gagging throat.  



  “Yeah, baby, I’m cumming hard, you slut!” he roared, thrusting deliberately hard until he finally held his groin tight against her face and clenched up, with his steamy juices shooting down her throat.  



  He pulled away dripping, leaving the remnants of his come on her lips and chest.  



  Giving himself no time to recover, he was on his feet again and standing over her, looking down. 



  “If you behave yourself, you get magazines and books to read. If you don’t behave, you get the cage. It’s your choice,” he informed her, then he left the room.  



  



  *** 



  



  Her master buggered her ass every night for a week, on the mattress. She was careful to behave herself, and with so much willing surrender taking over her once fractious spirit, she only rarely felt any rebellion against him rise up – and even then, her bouts of anger disappeared before they could become another full blown rant.  



  Piped in sexual music started about sunset every day, and sometimes the sound of a woman’s voice could be heard repeating a mantra that she was forced to learn… 



  “I am my master’s willing slave. I am my master’s slave. I live only to serve his every need, his every wish, his fondest desire. I am nothing but his chattel and this arouses me…I become orgasmic thinking of him, I become orgasmic in his company. I am my master’s willing slave…I am my master’s slave… ” The voice almost sounded like her own voice synthesized with the erotic background music.  



  On most days, while the music played, he left her with a vibrator strapped inside her crotch, the power on. She’d lie half awake for hours in a state of altered consciousness, somewhere between sleep and sexual ecstasy, waiting for him, for her master to appear again so that she could fall into his arms and let him take her on another breathless ride. When the music and the background voice went silent for a time, she’d think only of her eventual rescue, believing that any minute this nightmare would be over. However, as the days wore on, she did this less often; it became more difficult to see the images of her life before her capture, or to remember what it felt like to be free. 





  


  SCENE NINE
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  Scalded Ass 



  



  “Miss Moon, I appreciate you taking the time to see me.” As Alain Danvers introduced himself, she held out her graceful hand for him to shake.  



  “It’s really no bother,” she looked up, a cheery expression on her sweet face. “Although I really don’t see how I can help you.” 



  “Well, we’ll see.” He smiled, and sat down in the seat opposite her at the linen-covered table.  Cairos was her idea. And a pleasant one. He hadn’t been there in years. Nor had he seen Natalie Moon in years, although he did recognize her almost immediately. Her sandy blonde hair was held back with a clip, and she wore a simple grey business suit with a pink blouse, disguising even a hint of the sexual woman she was underneath. Ana had led him to believe that she’d turned away from the submissive desires that had led her into forced slavery under Perry Livingston. He wondered if this was so. 



  Meanwhile, he let the awkward moments reacquainting themselves move naturally, at first staring around the smoky restaurant, then letting his gaze turn back. He smiled again. “The place never changes.” 



  “As elegant as ever.” 



  “You come here often?” 



  “Only when I meet with police detectives.” Her smile was fluid, as delicate as her hands and what seemed to be a fragile spirit. Ana had assured him that Natalie Moon had not been broken by Perry Livingston, and he had to agree; there was still a vibrant woman behind her sometimes demure exterior.  



  “Well, I really should get straight to the point and not waste your time. I’m not particularly good at small talk.” He leaned in casually, trying to be as non-threatening as possible. “I need to know about Perry Livingston.” 



  “Yes, I know.” She immediately sighed. “But, I’m afraid, there’s little I can tell you that you don’t already know.” 



  “Well, why don’t you try me? The more light you can shed on the man, the more likely it will be that we can find Kat Bloom.” 



  “Oh, you won’t find her,” she shook her head. “Not unless Perry wants her to be found. I was with him eight years and no one ever got close.” 



  “But certainly you have some idea of where you were held?” 



  “No. I didn’t. We used to joke about that – that I was living at the end of earth.” She smiled. “I was somewhere in the middle of trees, that’s the only reference I can give you because occasionally I got to look out the window. But I wasn’t in the same location the entire time, so you can expect that he moves around, especially if he thinks you’re on his tail.” 



  “You thought someone was on his tail?” 



  “I couldn’t say. Perry never said.” 



  Alain got the feeling that she’d rehearsed her answers beforehand. “Miss Moon, any details you can give me will be helpful.” 



  “Sometimes I was in a basement underground. For a couple of years, I was bound in an attic, and there were other rooms, but the only thing I saw of the outside world were trees, a forest of trees, mostly evergreens. Probably North America, but I can’t even be sure of that. And you can’t be sure that he’ll hold Kat Bloom in the same places I was held.” She spoke in  a breezy, easygoing manner, as if she was trying to convince him that Perry had had little affect on her. “Perry never impressed me as a man who put down roots. 



  Alain poked around at the salad, which had suddenly appeared in front of him – he hadn’t remembered ordering it – then he looked up again into Natalie’s soft cinnamon eyes, trying to decide where to take his next question. 



  “Why did he let you go?” he finally went on. 



  “I think that’s Perry’s style, don’t you?” she said, as she took a spoonful of fish chowder. “The myth, anyway. He captures women, takes what he can get, works every angle that intrigues him, then dumps his conquests on a quiet city street and vanishes. Four times now, isn’t it?” 



  “Did he fall in love with you, Natalie?” 



  Alain could see her visibly shake at the question, and it took a moment for her to respond. She was flustered, a blush reddening her cheek. “Why would you ask that?” 



  “If you’ll please just answer the question,” he probed more intently. Seeing that the calm reserve was finally shaken, he could give her no slack now. 



  “Well, yes, I think so. Maybe. With Perry, it’s difficult to know,” she eyed him carefully. “He could be as tender as he was vicious. Over time I saw a lot of tenderness. We even laughed, and joked and played around like normal people – other than the fact that I was almost always shackled in some way. But we did read books together, played scrabble and cribbage, commented on current affairs – at least those he allowed me access to. After a couple of years, when he could finally trust me, he liked to pick my brain; he wanted to know what the captivity had done to my ethics and my personal opinions on a range of subjects. He taped a number of those conversations. Maybe he wanted to compare notes down the road, a year or two later when he asked the questions again.” 



  “And did he discuss his findings with you?” 



  “No. But I often felt like an experiment, as if he was testing me to see how much pain or abuse or humiliation I could tolerate. How much sex…” 



  “He beat you often?” 



  Her blush deepened. It was clear that her self-confidence was rapidly disappearing. 



  “Yes, daily to start,” she answered dreamily. “At least twice a week later on…” She stopped then hastily added as if in defense of her captor. “I am a masochist, Captain Danvers, it’s not a problem for me.”  



  “Yes, I’m well aware of that.” 



  Of course, he was aware of her masochistic streak. She smiled self-consciously, then went on, “At one point, he stopped beating me altogether for about six months. I think he was considering letting me go. I never knew what was wrong, but he seemed terribly depressed. Then he suddenly started back up again as if nothing had changed. I never pressed him on anything – you learn that quickly with Perry. He has a terrible temper and is so erratic in his behavior, I think it’s a little dangerous.” She laughed nervously, “Maybe a lot dangerous. But except for the first few months – and they were brutal – I didn’t fear him.” 



  “Did you fall in love with him?”  



  She shook her head no, bowing slightly. It looked to Alain as if her eyes were filling with tears.  



  “Honestly?” he probed, more intensely.  



  “I suppose, yes, I did.”  



  “Eight years is a long time to be with someone,” he offered compassionately. 



  “Yes, and that eight years is like a dream now. Some days I can hardly remember a thing, and others…” She lifted her head to meet Alain’s gaze, drawing him into her in the most bizarre of way. “You know, you once worked me over in Ana’s old dungeon.” 



  “Yes, I do remember. Ten…eleven years ago. A long time ago.” 



  “I remember it as a very good night,” she said. She seemed embarrassed by her own admission. “I don’t know why I’m telling you now…just popped into my head I guess. That night was why I agreed to meet with you. I’ve told very few people what happened with Perry, especially Ana. She thinks I have no interest in kinky sexual sport anymore.” 



  “I think she said that.” 



  “But that’s not quite the truth. I could, maybe. With the right man. But I wouldn’t seek it out. It’s just that  sometimes I have cravings, as if my body can’t live without the stimulation. Eight years is a long time…and here I’m blushing. I’m sorry.” 



  Was it a proposition? The very last thing he wanted to hear from Natalie Moon. He remembered that night just as she did…a very good one. Why they never connected again, he wasn’t certain. Likely work, which was what finally drove him off from submissives and bdsm. 



  “But you have no interest in Ana?” 



  “That’s hard  for  me…you have no idea…” The pain in her eyes was strangely reminiscent of what he’d seen in Ana’s eyes right after Kat Bloom disappeared.  



  “Perhaps you want another master?” 



  “No. No. Not another master.” She shook her head. “Perry was enough,” although this declaration wasn’t particularly believable.   



  Avoiding all the sticky places he could have taken the conversation, Alain retreated to the purpose at hand. “Do you suppose that Kat Bloom is facing the same man, the same demands that you did?” 



  “Yes. I think very much the same, but I’m sure Perry has perfected his methods, or at least tried to. He always wanted to build a better slave. I’ve wondered since, if maybe I reached my limits. He tried with me for so long…but never seemed quite satisfied.” 



  Was it bitterness he heard in her tone? Or just the surprising regret that was clearly evident. “You honestly have no idea where your master could be?” 



  “None. And, please, he’s not my master now.” 



  “You’re very right. Exactly how did he leave you?” 



  She thought a moment, her facing darkening as the memory returned. “One day, he blindfolded me, tied my hands and feet and stuck me in the trunk of his car – just as it was when he abducted me. We drove for miles, for several days. The blindfold never came off so I don’t know where we headed, or if we just went in circles. He let me shower in a hotel room…and don’t even ask, I did check to see if there were any identifying logos on the soap or towels. But he’d swept the place clean. Anyway, it was back in the trunk the next morning. When we made our final stop, he blindfolded me again and carried me up a flight of stairs to a hotel room. I’d been drugged so I barely remember it happening. I woke the next morning in this dumpy downtown hotel in Baltimore, naked. There was a small backpack of clothes beside me: jeans, a couple t-shirts, and five thousand dollars. Twenties. And a note from Perry…For all the nights I’ll never forget…thanks. Perry.  That’s all he said. Eight years and it had come to that. Five thousand dollars sounds like a lot of money. But in exchange for eight years of my life…” 



  She had a reason to be bitter. “Do you still have the note?” 



  She shook her head. “My parents made me surrender it to the police. But they couldn’t trace a thing.” 



  Alain smiled kindly. “You’ve been through a lot, and I appreciate your candor. You’ve been a great help. I think we can agree that Perry Livingston is a genius – a lunatic but a genius. He’s as much a mystery to me as he is to everyone else. But I expect to find him and Kat Bloom with him.” It sounded as if the interview was over, until he offhandedly threw in another question. “Has Perry by any chance called you since you left him?” 



  Again, Natalie was startled and could barely answer. “No, no he hasn’t. I-I can’t imagine…” she stopped. 



  “Imagine what?” 



  “I just don’t think he would. I mean, I’ve had my phone tapped ever since I returned, which is why I use a cell phone now instead.” She suddenly glanced at her watch. “You know, I really should be getting back to work.” 



  “But if you should hear from him, have any hint that he’s trying to contact you…” 



  “He won’t,” she jumped in, almost too fiercely.  



  “But if he did,” he put her down swiftly with his tone of voice, “or if you recall anything that might lead to his whereabouts, you will let me know.” 



  “Yes, of course.” She was starting to rise, then sat back down. She had one last thing she had to say, “She’s okay, Chief Danvers. I’m sure of it. I was never in any real danger. And if Perry Livingston is true to form, Kat Bloom will show up eventually. Whether you find her or not, she will resurface.” 



  The end of the interview brought one last longing look from Natalie Moon’s shining eyes.  



  “If you were to …” she started to say, but abruptly stopped.  



  “If I were to what?” 



  She blushed again, shook her head and rose to her feet. “Sorry, sir, that I couldn’t have been more help.” 



  



  What he gathered from the conversation, and it was just a gut feeling, was that Natalie Moon was not yet over her fixation on the master who’d held her captive. He could also detect the subtle come-on of a wanting submissive, for it certainly wasn’t the first time he’d felt some sub looking for a Dom bait him with such subtleties. If only Miss Shaw had been that restrained…he had to laugh at himself…he might not have paid her any attention.  



  



  *** 



  



  Alain settled into his car before calling Detective David Stover. “Natalie Moon…she bears watching. I don’t imagine that Perry Livingston would be stupid enough to contact her, but just to be sure…” 



  “Yes, sir. We’ll be right on it,” Stover answered.     


  



  *** 



  



  For nearly a week, Alain had been hanging on to the key to Meredith Shaw’s apartment. Loose inside his pocket, it seemed to burn a hole there. He touched it and his body immediately geared itself up for the activities it symbolized. Like an obsession, thoughts of the girl lingered in his psyche all day long, with the idea of using the key to gain access to her apartment never far from his mind. Still, he hadn’t acted.  


  As the day went by, his meeting with Natalie Moon only furthered his obsession. Reacquainting himself with those previously disregarded desires in the form of a woman he’d once had inside that arcane venue stirred up a hornet’s nest of perverse thoughts. The realization that it would have taken so little to have Natalie under his reign, so very little, was unnerving. 



  



  While Alain pondered his own dilemma, he had little idea the effect that key in his pocket had on Meredith Shaw. Following his orders, she immediately had the duplicate made and placed it inside an envelope that she deposited in his office mail slot. With that done, she had expected his arrival that very night, and when he didn’t show, she was heartbroken. Every night thereafter she expected him to appear, and yet every night she went to bed without hearing the lock turn and the door give way. Her thighs were still wet with anticipation even after the sixth night of futile hopes. Maybe it was good that she no longer worked in his department; his presence would have been paralyzing. She began to wonder if her fixation on Alain Danvers had been what caused her to fail so miserably in her previous position. It was hard to screw up in Records, but then the job was as boring as watching paint dry, which only made her daydreams more appealing.  



  Nearly a week after she’d handed over the key, she finally took an interoffice call from the Investigations Department and her heart quickly skipped a beat. When she heard Alain Danvers voice, her mouth went dry. When he brusquely delivered his  order, her sex responded immediately. 



  “I need you to meet me at Paris Grill as soon as you’re finished with work today. 5:30 sharp.” 



  “I’ll be there, sir,” she barely croaked her reply. 



  He clicked off without saying more.  



  



  *** 



  



  Meredith Shaw had seen Capt. Alain Danvers a thousand times in the same authoritative position he adopted while sitting at a table in the back of the Paris Grill. He might as well have been sitting at the desk in his office. Cool. Collected. Not a nerve out of place while hers were fraying at the seams. She felt like a disheveled mess, having no time after work to fix her hair or clothes or make-up if she planned to meet him on time. Dominant men were very conscious of time and she swore she wouldn’t be late. The fact that he was checking his watch when she first caught sight of him in the restaurant unnerved her even more.  



  “I hope I’m not late.” She hastily rushed toward the table. 



  “Doesn’t seem so, Miss Shaw, please sit down. I won’t keep you long.” 



  “Oh, that’s not a problem. I was beginning to wonder if you were still interested; I mean it’s been so many…” she suddenly stopped talking, realizing how silly she sounded. 



  “Very good,” he said patiently. “The less you speak the better.” 



  “Yes, sir,” she bowed her head, batting her lashes coyly.  



  He let her stew under his examining stare for a harrowing interval while he calmly sipped his drink, then finally began: “Have you ever had a serious Dominant submissive relationship, Miss Shaw? I’m not talking about play, I’m talking about an earnest attempt to live out your sexual kink.” 



  “No, sir, not really. It’s just been scenes at the X-Club. I mean a couple of times there was talk about it, but…I…” she stopped again. 



  “Go on.” 


  “It never felt quite right.”  


  “But you think a relationship with me would be different? 


  “Yes, sir. I think so. I mean I’m not really sure, I guess. But I am hoping.” 


  In all sincerity, he replied, “And I hope so, too.” He smiled kindly, then pulled a folded paper from his coat pocket. “You need to read this very carefully, and if you agree, then sign it.” 



  She gazed dumbfounded at the printed document he held in his hand. 



  “It spells out the rules,” he explained, “like a contract. I apologize for its faint attempt to sound official. It obviously cannot be a legal document, but it is one that you should treat with as much respect.  Signing it, you give your word that you’re serious about our arrangement. I think that will do a great deal to make my domination of you feel authentic. On the other hand, if you don’t sign it, that’s  okay, too. I’m not pressuring you into anything. But I do want to make it clear that this is no game for me.” 



  The touch of his warm hand as he passed the paper over the table almost made her orgasm. Although as she focused on the words before her, she couldn’t stop her hands from shaking. 



  



  Contractual Agreement: 


  Between Meredith Shaw and Alain Danvers 


  



  In a contract between equal parties, Meredith Shaw agrees to surrender all personal and sexual liberties to  Alain Danvers in a Dominant/submissive arrangement. M.  Shaw acknowledges entering into this relationship of her own free will, without having been coerced in any way.  



  



  Description, Conditions & Limitations 


  



  1) Alain Danvers will act as behavioral guide and disciplinarian to Meredith Shaw, commanding full power to direct and punish M. Shaw in order to mold her behavior. 


  



  2) Alain Danvers is granted full physical access to Meredith Shaw for any sexual relief so desired. M. is obliged to surrender in all sexual circumstances without hesitation and without the expectation of receiving sexual pleasure in return.   


  



  3)  Forms of corporeal punishment permissible, include hand spanking, the use of paddles, canes, floggers, whips and other such implements of correction. Bondage, cuffing, collaring gagging and caging may also be used at Alain Danvers discretion.  


  



  4) No permanent damage to the physical body will result from any punishment. Any marking that may reasonably remain following a punishment session would be expected to heal within a week’s time.  


  



  5) Meredith Shaw will not be required to do anything that is illegal under current law; nor will M. Shaw’s personal reputation be jeopardized as a result of this arrangement. 


  



  Terms 


  1) The undersigned commit to this agreement for a period of six months, commencing on the date on which this contract is signed and witnessed.  


  2) Once the six month term expires, this contract may be extended, renegotiated or amended upon agreement of both parties.  


  



  3) Meredith Shaw retains the right to rescind consent and nullify this contract at any time. Regarding such a decision, M Shaw will contact  Alain Danvers in a timely and reasonable manner to state any concern or decision made regarding this agreement that varies from its intent. Should this contract be nullified before its term has expired, all aspects of the relationship described herein, including all personal, sexual and professional aspects, will be immediately severed between the two parties.  



  



  4) In signing this document, Meredith Shaw and Alain Danvers fully commit to the terms outlined. Both understand that this is not a trial or a test. Each agrees to have seriously considered how such an agreement will impact their lives, and without reservation intends to proceed in order to realize the pleasures and the benefits to be gained. 


  



  5) At no time, will either party divulge to any other individual the existence of this contract or the nature of the relationship described herein, except to those individuals who witness the signing of this contract.  


  



  __________________________ Meredith Shaw    Date:  



  



  _________________________ Alain Danvers     Date: 



  




  “Oh my…” she quietly gasped on completing her reading. Her heart was thumping so rapidly that she could hardly catch her breath. A fact that Alain could plainly see. Never had he been so impressed by the level of passion fueling a potential submissive’s desire for enslavement. It was difficult to keep from hauling Miss Shaw back to his house and using her delectable body in every way imaginable. That would happen soon, but not tonight. 



  “If you need to think this over—” he started. 



  “No, no, I need no time at all.” She reached into her purse for a pen. 



  “Wait on that,” he laid his hand gently over hers. His touch made her entire body quicken. “We’ll want witnesses. I have a friend, I’ve chosen. You can do the same, preferably someone that you implicitly trust with this knowledge.” 



  “Ana? Would she do?” 



  “Ana would be ideal. I’ll set up a meeting for tomorrow night at the X-Club. Until then, you worry this decision over. I will not take kindly to your backing down once this agreement is signed, or exercising the right I’ve given you to unilaterally walk away. I include that only because, you must appreciate that this is done of your own free will. The agreement stands or fails based on your commitment. I can’t enforce your compliance, your slavery, but I only deal with women who are serious about what they desire. It’s been some years since I entered into a relationship like this and I’d rather it stick than fail. Your dedication needs to be strong, even when you feel yourself wavering. Your fears are something to talk about not run from.” 



  “Oh, but I won’t waver, I won’t run!” 



  “Hush, Miss Shaw. Please. You think this through. Remember, there is nothing wrong with saying that you’re simply not ready.” 



  “I could never say that, sir. I promise you, I am ready.”  She could pledge herself so glibly, but Alain new that these daring acts were such a gamble. Was he a fool to even think this would work? At the moment, he felt more like an addled schoolboy than he had in years, and he dearly hoped his private amusement didn’t show.  



  



  *** 



  



  What led to the first skirmish between these two unlikely lovers was probably apropos; their relationship began at the office, and it was one of Meredith Shaw’s nervous faux pas at work that ignited the smoldering fires in them both. Alain was working late on a new case that had landed on his desk that day, when the new file clerk from records appeared at his door and abruptly stopped on seeing him pouring over the evidence file on his desk. The lovely brunette Meredith Shaw honestly didn’t know he’d be there. In fact, she had intended to slip the missing files on his desk as if they’d been delivered by a thief giving back what he’d just snatched. Now with Alain still hard at work, she couldn’t be that shrewd. 



  She held her breath waiting for him to raise his head, then noted the look of surprise when he finally did.  



  “Miss Shaw?”  “Sir?” 



  “Is there a reason why you’re standing at my door?” 



  “Yes, sir. I-I heard you were looking for these…um…files.” She walked forward and placed them on his desk, although before she could draw back her hand he had one wrist clutched inside his steely palm. They hadn’t seen each other since the signing of the contract was completed in the presence of Mistress Ana and Janis Duncan at the X-Club two nights prior. It had been his plan to initiate their relationship at her apartment that night. But now she was so far inside his space it was impossible to stop what thundered through his anxious body. 



  He swiveled in his desk chair, while guiding the young woman so she was directly between his open thighs, his hand still tightly grasping her wrist.  



  “I thought that your working in Records would place less stress on you.” 



  She smiled weakly, chagrinned. “I’m so nervous.” 



  “I can see.” 



  “I’m sorry to let you down. I really don’t know what happened to those files on the gallery theft, but it won’t happen again.” She looked down at the Captain – her master – gulping back her threatening tears, while feeling her entire body shiver as he conveyed the authority, the calm, the good judgment she so longed to experience from a man.   “No, it won’t happen again, or I’ll have no choice but to let you go.” 



  “Please, sir, I can’t lose this job!” 



  “Then you know what you have to do.” He waited for her response and when there was none, he added, “Maybe now’s the time to properly deal with your recent mistakes. Perhaps, getting punished will work where lectures failed?” 



  She blinked and bit her lower lip, every nerve in her was on fire, as Alain let go of her hand, rose from his chair and directed his quivering submissive to the far side of his desk. He closed and locked his office door, pulled the blinds and moved to a nearby cabinet from which he withdrew a three inch wide spanking paddle and a bamboo cane.  



  “The paddle’s to warm your ass. The cane’s to up the pain. Bend over, Miss Shaw.” 



  The electricity in the air attacked her body, giving her a vigorous shock. She was so frightened that she could barely move, but she did manage to bend over the desk and rest her torso on her arms. From the corner of her eye, she watched her master lay the tools down beside her, then remove his coat and roll the sleeves of his starched white shirt to the elbow. Why this image had such a daunting effect on a submissive, she couldn’t explain, but they both understood the power of an act that was almost a cliché in the Dominant / submissive mindset. 



  “The paddle’s to warm your ass. The cane’s to up the pain.” 



  The words moved through her mind another trigger for her astonishing arousal. Never. Never had it been like this… Every other scene with a would-be Dom paled in comparison to this. Her shudder deepened as she watched him pick up the leather paddle, and then again as he moved around behind her and carefully lifted her skirt. As he reached for the band of her nylon panties, she emitted a small groan. Every excruciating second ticked by in slow motion, drawn to a finely turned edge before the next began. So nervous, so aroused, she was about to spontaneously come. However, her feelings promptly changed. After he drew the nylon over her bottom and down to the top of her thighs, he positioned himself for the best angle, and SMACK! 



  She lunged forward, gasping from the sudden and brutal sting.  



  Again and again, the surface of her bare ass took the repeated blows from the not-somild leather. This was hardly warming up; she was hot from the start, punished, rebuked and reprimanded for a string of mistakes, missteps and thoughtless blunders she’d committed over the last year, as if the collective disapproval of Captain Danvers and his staff was finally being realized in this one punitive expression. 



  She hung on, cringing desperately, vowing that she wouldn’t cry out no matter what. A prudent decision on her part – in the past Alain was known to gag a distraught sub who showed no inclination to contain her emotions.  



  When he finally paused, it was long enough for Meredith to feel a sudden, surging heat spread throughout her lower regions. Then when he started in again, he aimed for her upper thighs and moved even lower, where the skin could barely take the punishing blows. He retreated briefly to her reddened ass end, then returned to her thighs, and went back and forth until a string of muffled moans escaped her lips and her tortured behind tried to elude another swat.  



  She slumped miserably against the desk and he was forced to stop.  



  “Pull yourself back upright, young lady!” he crisply ordered.  



  She struggled with the command, but was then rewarded for her efforts with the palm of his large hand covering one ass cheek. He gently squeezed. It was all she could do not to wriggle against the sweetness of that tender caress. He held her at the ass and the shoulder as if he were laying claim to her body and soul, a declaration more lucid than any contract she would ever sign.  



  “If ever there was a woman who needed a firm hand to guide them, it is you, Meredith.” 



  Oh, dear! She never remembered him calling her anything but Miss Shaw.  



  “And you have much to atone for.” 



  He backed away leaving the imprint of his virile energy crawling through her aroused body.  



  “And not a sound,” he warned tersely, as he plucked the cane from his desk.  



  She cringed but she didn’t utter a word, while pouring every ounce of determination into bearing the pain she knew would follow. Never had it been more clear to her that this 



  




  strict discipline was exactly what her life had been missing, and that Alain Danvers was the perfect man to effectively deliver that discipline  


  



  Directly across her two smoldering ass cheeks, Alain laid the first angry cut of the bamboo cane. He felt every one ripple through his nerves as it laid a dark red welt through the deep pink blush of Meredith Shaw’s lovely ass.  One…two…three…four…five…six… 



  His cock was ravenous and his full power engaged for the final six cuts that made successive lines down her lower ass cheeks to the tender flesh of her upper thighs. As each one struck, he felt every nerve in Meredith’s body seize up …seven… eight…nine… and heard her strain valiantly to muffle her response to the fierce pain; it wasn’t easy… ten… eleven… twelve.  



  Done at last, he laid the cane back on his desk next to the paddle, then moved in close behind her, reaching in-between her thighs with one hand and embracing her with his other arm.  



  “Feet apart,” he ordered, to give himself greater access to the wet treasure of her sex. Wet, indeed! A deluge of fragrant juices escaped her vagina and covered his hand. Her body seized up as he toyed with the molten valley, as she moaned, reaching her orgasm almost from the very first touch. Two at fingers first, then three slipped into the clenching cavern while he listened for her responding gasp. Then he used his fingers like a cock, bringing her to one, then another, then another climax. Three times she shuddered against him, almost crying, and certainly too overcome to know exactly what was happening. As her plight deepened in intensity, he pulled in directly behind her ass, and setting his organ free, plunged into the steamy cunt, letting her spasming muscles work him to the finish.  



  His erection surged on, pounding her forcefully, then at the moment he came, he clutched her punished cheeks in his hands and let go with groans that came from deep in his gut.  



  The two remained fused for sometime after the last of their spasms died away. His hard-on receded and they caught their breath. Then awakening from his sexual stupor, he kissed the back of her neck and her mass of unruly hair and behind her ear, where his tongue lovingly probed.  



  He hadn’t felt like this in years. So alive. So powerful. So in charge. This woman now owned, surrendered, his to mold as he desired. 



  When they finally broke apart, Meredith dropped to her knees between his legs without being told, and cleaned his organ with her mouth, laving it lovingly until he carefully pushed her back.  



  “It’s good there are some things you don’t have to be told,” he said kindly. 



  “I pleased you?” she gazed up in awe. 



  “Enough for one night, yes.” 



  By the time Meredith was on her feet, his cock was back inside his pants and he sat behind his desk looking as calm as he had when she first entered the office.  



  



  What intimacy the two shared became cloaked behind the veil of their chosen roles. He could only give her small pieces of himself, when in fact, he was having the overpowering urge to dive in totally. But, being a master of his emotions, he contained them well for the moment. Urges to entangle himself in her life needed to be purged of the aggressive force behind them. He could give nothing away too soon. Dominant men did not do that; they didn’t wear their feelings on their sleeves and they couldn’t display any weakness until their  control had been firmly established. He knew all this as he tucked his feelings back inside his clothes as neatly as he’d earlier tucked away his cock.  


  “Thank you, sir,” the quivering young woman managed.  



  Alain couldn’t be sure, but she seemed more nervous than she was before. Normally punishment whacked the tension from a frightened submissive. But it was safe to assume that she was still in awe of what they were about: his obligation to punish her faults, her commitment to surrender, and his right to use her body for his personal pleasure. It was certainly a terrifying if not, arousing, situation she’d openly agreed to.   



  “My duty and my pleasure,” he replied to her ‘thank you’, resuming his typically curt manner. “While this was not exactly what I had in mind for your initiation, I think it serves us both well. And it should remind you, that your job is all part of the package with me. I expect you’ll reform your ways in Records and do your work efficiently. I don’t think you’re a dumb woman.” 



  “I’m not, sir,” she rushed in, as was typical.  



  Meanwhile, he leaned back in his desk chair. “You went to college, hum?” 



  “Yes, sir, four years.” 



  “What did you study?” 



  “Art, poetry and literature.” 



  He looked a little stunned. “So why, in heavens name, are you working here?” 



  “I needed the job, sir. I have to eat.” 



  She was perfectly serious. He smiled, amused. 



  “Have you ever thought that you might be wasting your talents working in a police station?” 



  “Of course, except that I don’t know my talents. I love the arts, but I’m not very good at them.” 



  “I see. Is that your assessment or your instructors’?” 



  “I’m not really sure, sir.” 



  “Well, it’s time you were sure about something, Miss Shaw. Paint me a picture, write me a poem, a story something…anything.” 



  She gazed back puzzled. “You mean that?” 



  “Yes. I mean that. There’s got to be more to Meredith Shaw than a beautiful body, a sweet smile, and incoherent conversation.” 



  “Yes, sir. I’ll see what I can do.” 



  “Don’t see about it, just do it.” 



  “Yes, sir.” She nervously fumbled with her skirt, having just realized that it was all cockeyed. “Now may I go, sir?”  



  All of a sudden she was anxious to leave. He was amused again. She wasn’t unlike most submissives when they’d had enough. And indeed, they’d both had enough for one night. “Yes, you may go.” 





  


  SCENE TEN



  

    [image: ]

  


  A Walk in the Woods 



  



  Her first night in months in the cool, clear air of the forest found her blindfolded, leashed with a rope attached to her collar, naked, barefoot and dragging her shackled limbs at a reckless pace behind her fast-moving master. Despite the frenetic swiftness of their trek, the exhilaration of this sudden turn of events attacked her senses so fiercely that her discomfort no longer mattered. She felt drunk, divinely drunk to be breathing the out-of-doors, smelling the fresh scent of pine and feeling the air of freedom cling to her awakening skin.  



  She stumbled twice in the low brush and he promptly jerked her back upright, nearly gagging her as he did. She only laughed, at least until they reached a solitary oak in the middle of the pines and other hardwoods, where he ripped away the blindfold and she could view her surroundings at last. She stared up to view the oak. Tall. Straight. Majestic. Its stark branches etched the deep blue sky as she looked toward the light above, toward what would have been a sun-filled day if they were outside the forest. Now she could only peek at the blue above. 



  “Rest that pretty butt against the tree trunk, doll,” he ordered when they reached a small clearing in the overgrown forest floor. He knew what he was doing, knew perfectly well that he’d punished her ass severely prior to their outing, just so that when she rested her butt against the scratchy tree bark, she wouldn’t get too comfortable. This was not about what was easy for her but about what turned him on.  



  Several lengths of rope were used to bind her tightly to the tall oak. One above her breasts circled the tree fives times, making five neat rows of hemp that squashed her tits down and left her nipples protruding strangely. Another rope circled her waist five times and was as neatly arranged as the breast binding, then another bound her thighs, so the entire effect was to fix her in an upright pose that would barely allow her to move a muscle.  



  When he was finished, he smiled, and kissed her lovingly on the mouth before going about his business. 



  While she watched, her master gathered wood for a fire that he deposited in a pit ringed with stones. Soon the flames were leaping up three feet above the ground and giving off enough heat to warm the evening air. After emptying his backpack of its contents, her master began to roast hotdogs until they were sizzling hot and spitting grease into the fire, which caused it to flame up higher. When the hotdogs began to brown, he removed them from the whittled sticks and popped them into a neat row of buns.  



  “Nothing like a picnic in the woods. What do you say, doll?” he said, while adding mustard, ketchup and onions.  



  “You’re making me very hungry, sir.” 



  “What? Hungry for food, or hungry for sex.” He smiled jubilantly. “Be honest.” 



  “Both, sir,” she spit out hopefully.  



  He washed his three hotdogs down with a beer and burped when he was finished. Not a bite was offered to his bound slave. Instead of feeding her, he watched her longing expression almost beg him. He saw her sweat, too, beads of it running down her sides and thighs, glistening lustrously by firelight. Her breath seemed short and a little labored when he finally rose up from the hollow log and sauntered her way with a beer in one hand, and the last hotdog behind his back. 



  “Hungry, huh?” he licked his lips. “They were damn good, doll. So was the beer.” He took another gulp and poured some over her parched lips, which she greedily lapped, letting  the alcohol warm her empty belly. He popped open another, this time pouring it down her throat. Didn’t take long before she felt light-headed, and with her inebriation spreading, she struggled inside the ropes. “They’re tight, aren’t they?” he forced his fingers under the ones that bound her breasts and gave her body a painful tug. 



  “Yes, sir, they are very tight,” she gasped. Her mouth opened in hopes of something more. Anything…another beer, a bite of hotdog, a lingering kiss.  



  “Here. This is what you want, isn’t it? Take a bite.” He presented her with a plain hotdog. “You’d better eat, or you’ll just shrivel up.” 



  Oh, that bite was sweet! The flavor, the pungent aroma, the grease clinging to her lips and chin as it drizzled from her mouth. He fed her the entire hotdog in five quick bites, until her mouth was stuffed and she could barely get it down. Even so, she relished the tangy sweet flavor until there was nothing left but his greasy fingers to lick.  



  He kissed her once again and she hungered for more, but instead of more, he stood back and lightly fingered her pussy.  



  “Oh, god yes!” The erotic flames whooshed fast. She writhed as he teased her, grasping with an open mouth; then with little warning, she suddenly erupted on those invading fingers. Before she fully climaxed, her master was inside her cunt with his swelling organ practically pinning her to the tree. He humped her hard. Each… hard… thrust… banged her punished ass against the tree bark. Each forceful lunge hurt. Each caused her pussy to spasm harder. Each set off a round of erotic shockwaves, until she was too breathless, too exhausted for more. By then, he’d erupted inside her cunt, and after enjoying every delicious fucking thrust and fucking spasm, he withdrew to leave his cum dripping down her inner thighs.  



  “Too bad you can’t clean me up, darling.” He backed away as his cocky smile broadened all across his face.  



  Always, when he finished sex, his edgy mood was soothed for a time, just long enough to show Kat Bloom the other side of his complicated character.  



  He sat back down and drank another beer, then and as the fire dwindled and the chill began to climb under her skin, he got up, released his captive from the tree and allowed her to piss in the bushes.  



  “You ever spend a night in the woods, doll?” 



  “No. Never.” She sat on the forest floor with her eyes fixed on her moody master with a look of worry. 



  “It can get really spooky. The wind. The unfettered air. The sounds of old leaves rustling in the breeze. A big moon. You know it’s a full moon tonight? If you look overhead about 2 am, you’ll see it.” He looked up and gazed into the thick treetops. A sense of wild animation sweeping through his body almost made his excitement contagious. But then he stared down. “Of course by then, you’ll probably be asleep.”  



  When he finished his beer, he dragged her by her shackles back toward the oak, and after attaching them to a thick log chain, he wound the chain around the tree and secured it with a large padlock. 



  He dug his toe into the earth beside her. “You know, the ground might get pretty hard. You might want to make a bed to sleep on.” 



  “You really mean it? I’m going to spend the night here!” 



  “Don’t shriek, doll.” He grabbed the neck ring on her collar and held on tightly.  “There are worse fates. You might learn something about yourself while you’re lying here all alone. You’ll certainly learn something about me.” 



  Her eyes widened in horror, her heart paralyzed by fear.  



  Once reality settled, a prickly bed of branches and pine boughs was built from what she could find within her reach. Her master tossed on a few additional pieces to pad her efforts, but there was precious little comfort when she finally laid down on the ground and he threw a woolen blanket over her body.  



  Without saying a word, he started to walk away.  



  “You can’t do this! You can’t leave me here?” she raised up and shouted. 



  He turned back. “What? Me stay in these woods all night? No way. But you? You, my little slave, need to be taken down another peg.” He sauntered back her way. “You get too uppity, too mouthy, this is what happens.” 



  “But I haven’t—” she cried. 



  “Yeah. Right. Just listen to you now. Talk about mouthy. A good slave accepts her fate no matter what it is.” 



  He emphasized his point by thrashing her thighs with a few thin branches he picked up from the ground. She struggled to pull away, which only made him furious.  



  “Hey, damn you! Don’t shrink away when I’m beating you. Unless you want me to tie you over that dead tree trunk and really let you have it, you turn that pretty ass toward me so I can blister it proper. You got that? Turn it now. Right now!” 



  Terrified and trembling, she righted herself, quickly raising her already wounded bottom for another fierce attack.  



  The branches came down hard cutting into her tender skin, while she squelched her need to cry. Thankfully, it wasn’t long before he was satisfied that she’d been subdued. 



  “Sleep tight, doll. See ya when the sun shines again.” He walked away, this time for good, with a playful smirk on his lips and his restless energy spilling out all around him.  Whatever demons were rising up inside his psyche now seemed hardly satisfied. 



  If she had to wait until the sun shone again before she saw her master, she would have had to wait a long while – it rained the next three days. Instead, he came for her in the early morning, the woolen blanket was soaked and so was she. Shivering cold, she was led through the woods again, still leashed, her shackles still clanging, her eyes once again blindfolded so she couldn’t see where he was taking her. She knew she was back in the house, her home. She recognized its smell: the lingering tobacco, the scent of her master, the distinctive aroma of the wood, maybe even the smell of plaster, although she never quite figured out what gave her master’s hideout its unique perfume. 



  Back in her room with her blindfold off, he ordered her into a washtub he’d pulled from another room. She waited while he filled it with steaming water, and soon she began to warm again.  



  He’d been right. Her long night in the lonely woods took her down another peg…at least for a time. She’d been cold, restless. She’d hardly slept. But she had seen the great white moon move across the sky above the trees. She calmed then, for reasons that were never clear to her. But she’d always believe that during that night, as she lay by herself on the hard ground, cuddling in amongst the scratchy branches and the woolen blanket, that her master was close by, watching, watching her. 



  



  *** 



  



  “Why did you choose me?” she asked him. They were both lying naked on the mattress, staring into the ceiling and the shadows of the afternoon. The rain had let up briefly and for  the moment, shards of sunlight bathed the room in a golden glow that cast the images of leafy trees against the white walls.  


  “You mean, of all the other likely subs, why did I choose you?” 


  exactly.” 


  “Your spirit. I like to tame wild things.” 


  “You think I’m wild?” 


  “Wild enough to rebel against your father, against his money, his way of life. Damn! You even shed your name and chose your own.” 



  “You know about my family?” 



  “Of course, who doesn’t? Sally Proctor. The Sally Proctor, and now she’s mine.” 



  Today, he seemed almost normal, his restless energy gone. Today she could talk and he wouldn’t call her uppity. She never did know what offended him so much that he had to ‘take her down a peg,’ forcing her to suffer in the woods. 



  “So do you always choose women you have to tame?” 



  “Only ones who think they’re subs. I give them a taste of their desire and see what happens.” 



  “A taste? You call this a taste?” She rose up, flabbergasted. “This whole set-up?” 



  “Hey, doll, you remember what I said about being uppity. You’re being uppity now.” 



  “Sorry, sir,” she answered with a demure smirk, and then sunk back down.  



  “Well, you’re forgiven.” He turned on the mattress and gently ran his fingers through her hair. “Long as you make love to me like you mean it.” 



  She heard that phrase… make love… and wondered if it were possible to make love to a man who held her life within his grasp. Who shackled her, punished her, humiliated her as he kept her captive. Could she make love while being forced to do it? 



  But it didn’t matter what she wondered; he wouldn’t let her fail him.  



  She started with her lips, turning herself enough so she could rise up above his reclining body – dragging her shackles as she did – and kiss him across his chest, his arms, his neck, where she nuzzled in, feeling his warmth and smelling the sweet sensuous aromas of his body. She moved downward carefully, using shackled hands and an attentive mouth, drawing in his pheromones while feeling her own arousal spike again. They’d just fucked a half hour before…but she was still horny; she was always horny, as he’d trained her to be. By the time her kisses crossed his belly and moved down to the fuzz of hair at his crotch, his cock was beginning to pulse in a regular beat as it grew in size. She didn’t even have to touch it to see that it would soon be erect. But she did touch it carefully, with tentative fingers at first, then her lips and mouth went over the head and her tongue worked its way ‘lovingly’ around the rim. This was making love, was it not? 



  She began to suck, easily at first, then after gently teasing the crown and shaft, she sucked more aggressively, drawing the thick meat deeper every time her head bobbed down toward his fragrant crotch. Just sucking him sent waves of delightful pleasure through her body, and obviously had its effect on him. He writhed like a bound maiden against the mattress.  



  What a fun thought! 



  She imagined herself more powerful than she was, unshackled and mastering him, flipping roles as she bewitched him with her powerful witchery. Was that even possible? He almost looked surrendered now, vanquished, powerless to do anything but her bidding. A strange paradox this was: that she could serve and conquer him both, at the same time, he’d conquered her but was often forced to serve her basic needs. 



  Her mind was boggled as it danced around these thoughts, even though the truth remained clear to her… 



  She was still shackled, still the bound maid who had just been severely reprimanded for being too uppity. Tossing off her silly musings, she got down to business again with her mouth moving deeper now between his parted thighs, taking his testes inside her mouth and laving each one with great care before moving on. He shuddered deeply, moaning with cresendoing arousal, then finally clutched her by the hair – it had grown enough now to make a decent handle – and forcibly reminded her who was in charge. 



  She had no doubt of her slavish position and her slavish need, which drew her deeper into his body and crotch, until she passed his testicles, lifting them gently away and working her tongue first on his glans and then toward his tight asshole.  



  “Work it, doll,” he seethed, now grasping her hair in his fist so tightly that she thought he’d rip it from her scalp.  



  Abandoning her objections, she worked toward his pleasure, ignoring her own, thrusting her tongue against the fragrant crevice and prodding deep.  



  “God, you fucking slut!” he groaned.  



  Suddenly, he jerked her up by the hair and kissed her lips.  



  One brusque move and he’d rolled her over on to her back, chains rattling, while his cock plunged deep again and her pussy responded, fiercely grabbing on to the tumescent organ. Her whimpering cries rose up loudly, joining his wild refrain of curses. 



  



  “Damn, you’re a hot fuck!” he declared. The fucking was over by the time she heard that exclamation.  



  Had they ‘made love’, she wondered as they fell into a languorous heap, or was this just another fuck among many? 



  








  


  SCENE ELEVEN



  

    [image: ]

  


  The Key to Her Heart 



  



  He used the key.  



  Meredith looked up from the latest Margaret Atwood and immediately thrust it between the cushions of the sofa. She took off her glasses and slipped them into the case, her nerves suddenly on edge. He was actually entering her apartment with no warning. Just dropping by like he said he would. 



  She heard his feet in the hallway against the hardwood, then watched as his imposing figure emerged in the doorway of her apartment. He gazed around, sizing things up in a brief but thorough inspection; the same sort of scrutiny he gave to a fresh crime scene before he plunged in for a more exhaustive inspection.  



  “Very nice, Miss Shaw,” he finally said. “You like it here?” 



  “Yes, sir. I wish it were larger, but …” she stopped the rush of nervous words on her own this time. He’d said that she had to talk less, think more. 



  “But?” he prompted her.  



  “It’s all I can afford. Especially…well, with Kat gone.” 



  “Yes. I remember when I was young.” 



  “Oh, but I bet you were successful even then.” 



  He smiled. “You’d be surprised by the struggles I had.” 



  She weakly smiled, realizing how strange this seemed to have her boss inside her home, taking charge of her private space with just the commanding look in his stern eyes. More strange than that was truly wanting his presence that far inside her life, wanting all he stood for – sex and domination, discipline, control, punishment – and love. In the end, their pairing would come down to love; she believed that even if the idea of love had not yet crossed his mind. She believed that by being his submissive and surrendering to the desires they shared, in the end he’d be overwhelmed by his love for her. 



  Even now, she was so in love with his dominant persona that her thoughts were constantly plagued by the charm and mystery he exuded. It didn’t matter that she hardly knew the man. Although she was wise enough to know that there might be some difference between the real Alain Danvers and her image of who he was, her obsession and the horny feelings that resulted were so strong that she was forced to play this out. She’d been impetuous but determined when she first broached the subject of her submission with him, and now look at what she created! In her humble estimation she was the luckiest woman alive.  



  “So, it’s just this room?” 



  “And the bedroom over there,” she pointed to the door on the far wall. “Kat and I used to share it, when she was here.” 



  He gave the bedroom a quick inspection, then returned to her, frowning. “I can’t say I expected anything different.” 



  What did he mean by that? 



  She stared around, realizing only then what her master saw. The piled laundry, the mess of papers on the small eating table, and in one corner her stabs at a new painting, that wasn’t working out too well. Then there was the stack of mail on the counter, which he quickly thumbed through, while she stared at him, wincing.  



  “It’s a mess, isn’t it?” she spoke before he could comment. 



  “Wouldn’t you agree?” 



  “Yes, sir.” 


  “And I suppose that includes your finances?” he nodded at the stack of unpaid bills. 


  “Maybe…” she cautiously answered.  


  “Maybe? Or yes, it is, sir.”  


  “Yes, it is, sir. I’ve never been good at stuff like that.” 


  “‘Stuff like that’ is your responsibility, Miss Shaw.” 


  She blushed. “I suppose it is.” 


  “And maybe why you need a dominant man…?” 


  “Maybe so, sir.” 


  He ruminated on the scene for a few minutes longer, stopping to observe the painting she previously mentioned. Then he turned decisively. 



  “Well, the mess ends tonight.” 



  Her eyes widened. 



  “You have bills still owing?” 



   “Yes, sir.” 



  “And enough money to pay them?”  She shrugged. 



  “Answer the question when I speak to you.” 



  “No, sir, I don’t think so. But I really don’t know for certain. Since Kat’s been gone, I haven’t known where to begin…” 



  He mulled that thought. “All right then, after I leave tonight, Miss Shaw, you’ll prepare a ledger of your accounts, what’s owed and how much money you have. Bring it to the station tomorrow and we’ll discuss how to turn this around. Is that understood?” 



  “Yes, sir.” 



  “And when you’re done with the ledger, you’ll clean this place top to bottom, every square inch. Floors, walls, furniture. You’ll pick up the trash, wash the dishes and your sheets. I want it done right. You can expect me to drop by to see what you’ve done.” 



  “When am I supposed to sleep?” 



  “When you get the job done. I really don’t care if you sleep or not.” 



  Her entire body trembled with a combination of excitement and fright. 



  “And… then…you’ll come by… while I’m gone?” 



  “Is there a problem with that?” 



  “Oh, no, sir.” She shook her head. 



  He briefly smiled. “Now, get up.”  



  Nobody had ever spoken to her this way, but then no one had ever taken a long look at her failing life and seen it for its sorry state, or bothered to invest a moment’s time in seeing her fractured world put right. It had never dawned on her that Alain Danvers, her Dom, would go this far deep into her life with his control. After a moment of stunned silence, she moved to her feet, feeling childlike but oddly loved. Of course, she couldn’t expect him to really love her, not yet, but the control felt so much like love that she would do anything, anything to please him. Such was the cause of the curious titillation that swept her now. 



  Looking down into her dewy eyes, he said, “I’m not going to be nice.”  



  “I expect not, sir.”  



  “And you may despise me by the time the night’s done.” So firm. So sure. So completely in control. Her heart shuddered; the ache in her loins cut deep. Sharp spasms of desperate longing had already begun.  



  “Oh, I don’t think I could despise you, sir.” 



  He raised his eyebrows disputing her claim, then grabbed her upper arm and shoved her toward the kitchen table that he cleared with a broad sweep of his arm, sending the mess on top to the floor. Before she could take stock of her vulnerable position, he’d lowered her fuchsia pink pajama pants and yanked them to the floor.  



  The first smack of his hand created such a vibrant sting that she could feel her body resist. And though she instinctively tried to twist away, he wasn’t deterred, but forcefully braced her against the table. His powerful hand came down repeatedly striking the center of her ass cheeks, until both were burning and she was dancing on tiptoe in response to the terrible pain.  



  “Please, sir… I…” 



  “Hush!” He spanked her harder, through every gasping breath and wincing grimace and futile attempt to wrench herself from his steely grip. When he finally stopped, he backed away and went searching through her apartment, finally finding what he needed in the kitchen and returning to where she was still pinned by his command. 



  If she thought his hand delivered a shocking punishment, she was further stunned to feel the level of angry pain leap up ten-fold as the wooden spoon he’d found covered the same stinging territory. 



  “NO, NONONO, PLEASE!” Her horrified cries rose up unchecked until she was practically screaming. 



  He stopped almost immediately.  



  “Miss Shaw.” He turned her about with an angry hand and leveled her with a vicious stare. “If you ever wail like that again, I will gag you and punish you twice as hard.” 



  She somehow managed to sob an apology and he let her go.  



  Much to her relief, his temper subsided, the punishment was over, and he put the spoon back on her kitchen counter. She stood facing him, almost like squaring off, although he retained the upper hand.  



  “Take off your t-shirt. It’s time I saw what I’ve purchased for all my time and trouble.” 



  She hardly needed to be reminded how very naked she was below the waist without her pink pajamas. And though she felt ashamed to be in such a compromising position, she unthinkingly obeyed the command, knowing that not to do so went contrary to her own bizarre desires. Once completely naked, she stood before his scrutinizing eyes, feeling their heat, their passion and their critical judgment cause her real worry. She’d been laid bare. What if she weren’t acceptable to the man she needed. What if he found her lacking? Too skinny? Too fat? Too shapeless? Too much a mess to bother with? Dear God, she’d just die if he rejected her! 



  In spite of her restless mess of inane thoughts, her exhilaration soared so strongly that she could feel the juices leaking from her pussy and dampening her crotch. Meanwhile, the torturous moments of waiting went on so long that she thought she never would see an end. Then a purely erotic spasm shot through her body at his next command. 



  “Hands behind your head, Miss Shaw and turn for me slowly.” 



  Just like she’d seen in kinky videos and at the X-Club, she raised her arms and laced her hands behind her neck, leaving her elbows wide, while doing her best to drive her nervousness away and take on the required attitude of submission. It helped that she felt punished, painfully made to atone for her failures, and that her ass was hot, still very hot. The heat of it spread; the sensation like long, sinewy fingers teasing her flushed skin. She collected her thoughts, trying to calm her anxious mind and let her body respond naturally to his command. Reminding herself of her true nature as a submissive woman, she experienced a sensuous flutter of satisfaction move through her body. She was now Captain Alain  Danvers’ submissive. All he required was her surrender and she could finally give that to him now.  



  As ordered, she slowly began to turn and let him see the body he’d purchased for all his time and trouble. 



  “I don’t mean to be trouble, sir.” She couldn’t help herself. She never could keep her mouth shut at the right time. But her words brought him closer, drawn tight to her backside and clenching her firmly by the hair.  



  “Shuuuuush…” he gently purred into her ear. “You’ve been a mess for a long time, isn’t that right? Yes, or no that’s all I want to hear you say.” 



  “Yes, sir.” Tears welled inside her eyes and she couldn’t stop from trembling.  



  “And you want me to clean up your life?” 



  “Yes, sir. I-I…” she was going to say more but stopped.  



  “Well, I will not be cleaning up your life. I will not rescue you. But I will guide you. I’ll train you. You’ll be a damn good submissive by the time I’m done with you, and in the process, you will clean up your own life. I can promise you that.” 



  “Yes, sir.” 



  “Once you have this house in order, you’ll spend most of your time at mine taking care of me. But for tonight you have your assignment. Do it nude, as though I have my eyes on you the entire time. Then when you’re done, you call me.” 



  “But…” she stopped herself from babbling, and said simply: “Yes, sir.” 



  “Of course it will be very late, Miss Shaw. I expect that. But I also expect you to obey. If I say call me, then you call; I don’t care what the hour is. You don’t ask questions. You do as you’re told.” 



  “Yes, sir.” 



  He finally backed off, although she wasn’t entirely pleased to feel his energy withdraw from her. She wanted him close inside her space, inside her body, as he’d been in his office.  



  “Remember, no clothes, imagine that I’m watching you. It will be good practice for you, 

for when I actually am.” 

 “Yes, sir.” 




  As he was about to leave, he gave her apartment one last glance. “The painting in the corner. It’s very good.” 



  She was tempted to turn around, but wisely ignored the sudden impulse. “You really think so, sir?” 



  “I wouldn’t have said so if I didn’t. Now get busy, you have work to do.”  



  



  The click of the door latch as it closed was her cue to drop the pose and start working, which she did with a vengeance. Taking stock of her apartment, she was suddenly appalled by the chaos around her.  



  



  *** 



  



  Alain could imagine Meredith Shaw taking all night to clean her disastrous apartment, but he got her call at 3:00 am, a good three hours before he anticipated. He’d slept for nearly five and was a little groggy when the phone rang, almost a repeat of weeks before when the frantic Miss Shaw had called him from the X-Club. The message was different this time.  



  “I’m finished, sir.” 



  “Are you now, you’re sure?” 



  “Yes, sir.” 


  “Every last fast food container, newspaper, speck of dust…gone?” 


  “Yes, sir. It’s all done.” 


  “The tables washed, the floors scrubbed and vacuumed, the bed made, your clothes clean, folded and in the closet?” 



  “Yes, sir.” 



  “And the ledger?” 



  “That’s done too.” 



  “I’m amazed,” he said. He truly was – so much done in so little time? It was possible given her motivation. “All right, then, you may go to bed. But no pajamas, just your lovely nakedness against the sheets. That’s a standing order. Breaching that one will have you doing penance in a locked closet. Is that clear?” 



  “Yes, sir. Perfectly.” 



  



  Alain waited an hour hoping that Meredith would be asleep when he arrived, as tired as she was sure to be. He quietly unlocked the door and tiptoed inside. All was dark, save the streetlights that gave her apartment a strangely ethereal glow. Everything was in perfect order, as neat as a pin, just as he hoped it would be. It took just one glance to determine that fact, then he stood at her bedroom door and watched her sleep for several minutes before he finally stepped inside and began to shed his clothes, placing them neatly on the straight back chair in the corner by the door.  



  Slipping beneath the sheets, he drew Meredith’s warm body close to his.  



  “Ohmygod!” she half-screamed.  



  “Shuuuuuush,” he gently covered her mouth. “It’s Alain, my dear.” 



  With the length of her youthful body against his, his rising cock seemed to grow into a full erection within seconds, its hardness pressed as firmly against her as his mouth pressed against her lips.  



  She received him with no reservations, feasting off the fact that he’d actually come to her. He knew it was hard for her to wait for moments like this. What she didn’t realize was how hard it was for him to wait, for him to cautiously execute this affair based on protocols that thrust them both into tight-fitting roles. Not that these roles weren’t natural to them both. He’d never been anything but an authoritarian, a controlling bastard by some women’s definition, dominant to the bone. Meredith Shaw would always be the surrendering female for whom the romance of submitting to a dominant man was a lifelong dream.  



  Taking her now in this rude way was permissible to them both. The punishment and the orders she carefully obeyed had all been designed so he could creep into her apartment in the dead of night and assault her naked body in her own warm bed. She would be in the proper frame of mind, jerked from the reality of her disorderly life and into his.  



  Her lavish kisses threw out any worries about her being timid or reluctant under the circumstances. Once she realized the identity of her assailant, she welcomed him fully into her body, gasping from sheer pleasure as his cock thrust deeply into her steamy vagina. She was enough to make his raw passions bloom inside the sweet darkness of the room. He held her by the hair as he had before, pulled back her head and kissed her neck viciously enough to leave marks she’d be forced to cover up with her clothes at work. Their bodies fell into a natural rhythm, and while they worked single-mindedly toward climax, he grabbed her ass and pressed his fingers into her anal cleft, seeking the small, taut rosette of her anus.  



  “Ohmygod!” He heard her fearful cry as his one finger pressed into the tight place.  



  “Never been breached there?” 



  “No, sir.” 


  He kissed her lips again and slid down her body, his cock withdrawing as he backed away and took her breasts in his hands. He bit the firm nipples until they drew up into hard buds. Then his tongue circled about her belly as he listened to her sensuous moaning. As he moved further downward, he felt her seize up; she was already cumming by the time his lips began to suck her swollen clitoris. Her hands grasped at his body…his hair and shoulders, while her body clenched up taut as a bow. Once the fiercest of her spasms died away, he moved back up her torso and planted his cock inside her whorish pussy again, hearing her happy gasp, feeling her arms circle him in a torrid embrace. They coupled like this for several minutes, then, with no warning, he broke free  and tossed her belly down against the mattress, raising her ass to greet his organ.  



  She cringed in fear, expecting him to plunge his cock into her virgin ass. Instead, he surprised her, slipping his cock into her spasming love hole.  



  “Oh, dear gawwwwwwwwwwwwwwd!” she roared, as another climax tore through her body.  



  He held her hair like reins and smacked her ass as he rode her from behind. Once he deposited his seed deep, he pulled out, turned her languid body over and pressed his cock in her lips while straddling her face.  



  She lapped the messy remains, smiling broadly.  



  When his eyes caught sight of her face in the dim glow of the room, he was moved by what he saw. “My, you look happy.” 



  “Oh, I am, sir…” she sighed. 



  Peeling himself from her sweaty body, Alain laid down next to her in the tight space of her bed, wilting comfortably beside her. Both were quiet for a time; he was the first to speak. 



  “I don’t mind your elation, Meredith, but you remember your place. While you’re here. And in my house. And, most especially, at work. Whatever you do reflects on me. You fail me there, you’ll seriously damage what we’ve begun. You understand that?” 



  “I do, sir. I promise I won’t fail you.” 



  “Or yourself,” he added, turning so he could look her in the eye. “At work, you do your job; and when I see you at the station, there can be no reference to our relationship. I’ll be the one to decide if and when it becomes public.” 



  “I understand.” 



  She was warm and generous and if he was right, dangerously in love. This was the price he paid for having a woman like Meredith to bed and use at will; the one price he shied away from so many times that he’d lost count. Now he was back again for another go round with a fragile creature who could well be his undoing.  



  What did he want this time that he hadn’t had before? And why in hell did he think that this lovely beauty could satisfy him when none of his other submissives had? Life had mysteries. He was in the business of solving such dilemmas. But for all the mysteries he’d solved in public life, he’d yet to unravel the secret of a good relationship. That he’d even attempt to find that magical whatever it was amazed him – just as he was amazed to find such an artful lover in a female as young and naïve as Meredith Shaw. 



  



  *** 



  



  Some days later, Alain came home from the station late, but not too late to see Janis going through the upstairs of the house grabbing things and stuffing them into her bag.      


  this?” 


  She approached him with a generous smile. “You know, you look more content than I’ve seen you in some time.” 



  “Do I?  “Yes.” 



  “So, why are you making off like a bandit?” he peered inside her large tote bag. 



  “Just my things. I thought it might be time to clear out.” 



  “Did I say I wanted you out?” 



  “You have your contracted submissive. You certainly don’t have a need for me.” 



  “I think that’s something that I should decide. Or do you no longer like the idea of being our third?” 



  “Of course, I wouldn’t mind being the third in a threesome. But I don’t want to play second fiddle day to day. I need my freedom. You need yours. If you want to fuck, I’m certainly ready most anytime. But all these things…I need them to come home with me, Alain. Look at it as clearing the air here so you can introduce your subbie to your home without having to explain me.” 



  “That’s really not a problem for me.” 



  “Well it is for me. I don’t want to be explained. And, if I’m right, that little sub will do a whole lot better as your slavish servant without the onus of another woman hanging over your territory.” 



  He was dumbstruck. “What a novel way to break up with a man!” 



  “Oh, Alain, was there really anything to break? I’m still willing to fuck and be taken down a notch when I get the urge, and you’re willing. I might even come in handy as a good lesson for your sub. Maybe? But you give yourself a better chance for success if you don’t complicate things too much at the start.” 



  “That’s your learned opinion?” 



  “Call it wise counsel.” 



  He laughed. “Well then take your things and get out.” 



  Leaning against the bathroom doorjamb, he watched her grab her toothbrush from his medicine cabinet. “You know, I have the strangest feeling this affair might actually work.” 



  She turned to him. “You’re smitten, aren’t you?” 



  “I’ll be damned if I am. But don’t you dare tell a soul.” 



  “Ah! my lips are sealed.” She smiled then reached up and kissed him passionately on the mouth. “Til, later. I left the key on the downstairs table.”  



  As she hurried on down the stairs, Alain realized how relieved he was that she wouldn’t be complicating the impending initiation of Miss Shaw.” 



  



  The phone rang minutes later. 



  “Chief, we have the Proctors threatening again. Liddy Proctor has been crying to the Major and Loren is spouting off to the media, when he’s not hassling the district attorney.” 



  “Aw, let him spout. Anything on Natalie Moon?” 



  “Only that she’s boring as hell to follow. No sleazy trysts. No late night rendezvous. No furtive phone calls, at least that I’m privy to. Not a clue about Perry Livingston.” 



  “There probably won’t be anything. We’ll try following her another day or two, then we’ll turn our attention elsewhere.” 





  


  SCENE TWELVE



  

    [image: ]

  


  Tell Me You Love Me 



  



  He sat on his crate, gazing down at her naked, shackled beauty, admiring her lusty pose – legs scissored, her pink  cunt peeking out below, while her milky white breasts looked particularly voluminous as she lounged on her side. Her aureoles were broad with just a slight bud of the nipple extending beyond the otherwise smooth surface.  



  “So, tell me you love me, Kat Bloom.” 



  Hearing his request, she jerked upright, “Are you serious? Like hell I’ll tell you that!”  



  A little testy today, he noted.  



  “Why would you even ask me to?” 



  “I know what’s going on for you,” he snickered knowingly. “At night, I wait and listen. You don’t cry anymore. I’ve even heard you masturbate. I’ve heard you moan. All those delicious sexual sounds.” 



  “So, how’s that? You have the room bugged?” 



  “I don’t need to bug the room, doll. The sounds of your desire are loud enough to penetrate lead. I know your arousal is so fucking high you can hardly stand yourself. You climax on a dime. I’ve turned you into a veritable sex machine. And when I fuck you, it’s obvious to me that you’re enrapt by the cataclysmic power of our sex.” 



  “Cataclysmic?” She knew he was mocking her, but the comment didn’t lack sincerity. “You think that’s love? You’re crazy,” she fumed, miserably. “I don’t even know your name.” 



  “Really?” 



  “Yeah, like how would I know unless you tell me? Which you haven’t.” 



  “It’s Perry,” he said, without hesitation. 



  “Perry,” she repeated back, letting the sound of it linger on her lips. Then she smiled. “That’s what I thought.” 



  “What do you mean, that’s what you thought?” 



  “You’re Perry Livingston?” 



  He smiled broadly. “That’s right, in the flesh.”  



  “You’re quite the urban myth, but I guess you’re not a myth at all.” 



  “I am what I am. An incorrigible bastard, a devilish SOB, the mysterious anonymous force that awakens you in the night, a criminal on the run… I’m lots of things.” He peered at her befuddled expression with one fixed eye. “So, what’s that look on your face, anyway? Kind  of  a  strange  smile  for  you.  Like  you’re  pleased.  Is  that  it?  You’re  pleased  that  Perry Livingston kidnapped you?” 



  “Oh, get over yourself. Why would I be pleased to be taken against my will and held in shackles for months on end in this dumpy room?” 



  “Because you love it,” he sneered. 



  “Yeah, I love sex. But I also love my life. I love my freedom. You’ve taken me as low as I can go, where I’m the horniest slut around, but I’m still not giving up my liberty freely. I miss my friends. I miss my job. I miss walking down the street on my own, running through the surf, making decisions for myself. You can try to bleed me dry of those desires, but it’s not going to happen.” She became more exorcised the more she spoke. “Not even if you are Perry Livingston. Even if you’re God himself, I only bend so far.” 



  “See. That’s why I like you, Kat Bloom. There’s always a challenge.” 



  “Well, challenge yourself all you want with me, but you can’t take it all. You can’t.” 



  “I got that. But it doesn’t stop me from enjoying the battle. I get a rush just seeing you here in shackles, knowing that you’re my captive. That you’re victim to me. I embrace my ‘abusive asshole’ self, Kat, just like you embrace your bitchiness. I think you love me. You’re just too chicken to say so.” 



  “Yeah, right,” she snapped off sarcastically. “So, do you love me, Perry Livingston?” 



  His face lightened with a smile so amazingly pure that it took her aback. “Yeah. I do love you.” 



  He stood up, gave her bewildered expression one last look and then sauntered out.  



  



  *** 



  



  Perry came back to the room hours later, just after Kat had finished the October issue of Vanity Fair. He’d bought it on her request, along with canned peaches and BJ’s Cherry Garcia Ice Cream. Unfortunately for her, he divvied out special favors infrequently. Only when he was in a good mood and she’d been especially good in bed, or had taken such extreme punishment that his compassion eventually kicked in. Maybe it was remorse. Whatever. Handing over his sparse treats made him feel as powerful as putting her in shackles.  



  He stood over his captive now, grinning.  



  “You’re being awfully nice,” she said, when their eyes met.  



  “Am I?” He smirked playfully, then reached down and lifted his prize to her feet. Yes, her shackles clattered and the sound was as sweet as the best rock and roll he’d ever heard. The music of the heavy metal went directly to his crotch. His cock hardened at its sound – and also at the sight of her any time of day, under any circumstances. He kept expecting his feelings to fade. They had before. But not with this one, this slave, this sassy-talking Kat Bloom.  



  He kissed her on the mouth, his hands roving her body, tearing softly at her flesh. She kissed back and was warmed by her efforts. See, she was loving him, if not in love. In time, in time. He’d finally have her soul.  



  



  The kisses got bigger and wider and she was nearly delirious from the surging power flowing from him. He seemed so very different today, so connected to himself, not so restless, but determinedly forceful. This affected her greatly, having her lower regions deeply aroused. Her feral strength, her powerful obsession, even the clanking shackles she hated so much, seemed to drive her mad, freaking mad! Madly ravenous. Ravenously needy.  



  “Your ass. I want your ass,” he said. 



  He’d had her ass before, and it was always brutally hard. But this time, as he lowered her shackle-laden body to the floor so she was on hands and knees, she could feel her ass want him and his fat, thrusting prick deep inside that dark channel.  



  “Open yourself for me,” he ordered. She reached back and grabbed her two cheeks, exposing the taut bud. A cool liquid suddenly dripped down the crevice, then gushed like a river until he tossed the lube away and let his fingers thrust into the vacant, sexy place. His fingers were followed by a hefty dildo intended to broaden the opening so she’d easily accept his cock. 



  “Damn it, I want you!” she found herself exclaiming, seductively grinding her ass. 



  “I’m happy to take advantage of you. But you don’t get me easy, doll.”  



  Seconds later, two heavy pinchers pierced her labia and dangled beneath her body. The pain started to mount and make her scared. Almost as quickly, the raw sensations spread through her lower regions and her mind began to reel, caught up in the mind-numbing delirium. An obsession for coming gathered so forcefully that she knew she would not awaken from this bleary state of mind until the climax shook her body. It didn’t matter what he did to her: how large the invading dildo was; or how her pussy lips ached from the cutting clamps; or how much the quirt he used to thrash her ass viciously cut into her skin. Every jerk and twist renewed the anguish and drove her arousal higher.  



  “God, god, yesyesyesyesyes…” she rattled off … “Damn, you fucking asshole, fuck me fuuuuck me…” the obscenities poured from her mouth unchecked.  



  “Yeah, I’m going to fuck you, bitch!”  



  The quirt came down again, strike after strike whipping into her flesh, catching sharply down the sensitive crack, then curling around and snapping painfully against her heavily swinging pussy lips. The effect was a stinging reign of terror down the back of her thighs.  



  Then all went quiet. The noise of the quirt ended, the pain receded and her cries diminished. Her pussy lips were numb by now, and the dildo ceased being a cumbersome burden. She wanted a cock as thick and forceful as the fake one in her ass. But she had to settle for a human one. For her master’s, her captor’s, for Perry Livingston’s cock.  



  He did just fine. While forcefully twisting the dildo, he steadily pulled it out, then with hardly a second, no recuperating  time  at  all,  he  stuffed  his hard erection into her back channel until his groin hit her ass cheeks and she was fully impaled.  



  “God yes! Fuck me, fuck me hard!” she cried. Like he cared what she wanted.  



  But they were so in sync by then that their desire was one. They were one person, one mingled soul, the used and the user, going at it with his muscled body banging into her backdoor, while her small shackle-laden one relinquished to everything he demanded of her with an ease that would astound her when they were done.  



  She seemed too small, her ass too taut and pretty for acts this vile; her voice too girlish for the harsh cuss words she used. But she took it all, loving how he fucked her with no restraint, no apologies, no remorse.  



  “Gawwwwwwwwwwwww!” she lifted her head a final time, crying out from her gut from the hard climaxing spasms. The clamps on her pussy lips banged back and forth, reminding her of that hurt, as her captor gripped her ass cheeks a little more brutally so that even through the pleasure of coming, she new the pain was there and would not stop even when she was too exhausted to come again.  



  She felt every spasm of his ejaculating cock as the cum poured into her body. Jerking in response, she wiggled beneath him involuntarily until she couldn’t move another muscle, or utter another glorious or pained cry. And when she finally slumped to the mattress, he was with her, still inside her with his cock still throbbing as his arms went around her body to embrace her in that safe place.  



  “Oh, do I have plans,” he crooned softly.  



  But she barely heard that. Of course, he was baiting her, but she wasn’t capable of uttering a sound, or even remembering much that he said now. For just a moment, heaven descended and all was right in her world, as miniscule as it had come to be in her room in the trees.  



  “Tell me you love me, Kat Bloom,” he said.  



  “Oh, I do love you, Perry Livingston. You’re all I have now.” 





  


  SCENE THIRTEEN



  

    [image: ]

  


  A Walk in the Woods 



  



  Meredith Shaw was easy to train, although the willing sub was a nervous wreck before she arrived at Alain’s house on Friday night. He had to admit that the tension between them was electric, palpable enough to make him afraid that those working around them at the station would notice. He felt her natural eroticism leap on him at work the moment he saw her in the hallway delivering files. She refused to look his way, and when he rather jovially mentioned that he felt snubbed, she confessed that she couldn’t help but think of their night together in her apartment or the evening in his office. She coyly blushed, as she went on to say that she was trying very hard to contain her lust, and under the circumstances it wasn’t all that easy.  



  “Then you see the wisdom of your transfer?” 



  “Please, sir. You make it more difficult to obey your order when you speak to me this way.” 



  “Then I should leave you be,” he said, a playful twinkle in his eye.  



  That was not what she wanted, although it was a wise move on his part, since she was having such a difficult time pretending that Alain Danvers meant nothing to her. 



  



  The Friday night initiation was something else. While her edgy nerves were almost destroyed by the time she arrived, there was no need to hide anything now. No one would be staring at them with curious eyes or wondering expressions.  



  On Meredith’s arrival, Alain immediately led her into the living room where they shared a drink, although it was obvious that the submissive Meredith was too nervous for casual conversation.  



  “Why don’t you stand up?” he said at last. Setting his empty Scotch glass on the table,  he moved to his feet. Then for a moment or two he appraised her, letting his eyes survey her lovely assets. She was already breathing a bit erratically and when he stepped directly in front of her he felt her tremulous shiver. When he gently lifted her sweater away from her shoulders, he sensed that she was about to cry from excitement. 



  He undressed her personally, which he always thought was a particularly intimate way of taking the reins of a new submissive. If it didn’t make them wet with arousal, then there was definitely going to be a problem. After so many years of a vanilla life, except for his brief scenes with Janis, the protocols were returning with ease, along with his innate desire for domination, which surfaced so naturally that he wondered why he’d let it lag for so long. There was no problem with it surfacing in the presence of Meredith Shaw. 



  As she stood before the fire in his living room, he let her blue cardigan drop to the floor and then slowly unbuttoned her blouse, all the while staring into her sultry eyes. He watched as she nervously bit her lip when he brushed her hair from her face. When she tried to bow her head in embarrassment, he raised her chin, keeping her faltering gaze on him.  



  “You’re going to do just fine, Miss Shaw,” he told her, as he tugged her blouse away.  



  While she might have previously endured such careful scrutiny of her naked body, the intimacy in play as he undressed her was real enough to taste. He could feel her heart beating, and her moist breath; her flowery aroma was good enough to  taste.  He  reached around her, drawing her closer still in order to unzip the straight black skirt. With one daring sweep of his hand, the slip of material lay discarded on the floor and Meredith Shaw was standing just inches from him, dressed in nothing but her black lace bra and panties.  



  As his warm fingertips grazed the tops of her breasts, he felt a substantial shudder rise up through her body. He made quick work of her bra clasp, baring her breasts to his admiring eye, then with no warning, abruptly slipped her panties down her hips.  



  Inspecting her with his hands brought a new appreciation of her physical assets. Her womanly curves, the firm, tight breasts and button nipples; and further downward, the gentle swell of her hips, the tempting ‘V’ between her legs, and that sensuous rise of her mons with its delicate furrow at her sex lips just a dark runway of trimmed pubic hair. Although every inch of her body thrilled him, her willingness to submit emboldened him even more.  



  When he placed the collar around her neck, and the cuffs on her feet and wrists, announcing that she’d wear these all weekend and nothing else, she melted further into the experience, looking as desirous and happy as he’d ever seen her.  



  “Turn around now and let me see you,” he ordered. He stepped back and watched her quick obedience. “Now your hands behind your head and turn again.” 



  Everything was to perfection as if she’d rehearsed it. Maybe in her mind she had a thousand times. He could be nothing but respectful of the desire that fueled this moment; it certainly hadn’t been his. The irony inherent in the dominant submissive paradox was keenly on his mind when he took up the small braided whip he used to further ensure the young woman’s surrender. The sound of the leather striking skin, followed by her dancing steps, her pained grimace and the determination in her expression caused a new wave of cruelty to surface in his reborn dominant psyche. He laid into her hard because that was what pleased them both. She cried when she couldn’t contain herself, then paid for it with a thwack so hard across her thighs that she nearly doubled over.  



  But she righted herself again, as good submissives will do, trembling before him with her pussy glistening wet with arousal.  



  “Enough for now,” he tossed the whip aside. “Come here.” He backed away and moved to his chair. “Sit down and don’t look so nervous.” 



  She giggled sweetly, sitting down at his feet, then listened with a cautious ear as he gave her his instructions for the evening. She’d serve him drinks, make him dinner and then they’d spend the final hours of the day more intimately engaged. He planned to make it up as he went, remembering the scripts he’d once faithfully followed, which seemed more like guidelines for sadomasochistic pleasure now. How they mingled pain with pleasure would depend more on his mood. He was an older man now and his tastes had changed over time, even though the basic desires never would.  



  



  *** 



  



  The following morning… 



  The crash came from the vicinity of the kitchen and brought her master flying from the living room. 



  “What the hell?” He gazed down at the broken dishes that covered the hall just outside the kitchen. She’d slapped her hand over her mouth to contain her frightened scream, then looked up at him with tears welling in her deep chestnut brown eyes. Up until this time, she’d managed to please him perfectly despite her continuing nerves. However, those nerves began to fray as she tried to make him breakfast and found herself failing miserably. She hated breakfast, and knew nothing about frying bacon and eggs.  



  “I’m so sorry, sir.” Getting her wits about her, she dropped to her knees and began to sweep the broken pieces into a pile with her hand. 



  “Good god, what are you doing, Miss Shaw?” 


  She wiped the tears from her face, but simply couldn’t stop them.  


  “What is going on?” 


  “I’m so sorry.” 


  “Get up,” he took her by the hand and pulled her to her feet, “And for god’s sake be careful as you walk.” 



  She gingerly stepped around the mess as he led her into his den, where he sat her down on one leather chair and he sat on another facing her.  



  “First, you tell me why you’re nervous. I want everything out in the open. This won’t work if you’re scared.” 



  “I am scared. I’m afraid you’ll send me away.” 



  “Why would I do that?” 



  “Because you think I’m a miserable failure.” 



  He shook his head in amazement, smiling kindly. “You’re not a miserable failure, Meredith, you’re simply misdirected, and that’s what I’m here to help you with. If you want our agreement to work, you have to stop being so timid. Get back to being that forthright young woman who knocked on my door, seeking my dominant services.” 



  “I never believed you’d actually agree to anything. Not really.” 



  “So, that was just an exercise in bravery?” 



  “Maybe.” 



  “But you do want a Dom? You do want me?” 



  “Oh, yes, sir,” she practically came out of her chair, then caught herself and settled back down. “I just don’t think I can. I ruined your breakfast. I’m a terrible cook…” she was about to run on… 



  Which was something he actually found quite charming, in its place.  



  He laughed. “So what if you’re not a very good cook. I’m not either. But I can make a decent breakfast, and you can certainly clean the floor. We’ll take care of this together, after I punish your sorry ass – what you’re obviously asking for.” 



  “Yes, sir.” She was still nervous…the word punish immediately triggered another spike of fear, and that lusciously painful arousal that always stirred her basest instincts. 



  Thankfully, Alain didn’t make her wait. He abruptly drew her over his knee and started smacking her bottom, giving it a good vigorous spanking, until both ass cheeks were blushing red and she was groaning from the erotic pleasure that rose up through the pain. She wiggled against him, feeling his cock stiffen inside his pants. She’d spent the entire night chained to the bed in the maid’s room, thinking about that cock and how dearly she wanted to be impaled by its ferocity. But he didn’t come for her. Maybe he was testing her, teasing her. Regardless, waiting was sheer torture. He’d deliberately bound her in such a way that there was no possibility that she could get herself off with her hand. She was surprised that she even slept. Although she had – quite soundly. 



  No wonder why she was so nervous trying to cook. If she was completely unsuited for her job at the police station, she was even more unsuited as a cook and housekeeper. Knowing that he’d see this right away made her practically panic.  



  She was so aroused by the time she went over his lap that she was nearly orgasmic the moment he laid on that first smack. She was glad he didn’t let up, or massage her bottom even the least little bit. Just one hard smack after another kept the pain high enough so she wouldn’t spontaneously get off. She’d be so embarrassed if she did.  



  When her master was finally finished, he set her on her feet and spoke to her calmly. “Go get the broom. And don’t you dare crawl over that broken glass. I’ll get started in the kitchen.” 



  For the first time since she’d been in her master’s house, she breathed easily.   



  



  *** 



  



  After a cool and dreary Saturday, Sunday morning dawned sunny and clear. The warm air of the early autumn felt good against their faces as the two made their way along a trail behind Alain’s house – an open space of thick woods and a path that led toward a sparkling pond. They were early enough to be alone that morning and walked hand in hand. 



  He’d given her a skirt and t-shirt to wear, although she walked barefoot like a slave would.  



  The touch of his hands still made her shiver, even now, even after she’d felt those hands abuse her. Even after feeling them slap her ass with ruthless passion and grab her ass cheeks hard from behind when he screwed her, she still treasured their feel. The way they walked holding hands only enhanced the almost giddy feeling she enjoyed in his presence. His aura closed in around her. Protective. Gentle. Firm and sure.  



  Although he insisted that she be carefully prudent – as with the broken glass – he didn’t seem to mind that her feet hurt as she walked the uneven path.  



  “Ouch!” she jerked when her foot clipped the edge of a branch.  



  “Watch where you’re going,” he said curtly. 



  “You know this isn’t very easy,” she blurted out. 



  “As if that’s my problem.” 



  And they kept on moving, deeper into the woods, until he stopped with no warning and pushed her against the back of a scratchy tree. Holding her hands in his above her head, he leaned down, pressing his lips against her mouth. She immediately melted against him, her body pressing back, her groin reaching for his, her breath already short.  



  He stepped back and pulled the sexy tank top down, exposing her breasts and her hardened nipples. She stiffened anxiously and gazed around. 



  “Look at me, Meredith.”  



  She looked, painfully aware of the feelings that tripped through her body.  



  “Now lift your skirt.” 



  She chilled at the thought of exposing herself in the out-of-doors. Even if the place seemed secluded, it was public property where any minute some stranger might arrive on their scene. Her reluctance showed and it cost her.  



  “If you won’t lift it then you can take it off.” He wasn’t very nice.  



  “But we’re…” 



  “Take off your skirt, Meredith. Now!” his voice brittle and punishing. 



  So scared that she was nearly in a panic, she closed her eyes and pushed the light-weight skirt to the ground, while shouting inside her mind, please please, don’t make me do this! 



  Of course, he couldn’t hear her, but he could sense the distress in her worried expression. 



  “Very good.” 



  When she opened her eyes, he was smiling drolly. “Was that so difficult?” 



  “I’m scared.” 



  “You think I’m going to let anyone hurt you?” 



  “No, sir.” 


  “Trust. It’s something you need to develop.” 


   “Yes, sir.” 



  “Now, you can pull the skirt back up, as long as you lift it as I asked in the first place.” 



  There was some relief to be covering her lower body, but of course, when she lifted her skirt she was still open to the world around her and those unseen eyes who stared.  



  He noted her obedience saying, “Now, play with yourself.” 



  Her eyes opened shocked. “Oh, but what if someone sees?!” 



  “Then you’ll stop and we’ll move on. Don’t balk again, or I’ll strip you completely myself and we’ll start all over.” 



  She didn’t doubt that for a minute, and so her hand moved between her legs where the juice of her pussy had gathered, then to the folds of her aroused flesh, the sex lips and the opening between them.  



  “It won’t take long,” she found herself informing him. The first spasms were already beginning to make her body writhe.  



  “I didn’t say come. Exercise a little restraint, Meredith. You behave yourself or I’ll switch your ass right here.” He watched her eyes stray nervously about the clearing and added, “And look at me while you’re getting off.” 



  Gazing at her master’s implacable face made it impossible to succeed as he desired. How could she possibly hold back her desire when that desire was clawing at her insides, determined to be freed. She rubbed her pussy as he instructed, being very careful at first to contain the mounting energy rather than expel it. When she closed her eyes unthinkingly, her mind began to float on its own and she heard him snap: 



  “I said, look at me!” 



  Her eyes shot open and landed on his face again, while her fingers continued to heighten her arousal. 



  “I can’t…” she started to wail. 



  “Yes, you can hold back. You know what you face if you don’t.” 



  She succeeded for a while, easing off her stroking fingers and being a little less aggressive as she played, hoping against hope that the torrent of fire in her belly and loins would abate.  



  His reprimand came swiftly, “I said, play, Meredith.”  “B-but—” 



  “Hush.” He moved forward and clamped his hand over her mouth.  



  Meanwhile, her eyes caught something in her peripheral vision. A man. She swore she’d seen a man stopping to watch the scene.  



  “Look at me and continue to play.” 



  The touch of his hand, the closeness of his beating heart, his warm breath on her cheek…the combination was powerful. The determination to hold on suddenly failed her and denying her come proved impossible. Her body careened over the edge, shuddering uncontrollably as her master reached out and held her until the forbidden climax ended.  



  Her bleary eyes glanced up enough to see that she’d been right. A man hiking through the woods had stopped to watch and was watching them now. 



  “Sir, please. There’s someone staring at us,” she said, while tucking her head to his chest.  



  “Well, they’ll get a good show, won’t they?”  “But, sir—” 



  “Let them watch, Meredith. What could be more beautiful than to see a woman in the throes of sexual passion.” 



  “But I’m so embarrassed.” 



  “And you’ll be even more so.” 



   “Sir?” 



  He pushed her from his grasp. By then her clothes had righted: the t-shirt descended on its own and her skirt dropped to cover her pussy. But while she stewed in her embarrassment, Alain quickly worked his way through the nearby brush, slashing switches from scrub trees until he’d bundled several in his fist. He stripped off the leaves, which left small nubs along the otherwise smooth surface.  



  “You really…?” she started and stopped. Of course he meant to punish her; her master was consistent if nothing else.  



  “You doubt my word?” 



  “No, sir.” 



  “Then turn around.” 



  This was the only positive thing about the situation: not having to gaze into her master’s eyes, or see the stranger when she looked away – although, she still felt those distant eyes burning into her back, and those of her master stirring up the fiery cauldron of her dark desires. One errant climax was hardly enough to ease her physical need and she knew that. 



  She turned, suddenly feeling her master’s hand push her firmly into the oak.  



  “Arms above your head.”  



  She raised her arms, trembling, knowing the sting of the switches would be great. When he tucked the hem of her skirt into the skirt’s waistband and exposed her ass, her present humiliation amplified, bringing tears to her eyes. 



  He moved back several steps, took aim, and then started to lash her ass and thighs with the bundle of stinging switches. Each strike felt like a thousand whips landing on her flesh. She writhed miserably, clinging to the tree and tucking her head from sight. Her hot tears streamed down her cheeks. 



  The first bright burst of pain was followed by another and another as the switches continued to punish her skin. She gulped back the cries that threatened to issue from her lungs, fearing that she couldn’t hold on longer without waging a full scale rebellion.  



  At that very moment, as if her master understood her desperate plight, the punishment stopped and a cold chill of relief allowed her body to settle. 



  He came to her and held her again, turning her toward him and letting her cry out her emotion. She’d seen the lurking stranger as she turned around, still watching with his eyes fixated on the scene.  



  “That man watched the whole thing,” she sobbed quietly. “I thought that you wouldn’t compromise me like that.” She looked at her master for answers. “I thought that was what you agreed to.” Her anguish came out like that of a petulant child.  



  “And I haven’t.” He brushed a lock of her dark hair off her face, and tenderly stroked 

her brow. “The man who watched was a friend, another dominant, who I knew would 

appreciate voyeuring our scene.” 

 “Really?” 




  “Yes, really. I keep my promises, Meredith. Just as I expect you to keep yours.” 


  She didn’t know whether to feel relieved or more distressed by this news. The scene had obviously taken more planning than she thought. 



  “Are you going to use me now, too?” she wondered.  



  “I’ll use you when I decide to. Why don’t you let this frantic mind of yours stop for a moment. Give it a rest.” 



  She’d noted that the stranger had moved on with his hike and she tried to smile. “I’m sorry, I’ll try.” 



  “I know you will.” The tenderness in his voice made her melt against him, and for a long time he held her close. 



  








  


  SCENE FOURTEEN
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  Pillow Talk 



  



  “Oh, babe, have I got plans for you,” Perry Livingston came waltzing in the door and stared down at his captured beauty feeling smug and excited both.  



  “What kind of plans?” she asked suspiciously. Kat knew to take his declarations with a grain of salt; they could be as terrible as her imagination envisioned or nothing at all. He was such a faker when he wanted to be. But an unbelievably sexy faker.  



  “Plans, just plans,” he said as he moseyed around the mattress where she spent most of her life. She couldn’t remember exactly how many months it had been since she was abducted; every day melted into the next. “We’re going to blow this scene for a night. Take a break, screw our heads back on straight and do something really outrageous.” 



  Now she was intrigued. “Like what?” 



  “It’s a secret, doll. If I told you then it wouldn’t be a secret anymore, now would it?” he laughed.  



  “No, it wouldn’t, Perry. But I’d sure like a peek inside your mind sometime.” 



  “Aw, you wouldn’t like it at all. Insanity isn’t pretty.” 



  “You really think you’re insane?” 



  “Insanely, madly, deeply in love with you.”  



  He reeked of mockery, but it was awful fun. He’d been saying this sort of thing a lot lately – that he was in love. Maybe it felt good to her, or maybe it just felt manipulative like all his other behaviors. But she was trapped inside his world and as long as that was, she could do nothing but ride out his many moods the best she could and enjoy the sex, which never disappointed.  



  “It’s gonna be a night to remember…” he went on. “And don’t you worry about trying to escape. With the plans I got I mind, you wouldn’t  want  to  miss  a  trick.  ”  Rescue  and escape seemed so far from her thoughts that she couldn’t actually remember when the idea last crossed her mind. 



  “Yeah, I think I’d like being away from here for a while,” she mused. 



  “So, you will be. You’ll have your fling, then it’s the dungeon for you to curb any feeling of entitlement that might get spawned in the process.” 



  “I didn’t know there was a dungeon.” 



  He snickered. “If I want a dungeon, I’ll have one.” 



  “I see. So, when are we going to blow this scene?” she asked. 



  “When the time’s right.” His eyes seemed to glow now in a dangerous way. “In the meantime, I feel like fucking with that pretty ass.” 



  



  In the previous two weeks, Perry had tiled a five by five foot storeroom across the upstairs hallway from his ‘slave’s boudoir’ – the nickname he currently used to refer to her sleeping, eating and fucking quarters. She’d heard him at all hours of the day and night hammering, cutting tiles and grunting when he was doing heavy lifting. But until he led her across the hall to the finished lavatory she had no idea what he had planned.  



  The floor, ceiling and all four walls were covered in white subway tile. A spotlight shined from one corner and in the center of the ceiling was a versatile shower head with a hose and nozzle for hand washing private body parts. There was a drain in the floor underneath a bench type contraption against which she’d be bound.  



  “This is for fucking my pretty ass,” she wondered aloud.  



  “Gotta clean you out first.” 


  “No, you don’t have to clean me out,” she blanched.  


  “But I will.”  


  Of course, he will. He’ll do anything he damn well pleases. He’d said it enough times to have the message emblazoned across her forehead. 



  The strange structure in the center of the room was fitted with at least a dozen straps that secured her body upended over its top padded bar. Her knees, which fitted into matching padded stirrups were stretched widely apart and raised enough so that her bottom bobbed high above her waist. Her shoulders, arms and hands, being superfluous to this operation, were safely bound to the bottom of the bench. Once she was securely strapped down, he was ready to fuck with her pretty ass.  



  She might have recoiled seeing the tools he planned to use…the rubber hoses in various diameters, the strange-headed dildos, anal beads, candles, Tiger Balm and ginger root, not to mention the enormous enema bag, nozzle and hose. Although he was set for a lifetime of anal play with his now favorite slave, the  tools escaped her notice before he unceremoniously lifted her up and secured her into position.  



  The best tool of all, his cock, was nearly erect through the whole procedure, ready in a pinch to thrust its way to pleasure.  



  The warm-up came first in the form of Tiger Balm, which felt like a soothing ointment at first, being initially cold as he rubbed it into her warm anal cavity. But it heated quickly – “Just warming you up,” he informed her, when as the minutes ticked by, the heat in her rectum began to rise. While she adjusted to the mounting discomfort, he started with the smallest of the anal probes and worked up to the largest, inserting them one by one and allowing her to seize on the bizarre sensations before he moved on to the next.  



  Suddenly it was no longer a dildo invading her ass, but a nozzle from the overhead shower, sending a jet of warm water into her rectum. Her entire body seized up and her belly began to ache. Meanwhile, she’d grown increasingly horny, even though the enema seemed to wash any erotic thought away, supplanting arousal with fear until her lower regions finally began to settle.  



  Her master Perry hummed and fumed and smacked her ass, as he continued his work.  



  “Gotta wake you up, girl!” he would say jubilantly, while she suffered in silence, or moaned with muted distress. “All it does is wash you clean, sweetheart.” 



  No, that wasn’t all that the waters were doing, she begged to differ. Cleansing, maybe. But their powerful force had a greater effect, sending her on a downward spiral that had her thoughtless, lowly, squelched, and humbled far beneath his previous attempts to drive her ego away. She felt so stripped that she couldn’t speak.  



  Her bottom was full and floating and about to explode when he finally removed the thick nozzle from her rectum and began to spank her in earnest. She was tempted to howl from the depths of her misery, but still felt denied the use of her vocal chords so she kept silent.  



  When he changed to a thick wooden paddle, her ass became red and raw, and she squirmed violently with each smack, but still kept her cries subdued. She started to cramp, twisting painfully in an attempt to ease her distress.   



  “Geez, doll, you’re doing this like a pro!” he drawled.  



  At least he stopped the spanking.  



  He used the waiting time to take pictures of her upturned behind and lowered head. He even captured a close-up shot of her grimacing facial expression. “You know, if someone  wanted to know what agony looks like, he could see it defined in this beautiful brow.” Another picture or two and he was done.  



  So was she – done with the waters under which she’d been submerged. It took all too long to release her from the bench, and there seemed barely enough time for her to reach the small commode he’d installed in the corner, before her body exploded.  



  She quickly expelled the waters, while her master Perry looked on in excited amazement. 



  “Now, that’s what I mean when I say ‘washed clean’,” he commented at last, before pulling her back to her feet and returning her to the bench.  



  Once she was strapped down again, he carefully washed her bottom with a warm wet rag, his fingers gentle and probing, his touch as kind as she’d ever felt from a man who could be as ruthless as a feral cat. 



  Tiger balm again, and then the ginger root heated her inner flesh in ways she’d never felt before. Then dildo after dildo, larger by the minute invaded the space that seemed to widen far beyond what was logically possible. The warm-ups were long and slow, the twisting dildos tortuous, but when the last dildo was finally withdrawn, Perry’s fingers took their place. His knuckles followed, then the whole of his hand began the last journey and she finally understood what he was after. 



  Her entire body quickened at the awful thought, although her anticipation mounted, excitement rising to a stirring peak.  



  “Relax, doll. You’re doing just fine…” he urged, while his free hand reached around and began to tease her pussy.  



  Suddenly, his whole fist was inside her, pounding without restraint and she was crying out in multiple climaxes, rocking heedlessly on the bench – good thing it was staked to the white-tiled floor. Again and again, her cries rose in volume, so that the deafening sound practically bounced off the walls.  



  “I’m coming again………..” she roared out the third – maybe fourth time. 



  She hadn’t even known when Perry finally removed his fist from her ass and replaced it with his cock. The pounding went on five, ten, maybe fifteen minutes, as long as he could hold out against the spasming channel that held him captive.  



  “Gawd, you fucking-ass slut!” he roared. “You fucking slut… FUUUUUUUUCK!” 



  While his hands clenched her ass cheeks like bread dough and squeezed, his voice rose up long and loud, grunting like an unearthly beast. The sound of their fucking went to the rafters, his voice joining hers and for just a few moments the two fused, becoming one animal. 



  



  *** 



  



  “So, you like my white room?” 



  Perry asked the question from her cell room door, waking a stirring Kat from the long nap that followed their anal sex. 



  “What?” She looked up, a disheveled mess. Her eyes were hardly able to open. 



  “Worked you over pretty good, didn’t I?” 



  “Yes, you worked me over pretty good, Perry.” She sunk back to the mattress. 



  “Wiped you out?” 



  “Yes, you wiped me out.” She waited for another question, which didn’t come. “You want to come lie here with me?” she asked. 



  “Yeah, sure.” Like he actually needed the invitation. 


  Once he settled in, he turned on his side, and ran his finger over her body in a random pattern as disjointed as his fractured mind.  



  “You want to play a game of Scrabble?” he wondered. 



  “I was kinda hoping to beat you at Risk.” 



  “Like that’s ever going to happen.” 



  “What? You afraid I will?” she chided. She turned on her side and played with the unruly shock of hair that had fallen in his face.  



  “Afraid? Me? Hell no.” 



  








  


  SCENE FIFTEEN



  

    [image: ]

  


  Risky Business 



  



  When Alain heard Natalie Moon’s voice over the phone, she seemed distant and scared. 



  “Chief Danvers, Alain. Please. I really need to see you.” 


  “See you?” He was just finishing up for the day and was hoping for a home cooked meal in his house with his feet up, and Meredith gently massaging them while he watched a night of numbing TV.  



  “Yes, please. This is important.” 



  “I can see you tomorrow, what time?” he asked. 



  “I’d meant now. If at all possible. I’m in town now and I’m not sure when I could—” 



  “What’s this about, Natalie?” 



  “About Perry Livingston. I have some information, but I really need to see you in person.” 



  The thought of information on Perry Livingston was probably the one thing that could change his evening’s plans. Although he really didn’t want to go anywhere but home.  



  “How about you tell me over the phone and save us both the trouble?” 



  “But I’m already here. I came all the way from Baltimore to see you.” 



  “And you didn’t bother to notify me first?” he asked annoyed.  



  “I’m sorry, sir. It’s just that all this came up so suddenly and I wasn’t thinking all that clearly when I headed out of town. I thought I’d get here sooner, but I got tied up in traffic.” 



  She did sound upset. And she was talking about Perry Livingston. A fresh clue to his and Kat Bloom’s whereabouts would certainly be welcome. It had been weeks and still nothing on the girl or the mysterious man they believed responsible for her disappearance. 



  “So, where are you now?” 



  “The Hotel Roxy on Fleet Street.” 



  “That’s a bad part of town. What the hell are you doing there?” 



  “I drove off the Interstate and there it was.” 



  “Are you always this careless with your safety?” 



  “No, really. I had no idea.” 



  It was growing late, the city darkening with the approaching night and he didn’t like the idea of what sounded like a very vulnerable young woman on the street at that risky hour. Call him protective of women; it was a natural instinct, even when he wasn’t officially on duty.  



  “All right, I’ll be there in twenty minutes. You stay in your room, the door locked. That clear?” 



  “Yes, sir. I will. Room 312.” 



  



  Alain made a quick call to Meredith, postponing dinner, which went down none too well. Making him dinner was still a chore that she found so anxiety producing that it took a half hour’s worth of praise to assure her that everything turned out okay, which it usually did. A postponement not only meant a rash of disappointment but sent the nervous sub into a fit of flustered madness.  



  “Stop, Meredith, right now!” he barked, a little too loudly when she started sobbing. Then he calmed, “Take a breath. Turn off the stove and go read a book until I get home.” 



  “But everything could be ruined!” 



  “Then it will be ruined and it will be my fault, not yours.” 



  “How long will you be?” 


  “I have no idea. I have a new lead to follow on an important case, who knows?” 


  He could sense her displeasure without her saying another word. But it was good for her. She needed to learn to deal with disappointment like an adult. He’d taken her far in the last few weeks, carefully maintaining a parental attitude toward his submissive, guiding her personal decisions, leading her along a prudent less impulsive path, encouraging her writing and art – which she still found difficult. When she did begin to create, he was always amazed by the results.  



  Meredith spent most of her off time at his house – although he’d occasionally send her back to her apartment to give them both a break. She never wanted to leave because she always felt she was about to lose him. But the distance, and the abstinence from sex that he insisted on during their breaks, did her good. On these occasions, she became especially agitated at work when their paths crossed. To see her eyes so filled with longing and desire moved him greatly. Maybe it was sadistic, a diabolical tease, but the imposed times away served his purpose. Once they were back together, he’d become the lucky beneficiary of her greedy desires; ones that flowered fully in his absence. He almost always had to punish her for having broken his rule regarding not climaxing when she wasn’t with him. He soon figured out that her misbehavior was a game, since the sting of leather, a good flogging, or the smack of his hand on her tender behind only increased her sexual pleasure. Even when he thoroughly dressed her down in his most autocratic manner for her flagrant crimes, her desire seemed to magnify. She was so easy to arouse.  



  Only once did her misbehavior truly anger him, and on this occasion, it was more impulse than deliberate calculation on her part that brought her down – a raging fit of jealousy.  



  Janis had been visiting during the evening while Meredith was out with a friend for dinner. Although there was nothing sexual about the meeting, Alain hadn’t planned on his former lover being anywhere around when his present one returned, but issues were raised that kept the conversation going until well after nine o’clock. Just as Janis was about to leave, as she and Alain were affectionately saying their goodbyes, he heard some noises in the front hall. He thought little of it, assuming it was merely Meredith arriving home and he could comfortably deal with both women.  



  There was a sudden quiet shriek then a stumbling noise, then the front door slamming. Before he could retrace Meredith’s fast retreat, she was in her car, speeding out of the driveway, tires squealing.  



  “Oh my, she must have seen that kiss!” Janis said, as she peered around him.  



  “It was a good kiss,” Alain snapped unhappily. “One the girl has no right to get pissed about.” 



  “She’s young, Alain, remember that.” 



  “Yes, she’s young, and now she’s taken off to God knows where.” 



  “Let her cool off. She’ll be back.” 



  “No, I’m not planning to let her cool off, not when she’s set me on edge and run off.” He was really quite angry.  



  “Well, then have her arrested,” Janis joked.  



  “I just might.”  



  They kissed again, warmly, but with little emotion. “I’ll see you soon, I hope. But you attend to the girl,” she admonished him. Janis left the house with Alain still fuming.  



  It was a rash move, but when he picked up the phone and called in a request for a squad car, it satisfied his need for retribution. 



  A half hour later, the squad car arrived with Meredith in tow. Officer Melton came to the door holding Alain’s submissive firmly by the arm.  



  “Thank you, John,” Alain took over immediately. “Let me remind you, this is a private matter. It’s to be logged in your records that way, no mention of Miss Shaw. Is that clear?”  “Yes, sir.” 



  “I can expect your discretion at the station. Ms. Shaw has enough to deal with there.” 



  “Of course, sir.” 



  Alain turned to Meredith as soon as the door was closed. “What on earth did you mean by taking off out of here?” he snapped off. 



  His riled emotions sent her reeling back. “I-I…I saw you with that woman.” 



  “That’s it? That’s all that had you speeding down Country 7 Road at 65 miles an hour?” He peered in, eyes flashing. 



  “That was a mistake, sir, wasn’t it,” she offered weakly. 



  “You’re damn right it was a childish, reckless, not to mention dangerous move.” 



  She shrunk back. “I’m sorry.” 



  “You damn well better be.” Alain rarely swore like…and he never had at her before. “It will NEVER happen again.” His fury moved through his veins at breakneck speed. “I do have friends who I care about and Janis is one. I will not tolerate you stupidly running off because you’re suddenly jealous of a little platonic affection.” 



  “It didn’t look platonic, sir,” she said in her defense. 



  “Well, it was. Janis was my lover before you. She left because of you, and you have no right to be incensed.” He made a pacing circle, trying to cool his fury. Then suddenly, he snapped again, “Take of your clothes, go to the kitchen and scrub the floors. Don’t stop until I tell you.” 



  “But I just scrubbed the kitchen floor yesterday.” 



  “Well, you’ll get the pleasure of doing it again now. Now go!” He gestured with his arm and Meredith went flying. 



  He heard her sob all through the lonesome task – at least for the first hour, when she finally gave up trying to win his sympathy. He wasn’t moved in the slightest. Their only interaction during the long night from 9:00 pm to 2:00 am was his occasional encouragement with his bamboo cane when he came to check on her. If he found her just half-heartedly scrubbing the tiles, he’d whap her hard on the ass to keep her going. 



  “But I’ve already gone over it twice!” she finally cried.  



  “Then do it again. And when you’re done, go on to the bathroom and scrub that three times, then the front hall, the mudroom, the laundry. Every square inch.”  



  By the time he finished this most recent rant, she got the message. He was pissed. REALLY pissed. She would have preferred his nastiest beating over this treatment. Being stopped by a police officer and arrested had been bad enough…but washing floors all night while he angrily stood over her. If he wanted to punish her, really punish her, he’d hit on the perfect scheme. 



  Hours later, Meredith finally collapsed at his feet and sobbed. “Puh—please, sir. Haven’t I paid enough?” 



  It was 2:00 am and his temper had pretty much faded. He reached down and pulled her to her feet by the hair.  



  At least he wasn’t fuming anymore.  



  “If I thought you would have hated a good old-fashioned caning, I would have done that, saved a lot of time. But you would have wanted that too much. I didn’t want you to  miss the message. This is what punishment from me looks like, Miss Shaw. Are we clear now?” 



  “Oh, perfectly clear, sir.” 



  “You come to me if you’re upset. I don’t care if you’re screaming obscenities because you’re so mad, you come to me. You never  run. No problem can be resolved between two people with one of them running away in panic.” 



  “Yes, sir. I promise, sir. I will. It was so silly of me.” 



  He tousled her messy hair and finally managed a smile. She was exhausted and so was he, so he sent her to bed. They made up about dawn when Alain woke up horny, and going to the maid’s room, he found Meredith in an agitated slumber, horny too. Their clash was fierce and frantic, but it settled them both and the incident was pretty much forgotten.  



  Disappointment, jealousy and anything else that put Alain’s submissive in a hysterical stew had to be dealt with swiftly. This time was no different. He had to leave her alone for the night and hope that she behaved herself.  



  



  “This case is important, Meredith,” Alain curtly informed her, as he turned his attention back to the abduction of Kat Bloom. “Forget the dinner. Please. I will be back or I will call. You keep busy. Read…or whatever. Write that story you promised me.” 



  “I’d rather paint,” she countered, miserably. 



  “Then paint.” He was growing just a little weary of her mood. At times like this, the girl sounded a little too much like a wife. If he’d been there in person, she would have been soundly spanked and sent to bed – alone.  



  



  *** 



  



  The Hotel Roxy was just as seedy as it had ever been, maybe worse than the last time he’d been there several years before when a girl had been murdered on the roof. What Natalie Moon was doing in a dive like this, he couldn’t say. Alain took the stairs in seconds and was rapping on the door to her third floor room when he realized that the door was ajar, not locked. 



  “Come in!” he heard the plaintive sound of her voice and he pushed the door wide, letting his eyes rest on a sight he never expected.  



  Natalie Moon was certainly in the room and alone, although she was dressed in clothes that a streetwalker might find risqué – a tight fitting lace halter and a short, tight skirt that only barely covered her rounded ass. That picture alone was enough to leave him stunned, but the metal handcuffs tightly locked around her wrists made him stop in his tracks. Natalie’s arms were above her head with the handcuffs attached to a chain that dangled from the light fixture. His instinct kicked in as he swaggered officially into the room, expecting to see someone hiding in the shadows. But there was no one. 



  “What in heaven’s name! Are you all right? Where’s the key to the handcuffs?” He surveyed the room, spotting the keys on the bed.  



  “NO! Please. Don’t!” she stopped him.  “Don’t what?” 



  “Please, don’t release me, sir.” Her eyes were molten with lust, filled with tears, her heart practically bleeding out onto the floor. 



  “Miss Moon, what is this about?” 



  “It’s about you and me, sir. About that night nine years ago…it’s become like an 

obsession.” 

 “What? Me?” 




  “I’ve tried. I’ve really tried to be good, to put it all behind me, but I’m failing miserably. If just once you could take me back to that place of submissive surrender, I swear, I’ll be cured of this obsession.” 



  “You called me here to…to what? Beat you?”  



  “Yes, sir,” she softly pleaded. “Like it was before.” 



  “So, this has nothing to do with Perry Livingston?” 



  “No, sir.” 



  Only now did he see the floggers laid out neatly on a nearby chair. Hints he’d be hardpressed to ignore. “You called me here so I could whip your body? Is that it? Torture to the point of climax?” Suddenly, his rage surged to outlandish proportions as he spoke, all of which he prudently managed to squelch into a controllable form typical of his nature. Still, his indignation couldn’t be more real, or obvious. 



  “You manipulated me here?” He moved in close to the dangling Natalie. 



  “I’m sorry, sir. But I—I had to.” 



  He had the tremendous desire to slap her face. In his mind he could see his hand smacking her cheeks back and forth until she began to sob.  



  Instead, he sidled up even closer, speaking crisply, seething with passion he normally reserved for the most extreme circumstances, when his personal feelings were suddenly engaged by a particularly nasty crime. “You have no idea how furious I am at this. Tricking me into coming here. I do not respond well to being manipulated. I’m not a Dom for hire. Not that you don’t deserve exactly what you’re hoping for and more. I don’t care how badly your pent-up desires are plaguing you. This was dangerous and suicidal, Miss Moon. I don’t think the English language has invented adjectives that cover this foolish behavior.”  



  Her face had paled. What desire he’d seen in her frightened eyes on his arrival had vanished. She seemed more like a lost child than a woman. “I never thought—” 



  “That’s it. You never thought. You never thought.” He circled around and whipped back in her face, ready to blast her again, but he stopped short, with thoughts coming to mind that he just as soon dismiss, but couldn’t. He was too damn responsible, responsible for the whole fucking world! “You’ve been freed how long?”  “A year.” 



  “And in all that time have you ever been counseled about your eight years with Perry Livingston?” 



  “No, not really. I mean I saw someone that my parents made me go to, but—”  “But what?” 



  Her eyes welled with tears. “Vanilla people don’t understand.” 



  She was right. Desires like these they shared were bizarre, mysterious, insane and no doubt repugnant to a world where goodness was the ultimate goal and pain was something to be avoided not exult, where the delicate balance of the sexes was not allowed to tip too far to either male or female, and slaves were those emancipated by proclamation over a hundred years ago. 



  His alter ego – the compassion that bred naturally alongside his sadist desires – rose up equal to his simmering rage.  



  “Is this what you need, Miss Moon?” 



  She gazed at him with hope renewed. “I swear, sir. Just once and I will never, ever call you again.” 



  “But you know it won’t be just once.” 


  “But I need a first time so badly. I didn’t know where else to go but to you.” Her eyes and her smoldering body did all the pleading necessary to sway him. “I can move on and I will. I know this was stupid. I see that. But I’m still so…” She couldn’t finish.  



  He thought about the matter for some time, then finally said, “If I beat you tonight, if I take you to those depths, you will agree to see someone who will lead you back from Perry Livingston, someone capable of making sure this kind of thing never, never happens again. You need appropriate professional assistance. You will agree to that?” He knew she’d agree to anything, but he’d make this stick, knowing he had power enough to do so. 



  “Yes, yes I promise.” 



  “You need to accept what happened to you with Perry, not fight it.” 



  “I’m not fighting it.” 



  “Oh, yes you are. This behavior. This reckless behavior is a result of that fighting. If you can’t see that now, you will.” He circled her once, while her tears began to flow in earnest – he hadn’t even laid a hand on her. Maybe this was foolish, maybe not, but he felt as bound to the act that would follow as she was.  



  “Sir, please, you must!” she pleaded again.  



  “HUSH, girl! It’s time for you to stop talking.” He turned, picking up a flogger from the chair.  



  He could almost feel the rising energy in her body as she realized what he was doing. But if she thought the simple tools of torture she’d laid out for him were all she’d have to face, then she was naïve and more manipulative than he would tolerate.  



  There were three floggers with sturdy woven handles. The handle of the first he grabbed went into her mouth, widening it, gagging her speech and ensuring that her cries would be muffled at best. The second handle of a heavy cowhide flogger, one with a knotted, rounded end, he coated with lubricant that was also made available for him to use. She’d planned this well. 



  He raised her skirt, parted her ass cheeks and coated her anus with the same slick substance, then shoved the lubricated handle into her ass.  



  Her body seized up tight at the impalement, but she barely made a sound. 



  “It’s your job to keep that in your ass,” he declared. “You won’t want it to fall out.” 



  He was certain that she had not planned on either flogger being used this way.  The 



  third flogger was the only one he cared to use, and this one wasn’t really a flogger at all but a braided cat of nine talons, if he guessed right, expertly woven into a handcrafted handle – nicely done. He had a similar one hanging in a locked cabinet in his den at home. This would be enough to make her suffer, he thought.  



  Still, he wasn’t finished with his preparations. 



  He lifted the halter away from her breasts, seeing that her nipples had been pierced with rings. Sending her body into instant pain was as easy as pinching the small nubs until he had her squealing. She shrieked behind the gag within seconds, then he took a turn at fucking her ass with the second handle until her body writhed uncontrollably. These were only places to begin, where he could test her endurance and her sensitivity to pain. She’d taken a lot before when he dominated her in the dungeon and he expected she could take as much now. Then too, she’d lived eight years with a notorious sadist who would have given her plenty of ways to suffer.  



  While Natalie recovered from his first tests, he pulled the strings from a leather drawstring bag he found lying on the floor, and thread one through a nipple ring, then wound the other end around one side of her handle-gag. He repeated the other process with  the other string, attaching the nipple ring to the gag in the same way. Thus, he deviously connected the movements of her head with her breasts and pierced nipples. To make certain that the gag could not be dislodged from her mouth, he rifled through her suitcase and found a black silk stocking that wound around both sides of the flogger handle and tied behind her head.  



  Pain comes in many forms.  



  Every new torture made her eyes bug out more. Regret? Maybe. Arousal peaking? He was sure of it.  



  “You certainly didn’t expect me to follow your script now, did you?” 



  She shook her head, eyes aghast.  



  “I don’t imagine Perry Livingston followed a script?”  



  She shook her head again. 



  “So, we’ll follow mine.” He’d known the answer without needing any confirmation from Natalie Moon. He’d known Perry fifteen, maybe twenty years before when they were fledging dominants, looking on wide-eyed at a fetish world that was so underground few even knew of its existence. What he’d heard about Perry Livingston hadn’t changed his mind about the man’s unpredictable sadistic streak or his blatantly criminal behavior.  



  About to pick up the braided cat, he thought again and turned, spotting a slim wood backed hairbrush lying on the dresser. Nothing could have suited him more. Cats were ruthless, wood was cruel. And tonight, Natalie Moon had kindled his cruel streak and a desire for revenge. Just something simple, something that would hurt badly and leave an impression that would secure his final plans for her. 



  In his hand, the simple brush became a weapon that he used to pepper against her bare pussy lips. She was prone to struggle and hold her thighs tightly together, so he tied one ankle to the foot of the bed and the other to the leg of the nightstand he pulled into the right position. No mercy, his mind repeated. Punishment. Justice. Castigation. However the mind framed the act, the effect was awesome for them both.  



  He started slowly, spanking her pubic mound repeatedly, then backing off, he let what arousal the pain ignited build. Then he started in again. The smacks got harder, the pain increased. Her poor throbbing pussy had to be screaming in agony by the time he finally paused for her to rest. She started to squeal even louder; her eyes glassed over and her head fell back. Even pain this hard this cruel has its pleasures for a woman trained to take it hard. He knew she resisted, for her entire body struggled for a good long while before that ‘submissive something’ kicked in and she began to ride the waves of subspace pleasure – at least until he knocked it out of her with a hit so hard that she couldn’t absorb this stinging shock. 



  This would be a hard, long session. This would be torture. Maybe the last good torture he’d inflict on any woman.  



  He could let the sadist in him free. With every blow, every muffled scream, every grimace seen on her once pretty face, he could enjoy the powerful feelings of satisfaction. It brought back the past when his most sadistic urges played havoc on his poor subs. However years removed from those outrageous scenes, he honestly hated extremes like this, even if they did bring him an uncommon thrill. After the first exhilarating rush of energy, he could think of nothing but finally ending the scene and going home.  



  The tempo increased, the pain bloomed beyond her body. He could feel it in every wrenching twist and turn, and imagined that the nipple pain was as difficult to bear as the stroke of the cat. It did, however, achieve its purpose. In time, and very much despite the  fact that her writhing anguish had hardly abated, he sensed her body seize up and the climax take her hard. 



  Grabbing the braided cat, he stuffed it into her pussy and watched as she writhed on the handle, climaxing in a series of orgasmic spasms that almost made his hard cock come.  



  



  If only he loved her. If only he could put his arms around her and love her into the rest of her life – something that would start the moment he released her body and gently led her to the bed. Natalie Moon would have to look herself in the eye now and finally admit the truth about her captivity. 



  But never, never again, he told himself. Never would he take a female body to such painful depths – unless, of course, that female belonged to him, and he could love her as much as make her suffer.  



  



  Natalie Moon rested in fetal position on the bed, sobbing to cleanse herself, relief moving through her punished body in waves that Alain could feel as he gently stroked her back.  



  While quietly speaking on his cell phone, he finally drew Natalie back from subspace.  



  “Ana, I need you at the Hotel Roxy on Fleet. I have Natalie Moon here and she needs you. She has a confession you need to hear. I’m sure some time with you will heal what troubles her.”  



  Natalie gazed up at him in surprise but she didn’t object. 



  Few people knew of Ana Argentine’s life as a psychologist by day and Dungeon Mistress at night. Alain was one. Natalie another. It would have only been natural for Natalie to seek out her former lover when she was finally freed from Perry  Livingston. Her resistance to do that had obviously cost Natalie her peace of mind for many months. Why was that? Fear, perhaps. Regret that she had turned her desires to another dominant? Maybe. But these weren’t questions for Alain to answer.  



  He waited with the woman until her Domme arrived. He would give her over to the best person he knew to handle Natalie’s current angst.  



  



  Forty-five minutes after his call, an anxious Ana Argentine arrived at the Hotel Roxy. The woman hardly needed to be told what to do.  



  “I was afraid of this,” Ana told her friend. 



  “But she’ll be fine?” 



  “Of course she will be,” the woman smiled dismissively, giving him a perfunctory hug. “Now you can go back to that sweet thing you have waiting for you at home.” 



  He snickered, but said nothing as he waved her off and moved to the door.  



  “Please, sir,” Natalie called him back, “I do have something I need to tell you…about Perry Livingston.” 



  She was sitting on the bed now, calm, composed, huddled inside her coat. It had been a good scene for them both, he thought as he observed her, and yet her brows were knit with worry. 



  “And what’s that, Natalie?” 



  “Twice, when I was his captive, Perry took me to the Fetish Masquerade in the city.” 



  “Really? I thought you were constantly locked up.” 



  “I was. Except those two times. The first time, I was gagged and shackled like a slave. There was no way I could run. Obviously, it didn’t look strange in that crowd.” 



  “And the second time?” 



  “The last year I was with him. We were dressed like Napoleon and Marie Antoinette. It was seven years into my captivity and I didn’t even think of leaving. In fact, that night might have been the best night of my life. I never had so much fun…and no one ever knew.” She smiled. “Perry was my life. I would never have thought of escape.” 



  “So, you believe that Perry might bring Kat to the Masquerade Ball?” 



  “I have no idea. But with Perry, just about anything is possible. As much as he likes his seclusion, he occasionally likes an audience. He likes to think he’s gotten away with his petty crimes.”  



  “I see. Well, thank you, Miss Moon.” He gave the shabby scene one last look and then directed his last comment at Ana. “You will take care of her.” 



  “Certainly, Alain. It will be my pleasure.” She couldn’t say it with a straight face and as he left the Roxy he had to wonder how their relationship would play out.  



  



  *** 



  



  It was after midnight when Alain returned home. He rather hoped he’d find Meredith awake, although when he scouted out the downstairs, he found it empty. He moved upstairs and found that his sub had retreated to the small maid’s room and she’d been reading in bed. Her book was still open, but she’d fallen asleep and her head was resting against the pillows behind her, her gleaming brunette hair spread out across the white pillowcase. 



  He smiled then turned to leave, but the floor beneath him creaked.  



  “Sir, you’re home!” Meredith popped up a second later.  



  “Yes, yes, I’m home.” He  moved back through the door and sat down on the bed.  



  “I was starting to worry.” 



  “I said I’d be back. By now you should understand the life of a Police Captain is filled with interruptions.” 



  “I do but I was still concerned. Did you eat anything?” 



  “I’m going to grab a sandwich in a minute.” 



  “No, please, I’ll fix you something.” She tried to rise but he pushed her back down.  



  “You stay right here. I have a few things we need to cover first.” 



  “Oh?” She was easily worried and it showed on her face. “Did I do something wrong? I did clean up the kitchen.” 



  “I’m sure it’s done well. But this isn’t about the kitchen, it’s about my evening.” 



  What happened between he and Natalie Moon  was not any business of Meredith Shaw’s, from either a professional or a master’s point of view. But he didn’t feel that it could be ignored with this submissive woman. She’d become more to him than the average, runof-the-mill submissive, and he suspected his own maturity had a role in that. Relationships at his age were different than they were when he was younger, including this very pleasurable one with Meredith Shaw.  



  “Your evening—?” she looked suspiciously like she already knew what happened, even though she couldn’t have. 



  “I was drawn into an S&M scene by a woman I formerly spent time with – long before you. She manipulated me into seeing her. When I found her, she was handcuffed and tethered to the ceiling of a hotel room. She’d done it herself as an invitation for me beat her. I suppose that asking me directly hadn’t crossed her mind.” 



  “Oh my. But of course you didn’t beat her, did you?” 



  “Yes, I did beat her. I was furious to find myself tricked. But I concluded, whether rightly or wrongly, that she needed the pain of a hard scene. So that’s what I gave her. I doubt she got from me what she’d been fantasizing about. She got what I was willing and able to offer, and I wasn’t particularly kind. In fact, I wasn’t kind at all. But her masochistic trigger kicked in just fine and whatever was pent-up in her began to release.” Alain could see his sub’s expression change from anxious to worried to nearly panicked. “Yes, she climaxed, and no, I did not. Intercourse was out of the question. Any kind of sex was out of the question.”  



  At this news, she seemed to ease.  



  “Some Masters would not even think of telling their submissive about this kind of scene, but I do have my point.” 



  Meredith gazed up at him so open, so vulnerable, so on fringe of falling completely apart that he knew he needed to step carefully. At the same time, he had to be direct and candid.   



  “My point is: don’t, ever, lie to me or manipulate me, Meredith. If you want something, ask. If I deny you, well, you’ll deal with it. But the surest way to bring on my anger, and that is not a pretty thing, is to attempt to manipulate me. You understand that?” 



  “Yes, yes I do!” 



  “I’m not sure that you do. I have a sadistic streak beyond anything you’ve ever seen. As much as you may be a masochist, you won’t want to bring that sadist out in me.” 



  “I won’t. I promise I won’t,” she assured him in one breath, only to rush on anxiously. “So what becomes of the woman? Are you going to see her again?” 



  “No, I will not see her again. Her story is a long one and I won’t betray her confidence, but I have a friend I know who can help her. She’s with her now.” 



  She was still troubled, still struggling to understand.  



  “What is it, Meredith?” he asked.  



  “I’d thought you’d said tonight was about a case?”  



  “I did. I thought it was. But not every call I get is on the up and up. I’m telling you this to ease your mind. Don’t make something out of this that’s not there.” 



  “I do that sometimes.” 



  “I’m sure it comes from having such a rabid imagination.”  



  She looked a bit chagrinned.  



  Alain found her so open, so vulnerable, so sexual. He hadn’t planned on anything that had happened all night, and he hadn’t planned on sex once he finally got home. He was tired. Hungry. He needed some space, some peace, some rest away from women in general, not just conniving ones. But seeing her lovely face still filled with bewilderment and fear, he couldn’t stop himself from touching her. First her face, then her neck, his hand skimming her body downward, feeling the softness of her breasts, sensing her pulse begin to rise.  



  He drew her to him and kissed her aggressively on the mouth. She gave back without hesitation, and drawn into her aura, he pulled up with her on the bed, letting her strip away his clothes, while he pulled her nightshirt over her head and tossed it to the floor. He mounted her, entered her, fucked her hard, until they were both crying out, grasping for one another as if it were the last fuck they’d ever have.  



  When it was over, he moved to his feet, grabbed his clothes from the floor and called to her as he left the room.  



  “Come with me, Meri. My bed’s a whole lot bigger than yours. We both could use a long night’s sleep.” 



  




  He heard her giggle, then the lightness of her graceful steps as she followed him down the dark hall and into the master bedroom – her first time inside his mysterious domain.  


  



  *** 



  



  “You do remember what’s Saturday night, the end of October?” Meredith’s cheery voice greeted him as she bounded into his office Monday morning. It was the first Monday morning that they’d awakened in the same bed, and she was especially happy to have finally reached this milestone.  



  Of course, they went their separate ways as soon as they left the house and arrived at work minutes apart to avert any suspicions about their budding relationship. 



  Alain looked up from his stack of files, nonplussed. “What?” he searched his mind for an answer. “Something having to do with Halloween, I suppose?” 



  “Of course, the Fetish Masquerade. We are going, aren’t we?” 



  He peered at her over the top of his reading glasses. “No, we’re not going. I have other plans,” he spoke coolly. 



  Her bright face immediately darkened. “But, sir, I thought certainly you wouldn’t want to miss the event…” 



  “Well, you thought wrong, Meredith. I have plans, I’ll be working on an investigation that night.” 



  “But the costumes I planned…” 



  “You planned costumes?” 



  “Yes, of course.” 



  “Well, they’ll have to wait for another time.” 



  “But there is…” 



  “Meredith!” 



  “Oh, damn! I’d hate to go without you,” she fumed. 



  “Well, that’s good because you’ll be sitting out the Fetish Masquerade this year.” 



  She looked back in horror. “No. You don’t mean that. I always go!” 



  “Not this time. You won’t go unless you’re with me, and I have other plans that evening. It’s work and it’s important. Now, you’d better get back to yours.” 



  She closed her eyes, bit her lip so it really hurt, then with tears stinging her eyes, she turned and walked out.  



  



  Alain knew that he’d been particularly abrupt with her, but his sub had already had plenty of his kindness in the last several days. It served them both for him to back off and take a master’s stand. She needed a jolt of reality. Humbling her would do her submissive spirit good. Although he hated to think of her sitting in her apartment reading a book while the world she loved was having its annual party, some things couldn’t be helped. He’d make it up to her later. 




  

  SCENE SIXTEEN



  

    [image: ]

  


  Masquerade 



  



  Though a foul Halloween outside, the kind written of in storybooks and bizarre tales of witchery, the Halloween inside was teaming with goblins and ghouls, Knights of the Round Table, King Arthur and his queen, Henry the 8 and his eight wives, Romeo and Juliet, Tristan and Isolde, Aragorn and Arwen, kijira slave girls and Gorean masters…all in fetish wear. No expense was spared on collars, cuffs, slave chains, leashes and imaginative masks to disguise the identity of the wearers. This was, after all, an anonymous night when the bdsm scene in the city came out to party anonymously. Slaves were bought and sold, bartered, traded, abused, even fucked by permission from the owner, then returned to their randy masters, only to be put back on the auction block for more. Masters reveled in a night of shrewd scheming and devious plans to obtain the treasured piece of flesh they desired, even if it was only for one reckless night of frivolity.  



  Designed to be unwholesome and immoral fun, the Fetish Masquerade could simply not be missed by anyone with a healthy kinky streak. That is why Meredith could not stay away, why without the knowledge of her ‘stuck in the mud’ master, she snuck away from her apartment dressed as a slutty Snow White and met with her friend the Wicked Witch. After all, they’d be masked all night. Who would know? Who would tell? Who would even know to report her to Alain, since their relationship was still a deep, dark secret. Alain Danvers would be far far away and Halloween night simply could not go on without at least a peek at the kinky goings-on in Edmund Thorsby’s palatial mansion…ahem…spook house. 



  Even through the foggy, mist-filled night, the house glowed, maybe more eerily so because of that ghostly fog. Just gazing at it from outside Meredith chilled, not only because it was the prefect night for a Masquerade Ball, but because she was being very naughty, deliberately bad, and the thrill of that had her heart racing so fast that she could barely catch her breath.  



  “You gotta get a hold of yourself, girl,” Stacy, the Wicked Witch said as she led her Snow White by the hand. Of course, Meredith Shaw was not the Snow White of children’s storybooks; at least that’s not how she dressed. The pretty blue puffed sleeves of her tiny blouse were about the only thing to remind one of the Disney character. Her chest was stuffed inside a waist-cinching navy corset that set her breasts jiggling erotically on top…and below the waist the golden skirt barely covered her ass and her nearly naked crotch.  



  “It’s a good look on you,” Stacey had remarked on seeing her friend in the jet black wig and skimpy costume. “But you’ll attract more attention if you lose the thong.” 



  “No. I won’t go that far. I’m not advertising, I’m just going to watch.” 



  “What? Your mystery Dom won’t like it?” 



  “He’s real, Stace. I swear.” 



  “Yeah, sure. I think your dreams have got the better of you. Either that or Kat’s disappearance has you hiding behind closed doors these days. You don’t come to the dungeon, you never call. Sure surprised me when you wanted to be my Snow White.” 



  “You’ll meet him sooner or later, I swear.” 



  “Okay, girl,” she laughed.  



  At the base of the hill where they parked, the two donned their masks and hiked up through the fog to the big front door. It made quite an ominous creaking noise when opened. But once inside, they shed the cold of the gloomy outdoors and dove into the  crowd of the masked and anonymous, feeling the beat of the rock music playing on two levels spirit them away into a night of naughty frivolity.  



  Meredith had gone no more than ten feet into the main ballroom, when she managed to look up, spotting a man some distance off dressed as a Musketeer, having the exact same bearing as her master Alain Danvers – the same stance, upright shoulders and powerful build. And his hair from behind was Alain’s hair. And then the eyes…with no warning the man turned and stared directly at her as if he recognized her through her mask.  



  “Ohmygod!” She wasn’t even sure she’d said it aloud, but terror struck like an electric storm, zapping her all the way to her toes. “He’s here!” she mouthed in quiet awe. 



  “He’s what?” the distracted witch turned to her. 



   “He’s here.” 



  “Who’s here?” 



  “There!” Meredith nodded toward the man in question, but before Witch Stacey could turn to see him, her Musketeer disappeared into the crowd beyond. Meanwhile, she had seen a lusty serving wench on his arm.  



  “You seeing things, Meri?” 



  Too dazed to answer, she let her friend lead her by the hand as they plunged back into the crowded party.  



  



  *** 



  



  Some time later Alain Danvers, with his serving wench Janis on his arm, found Percy Giles by the gate to the cellar and its vast dungeons below. Already the sounds of whips and moaning submissives could be heard against the background music of Sting, Led Zeppelin and mournful Georgian chants. He was surprised how much the mood of the Ball had his cock throbbing and his desires on edge, and the sight of Meri across the room hardly surprised him. She’d transformed herself into a whimsical and very sexy Snow White. What tipped him off to her identity could be chalked up to his acute powers of observation. Not only were her size and body shape a perfect match, even from a distance, the small tattoo just above the ankle strap of the woman’s black stiletto slippers looked to be a perfect match to the small black insignia Meredith Shaw wore in that location. Once he’d caught her eye, he knew for sure. The way she trembled in that brief instant of recognition only confirmed his supposition. 



  Admittedly, her absence was necessary to his plans, but it had been a test – one that she failed miserably. Even so, he was annoyed with having to take time out to handle the unpleasant business of his misbehaving submissive. 



  He could have confronted her, taken her down before an audience that was primed for the first failed sub to take a ruthless beating right in the open. Nothing would have served his personal needs better, but work came first.  He could not let Perry Livingston slip through his fingers because he couldn’t keep his recalcitrant submissive from disobeying a direct order.  



  “Percy!” He tapped the dungeon master on the shoulder and the lanky fellow turned about.  



  “Alain, is that you?” he whispered discreetly.  



  “Yes. It’s me.” 



  “Since when did you take up the whip again?” He looked at the not-so-humble Janisthe-serving-wench and winked. 



  “‘Fraid I’m here for other reasons, although I have a little business with a misbehaving submissive for you to handle.” 



  “Really?” His eyes lit on Janis again.  



  “No, not my wench here. You’ll find a sweet-looking Snow White with her Wicked Witch milling through the crowd. Arrest her and jail her in the dungeon as soon as you spot her. I don’t care how much she protests. You can tell her, confidentially, that her master sent you.” 



  “Oh, my! I’d be delighted. My first arrest of the night. And what do I do with her there?” 



  “Depending on how much she resists, you can give her a firm paddling. I’ve other arrangements in mind for later.” 



  “I’m at your service, Alain. Consider it done, now enjoy yourself.” 



  Alain smiled and walked off. 



  “Well, that was a tidy bit of business,” Janis commented. 



  “Necessary. I wish I could get my hands on her myself. But—” 



  “Oh, but Captain Danvers has work to do,” she grinned. “You don’t mind if I slip off and get something to drink? You want anything?” 



  “The punch will be fine. I’m sure you’ll find me around somewhere. I need to check in with my team.” 



  He walked off keeping his eyes open for his quarry, Perry Livingston, while he sought out Edmund Thorsby.  



  



  Alain found the host of the Masquerade dressed in a smoking jacket, standing by the door of the main ballroom.  



  “Great party you have here,” Alain said, while joining the man as he stared out at the teaming throng of guests. 



  “I do enjoy this, even though I’ve given up partying for myself.” He took a sip of Scotch. “Must be Alain, hum? I recognize your voice,” Edmund said without changing his gaze. 



  “Nothing like the old days, is it?” Alain came back. 



  “We were too young then. Too old now.” 



  “Oh, I don’t think so,” Alain objected, although he knew that Edmund Thorsby had been battling cancer for nearly a decade, which stopped all his kinky activity except for hosting this Masquerade.  



  “You mind if I’m a bit surprised to see you here? You have some lady friend now who’s in the scene?” 



  “Two, in fact.” 



  “I’m impressed.” 



  “One’s just a friend, my date for tonight. The other is here on the sly and will be in your dungeon jail shortly, Percy’s first victim, Snow White.”  “Sounds cute.” 



  “She is. And she’s been a very bad girl.” 



  



  *** 



  



  “What did I do!” Meredith screamed in protest. And while a crowd of fascinated guests watched in amusement, Snow White in handcuffs went kicking and screaming all the way  down the corridor toward the long flight of stairs, then down to the cellar and through the dank bowels of the ancient house where the dungeon awaited.  


  “You’re to be kept here until further notice, Snow White,” Percy Giles informed her. “Yer master’s got plans for you!” Percy loved adlibbing these scenes, putting terror in the hearts of vulnerable damsels. 



  When Meredith tried to jerk from his grasp, he pulled her up and held both hands over her head, her feet practically dangling on air. His height was an advantage in these circumstances.  



  “I got the right to blister your pretty behind if you fight me, Snow White.” 



  “He said that? My master said that?” 



   “Sure did.” 



  “I don’t believe you.” 



  Percy smiled cunningly. “But you don’t dare not believe me, now do you?” 



  She thought a moment, then tried again to jerk away. But as she did, a cold chill of reality darted up her spine. What if it was Alain? What if? Dear god, maybe it really was? She’d dismissed her initial thoughts when the suspicious Musketeer moved away so quickly. He would have said something, wouldn’t he? Confronted her? Dressed her down just like she deserved to be. Unless…unless he was telling the truth…working? Or, he might have been lying all this time, her alter ego argued. Before she could finish the debate in her mind, the still resistant Meredith was flung over a spanking bench and her skirt was flipped up to expose her ass. Seconds later, a paddle came crashing down on her naked bottom. 



  “No, no, stop!” she yelled.  



  The paddling continued with unrelenting firmness despite her cries. It was certainly not the hardest spanking she ever had, but it stung like the dungeon master had rained a fireball on her ass. The more she felt the hurt, the more she struggled; and there was no suppressing her crazed feelings.  



  “Please! I promise, I’ll be good.” 



  “Damn right, you’ll be good,” Percy let her have it again, then finally stood her on her feet. 



  Much to her horror a rather sizable crowd had gathered in the dungeon space to witness her punishment. She gulped, embarrassed, her eyes furtively scanning the audience for the mysterious Musketeer. Not there. At least that she could see.  



  Thank heaven she was still masked. 



  A moment later, Snow White was flung into the far dungeon cell, the door clanging portentously as it slammed against the cell wall. She stared around, looking sad and sullen. It certainly felt like a real dungeon, there was nothing made-up about the cell – not the damp stone wall on one side and the bars on the other three sides, or the cold dirt packed floor. Her cell was just one of a long string down a corridor of cells, which before the night was over, she imagined would be full of slaves and submissives in need of a dose of humility. She, however, was the first. And how she ended up there was still a puzzle, not soon to be solved.  



  “Please, you really can’t keep me here!” she wailed, as she shot up, grabbing the bars of the cell door and rattling them hard, as if that would make them suddenly swing open. The jailer had already walked away and the crowd she drew dispersed. At least for a time, she was alone.  



  Utterly alone.  



  In a dungeon. 



  Locked in a cell. 



  Should she be angry or aroused by her predicament? Both feelings were right at the surface of her fuming misery. She wanted to be upstairs where all the action was, and here she was stuck in this nasty cell, for lord knows how long. She finally turned away from the cell door and sank against the hard floor, sobbing. 



  



  *** 



  



  It might have been the longest hour of Meredith’s life. Sounds from all around the house echoed through the empty dungeon chambers. Screams and laughter and the noise of cracking whips filled her head with their provocative noise. Somewhere in her restless stew her anger had abated and she was left with a gnawing, gut-wrenching sexual arousal, which had everything to do with realizing that her master, Alain Danvers, had authored from afar her current incarceration. With every second that ticked by, she expected to see his face, see the masked Musketeer standing outside the cell, looking down, his expression filled with displeasure, maybe anger, even amusement. He’d find some way to mock her brazen disobedience. He’d use it to punish her before the entire masked ball. The more she thought of it, the more her present arousal soared and her fear expanded. 



  Her bottom ached. Not just from the spanking, but the hard floor was miserable to sit on with no way to relieve the constant ache. For a time, she tried to rest her head against the stone wall – her mind afloat. But then suddenly she was jerked from her thoughtlessness by the sound of an unfamiliar voice.  



  “You don’t look much like Snow White.” 



  Her eyes popped open and she stared outside the cell. 



  Dear God, the man in the smoking jacket had a key in his hand…and no mask. She didn’t recognize his face but she sensed that he was someone important. 



  “How about you come with me, my little bratty slave,” he said. “I’m Edmund Thorsby. Your master sold you to me for the rest of the night. Your fate’s with me.” 



  “Sold me?” she looked up in shock.  



  “And why not? He didn’t have a use for you, but I certainly do.” 



  “You mean I’m…” 



  “Mine for the rest of the night. Yes.” He’d jerked her to her feet, clamped an iron collar around her neck and was leading her by a leash down the corridor of cells before she had the presence of mind to object. 



  “He wouldn’t do that!” she finally jerked free. 



  “But he has, miss. And if you don’t do everything I ask, you’ll have not just me, but him to answer to.” 



  The ring of truth in his words immediately stopped further protest, but it did nothing to quell her anxiety.  



  Instead of moving to the main staircase, Edmund Thorsby unlocked a door some distance beyond that led to a private set of stairs. They moved on upward through a narrow stairwell, Meredith sporadically tugged by the leash to keep her moving. She thought they’d never stop, and by the time they did, her legs were almost too weak to go on. Their ascent ended at a door leading into a gentleman’s sitting room; they were the only ones there. Meredith stared around, seeing an old-fashioned kind of room known for its plush furnishings, leather, velvet, dark colors and a smoldering fire inside the hearth.  



  She stumbled into the room, realizing how sore her feet were in the high-heeled slippers, then finally grabbed onto the back of a chair and gazed back at Edmund Thorsby.  She knew his name, but had never met the man. The buzz about him in the scene was filled with notorious tales, as well as the fact of his illness, which had tamed most of his darker passions. If nothing else, she knew to respect him for his generosity when it came to the annual Fetish Masquerade. 



  She waited respectfully and watched him as he worked his way toward a leather chair and sank down, appearing quite tired. Then he looked up as if he expected her to speak. The questions her mind struggled to answer quickly returned… 



  “He really did sell me? I mean Alain is really here?” 



  “Now what do you think, Miss…? I’m afraid I don’t know your name.” 



  “Meredith.” 



  “Yes, Meredith. Lovely name.” He stared at her until she started to fidget uncomfortably. 



  “Sir, please. You mean that he’s here…Alain Danvers…is really here? He wasn’t supposed to be.” 



  “And why was that?” 



  “Because, he said that we wouldn’t be going to this year’s Masquerade.” 



  you’re here.” 


  She bit her lip and screwed up her face. “Yes,” she ventured, “and that’s the problem, isn’t it? I had a terrible time staying away…” 



  “And thought you could get away with coming. He’d never know. Is that it?” 



  “Yes, I suppose so.” 



  “‘Oh, the tangled web we weave when first we practice to deceive.’” 



   “That’s Shakespeare.” 



  “So, it is.” 



  “And look at the tangled web you’ve woven, Meredith.” 



  “Yes. I guess I’ve…I’ve been sold.” The sound of it was so heartless, so cruel, so unbelievable, especially for Alain Danvers. “I just can’t believe he’d do that.” 



  “Well, he has. And right now, I think you should think less about the man who sold you and more about the one who bought you. For the night, you’re obligated to me, and I expect to be obeyed or you’ll end up in the other dungeon of my house, the one I don’t share with the public.” 



  “Oh, my!” she shrunk back fearfully. “Well then, sir, what can I do to please you?” 



  “You can first take off those silly clothes and the wig and mask. I’d like a good look at what I paid good money for.” 



  “You actually paid him money?” 



  “Five one-hundred dollar bills.” 



  “But I’m not a whore!” she spouted. 



  “But you are your master’s to do with as he pleases.” 



  “Yes, sir.” She bowed her head and began to pull the wig from her own dark hair. The mask came with it, until her disguise was nearly shed.  



  “Now just the skirt. The corset can stay as long as you pull down that blouse so I can see your tits. And leave the shoes, even if they are killing your feet.” He smiled. “I saw you limping.” 



  Blushing, she tucked the blue blouse into her corset exposing her upturned breasts and pink, swollen nipples. A few tugs and the skirt was down, leaving just the tiny lace thong that Stacy had earlier urged her to remove. That meager thong felt like a cloak of steel at the moment – the only thing remaining to protect her from Thorsby’s ogling eyes. She believed  her sex was reserved for her master…but now her master had sold her to another man. If he sold her, then even the treasure beyond the thong belonged to Edmund Thorsby.  



  Reality suddenly cut through the layers of fantasy that fueled the night. She belonged to a stranger, a handsome older man, akin to her master, an authoritative dominant whose very essence oddly held her enthralled. He had none of the power with which Alain had so effectively, so unconsciously wooed her, but the gravitas of the moment was not lost on her submissive spirit, nor was what she felt obliged to do.  



  “Turn around and let me see,” he said, once she was stripped of the costume, dressed only in the corset, thong and heels, and what remained of the little puffed sleeved blouse.  



  She followed orders well and turned around. 



  “Now bend over and touch the floor. I want to see your ass.” 



  Shivering with embarrassment, she struck the pose finding herself almost toppling to the floor, although she managed to keep the pose, presenting her ass to Edmund Thorsby just as ordered. 



  “Dammit remove the panties!” he suddenly blurted out, as if the thong offended him.  



  She immediately obeyed. 



  With the thong stripped away, there was no hiding the rest of her physical assets, even less so when he snapped once again, “Spread your legs, girl. I want them wide!”     



  She spread her legs while awkwardly holding the pose, exposing her sex from her anus to her wet cunt lips. The entire time, her sexual heat was on the rise. A new fantasy had kicked in and for just this sliver of time, she could almost imagine becoming intimate with this master.  



  “You understand, I bought you because I’m a fan of caning women’s asses. When yours came up for sale, I couldn’t resist the opportunity to etch yours with a string of fiery welts.” 



  She instantly flinched. His cold words turned her blood to ice and everything in her chilled at the sadistic tone of his voice.  



  “If this is what my master wants,” she said. 



  “It doesn’t matter what your master wants.” He popped up from his chair. “I bought you. I own you. Your body is mine to use as I desire, and no man, even the one who sold you to me has the right to say what I can or cannot do to you tonight.” He was feeling up her ass, his fingers cold at first, then warming as her hot skin warmed them. He pushed one into her anus and she flinched, softly whimpering. Then something cold ran along her anal crack, and two slick fingers jabbed inside her rectum. It didn’t seem to matter that this man was a total stranger; she became the servant of her lust for surrender, finding her body responding unthinkingly to the indignity of the physical assault with unwavering consent. 



  He fucked her with his fingers for a time, then added a third, fucking her even harder now. Though the brisk movement threw her off balance, he did nothing to prevent that. She struggled to stay in place, a struggle she barely won before he finally stood upright, pulled his hand from her cleft, and unceremoniously thrust a thick anal plug into the space his hand had just vacated. She panted in short pained breaths as he shoved the plug deep and she adjusted to the impalement.  



  “Keep it there. It’ll keep your ass cheeks spread the way I want them.” 



  He moved away, then returned seconds later, pushing a small fabric-covered chair in front of her. “You’ll never stay on your feet without this. I’d suggest that you put your palms on the seat and hold tight.” 



  There were no more instructions. Next thing she knew, the cane came crashing down on her bottom cheeks and she let out a pained whelp.  



  Then again, the cane whapped her ass – this time striking a little lower.  



  Then again and again and again… he continued with a line of cuts from her center cheeks downward to the tender skin of her upper thighs.  



  “Yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeoooooooooow!!! No, dear god no!” she screamed, when he finally got to that ‘sweet’ spot. Her full-throated cries went on, although they were drowned out by the noises of the noisy house: the music below, the crackling fire and the rising sounds of playful torment that wound their way through the ductwork of the grand old mansion and lingered in the steamy air. 



  Cuts aimed at the center of her cheeks almost forced her to her knees. Pain moved in shockwaves through her body, then expanded further when he finally stopped the caning and rubbed her ass with a nasty-smelling brine. 



  “Dear god what are you doing!” she jerked back. 



  “Punishing you.” 



  When he was done, he sat down in his chair and let his eyes feast on the lovely sight of her welted behind. In just a few places the skin had cracked, but they only added to the exhilarating look of her caned flesh. 



  Alain would be pleased, Thorsby thought to himself. The man had said to weave some nasty tale for her, enough to make her flinch in fear and behave herself. Enough to put her in her place. He was given permission to punish and use her. But the selling part was Edmund’s inspiration, one he figured Alain could refute if he chose to, based on how he wanted his submissive to remember the night she recklessly disobeyed his direct command. 



  



  Meredith waited for some time for Thorsby to speak. The silence was deafening. Difficult to endure. All she could think of was Alain’s many admonishments that she talk less. Maybe this was one of those times.  



  She waited, in pain but hopeful. Any minute her master would appear. Certainly he would appear. But as time ticked off on a nearby clock and the hour struck eleven, he didn’t come.  



  “Stand up, will you?” Thorsby finally said.  



  She stood for him, feeling her entire body creak as she pulled out of the difficult pose. Her ass end ached. Oh, how it ached! But she didn’t dare rub it, nor did she dare see the results. Her blatant arousal was enough to bear 



  “Come here and satisfy me, girl.” He’d already untied his smoking jacket and had begun to loosen his trousers.  



  Moving to her knees between the man’s parted thighs, she slipped her hand inside his pants, drawing out the hard erection. Her mouth went over the organ, taking in the aroma of his sex, something sour but potent enough to stir her own desire. She worked him in a frantic rhythm while her hand jacked-off the muscled rod. She’d been sexual with her master only a dozen times, but already she felt bound to Alain Danvers, which made giving head to a stranger feel all wrong. Her master had demanded this, hadn’t he? Or had she been somehow duped into this slavish service by a cunning scoundrel? 



  Meredith could feel Thorsby’s arousal climb swiftly. It took just minutes with her mouth sucking and laving the meaty prick until she felt the rush of cum surging through his erection and finally bathing her mouth with copious threads of its sweet fluid.  



  He finally pushed her away, handing her a handkerchief to clean her mouth. Then turning, Thorsby rang a bell-pull beside him, just like in the olden days, and a minute later out popped a servile gentleman wearing the clothes of a butler or valet – a costume or his regular attire? 



  “Anything you need, Edmund?” he politely addressed his employer. 



  “Yes, I need her bound, gagged, and closeted for the night.” 


  “In the usual place, sir?” 


  “Yes, that will do. I would think we’d be seeing a few friends filter up here in an hour or so. This particular slave needs to be out of sight. In fact, you’ll forget you saw her here.” Thorsby smiled wickedly.  



  “Don’t I always, sir,” the valet replied.  



  Meredith didn’t have the strength to fight the ropes that bound her hands and feet, or the gag the man thrust into her mouth, or the act of being pushed into a small closet hidden behind the paneled wall not far from the fireplace. The space couldn’t have been more than a three by three foot square. Close and claustrophobic, with the exception of the fresh air that was pumped in through the vent. 



  The night at Edmund Thorsby’s Masquerade would go on without Snow White. She’d hear the noises of the after party that would go on all night in Edmund’s private rooms, but otherwise be confined by the ropes, the gag and the small square box of space she’d been consigned to. It almost made her long for the dungeon cell below.  



  Alain. Where was Alain? her mind would worry over the question. And why hadn’t he come for her.  



  



  While Meredith suffered for her crime, Alain and three of his detectives, all masked and wearing suitable costumes were staked out around the party, waiting, watching, looking for signs of Kat Bloom and her captor to appear. They could be anyone in the mix, certainly dressed to disguise their identity, to confuse and tease and dare those to recognize who was in their midst. 


  








  

  SCENE SEVENTEEN



  

    [image: ]

  


  Masked 



  



  Robin Hood worked his Maid Marian around the ballroom several times, leading the stunning submissive by the hand, making certain that every one noticed. He stopped on occasion to kiss and tease her in a way that drew the stares of those around them. But maintaining an aloof detachment, he’d then move on without so much as a nod to the leering crowd. Perry’s feeling of power had seemed to rise in him, going beyond its normal boundaries as soon as he walked into the room. This was heaven! For a man who lived secluded by necessity, the teeming party atmosphere was nirvana. He fed on the energy, the excitement, the eyes of those who watched as  he and Kat made their way about the ballroom.  



  Risky? Of course. But that was the point; an ordinary life simply didn’t hold his interest. This was almost as big of a high as his slave’s abduction months before. He had little fear that he’d be recognized by this band of perverts; they both were masked, and only a handful would have been old enough to recognize Perry Livingston in the flesh. At the moment, he was quite sure that most of the eyes in the grand ballroom were on his gentle Marian, the maid. Although there might be some attending who were looking for her on this night, he really doubted that anyone would recognize his slave as the missing Kat Bloom. 



  She was dressed in chains beneath a gauzy transparent dress, chains that crossed her body several times, uplifting her lovely tits and making her ringed nipples stand out proudly, while poking obtrusively through the thin material. The twisted links wrapped her all the way to her ankles, while the tightest chain rode up inside her crotch in a way that had to be confining and uncomfortable. But the long haired beauty – the blonde hair was obviously a wig – didn’t seem to mind the discomfort, nor did she care about being exposed to the world this way. Beyond her mask of feathers was a beautiful, though demure smile and a sense of delight. It was even possible to see through the feathers a glimmer of magic in her startling dark eyes. 



  “Did you see everyone looking at you?” Perry whispered in her ear.  



  “This is so much fun!” Kat giggled, “So many people. It’s been so long.” 



  “For me too. I kinda like it, don’t you?” 



  “Hum… I suppose so.” She walked along with a happy smirk on her lips. Then whispering furtively when they moved off by themselves, “You know, I know these people.” Their late entrance had left them breathless and the stir in the ballroom died down as the guests returned to their whips and cowering subs. The scene in the ballroom was all about who could make the grandest exhibition and everyone waited to see who would be next.  



  “Do you think any one recognized you?” Perry wondered.  



  “How could they when I’m dressed like this?” 



  “And what if I were to leave you on your own? Would you reveal who you are?” 



  “Disclose my identity? No.” His query actually surprised her. “I do my master’s bidding tonight. I’m your Marian, you’re my Robin Hood.” She answered with all the passion of a woman in love, then giggled, giving him a big kiss. “Damn! This is a hoot!” 



  In fact, no one in the ballroom gave their identity much consideration. No one would recognize either Perry or Kat. And no one much cared what was going on in the far corner of the ballroom as the thief and his chained female were conversing quietly, their laughter melodious and intimate. Even the suspicious Alain Danvers waved the exhibitionists off at 



  




  first glance. He’d been focusing on another couple, another Knight of the Round Table and his tightly bound bride.   


  



  The midnight hour chimed when Perry suddenly dragged the chained Marion to the center stage. All around them the scenes of debauchery played out, getting raunchier and more sexual by the minute as slaves were forced out of their clothes and left in little but their masks, each readied for some scene of depravity, humiliation or pain that for at least a few minutes would draw the attention of the randy crowd. 



  The main stage was for those who were serious about their play and wanted all to watch. It stood just a few feet off the ground floor, but it was centrally located so that many in the room could stop and watch what took place. Energized by the crowd’s expectations, Perry boldly tied his chained beauty to the dangling bar with her wrists confined in the thick cuffs, while the rings at her shackled ankles were attached to eyebolts embedded in the stage floor. As the scene played out, the stage would slowly revolve to give everyone a chance to see. 



  The music pumped in through the sophisticated sound system was sullen, old world, ethereal – like the dress Maid Marian wore – lifting into the air with such melancholy that the entire room along with Perry’s slave, couldn’t help but be moved by the dark sounds. “Close your eyes,” he whispered, “and keep them closed until I tell you to open them. His hands worked their way along her body, immediately taking her into a subspace heaven with firm swats and hard grasping pinches. He twisted her nipples until she cried out in pain, drawing a few more to their audience who could sense a hard scene about to unfold.  



  Finally, with a sharp jerk of his hand, the transparent dress fell away, drifting to the floor like a wisp of fog. Perry’s brutality surfaced quickly as he circled his slave, covering her bare flesh with the wicked stings of a braided cat.  



  As each lash struck her sensitive skin, she jerked hard and her eerie cries rose above the din around them. Her pain soon redoubled as the beating became more vicious. She thrashed back and forth in agony, twisting miserably in a futile attempt to escape the next blow. 



  When Perry finally dropped his cat to the floor, he pulled a small signal whip from his vest, and circled his slave again, letting her wonder when the next strike would land. 



  “Look at me,” he ordered. 



  Though difficult to do, she didn’t dare disobey his command, and so held her master in her gaze as he worked his way around her writhing body until she could no longer see him. 



  Suddenly, he pulled in close, clutching her from behind. His breath was hot on the back of her neck and she trembled in fear as he wound the whip around her throat. Her head fell back and rested on his shoulder; her breath grew faint, her pheromones skyrocketing higher as she wrestled with her fear of being choked. He pulled tighter, letting her suffer for several struggling moments, then released the whip, allowing her breathe freely again. He gave her no time to recuperate before snapping off his next command in his low, surly voice: 



  “Stick out your ass, slave!”  



  Those in the front row heard his cocky attitude. Those behind them were content to watch as the show master, Perry, whipped his slave’s dancing behind until the flesh was scorched with red marks and she was moaning, so close to begging him to stop that one could almost hear the protest on her lips.  



  But then he suddenly moved around again, back to the target he loved the most, letting his whip flail against her dancing pussy with the talons jumping like lightning across her welting skin.  



  “C-mon, babe,” he quietly urged, “come for me. Let this juicy portal put on a show, hum?”  



  The crowd didn’t need to see her face to know how she suffered. Even the mask could not hide the strain in her limbs or the sound of her anguish or the way each muscle in her body seized up, shocked by the stinging whip. 



  Her pussy hurt. But as the pain became more cutting, more unbearable, her endorphins kicked in. She was lost to everything but the exhilarating feel of that transformed pain and her coming body, and the muscles that flooded with life. She came in hard crashing, bodyjerking spasms, and came and came again. When Perry finally stopped whipping her pussy and stuffed the whip handle in her cunt, she screamed. “Gawwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwd, yessss master, yes master, yesssssyesssssyessss,” rocking on the leather. 



  Her head dropped to her chest when the frantic spasms finally died and for just a moment there was little noise in the grand ballroom except for the sound of that melancholy music dying on the air.  



  



  Alain Danvers attention had been momentarily drawn to the scene, with his own raging desires forcing him to pay attention to the ghastly but beautiful beating of the maid. Something about this girl and this man made him look hard at what he could see of their faces – which was very little. But it wasn’t their faces that gave them away. The truth suddenly dawned as he stared at the finale of the Robin Hood – the thief – and the chained Maid Marian. Perry and Kat Bloom, it could be no one else. So sure was he that he moved directly to the side of the ballroom into a small alcove, using his cell phone to locate the detectives at all four exit doors… 



  He could still see the couple in the last throes of their sizzling scene. The more he stared, the more he was convinced. He could reason it all out later, tie up the loose ends with the clues that had been left behind, for now, the truth was something he felt inside his bones. 



  



  While Maid Marion seemed to drift in suspended animation for a long interval of time, it was really just a minute or two and her master was on her again, releasing her from the bondage and tossing her featherweight dress over her body. He picked her up, letting her settle inside his arms, and with not a word to the room, he single-mindedly moved toward the back of the house.  



  One word from Alain would have stopped his progress flat. Instead, playing his hunch, he gave the detective their orders: 



  “Follow them. I want to know where he takes her. And be careful. He can’t know you’re on his tail.” 



  “Got it, boss,” he heard the head of his team, Detective Stover, confirm their plans. 



  Alain already suspected where the mysterious pair were headed and he had to smile. 



  Damn! I should have guessed the before… Perry Livingston… Sherwood Hill… Almost like the man’s dropping bread crumbs to his house. 



  But why? Why now? Why so many hints?  



  Was Perry Livingston so cock sure that no one from his past would be at the Masquerade? He played the thief, Kat Bloom his Maid Marian. And now if Alain were right, they were headed for Sherwood Hill. He remembered the old stable by the ruined house where he, Perry, and a dozen other sexually driven perverts had partied over a long Halloween weekend.  



  How like Perry to make poetry of an abduction.  



  *** 



  



  “You were magnificent!” Perry exclaimed. He quickly gunned the truck’s engine and headed out of town, as if he knew that he was being tailed. 



  “Why can’t I see now? Why the blindfold? I didn’t even try to escape…” Kat wailed miserably. He’d even tied her hands behind her.  



  Perry spoke softly. “I don’t want the mystery to end yet, doll. There are still a few more hands to be played.” 



  “What do you mean, a few more hands?” 



  “You’ll know soon. But not now,” he was already antsy to be home. Of course, he hadn’t orgasmed and his fiery sexual engines needed a good screw, maybe a dozen before he finally calmed down.  



  



  Perry had originally planned to stop along the way and spend the night in a motel, but his restless energy drove them all the way back to the woods that night. The entire four hours were spent with Kat drifting in and out of consciousness, while Perry’s eyes were glued to the road, and his mind was intent on stemming the rising tide of his sexual need. He could let it all spill out when they arrived back at the stable.  



  When the truck finally jerked to a stop at the end of the dirt drive, Perry lifted his sleeping slave from the seat, feeling her rouse the moment her body hit the cool night air.  



  “Where are we?” she wondered, deliriously.  



  “Home,” he said.  



  “Home…” she drifted a little, then was abruptly put back on her bare feet, a leash clipped to her collar. Her hands remained roped behind her and she jerked along, stumbling after her master as he led her into the stable entrance. The old structure was still as rough and rundown as it had been ten years before when Perry first began to renovate the upper floor. Although the warm upstairs and comfortable mattress were waiting for him, he couldn’t wait to alleviate his sexual need. He unceremoniously pushed his chained slave over a sawhorse, planted himself behind her, then grabbing her by the hair, he pried her ass cheeks wide. His hard erection had already been freed from the codpiece and the Robin Hood tights, so he could swiftly impale his slave. Plunging deep, he settled in with the wet warmth of Kat’s pussy a welcoming relief as it closed in around him.  



  The fucking came on furiously hard. Consumed by his own pleasure, he cared nothing about her discomfort as her bare crotch banged against the hard wood bar. The only good news for Kat was that he was coming in under sixty seconds and relief from the pain was in sight. In the minutes following his climax, they both caught their breath. 



  Somehow the finale seemed anticlimactic after a night of risk and wonder and daring extremes. 



  



  Kat had only to wait a short time before Perry pulled her back upright and dragged her by the leash, leading her up the long flight of stairs to the second floor. Her blindfold had become dislodged at some point during the melee, so she was able to catch a brief glimpse of the stable. Unfortunately, she was so exhausted that she really didn’t care. 



  “You can sleep in the chains, doll. I’m too tired to take them off,” Perry announced when they reached her room.  



  She looked around, a bit dazed, but found that nothing had changed in hours since they left for the Masquerade – the cage, the newspapers and the chamber pot in the corner, the mattress on the floor, the stack of magazines nearby. Her world had remained intact, although it seemed strangely different to her now that she’d been in the outside world again. Was it possible to fit back into this harsh, inflexible existence? If she hadn’t been so exhausted, her temper might have flared at the very thought of being Perry Livingston’s bound captive. 



  And sleep in the chains? This wasn’t exactly great news, but then, being so bone weary, her comfort didn’t seem to matter all that much. One meager push of Perry’s hand against her shoulder and she sank into the mattress – it was comfort enough, especially when Perry joined her. Forgetting her disquiet, she huddled inside her master’s arms and drifted to sleep. Moments later, he followed her down that drowsy path. They wouldn’t awaken until nearly noon.  



  



  *** 



  



  It was morning before Alain heard the report from the detectives who had followed the alleged Perry Livingston and the girl as they left the Fetish Masquerade. 



  “We saw him slip a blindfold over her eyes. Then he was gone. Geez, I didn’t think he would ever stop. Four fucking hours, excuse me, sir. The man should have been dead tired. I know I am.” 



  “When you’re on an adrenalin high there’s a lot you can overcome,” Alain tersely replied. “So their trip ended where?” 



  “Tiny town north of here. “Quimsby, Quigley, something like that…and you were right, he took a dirt road at the Sherwood Hill sign.” 



  Alain smiled to himself. “Good work. Go home and sleep. You’ve done what I need for now.” 



  



  Scene Eighteen…A Sad Snow White 



  



  “So, my friend, what do I do with her now?” Edmund Thorsby was on the phone early, calling Alain Danvers about the woman in his turret bedroom.  



  “She’s free to go. You might want to call her a taxi. I’ll pay.” 



  Edmund laughed. “You think I’m not good for taxi fare?” 



  “Not the point, Eddy.” 



  “I enjoyed myself. Would have enjoyed myself even more, but I tire so easily now. Still, the party in my rooms was first rate. Lots to see. I’m sorry you weren’t here.” 



  “Me too. But I do have a lot going on, in fact, we’ll have to continue this conversation another time.” 



  “Just one thing, Alain. I laid it on pretty heavy with your submissive. Told her you sold her to me for the night.” 



  “Really?” Alain’s brows lifted. “And how did that go down?” 



  “She didn’t want to believe that you’d sell her. Perhaps I went too far?” 



  “Oh, that’s nothing I can’t take care of. I’m sure she deserved everything she got, the little miscreant.” Alain was actually feeling quite affectionate towards his Meri. It would have been a great night if they’d been together for the Masquerade. As it turned out, however, a few lessons might have been learned, and he could thank Edmund for that. Not that the  matter of her sneaky behavior was over. He was looking forward to their next meeting, one that would be particularly awkward for her and enjoyable for him.  



  “She’ll have one sore ass, I’m afraid,” Edmund added. “I caned it hard, first time in a while and I was really getting into the mood. What a pleasure! And that was right on top of what Giles did to her in the dungeon.” 



  “Wish I could have been there to see it.” 



  “Well, then, maybe you’ll give me another chance.” 



  “I’d like that Edmund. For now, though, let her go home when she awakens.” He thought a minute. “You really said I sold her?” 



  “I did. For five hundred dollars.” 



  Alain chuckled. “I’m sure you had her terrified.” 



  “Should I correct her misconception?” 



  “No. Please don’t. Like I said, she’s getting what she deserves.” 



  “And I tell her what now?” 



  “That she’d better spend her Sunday nursing her sore behind and thinking about the consequences of her bad behavior. She’ll be answering for that Monday morning.” 



  “That I can do, Alain. And, let’s get together soon.” 



  



  *** 



  



  Meredith woke to find herself having slept for some hours in a huge bed in one of Edmund Thorsby’s many bedrooms. She hardly remembered being taken from the tiny closet. She had remembered the noises in the outer room in the hours after she was so stringently confined: the voices, the laughter, the steamy play. Sex. There’d been lots of sex with enough groaning, grunting, moaning and screaming to have her madly masturbating to the provocative sounds. Getting off wasn’t particularly easy under the circumstances. Not only did her flesh ache from the raw wounds she’d suffered at Edmund Thorsby’s hand, but the space was unkindly cramped and the hard wood insufferable. Her bound hands didn’t help. But she played with herself as best she could for what seemed like a good long hour, changing positions slightly when her body started to ache too much. Finally, as some Dominant male in the  outer room was screaming with climax, his female submissive whimpering, no doubt in pain, Meri climaxed hard on her furiously rubbing fingers, soaking her hand in the pungent juices. Some time later, as she was dreamily dozing, the closet door opened and a pair of strong hands lifted her into the room. Still masked, her rescuer remained anonymous, and by the time he laid her on the mattress and chained her to the bed frame, she was practically asleep. By then, she’d awakened enough to look at her surroundings, but the light in the room was off and she’d been plunged into darkness once again.  



  



  Waking came on Meredith suddenly. Her eyes popped open to the sounds outside the bedroom door. Then the door rattled and Edmund Thorsby appeared. He went immediately to the bed and unlocked the chains and the collar.  



  “So, my naughty one, did you sleep well?” 



  “I think I slept. I suppose it was well,” she smiled weakly. “Better than the closet.” 



  “Oh, you didn’t like your confinement?” 



  “Well, not particularly. Is Alain here?”  



  “Alain Danvers? Don’t you remember that you were sold last night?” 



  “I do remember that,” something ugly gripped her in the gut, “but I thought it was just the night…” 



  “Indeed. And the night is over,” he said. His eyes twinkled just a bit. “I was instructed to call you a taxi that would take you home.” 



  “So, Alain’s not coming?” 



  “Why would he? As I understand it, your presence at my Masquerade was in direct defiance of your master’s wishes. Is that wrong?” 



  “No, not really. But it wasn’t meant to be defiant.” 



  He chuckled, “Ah, girl, you’re like all the others. Ready to defend yourself against the truth, splitting hairs, I call it. Is there any defense for your behavior?” 



  She hung her head now, shamed to even be in this conversation. “I suppose not,” she conceded, although she was still not completely convinced that her attending the ball was all that wrong. 



  “Good. Then, it’s time  you were going home,” he moved toward the door, still speaking, “Your master suggests that you get well acquainted with your sore bottom while you spend your Sunday alone at home. I have a hunch that your tender behind has a good long while to suffer before Alain’s sense of justice is finally satisfied. As I remember my friend, he’s never been easy on submissives who twist the facts for their own personal gratification.”  



  Twist the facts for their own personal gratification. Meredith gulped, guiltily. Was that what she’d done? 



  “I guess he’s not going to see me today?” she called after him. 



  “I have no idea. But I really doubt it. I think he had something to do with work that required his attention. There are some clothes there, if you’d rather wear something a little more suitable for daywear than your Snow White costume. I’m not sure it means anything to you, but you really made my night, Meredith. I’m sorry it was over so quickly.” He smiled again and left the room, leaving Meredith to suffer with a fresh dose of remorse. 



  Only then did she gaze around the room. It was hideous, she thought, with its dreary browns and burgundies, and very antiquated furniture. It wouldn’t have hurt to have a little lace here and there to cut through the somber mood. The only romantic feature was its location in the house’s round turret. At the moment she felt like a captive princess awaiting her prince to kiss all the misery away. If only she were so lucky.  



  Just Alain’s face would have been welcome, even as furious as he was sure to be. But she didn’t even have that. 



  








  


  SCENE NINETEEN



  

    [image: ]

  


  A Knock On The Door 



  



  “In the cage, doll.”  



  Lording himself over her, Perry gently tapped the cane on her punished ass cheeks, which were still quite tender from the hard beating of the previous night. It was sometime in the middle of the afternoon. They’d awakened around noon and Perry had gotten up and disappeared to wherever he went, to do whatever he did when he wasn’t making her suffer. As usual, her shackles had been tethered to the mattress chain so there wasn’t any question that she’d be staying in bed. She’d drifted off to sleep again and now looked up at him through foggy eyes trying to make sense of what he said.  “What?” 



  “You heard me; in the cage.”  “Now? Why?” 



  “Because I said so, doll.” 



  “But…” Her heart was crushed to see him so cold and ruthless after the affection and good fun they’d shared. She’d actually thought they’d turned a corner. That Perry was finally easing up her restrictive life. But what then?  



  In the back of her mind she’d been praying for rescue so long that it seemed second nature to hope for a peaceable parting. If that’s what she truly wanted. As he’d carried her away from the Masquerade she couldn’t imagine being anywhere  else  but with Perry Livingston. This life seemed solidly fixed, but she could still hope for a little more physical freedom. Suddenly ordered back in the cage? 



  Her mind rifled through these thoughts between the first tapping at her thigh and the hard cut that landed when she didn’t obey Perry’s order quickly enough.  



  “You heard me, bitch!” he snapped. 



  The next cut of his cane got her moving fast, and the cage door slammed behind her, while white hot tears of rage began to form inside her eyes.  



  “You can’t do this!” she screamed, though all that was heard was the screaming voice inside her brain. Good judgment silenced her protest, yet it did little to turn off her fermenting anger.  



  Satisfied, Perry left the room and minutes later the piped in music began to play, setting off the mantra she’d been repeating constantly for months. 



  “I am my master’s slave. I live only to serve his every need, his every wish, his 



  



  fondest desire. I am nothing but his chattel and this arouses me…I become orgasmic 



  



  thinking of him, I become orgasmic in his company. I am my master’s slave… ”  



  



  The words alone had the power to turn her on, and turn rebellion into humble submission. She quickly retreated into herself, into the powerful noise that continued in an endless loop, into the chains that still clung to her flesh, and the wounds that made every moment another reminder of her captivity and enslavement.  



  She lay suspended peacefully in this dreamy state, wondering to herself where the anger and agitation had gone. How quickly she’d surrendered.  



  



  *** 


  As Alain drove toward the tiny town of Quinton, he had plenty of time to mull over the events of the last twenty-four hours. Funny. He’d had a hunch about Perry Livingston and the Sherwood Hill stable weeks before, but had written it off almost in the same breath. Too quickly, it seems. He was still baffled by the risk Perry took bringing Kat to the Masquerade, unless…unless she came willingly, which would mean that she was no longer a captive. If so, he’d have no business intervening in a consensual relationship. This was exactly why he’d gone by himself to confront the rogue master. There was back-up readily available, he’d made sure of that, but in his own mind, he couldn’t imagine apprehending a kidnapper and rescuing his victim on this trip. It simply did not make sense. 



  The Maid Marian he’d experienced the night before didn’t need rescuing. If she had, if she’d been forced to play her role, the astounding bdsm scene would have looked far different. But the kind of mortal dread and quaking fear he’d expect to see from a sub in a nonconsensual situation was completely absent in the interactions between Perry and the chained slave. He would have guessed that the drama of Robin Hood and Maid Marian was entirely consensual. Still, she was chained. The man had made sure that there was no way she could have escaped.  



  Hours later, the scene still perplexed him. Who knows what he’d find when he arrived at the stable and announced himself. 



  Once the subject of Perry and Kat had been thoroughly reasoned out, Alain’s mind returned to Meredith. At the moment, he had no idea how he’d handle his submissive once he was in the office Monday morning. She’d been punished once by Edmund Thorsby, which was intended as just a warm-up to the real thing. But apparently she’d suffered a good deal. Another punishment on top of that? Was it overkill or appropriate? No doubt she expected him to come down on her hard. He stewed about that for  sometime, being uncertain how, or if, he wanted to advance their relationship. And that was the question, wasn’t it? A lot could change if he chose to make a big deal out of her showing up at the Masquerade. Considering her egregiously disobedient behavior, he’d have an excuse to bail out of their agreement. Was that what he wanted? Or was ending things now just another instance of Alain Danvers avoiding his real emotions? Janis certainly would have said that. She was usually right. He had much to think about. But as he steered the car into the rutty dirt path, he had to turn his attention back to the matter at hand.  



  



  Alain stood in front of the odd structure staring up at the second story. He’d already peeked inside the stable and found little there but some old equipment and the truck he assumed belonged to Perry. Perhaps some renovations had been made to the upper floor since he was there nearly twenty years before. At the time, it had been too structurally unsound to be habitable.  



  Deciding to proceed, he gave the locked stairway door a firm rap. He waited, cooling his heels, then rapped again.  



  “Looking for someone?” The voice came from behind him and he turned.  



  “Perry…” Alain recognized him instantly. He looked about the same as he remembered him, with his signature smirk and aloof detachment. 



  “I should have known it would be you coming after me.” 



  “And why is that?” 



  “You, of all people, had the power and means of finding me. There aren’t too many who would have placed me with the girl.”  



  “Oh? I think the kidnapping had your name written all over it… I was not the first to notice.” 



  “Imagine that.” 


  “So, is Kat Bloom here?” 


  “Sure is. And she’s free to go, she’s all yours.” This was not exactly what Alain expected to hear. The man giving up so easily. “Hey, that surprised you, didn’t it?” 



  “Yes. It did. What is it, Perry? You’ve tired of her, like you tired of Natalie Moon?” 



  Perry Livingston’s expression changed almost imperceptibly at the mention of his previous slave. “Natalie, yes. You’ve seen her? How’s she doing?” 



  “I can’t honestly answer that. I’m here for Kat.” 



  “Well, like I said, she’s free to go.” He fished through his pocket. “Here’s the key to her cage, the smaller ones belong to her shackles. There are some suitable clothes in the room next door.” 



  “Why now?” 



  Perry had to think a minute, make something up, although it wasn’t as if he hadn’t already imagined this scene, so the words came to him pretty naturally, “Aw,” his cocky smile broadened, “been there, done that. Like keeping a caged slut was going to keep me happy forever. All that slavery gets to be a drag…I’m a changed man now, Alain Danvers. You can’t tell me that you’re still playing the Dom the way you used to?” 



  “Changed? Seems more like a convenience to me.” 



  “But you’ll never know, will you?” He handed Alain the ring of keys.  



  “Upstairs?” 



   “Yep.” 



  “No need. I’m right here,” a soft voice stopped them both, and Perry’s slave stepped out from the shadows of the stable, wearing her shackles and nothing else. 



  “Ah! This is a surprise!” Perry crowed. 



  “You left the cage unlocked, sir.” 



  “Did I really?” It wasn’t clear whether this was an oversight or on purpose.  



  “Kat Bloom?” Alain turned his attention to the lovely young woman in shackles. Her hair was a natural brown color and just barely covered her ears now. Nothing left of the white blonde spiky cut he was told to expect. While she seemed completely comfortable with her nudity in front of a stranger, she was uncomfortable with the situation itself, and more than once looked toward Perry with an odd look of wonder.  



  “Yes, sir. That’s me. Kat Bloom.” 



  An awkward silence descended over the trio until Perry piped up, “You can have her, Alain. She’s free to go…and free to return. That’s her choice now, not mine.” He looked directly at her. 



  “What?” she seemed as dumbfounded as Alain was, and moved directly to Perry’s side and into his arms, speaking quietly, so quietly that Alain could not clearly make out what she was saying.  



  “It’s time,” Alain heard Perry reply. “I mean what I said, you’re free to go, free to return.” He gave her an affectionate kiss on the forehead then pushed her gently back. “You two make this one up on your own. If it’s any help, doll, the man’s true blue. Captain on the police force and a nasty Dom when he wants to be…he’ll know what you need to do if you decide to split. If you come back, don’t expect me to be nice.” Perry turned directly, picking up the hatchet resting against the side of the stable and carried it with him into the woods. Although he’d tried hard to mask his apprehensions with an air of casual indifference, he was not particularly successful in Alain’s eyes. Alain doubted that the bewildered Kat noticed the subtlety; she was freezing cold and too stunned to think. 



  “We need to talk, Miss Bloom. Perhaps we could go for a ride,” Alain finally said. “Although you might want to find some clothes.” 



  She stared at him while hugging her chest, then wordlessly disappeared into the stable.  



  



  *** 



  



  It had been a long time since she’d done anything as normal as sit in a diner and drink a steamy cup of coffee. A long time since she’d worn clothes. The jeans and cotton sweater fit perfectly, and though the shoes were a little tight, they served their purpose. And so did that cup of coffee warming her cold hands as she clutched it tightly. 



  “I didn’t know what to expect when I came up here. But to be honest, Perry surprised even me. Did he talk about freeing you?” 



  “No. I was still his slave up until the moment I hit the cage door and it opened with no resistance. I’m not sure he planned that, at least he gave me no reason to think so.” 



  “Perhaps he suspected that someone would be coming. Odd, though, that he chose not to run.” 



  “I’m going back, sir,” Kat wasted no time. “If that’s the question you’re beating around the bush to get to, there’s your answer.” 



  “You’re sure of that?” 



  “Completely.” 



  Alain considered this a moment, finally saying: “I’m not sure he’s a well man, Miss Bloom.” 



  “Don’t you think I know that?” Her face was filled with grief and awe and tenderness. “Problem is, I’ve fallen in love. And I think he loves me too, as much as Perry Livingston loves anyone.” 



  “How do you figure that?” 



  “He loved me enough to give me my freedom.” 



  “Unless, he had no other choice. You go back, who’s to say that you won’t be shackled again, or caged, or beaten.” 



  “And if that’s what I love, what’s wrong with that? Besides, I honestly think that Perry’s ready for something new.” 



  “He said that?” 



  “No. But I feel that from him. At the Masquerade Ball and even before that. I haven’t had much to do these last few months but study the man who’s held me captive. I can almost read his warped mind and know exactly where he’s going to take me.” 



  “And if you’re wrong?” 



  She shrugged. “That’s the risk I’ll take. But I’ll do it for him. For me. I think we both want to come out of the trees and back to civilization.” 



  “You think that’s where you’ll end up? In the civilized world?” 



  “I think we’ll end up someplace else. Maybe some place with big vistas and huge skies and sunsets that go on forever. The last two weeks we’ve watched a dozen travel shows about Australia, the Serengeti, the desert Southwest, Montana, Mexico. I could be wrong. It’s just a hunch. Oh! Perry’s the most fun thing that’s happened to me…he’s a cure for boredom, Captain Danvers. He says you understand about the sex…then you have to know with Perry it’s nothing like anything I’ve ever had with anyone else. I’m in love, and at least until that fades, I’m sticking with him.” She hadn’t meant this to sound like a tribute to the man who abducted her against her will, with whom she’d fought dozens of rough battles,  who’d given her battle scars in the process, but she came out of her stupor, making the case for staying so strongly that she could see in the eyes of Alain Danvers that he had been moved. The feelings that welled up in her were powerful, pumping her veins with pure intention. She’d never been a weak woman, hopefully he could see that now.  



  



  It might have been foolish, or one of the wisest things that Alain Danvers had ever done, but since he could see that there was no coercion now, he had little to do but leave these two alone.  



  “You’re very sure of your decision?” 



  “I am.” 



  “We could drive right back to the city. You could resume your old life, or make a new one. You don’t have to stay with this man. After all, he did take you against your will.” 



  “He did. But I’m sure, I’m very sure that I want to stay. And if tomorrow I decide I want to leave, well, then I’ll deal with that then.” 



  He could have gone on, but what was the point? 



  “All right then, you get your wish. But I have one thing to ask.” 



  that?” 


  “I want you to tell your parents that you’re okay. Call them. Write them. Whatever you want to do, just do that much.” 



  She suffered a little hearing him mention her parents. “I guess they’re worried.” 



  “Worried sick. It wasn’t your choice to be abducted, but it’s your choice to stay now and they have a right to know that you’re alive and well.” 



  “You’re right. I should. I bet they’ve made a fuss, huh?” 



  “Oh, yes, your daddy’s made quite a fuss.” 



  Kat Bloom smiled knowingly. “I’ll give them a call.” 



  “That’s a promise?” 



  “Yes, sir, that’s a promise.”  



  



  *** 



  



  “Alain, you have to speak with the man sooner or later,” Detective Stover informed his boss. 

He sounded rushed and annoyed. 

 “Trouble again?” 




  “They got wind that you were hot on a fresh lead and they haven’t stopped calling all day.” 



  “I’ll tell you what. Next time they call, tell them that my fresh lead was nothing but a wild goose chase. It was the wrong girl.” 



  “What?” 



  “That’s what you tell them. You don’t need to explain.” 



  “That’s it, Captain?” 



  “That’s all you say. If they want to talk to me, I’ll be in the office Monday morning.  



  



  *** 



  



  She sat on the doorstep waiting for Perry to return. All these months she’d spent hidden amongst the trees with her master and this was the first time she’d actually seen her  surroundings from this point of view…or any point of view, for that matter, other than her brief peeks at the world from the small window in her room.  


  After Alain Danvers returned her to the stable, she waited, knowing that Perry would eventually return Why come back after all he’d put her through? It probably didn’t make any sense. But did anything about life really made sense? You’re dealt a hand and this was hers. And it really wasn’t so bad, was it? She knew Perry’s restless nature, maybe better then she knew her own. They were very much alike in that, except that he would always be the king and she his slave. She needed him taking her to the depths of pain and revelation and back again…no one had ever done that for her the way Perry did.  



  Sun shining on her face, a cool breeze on her cheek, she drank in the aroma of the woods and was content with her decision. 



  Maybe an hour passed, though she had no clock to tell for sure. When she heard footsteps, someone slashing through the thick brush, her heart skipped like a happy child’s. She gazed down at the dirt, biting her lip, anxious for him to see her, wondering what he’d have to say.  



  Once she saw the rough toes of Perry’s boots, she looked up. His body blocked the intense sunlight and she could see his face. 



  “So, what are you doing here?” he asked. 



  “I came back to stay. I want you, Perry.” 



  He chuckled darkly. “Of course, you do, doll. Why wouldn’t you want the best fuckin’ SOB master in the whole wide world?” 



  She fell at his feet, kissing his boots with a lust so deep that she could feel it settle right in and take her away. Her pussy was throbbing like a street whore’s on Ecstasy.  



  “Problem is, I gotta decide if I even want you back, slut.” He kicked her away with the toe of his boot. 



  Why wouldn’t he want her back? She looked up again. “Perry, please!” 



  “Yeah, well. You stay right there, bitch, while I think about it.”  



  “If you really don’t want me…” 



  “I said I had to think about it, doll.” He moved into the stable and returned with a heavy length of hemp to tie her up. There were no shackles now to weigh her down and she missed them. He wound the rope around her hands and feet, once again, making escape impossible. After tying the loose end of the rope to the stable door, he took off upstairs, slamming the door behind him, leaving Kat sitting on the ground beside the stable door. Her head rested on the old barn wood for a long time. This was a pretty simple punishment for taking off with Alain Danvers, if that was all she had to suffer. Would he throw her off? Was that really what her master planned to do? 



  Perry didn’t say much when finally returned and let Kat loose. In fact, he started to walk away without saying a word, but he realized that she was still sitting in the dirt, he turned back: 



  “You coming or not, doll? I haven’t got all day. It’s back in the cage with you. This time, I’ll fuckin lock the door and throw away the key.” 



  She looked up at him and smiled. 





  


  SCENE TWENTY



  

    [image: ]

  


  To The Basement 



  



  Meredith arrived late for the departmental meeting, coming through the swinging door of the conference room promptly at ten thirty, not ten o’clock like the rest of his staff. At the podium Alain looked up from his notes to see Meredith’s face redden with embarrassment  as she stood frozen in shock. Her beautiful eyes were about as wide as he’d ever seen them. He could feel her energy as something palpable that stung him with its unsullied verve. But, of course, this was not the place to address that now. 



  In the long threatening silence that followed, Alain didn’t say a word and no one moved. Not until Meredith finally thawed enough to shuffle toward a seat in the back row. “I’m so sorry, I must have had the wrong time,” she quipped sheepishly. 



  “Yes, I’ll see you after the meeting, Miss Shaw. In my office.” 



  A few at the station had picked up on the possibility that there was something more than just business going on between the Police Captain and the recently demoted clerk, although no one had the nerve to turn their hunches over to the gossip mill. For the most part, the secret was still a secret, and the room could assume that the errant Miss Shaw was going to get another dressing down. In fact, there was speculation that as inept as she was, she’d get the boot. 



  



  *** 



  



  Meredith stood waiting, stock still, shoulders back, her head slightly bowed, her eyes down. An eternity passed in the terrible silence, while she waited for Alain to finish whatever he was doing at his desk. 



  He finally looked up, still saying nothing but appraising her closely, lips pursed, and – if her intuition was on target – a little anger brewing beneath that cool façade. Her ears were starting to burn, her mouth was parched, and her hands were sweating enough that she had to wipe them on her skirt.  



  “So what do you want me to say?” she finally blurted out in frustration. “YOU were there too! You lied to me, too!” 



  “Did I ask you to talk?” Alain’s furrowed brow now gave away his fast rising emotions.  



  “No, sir,” she backed off, pouting.  



  She tried very hard to be mad at him, but even she could see that she hadn’t much ammunition to toss in his face. 



  “I told you I was on a case, which is the truth. It just happened that the Fetish Masquerade was where it took me Saturday night.” 



  “So, what about the woman on your arm?” she came right back. “Janis, isn’t it?” 



  This one startled him, although he was suddenly more amused than he was angry by her jealous outburst.  



  “She was someone I could trust not to blow my cover.” 



  “You couldn’t trust me?” She was hurt. 



  “Frankly, no. Not when there was as much at stake as finding your roommate.” 



  “What, you found Kat!” 



  “That’s something we’ll discuss later, Meredith. I do know she’s safe.” 



  “Please, tell me more? Please!” 



  “Not now. Now, you’re going to tell me about your Saturday night.” 



  This was not what she wanted him to say and her brows knit like a frustrated child’s. She finally sighed. “So, you don’t know what they did to me?” 



  “Specifics, no. I understand you were punished but I want the details.” 



  This was a terrible idea. She could feel a wave of nausea rise up and her head was already spinning.  



  “Really, sir, do I have to—?” 



  His hard look was enough of an answer. 



  “Oh, dear. It’s not something I care to relive.” 



  “Not even for me?” 



  “Well,” she squirmed a bit more, which Alain thoroughly enjoyed, “I got taken, arrested and taken to the dungeon by the dungeon master. It was so embarrassing. He paddled my behind very hard…” 



  “Anyone looking on?” 



  “Yes.” Her entire face broke out in a beautiful blush. “There was a whole crowd.” 



   “Go on.” 



  “Then he tossed me into one of the cells and I was alone for quite a while. It wasn’t comfortable at all. The floor was hard and it was cold, and I was very alone, and waiting for you to arrive.” 



  “And why would you think I’d be coming to your rescue?” 



  “I can always hope, can’t I?” 



  “A poor damsel in distress,” he said.  



  “You’re mocking me.” 



  “Maybe so, but I’m enjoying listening to your sad tale, Meri, please go on.” 



  She didn’t like the fact that she felt so naked, so vulnerable. It would be a whole lot better if he’d just spanked her til she was black and blue! 



  “Meri?” 



  She sighed. “Well, after I was there a god awful long time, Edmund Thorsby came and took  me  upstairs  to  his  private  quarters.  He  told  me  that  you  sold  me  to  him  for  fivehundred dollars. Is that true?”  



  The tears in her eyes did move him to reply with the truth. “No, I didn’t sell you. But I did tell Edmund to take charge of you, so he basically had my permission to punish you as the disobedient submissive you are. Does being sold particularly upset you?” 



  “Yes, yes it does,” she indignantly replied. 



  “Then it should relieve you to know that’s not something I ever intend to do. So what else happened?” 



  “He insisted that I remove my clothes, all but the corset, then he made me bend over. He started playing with me, stuffing his fingers in my ass, then an anal plug, then he caned me, very hard. My bottom was already sore.” She bowed her head, feeling particularly chagrinned to go on… “After that…he had me give him a blowjob.” She bit her lip. 



  “That bothers you?” 



  “I belong to you, sir.” 



  “And I gave you to Edmund, so he could keep you safe while I was busy. You did as you were told. That’s all I care about now. So, let me see your ass. Turn around.” 



  Meredith suddenly quivered with a fresh burst of excitement. The humiliation was so rich with possibility. A quick turn and she bent over and flipped her skirt up off her ass revealing the bruises remaining on her caned behind. 



  “My, he did do quite a job,” Alain said, observing his submissive’s two very lovely bottom cheeks with some purpling bruises beneath deep welts. His penis began to stiffen. “You can turn back around.” 



  That was all he was going to say? She’d really hoped for more.  



  “So was that the end of it?” he went on.  



  “Yes, pretty much.” 



  “What about the closet?” 



  “You know about that?” 



   “Obviously.” 



  “He bound me, stuffed me into this awful closet. It was so small I could barely move. Then a lot of his friends showed up and things in his room got pretty sexual by the sound of it. I wouldn’t know for certain because I couldn’t see a thing.” 



  “And what about you? Did things get sexual for you?” 



  She went sheepishly silent, unable to look him in the face. 



  “Meri, I asked you a question. I want an answer. I want the truth. Did you come?” 



  “Yes, sir…but just barely. Oh, sir, I was so damn horny I couldn’t stop!” 



  “I see. So, that was it?” 



  “I think so, at least until someone finally came for me. He carried me to one of the bedrooms in the upper floor and chained me to the bed. I spent the rest of the night there. Mr.  Thorsby  let  me  go  in  the  morning.  Told  me  my  master  wanted  me  to  go  home  and spend my Sunday thinking about my punishment.” 



  “And did you follow that order?” 



  “I did. I couldn’t think about anything else but that. There’s not a place on my body that isn’t sore, even now.” 



  “So, tell me your thoughts.” 



  “My thoughts, sir?” 



  “What you’re thinking now about that night.” 



  She took a deep breath, fear replacing any resentment for the indignities she’d suffered. All she could think about from the time she left Edmund Thorsby’s mansion to the moment she barged into the meeting room was how her relationship with Alain Danvers must be over. “I’m scared, sir.” 



  “Of what?” 



  “Of your ending things…I was very wrong to go to the Masquerade and I’m sorry.” 



  “Yes. That was a bad move. I actually wasn’t all that surprised, given how disappointed you were when I told you to stay home. Still, that doesn’t excuse you. When I give you a direct order, I expect you to obey it. You can be sure that if anything like that happens again, if you ever defy me like that, I will punish you long and hard. What Percy and Edmund did to you will pale in comparison to the suffering you’ll receive from me. Is that clear?”  “Yes, sir.” 



  “I hope so. I hope that sinks in.” 



  “Oh, it has, sir.” She bit her lip, worriedly. “Are you going to…are you going to punish me now…?”  



  “Punish you again? No. I think Edmund did enough to get the point across. I see no reason to make you suffer more for that one crime. But, there are other matters we need to talk about.” 



  “What is that, sir?” 



  He sat back, giving himself a moment to collect his thoughts. “I’ve troubled by a few things.” 



  “Troubled?” 


  “Yes. While I realize that I initiated the contract between us, I’m not particularly happy with the way things are going.” 



  “No…?” Her face fell.  



  “No. I’m not.” 



  “But I have been trying. It was just one mistake. I’m sorry. I know that I deserve to be punished and I was. I’ll submit to another if you like. You’re not going to end it, are you? I mean end us?” 



  “No, Meri, I’m not going to end anything, not unless that’s what you want.” 



  “Oh, no, sir, never!” 



  “But things will have to change. What we have is not enough for me.” He took a deep breath, his hardened expression having softened. “I am in love, Meri. Hopelessly so.” 



  “In love with me?” 



  “Yes, very much in love with you. I’ve worried this over for some time, and I’m beginning to believe that being married would be the only way I can continue with our relationship.” 



  “Married? Married? Oh, of course, I’ll marry you!” She looked as if she was about to jump out of her skin and into his arms. 



  But he stopped her cold. “That’s not what I want you to tell me now. You have to know for sure, and so do I, that you can suffer the sadistic extremes that are natural to me, that you can take all that my desires require. I’m not sure you can.” 



  “Oh, I know I can. It is all I’ve ever dreamed of, sir.” 



  “That still remains to be seen,” he said coolly. “But we are going to find out together if this will work.”  



  She felt as if she’d just been yanked back from the brink of something wonderful. Joy and despair raged through her in equal measure, and she had no idea what to think. 



  “I want you to go to my house and wait  for me there. I should be home about 6:00.  

You can leave now.” 

 “Leave now?” 




  “Yes.” 


  “But my job. It’s just ten o’clock!” 


  “Well, that brings me to the official business we need to address.” 


  “Official business?” she spoke cautiously. 


  He suddenly dropped the authoritarian cool demeanor altogether and adopted a much kinder tone. “You don’t belong working in this office, Meri. Some people can manage the daily grind, the paperwork, the system that’s based on deadlines and punctuality and details. Although coming in late this morning was regrettable, there’s a long list of complaints on your record. I can’t write you up again. There’s really just one option left.” 



  “You’re firing me, aren’t you?” 



  “You’ll thank me for that very soon.” 



  “But how do I pay my bills?”     



  He shook his head. “Let’s not think about that now. Go home now, Meri, and wait for me there. Think about what I’ve said. What it could mean to you if we take that next step.” 



  



  *** 


  Alain threw the contract into the fire and she watched it burn to a crisp, then the ends darken to black and turn to ash. Despite the mention of marriage, she felt bereft, detached. His cool demeanor had left her shaken.  



  She’d been there for him when he arrived home, but he seemed unusually moody, even grumpy. 



  “I want you on a shorter leash, Meredith,” he said. “Making you my wife does that.” 



  She had been elated, flabbergasted in his office when the word marriage first fell from his lips, but now marriage sounded like a death sentence, not a cause for joy. 



  “Is something wrong, Alain?” She rarely used his given name when speaking to him; now it came out without thinking. 



  “You’re here. So I can assume you plan to stay.” 



  “Yes, of course sir. You sent me here.” 



  She sat on the couch in the living room, while he stood over her – agitated, questioning, unsure, quite unlike himself. He turned away, obviously deep in thought, then as he turned back, he met her with a cold stare. 



  “Go to the basement, Meredith, and remove your clothes.”  “Basement?” 



  “There’s a stairway down the front hall, just before you get to the kitchen.” She waited too long to move, and he had to prompt her. “Get going now.” 



  She scampered off, heart beating and mind all in a stew. She wasn’t good at things like this, like deciding anything important. She did everything with her heart, and right now, her heart was torn in two, hating the man she loved for the coldness that now chilled her bones and made her veins freeze up. What was his point? If they were in love, why didn’t he show it more? Or was this what he meant by the sadistic extremes she must accept? 



  



  Alain arrived in his bare basement in time to see his Meri still struggling out of her clothes. He’d purposely not given her enough time. Games like this were all part of his mood. 



  “Why aren’t you undressed?” 



  “You didn’t give me enough time,” she snapped. 



  “Of course I did.” 



  She was finally naked, her skin glowing from perspiration. Her breathing was shallow and fast.  



  “Put your back to the wall and raise your arms,” he ordered.  



  Frightened, she backed up until her ass hit the cold stone. She raised her arms to the wall, terrified. 



  “You might as well understand that the sadist in me is as needy as the lover. If you want me, you’ll figure out a way for this to give you pleasure. You’ll do this for me because you love me, because your needs collide with mine and we both get what we honestly need. I hope I’m not wrong about you, but tonight should tell.”  



  She was already crying from fear. Her mind was a mess, but her crotch was about to explode. She might have been writhingly like a shameless whore if she weren’t so very afraid. The tip of his whip began to snap against her skin, in little places starting to burn. That tasseled end cut into her breasts, her belly, her pussy and thighs, one strike after the next, all erratic and unpredictable, the pain a fickle thing, moving from place to place. She was forced to stare her master in the eye – it would have been easier doing it blindfolded, but he had a point in keeping his darkly fixed eyes on her. She could see his soul, in glimpses. The exhilaration, determination, the sadistic pleasure he derived from making her jump. From making her suffer. 



  She hadn’t known how much effort it would take to endure the punishment. She could handle pain fairly easily, if he delivered it with a little artful finesse – something her master was quite skilled at doing. She could feel her dark arousal kick in as soon as he began, but her arousal was quickly swept aside as the cuts came on fast, one right after the other with no way for her to catch her breath. Pinned to the wall by his command, she writhed frantically, crying out in pain. “No, please, please, Alain stop!” she screamed, but he refused. At some point he must have eased off, if just briefly, because that dark arousal quietly crept back. Her pussy began to feel a surge of desire, and soon after, that other side of pain engaged. Her endorphins closed in and the purest of pleasures started to make her crave that next wicked snap against her flesh.  



  “Ohhhhhmygaawwwwwwwww….” Her eyes were starting to close. 



  “Look at me!” he barked angrily. 



  Her eyes shot open, while he reached out to her with evil intent.  



  Something new happened as that evil skirted like a playful nymph about her body. Come for me more. Take me. Consume me. Drive me down. The messages in her brain couldn’t have been more clear.  If she could have spoken, this was what she would have said. But her thoughts fled, words disappeared; it became just Alain and Meri and the bloody whip making marks that would take days to heal.  



  Suddenly, he was on her, pressing his fingers into her dripping pussy.  



  Coming. She began to come and couldn’t stop. Endless. Reckless. Thrashing back and forth, eternally grateful for her master. For Alain. For Captain Danvers. Her husband to be. All this was possible. Isn’t that what he said? 



  That she could love him even when he was so diabolically cruel, that was what he needed to know.  



  “On your knees, slut.” He’d never called her slut and the word burned her ears. He pushed her to the hard concrete, and she dove into his throbbing cock. Pulling down the zipper, taking it lovingly in her hand, she laved it with her tongue and mouth. One hand pressed deeper between his thighs, rolling his testes over her palm, while she jacked his rod and circled the head with her tongue.  



  She wanted him in her ass. Why now? It made no sense, except that she wanted him taking her to that unknown place they’d only toyed with before. Having no way to communicate her desire, she continued the artful blowjob, while her ass reflexively ground against the back of her heels. She could come like this while making him climax.  



  A sudden move and her face was ripped away from his organ. She was on her feet, being shoved toward the back of a broken-down chair. He silently parted her legs and opened her cleft, drawing the juices from her pussy to lubricate her ass. Suddenly. Swiftly… his cock was stuffed inside the untried place. She gasped, breathless, while lightning bolts of pain ripped through her body. She saw stars, and an enormous sky at the front of her mind. He held her ass cheeks lifting her off the back of the chair and drawing her bottom into his groin.  



  His hands. His powerful, loving hands did what his voice and eyes and demeanor could not. By caressing her flesh with such passion as he fucked her ass, they melted away the terrifying fear. She let go, coming again as he began to climax inside her, as thrust after thrust drove her body to the edges of itself. She couldn’t even hear her cries or his groaning orgasm. Her body rushed with life and longing and wonder like it had not felt at any time with any man.  



  The next thing she knew, he was cradling her closely, as though he were holding on to her for dear life. She was holding him as tightly.  



  He brushed her sweaty hair from her brow, asking the only question that mattered now. 

“Is it going to work, Meri?” 

“Oh, my will it ever. You scared me so.” 

“I intended to.” 

“And I didn’t fail you, did I?” 

“No, Meri, you did not.” 




  



  *** 



  



  Meredith had no idea that he had a big Jacuzzi tub in the master bedroom. She hadn’t been allowed there, even when she had cleaned his house.  



  Was he really saving that for a big surprise? Once they emerged from the basement, there were candles, wine and a long bath waiting. She washed the sweat from his body and he did the same for her, then they snuggled in until they nearly drowned in the warm, soapy water. 



  “I know that you want to be loved, Meri. I’ll do my best to do that. I’m not young like you. I suppose the role of father figure and dominant lover seems natural to our relationship, but I’d like to see if there could be more.” He pulled her away so he could see her face. “I want you to be yourself. I want you to do the things you love to do. You have stories to write for me and pictures to paint…” 



  “And I’ll do all that, I promise. You can be sure I want to be with you. I just can’t believe…” she was ready to rattle on. 



  “Shush.” He kissed her lips with a tenderness that was new to him. How had this silly girl done it? She’d brought out his mean sadistic streak and the need to dominate, and the power to love in a way he’d never loved. She was obviously much more powerful a woman than any one would expect of the young, easily rattled, sometimes bumbling, but always beautiful Meredith Shaw. She was his now, as close as any woman had ever been to him. The very idea was as chilling as it was terrifying.  



  “Are you okay, Alain?” she ventured quietly, just a little worried by his suddenly grim expression. 



  “Yes, I’m okay,” he nodded. “But I’ll be even more okay if we get out of this bath and into bed. I’m getting cold.” 



  He pulled himself from the water, while the smiling Meredith grabbed for a towel. Then the two hit the sheets nearly simultaneously. They remained locked in a firm embrace for the better part of the long night.  



  Within a month, they’d be husband and wife. 





  


  SCENE TWENTY-ONE
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  Hitting The Highway 



  



  The pickup jostled over the dirt road, getting stuck every few hours, so they’d stop and drink sodas and eat sandwiches, waiting for a few spare hands to rescue them. They headed west, to big vistas. Worked a little from time to time, because they wanted more to do than just riding around in the old pickup. But just as soon as they got tired of hauling wood for food, or bussing tables in a diner, they moved on out again. Not that they really needed the money; they just needed to be useful. Every few weeks, just before they hit the road again, Kat sent postcards to Loren and Liddy Proctor. She didn’t want them following her, but she let them know that she was safe.  



  She was wearing funky clothes again: short skirts and flimsy dresses, tights, hats and combat boots – all stuff that Perry seemed to like. He kept it simple, dressing in little but his boots, jeans, and white t-shirts – must have had a dozen of those in the back of the truck. They listened to Dylan, the Stones, Jewel and Cheryl Crow. Maybe a little Bob Marley and Dave Matthews while they watched the sun set over the mountains. All tapes Perry had picked up over the years. When one got stuck in the ancient player, they’d toss it out the window and move on to another. When they needed a change, they tried picking up the top 40s on the radio, although sometimes all they could find was a lot of old time country twang.  



  Kat wore just the shackles now, no chains, since they were pretty difficult to explain to common people. It wasn’t their plan to stir up any hornet’s nest. Although if Perry was really in a mood, he’d chain her, just like old times, and make her walk into a diner looking like his prisoner.  



  Kat could leave anytime. She understood that. But after six months, there weren’t any plans in her head for leaving Perry. When he would beat her hard and used her even harder, she didn’t plan to run. Even when he tossed her in the dog cage that sat in the truck bed, she didn’t complain. He needed her there a while, made him a little more sane, he’d tell her.  



  He got what he wanted – a woman to beat, to mess with and to screw. A woman who could take it hard and hot and heavy when his sadistic need came out to play. He also had the pillow talk and making love and the gift of her feisty spirit to challenge his ruthless streak.      



  For Kat Bloom – she got the adventure of a lifetime, and the chance to be a sadist’s slave. 



  “You know, I’m thinking of changing my name again,” Kat announced to him one afternoon, as the hot Arizona sun beat down on her from the open window. “That is if you don’t mind?” 



  “Again?” he asked.  



  “If Prince can, why can’t I?” 



  “Sure. Why not? Doesn’t bother me. I call you doll and you come running, that’s not gonna change. So what’s it this time?” 



  “Marian… as in Maid Marian. It sounds much more romantic than Kat and it fits my current mood.” 



  He looked at her a little flummoxed and shrugged. “Whatever gets you off, doll.” 



  Another twenty miles  down the road, she spoke again. “How about Marian Livingston?” 



  Perry visibly flinched and he suddenly jerked the truck to the side of the road and stopped, leering at her with one fixed eye. “If you think I’m going to marry you…” 



  “Who said anything about getting married?” she snapped. “I just like the name.” 


  He gave her another long, studious look, then shrugged again and gunned the engine, heading back down the road. “Just as long as you don’t go getting uppity, or expecting something you’re not gonna get from me. I’ll set you straight in a heart-beat, then keep you in chains 24/7 whether you like it or not.” 



  She chilled to the sound of is cold threat and then smiled to herself. Staring out the window at the pink and orange and purple mountains, she didn’t believe that she could be any happier. “Or I could go with Marian Bloom,” she chimed in after another few minutes. “That has a nice ring, too.” 



  “Hey, whatever you want to call yourself, doll, it’s okay with me,” Perry kept on driving. “But Livingston’s fine with me.” 
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