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Take two caring, thoughtful individuals with some highly unusual sexuality, let their paths cross, and watch how far their obsession takes them. That's the essence of this story about an intense bdsm relationship: extreme, loving, creative, steeped in imagination, embedded in the real world. What emerges is a passionate, private sexual reality, in which the balance of power tips only one way. 



Maia and Anders want nothing less than total power exchange, without games, negotiations or safewords. Any pretence is out of the question; for both of them the power relationship has to be as genuine as it is absolute, but Anders is more than aware of the risks to inexperienced Maia if she should be wrong about what she can handle. Early on, he steers a careful line between games and gobbling her up. His ownership is established step by step through conditioning, painful consequences, humiliation and constant bondage, and before long, Maia finds walking away has become inconceivable. 



Anders keeps his slave increasingly 'like an animal on a very short tether' 

something to which she struggles to adjust, in a continuous state of terror and joy, his love of technology takes some interesting turns, particularly around orgasm control, teasing and denial. The intensification of Maia's enslavement is balanced by the pair's affection, sense of humour and intelligent conversation, and by the real world of work and friends. Some of these friends become integrated into the meage one way and another, and help Anders create the setting in which Maia's uttermost submission can flower. 



 Graphic BDSM content. 
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Chapter One 

Shadow 




The flotsam on the front desk didn't need any more rearranging. I'd done that three times already, with hands more tense and jittery by the second. 

Each impatient tick of the clock nudged me; I wanted to heed the exit sign's word of command and get out the door. At last my colleague of the afternoon shift arrived to relieve me. Dear Vera. Five minutes late, again. 

Before her coat was off I had her filled in: assorted information requests, a new student coming in at three, and that shipment of energy-saver kits only half processed. I hoped she'd put my breathlessness down to irritation. If she did, there was no flicker of an apology; there never was. She just nodded her imperturbable head and went to hang up her coat. I struggled a little awkwardly into my boots, straightened, took a couple of much-needed breaths and flung my coat on. Then I was through the door; under the clock and exit sign and into the snowy street. 

The sun was glittering on patches of brilliant white on the roofs and windowsills. The snow at street level was the colour of car exhaust. It was ten after one and the temperature had inched above freezing. I just avoided a wet attack from the tree branches above me. Later the sidewalks would be pure ice. Not my problem. 

I heard the streetcar before I saw it – that unmistakable metallic roar accelerating through the traffic noise – and cursed under my breath. The spreading puddles around the curb were ankle-deep. No time for circumnavigation; I splashed through regardless. 

Luckily the light turned red and caught the streetcar for me. I searched with a little edge of panic for my token, the one thing in my possession resembling money. Oh, I couldn't have lost it…no… Then I felt it, wedged into the furthest corner of my pocket, and the red tide receded. At that time of day there were empty seats; I perched on one with care, trying to pant quietly. My ribs strained against tight bands, leather pressing into my flesh. 

But I wouldn't be late. 

Research questions and collegial irritation trailed after me for a block or two, and then fell behind in the slush of the streetcar's wake. My covert body inventory took over instead: a check on each hidden place held captive. Held 4 
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as if by hard, untiring, single-minded hands. The heat under my usual simmer turned up a notch, and then another. I sat quietly, looked out the window and hoped for the hundredth time that no one on the streetcar could read minds. The three blocks from the streetcar stop had to be taken more easily; I didn't want to be sweating when I walked through the door. Traffic noise receded behind me; I threaded through quiet residential sidewalks, between snow neatly piled or left in slushy ridges, past the driveway and up the walk. I let myself in, and closed the door behind me. Then I sank to my knees. 

*** 

Anders got into his pickup. In the house behind him was a deconstructed kitchen, half a truckload of cabinetwork, and his crew sprawled on tile boxes, eating their lunch with the radio cranked to Q-1-0-Zeppelin. He pulled his laptop out from under the passenger seat and booted it up, angling it so that passers-by couldn't see the screen. Sandwich in one hand, he pressed some keys with the other, stroked the mouse, and made a careful check on his property. The phone on his belt bleeped. 

"Thygesen," he said. 

"Hey big brother!" 

"Hey Svend! Are you back? How was Greece?" 

"Really good. Fantastic, actually. Invite me to dinner and I'll tell all. The guy who sublet left the place in a nightmare – " 

"Let me take you out. You want Italian?" 

"Ugh, no, I'm sick of restaurants. Haven't you got some new dishes to try out on me? Or this new girlfriend of yours, does she cook?" 

"Um – no, actually." Anders looked at the figure on the screen, retreating out of range. He switched to a different image, and watched her breasts framed between her arms as she passed through a doorway into brighter light. "Svend – not tonight." 

"Oh, come on. I'll even do the shopping. Don't you want to show me this house of yours?" 

"There's something I'm going to have to explain before you come over." 

"What? What's wrong?" 

"Nothing's wrong; it's just –" 

"Wait a minute…. Something tells me…. You kinky degenerate, you got lucky, didn't you?" 

5 
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A few minutes later Anders put the phone away, his eyes never leaving the screen. Dinner out with his brother meant more time alone for his little beauty. He would have just time to feed her and take a shower. He pictured her disappointed face, and he smiled. 

*** 

The two brothers sat in a Chinese restaurant on Spadina, melted slush from their boots converging on the linoleum between their feet. Even sitting down they looked big: four long forearms taking up space alongside the teapot and little ceramic cups. The browner arms were Svend's; Anders' were the more corded, with the small scrapes and abrasions of harder usage. They spoke low, the two long heads inclined together, switching to Danish whenever the waiter brought them another dish. 

"Okay," Svend said over his plate, "Why can't I see her? Where is she?" 

"Where do you think she is?" 

"Oh, you're kidding! Really, she's locked up there?" 

Anders nodded. 

"And she likes it?" 

"What do you take me for?" 

Svend snickered. "Demented." Then he raised his palms against his brother's prickly glare, his blue eyes wide. "But ethically demented! Truly!" 

"Damned straight." 

Svend thrust chopsticks into a dumpling and dipped it in Hoisin sauce. 

"How did you find her?" 

Anders swirled his tea, sipped. "At a kind of party, you know, quite a tame get-together – no, actually, first I met her on a chat line." 

"I thought you'd given up on those." 

Anders' mouth twitched. "Not quite." 

"You said they were depressing." 

"Hell, yes. I couldn't sit through much of it at one go. I kept quitting and going back. But I needed some contact – some kind of chance." Anders shovelled rice onto his plate. "Good thing I did, as it turned out. But, yes, it could be depressing. Boring too. Assholes posturing, playing games; same lines over and over. Brutal, stupid." 

Svend raised his eyebrows. "You surprise me." He dipped another dumpling, eyeing his brother. "Not about the chats; I mean you. Suffering fools. Gladly or any other way." 

6 
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Anders shrugged. "Any amount of dross can be worth sifting. Depends what you're after. And how much you want it." He finished piling his plate and picked up his chopsticks. 

*** 

It had been so precociously warm, that night just barely into spring, that windows all over the city were cracked open to the air for the first time in half a year. Grimy snow still clung, its dug-in claws trickling away into the faded tufts of last year's grass. 

The smell of thawing soil brushed past Anders on its way into the unfinished room. Apart from the lit windows of neighbours and the glow of streetlights, the only light came from the computer screen in front of him. It was propped on a wooden box so as to be at eye level. The words on the screen scrolled in jerks and fits and starts: multicoloured words, a babble, a torrent of words. Anders slumped back, one long leg propped on the desk, and watched the screen from under half closed lids, eyes shifting from one chat room to another; he had four of them going. None interested him. 

Three were talking about nothing in particular. One was going through a reiteration of the communication theme. 

   

  <julieB> Master and i talk all the time – otherwise how would he know? 

  <Mikesgirl> did the playlist and he knows what i wont do. 

  <julieB> and what you like right? 

  <Mikesgirl> yeah yeah yeah!!! rofl  

   

Anders sighed. 



  <shadow> but doesn't that spoil it? 



The light eyes flicked wide, and followed now as the lines scrolled. 



  <julieB> suede flogger mmmm  

  <Tremain> what do you like Mikesgirl? 

  * IzatU has joined d/sTO  

  <IzatU> hi all  

  <Mikesgirl> Izzy!! <hugs> 

7 
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No answer for shadow. Anders' foot came down off the desk, and he closed the other windows. He could just remember the name from other nights, never saying much. His hands went to the keyboard, and words appeared next to his nick. 



  <Joachim> shadow, what do you mean? spoil it? 



There were fourteen people in the group and eight of them greeted IzatU 

and were greeted by him in return. Anders' grip on the edge of the desk slowly tightened. In the middle of the mêlée came another line. 



  <shadow> Joachim, I mean if a sub chooses that means control. 

 contradiction in terms. 



Words scrolled while he typed his answer. He looked up as he pressed 

'enter' and saw  



  <julieB> shadow how else can a sub get needs met? Fantasy is one thing, reality somthin els  

  <Mikesgirl> hon subs do have control probly more than doms  

  <Tremain> what do you like shad  

  <Joachim> shadow you mean subs don't have control, or shouldn't? 



He waited as the lines flicked and scrolled. 



  <shadow> I know julie. but for me it's a contradiction. If I say what I want then it's me in charge. And then there's no point at all. Joachim, subs in general can do what they think best. I can only speak for myself. 



The display suddenly jerked at lightning speed:  



  *avival has left d/sTO  

  *julieB has left d/sTO  

  *Tremain has left d/sTO  

  *SirTheo has left d/sTO  

8 
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  *Mikesgirl has left d/sTO…  



And so on, until only his own nick and shadow's and two others were left on the screen. A netsplit; the fabric of the network got tears in it sometimes. Probably not long before it was repaired and the group rejoined itself. 

Anders had barely allowed himself to wish for a private chat – it was way too soon – troll city. But it seemed the netgods were with him. He typed fast before they changed their minds. 



  <Joachim> shadow, it's a contradiction I haven't figured out myself. 

  <shadow> the party line doesn't work for you either? 

  <Joachim> no  

  <shadow> why not? 

  <Joachim> I need control, real, unequivocal. if I have to negotiate, if the sub can pick and  choose it's what you said – no point. 

  <shadow> games. they call it real life  

  <Joachim> yes. Games is it exactly. I don't want to play. 

  <shadow> neither do I  

  <Joachim> But would you want to be with someone that didn't take your needs into  account? 

  <shadow> yes and no. What if what I need is not to have control? 

  <Joachim> yes. dangerous for you, though. 

  <shadow> I know. scary. 

  <Joachim> and then assuming the dom is sane, how real can his control be when the slave can walk out if she feels like it? 

  <shadow> I really, really wish I knew the answer to that question. That choice just guts  the whole thing. 

  <Joachim> some ideas, but it would take time  

  *halley2 has left d/sTO  

  *shadow has left d/sTO  

  *one4all has left d/sTO  



Anders looked up from the keyboard, stared at the screen and uttered a string of Danish curses. "Joachim' was alone on the list. He waited, staring at the screen. He searched IRC for an hour for shadow. Gone. He went back 9 
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the next night, and the next. She wasn't there. 

*** 

I was almost finished with my final year when it all began, living alone in a little apartment in a house in the west end of downtown. Two rooms on the second floor, hot and dry in winter and hotter in summer, a bit of a dump. But lucky to have a place of my own at all. I'd had it with chaotic shared houses, stumbling over someone's latest hookup roaming the halls, total strangers sharing my breakfast table. Having to hide my towel so no one else used it to mop the floor, or worse. 

And I needed privacy. It was hard enough acting normal at school. Even harder to keep body and mind concealed in a house full of raucous extroverts. I spent half my life on the net; well, who didn't? But I was always on edge in case someone curious walked in. 

The chats got me nowhere, and neither did ICQ, or mailing lists, either before or after I moved. Guys trolling, trying to talk me into cyber scenes. 

One total stranger after another telling me he was my master and ordering me to suck his cyber cock. No thank you. I got mad, then I thought that my little bits of communication might be putting out the wrong signals, so I shut up. Mostly I lurked. There seemed to be no one like me, which would have been at least reassuring, or like my opposite, which was, let's face it, the holy grail. Bits I could relate to here and there, enough to get me excited, but never the whole package all in the same place. I hung on, put one foot in front of the other, directed my own performance, no matter how stupid and wrong it felt. Took what care I could of the body that continued, depressingly, my own. I felt attached to the world in only the most tentative ways – mostly polite surfaces, no anchors. Even on the net, where my most intense realities were, I hovered at the edges, always ready to run for the hills. 

And then one night someone understood me. It felt like a bell ringing – 

a good solid gong. He knew what I was talking about, and he didn't have the answers, but at least he had the same questions. We had maybe five minutes. 

And then the net went down and he was gone. My program tried its multiple servers and still couldn't get back on. I sat there watching it fail over and over. At last I took it as a sign that I had better finish the paper that was due the next day, and then I had two days – and half of two nights – to finish work on my database. My least favourite part of the entire Information 10 
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Studies curriculum. I had never had such a hard time concentrating, and keeping my mouse off the mIRC button. 

But maybe that's not all the truth. I could have had just a peek, especially on Friday night after I sent the thing in. But I did other things, like sleep. I'm not sure what I was scared of. That he wouldn't be there? That he would? Probably he wouldn't live up to that initial flash of insight. Of course he wouldn't. That would be asking too much of anyone's life, especially mine. 

11 
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Chapter Two 

Magnetic North 




It was the beginning of Anders' busy time, and he worked hard during the next couple of days to keep his mind off that conversation. Still, he found himself abstracted at break times, and on a couple of occasions let his crew direct themselves, with mixed results. The temperature had dropped again; the sunshine was hard and bright, but shadow's words evoked in his mind the smell of warming soil, and darkness. 

There was a munch that Saturday, chiefly for x-girl's birthday, to which a number of d/sTO regulars were invited. Anders tried not to kid himself; he'd never seen someone with the nick 'shadow' at any function, and discouraged as he had been, he'd still gone to enough of them to know who was who. "She might have changed her nick," a voice whispered. "She might be there." But though the chatroom was supposedly Toronto-based, people came through from all over. He hadn't had time to check her location. She could be from Australia. And if she was there, she could be fifty. She could be repulsive. She could be a man. 

The restaurant was jammed and noisy, the group dispersed over several tables with everyone moving around to lean over and talk and go to the buffet. The fetish wear was subdued; a studded collar here, a PVC skirt there, nothing you couldn't see on Queen Street West any time. 

Anders scanned the room for sources of information. A familiar voice came to him, raised over the babble. He tracked through the crowd to its source: Leda, in full narrative flight. Leda was a kind of Kevin Bacon hub in the local d/s world; any 'six degrees' fetish community sequence would have to include her. Multitudinous play parties aside, she'd befriended half of the men and nine-tenths of the women, including, at one time, Anders' ex. Leda was telling a story to her table at high volume, but when she caught sight of Anders she jumped to her feet. 

"Ooh, Joachim!" She curtsied and craned her neck up at him. "How can I serve you?" The table roared. This was a running joke from the IRC chats, where she routinely served cyber refreshments to the room, with a servile running commentary. The clamour of voices and clattering plates made it hard to hear. 

12 
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Anders bent down to her ear. "Leda, do you know someone called shadow?" 

"Who?" 

"Shadow!" 

She surveyed the crowd. "There," she pointed. "In that booth in the corner. The girl with the dark hair." 

He stared in disbelief. "No. Are you sure? Shadow who was on IRC the other night?" 

"Probably. I don't know another one." People began demanding the punchline of the story, and the table reclaimed her. 

The booth was across the room and people kept walking in between, blocking Anders' line of sight. He took a long look, and felt his heart bang high in his chest. The woman, when he could see her, looked young and slight. Her skin was pale olive, and her hair massed out in waves to her shoulders. She was wearing something russet and inconspicuous, and was sitting back in her seat across from a very young Goth pair who seemed to be absorbed in their own conversation. Her dark eyes were following the dialogue, but she wasn't talking. She looked still and solitary despite the company, and very small. 

Anders made his way toward her, feeling heat radiating from his centre outward. The woman had dark-rimmed eyes, oval cheekbones under warm smooth skin, a bow-shaped mouth, all very still. He couldn't see much of her body behind the table, but though slender there was a hint of shape that drew him faster. The pair across the table turned toward her and appealed for her opinion on something, and she smiled and looked down, but didn't say anything. They went back to their dialogue; the appeal had been form only. 

Anders reached her side and swiftly crouched down next to her. 

"Shadow?" 

She stared, startled, and her lips parted. Then she swallowed. "Yes?" 

"I'm Joachim." 

Her face lit up. "Joachim? From the other night? Really?" 

"Yes, really," he smiled. 

"That's – you – " She made a confused gesture that ended with a hand momentarily against her mouth. Then she slid over toward the wall to make room for him. 

Anders sat down and they looked at each other. Again he was aware of 13 
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a thumping in his chest, and he could see the flush colouring her skin. Both of them were breathing faster than sitting down usually requires. At last when she wrenched her eyes away, he spoke. 

"I looked for you…" 

"I – I couldn't get back on that night, I'm sorry. And then…" 

He took a deep breath. "My name is Anders." 

"Maia." 

"Why 'shadow'?" 

"I lurk in corners." This made him laugh. 

"Why Joachim?" She pronounced it almost right. 

"Middle name. I didn't know you'd be here. I didn't even know if you were in Toronto." She smiled shyly, and his hand wanted to touch her. It was a conscious effort to hold it back. 

"I've never come to anything before." She had a low, husky voice, and despite a strained undertone of nerves the voice was touching him, entering his pores somehow, reaching the back of the neck and gently running down his spine. "But Nikki – x-girl – has been very nice to me…" she smiled wryly "…and she's very determined." She looked past him rather fixedly, and he wondered if she had come with the same hope as himself. 

Anders examined her face. With mild surprise he saw that the thick-fringed eyes weren't some trick of makeup; they were all hers. Her nose, long and straight, gave her a look that was decidedly non-Western; some ethnicity he couldn't place. 

They talked about the chat room. They talked about his work and her school. They touched on politics, and with silent but profound relief found that their views were similar. (It's possible to be intimate with someone whose politics you hate, but it's not easy.) After that first long look she dipped into eye contact as if into too-hot water, before flushing up and retreating. When the dark brown eyes did focus on him, Anders had a sense of depths and possibilities that threatened to shut down his capacity for speech. Maia kept going silent in the middle of a phrase. But still they talked. They talked about the movies they liked and the bureaucracies they hated, the books they had read and the fiddle music he played in his spare time. He made her laugh with stories about a succession of strange characters he had employed doing renovations, like the one he'd found early one morning sleeping it off under a half-finished deck, directly below the 14 
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feet of the oblivious householder. 

What they didn't talk about was their exchange earlier in the week. 

Anders had the feeling she would fly in panic if he brought it up too soon. 

He took care to sit back and not crowd her, very aware of his size in relation to hers, and the fact that he was blocking her exit. She was like a small bird on a branch, nervously flicking its wings. He watched her hands tremble whenever he took a deep breath, watched them still slowly when his next words were something safe. But their first exchange lurked behind every subject: an unspoken theme, a hidden texture. It coloured the air around them, lurid colours, no matter how decorously she sat, no matter how careful he was to keep his long limbs out of contact with hers. He watched the quick rise and fall of her breasts – not slight, as far as he could tell – felt the warmth in his groin, and talked about bluegrass clubs and the labyrinthine ways of the City Hall building permit department. The crowd was thinning around the food bars, and it occurred to them that they had forgotten to eat. 

They got up and Anders took a better look. The girl was even smaller than he'd thought; barely above five feet. At the sight of her miniature beauty he felt a wave of impulses: protective, possessive, lustful. He had to turn away, hide his erection behind steam tables. They consumed their food without much interest, surprised that they could talk around the tension and enjoy it. 

He led her around danger zones, asked questions about her papers that she said she wished someone had thought of before she'd handed them in, mentioned his own university years. 

"Political science; I enjoyed it," Anders said. "The courses that fed into my shit-disturber side, anyway. But I did renovation work in the summers, and when I finished school there were all these jobs waiting. Sometimes we end up doing what we're meant to do. I was always meant to be a builder." 

He described the real handyman's special of a house he'd just acquired for himself. He encouraged Maia through tales of the hectic house she had shared. There was still a small group around Leda and Nikki. When Anders realized he was hungrier than he had thought and went back for more, Leda motioned Maia over. 

"You two are eating each other up." She grinned wickedly. 

"Do you know him?" 

"I do indeed, honey, and he is okay," Leda assured her, answering the unspoken question. "He and my friend Janice had a thing for six months last 15 
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year and he was as sane as can be, according to her. Though he had a fantasy about master-slave relationships going into the absolute; that's what broke them up. Watch out for that one. But he won't force it on you; not if I know anything about it. And he is some gorgeous. Lucky you." 

"Thanks," Maia said gratefully, and like a compass seeking magnetic north, turned back toward Anders. He watched her return, subtly more relaxed, and sent a silent thank you to Leda. 

*** 

I sat down again and managed a longer glance at the man beside me. 

The Goth couple were getting up to go; it just about occurred to me to nod a vague farewell to them before turning back to Anders. Those disconcerting light-grey eyes were on my face, and I dropped mine hastily and said, "Are you really from here – I mean Canada? Your name and –" I looked up and gestured at his hair, which was straight, a little shaggy, and pale as Ikea pine; the blondest I'd ever seen on an adult – naturally, I mean, and this clearly wasn't peroxide. It was the first time I'd taken the lead. I was bad at it, awkward and embarrassed, and I tucked my gesturing hand back below the table so he wouldn't see it shaking. 

He looked kindly at me. "No, not from here originally, but it's been what?" he calculated. "Christ, seventeen years. We moved here from Denmark when I was ten. So – no accent. If you move before you're an adolescent you take on the new accent; after and you're stuck with the old one. Some language learning area in the brain that shuts down when the hormones start. I can turn it on any time, though," he said, and suddenly the voice and rhythms matched the Nordic looks. "My parents and sister have gone back; not my brother, though." 

I smiled at the accent, conscious of my breathing. I could have listened to the sound of his voice forever, in any accent: complex, deep harmonics that shook me. "Why did they go back?" In the next sentence he was back to pure southern Ontario, tight vowels and all. 

"Got homesick, I think. My father manages building projects, that's what brought him here in the first place." 

"Building?" 

"Right. I must have inherited a building gene." He tipped down the last few inches in his water glass, and I watched, secretly enthralled by the long, moving throat with its big Adam's apple, the muscles sliding from neck to 16 
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shoulder like magnificent tree roots. He'd been trying not to crowd me, I could tell, but he couldn't help taking up most of the booth. The glass came down, and I tore my eyes away, breathing in his atmosphere: wood resin, faintly and soap, and something else that made me long to taste his skin. He continued, "Once my sister was through high school my dad got a project to do in Denmark. What about your family, where do they come from?" 

"Oh, I'm a mix." His look was inquiring; I half shrugged. "Well. It's complicated. On one side, there's – let's see – Chilean marries Russian Jew." 

"Really? How did that happen?" 

"My Jewish grandpa got around a fair bit, so I'm told. Spent some time in Santiago and started a business there. Married my grandmother. They moved to the U.S. after a while, and then he left her and started another family in New York, and they got divorced. I never met him, though he's supposed to be still alive somewhere. My dad was brought up by a very anglo stepfather." 

"And the other side?" 

"On the other side I had a grandmother who was mostly Cree. She married an Irishman. You name it." 

"Wow! All sorts of possibilities." 

"For what?" 

"Identity, I guess. Culture." 

I laughed uncomfortably. "No. Not if your parents turn their back on it all. Then it's just exotic-looking window dressing. Anyway, too many ethnicities kind of cancels out, I think. What do you pick?" 

"Are your parents from here?" 

"They aren't here at all; I'm from California. Oakland. There's a culture for you." I fiddled with the salt shaker. "Actually, I was born in Winnipeg, where my mother's from, but we moved to California when I was little." 

"What for?" 

"My dad's family was there. We went back so he could get in on the Silicon Valley thing, but he was a little late. He ended up chasing his dreams to L.A., then Oakland. We moved a lot." I could see him mulling that one over. Damn it, why had I said that? Now he was going to think I grew up all pathetic and friendless and was looking for some man to latch on to. But he moved on. "And why don't you sound like a Valley Girl?" 

I opened my eyes wide at him. "Like, I always hated it, okay? Omygod, 17 



 As She’s Told – Anneke Jacob 

I try not to sound like a total airhead." The voice was so familiar I could turn it on like a tap. It was my turn to make him laugh. "Is that why you went to school here? To change your accent?" 

"Totally." We both laughed. "In fact, I went to San Jose State first. 

Valley like you would not believe. Then I transferred to U. of T. in my third year." 

"Why?" 

I was about to give him the usual explanation, the one about U. of T. 

having better courses on rare manuscript research. But something else came out of my mouth instead. "You're going to think this is very weird." Dammit, why can't you keep your mouth shut?! I gave him a pained look, took a breath, then let it out slowly, feeling slightly desperate. Oh, what the hell. "I couldn't take it. The race stuff. People being sent to prison for years for petty crimes. The hatred, the fear. Violence. Toronto's heading that way but it's a different feel; it's nowhere near as scary." Oh, god. Why had I told him that? 

Any reasonable interpretation would have to drive him away. 

He looked at me seriously. "The world out of control?" 

"Yes!" I looked up at him, shocked, and laughed. "How did –?" 

"You need safety. Security." 

I stared at him. "Yes. I do. But most people would assume if I felt like that I wouldn't want – couldn't take – the kind of, well, violence that –" I struggled, felt the blood rise in my face. He reached out and took my hand in both of his, and my voice stopped. Just stopped dead. I looked down at the enormous hands engulfing mine. Calloused, hard, long-fingered, warm. 

Profoundly reassuring. Disturbing as hell. That first touch silenced me; for a long moment it silenced us both. I looked at his hands and he looked at me. 

I finally took an audible, shaky breath and went on. I said things I'd never said out loud in all my life. 

"I spent years thinking I was – attracted and horrified by the same things 

– pain, imprisonment. Helplessness." 

His grasp tightened. "I used to wonder too. How I could want to inflict such things. But really I knew it was different. The world's violence and ours are not the same thing, Maia. One has victims. The other doesn't." 

"I know," I whispered. "Consent. Choice. There we go again." I turned my head away, took back my hand and laughed. 

"You do have a choice. I can't help that. I won't kidnap you." He smiled. 
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"Unless you need that." 

I gave him a swift glance and laughed again, this time more genuinely. 

"No." 

"What do you need, Maia? Believe me, I won't keep consulting you if this works out for us. But I need to know if it could work at all." 

"But if I tell you…" 

"I know, it's taking control." 

"No – yes – it's more than that. I'm – I need…god this is hard…" I gathered myself. "Look, what if what I am is too extreme and you think I'm 

– I'm sick?" 

"I doubt it." 

I shook my head and looked down at the hands in my lap, plucking and folding my dress. 

"Do you want to be damaged? Scarred? Dismembered?" 

"No!" 

"Be used as a toilet? Have sex with animals?" 

"No!" 

"Do you want to be sold off to white slavers?" 

I gasped out of tension, blurted a laugh and shook my head. "No." 

"Then I doubt there's anything you want that I don't want more." 

The shock and clang of the last few sentences gradually faded. I looked up at him, painful doubt in my eyes. "All right," he said slowly, "let me tell you what I want. What I need." 

I nodded. I was relieved that he would be the one to say these things, these unspeakable things, not me. 

His voice dropped to a low, intimate thunder that resonated somehow at the back of my skull. "I need to own a woman and control her, twenty-four hours a day. I want absolute control, not a vanilla relationship with some s/m trimmings, not some sideline bedroom thing. I've settled for less, and I may have to do it again, but that's what I need. I don't want to play games, I don't want to scene, I don't want to negotiate, I don't want someone who's free to walk away. I want a slave, a real one. Human chattel." 

His words entered into me at some level, along with meaning, but they had to sink slowly through the mire in my brain. The sudden heat of my body was slowing all my synapses. There was a faint ringing in my ears, and for a minute I could hardly see. 
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Through the fog came his voice, dropping another note or two. "If you were mine, Maia, I'd take good care of you. I'd take the greatest care not to damage you. But there would be beatings, constant control, humiliation – I'd treat you like an animal and worse. If that's beyond what you can take, we might as well know it now. That wouldn't mean there's nothing for us, but it won't be long-term." 

My vision was clearing; in my line of sight were his fingers, pressing the table until the nails went white. I could feel his desire coming at me in a wave, so strong it was all I could do to resist the undertow. 

His words had coalesced in my head, and now were like balls in a basket that clicked as they collided and banged. …a slave, a real one… an animal…. A very small Maia lurked in a dark basement with two curved wooden blocks held around her wrist, secretly playing at being chained in a dungeon. I'd been four or five. By nine I'd spent each night in elaborate fantasies of slave civilizations. The stories by the age of twelve were darker and saturated in humiliating sex and fear. It was the one hidden, overpowering constant of my life. 

And yet every other voice I'd ever heard had told me I was wrong. 

Wrong to relinquish control, wrong to submerge myself, my being. Even the other subs. 

I forced myself to glance beyond the intent circle of our two bodies. 

Even Lena and Nikki were gone. The restaurant was in its mid-afternoon lull, and the waiter had long since given up on us. I suddenly noticed the noise of traffic from outside, something I hadn't heard for hours. 

The man beside me watched me quietly. I looked down at my hands. 

They weren't shaking. 

"Maia?" 

I looked up into his eyes. Clear, aware eyes, kind eyes. 

"It's not." 

"It's not what?" 

"It's not beyond what I can take." 

The look he gave me was of such concentrated heat and sweetness that I felt filled with light, hollow enough to float. For a while I just focused on breathing in, breathing out. At last I anchored myself carefully, and found more words. "You just described me – what I am. Or at least what I'm meant to be. And the details – what happens – how far it goes – that's not up to me. 
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What matters is who is in control. And it can't be, it shouldn't be – me." 

He let out a long, slow breath, and took my hand again, his eyes searching my face. At last he gave whatever he found there a nod of recognition. I felt his thumb stroke the back of my hand, back and forth, back and forth. "And are you saying it should it be me?" 

"I think so." 

"You'll need to think carefully. We'll see. All right. We may have something here. If we're lucky." He laughed suddenly. "There's an understatement for you." His smile faded, and he gave me a look from beneath lowered eyebrows. "But we're taking this slowly, do you hear me? 

You give me your number, we go out, we talk, we get to know each other some more. No jumping into this. I could take you over too soon, and it could all go wrong for you and you might not be able to say so. No. We have a lot to work out, not least how you can have choice but no choice. That'll take time. So I'm sending you home now." 

I was trembling both with frustrated lust and with the pleasure of being told what to do. I wrote down my phone number and watched him pay the cheque. He scared me just by standing up, he was so big . Six-foot six or seven, maybe? A foot and a half taller than me. There was a tough, supple quality to his body that I couldn't tear my eyes from, now that he was looking elsewhere. He didn't have the self-conscious stoop that some very tall men have, but occupied the upper atmosphere as if he owned it. Not a Norse god of the bulked-up gym-muscles type. A lone coniferous tree-god reigning high above the deciduous canopy. Or a god from somewhere else in the pantheon. One with hard hands and muscles that came from real work. 

Wasn't there something in that mythology about a giant master builder? 

He walked me to the streetcar stop, his arm around me, his huge hand enclosing my shoulder. He was obviously walking slowly for my benefit, strolling. A wind gusted, swept shreds of clouds across the sky, played with my hair. This man's body against mine was maddening. I hadn't been anything like calm since he'd appeared next to me. I would have wanted to go to bed with him if I'd met him anywhere, but to have this golden giant find me there, turn out to be my brief miraculous mirror image of the chat room – that was good fortune beyond anything I could ever have expected. 

And he was sane, and he understood me, and he wanted me. All those hours, inches away but not touching, tantalized, wanting, imagining. And he was 21 
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sending me home. 
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Chapter Three 

Contour Mapping 




At the stop we waited, leaning on a wall facing each other. His deep set eyes were fascinating out in the daylight, so light a grey they looked like clear glass, the iris outlined by a darker rim, with sharp flecks near the pupil. 

From my vantage point his face was all angles – long-jawed, high-browed, lean flesh over hard bone. Lashes and brows almost paler than his skin. 

There was a short white scar beneath his chin that I wanted to touch. I wanted to move in under his open jacket and rub my face against the green sweater he was wearing, try its texture. He brushed the hair back out of my eyes, his fingers touching my face for the first time; they were cool and rough against my hot cheek. 

I heard the streetcar coming, but didn't turn my head. If I ignored it maybe it would go away. 

He took a deep breath. "Here it is," he said. "I'll call you tonight." The car pulled up and people were getting out, a crowd gathering by the door waiting to get on. Anders bent down to kiss me. My fingertips brushed his face. Slight bristles on the cheekbone. Slight touch of lips against mine. But a thrill of electricity, an elemental exchange. Suddenly our mouths were open and inside each other, and I felt a groan, from which of us I couldn't tell; I was lifted half off the ground, our bodies molded tight, and the kiss was a deep well we'd fallen into, with no will to climb out. 

He finally drew back and panted in my ear, "It's not safe for you, I said we'd take it slow," and we laughed shakily. "You should get on." 

"Oh, please," I breathed, and he held me hard. He'd straightened up and was holding me against his chest. Our eyes met for a long moment; some exchange happened way beyond words. He turned me around, ran me to the streetcar and got on with me at the last moment. In a seat at the back he put an arm across my shoulders, took a few deep breaths, pulled me to him and then laid down the law fiercely sotto voce in my ear. 

"First of all, no bondage. It is too soon. We can't help our fantasies, but I'm not acting on them. We've known each other all of – " he looked at his watch," – four hours. I'm not tying anyone up after that short a time." I nodded, ecstatic that we were doing anything at all. "Second," and he pulled 23 
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out his phone and gave it to me, "you are calling a friend and telling them you're bringing me home with you. My last name is Thygesen." 

I stared at him, too flushed with hormones and lust to think straight. 

"What do you mean? A safe call?" I giggled. "You weren't anonymous in that restaurant, you know. Leda knows you. If I turn up dead you're a marked man." 

"Call anyway." 

Fortunately I had Nikki's number handy. I left a message on her machine, dutifully telling her the time, what madness I was up to, my address and his name. Anders even showed me his driver's license so I'd know it really was his name. I looked at it for a minute, my mind working slowly. 

"Didn't you drive to the restaurant?" 

"No. Streetcar. I don't drive if I don't have to." 

"Good thing." Under the light words I was trembling again, with fear and impatience. On a Saturday afternoon the Dundas streetcar moves like it's in an artery ripe for a quadruple bypass. Every crosswalk, every red light, every crowd of fresh passengers with their shopping was another unspeakable delay. It took us four lights to get through the intersection at Spadina. I thought we were going to put down roots. His hand was on my thigh, the fingers slightly caressing the inside…people were too close. 

Finally, approaching the right neighbourhood, we had to work our way through the crowd to the back doors. Then it was two and a half blocks to the house, then running up the stairs holding hands, breathless. 

The moment we were through the door he had me up against it, lifted up so he could kiss me, devouring my mouth, my face, my neck. Then he put me down and took a step back. I licked my trembling lips. The taste of him was intoxicating, instantly addictive; I wanted more. 

"I think we've just been through several hours of foreplay," he panted, his eyes bright. "My only excuse." 

Fingers deft despite their urgency, he began to undress me. I put my hands on his. "Wait," I said. 

He paused, my hem in his hands, and looked at me inquiringly. One finger stroked my thigh. 

"I have to tell you first," I whispered. "I – I did something last year. I don't know now if…" 
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"What?" 

My head dropped. "You'll see…." I trailed off, taking my hands away, and raising them so he could pull the dress off over my head. 

The dress slid off, and then my bra. "Ah," he said. Gently he touched the slender rings in my nipples. I took a deep and shaky breath. Watched his face for reaction, judgment, saw no clue. 

After that he didn't pause over body parts revealed, but went straight through until I was naked. And then he stood back and ran his eyes down my body: throat, breasts, belly, pubis, legs. I was acutely aware of my nakedness while he was clothed. My hands didn't know what to do with themselves; I had to contain the impulse to cross my arms in front of me. Even stronger was a surprisingly powerful, unexpected urge to kneel. 

Anders' expression was calm, almost remote. I was afraid that my body was disappointing him. Or that the rings upset him. Then his hands were back, fastened on me, heating and molding my flesh. The dark green sweater slid smooth against my naked breasts; his jeans were rough against my legs, my ass squeezed tight in big hands, his mouth on my neck. 

Then his clothes were off almost before I knew it: a long, sinewy body, long ropes of muscle like tight rigging just below the skin, a mat of light hair on his chest. I had barely a chance to look at him before we were skin to skin, my back once more against the chilly front door. His huge hard cock pressed between us. His skin salty under my tongue. He looked around and then we were on the bed, and he was all around me, wrapping me up like a valuable package. 

"Do you keep condoms in your bedside table or am I going to have to go back to my clothes?" I said that he'd have to go back to his clothes, and he stood me up and kissed me and walked me backwards toward the door, kissing me because he said he didn't want to let me go. On the bed again. 

The condom was on and his hands were around my thighs, and his movement into me seemed slow as seasons; as if he meant to introduce each of our separate nerves to each other, one by one. Each moment seemed to stretch and distend, full of its own distinct sensation. I quivered and waited, held in place like something planted in the earth, at the mercy of the elements; at the mercy of the gardener most of all, and of my own helpless unfurling. Welcome. Please invade me. 

Suddenly he was deep, so deep, an incursion far into my territory, 25 
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forcing sounds from my mouth, taking over. My hands were reaching, grasping shoulders, chest, face, hair. He growled and grabbed my wrists and held them down hard. Anchored, I arched my back and howled, felt myself contract in brilliant white waves around him, felt him bury himself to the balls inside me and explode. 

*** 

They were both gasping like they'd run all the way from the restaurant. 

Anders let go of Maia's wrists and turned onto his shoulder, slipping from her. He had the condom off in seconds and then he had her on her side facing him, her mouth on his chest. 

One hand stroked her ass and the curve of her hip. The room was in semidarkness, the blinds down but letting in bars of daylight, parallel lines that decorated their intertwined bodies with an odd curving geometry. 

"God, you're seductive," he murmured. "I couldn't resist you at the streetcar stop, despite best intentions. Couldn't resist holding you down, despite best intentions. What a way to start." 

She lay very still. "Maybe I'm too extreme after all," she whispered. 

He snorted. "Hardly." He was silent for a minute. "Obviously I'm not as controlled as I'd like to think. After four – five – tantalizing hours with the most beautiful thing I've ever seen." He felt her kiss against his breastbone. 

Now that the first urgency was taken care of, it was time, Anders thought, to have another good look at this woman. But a heavy tide of post-orgasm lassitude was moving in. His eyes closed; he sank his face into her hair, nuzzled slowly down her neck. She smelled like an exotic tea: spicy and warm. Pausing, he drank her in. Just his hand, with a life of its own, was investigating the terrain of her flesh. The hand took in the contours of her ass, smooth warm curves all leading to the grotto between her legs. Then he stroked down her slim thigh, taut and subtly muscled, and pulled it up over his leg. Her calf curved perfectly into a slender ankle. The little foot was high-arched, the instep offering him a satisfying grip. She lay against him, knee over his thigh while he held her foot firmly in his hand. He could feel her belly tight against him, her breath slowly releasing in response to his hand's solid clasp. 

Eyes still closed, he let go of her foot, slid his hand over her ass again and felt his way up her spine. Smooth, taut flesh that arched back slightly as he travelled up, vertebra by vertebra, and then down along the small ribcage 26 
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on one side, back up on the other. Her neck in his hand was a slender stalk that shivered. Anders felt like a new landowner discovering his property for the first time, mapping the topography, lying in the grass on the hills and bathing his hands in its ponds, with the hope of years of occupation and management to come. 

He was caught for a moment in her hair, soft strands rough with curls. 

Smooth shoulder, the soft flesh beneath her arm. Energy started to return, like wires humming. Anders' eyes almost opened of their own accord, but he was enjoying this blind tour too much to end it now. He turned her around in his arms so that her back was pressed against him, tasted her smooth shoulder, then began on the contours of her breasts, spiraling a finger around them, squeezing them round the base and then running his thumb over the prominent nipples. He tugged slightly on the rings, one after the other, and tightened his hold as she shuddered, her arms and legs shifting forward. His fingers slid down the firm slight curves of the belly to the thick fur below, followed the curve of pubic bone and buried themselves in her folds and up her pussy. One of his fingers rested gently on her asshole, and he felt her shiver and tighten. She was making inarticulate sounds in response to the movement of his fingers. He ran them lightly along the lips, in a circle around the place where her clit swelled hidden, along the inside of her thighs. She was whimpering now, and trying to press against his retreating fingers. 

"Hold still," he murmured. 

She obeyed; only the slippery liquid between her thighs moved. 

His fingers tested, dipped, squeezed. With his whole body he could feel her open, retreat, open, shrink away, tremble, open more. Finally he sat up to look at her, watched her react to his manipulations, the firm pinches and prods, watched the deep light of her eyes startle and look out at him, the eyes of an animal who doesn't know whether to run or abandon itself to strange, stroking hands. She kept her eyes open and on him, her mouth open too, looking all the time as if words were forming there, perhaps pleas, but she said nothing. Her body was open to him, knees up and wide. Her hands had reached for the head of the bed but never got there, and now lay palm up above her shoulders. A gesture he could hardly fail to recognize. 

*** 

He looked at me quietly for a while, his hand on my belly, and then he 27 
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settled back down on the bed and wrapped me in his arms again. 

"It's not just our fantasies we can't help, is it?" he asked. 

I shook my head. My ribs expanded with difficulty against the strength of his arms; my heart thumped. 

"Tell me about the rings." He moved back onto one elbow and touched a nipple. "Did you do that for someone else?" His expression was mildly inquiring, his voice – was that an accent? – an odd sort of grumble. 

I let out a long, vaguely worried breath. Trying to release some of the sexual tension so I could speak. "No. No one else has seen them. Except the woman who did the piercing, of course. I did tell Nikki, afterwards." I looked anxiously at him. "Are they –" I swallowed, tried again. "Do you – ?" 

"They're gorgeous." He kissed them, looked at my face, then kissed each of my eyes. "But I want to know why you did it." 

"Oh –" I grimaced. "It was a bad time. A whole year on the net, yet nothing and no one. Not one that even came close. I got depressed. And I thought, it's never going to happen, nothing real. No one is going to give you what you need; you'd better do what little you can for yourself. I made myself do it." 

"When was it?" 

"Last summer." 

"Are they healed?" 

"I think so. Just about. It takes ages." 

He stroked my breasts, clasped one firmly with the tip of his thumb through a ring. "What do they mean for you, Maia? Tell me." His voice had become comfortable, like a deep couch I could lie in. The question was more like a rack. 

I looked at him through my lashes, heart thumping, my tongue stranded by my fickle brain. "You know," I murmured at last. "Don't you?" 

"Say it." The quiet voice expected compliance, and I complied. My face pressed, eyes closed, against a hard shoulder. 

"All right," I said. "I know – that they're common. In the scene. Outside the scene. But for me – They mark me. As what I am." 

"A slave." I nodded blindly. "What else?" 

"They could give power to – to someone else. Over me." 

"Control? Pleasure? Pain?" 

"Yes. All that." 
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He squeezed me tight. "You are so right. But not quite yet. Give them a few more weeks." 

"They mean the same – to you?" 

"Oh, yes." 

"But – you seemed – I don't know –" 

After a minute he propped himself up again. "All right." He looked down at me. "I just wish that it had been me that did it. Had it done." 

I knew it; he was angry. That deadly, sinking sensation dragged me down, the all too familiar feeling that I had done something irretrievably stupid. Oh, why had I done it? Why hadn't I known better than to take it upon myself? I wanted to turn over and hide my head. I wanted to disappear, actually, and take my stupid, brazen, disastrous nipple rings with me. 

He raised his eyebrows at my stricken face. "Look, you weren't to know. 

It's okay." He caressed me, looking quizzical. "Anyway, it's done. And in fact it's a good thing. I can make use of them that much quicker." He smiled, a genuine, slightly wicked smile. In repose his features fell naturally into serious, austere lines, but when he smiled his face opened up, and I found myself catching my breath. For a moment I even forgot my sense of self-inflicted doom. Anyway, the slithery sand at the edge of this particular sinkhole seemed to have firmed up a bit. Usually it took days to pull myself out of the pit of perceived catastrophe. 

Anders flipped one ring lightly back and forth, and my breath caught again. My thighs parted all by themselves. The corner of his mouth twitched, and he murmured, "One good reason, eh, little girl?" Gently he played with the other ring, watched my reaction to this tiny, subtle, powerful sensation, and shook his head, eyes gleaming. Then he settled back down next to me and stroked my hip. "So tempting, but I'd better wait a little. Oh, baby…." 

His arm went round my waist and pulled tight. "I have to rethink the pace, or it'll get away from me. Build in safety…." He was silent for a while. 

I lay still and waited, trusting him. Genuinely trusting him, for some reason. Also feeling like I'd hopped a freight train that was starting to gather serious speed. Inside the car it was safe enough, but where did the track go? 

Did I have any idea who this man actually was? Apparently my body did. The flavours of his skin and mouth, the forest smell of his hair were invading me, locking into ready receptors. Some kind of recognition and bonding was taking place at the molecular level. Just his proximity was 29 
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keeping me simmering, a stew of unresolved lust. I wanted to fall at his feet, taste and worship his body, just for a start. I also wanted to hide away, retreat behind a computer screen, anonymous and safe. How could this be happening so fast? How could I trust a virtual stranger this way? Never mind all that time waiting and searching. Maybe I wasn't ready. 

My impulses cancelled each other out, held me poised between them, a puny tin toy suspended between enormous magnets. I waited, stayed where he'd put me. Followed my third and most overpowering urge, which was to do as I was told. 

What he decided on, for that moment anyway, was dinner. It seemed touch and go whether there would be enough food for a man his size in my little kitchen. I mostly got by on bags of salad mix, eggs and frozen corn. 

But he found some rice and made a stir-fry, setting me to slice carrots and root through the cupboards for condiments. I thought he was planning to feed us for a week on what he cooked, but most of it disappeared. What was left over was what he thought I'd eat but couldn't. We were both a bit bemused by the differences in our appetites. He must have been about twice my weight, but ate four times as much; there had to be some kind of metabolic logic there. I could find out; it might make a good research project for my final paper. 

He was more or less fully dressed, but I was only in my kimono, a red one he had plucked from the back of my bedroom door and held out for me before heading for the kitchen. When I sat down he arranged it, sliding it partway off my shoulders, opening it enough to see part of my breasts, letting it fall from my thigh. And as we ate his eyes ran along its edge, pausing on the small crescent of nipple that was visible, sliding down to my almost-exposed crotch, then back up to my face, his eyes amused and gleaming. 

"Soft porn," he commented. 

He leaned back in his chair and crossed his arms. "All right. We've got a couple of ways we could go at this point." I stirred uneasily. He eyed me, but went firmly on. "I could pull back and we could be equal partners for a bit. 

You'd have all your usual level of choice. We could do the vanilla thing, until we've built up some trust…." He looked at my expression and smiled wryly. "No?" 

"Do we have to?" I stopped myself. "I mean – I'm sorry, I will if you 30 



 As She’s Told – Anneke Jacob 

think we should…." He laughed, and I smiled self-consciously, weaving the edge of the kimono between my fingers. My head drooped, and I murmured, 

"I can't imagine I'd be very good at – well, at equality, you see. With you." 

"I do see." He leaned forward, elbows on knees, took the kimono out from between my fingers and smoothed it on my knee. "The other alternative has the advantage of showing you sooner what you're in for. But you'd be trusting me a lot." I looked up. "We'd still start slow," he said. "Out to dinner, that kind of thing; no bondage, no pain. Get to know each other. 

But we wouldn't pretend I'm not in charge, or that you aren't doing as you're told. I wouldn't find it very easy myself, to tell you the truth. It's practically impossible for me to be around you without taking control. And you, well…" We smiled at that, and then I laughed. "What?" 

"I do know how to be assertive, believe it or not. I learned it out of books." He gave me a look and I laughed. "No, I mean it. Literally. Before that I was doing everyone else's high school homework. It's a useful skill to have, but it's just tacked on." 

"I thought those books were supposed to make you feel different about yourself. Strong!" He flexed a bicep. "Tough! Take no shit!" His eyes teased. "Not effective in your case, eh?" 

"No, it's just like doing a part in a play. Or wait, more like using a cookbook. Step One: Gather 'I' statements. Step Two: Stir and bake voice until low but firm. Step Three: Add listening layer. Repeat." He laughed silently. "So when someone like me comes along…" 

"No one like you has come along before," I said, no longer laughing. 

"Ever." He took my hand and then I was in his lap. When the kiss was over and I was tucked tight beneath his chin I said, "I can't imagine playing that game with you." 

"Better not." His voice was quite serious behind the friendly teasing. 

I whispered, "Just – do as I'm told?" 

"That's right." He kissed the top of my head. "We'll proceed with all deliberate speed, then." 

I sighed, shivered. He stroked my back gently. 

"What's that about?" he asked. 

"Relief." 

He nodded, and held me tight for a minute or two. Then he moved me back in front of my plate. I played with my food, and watched his face, the 31 
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way the bones moved when he talked, the finely-cut curves of his lips. 

"I suspect we'll be moving from soft porn to hard-core and beyond before long. There'll be a whole lot more intensity if we move in together. 

Assuming all goes well." I nodded, feeling my heart beating high in my throat, trying to concentrate. "We'll start with some very simple rules. For the time being, of course, you do as you're told. Never keep me waiting. 

Always, always tell me the truth. And we'll be all right." 

I nodded again, scared. What would happen if I lied? What if I didn't know I was lying? "There'll be much more as we go along. Since I'm neither a kidnapper nor a negotiator –" The light eyes lit and he blew out an amused breath. "– Hey, CNN here we come! – I'll have to think about the choice problem." 

When it was clear I couldn't eat any more he stood me up and rearranged me. The kimono got closed up a little, and the crumpled and folded cord was flattened into its original wide sash. Anders wound this tightly around my middle three times and tied it at the back. Geisha stuff, though not over my breasts and nowhere near as restrictive; there had been lots more torturous bindings under those beautiful Geisha robes. Pauline Réage, eat your heart out. He pulled the kimono sideways again from under the sash, exposing lots of skin over and under the tight bands around my middle. His eyes went to my face. And then his hand was parting the robe at my thighs and investigating me there, coming away very wet. He had me lick his fingers, and sent me to do the dishes. Something I normally wouldn't have done for hours; maybe days. From the sink I watched him skimming through my books, including the ones in untidy piles on my desk. They looked oddly small and comfortable in his big hands. Suddenly I recognized the scholar: that incisive sweep through titles and tables of contents. 

When the dishes were done Anders settled me on the floor facing the couch, sitting on my heels as befitted the costume. He sat with arms stretched out along the back. And we talked. We talked about schedules and time pressures and other practical things. Friends, family. His brother was travelling, last heard from in Dublin, his parents and sister in Denmark. My parents were fixtures in Oakland; they'd only come up once when I'd first moved here. My sister and her husband lived three streets over from them, worked irregular hours, and leaned on them a lot for babysitting. 

It felt very odd, sitting there mostly naked and talking about my family. 
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"Work and school, lots of it, but people won't be a problem, at least not yet," Anders said. "You've got what? Eight weeks to go? A lot of evenings doing school work, right?" 

"It should get easier once school's over, if I get the right job…." 

"What have you applied for?" 

I told him, and all at once foreboding struck me. A couple of the places were out of town. What if I had to move to find a job? It happened. A dismal vision of long-distance domination opened up before me. Oh, no. The taste of him was already in my system, spreading, reconfiguring my synapses. I had to have more. Anxiously, I looked up at the man enthroned on my couch. 

He was thoughtful. "If this works out…" My eyes were fastened on his mouth, waiting for his next words. I was ready at that moment to jettison jobs, school, my whole career if it meant more time with him. Hell, I was only doing Information Studies because a person needs a job. Well, mostly. 

"If this works out I'm not going to want you to work full-time. Start looking into part-time. But don't withdraw the other applications yet." My heart leapt, and my mind began scampering through the postings I'd seen. But the next question yanked me back. "What else have you done besides those rings, Maia?" 

I sucked in a breath. "Hardly anything. I know the rings seem like a lot, like I must be – concealing something…?" He shook his head. "But apart from ordinary messing around – I mean, I provoked one boyfriend into spanking me for fun, but it didn't even hurt!" I said indignantly. He smiled, and I laughed up at him. "He never did it again. Really almost everything I read, any connection has been on the net." 

"Someone domming you online?" 

"No, never." I thought about the ones that had offered. "God, no. I've been on IRC, and mailing lists, but I mostly lurk. I've been – a shadow." 

He had me list all the groups I'd been on. Mainly d/sTO and one or two other supportive bdsm groups, the ones that discouraged trolling. "What about toys?" 

My face went hot at the mere mention; I shook my head. "I'm afraid to have anything in the house – I'm afraid the Silvas might come in and look. 

My landlords. They live downstairs. There's a piece of clothesline…." He waited. I took a breath. "I didn't really feel I had the right, anyway. Toys, 33 
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anything I did myself, that felt wrong. The rings I did almost on impulse, and felt bad about because – because it was me doing it. Like you said. It shouldn't have been me. I should have waited." 

"Don't worry about it now. If it bothers you that much, I promise I'll punish you for it later." 

I examined his face. He was serious. Some weight in my chest seemed to lift. Crazy but true. 

Going back to his original question, I said, "I admit I was curious. I walked into Northbound Leather once, stayed five minutes and ran." 

"Why?" 

"So – out there. Scary." 

"Hard to lurk." 

"Mm." 

More questions. Contraception. Safe sex. Had I practiced it, how many partners had I had. He told me to get an HIV test, said he'd get one, too. All the complicated issues that this suggested – monogamy, trust – I thought of but didn't raise. 

Then he questioned me so thoroughly about my classes and assignments for the next eight weeks that he probably ended up with a better idea of them than I had. In short order he had estimated the time I'd need for research, preparation, revision, etcetera, etcetera; way more time than I would normally devote to it. Evidently his standards were going to be strict, and he believed in work before pleasure. He wouldn't even see me the next day, Sunday, because I had a paper due Monday that I had barely started on; he shook his head over that. 

"All right, little girl," he said finally, "stand up." The sash had loosened and slipped down a fraction. He rewound it about thirty percent tighter than it had been before, and bent me forward over the table to tie the knot. His hands went underneath the material and explored, leaving me breathless, and then he lifted the robe up and folded it over my back. His fingers slid into me like a spoon through cream. Then he bent over me, pressing his heat into my body, his mouth against my ear. 

"Little by little, Maia. It's going to happen. Step by step, until you're –" 

he shifted his fingers inside of me and I gasped; "—mine. Chattel." 

He lifted my hips so that they were right on the edge of the table and my feet were off the floor. I heard the latex sounds again. Then he was inside 34 
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me, parting my flesh with his cock. Hands on my tits, tight, nipples trapped between fingers, the moaning sounds from my throat, my cunt like hot wax melting, his fingers there, too. The sash so tight I felt it at every breath, pressure of the table across my hips, his slow insistent thrusting, forcing a high rhythmic whimper from me, making my fingers scrabble pointlessly on the smooth table. Big hands crossed my forearms across the small of my back and pressed on them hard as he thrust. My shoulders shifted helplessly, and my back arched and strained; my head turned back and forth, pressing first one side of my face, then the other against the hard surface. I hovered for several seconds, an eternity, in exquisite suspension. And then I fell, mile upon mile, acutely aware of his taut body behind me, plunging too. 
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Chapter Four 

Viking of the 21st Century 




A Monday morning lidded by low clouds. Anders manoeuvred his truck through clogged southbound traffic, with the reflexive dexterity of a man who spent a lot of time behind the wheel. He eyed a Civic in the oncoming lane that looked as if it had been waiting a while to turn left; a lengthening line of cars was trapped at its tail. The frustrated grinding of gears and molars was almost audible. Taking pity, Anders braked and waved the Civic through. Two blocks further on his own lane was blocked by pylons and municipal trucks. He edged around a stationary tractor trailer, made it onto Lakeshore, and saw before him inching lines of metal with their tails of spewing exhaust, all the way to the horizon. Toronto traffic had descended yet another giant step into hell. He was going to be late. 

But nothing could annoy him today. He would have liked to have his foot down and be driving down an empty highway with the wind in his hair, singing at the top of his lungs, but you can't have everything. It was enough that he could see her before him: Maia shy and vibrant in her russet dress. 

Maia sprawled flushed and naked on her bed. Maia bent over the table, those lovely oval ass cheeks framed in the red kimono. The sound of her voice when he touched her. He could almost taste her. And by the end of the day she'd be in his hands again. 

There were two little birthmarks on either side of her belly; they made a diagonal with her navel that absolutely charmed him. 

He made a quick lane change and made it into third gear. The future was unfolding like a huge blueprint in his mind, a blueprint of his own devising. Only the foundations sketched in distinctly so far. Maybe a little bit of detail: part of a floor plan, a staircase. Beyond that, a project subject only to his insistent imagination. 

It was going to happen this time; this time he knew. His blueprint sprouted a bell tower and rang an exultant peal. 

And then the peal's echo became the inevitable warning knell. 

Expectations of delight never failed to activate the dour Lutheran ancestors living in his frontal lobes, his Swedish grandmother's voice leading from the lectern. Life was responsibility, duty, forethought, said the implacable voice. 
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Joy was fleeting. In fact this side of his mind tended to express itself within him in a Scandinavian language that was a mixture peculiar to that lady. 

Anders imagined a discussion with his Mormor about his responsibilities in this situation, and he smiled. The dangers were more than present to him. 

Maia might not be what she seemed to be, or need what she thought she needed. Hidden motives might emerge over time, or perhaps just mistakes that followed on inexperience. Or covert craziness; there was a thought to gave him serious pause. Anders drove mechanically, his mind churning. 

No, somehow he thought not. Beneath all that shyness and hesitation, that eager, docile outward face, there was something balanced and poised, and not over an abyss, either. Maybe just a few feet off the ground. She seemed to have a very clear idea of who she was and what she wanted. 

He braked and geared down; traffic was piling up again. Where did that assurance come from, deep in his gut? Recognition, moments of connection, again and again. She was okay, that girl; on consideration she seemed remarkably sane, despite being perverted as hell just like he was, with every doubt and crazy feeling that entailed. A lurking sense of humour, too. All those fears, that need for safety might be signs of sanity, given that the world was what it was. Could he rely on his own judgment of her mental state, given how invested he was in the answer? The fast lane was opening up; he pressed the accelerator. His gut said yes, but could he trust it? Ancestors frowned and shook grey heads, pointing bleakly to a spectral vision of his old nemesis: overconfidence, ego. Beware…. He'd beware. But that had pitfalls its own. Maia's fears didn't stop her, evidently; she did what she had to do. She had even managed the piercings, an act of initiative that seemed almost against her nature. And in their online conversation she had expressed her opinions with passion and confidence, and without looking for approval. Mind you, these were her opinions on her need to hand herself over, and were articulated in the anonymity of a chat group …. 

She'd have to be balanced, given what he was going to do with her. She could walk away from him, hypothetically, at any time, but he intended before long to have her in so deep that walking away would seem unthinkable. The world he would construct for her would have to seem inescapable. Anything less would work for neither of them. If that kind of totality wasn't what she needed after all, the relationship would be destructive to her, wickedly so. And if he harmed her he wouldn't forgive 37 
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himself. He could feel the weight building up in his chest at the thought. A dumpster load full of broken bricks, shards of glass, insidious toxins. 

On the other hand, if he gave that poisoned ground too wide a berth, he'd be building on the soft and treacherous sands of meaningless games. 

The whole thing would founder. Far better to begin for real, and risk having to give her up, than to wait to be sure and wreck the chance they had. 

Forward, with caution and consultation, feeling his way. The basic relationship seemed already to have emerged, between one glance and the next. As if they were gears, machined on opposite sides of the world, engaging at first touch. Maia's submissive body invited plunder. He could hardly resist that arched torso and the passive hands that stayed where they were put, pliant quivering limbs that begged for restraints, big eyes watching for his slightest signal. Those rings! She wasn't made for gentle treatment. 

But he also enjoyed this slow, tantalizing journey they had started on. 

Versions and stages of perversion. More to come, he promised her silently. 

Much more to come. 

The rings. He'd tried to conceal his reaction, but of course she was exquisitely reactive to anger or disapproval. His initial response had been jealousy; he'd assumed that she'd belonged to someone else. He loved the fact that she was a bdsm novice, that she would be his right from the start. 

Previous lovers, that was nothing. No one who'd meant anything to her emotionally, or even sexually. She'd be property with only his mark on her. 

Except for the rings. Which had belonged to no one but her, he reminded himself, and which he could make his own. And of course the next piercing would be his from start to finish. 

*** 

    >English, please. I must practice for Chicago. 

   >All right. Your fault if I become illiterate in Danish. 

   >How would she be so uncautious? Beware of crazies. 

   >You mean reckless, prof. Get English spellcheck. 

   >You think she was crazy to trust me? She got references. A friend of Janice's vouched for me. 

   >juicy one? 

   >Karl, you bugger. Yes, if you want to know, she is. Now shut up about it. 

   >I think you are too sure all at once. Usually you are more careful. 
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 Cynical is the word? 

   >Cynical is the word all right. Family trait. I am having to hold off my own Cassandra mutterings, and now here they are coming from you. But I asked for it. Don't let me stop you. 

   >Your views on totality of relationship are fine in theory but will lead to self-deception. You say no games, but world and laws are what they are. 

 Be truthful. Unless you want to hide her away in secluded country house with all help kilometres away, chain her there and do your wicked will. And I will help very gladly. Otherwise at any time she can go, and you can do nothing. 

   >Sounds like a plan, Karl. What do you and Ria get up to in that cottage in Als, anyway? 

   >You do not know. This woman may not be strong psychologically, and is not experienced submissive. She may believe whatever you tell her, and will be easy to harm. When tasty prey offers itself it's hard not to gobble it up, but you might regret this, and so might your meal. (Okay, I see problems with this analogy. Another one will surely be better, but you know my meaning.)  

   > So either she can walk right out and my control is illusory, or she is a prey animal walking right into my jaws. Make up your mind. 

   >I acknowledge your supportive portents of doom, you bastard. And will allow them to rankle and gall me. Or at least let them reinforce my own. 

   >It's a delicate business, isn't it? Ethically and psychologically. 

 Finding the balance between games and gobbling her up. 

*** 

That evening Anders made sure Maia had written her paper and started on the next one. Then he took her out to dinner, to the Peter Pan on Queen West. They had to run for the restaurant; the clouds that had been bulging all day had finally decided to get it out of their system. 

They got the table by the window, which gave them a view of wet pavement and the final spatter of the rainstorm. The sun was dropping below cloud level as it set; it sent a shaft of orange light along Queen Street that lit the drops running down the window. Anders studied Maia's face in this temporary glow, rediscovering it feature by feature. It was rescued from perfection by the long, rather elegant nose. Her smiles always started tentatively at the left corner of her mouth, and then, if they got any further, 39 
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swept across her face, lighting up her eyes for brief, incandescent moments. 

Anders watched her as they talked, listening to her low, husky voice, trying to catch whatever flickered out from behind the hesitations and constraints. 

They glanced at the big, weighty abstracts on the walls, accompanied by tags with even weightier prices. But the restaurant's decorative tin ceiling interested Anders more. 

"This place used to be a greasy spoon, same name, way back when, did you know that?" he said, taking a good look at the ceiling – original, apparently – and the dark cherry-wood booths. "They did a nice job on the reno; fixed it up without changing much. I heard that some old guy stumbled in after the change, took a good look and stumbled right back out again." 

They studied the menus, light years from what the old guy would have eaten, and ordered. Calamari and then lamb shank for him, arugula and daikon salad and chicken penne for her. When that was settled, Anders continued. "There used to be a lot of real stores along this part of Queen. 

Hardware, used furniture. Then, gradually, some good funky alternative places, all sorts of unique businesses coming and going. That's the stage I first knew it at." 

She nodded. "Even since I've moved to Toronto, some of those places have moved out. What is there out there now, the Gap?" 

"Yeah, the gentrification's finally complete. Active Surplus must be about the last holdout. Not even the funky places left. They've moved west. 

More and more lofts, lawyers' offices, big clubs, big chains. Concrete and steel." 

"And of course anyone poor has had to move out." 

"Oh, yeah, long since. And nowhere to go." 

The appetizers arrived, and she looked down into her arugula. "Would the old guy even recognize this as food, do you suppose?" she asked. 

He smiled. "Probably not. I'll take you to a greasy spoon next time; I know some good ones. Redeem our sins for eating this way while the masses starve." 

They talked on about the housing lost, the housing not built, the rising rents pushing more and more out into the streets. She put down her fork and propped her chin on her hands as if her head was sinking under the weight of it all, and looked at him from under her lashes. "What?" he asked. 

"You're so calm about this. Pragmatic. I can't – I can hardly think of it – 
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being homeless. The vulnerability. The exposure." 

"Yes. It's criminal that people have to live like that." His face was grim. 

"I mean it literally, it's criminal, or it ought to be. I'm not as calm as I look. 

As for pragmatism, there are practical solutions. It's just the lack of funding. 

When it comes to subsidized housing, the federal government and the province and the city just argue over who pays. Money's actually reserved for housing that never gets spent." 

"There some program, social workers connecting with street people, getting them housed, right?" 

"Streets to Homes. Better than nothing, maybe. A lot of the housing they're putting people into is seriously substandard. And pushing that program gets the government off the hook for any decent national housing strategy." 

"Wait – didn't the mayor announce ...?" 

"Yes, there are supposed to be a couple of projects soon. Maybe there'll be something I can do. In the meantime I volunteer with Habitat for Humanity, help to build a few houses a year, and try to be satisfied with that." 

The entrees arrived. They ate and talked about underfunded programs, and human spaces, and the Regent Park redevelopment. Anders knew the immediate politics, and Maia put it into a historical context, picked up from her reading, surprising him with the extent of it. "I like the history of North American cities. Despite all the greed and exploitation. That kind of pioneering naiveté." 

He looked at her carefully. "And it's easier for you to talk about the past than the scary stuff happening right in your face." 

She winced, then laughed a little sadly. "Yup. You got it." 

On less painful topics Anders watched her follow him, match his thoughts in her quiet way, formulate and make subtle connections. He shared out the last of the wine and sat back, looking at her. "I've just realized – you really are an information-management girl." 

She laughed. "What do you mean?" 

"You cross-reference things. You catalogue." 

"That sounds awful!" She looked down into her glass. "But you're probably right." 

"Is that what made you go into it?" 
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"Because my mind works that way?" She thought a moment. "Don't think so. That's more a product of school than a cause." 

"Why, then?" 

She gave an embarrassed smile. "Well – I've always hung out in libraries. Reading. Nerd that I am. Nice and quiet, safe. This huge one in Oakland – I used to sit near the reference desk and listen. It was amazing what that woman could find out; all sorts of information – basic, obscure, downright esoteric. And she'd just give it out, no strings attached. Anyone could come in or call and ask all sorts of stuff, and she'd look it up for them." 

"And you liked that." 

"Yes. I want to do that myself, one way or another. Get people the information they need." She unfolded her napkin, folded it up another way. 

"At home everything seemed to be about money, about what something was worth, what it cost. How to make more. How to make people pay. My father has a software consulting business. He doesn't do anything for free; he says he can't afford to. But I don't want to live like that." 

"What does your family think of your going –" his eyes darted to left and right, and he leaned forward to whisper, "– non-profit?" 

She mimed shock, grinned, shrugged. "It's a job. They tried to make me a junior entrepreneur like my sister, but they had to give up on that pretty early. I'm too introverted. I think they've got visions of me going into corporate information technology or some damned thing, but if so they're going to be disappointed." 

"Ah, yes, the expectations. My mother wasn't too happy about my business. Wasting all that college education. Picking up master electrician instead of an MA. Though she's come around now and my dad never minded, as long as I got the education in the first place; he insisted on that." 

"That was a given in my house, too." 

"Well, not entirely in mine. My grandmother was pissed that I wasted time in university, given that it had nothing to do with construction. She said I'd been reading blueprints and building things since the age of three and that there was no point pretending I was going to be anything else. She still harps on it whenever she wants to annoy my mother." 

"You were reading blueprints at three?" 

"So to speak. I used them in my games. My dad gave me old draft 42 
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versions; I kept piles of them.” 

“You could have taken architecture or urban planning or something." 

"Probably. Though I don't think I would have been satisfied if I wasn't building with my own hands. I like getting in there. Anyway, back then I didn't think I was going to be in any way like my father. Who does at eighteen? I thought I was going to be quite unlike any of my relations. Shake their dust off my boots. Have an impact on the world. Thus the political science. After a while I figured out that I was actually quite a lot like my father and there was no shame in it. And then everything fell into place.” 

“Despite your mother's disapproval." 

"Nah, she's okay with it now. As long as I'm happy; you know mothers. 

She's a teacher; education is high on her list." He set his cutlery on his empty plate and wiped his mouth. "What about your mother, what does she do?" 

"Everything, all the time, it seems to me. Always going at something full tilt. Mostly she runs an organic food wholesaling business. The first thing she wants to know when she calls me is whether I'm eating organic. 

Tells me about all the poisons in the food chain as if I'd never heard of them.” 

“The first thing?" 

"I exaggerate, sorry. Maybe the second. The first is whether I'm using birth control and safe sex. She seems to have this vision of me partying away night after night with one boyfriend after another. It's got to be left over from her college days in the seventies, because she sure didn't get it from me. 'Just for god's sake don't get pregnant, Maia,' she says. 'I raised you to be a powerhouse, not a baby machine.'" 

"I'll bet she was on the ramparts back in the seventies." 

"Oh, man. Not just the seventies. She's got a drawer full of buttons from abortion rallies, violence against women, all that." Maia saw his eyes dance, and she laughed. "I know. Hey, I've got some, too; she used to haul us along. 

Well, my sister didn't need hauling; she was really into it; still is. I used to try not to hear the stories – the abuse; it upset me for weeks." Maia broke off, looked down at her lap, clasped her hands there. Then she looked up. 

"It's not that I don't agree with feminism, right down the line. Only – not for me." Then she spread her hands on the table. "No, you know, even for me. I don't think men – all men – have the right to make my decisions for me. Just 

– one." 
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Anders nodded. He was deeply familiar with the apparent conflict between sexuality and values, between intellect and politics and the body's needs. He sat back. "I suppose you could be a rather extreme and quirky demonstration of a woman's right to choose.” 

“The personal not being political in my case." 

"Right. Tell me, does the contrast bother you? Between what your mother thinks and what you are?" 

Maia furrowed her brow. "I don't know," she said. "I'm used to concealing things from her – from my sister, too – everything that matters, really. Pretending to be something I'm not, doing the assertive act so they'll stay off my back. The stuff I learned from books, not them, I might add." 

She met his eye. "And believe me, I'm not like this in any kind of reaction to my mother and her feminism. The two aren't related. I used to wonder about that. But it's not so.” 

“The thought never crossed my mind." Maia smiled. "No, I guess not.” 

“Would you ever tell her the truth?" 

"God, no!" The shock on her face slowly receded, leaving a wry smile in its wake. "Gays and lesbians don't know what a closet is, compared with us." 

"You'd tell her if you were lesbian?" 

"Sure. No problem. But this? Not in a million years. She'd never accept it. " She squeezed her eyes tight for a second, as if to shut the thought away, then opened them again. "Would yours?" 

He shrugged. "Don't know. Not without a lot of work. And why would I bother? They're not about to walk in on us, or participate in our lives. I don't need their approval." The waiter took their plates away and offered dessert menus and coffee. Anders ordered cheesecake; Maia mimed being full but conceded to a little crème brulée. When the waiter was gone, Anders leaned in on his elbows. "What about you? Do you accept it?" 

What came out of her was a short, rueful laugh, but for a long moment she didn't speak. 

"Yes," she said at last. The table held her eyes for a while, and then she looked up at his face. "I am what I am." 

A twist of a smile. "Me, too." 

"Inside myself, for a long time it's been – right. I don't know why; it just is. But in comparison with the rest of the world, you know, it's harder. Not to 44 
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think of oneself as a disgusting object." 

He shook his head. "Rest assured…." She smiled. 

Anders ran his eyes over the woman across the table, over the fine contours of cheek and eyebrow, the slender shoulders. So small, and even smaller in that she was self-effacing. He could easily imagine her disappearing from everyone's notice, despite her looks. "Maia. What was it like, moving all the time when you were a kid?" 

She raised her eyebrows, then looked resigned. "Oh. Well. Sometimes it was hard. I didn't exactly come up to expectations on making new friends." 

"Whose expectations?" 

"My mother's. She was always trying to push me out the door." 

Resentment flickered. "Expecting me to be the centre of the crowd like my sister. When I'd rather have been sitting on my bed with a book." Maia began turning the salt shaker round and round in a very small circle. "I was safer with the teachers than the kids, actually. Authority figures." There was a wry flicker of a smile, one corner only. "I suppose I sucked up. I was smart. Teacher's pet. Which was a bit of a liability in the long run, with the other kids.” 

“You said you did their homework." 

"Here and there. Sometimes more than I did my own. Some of the kids could act like authority figures too, you know." 

"I'll bet." 

"But actually I didn't mind helping them out. It felt like an okay thing to do. Even if it was a bit exploitive on their part." 

Anders put cream in his coffee and stirred. "Wasn't it a little hard on you?" 

"A little," she agreed. "What are you asking?" She sipped some tea and gave him a long look over the rim. "Am I submissive because I got beat up at school?" She put the cup down. "No. No one picked on me particularly. 

I'm good at being inconspicuous. I wasn't exactly popular, but I wasn't abused. Not at home either. No secret trauma. And I've had submissive fantasies as long as I can remember." She gave a little snort, and shook her head. "'Fantasy;' what a word. It makes it sound lightweight and fanciful, tra la la. Not the – what can I call it? It felt huge, heavy, rich; a dark kind of weight. An intense secret life." 

She lowered her eyebrows at him, her face faintly challenging. "Are you 45 
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asking if I'm like this because I've got low self-esteem? Not that either. I may not be the most confident person in the world, but in my own way I'm all right." 

"Well said." His eyes were warm. 

"Hey, what about you?" she asked suddenly. 

"What about me what?" 

"You moved, too. To a different country, a different language even. 

That couldn't have been easy." 

"I guess." Anders leaned back in his seat and stretched out long legs beneath the table. "But I thought of it as an adventure; I know it's hokey, but it's true. My English wasn't bad, and using it in school was a bit like a game, a puzzle. Something like driving when you're only just learning how. Clutch, gas, turn the wheel…. Svend had a harder time; he wasn't so far along in English.” 

“So you fit in right away?" 

"More or less. Well, I was taller than everyone else. I didn't exactly blend in with the crowd. No hiding for me. We lived right downtown; Bellevue Park, you know it? Behind Kensington Market. My parents couldn't stand the suburbs, and the ethnicities were mostly Asian or southern European; a lot of short, dark kids. I was the guy at the back who looked like he was in the wrong class. A broomstick. Skinny as hell. That was my nickname for a while.” 

“Broomstick?" 

"Yeah, or Broom. See, my hair when it's short kind of sticks up…." He ran his fingers through his hair from below, and sure enough, for a few seconds it defied gravity, a haystack gone wild. "It's bit long for it at the moment." He brushed it back down. 

She reached over to smooth the remaining stragglers, and he kissed the inside of her wrist. 

"But I take it you didn't get left out or picked on," she said. 

"Why do you say that?" 

"Just a feeling." 

He looked at her curiously. "Well, you're right. Apart from some jokes. 

Though I suppose I could have been. I don't know. Mockery, or that macho challenge thing that boys do, they're easy enough to deal with. So when it came up I dealt with it. For myself or anyone else I thought was getting it 46 
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rough." 

She smiled broadly. "You protected the weak, did you? My superman? 

"You betcha." The waiter topped up his coffee, and Anders stirred in more cream, watching it swirl and vanish. "Tried to, anyway." She gave an enquiring look, but he left it at that. 

"So – my information management girl," he said, "you want to give freely, find people what they need, serve them with facts." 

"Yes." He rested his eyes on her, and her face shifted. "Okay. I know. 

It's the same – I want to do the same for you." 

"Give me what I need?" 

She nodded. 

"I think you will." 

They sat quietly, looking out. It was full dark now: streetlights, headlights and neon signs reflecting on wet asphalt. Cars and crowds. At last she spoke up, a little timidly. 

"And – and what about your fantasies? When did all this – take hold, for you?" 

He considered. "Hard to say. I don't remember a time when it wasn't there. At least the assumption that I ought to be in charge." He smiled. "I'm sure my siblings appreciated that very much. But of course there were all the ideas beneath the surface that I only talked about later, with a cousin of mine who's also into it. A fascination with unequal power relationships. Feudal droit de seigneur, patriarchal marriages, purdah, and of course every kind of slave-owning culture. I even wrote essays on the subject, anti- of course, while secretly imagining myself as a Viking slave raider.” 

“They did do a lot of that, didn't they." 

"Sure. Thralls. Trælle. Spoils of war, or the results of all that coastal raiding. Not that they were the only ones.” 

“I can just see you in a Viking boat. At the helm. Sword in hand." 

"Standing over the pretty captive. Who, incidentally, fell for me big time and quite liked her collar." 

"Consent even then?" 

"Oh, yes; always." 

"A left wing Viking slave raider." 

He laughed. "Twenty-first century version." 

They went for a long walk. The air was still damp but the clouds had 47 
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moved on; the moon was visible between the streetlights. They strolled north through Grange Park and along Dundas, still crowded with stalls, and thick with the odours of Chinese food, car exhaust and damp asphalt. The restaurant smells persisted until they were well into the residential part of Chinatown. Here the scent of damp earth rose unevenly through the downtown exhaust fumes; people's gardens waking up. Anders felt Maia's small, smooth hand like a child's in his own. "What about your cousin?" she asked him. Anders looked down at her. "What about him?” 

“Another Viking slave raider?" 

"No. Well, maybe a scene version. Clubs and scenes, midnight to six a.m., that's Karl.” 

“In Copenhagen?" 

"Uh-huh. And Amsterdam. He'll be in Chicago soon doing graduate work. There's more to Karl than clubs. But no doubt he'll be at it till all hours still." 

She reached up and touched the scar beneath his chin, though she couldn't see it in the dark. 

"Mm?" 

"While you're telling me things. What happened there?" 

He rubbed the smooth line where no beard grew. "That? I was – what, eleven? My brother and I found a shopping cart on a sidewalk. I thought I'd give him a ride, but there was a hill, and he was heavier than I thought…." 

"So…?" 

"So I staged a dramatic rescue." He laughed suddenly. "My superboy phase, I suppose. I yanked the thing back off its wheels just before it went into the road, banged both of us up in the process." 

"How did he come out of it?" 

"Split eyebrow. He likes it. He was very proud of the black eye, which I must admit was a beauty. My mother always complained that she was on a first-name basis with the emergency room staff. She was, too." 

Still heading north, they made their way through the university campus, past old stone and new brick, through a gothic arch or two. They turned into Philosopher's Walk, a twisting pedestrian byway through a narrow park that ran behind the museum, between Trinity College and the Faculty of Music, on up to Bloor. No one else was in sight; they seemed to have the path to themselves. Anders tucked Maia's arm under his. The faint exotic tea scent 48 
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of her flesh came to him; he suppressed an urge to devour her then and there. 

"I've made some more decisions about how this is going to go," he told her. "Choice but no choice." She tensed beneath his arm, and he tightened his hold. "First of all, understand that I'm going to do what I want with you, and I'm going to enjoy that very much. And you'll obey me." She heaved a trembling sigh and he squeezed her arm. "I think I read you well enough to avoid causing damage, physical or psychological damage, but I could be wrong, Maia. I won't count on that. So I'm going to give you some chances to tell me if I've missed anything important about what you're feeling, what you're going through. At the end of each day at first. Less and less often as time goes on. These will be escape points, too, if it turns out you're wrong about what you can stand. Eventually the escape points will be very, very few and far between. Do you understand what I'm saying?" 

"I – " She swallowed. "I think so. You're – you're building in just enough freedom so if it goes wrong there's a way out. Sometimes. Otherwise I don't have choices, and I do what I'm told." 

"That's right." They walked on in silence for a minute, and then he went on. "I'm not going to consult you, but I am going to question you and observe your reactions. This may or may not influence what I do." Though her arm remained tucked under his, Anders had a sense that she was drawing away. He leaned down to get a better look in the dim light. "What is it, Maia?" She bit her lip. "Control again?" 

She nodded. He stopped and turned her toward him, examined the averted face in profile. 

"You're afraid I'll let you decide – let you shape what happens." 

"Mm." 

"Go on." 

She stared at the ground. "I just know that if there's something you don't want, and you do it for my sake – " Her body shrank away from him, and her face was a misery of humiliation. "I won't be able to bear it. Everything – 

everything will go wrong. We'll be back to games again." 

This had to be nipped in the bud, quickly. He dug his fingers into her shoulders. "Maia," he said gently. "You haven't got this straight." She looked up. "This is not a reciprocal arrangement. It's not about giving you a kinky good time." He waited a beat or two to make sure she took this in. "If all goes well I'll own you. Body, mind, all of you. If you're going to be my 49 
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property I need to know what I've got, what you're good for." His voice dropped a confidential note lower. "Like buying a dog – is it the right kind for what I want? Does it have the right disposition? Can it be trained?" 

*** 

I stared up at him hardly able to breathe, hit with such a maelstrom of emotions that my body could hardly contain them all; he'd be scraping me off the lamp posts and the distant museum walls. 

Fear, outrage and humiliation. Rebellion. Recognition, joy, lust like sheet lightning. A thunderbolt flash of clarity and connection illuminating the landscape between us. Panic at the view of the precipice at my feet. 

My eyes never left his face. He observed me calmly, his expression serious, aware. At last one of his hands came off my shoulder, held my cheek for a moment, then slid into the hair at the nape of my neck and gently, inexorably, pulled my head back. "You understand now, Maia.” 

“Yes." 

"Good." His face lowered, and he kissed me; a seal, it seemed on our agreement, or whatever it was. 
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Chapter Five 

Reynardine 




In the days that followed, Mrs. Silva downstairs complimented me on my nice new boyfriend, so polite and attentive. She peeked up the stairs when he arrived to take me out, greeted him on his way down, evidently thinking that someone had to stand in for my absent mother. They discussed the new bathroom in the basement that Mr. Silva had just completed, and the health of her hydrangeas. Within days she was serving him coconut cake. 

But she would have been puzzled by his phone calls, which were calm, detailed interrogations rather than lovers' chats. 

"Have you finished the bibliography? How many hours did you work on that? What about the media search on water quality?" On several days, to my intense disappointment, he decided I was too busy to see him. The only way I got through my work on those evenings was the fear of not seeing him the next night. I began skipping lunch to have more time, until he found out and made a no-skipping-meals rule. 

Even when he'd said he wasn't coming I kept listening for his truck. As the neighbourhood was well studded with massive four-by-fours, I spent far too much time looking out the window, disappointed, as some muscly black macho symbol growled by with its empty truck bed. Hoping instead to see well-used burnt sienna beneath my window, brown in shadow but glowing like sunset when it caught the light. The truck was old but cared for, the finish softened and smoothed like a well-used pair of jeans. It got so whenever I saw that colour out on the street, my heart lifted like a balloon. 

It wasn't that my ambivalence was gone. There were still voices asking what the hell I thought I was doing. Some of them were even outside my head; Nikki called and scolded me frequently, nagging me to start discussing some limits before it was too late, a safeword at least. It was like hearing instructions on the flutter kick when white water has you in its grip. I did my best to keep my head above the surface, wired on adrenalin, eager anticipation, and constant fear. 

When Anders did come to the door I had to show him all my work, my heart in my throat. I hadn't had to account in such detail to anyone since grade school. It was particularly embarrassing because ever since grade 51 
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school, Procrastination had been my middle name. Last minute scrambling was how I operated; you could see it in my work. Sometimes I felt my main expertise was in the kinds of shortcuts and fudging that bad planning forces on you. I knew theoretically how to organize myself, but had never gotten around to putting that knowledge into practice. The interrogations continued at my desk, with me flushing painfully at every fault he exposed, and trying not to make excuses. 

At first, to my shame, I had moments of weak resentment. He was making me work a lot harder than I was used to. I caught myself thinking petulantly that I had made it through this far, and done okay, and if my work habits weren't exactly ideal, well, so what? Wallowing in guilt was my modus operandi, and didn't I work better under pressure? Then as his expectations and orders became more and more explicit, to my astonishment I began to be able to get things done without panic and without staying up half the night. The quality was a lot better, too. Before long I was having trouble imagining operating without his organizing hand to direct me. 

Feeble, unspoken resistance seeped away, leaving in its wake a surprised kind of gratitude, over an undercurrent of fear. On the surface, Anders was kind and very patient. He always told me when I did well. But there was a tone in his voice when I fell short: a firm, slightly Danish inflected reprimand with a hint of gravel in it, that made me shiver. 

The power relationship wasn't the only thing lurking beneath the surface. "Soft porn," Anders glinted as he touched the new little waist cincher he had laced up tight around me, just tight enough to make me pant. 

His big hand was around my leg, the new garter belt stretched against my thigh. He had casually forbidden pants and tights. I gathered that this wasn't an important enough rule to be laid down with any emphasis, although there was no doubt in my mind that he expected me to obey him. In his truck, or in the unlit spaces between the streetlights next to the bulk of dark vans, he slid his hand beneath my dress and made me moan. Then he put his fingers in my mouth and made me suck them like lollipops. 

The night we went to the folk club he wouldn't let me wear panties either. I shivered as the night air touched me, felt my pubic hair ruffle in an updraft, and climbed, painfully self-conscious, into his truck. My thighs opened to his nudging fingers and I whimpered, head back against the seat, feeling the pressure of the cincher around my ribs as I tried to breath. At 52 
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each red light the fingers were back. My eyes stared at the red in the darkness, glowing red dominating my visual field as he took over below. 

He parked the truck and I sucked his fingers avidly, then followed him and his violin case into a warm, crowded room with a little stage and people tuning up. There were some curious looks directed my way; I shrank, wishing not to be noticed; it was the last thing I could handle, feeling naked as I did, my cunt swimming. Anders sat down by the stage with me and the first set started. Jigs, reels, hands and feet pounding. Someone sang a ballad, someone else a sly Irish ditty. Anders explained the different styles and I made links to the older music I knew, but after a while I got lost, and just let the bright music take me. Then he got up to play. 

He dominated the little stage, his big shoulders relaxed, the fiddle looking small in those big hands. Straight pale hair gleamed under the lights. 

Well-worn jeans on narrow hips, long thighs that I wanted between my own…. His bow moved and I raised my eyes to watch. I hadn't heard him play before, had no idea what he could do. Those long fingers moved with authority, subtlety, sweetness. The fiddle seemed not so much an object in his hands as an extension of his body. Vibrations stretched, reached out for me, found my frequency, tightened and loosened my strings. The song started slow, his firm hands on the instrument confiding something. He met my eye for a moment. Then he moved into a faster jig, and then a wild reel that had the room jumping. 

I didn't dare dance. By the time we left I was jumpy and revved up, wanting to be grabbed and touched all over. I hummed the last song and swung a little at the end of his hand, and he looked down at me in amusement, keeping a tight grip on my wrist. His case settled in the back, he unlocked the passenger door for me. In its shadow he scooped me up, one hand deep in my crotch, and lifted me onto the seat. I gasped, and his tongue was in my open mouth, his fingers hard inside me. Then he swung my knees around and shut the door. I sat there gasping like a fish thrown on shore, waiting for him to get in the other side and finish what he'd started. But he just put the truck in gear and started off. He glanced over at me sitting there with my mouth hanging open, smiled, stopped the truck and fastened my seatbelt, tight. 

As he drove he hummed in a deep, dark baritone that filled the night inside the truck. It wasn't a song from that evening; the tune rang much older 53 
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bells. Something traditional that I hadn't heard since my mother had played us her old folk albums, back when we were kids. What was it called? Anders was singing the words now. 



And her cherry cheeks and her ruby lips, 

They lost their former dye, 

And she fell on her knees before him, 

All on the mountain high. 



He glinted at me briefly, then went on, 



He had not kissed her but the once or twice, When she come to again, And most eagerly she asked him, Pray tell to me your name. 



There was some traffic now, and the song was down to a wordless hum again as he negotiated it. Scraps of the other verses were coming back to me, though the title still eluded me. Something about how the girl, aloof at first, had been felled by the irresistible sexual magic of this rake, and ended up following wherever he led. I could relate. 

We were crossing a bridge. I caught a glimpse of dark water and a line of bright headlights below us, and realized we were crossing the Don Valley, heading east instead of west. Not to my place, then. Where was he taking me? Still downtown, rows of Asian shops, then houses. My knowledge of the city was all centre core and downtown west; this side of town was terra incognita. Anders was silent now. His face looked remote, alternately lit and in shadow. I wanted him to speak and reassure me. A lurking paranoia crept in, lurid visions of kidnappings, headlines gloating over unidentified remains. Could I trust him? 

I watched the hands that had held the fiddle hold the wheel with the same deft authority. I thought of the care he was taking with me, and relaxed. He was singing again. 



And if by chance you look for me, 

Perhaps you'll not me find, 

For I'll be in my green castle, 

And enquire for Reynardine. 
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Reynardine. That was it. We were turning into a quiet street with a few widely-spaced street lights and a No Exit sign – I envisioned a camera panning on the sign and some creepy music, and almost giggled – and I saw the silver glimmer of a high fence across the end of the road. Something industrial? Or maybe railroad tracks. The last house on the left was not green but grey brick; detached, with a driveway separating it from the house next door. It looked like a typical downtown Toronto house: two stories and a peaked roof, long and narrow. Inside, a strong smell of cut lumber, and a trace of that metallic power saw tang. Anders turned on a light and I saw heaped two-by-fours, insulation, loose angles of black plastic pipe, but a functional living room set up in the space on my right with a couch and television and a stack of books on a low table. The drywall wasn't up yet; there were twists of cable in the dark wall spaces. Anders put his violin case down. Then he had me in a tight grip from behind, and was biting at my neck. 

"Reynardine was a vampire, did you know that?" he murmured. My giggle turned to a gasp as his tongue slid from my shoulder to my ear. He crossed my arms in front of me, lifted me up and set my feet on the first step of the stairway in front of us, my back to him. The jacket slid off my shoulders. Then my dress was over my head and off. My bra next. Shoes. I thought the cincher was coming off, but he tightened it instead, drawing hard on the strings, and I exhaled to accommodate it and whined a little. For a moment he caressed my naked ass and my thighs above the black stockings. 

"Up you go." Then he smacked me, hard enough to sting. A surge of heat flashed across my loins; for a moment I couldn't move. He smacked me again on the other side, a little harder, and I forced myself to run up the steps, feeling cunt lips slipping against each other, breasts bouncing. At the top he grabbed my waist and turned me around, studied my face; slowly he smiled. Then I was herded into the bedroom at the front of the house. With fingers deep in my cunt and his other hand on my ass, he lifted me off my feet and took my mouth over with his own. My blood was turning to thick, hot magma, weighing down my limbs, slowing my thoughts. And yet I was being handled as if I was no weight at all: a duality strange enough to give me vertigo. 

He put me down and took a step back. I was breathing hard, my knees 55 
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giving way on the way to prostrating myself at his feet. He let me sink to my knees, pulled up a chair and unzipped. I struggled to catch my breath, and then I was kissing fervently at him, trying to make up in enthusiasm what I lacked in skill. I'd had hardly any practice in the past; a few licks and a little timid sucking, a scary experience of gagging and nearly drowning, that was all my experience to date. Anders gripped my head and forced me to pay attention to instructions. At every sign of pleasure on his part my heart pounded and the magma channels surged. 

He got huge and I tried very hard not to gag and almost managed it. 

There was a hard hand on my neck and I choked and swallowed, and swallowed, and held my head still and waited for him to release me. 

A minute later I was sitting in his lap and he was stroking me firmly along the back and legs, calming me down a little. He ran a finger along my eyebrows and across my lips. "What happened when I spanked you?" 

Oh god. I ducked my face down against him, and felt him stroke my hip gently, six, eight slow strokes. "Come on," he said. 

"I felt… It was – so fast, instant – " I swallowed, couldn't say it. 

"Lust?" 

I nodded slowly. "And more than that," I whispered. "It was the first time you – the first time –" 

"I hit you." 

"Yes. I was so scared, I'd been so scared, and there it was. The first – .” 

“Symbolic, then." 

"Yes." I burrowed into his arms, shook with the fear and arousal he made me feel, tried not to cry. 

"So much more to come, Maia." 

"I know." The words muffled by his shirt. 

"Let's add a little to your experience, then." 

He stood me up, then arranged me face-down over his lap. Strings of words were running through my skull like beads on wires: please don't hurt me, yes hurt me, don't hurt me, please, anything, please. His big hand stroked my ass; it was gone a moment and then it smacked down, stinging. 

Like hot sauce on the tongue. Another on the other side. More. He forced my legs apart and stroked my pussy lips for a moment, then slapped me again. I was moaning now. My pelvis, angled over his thigh, began to climb him, try to touch myself to his leg just a little. 
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"Ah-ah, no you don't." His leg shifted and he resettled me, taking his thigh out of range. My breath was pressed out of me in a sudden huff; he had yanked the cincher yet tighter. I panted, squirming, as he retied the knot. 

Then my right wrist was pulled firmly behind my back, and the light spanking continued, ass, thighs, spreading heat. I didn't know if it hurt; yes, it hurt, yes. I writhed and could move only so far, and the feeling of restraint kicked me off the edge of thought; sensation swamped me and my body struggled and strained in helpless abandon. He stopped then, pulled my wrist even higher up my back, and waited. I whimpered, squirmed. I felt his grip change hands, and then he was squeezing my breasts, flicking the rings, pulling my nipples until I cried out. He waited some more. Slowly he stood me up, still holding my wrist, and brought me over to the bed. "Lie down," 

he said, watching me as he took off his clothes. "Don't move." 

I lay with wet thighs trembling, stinging ass hot against the cool sheets, breathing fast against a waist held tight. Watched as he bared those big pale shoulders; the lines of muscle on chest and abdomen; hard, reddened cock. 

Bit my lip and repressed a moan. Watched as he rolled the condom on. He pinned me down, arms and legs; the moan ripped out of me, and my hips lifted to him, reached. I wanted him inside me like I wanted not to die. 

He looked down into my eyes. "Can you come without being held down?" 

I looked at him, half startled out of my trance. "What? I –" 

He shook me a little. "You know what I'm talking about." He smiled, almost laughed. "Can you?" 

He'd held me down each time, a substitute, I suppose, for the bondage he wouldn't use yet. I tried to look away, dug the side of my face into the sheet. "I – yes." I squirmed under him. "It takes – much longer…." His grip tightened and my taut thighs strained. Then in one stroke he was inside me and my voice was loose, climbing. 

He rolled onto his back, bringing me over with him. A moment later I was straddling him, all my limbs free, confused. I watched his long fingers at the cincher; he unhooked it completely in front and tossed it away, and suddenly there was nothing restraining me. Eyes on my face, he grinned and began to play with my tits. "Come on," he said. His hips rocked gently, and I groaned, and moved against him. He stroked me softly here and there, guided my hips, pinched my nipples. "Come on," he said again. "You can do 57 
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it." 

I tried. I raised myself the length of his penis and back again, felt my nipples burning. I gasped and bit my lip and tried for a long time. When he took hold of my hips and thrust harder I almost felt myself getting close. 

Beneath me he shuddered, his thighs like steel cables, and then he came with a shout from deep in his chest, his head thrown back, hands gripping my flesh. Very slowly, his head rolled forward again, his eyes opened and focused on me, and he let out a long, long breath. Then he grinned again and pulled me down next to him. "You can't come at all in that position, can you?" My face buried in his chest again, I shook my head. "That's useful to know." He turned my face so he could see it, and he laughed. "Would you like to come now?" 

My entire pelvis was radiating heat; it was the Amazon basin in the midst of mating season. I could hardly hold back the animal noises. "Yes, please," I whispered. 

He closed his eyes for a long moment. Then he sat up, and his eyes travelled slowly down my body and up again to my face. A wicked light grew in them. "No, not just yet." He turned away, dealt with the condom, turned back. 

I lay there, wide open, stunned, stupid with arousal, waiting to see if he really meant it. 

He mused, "So all I have to do to keep you from coming is to put you on top and not tie or hold you…." 

I shuddered, and felt crazy drumbeats within. 

"I'm just kidding," he said. I looked up at him, feeling what? Relieved? 

Disappointed? "You'll be tied down all right. I just won't let you come." The noise I'd been holding back got past me. My breath caught in my throat and I felt close to tears. 

He closed his eyes for a minute, and then yawned and stretched. "I'm going to get something to eat. Are you hungry?" 

I shook my head. 

"You'd better come with me anyway." 

He took me by the wrist and pulled me up and out the door. At that moment I knew it was for real. This was an exercise of power in a direction quite unexpected, and it hit me like the slap on the stairs. I followed after him, saturated in juices. This really was unknown territory now. If he could 58 
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do this without tying me or hurting me, what could he do with the whole kink panoply available to him? 

The kitchen was mostly functional, but with raw places on the walls and new cupboards in plastic on the floor. Blinds with factory stickers covered the whole back wall. My thighs were slick and shaking. 

Anders moved some jars off the table and lifted me onto it. "Lie down." 

I lay back on the hard surface with my knees up. "Let's see," he said. "Does dipping food in you still count as soft porn? Why not?" He moved my hands up over my head. "Stay put." 

I did as I was told. Dipping food in me? He was pulling packages out of the refrigerator, and I felt my nipples tighten as the chill air touched me. 

Bread, meat of some kind, cheese – what was he making, a meal? It must be midnight. The microwave clock said 11:48; close enough. Good lord, he'd turned the oven on. I felt the heat when he opened the door. Now he was chopping something. 

He ate his open-faced sandwiches between my thighs, while testing my reactions to raw vegetables, naming them as he went. "A large zucchini, Maia, nice and cold." This went in early and stayed in, warmed up, got twisted from time to time, with noises wet and succulent. "Leafy celery, girl; let's try how it feels as a brush. You like that, yes. And now the other end. 

Yes, that, too. Here, some sprigs of parsley for garnish between your lips; hold them there while I finish this sandwich." I felt something hard dipped around the zucchini, and heard him crunching. Carrot sticks, I think. The leaves of the celery were back, tickling, teasing. 

He leaned across me and sucked my nipples hard, bit them a little. Then he pressed damp little disks over them. "Don't let the ginger root fall off, Maia; keep very still." I whimpered as the tingling started. 

"Ah, now, this will taste good. Mashed avocado, very ripe. My little guacamole girl." He licked his fingers. "Tastes like you." He smeared it over my vulva and began to nibble slowly, delicately along the lips. Dipped his tongue inside me, past the zucchini, which he shifted gently back and forth. 

Licked some more avocado paste off my thighs. Mounded it thickly over my clit, and took only a little from time to time. I shuddered, and a round of ginger rolled off. Anders picked it up, stood over me, shook his head and pinched my nipple hard before he replaced it. He rubbed both the rounds over my nipples, slowly back and forth and I stared mesmerized into his 59 



 As She’s Told – Anneke Jacob 

eyes, my arms up over my head, nipples burning, a meal at my crotch. Then he was back between my legs, nibbling and licking, deliberate, unbearable. 

When the avocado was almost gone and my voice was one long, continuous wail, he leaned over me, shoving the zucchini hard inside me, and said, 

"What do you want, Maia? Say it.” 

“Please…" I panted. "I can't bear it.” 

“Please what, girl?” 

“Please, make me come, please!" I cried. "What if you have to bear it?" 

I stared at him, shook against the thing shoved in my cunt, panted. "I can't – you – please," I whispered. "I'm begging, I can't stand any more, please!" 

"Put your hands back where they belong," he said coolly. My arms stretched back above my head. "Begging is neither here nor there." His mouth twitched. "Though it's fun to listen to. You'll come when I feel like it," he said, rubbing a big hand back and forth across my belly. "And beg when I make you." 

He brought me to the edge twice more, taking his time, and twice more I begged, increasingly incoherent and piteous. The third time he relented, sucking my clit and half my cunt into his mouth so that I screamed, washing me back and forth with his tongue, wringing me out to the last shudder. 

Later, limp in his arms. I listened to the questions. Anything vital he'd missed? Anything beyond what I could handle? Did I need to walk away from this? No, no, no, I shook my head. God, no. Go back? To what? The safe, disappointing life behind my computer screen? No. He opened a little bag then, and drew out a long, thick silvery chain. My heart jumped and skipped, unable to find any kind of rhythm. The chain was pretty; the tightly worked links caught the light. 

"Stand up." A cool slither, closing snugly around my waist. I heard a click. It was held together with a small, heavy lock. Then he sat back to take in the effect. 

It seemed to me that I had passed some kind of test, had graduated to the point where he could claim me like this. Something substantial that held me even when he wasn't there. I was so brimming with gratitude that my throat closed up. 

"Hardly inescapable at this stage. Mostly symbolic," he said. "But if you try to take it off, Maia, you'll regret it." 
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I shook my head, and sank to my knees before him, my head in his lap. 

And whispered thanks. 

*** 

"A locked chain? Oh, god, that is so hot!" 

"No kidding. I can't keep my hands off it." 

"But is this like, a collaring or what? What does it mean?" 

"I don't – he didn't say." 

"What, nothing? Oh, come on." 

"Oh, Nikki, I don't know. He just said I shouldn't try to take it off, that I'd regret it. As if I'd want to." 

"Regret it how?" 

"I don't know. Come to think of it, that could have a few meanings. I think he meant he'd – punish me. From the look on his face." 

"But if you took it off it would mean you were breaking it off with him, so he'd have no right – ." 

"How would I get it off, anyway? It's locked; I thought that was the whole point." 

"Oh, Maia, a bolt cutter would do it in a second; don't be stupid. Hon, do you want to get it off?" 

"No! No, I want it on!" 

"You're sure?" 

"Yes!" 

"Okay, okay, take it easy. You worry me, that's all. All this no negotiating, no safeword shit. I know Leda said he's okay but honestly…" 

"He is okay. Honestly. And please don't tell me about bolt cutters." 

"Well, you asked." 

"I wish I hadn't." 
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Chapter Six 

Seal Into Water 




Anders spent Saturday morning in building supply stores, looking for the best prices on soundproofing supplies. He'd sent Maia to the library with a list of reading to do, feeling through her dress for the chain before he'd dropped her off. 

On his way home he picked up an assistant. Anders did most of the work on his house by himself, but sometimes he needed an extra hand. Val was his most reliable employee, glad of any extra work; she was saving to buy her own truck so she could go into business for herself. She was also a good friend who knew all about the soundproofing and what it was for. 

Eying him sideways as they worked, Val raised her eyebrows, pulled back on her drill and said, "Going good, huh?" He tried to get his expression in order. "Damn. I'm that obvious?" 

"Sorry, did I undercut your imperturbable dom image, buddy? Hope it doesn't affect your aim." 

He laughed. "Piss off." 

"But I'd say you are looking too damned pleased with yourself." 

The usual warning pressed its weight into his chest. Anders took note, then lifted it off and set it deliberately aside, packaged up like the fibreglass he was shifting. "Come on, share the joy, you miser." 

Val had her own dommish leanings with the parade of girlfriends that passed through her life. There never seemed to be a lack of them, but never the same one two months running. 

"I've moved us on a bit, that's all. The next step in the process." He felt again the buzz of power, the heat of Maia's flesh on his palm, listened again to the small click of the lock. 

"Just a step? What are you waiting for, some other shade of green?" 

Anders went out to the truck. When he came back in with a toolbox, Val stopped her drill and said, "I thought she was panting for it. She's probably chewing her fingernails to the bone waiting." 

"Then she can wait." 

"Oh, I get it. This is the joke about torturing the masochist by not hitting her." 
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Anders laughed again. "No." He thought. "Wait. Maybe." He considered. "It's a powerful thing, withholding. Even withholding pain. I'm the one setting the pace. And that is what she needs." He got out his measuring tape and began marking the locations for new studs for the inner wall. "Though I did hit her. We're past that threshold at least." 

"Hey, congratulations! At least the poor girl's not waiting for that shoe to drop." 

His measuring tape snapped back into its case. "Val. I told you what she's like." 

"Yeah, I know." She snapped in a screwdriver attachment. "Can't you tell when I'm pulling your chain? This girl's so scared she couldn't stand living in California, for god's sake.” 

“Exactly. She has to feel safe. She has to know she can trust me." 

"Mm." Val pulled a handful of screws out of her pocket. "But it's going to take a fucking long time to get where you want to go, at that rate." 

"I don't think so," he smiled. He began on the next wall. "Anyway, it's worth it." 

"I'd never have the patience." 

"Is it patience? I thought you just liked variety." 

She drove in three screws in quick succession. "Fun's fun," she said. "I hate it when they go all needy. Just because I steer the ship doesn't mean I want the barnacles to latch on to me." One or two of Val's past lovers had shown up at work sites searching for her and looking plaintive. 

Anders got the ladder to mark the ceilings. "Your technique is obviously attracting the wrong type. Janice would have been good for you. If she hadn't been straight. Kept her head through the whole thing. Walked away without a qualm." 

"Never accepted you as her personal saviour, huh?" Val said slyly. 

Anders ignored this. "Yeah, she would have been good for me. Cute, too. 

Too bad. I need subs and I keep finding slavey-types. You kept hoping you could turn a sub into a slave." 

"I know." He climbed down, moved the ladder to a new spot. "I should have known then. All those limits. Hard, soft. Everything negotiated, everything on the table. I thought it might change, but no." 

"That's easier than this is going to be. This is guesswork and fucking mind reading." 
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"Educated guesswork. Damned good mind reading, if I say so myself. 

Anyway, as my grandfather would have said, Gennem anstrengelser når man stjernerne.” 

“Say what?" 

"Bust your ass and you'll reach the stars. More or less. Per aspera ad astra in Danish.” 

“Oh, brother. The stars are in your head, buddy boy. Big cartoon ones. 

Or rocks, more likely." 

*** 

At the end of the day Anders opened the door to Maia's apartment with the key he'd had made, and found her naked and kneeling up in the middle of the living room floor exactly as ordered. His breath still caught at the sight of her: those eyes, the luminous olive skin, fine round breasts on the small frame, smooth, succulent little haunches. He set his grocery bag down and circled, examining her in silence for several minutes, thinking over next steps. Checking on her day or her schoolwork could wait; for the moment he had no interest in conversation. All day long his body had been waiting for this; waiting just to own and command. He sat down on the couch. 

"Crawl over here." The supple sway of the breasts between her arms was entrancing. "Kneel up." Maia's breathing was shallow, her tense body offering itself. Anders took a good look at the chain for any sign of distortion of the links, and at the lock for any sign of picking. It was a good solid little padlock, and would not be easy for an amateur to pick. Both were in perfect condition. He gave the breasts a squeeze, then traced the diagonal of birthmarks and navel, bisected by the chain, and felt her belly tremble. So eager; it was tempting just to take her as she was. But the paraphernalia of power was more tempting still. 

Anders rolled her nipples between his fingers and watched her react. 

When her eyes glazed he yanked a little to get her attention. "Ah-ah. Focus, girl." He took a narrow leather cord from his pocket. "Let's see if this helps." 

Her eyes locked on the cord, and he shook his head. "I'm not tying you to anything today, Maia. Nothing to keep you from walking away." He tied the cord to the waist chain in front. "Turn around." When she had shuffled round he pulled it sharply up from behind. She gasped and stretched her thighs up as high as she could, gasped again when he tied it off. He pushed her forward onto her hands and knees, and explored her cunt from behind. 
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Already the cord was wet. How sweetly she responded. 

Then he gave her another lesson on how to suck his cock. She was allowed to direct her own movements at first, but by the end she was able to keep her throat open, albeit briefly, even when he controlled that sweet round head, the thick curls spiraling around his fingers. She moved obediently, trying so hard to please him even while she choked on the semen he sprayed down her throat. 

Anders cooked dinner then, browning meat on the stove, grumbling about electric burners, otherwise speaking only to give orders. He sent Maia to fetch things from the bottom of the fridge so he could watch her shiver, her bisected bottom on display. As she was setting the table he slipped his fingers under the juncture between chain and cord and tugged. She let out a noise like a squeaky toy, making him smile. "One plate, girl." 

Hastily, blushing, she picked up the second plate. Anders tugged a little more and judged that she had acclimatized to the tight cord. He drew it down even further in front, and pulled it up in back so hard she was up on her toes whimpering before he tied it off. The chain was in a deep V front and back, the links digging into her hips. He ran his hands slowly over the taut combination of chain and flesh, then leaned down and planted a kiss on one hip. 

Maia put away the plate, fetched and carried and reached on command. 

"Girl, the floor by the fridge is sticky. Wipe it up." Out of the corner of his eye he watched her on hands and knees, wincing and flushed. 

She knelt beside him as he ate, and opened her mouth obediently when he put a fork in front of it. 

"Did you send those job applications like I told you?" 

She swallowed. "Three of them." 

"Why not all four?" She looked up apprehensively at his tone. 

"The fourth still hasn't been posted; I don't know who to write to." 

"All right. Keep checking for the posting. What do you need to get done tomorrow?" 

"Finish the water quality paper. Fix the database errors. Do my laundry." 

"Type up your notes from today also." 

"Yes, sorry." 

"What about Friday's lecture notes?" 
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She looked blank for a moment, then scared. "I forgot – we went out –" 

He frowned. "You should have done them today, Maia." 

"I'm sorry…" 

"Do them now." 

She sat in front of her laptop, naked but for the tight cord and chain, and typed. Anders checked it all carefully, made her expand on something she'd abbreviated, and at last let her kneel again next to him at the table. The food he'd kept for her was cold; he thrust it into her mouth and was thoughtful. 

She was hanging her head between bites. Good. He thought about how to punish her. The people downstairs would hear anything louder than a groan. Anders made up his mind, and turned his chair toward her. 

"All right, girl," he said, reaching into his pocket. "I was going to start you off gently with these, but I'm going to use them to punish you instead." 

Her eyes went wide, staring at the nipple clips in his palm. Anders pulled on her already erect nipples to make them swell larger. The rings were right at the base, out of the way; he avoided them. The initial pinch he made relatively gentle, but then he tightened slowly, listened to her groan and whine and then squeak with pain. Her hand made an attenuated motion toward her breast, and then she caught herself. "Hands behind your back." 

She obeyed. The second clip on and tightened, he watched her eyes brim briefly with tears before she blinked them away. "What do you say now, do you know?" 

She looked up and opened her mouth, and then stopped, and shook her head. 

"No, you don't. This is your first punishment; I haven't told you yet." 

She was beginning to hunch forward, unconsciously curling around the pain. 

He took hold of her shoulders and pushed them back. "Keep those where I can see them. All right. First of all it's time for a respectful form of address. 

From now on misbehaviour gets punished, so you'd better show some deference in your language, particularly at times like this. It's too soon for 

'master;' 'sir' will do fine. " 

"Yes, sir." 

A flicker of relief crossed her face. She'd been waiting for this. He'd noticed how she'd avoided using his name. 

"Second, when I punish you I want you to learn from it. You'll apologize for what you did wrong, naming it quite specifically, tell me what 66 
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you'll do next time, and thank me for disciplining you." He pulled on the nipple clips, and her eyes filled again. "Do that now." 

She bit her lip and then took a deep breath. "I'm sorry, sir, that I forgot to type up my notes – my lecture notes this morning. I'll try to remember next time. And thank you – thank you for punishing me." 

"What do you mean, you'll try to remember? That's not good enough." 

"I – I'll type them right after – I'll type them as soon as I can after the class?" 

"How will you remember?" 

"I'll put a reminder on my laptop. A daily one." 

"Better. It hurts, girl, doesn't it?" 

"Yes, sir," she said, her voice almost a whisper. 

"Do you deserve it?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"How did you do your work before I came along?" 

"I was… disorganized and lazy." 

"Yes, you were. All right. Get up and wash the dishes now." 

She hurried to her feet and winced as the cord bit into her crotch. Not graceful enough; he'd have to work on that, but not just yet. For that he'd want a whip in his hand. 

Anders picked up something called Digital Access: Designing Electronic Descriptive Tools, and rapidly gave that up for Issues in Communication Technologies. Neither could come close to engaging his attention; the vision at the sink was far too compelling. 

After the dishes he made her wash down all the counters and wipe up the floor under the table. At last, glancing at his watch, he allowed her to kneel between his feet with her back to the couch. With one hand firmly over her mouth, her head pulled back against his shoulder, he removed the first clip. She keened and panted into his hand as the blood returned, keened again as the next one came off. He leaned over her and sucked and soothed her nipples, soaking in the music of her pain and grateful pleasure. 

"Stay there." He went into her bedroom and came back with one of her dresses. Her eyes went wide again. She obeyed his gesture to rise, and he gathered the dress and pulled it down over her head. "Go put some stockings and shoes on. We're going out." 
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nipples thrust lewdly against the cotton jersey fabric. "But – sir –" 

"Maia." 

She looked up, frightened. He took her head between his hands and held it angled toward him. Stared down into scared eyes. "What's the first rule?" 

"Do as I'm told," she whispered. 

"Are you questioning me?" 

She shrank a little, and whispered, "No, sir." 

"Do you want the clips back on?" 

"No, sir." 

"Then do as you're told." 

She obeyed. The pure beauty of it made an intensely pleasurable ache in Anders, like a surpassingly perfect chord, or the most gorgeous of sunsets. 

This woman slipped into obedience like a seal into water. He watched from the doorway, watched the body inside the dress, the submissive being inside the body. There were fibres within his own body shaking loose, unfolding and reaching out for places not yet explored. As if all his life he had been confined to one small space inside his body, and was only now stretching himself to fit the full extent of his frame. 

At Harbourfront he let her keep her jacket on; it wasn't a very warm room, right on the lake with the door opening and closing all the time. They listened to the jazz and talked between sets about what they'd heard, like any couple. Except that he kept stroking the small of her back. Then they took a walk along the pier. In a quiet spot, against a wall over the lake he murmured, "Tell me how it feels to be out like this, semi-naked with a strap through your crotch.” 

“I – I don't know. I don't think I can explain…sir." 

He raised his eyebrows. "You don't?" he asked gently. 

He saw the whites of her eyes flash fear. God, how aware she was, how exquisitely responsive to handling. Untrained, a little clumsy, but so sensitive. 

She bit her lip. "Ah…" She thought a minute. "Scared of something happening, someone noticing. Cold under my dress, but so – so hot and wet." She whispered. "It slides when I walk and I want more…." 

He smiled, and put an arm around her. "Do your nipples still hurt?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Good. What else?" 
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"I – honestly?" 

"Of course honestly." 

"Honestly, I wonder what would happen if I – if I just said no to you. If I walked away. I don't want to, not at all, but I probably could." 

"Yes. That bothers you, doesn't it?" 

"Yes. To have a choice. You know. But – I'm also – afraid." 

"Of what?" 

"You." 

"You're afraid of what I would do to you if you said no and didn't really mean it.” 

“Yes, sir." 

"Good. Smart of you. You'll have more and more reason to fear me. 

And less and less choice about all this." 

He hugged her to his side, stroked her hair and looked out at the dim lights across the harbour, reflected on the rippling lake. There was no moon. 

The dark water below them sloshed and slapped gently against the pier. "I've been leaving you on your honour to obey me. Not my preference. That's not enough control for me, not by a long shot. So hang on, Maia. I won't keep you like this for long." 

He stood behind her and pressed her body to the wall, hiding her from view. As she looked out at the lake he slipped his hand between them, and his fingers took hold of the chain through the material of her dress. He hushed her quietly when her voice caught. Gently he pulled, and pulled again, and pulled again. 

A boat went by, its lights bright in the darkness, and they saw figures on board. On the wall close to them a seagull came to a flapping standstill and looked at them with one eye, and then the other. A saxophone blared out through a briefly opened door somewhere behind them. Still Anders drew on the tight chain, until he felt Maia tremble and go rigid, heard her tiny, agonized panting. He held her there as she relaxed and sagged against him. 

At last he turned her around and wrapped her in his arms. 
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Chapter Seven 

Random acts of kindness 




"Maia!" Arms waved me to a table, through a room thick with students, trays of food, music, knapsacks and loud conversation. I squeezed between two chair backs, nearly got the back of someone's head with my bag, gripped my tray with one hand and pushed my dress down nervously over my stocking tops with the other, and came close to spilling my tea down some guy's neck. Gratefully I collapsed at the table. Po Ling pulled a notebook out of the way to make a little space for me. Heather efficiently unloaded my food and shoved the tray down next to the wall. She was listening to Isadore on the topic of software mega-giants as threats to individual freedom. This was a subject he worked into all his papers, even the ones on Medieval manuscripts. 

"It's no joke," he said. "Do you realize how much of our lives they control? That's why I'm designing my own operating system. How can you let those guys take over, watch you, manipulate everything you do?" Heather looked impatient and resigned, both. Po Ling was going over pages of charts and making notes. 

I kept my mouth shut, except to put food in it. At last, working a folded page out of my bag, I interrupted. "Isadore." 

He kept talking and eating, output and input, until I waved the paper directly between him and his plate. 

"What?" he said. 

"You said you needed a contact for those archives in Prague." 

"How did you hear about that? Brilliant!" 

Heather leapt into Isidore's gloating pause. "Maia," she said, whipping open a notebook, "we need those journals catalogued by Friday at the latest; can you do it?” 

“It's done. I'll send it to you tonight." 

"Wow! Great! How did you do that? I thought you had to do the water quality thing first.” 

“That's done too." 

They stared at me. Isadore spoke first. "Can this be Maia the haphazard? 

Hey, you're on a roll. You can help me write up my references." 
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Both the other women protested, and I smiled uncomfortably. "No, afraid not." 

"Oh, come on, it'll only take you an hour or so, you're so good at it. If you leave it to me, Heather won't get my stats for ages." Heather was looking irritable again. I felt the stirrings of incipient guilt, stuffed it down and shook my head. Thought about that conversation with Anders, our first day. Bake voice until low but firm. 

"No, sorry." No explanations, nothing for him to argue with. I didn't owe Isadore anything, had in fact done him more favours than he deserved. 

Only one person I owed my utmost to, and he didn't have to wheedle and manoeuvre to get what he wanted. 

I'd been naked in the mirror that morning, examining the chain around my waist. When Anders had first put it on me I'd hardly dared to touch the lock, but as my confidence in it grew I'd pulled on it gently from time to time. This morning I'd grabbed the chain in both hands and pulled it apart with all my strength. This had made not the slightest visible impression. A bubble of elation had lifted me up and carried me into the day. 

When I was busy I could forget about the chain for whole quarter-hours at a time. But it tugged at my consciousness: a constant presence, a fence that set me off, a property line. Its reality made me so excited sometimes that I could hardly concentrate. 

They were talking to me, laughing at my abstraction. "Maia, wake up!" 

said Heather. "What? Sorry." 

"There's an on-line conference tonight on internet ethics. We can pick up material for the censorship paper." 

"Tonight? No, I can't," I said hastily. Anders was coming at seven, and no way was I going to suggest to him that there was something else I ought to be doing. I gathered up my things and nodded farewells. 

Po Ling caught me up outside the door. "You got a new boyfriend, ah?" 

she said slyly. I flushed. 

"Mind is on other things, I can tell. I saw when he dropped you off at the library." Po Ling eyed me and her smile was arch. No wonder. The goodbye kiss had been epic. "Don't forget your schoolwork, okay? But you're more organized now." She nodded approval. "Making time for the boyfriend I bet. He a nice guy?" 

"Yes," I said truthfully. "Wait a second, I meant to show you, have you 71 
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seen this?" I rummaged hastily in my bag for a job posting I'd printed off that morning, just right for Po Ling. She ran her eyes down it, opened them wide. "Hey, that's a good one!" She looked up. "Why are you – Don't you want it?” 

“No, I'm – looking at other things. Got to go." 


*** 

   >Sorry if my cautions sound like the warnings of elders. This is much more your role than mine, I think. 
   >You're right. Svend and Janne always used to complain that I took the joy out of life. It's an elder brother imperative, I think. But being over-responsible is no bad thing at the moment. 

   >Chain is very nice. Just do not send her through a metal detector. 

 She sounds not ready for the humiliation. 

   >No problem. It doesn't set off the alarm at the university library, which is all that matters right now. 

   >Ria asks if your inexperienced sub has any idea how a whipping feels, before she agrees to stay with you. 

   >She'll know how a whip feels soon enough. Before she has to agree. 

 Tell Ria thanks. Tell her I still remember her advice on cane technique. 

   >She had three men on their knees… I cannot tell you how fearsome and enthralling she was. 

   >Enthralling, good word. I remember her in that silvery outfit; she was awe-inspiring. But that tiger growl of hers is even better. Are you two still taking turns being the dom, or are you just taking it out on other people? Vanilla at home? Hard to imagine you two having an ordinary fuck. 

 Has Ria made up her mind about Chicago? 

   >took Tante Berta home and she will be okay with care. You heard this, yes? Our Mormor is predicting doom as always but secretly is pleased. 

   >Of course she's pleased. She's getting the chance to take charge in her sister-in-law's house; it's been her ambition for fifty years. She's probably already using Rationalist principles to rearrange all the kitchen utensils. 

   >Tante Berta has the slice back in her tongue, by the way. I did the dutiful grand-nephew thing and called her yesterday. Sweet with me, but took her nurse apart and didn't cover the phone. 

   >Is your girl believing yet she cannot leave? 
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   >Right now she knows the choice is still there, and hates it. Give me time. The house isn't ready for her yet. And I need to get further into her head. 


*** 

The days went by in a weirdly contrasting diamond pattern: bright, sharp hours with Anders standing out against the ordinary, matte colours of daily routine. Except that gleaming threads had begun to weave themselves through the duller patches. The chain like a silvery cable, keeping me in place for the next encounter. The phone calls. The thrill every morning when I woke up and remembered that I was behaving according to someone else's wishes and not my own. 
My body felt subtly different, more receptive, as if it had gathered an extra layer of blood and nerve endings. As if my skin was one big erogenous zone. I kept searching for the signs in mirrors, but apart from the chain, I looked the same as always. Still, sometimes I felt as if I was moving under water, balletic and weighed down. 

I tried in odd, breathless moments to guess what he might be planning to do with me. He had kept his promise not to consult or negotiate. I turned his words from our first meeting over and over in my mind, like prophecy. 

As promised, we got to know each other better. Stories From My Childhood, that kind of thing. I'd get one view of the younger Anders, and then another that seemed like some other person. Like when you make plans at different times for the same day, oblivious to the conflict, the information filing itself in separate cul-de-sacs in your brain. When the neural pathways finally cross and stumble over each other, it's a bit of a jolt. 

There was the pragmatic northern-European social-democrat side, with eminently sane, rational, socially conscious parents. He told me without irony about family outings straight out of a milk ad, everyone skating and skiing and snorkelling together, collectively blond and wholesome. Even his dour grandmother, who sounded like something out of a Bergman movie, still skated along with the rest. A contrast to my own family, in which my father took his exercise on a keyboard, and my mother preferred hers at her upscale fitness club where she could combine Tae Bo with networking. I grew up thinking exercise was something you drove to. Then there was this other young Anders, still, oddly enough, with family. Brooding and smoking dope in a moodily-lit bedroom with his cousin Karl over Christmas and 73 
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summer holidays, discussing floggers and gags and the rope harness demo they'd used their early height to sneak into. There was a long, licentious weekend in Amsterdam. Nocturnal expeditions in Copenhagen. This driven, dissolute Anders and his cousin biked home at dawn, downed bowls of muesli and got back on their bikes for jolly day trips with their family. 

He laughed at my bemusement. "Did you picture me skating in black leather? Imagine what my grandmother would have said. Though after all I suppose I snorkelled in black rubber; very kinky if you're into that kind of thing." 

I shook my head, unable to explain. 

"You know about living a double life, all the incongruity," he said. 

"Goes with the territory." 

"Oh, sure," I agreed. "But for me the split has been between my – my internal and external – um – personas. My outward face and, you know, the 

'real me.' I didn't do the outward stuff like you did. I mean, you actually had a good time with – and – and identified with both sides, didn't you? I just acted the one and identified with the other." 

"Yes, I see. But why are you constructing them as polar opposites? 

Darkness and daylight, wicked and pure, all that?" 

"No, no," I said, and paused. "Well, maybe. Darkness and daylight, yes. 

Not wicked and pure. They just seem so opposite. But without the value judgment." 

"That's still a construction you're imposing yourself. I don't see them as opposed. Why can't d/s be part of a healthy lifestyle, served with exercise and fresh vegetables?" 

I laughed, and added this to my list of prophetic hints to be pondered. 

That calm pragmatism of his was like a curtain, occasionally blown aside by gusts of anger and disgust when world's idiocies pressed too hard. 

But unlike my craven, retreating self, Anders actually took some action. I rarely got him all to myself on any downtown walk, because street people got more than money from him; they got camaraderie, conversation, validation. His customers got energy conservation in their renovations whether they asked for it or not. And despite his frustration with the subsidized housing funding situation, he always seemed to be conferring about potential projects that were long on social value, and noticeably short on profit. 
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Anders had some odd and eclectic interests: environment and behaviour, bonsai, the history of technology, jazz violin. His memory for blues and traditional folk songs, both music and lyrics, seemed to me to be encyclopaedic. All sorts of fascinating observations emerged at odd moments; things like why zebras were never domesticated, or what stopped the Mongols from taking over Europe in the thirteenth century. He seemed to know everything about the impact on cities of suburban sprawl and high rises (bad) and of European-style high-density lowrises (good). Anders could name every one of the Toronto projects that met his standards (not hard; there weren't many), and dozens that were nightmares. 

One day he gave me a tour of the work he was doing on his house. We picked our way through the lumber and trestles and toolboxes. There seemed to be an additional wall being built inside the current walls, and there were rolls of spongy material everywhere. This turned out to be soundproofing. 

How something so mundane could shake me up so much I don't know; I had one of those terror-joy moments. 

Anders told me what he'd be doing with this room and that, but a lot of it went over my head. The house all looked pretty deconstructed; I had a hard time visualizing the surfaces freed of their layers of old paint and linoleum and construction debris. His long, self-assured body kept distracting me, moving ahead through the splintery shadows, leading me with a hard hand on my wrist. The resinous smells of cut wood were powerfully like the smell he carried about with him, and made me want very badly to get under his clothes. I did manage to pay enough attention to gather something about the kind of aesthetic he was aiming for. He showed me some of the good wood grain that lurked beneath the grimy paint on the windowsills, and talked about how this would look stripped and varnished. 

There was a fireplace, or at least the outer portion, in amongst the lumber in the basement, a rather beautiful art deco design in honeycoloured wood. But the mantelpiece was missing. 

"It's by Roberts, out of a series of midtown apartments from the early thirties. Which were taken down in the seventies when they were flattening anything with character. Sooner or later I'll find the mantelpiece, and then I'll put it in." 

"Is there a fireplace?" I asked, puzzled. "I didn't see one." 

"It's covered over, but it's there. Side wall of the living room. I could put 75 
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something in there in the meantime, but I want to wait for this one. Look at this carving…." He ran his fingers through symmetrical grooves. Suddenly I could feel those fingers in my own grooves. He gave me a long look over his shoulder, and his smile stripped me bare. Slowly he stepped over to me and ran his hands down my body. I leaned my head on his chest, and let the moan loose. "You'll be installed yourself, soon enough, girl," he murmured. 

A glance at his watch. "You have work to do; let's get you back." 

Anders' work and his other preoccupations – me included – revealed such a capacity for patience that at first I had it filed as a kind of character keynote. Not only the kindness-toweaker-creatures kind of patience, though he had plenty of that. What I also saw was thoughtful deliberation, a capacity for long-range planning and execution; a requisite, I suppose, for the complex, stepwise processes of his job. More than impressive to someone with my last-minute mentality. 

But patience wasn't always his leading a characteristic. For instance, Anders seemed to find formalities or ceremony of any kind quite intolerable. 

I first got an inkling of this when, in the course of a long downtown stroll, we came across a political function of some kind in Nathan Phillips Square. 

I never did get an idea of what it was about, because even though the politicians were the ones he approved of, more or less, he pulled me away, grumbling, "I hate speeches." I had to break into a trot to keep up with him. 

Once the amplified voices were down to a muffled indecipherable shout and I'd caught my breath, I drew back on his arm and said, "What do you mean, you hate speeches?" 

His glance at me as he slowed was grey and chill. That Viking chieftain look had given way to Reformation righteousness. My companion had morphed into a cold-eyed ascetic in a black robe, minus the black robe. 

"Mouthing platitudes," he pronounced. "Repeating the obvious, just for the sake of saying it from a platform. Planting little clues to policy for the reporters to pick over. Nothing but games and bullshit." 

There was that hint of a Danish inflection that meant anger. Not directed at me this time, thankfully. I wondered if he knew he did it. I could feel the nascent fear that anger always created in me, even when it was directed elsewhere. But for the moment curiosity was stronger. "What if it was an OCAP rally? I thought you used to go to them.” 

“Got tired of the speeches." 
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"What about if it was the opening of a non-profit housing project? 

Would you go then?” 

“What for? So I can watch people congratulate themselves for funding something they should have funded fifteen years before? No way. I'd be in the building working, not in front listening to a bunch of crap." 

I couldn't help smiling. "Oh, boy. No wonder you didn't go in for politics." 

He snorted, and then grinned, one side only, and the righteous look fell away. "Not a game player.” 

“Don't you have to be diplomatic with customers sometimes?" 

He laughed. "The truth can be very diplomatic. As long as I only swear in Danish." 

"But the building projects – housing homeless people – trying to get that going – there's tons of politics, surely?" 

The smile disappeared. "Too goddamned much. Coalitions. 

Committees. This and that pointless meeting. Yet another bloody task force. 

Christ!" 

Not surprisingly, Anders was very good at mechanical things. The sort of person you want around in a crisis. We were on our way to his place early one evening when he pulled the truck over to the side of the road without a word, and got out. I watched, puzzled, as he went over to an elderly, heavy man on a motorized scooter. Someone he knew? The man's frustrated movements clued me in at last; the scooter was stuck. The next minute Anders was back at the truck for tools. 

The comments and advice from the inevitable gathering of onlookers seemed to be neither here nor there as far as Anders was concerned; he just focused competently on the job at hand. His confidence was contagious; the old man started out querulous and agitated, but as Anders took on the problem he calmed down, and before long he'd perked up and was making jokes at his own expense. In short order Anders found the problem, fixed it, and had the man back on his scooter. He walked along beside him for a minute, listening to the machine. Then a quick handshake and we were on our way. 

"That was amazing!" I said admiringly, as we pulled out. 

"What?" 

"What you just did. There'll probably be a letter in the Star tomorrow 77 
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about kind strangers. How the world's not such a mean place after all." 

He shrugged, glanced over his shoulder and changed lanes. "Couldn't just leave him there." 

"What if you hadn't been able to fix it so fast?" 

"I'd have hefted him and his scooter into the truck and we would have taken him home. Which would have been cosy." 

Cosy indeed. There was only the front seat, and the gentleman would have taken some hefting. I thought for a bit. "I think you're even more – how can I say it – more generous with your skills than I am." 

"Possibly. I do have limits." He shifted gears, and flicked a sly glance at me. "If you think I'm such a kind soul, think again." 

My heart skipped a beat or two. "Why?" 

"You're forgetting how to address me, woman." 

The thumping in my chest accelerated, making up for lost time. "Sorry. 

Sir." 

I kept quiet the rest of the way, watching his face from the corner of my eye. Once inside his door he reached for me, then looked at his hands. 

"Damn. Don't move. This is what I get for random acts of kindness – lack of spontaneity – " He went off and washed his hands in the kitchen. I looked around. The construction debris had shifted to a new area; that was the only visible change. Anders came back and briskly stripped my clothes off, trapped my nipples tightly between his fingers and stared down at me. "I think you're taking my sweet nature for granted. Maybe it's time to show you a little less kindness." 

He drove me naked up the stairs again, but this time he was crueller. 

Like before, the first smack almost paralyzed me with lust; I felt it, crisp and heavy, right through me, from the top of my belly to the insides of my thighs. 

"Up!" came the sharp command. 

I managed to take a step and he smacked the other side. "Up!" Another step. He smacked each thigh in turn; two more steps. Suddenly I groaned; there were hard fingers pulling down and back on my nipples, stopping me in my tracks. I could feel my cunt lips swelling slippery against each other. 

The pull continued, harder, and my hands were on the stairs, supporting me while he pinched and twisted. Suddenly his fingers were back in my cunt, his thumb slipping into my asshole. I was breathing in huge gasps. Another 78 
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stinging smack on my thigh. "Up!" The hand inside me pulled up, keeping me flung forward on my hands, and I was forced up the steps on all fours, propelled by smacks and steered at the end of his arm like a household machine, like something you push around on a stick. 

At the top he took his hand out of me; I was down on my elbows and knees, breath shuddering in and out. Another smack, and I crawled into the bedroom. "Stay." 

A sudden change in pace. He squatted down next to me. I felt his fingers light on my burning ass, and then on my cunt, playing round the edges. A thumb gently circling on my anus. A whimper rose in the back of my throat. 

"I know what I'll call you," confided a deep voice in my ear. "'Hunhund.'" 

The two syllables both sounded the same, like 'who' with an 'n' at the end. 

"That's a nice Danish word for a she-dog," he said. Not exactly a bitch, as I found out later, with all that the English word implied. Just a female dog. 

But at that moment I was already so deep in humiliation and arousal that I hardly took it in. He went off and I heard water running, and then he was back. 

"Up on the bed, hands and knees. We're going to find out just what makes you come, my little hunhund. And what doesn't." The deep voice had downshifted, was warm, hypnotic, in rhythm with the stroking of his fingers. 

Sensation was fed by the heat of spanked flesh: fed, amplified. His hand tickling, sliding through hot wet folds. He was touching, moving away, touching again… tension building, building…. Then the fingers were gone. 

Sensation now at my nipples, circling and squeezing, on and on…. And a hand rubbing round circles on my ass, pressing the arousal deeper, deeper…. 

I crouched there for what seemed like ages, clutched the bedspread, moaning low in my throat. 

Now fingers deep inside me, a tongue so sweet against my sensitized flesh, my swollen clitoris exquisitely licked and shifted and stroked…oh, god, here it came…! No. Tongue and fingers gone again. 

"Ah…ah…" I moaned. "Sir, please…!" 

No answer. My head sank into my arms. A long pause: my body abandoned, without contact, meaningless. And then the hands were back on my hips and he was sliding into me, and I cried out for it, shuddered and opened, angled myself to feel more, more – . But he stayed back, teased me, went deep so, so slowly…. His cock like sweet torment, pressing into me, 79 
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through me, if only he'd grabbed my arms behind me, I might… He withdrew. 

Something wet and cold on my anus, around it, pushed into it. Oh, god, he'd never done that before. I'd known it must be coming some time, was suddenly very scared. Involuntarily I tightened, hissed with pain. 

"Open, girl," he said, and I tried my best. "Open, that's right, open up, relax, open, more, yes…." His voice rose and fell in a hypnotic rhythm, and I found myself opening again for his fingers, able to take one, then two, then… oh, god! Something enormous sliding into me, too big; I cried out, wanting it to stop but it kept coming, pressing forward, hurting me, hurting, then backing up a little and then pushing forward again, further; back again and then so far forward that my mouth opened and no sound came out, would ever come out; I was invaded by something so thick and heavy that there was no room for me, for any form of consciousness. There was only an occupation, a superior force that rolled past any opposition like it wasn't there. 

I lay staked there, lost, could feel his hands stroking me, a confusion of the excitement building once more, reaching even higher this time, higher than I ever knew it could go. And yet there was no peak; I was on an endless plateau, so high in the clouds that I had no air to breathe. When he came he touched so deep inside me that I thought I'd faint. Then a long, slow withdrawal that seemed to go on forever. When I was empty I lay there with my eyes closed, unmoving. I heard water running again. 

Then he was turning me over onto my back, kissing the insides of my thighs. I opened my eyes. He bit me gently and said, "Can you make yourself come?" My hand moved to my wet cunt and touched it; that touch was a pebble falling into the centre of a pool, sending tiny, exquisite, preparatory waves through my body. Then I was caught back by the wrist. 

"No. I didn't say do it. Can you? Are you capable of it?" 

My hand twisted in his grasp, the other hand clenched, and my head rolled back and forth on the bed in frustration. "Yes! Please let me, sir… 

just… please…?" 

"No. Here, get up." He pulled me off the bed. My legs were shaking. He sat down in a chair, lifted me onto his lap, and stroked my breasts, my trembling belly. He tickled my pubic hair ever so lightly, gently brushed the lips of my cunt, then pinched my nipples hard, and I rested my face against 80 
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his shoulder and panted and mewled. Then he lifted me off and laid me face-down across his lap. "Do you think you could come if you were spanked or whipped?" 

It was hard to speak with his knee pressed into my diaphragm, and the hand rubbing my ass made it difficult to get words out, much less frame a sentence. "I – I don't know, sir. How can I know –” 

“Do you think you could?" His hand invaded my cunt, and I wailed. 

"Ahh! No, I don't think so without – that – that – ah!…" My legs lifted themselves out straight and trembled. 

"Are you feeling held down, Maia?" 

"Yes – almost – don't know – " I gasped. 

A big hand pressed hard across the small of my back, his other hand still inside me. "How about now?" 

I struggled between his hard hand and his hard thighs, suddenly galvanized. "Yes!" 

His hand withdrew from my cunt. The other hand still held me firmly against his knee. "And now?" 

I collapsed writhing over his lap, and my breath sobbed out of me. "Yes, but I need – please – " 

"No." His wet hand smacked down on me, a jarring blow. The other still held me firmly to his thighs. More blows, a rhythm of them now, and I was shaken, helpless, mindless. I was beyond pain, pushed beyond any familiar threshold. Further, further, but no trajectory, no end…. 

The hand stopped, cupped tight and hot over spicy flesh. His voice. 

"Would you come, girl? If I kept going?" 

I was gulping for air. His voice echoed through my head, gradually coalescing into something that had meaning. It was a question. He wanted an answer. Slowly I shook my head, whispered, "No." 

He sat me up again, looking pleased. "Good. You can come easily if you're getting direct contact with your clit. Or if you're held down. Even quicker if it's both. Otherwise it's not so easy, is it?" 

"No…." Unconsciously I was rubbing my face against his chest, then my breasts, my belly…. 

He set me on my feet and walked past me toward the bathroom. My hand went to my cunt. I'd never felt myself so wet. Along my slit my fingers slid and stroked, and I closed my eyes for just a moment. I was so close; if 81 
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only he'd kept his hand in me…that hand…. 

His hand was on my wrist, pulling it firmly up behind my back. 

"Bad girl." 

I whimpered. 

His voice close behind me. "You didn't waste any time, did you? Didn't I say no?" Eyes under gathered brows searched my face. "But you're not listening." 

An explosive smack on my ass. I gasped and startled, and there were a thousand fingers on every nerve, and my lungs were reaching for air. I was starting to sink with the heavy weight of flesh engorging…. 

A deep laugh. My glassy eyes looked up; caught his amused glint. "I forgot," he said. "Fuel to the fire. Let's try another approach." He hauled me into the bathroom, stood me in the tub, took the shower head off its hook and sprayed me with cold water. I squealed and shifted frantically to lessen the impact of the spray, without success. The water was getting colder and colder, and I was thoroughly aware and conscious now. He aimed it in a steady stream at my crotch and said, "Well?" 

Shuddering, pressing my legs together, I apologized for my disobedience, promised to do better in future. 

"I think you'd better," he said. "Now, spread your legs wide and lift your arms." I cringed. Slowly I shifted my feet, unclenched my tight hold on my torso and lifted my arms high. I winced as the spray played over my unprotected breasts and underarms, shook as the icy water slid over my shoulders and down my spine. Gasping and shuddering, I apologized for my disobedience, and I thanked him. At last he turned it off. I was shaking uncontrollably, but I kept my arms where they were until he took hold of them and helped me out. He toweled me briskly, but brought me naked and still cold back into the bedroom. 

"All right," he said, sitting in a chair, "it's time to get your mind off your own needs, woman. On your knees." 

All at once I flushed with shame; I'd hardly thought about his pleasure in the desperate need to reach for my own. What kind of useless slave did that? Dropping to my knees, I tried my fervent best to make up for lost time. 

He had me lick and stroke him from the feet up, using my mouth, my face, my tits, my hair. His orders, his hands, controlled me minutely, and I tried to ignore the heat that the cold water had only concentrated nearer my core, the 82 
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heat that was rising again with every taste of him on my tongue, each sensation of his hard grip in my hair, on my wrists. 

He made me go slower and slower toward the end, and I could feel his tension rise, until at last he had me release his penis from my mouth and give it one long, slow stroke of my tongue. A groan – how I loved that sound! – and the semen spilled from his cock, one spurt, another, and I licked it up as it slid down the sides, licked it from my lips where it fell. At last he leaned over me and kissed my forehead. "Good girl." 

My heart wanted to jump right out of my chest and nestle in his arms. I pressed my cheek to his belly and we stayed like that for a while, my arms round his hips, his hand stroking my hair. At last he tipped my head back and examined my face, touched my nipples and watched my breathing accelerate. "What have you learned, little girl?" 

I closed my eyes for a moment. His fingers were gently flicking the rings. The lust that had made a strategic retreat ambushed me again. I spoke in a light voice over shallow breathing. "I've learned…that it's your pleasure that matters, sir, not mine." 

"That's right. What else?" 

I tried a deeper breath. "You decide if I come or not. And – and I'm not to touch myself if you say no." 

"You're not to touch yourself at all unless I say you can. The minimum to keep yourself clean; that's it." He reached down and grabbed my cunt in his whole hand. My groan rose in pitch, up to a high, breathless whine. He stared at me, so close that I could see all the flecks of darkness in his eyes. 

The grip tightened. "This belongs to me," he said. "I decide how it's used, what it feels. Is that clear?” 

“Yes, sir," I breathed. 

He made me get dressed and he took me home. All the way there he sang behind the wheel, blues songs about a woman's jelly roll. I couldn't help laughing, though I was so horny I could have climbed the gearshift. I caught myself actually eying the thing. 

When we got home he put me to bed, letting me wear a nightgown, I think for the pleasure of drawing back the covers and lifting it to look at my pussy. He drew a long finger through the saturated curls, slid it gently into me and watched me writhe around it. Then he leaned down and kissed my pubis gently. I was beside myself, feeling the heat and magnetism of his 83 
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mouth, straining toward it. He sat up and his eyes raked my body, from splayed legs to soaked crotch, from stiff nipples poking through thin material, to flushed face. Then he gently pulled the gown down and covered me up again. 

"Be a good girl. I'll see you Thursday." He turned out the light and was gone. 

I could have howled. Actually I think I did howl, and I twisted onto my belly and heaved convulsively against the mattress. Oh, god, no! Forbidden. 

I buried my hands under the pillow, curled up on my side and squeezed my eyes shut. 

So close. I was so close. He'd tormented me for hours, and in the end had left me like this. How could he? I had to come. I'd never sleep like this. 

And how would he know, one way or the other? My hand slid down, encountered the waist chain, stopped. 

He'd know. He'd know because it would be all over my face. Or my voice would crack with it. He'd know because he'd ask and I wouldn't be able to lie to him. 

I had to obey him. I had to. I didn't own my body any more. It belonged to him. I had to wait. How could I even consider disobeying him? Guilt suddenly slapped me across the face and I wanted to cry. 

But I wasn't even going to see him the next day. He was only going to phone, because I had work to do. Oh, god, I'd never make it that long. 

Not fair! He got to come, I thought rebelliously, twice that evening as I recalled. He got exactly what he wanted, when he wanted it, and then he left me like this – . 

Of course it wasn't fair. He could give or withhold whatever, whenever. 

It wasn't supposed to be fair. My breathing quickened. I was getting even more desperate, thinking about this, and I groaned into my pillow. One touch…oh, god, I needed…. My hand slipped down, under my nightgown. 

No! No. Not allowed. I felt for the chain and clutched it hard. My thighs rubbed convulsively against each other. 

I hadn't bargained for this. In all my passionate need to be property I hadn't anticipated this. Being left on my own on the edge of orgasm with only his command to stop me. Not fair! He should have tied me down. Not fair to test me like this. 

I slept in fits and starts, dreaming mostly of being late and unable to 84 
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find my destination and at the same time secretly, excruciatingly aroused. I was in an office building, trying to reach something like the 125th floor, travelling in an arthritic elevator that stopped at every floor. I was frustrated and afraid because I was horribly late, but then it occurred to me that it gave me time to masturbate before I reached my destination. I lifted my dress and began touching myself, but I had to stop every time someone got on, start again when they got off. Just as I was on the verge of orgasm the elevator jerked and I woke with a start, my heart pounding. My hand was still on the chain, and I lay in a sweat of relief and frustration. 

In dream after dream the late and horny themes continued. I kept waking in a panic to find my hand safely outside the danger zone. 

When I yanked myself out of sleep the next morning I had no time to think or introspect about my night. I had forgotten to set my alarm, and I was late. The day took on a déjà vu quality: I ran to a succession of classes and meetings, more or less late for all of them, frustrated and snagged and stumbling on hurdles of secret, insidious lust. I thought my mind would clear as the day went on, but it grew worse, if anything. I continued out of sync, clumsy and distracted. I forgot about a room change and lost twenty minutes going to the wrong building. I mislaid a pile of journal articles and had to go back and search for them, while time ticked on. In the end I found them in my bag. I was hopeless in seminars, unable to think. And that night I had to write a take-home exam on social issues in information technology. I'd never make it. 


*** 

 "Where are you going?" Val demanded. "I thought you said the place was on King." 
"Sorry." Anders looked over his shoulder and executed a tricky U-turn. 

"I seem to be on automatic pilot." 

She gave him a narrow look. "What's with you?" 

"What? Nothing." He edged past a left-turning car and was silent for a few blocks. Finally he said, "I experimented a little last night. I'm waiting for the results.” 

“Experimented how?" 

He gave her the barest outline, including how the night had ended. Val whistled. "You mean bastard. I didn't know you'd reached such heights of evil. That must have been fun." 
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"It was." 

"So what are you so mad about?" 

"I'm not – I don't know. I don't know if she's managed to hold off, that's all." 

"Oh, well," Val said, settling back comfortably into her seat. "If she did, all the more power for you. If she didn't, you get to punish her. Once you wring the truth out of her. Either way you win." 

"I know." 

"But?" 

"Look, what did it come to? I spend the evening teasing the hell out of her. I toy with her, turn her inside out – but where are we now? I'm here and she's wherever she is. I don't know what she's doing." He had a vision of her outside the circle of his reach, teasingly just beyond his grasp. His hands gripped the steering wheel. "She could have come a hundred times by now," 

he said between his teeth. "This is driving me fucking crazy." 

"Jesus. I thought I was supposed to be the one with no patience. You'll just have to wait. Give the girl some space and see if she passes the test." 

"Yeah. Only I don't want to test her. I want to run her. In real time." 

"You are one controlling son of a bitch." 

At the customer's condo Val began installing a ceiling fan and track lighting, while Anders measured space for cupboards. He forced himself to pay attention; mistakes in this kind of job cost too much. Then he had to work out designs with the owner, and come up with ways to get the most out of the cramped space. That was one part of the job he liked best, and it kept him focused. 

But once he had done the math and figured out the materials and done the ordering, his mind was back with Maia. Following her up St. George Street, watching her in and out of Robarts Library. Who was she with? What was she up to? Had she cooled down? Or had she defied him, made herself come after he left last night? If so she'd be spending the day consumed with guilt and apprehension. Had she held out half the day, then ducked into a washroom cubicle to masturbate? He could see her, her face against the cold metal of the stall, eyes squeezed shut. Why the vision of her standing up? Of course. Because she'd been standing last night when he'd caught her. 

He wanted to grab her, slap her hard, tie her hands to the stall and whip her, to hell with the noise…. He wanted her in his hands, now! 
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It was mid-afternoon by the time they put the ladder and the tools back in the truck and headed west. The rest of the crew was working on a restaurant renovation on Roncesvalles. "Still obsessing, huh?" said Val. 

He stared straight ahead, then shrugged irritably. "Yeah. Controlling bastard doesn't begin to describe it. Why the fuck I feel this way I don't know." 

"Couldn't say. Usually you act as though the world is a reno for which you hold all the tools." 

"Do I?" He grimaced. "I've been missing a few from time to time, then." 

"Yeah, like when?" He didn't answer. "You make things go your way, Thygesen. I've never seen anyone better at it." She was silent for a minute or two. "What are you talking about, that homeless thing that got turned down? 

That's politics, bucko, get used to it. Or take it out of Maia's hide; whatever." 

Anders frowned, sorry he'd said anything. She gave him a sidelong look. 

"Not the homeless thing." He didn't answer. "Oh, well," she said, "I guess even you can't nail everything down." 

"Yeah, I'm aware of that." A corrosive trickle threaded its way through familiar channels. Damn Val! He gave his thoughts a practiced twist, and was instantly back with Maia. Traffic was down to a slow crawl. He swung into an unfamiliar side street and cursed at the sight of speed bumps. A long one-way street and no escape. Slowing, he began easing over them, so gently that the pipes and tools in the back didn't even clink. The friction was all in his head. Suddenly he was fed up with the fervid, repetitive thoughts, sick of himself. 

"You know," he said, "if you look at all this from some kind of normal perspective, what the hell am I doing? Look at me. I need to know her every move, don't trust her for a minute, don't let her use her own body as she likes. I want to know who she's with and where she goes. That kind of thing's usually the unlovely lead-up to a restraining order. How would anyone know I'm not some crazy stalker?" And he hadn't even included holding her down and beating her. 

"Oh, bullshit," said Val. 

"I was like this with Janice. Sometimes. It was what broke us up in the long run. I never could be satisfied with the level of control she was willing to give me.” 

“Maia's not Janice. As you are perfectly aware." 
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Anders went on as if he hadn't heard her. "And you know, most other doms seem to be happy with power that's basically psychological. Promises, negotiations, a dominant/submissive quid pro quo. Some blow jobs and a St. 

Andrew's cross whipping on Saturday night. That feels like nothing but games to me, but is it?" 

Val rolled her eyes and crossed her arms over her chest. "Don't go by me, I love games." Evidently his question had been rhetorical. "Or am I missing something? Am I just lacking the – the what? The subtlety and sophistication, to appreciate dominance by force of will, hardware optional?" 

"For fuck's sake, Thygesen. Whatever turns your crank. If you want to chain your woman to the wall, do it." 

"Thanks, I probably will." Anders edged the truck around a corner onto Queen and swore again, finding himself in traffic that was at a complete standstill. He threw up his hands in resignation, folded long arms over the steering wheel and stared through the windshield for a while before he spoke again. "I have to admit, it's been fun controlling Maia without restraints. 

More fun than I expected. It's challenging, seeing how far I can go that way, watching the pattern develop." 

"Oh. So you might have a bit of class after all? Not just a simple-minded thug?" 

"Nah, I'm simple enough. Lately I keep flashing on hardware, nothing but hardware, and her in it. I play with the possibilities whenever I'm doing something routine; you know, driving, laying tiles, waiting in line to pay for something. And Home Depot's a killer, all that stuff usable in ways it wasn't intended for." 

Val cracked up. "We spend half our lives in hardware stores! You're obviously in the right line of work." She laughed at him until his face fell back into its preoccupied lines, and then she stopped. "You're not a stalker, you know. You're not abusing her.” 

“I know." 

"You've got the girl's consent. More than consent. She's begging to be taken over." 

He was silent for a while. "You know what I used to do? Read about real abusers in the paper. Books, too. So I could watch for the edge. So I could be sure I wasn't one of them.” 
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“What edge? It's qualitatively different, not just a difference of degree. 

You know that as well as I do.” 

“Yes.” 

“What, do you see some resemblance? That isn't superficial, I mean." 

"No. I understand who she really is. I have a care for her well-being. For the real Maia, not some projection of my own deficiencies." 

"All right. So cut the crap." 

He got the truck moving again. "I'm just provoking myself. Over-dramatizing. Annoying myself. Something I do rather well when I'm on edge. Sorry." 

He found a clear bit of road and moved down it, no one on his front bumper for once. "But it's also no use pretending that I don't need what I need. Which is Maia, in my hands, right now. If I drop you off at the restaurant, would you supervise the cleanup? I have to get downtown." 


*** 

 Eyes down, I left my last class and sidled through the crowds to the door. As I had all day I avoided everyone, ducking around a cluster with Po Ling in the middle of it, dodging her eagle eye. I'd already had to shake my head at her and two others who'd asked if something was wrong. I'd also had to dodge some oncoming males, including one I barely knew who accompanied me down the hall with an arm around me and pretended it was a joke. What the hell signals was I giving out? Not hard to guess. 
I still could think of very little but the sensations of the day before, of Anders' hard hands driving me up the stairs, of the pain and burn as he struck me. The endless arousal felt like a crazy and unstable weight, balanced precariously atop a freight of misery and guilt over one screw-up after another. Plus the certainty of upcoming failure. Would I fail the exam, or fail Anders? Either way, both. 

I walked out the door and there he was. A vision, straight out of my needy and possibly hallucinatory brain. Propped against a truck that glowed like ruddy sunset against the thin grey day. His jacket was open over a black t-shirt, though a scalpel wind was slicing up from the lake. I crossed the sidewalk to him like a sleepwalker heading for trouble, my feverish face cooling in the wind. 

He had a good look at me and put a hand on my arm. Not a mirage after all, apparently. I tried not to squirm as he opened the door to the truck and 89 
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watched me get in. He went round to the driver's seat. 

"You managed, didn't you?" 

"Sir?" 

"You managed not to come." 

"Yes." Should I tell him how close a call it had been? 

"That's my good girl." He squeezed my knee, and I took a shuddering breath. "But you've had a rough day." 

"It was – I'm sorry, sir – I was late all day – I kept messing up – " He listened to the details, then ran a finger along my thigh and watched me react. 

"Have you been like this all day?" 

"All night, all day…" I whispered. 

"And you have work to do tonight." He sat back. "All right. Although you've managed to keep your hand out of your cunt, you haven't been a very good girl otherwise, have you?" 

I winced, dropped my eyes. "No, sir.” 

“So I don't think I'll be particularly nice about this. Buckle up." 

Apprehensive, I watched to see where we were going. North, so not to his place, nor to mine. Not a word to enlighten me. He drove only as far as mid-town off Yonge, and turned into a parking garage. The truck spiraled up several levels, then stopped in a far, mostly empty corner. 

"Okay," he said, turning off the ignition. "I saw you looking at the gear shift last night. So I cleaned it up for you. Get to it." 

I stared at him, my mind going utterly blank. He unbuckled my seatbelt. 

"Come on, girl. You've got – let's see – five minutes. If you can't do it in that time you're out of luck. Take off your panties." 

I felt my chest and then my face start to burn, right up to the roots of my hair. I stared at the gearshift, then back at him. He meant it. Oh, god, he meant it. He really wanted me to do it. I couldn't bear it. I could hardly wait. 

I couldn't bear it. 

My brain could have stayed in that loop for hours. My body bypassed it and just did what it was told. I raised myself up a little and slid my panties off, turned myself around and stood awkwardly, butt against the dashboard, leaning over the seat. He shifted to one side and helped me position myself over the knob. I lowered myself and gasped as my cunt lips splayed over the black plastic. My legs were trembling. He raised the front of my dress so he 90 
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could see, and looked at his watch. 

"You've only got four minutes left. Better move." My shaking hands were braced, one on the seat, the other on his shoulder, and I began to rock my pelvis. My wet flesh slid and pressed, and I bit my lip and shuddered. 

"Raise your head, look at me." He pushed the hair back from my face and I looked at him through the haze. "This is how bad girls get to come," he said. "When they get to come at all. Isn't that right?" 

"Ah – ah – yes, sir –" 

My cunt opened around the knob, almost big enough to take it inside of me, and I groaned and fucked myself on it gently before pulling back. Then my clit pressed itself against the plastic. I stared at him: my lover, my tormentor. I was very close; it hadn't taken much. The hot smell of my arousal filled the cab. 

His head swiveled, fast, and then back. "Get down, girl." He was laughing under his breath as he pushed me off the gearshift. Footsteps coming our way. Huddled sideways on the seat, skirt down, my breath sobbed in and out of me. Between my legs a hot, painful throbbing. So close…. Anders wrapped the long fingers of one hand round both my wrists, and squeezed. A couple passed behind us, weighed down with something large, directing each other. They loaded up a van only a few spaces away, taking their time. At last they started up and drove away. I looked up at him in agony, tears in my eyes. 

"Please…please, sir….” 

“You'd like to keep going, would you?” 

“Yes!" 

"All right. That interruption stopped the clock. You've still got a minute or so left. Make the most of it." 

I positioned myself and began again, faster this time, moving urgently, feeling the seconds ticking down, aware of him watching my lewd, humiliating performance. Terrified he'd make me stop. And then suddenly at my centre there was a flash, like a thunderstorm in fast forward, billows of it, ecstatic, extreme, agonizing. I screamed in a hard whisper, shoved my wet flesh against the knob, released and then shoved forward harder, shaking and crying. 

When I began to sag he moved me gently off the gearshift and down to the truck floor, where I huddled, getting my breath. 
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His thumb circled under my eyes, wiping away tears. I kissed his hand, and we sat there in silence for a minute or two. 

"Well?" he said. 

What was my response supposed to be? Had I just been punished or rewarded? Evidently this was how bad girls got to come, so I was still a bad girl, though an intensely grateful one. I pressed his hand to my face. "Thank you, sir…I'm sorry I was bad…thank you….” 

“You didn't deserve to come, under the circumstances. I expect you to function properly in the future, horny or not." I swallowed some tears. "I'll try, sir." 

"But as you're new at this I gave you a break." He sat back. "Now, look at this, girl. I can't use the gearshift in this condition." 

I looked up at him. Then I swiped at the tears on my face, raised my head to the gearshift and began to lick it clean. 

When I was done he shifted to the passenger side and opened his fly. 

There was no time limit on his pleasure; he made me suck him for a long, long time. And this was right, like some piece of the natural order; as much a given as the laws of physics. 

That night for some reason I thought about my first year Chaucer course, and Patient Griselda, a peasant woman married to a lord who tested her cruelly. "I am thine owen thing; werketh after thy will," she had said. 

The story didn't quite fit the bill (I could trust Anders not to become a psychopathic asshole like the Marquis), but the words rang true. I was Anders' own thing, and whatever he wanted he could do. 


*** 

   >This sounds not a mistake at all, in fact very hot. And she seems to be shaping well. What is your difficulty? 
   >Too close to failure; that's the difficulty. I pushed her out to the edge and left her to her own resources, pushed her too far. She had nothing left to function with. That can't last. Which puts my control at risk. Which neither of us can tolerate. 

   >Not every woman can be controlled in this way; you are lucky. 

   >I'm more than lucky, but she was right on the verge. Willpower alone isn't going to do it. I'll have to ease back a little for now and look at more strategies to manage her. What is the word on that German guy; any good? 
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   >Tante Margit heard from Svend finally; he is in Brighton, crewing on some friend's sailboat. 

   >That figures. I haven't heard from him since that postcard from Dublin. He told my mother he'd email from internet cafes; he didn't tell her he'd do it once in six months. Drives her crazy. 

   >It's an elder brother thing, I think. 

   >Bullshit my friend. You joke about Mormor, but of all her grandchildren you are the one who is cast most in that mold. The high, shall we say rigid standards, the wilful self-reliance that gives only and will not take, these are the warp and weft of her personality. Of yours, at least the weft; the warp is kink, I suppose. 

   >Uh huh. 

   >Has Ria made up her mind about Chicago? 

   >She will come, she says, but not until six months to finish the fisherwoman documentary. Including editing, promotion and all. I could not persuade her that Lake Michigan would stand in for the North Sea. And all her support is here and not enough money to go back and forth. When it is done she will come. 

   >Too bad, Karl. But better than nothing. 

   >Unless some slave wins her heart. We are never jealous but I can feel the danger. 

   >I know what you mean. Hell, I'm uneasy when my girl is five kilometres away. Though that's a little different. 

   >Get a good phone plan, and definitely a webcam. You'll share your exploits like always. I know; write your thesis on the influence of network technology on long-distance kinky relationships, using lots of personal examples. That should get you tenure. 


*** 

 The next evening Anders showed up at Maia's door with fiddle in hand and a tape measure in his pocket. He'd promised (or threatened) a little theory lesson way back at the folk club. But first he stripped her and measured her all over, keeping notes, explaining nothing. She stood still and followed his every move, eyes wide, jumping at the flick of the tape measure between her legs, on her ass. 
He was much more communicative about the characteristics of various fiddle styles. With Maia naked at his feet, he demonstrated some different 93 
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kinds of bowing, and showed her ornamentation and where to place the accents for, say, Cape Breton as opposed to Québécois. She picked up rapidly on the relationships, one style emerging from another, surprising him with her quick comprehension. 

"I know some theory," she admitted shyly. 

"You took music?" 

"Piano lessons. Just for a year. I was hopeless at it. Theory was the only part I could do.” 

“Well, you've got a good ear," he said. "Listen, now." 

He illustrated some more, using Acadian and Cajun, Irish and Newfoundland. Then he confused her with some rather odd Scandinavian pieces. 

When he moved from phrases to full-length songs there was a tap at the door. Maia scooped up her clothes and ran for the bathroom. 

The Silvas stood in the doorway with smiles on their faces, asking to come in and listen. Maia emerged, shyly arranged chairs, offered tea, and whisked the measuring tape into a drawer. Anders played a few bars of this and that, traded friendly remarks and fished around for what they might like to hear. Mr. Silva broke into an old folk song from his youth, his wife nodding vigorously and joining in on the chorus; Anders improvised an accompaniment. Then another song, and another. Mrs. Silva went downstairs and returned with wine and sweet rice pudding. In between songs they discussed the construction business and Azores cuisine. 

Mrs. Silva turned to Maia and took her small wrist in a heavy, friendly grip. "You come downstairs tomorrow," she insisted; "I teach you sopa de couves. A very good soup, and is easy; you will see. You have to feed up this man here, yes?" She turned to Anders for support; she'd been trying to get Maia into her kitchen for a year. 

He glanced at Maia's embarrassed face, already shaking a negative. The girl seemed to be attracting instructors today. He wouldn't have minded a cooking lesson himself, but he was busy. If Maia hadn't been so busy herself he would have made her do it just to tease her. 

"She has so much schoolwork, poor girl," he said. "Her professors won't take soup instead of assignments. Maybe they should, eh? But tell me, what goes into that soup, kale? And sausage? Is it like caldo verde?" 

Maia's wrist was released as gestures became necessary. Anders 94 
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continued deftly diverting the landlady's attention to himself, and at last she seemed to accept with some puzzlement that it was he, not Maia, who was the cook. By the time he went home, Anders had been provided with half a coconut cake, the recipe for sopa de couves, and an excellent deal on floor tiles. 


*** 

 I slipped into a phone booth, dialled. 
"Yes?" 

"It's me, sir," I murmured. 

"What's up?" 

"Please, could I skip my next class? Just this once? It's a guest speaker, I've heard the lecture before. I need the time to get hold of something on censorship ethics." 

Anders interrogated me on how I would use the time, and on the existence of past notes on the guest speaker's lecture, before he would give permission. 

I ran for the library. In the past I would have skipped the class and wasted the time, but now I knew I'd better have something major to show. I foraged for material with a sharpness born of necessity, cursing at the lineup for the photocopiers. Then I ran for home. I had to get the morning's notes typed up, organize the censorship information, fix those database errors…. 

At six thirty I came around the corner with a basket full of clean laundry in my arms, saw the truck and froze. Froze solid, like a wicked troll caught in the sunlight. Anders was early. He got out of the truck and stood there looking at me. The sun was directly behind him; I couldn't see his expression, but I could imagine it. I could picture myself through his eyes, as if this were a movie and they'd switched to Camera B. Me, wearing jeans and an old sweatshirt. Guilt incarnate. A gust of wind blew last year's leaves along the ground toward me. I felt a momentary impulse to fling down the laundry and run like hell. 

He waited. My feet took me over to him without my active cooperation, step by slow, inexorable step. He relieved me of my basket and nodded toward the house. Numbly I climbed the stairs, opened the door, closed it behind him. 

"On your knees. Strip." His voice was deep, even, and dark as a dungeon. I bared my upper body first, but had some trouble getting the jeans 95 
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over my knees. The panties came off with them. He picked the jeans up by one belt loop and dangled them in front of me. "Well?" My throat like dry leaves. "I'm sorry sir. I had no more clean clothes, and…." I trailed off. We both knew I was supposed to have done my laundry on Sunday. It was now Tuesday. "I'm sorry," I whispered. 

"What were you thinking when you put these on?" There was the accent. Oh, god…. "I was in a hurry and – and I wasn't thinking at all, really." 

"Yes, you were. You were thinking that I wouldn't find out." I winced, and looked down at the floor. "Which you thought would make it all right. 

To do what I'd told you not to do. Isn't that right?" 

I started to shake my head, but stopped when I thought of being punished for lying, on top of my other sins. I nodded. 

"How many times have you done this?" The quiet voice was ominous. 

"I haven't before, I haven't, honestly, it was just because I had no clean dresses, I had to wash them, two are at the cleaners…." I was babbling now, and starting to cry. 

"That's enough," he said, sounding disgusted. "Crawl over there." I obeyed his gesture, crawling into the corner by the bathroom door, then knelt up when I was told and shuffled forward. 

"I want your knees, tits and face right up against the wall. Hands behind your back. Now think about what you've done." I pressed myself into the cold surfaces, shivering. 

He walked away, rummaged under the kitchen sink, went into my bedroom. I heard drawers opening and closing. The closet door slid on its track. Hangers clanged. In a few minutes he was back, carrying something in a garbage bag; I heard it drop next to the door. He went past me into the bathroom and there was the sound of cupboard doors. Then he was moving around the living room. 

I tried to think about what I had done, but his anger made me so wretched that my brain's rational operations were simply suspended. I knelt there for ages, head down, listening. When would he let me up? I could hear my laptop starting up, the mouse clicking. 

My bare ass was on display as he'd intended; flesh cringing. He was really going to hurt me this time. My only option now was obey, and try not to provoke more punishment than I already deserved. Shame and 96 
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apprehension were sawing around inside me, leaving glittering particles of lust in their wake, and a small, abrasive grain of defensive resentment. 

Humiliation…. My visual field was confined to a dim tunnel ending at my knees. I wanted to shift my weight, straighten my back. And it seemed to me suddenly that any normal person would straighten their back if they wanted to. Surely I could do a little thing like that? For that matter, I could get up, put my clothes on, wear what I liked. Do my chores when I felt like it. To do those things I would have to defy the man behind me. I would have to have the gall to look him in the eye, and tell him – tell him –  

Tell him what? That he was mistaken; I didn't belong to him after all? I wasn't supposed to lie to him. Tears welled. My eyelids moved to dislodge them. The rest of me stayed where it was put. 

What had I been thinking? It hadn't seemed like any great harm, a thoughtless bit of risk. An impulse. But to my shame I knew that at some level I had felt exactly as he had said, that I could get away with being naughty as long as he never found out. What kind of stupid game was I playing? 

His anger and disgust were churning around in my guts. I'd planned to lie to him, by omission at least. Something he'd told me never, ever to do. 

Worse than disobedience. What the hell was the matter with me? I'd opened up yet another careless pit of doom for myself. The silence began to upset me even more than the upcoming punishment. Why didn't he say anything? 

Scold me, berate me, anything? He hadn't laid a finger on me, handled me at all, smacked my ass as I deserved. I began to wish hard for pain, some step toward redemption. But contact of whatever kind would be a relief. Tears were slipping down my cheeks, into the tiny, cold, isolated world of my corner. 

I heard the laptop shut down, then footsteps. "All right, bad girl. Crawl over here." His voice was loud against the silence. I turned my wet face and blinked into the light, crawled after his feet, looked up when he stopped. He glanced at me, gave me a tissue and motioned for me to use it. Then he handed me a dress, a clean one that had been in my laundry basket; it was the soft one that didn't need ironing. I knelt up and put it on, all my antennae out and quivering for signs from him. His face was neutral, no clue there. 

My bedside clock said seven-thirty; I'd been in the corner for almost an hour. 

I got into stockings awkwardly, bringing one foot forward and then the 97 
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other, and then slipped into the shoes he brought me. Still no contact. "Let's go," he said, motioning me to get up. He turned out the lights, and picked up the bag by the door. 

I prayed that the Silvas would not be in the front hall, and tried to walk so as not to let my breasts bounce, uncomfortably aware that I was not having much luck. Then we were outside in the dusk. It was warm for the time of year; still, the cooling air caressed my naked thighs as we crossed the sidewalk. He opened the door of the truck for me, but let me get in without help. As he turned onto College he said, "You know what's in the bag, I take it.” 

“Yes, sir. All my jeans and pants?" 

"And your panties. I was going to let you wear them to school until you finished, but not after this." I felt a bitter blush mount up into my face. "I know where everything is now in your apartment. If you add anything or move anything I'll know. You're not to buy another article of clothing; if I think you need something I'll buy it." 

"Yes, sir." 

I preceded him into the grey brick house as into the Bastille. 

The place seemed even more deconstructed that it had been the time before. There was a wall half down. Bathroom fixtures leaned at odd angles, wrapped in cardboard and tape. Before I'd taken two steps in the door I had to strip again and wait for him. He took his time. Each second stretched my nerves another click of the rack. 

At last he took me to the back of the house and down some stairs to the basement, where the thick door of the front room closed with a soft swish and a thud. Silence. Soundproof, I thought. Oh, god! A sharp, prickly smell of sawdust. The room was small, clean, and almost empty; just a kitchen chair and a heavy table by the far wall. Something across the table. He picked the something up, and sat down. I stared at the short whip in his hand, and the shaking that was in all my limbs moved to my belly. He pointed at the floor. "Hands and knees now. To me." 

I dropped to the wooden floor and crawled on shaky limbs. Cowered at his feet. 

"Sit up. Look at me." I looked up: a contracted brows, eyes like slate. 

He'd grown taller than ever, huge, towering. His voice was like the rumble of a train in the distance. "What else have you done that you haven't told 98 
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me?" 

Involuntarily my eyes dropped, but the whip was under my chin now. "I said look at me. What else?" The train getting closer. 

"I – I'm sorry, sir, I was supposed to study all of Sunday but – but I – I was on the net, just – just wasting time." 

"Yes, I could tell from your browser. Flipping through Amazon. No wonder you didn't get your laundry done." He leaned back. "And you didn't tell me." The train going through a tunnel, quieter but about to roar into the station any minute now. 

"No, sir." My voice sounded shrill. 

"Since I can't trust you to be honest, I've put a child minder on there. I'll be able to tell from now what sites you've been on and for how long. What else?" 

I set aside the humiliation of 'child minder' for the time being, and thought frantically about what else I might have done wrong. I had been feeling guilty about Sunday; it was almost a relief to tell him, but nothing else came to mind. 

"I – I can't think of anything else, sir." 

He looked at me a long moment. "All right. Turn around." I felt my hands pulled behind me and quickly tied with a strap of some sort. I started to breathe very hard – fear, arousal, who knows? Real bondage at last, and I was too scared to savour it. A moment later there was a leather collar around my throat. A click, and a leash was clipped to the ring in front. The sound of my breathing and my heart's pounding seemed to reverberate off the walls. 

A yank on the leash startled me; I got up as bidden. A second later the top half of me was face down over the table, the leash stretched under my face. I craned my neck and saw him crouched down, fastening the leash somewhere out of sight. I experimented with raising my head, and found I couldn't. 

Then he was behind me. My hands twisted helplessly, and I could hear a little whimper rising in my throat. 

"Frightened, bad girl?" came the low, accented voice from behind me. 

I nodded in an attenuated way and whispered, "Yes, sir." 

There was a pause that went on just long enough for my fear to edge into panic. Then the sound of something slicing through the air and a crack, and pain, pain, pain. A second, and then a third. I could feel my cries against the collar at my throat. 
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"Why are you being punished, girl?" 

That voice! The train roaring into the station at last. I tried to get my breath, and another blow forced a wail out of me. "Why?" he demanded harshly  

I managed a confused enumeration of my recent sins, wailing and then sobbing away about jeans, laundry, time wasted, while the blows fell and my body writhed helplessly. "What else?" 

He hit a spot for a second time and I screamed, and tears streamed from my eyes. I couldn't think at all. How could I answer him when all I could think of was the pain and the next blow coming? 

But the time in the corner came to my aid, all that time stewing in my pit of guilt and shame. "I didn't tell you…and I thought…if you didn't find out…" Another blow, another. They snatched away my breath, and the whip fell twice more before I could force out, "I thought it wouldn't matter! Aah! 

Please, sir, please, I'm sorry!" 

"You thought it wouldn't matter," he growled. A harder stripe. 

"Disobedience. Deceit, concealment. Games." The whip fell again, and I lost it; lost all connection to mind, past, future; there was just the eternal, dreadful now, my existence as a bad girl sealed in anguish. When at last he stopped he stroked the whip threateningly across my burning ass. "Well, girl?" 

Please, no more! No more! Out of my mouth spilled apologies, promises, stumbling pleas for mercy. But the voice and the whip weren't satisfied; still they threatened. What now? Be grateful, stupid girl! I choked out my thanks for the punishment. As I said the words I knew I actually meant them, and something about this made tears burst forth from me again. 

Then he was there in front of me, releasing the leash, using it to turn me off the table and onto my knees between his legs. I got no chance to see if he had forgiven me, or obey my impulse to throw myself at his feet. He held the leash very short with one hand, and thrust his cock into my mouth with the other. This time he showed no patience with my mistakes. My sore ass was smacked several times, till I was sucking and sobbing simultaneously. 

He led me upstairs to the kitchen after that without a word, except, "Into that corner, bad girl," and a gesture to the far wall behind the table. I limped stiffly over and paused a moment. Should I kneel? He hadn't told me to. I pressed myself into the corner, standing, feeling my flesh cringe in case 100 
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another blow was coming. Again my ass was on display, but now it throbbed and I could feel the air moving over each painful welt. I was back in the dimness, still miserably in disgrace. 


*** 

 Anders stood and let his eyes absorb every bit of light the little figure reflected. How lovely, the round swell of red buttocks, the small hands above them crossed and bound, the head sinking under its weight of penitence. Wee, sleekit, cow'rin, tim'rous beastie. But Robbie Burns' mouse had had the freedom to run for it; not this one. 
Anders set about heating up some the leftover sopa de couves for dinner. Fortunately it was thick stuff, even better reheated; he was ravenous. 

Next time he'd make her wait for her punishment until he got some food into him. He set his bowl where he could watch his cowering woman and examine his handiwork. He could still feel the whip in his hand, hear her breathless pleading. 

Beneath the adrenalin running through him, the wonder, the almost constant arousal, there was something more. A sense of balance, an alignment of forces. Or perhaps something like an unexpected, perfect chord. It was a harmony that had to do with the sight of her in that corner. 

What was it? 

Something about domesticity. It came to him that he'd never felt so at home before, not in the apartment he'd shared with Janice, not in Copenhagen as a child, not anywhere. This half finished kitchen with sawdust on the floor felt like home at this moment, because the woman who shared it did so absolutely on his terms. 

Perhaps a man, too long a bachelor, just sitting down at his table after his honeymoon and gazing at his bride with delight, would feel as Anders felt at that moment. Life was the way it ought to be. This was how he was meant to live. 

Did he really come across as someone who thought he had all the tools for all the renos of the world? Surely he'd got past that. World dictator, benevolent or otherwise, was not on his ambition list, his siblings' 

impressions notwithstanding. What he had was a fetish for being an absolute ruler in his domestic life. All he needed to satisfy that was one woman to own, handle and control, completely and absolutely. And now it seemed he had her. His forebears with their dreary portents could march straight into 101 
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the North Sea and drown. 

Was he controlling his woman because he felt ineffectual elsewhere? 

Taking his frustration out on her hide, as Val had snidely suggested? One of those assholes? He considered this, tore some bread, stirred his soup meditatively. 

No. His need for this went too far back. Back to childhood, when the world had been a fine place, his for the taking. Maia might get it worse on a bad day, but that was just one of a slave's functions. As long as he was always in control of himself as well as her. Something that went without saying. 

Hunger satisfied, Anders took up the little Japanese maple sapling he had established in a bonsai pot, and began the gentle, painstaking process of wiring its limbs. From time to time he raised his eyes to follow the smooth curve of his woman's hips, the dark cleft between the red cheeks, the bowed shoulders. Wire slid slowly through his fingers; he wound it round slender branches, visualizing the shape they would take as he trained and restricted and pared them back, the eventual beauty of the little living artwork that it would be. He was peripherally aware of the slight jump of the woman's flesh at the sound of the wire cutters. 

At last, setting the pot and its paraphernalia aside, Anders got up and went to the corner, stroked Maia's back and took hold of the leash, still dangling between her breasts. She turned toward him, her eyes blinking in the light, traces of tears still on her cheeks. Her glance ran over the bonsai, returned to his face. Without speaking he led her over to his chair and had her kneel and be fed. She was still looking at him with a face full of shame and distress. "Punishment's over, sweetheart," he said, and she laid her head in his lap. He felt rather than heard a last little sob, lifted her chin and briskly spooned more food into her mouth. 

Then he released her and dressed her and drove her home through the dark streets. Contentment was meandering through him; a slow, sweet tune. 

In front of her house he turned to her, asked the usual questions. She shook her drooping head, and then put her face into her hands. For a moment, the notes inside Anders went awry. Perhaps this was it – it was more than she could take after all. Ancestral fatalism vindicated. 

But he didn't believe it. Logic insisted that it could be so, especially tonight. But his hands that had handled her, his gut knew otherwise. 
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"What is it, Maia?" 

She looked up, her face a little desperate in the shadowy light. "Those questions…," she said, "I know they're for my safety, but…." 

"But what?" 

"But they're about me, what I need." 

"Yes. About you." He smiled slightly, knowing what was coming. 

"They're –" She raised her hands in frustration, "They feel so beside the point. You need someone who –" She turned her face away. "What I need – 

sir, all I need is to know is – are you still angry at me?" 

He reached out and took her gently by the ear. "No, I'm not angry any more." She turned her head to touch her cheek to his hand. "But that doesn't mean everything goes back to the way it was. I've learned more about how your naughty little mind works. I'm going to move faster to restrict what you do, since I trust you less." 

She hung her head. "I'm sorry," she whispered. 

He took her face in both hands and kissed away its distress, kissed and licked the delicate, salty skin beneath her eyes. Then he gave her some orders for the next day, and sent her inside. 
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Chapter Eight 

Dreamcatcher 




I lay in bed that night on my stomach, hugging the pillow, with sleep as distant and theoretical as an alien lifeform. It wasn't the physical result of the punishment that kept me awake; well, hardly at all. It was the fear still possessing me: the mounting, searing pain, my helplessness to avoid the blows. Anders' angry, implacable voice still resounded in my head, making me cringe against the pillow. I actually held the pillow over my ears to shut it out, uselessly of course. And those long periods in corners, humiliating me down to nothing. My guilt was only barely assuaged by the punishment. I had to keep reminding myself that Anders wasn't angry with me any more. 

And he was already stepping up restrictions, which was probably a good thing; less chance for me to get into trouble. 

I identified one feeling braiding through my subconscious: a thread of relief. He'd tied me down and beaten me, and I had survived it. More important, my desire had survived it; after that experience I wanted more than ever to belong to him. Fantasy is one thing, reality something else, as JulieB had said during that first conversation (the weblog of which I had saved and repeatedly read). Despite my early assurances, I hadn't known for sure that I really could take it. Or even, after the first blow, almost welcome it. Now it seemed to me that I did know. I forced myself to be honest; there was no "almost' about it. I had welcomed it, had in fact needed it. I was finding out what a fear junky I was. Fear, pain, humiliation: you name it, my body took it in through every pore and nerve and orifice and begged for more. 

The beating had been one more giant step toward being owned, choiceless. A state I still wanted passionately, more than any specific piece of bondage or discipline. Though I certainly wanted those, waited with breathless impatience for whatever he would do to me next. Still, the actions and the hardware were only the outward manifestation – intensely arousing, cunt swimming window dressing – for the underlying relationship, in which the seesaw of power tipped only one way. 

There was another thread, thin and fragile-seeming, but still unbroken: the freedom to walk away. Here I was all by myself, with nothing but a waist 104 
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chain and a sore ass to keep me in line. It felt a bit like standing at the edge of a precipice and reminding yourself that you really don't want to jump. In that situation a guard rail is good, a chain link fence is even better. I slept at last, a shallow sleep crossed with dreams. There was a soup of greenish light and foliage through which I wandered, too warm beneath a glass roof. Each plant bore a big red price tag, bright but somehow unreadable. I heard footsteps coming my way, and suddenly knew I wasn't supposed to be there; exams were coming up and I was reprehensibly wasting my time once again. 

The leaves of a slender red-leaved tree were big enough to hide some of me, but my bottom half – the part with no clothes – would show. I tried to pull myself up into the little tree to hide. In the next moment I was on my back holding splintered branches, confronted by welling sap and ruin. 

I scrambled up and ran, horrified, my feet sinking in dirt and sand. The sand stretched out before me, and now I was walking, barefoot, miles yet to go. Ocean Beach, with its usual chilly fog that hid my destination no matter how far I trudged. The sea was grey, and the waves were huge, threatening. 

Surfers crested the waves with panache and triumphant shouts. I thought that anyone who could take such risks must be a different species from me. Then I remembered that they were a different species, or at least I was. They were human; I was not. What was I? Anders would tell me. Anders was waiting for me. I turned away from the water and climbed up the beach to go back to him, but there was a high wall and barbed wire parallel to the shore, uncrossable. Picking my way painfully over stones and grit, I followed the edge of this barrier, searching more and more anxiously for an opening. The ground was steep and rocky, and there were concrete pill boxes, like on the beach at Normandy, and even gun emplacements. 

Fear ratcheted up into a state close to panic. At last I came to two soldiers in uniform with helmets and guns who stood guarding a gate. 

"Let me through!" 

"No. No entry." 

"Please," I begged, "I have to go back!" 

"You can't go back." 

"But I only walked away for a minute, I didn't mean it!" I looked down at my naked body and saw to my horror that the chain was gone from my waist. Frantically I searched the ground. There it lay behind me in the gritty sand, like a tarnished snake. I fumbled to replace it, but the lock was rusted 105 
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and filled with grit and it kept slithering off. The guards were stony faced, silent, guns blocking the gate. "What can I do?" I wailed. 

"You can do whatever you want." The soldier gestured with his gun away from the gate. I turned, and saw empty rocks and mountains stretched to the horizon, their metallic sheen glittering. 

I woke up crying. Then I felt the chain around my waist, smooth and solid, and was overcome with such relief I cried some more. 

The next day the soreness of my ass was a constant irritant, intruding on and eroticising every move I made, particularly as I had no underwear to cover myself. I made do with a half slip, and felt naked and anxious. Sitting down was uncomfortable, but standing and walking rubbed the material of my slip against the welts, and made concentration an act of will. That day Anders began checking up on me unpredictably, showing up outside the library in his truck, dropping in at ten o'clock at night to make sure that I was behaving myself. I had to show him each time that I was wearing only what I was allowed to wear, doing only what I was allowed to do. I was allowed to go from home to school, to the stores near my place and home again; that's all. Anything else required permission. I caught hell one day for going up to a café on Bloor Street with my friends to celebrate Po Ling's new job; I only heard at the last minute and had no time to phone Anders before we all started walking. I thought it would be okay to call him once we got there, but it wasn't okay. I got a stiff whipping out of that, and a new cell phone. When my old one had died I hadn't bothered replacing it; I'd never made many calls when I was out, and all the unused minutes had felt like a waste. Now that I had one again, its only purpose was to report in to Anders, and for him to keep tabs on my whereabouts. He also began monitoring my expenses; one look at the mess my finances were in and he'd taken over. My phone frugality was more than compensated for in other areas. No more impulse buys, no more disorganization. I had to account for every penny I spent, so I spent almost nothing. 

School had reached a fever pitch, and the days went by with only short visits from Anders in which he inspected me, examined my work, gave crisp, specific praise when it was deserved, and grilled me in detail on any insufficiencies. So much for not getting into trouble. Most nights I had to lean over my chair, bottom bared, and count blows from a crop which made remarkably little noise, given how much it stung. Then he'd leave, and I 106 
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would sit down gingerly and try to address what I'd done wrong, try to concentrate and get back to work. 

Those awful dreams I had seemed to set the tone for at least half of my unconscious hours. In my dreams I climbed fences, and either couldn't get back, or fell off the cliffs beyond them. Right into Niagara Gorge in one case. Or I wielded Nikki's bolt cutters on barriers, stepped through the resulting openings, and turned to watch complex structures collapse behind me. Or I was back on that horrible beach. I could never find Anders, and it was always my fault; a moment's foolish impulse had ruined everything. The chain around my waist became a talisman when I awoke, and sometimes I tried to sleep with a hand curled round it, hoping it would act like a dreamcatcher and fend off the nightmares. 

During the day my rational side was uppermost. I knew that waiting a few more weeks wouldn't kill me, and that Anders would hardly let me walk away on a whim. But the dreams left their residue. I felt loose and rattly sometimes, at risk of damage, as if I was in a moving car without a seatbelt. 

This was odd, really, because I could hardly make a move without running into Anders' restrictions. What I wore, where I went, every decision I made was sifted through a screen of his rules, expectations and punishments. Gradually every thought became coloured by the hope of pleasing him, and the growing fear of what he might do if I didn't. 

I'd often had a fault-finding 'watcher' travelling with me. I guess most self-conscious people have their own resident critic, forever sitting in judgment. Not surprisingly, Anders quickly became that unseen onlooker and judge. I never felt entirely away from his monitoring eye. My usual self-criticism was intensified and given a whole new meaning. I was moving and adjusting myself to his invisible presence. 

And in any case I carried him with me, in the chain I couldn't remove, the cellphone that tied me to him, the clothes he made me wear and not wear, the flesh that he pleasured and manipulated and punished. Those words of Patient Griselda became a kind of mantra in my head. 

When Anders examined me he insisted that I tell him anything I thought I'd done wrong, and under such questioning I couldn't hold back; his eye for my deceits was as acute and intolerant as it was for prevaricating politicians. 

Actually, it seemed to me that he already knew what I'd done wrong and was just waiting for me to confess. So I told him about staying up past the 107 
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bedtime he'd imposed, or skipping lunch, or forgetting a meeting. Then I'd count the strokes, try to hold back the tears, and get down on my knees and kiss the whip and his hand when he was done. Our contact during this period consisted only of these brief encounters and frequent phone conversations. 

We never went to his house in those weeks; he'd decided that I didn't have time. He had gauged the levels of distraction and discipline that should produce optimum performance, he told me, and didn't want to disturb the balance until school was over. And he got it right, more often than not. In fact, it was a bit uncanny how right he was. He didn't tease me at all; clearly he'd decided that wasn't going to get me onto the Dean's list. Unless I was already aroused, a quick and painful whipping was real punishment, and brought me to only manageable levels of sexual tension, spread out over the hours that followed as the pain subsided and the heat increased. Since he usually whipped me in the evenings, the lust mostly disturbed my dreams (those were the good ones), and not so much my waking, non-stop days. 

Invasive as all this was, it wasn't enough. I oscillated between longing urgently for more restrictions and chafing against the ones I had. It was frustrating not being able to goof off sometimes, browse in shops, read a book. I liked buying things on impulse – books I'd read that I'd always wanted to own, clothes I admired but could do without. But I wasn't allowed. 

I chafed, and had sneaky teenaged rebellious thoughts. But less and less as time went by. I remembered that it was Anders who didn't allow it. And what he wanted had become the central pin upon which I turned. I began to curl up within his boundaries, like a child in loving arms. 


*** 

   >academic help especially seems questionable. This is all quite time-devouring; where is your time to run someone else's life as well as your own? (I do not mention the arrogance.)  
   >What self-restraint you have. The time is just a matter of organization. Supplies of arrogance are holding up well. I don't write her papers for her, if that's what you're worried  

   >about. How could I? It's not my field. Think of it as mentoring – and motivating – a disorganized student. 

   >this is one of the advantages of having a domme for a partner; day to day I am not responsible for another  

   >If all you want from subs is play, then of course, your 108 
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 responsibilities are minimal. I want something very different. 

   >I think you will become tired of dependence and managing detail, and just say, "Go! Decide for yourself how to chop the broccoli!" 

   >Sure, as long as I can punish her if she does it wrong. I have very definite ideas on how broccoli should be chopped. ;-)) You have no idea how controlling I am. Whether she will be able to take that remains to be seen, but I can't see it becoming a problem for me in the foreseeable future. 

   >I'll look after myself; don't worry about me. Just keep watch on whether I'm missing any dangers to her. 

   >I have to be on my guard against the fascination, the temptation to go all out. There are days when all I can think about is the sweetness of her; I can't describe it, even when she is being punished, especially when she is being punished. 

   >funding come through yet? 

   >No. I'm not holding my breath. Another day, another fucking condo approval. 

   >How is your house and all your safety measures? 

   >Woodwork's all finished. Structural stuff is done. The building inspector is coming on Wednesday. Sprinkler and alarm systems are in. I hate to think of what happens to the woodwork if the sprinkler ever goes off, but that's extremely unlikely as the wiring is now thoroughly up to code. I'm still working on finishing details. Speaking of details, thanks for that jpeg; it gave me enough to go on. Graham is adding the locks; I should get the finished pieces within a week. 


*** 

 Anders arrived at Maia's door on a spring Saturday morning that was behaving more like summer. To her obvious surprise he steered her out the door without books or her bag; just a knapsack of his own. The air was mild and moist; an early preview of the hot and humid days to come. Winter-faded Torontonians filled the streets, turning their faces up to the light like a bunch of sun-starved perennials. Shop doors were open to the air, stands of fruit and vegetables crowded the sidewalks, traffic crawled. Bladers wearing shorts and tank tops whizzed between the cars. They heard half a dozen languages between Maia's house and the streetcar stop. She swung at the end of Anders' hand, looking happy as a child whose school has unexpectedly let out early. 
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"We're going to the Island," he said. "I thought you could use the walk." 

They wedged themselves onto jammed streetcars, and then onto the Island ferry along with what seemed like about a quarter of the city's population. 

Anders led her to the upper deck against the rail, his hand on her waist, thumb on the chain. 

For him the scene brought back a succession of family outings. The islands in the Toronto Harbour had reminded the Thygesens of home. "I used to come out here with my family when we first moved here, five or six times every summer," he said. "Bicycling all over." The islands were flat as a board, easy for even small children to cycle on. 

"I came out a couple of times in my first year, too," she said. "After the CN Tower and before the Science Centre." 

He glanced at her quickly, eyebrows raised. What was this? "Just a tourist thing, you think?" 

She looked a little crestfallen. Someone shoved past them toward the front, pushing her further into the rail, and she grimaced. "No, I'm sorry, it's nice out there, I guess. It's just – " she glanced behind her, "I don't – I don't like crowds." 

"Ah." He edged between her and the people behind them, put his arms around her, propped his chin on her head. A teenager immediately took his place at the rail. "Don't like them how?" he asked. 

"I don't know. They make me edgy." 

"Scared?" 

"No, it's just too much – I don't know, stimulation. Too much going on. 

And I don't like strangers shoving into me." 

"An introversion thing?" 

"Yes, that's it." 

He squeezed her. "Okay. Don't worry, we'll be out of the crowds in a few minutes." 

He shielded her from the worst of the jostling as they inched down the stairs and over the gangway. There was a stroller that he normally would have helped with that he ignored in order to stay close to Maia; someone else took care of it. He wasn't the only good Samaritan in the city. 

Once off, they walked away from the shore, deep into the park with its scattered willows, huge, skeletal umbrellas of pale new leaves. As he had promised, the crowd thinned. There were a few large families already 110 
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picnicking under the trees. Grills smoked, children ran and shrieked. A triad of teenagers kicked a soccer ball. Anders and Maia kept going, seeing fewer and fewer people. They crossed a bridge and walked some more and ended up on the lake side, almost undisturbed. 

"Feeling better?" he asked. She nodded. "I've never heard you sound irritable before. I'm glad you told me how you feel, but next time just say it; no sarcasm." She flushed guiltily. "I'm sorry, sir." 

"Never mind for now. I'll punish you later." He felt her body's fearful inward flinch. Then she was relaxed again, her face serene. This was a familiar response by now, one he loved. They strolled on, their bodies close and in as much rhythm as two people of such different strides can be. 

"All right," he said, "Let's talk. About the question of you moving in." 

She looked up at him. "Is it a question? I thought – I thought it was a – a given –" 

"It can be. Or not. I want you there." His grip on her shoulder shifted and tightened. She turned her face against the side of his chest. "I know you want to be there. But I want to be sure you know what you're getting into." 

Their bodies had pulled so tightly together that they'd lost their careful pacing, crossed treads and halted in their tracks. He held her hard for a minute, his chest tight. Then he took a deep breath, turned her to his side again, his arm now lighter on her shoulders, and they walked on. "You remember our first restaurant conversation." 

She nodded. "All of it." She paused. "Probably word for word." 

"Hmm." He wondered if they remembered the same words. "I need to make sure you're clear on all this. Because once you're there it'll be harder for you to back out." Anders looked down at the dark head. "Not impossible. 

There'll still be escape points. But as I take you over I think you'll find it more and more difficult even to imagine operating on your own.” 

“I don't want to – to operate on my own." 

"I know that. But if you move in with me it'll be a complete phase change. It'll be a big step." He laughed. "Well, it is a big step, moving in together." 

She laughed up at him. "So the advice columns say." 

He considered what he had to say. "I really will control you, Maia," he said at last. "I'm not talking metaphorically. I'm talking micromanagement. 

What's happened so far is nothing compared to living with me 24/7." 
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She pulled herself closer to him. "Sir, what should I – what do you expect me –" 

He shook her slightly. "You should stick to the subject. Wicked girl." 

He kissed her head. 

"I'll expect you to do what I tell you to do, of course. Learn to serve me, exactly as I want. Accept what I inflict on you. Be what I make you." 

"Please, sir, I do want to move in." 

"Wait. I appreciate that you want to make the decision without needing to know the details. But I'm not consulting you, I'm warning you. Do you understand?" 

She looked up at him, the thin shadows of the branches above them tracing lines across her face. Thoughts flickered behind her eyes. 

"Yes. All right." 

He caressed her shoulder gently as they walked. "Maia, if you move in with me, I'm going to keep you like an animal on a very short tether. You'll have no autonomy at all in that house. Not much outside of it. Remember, there'll be constant restraints, rules, humiliations, punishments. All the time, do you understand? You're not going to draw a free breath." She was trembling beneath his arm. He held her more firmly and kept her moving. 

"Following rules doesn't mean you'll know what's coming, either. I'll be arbitrary, and sometimes I'll be cruel." He could hear her breathing. "I'll still look after you, Maia. That won't change. I'll still take great care, not to damage you. But you have to understand. This is for real. You'll be a belonging, a piece of property. I'll do whatever I like with you. We agreed to play no games, and I won't play them." 

She stumbled to a stop, and he faced her, holding her by the arms. He could almost see the heat radiating from her. Her head hung, and her body heaved with each breath. Slowly she raised her head, and looked at him with unfocused eyes, in the grip of profound, helpless arousal. "Please…," she breathed. 

"Oh, sweetheart," he said, and he sat down and pulled her into his lap. 

Loving her, and his luck. 

They sat there in silence for several minutes, rocking a little while she calmed down. Then he boosted her off his lap, pulled off his knapsack and found a good spot beneath a tree. Laying out a little lunch, grilled vegetables and cheese on thick bread, he said, "That wasn't the final decision, you 112 
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know. I expect you to go home and think about this. When you're not blinded by lust." He pulled out a carafe of water and gave it to her. 

She sighed. "Yes, sir." She straightened out the blanket. "I'll even talk it over with Nikki if you like; she'll argue with me until her voice gives out." 

He laughed. "Yeah, she gave me the third degree the other day on the phone about what I was doing to you. Got a bit raspy. It's only fair to have counsel on both sides of the case. Go for it." 

"But I have to give notice to the Silvas when I pay my rent on Monday, if I'm not going to have to pay for an extra month. As it is they're going to get a couple of week's rent for nothing.” 

“This is more important than a month's rent. If you've got any doubts at all, don't give notice. I can cover it if it turns out you need more time." 

She looked about to speak, but she stopped herself. They ate their sandwiches, Anders sitting against the tree and Maia leaning back against his shoulder. The speckled light beneath the tree was faintly green, and one bird was repeating itself at odd intervals above them. 

"Do you ever wonder…" said Maia. 

"Wonder what?" 

"Why we're like this." 

He looked down at her, amused. "Are you looking for secret trauma after all?” 

“No, no," she said, "I think it's inborn, myself." 

"Uh-huh. Genetic, you mean? Or a product of electromagnetic waves and undercooked fish while in utero? It does seem to run in my family, if Karl and I are anything to go by.” 

“Anyone else?" 

"Not that I know of. Though who knows what the older generation gets up to behind closed doors." 

She put her sandwich down. "I don't know. If it's genetic, what's it for? 

What's the survival value of having a bunch of people that like to be tied up and whipped, or vice versa?” 

“Damned if I know." He gave this some thought. "There might be some genetic advantage to being dominant, I suppose. Men would probably have had more offspring. But being dominant is hardly sex-linked." 

"No. I suppose it might have been an advantage in men and then got passed down to daughters." 
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"True. What about being submissive, what would that get you?" 

She mused. "Stay out of fights? Out of trouble?" 

"But submissives like being in trouble." 

She giggled. "So we do." She wriggled back into a more comfortable position against him. "I suppose there'd be some advantage to high pain tolerance. And don't pain centres cross over with pleasure centres? Maybe getting off on pain is the next evolutionary step." 

"Oh, paralyzed by lust on the battlefield. A big evolutionary advantage." 

She laughed. "No, no, lusty warriors. Getting off on blood and mayhem. 

Wait, we're back to doms now." 

"The two sides can't have different evolutionary origins. Why do doms like to dish out exactly what subs like to take? They wouldn't fit together as well as they do if they weren't somehow cut from the same cloth." 

"And so many people switch," she added. 

"Right. Do people into bdsm have more kids? I doubt it. More likely less. Maybe it's just a trait that showed up in the genome, and doesn't have any reproductive advantage one way or the other." 

"Mmm. Maybe. Awfully common, though." She stroked her bottom lip with her finger. "Okay, but here's something else I don't get. Why do we all like the same things? Well, not all, but it's so consistent. Is there some sort of gene for getting off on black leather?” 

“That part's conditioned." 

"No, I don't think so." She sat up and faced him. "I had no access to porn when I was a kid, or to other people that were into this. I was completely isolated till I was sixteen and got my own computer. And yet when I finally managed to see some stuff, some of it matched my fantasies. 

In detail. How could genes be that specific?" 

Anders watched her intent face, framed by hair that was curling wildly in all directions. Half her sandwich lay forgotten on the blanket. "I still think it's got to be at least partly culturally determined," he said. "Twists on popular media, for instance. The tied-up heroine. Dungeons and chains. 

Dracula." 

"Reynardine." 

He grinned and pulled his knapsack over. "Reynardine, right. Here, eat up, it's time to go." 

She picked up her sandwich. "I'm full; do you want it?" He finished it in 114 
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a couple of bites, his mind on her question, while she tidied up. 

"So," he mused, "you think the whole set of sexual behaviours and responses is a genetic package?" 

"It seems like that to me. At least some of it. I know it sounds impossible, but look, what about the way twins separated at birth like the same things and use the same gestures? Maybe it's something like that." 

"Ah! Interesting thought." Anders eyed her with respect. "Intriguing." 

He considered for a minute. "How to separate what is learned from what is inborn. The hoary old nature-nurture debate. All right." He glinted at her, and shifted into a professorial, strongly accented Danish voice. For a moment she looked apprehensive, then her eyes lit and she relaxed. "Here is the experimental question," he pontificated. "Is bdsm practiced differently in different countries? We know that it is; observe Japanese bondage culture. Is the difference cultural or genetic? Aha, we live in a multicultural society. 

We must find out if perverts prefer the fetishes of their ancestors, or adhere to those of their peers when they immigrate to new lands." She was giggling helplessly. 

"For instance," he continued, "does a second generation Japanese-Canadian prefer traditional rope bondage to leather harness?" 

"We'll have to ask one. I'm sure we can find someone on ds/TO." 

"Then we can write this up for posterity." 

She got up, but he was still sitting cross-legged on the ground, looking at her. "Come here a minute," he said in his normal voice. "I'd like to be amused on the trip back." 

In a moment she was back in his lap. He took hold of the back of her head and the kiss began. Slow, deep. Then deeper. His other hand pulled her jacket over her lap, and then slipped beneath her dress, between her thighs and up to her naked, slippery pussy. Anders could feel her whimper against his tongue as he penetrated her with two long fingers, then three. His thumb pressed and manipulated her clit: gentle, subtle. She squirmed, and he felt her hip press against his rigid cock. Wet flesh contracted around his hand. 

When her every breath was a moan and her body was drawn up and tight, he drew his head back to watch her. Withdrawing his fingers, he lightly traced the flesh around her clit, flicked it once and felt her flinch, paused, flicked again, felt her shudder, and drew his hand from beneath her skirt. She gave a small cry, sounding lost. "Get up." 
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Slowly, silently she got to her feet, looking at the air in front of her. His arm round her shoulders, he put his fingers to her mouth. Obediently she sucked them. "Now," he said. "Let's go." 


*** 

 The trip back was like something out of one of my arousal-laced dreams. My clit was aching and hot, and the closer we got to the dock the more confused and self-conscious I became. After coming that close, just walking was keeping me on the edge. I felt like every one of the hundreds streaming past us off the newly arrived ferry could see my arousal; I had to be shimmering with it, like heat distortions over hot tarmac. 
It was also reminiscent of the last time he'd done this to me, except that when I'd walked around like this at school I'd been further from the edge. 

Now I was so close I was afraid I might actually come in the middle of a crowd and humiliate myself. My breasts ached, too, though Anders hadn't laid a finger on them. I had the most intense urge just to plaster the front of my body to his. 

Fortunately it was still early and the ferry back wasn't too full. We stood at the rail again, this time looking toward the city, and he smiled down at me, his eyes wicked. 

"I love seeing you like this," he said. "And on public transportation, too." 

We had to stand packed together on the Dundas streetcar, and he managed to maintain the agony with some surreptitious touching. When we reached my apartment at last, he brought me right back to the verge, and then I spent what seemed like forever on my knees, sucking him while he kept my nipples in a painful grip. But as I had six hours more work to do that day, he did finally finish me off. When his tongue touched me I had to clamp both hands over my mouth to muffle my screams. 

It wasn't until after I'd recovered, and Anders had finished one of the beers he'd stored in my fridge, that he got out the crop. He looked at my startled face. 

"You forgot about this, didn't you?" 

"Almost. Yes, sir." 

"I wanted to wait until after you came. It'll hurt more now. Over the desk chair." 

Ten blows, each hard enough to bring tears to my eyes. Taking care to 116 
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speak clearly, I counted them. When he was done I expressed my genuine, if pained gratitude, along with a promise never to speak sarcastically to him again, and was on my knees when he left. 

As I had promised, I forced myself to think about all the ramifications of the move. The next day I even sat down and wrote out each of the pros and cons. I called Nikki that night and let her try to talk some sense into me, after which I dutifully expanded my list on the 'con' side. The thing about lists like that is you have to weight the items, or several trivial things can look more meaningful than the big important stuff. The big important stuff in this case – love, trust and an absolute need for what Anders had to give me – outweighed everything else. Really, I wanted this with a passion that made logical exercises completely beside the point. This time when I told him my process and gave him my decision, he didn't question it. I was vaguely hoping for some sort of celebration, but although he sounded very glad, he made me stick to the schedule. We went back to brief visits and supervisory phone calls for another twelve days. I counted them. I started counting the hours, too, but they looked too huge, so I went back to days, until the last couple. 

And then at last it was over. Every paper complete and on time, every assignment finished. To my shock I made the dean's list. Discipline works on me. Anders took me out to a great restaurant on King Street to celebrate. 

We went through my stuff, sold most of what little furniture I had to the Silvas, packed up the rest that Saturday and piled it into his truck. And somewhere en route, as we crossed the city's boundary between west and east, the last shreds of my freedom slipped out the open window, flitted up Yonge Street, and were gone. 
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Chapter Nine 

Housetraining 




"In this house," he said with quiet emphasis, "you do not wear clothes. 

When you walk in, you will always close the door, get down on your knees and take your clothes off.” 

“Yes, sir." 

He took hold of my face. His fingers were cool on my burning cheek. 

"It's 'master' now, girl." 

"Yes – master." 

I was kneeling naked on a honey-coloured hardwood floor, just inside the front door. When I'd walked in I'd seen a house so light and finished that I'd had to trace some sort of resemblance to the gritty construction site it had been. As the grey outside of the house had appeared unchanged, I was a bit disoriented; it felt like old movie set jokes where the exterior of a little grey cabin opens into a mansion in full living colour. 

Anders reached into a drawer in a good-sized hall cabinet to his right, and pulled out a circlet of metal. "You also don't go past this point without your collar." He pushed my hair out of the way and closed it around my throat. I heard a click. My hands rose and then I paused and looked at him. 

He nodded. I reached up and felt the thing with both hands. It was smooth and thick, with rounded edges, snug against my throat, maybe an inch and a half high all round. There were rings folded down at the sides and at the back, but no sign of a lock, though there was a square thick area at the back in which I could feel something that might be a keyhole. At the front the ring didn't fold down. 

I raised my eyes to Anders' face, my hands still on either side of my neck. He was looking down at me, his head cocked slightly. "I hope you weren't expecting orange blossom and an honour guard with crossed whips." 

I smothered a laugh, and shook my head. Well, he did hate formalities. I envisioned enacting some ritual in front of Nikki and Leda and all the rest, and shrugged inwardly. What he'd given me was enough: my own collar, and his hands to put it on me. I wanted to reach for him, wrap my arms around his thighs, taste his skin…. 

"These too," he said, and showed me more metal bands, smaller 118 
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versions of the collar, but lined and padded with something black. He sat down on a built-in bench next to the cabinet and clasped them round my wrists and ankles. Each one of them clicked shut. 

"More rules," he said. "The furniture is not for your use unless I say so. 

No couch, no chairs. I'm going to let you sleep in my bed for now if you're good. No TV, no computer, no stereo, and not the telephone either unless I give permission. Not much of damned near anything unless I specifically allow it. You wait for orders, and only do what you're told. Is that clear?" 

"Yes, master, I think so." I thought I was managing to stay calm, but I could feel my belly trembling. 

"Good." He reached into the drawer again and pulled out about four feet of slim chain, which he locked to my collar. At a tug I got up and followed him to a rug in the middle of the living room floor. Just under the edge was a thick ring recessed into the floor, as if providing entrance to a trap door. But there was no trap door, just an attachment point to which he locked the chain. I looked anxiously at the windows, but the shades were set to admit only light, not a view from outside. 

Anders began bringing in boxes from the truck, and set some in front of me. "I want you to sort out the school papers that you might need for work, make sure they're organized, and file them in this." He handed me a file box. 

"Garbage goes in here," he said, setting down a recycling bin, "and I'll store the rest away." 

It wasn't quite the introduction I'd expected, but he had always believed in work before pleasure. Still, the fact that I was chained to the floor had me panting. Was this what normal life was going to be like? He'd said he'd keep me on a short tether…. Gingerly I shifted to the far box and the furthest length of the chain, just to test the extent of my freedom. The solid tug of the collar against my throat was revelatory; this was no joke. 

The room was as different as possible from the dark-joisted space I'd been in before. White walls, furniture in warm, smooth wood and some bright blocks of colour in the upholstery and rugs. Uncluttered, a little bare. 

The varnished wood grain around doorways and windows glowed. Still no fireplace; apparently that mantelpiece had continued elusive. My presence felt completely anomalous, naked and chained in all that cheerful, mundane daylight. I realized that I'd been associating bondage with nighttime hours, dark shadows, drama. Not this everyday world. 
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An everyday world that was out of my reach. I couldn't try the couch in my new home or even touch it to feel the texture of the upholstery. I couldn't go from room to room exploring what he'd done with the place. Instead I sorted away as instructed, shivering a little when the door opened, feeling the collar and chain and wrist cuffs with every move, while he went up and down stairs with the rest of my stuff. 

He spent some time at a big desk by the front window, fiddling with my laptop and then with the computer on his desk; he told me that he'd added my data to his hard drive, and then he put the laptop away. I saw it go with a bit of a pang. For so long it had been my gateway, the tunnel through which I'd peered at the world. But now it was just a tool, like any other. I had a different kind of interface now. 

I expected to do more unpacking once I'd done. There had been a lot of books, personal files, dishes, all that stuff. There were glimpses of things going by: a coat going into the closet, my one good pot, a few toiletries. He set up my bookcase and rapidly filled it, organizing it according to his own methods without consulting me. My files went into his drawer. Then he sat down on the couch and emptied out my knapsack, which I'd used as both briefcase and purse all through school. Wordlessly he handed me the papers remaining in there from my last few weeks, and I filed them. Anders sorted through a mess of pens, notebooks, scraps, tampons, hairbrush, wallet, chequebook. I watched him go through the last two in detail. He took the money and debit card from my wallet, and set them aside. 

"Here's how the money is going to go," he said. "We'll arrange for your paycheque to go into an account by itself, a joint one that will need both our signatures. What money you have now will go into it, too. You won't need it. 

I can look after you on my own income for now. If at some point you decide to leave, the money will be there for you. If you stay, after a year we'll switch it over to my account. Clear?" 

I hadn't even thought about money. Provider of power, instrument of autonomy and mobility. He was right. I nodded. 

"You don't need to carry cash any more. Or a debit card. I'll give you tokens for the streetcar when you start work on Monday." This was a startling and scary idea. No cash at all? Not even a couple of bucks for coffee? But I hardly ever drank coffee. Lunch, then? But I was going to be coming home for lunch. Hell, what about a couple of quarters for an 120 
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emergency phone call? But of course I had my cellphone…. 

Anders quickly disposed of the piles on the couch and floor: filing cabinet, back porch, basement. Then he stood and looked down at me, a little smile playing over his lips. "Well, little girl, good." He unlocked the chain from the floor, wrapped some of it around his wrist and sat down. "Come here." I knelt up in front of him, and at his direction put my hands behind my neck. He examined me for several minutes, weighing my breasts in his hands, stroking my belly and pubic hair. He opened my mouth and turned my head this way and that, apparently to examine my teeth. 

"Turn around. Hands and knees." I obeyed. "Lift your ass to me. Legs wide. That's better." He squeezed my rump, pinched my cunt lips, fingered my asshole. Was there anything he was discovering that he didn't already know? A little yank on my collar, clink of metal on metal. My body turned toward the pull; he stopped me halfway, sat back with the chain in his hand to examine me from the side. I stared in front of me, feeling like a prize dog in front of the judges. A prize dog that couldn't stop panting. 

A hand stroked my hair, stroked down my back and legs, and I sighed with pleasure. "Stay." I stayed. 

Then he was back, taking the chain up short and signalling me up. I started to obey, but the slash of a whip on my thigh made me fall forward again with a whimper. The chain yanked harder on my throat. "Up! You don't stop obeying me when I hit you. More gracefully this time." I was halfway up when the whip landed again. This time I kept moving. When I was upright, my head tipped back to accommodate the tight chain, he said, 

"You're going to learn to display your body better when you move. Back down, let's try again." 

I tried to move more carefully, but got another flick of the whip on the way down and one more on the way back up. "Slower," he said. "Head up." I tried again, keeping my weight over my centre of gravity so I wouldn't shift from side to side. "Better," he said. The whip stung the underside of my breasts and I cried out. "Tits out." I arched my back. This went on for a while, till I was sweating and on the verge of tears. I did improve enough to be spared the whip on the last couple of attempts. But then he had me precede him up the stairs, and corrected my walking as we went. 

I'd been in his bedroom and bathroom upstairs; the other two bedrooms I'd viewed only in passing, weeks ago. The one at the back, which had been 121 
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full of lumber and a table saw, was finished now and full of light, like the rest of the house, if somewhat bare. There was a rather nice, thick Indian rug over most of the floor, a deep chest of drawers, a wooden chair and a large mirror on a stand. A wooden beam ran the length of the room, suspended a couple of feet below the ceiling on metal rods; it carried a few track lights. It looked innocuous enough until Anders positioned me beneath it, linked my wrist cuffs with another chain and fastened my hands just above my head. 

Glancing up, I saw the hook recessed into the beam. Come to think of it, there had been a similar beam in the living room. 

My belly was trembling worse than ever. I tried an experimental tug; nothing gave. The beam might as well have been set in concrete. The cuffs' 

padding gave only so much and no further. 

Anders took a ring of keys from his pocket. "Time for this to go," he said, and unlocked the little padlock at my waist. I opened my eyes in surprise and a vague sense of loss; I'd invested a lot in that chain in the way of emotion and symbolism. It had been something to hang on to in my lonely bed. I'm going to let you sleep in my bed for now if you're good. I guessed I didn't need it anymore. I hoped. 

I watched in the mirror as he came up behind me, something black in his hands. "Black leather, just as genetically determined," he murmured as he opened the thing up and passed it around my middle. A corset, strong and stiff. An enveloping smell of leather. He fiddled to get it sitting right, kissed my shoulder while he was at it. "You have a gorgeous little body. Just right for a very –" tugging "– tiny waist." Unlike the waist cincher he'd made me wear before, which had covered only six inches or so, this went from just below my breasts to just over my hips. The lower edge followed my belly down almost to my pubis, and curved up to cradle the underside of each breast. Anders began to pull on the laces, tightening in a steady rhythm toward the small of my back until my breath was huffing out of me at every pull. Then he looked at me carefully, and measured my waist with his hands. 

"Nope, not enough." He started again. I began to whimper as the air was forced from my lungs. 

"Well?" he said when he'd tied it off. 

"I can hardly breathe," I whispered. 

"Does anything hurt?" 

I explored myself internally. "No." 
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"Are you feeling faint?" 

"No." 

He felt between my legs and laughed, forced his wet fingers into my mouth. I sucked them avidly. "You'll get used to it," he said. "And then I'll make it tighter." He fiddled around some more behind me. "You'll be wearing this a fair amount, I think," he said conversationally. "And there might be times you'd rather have it off. So we'll just make sure there's no tampering." There were those ubiquitous clicks again – a ratcheting sound this time. I looked over my shoulder but couldn't see the mechanism, or whatever it was. "This covers the knot, little one," he murmured. "You're not going to be able to untie it." More tugs and more clicks at top and at bottom. 

He turned my back to the mirror. "See?" I couldn't twist much, but I could just see that there were three straps going into something metallic at top, middle and bottom, the middle strap indeed covering the knot; there was no sign of it. 

Between the straps I could see that the corset had some space to go before it would be completely closed. I felt so utterly compressed that I couldn't believe he thought it could be any tighter. 

His hand ran over my ass. "You'll notice that it's good and high in back. 

I wouldn't want you to think that you had any protection there." He unfastened my wrists and had me walk around him in a circle at the end of a longish chain. The sensation was strange and wonderful; I felt terribly hampered and restricted, and yet my arms and legs were free. I walked around him feeling like an inadequately-schooled circus horse, or like that show dog again: a prize poodle tricked out with ruffs and collar. 

After two circuits Anders locked my hands behind my back and had me continue. I was afraid he'd pick up the whip again, I was walking so awkwardly, but apparently he was letting me get the feel of the thing. Each step was an experiment in how to move, with so much of me immobilized. 

Then he drew me in by the chain and held and squeezed my breasts above the corset. "God, you're beautiful," he said feelingly. "Look at yourself." He turned me around to the mirror and held me against him. I saw a creature with an incredible, sexy hourglass figure, the waist ridiculously small. My hips, never very big, now looked downright womanly in contrast. 

I glanced higher at the face above mine, the intent agate gaze, looked at the broad shoulders and the long hands on my breasts, and felt weak at the 123 
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knees. 

Fingers slipped into my nipple rings and tugged, pulling and turning them gently. My breathing grew even more ragged. "I think these are ready for me," Anders said. He'd been toughening them up gradually for several weeks on his visits, and making me do so also. It seemed to be effective, because I felt no worry when he pulled on them, only more lust. I watched, slightly alarmed, as he pried open the rings and slid them gently from their holes. I'd never had them out; I hadn't opened them at all since they'd gone in. He opened a little box and took out two shiny new bits of hardware, curved on one side, thick and straight on the other. I thought for a second that they were barbells with loops, but it was the curved parts that went through my nipples; the straight bars swivelled and pushed into place over the ends, like tiny attenuated padlocks. Anders located a miniscule screwdriver hanging from his key ring and inserted it deep into the side of each one. "These have specially shaped screws holding them closed," he said. "This tool is designed for them. They won't come off without it." He kissed me and put the keys back in his pocket. Then he slipped a finger through each ring and smiled; they were an exact fit. 

He went back to the chest of drawers and drew out a decorative little chain, with two small locks at either end. This he fastened in a lovely curve between the rings. The weight tipped me deeper; I groaned. He made me walk some more at the end of the chain, and then he released my hands and made me crawl. And this time he did use the whip. His voice husked, "You'll have to learn to crawl better than that." 

The next thing I knew he was behind me, a tight grip on the chain holding me still. Then he was sliding into me, huge, and I gasped, and tried not to howl, and bit my lip, hoping he'd let me come. Guessing he wouldn't, from the slow, deliberate way he was moving: a diver in no hurry. I felt held down all right, by the chain and corset, and by every swing of the chain off my new hardware. But he was leaving my clit alone. I would have been breathing deep and hard by now, but had to go high and shallow because that's all there was room for. Every breath against bondage…it was too much, not enough…. More, a little more…. The hands on my hips tightened their grip and he dove deeper into me, and came hard. And held me still. 

Twenty seconds more and I would have come. When he withdrew I could hear my whimpering, wordless voice. 
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I looked up through my miasma, to the tall figure now sitting in a chair, the line of chain running between us. Felt the tug drawing me to him, put my head in his lap. A big hand settled on my head and rested there; a still, heavy hand weighted with calm and repletion. 

My own unstill hand wanted to sidle down and slide one finger over my neglected, slippery clit…. No. I didn't want to imagine the consequences. 


*** 

 Anders rested, his eyes half closed. He was still resonating, like a dozen instruments all finely tuned. It was an experience akin to that in the unfinished kitchen weeks ago: a moment of wholeness, unity, profound content. 
He kept still and let this strange music pervade and occupy him, play in all his corners. All thought suspended, Anders occupied his body, and took in the texture of the dark head on his lap. 

Not for long, though. Soon his analytical brain chimed in with some irony, noting that his most joyful moments occurred when he had just had an orgasm and left his slave on the edge and suffering. 

He'd barely begun. He had created the setting for his exquisite little bonsai girl, and was just beginning the fine work involved in bending and shaping her according to his own aesthetic, honing and refining and nurturing so that she could flourish. So much more to do, so much to look forward to. 

Anders brushed the thick hair aside so that he could rest his hand on the nape of her neck. That familiar, vibrant stalk now locked in metal, just as it should be. The slender wrist, too, resting on his knee in its shiny new cuff. 

He felt more pleasure, in a good, well executed piece of design. The setting, the binding, had to be just right, just like his bonsai wires. A locksmith friend with metalworking skills had produced the cuffs, collaborating with Anders on the design, including the integrated snap locks. The idea was efficiency and fewer little padlocks. Less fiddly. And too much hardware hanging off her would spoil her pretty lines. 

He took a deeper breath, roused, looked at his watch. Picked up chain and whip, and headed downstairs, aware of Maia's still tentative gait. In the kitchen, with shafts of late afternoon sun lighting up her skin, he drew her along from cupboard to cupboard, showing her where everything was kept, how the appliances worked and how to make coffee. Her lip trembled a 125 
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little. "Master?” 

“Yes?” 

“You – you know what I'm like in the kitchen – " 

His eyes twinkled. The girl had a history of woeful incompetence when it came to food preparation, and giving her a recipe only made her worse. 

"Oh, yes. Never fear, I'm still cooking. It's our good luck that I happen to like it. But you'll be doing the boring prep. Scrubbing vegetables and so on. 

Cleaning up after me, washing pots, scrubbing the floor. And I'm pretty sure you can manage a coffee maker." 

She looked relieved. Anders doubted she'd feel that way when she learned his standards regarding the cleanliness of vegetables and floors. He drew her down to her knees and made her crawl around the kitchen, looking into low cupboards: onion bins, large pots, roasting pans. Maia knelt shivering at the fridge, trying to identify large lumpy root vegetables, the nipple chain clanging against the bottom bin. 

"That's celeriac," he told her. 

"Okay," she said doubtfully, rolling the hairy thing back into place. 

He had her put her head under the sink and tell him the names of all the cleaning products she found there. Standing back, he observed her vulva on display, dark and swollen. Poor baby. He smiled. 

After a complete circuit he took off the chain leash and sprung a surprise quiz on her, naming items and watching as she scurried or crawled to locate them, giving her a moderate smack of the whip whenever she made a mistake or hesitated too long. She gave a little shriek at one that caught the inside of her thigh. 

"Please!" she cried. 

"Whole wheat flour," he repeated. 

Maia turned frantically from one cupboard to another, cried out at another blow. "I don't remember! I'm sorry, master. Ow!" She tried to evade the next blow by twisting out of its path. 

In half a second he had her face down over the table with her arm up behind her back. 

"You do not try to run away from me," he growled low in his throat. 

"Not. Ever." He whipped her ass in earnest now, and she blubbered apologies, legs kicking helplessly. After the last blow he held her in place, and bent his head to her ear. "Let's get this straight, girl," his voice quiet and 126 
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hard. "Let's just be sure we're clear. Who owns this?" He took a handful of striped ass flesh and squeezed hard. 

She wailed at the fresh pain. "You do, master…" 

"Do you get to decide what happens to it?" 

"No, master." 

"Is it up to you how much punishment you'll take?" 

"No, master." 

"Just how much punishment do you have to take?" 

"Whatever punishment you want to give me, master." 

"Damned straight. And?" 

Once she'd thanked him adequately and promised better behaviour in future he took a few inches of chain from his pocket and linked her ankles with it. 

"This will remind you not to run." 

When she was off the table and upright again he directed her toward the kleenex and watched her shuffle gingerly over to blow her nose. The chain jingled. "All right, girl. You'll find the whole wheat flour in the right-hand cupboard. Green plastic container." He watched her move carefully and put her trembling hand where it was supposed to go. "Fine. Oven cleaner." 

Anders made her struggle on, back and forth across the kitchen in tiny steps, continuing to punish her methodically for each mistake. As he expected, though she winced and whimpered, she managed to contain any further self-protective impulses. 

Finally he looked down at her sitting on her heels by the baking tins. 

"That'll do for now." He dropped the whip on the floor in front of her. Maia looked up at him, then down at the whip, and then she shifted her confined body like a fulcrum to bring her head to the floor, her ass high. Her mouth pressed itself to the whip. He put his foot next to it. With only a heartbeat's pause she kissed that too. Yes. "Good girl." 

She pressed her face to his shoe, kissed it again and then looked up at him, eyes swimming. For a long moment their eyes locked. A shaft of sunlight linked them, dust motes vibrating golden, the air between them dancing. Slowly Anders reached down and took hold of the ring in her collar. 

"Up." She had to use her hands, on his leg and the counter, to get to her shackled feet. "All right. I want some coffee, so make me some, and put it in 127 
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this mug –" he said, pointing, "and bring it out on this tray – " pointing again, "so that if you spill any you won't burn your pretty tits or stain the corset. But you'd better not spill any." He went to his desk by the front window and sat down to do some work. 


*** 

 I did what I'd been told to do with the coffeemaker; luckily when he'd shown me that I'd actually been listening. The weals on my bottom attested to how distracted I'd been otherwise. This wouldn't do. I had to pay attention, no matter how distracting all these new sensations were, no matter how desperately aroused I was. No matter how much I wanted to be down on my knees begging to come. I couldn't serve him properly unless I listened to his every word, caught every nuance of meaning. And unless I actually remembered what he told me. Cheese grater there, pot lids there, and what was that thing in the fridge called? Oh, yeah, celeriac. I could think about mistakes like that, because they were minor compared with the colossal failure of trying to avoid the whip. I could hardly bear to think about it. How could I have done such a thing? After weeks of obediently presenting for it. 
As I waited for the coffee pot to fill, I took a surreptitious look at Anders at his desk at the other end of the house, in profile against the light from the window at his side, just then pulling out a file drawer. In the process of renovation he'd opened up all the space downstairs; there was not even a counter between us. Nowhere to hide. No doubt that was the intention. I got out the tray and put his mug on it, noticing that everything felt different in a corset. But he was right; I was getting used to it. My breathing was all up in my thorax, but I was getting enough air. Still, the restriction, and my burning ass, and the scene upstairs, and every moment since we'd come through the door had me at a level of arousal that was very difficult to ignore. My pelvis pressed itself forward into the counter, then I pulled back. No. None of that. The chain caught my ankles and I caught the counter for balance. I'd forgotten the new restriction and my undignified new gait. Worse than crawling in front of him; I'd begun to get used to that a little, to the animal quality of it, and the feeling of his eyes burning on my rear end. Now I had to actually face him as I shuffled and minced and tripped. Was there any possible way to move gracefully like this? I doubted it. But every halting, hampered step communicated itself up the sinews of my legs, like hidden cords tugging at my cunt. 
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The sliding doors to the back looked out onto a deck that was shaded with an overhead trellis of some kind. Weaving through it were thick branches not yet fully in leaf; an arbour then. Beneath it sat a sturdy lawn chair, and a small table holding three shallow-dished plants. Bonsais. There was the one with red clusters sprouting, the one he'd been working on behind my back while I stood in the corner steeping in sore humiliation. I glanced back at the corner, which though now clean and smoothly painted, looked like it was ready for me any time. 

The rest of the yard was long, with a high privacy fence all around. It was full of plants and bushes, pale green, well short of their summer foliage. 

A bit wild looking. I wondered whether I'd get to go out there much. Not dressed this way, presumably. 

The corset's embrace felt like his big arms crushing me. And I had to admit that I loved it. Still, I could easily imagine that at some point I might, indeed, want it off. Would he release me from it then? What if he didn't? I'd never be able to get it off on my own, not without him knowing. Lacing it up again the same way would be impossible. I felt my back, curious to know what was stopping me from releasing the straps and undoing the corset. 

There were no buckles, only those narrow metal rectangles, not entirely flat but slightly raised like tunnels, through which the straps passed. After a moment's exploration I located a keyhole in one of them. I was really locked in this thing. Really, truly locked and without a key. I took a fast, restricted breath, fought down my reactions, and decided to stick with the moment. 

Despite my ineptitude with food, I did at least know how he liked his coffee – cream, no sugar – and I carried the tray in with great care, step by tiny, jingling step. He seemed to be adding up receipts. An offhand voice said, "On your knees." His thumb flipped up another page; he added another figure. I sank down gingerly, my eyes glued to the mug, very much afraid of a spill on the expensive-looking Indian rug beneath my feet. But I managed. 

To my surprise, once he'd taken a sip he put the mug back on the tray, and went on with his work. I froze there, arms half extended, waiting for directions. None were forthcoming. After a minute he took another sip, and replaced the mug again, and I got it. I had been servant/slave, now I was furniture. Table space. I tried to keep as still as possible. 

The desk was even bigger than I'd thought. It had looked lightweight from a distance, almost like wicker, because it was more or less that colour, 129 



 As She’s Told – Anneke Jacob 

and was supported by a kind of lattice work – narrow, vertical amber-coloured slats. But it was solid wood. He had a two-drawer filing cabinet under it on the left, and a wide shallow drawer in the middle, and that was it. 

I had the feeling he'd built it himself; it was the right height for him. 

His computer was on, some financial program. I felt a weird – no, an utterly mundane impulse to check out what kind of software he had, an urge to check my e-mail. Nerd that I was, I probably hadn't gone half a day without touching a computer in years. Most days I'd spent hours on there. 

Now it was off-limits without permission. I couldn't quite take this in. Not that I didn't believe him; Anders always meant what he said. I just couldn't get my head around such a loss of autonomy; not all at once. 

He took up the mug again, took a longer sip, and looked at me for a moment as he set it down. His hand brushed my cheek before he went back to the keyboard. The meaning was clear. Good girl. 

Apparently if I just did as he told me and nothing else, I'd please him. 

This small success gave me a bit of a glow, and gave my tiring arms a boost. 

But another discomfort was growing, something I was trying to suppress because I wasn't sure how I'd get to deal with it. Would he unlock the ankle chain so I could get upstairs to the bathroom? Or would I have to creep up the stairs somehow? 

At last, when he switched from the financial program to a PDF form that said City of Toronto at the top, I ventured to whisper, "Master?" 

"Yes?" 

"I have to – may I go to the bathroom, please?" 

"What do you need to do there?" 

"I need to pee." 

"Then you can use the chamber pot. There." He pointed at a squat white covered enamel bowl by the wall, in the shadow of a small table. On the table was a tissue box. 

Oh, god. I'd seen the thing but it hadn't entered in. The tray was lifted off my hands. I could feel my face burning at the thought of squatting over that pot in plain view. The word "but…" was at my lips, but I bit it off; a conditioned reflex by now. By this time I knew that there was absolutely no percentage in questioning his orders, or in anything at all other than instant obedience. My hands went to the floor and I crept slowly up to the thing. 

Positioning myself over it was an agony of awkwardness, the ankle chain 130 
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helping not at all. And then I couldn't let it go for ages. I was almost in tears by the time I finally managed it. 

I covered the pot and crept back to him, head down, unable to meet his eye. He gently pulled my head against his side. "It'll get easier, girl. You'll see." I buried my face in his shirt, but I could hear the amusement in his voice. "Before long you'll be completely housetrained." I wailed indignantly and tried to pull my head back, but he held it in a tight grip under one arm. 

The other hand went to my breast and stroked soothingly. "Ssshh… easy, now… that's the girl…" I gave up my momentary struggle, feeling both lulled and humiliated. He was talking to me as if I was a flighty domestic animal. Which I suppose was the idea. 

Housetrained… the word reverberated, racketing back and forth between the bones of my skull. In this house no clothes, no autonomy…. Be what I make you…. That wasn't going to be as easy as I'd thought. I was afraid...what was I afraid of? Stupid question; what wasn't I afraid of? 

He was still stroking me. I sighed. After a minute he released my head. 

"Under the desk, now, girl. I have to get some work done." The chair rolled back, one foot went up on the desk, and the other was used to gently shove me toward the opening. And under I went. No thought, no argument; I just did it. This of all things felt quite natural: to be at his feet. 

It was a twilight world under there. Strips of light came through the lattice, which now, of course, resembled a cage. I was on the room side; the filing cabinet filled the side by the window. I could just see a little space behind it, past his feet. On my side the lattice continued along the front of the desk, up to the drawer in the middle and the space for Anders' legs. 

Caged on three sides, master's legs on the fourth. 

I could see the living room and kitchen quite well. One-inch spaces, one-inch slats. Wood surfaces sanded but unfinished on this side. No splinters. Hard, cool, clean floor beneath my knees; the rug didn't go this far. 

The surface above my head forced me to crouch. But when I sat instead of kneeling I could just sit up. I touched the lath gently with one finger, ran a finger down it. Pushed. Pushed harder. No movement; solid. This man built everything like rock. After a while I leaned tentatively against his leg, and felt his hand briefly in my hair. So I stayed there, up against the warmth of him, and was happy. Listened to the keyboard sounds above me. Mouse clicks. He made a phone call, checking on someone's supply of 131 
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underdecking, whatever that was. When his leg shifted I lay down on the floor. The corset made it hard to curl up. 

I hadn't exactly gotten a lot of sleep the night before, and the dim light could have been soporific; still, I was wide awake. Looking at the very large shoe in front of me (size 14). Wondering if he'd mind if I kissed it. Thinking about the job I was starting on Monday, and how Anders might control me beyond these walls, as he was clearly planning to do. I hoped there'd be no conflict between the demands of the job and Anders' demands. Given how he'd handled me through school, probably not. But would I be able to use a computer at work without getting into trouble? I'd have to. 

I'd had four interviews and two offers, one from a Toronto historical archive, the other from an environmental coalition's information centre. I still felt wistful about that archive job, with its subject matter safely in the past, its demands measured and scholarly. Helping people dig out material from past centuries: curious and mundane fragments of everyday life. But the hours were sporadic, and Anders said it was below my level of qualifications, which I had to admit was true. So instead of burying myself in nineteenth-century property assessment rolls, I'd be dealing with global warming, deforestation, and activists who needed their facts served up fast and hardhitting. All of which pushed my anxiety buttons like you would not believe. Fortunately it was only part-time, and I'd be able to bury myself back in the house in the afternoons. 

The phone rang against the wood above me, making me jump. I listened to Anders' business voice, his polite silence. 

"No," he said. "I can't do that; we're booked." A sigh. "No, I told you, we can't add any more to that contract. I've got to be out by the 23rd. I could schedule it for August." He paused, and then went on. "Because we're booked to do a job somewhere else." The feet stretched forward, and crossed. "Well, I appreciate that, but money's not the issue; I've got a schedule and I have to stick to it, or I'm screwing everyone else right down the line." Pause. "Yes, other contractors do it. And as a result they don't show up when they say they will." His voice shifted to a lighter tone. "By all means, find someone else to look after it." He said, "Good luck," under his breath as the phone went down. 

He leaned down, took me by the chain between my nipples and drew me out steadily until he had me on my feet. I looked at him to see if the phone 132 
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conversation had put him out of temper, but there was no sign of it. He sent me off to scrub vegetables and set the table – one place setting, of course. I did get smacked, but that was because the potatoes weren't clean enough. At last I obeyed a pointing finger and knelt down in the middle of the floor. 

"Over to that mat, now, out of my way." I crept over to a mat in the corner, and felt his fingers on my collar, locking something to the ring at the back. My eyes followed the chain back to a ring at the wall; I was tethered again. With longing, I watched his long, triangular back and the muscles in his arms, listened to all the chopping and sizzling, smelled the savoury stuff he was cooking. Looked forward to the feeding ritual: kneeling at his side and being fed from his hand. 

Anders turned with something bright red and rectangular, and set it down in front of me. A dog dish. Cubed bits of food in one side, water in the other. I felt a deep flush sweep its way upward as I stared at the dish. I wanted to shut my eyes, but couldn't. Couldn't move either. I felt him pull my hands behind my back and lock them there. My eyes remained locked to the red thing on the floor. 

I was aware of him standing over me, watching. I was supposed to crouch down, put my face into that dish and eat from it. He expected that. 

Obedience, without delay. And I wanted to obey. I needed to obey. I needed more than anything to do what I was told. I would eat from the dish, I'd obey. I just couldn't move. 

He crouched down next to me, his hand on my shoulder. "What's the matter, girl?" 

I stared at the dish. "I don't know," I whispered. "I will – I just can't – “ 

“Yes, you will. Start now." 

I managed to close my eyes for a moment, but the dish was burned into my retinas, this time in green. I was still locked in an immobility I couldn't understand. Why this? Why accept everything else and not this? But I couldn't. 

"Do you need some help?" His voice was quiet, but I could hear the undertones. I managed a slight nod. He went away and he came back, and there was a swishing noise and a line of fire across my ass that made me scream. I stumbled forward on my knees, released from my paralysis, felt another strike and had my nose down in the dish, and I was crying around my mouthful when the third one descended. He watched me for a little, cane 133 
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in hand, and then leaned down and drew his fingers through the lake that was my cunt. Then those fingers were at my lips. I licked up my juices, sauce for the food in my dish. Plenty of tears for the salt. 


*** 

 "On the couch now, girl, next to me." 
Next to him? What now? I didn't believe he was going to let me sit with him and watch TV, even with my hands still locked behind me. I was drawn down and arranged on my back with my feet toward him. Thought so. He linked my ankles on short chains to rings at each side of my waist; the corset had a variety of such hardware. A cord, something elastic, from each ankle to each nipple ring held my flexed legs just a little bit tighter – just enough, as I soon discovered, to make each convulsive kick punishing, while the chains to my waist stopped me short of any damage. 

Mostly he read. Something called The Grape Grower: Guide to Organic Viticulture. And though it was a good-sized book, one huge hand was enough to keep it steady. With the other, casual and cruel, he pinched, tormented and teased me. Long hard pinches on my labia. Tufts of pubic hair twisted and steadily pulled. Sudden semi-painful flicks on clit and anus. 

After involuntarily yanking my nipples more than once I tried to stay still, but it was no use. He made sure I writhed, gasped, and writhed again. 

When my whimpers and yelps took on the shape of words I got my thigh smacked, hard. "Who gave you permission to speak?" He rolled me off the couch onto my knees and I crouched there, face to the floor, unable to move. To my relief I felt him release the nipple cords. 

"Go to the chest in the front hall. Open the bottom drawer." 

I suppressed a groan and lurched forward on my tightly flexed knees, unable even to raise my butt much off the ground due to the ankle chains, burning with humiliation. The spots between my legs that had received his attentions ached and throbbed. When I had struggled all the way to the chest, it was necessary to crouch down and put my breasts to the floor in order to get my mouth low enough to grasp one of the knobs. Then, because I was pulling only from one side, it stuck. I had to shuffle sideways, crouch down, get my teeth onto the other knob and shuffle backwards again. Again it stuck. Back and forth once more, till I could grasp the middle edge with my mouth. All the while aware of my master watching this dreadful performance. In the course of one go from right to left my cunt brushed the 134 
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ground, and I lingered…. I heard a deep growl of warning from behind me; 

"Maia!" and hastily I lifted my tail off the floor. 

When the drawer at last was wide, I saw it was full of s/m gear, neatly stowed. Coiled straps, whips, lengths of chain. "Bring me the gag, girl, the one with the red ball. You might as well get that into your mouth right now." 

This required some awkward manoeuvring, but at last I had other things out of the way and my mouth above the ball. I opened wide and pressed my face down over it, felt it slip behind my teeth, the strap not quite straight. I tried unsuccessfully to shift it round with my tongue, straightened up, turned and began to shuffle back to my master. 

"Close the drawer!" came the impatient command. I turned back and obeyed, head down. I'd never been gagged before. I'd been forbidden to speak often enough, and even during conversations when it seemed I could say anything, I'd always watched carefully for the moment when permission would be withdrawn. This was different. A thing in my mouth that pressed down on my tongue and rendered me dumb. He adjusted it and buckled the strap tightly, pulling it deep into my mouth. Then he rearranged me on the couch as before, not forgetting the nipple cords, and returned to his amusements. 

When my back was arched and my legs were trembling, straining toward the next touch, no matter how painful, he said, "That's enough of that," and dumped me unceremoniously on the floor again. One long leg made use of me as a foot rest. I spent a long while with my forehead to the wood grain, gradually simmering down. I was no longer sure that one more flick or pinch would tip me over the precipice. It might have taken two or three. 
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Chapter Ten 

His Own Thing 




Anders stood over his girl where he had placed her, curled on her side, her hands before her face, wrists linked to the headboard. His hands ran over the skin that was fine taut silk, over the marks from the corset, the day's welts. He felt the body respond: a cat-like curl, a flinch; closing in, opening again. She was his. Really his. His own thing. 

His own thing. A very old ballad with those words began playing solemnly in his head, and he hummed along. Lyrics of a man in love, wishing for the woman to be his "ain thing." Given gender relations in the sixteenth century, once he'd got her she would have become more or less his property. The chains less literal than the ones he used, but much more legal. 

Like that first hour in which he had explored Maia's flesh, Anders was once again the proprietor, the squire. Lord of the manor, in fact. His hands touched intimately over his terrain. He'd had an impact since then, he thought wryly. Ploughed up some furrows, changed the locks on some of the landmarks. Mastery. 

But there was something mysterious still about the warm, silent flesh, this body that was quiescent, but vibrating from its core. He thought about the entity beneath his hands, the strange intellect that lived beneath the thick dark curls, inaccessible, separated by bone and flesh and a system of nerves and synapses with no physical link to his own. No matter how he dominated this being beneath his hands, no matter how thoroughly he invaded and occupied, that separation would not be bridged. He would know her by words and signs; maybe pheromones: guesswork. Anders suddenly wanted nothing less than telepathy. He wanted to infiltrate the mind beneath the curls, link to it nerve by nerve, and take her over from within. 

How much more at peace they would be, if only he could do this! For he sensed that not only would he feel his ownership more secure, but some of her fears would be assuaged, if only he could reassure her in some way that was beyond doubt. 

But they weren't inhabiting some science fiction tale; no minds conjoining. They were doomed to be always reaching, but never quite there. 

Perhaps in time they would know each other so well that mind reading 136 
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would be what it felt like. If they were lucky. For now he had to know her by words and signals, by vibrations and responses. He stood, and saw her watching his face. Searching for signals. 

Light out, he snuggled in behind her and took a breast in his hand. After a minute he murmured, "Tell me what happened when I fed you." He didn't mean a recitation of events. 

She turned her face further from him, and after a pause whispered, "I'm sorry – Master – I don't know…. Just so scared….” 

“Of what?" 

She shivered, and after a long moment said something indistinguishable. 

"What?" 

He counted five long breaths before he heard the almost inaudible whisper. "That you'd despise me." 

He tightened his hold on her, kissed her shoulder, her hair. "Little one, people don't despise their pets; why should I despise you?" She groaned and snuffled a little, her face buried in the pillow. A sound part protest, part frightened animal. Anders propped himself onto an elbow and turned her face toward him, searching it in the dim light. The dark eyes were shadowy pools, two anxious sparks shimmering. Gently, he stroked a brow with his thumb. 

"You're afraid I'll go too far. That I'll end up with contempt for my own creation." 

Her mouth twisted. Eyes closed, opened, stared at him. 

"You'll have to trust me. That won't happen." 

She whispered again. "Even if I'm an animal…" Her lids fell, the sparks were hidden. 

"Crawling… grovelling… filthy…?" 

He smiled. "I'll keep you reasonably clean, don't worry." 

The eyes went wide. Her breath was ragged, her eyes still dark with fear, and with something else. Suddenly he scented her like an animal in the dark; his own body urgently oriented itself to the source. At a touch he felt a ripple deep in her belly, and then another. Her whisper came thickly to him out of the dark, begging reassurance. "You do want me – like that?” 

“Yes." His grip tightened. "That's exactly how I want you." His cock found her, pushed into her from behind. "No human rights, no dignity. Get used to it, girl. Or not; it doesn't much matter. That's the way it's going to 137 
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be." 

He nudged her to elbows and knees, and held her nipples hard against the sheet, keeping her in place as his hips shoved her forward, impinging on welted flesh. Her struggles against his belly and chest incited primal urges, urges to bite and thrust. Teeth on her shoulder, he plunged the soft, slippery, convulsing depths of her, felt her shudder and spasm. The chain's rattle and yank in his ears provided a counterpoint to her repressed, irrepressible cries. 


*** 

 Despite the chain, the soreness, the cataclysmic nature of the day, I dropped into sleep like a rock falling off the end of a pier. And I didn't dream at all. At some point in the night I half woke, tried to turn over, and found myself hampered by an apparent inability to move my hands, and by a big arm over me, my breast held in its grip. I subsided again. 
When I surfaced the next time I was conscious enough to be afraid of disturbing him, but managed to wriggle onto my other side, stopping at every rattle of the chain. His sleepy arm gathered me in again, the hand this time grasping a sore buttock. Snuggling, I slept until light edged the windows. When I opened my eyes, Anders was lying face up beside me, his head thrown back a little. 

I examined his profile in the growing light. The gleaming hair was muted in shadows, and the eyes with their agate depths were hidden. It was a powerful face stripped to its basics, like the last portrait of a king rendered in stone on his sarcophagus. A primitive kind of awe stirred in me. What was he? Something beyond me. Harder than flesh and blood; some other order of being. 

Then the eyes rolled beneath their lids and the chest rose to take a deeper breath, breaking the stony spell. A live hand beneath the blanket found my thigh, and the body rolled toward me. The other hand fumbled the fallen covers up over my shoulder and took a proprietorial grip on my arm. 

Suddenly the eyes with their depths were open and searching. His hand moved to test the chain and feel over the cuffs, and when these met with approval he fingered my shoulders. I was a little stiff from the restriction, and sighed as his fingers eased them. He sat up, pulled the covers off and looked me over for a minute or so. Then he went off to the bathroom. 

Shivering a bit, I wriggled over onto my other side, and wondered what Sunday morning in a slave-owning household would be like. Would we read 138 
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the paper, him at the table reading the political news, me with the comics on the floor? I grinned. Croissants? I was hungry. There'd been croissants in Story of O, and, come to think of it, Carrie and Jonathan had devoured them in Safe Word. But this wasn't Paris, or even Montréal; there was no boulangerie just round the corner. Damn. 

Anders returned and trundled me off to the bathroom. The tub was a big, squarish enclosure with more than enough room for both of us. A piece of nylon rope hung from the ceiling and I submitted meekly as he fastened my wrists above my head. Then I watched, biting my lip, as the soap slid down his long body. Down between muscle and muscle, bone and tendon, belly and thigh. He was humming the same tune as the night before. It had been new to me, but sounded old; something slow and solemn. The occasional ricochet of water got me in the face; I wiped my eyes as best I could on my upper arms. When he was done with himself he turned to me, and I submitted blissfully to being soaped and stroked and handled. His song had words now. "An thou were my ain thing, I would love thee, I would love thee…" 

I'd never heard the words from him before; there'd been no need, really, because despite all my fears I'd never had a doubt of it. It figured, though, that he'd use a piece of music to put words to it. In response I kissed all the places I could reach. 

Then the first part of the phrase sank in and I looked up in astonishment. 

He stopped singing. "What?" he said. 

"Your own thing?" 

"Yes, indeed. Don't tell me this is news to you." His arms slipped around my waist and pulled me hard against him, his tight skin warm and slippery. His mouth was stern, but his eyes looked happy. 

"Of course not, Master, but – " I sucked in a steamy breath, and said into his chest, "it's odd, because – I've been thinking about the same – words like that for weeks. You know the tale of Patient Griselda?" 

He leaned back and wiped some water from his face. "I know roughly, but I don't think I ever read it. Chaucer, isn't it? Why?" 

I told him the words Patient Griselda used: 'I am thine owen thing, werketh after thy will.' We both looked at each other, a little bemused, the water drumming around us. 

Finally he said, "It's weird enough, you know, that we both have 139 
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anything in our heads that dates before 1800. 1950 would be the limit for most people. That we both hit on that phrase…." 

"Spooky." 

He kissed my forehead, and for a moment pressed his head to mine, temple to temple, as if trying to listen to my thoughts. At that moment they had something to do with my desire to lick him from his toes to his eyelids. 

He might have read my mind on that one, but I doubt he had to. 

Straightening up, there was that dancing light in his eye; something had amused him. Then he unhooked the rope from the ceiling and held it while he pushed me to my knees. I sucked his huge, water-tasting cock with my bound hands high against him, my eyes closed against errant spray. Trying to give him every sweetness of suction, every delicacy of tongue and lips. 

And then I opened my throat and gave up any vestige of self-will. That was my purpose in that moment – to be an adjunct to his body, a vessel, a kind of utensil. A thing. And I wanted more than anything to be a good one. Perhaps it was just the bathroom acoustics, but I think by the sound of his orgasm I did well. 

This time I accepted the humiliation of the dog dish with barely a whimper. I was still mortified at what I was doing, but I wasn't quite so afraid of his contempt. My fear had taken another direction. The cane was still propped in the corner near my head, its threat anything but idle. Its tracks were still painfully livid on my behind, each one swelling much wider than the cane's slim profile. The night before I had wanted desperately to obey him, to exercise a choice to do what would please him, and that motive wasn't gone. But this morning there was no choice. The inescapable physical compulsion made my decision for me. 

I felt the chain slide cool and heavy across my back as I crouched before the dish. The cane hovered in my peripheral vision. The house was soundproof. My master, who loved me, also did exactly what he liked with me. He outweighed me by a factor of two, and in strength by far more. He held all the implements and all the keys. I pulled gently at my locked wrists, settled, despite my fear, into a sense of security as reassuring as gravity, and lowered my face into my scrambled eggs. 


*** 

 The lengths of strap beyond the locks would have to go, Anders decided. The extra leather was raising the profile too high. But how much of 140 
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them? "Does your size change at all through your cycle?" he asked her, tugging at a loose end. Maia stood with arms above her head, swaying slightly at the end of her chain. The luminous dark eyes startled a little and regained some focus. A network of dark straps enclosed her lush little torso; they pressed wide and hard into waist and chest, surrounded breasts and buttocks. Her vulva swelled between the straps that outlined it. She hadn't uttered more than faint groans since the process began. 

She swallowed. "Not much. If at all. I don't notice any. But – " She looked down at herself, swayed her hips experimentally. "— I don't normally have to deal with such small tolerances." She smiled faintly. 

"Well, we'll leave a notch or two of leeway for now. You're about mid-cycle, yes?" 

A pause for thought, an attempt at a deep breath that was cut short by the harness. "Yes." Anders marked straps, removed, cut, refinished, replaced, tightened, adjusted. Pressed the locks home. He snapped thin formed leather into place over her breasts, making a bra of sorts. Then he released her and tried dresses on her, one by one; stood back to examine the effect, had her walk and stoop and shift the piles of books he'd brought in for the purpose. He frowned as he set aside one of his favourites, the russet one that she'd been wearing when they met. It was too thin and soft to conceal the harness. So was the blue jersey. Another had too wide a neck, and a fourth was too short for safety. They'd need to do some shopping. As he adjusted the shoulders of the last dress, their eyes met in the mirror. He raised his right hand solemnly. "I swear I never played with Barbie dolls." 

A grin flickered at the corner of her mouth, and she opened her mouth, then closed it again. 

He raised an eyebrow. "You might as well say it; go on." 

Her expression in the mirror was both sly and apprehensive. "Just thinking perhaps you were making up for lost time." 

He ran his hand up beneath the back of the dress and pinched her, making her yelp. "Yup, no question about it. Lego was never like this." He stroked her ass and the straps that demarcated ass from thigh. "Not like this," 

he said again, stroking the deep curves between the straps. Skin like hot, welted satin. Stroking it was nearly a hypnotic experience. "Tha's got an arse," he rumbled, attempting a rural English accent, "as a man loves in 'is guts. Especially in harness. I feel like a perverted D.H. Lawrence." 
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She laughed, and then sighed and flinched and sighed again. He ran a light hand across the hair of her cunt and watched her eyes start to glaze over again. 

"No, now, that's enough. Let's see you move." She worked at his command, and he watched for harness showing through, accompanied her up and down stairs, and at last was satisfied. 

"Okay, we're going to do a dry run downtown, the route you'll take to work. Let's go." He rapidly unlocked her collar and cuffs, had her put on sandals and shepherded her out the door. On the doorstep he felt her hand anxiously gripping his. He didn't need to look at her face to know how scared she was at the sudden transition. They stopped on the porch and he gave her a minute to adjust. 

The sun shone through gaps in the clouds that covered most of the sky and reflected in the windows opposite. Pale leaves were flickering in the breeze. Anders looked down at Maia's tense face. 

"It's all right," he said. "No one will know." 

"How about…" 

"What?" 

"Wind under my skirt?" 

"Too narrow." 

She ran her hand carefully down her narrow dress. "Someone brushing up against me on the streetcar?" 

"They'd have to be feeling you up before they'd know anything." 

"Are you sure?" 

"I'm sure. No one will know." 

She bit her lip. "I'll know." 

"Yes, you will, won't you?" 

"Will I wear this – every day?" 

"Probably. Or something worse." He smiled benignly at her. He loved watching her adjust to his inflictions. 

"What if I – can't concentrate?" 

"You'll have to learn. You'll manage." He ran his fingers over one cheek, then gave her ear a little tug. "I'm not letting you out the door without it. So I'm afraid you'll just have to figure out how to deal with it." 

She murmured acquiescence in accepted form: "Yes, master," and lowered her eyes, but her hand didn't relax its grip. 
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They walked down toward the streetcar stop. Half a block away they heard the rumble of the approaching car, and he pulled her into a run. Not much of a run; more of a light scurry in her case. Still, she was panting when he steered her into a seat at the back. She gave him a look more plaintive than reproachful. 

He smiled blandly at her. "It's Sunday. Not many streetcars. Grab 'em while you can." He put an arm around her shoulder. "Anything hurt?" 

Maia took a few quick breaths. "No, just – really – tight." She wriggled slightly, and arched her back just a little, trying the limits of her bondage. 

Quickly she gave up the attempt, placed a trembling, tentative hand on his thigh, and gave him a sidelong look. He immediately took possession of the hand. 

He had been looking forward to this from the first moment of their acquaintance. Sending her out into the world apparently free, but in fact thoroughly harnessed and restrained. Locked up, yet vulnerably naked beneath her dress. Demure on the surface, utterly, wantonly packaged beneath. And having to cope with it all. 

A quick glance around assured him there was no one within earshot if he kept his voice down. "I expect you to go straight to that stop each morning, and straight to work; no side trips. Same in the other direction. If you think you need to do anything else, you'll have to get permission from me beforehand. Preferably well in advance. If something urgent comes up you can call me for permission, but it'd better be important." 

She nodded acquiescence. Usually once she knew the rules there was some release of tension, but not this time. 

"Something's worrying you." 

"I – yes. I'll have to use a computer at work. Is that – okay?" 

"Of course. How else could you do your job?" 

"What about e-mail?" 

"Yes, you can access your e-mail at work. Home also; I'm not cutting you off. I was going to let you check it this evening. I think every other day is enough. And I'm not giving you more than fifteen minutes." 

"That's plenty. I just don't want to lose touch with Po Ling and Heather." She relaxed, and he ran a finger back and forth across the inside of her wrist. 

"Nikki's calling you at work tomorrow?" 
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She nodded. "I told her you said it was okay to call us at home, but she 

– thinks it's better…." 

"She thinks it's better to talk to you when you're not directly under my thumb. That's all right. Though I doubt you'll have a lot of time for personal calls. At least of her variety. You might have to cut her short." 

She looked up at him a little shyly. "I'm glad that you're not worried about – about my talking to people." 

He raised his eyebrows. "I'm a possessive, controlling son of a bitch, but I'm not crazy. You can talk to whoever you like." He smiled a little. "What you do and where you go is a different story." 

They were at Parliament now, and new passengers were walking down the aisle toward them. He stroked firmly down her side, feeling the straps, pulling her close. They got off a couple of stops past the university, and walked up the street to the Healthy Environments Coalition Information Centre. This occupied a house converted for the purpose, and had funding insufficient to remain open on weekends. Part-time staff was a tradition, a convenience for staff with school-age children, and a convenience also for the administration, which in this way avoided paying benefits. Maia had expressed guilt about depriving some working mother of an ideal job, a scruple that Anders had firmly quashed. 

He looked at his watch. "You should be able to make it home by one-thirty. One-forty-five if the streetcar's delayed or something. How does it feel now?" 

The calm expression she'd assumed for public consumption wavered slightly. "Almost as scary as before." 

"Almost but not quite? That's good. And physically?" 

"Still tight. I see what you meant when you said I – wouldn't draw a free breath." She exhaled what air she had through a wry smile. 

"You got it," he said cheerily "Any chafing?" 

"Maybe. Inside thigh, on the right. Feels a little tighter than the left." 

"I'll check it when we get home." They headed back. 

The streetcar back was long in coming, and fairly full, so they had to stand until Yonge Street. Anders took a few steps back and took in his slave from a little distance. She looked composed: a small, pretty, high-breasted girl in a green dress and sandals. No sign of the turmoil, the intense arousal, the fear he knew roiled beneath the surface; none that a stranger would 144 



 As She’s Told – Anneke Jacob 

notice, anyway. Just a faint shifting from side to side, easily explained by tired feet or the motion of the streetcar. A very slight sheen of perspiration on the slender neck. 

Further instructions were murmured as they approached the house arm in arm. "Kneel as soon as the door is closed and locked behind you." Anders watched carefully as she obeyed. "Take off everything that can be taken off, fold it neatly and put it in here." He opened the narrow hall closet, pointed at the low shelves he'd installed. 

Maia removed her sandals and dress and put them away. "These also," 

he said. He pointed to the thin leather breast coverings, which she unsnapped from the surrounding straps with some difficulty, and set on a shelf. He stood and feasted his eyes for a long moment. "Good. Close the closet door. 

Make sure you hear a click." She pressed it home. "It's locked now. All your clothes will be locked up, do you understand?" He saw the significance of this sink in and reflect in the glance she gave him. 

"All right, come forward now." He pointed to the floor in front of the built-in bench, and she crawled forward a few feet, past the open inner door. 

"You'll find your collar and cuffs on the bench. Put them on before you do anything else." 

As she fumbled with the unfamiliar hardware, he added, "You'll put on everything else I lay out here as well. And I'll leave instructions for you to follow." 

The collar clicked. She looked up. 

"You don't move from this spot until you've followed the instructions. 

Most of what I lay out you'll put on right away, and lock. There might be some things you'll come back and put on later. Understand?" 

"Yes… I think so, master, but how will I know … when to come back?" 

"It'll be quite clear in the instructions. After you've finished certain chores, for instance, or at a specific time." He nodded toward the next ankle, and she worked away at the cuffs. When they were all in place, he squatted down next to her. "Now, in case you're wondering how I'm going to enforce all this, let me point something out to you." He turned her face up toward the juncture of wall and ceiling and pointed at a pale little object there. "See what that is?" It took her a moment. "A webcam?" 

"That's right." He watched her face. "I'll know the time you walk in the door, and what you do when you get here. There are several more 145 
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throughout the house." 

Her chest was heaving rapidly against the harness. "I won't disobey you. 

Honestly, master." 

He got to his feet, and slipped a finger through the ring at her throat. 

"I'm sure you'll try to be good, little one. This will help. And I'll feel much happier knowing that you're where I expect you to be, safe and secure." 

He felt her nuzzle forward to kiss his palm. 

She wasn't objecting. She was grateful. 
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Chapter Eleven 

Zero Degrees of Freedom 




    >Congratulations! I will withhold all bothersome doubts and Cassandra mutterings, and offer applause only. 

   >Mange tak, Karl. But a hundred fatalistic forebears couldn't bring me down right now. She's mine, she's installed, it's unfolding just as I planned. That's enough. 

   >neighbours may wonder  

   >I doubt it. Fortunately the nearest neighbours are yuppie working couples. Not the type for coffee klatches. There's no pressure to get involved here. It's actually harder to find a sense of community in this city than to avoid one. I've been careful not to interact, or they'll be dropping by asking me for renovations advice and free help. Not that I would mind, but I'd rather they don't come to the door. They will start to wonder if they see Maia go in and then get no answer to their ring. 

   >there is a couple here who use similar restrictions, but she works from home (naked and chained to her desk, they tell me). 

   >Very nice. I thought of that, but this is a good job for her; challenging but well within her capabilities. The subject matter is challenging for her also; it will do her no harm to face some reality, maybe develop a thicker skin. And I think it's better for her to be out of the house on a regular schedule. 

   >She is comfortable to be alone and locked? 

   >Seems to be. Safety looks like being more my worry than hers. SSC 

 types would take me apart, of course, for leaving her without access to an emergency key or whatever. I'm all for safety, but let's face it, politically-correct SSC is totally deadening. For me anyway, it's a blanket of wet cement over anything significant. I'm reducing the risk to the smallest level possible within the range of what I'm after. Inspecting wiring and sprinkler systems monthly. Alarms, all that. Statistically, she's probably safer locked up at home, even without an escape route, than out crossing the street. 

   >Your German friend is out of town again. His machine says end of June. 

   >Shit. No wonder he's not answering emails. 
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   >I saw Ole's and it was very fine. I think you will find it best to wait and be patient. 

   >You're probably right, damn it. I'll have to see what Graham can do in the meantime. 

   > the sweetness of her; I can't describe it, even when she is being punished, especially when she is being punished. 

   > What do you mean by this? At first it sounded obvious and bland, but this word sweet seems to have many meanings; it is following my thoughts. 

   >I told you, it's hard to describe. In no way bland. Apparently simple, but in reality complex and flavourful. She changes over time; a kind of ripening. At the moment, tart and slippery. Like mango. 

   >She turns and opens to me as if she can't help it. Even though she's afraid. Even though she doesn't know what I will do to her next, whether it will be a blow or a caress. She struggles, and sometimes she fails, and I force and enforce. Still, she tries, using all her will to give up to my will. 

   >This is a shy, introverted woman, Karl, making a tremendous effort not to hide or protect herself. I don't mean physically, though naturally she has to do that, too. I mean trust, and so much vulnerability. Strange, sweet. 

 It takes an effort to focus on anything else. I can hardly keep my hands off her. She is under the desk at my feet as I'm typing this. More later. 


*** 

 The weeks that followed, as might be expected, were utterly disorienting and bizarre. 
At home, I had no autonomy, none. Everything that took place, everything I did was determined for me, moment by moment. Zero degrees of freedom. But at work I had more responsibility than I'd ever had in my life. Naturally, I'd had summer and weekend jobs, but always in very junior positions. Now I was officially a professional, and although the information centre had plenty of routines and standard practices to follow, I was expected to take care of things. After the first few days, apart from some occasional help from Information Studies students doing the same sorts of routine work I'd done in the past, I was on my own. The contrast to my life with Anders was bewildering. I had to keep reorienting myself, from passive to active and back again. Actually, 'reorienting' is a mild word for the experience. It felt more like a wrenching redirection of the persona. Luckily 148 
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I had the streetcar rides to provide at least a little bit of transition time. 

And then, of course, at work, just as I would start to adjust and get into my job, I'd move without thinking or try to take a deep breath, and suddenly my hands would tremble and my insides would surge. I'd feel Anders holding me, manipulating me, body and mind, like the thing that I was. Then I'd have to force an impassive expression onto my face, and pretend that I existed only in the time and place where I stood. 

Apparently some people with mild schizophrenia are quite aware that their hallucinations aren't real, and manage to function normally by simply ignoring them. I seemed to have no choice but to do the same thing. 

Each day became a surreal juxtaposition of oddly-assorted segments. 

The morning ritual developed into a tightly-scheduled routine in which Anders shifted me from one bondage to the next – chained to the bed, to the ceiling, to the wall – while he washed and fed and harnessed me. Every morning I was led from one place to another in lockstep, with no more than a foot or two of leeway at the end of my leash. 

Every morning I hunkered down on the floor in front of that red dish and felt, as I was meant to feel, like a dumb beast. A dumb beast that was capable of knowing its own humiliation. I got food on my face, in my hair till he tied it back, even on the mat. I was routinely told off and smacked for the mess, for trying to speak when I was supposed to be eating, for failing to have my bowl clean and well-licked by the time he was finished. At the end of each meal he'd come at my woebegone face with a big cloth, engulf and swab it, scolding all the while. 

Upstairs, he reduced me down in another way, squeezing the breath from me as he pulled the harness tight. This wasn't as limiting overall as the corset; I could bend more easily, get my back into things. But it constricted every breath, every move. 

The only things I was allowed to do for myself in the mornings were washing and blow drying my hair (Anders kept an eye on me but said he wasn't going to take the Barbie thing that far), brushing my teeth and putting on the outward, public layer – stockings, dress, shoes. No makeup. At his request I had shown him what I looked like in the minimal makeup I sometimes wore, and he decided I looked better without it. 

There was a moment of transition when he unlocked the collar, and took off the cuffs, if he hadn't already. Then I was out the door, ostensibly free. I 149 
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could use my limbs, walk without orders or a leash, choose to step this way or that around a puddle. I could walk down the street, get on a streetcar and go to work, just like a normal person. The bondage I was in wasn't visible to the naked eye. (Good thing those x-ray glasses in the old comics never worked.) No one could tell, either, that I had in my small bag exactly two tokens, a small ring of keys, a cellphone, and some ID in case I fell under a bus. 

I piloted my weird, divided self through the information centre doors and on into work, and did my best there. The trick was to focus on what was in front of me and try to minimize input from the rest of my senses. I distanced as best I could from the bound and vulnerable slave's body beneath my clothes, kept a straight, professional face, and handed over to the afternoon shift at one o'clock. Then I walked out and headed for home. 

Once on the streetcar, I found myself reinhabiting my restraints with a rush. Every strap made itself felt as it tied and demarcated the various bits of me. The harness made a display, a kind of smorgasbord of my sexual parts. 

A nice breast or buttock on a platter, so to speak. None of it was mine; all of it was offered up to my owner, to take or to leave. Internal currents surged as I stared out the window, divided from the world by glass and secrets. 

At first I didn't think much about the fact that the harness was locked, just as the corset had been. There were too many things bidding for my attention. But one day toward the end of the first week I got seriously entangled in that little reality. It was the day I was on my own in the centre for the first time, and I was feeling a bit overwhelmed. I still didn't know where everything was, and one or two people got politely impatient with me. 

I tried to look calm as I took twice as long as I should have to locate what they needed. Six new boxes of reports had been plunked down in the middle of the floor, and I kept tripping over them. Then, of course, my computer locked up just when I needed it most. 

At last to my relief there was a lull; the place emptied. I headed for the boxes to get them out of the way. And I couldn't bend properly. I couldn't take a deep breath. All at once there were straps digging in everywhere. I wriggled and tugged in irritation and impatience. I have get out of this, I thought. 

The next thing I knew I was in the bathroom with my dress up to my armpits, trying to loosen the straps. I must have been way more stressed out 150 
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than I realized: neurons firing in bursts, sending my carefully launched body into out-of-control trajectories. For a minute I just lost it. My fingers scrabbled on the smooth leather and met over the joins: those metal pieces with their little keyholes. The broad belt that reduced my waist had two of them at the back, one above the other. I tugged and pulled at the solid straps in frustrated jerks, my confused aggravation and helplessness rising and going nova in exponential chaos. I couldn't unbuckle anything. All I could manage was tiny shifts forward or back. None of it would loosen any of it by even a centimetre. It was truly locked. 

Anders had the key. There was an instant in which I envisioned calling him and asking him to come and let me out. I heard myself laugh. Surely, I thought, it could come off some other way, and be replaced later, with my master none the wiser. 

I shivered, suddenly sick, feeling the cliff beneath my feet crumble and slide. My hands pressed the belt into my waist; my eyes squeezed shut. Self-inflicted disaster: here it came; the rumblings of an eight-point-one earthquake that would engulf me and everything I had ever wanted. 

Wait. Slow down. 

I made my hands move. Carefully, methodically, I felt over the whole harness. Pulled at the metal joins, felt for irregularities or ways to loosen the straps. There were none. No weak points, no way out. No way to play sly and false. 

The nightmare sublimated up through cell walls, slipped out at my pores, its sour panic stink dispersing into the air above my head. My impulses had no power here. He'd made me safer than I knew. 

My trapped flesh, swelling between the straps, was now responding to the lightest touch. Hurriedly I smoothed my dress down, gave myself a minute to recover, and then went back to work. By the time I'd moved the last box I'd figured out how to lift heavy objects without going to pieces. 

Despite myself, the locks did prey on my mind for a while. Was I really safe? Could they be picked, I wondered? I had no idea how to do that, and even if I had, these were all behind my back, no doubt on purpose. And something told me that Anders wouldn't have used any hardware easy to defeat. 

But the urge to seek a way out still lurked, a horrid little goblin. On warmer days, sweat and irritation could overtake immediate arousal. It was, 151 
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let's face it, a long day of constant restriction and constriction. I endured, day after day like a good slave, and then I endured more strenuously, and then I suffered and resented and came close to whining when I saw the harness. 

Despite myself I began to wonder, depressed and dispirited, whether such 24/7 physical control was realistic or just Anders' fantasy. Could he be mistaken? Horrible thought. My desire had survived all the beatings and humiliation, had of course been enhanced by them, but would it survive this? 

The day came when, for hours at a time, the damned thing just wasn't fun any more. 

It took several days of this before I finally admitted to myself, very reluctantly, that the harness wasn't truly inescapable; that is, technically. It could be cut off. But this possibility was almost unthinkable in the context of the relationship we were in. Despite my rebellious thoughts the word 

'sacrilege' occurred to me; I suppressed it because it seemed so silly, but it was pretty representative of how I felt. The destruction would extend far beyond a leather strap or two. Except, I supposed, in an emergency, like an accident or something. In which case someone else would cut it off, not me. 

I imagined myself in the emergency room, and then I stopped. Too horrible and humiliating, and not the good kind, either. What other possible situation would justify such an action? I couldn't imagine any, except if he got run over by a car and was no longer with me, a scenario that carried with it such a devastating tidal wave of loss that I hurriedly cut off that line of speculation also. 

Anders watched my face and body, examined and soothed my skin, and made small adjustments in fit and tension. And every morning he chained my wrists above my head, pulled the harness tight with those long, firm, confident hands, closed the locks and smiled gently in the mirror at my distress. 

I thought about begging for even a day of respite, with the lurking hope that he might get the message and let me off the daily regime. I even thought about saying something during question time. I could entertain that thought because the date wasn't any time soon; once it got close my mind would reject the subject without reading it. It was like the CD player in my dad's old car which had a mind of its own; certain CDs would go in and then come right back out again. 

But the harness dilemma wasn't going away. I was suppressing my 152 
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grumpiness with a serious effort. 

One night I dreamed I was in the back room at work, opening and sorting an enormous pile of mail. The sun streamed in through the high windows; I was glad the windows were high, because I was wearing nothing at all except my harness. Dust motes hovered in the sultry air; my sweaty skin prickled. I got out the snippers and attacked a pile of delivery boxes bound round with plastic strapping. When they were all open I looked down at my body, and kept going. It took both hands on the snippers to get through the strap that crossed my chest, but at last I hacked my way through it. My chest expanded in triumph. I went on chopping and slicing at the straps, ignoring the small, painless nicks I was inflicting on my skin in my haste. The nicks began to bleed; still I continued. Then a breast strap came away wet and half my breast came away with it, and I tried to scream but all that came out was a strangled whisper. Still the cutting went on, more chunks of flesh sliding their reeking snail trails down to the floor around my feet. I had the snippers at my neck. And then with a jerk I woke. 

It was ages before my heart stopped racing. God, I thought, can't my subconscious come up with anything more subtle than that? Christ, Maia, how pathetic. But scolding myself didn't work; sleep wouldn't come, despite the reassurance of my intact form against the sheets, and Anders' warm arm over me. So in the morning I was too tired to behave; at the sight of the harness I lost it and burst into tears. 

Anders mopped and soothed me where I stood. Gently he stroked me and kissed my wet face. "It's uncomfortable sometimes, isn't it." It was a statement, not a question. "You're a good girl to have held on so long." The kindly, deep voice made me sob with shame, for my failure, my weak petulance. "But you'll adjust to it eventually. Belly in." The belt went on as tight as ever. Then the chest straps. As his fingers adjusted the strap over one shoulder I turned and kissed his hand. 

That day was better. I moved within my boundaries as if I'd finally learned where they were. I couldn't think much that day; I was too tired, but without the threat of choice I settled in somehow. And arousal surged again at unexpected moments: a promise for the future. From that point on I seemed to be over the worst. The binding was starting to feel normal. 

Probably geishas and corseted ladies and neck-ringed Padaung women have felt the same. Did they get a sexual charge out of it, too, I wondered, or was 153 
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that just for the men for whom they were supposedly packaged? 

I pondered this one day on the streetcar home. They'd have been lucky if they did get a sexual charge, having no choice about the bondage they were in. I began to feel very lucky myself. Paradoxically, I had chosen this; at least, I'd chosen the man who'd chosen it, and I'd known what I was getting into. It was a very private, personal deal. Bindings imposed on women by society or culture, though, that was real oppression, surely? A route to conformity and acceptance, but no joy. 

I wondered why I felt good and self-righteous about having made that original choice, given that the bare notion of having any choice now was such anathema to me. Feminist slaves have a lot to sort out. 

As the streetcar crossed the Don and I got closer to home, my attention shifted to the next segment of my day. My time alone but unfree, keeping company with cameras. Instructions I'd have to follow to the letter, hardware to put on. Every day I'd been chained up, one way or another, to myself or to something else. Not a minute of freedom. Every day I closed the locks under the hall camera's watchful eye. 

A couple of days back, there had been short chains with padlocks at each end, and instructions to fasten my ankles to rings on either side of my belt. His list of chores included tidying up newspapers and other debris, filling and running the dishwasher, scrubbing the kitchen floor and dusting as high up as I could reach. I crawled from chore to chore and knelt up to reach newspapers and dishes and shelves. There was no efficient way to crawl and carry at the same time, and I resigned myself to making many trips. My knees were rather red by the time Anders got home. The next day there had been kneepads waiting for me in the hall. Today there were no kneepads; there was a long chain to lock to my collar, already fastened at the other end to the woodwork between living room and kitchen. There was also a very short chain for my ankles. 

Each day after my stop at the bench I was expected to take my covered red dish from the fridge, settle down on the mat, fold my hands behind my back and eat my lunch. I'd spotted the webcam in the kitchen without difficulty. Still, performing in this way in an empty house wasn't easy. I kept wanting to use my hands. As that was forbidden, I found myself occasionally wishing for the convenience of a snout and a very long tongue. 

The webcam's eye felt palpable that day. I had a 'watcher' now for sure; 154 
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that self-conscious sense of being observed by a critical eye had been made entirely manifest. Kind of like being a bit paranoid and then finding out that there really is a conspiracy against you. Alone in an empty house, I felt like a specimen under glass. I seemed to be stuck in performance mode, embarrassed to scratch my butt for fear of spoiling the display. 

Still, I wondered what my all-seeing master actually saw. There was no way he could monitor me more than occasionally from work; if he did he'd never get any work done. And he couldn't possibly be reviewing four or five hours of recorded footage every evening. He must be spot-checking, and focusing on key bits of obedience, like the front hallway, and these meals, for which he had to trust me not to use my unlocked hands. He didn't trust me very far, did he? Wise of him, all things considered. I honestly didn't know if I'd be so obedient if there was no evidence to catch me. Perhaps he was watching at that moment. My hands gripped each other more tightly, and I dug deep into my bowl. Ack! Hair in my mouth. I'd forgotten to tie it back. I shook my head in an attempt to dislodge it, but in the end had to use my hand or choke. He'd left the hair clip right on the counter for me. I was going to be in trouble when he got home. When I had dutifully licked the bowl I got up and washed it in the sink, along with my sticky face and the pots and pans he'd left for me, splattering hot soapy water on my harnessed breasts. Wondering what deficiencies his inspection would reveal this time, and how I'd be punished. I could still feel his hand in my hair, and taste the soap and vinegar from the other day, on the floor that hadn't been clean enough. Bleah. Apparently he chose non-toxic cleaners for this very purpose. 

But no matter how meticulously I worked to meet his standards, there would still be plenty of time to wait for his return. Today I would have to go back to the bench and lock my chain to it 'at the eighth link,' according to the instructions. As usual, not enough length to stand. A couple of times I had crouched on knees and elbows for hours in front of the couch, a footstool waiting to be used. Other days I had waited chained at the foot of the bed, or had stared into corners, locked to the wall by waist belt and nipple rings – 

those locked rings I couldn't open. There was always a moment, an instant of hesitation before I took each irrevocable step, before I pushed the closet door home and lost access to my clothes, before I marked myself a captive in hard collar and cuffs, before I closed a padlock and ended all possibility of 155 
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escape. A moment when I took a deep breath and then did his bidding. I glanced up at the camera and wanted to make some kind of obeisance to him. 

If he observed the hesitation, did he think of it as a moment of choice: to obey him or not, to continue all this or not? Did I? 

No, not any more. My hesitation was only the reluctance of the moment, to commit this irrevocable thing upon myself. Something like the breathless feeling before the first leap into the pool. You want to be in the water, you know it will feel good once you're in there. It's the irreversible plunge that's so scary; the surrender to a different element, that enveloping cold clasp. 

I did my best with the cleaning, rechecking the corners twice and three times. I visited the chamber pot. Then I made my hobbled way back to the hall bench and knelt down. Counted links once, twice. Neither seven nor nine; exactly eight. Pushed the padlock through and (pause) home. Settled back on my heels and stared through the glass of the closed vestibule door, watching the front door through which my master would come eventually, and bring the evening with him. The evening, that last and best and scariest segment of each day, the time when the hands I'd felt on me all day took possession in the flesh. I wanted urgently to serve him, touch him, feel his hands on my flesh …. I could hardly bear to wait. But having no choice, I waited. Every evening had been unique so far, though there were patterns developing. The harness came off, but the corset usually replaced it, tighter every time. And my constant bondage of the afternoon felt like freedom once Anders opened that hall cabinet. I'd spent part of one evening hogtied on the floor, another under the desk, gagged and blindfolded. His cock was down my throat at least once every night, in the mornings as well if we had time. I loved to show my devotion in this way, especially when he came really hard and I could hear it. The flavour of him haunted me all day. 

Impatiently I wriggled, and grabbed my chain to stop it banging against the bench. 

I'd found that there was only so long I could sit still. Inevitably I began fiddling with the chain, testing the locks. I sat, lay down, knelt again. Stared at the door. Thought about what he might do when he walked in. Thought about work, and where the household guides to energy conservation might have got to, and where to get more if they were gone. About the group of junior high kids coming the next day, and just how awful they were likely to 156 
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be. I noticed that the bars of light on the living room floor had shifted a couple of feet to the left, and were now lighting up the deep reds of the rug. 

Evenings had their mundane elements still. Anders would tell me about his day, and have me tell him about mine. There would be discussions about my work, usually during preparations for dinner. He did plenty of task structuring, similar to the ways he'd handled me around schoolwork. I told him what I had to do, he kept tabs, and if I made a mistake I got thwacked. I also got praise, good advice, and the underlying message that I was good at what I did. Sitting still, I listened. Silence. The soundproofing worked both ways. The only noise came from my chain, still swinging, and the tiny friction of my body against the floor. Nothing I'd notice if I'd had anything else to listen to. 

What was happening outside? What were free people doing? They'd be finishing up at work, or out walking, going on errands, visiting stores. 

Calling friends, making deals, making dates. 

Nikki had tried to make a date with me for lunch the other day. I'd told her I'd have to ask permission first, and she'd started lecturing me as if I was seven years old. My age apparently dropped to about four when I got back to her and told her that we'd have to wait a few weeks; Anders wanted my routine well established before he would allow any variation. I listened quietly, some imp in me wanting to try an automaton, brainwashed voice on her: 'Master decides all things. I will give my life for Master,' just to hear her hit the roof. But I didn't really want to upset her, and anyway she might take me seriously and call the cops, or the deprogrammers, or both. Nikki seemed to be getting more vanilla by the day. She kept trying to tell me that bdsm was for play parties, and that anybody who said they lived it for real was merely getting their rocks off by broadcasting their fantasies as if they were facts. Nikki the conspiracy theorist. She believed the moon landing was a fake, too. 

There was never a clock in sight when I was chained. My watch, of course, was locked away in the cupboard. Time stretched on before me like a prairie highway, and my helplessness expanded like the fields on either side. 

I felt a faint vibration through the floor which increased for a while until I could almost hear the low, rumbling rush of a train going by. An afternoon GO train heading out to Pickering. I tried to see how long I could sense the vibrations; that lasted a while. Then I began wriggling, tugging at harness 157 
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straps, flipping idly at my nipple rings. I listened for the sound of a key in the door. I adjusted the clip I'd put in my hair, too late, and tried not to worry too much about punishment. 

But I knew it was coming. Probably a whipping. Wincing, I ran my palms lightly over my already sensitive buttocks. Escape urges ricocheted around my skull in lightning bursts, seeking a way out of my dilemma, like a mouse careening frantically from one stopped hole to another. I pulled away from the bench and felt the now-familiar pressure of the metal collar against my neck. My fingers examined the locks again, and the solid built-in bench. 

There was no escape. Anders was on his way home. When he came home he'd punish me. Simple; inevitable, inexorable. It would hurt, probably a lot. 

Anything I did or said would only make it worse. I began to pant. 

I was already soaking wet, my cunt unfurling, right there by my hand. I imagined touching it, sliding my fingers through soft folds to the firm, velvety clit; the breathless, acute pleasure of each tiny stroke, the build-up…. 

No! Even if the camera didn't catch me, the guilt would. I had a terrible longing to disobey, followed immediately by a deep-down feeling of panic. 

But oh, god, how I wanted to! I was spending each day back and forth over the borders of lust, trying so hard to behave, to pretend that my pussy was on some other planet. Remembering that enormous hand gripping it, that deep voice saying, "This belongs to me." It's not mine, I kept saying to myself. 

I'm not allowed to touch it. I knelt and pulsed in the silence: no distractions now, no outward face to maintain, no clothes, no escape, no choice but to suffer and wait. 

Knees under me, face-down on the floor for a while, head on my arms, I tried not to think ahead or back, tried not to lust, tried just to be. That level of zen was beyond me, however; my thoughts continued quietly squirreling away around the edges, and the lust continued unabated. When I sat up the light had moved off the rug and onto the wall. I stared at the door longingly. 

When would he come? My whole body, each erogenous zone sectioned off and presented for his pleasure, reached toward the place he would materialize. The collar pressed on my windpipe and I sat back, sighing. 

Patience. 

Then the key hit the lock, and suddenly there he was, all six-and-a-half feet of him, filling the inside doorway, flipping through a handful of mail. 
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My heart seemed to leap right out of my chest and then spring back again, like an Animaniacs cartoon. The door thumped closed; the long legs were within reach, smelling of dirt and concrete. I looked up, longing to wrap myself around a warm leg, but waited for orders like a good slave. 

"Here's my little pup, just where she's supposed to be. Nice to be greeted at the door." He sat down on the bench, put the mail down beside him, and took hold of the chain. I could feel him testing the padlock between finger and thumb, counting links. Then he grabbed some hair, including the clip, and narrowed his eyes at me. "Not very difficult, girl.” 

“I'm sorry, master," I whispered. Yup, I was in trouble. 

"Let's take care of that first, then." He lifted me, whimpering, face-down over his lap, still leashed to the bench, and pulled my right wrist up between my shoulder blades. My god, he hadn't been in the door thirty seconds. I hadn't been wrong about the punishment, only about the instrument; he used his hand, which was almost as hard as a paddle. It was so painful that within three smacks I was leaking tears, as if the blows at one end were forcing liquid from me at the other end. "You've had this coming since two o'clock, haven't you?” 

“Yes, master!" I gasped. "You got careless, didn't you?” 

“Yes, master.” 

“Are you allowed to use your hands when you eat? For anything?" 

I choked out a "No, master" that wasn't clear enough, and had to be repeated. 

By the time he was done, my backside was ready to burst into flames. I followed along on the chain, step by small step, as he inspected the areas I'd cleaned. To my vast relief I only had to straighten some furniture, and take some slaps to my thighs rather than my ass. 

"Better, girl," he nodded approvingly. "You're learning." He took the chain up short and delicately licked my wet eyes, and then my neck above the collar. I moaned and tried to press myself against him, but the chain and collar pulled me back. 

"Stop; I want to have a shower first. Come upstairs and keep me company." He drew keys jingling from his pocket, and unlocked the padlock at my throat. "I spent all day in a basement pouring concrete." A leash came out of the hall cabinet and was fastened it to my collar. "Had my head in the damned joists half the time." I looked up at Anders' silvery hair, darkened 159 
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with streaks of dust. "I told them it needed digging deeper, but they didn't have the money. And they're short. Small, I mean. So it doesn't worry them." 

He turned me around and locked my hands behind my back. "All right, short one, up you go." 

I approached the stairs apprehensively. With my ankles so closely hobbled, there was no way up, walking or crawling, especially with my hands fastened behind my back. I looked plaintively up at him, and he smiled back, the glint amused and wicked. "Consider it the next instalment on your punishment. And a bit of exercise, lazy girl." I gave a broken sigh, half a moan, and lowered my sore butt gingerly onto the second step. Oh, for an elevator! I pulled my linked feet up to the step below me, shifted my weight forward and pushed myself up a step. I made the mistake of sliding myself back, and winced. There were sixteen steps. I'd had prior opportunities to count them. New tears began dripping onto my knees. 

Anders had made me do this before, but not with a freshly-spanked ass. I had fantasies of him taking pity on me and lifting me over his shoulder. 

Childlike plaints of "Carry me!" burbled through my head, though fortunately not out of my mouth. Although he let me stop part-way while he fondled my breasts, he seemed uninterested in any strong-man rescue. 

At the top, feeling utterly grilled, breathless and full-out crying, I knelt, tethered, in the bathroom while he showered, watching his long form through glass. That exercise up the stairs had been 'the next instalment;' this was ominous. Evidently there was more to come. All that because I forgot to tie my hair back! It hardly seemed fair. 'Fair' being, of course, a laughable concept under the circumstances. He made the rules, he enforced them, he was judge, jury and executioner, just like Fury the Dog in Alice's Adventures in Wonderland. The heat from my rear end was starting to have its usual after-effect, spreading outward in a heavy burn. Please, I thought, please use me, touch me, handle me, anything…. 

He slid the shower door aside and stepped out, towelling his head, and I leaned toward him so far I choked myself. He came closer and let me lick drops of water from his thighs, and then his hand was pressing my face hard against his body. I buried my face in wet pubic hair, licking fervently. Then he pulled me back by the hair, and smiled down into my face. "My eager little hunhund." He felt my red butt. "Definitely in heat. More of a monkey than a dog today." He finished drying himself, one step out of my reach. 
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*** 

This was a fitting reward for a day in a basement, Anders decided. 
Something out of a porn novel. His own luscious, well-spanked slave, panting and whining for sex. He fastened her face-down over the footboard, which was exactly the right height and thickness because he'd constructed it himself. And then he examined and squeezed and stroked, starting from the extremities and working his way in: small helpless hands, slender arms, straining feet up on their toes, trembling legs. He felt his way up her back and around her shoulders, pulling straps, checking locks. 

The smooth, swollen tits were worthy of a good deal of attention; he squeezed and manipulated them for a long time. The reddened ass shuddered and clenched at his touch. At last he parted the slippery cunt lips and tested the salty sea of liquid there. Her panting immediately upshifted, taking on a pleading, frantic quality. He withdrew his fingers. 

"Please…please, master…please…" she whimpered. 

"Do you think you deserve it?" he asked lightly. 

She groaned. "I don't know, master." 

He pinched some ass flesh hard and she shrieked. "You know the answer, girl." His fingers tightened their grip. 

"Ow!" she wailed. Her back arched and twisted. Then she dropped her head and whispered, "No. I don't deserve it." 

"That's right." They had already agreed to this. If 'agreed' was the right term under the circumstances. She deserved nothing he didn't choose to give her. 

He lubricated her asshole and slowly inserted himself, feeling her sphincter stretch around him. God, she was tight! Slowly, he pumped himself forward, inch by inch, until his belly was rubbing up against her punished flesh. Thrusting hard, then, he listened and gauged her pain, drank it in, prolonged it. He gripped a breast in each hand, felt her urgent body struggling. His cock was sliding, forward and back, through a dark, exquisite halo, hot and radiant, and he was gradually taking on that heat and turning it into energy. Adding to it, adjusting the currents just so. He slowed, to gather up as much of the charge as he could. There was a sparkling sensation, a tiny vibration somewhere behind his balls. Anders took a harder grip and felt the rush beginning, sliding past the point of no return, past anything that could stop him. Suddenly he was storming forward, surge after surge until he was 161 



 As She’s Told – Anneke Jacob 

exhausted, renewed, light as air. And there were hours of evening yet to enjoy, and more hours the next day and the next; no end to the delights. 

Anders began to move his slave and himself on through their evening. There was a loose end that had dangled for a long while that he had plans to tie up. 

But dinner first. 

Anders chopped garlic and shallots at the counter, while his girl peeled carrots at the sink, her ankles again linked. "My brother emailed me from Toulouse," he said. "Lucky bastard. He's having a fantastic time." 

"Still with the same friends?" 

"No, he's sponging off some different ones now. He'd never be able to afford it otherwise." Anders rinsed off the knife and wiped the cutting board. 

"Amazing how many people are willing to put him up and put up with him. 

He must have charms I'm not aware of.” 

“Did – did you go to that area, when you were there?" 

"No, we went south through Germany." Right after university Anders had taken two friends to stay with some Danish relatives, then sent the friends off to try the Aalborg nightlife and North Sea beaches for a couple of days while he and kinky cousin Karl enjoyed Copenhagen in their own way. 

After that he and his companions had moved on southward. But the cost had driven them home before they were ready to go. "We got as far as northern Italy. I'd love to go back, but now, with my business, I'd have to plan a year in advance. And this isn't the best time." He bent and kissed her shoulder. "I think I have a line on that mantelpiece, by the way. Guy at the lumber yard says he's seen one.” 

“Oh, terrific!” 

“Did you get hold of your boss?" 

"Uh-huh. She says I can put the catalogue together if I can find the time." 

"Well, it would save time in the long run." 

"Yes." 

"Can you fit it in?" 

"Here and there. Summer is supposed to be slower, so I might be able to finish it by fall." 

"I'm surprised no one's thought of it before." 

"Me too." 

"But you're seeing things there with a fresh eye. My clever girl." He 162 
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checked on the rest of her task, and satisfied, looked down. "You're getting carrot parings on the floor. And on yourself, hunhund." 

She picked them up hastily, apologizing, and he gave her a casual, painful swat with a wooden spoon. Then he licked the traces of carrot juice off her breasts. 

Anders ate his dinner while watching his slave eat hers, the top of her dark head hovering over the red dish, bound hands riding high on her tailbone. It was worth forgoing the pleasures of dinner conversation to see her like that, meal after meal, breasts lowered between folded knees, nose in her food. Repetition had not dulled the piquancy of this sight; the routine continued to add an indescribable savour to his meals. 

Actually, the fact that it was routine was part of the joy. Although he allowed her to be human in conversation when he chose, when it came to mealtimes she was a dumb beast. It might have been a role for her to play. It might have been a game, if it happened less often. But three meals a day, week after week, can make any routine into the norm. Behaviour became identity. 

After her meal, as he crouched to mop her up, he observed that the little face was, as usual, painfully abashed. He made her kneel up, facing him, and tugged on her nipple rings. "We have something to clear up, little girl. These piercings happened on your own initiative, if you'll recall." She looked up at him with instant, anxious comprehension. "Is that the way a slave is allowed to behave?" 

"No, master." Pupils dilated, the brown eyes shifted fearfully to either side of him, then settled, intent on his face. 

"You'll also remember I promised to punish you for that later. Now's the time. Get up." In the living room he released her from the harness, rubbed the pink lines it left on her skin, kissed a few. Then he held her two breasts as if they were small animals trying to escape. His fingers went through the rings, pinning the little creatures down. "You need to learn," he said, " that these belong only to me. Stay where you are." 

He came up the basement stairs with an old eight-panelled door. The hardware had already been prepared to fix it solidly, if temporarily, between kitchen and living room. Anders had cleaned and varnished it, and made a few structural changes. 

"All right, girl, come here." He pressed her belly-first into the kitchen 163 
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side of the door, and cinched the waist strap he'd attached to keep her in place. Next her collar, its ring fastened directly to a ring in the door. Her arms were fastened to the surface at wrist and elbow. And then the point of the whole exercise. 

He went round to the other side of the door and gently pulled the breasts through the panels he had modified. It had taken some time to find a door with a centre rail narrow enough. Anders had removed the two relevant panels, cut and lined holes for her breasts, and replaced them again. For a minute he thought that he'd miscalculated and made the holes too small, but patiently he worked the soft, pointed mounds toward him, until they bulged and distended gorgeously. He watched for signs that they were too restricted, but their colour remained good and didn't darken. Anders smiled to himself. 

He was already thinking of them as disembodied objects; just the effect he'd hoped for. 

Checking the other side of the door, he found Maia's head turned toward him, eyes glazing. Hands warm. The ragged breathing of arousal, not pain. 

He went back to work. There was a little T-shaped construction he'd fastened to the rail between the holes, projecting forward parallel to the floor, with hooks on springs at the ends of the arms. A simple matter to hook the nipple rings to the springs and make the brown flesh stretch forward. Just enough and no more. There was a some hard breathing from beyond the panels. He stood to one side and watched her for a minute or two for signs of real distress, and saw none. She was staring at him, her mouth hanging open. 

Good. 

The release of her collar surprised her. Then Anders screwed the gag into place in front of her mouth. "Open up." She closed her eyes and stretched her jaws wide. Anders pressed the head forward over the wooden ball and fastened the collar again. Her nose tip was against the surface. 

Could she get enough distance to disengage from the gag? He tried pulling her head gently back and to either side. But he'd estimated correctly; the ball was too big and deep to escape. He listened with pleasure to her stoppered moans, and stroked gently down her back, below the tight belt at her waist. 

The striped buttocks drew themselves up tensely. "That's for another time, girl. Right now you're learning something different. Pay close attention to the message." 

He snapped off the kitchen light and went to the other side of the door. 
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Nothing visible but the pale wood and two conical hillocks of flesh, squeezed into bulbous shapes at the base, and stretched into points at the tips. He got out a light cat and applied it with care, creating slightly darker lines of pink. Pretty. Then he sat down to watch a documentary on medieval Islamic architecture. 

When he went into the kitchen for a beer he caught sight of a slight movement; Maia was pressing her pelvis ever so slightly against the door. 

He slapped her hard. "Bad girl!" 

The drool from her gag had run down the door; she wept succulently as he spanked her, and then screamed at each impact of the cane. Anders mused for a minute, then inserted a thick horizontal bar of wood between her and the door at hip height, forcing her to arch her pelvis back from the door. 

Once this was screwed in place he stood by her side and growled in her ear, "You weren't paying attention to your lesson, bad girl. Let's try again." 

He unhooked the nipple rings and used a flogger on the isolated tits, hard this time. The leather tips hit the breasts and the door as well; he didn't need to worry about aim, or hitting anything he shouldn't. And the lovely bounce at each blow was mesmerizing. Once the skin was well-marked, and the rings rehooked, he got some tiger balm from the bathroom and rubbed it into the abraded nipples. The muffled howls from beyond the door went up an octave and became muffled shrieks. 

After a while these subsided. He'd try the flogger and a tawse a little later. For now he practiced his fiddle for an upcoming folk club performance. His mind ran ahead of the melodic line, testing out the limitless variations and innovations yet to be tried. 


*** 

 I watched rain slide down the windows on the streetcar from a standing position, though there were seats to be had. I would probably stand all morning at work as well, for obvious reasons. My aching breasts and nipples felt a bit more protected beneath their leather carapaces. But carrying armfuls of anything, like those pamphlets on West Nile, might be something to leave to Vera. 
The shift to my working persona was hanging partway, like a computer screen stuck between two programs. I seemed still half submerged in subspace. When Anders had at last released me from the door the night before, it had been a long, slow process to reconnect my synapses, especially 165 
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those connecting my mouth to my brain. I thought I'd taken in, on some visceral level, the lesson he had been trying to convey, but I hadn't been able to articulate it for the life of me. He had held me gently and had allowed me to come up gradually from the depths, his hands describing slow circles on my back and arms and legs. 

What had I said, finally? Something about slavery and objectification. 

"This – isn't a human body," I'd halted at last; "it's a slave body." He'd nodded. "It always has been. Parts, whole, all of it." Long pause. "I can't – I mustn't ever think – I can decide about it. I don't own it; I don't own its parts. 

I can't own – anything. It's all – yours." Words of one syllable. Inarticulate, even for me. My god, I must have been out of it. Had there been any sense in all that? Had I said anything that he hadn't already told me? He'd seemed satisfied, at any rate, and put me to bed. Perhaps he'd figured that was all the sense he was going to get out of me. Or perhaps he'd seen that whether it made sense or not, I'd felt what he'd wanted me to feel. And I still did. I'd spent ages in the dark, with my tits out in the light. They were in a different room, in a different space altogether, a place where my master was and I was not. Warmth, light, music and his hands. My breasts got plenty of attention, in that other dimension they'd been moved to. The rest of me was peripheral. 

There was a story of Kafka's, about judicial torture and execution. I'd read it in English class one year, and I remembered being secretly enthralled by the bizarre bondage machine, whereas the torture had upset and preyed on me for days. The idea was that a prisoner, unaware of the crime for which he'd been condemned, was strapped into a mechanical contrivance of gears, wheels and knives. This machine, hour after hour, carved elaborate words into his flesh that explained his offence, going deeper and deeper, until he achieved enlightenment and died. Was that what Anders had had in mind, without the knives or the grisly ending? Enlightenment? Time, after all, was part of his equipment. A brief sojourn behind the door wouldn't have had anything like the same effect. 

The early period had been dominated by arousal. Then beatings, pain and the loneliness on my side of the door. But gradually I'd drifted and detached, begun to visualize myself as two distinct types of matter: The part of me that he wanted to use, or play with, or hurt, and the unimportant remainder. That portion was on hold until called for. If he had no use for my parts, they would be stored away out of sight until he did. It was a lesson in 166 
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objectification that I'd been left to soak in, like a piece of meat in one of his marinades. 

Each afternoon spent chained and waiting was a similar lesson, of course. And the harness that sectioned me off. I really got it now. 

The car reached my stop and I got out, raising the umbrella that my master had kindly handed me when I left the house. There was a rumble of thunder somewhere over the lake. My steps were measured, despite the rain; there were people hurrying past me. This was going to be hard, and strange. 

Part of me hadn't left the house. Part of me was still safely on a chain. All at once the harness wasn't enough; I wanted to be back where I belonged. Why did he want me out of the house and working? I didn't belong out here. The pretence suddenly seemed too much. But the phone was ringing when I got through the door, and my helpful, professional voice turned on like a switch. 

The junior high kids got there and kept me so busy it was noon before I noticed the time. I even managed a stern voice when I found a couple of them messing with the photocopier. Of course they were undismayed, but that was more about their age than my stature as an authority figure. I swapped internet resources with their teacher and chatted about the development of the teenaged social conscience. She took me for a normal human being, and for all intents and purposes, I seemed to inhabit the role without much difficulty. On the way home, it occurred to me to wonder whether I'd be able to take such constant subjection at home if I didn't have some kind of life and a modicum of autonomy somewhere else. Maybe, maybe not. All part of my master's master plan? Probably. 

I thought ahead to the weekend; two entire days in his company without a break, and bit my lip to stifle any sounds that might escape. Deep in the convolutions of my fervid brain, hands, mouths, genitals made contact, one set bound, the other free. I hoped intensely that he'd let me come. I hadn't come the night before, had really been beyond it by the end of the night. 

Although he hadn't been hanging me out on the edge before work, he'd been teasing me increasingly at home. My forbidden pelvic activity of the night before, shameful as it was, had been almost unconscious. One of these days I was going to come in my sleep, or get caught in the act; it was increasingly hard to get my mind out of my crotch. Bad girl! I heard at the back of my mind, and my heart began to race. Sooner or later I was afraid I was going to be a very bad girl indeed. 
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Chapter Twelve 

Into The Adagio 




Anders was reading the Sunday paper after breakfast with Maia as his footstool when the doorbell rang. "Sit up," he said. She sat back on her heels. The person he expected was on his doorstep, spiked white hair, seven facial piercings, equipment in hand. "Hi, Zoë. Come in," he said. "I really appreciate this." 

"No problem. Scenes a speciality." She caught sight of the naked woman and grinned. "Oh, yeah. This is what I like; no formalities, no delays." Maia was wearing collar and cuffs, the wrists linked in front, and a very tight waist cincher in black leather, but nothing else. She had also flushed her brightest red. Anders took her by the leash and led her toward their guest. "I've got things set up upstairs. Do you want anything before we start?” 

“Nah, I'm fine. Nice place." 

"Thanks. Go ahead." He ignored his slave's questioning and terrified looks, and followed Zoë, leash in hand. "The door at the end of the hall." 

He'd raised an old exercise bench to waist height and placed it in the middle of the room, with a few modifications and a small table on one side for equipment. "Will this work?" 

"Yeah, this is good." Zoë put her bag down by the table, shook out a folded white cloth and began to lay things out. Anders drew his slave forward by the collar and watched her face as she took in the packages of what appeared to be medical paraphernalia. 

Zoë drew paper and a pen out of her case and glanced at Maia, then back at Anders. "She still has to sign the consent; I'm sorry, but that's the way it is." 

"I know. Here, girl." He put the page on the bench in front of her, but thought it unlikely she was taking it in. Her hands were cold and her eyes weren't moving. No matter. She looked up into his face, and he nodded toward the pen. She picked it up, twisted her wrists around until she'd found a way to hold the pen effectively, and signed. 

Anders took out a ball gag, one with plenty of holes in the hollow ball, and held it up as Zoë came back from washing her hands. "Do you mind if I 169 



 As She’s Told – Anneke Jacob 

gag her?" 

The woman looked doubtful for a minute, and then shrugged. "Oh, well. 

Why not?" 

Maia opened her mouth, not quite wide enough; he had to hold the back of her neck and shove the ball in with his thumb, murmuring, "Come on, girl." She was shaking. He lifted her onto the table and locked her wrists to the bar behind her head. Then he fastened her ankles to the weight rack, high on either side. As good as stirrups. The waist cincher had rings, which he used to strap her down. "I'll get her shaved while you finish setting up." 

The whole process took a while: three 10-gauge holes through each labia majora, widely spaced. The piercer consulted with Anders on placement, and was very good; she hardly spoke to the bound creature on the table except to tell her when to take a deep breath. Maia let out some sharp yelps, and panted through a couple of piercings and ring insertions; evidently some hurt more than others. She hardly bled at all. 

But when Zoë stood over the gagged face and began examining the septum, Anders could see the whites all round the girl's eyes; she was panic-stricken. Anders stroked her hair and said, "Relax. I'm not making you go to work with a nose ring. Not that kind. We're using a retainer. It's going to be hidden." Zoë showed her the U-shaped piece, and some of Maia's colour returned, though she lost it again when the needle went through. 

When that was done, Anders brought Zoë a drink and they cleaned up and talked about aftercare, Maia still on the table. 

She examined Maia's nipple rings. "These kind of lock, don't they? I've seen them before.” 

“Yes." Anders showed her the little tool on his key ring that opened them, and she fit it into one of the locks as an experiment before she gave it back. "What are you going to do with the labia piercings, can I ask?" 

"I'm going to lock up her cunt." 

"Cool!" She glanced at Maia's face. "And I take it she didn't know that until this minute." 

"Nope." 

"I also take it she's got no choice about it." 

"None at all. But don't worry. It will make her very, very horny. Won't it, little girl?" Maia groaned, a bleat of distress and frustration that made them both laugh. 
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*** 

 "Are you really going to – lock me – like you said?" 
"Yes. After they heal, of course; you heard Zoë. A couple of months, probably." 

She was kneeling with her head against his thigh. He'd already put her in a warm salty bath. She'd been on a lead on her hands and knees for an hour since Zoë had left; he figured it was easier to keep her legs apart that way. 

Anders ran gentle fingers down the muscles of her back and shoulders, feeling for the tension and anxiety that sometimes gathered there. He found some, but not the frozen feel of panic, or even the hard lines of real fear. Her small, warm movements suggested curiosity, like a dog held back by the command to sit, but watching for permission to investigate. She glanced up at him. "Locked – with, like, padlocks?" 

"Mm. You'll see when the time comes." He smoothed her hair. "I wanted to get the punishment for the nipple rings out of the way first, you see. Before the next set." 

"I thought you'd forgotten that." 

"No." 

"And – it's so weird to have no hair, master – are you going to keep me shaved?" 

"Yes, I think so. Maybe a little bit in front. I'll play around with it and see.” 

“She said, she said no sex for two weeks…." 

"No penetrative sex. And I think to be on the safe side we won't touch that area at all for that time. Apart from looking after your new holes. We don't want any infections." Anders stroked her head and smiled; she was whimpering again. Another plea from the null side of the power differential. 

How he loved that sound! Wordless, needy; the language of abjection. In that one little plaint, the distilled quintessence of helplessness. He could close his eyes and bask in that music, were it not for the straining erection it gave him. 

"Fortunately your cocksucking skills are improving, so there's no problem.” 

“Yes, master, thank you," she murmured submissively into his leg. 

"And as we're on the subject – " He unzipped. Her throat opened now 171 
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with barely a hesitation, though tears trickled by the time he finished; a physiological reaction on her part rather than an emotional one. He sat back and basked for a few minutes, his slave's head back on his thigh. 

"Master – " She looked up at him. 

"What, girl?" 

"It's going to be so hard – not coming. I'm – I'm thinking about it all the time already." She whispered, "I can't help it." 

He stroked the hair back from her face. "I know. You have no idea how gorgeous you are when you're all hot and wet." 

"But – master – " 

He lowered his brows and slowly shook his head at her. "Aren't you learning anything, girl? What just happened this morning?" 

She looked down. "I got – you had me – pierced." She took a deep breath, let it out. "And I guess you – laid claim?" 

He was amused. "So to speak. Not that I haven't been perfectly clear on that; I hope you haven't forgotten." 

She shook her head. 

"I thought you understood the other night. Try to get it through your head." He took a handful of dark hair in his fist, and centred her face beneath his gaze. "You have the nerves and synapses that connect that pretty body to its brain. A sense of ownership because of that, naturally. But get over it. 

This property is mine." He gave her head a little shake. "I own the body, and the nerves, and the brain, too. So I decide what the feelings will be." He clenched his fist a little tighter. "I'll make you feel whatever gives me pleasure. Me, not you." He leaned in, half an inch closer. "Have you got that now?" Only her lips moved: a small, whispered, "Yes, master." 

He released her. "Have you really got it, or were you just hoping I'd let go?" 

She kissed his leg. "No – yes – I think so. Master, you mean that when I feel – when you make me feel – frustrated – I'm giving you pleasure? 

Serving you?" 

"Yes. Exactly. You are. The operative words being I make you." He stroked a finger along her jaw. "Just make sure you understand who's doing what to whom." He watched her eyes reflect and respond, taking that in. 

This would take some time. But they had plenty. 


*** 
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To my relief I could walk normally by the next day, and if I sat very little at work I could get the rings out of my mind for whole minutes at a time. The bare nakedness of my crotch actually took almost as long to get used to. That uncovering made me feel so naked I kept having weird moments of terror out in public, like those dreams in which you're searching, late, for the elusive location of your last final exam, and it occurs to you that you've neglected to get dressed. I'd look down in a panic, momentarily sure I'd forgotten my clothes. 

When Anders saw me trying to peer at my crotch, he let me get a good look in a mirror. What he'd had planted in me were fixed bead rings, fairly thick, small in circumference, and relatively deep. I wasn't sure what, if anything, was standard, but these weren't the kind that hung down visibly; they almost hugged the edges of my labia. Whatever he was planning with regard to locking me up, it looked like it was going to be a close fit. 

I kept forgetting about the metal in my nose; I'd scratch an itch and give myself a jolt. The retainer was black and virtually invisible, but I could imagine what an actual ring would look like, and had visions of potential uses that were truly scary  

The days rolled on, spring into summer, and the strange, impossible pattern continued, becoming a little more 'normal' with each passing day. 

Those odd, anomalous questions – now down to once a month – got asked again. I had no idea how to answer them. Anything vital he'd missed? Well, were orgasms vital? Obviously not. Anything beyond what I could handle? 

Daily, it seemed, but so what? Did I need to walk away from this? 

Unimaginable. My mind shied away from the very phrase 'walk away,' as if the mere words could lure me to perdition. 

There were a few variations in the routine. Anders let me meet Nikki for lunch, for instance. By that time, I rather dreaded it, based on her phone calls; fending her off in person was going to be even more difficult than on the phone. But it turned out better than I'd expected. She took a long look at me when we sat down, and then said, "All right, Maia, I'm not going to give you a hard time." 

Politely I pretended that such a thing had never occurred to me. "Sorry? 

What do you mean?" 

"Leda said I was being too pushy. Instead of being supportive. Which you need more than lectures." 
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"Well…" I smiled, and handed over one of the menus. What form was this support going to take? "Thanks. I know it all seems pretty weird." 

"I've been asking around, and looking it up. And all right, TPE does exist; people actually do it." 

I'd never liked the term 'Total Power Exchange.' The first two words were fine; it was the "exchange' part that never felt right. As if it was a seesaw that tipped both ways. But I wasn't going to quibble. "They do," I agreed. 

"Though the only websites I saw were people who'd been married for years, and they wrote as much about their kids and their jobs as their kink. 

And they went to play parties, lots of them." She eyed me meaningfully. I had heard multiple times that she didn't like my isolation. 

"Mm. Keep in mind that the ones on the net are the exhibitionist types. 

Kind of by definition." 

"And you're not?" 

"No." 

"And Anders isn't either?" 

"Not so far." 

He'd been moody that morning. One of his street acquaintances had been assaulted and was in hospital. A debate on public housing in the legislature had gone nowhere as usual. And as a minor but irritating bonus, the mantelpiece he'd tracked down had turned out to be the wrong one. I had listened from the floor and shared his frustration, and wished I could do something, anything to help. My harness got yanked extra tight, so perhaps I provided some distraction, if nothing else. Not much room for lunch today as a result. I looked at the menu, which was basically burgers and beer – 

Nikki's choice, not mine. There had to be a salad somewhere. I was actually going to eat at a table for the first time in weeks. I hoped I remembered how to use cutlery. 

"But you could show up. I mean, you wouldn't have to scene if you didn't want to." 

She was still on about the play parties. "I know." It's not up to me, Nikki, I wanted to tell her, but why start a fight? 

She sighed. "I told Leda you were clamming up on me. She said it was because I was judging you, of course you'd stop talking." 

I shrugged apologetically. "You were just worried about me. It's okay.” 174 
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“Oh, stop it! Stop being so nice and just spit it out!" 

I winced. "Sorry. Ms. Nice Guy strikes again." I stared at my plate for a minute, trying to marshal my assertive forces, such as they were. "Okay, when we've been talking, I have been feeling – kind of bossed, a bit. And judged." 

"Finally. Well, kinda. In the politest possible way. Girl, you are absolutely turning me into a switch. I never knew I had a dom side until I met you. Do you have this effect on everybody?” 

“Hey, maybe." I opened my eyes wide. "That would explain a few things." She laughed, and I laughed, and the atmosphere lightened up. When the food arrived, I picked up my knife and fork and began on my Caesar like a lady, making frequent use of my napkin. Bottled dressing; Anders did it much better. 

"Okay," said Nikki, spearing a fry, "I'm accepting that you're safe and happy, like you keep telling me. And I'll stop bugging you about the play parties. I guess you don't get to decide anyway." 

Hah! I thought. 

"Though you could always ask … sorry." She waved the impaled fry at the end of her fork. "Forget I said that. But what's he doing to you?" 

She wanted details. I knew what Nikki wanted to hear, and I owed it to her, after her most kind surrender. So I told her about the Island picnic, not the conversation but the teasing on the way home. She loved it. I told her about the piercing scene, leaving out the long-term use he'd threatened for the rings. She gasped and exclaimed and empathized in a most satisfactory way, and had heard of Zoë and approved of her, which was reassuring. I agreed that this had, in fact, been a scene of sorts, and tolerated the smug look on her face. She asked why I wasn't wearing a collar, and I explained that I only wore one at home. I didn't get around to mentioning the rest of my accoutrements, including the tight web of harness hidden beneath my dress. In short, I gave her a quarter-inch-deep version of the truth that wouldn't upset her. We whispered and giggled, and she reciprocated with descriptions of her most recent play party. It was fun. But Nikki may have intuited a little deeper past the surface than she let on. Pulling back from our goodbye hug she gave me a careful look, and reminded me that if I was ever in trouble I only needed to call. Though I appreciated the girl talk more, it was nice of her to make the offer. 
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The routine varied here and there in other ways. Anders sometimes took me out, for long walks or to listen to folk music or jazz; sometimes blues. 

There was always a great deal of bondage beneath my clothes, to remind me that I wasn't as other people were. He played at the folk club again, this time in the company of others playing guitar, drum and flute, and I sat below, my heart pounding, as music flew from his fiddle. It seemed like magic, the skill of his fingers that could produce sounds like that. I felt the familiar stirrings of fearful semi-worship, like early man watching electricity crackle through the sky. Why I made so much of this I don't know. Anders had picked up the fiddle when he was a kid, and practiced like anyone else; there had been a neighbour who'd taught him in Copenhagen, and various mentors in Toronto. He wasn't born out of his father's head, radiating complex harmonics and laser light shows from his outstretched hands. But sometimes I caught myself thinking of him that way. 

One thing that got introduced as part of the routine was exercise: D/s as part of a healthy lifestyle, as Anders reminded me with that characteristic glint. I had never been especially athletic, but I'd done quite a lot of yoga, and some aerobics off and on, usually when I'd been studying non-stop and felt restless. Anders decided that I'd do these on alternate days, evidently for the dual purpose of my fitness and his own carnal entertainment. The yoga took place after the harness came off and before the corset went on, with minimal bondage. I was only linked to the living room floor by a collar chain, like the day I'd moved in. Very simple, as befit the culture from which the discipline emerged. I learned to work around it. Anders sat back and watched me stretch and bend and twist. He particularly liked anything that resembled a bondage position – lying on my back with my legs over my head, for instance, or the half moon, in which I stood and bent my back in an arch. The bow was a voluntary hogtie position, and the camel not only had me on my knees but displayed my tits nicely. 

I was reasonably good at these positions, and doing them naked for my master was hot as hell. At first he didn't know enough about yoga to criticize, but he brought the large mirror down from upstairs and had me do a running commentary in which I critiqued my own performance. After a while he was familiar enough with my self-expectations that he could take over, and suggest a better alignment, a straighter leg, a more extended stretch. And before long these suggestions became demands, and I was no 176 
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longer allowed to be sloppy or lazy. Aerobics days were different; they started out tough and only got tougher. Although it was fun that Anders used fiddle music CDs for the background instead of ghastly pop, he pushed me much harder than I'd ever pushed myself, and he used a whip. I found out how much more a whip can sting when used on sweating flesh. The last few minutes were always frenzied, frantic; he invariably drove me a little further than I thought I could possibly go. Trapped between exhaustion and that insistent, stinging lash, I sometimes envisioned a dramatic collapse as the only way out. I never had quite nerve enough to try it, though. 

The fiddle music got to both of us, and a lot of the time I ended up just dancing, hard. At first I improvised steps as best I could, since I didn't know, for instance, how to jig. Anders did, and he taught me. He was really good at it, actually, which was intimidating. The more I tried to learn, the more I realized how good he was, though he was completely offhand about this unexpected talent. It was an incredible turn-on, just watching that long body move: loose-limbed and casual, and yet with that centred coherence that was his trademark. Sometimes I got swatted for admiring him, because I was forgetting to dance myself. 

One does not normally jig naked, for reasons which should be obvious. 

Breasts tend to bounce in an odd rhythm that doesn't quite match the rest of the body. Anders definitely enjoyed it. We also had some funny moments dancing together, him clothed, me naked in collar and cuffs, him stamping loudly with his big shod feet and me echoing with my small bare ones. He'd grab me sometimes and dance me round the room. Every once in a while when the music was right, he'd leap into a hornpipe, waving the whip for emphasis, with an expression of such roguish self-mockery that I'd double up laughing. But a lot of days he said he got quite enough exercise at work, thank you, and made me do all the work. And made me, and made me. I got noticeably stronger, more limber, and more aware of my body. This provided some interesting contrast, given that I was kept literally powerless for hours at a time. But then, the stronger I was, the more restraint I could handle. I could sit still for much longer periods on my chain, and after a while even hogties no longer left me with stiff muscles. In fact, I felt healthier than I'd ever been in my life. Those regular, balanced meals in my bowl probably also had something to do with it. It was a bit like being a valuable racehorse, systematically fed and conditioned. 
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I was well broken to harness now, too – his humiliating phrase. The harness felt twinned with me, really; my naked body plus its confining leather web was the thing I was, most of the time; the thing he sent out the door each day beneath conventional camouflage. I moved within those arousal-inflicting confines as if they were – if not normal, at least deserved. 

My naked vagina went untouched as promised, for two solid weeks after the piercings, except for shaving, which procedure a s a result became excruciatingly erotic. Anders didn't even use my ass; he said the risk of bacteria travelling wasn't worth it. Without direct teasing I wasn't, thankfully, hovering helplessly on the edge of a crescendo. But I was always well into the adagio. It became an ache, like a background of insistent drums in the distance, sometimes ignorable, but always present. 

On laundry days I'd haul baskets of dirty clothes down the stairs, breathing in the atmosphere of Anders' sweat and sawdust and trying not to groan with desire. The machines thrumming behind me, I'd find myself drawn to the incomplete art deco fireplace, with its formal, sensuous grooves just made for stroking fingers. 

By the second week I was so desperate to be touched, I would have been happy to be teased and left hanging. But he withheld his torments, at least to that particular region, and teased me by not teasing me. 

In fact it turned out to be good training. I was forced to focus on serving his pleasure, since my own was in abeyance. He hadn't made that particular bit of learning easy for me, with his preference for keeping me so constantly aroused. There had been so much focus on my body, on its display, management and discipline, that I'd sometimes forgotten that the whole exercise was for his benefit, not mine. This had of course been made clear to me in words many times, starting with that night in Philosopher's Walk. But he'd also put me through more stimulation and sensation in the short time I'd known him than in the whole course of my previous life. As a result I was getting obsessed with myself. I was being shamefully egocentric, and it was time for that to stop. 

One hot day just after the two weeks were over, Anders came home and released me from my waiting spot (the floor at the foot of the bed), and when he pulled me to my feet I could see he was wiped. 

"Long day, master?" I ventured. 

He groaned, and stretched his back until it cracked. "Hauling bricks up a 178 
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ladder all day. Mike is sick, and Eric didn't show." 

"Jesus. Are you okay?" 

"Just tired." 

"I thought Eric was doing better." Eric was a young guy, a former street kid who worked for Anders in between bouts of rehab. 

"He was. He's back at it. Stupid bugger. I went over there, but there's no way to get him into detox till the drugs run out. A day or two." 

"Um… didn't you just pay him? It could be longer." 

"Yeah. I'll have to talk to him about that. Maybe I'll have to go back to paying him in groceries and doling out pocket money. Shit." Anders rotated his head around and pressed fingers into the back of his neck. "At least his rent is paid." By agreement, that part of Eric's wages went straight to his landlord. 

"Master, let me get that?" He sat down and I did my best to massage his neck and shoulders. Small fingers have limited effectiveness on that much muscle mass; I used the heels of my hands, and pressed with a balled-up fist on the tight spots. And I mused on the Eric saga, that had been going on since long before my time, starting when Anders found the kid shivering in a doorway and got him to a shelter before he froze. Gradually there'd been progress: stable housing, welfare, addiction counselling, job skills. But the drug problem kept coming back. And who took the brunt? It bugged me to see Anders' support repaid in this way. I redoubled my efforts on the tired shoulders. "Is Eric – I mean, you're so good to him, but there's a limit to – 

isn't he kind of – self-destructive?" 

The muscles bunched up under my hands. "There are limits to what I can do for him. I know that. I don't try to do it on my own. That's – " 

He went utterly still. For some reason I held my breath, my hands still on his shoulders, and my chest tightened in sympathy. What…? Gently, after a minute, I kissed the tight cords at the back of his neck. Anders sighed, rolled his head again, and I went back to massaging. Then he spoke, his voice once again confident and calm, and I felt my own breath returning. 

"Eric's got a hell of a lot going for him, though he doesn't believe it. The abuse he's been through…. He's done damned well, considering." He rotated his left shoulder and I burrowed into the area between spine and shoulder blade. "When people like this need help, you've got to accept that it's two steps forward, one step back. Used to be three to two, or five to four when 179 
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we started. This round will be shorter; you'll see." 

"Okay." His voice carried immediate conviction; clearly all was well, or would be. My wrists began to give out. He kissed one, sighed and got up. 

"I'm ordering a pizza tonight; no way am I cooking." I felt guilty and he saw it and smiled. "No eggs for dinner, either, though I'm sure you'd boil them very well. But you can take care of me in other ways." 

After his shower and the pizza (cut up in my bowl in my case) came my aerobics session, which he pushed to new limits, presumably out of misplaced revenge for his day. Evidently I also had to pay for Eric's relapse. 

This was hardly fair, but after all, who else was the whipping girl around there? 

Then Anders fastened my hands behind my back, stretched out on the bed and had me take his clothes off, piece by piece with my mouth. Well, he helped a little. I licked and nuzzled and caressed, kissed his skin from his toes right up into his hair, loving it. Up the inside of a thigh, across the washboard muscles of his stomach, around his nipples, up his long throat to the scar beneath his chin. Sometimes he directed me, and sometimes he let me use my imagination. Then his eyes closed, and I would have thought he'd gone to sleep if it weren't for the tension in his belly and groin. His erection responded with jumps to the brush of my hair or the soft pressure of my breasts. I straddled him and kissed his eyes, the prickle of his cheek, his neck just behind the angle of his jaw. Gently I bit one pale, hard shoulder. I squirmed very slightly where I straddled him. Big hands closed around my hips. Watching my face from under half-closed lids, Anders manoeuvred me over his cock, then let me get on with it. 

I made it last as long as I could. At the end he took over, hips and hands using me, his face like a martyr going to heaven. I loved, I loved, making him feel like that. Being the instrument of his pleasure. And then he pulled me down onto his chest and I rested there, our damp genitals still in contact. 

He dozed, and I kept still. And I thought about pressing my hips forward just a tiny bit. Just enough to touch my swollen clit to him. Maybe just once. Or twice. The most minimal movement might do it. Perhaps he wouldn't notice. 

Perhaps he'd think I was just shifting my position. Perhaps I'd lost my mind. 

My resolve to focus on him and not myself had been supported, I suppose, by the secret assumption that he'd be more generous with the orgasms when the two weeks were over. Vain hope. He just made use of my 180 
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accessibility to tease me more. The distant drumbeats moved in under my dress. Sometimes he'd get me to the edge several times in one night, until I was verging on a multiple the size of the Sky Dome, and then allow me one, just one. I began to dream porn in Technicolor. 
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Chapter Thirteen 

Anemone 




Anders kicked through cool water, flippers propelling him lazily upward. The intense colour of the light, the way it filtered through variations of azure, meant Costa Rica, the year he turned eighteen. Blues shaded to green as he swam up toward sunshine. 

He was carrying a passenger. The invertebrate that had attached itself to his thigh seemed determined not to break the suction. What was it? Red-orange fronds, oddly hot for a sea creature, a cute little thing, but big enough to wrap around his leg and not let go. Something he couldn't place at all. 

Maybe it was an undiscovered species and he'd get it named after him. He hit the surface to startling blackness, and a confused alarm lest his creature die out in the air. No fear. Maia's thighs were clenched round one of his, her wet vulva splayed against him. She was locked to the bed by wrists and ankles, but despite this their bodies often tangled in the night. Had she been moving against him? Her breathing was rapid. Was she awake? "Maia." No response. He was about to gently pry her legs apart and disengage himself when she stiffened, moaned and locked her legs on his like a vice. She was awake; he felt it. "Stop it, girl!" 

She wailed a protest, and before he could pull away she came, her urgent pelvis thrusting hard. 

Anders disentangled and sat up. The clock said 4:43. He turned on the light. 

Maia's head was wrapped in her arms. Her legs were drawn up as high as the ankle chain allowed; she would have rolled into a cringing ball if she'd had the option. He rolled her onto her back and firmly pulled her arms out of the way so he could see her crying face. Her skin was rosy and damp, and she smelled of sex. She was still panting, and groaning faintly on the exhales. It must have been a hell of a good one. He looked at her hard, and pressed her arms back against the pillow when she tried to resume her protective curl. She whimpered, and her head thrashed back and forth. No apology. "Well?" he said at last. Maia swallowed, then muttered, "I'm sorry, master.” 

“I don't believe you." 
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She stared at his chest, tears spilling over and trailing toward her ears. "I 

– I – am –" She snuffled hard. "I will be, anyway." Her voice shook and she started to weep again. 

"Damned right you will. You brazen little bitch! Did you think you could get away with that?" 

"No…no," she sobbed. "I'm sorry! I was half asleep, and then…" 

"Don't tell me you didn't know what you were doing." 

"I didn't! I don't think I did. Not at first. Then I – I was so close!…. 

Master, master, please!" 

"Please what?" 

"I can't do it! I can't stop myself any more! Please!" 

In Maia's wet eyes there was a desperate light of defiance. Sobs wracked her. Anders sat beside her and let her turn onto her side, his hand on one shaking shoulder. 

Once again he'd miscalculated. He'd got the timing wrong. And about the same thing. He sat cursing silently to himself. 

He'd thought he knew her, had her mapped, inside and out. And yet clearly he'd mistaken her outward composure for something deeper. Just because she had an air of self-control didn't mean it was more than camouflage. Hell, she'd even told him the day he got her pierced. What did he need, a kick in the head? 

But she'd gotten herself well and truly on the hook now; letting her off was out of the question. "Why didn't you say this the other day when you had the chance?" 

She turned her head and stared at him, wiped her eyes on her arms, snuffled. "Question time?" she asked, her voice clogged. "I thought – I don't know, I thought – I could do it. I thought I had to." She let out a long breath. 

"It seemed so – insubstantial a thing to complain about. And I've never, I've never…." 

She'd never responded to those scheduled time-out catechisms with any kind of a problem, except her problem with the questions themselves. So he'd relied on close observation and his instincts instead, and they had seemed to serve them both very well. How had he missed this? Apparently he'd seen only what he wanted to see, so wrapped up in the sadistic pleasure of denial that he perceived her as more capable, or less desperate, than she actually was. He had been far more careful to keep an eye out for her 183 
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physical limits; this one he hadn't taken seriously. 

He yawned, looked down at the apprehensive face below him, and thought for a while. Smiled secretly, thinking of his frantic little sea anemone, using his thigh to come. Or now that he was back on land, his little hunhund. Very hot, though he wouldn't tell her so. What now? 

"Master?” 

“Mm?" 

"I really am sorry." Her face crumpled up. Now she was telling the truth. Guilt was radiating off her like heat off an engine. 

"I know you are, sweetheart." He caressed her cheek, thumbed away a tear or two. "And I'm sorry I missed the signs. But if you think you're going to disobey, from now on you must tell me, do you understand?" Chin trembling, she nodded. "You've been a very bad girl, and that means some serious punishment…" she nodded again, eyes swimming, and kissed his palm. "…which will take some thought, and which isn't going to happen at five in the morning. Although… hmm." He eyed her speculatively. "Okay. 

First we'll make sure there's no repeat performance." 

He adjusted the bonds on her wrists and ankles, spreading them wide to put her inescapably on her back. Then he went downstairs and fetched a little bottle of Tabasco from the kitchen. "The trick," he said, unscrewing the cap, "will be to keep this off the piercings. So I think I'll just apply it to the very most relevant spot." He tipped a drop or two onto his finger, and with his other hand carefully spread her labia very wide, pulling the flesh forward a little to shift the clit hood off his target. As the tip of his finger made contact she arched and drew in a hissing breath. Anders stood up to watch. A fine sweat broke out all over her body; she shone with it. She was staring past him, her eyes as wide as a horror movie heroine's, mouth half open, breath held. A grating sound drew his attention from her face; the chains were scraping hard against the bed frame. Her eyes rolled back; she arched harder, let out a breath and held it again. Anders went off to wash his hand, careful to do so before he peed. He'd long ago learned to avoid the chili oil hazard. Then he settled back into bed, pulling the covers up over himself and the sweating creature beside him. In five minutes he was asleep. 


*** 

 I lay staring into the night, now shading toward grey and the merciless indictment of dawn. The burn didn't level off; its trajectory was still on an 184 


 As She’s Told – Anneke Jacob 

upward course, heading for the stars. It took everything I had to keep still. 

But after a while it got no worse. Everything was focused in that one small spot, all my straining concentration. I wanted it to stop. Then I wanted more. 

Then I wanted it to stop. Then I tried in a panic to imagine how long it could possibly go on. Tears slid down toward the pillow and I rolled my head from side to side to get rid of them. Disgusting, disobedient girl! Stupid, sneaky, self-indulgent…. He was right to respond with this excruciating, finely focused punishment, exactly where I deserved. I tried to bring back some echo of the orgasm that had brought on this infliction of justice, but it had been burned away, wiped out of memory. 

It was one thing to act like an animal when forced by my master to do so; it was quite another thing to take the initiative myself and hump his leg like a dog. The self-inflicted humiliation stabbed like a hot knife, burning guiltily between my legs – no, that was the hot sauce. No, that was my shame. 

I didn't think I'd sleep at all, but the alarm tipped me out of a shallow trough into full daylight and a fresh sense of doom. The knife between my legs had blunted a bit, but all my limbs were stiff, and I was exhausted. I stumbled along on my leash, and it was a good thing that someone else was in charge of me, or I would have crawled right back into bed. 

My fog was thickened by a yellowish pall of shame; when my master talked to me I was vaguely astonished that he was bothering to use language at all. Yanks and blows would have been the right level of communication for a creature like me. I whispered out the answers as to how the effects were persisting (numb and burning both), and never raised my eyes to his. 

The cool morning air revived my higher brain functions a little, enough to allow the general dread and depression over my failure to focus and grow sharp. I knew something about the way Anders worked by this time. That drop of Tabasco was only an appetizer, a little preliminary to the main course. Or perhaps the first taste in a series – like tapas or dim sum. There would be more to come; a lot more. But would any of it be enough? 


*** 

 The only woman working at the lumberyard was the cashier. Val circled and closed in like a casual hawk. Out of the corner of his eye Anders saw a bit of paper changing hands. 
"I hope that wasn't your receipt; I need that for taxes," he said, as they 185 
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closed the back of the truck. 

Val gave him a smug look. "Jealous?” 

“You just got a new girl last week; are you finished with her already?” 

“Handy to have one in reserve." 

"You'll have them fighting over you. I thought you hated that. Or are you getting kinkier? More than one at a time in your bed?" 

"Hey, good idea. What about your own ménage? Planning to add a slave or two? Assuming you'll manage to hang on to the one you've got, of course." 

Anders smiled, thinking of the clinging, frantic thighs of the night before. He'd probably manage. 

He pulled out of the parking lot, feeling the restlessness over the events of the night, and how close Val was to picking up the signals. Not today; he didn't feel like an interrogation today. He could sense her turning in his direction, head like a radar dish. 

"Speaking of hardware," he said, "have you ever heard of a ring for a piercing that will lock, and open and close easily? Not like I've already got. 

Something round." 

Val looked amused, and with the air of indulging a madman said, "No, Thygesen, I don't have your passion for obscure fetish technology." She pulled the receipt out of her shirt pocket and frowned at it. "Hang on, did we get the drywall screws? Shit." Her sliding thumb paused. "Okay, here they are; never mind." She tucked the receipt away. "Check with the woman who did Maia; maybe she's got something." 

"She can get the same thing I've got already – round on top, straight on the bottom. Opens with a little tool. It's fine for nipples, but for a nose it needs to be round.” 

“Why?" 

He said dryly, "Because it's more aesthetically pleasing to me that way." 

Her suppressed laugh came out as a snort. "Oh, well, can't argue with that." Then addressing the problem despite herself she added, "There's not much room in a little ring for any kind of lock. What about a drop of glue?" 

"I want to be able to get it on and off." 

"Oh, c'mon, make her wear it to work! No? Wimp. Could you get one with a really stiff closure that she couldn't manage without a tool?" 

"I thought of that. Though I'm hardly an expert with piercings myself." 
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"Well, you can practice. I'm pretty sure that the ring will loosen up, though, if you keep opening and closing it.” 

“Yeah, well, I'm not crazy about that solution anyway. I want a lock." 

"A controlling son of a bitch who's also obsessive-compulsive. Lucky girl." 

When they got to the site he began cutting floorboards to fit around a fireplace, working alone so he could think. 

Maia was slipping beyond his grasp again. He knew by the way his body was feeling; there was an uneasy sensation in his chest, and his hands kept wanting to grab something. Today was all right; he had her back under control today, but he could hardly use hot sauce on her every night. Topical anaesthetic? Possible, if it lasted long enough, which he doubted. He could imagine some uses for it, but it felt like a bit of a cop-out in the present case 

– a cooling down for her, a negation rather than an action on his part. 

Anders measured, made another cut. Last time he'd felt this way, the answer had been to step up control. But the equipment to control her wasn't available yet. He was fed up with himself for having once more screwed up the timing. If he'd taken the teasing more slowly they wouldn't be in this mess. Whole generations of fatalistic forebears apparently couldn't suppress his arrogance and overconfidence. Too much damage from that little problem. Perfectionism, too. His own petulance exasperated him; he had ninety-nine percent of the control he wanted and was grumbling because he didn't have it all. You can't nail everything down, Thygesen. He shook his head. No. Beyond this relationship his power had limits; that was more than clear. Inside it – no. And she needed him to have it all, just as much as he did. The problem had to be addressed. What was he going to do? He couldn't reward her for her disobedience by holding off on the teasing that had prompted it. He shifted the cut boards to the wall and brought the next pile over to the bench. His control was going to be increasingly at risk if he kept teasing her, no matter how much guilt she felt or how much punishment he inflicted. Like it or not, she'd defied him, and that had set a precedent. I can't stop her. He clenched his fist on the saw, then made himself relax before he screwed up the board he was cutting. He really couldn't stop her. And then he had an idea. 


*** 

 That evening I watched from my knees as Anders installed a couple 187 
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more D-rings in the living room baseboards. More attachments points, in a house that was by no means deficient in them. Then I was spreadeagled on my back, straps pulling all four limbs taut. He stood between my legs and gave me a long, unreadable look. 

"You know the expression, 'Be careful what you wish for?'" 

Oh-oh. I bit my lip and nodded. He pressed something between my labia, something hard and smooth, and tightened straps around the tops of my thighs to keep the thing in place. I couldn't get a look at it. He adjusted it so that it pressed on my clit, now fully recovered. Fear didn't interfere with arousal; instantly I was wet and eager. How stupid could I be? I sucked in a fast breath, then opened my eyes in shock when the buzzing started. A vibrator. Oh, my god…. My back began to arch, like it had with the hot sauce, except that this was another thing altogether. Anders stood looking down at me for a minute, then stepped over my legs and sat down on the couch. 

I knew what was coming, and it wasn't going to be me. This was remote control, and he was going to turn it off at the last minute. I tried to struggle away from the vibrator, but it moved with me. Then I was struggling to get more of it, just as unsuccessfully. It buzzed away, doing what it did, a blind, oblivious blunt object. The restraint was having its usual effect on me, and the build-up came fast, then faster, and I gulped for air, and tensed, and cringed inwardly, anticipating the cut-off, the terrible need, his laughter and punishing eyes. No more than I deserved. 

And then, like the flick of an enormous switch, the thing pressing my clit became the source of a thousand volts; my body clicked over and convulsed. I came so hard I howled, hips trembling, fists clenched. It was gorgeous. In the second wave I arched my back and looked painfully behind me at Anders on the couch, watching. He made no move. 

The spasms ended, but the vibrations against my clit, excruciatingly, did not. In panic I thrashed; I couldn't bear continued contact right after an orgasm. But it didn't stop. I was screaming, trying desperately to pull away from the vibrator, begging for it to stop. Behind me again I glimpsed the upside-down view of him watching. And I understood that this was the punishment. My face was wet, and my body continued its frantic, pointless thrashing. Eventually the intensity shifted and rounded out and spread, and I was building again. Oh, god! I lay flat on the floor, trying to give my body a 188 
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rest, but the insistent buzzing kept at me. Soon my muscles were taut again, and my hips were rocking. Anders stepped over me and came back with a beer. 

My pleas and whines were completely ignored. It took longer this time, but I came again, in one single long surge, the hard plastic giving me no room to manoeuvre, no chance of subtlety, no interplay of nerves and flesh. 

Just an infliction, intense, mechanical, the pleasure followed almost immediately by that overwhelming, unbearable intensity. I wrenched my hips desperately, and howled, and begged again. He picked up a book. 

The cycle continued. Decades went by. I was a wrung-out dishrag, wired like a marionette, my eyes cracked and seeping. Orgasms and their excruciating aftermath alternated and merged, from one aching throb to another barely distinguishable. The room became a series of blurs with salt prism edges. 

At last one blur resolved into a long form, standing over me. 

"Had enough?" 

I nodded passionately, past the point of whispered pleas. The vibrations stopped. He untied me and lifted me and let me sit, stunned, in his lap. 

Gently he massaged my arms and legs, rubbed tender places on my back and butt that I hadn't been aware of, stroked and kissed me. I saw the clock; and my mind reeled. It had only been an hour since dinner. 

"Well," he said. "That ought to hold you for a while." Bastard. 

Then he pushed me to my knees and came in my mouth like a cavalry charge. 

I have to admit that the ordeal did lower the tension. The next day, for the first time in all the weeks I'd been at my job, I wasn't fighting arousal. 

Actually I couldn't imagine ever being aroused again. The harness was just something that I wore, a necessary accessory for the slave that I was, but the sexuality of it was for my master, not for me. I was still slightly depressed because I'd had to be punished like that, but I worked like a very advanced piece of software: all systems firing, no errors. 

That evening my master came home and let me up out of my corner. 

After my chores I'd spent my waiting time sitting on my heels there on his written instructions, collar closely linked to the wall, wrist cuffs chained to the same spot. He was taking no chances. Completely unnecessary, I thought at first – if he imagined I wanted to touch my clit today he was crazy. But 189 
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gradually, leaning into my corner, looking down between my harnessed breasts, I began to feel that crucial nerve bundle regain its function. I knew I was back on line when his big body crouched next to mine, smelling of rain, sawdust, and his own electrifying atmosphere: essence of Anders. 

He didn't allow me up off my hands and knees for quite a while. Half an hour after dinner I crawled up the stairs and stared at the floor in the back room, hands braced, legs wide, as the harness came off. 

"I enjoyed last night," my master said lightly, hanging up the harness, 

"but you talked too damned much." He picked up something else. Leather and rivets dangled before my eyes. "We're going to try some enforced silence for a while." Something cylindrical, black and rubbery was pressed between my teeth, a tight strap pushed under my chin. He adjusted straps around my head, over the bridge of my nose. A bridle. The final ratcheting adjustments at the back of my head pulled the heavy bit deep into my mouth. 

It was curved, with a thicker portion in the middle that pressed down on my tongue. I'd worn simple one-strap ballgags before, but not this head-encasing web of humiliation. There were reins attached to the bit, dangling from rings on either side of my jaw. I glanced up at the mirror, and some kind of animal looked back. Anders was behind me now. A cold sensation on my asshole that I knew well, and then the prod of something hard. Not him; not warm flesh. Something cool and rigid pushing past my sphincter. I cried out as the thing slid into me, narrower and harder than his penis; cried out again as he drove it higher. Straps tightened straight up the back, in a Y up the front; a belt circled, locks clicked. I groaned, my bridled head in my arms. 

There was a yank on the corners of my mouth that pulled my head up. I stared up the whole length of the man in front of me, at a face austere and impassive from that angle, like a Calvinist statue consigning the sinners to hell. Suddenly he was just pure and scary god-like dom. A god of judgment, offering no latitude, no quarter. 

He fastened the length of the reins to the wall, ran the tip of his whip down my side, and started me on stretches to warm up. Exercise time. The butt plug, that astonishing intrusion, kept bringing me up short, but Anders made no allowances. I'd rarely been punished during warm ups, but he punished me now. Then he started me on aerobics – standing jumps, lunges, wall squat thrusts, jumping squats. All apparently chosen to make the plug as disturbing as possible. All continued until I gasped hoarsely around the 190 
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bit. I couldn't open my mouth more than a millimetre wider than the bit, because of the jaw strap. There was plenty of room at the sides to draw in air, but in addition to everything else, I felt the frustration of being unable to hang my mouth open and pant, to close my mouth and swallow. Saliva dripped down my chin and onto my chest. I wanted to plead with him, beg for a rest. The whip bit and stung and my voice flung out its inarticulate vowels of pain. I wanted to be flung down and fucked, hard. Occasionally my weary legs would take me too far from the wall and I'd run into the bridle and feel it yank me back like an unruly horse. 

At last my master let me do some cool-down stretches, and it was over. 

Except for the arousal, which seemed to have been pumped into all my body tissues along with the extra oxygen and the endorphins. My frantic breathing hardly slowed. He mopped me up and wiped me down where I was, still held by the reins, butt plug a sweet immovable hell in my rear. Then I was back on my hands and knees. Long fingers ran along welts, tickled my belly, drew my swollen nipples out and tugged the rings. The fingers journeyed in lines between my legs, running along the labia rings like a stick along a fence. On the return trip one hand dipped into my soft, soaking wet centre, while the other pressed and twisted the butt plug. Wordless subhuman sounds emerged from my lowest levels. 

My master's deep voice murmured my ear. "Well, well. You're horny again, my naughty girl. After all that work last night." I groaned and let my head drop. "Now, what am I going to do with you this time to keep you out of mischief?" I looked up at him and began shaking my head, but he caught me by the bridle and held me still. "Come on." I stumble-crawled after him, hoping for anything but a repeat of the night before. 

But it looked like that was exactly what I was going to get. He pulled me to the modified exercise bench arranged in the middle of the back room, fastened me down on my back with my legs up and hanging from short straps from the weight rack, and brought out equipment that was clearly electrical. I began a panicky moaning, and got my thigh slapped, hard. 

"Quiet!" I swallowed and suppressed a whimper. 

His eyebrows gathered like storm clouds, and I shrank. "Even bridled you make too much noise, slave. Altogether too free with your vocal cords. 

Time to learn how to shut up." He clipped something to the bridle. 

Something got inserted into my vagina, and something else pressed my clit. I 191 
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watched as best I could. I shut up. He tied elastics to my nipple rings, and tied those to strings that attached through rings to my ankles. Gingerly I experimented; the slightest kick was going to yank on my nipples; the leeway provided by the elastics should keep me from damaging the piercings, but it wasn't going to keep me from hurting myself. I managed to cut off the panicky whimpers rising in my throat, and tried to keep my rapid breathing quiet. Anders fiddled around my waist, drew out the butt plug and immediately replaced it with something colder. More fiddling. Finally he stood looking down on me, his eyes their most indecipherable grey. 

A click, and I was transported back to the previous night: the vibrator against my clit began to buzz. Then inside my cunt, a thrusting sensation; I looked for Anders between my legs, but he was off to one side. Whatever it was felt wonderful, a pulsing, like being penetrated. I'd no idea electricity could feel like that. In combination with the vibrator I was going to come very soon. My back arched. I wanted to open my mouth wide, and I couldn't; I wanted to moan and howl, and that was forbidden. The vibrations kicked up a notch; Anders had some controls and he was using them. I stared over at him, trembling. One of my legs kicked convulsively, my nipple felt the painful yank and I gasped, and instantly I was hit with a terrible kick in the rear. I screamed and it hit me again, and I began to thrash and cry. Anders flipped his controls and grabbed my face. 

"Shh. Quiet, girl!" he demanded. "Quiet! Look at me. Pay attention. The plug in your ass is on a painful setting. There's a mike by your mouth that triggers it." 

I gasped and held my breath as the stimulation started again, let it out as gently as I could. If the feelings couldn't get some release through sound or movement, if it all had to be contained, I was going to implode. My lungs caught each breath and held it. I can't I can't I can't…. Hands and arms were flexing, head turning from side to side. Without hope I drew my arms and pelvis up tight, trying somehow to fend off the inevitable. And then the first spasms hit, my legs flew out, and a gasp escaped me. The shock stopped the orgasm dead. Tears sprang from my eyes. I turned to my master, saw his smile, and shut my eyes tight. 

The stimulation continued inexorably. I squirmed and arched in vain attempts to pull back, winced at the resultant inadvertent pull to a nipple, already painful from the last debacle. The vibrator clung and buzzed. The 192 
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thrusting sensation spread arousal wide, wider; so sweet and so terrifying. 

My hands clenched into fists above their cuffs. Here it came again – oh, god 

– and again at the first contraction that shocking blow; I thought I'd suppressed all noise but I could hear it ringing in my ears a moment later. 

Again the orgasm stopped in its tracks. I wanted to scream, long and loud. 

My master still watched, his smile oddly gentle, though there were lights dancing in those grey eyes. I put everything I had into silent pleading, staring at him. He stroked my arm. 

"You're going to learn, girl, like it or not. Stop fighting it." 

Stop fighting it? Was he mad? How? 

All right, I thought. I breathed light and fast, and gently I spread my knees as wide as they could go, trying to relax into the sensations. At the same time I attempted to block all motor and vocal responses. I almost made it that time. I got halfway into the orgasm before the pull, the pain and the shock hit me. 

"Better, girl." He stroked my hair back from my sweating face. "Getting there." 

I didn't do as well the next time, or the next, and sanity began to slip. 

Echoing around inside my skull was every variety of curse and whine and desperate appeal. I shut my eyes so tight my tears turned back and ran down my throat. How could he do this to me? How could he turn my own body against me like this? 

But at last the orgasm came and the shock did not. I opened my eyes wide and stared at the ceiling, hanging on, just barely, through one shuddering wave after another. My legs escaped my control once or twice, painfully, but my voice did not; I got through it without making a sound. 

The vibrator and the pulsing stopped. My gratitude was immeasurable, because if it had gone on into the unbearable aftermath there was no way I could have contained myself. He leaned over me, one hand gentle on my heaving chest. "That's my good girl," he said. "Next time you'll be quicker." 


*** 

 Over the next couple of weeks, I was subjected to many variations on the theme: extensive teasing, and then punishing orgasms that exhausted my libido until I was teased again. Every other day he went back to the simple, excruciating repetition that he'd subjected me to on the first day. He said he didn't want me to get conditioned out of moving and making noise all the 193 
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time, just when he chose. I made plenty of noise through the bridle on those evenings, back on the living room floor, spread-eagle and sweating. That part of the punishment continued more or less the same. 

The predicaments, on the other hand, got more stringent as the days passed; my head and arms and toes were tied to my nipple rings as well, so that I had to learn to keep my whole body still. 

The toes were the hardest. Like trying to sneeze without closing your eyes. I hadn't known that I flexed my toes when I came; who thought about feet at a time like that? Well, maybe some people do; not me. But now I had to think about my feet, and the rest of my limbs, and especially my voice, all while being taken over by devastatingly thorough enforced orgasms. Mind you, a little pull on the rings wasn't bad; it was even good if I could keep it under control. But my devious master made sure that was never, ever easy. 

His mercy with the off button didn't last long. As soon as I was managing to keep still through the first orgasm, he left the vibrator on, and made me go through the intolerable aftermath as well. And I had to learn to tolerate it without a single cry. 

He upped the ante by adding sticky electrode pads to various sensitive spots for additional punishment – my buttocks, for instance, and my breasts (with carefully alternating current – he discoursed to my silent, trussed form the risks of electricity above the waist). The smaller the pad, the more painful the shock, so of course the pads got smaller. He also experimented with pleasurable electrostim, but always in the context of driving me crazy and watching me try not to writhe. 

I had thought that our life was intense before, but this nightly torment was a whole new level. Each time he released me I clung to him, dazed and exhausted; he spent a lot of aftercare time holding and cuddling. I'd calm down, recover some kind of equilibrium, and remember arousal as if it was a distant cousin who'd stopped visiting years ago and moved out of town. And the next evening I'd be compelled back to the ordeal by leash and whip, hot, wet and terrified. 

Pleading of any kind would have been futile, so it was probably just as well that I was bridled almost constantly during that period. In fact, as soon as my bowl was licked clean each lunchtime, I had to make my way back to the bench and get into the bridle myself. The closure was a ratcheting lock arrangement, so once I was in, that was it until my master got home. The gag 194 



 As She’s Told – Anneke Jacob 

could be released separately, but only with one of his friend's clever little keys. And that happened only briefly when he fed me. For sucking his cock he inserted other gag arrangements – big ring gags, or dental gags to force my mouth open. Humiliation upon humiliation. When he took me off the table and soothed me he held my bridled head to his chest, and kissed my hair through the straps. 

During that period, practically the only time I spoke at home was for a few minutes that second night, in whispers after we went to bed. My master snuggled up behind me, ran one warm hand from my chained arm down to my side and then onto my thigh. I leaned back against him. Something was missing. Usually the touch of his long body got me going like nothing else; in some ways that was the hardest tease of all. But it was all used up, it seemed. Until next time. "How are you holding up, girl?" he murmured. 

"Tell me." 

Carefully, I considered this question. I was getting what I wanted – an utterly controlling, imaginative dom, who loved me into the bargain. He used and cared for me as the property I was, and for that I was profoundly grateful. He was taking care of his property now, checking for damage, hidden stress or strains. I understood that by now. The property had no right to hold back. How was I holding up anyway? 

"I'm scared, master," I whispered. "So scared…. But I'm okay.” 

“Scared of what?” 

“The next time. It's hard…. I'm so sorry I messed up.” 

“When?" 

"When I – when I came – the other night. So bad at controlling myself, I'm sorry; I'll try…." 

He squeezed me gently, put a hand on my lips. "Shh. I know. What else besides guilty and scared?" 

"Happy. My god…. More than that. No words…." I thought some more. 

"Secure. Safe. Frustrated. Sometimes panicky. I don't know," I sighed. "I've got all these contradictory feelings. Angry? I get – I get mad sometimes, you know, when it really hurts, or – or when you really push me – I can't help it." 

"Of course." I could hear the smile in his voice. "That's part of the fun. 

If you never got mad I'd be worried." He squeezed me tighter. "As long as it's not building up. That or the anxiety." 

"It never lasts long." 
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"Good." 

"Master?" 

"Mm?" 

"How long – how long is it going –" 

"Until the piercings are ready. Then I've got some alternatives for keeping your libidinous impulses in check. Until then I'll just have to keep your cunt so overused and done over that you aren't capable." 

I suppressed a whimper. The piercings seemed perfectly healed, but the last estimate I'd heard as to when they could be used was ten days away. 

"Of course I prefer you to keep you in a state of frustration, so enjoy this while you can." Enjoy? A groan escaped me. 

He made an indeterminate sound in the back of his throat which on consideration I decided was a snicker. Then he firmly hushed me, and settled down to sleep. 

The next night there was no more check-in with the property. I lay there chained to the bed but finally free of the bridle, which I'd worn almost continuously since early afternoon. Teeth brushed, face washed. Mouth my own. Hoping for a little comforting conversation. Then Anders walked in with leather in his hand, turned my head toward him and enclosed my lower jaw in a no-nonsense muzzle. Straps on either cheek joined at the bridge of my nose and carried on over my head. He pulled this and the neck strap snug. Carefully he drew my hair out from under the leather, pulled the closure a couple of notches tighter, and clicked the lock. "You should be able to breathe through your mouth if you have to; try it," he said. My lips could open a little under their padded band; just barely, but enough. I sucked some air through what had to be a small hole for the purpose. Not much use for noisemaking, but adequate for respiration. He pinched my nose lightly, and made me try again; still okay. 

My jaws strained against leather, testing, and then gave up in defeat. I found myself making 'mm' noises and rolling and twisting my head to try the limits of this new confinement. It was more comfortable than the bridle, but I looked up at him in some distress at the thought of sleeping this way. 

Still, I was his own thing. His own silent thing, if he chose. And bad girls had to take the consequences. He smiled down at me, put a finger to his lips, and turned out the light. 
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Chapter Fourteen 

Not at Home Depot 




 >This is a high level of cruelty to maintain for so long. I am impressed. 

   >It's been very effective training. I'd take her out of the beginners' 

 class now. A much finer level of response and obedience. 

   >Enforced silence, too, is interesting. I have tried this to good effect with Inge in the last weekend party, and by the end she was crawling deeper into subspace than I have ever seen. 

   >If two days had that effect (and that is still a fantasy level, say what you will), imagine what two weeks has done. I can see the difference. Each day she moves and holds herself more like a slave. By which I mean a body calibrated to someone else's purposes and not its own. 

   >next summer? 

   >You are looking well ahead. It is only a very short time she is with you. But yes, the idea is a fine one. 

   >I'll look into it. As to whether she will still be with me, it may seem like a short time to you. I think even in that time she's beyond the point where she could conceive of leaving of her own volition. Even if she wanted to. And there's no sign at all that she wants to; quite the opposite. We are only going deeper. 

   >I think only public pressure, or perhaps legal, will take your governments from their deadlock, or is it apathy? What happened to that coalition of yours; is it still active? 

   >Yes, they're still at it. I give them money, I consult. I can't manage the meetings. The pace is unbearable, frankly, and the pointless bureaucratic crap drives me mad. I can cope with bureaucracy when I can see an end point, or when I have some hope of steering round it, but this…. 

 So I focus on what I can do. Energy-efficient buildings are being funded more now, at least, so I can specialize there. 

   >hypothesize a relationship between sleep patterns and social isolation. Sleep loss relates to mood, shiftwork interferes with relationships and so on. As research topics go it has advantages, as I can use data already existing from many disparate areas and pull them together into 197 
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 something new. The area is not well studied and has some good practical applications. So as a career move it could be worse. 

   >Sleep patterns. Well, well. Given your late-night jaunts, an intriguing choice on your part. I hope your supervisor turns out to be more congenial in person. Perhaps he has a sleep disorder. Or maybe it was just the heat; did you know it was 39 degrees that day in Chicago? Have fun there in August. 


*** 

 The only thing to be said for the southbound Don Valley Parkway during Friday afternoon rush hour was that it wasn't as bad as the other direction. But northbound was bumper to bumper, so that wasn't saying much. Mind you, the DVP was capable of congesting itself for no reason whatsoever, in either direction, at any time of the day or night. Happily Anders no longer needed to summon up patience when he had to use it to get home. The longer he was delayed, the longer his slave had to wait. And the longer he got to enjoy her waiting. It made every trip home a covert sexual experience. 
He knew exactly where she was. The click on the webcam audio as she locked herself down resided comfortably at the back of his mind. He was securely in possession. 

He braked, geared down and sang a rousing verse from an old, convivial feasting song. It was all going so well. Fatalism gave him a sour glance, reminding him that life couldn't possibly stay this good. It had only been a few months. Anything could happen. Would it all still work a year from now? Ten years from now? 

But projecting too far into the future was pointless; he told his grandmother to go take a nap. She refused, and got to work on global warming. Should he buy a hybrid truck? Or would he create less waste by keeping the truck he had? His faithful, reliable old truck; he'd hate to part with it. 

At last he made it to his exit, picked up his package from his friend the locksmith, and headed for home. All the development work was done; it was time to test the product. The house was dark and cool after the July glare. 

Anders slid the kitchen door aside, stepped into green light filtered through the trellis and vines overhead, and took a deep breath. A smell of damp grass, potting mixture, cedar. The yard was lush and getting overgrown; the 198 
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patch of lawn that was out in the sunshine needed cutting again. He should trim some of the bushes, too. Fertilize the grapevines one more time. Prune the red maple bonsai. Some work to do this weekend. 

He turned to the corner where his pet was waiting, deep under the arbour, leashed securely to the house. She was close to the wall, not using anything like the full length of her chain, but he could tell she was calm, at least; no longer panicked at the thought of being outdoors in just her harness, or flinching in anxiety at every noise. 

There had been walks in the dark of night to start with, with Anders tugging her by the leash through the shrubs to the end of the yard and back. 

Then he had taken her out in the dying light of the sun and made her stay out with him until the stars came out. Apart from his own, no windows overlooked the yard; the fence between them and the railroad yard was particularly high, and the houses behind them were all out of sight and single story. On the weekend he had gotten her dressed and shown her the fence, indulgently allowing her to follow its circuit and check for knotholes and cracks. This worked; her panic subsided. 

The trowel she'd been using was set aside and the pots were planted; she had turned to face him, still on her heels with soil-covered hands hovering above her thighs. Pale streaks of dirt decorated her breasts, with here and there darker lines and spots where saliva had escaped. She arched her back and presented the breasts to him anyway. The eyes looking through the bridle straps looked happy to see him. 

Upstairs in the shower, Anders soaped her lovingly, and surprised her by not immediately replacing the bridle when they were done, leaving her only in collar and cuffs. 

"So. Do you think you've learned to keep quiet?" he asked. 

She looked up in some surprise. "Yes, master. I think so." 

"Good. We've got something else to think about right now, and I'm going to need a little verbal feedback." He laid her back on the bed, sat between her legs and took the device out of the package. 

"Here's what I hope will stop those busy fingers." He held a thin, light curve of grey metal about as long as her hand, the shape of a squashed oval, with a number of slits, perforations and grooves over its length, lined inside with a fine metal mesh. The thing was vaguely spoon-shaped at one end, with a clasp-like piece set into it at the other. He held it and turned it above 199 
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her face for her to see, and noted with pleasure that she looked but did not try to touch; her hands stayed above her head on the bed. This slave of his was beginning to be well-trained. 

Anders set the thing aside and examined the soft, naked vulva before him. Looking for any sign of redness or infection, he tugged firmly on each of the six rings in turn; all was well. He turned each ring so that its bead was all the way to the inside, next to her skin. The pink wings of flesh within were taking on weight and a dusky hue, and slippery moisture was beginning to reflect the light. He ran a finger back and forth over the arc of pubic bone, spiralled in toward the hidden nerve centre, then out to slip along the creeping tide of liquid. Her breathing was quickening; he gave her pubic bone a kiss, and sat up. 

"This should fit well. You remember the mold I made." The first step in construction had been a mold of her form from heavy foil and plaster. He folded her knees back for more access. The metal followed her curves exactly, providing a shallow cup over her pubic bone, a differently oriented curve over pouting pussy lips, reaching back to her perineum. She watched, breath coming short, as he began inserting her labia rings through the six slots meant for them, two and two at right angles to the length of the device, on either side of a long central slit. The rings proved a little trickier than Anders had expected, since when one went through, the previous one tended to slip out, but at last he had all the little hoops where he could get at them. 

He pressed the metal shield down hard on the soft flesh, felt her tense and try not to wriggle, and removed a long, thin U-shaped metal strip from the package. This was formed to follow the same curve as the shield. He slid this very carefully from back to front through all the rings, three on each side of the U, pressing the shield down as he went and coaxing the rings up. Then he pressed the base of the U over the clasp at the rear of the shield, and pushed down until he heard a click. 

"Stand up." He heard her shaky intake of breath as she got to her feet. 

"How does that feel?" 

"Strange. May I – touch it?" 

"Please do." He watched her explore the metal between her legs, and glance at the full length mirror. 

"Is this for – ?" She touched a long slit down the middle. 

"Peeing through, yes. Liquid can get out, but the mesh will make sure 200 
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that objects can't get in." 

Her hand went deeper, back to the clasp. "This is the lock?" 

"Yes. Walk, see what it's like. She walked back and forth a little, gingerly, then with more confidence. "How do the rings feel?" he asked. 

"The pressure's spread out. It's quite light, really. I hardly feel the weight. It just feels – strange." Her hands were trembling slightly. She turned to the mirror again. Anders stood behind her and touched a swollen nipple. Instantly her breathing accelerated. 

"Strange as in arousing, evidently," he said, amused. But breathing a little fast himself. She gave a small groan. "Yes, the rings and – just being locked up – you know – ." 

He reached round her and put a proprietary hand over her metal-covered pussy. "Tell me more about that." He saw her sideways glance, the whites of her eyes a brief flash. 

"I – the fact that you'd lock me in a – device – no choice, you know – 

my own body isn't mine, and that – that –" 

"Excites you no end. Uh-huh. Go on." 

She took a deep breath. "The rings and all this – hardware – make me feel like a – a thing, an appliance. Just part of your – your equipment." 

"Well, you are. A very rare and useful part, mind you. Not available at Home Depot." 

A soundless laugh, her eyes meeting his in the mirror, then she took another breath. "And this new – thing – " 

"Chastity shield, let's call it." 

"This chastity shield, it seems like it's supposed to be – part of my body." She leaned her head back into the crook of his neck. "You keep owning me more. I keep thinking that I'm completely yours, and then you find a way to own me more." 

"What a tribute. It's nice to be appreciated, even by property." His erection nudged her rear. "Let's test this out a little. Lie on your back; let's see if you can get your fingers under it." She tried, at his direction, from every angle, and in a couple of different positions, but the rings held the metal firmly to her flesh, allowing almost no leeway. She was afraid she might tear the piercings, so he told her to stop. 

"Press it toward you. Any contact with your clit?" She obeyed, and shook her head. He let her shake and pull at the shield, even try to twist it. 
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After several minutes of this she was whimpering, her fingers growing frantic. Her skin was flushed; she was starting to urge her hips despite herself. 

"I need – master – I can't – " 

"No, you can't, can you?" His voice had gone low and husky; his cock felt ready to burst. He grabbed her up by the wrists and folded her down over the footboard, lubricated her ass and plunged, visualizing her soft, swollen pussy locked to its hard carapace. The image had him thrusting almost convulsively. His hands squeezed and twisted his slave's sensitive tits, pushing her arousal, listening to the sound of moans like heartbreak. His cock took what it wanted, free and arrogant, thrusting itself toward a spectacular climax, making her frustrated flesh languish and weep. 


*** 

Our ardent, secluded world shifted from one pattern to another. Though it was really the same pattern from a different angle. 
He was letting me talk again, at least sometimes, and that felt like a sea change. Hell, after so much silence even 'Yes, master' felt loquacious. But in fact we were having a lot of actual conversations, making up for lost time. 

But I was no longer coming. Routine lock-up had moved from my mouth to my vagina. My punishment was over; the nightly inflicted orgasms stopped. And although the ordeals had been the hardest things he had ever put me through, it wasn't long before I caught myself thinking of them almost wistfully. Given what came after. 

Right from the start he made me wear the shield to bed; no more bad dog tricks for me. During the day, over the course of the first weekend it was on and off a lot, as Anders checked me and made minor adjustments. A shallower curve here, a slightly wider slot for a ring there. He wouldn't leave it on for long at first, or let me exercise or even walk far when I was wearing it. But gradually he upped the time and the level of activity. A couple of days he drove me to work and picked me up, just to reduce any potential irritation. Then he'd supervise my lunch and go back to work. 

After about a week of caution, the day came when my master left the shield on, right into the evening, even through aerobics. And from then on it was on more or less all the time. There was a lot of learning that went with the new hardware. Sitting down had to be done just so. Hygiene was a bit tricky and time-consuming; I took to keeping a small spray bottle of water at 202 
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work for quick bathroom clean-ups. One little practical problem after another. I thought he might relent for my period, but instead he let me wear underwear (first time in months, felt very odd) with a wide pad, and also let me spray myself off in the shower when I got home. Messy, but doable. 

Easy to deal with compared to the psychological side, which was strange, strange, strange. My cunt had become the core, the focal point around which the rest of me revolved. This soft, swollen, throbbing region that I spent every morning trying not to think about, every afternoon trying to ignore, now seemed to be taking on an insistent personality of its own. The Cunt in the Iron Mask, peering out moist and disconsolate through the slits. The shield made itself known a lot in a subtle kind of way. Tugging at my labia as I walked, drawing my notice to the thing I couldn't have. Like a hungry, penniless urchin with her nose pressed to the bakery window. 

I felt the shield, too, as a humiliating statement about how trustworthy I was not. In order to keep me from taking liberties with something that didn't belong to me, my master had actually incorporated metal into my guilty flesh. I felt that guilt each time he went through the process of locking or unlocking me. It was fiddly, it took time, and I felt like a very bad girl. 

There were the sensations of rings tugging, of metal pressing, and the slow slide of that long double locking bar, which touched and scraped and tickled bits of me as it slid beneath the rings. Before long, the lust from these sensations became inextricably bound up with shame. The whole package was as powerful a mindfuck as anything he had ever perpetrated on me. 

Just as I had with the corset and harness, I tested out escape routes in my mind. (All right, yes, I was that bad.) Was it real? I needed to know. The lock certainly worked; that catch didn't release without the key. I couldn't open the rings to get the thing off; even if I'd had the nerve, the fixed beads were all inside the shield, and were wider than the narrow slots through which the rings passed; they couldn't be turned to where they could be reached. It was real, all right. The odd thing was that with my lust suppressed, I no longer had to be in charge of its suppression. All the feelings I had curbed and contained and crammed into the smallest possible space, now burst out into that limitless haven of helplessness. I had no control to exert. Arousal expanded exponentially. 

One night I followed my leash, corseted tightly – he'd got me down an extra centimetre – into the kitchen, where he cleared the kitchen table and 203 
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lay me down there on my back, knees up. 

"This is making me nostalgic," he said. 

I hadn't been on that table – at least not in that position – since his late night meal between my legs, months ago. I smiled, and shook my head. 

"Eons ago. Some other life." He ran one finger down the inside of my thigh. 

"You were delectable. My guacamole girl." He leaned over and licked my nipples, one after the other. "But remember? I didn't even tie you up back then. Amazing." He fastened me down firmly by wrist and ankle cuffs, both to the table legs near my head, so that my legs were flexed. "That was even fun for a while. But this is much better." My fixed limbs pulled against their cuffs, my insides surged; I couldn't help agreeing with him. 

He unlocked and removed the shield, pressing my knees back toward my chest to get the bar clear. I groaned. Then I felt him gently inspecting the piercings. 

"Good." Anders stood up straight and looked at me consideringly. "I seem to have a bit more control of you now, my bad little hunhund." Gently he rubbed my belly. "Time for me to have a bit of fun." Oh, lord. Belly trembling, I watched him pull something from his pocket. A blindfold. 

In the sudden dark, one nipple, then the other, felt the pinch of clamps just past the point of pain. Then something was threaded through the labia rings on each side, tied tightly to each thigh so that my lips were spread wide. I could feel the air on my inner flesh, and swallowed a whimper of fear at being that exposed. 

"Not a vegetable night, I think," he murmured. "I'll just see where the mood takes me." A finger ran down the line of my wet inner flesh, and I twitched involuntarily, feeling the pull of the labia rings as I did so. 

A soft flutter on one inner thigh, and then a sting. A flogger; I knew it well. Six blows there, six more on the other side, making thigh muscles flinch, making labia rings pull and pull again. Six more on that soft and delicate skin, closer and closer to my crotch, back and forth. I was panting now, my arms pulling at their cuffs. The corset caught and prevented every deep breath; ribs rebounded back to their small compass. The flogger stopped, and I felt something go round my thighs just above each knee. At the next blow I knew they were connected to the nipple clamps. I had learned to keep still, and for the next few blows I did just that. But he wasn't going to let me get away with that. My ankles were released and then linked 204 
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together. 

"Spread your legs, girl." Gingerly I relaxed my thighs, until I felt the nipple clamps' painful pull. 

"More." I moaned, and let them fall another inch or two. I could feel my nipples stretch; they were aching fiercely. 

"Hold that." 

"Yes, master." 

The flogger fell again, harder now. The inside of my thighs were throbbing with pain and heat, and were trembling with the effort of holding the position. Each blow seemed to force them down; I couldn't pull them up without disobeying. Tears began dampening the blindfold. I could feel the arousal spreading, blow after blow painting my skin with it. 

Then the whipping stopped, and I felt the tails brushing my exposed cunt flesh. Threatening up and down, back and forth. 

"No. Please, master," I whimpered, very scared now. "Please…." 

The leather brushed my clit, dragged along soaked flesh. Inner thighs sent flaming licks; my back tried to arch toward the frightening sensation. A little flick sent me retreating again. Then a warm tongue against the same taut nerves. A moment later, another, more painful flick. I writhed and took the consequences in burning nipples, pulled labia. Tongue again. Whip again. Tongue again. I was beside myself. The yanks and pulls, yes, they were incendiary now, oh yes, friction sparking…. Past and future nonexistent, hard-learned lessons forgotten, only the moment, this moment. 

Now. Now, his tongue, staying in place, sweet; so, so sweet; there were hands hard on my thighs, thumbs chafing sore flesh. My breath caught, my back arched and I began to howl. And then he stopped. 

Through all my tears and cries and begging his hands were there, gently stroking my thighs – the outer, unmarked regions. When at last I quieted down, I heard the laughter in his voice. 

"Just relax, sweetheart." He removed the nipple clamps, and loosened the labia rings. "I'll be back later, and we'll do it again." 


*** 

 And we did, or rather he did. Again and again. Day in and day out. 
Something that had been for him a serious hobby now seemed to be transformed into a skilled and dedicated vocation. 

Right to the edge, a hairsbreadth from the precipice. Tying me into 205 
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fanciful positions, using elaborate hardware, or very little but his own body and canny, sadistic will. Like the times he chained me to the bed and made love to me, carefully, carefully, his timing and technique improving daily, until the margin between his orgasm and mine became that of a scalpel's edge, finely honed. 

He didn't trust me an inch, not a millimetre. The decision was never left to me. If straps didn't tie me down, his body did. And if I wasn't absolutely helpless he watched me like a hawk. He'd wait a little, till I was no longer hovering, and then he'd hang me out over the edge again. Each subsequent session brought me quicker to the verge. I'd shake, and strain, and whine if he let me, and beg if I wasn't gagged. I couldn't know; he might relent, and anyway the words just seemed to tumble out of me, like a cascade of stuffed toys bouncing ludicrously down a rocky hill, amusing and futile. When it was time to take him into my mouth, whimpers and moans bubbled up around his cock. My lips and tongue felt soft and engorged; my throat opened eagerly, as if I could take him all the way down, all the way down, and at last be satisfied. 

"Please?" I whispered on one occasion, as he slumped back on the couch, his thigh muscles relaxed beneath my cheek, his maddening body radiating fulfilment. "Please, master, please?" One lazy hand toyed with a lock of my hair. I kissed his wrist and thigh with trembling lips, my hands writhing behind my back. "Please?" I murmured, a little louder. 

"No." 

My neglected cunt throbbed harder, like a swollen heartbeat. "Please, why…why not?" I wailed suddenly, then stopped my mouth against his thigh, frightened. 

But he laughed, deep in his chest, and didn't smack me for my impudence. "We've been over that, little girl. Because I enjoy you more this way. Deprivation improves you – taste, texture, smell. A much juicier product." 

A sound spilled from me. 

"Enhanced audio, also." 

I bit my lip and silenced myself. The sulkiest attempt at revenge. The lazy smile on his lips just got wider. And then he was running a finger around the rim of my ear and singing blues again. Damn it! The infuriating man sang blues when he was happy. And what made him happiest was 206 
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turning my body to an agonized, needy jelly, and my life into something harder than the hardest luck song. 

And the song was, of course, 'Beggin' Woman.' One of his favourites. 

He leaned down and kissed my eyes and the bridge of my nose, still smiling. 

A typical evening would wind down with me crouched at his feet on knees and chest, hands fastened behind me, my whole urgent body throbbing, supporting the weight of his long legs, those comfortable limbs pressing heavy and relaxed against my ass. Somehow without moving, my body was straining forward, trying to find the spot or place in my world that would bring me to climax, seeking contact, my eager flesh encountering nothing but teasing air currents. When he'd finished his chapter or watched the news, when he'd judged that I'd cooled down enough to be touched, he'd fit the shield back over my simmering cunt, lock me up again, kiss away the fresh flow of tears, and put me to bed. 
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Chapter Fifteen 

Out of bounds 




The streetcar swayed around me, chunking over switch points, making its electric hum as it braked and stopped and started again. My eyelids drooped. I felt the car's vibrations through the shield between my legs. The sound and rhythm of the car were mesmerizing. 

Three times the night before I'd been taken all round an orgasm, circling that illicit miracle, disturbing its delicate fronds with my breath, almost allowed that moment that would swallow me whole into its depths. Almost, but never quite. 

He had me. My god, he really had me. 

You would think that it would be orgasms, that summit of purest pleasure, that would tie me to him. A conditioned response bringing me always back for more. 

But after fulfilment one can move on. Make weekend plans. Read the paper. Go out for sushi. Or at least get on with one's slavegirl day. Not me. I stood, trapped at that barred threshold, unable to see any other path, much less take it. In the absolute grip of the gatekeeper. Why weren't we moving? 

I opened my eyes again, and examined a long row of shops, all Chinese signs, vertical, horizontal. A moment of confusion. and then I was on my feet in panic. How the hell had I ended up on Dundas? And deep into Chinatown, going west instead of east? Oh my god oh my god…. The car was a human traffic jam, through which I struggled. The streetcar must have short turned and I didn't even notice! Jesus Christ I'm going to be late! 

"Please, can I have a transfer?" I panted to the driver. "I should be on the College car." Praying this wasn't one of the hardasses who refused because you were supposed to get a transfer when you paid your fare. 

The driver sighed wearily to his windshield. "Made an announcement back there." He handed me a slip with the gesture of a man who's just been robbed of his last faint hope for humanity. 

The car jerked its way through traffic, start and stop as if to spite me, several minutes just to make it the one block to Spadina. All my anxious body language was insufficient to get him to let me out between stops. I raced north toward College, back almost to where I'd started, ignoring the 208 
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tight harness and the metal between my thighs, dodging around delivery trucks and vegetable stands and agonizingly slow elderly shoppers. My feet teetered on the edge of curbs, waiting for lights to change. I was thinking all the while that if they wouldn't take my transfer I'd be in even worse trouble; I had no more tokens, no money, nothing. My god, walking would take an hour, maybe more…. 

The driver on the College car took my transfer without comment. But the car stuck fast, over and over, at crosswalks and behind cars turning left. 

God damn them! Move! Oh god, I'm incredibly late! At my stop at last, I ran all the way home, knowing it was no use. It was one minute to two by my watch, fourteen minutes beyond the latest time I should have been through the door. 

I scrambled through my chores feeling stupid enough to be used for bait, and wishing I could just curl up in a corner and hide my head until my master came home to beat the hell out of me. It wasn't until I had finished my work and locked myself to the banister that the true extent of my idiocy hit me. 

I hadn't called him. I'd been out of my route and late. And I hadn't called. Not only did I not call when I got off route, I didn't even call when I got home. The phone was off-limits without permission, but that would surely have been a lesser sin. God almighty. How could I fuck up this many ways in one day? 


*** 

 Anders spent most of the day engaged in the tricky business of shoring up a badly cracked joist and a sagging floor, and it was four-thirty before he got a chance to do his usual webcam check. The girl was huddled in a tight ball by the banister, her head in her arms. What was up? He checked back, played a little, backed up some more. Tension. Tears. She'd scrubbed the kitchen floor hard enough to take the bristles off the brush. Then he saw the time she'd come in. Checked again. Sure enough. 
She hadn't called, either. He checked his phone messages to be on the safe side, but no. Nothing. What the hell had she been up to? 

"Oh, little girl," he murmured to the image on the screen, "you are in deep shit." 


*** 

 "All right, bad girl. Let's hear it again." She was kneeling at his feet, 209 
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wrists chained to ankles, once again trying to droop forward to hide her head. "Look at me!" She reared back. Anders kept his eyes on her wretched face as she told the story again. "How the hell did you manage not to notice when the streetcar turned?" 

"I don't know!" she wailed. "I think I have to try so hard to focus at work – I'm so – aroused that I – when I'm on the streetcar I – relax." 

"You go into some kind of space-cadet trance, evidently." 

Maia looked up at his unsympathetic face, and swallowed down rising sobs. 

Once again he interrogated her over where she had got to, how long it had taken her to run back, what she had seen on the way. It all had the ring of truth, but the phone call, or lack of one, was hard to swallow. 

"How could you possibly forget to call? The cell phone is in your bag. 

You've got me on speed dial." She cringed and winced at the end of every sentence, as if his voice was a slow lash. He considered her tear-swollen face. "When there was that construction delay last month you called me from the streetcar. It's not as if you don't know what's expected of you.” 

“It – master – it wasn't – that time it wasn't my fault. This time it was. I was – I don't know, frantic. All I could think of was getting home as fast as I could and getting my chores done. I didn't think of calling till it was too – 

too late – ." Sobs choked her. 

"Well, that was pretty damned stupid, wasn't it? Who would have thought a smart girl like you could be quite so dumb?" He took her by the hair and forced her to look at him. "Did think you might get away with it?" 

His hard voice cut like a knife. "That I might not notice?" 

Her eyes widened and spilled over again. "No! No, master, no!" She wriggled desperately in his grip. "I swear!” 

“Would you have told me if I hadn't known?" 

"Yes! I couldn't – not have told you." She took a huge breath. "I need to be punished, master. Please! Please punish me!" He released her head and instantly her face was on the floor between his feet and she was grovelling, belly to the floor, knees spread wide. 

He looked down at the harnessed little body, which seemed to be trying to wriggle right into the floor. This was no unwilling ritual to appease him. 

He couldn't mistake the need in her voice. And he'd seen it on the tape; she'd been radiating frantic guilt all afternoon. 
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Of course she had. Outside the boundaries he'd laid down, both of time and space. Stupid, careless inattention. Her own internal world taking precedence over the most basic obedience. Carefully he examined his internal thermostat. Irritation, not anger. Well-controlled. Safe to punish her. 

He hauled his slave off to the corner and chained her nose ring to the floor, then went to start dinner. As it cooked he made some arrangements. 

This was an opportunity to use equipment he'd been saving, that had felt too punitive for everyday use. He felt his groin tighten in anticipation. A bright side to everything. 

Maia lay belly down, head in the corner, legs flexed back to meet wrists. 

Anders took his time eating. Then he made some saltless porridge, loosened her chain a link or two from the wall, and shoved a flat little tray under her nose. "Lick it up, slave." 

She did the best she could, neck straining upward, tongue reaching; she cried and tried not to jerk when the whip slashed her thighs. 

Anders tightened the chain and left her for a while with her face in the sticky tray, the porridge drying on her chin and nose, flaking from her eyebrows. She could see nothing of what he was arranging, but the sounds would reach her. 

At last he released her nose ring, cleaned her up and hauled her back to the middle of the room, leaving her on her side on the floor, wrists and ankles still linked. She stared upward at the bars and pulleys above her. The harness, he decided, would get in his way; he took that off. Thick, cushioned suspension cuffs emerged from the back of the drawer with the smell of new leather. "These should keep your wrists and ankles safe. You'll tell me if there's a problem," he said coldly. One by one he unlocked her cuffs, brought her limbs forward, strapped them into the padded cuffs and linked them to the spreader bars. Then slowly he raised her off the floor, one careful eye on her face. Maia looked dazed and frightened, but there was no sign of pain. "Well?" 

Slowly she spoke. "I'm all right, master." 

He pinched her ass very hard and she writhed and cried out. "How about when you wriggle around?" 

She breathed hard. "It's – okay, master." She was light, and flexible, and strong for her size. She should be all right. He raised her to about chest height. "How do you feel now, bad girl?" 
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She twisted in the ropes. "Completely – totally – helpless, master," she panted. "More than I've ever – Terrified." She dipped her head back, and then gathering her limbs, managed to raised herself a little. The cuffs didn't give her anything to grasp. She swayed and dropped again. Anders thought he'd rarely seen anything as beautiful as that smooth, slender form hanging and struggling like a captured animal. Deprived even of the security of contact with the ground. 

He took up his rawhide flogger. The narrow lashes stung and only the mildest application was any pleasure to her. He started well beyond mild, and she screamed. 

"Are you relaxed now, my little space cadet?" The next blow and scream pre-empted any reply. Red lines were tracing the taut shape of her flesh. Her whole body flexed and tensed and writhed, its struggles attenuated, held back by gravity and her own weight. He started on her thighs, then stopped and unlocked her shield. "No reason you should be protected here, slave, is there?" 

"No…master…" she whimpered. He couldn't tell if she was agreeing or protesting. It made no difference. Anders set the metal piece aside and aimed higher, across tense suspended thighs, and the exposed cunt came in for a stinging lash or two. She screamed again. "I thought," he went on, giving her another, "that you'd learned to pay attention. Horny or not. Evidently I was mistaken." Another blow. "Maybe you thought you didn't have to bother." 

Another. He paused long enough between blows and sobs for her to hear each cutting word. "You seem to think you can do what you like when I'm not there to see. Maybe this," – he hit her very hard – "will make an impression on that self-absorbed little hide." 

It took a while to get her where he wanted her. By that time her buttocks and the backs of her thighs were laced with narrow, swelling welts. He took her by the hair and stared into the wet and crumpled face, until she was looking at him and the washed-out eyes regained their focus. "Listen, slave. 

Listen hard. You listening?" He gave the head a small shake and felt her urgent nod. "You are not a thing that has options. What you are is property. 

Equipment belonging to me." He gave her head another little shake. "My property does not go wandering. My property had better take very good care and pay attention so that it does not go wandering. Do you think you've got that now?" 
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Yes, yes, she got that, and sobbed out promises to pay much better attention in future. But he wasn't finished. 

"You seem to have forgotten what you're here for. You're not here to wallow in erotic trances. You're not here to float around indulging yourself in subspace. Your purpose is to serve me. Is that clear? You are a thing for my use. That's your function: doing as I tell you. That's your first and only priority. Body and brain, sexuality, all of it, all the time, for me. Got that?” 

“Yes, master, yes, I'm sorry!" 

"All right," he said, letting go of her head. "That takes care of your punishment for being out of bounds. Now I'm going to punish you for forgetting to call." She gasped and pulled in her legs with frantic strength until she was almost upside down, and her head and mop of hair shook back and forth. Anders took her face gently in his hands, and looked at it, inverted this time. How strange and sweet the big, wet eyes below, above it the distorted, trembling mouth. "Yes, bad girl. You know you deserve it. Don't you." She sagged from the ropes and nodded. 


*** 

 God knows I deserved it. The question was whether I could stand it. He released my wrists and cuffed them again across the small of my back, leaving me hanging by ankles only. I had never felt so much like prey. Game hung in a butcher's shop. The pulley raised me up toward the ceiling. I hung, feeling the stretch of bone and muscle and tendon, straight down from my feet to my neck, the sweep of my hair, blood in my head. The pain of flogged flesh, receding a little in the confusion. 
"Well?" My master's voice, cool and questioning. I looked at him through clouded eyes. His hand shot out and slapped my breast. "Pay attention! Jesus Christ, girl! How much of this do you need before I get through to you?" 

"I'm sorry, master," I got out in a fast whisper. "I'm – okay." Oh, god! 

Would I never learn? 

"All right. Let me know otherwise." And he took up a flogger with slightly wider lashes and went to work on the rest of me: breasts, belly, back and the fronts of my thighs. I don't think he'd ever hit me so hard. While he did this he made me count, ask for the next blow, and beg for more punishment for my specific faults. 

I had never been in bondage so dehumanizing, subjected to so much 213 
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torment, while having at the same time to maintain human intelligence and some kind of language capacity. It took everything I had to focus on my master's words, process them, and force my tongue to respond coherently, and not dissolve into a howling, mass of suffering and disgrace. No escape into subspace. No retreat from the realities of my own misbehaviour and his devastating anger and contempt. No relief from the overwhelming pain and humiliation he was meting out so lavishly in return. 

At last he knelt over me as I lay exhausted on the floor, arms still locked behind me. The touch of the rug on my skin made me weep some more. 

"Now," he said softly. "Tell me, bad girl, how we should take care of this." He indicated his huge erection. 

He was still calling me 'bad girl,' which meant – oh god! – that he hadn't forgiven me yet. That face, those eyes were bleak; I almost broke down. But what remained of my brain managed to work this out. He wanted the punishment to continue, and he wanted me to ask for it. I begged in a hoarse whisper to be fucked up the ass. 

"Why?" he asked. 

"Because – master, it will hurt me a lot and – and I deserve to be hurt." 

Apparently that was the right answer. "Right. Up the stairs. On your knees." 

Groaning, I managed to get my knees under me, and made my way toward the stairs. Naturally there was punishment along the way; climbing stairs on one's knees with no hands is a slow business, even when you haven't just had the most thorough whipping of your life. You basically have to swarm up on your face and sore breasts. I almost fell back once, but he caught me, pushed me forward and gave me a terrible smack. By the time I made it upstairs I was crying so hard I could barely see to steer myself to the bedroom. 

Over the footboard, stretched and tied by ankles and collar. My master lubricated my asshole, but apart from that he gave me absolutely no mercy. 

My welted ass was grabbed, stretched and impaled. He got in as close as possible and tormented my raw flesh with every thrust, and with every thrust I screamed. Welted breasts were twisted and pinched and rubbed. I sobbed out how sorry I was, and please to forgive me, and I tried through all of this to stay open for him. 

That night for the first time I wasn't allowed to sleep in his bed; he left 214 



 As She’s Told – Anneke Jacob 

me on the floor at the foot, chained by wrists and ankles. Everything hurt, but the loneliness was worse. But the next morning, when he unchained me, he held me in his arms and his eyes were warm. The punishment, that punishment at least, was over. 
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Chapter Sixteen 

Folk Fetish 




They'd been heading north for over an hour before the traffic finally, abruptly fell away. The contrast was such that Anders felt like he had the road to himself. He took a deep breath and burst into a sea shanty in a big Stan Rogers voice. 

Maia offered a round of applause over the final note. "Sea shanties would roll out nicely over these pretty Muskoka lakes," she said. "Make all those weekend sailors feel tough and tarry." 

"Uh-huh. A shanty is a great experience in machismo; take it from me." 

"Are there Danish sea shanties?" she asked. 

"Oddly, only translations of English ones. Danish sailors who worked on English ships brought them back and translated them." 

"Strange. What did Danish sailors sing when they hauled up?" 

"No idea. I'll have to ask Svend some time." 

"I can still see you at the helm. With an evil look in your eye." 

"Watch your words, wench, or I'll put you in the hold on the return journey.” 

“Yes, master. Did you live near the water in Copenhagen?" 

"Not far from one of the canals. We used to go to Nyhavn sometimes to look at the old sailing boats. There are wonderful houses there. Hundreds of years old. Svend would be trying to sneak onto the boats and I'd be staring at the houses." He swung into the left lane to pass a big tractor-trailer. "I lost track of him that way once; oh, man did I get in trouble." He grinned. "But of course we knew our own neighbourhood best. We used to tear around all the time, the whole gang of us, through our friends' buildings, out the back through the basements and courtyards. All these secret routes.” 

“Who were you hiding from?" 

"Adults, I guess. Each other – spy games and so on. A whole detailed geography that I knew like the back of my hand. I think I even mapped it at one point." 

"That sounds like fun." 

"It was. Great fun." 

"We always lived in boring subdivisions," she said. "I can't remember 216 
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anything that exciting. Everything was so new and obvious. A few trap doors and creaky attics would have improved the ambience no end." She mused, stared into the distance. "I used to make secret worlds for myself with chairs and blankets and an old card table, down in the basement. And there was a crate, too. A friend and I used to hide in that. We turned it over on its side, and set it all up with little dishes and a toy stove and treats.” 

“You envisioned yourself as a cook in those days?" 

She laughed. "Apparently. I cooked a mean Oreo. I also made a little bookcase out of cardboard, and some tiny books to go on it. The blanket and card table construction was the rest of the neighbourhood, whenever my mother let us use the blankets. Little stores and so on." She was silent for a minute, thinking back. "God knows how much time I spent in there. My friend lost interest after a while, but I didn't. Then my sister and her friends trashed it and I wanted to kill them.” 

“What happened?" 

"I whined and complained until my mom said I should be outside, anyway, not lurking downstairs in the dark. I snuck back down and set it up again. Decidedly darker in theme, that time. I recall something about a chain off an old broken lamp, wrapped around my ankle." He laughed. Her leg was tucked up under her, and one ankle was within reach. He squeezed it. 

The weekend was looking promising. A lot of potential in the folk festival lineup. Nothing worse than a few clouds in the forecast, and the temperature was hovering around 25 degrees Celsius. Perfect. High time they got away from Toronto and its hot summer smog. And sweet to go travelling with his little baggage. 

He'd packed her up well before they'd left, in a tight new harness with many more but narrower straps. Just a few marks left from that major beating two weeks before; very pretty. Plus the usual ongoing ones. She sat there trading stories with him because he let her, looking lovely but otherwise unexceptional in her slender cotton dress and sandals. But beneath the dress was a little geography of bondage. One that he would have no trouble mapping from memory. In fact he had mapped it, in the process of designing and constructing it. "Did I tell you Val might come tomorrow for a little while?” 

“Your friend Val from work?" 

"Yeah. There's a blues singer she's got a thing for. We'll see if she 217 
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shows up." Anders thought it likely. Val's apparently casual questions about Maia didn't fool him; she had been wanting to check the girl out for some time. 

"Why did we start so early if the festival doesn't start till six?" 

"The traffic was bad enough this morning; can you imagine what it'll be like later, on a Friday afternoon in summer? And I'll bet by then there'll be a huge lineup at the campsite. Anyway, I have one or two things to do." Her enquiring look got no response. 

The camper trailer they were towing was on loan from a friend for the weekend. A functional little space. Anders had explored the tiny kitchen and bathroom, the storage in odd places and the double bed up a couple of steep steps over the hitch. It was fun seeing how it all fit together. An intriguing design problem; he wouldn't mind designing one himself some time. By the time they arrived and got the trailer into the site it was after one. At once they took the sandwiches he'd packed and went for a walk toward the water, and then dawdled along the beach. The lake puffed its freshwater scents to them, or the exhaust and asphalt stink came from behind them, depending on which way the wind was blowing. But the water sparkled, the sun shone, and they ate their sandwiches and were happy. After a while there was a tranquil kiss that turned into an exploratory kiss that turned into something that was going to shock the children, so they disengaged and headed back. 

Inside the trailer the air was warm and a little stuffy. Anders stepped past Maia and arranged the blinds, then looked at her where she stood hesitating by the door. "What are you waiting for?" he said sharply. She stripped and was on all fours without a flicker of wasted motion. 

He pulled collar and cuffs from a bag he'd stashed there, squatted down next to her and clicked each one shut. She raised her head, blindly seeking him with her face in the dimness. Anders raised her to her knees and touched the tip of his tongue to her parted lips, tasting her, and inhaling her eager breath. He kissed her. The flesh crossed and striped with straps was warm satin against his hands. He tightened the breast straps until the tits bulged, and then fondled the taut, swollen things. 

Then he locked her hands behind her neck and kissed her some more. 

Exploring the packaged flesh that was his belonging: all property, all his own. After a while he got up and lifted her onto the small table on her back, folded her legs back and unlocked the chastity shield. She was watching, 218 
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breath coming short, painful hope showing in the shape of that open mouth. 

He ran his fingers gently down the rings on either side of her vulva. Took out his cock, pulled the rings aside and pushed his way into her slowly, slowly. She knew all too well what was coming; he heard her whimper in familiar frustration. 

Anders enjoyed her succulent hole for a while, staying back and watching the needy little clit, isolated and untouched in its fleshy shell. Then he withdrew, still hard, took a thick dildo from his bag of toys, and slid it where his cock had been, again very slowly. The little figure arched and panted, and then saw him reach for the shield again. "No. Please, master…." 

The dildo base was narrow to fit between the fixed rings. He slid it into a groove that he was now making use of for the first time. He could have wished for more light, and the dildo teased her even more than he'd intended as he worked to get the two together. At last he succeeded, and pressed the whole up high into her cunt, got the labia rings through the slots and locked her up once more. 

"All right, hunhund." Hand in her hair, he pulled her up to sit on the table and then off and down on her knees in front of him. Then there was the hot, wet, eager mouth to invade and use, and when he'd had enough of that, the obedient throat to fill. 

She was looking up at Anders, knees wide on the rough carpet, watching as he cleaned himself up. He stepped around her, and was rummaging in a bag when his cellphone rang. 

"Hello. Hey. Yup, we made it. All right. Just a couple of things to tidy up and I'll be there. Is John coming? Good. Half an hour, then." 

Anders put away his boots, her clothes. Stood over her with a water bottle and gave her a drink. Unlocked her wrists from her collar and clipped on a short chain as a leash, then led her, crawling, first to the bathroom to pee, and then to a tall narrow door with horizontal slats. The wardrobe. 

He opened it, took out a couple of old lumpy plastic bags, and nudged her in. "Sit." She sat, knees to chest, looked up at him and opened her mouth. Anders put a hand to it. "Quiet." He slid the hasp of a padlock through the rings at her wrists, her ankles and the end of the collar chain. 

Then he bridled her, with a breather gag rather than a bit. Her eyes were wide between the straps as he closed the door. 


*** 
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It was almost completely dark. The closet was so small that the balls of my feet were against the door. The trailer door closed, and I moaned behind the gag. There was sweat trickling down my side already; it was hot in there. 

A thump and a scrape sounded against the side of the trailer, and I shrank down. Who was out there? Only a thin skin of metal between me and the cheerful vanilla world. What if someone decided to visit? 

The trailer door opened, and I caught my breath. A hum; something starting up. The door closed again. The hum continued; otherwise, silence. A hint of cooler air filtered through the slats in front of me. He must have hooked up the electricity and turned on the air conditioner. Sweet man. 

The whole trailer lurched a bit, and again I cringed. Then I heard the truck start up and move away. He'd unhitched the trailer and left me alone in it. God, this was scary. If I didn't trust him so thoroughly I'd be terrified. 

Where was he going? Did he have friends here? Construction business to discuss? Surely anyone needing renovations would use a local contractor. 

I tried to shift the gag a little with my tongue. My hands twisted, my feet crossed and uncrossed, trying to find the most comfortable arrangement. 

I could just touch the padlock that linked all four cuffs and the chain leash. 

This last was short; if I sat up straight I had to pull my heels right up to my ass. No way to extend my legs, even if the door had been opened. No way to exert any of the strength of my legs on the door. No way to reach the knob, no matter what contortions I might try. 

"Just a couple of things to tidy up," he'd said. I thought about luggage left till called for. I thought about a toy that was played with and then put away till next time. Squirming around the pole inside me, soaking wet, my bridled head rolled from side to side. 

The experience wasn't unfamiliar. I spent plenty of time under his desk, for instance, out of the way. But only when he was there. And he'd done the same thing with pieces of me, like when he stored me away on one side of the door while he used my breasts on the other. For that matter, what was being locked for hours to banisters and benches but storage? Just with a bit more of a view. And not in this strange new place, with no soundproofing to insulate me. There were voices outside. Children shouting. An engine starting up. Some women walked by, quite close, talking. I couldn't make out what they were saying, but they couldn't have passed more than a few feet from me. 
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My eyes were getting used to the dark; I could make out the lines of the louvered door in front of me. A few photons of sunshine filtering through. 

My enclosure smelt like old musty clothes, with a slight, worn-out hint of cedar. I thought about the fresh breeze outside, the blues and greens, the sun's sparkle on the lake. Not for me as it turned out; at least for now. I thought about exploring the town, checking out the bookstores. Not for me, either, apparently. I sighed. We were here for my master's pleasure, I reminded myself. Any enjoyment the slave obtained was purely fortuitous. 

Well, not entirely. I continued to squirm, and there was no question that the confinement was having its usual impact on me, on top of everything else. I could feel my nipple rings against my arms. One finger made it as far as the chastity shield, but of course could make no impression there. 

My finger traced the hard, smooth metal, reading its implacable message. Who was I kidding? The dildo I was forced to sit on was not for my amusement, but for his. My arousal and frustration was his pleasure. And while this made my time in storage more bearable, in the long run it only meant more torment. Would I ever get to come? I was still hopeful, but there was no indication of when. Was there some kind of schedule in his mind, or would I have to earn it somehow? I hoped the requirement didn't have to do with not begging for it, because if so I'd never get there. I had all sorts of inhibitions and reticence around my speech; I'd never been exactly fluent. 

How on earth could I be such a motormouth when I was on the edge like that? No, so far it seemed to be simply for his own enjoyment that my master had continued to deny me. After all, when he had expectations he told me, in words of one syllable if necessary. He was getting more pleasure from denial than from allowing me orgasms, so of course he was denying me. His right. 

And deep down, beneath the frustration and the crazy urgency, was a weird kind of delight. I was not, really not in charge. Not even subtly, not even as part of some covert negotiation. If he'd been doing things for my sake and not his own, I'd be having orgasms night and day. Not hardly. 

I let out a long breath, and leaned back in my enclosure. Thought about my childhood games in the crate with the little lamp chain and the curved block shackles. Tipped my head back, trying not to drool. How long had it been? Ten minutes? Thirty? I presumed I'd be let out for the beginning of the festival at least; otherwise why buy two tickets? For the time being I was 221 
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safe where he'd put me. 


*** 

 Anders turned back into the campsite from the highway, gravel popping beneath his tires. The meeting had gone not badly. He'd found a CD he'd been looking for. His slave was tucked away securely, just as she ought to be. Horny as hell, just as he liked her. In a world full of tragedy and injustice, was it wrong to be this pleased with life? 
Inside the trailer he made some coffee, studied the festival program and made some notes. When he was ready, he went to the wardrobe and opened the door. How the little body glowed in its dark corner, dusty and damp though it was. She was looking up at him with those big eyes, just as she had when the door had been closed. He pushed the sweaty hair off her face. 

"Have you been a good girl?" he smiled. She made a sound behind her gag which could have been anything: agreement, amusement, exasperation. She nodded. 

"Come on," he said, pulling out his keys. "Let's get you cleaned up." 

This he did thoroughly, tying her up in the shower, taking everything off, drying her carefully, putting it all back on again. He hesitated over the dildo, strongly tempted to use it, but in the end removed it from the shield; they were walking, and he had yet to see how far she could walk in it without chafing. 

Out the campsite gates and up the road they strolled, with some time to spare. It wasn't more than a kilometre to the Mariposa site. The road was dusty and heavily trafficked, but there was a pretty view over a bridge; they stood there for a little, and he said, "I don't have to tell you not to wander off, do I? Stay with me, unless I give you permission otherwise." 

He noted her look of guilt, and the anxious edge to her voice. "Of course, master." She moved in closer. 

"Damn it, sometimes I wish I could keep you on a leash in public." 

Maia nestled under his arm and touched his back gently; a consoling gesture. 

"Even if I couldn't keep you naked. Just to be able to acknowledge the relationship." 

"What about unwilling spectators?" 

"Oh, be damned to them!" He smiled wryly. "Grow up, people!" 

"Even in front of children?" 
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He grimaced. "No," he admitted, "even in fantasy I can't imagine that one." He watched an approaching sailboat catch a breeze and heel to starboard. "But really, how different is it from gays and lesbians getting to hold hands in public? Probably no one thought that was okay in front of children either, a few years back.” 

“You think we'll go mainstream? I can't picture it." 

"Me neither. Nice fantasy, though, isn't it? No wonder so much bdsm porn is set on millionaire's islands. Or other planets. Where it can all be in the open. Socially sanctioned.” 

“I guess that's one reason for the clubs and scenes." 

"I guess," he said doubtfully. "So much of that is playacting for an audience. Maybe there are couples who use it to get some – what? Some affirmation of their private reality? But how would you know the difference between that and games?" 

They watched the sailboat as it passed under the bridge, directly under their feet. An odd satellite view of the deck. 

"But a leash, now…," Anders mused. "I could get one of those training shocker collars they have for dogs. The ones that give them a jolt if they go beyond a certain distance. I'd have to put it somewhere…discreet. But you'd be such a good girl I can't imagine it would get much use." 

She shuddered. "No, it wouldn't." 

"Still…." 

She looked up at him in some alarm. He steered her forward. "Let's go." 


*** 

   Anders bought us dinner at one of the food stands: chicken curry and nan. I stayed close, not wanting to encourage whatever those thoughts had been on the bridge. He settled us down on the grass by the lake to eat, and I drank in the view and the breeze. The water was a deep and playful blue. 
The air smelled wonderful, unburdened by city smog. I'd almost forgotten what clean air smelled like. 

We were joined by a middle-aged couple, Claude and Pam, whom I'd met once at the Toronto folk club where Anders played; they helped to run things there. I gathered from the conversation that it was them that Anders had gone to meet, along with some local people, and that they were trying to put something together at the club, some sort of workshop series for amateurs, taught by professional musicians. 
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"I still say promotion is the problem," said Pam, her voice an echo of Edinburgh gone mid-Atlantic. Idly I wondered how long it had taken her accent to shift so far to the west. She'd been in Toronto a good twenty years at least, by my guess. "We won't get the people we want unless we can show a promotion budget up front. They could finish up giving their time away for practically nothing." 

"There are ways that don't cost much. Or anything. Our website, other websites," said Claude, his Québec accent down to a few Gallic consonants. 

He'd probably been in Toronto as long as Pam. 

"We may have to pay them a fixed amount, not a percentage," Anders said. "I think there are lots of regulars that would come." 

They argued amicably, and I tried to maintain a look of intelligent interest, deeply conscious of the big hand clasping my thigh, and of the fact that I'd spent their meeting time stored away in a closet. What on earth would these people think if they knew? This was a very strange life sometimes. Pam tried to get me to express an opinion on their plans, and gave me a couple of sharp glances when my eyes went to Anders and I deferred to their greater experience. She reminded me of my sixth grade teacher, another Scot, who was always at me to 'Speak up, girl!' I could almost smell the pencil shavings. 

Anders secured us a spot halfway back from the main stage, and then took me with him as he wandered about, greeting people he knew. I waited while he talked to a couple of performers, feeling them out about the folk club's project. Then he put his notes away in his knapsack and we settled down for the concert. Supposedly the evening lineups were the big name performers; anyway they had really big amps. 

For a while Anders lay with his head in my lap, and I enjoyed the unaccustomed pleasure of stroking his hair, seeing the gleams reflected from above in the pale straight locks, so thick and fine against my hands. I also gently massaged his forehead and jaw with the tips of my fingers; his head grew heavy, and his eyes began to close. The sky was royal blue, shading above us through various fleshy shades of fawn and pink and orange, with rows of little parti-coloured decorator cloud frills. If you saw it in a painting it would be exceedingly trite. Up in the sky, with the changing quality of the light, it was gorgeous. 

When it was really dark Anders shifted over onto his side, and leaned 224 
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me back into the crook of his body. Under the loose overshirt he'd brought for me I felt his hand undoing a couple of buttons on my dress. The fingers slid across the shaped leather over my breasts, that kept my harnessed tits from looking obscene under my clothes. The closest thing to a bra I'd worn in months. 

Some people walked practically over us, looking for a place to sit, and I hugged his arm, trying to look like what we were engaged in was a normal public embrace. "Uh-uh. Bad girl," he whispered. 

My hands dropped to the blanket like rocks. Under cover of some loud drum work he unsnapped the bottom of each leather piece. The hand resumed its exploration. Then it began on my nipples. Tugging on the rings, squeezing, twisting. When my head rolled back he yanked harder and whispered an order not to move until it was time to applaud. Song after song went by like this, heard through a miasma of escalating arousal. I had never before found the twang of guitars so erotic. But the bass provided an anxious under-rhythm accompaniment that resounded between my ears and reverberated in my trembling belly: 'Bad-girl, bad-girl, badgirl….' 

As the concert drew to a close Anders withdrew his hand and slid something out of his knapsack. I felt it clip to one nipple ring, then through the ring at the front of the harness at my waist, then back up to the other nipple ring. Something elastic. Oh, god. 

He pulled me to my feet. "Straighten up," he murmured. I winced a little at the tug. He made me fold up the blanket, which was an interesting exercise. 

We walked through the crowd toward the gate, his hand on my shoulder, his thumb and fingers forcing that shoulder back whenever I slouched. Near the gate he ran into an acquaintance, some city councillor's community assistant. A seemingly interminable conversation followed concerning supportive housing starts, noise bylaws and zoning for small concerts. I joined here and there as I could, smiling companionably, all the while being forced into upright torment by that apparently casual hand. The walk back seemed to take forever; step after step of aroused discomfort and apprehension. 

At last we were at the campground, making our way through the rows of tents and vans and trailers. Rock music blared ahead of us somewhere, louder with every step we took. We turned a corner and found it was coming 225 
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from the next door tent trailer, where a rowdy party was evidently in progress. I grimaced, and looked up at Anders. 

"Lucky me," he said. I thought he was being sarcastic, but he actually looked pleased. 

Inside, I was on my knees and naked almost before he'd put his program down. 

"How shall I punish you, I wonder?" he said, locking on my collar and cuffs, and unhooking my nipples. More punishment. I'd hardly recovered from the last time. Wretchedly I wondered what he'd had in mind if I hadn't misbehaved. Some more teasing, no doubt. Far preferable to what was coming. "Do you know what you did wrong?” 

“I held onto your arm without permission, master. I'm sorry." 

"Those people weren't going to see what I was doing. You'll have to trust me better than that." 

"I'm sorry, master," I said again. 

"And?" 

"I'll try very hard to do only as I'm told." 

"And?" 

"Please – please punish me, master." 

"Right. Let's just teach those hands to stay where they're put." He fastened my wrists behind my back, then strapped my upper arms together as tightly as they would go. A chain from my wrists up to the ceiling forced me to bend almost double. He found things to tie my ankles to, wide apart, and tightened the wrist chain, and I was up on my toes, whimpering, mostly from terror. I'd seen the cane. Oh, god, all this for hugging his arm! Not fair! He took a handful of my hair and raised my head toward him. "Do you get to do what you like, slave?” 

“No, master." My voice was a frightened creak. 

"Do you get to stop me doing what I like? Or even delay me, for the slightest part of a second?" 

"No, master, no, I'm sorry!" 

"No, you don't." He raised my head higher, thrust a heavy gag into my mouth and fastened the strap. The pounding base from next door paused for a moment, and then started again in a new rhythm. There was a click, and a loud clashing rhythm; Anders had brought his own CD player. He turned it up louder still, and in my stretched state the drumbeats felt like blows. 

226 



 As She’s Told – Anneke Jacob 

Suddenly I was pushed forward by a real blow. The slice of the cane took a beat to rise to full force, and then I was screaming into the gag. I hadn't heard it, or my own cry. I got four more, and teetered on my toes, howling soundlessly into the noise. 

Anders turned the sound down by increments as I quieted. At last he turned it off, mopped up my face, then sat down at the table, looking at something, turning pages. My ass throbbed excruciatingly. Arms and shoulders and calves were aching. Tears were dripping onto the carpet, tears of guilt and chagrin as well as pain. When was I going to learn not to be so fucking impulsive? 

After a while he released my ankles, and unhooked my wrists from the ceiling. But I was sent on my knees into the corner where I had to stay, arms still cranked behind me, nose to the wall, until it was time for bed. 

The next morning we were up quite early. Anders gave me breakfast under the table at his feet. My ass was very sore, but apart from that I felt chipper enough. I'd been punished but it was over. Such things rarely continued into the next day. 

I thought perhaps he'd been a little harsh, but I'd been warned: anything resembling resistance on my part was beyond the pale. When it came to punishment he always pushed the pain hard and fast, well beyond the level that would arouse me. As a result I'd been trained out of a lot of unacceptable behaviour. But clearly I still had a long way to go. It could be confusing, this shift back and forth between our public and private relationships, and sometimes I got muddled. But honestly, grabbing his arm when he was doing something to my body; how stupid could I be? 

I was looking forward to my day with him, but that didn't start quite as soon as I had hoped. The performances didn't begin for another couple of hours, and apparently till then I was superfluous, and got put away in the closet as before. Damn. Was it more meetings or what? No one had mentioned anything like that in my hearing. Not that it was any of my business. But my sojourn in storage was a great deal less comfortable than the previous day, with my delicate behind wincing against the boards. The air and the time seemed to stand still. I sat, and waited, and squirmed, and waited. 

Time began moving again, albeit very slowly, when I heard the trailer door open. For a while I listened to movement: little clunks and rustles, 227 
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footsteps. I listened, and wriggled, tried to analyze what I was hearing, gave up and waited some more. 

When Anders finally took me out, the sight of circuits, and a bunch of little tools made my legs shake. 

I was on my back on the table again, wrists locked to neck, chastity shield removed. Fingers traced welts, making me yelp. There was the dildo again, being slotted into the shield. That had to mean I was going to have to wear it all day. My god. I'd go mad. I had no idea. 

In, in, in it went. Pressure on soft, swollen tissue, rings shifted, the lock clicking shut. 

Lubricant. Something probing my asshole, something very familiar. Oh, no…. I raised my head, alarmed, wanting to object, or at least to see what I was being subjected to. All business, he slid the thing all the way up, ignoring me. Straps tugged, clicked to my harness. I was lifted and rolled over, and there was another click in the small of my back. Then I was up, being pulled straight by a hand on my collar. 

"There you go, girl." He yanked a little on the rear strap. "That's my remote leash. If you're more than two metres away from me you'll feel a buzz, just a light warning. More than three metres and it gets stronger. More than five metres and it's going to hurt. I can override it whenever I like; I can turn it off, or I can use it to bring you in even if you're only a metre away. 

Got it?” 

“Yes, master." I forgot all about the vaginal dildo. This was terrifying. 

We drove to the park that day, for which I was grateful. Walking in all that equipment was bizarre enough over the short haul. 

"Did you find all that within driving distance, master?" I ventured curiously. "I had no idea Orillia was so kinky." 

"I already had most of it. Just needed to find some extra electronics. 

And a pet store." So much for my curiosity. 

I put on my collected public face, and hoped we looked like any couple so enamoured of each other that we liked to stay close, if not entwined. 

Mostly he held my hand or wrist anyway, or walked with an arm around me. 

But in the CD tent I fell behind, looking at a recording with ancient instruments, and got the warning buzz. I got another in the food area when a crowd got between us. I really wished then, like him, that he could keep me in public on a nice solid leash made of chain or leather; it would be so much 228 
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easier. But I had to hand it to him. I felt inescapably, physically tied to him. 

We settled on our blanket and despite the discomfort of sitting on hard ground in my condition, I heaved a sigh of relief. Silly me. During a long singer-songwriter ballad (which tended to bore him), I got an odd sensation. 

For a moment I thought that now that I was no longer as anxious about the anal shocker, I was feeling the pleasure of the vaginal plug. But the feeling intensified. The thing was vibrating. I looked at Anders. He was lying back with his hand in his pocket, and was watching me under lazy eyelids. 

The singer moved into yet another verse, and the vibration kicked up. 

My breath started to quicken. A smile pulled at my master's mouth. The vibration slowed, then speeded up again. I suppressed an urge to rock myself back and forth. When at last the song drew to its sad close and the applause was over, the vibration ended, too. I let out a big breath and looked to Anders for instructions. He was standing, evidently ready to move to another stage. Scrambling to my feet, I began folding the blanket, feeling a bit stunned. 

In the artisan's area I failed to notice when he had moved away from the quilts we were examining, and I got zapped. No warning, just a moderate jolt in my rear to remind me to pay attention. I hurried the few steps to his side, feeling like a dog being pulled to heel. Anders amused himself not just through boring performances, but also while we talked to Pam and Claude and the various other acquaintances that he was constantly running across. 

During a drumming workshop my master played me along with the drums, keeping time: on, off, high, low. Given its location – vagina rather than clitoris – there was no hope it would make me come. It got me about halfway there. And it drove me mad. 
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Chapter Seventeen 

Andersday 




"So this is the little prize." A woman stood, hands on hips, looking down at me with an expression of friendly irony. Anders had never told me what she looked like, but this had to be Val. Something direct and no-shit about her, from the short brown hair to the firmly planted boots. 

"Hey, Val!" Anders said. "Good timing. That blues act should be on in about twenty minutes." 

"Here?" She was riffling through her program. 

"No," he leaned over to look past her and pointed, "that stage down there. But sit down for a minute." 

She settled down cross-legged beside me on the blanket. "So," she said before I could gather myself to speak, "how's slavery working out for you?" 

I gaped and a laugh blurted out of me; my hand went to my mouth. 

What was the woman doing, channelling Dr. Phil? All I could think of to say was an inane, "Good. Really good," while I looked around hastily to see who might be within earshot. 

She grinned. "Glad to hear it. I notice you said that without looking at the big guy first. That's a good sign, though I don't know if he'd agree." My eyes went to him then; he was grinning, too. 

"I haven't actually implanted any recordings yet. She's still speaking for herself.” 

“Are you?" 

I tried not to look at my master. He had implanted a couple of other things that morning. 

"Um. Speaking, yes." 

"But everything else is under orders." 

"Pretty much. Well, I – I do my own work, you know." 

"Information girl. Environmental stuff. Hey, can you find out which motorcycles have the cleanest exhaust systems?" 

Anders tsked. "Val, I thought you were saving for a truck so you could abandon me and take my customers away." He held up his hand. "Wait, I know – crew of one on the seat behind you, parts and lumber tied to the handlebars – no, sticking out the side car…." He lay back, snickering away 230 
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to himself. 

"The truck'll be first, boss man. The bike will be one of my many rewards from my outstandingly profitable first year in queer renovations. 

Once I'm no longer a wage slave." Her hazel eyes twinkled in my direction. 

"So, can you find out? I like my fantasies to have a solid basis in fact." 

I nodded, relieved to be on my own turf. "Sure. Repair records, too, if you want. Though the information might be out of date by the time you buy.” 

“That's cool; I'll just get you to do the research all over again." 

There was the sound of fiddles tuning up from the stage. Val looked down at the one she was interested in, shading her eyes. "Hey, I think they're setting up over there. Come and listen to some real music, not this deedle-eedle shit." 

"Nah, I'll catch her later on," said Anders. "Take Maia if you like. She could use the education. All she listened to before I got hold of her was baroque recorder quartets." This was a slight exaggeration. I had also listened to baroque string quartets and Medieval dance music. 

"Baroque! Holy shit, she's worse than you. Come on, girl, let's introduce you to a later century." 

I turned my eyes to Anders and got a reassuring nod; he was taking his hand out of his pocket. It still felt dangerous moving away from him, even with permission. Up and sauntering toward the distant stage, Val gave me a sideways look – she was taller, but not by a lot – and said, "So, it's all okay with you? Still?" 

I knew what she meant, but I had trouble meeting her eye. "Yes. It's still okay. Really; more than okay." 

"That's not the brainwashing talking, is it?" I frowned down at the path in front of me. "Or wishful thinking? He's a good guy, you know, Anders, I'd trust him a long way, but he is a man. They have their limits. Especially with really getting it when it comes to women." 

I didn't know what to say to that. As master and slave Anders and I were so entwined, so engaged within each other's heads, that Val's observations seemed to be coming from some other planet altogether. A planet where men were dumb guys for whom foreplay was big news, and whose height of culinary skill was remembering to take the plastic off the frozen pizza before they put it in the oven. 
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"I – don't see him hitting any limits like that, to be honest with you." 

She laughed. "He's got you good.” 

“He does." 

"But you could get loose if you needed to, right? This isn't some brainwashed abused woman thing here, I hope, because I'd have to start trying to rescue you and my job might get a little tense. Not that that would matter; just say the word." 

I gaped at her again. Her bluntness was bowling me over. There was no sensitive manoeuvring here with a potentially vulnerable stranger. No matter; I had to appreciate the gesture. This woman was perfectly willing to put her job at risk to pull another woman to safety, should that be required. 

Could I get loose if I needed to? Not long ago the question would have been disturbing, might even have given me nightmares. Much as I had avoided entertaining the thought, the possibility had existed. But months of lockstep control, training, obedience and mercilessly swift punishment had tightened the web; each strand had acquired the tensile strength of Kevlar. 

The concept of walking away was now so unreal as to be meaningless. 

Today it seemed especially inconceivable. 

In the abstract I knew it was possible. Not believable, not for me. Not from Anders. But possible for someone else, maybe, in the same situation. 

"Val, I really don't need that or want that; I swear. But wow! That's really kind, thank you." 

She eyed me silent and sidelong with an odd smile. Techies were still moving things around at the stage when we arrived. A guitar twanged. An amplified voice said, 'Check.' Val took a rug out of her pack and squeezed us into a space in the centre of the audience, already big and getting bigger. She observed the careful way I sat down, and gave me a knowing grin that embarrassed me no end. I wondered how much she knew. But there was no room in that crowd for any more true confessions. We watched the singer and her backup arranging themselves. 

"This is fabulous blues. She's cool to watch; real gritty and tough. Great guitar picker." Val looked around at the cheerful scene, toddlers rolling in the grass. "You'd get the idea better in a smoky bar than out in daylight like this." 

The set started, and Val was right. It wasn't my favourite kind of thing – 

I would have preferred the very structured Celtic fiddle tunes Anders was 232 
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listening to – but it was good and raunchy, and the guitar was amazing. 

"What do you think, is she lesbian?" Val asked. 

"Um…I don't know. How would I know? She just sang something about men doing whatever she wanted.” 

“So what? Damn, my gaydar's usually better than this; I can't tell." 

She gave me a look, and I wondered what her gaydar was telling her about me. Could she tell I was about a Kinsey one? Not a zero, I wasn't horror-struck by the idea, but it didn't have a lot of pull for me, either. 

"Shit," said Val when the set was over and the cheering died down, "I wish I could play like that." 

"You play guitar?" 

"Yeah, well, I mess around with it, but I'm a whole lot better with power tools, to tell you the truth." 

"When do you think you'll be ready to buy a truck and start up on your own?" 

"Six months or so. If I can find the right kind of used one at the right price. Then I get the word out and start making the bucks. Earning my motorcycle. There are a lot of dykes who'd rather hire a woman to do their renos." 

"Not many women doing it?" 

"Damned few. And I'm good. I was pretty good before I started working for Thygesen, and now I am kick-ass." She grinned. 

"From working with him? How come?" 

"The guy is seriously into quality. Did you know that? Meticulous, organized as a fucking physics professor. And manages to insist on all that without pissing us all off." I smiled. "Sounds familiar." 

"I've learned a lot from him. Young cub though he is." She wasn't that much older than him, I thought; she looked about thirty. "He picked up a lot of good stuff from his daddy.” 

“What's he like to work with?" 

"Well, like I told you, organized. High standards. But he doesn't yell and scream like so many of these assholes. Takes care of his crew; doesn't skimp on safety equipment or take risky shortcuts. Makes the site comfortable to work in, even when we're in a building with no windows in January. Take it from me, that alone makes him a fucking saint. And he keeps weekend work to a minimum; you may have noticed." 
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I nodded. Anders did plenty of phoning and paperwork on weekends, and some Saturdays he had to spend a couple of hours on a worksite, but most weekends he was with me. It hadn't occurred to me before that this probably wasn't standard contractor behaviour. 

The crowd was shifting; we got up and Val started to stuff her rug back into her knapsack. "He probably sacrifices something in profits, you know; 

'cause he isn't out for the quick buck. It drives him nuts when he promises something and can't deliver. So his schedules leave room for delays, which there usually are. Suppliers not coming through, that kind of thing." 

"I wonder if he makes more in the long run that way. Quality work. 

Reliability." We began walking back. 

"In an ideal world, maybe. In this world, probably not, but he lives longer. Less stress. So what's he like at home?" She looked at my face and laughed. 

I laughed, too, red-faced. "There are similarities. Quality, standards, organization, safety. Same man, different program." 

"I'll bet he adds things up in Danish." 

"Yes!" I laughed. "Anything with numbers is Danish, always." 

"Does he swear in Danish when he's pissed off?" 

"Only when he's banged himself with a hammer or something. When he's mad it's just, um, the accent." I disguised my shiver as a glance over my shoulder. 

"Oh, yeah, the accent! That is weird. The first time I heard it I thought some very pissed off relative of his had turned up out of nowhere. We were working in an apartment building, and a plumber upstairs completely fucked up, flooded the place and brought down a ceiling we'd just put in. I don't think the asshole was even licensed; someone was cutting corners. Anders got the message across all right. Funny how that accent sneaks in." 

Something she had said earlier still niggled at me. I didn't want her to think Anders was some kind of Svengali, seducing innocent girls. "That 

'brainwashing' thing – is it brainwashing, to be this immersed, this totally absorbed when – when this is what I want?" 

"You're absorbed in the relationship? Or he's absorbing you?" 

"Well, both. No, he's not exactly absorbing me. I'm still here, still me. 

Just – part of him." She blew out a breath and shook her head. "Part of him, huh? Digestion tends to change the, uh, object digested, don't you think?" 
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"Digestion?" How had we got to that point? I shook my head. "No, no, it's not like that. It's more like –" My hands circled a little, searching for the right words, " – more like symbiosis. An organism that lives more successfully as – I don't know, as part of something else. And is changed and developed by it to suit them both." 

"Meaning, you've always thought of yourself as a slave and now you are one. And Anders is turning you into the version that turns his crank." 

She seemed to have a habit of casting aside all circumlocutions whenever it suited her, god damn it. My face went hot. "That's – that about covers it, yes.” 

“Does he do any developing himself, or is that all on your side?" 

I considered. "Not as obviously. But yes, in a way. We're both getting to be what we are. And he can take that as far as he wants it to go. Which is a kind of growth and self-ctualization, I suppose." I looked up at her. "And this really is what we are.” 

“I get it." Her eyes went to something behind me. 

I felt a familiar hand take hold of me and tuck me under an arm. The grip was solid, and I relaxed into my niche and sighed. Safe again. 

We walked toward another stage, and the two of them had a lively conversation about blues singers I'd never heard of. Eric's progress also got talked over. As Anders had predicted the relapse had been short, and the kid was back at work, showing some interest in the finer points of the job, which seemed like a good sign. They'd worked out some other way to manage his money, to avoid those lump sums which were such a trigger, and Eric was back in counselling. 

Later, while we lined up for food together and then ate dinner, Anders resumed amusing himself with the remote vibrator. It took everything I had to look normal in front of Val, and I doubt I entirely fooled those sharp eyes. 

Or perhaps it was her nose; I was swimming in juices by that time. 

Anders spotted something amiss with a nearby stage, and I got a break. 

"Look at that," he said to Val, frowning. "That canopy's sagging to one side. 

I don't like it. Keep an eye on Maia for a minute, will you?" I got a momentary buzz as he strode away, and then it stopped. 

"I'm babysitting, am I?" said Val. "How cute. What does he think you're going to do, hotwire his truck and take off? Set up a booth and give away your favours?" 
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I blushed and said nothing, not being able to think of anything to say. 

"All right, I'm being mean. Do you panic when you're alone or something?" 

"No, no. He's just – he's –" 

"A controlling son of a bitch; yes, I know." 

"He likes to know where I am. Without any – leeway, so to speak." 

"Yeah, he likes to keep track of his tools and equipment, too. None of it is allowed to walk away. That's one of my jobs." She gave a sardonic little laugh. "He should be paying me overtime." 

Halfway through the evening concert, Val took her leave. She had decided to check out Casino Rama and play a little poker before she headed back. "No sure things for me. I like an element of risk," she said to me with a wink. "Okay, boss. Sure you can keep track of her without me? Good. See you Monday." 


*** 

 Anders and Maia walked hand in hand through the bumpy darkness toward the truck. No insect noises yet, but the night air was clear and the stars had emerged above them in bunches. "How did you like Val?" 
"Wow. She's really something. She doesn't pull her punches, does she?” 

“What did she say?" 

Maia reported their conversations. "I don't know if she's all that happy with us. She probably doesn't approve of me, though she seems to think you're a saint of some kind, at least at work." 

He laughed. "Val supports doms doing whatever they like, though she thinks I'm a bit of a head case. At the same time dependency irks her. I think she was just checking to make sure you weren't in need of rescue. Beyond that I don't think she gives a shit, really. Except that she'd like to take you home and do whatever it is she does to her girls." 

"Oh, no. How do you know?" 

"I've seen that look in her eye." 

She clutched his hand a little tighter, and he returned the pressure. 

"What's the matter?" he teased. "She could hardly be meaner than me." 

"But –" 

"In fact she only has subs, not slaves, so she's probably a creampuff compared with me.” 

“But – ." 
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"Don't worry," he laughed. "Sexual liaisons with staff, even at one remove, are against company policy." Her hand relaxed a little. 

They climbed into the truck and as he looked over his shoulder to back up he said, "I think my leash worked well, don't you?" 

"Oh, god," she groaned. "Yes, master, really well." 

"Any chafing? Either of them?" 

"No, not really." 

He steered the truck through the parked cars, and joined the lineup heading for the exit. 

"I might shorten the leash tomorrow. I really do prefer keeping you where I can find you. The proverbial short lead." She bit her lip. "Scared, love?" 

"Yes." 

"Good. Just learn to pay attention." He braked for a van that was backing out in front of him. "I could have used something like that a couple of weeks ago, eh?" Maia's head drooped. It was fortunate that he didn't need to punish her that night, because the rowdies next door had gone on to destroy the peace of some other campground, and despite its uses, loud rock music got on his nerves. 

It wasn't only his slave who'd spent the day in a state of arousal. Anders had several times considered taking his slave to the truck for a quick blow job. Would have, if the music hadn't been so good. 

He tightened Maia's harness several notches all around, fastened her hands behind her, and put clips on her nipples. Then he used the remote buttons and a word or two to direct and correct her as she serviced him, a kind of game of 'hot and cold.' As long as she removed his clothes with her teeth and did it gracefully, kissed his feet with the proper attitude, licked and sucked his body reverently enough in all the right places, he kept his finger on the dildo remote. If she got distracted by her own arousal and strayed from her task, if she was clumsy or imperfect he shocked her. He kept her at it for a long time. She knelt between his legs, then knelt over him on the bed, her soft mouth eager, worshipful. The noises she'd been suppressing all day were to him a delicious auditory accompaniment: soft whimpers, catches of breath, little shrieks. He felt he was running her like a remote-control robot with his buttons: reward, punishment, pleasure, pain. 

At last he directed her mouth to his cock. The first come was like a 237 
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geyser, the pleasure so intense and single-minded that for a while Anders felt emptied of everything but the echo. When he stirred again he was, of course, hungry. He rummaged around naked in the kitchen, rooting out bread and cheese. The naugahyde benches looked uninviting to a naked butt; he climbed back into bed. His slave was kneeling there where he'd left her. 

"Here, lie down. I don't want to get crumbs in the bed." She lay on her back as he directed, and he put the bread and cheese on her body between the straps. There wasn't much space in between, but her lower belly was largely clear. As he ate he resumed his game with the vibrator. And once he finished and brushed her off, tipping her carefully at the edge of the mattress so that he wouldn't be sleeping on crumbs, he put his ear to her belly and felt the vibrations for himself. 

Then he played with the nipple clips, on and off, pull and twist, and she squirmed and twisted in response. Her legs were splayed wide, the desperate cunt locked to its shield. He turned the vibrator up to high, and watched her strain and shake helplessly. She began to beg. 

He smiled down at her. 

"Do you think the shield is coming off tonight? Really?" 

She looked ready to cry. "No, master." 

Anders was hard again. He sat behind her head, turned off the remote and said, "Open up." She opened her mouth, puzzled, then slowly arched her back as far as she could to take him in. It was worth the awkward position to see her straining so hard to service him, and when he came he had to use what little consciousness remained to keep from collapsing on top of her. 

The next day they got to take their time; no purchases to worry about or hardware to modify, and he was going to make her walk. Just a minor adjustment to the remote. "About a metre and a half for the warning, girl. 

Two for the stronger one, and four for the punisher.” 

“Please, master, can't you – can't you just hang onto me?” 

“I will sometimes. But it would look a bit odd all day.” 

“Doesn't it look odd – me running to you?" 

He chuckled. "Probably. If you have to do that, try to make it look natural – like you've thought of something you just have to tell me. Don't leap, whatever you do." He took hold of her hair at the nape of her neck. 

"Better yet, try to remember that you're on a leash, and then the problem won't arise, will it?" 
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Anders had his fiddle, as there was going to be a chance to jam in the afternoon. Music on all sides was terrific, but it made him itch to get his own hands on the strings. 

Maia was starting to pant, he noticed, and was a step behind. He slowed down, and took her hand again, amused. Unconsciously he'd been challenging her to stay close enough, speeding up to something more like his natural pace. Poor little pup. 

Three more performers to talk to this afternoon. They'd gotten a raft of 

"maybes." Only the young and local were pretty sure bets. What he'd really like to arrange, he thought, would be a series of workshops, with lots of musicians mixing it up, trying things out, creating something new. He loved getting the chance to play with people he'd never played with before; he always got fresh ideas. Maybe they could do that next year. Or if the teaching series didn't work out. Her hand was sweating; he slowed a little more. They were almost there. No one would guess, looking at her, how complexly this woman was accessorized. Simple clothes, low heels, no jewellery, not even makeup. Of course she turned heads anyway, though she didn't seem to notice. In the spring she'd been a able to fly under everyone's radar. Now she glowed as if the sun was on her wings. Clipped wings. He'd been growing to fit his own skin, and he rather thought that she was doing the same. Reaching out to fit inside his restraints. And hell, she was probably trailing pheromones. No surprise there. 

That day Anders held onto Maia whenever he was feeling merciful. And when he wasn't she tried very hard to stay at his side, much like a dog that has learned to heel. But given the large crowds and the short leash, inevitably she got caught here and there. She was particularly vulnerable when he'd been using the other remote. 

At last, teased to distraction, she went the wrong way round a smaller stage. Anders watched her as the warnings hit. Her eyes searched for him, the wrong direction at first, and then he saw her take the shock. She went completely still, a response out of the e-stim training he'd given her. Then she turned, saw him, and made her way through the rigging and past the sound booth, taking the most direct route. There was a sandy area that bogged her down, and when she reached him her sandals were full of it. 

Kindly he paused while she took them off and cleared them out. She was breathing a little hard. "Did that hurt, sweetheart?" She pressed her lips 239 
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together, and nodded. 

"Better be more careful, then." She nodded again, and reached a little shakily for his hand. He took it. "Come on." 

As the leash was so short and swift to warn her, Anders hardly had to override it at all to keep her where she belonged. He still chose to give her a yank or two amongst the artisan's booths – the crafts distracted her – but conditioning was starting to tell; she was staying within a metre of his side almost all the time. 

After lunch they sat in the grass waiting for a Klezmer band with bluegrass elements, or a bluegrass band with Klezmer elements; he was curious to see how this mix would turn out. The program notes didn't give him much to go on. Suddenly they were joined on their blanket by a small crawling body clad only in diaper and t-shirt; a single-minded little juggernaut intent on some distant objective. Both parents were in pursuit, but were hampered by having to step around the people and the beach chairs, an inhibition not shared by their offspring. The baby took the direct route over Anders legs with the efficiency of an expert crawler and escape artist, and then decided to use Maia's shoulder to stand up. Perhaps he was scouting for the posse. She looked, startled, into the round, rather sticky face, suddenly inches from her own. Anders laughed at this odd confluence, and picked the baby up; the little guy seemed quite fearless, and pulled experimentally on his captor's nose, before being returned to his father's arms. 

"Bold little bugger," Anders said admiringly as he sat down again. 

"Fast, too. He seemed to come out of nowhere." She craned her neck, watching the family retreat. "You seemed to know how to handle him." 

"Pick 'em up, hand 'em back; you can count on me anytime." 

She grinned. "Did I tell you I'm going to be an aunt again? Luisa emailed. She's having another one." 

"How many's that, two?" She nodded. "Are you missing them at all? 

Wanting to see the babies?" 

"I suppose I'll have to one of these days." She looked at him, puzzled. 

"What, do I want to go to baby showers and dandle little relatives on my knee? Not especially, why?" 

He gave this a minute's thought, wondering if he really wanted to pursue the subject. How bizarre to do so now, in the middle of a day spent playing with her like a toy. But then, every day was like that. It had to be faced 240 
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sooner or later. "I just wondered," he said carefully, "how you feel about them. Actually, what I wonder is whether the urge to reproduce is going to be a spanner in our works some day." 

She looked uncomfortable. "I hope not. Why, do you – do you want them?" 

"No. I don't." 

Her look of relief was a relief to him. 

"Thank god for that," she said softly. "Neither do I. And imagine me raising children. All that comes to mind is the Old South and mammies." He laughed, but she looked serious. "Really. I couldn't bring up kids," she said, 

"like – like this." She waved her hands toward her body, which gesture he understood to comprise not merely her concealed accoutrements but also her state of subjection. "We're – too extreme. I also don't want to, but even if I did –.” 

“Well, couples do manage it. They have to tone things down, I suppose. 

Compromise. Conceal, lock their bedroom doors and so on. They must really want kids." It would have to be a hell of a procreative urge, he thought, before he'd make that kind of compromise. 

"Sometimes they have the kids already, before they get into it," she reminded him. "That's true.” 

“I can't imagine keeping up that level of pretence, year after year." 

The set started. Anders listened on one level, and on another he was exploring the release of a vague tension he hadn't been aware he had. As far as he could see, no amount of ownership and control would root out the urge to reproduce, if it was there. In those who had it, it seemed to be as basic and instinctive as the sexual urge which should, biologically speaking, be secondary to it. An urge like that could have been a deal breaker over the long term, but it looked like they'd be spared that complication. 

At the jam session he adjusted the remote so that Maia could sit at the front of the audience. The fiddles were fast and furious for a while; he got to throw in some Scandinavian variations that were new to people, and that was fun. One guitar player slowed them down (ballads again), but then Val's blues guitar picker joined the group. She was phenomenal as it turned out, and the pace picked up again. Anders did some backup, then took the lead on a 30's jazz violin piece he'd picked up from a Stephane Grapelli CD. 

Then he picked up the bodhran when a pennywhistle and banjo needed some 241 
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percussion. 

Through all this Maia kept her eyes almost entirely on him, whether or not he was front and centre. The other musicians received glances and applause from her, but her real focus, he could tell, was only on himself. She gazed at him, mouth a little open, as if he was a rock god and she was a schoolgirl. Lord of the Dance, in fact. He was certainly the lord of her dance, wasn't he? 

He looked again at her face. Those weren't just schoolgirl-crush eyes. 

He was being worshipped. 

What an odd feeling. His woman thought he was a god. Larger than life somehow. Perhaps it was inevitable. But weird nonetheless. 

And yet wasn't that how this music made him feel? Senses expanded by all the interplay, by being part of the weave. He became bigger than himself, his mind quicker, his hands more sure. Was that what she saw with those eyes? 

He wondered what part of the pantheon she had him pegged for. And whether they'd name a day of the week after him. 

The blues guitarist took the lead again, and the group started improvising around her bad luck song, each instrumentalist stepping forward one by one to do their solo. When it was Anders' turn he made the fiddle wail just like Maia when he locked her down. Would she recognize it? She did; she was blushing. The flute picked up on the sound of frustration and heightened it, and the banjo and mandolin followed suit. Unbeknownst to anyone, the song had turned into the 'My Daddy Won't Let Me Come Blues.' 

He caught Maia's eye; like him, she was trying not to laugh. Andersday. 

Very nice. 

The guitarist packed it in, and the traditional fiddles started playing jigs. 

Fun for Anders, and easy. A couple in the audience broke into a dance. Then two more. The tune ended to much applause, and then one of the other fiddlers began one that Anders didn't know as well. On a wicked impulse he set his fiddle in its case, and stood in front of Maia with hand outstretched, glancing with a smile toward the dancers. 

She looked so horrified he had to laugh. Taking her hand in an uncompromising grip, he pulled her toward the dancers She knew how to jig. The fact that she had ever only done so naked under a whip was neither here nor there. The tight harness, the plug in her rear, the dildo and shield 242 
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held on only by rings in her labia, these were just one bonus after another. 

Why be the Lord of the Dance if you can't make your subject perform at your command? 

At first she did a delicate sort of jig opposite him. He gave her a warning glance and tapped his pocket, and she danced harder. But she still wasn't giving it what he knew she was capable of. So he gave her a medium jolt, and she gave a little cry, shook herself loose, flung out her arms, and danced. 

He had never seen her cut loose in public. She laughed and capered with energy and a will, brought her knees up, did her steps with pretty precision, and let her skirt ride halfway up her thighs. The audience clapped and whooped, and she put her hands on her hips and jigged harder. Anders matched her. The two of them kept at it as the fiddles speeded up, challenging each other back and forth till the tune ended. Then she tumbled toward him, laughing and gasping, and he caught her in his arms, falling back on the grass. Her legs straddled one of his, and as they pressed together she shuddered and went rigid, making a high little animal cry that was lost in the general melee. Anders sat up with her on his knee, and hastily checked his pocket to be on the safe side, but no, this wasn't an inadvertent shock. It was an inadvertent orgasm. A few minutes later they sat on a park bench overlooking the lake. She hadn't said a word so far, but she looked rather haunted. He put his arm around her. "Master, I'm – I'm sorry." 

"Not your fault." He laughed. "Mine, in fact. A nice little ironic twist on my lust for power." 

"Did anyone – did people see?" 

"I don't think anyone noticed. You'd put so much style into that jig that it looked like you were collapsing in a happy state of exhaustion." He hugged her to him. "You were magnificent, by the way. Once I persuaded you to get going." 

"Thank you, master. I learned from a master." She giggled a little hysterically. Snickering, he gave her a squeeze. "Stop that." 

"You were amazing yourself. So – so – oh, god, you're – " She burrowed into his shoulder. He held her, smiling ruefully. "I'm what?" She shook her head, her face hidden. He stroked her hair. "Despite appearances to the contrary, I am fallible. Look at what just happened." She shuddered. 

"Will I have to be – punished?" 
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"No, no. I pushed you a little too far that time. Anyway, it's the equipment's job to control you; I stopped expecting you to control yourself some time ago. We've obviously found the limits of the shield." 

"But without the – without all the – " 

"Perhaps. But then, I like to use the extras. It was all moving around as you danced, wasn't it?" 

"Sure. That was what…." 

"And then that final pressure took you over the edge?" 

"Uh-huh." 

"Hmm. Shouldn't have happened." He was thoughtful. "Oh well. How are you feeling now?" 

"Better." 

"I'll bet." 
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Chapter Eighteen 

An amphibian in its native swamp 




    >Yes, I am arrived, though with no thanks to U.S. Customs which was deeply mistrustful of my student visa and suspected me of conspiracies to steal the job of an honest American. 

   >You have a lean and hungry look, Cassius. Just be glad they didn't take you for a terrorist. 

   >The apartment is not bad, on third floor of a walk-up building near campus, and if the furniture was not so execrable I would be quite pleased. I must find something to spread over this couch of much too cheerful orange before I vomit. 

   >May I suggest you seek permission before you paint everything black and bruised purple? 

   >supervisor is still a thorny fellow, but this is just his way with everyone, I am told. His accent is easier to understand when we are face to face. So all is well so far. I am sorry I could not visit you and see your ménage on my way, but this must wait for spring; then I hope that Ria and I can come together. 

   >I'm looking into a couple of possibilities for next summer. I'll keep you posted. Svend may be interested also, but that depends on what he's up to by then. 

   >fixed the webcam setup. Ria is already planning scenes with me, but the time difference is awkward for all concerned. It is good to see her even if I cannot touch her, in spite of this delayed and jerky style. But even with us directing each other's hands it is not very satisfying. 

   >There must be a major scene in Chicago; have you checked yet? I think you were wise to leave the leather with Ria; just imagine what Customs would have made of it. 


*** 

 I went to work without the 'extras' on Monday, starting out at a comparatively manageable level of arousal. That one bizarre orgasm in the middle of a crowd had temporarily relieved a little of my endless horniness. 
Unfortunately the memory of it kept recurring in the course of the morning in fantastic little jolts, and on balance I ended up hornier than I'd started. I 245 



 As She’s Told – Anneke Jacob 

was trying to concentrate on getting through my cataloguing project before the summer ended, because in September everything was supposed to get a lot busier. By then I'd thought I was pretty good at dealing with internal distractions, having had plenty of practice. But I was having trouble moving past the weekend. The orgasm alone seemed to have so much weight that its gravity was sending my mind's orbit out of kilter. 

That evening Anders decided that the septum piercing was more than ready to use. I knelt as high as I could at his feet, arms strapped tightly behind me, my attention shifting anxiously back and forth between his face and the hand that held my new nose ring in a tight grip. "Tell me," he said conversationally, "have you been, shall we say, experimenting with your chastity shield? Maybe in the bathroom at work?" 

"Ah – experimenting?" I muttered. He gave the ring the tiniest twist, and I squeaked. 

"Yes, girl, experimenting. Trying to use it to get off." 

"I – no, not exactly – ow –" 

"What, then? Exactly?" 

"Just – sometimes – pressing it against me – " 

"And?" He tweaked me again. 

"Ah! I – twisted it sometimes, pulled a little – tried to rub it against me 

– just for a few seconds – " 

"And? What happened?" 

"Nothing, master. Ow! Really, I was just kind of – desperate and it just made me – hornier – ." 

"Did you try it today?" 

"Please!" I whimpered, stretching higher. 

"Did you?" 

"Oh, please! Yes, I tried it today!" 

"Any luck?" 

"No." 

"Do you think you might ever have any luck?" 

"N-no – may- Aah!" My head was tipped back as high as it could go, and my thighs were trembling. "I don't know, master, maybe if I had more time!" 

"Hmm. Thought so." He relaxed his hand, and I sank onto my haunches, breathing a sigh of relief. Naturally this was short-lived. "I'm not punishing 246 
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you for the other times," he said, in his sudden, scary, pissed-accent voice. 

"Frustrated wrestling with your restraints is one thing. An amusement. For me. But today you knew you might get somewhere." 

I got a very thorough spanking that reignited the recent cane strokes and left me bawling. Then I had to stand in the corner with my nose ring clipped high to the wall for what felt like hours. 

The ring got used a lot in the next little while. He'd actually had one made with a fixed bead that could be snapped shut, but could only be opened with a tiny screwdriver, like the locking mechanism on the nipple rings. 

'Micro-micro management,' he called it. One more example of his leaving absolutely nothing to chance, or to any discretion on my part. But at least it meant I didn't have to wear the ring to work. 

I did have to lock it through my nose myself, however, when I got home from work. Among all the other accoutrements. I frequently found myself staring into the hall mirror, slipping the retainer out, easing the ring through, clicking it shut, and then locking a chain to it. I stared at myself, noting my shameful bovine resemblance, and tried to imagine what the next item was going to be on my master's agenda. 

Nose ring alternated with nipples as the attachment points for tugging me around the house, morning and evening. The electronic leash, scary as it had been, was benign in retrospect. At least with that one I had been up on my feet. With the nose or nipple leashes I was usually crawling, and let me tell you, the motivation to learn to heel was intense. He made me crawl through the house, and one dark night he led me through the yard by the nose ring lead, gagged and bridled and harnessed, the grass springy and damp beneath my naked knees. 

On the other hand the sexual torments had abated a little. My master was doing some construction on the house in the evenings, and didn't have as much time to keep me quivering on the edge. Not the fireplace; he was beginning to think that the mantelpiece was nowhere to be found. Eventually he'd have to cave and make one to match, but as he disapproved of such patchwork inauthenticity, he was putting it off as long as possible. What he was doing was converting a storage closet under the main staircase to a small bathroom. A powder room, as the real estate ads would say – just a toilet and a sink. I figured this was for my benefit, when the restraints restricted my range to the ground floor. I wouldn't mind giving up the 247 
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humiliating chamber pot, I thought, both using it and emptying and cleaning it. 

Did I make any more experiments with the chastity shield? No, I did not. He interrogated me daily, I was incapable of lying to him, and now that it had been expressly forbidden, it wasn't worth the heavy consequences, especially since such attempts got me nowhere without the 'extras.' 

Something told me he was going to find a way to use those again. In my experience Anders never gave up on anything he wanted; setbacks only made him more creative. Hot, humid weather continued into early September. The bathroom was finished at last on a sultry, wet Saturday morning. Given its location, it was of necessity a narrow room shaped like a right triangle up on one edge, now tiled and painted, with the sink at the high point and the toilet in the lower space, as far back as it could be without making the user duck. My master cleared away the last of his tools and had me wipe up the drywall dust and scrub drops of grout from the tiles. I had been locked by the nose ring to the wall opposite his desk, out of the way while he worked, and in the course of the morning had had to make use of the chamber pot more than once. Now I emptied it in the new toilet and washed it out in the new sink, I hoped for the last time. 

I worked my way through the salad and cheese in my red bowl, crouched and bound as usual. The kitchen windows were open to what little breeze there was. My nose ring, ridiculously, got food on it, and I couldn't get it off, little head flips doing nothing but rattling it against the side of the bowl. When I glanced up guiltily my master was frowning at me; I wasn't supposed to make any noise at meals. I put my face back into my dish. 

Anders kept me crawling that afternoon, fetching whips from the hall cabinet with my mouth for him to beat me with, fetching weights for him to hang from my nipple rings, fetching his newspaper and being smacked for bringing the wrong section and for getting it wet. I polished his shoes with my tongue, and I sucked his cock. Then he seemed to be done with my mouth, because he locked it up in a bit and bridle. 

When I signalled a need to pee he nodded, clicked a leash to my collar and had me crawl to the new bathroom. I put my hand on the toilet; one foot under me to stand. "No." 

Surprised, I looked up, and watched him lean over me and push on the low wall behind the toilet. It wasn't a wall at all but a little folding door. As 248 
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it moved aside, I saw the litter box. My body went hot all over, then cold. 

There was a singing in my head. My limbs were trying to back up. I felt the nudge of his foot and I groaned a protest, frozen in place. Hands and knees took one step forward, half another one. 

My childhood cat Amaranth had been very dignified using her litter box. Sitting up calm and straight. Sniffing afterwards; no, I didn't think I'd imitate her there. I couldn't sit up as it turned out; the ceiling sloped down too low, meeting the floor not six inches from the back of the box. The only way to get there was to back in. Head down, I squatted with my feet apart. 

Camping trips, peeing in the woods behind a tree, I thought encouragingly. 

My bladder obligingly emptied itself. I managed only the briefest, most humiliated glance up at my master for instructions. 

"Cover it," he said. There was no cover; he meant with kitty litter. I shifted to one side, turned, pushed some dry litter over the wet with my foot. 

"You'll do that even if your hands are tied, you hear me?" I was still for a moment, imagining this, and then I nodded. "All right, get out now. Wipe yourself on that towel. There was a damp towel folded in a shallow rectangular pan next to the litter box. I knelt over it and blotted myself, wiping the last drops of pee from my shield. I didn't use my hands. The setup had clearly been arranged so that I wouldn't need them. 

"Close the folding door. Come out along that piece of carpet; make sure you don't track any litter. I don't want to find any outside this bathroom, is that clear?" He gave my ear a little yank. Head down, I nodded again. 

My master unhooked the leash, looped it through the banister rails and locked it back to my collar again. Then he went out the back, carrying twine and some steps. 

I sat leashed to the stairs, arms hugging legs, bridled face resting on my knee. Distracting myself with regrets about the chamber pot, the genteel qualities of which I hadn't appreciated sufficiently when I'd had the chance. 

As if what I appreciated had anything to do with what happened to me. 

My shallow breathing made a warm mist on my knee. 

I'd been warned. An animal on a very short tether. And here I was, using a litter box. With him watching. Of course with him watching. He'd undoubtedly have a webcam in there for my weekday afternoons. Would it be any less humiliating when I was ostensibly alone? No, not in the least. 

Just an acknowledgement that I really was what he was making me. 
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I sat very still, breathing lightly, maintaining the kind of calm that tethered animals acquire so as not to flail around and hurt themselves. My thoughts were looping themselves into painful, twisting knots: Tangles of fear and lust and horrible anxiety. Would he still love this animal thing I was becoming? Would I love myself? I hugged my legs harder. 

I could do this, and I could love it – I could so easily sink into it, like an amphibian into its native swamp – so long as there was no contempt on my master's part for the crawling thing I had become. 

His step sounded at the back door. From the other end of the house, there were his eyes on me, brows furrowed, his footsteps coming straight for me, as if my thoughts had spoken themselves out loud. He crouched down, held my face with one hand and searched it, while fingertips brushed down my body like sensitive antennae: chest, belly, back. 

The contact brought the wrenching tangle inside me almost to a breaking point. Tears started to form in my eyes, the reactive rage of the despised was lurking, and I desperately wanted to prostrate myself at his feet. I also wanted him to fuck my brains out. 

"It's all right, girl." The voice was deep, soothing. Both hands were caressing me now. I began to cry. "Shh. It's all right. I told you before. I'd never make you into anything I'd despise." His voice seemed bottomless; a deep pool drawing me in. He held me tight for a minute, my sobbing ribs heaving against his arm, and then he lowered me down as I clung. I ended up on my belly on the floor, his feet before my face. The bit was some impediment, but I licked his shoes as best I could. 

Outside in the dark that evening I followed the pull of the leash. He'd tugged me around back there in the late summer evenings any number of times by now, by one attachment point or another; this time it was just my collar. But I knew what must be coming. I'd signalled my need to pee, and instead of being directed to the litter box, the leash had led me crawling to the back door. 

It was damp out there, muggy and still warm, smelling of the brief rain that had just passed. I shivered as I crawled across the spongy grass, still bridled, naked breasts swaying between my arms. I was aware of a full bladder, and ass cheeks stinging. The leash at my throat was a living link to the very tall and upright being by my side, a nerve fibre belonging to us both along which messages continually hummed. 
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And with a need to obey as basic as my life, I crouched beneath the maple tree in the darkest shadows, and did what I was meant to do. 
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Chapter Nineteen 

Kryptonite 




I knelt in the front hall one October afternoon waiting for Anders, leashed by my collar to the bench. It was his preferred spot for this purpose; he liked me there to greet him there at the door, maybe one time in three. 

I'd scrubbed the pots, tied up the newspapers, vacuumed the rugs and polished the chains and bridles. I'd also managed to get through a chapter of The Time Traveller's Wife. Lately Anders had allowed me to sit by my bookcase in the afternoons and read, if there was time between my chores and four o'clock, when I had to be tethered and waiting for him. He'd noticed me lingering as I dusted there, and very kindly put two and two together. 

Not that I had been anywhere close to presuming to ask for such a favour, but it was true that I had longed for books. 

I wasn't allowed to read on the journey to and from work; he hadn't explained this except to say that it was "too normal." Truthfully, it might have distracted me from private awareness of my harnessed body. Nor when we were together did he want me focusing on anything but serving him. I was very grateful for the little time he did allow, though I found it bizarre enough, sitting naked and bound and reading about normal people with clothes and freedom and decisions to make. Sometimes I wondered what the characters would think of me, or how the authors would feel if they knew what kind of lap their book was sitting on. 

I was still thinking about the book, and musing about fate, free will and intense relationships with a weird twist. Thinking about the lucky protagonists having sex day and night, and trying to ignore the chronic ache of arousal. I hadn't had an orgasm since the folk festival, and on the question of the next one I remained in ignorance . My butt was moderately sore from a strapping the day before; he'd experimented with an old-fashioned razor stop with me over his knee, not because I'd misbehaved but purely for the fun of it. The fun had been mixed as far as I was concerned, and now I sat gingerly on my heels rather than directly on the floor; nothing new there. 

Nikki and I had had lunch the other day, and I'd heard about her planned trip to Boston for the Fetish Fair Fleamarket. "Do you ever get out of that house?" she'd demanded. Did I? I went to work, of course. Anders took me 252 
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with him to hear music of one sort or another most weeks, out to dinner once in a while. Sometimes afterwards he'd give me a treat and take me to a bookstore. We'd taken some long walks through parks and ravines to see the fall colours, gone to the occasional movie. But I did spend a lot of time locked up at home. And when it was time to go out I felt a curious reluctance. So much time alone was feeding my introversion. The only company I had any real need for was my master's. 

I shifted uncomfortably on my heels, and then took the weight entirely off my rear end by resting face and chest on the floor; another of my usual postures. It was getting late. The one lamp on in the living room left pools of shadow. Anders would be home soon. 

It seemed to me that the information centre provided more than enough people for me to deal with. Most of the time I was interacting with strangers or bare acquaintances, and by the end of a few hours I often felt wrung out and ready to be by myself for a while. I was friendly with a couple of the student interns, up to a point. It seemed a bit risky getting close to anyone, given all the secrets I carried around on my body and every other way. But it was better for me to be forced to be among people; in a pure research job I might have become a real recluse. As expected, the centre had become much busier in the fall, but fortunately I'd been able to finish my cataloguing project just after Labour Day and get it out of the way. It had received some positive attention from my supervisor, and had been mentioned at a couple of meetings as a new research tool, with me being acknowledged by name. 

This left me feeling reasonably pleased with myself, and reassured that I was more or less competent to do what I was hired to do. I still screwed up on a fairly regular basis, misplacing or mistaking data, forgetting to order supplies in time, procrastinating on unpleasant chores and so on. I'd confess it all to Anders and take my punishment, and try every day to be more organized. 

Sharing the work with Vera on the afternoon shift added some frustrating complications. She had her own methods and her own ways of arranging things, and we hardly ever had the time to touch base, as she was never early and I couldn't stay late. Even if we had been able to overlap, the place was usually too busy at one o'clock for us to work together. Vera actually showed up three or four minutes late now and again, which made me crazy with anxiety. But as an imposition it was so minimal that 253 
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complaints would be ridiculous. 

My stomach growled. I sat up again. I was getting hungry. It was hard to know for sure, not being able to see a clock, but it seemed late to me. 

Sometimes Anders got held up by one thing or another; mostly traffic but sometimes the work itself. Obviously he couldn't phone me to let me know, and he rarely explained unless it was part of some story he wanted to tell. I just had to wait it out. 

Time moved on. I tried not to think about my growing hunger, my filling bladder, and a niggling, rising anxiety. Where was he? Delays, accidents…? No. I squeezed down on a hollow little gnaw of unease. My master wasn't subject to the usual risks of human existence. After all, he was more or less invulnerable, made of tougher stuff, more resilient than mere flesh and blood. Wasn't he? 

I didn't usually allow myself to entertain this kind of foolishness without at least a barb or two of ironic self-awareness. Tonight for some reason I was diving straight into pulp fiction. My attention fixed itself on the doorway, which stubbornly refused to produce him. There was no mechanical clock to tick; nothing to time but my own breath and heartbeat. Suddenly I was sure it was very late. Fear began to chew my guts in earnest. 

I stared up at the webcam as if I could find him there. My eyes searched the shadowy room beside me, as if he might already be home after all, as if I'd mistaken the hour or the day. I held my breath and listened: silence. The top of the faceless, blank outer door was visible through the glass of the inner one. Neither opened. My invulnerability fantasies were cracking at the fault lines; someone had gotten out the kryptonite. Awful visions burst over me: Anders lying broken under a pile of fallen bricks. Anders crushed on the road on his way home to me. Anders doubled over somewhere with a knife in his guts, having tried with superman altruism to protect the weak. 

I squeezed my eyes shut. No. Not so. Stop it. Stop it! None of this is true! But unbidden came the image of my own body, discovered months from now, skeleton and hide, neck bones rattling in their collar and chain. I was completely helpless where I was. He took such good care of me that I'd never before doubted my safety. My stomach gripped more sharply, with hunger or terror or both. Then I forced myself to settle back onto the floor with my face on one arm, gnawing on a knuckle and trying not to think. 

I listened to my breath, and felt the fast-growing panic divide and 254 
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multiply in my guts, felt it spill into my bloodstream, infuse itself into all my cells, sublimate into the air around me in a dense cloud till I was breathing it directly, painfully into my lungs. From there it returned to my tissues in ever increasing concentrations. Please…please be all right. Please come home. 

More time passed. 

A rattle. The key in the door. I reared up as if I'd been shot. Thank god! 

But my eyes searched higher than the face that came in. The figure behind the glass was too short. The vestibule door opened, and a man stepped through. My heart thudded to a stop. It wasn't my master; it was no one I'd ever laid eyes on before. 

Appalled, I stared up at this stranger, clutched myself tightly and backed up to the end of my chain, unable to breathe or scream. 

"Maia, it's okay," the man said. "Anders sent me." 

My heart started again, pounding like a jackhammer in my throat and ears. The back of my neck hurt where the collar was digging into it. The man stayed by the door, concern and embarrassment evident on his face. 

I tried to speak, and managed on the second try. "Who…?" 

"I'm Graham. Did he tell you about me? I'm a friend of his. Sorry to scare you. Anders called and asked me to come; he's had a small accident, and had to wait for the police.” 

“Oh, no," I whispered. The grisly visions gathered for the leap. "Is he – 

?" 

"He's fine. Someone ran a red light and hit him at an intersection. The truck's banged up, but he's not hurt." He pulled out a phone and pressed buttons. "Here, you can talk to him." A pause. "Anders? I just got to your place. Sorry; I got here as fast as I could. She's okay, but she's pretty scared; here." 

He handed the phone to me. 

"Hello?" My voice shook. 

"Hey, sweetheart." 

"Are you all right?" 

"I'm fine, love. The truck's a bit of a mess, and I lost some buckets of fixative at Don Mills and Sheppard, but it's nothing the street cleaners can't scrape up. Are you all right?” 

“Yes." 

"I should be home in an hour or two. Graham will look after you. Don't 255 
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worry; he's a good guy." 

"All right." 

"Give the phone back to him now." 

Graham listened and made 'mm-hmm' noises, his glance flicking at me and away. 

The relief had made me break into a sweat. Anders was all right. He would come home. The world hadn't ended. 

I stared covertly at the man in front of me. Stocky, medium height. A face all circles and bumps: short blunt nose, cleft chin, dark hair in curly rounds all over his head. Trustworthy looking, for whatever that was worth. 

Anders had mentioned him. He'd helped make my chastity shield, for god's sake. I hugged myself, trying to distance from the humiliation of being seen like this. My master was okay; nothing else mattered. 

Pocketing his phone, Graham said gently, "He asked me to look after you till he can get here. I'm going to unlock you, okay?" Dumbly, I nodded. 

Unfamiliar hands fumbled with the padlock under my chin. "I got here as soon as I could; sorry, you must have been getting worried." 

"What time is it?" This was definitely the weirdest normal conversation I'd ever had, with a stranger whose hand was hovering above my naked, harnessed breasts. "Seven-forty." 

Not as late as I'd thought. Terror does strange things to your head. I saw a bunch of keys like my master's, but on a different keychain. They had little tags on them. Unlocked, I got hesitantly to my feet. Graham backed away to give me space, but I couldn't help noticing the bulge at his groin. I felt a little panicky at this, but at the same time oddly relieved; evidently he wasn't completely disgusted at the sight of me. Pride clutches at weird little straws. 

"Anders said to let you use the toilet and then to feed you." The wording suggested that I didn't have to use the litter box. Surely this concession was for Graham's benefit; there must be some limit to what Anders wanted him to be subjected to. I walked to the bathroom, aware I was displaying the welts on my rear, and actually shut the door behind me. A new experience, being in that room with the door closed. If this got me in trouble, so be it. I looked up at the webcam, and thought about my masters' protective eyes all over the house; at least this man couldn't do anything to me without Anders knowing eventually. I peed (and peed and peed), and then rinsed my face and hands with cool water, trying to recover. 
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When I emerged, arms across my chest, he looked away politely. "I'd give you a blanket or something, but Anders said not to. Said we'd both survive." I shook my head, wiped a hand across my face and blurted a little laugh. He gave me a glance and joined in. Then he turned to the kitchen. "I – 

would you mind if I waited – I can't eat right now – " 

Graham looked at me with concern. I was still shaky with adrenaline. 

"Sit down," he said. I sat on the rug. He went to the kitchen and came back with a glass of water. "Drink this." Slowly I sipped, and began feeling a little better. 

I was turned a bit away from him, using my knees to hide my breasts. 

At least his shield was providing a tiny bit of decency. Should I be trying to make conversation? Making him coffee? I huddled where I was; the poor man was probably turned on enough by my helplessly extravagant display. 

"Have – have you eaten?" 

"Oh, yes. I was just finishing when Anders called." 

"How bad is the truck?" 

"I don't know. I haven't seen it." 

"But – his keys – how did you…?" 

"Oh, I had those already," he explained. "That's what took me so long; I had to go back to the shop to get them. Anders gave them to me back in May, in case something like this happened. He's, um, got me in his wallet as his emergency number. So, you know, I'd be notified if…. I'd know to look after you, just in case." Tears came to my eyes at the bare thought of Anders making these arrangements: gratitude, and a vivid imagined grief. How close we'd come. "You didn't know?" I shook my head, and hurriedly wiped my eyes. 

My colour apparently looked better; Graham began rummaging through the fridge, looking through the Tupperware. Resignedly I saw he had the red bowl out; instructions had evidently been detailed. Apparently he could also survive the way I ate. He even locked my wrists behind me and put the bowl down in the usual corner. To my infinite relief he didn't watch me; he went back into the living room and sat down. 

By the time I'd finished it was eight-ten by the oven clock. Graham approached me cloth in hand, looking hesitant, but swabbed my face competently enough, like a parent with a toddler. Something told me he had kids. 
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I was helped up with a hand on my arm, my wrists still locked, and taken back to the living room. No more huddling for me, evidently. 

Mortified, my eyes tried to drop to the floor, but instead were caught by my tits bulging through their harness, nipple rings glinting. I gave up; there was nowhere to hide, literally or figuratively. My glance flicked to the man holding my arm. He tore his eyes away from my breasts and moved them to my face, looking flushed. 

"He wants me to lock you up again, to some ring under the rug…?" 

Wordlessly I pointed my toe at the spot, and knelt by it on the floor. Graham unlocked the chain from the hall bench and didn't fumble this time; a locksmith, after all. Though the bulge in his pants was visible, he made no move that wasn't required for the job. But once back in Anders' chair he looked me over, frankly now. "Anders said you'd feel better this way; is that true?" 

I thought a minute, feeling the weight of the chain on my collar. "Yes. I feel safer in a way. I know it's crazy." 

He smiled. "That's okay. It's a crazy night." 

I felt some compunction for putting him through all this. Like any good, card-carrying heterosexual male, the sight of a naked woman turned him on; that didn't mean he cared to see her in chains and leather with welts on her ass. "For you, too." He laughed. "A night to remember." 

"I'm sorry – this must be – " I turned my head away. "I hope it's not horribly – ridiculous and offensive." 

Graham shook his head. "No, no. I'm sorry if you're embarrassed, but really I don't – um – mind. Not at all." His head was down, but I caught a little glint in his eye. 

He was into it; now I was sure. I really wasn't a disgusting object, thank god. "You do this too?" 

His laugh had a bitter edge to it. "Only in my head. I'm married, and it's a good marriage. But my wife is…" 

"Not interested?" 

"No." He put his feet casually on the coffee table. "She used to let me play around a little, just for fun. But since the kids…no way." I sat silent. 

Poor man. At last I said, "Is that why you're a locksmith?" 

He blew out an amused breath, and his eyes crinkled up. "Aren't you the clever one? That's right." He told me how his original fascination with locks 258 
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had translated into a trade, about the work he did on the side for the local fetish scene, and how he and Anders had worked out the designs for the metal I was locked in. He questioned me about the cuffs' comfort and fit, and had a little look to see how their lining was wearing. I could see he felt safer on his own professional ground; a familiar feeling. Something in his glance told me he would have been happy to have me review the chastity shield if he'd been able to think of a decent way to approach the subject. But I was thankful to be spared that one. 

Graham looked at his watch, went into the kitchen and, turning his back, had a brief phone conversation; he said he'd have the repairs finished before long and he'd be home. There was a pause, and then he was saying good night to someone very young. 

When he sat down again he focused rather fixedly on the books on the coffee table. There was a large illustrated volume on prehistoric flint tools that he opened and stared at for a while, without turning a page. The silence started to press on my ears; I dipped my head a little just to hear the soft drag of my chain against the rug. Abruptly, Graham shook his head and clapped the book shut. 

"Anders should be here soon. Might as well enjoy looking at you while I can." Evidently his guilty conscience had been dealt with. He stood up, and his stare made me shrink. "Don't worry, I won't touch," he said with a grim smile. "Look at what a loyal husband I am. Besides, you don't belong to me. 

If you did, believe me, you'd know it." He circled me, pausing to take in the view from different angles. Slowly I breathed and looked straight ahead, trying not to shiver, hoping he knew the cameras were there. 

"That chain's too short for you to stand, but you can kneel up, right?" I nodded. "Would you mind doing that, please? Just as a favour." 

Some favour. Ought I to be obeying this man, displaying myself? 

Would my master be angry? Would he be angry if I didn't? Well, Graham wouldn't be seeing anything he hadn't already seen, with my master's prior consent. I knelt up. 

He circled and gazed even longer this time. From behind me he said, 

"That must have hurt. What was it?" 

"A razor strop," I whispered. 

"And that harness – he's got it very tight – it must be hard to breathe.” 

“I'm used to it." I love it. 
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He sat back down in the chair, adjusted himself surreptitiously and made a sound that was more groan than chuckle. "It's a good thing we're on camera. You're not the easiest thing to resist." I settled back down on my heels, but was unable to do anything else to reduce his temptation. "I'd better read more about banging rocks together," he said, "and see if I can calm down." He didn't pick up the book, however. Time to turn his thoughts elsewhere. 

"How old are your kids?" 

The eyes shifted away from me at last. "Three and a half and one.” 

“Maybe once they're older, your wife will be more – " 

"Maybe." The flat voice had a tone more like 'yeah, right.' "I don't ask for much. Some play on weekends, maybe. I'd never go as far as this. Day and night, it's kind of over the top, isn't it?" 

"Kind of," I smiled. Damn. So much for distracting him. 

He sat forward, elbows on knees. "I'm curious. What if I'd just told you what happened and unlocked you and gone away again? You'd have survived, wouldn't you?" 

"Yes, of course. I would have been more worried, probably, but I'd have been all right. But he doesn't want me – just loose, you know. Or looking after myself." 

"You don't want to be just loose either. Or you wouldn't feel safer locked up with a horny wannabe." 

"That – doesn't feel all that safe," I said carefully. "But being locked up and controlled is – normal for me, and so when I'm stressed it feels safer. 

Anders knew I'd be upset." I studied the pattern of the rug in front of me. 

"Being controlled by him, even by proxy, means – means he's there to do it, you know?" The pattern blurred. 

He looked at me for a while, considering. "He's making you good and dependent on him." 

I nodded. 

"Kind of risky, isn't it?" 

"Not until tonight." Suddenly I could see a car racing through traffic, hear brakes squealing, that deadly bang of metal on metal. A chill squeezed my spine. Chance, chaos, randomness… Anders' anathema. That entropy against which he marshalled so many of his forces. He wasn't immune, Superman fantasies notwithstanding. "Things are what they are," I 260 
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whispered. I wasn't sure if I was referring to the hazards of life or our symbiotic relationship. Neither was about to change its nature to accommodate the other. 

A step in the hallway, and there at long last was my master. Long and rangy, weary and grease-stained. I'd never seen anything so beautiful. He was loaded down with various toolboxes and his laptop, all of which he dumped down so that he could come to me and hold my head hard against his thigh. Graham went out to bring in more stuff, and Anders squatted down, examined my face and kissed my eyes, which were streaming again. 

"It's okay, baby," he said quietly. "It's all right." 

I sniffed, and shook my head a little, trying to jostle some sense into it. 

"Sorry, master. I was okay a minute ago. You're not hurt?" 

"A few bruises; nothing. Are you okay?" 

"Yes." 

He stroked down my arms, took out his keys and unlocked my wrists. I flexed my shoulders forward. Graham came in lugging a radial arm saw. 

"My pal left your hands locked behind you, I see. You bugger," he grinned. 

"You wanted a better look, eh?” 

“Hey, I just followed instructions." The man's eyes twinkled. 

"I assumed you'd figure it was while she was eating. That's okay, fair deal. I owe you one.” 

“Not any more. Fair deal, as you say, to get such an eyeful. You are one lucky bastard." That night, after a shower, Anders held me in his lap for a long time, deep in the bedroom armchair. I looked at his face, half lit by one bedside lamp; the rest of the house was in darkness. He had his robe on and looked just as usual. But I kept seeing his body as he'd undressed, his left arm covered in huge bruises where it had been flung against the door, his hip marked by the seatbelt. He'd shrugged it off. I stirred in his lap. "What happened to the guy who hit you?" 

"The police were consulting with him. I think he would have absconded from the scene if his bumper hadn't gotten in his way." 

"God. Was he drunk?" 

"Probably." The voice was offhand, only a little grim, but Anders loved that pickup. Knowing him, he'd kept his temper through the whole thing, but he must be furious. 

"How bad is the truck?" 
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"Bad enough. Still fixable. Could be worse. It's all on the right side, toward the back. I tried to speed up to get out of the bastard's way. Body work, back wheel, axle, god knows what else. The cover's toast. At least a week in the shop. Good thing my truck was a lot heavier than his car or I'd have been shoved over into the oncoming lane." I shuddered and his arms tightened around me. "I couldn't get a decent rental till tomorrow; I'll have to get over there early to pick it up.” 

“Your arm's going to be stiff in the morning." 

"Yeah; I'll supervise more and do less. Don't worry." He stroked my back. "Were you scared when I was late?" 

I nodded against his shoulder. "Not at first, but then – I kept seeing you 

– hurt or dead. A car accident being one of the visions." I pressed my forehead against his shoulder. "The curse of a visual imagination." 

He caressed me in long, unhurried strokes. "It would take a lot to get through that truck. And I'm mister safety at work. Don't let this shake you. 

I'll be here." Slowly I nodded. 

"But I have to admit, things can happen. I don't manage to control everything. Much as I'd prefer it otherwise." 

"I was thinking the same thing." I looked up at him. He was staring bleakly into the shadows. "Master?" 

"Mm?" 

"What was it? What happened? That you didn't control?" 

He looked at me, startled, and then his agate eyes went flat. "I'll tell you sometime. Not tonight." 

"Okay." We sat close and silent for a while. 

"What did you think when Graham came in?" he asked. 

"God. I was terrified. I wish – master, I wish you'd told me – " 

"I should have. I'm sorry. I didn't want to scare you with the idea that something might happen to me, but that was stupid as it turned out, wasn't it?" 

"It wouldn't have been quite so bad if it had been Val, say. At least I would have known her. Though – " I imagined Val coming through the door, sizing me up with a sardonic hazel eye. No, that would have been worse, much worse. 

"She has a set of keys, too; she's first on the list but I couldn't get hold of her. So it had to be Graham. He's a bit more predictable about being home 262 
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after work. And he has a pager." Val had keys, too. This was a revelation. 

How many people knew how I was kept? 

His eye flickered over my face, reading me. "Just the two of them so far. 

If I decide to add to that I'll let you know. Was Graham okay with you?" 

I described the evening. Anders didn't seem to think any of it had been a problem. So apparently it was okay for his friends to see me in full slave mode, at least in emergencies. I didn't know how to feel or what to think about this, except that it was unsettling in the extreme. I huddled into his chest again and closed my eyes. 

"You know what?" he said, shifting me back again. "Tonight has been, to put it mildly, a royal pain in the ass. I think it would do me good to transfer a little of that pain to my slave's ass." The razor strop was still on the table next to him; he picked it up and flexed it. "My little whipping girl. 

Fortunately, it's not my right arm that's bruised." 

I submitted almost eagerly, glad to be of use. And thankful that he was alive to beat me. The unfairness of it felt surprisingly normal and reassuring, as did the huge and heavy cock that pressed against my hip. Once he had me crying he pushed me to the floor, gripped my head tightly by the hair on either side, fucked my throat, and made me swallow some part of his night's resentment. 


*** 

 Anders' pickup and his arm were back to normal by the end of a week. 
The emotional impact on his slave took a little longer. He considered coming home earlier for a while, but decided against this kind of indulgence; the best reassurance would be sticking to routine. Each evening when he came through the door he found her body less tense, more like the eager puppy he was used to. 

He, on the other hand, was mildly depressed. There was no obvious reason. He was busy as usual and things were under control, even the insurance and the police reports. Yet something inside him was off. How could a minor accident have this much impact? Shit happened, you dealt with it. But the mood wouldn't quite be shaken. 

One night as he put Maia to bed he saw her watching him with a tiny line of worry between her eyes. Before he turned out the light he lay with his head propped on one hand, looking at her. "What's the matter, girl?" 

Her eyes searched his face. "I was going to ask you the same thing." 
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"Why?" He stopped himself. "No." Lying to her was ridiculous. "All right. I know. I've been a little down lately." Her eyes went dark. Anders at once caressed a shoulder. "It's not you, girl. It's not us. Something else. I don't know what." 

Her face cleared. She was examining the lines of his face. "Since the accident, master. I think…" 

"What?" 

"I don't want to – to psychoanalyze you." 

He smiled. " All-powerful gods don't require analysis, just worship, you think?" He ran his hand along her waist and hip. "Though it always seemed to me that for someone so all-powerful, the Almighty needed an awful lot of reassurance." 

"Bad-tempered, too," she offered. "Jealous. You're much better at it." 

He laughed. "Thank you, love. All tributes graciously accepted. So what clued you in?" 

She looked slightly taken aback. "Well… Everything. Do you think I can't tell?" Anders shook his head slightly, and smiled. "I can list the signs if you want," she offered. "You've been going easy on me for one. Not like you.” 

“Damn. So I have. Poor baby." 

"I was kind of grateful for the break at first and then I started to worry." 

"Turned out I was human after all, huh?" 

"Master?" 

"All right. I think I know what it is." 

He settled onto his back and lay silent for a minute, looking at the ceiling. "The night of the accident, you asked me what happened that I couldn't control. It's old stuff; I thought I'd dealt with it. But it's taking me more and more effort not to think about it. I think that night got it going again." He turned and looked at her face. "You're not surprised." 

She kissed his shoulder; her only caress with her hands chained. "No." 

Anders stared at the ceiling some more. "I don't ever talk about it. 

Which I guess means it's still more powerful than I want to admit." He let out a long breath. "All right. I had a very good friend in university. Guy named Sam. We were tight in first year; same dorm, same classes, same pubs. Camping a couple of times. A good guy. Quirky; very funny if you listened for it.” 
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“In second year we rented a place near campus. Things didn't go so well. Sam started skipping classes. I mean, a lot. Important ones. And when he did show up he was a pain in the ass – getting off topic, irritating people. 

That was new. He'd party for days at a time. A lot of drinking. Then a long stretch where he would hardly get out of bed. 

"He'd been serious about school in first year. But it looked like he was regressing into stupid freshman stuff that had never interested him before. If he didn't shape up he was going to lose his year. I had to do something." 

"What did you do?" 

"Fuck," Anders sighed irritably, "what didn't I do? More and more as time went on. I started out just hauling him out of bed in time for class. 

Trying to talk some sense into him. Then helping him with his papers. I thought it was temporary, you see; some stupid glitch that he'd get over. 

After a while I was more or less running interference for him, working things out with people to keep him out of trouble." The corner of his mouth twitched. "Superman protecting the weak.” 

“Did he appreciate it?" 

"Sometimes. Sometimes not. But everyone else was getting fed up with him. Avoiding him, because he was getting weird. I stuck by him." 

"You don't quit." 

"No," he said quietly. "You're right there. I'd never failed at anything before and I wasn't about to start. And as I said, he'd been a really good friend. A terrific guy." He felt a weight in his chest, and swore silently to himself in an attempt to make it lift. No luck. He went on with it still pressing, his voice sounding muffled in his own ears. "Eventually even I had to admit that something was wrong; I mean really wrong. Tried to get him to the university health service. I couldn't get him out of bed. I called his family. They made him see a doctor, but he wouldn't go back a second time.” 

“What did the doctor say?" 

"Depression. Gave him pills. And Sam got even crazier. He raved that his parents had always been out to belittle him and box him in, and he refused to talk to them. And if I talked to them I was another one. What did I know? I was a little weird by that time myself, just from the sleep deprivation. Sam wasn't sleeping much and I was starting to be afraid to leave him alone. He was getting harder and harder to handle. All these crazy 265 
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plans, crazy outbursts. I was afraid he'd take off, end up god knows where. 

Get hurt. Get his head beat in. 

"I finally persuaded him to go with me to the hospital. I had to get him to a doctor somehow. It was all I could think of to do. I don't know if he had any idea where we were going; he hardly listened to me. We were heading up Summer Street. It was snowing like a sonofabitch. Sam was going on and on about tobogganing down Citadel Hill. He didn't have a toboggan. 

Naturally. He started inviting passers-by to join him. Shouting to people in cars. They thought he was drunk. I just pulled him along; I'd stopped arguing with him by this time. And then he got away from me and I lost him." His eyes stared bleakly into the shadows. Maia waited. Finally she said, "What happened?" 

Anders took in a long breath, let it out. "He walked out a fourth story window. Apparently thinking he could jump to the ground. Broke his neck." 

"Oh, god…. I'm sorry." She was still for a little. "Not suicide?" 

"No. Apparently he was still trying to gather a tobogganing party." 

"Did you – see it?" 

He shook his head. "I was searching two streets over." 

"The doctor must have been wrong. That doesn't sound like depression." 

"Nope. Manic-depression. Bipolar." 

"Then the pills probably were wrong." 

"No question. If I'd talked to the doctor I could have given him the whole picture. But he only saw him when he was depressed. And Sam was smart enough, despite it all, to lie about what was going on and how bad it was. Guess he thought he had to. Even to me." Anders rubbed his eyes deeply with finger and thumb. "If I'd talked to the doctor… If I'd called the police when Sam got crazy… If I hadn't thought I was fucking omnipotent and had gotten help sooner…" 

"Hindsight…," she murmured. 

"Yeah. People kept saying that I did all I could, that I'd been a good friend. Not to blame myself. Even his parents. My parents. Shit." Anders' 

hand had gone still over both eyes. "How could I not blame myself? I was an egocentric, overconfident asshole who was sure I could solve any problem if I just tried hard enough. No failure for this boy. Talk about delusions of grandeur." 

Neither of them spoke for a while. At last she murmured, "You still 266 



 As She’s Told – Anneke Jacob 

think you could have saved him." 

"What?" 

"If it's your fault then you had the power to save him. Still makes you omnipotent.” 

“Holy shit. What…wait." He lay still for a long time. 

At last he spoke again. "I'm still seeing myself as the central force in the situation. The prime mover." 

"Uh huh. A – a god screwing up on the job." 

"Oh, fuck." They were silent for so long that he thought she'd gone to sleep. But when he turned his head her eyes were open, watching him. He put a hand on her leg and turned his gaze back to the ceiling. "I was just one element, wasn't I?" 

She wriggled a little closer to him. "Uh huh." 

"What a comedown for my ego." He put his hands behind his head, arched his back and stretched. Then he turned on his side to face Maia. "And when I fail to control everything, I get out of sorts. Charming." He kissed her. "Thanks, love." 

"You're welcome." 

He turned out the light. 


*** 

 I lay awake for a long time. Seeing poor Sam, a rag doll sprawled in the snow. Thinking about Anders at nineteen, going through all that grief. 
Blaming himself. Not Sam's illness, not the stupid doctor, not Sam's parents, but himself. 

It figured that Anders' strength would turn out to be his weakness. Like something out of a Greek tragedy. Hubris. Competing with the gods. 

He'd never learned to fail at anything; never really figured out how to cope with it. Not like me. My history of success had always been patchy. 

Odd to think that made me better off than him when bad things happened. 

The role reversal felt distinctly odd. My master had actually accepted advice and support from me; a first. I'd never seen him vulnerable before; not like this. Admitting to a weakness. I took a tour around my insides to see if it was shaking any serious foundations. 

No. Better a multidimensional, fallible man than a cardboard cutout superhero. I'd lived through him being human the night of the accident. This was another layer to the man I already knew – a man who examined his own 267 
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insides, and who had some perspective on what he found. That strong thread of realism and self-deprecating humour. It made it possible for me to trust, despite all the extremes of our life together, that I'd never come to harm. 
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Chapter Twenty Minoan Snake Goddess  


Nothing was said the next day, though the light in my master's eye was sharp again. That evening he made it clear that whatever limitations he'd acknowledged in his control over the rest of the world, his sovereignty over me remained absolute. 

He informed me that my posture and moves were getting sloppy, and made me spend some sweaty, painful and exhausting hours being trained back up to standard. First basic floor moves like sitting to kneeling, getting to my feet with and without my hands behind me; up and down, with multiple repeats. Then display postures. Then graceful crawling, leashed walking, hobbled walking and so on. All of this in full bridle and bit, making it hard to silence the whimpers, impossible not to drool. I'd thought I'd had these moves down long since, but my master used his whip to point out all my errors and lack of precision, and impressed these on me up, down and sideways till I shaped up. 

And under the chastity shield were two thick plugs which extended his control from the mere surface of my body into the profound and pervasive depths. Naturally, if I reacted to these, or showed any autonomous responses whatsoever I was instantly punished. I'd thought that the self-absorption had been trained out of me, but when he pushed me harder it emerged again, subtle and insidious and disgraceful. 

He let me have some water and fifteen minutes chained in a corner nursing stinging flesh, sore muscles and chagrin. I was glad that he was feeling better, and grateful that he was giving me his full attention again. 

Still, the evening was coming under the heading of 'Be careful what you wish for.' 

And then it was aerobics. Apparently my postures had been slipping there, too. Anders hooked my bridle to the wall, and pushed me through endless, endless repetitions and corrections. In between the lunges and the jumping squats I was begging for a respite, wordlessly of course, basically praying to the god of my world, or in other words my master. My prayers, naturally, went unanswered. 

After a while my world was reduced to nothing but the deep, hard voice and the whip that together activated my muscles, that operated and directed 269 



 As She’s Told – Anneke Jacob 

my limbs. These orders bypassed all higher brain functions; my body simply sweated, suffered and strained to obey. 

Finally it was over, and my shaky form was stretched and washed down. 

Frantic arousal would have emerged and shown itself, had I any energy left to show it. The outer layer of my body remained as the merest casing for the pulsating soft cream filling that was the rest of me. My mouth was freed, used, bridled again. I followed my chain down the stairs, watched dimly as my master reached beneath the couch just where he usually sat, and folded something down from its underside almost to the floor. Inset a few inches from the front edge of the couch was now a wide square plank with a circle cut out of it. At a word I crouched there on knees and elbows, and saw the bottom half of the plank tilt and drop. A nudge sent me forward, like a cow into its stall, and I felt the wood below my throat move back into place. A snap by my ear. Shifting weight above my head; a sigh of couch springs. 

And then the heavy and familiar weight of long legs on my back and ass. 

My field of vision was the dim brown of floorboards; a little lighter in my peripheral vision to one side, a little darker in the other. The television went on behind me, and I could hear newscaster voices. Words and phrases floated by without significance. I crouched. My jaws and tongue worked briefly around the bit in my mouth. The other orifices shuddered around their plugs. My core was molten, soft, slippery, suspended in immobility. I was still. I had a function, and I served it. 

 *** 

   >heard about your accident from my mother, who heard it from your mother, who discovered it in two lines of a weeks-old email to your father which he could not recall reading. 

   >What a family. My mother called the other day to get the details, quite miffed at the way she found out, though she didn't come out and say so. 

 At the time I was busy dealing with the mess and not feeling like discussing it. But I should have told her and gotten it over with. It was no big deal, more an aggravation than anything else. 

   >still going deeper? 

   >Yes, all the time. She keeps surprising me; there is always more to her than I expect. And all of it at my service. Sometimes I can't believe my luck. 

   >I am checking out this Chicago scene, but must balance this with my 270 
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 research time. Indeed my choice of thesis is ironic, and highly relevant to myself, as I am hardly regular in my sleep patterns and likely to become less so this year, with teaching and time zones and scenes that go from 10 to 4 

 a.m. Do you remember when we were out all night and then off on that day trip to Dragør, with Mormor demanding to know why we could not keep our bicycles to a straight line? 

   >Sure. And not just that time, either. You would even go back out the next night. I always drew the line at one. Remember the time you keeled over with your face in your sandwich and no one could wake you? I also remember paying Svend to get lost one evening. I think he followed us anyway. 

   >What I have seen so far is disappointing. A couple of decent dungeons but there are not so many events as I expected. Not many wearing fetish gear. 

   >Well, at least your lack of leather won't stand out. 


*** 

 Habitat for Humanity was throwing a Halloween Ball fundraiser. Nikki bemoaned our missed opportunities; there were at least three play parties within an hour's drive; her problem was which to choose. She grumbled at our stubbornness, and promised to regale me with juicy details as soon as she recovered. 
After dinner that evening I sat naked on the bedroom floor chained to the footboard, waiting, not without some trepidation, to see what I would have to wear. My master didn't seem to go in for outright public humiliation, but in the case of Halloween who knew? Was this going to be the night he took me out on a leash in public, supposedly all in fun? I felt my whole body shrink; in my stomach was a ball of lead. Private exposure to friends was disturbing but liveable; the thought of anything public made me feel sick. 

Loud footsteps thumped in the hall. 

"Heed, woman!" a voice resounded. "Observe and cower!" There he was, filling the doorway. Thor, the God of Thunder, complete with horned helmet, huge red beard, and massive hammer. I stared up at him and then fell about laughing. The horns were blackened and twisted at comical angles, as if by an explosion, and the beard was singed. The whole thing was a sendup on the god theme. He grinned down at me, his teeth gleaming white through the beard, and I knew with a flood of delight that he was entirely back to 271 
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normal. 

Despite the send-up, the costume was marvellously authentic-looking: a genuine leather tunic, gauntlets, big studded belt. Boots wound round with thongs. I was impressed. "Now," he said, unlocking my collar and pulling me up, "similarly picturesque but in a different pantheon, we have the Minoan snake goddess." A large quantity of stiff and colourful material emerged from the closet. A goddess!? I rejoiced. Not a harem girl or a dog or something? Wow! I couldn't believe my luck. No way a goddess was going out on a leash. Wait. There had to be a catch somewhere. I suddenly remembered what a Minoan snake goddess looked like. Wasp-waisted, with a big layered skirt, and bare breasts. Oh-oh. I scanned the piles of bright multi-coloured material thrown over the bed. The bodice looked very tiny. 

Anders looked over at me, his helmet askew, and winked. "We will not tempt the furies of the law. Your fertility goddess breasts will be concealed, if barely." He grabbed and squeezed them fondly. "Fortunately we already have your corset to provide the foundation garment." He fetched this and laced me up to within an inch of my life. 

"Lie back." Off came the chastity shield, in went the plugs, over moans and whimpers. Plugs are far more intense in a corset. He locked me back up again. 

I whispered, "Same as at the festival, master?" 

"Almost. Not on automatic, though. Completely on my own initiative." 

He was humming. He pulled me in another couple of millimetres to get the bodice on, ignoring tiny urgent pants and creaks from me. By the time the corset locks snapped closed I could have climbed him like a gearshift. 

The skirt hung down in heavy layers to my feet, thick but not very wide, with a kind of apron in front in a crosshatched pattern. The colours were bright but a little faded, as if baked into clay. A thin, pale form-fitting layer covered my breasts, which were supported on three sides by the corset and short-sleeved bodice and so fortunately would not bounce. Much. Then there was the broad hat with a small sacred cat as its crown. The cat shape was painted to looked like old ceramic, but turned out to be cunningly managed in cloth and foam. Anders let me look in the mirror. "Wow! So elaborate! 

It's beautiful!" 

"You are gorgeous, goddess." He wound some snake jewellery around my arms in spirals, and handed me a couple of stiff, sinuous snakes in cloth 272 
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and wire. "Here. One for each hand." I held them out to each side as in the images. "You'll be the belle of the ball. I'll have to supervise you closely to make sure no other gods come before me." 

I snorted, then peered a bit more closely. Nipples pressed visibly through the clingy material, but not the nipple rings. It was going to be embarrassing, but not a nightmare. I glanced at my face, which paled in the midst of all this splendour. "Master, what about some makeup?" He cocked his head, considered me and agreed. 

I took off the hat so I could lean, panting for breath, into the mirror above the sink. This was going to be a first for me, wearing a corset in public. "I don't – think I'll be able to dance, master," I breathed. 

He smiled. "Sure you will. Of course; we don't want your naughty bits getting too overstimulated. Only over-stimulated enough. You see I have the remote concealed in my Belt of Power." So he did. 

By the time I was finished with my makeup I looked like a terracotta figurine. 

We did indeed wow them at the ball. I was unused to so much attention, and clung close to Anders, confused by all the noise and the loud music, and a bit oppressed by the mob. Fortunately there were many sexy costumes to share the libidinous attentions of the crowd, including, to my amusement, a harem girl, and some fabulous gay pirates. Still, we had barely walked in when a middle-aged Elvis widened his eyes at me, all paunch and pompadour. "Hello there! What are you supposed to be?" He stared at my breasts. "A Minoan snake goddess." Anders squeezed my hand. 

The next minute it was the same thing. Every toga and trekkie and tin woodsman wanted to know what I was, and couldn't keep his eyes on my face to hear the answer. A few actually got so far as to ask what a Minoan snake goddess was, and I told them what little I knew. The jokes about fertility goddesses were pretty predictable. 

Anders had less explaining to do. His pantheon was a couple of millennia closer to the present day, and thus was more familiar. The horned helmet was a dead giveaway. And of course Thor turned up in role playing games, and cartoons and god knows what else. His admirers (the gay pirates included) mainly wanted to get up close and feel the tunic, or so it seemed. I could relate. 

And there went the vaginal plug, on, off, high, low. I took tiny shallow 273 
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breaths and hoped my makeup covered the flush. 

We saw friends, who looked, too, but were less obvious about it. 

Graham turned up, very elegant in a top hat and tails, obtained second hand in Kensington at Courage My Love. He was accompanied by his wife Kristin, gowned from the same source a là Ginger Rogers, who eyed him eying me, and then stared in annoyed disbelief at my waist. There were some surreptitious glances of her own at Anders' chest and shoulders. Kristin turned out to be very nice, actually, if a little obsessed with her son's progress at daycare. I missed a milestone or two when the vibrator turned up a notch. Seeing me sweating, Graham handed me a drink with the same kindly look of concern with which he'd brought me a glass of water so recently. We talked when the loud band allowed, sticking to safe subjects, like the pets we'd had as kids and why Kristin didn't want a dog. I noted that Graham was careful to orient himself companionably beside me looking elsewhere, rather than in front where his eyes might get him into trouble. 

Anders and I danced. I was so hampered by the corset and heavy skirt that I had an excuse not to set my tits bobbling. Still, I could tell by the glances I got that they sometimes took on a life of their own. 

Claude and Pam arrived, garbed respectively in Voyageur outfit and kilt, which apparently they'd worn at every costume party since 1982. We were joined by the Black Knight from Monty Python, missing an arm. To my embarrassment, sans helmet he turned out to be one of my customers at the information centre. I'd been hoping not to run into anyone from work. I saw one of our board members in the distance, but fortunately she didn't spot me. 

"And what are you meant to be?" asked Pam. She'd startled me, coming at me out of the noise when I was turned the other way. I quailed a bit under her critical gaze, reminded more than ever of my sixth-grade teacher. 

"Um – a Minoan snake goddess," I faltered. I could hear that long-ago voice: Speak up, girl! 

"Ah, yes," she said, eyeing me up and down. "The representation rather than the goddess herself, I see. A porcelain figurine," she said bitingly. 

"Very decorative." 

"Terracotta," I muttered resentfully, but she'd already turned away. 

Damn it, if Anders had dressed me as a collectible, it was as a museum-quality one-off, not some Royal Doulton shepherdess. 
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A Wookie and a young guy in yellow makeup and Bart Simpson hair stopped by to exchange views with Anders about the merits of various brew pubs, and to express disgust with the standard Molson's 'piss water' in their plastic cups. Bart requested a dance, calling me 'dude;' I couldn't tell if he was staying in character or this was really how he talked. I declined with thanks. Everyone ate and drank. I took tiny sips, microscopic nibbles, and informed the curious that I was a Minoan snake goddess. 

"You're rather meek for a goddess," said Pam. "Don't you agree, Claude?" The two of them flanked me as we watched Bart and the Wookie, who had consumed more than their share of the despised piss water and were having a little duel with my snakes. 

Claude turned his head to examine me. "You could be right. Maia, why don't you go and demand worship? Or your snakes back. They'll fall at your feet." 

"The snakes or the – um – combatants?" I asked. 

"No doubt both." 

The Black Knight's other arm came off in the mêlée. We all doubled up laughing. Well, I tried to double up. 

"Women need to claim their own," said Pam, in a voice that carried. 

"Especially goddesses. No need to play second fiddle, even to brawny superheroes with sledgehammers." Suddenly everyone was looking at us. 

Pam was standing with crossed arms, looking at me as if she'd caught me copying off of someone else's test. I glanced up at my personal superhero, who looked amused and kept his thoughts to himself. Well, I could hardly expect him to swoop down and rescue me from this one. 

"What if I don't play fiddle at all?" I said, suddenly fed up with her judgments. I'd managed to get down just enough wine to loosen my tongue. 

"Why would I compete with him on his own ground?" Pam shook her head and the grooves around her mouth deepened. I ploughed on. "I have my own role to play. Who says I have to fill the room? He can have the thunder and lightning. I provide – what I have is quieter – in the background – it's – “ 

“If it's fertility, don't send any our way, we have enough," said Graham. 

Everyone laughed except Pam, whose disapproving expression was weighty enough to crush small children. Anders picked the snakes up off the floor, wound one of them tightly around his hammer and held it up for all to see. 
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"What is that supposed to mean?" asked Claude. "Oh, the Midgard serpent." 

"Consumption," Kristen suggested. "She's actually eating him." She went off into giggles, her face pink against Graham's shoulder. 

"Clinging vine." Pam's enunciation clanged, in phonemes pure Edinburgh. His eyebrows raised, Claude laid a cautionary hand on her shoulder and murmured in her ear. She shrugged. 

"Symbiosis," Graham offered. I gave him a goddess-gracious smile. 

"Take it any way you want," said Anders. He and I danced a little more. 

"Well done," he said. 

"Thank you. You too. I'm sure I'll think of something better to say to her after we leave.” 

“She means well. I think. You wouldn't think so, but she's not quite sober. Another one who can't stand dependency. Don't let it get to you." 

The music had descended to sixties pop, which made me wince, but which was at least not as loud as the band's previous efforts. These had been nothing but noise to me. (Oh, for a Telemann gavotte!) I spotted Graham and Kristin managing some kind of ballroom dance in spite of the music, making their costumes fly. 

A visit to the Ladies was not a simple matter; the thick narrow skirt took some lifting, and no matter how moisture-proof you're assured electrical equipment is, it's always a bit nerveracking to let one's bladder go. In the course of repairing my makeup, I got into a conversation with two other California transplants. One was the harem girl and the other had gotten herself up as the Roxie Hart character from Chicago. We were trading Canadian midwinter deep-freeze stories when I felt a powerful buzz in my rear. Not a warning; more of a Get back here! It was all I could do not to leap and scuttle for the door. I contained myself, and brought the girls back with me as evidence of my bona fides, but as soon as they saw Anders' 

hands on me they drifted off. Later I saw the Wookie chasing the harem girl. 

During a slow dance Anders turned the vibrator up a notch. I risked my renewed makeup against his tunic, he hugged me close, and we moved slowly around the dance floor. "Having fun?" 

I nodded. He squeezed me a little tighter and turned the vibrator up full. 

I groaned and he hushed me. 

The music stopped and a microphone squealed. Up on stage someone 276 
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started a little speech, welcoming, thanking and alluding to the work of Habitat for Humanity. I caught maybe thirty seconds of this before Anders had us backed through the crowd and right out the door. The cool air of the corridor would have been welcome, had it not been full of cigarette smoke blowing in from the group that was clustered around the outside door. 

"Prizes yet?" asked the Tin Woodsman, peering in. 

"No. Speeches," grumbled Anders. I looked up at his disgusted face and laughed. He glowered at me, though there was an answering twinkle in his eye. "Well, I know what he's going to say. Everyone does. What the hell is the point?" 

"Um, let's see," I said. He'd turned off the vibrator and my brain was firing more or less normally. "Inspire the crowd. Rally the troops. Create – 

what's the word? Cohesion and – um – collective will and purpose. Twang the donation guilt strings." 

His snort had a laugh lurking in it somewhere. "Preaching to the converted. It's not this crowd that needs to hear it; it's the goddamned housing ministry." 

He turned the vibrator back on again when I won the Most Exotic Costume prize. Did his batteries ever run down? I had to go up onto the stage in front of everyone, vibrating away, and be ogled in order to collect my prize, which was a $50 gift certificate for Home Depot. Very appropriate. I gave it to my master, who tucked it into his belt for safekeeping. Anders didn't win anything, to my disappointment. Best costume went to a walking breathalyzer, who had been circulating the crowd giving readings to those willing to blow into the tube at his shoulder. I hoped the prize had been worth being basically confined in a cardboard box all night. Although I was hardly the one to talk. The guy turned out to be an alcohol researcher who'd incorporated his actual equipment into his costume. 

Many avoided him like the plague, but some (Bart and the Wookie included) seemed to be vying with each other to produce the highest readings. At last we said our goodnights. 

In the truck Anders parted my jacket and squeezed my breasts through their thin coverings. "I've been wanting to do that all night," he said, "like everyone else." Carefully, with a ripping Velcro sound, he pulled the edge of the cloth out from under the edge of the bodice until he had it removed entirely. I shivered, kept my hands at my sides, and watched his beautiful 277 
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long head, sans beard and helmet, half shadowed by the streetlight. He kissed and fondled my naked breasts, his mouth warming the shrinking skin. 

Then he clipped a leash onto the rings, closed my jacket up a little and did up my seatbelt. I saw the handle over his wrist as he drove, and when he turned a corner I felt the pull. The leash stayed on beneath my jacket as he led me up the dark walk. 


*** 

 The next day Val, looking hung over, regaled Anders with the story of her own Halloween. Her intro sounded like the beginning of a joke: "A baby butch, a granola dyke and a smurf came into the bar…." The story kept him entertained all the way to Mississauga. He had no idea what was true, what was wild embellishment and what was completely invented for her own amusement. 
Then when his guard was down Val managed to lever out of him some portion of what he had been doing to Maia, both at the folk festival and at the ball. She laughed her guts out. "You and your hardware fetish! Did you find that at Home Depot? No wonder the girl looked like she was on a skewer." 

"Pretty, wasn't it?" 

"Very. What a lucky little subbie she is." 

"Slave. You think so?" 

"Sure. She's happy as a clam. Well, more of a barnacle. Is there such a thing as a sentient shellfish? Guess not. She's happy as one, whatever it is." 

"Good to have independent corroboration; thanks." 

"I hope you're making enough off these jobs to keep her in the manner to which you've made her accustomed. You must be spending a fortune on this little hobby of yours." She folded back a building supply catalogue she was holding and waved it. "The soundproofing alone didn't come cheap. 

Even if it was just the materials.” 

“Don't start channelling my grandmother now." 

"Sorry. I've got money on the brain. By all means, spend away. Go to it. 

An honest workman deserves to enjoy himself." 

"Val – ' 

"Hey, that money was earned by the sweat of your brow – and that of several others, I might add. It should be used for fetish equipment; why not? 

Our sweat to make her sweat.” 
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“Val, is this a manifesto about the decadent bourgeoisie and the exploitation of labour, or do you need a loan?" 

"Ah, shit, boss man." She sat back grumpily, crossed her arms and stared out the windshield. "Fine. I happened to see the truck I want and I can't afford it yet and I'm pissed. And no, I don't want a fucking loan." 

Anders bit back a word or two and drove in silence. Val had been getting more and more prickly as their working relationship drew to a close. 

He shrugged inwardly, and in a growly voice began to sing an old Jimmy Reed song, 'Big Boss Man,' about the boss not being so big after all. 

"Oh, shut up!" said Val. But she was fighting a smile. "You think this is about you? Egocentric bastard." 

"No, I think it's about you worrying about money and whether you'll make it all right.” 

“Can't you save your mind reading for your little barnacle at home?” 

“You admit I'm right, then." 

Val ground her teeth, and after a minute said, "All right, I'm a little tense about the whole thing. What's it to you?" 

"Waste of energy. You'll do great. Your plan's well thought out and I can think of any number of people who'll be glad to hire you. You should be worrying about leaving my sorry ass with the likes of Mike and Eric. And whether I'll survive without your so patient and diplomatic assistance." She snorted. 

Anders took the Trafalgar exit and drove up through dull subdivision sprawl. Not a spark of visible creativity for miles. How could North American developers have taken this dreary turn? Greed and mindless expedience. A lingering cultural belief that land was infinite and every rugged individualist had the right to stake his claim. It infuriated him. 

Val was silent the rest of the way, but when it came to negotiating the job she took charge, as they had agreed. She was unusually patient and diplomatic; in fact, she thoroughly charmed the owner, who acceded to the need for greener materials with hardly a protest. Anders watched her, amused, and then sighed and wondered how the hell he was going to replace her. 
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Chapter Twenty-One 

Serendipity 




Val was right about the money Anders' little hobby cost him: thousands. 

Without some discounts on materials and the use of his own labour he'd hardly have been able to afford it all. And there was always more to come. 

That evening after dinner he walked his slave to the end of the yard, as was his habit. It was above freezing, but not by much. All he could see of her was the white glimmer of her haunches in the November darkness. 

Above the waist she wore tight black lycra with the breasts cut out. And lately he'd let her wear thick black stockings to above her knees. Though Anders could see so little of her, he could visualize the shrivelled nipples on their twin tether, pointed toward the grass. He leaned down to feel the cold curve of her ass, thinking of Lady Chatterley's chilled, naked haunches in the woods; once again he felt like a perverted D.H. Lawrence. At his touch the creature paused, and pressed shivering against his leg. She crawled on in answer to his tug on the nipple leads, her hands and knees rustling through dead leaves, the chain making its little jingle. Then she squatted carefully. 

He could feel her tremble through the leash. There was the sound of urine hissing. 

He took her straight back in; no lingering sojourns now, sniffing the night air or looking at stars. The walks couldn't be prolonged much longer. 

But Anders enjoyed them so much that he'd go on till frostbite threatened. 

He took off Maia's doggie sweater and stockings, rubbed her warm again and leashed her to the banister. As always, after being walked she was deep into abject animal mode, so shamefaced that she could barely meet his eye. Anders never spoke to her at these times, not more than the commands or encouragement or reprimands he'd use on a dog, and he didn't require her to talk herself. He'd found she was barely capable. 

But after twenty minutes or so she was making eye contact again. He took her down to the basement, sat her on his workbench and shifted a few things out of the way. Signs of old and new projects were everywhere: extra tiles from the bathroom in a box on the shelf, the door with its two round holes leaning against the wall, a wood and metal construction half finished in the corner, brackets, rivets, extra wiring, hardware of all kinds. His slave 280 
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followed his eyes and then looked back at him inquiringly. 

"Look at all this stuff. A good seventy-five percent of it is for you one way or another. What an expensive little dolly you are." 

She looked abashed, and then concerned. 

"No, money is not a problem. Don't start offering me your bank account. 

I said a year and I meant it." 

She dropped her eyes and murmured a form, "Yes, master." 

"I love having all this to use on you." He kissed the delicate skin of her inner arm above the cuff. "Interesting how much hardware I need to keep you in line." She dropped her eyes. The box he'd picked up at the post office the day before came out, a curve of metal emerging from the open flaps. 

He'd been assembling already. As he took the thing out he watched her face: curiosity, fear, confusion, recognition. Then a kind of shamed excitement. 

"You know what this is." 

Her eyes travelled the connecting metal curves, caught on the complexities. Smooth silvery metal edged in black. "A – a chastity belt, master?" 

"That's right. It's been a long time coming. I measured you for it in the spring, remember?" 

"You're kidding." 

"That day I gave you the theory lesson. When the your landlords showed up at the door.” 

“My god. Why so long?" 

"A lot of negotiation by email. Special adjustments. The guy also disappears for months at a time, and he's not quick when he is around. But he is good, I think. We'll see." 

She peered at the box coated with unfamiliar stamps and labels. "Where is he?” 

“Germany.” 

“Wow. Not exactly local. I guess Graham doesn't make them." 

He locked her wrists to her neck and spread her legs. "No. We thought about trying it. But without experience we would have run into all sorts of difficulties. I decided it would be better to get hold of a real one and work from there." He ran his fingers up and down the shield between her legs, then sorted out the key and inserted it. "I'll miss this, you know. Seeing this thin little shell clinging to your needy cunt." The double bar slid smoothly 281 
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from the rings. "But it's not quite up to the job, is it?" 

She swallowed. "No, master." 

Anders tipped the thing away from her moist, be-ringed flesh, and again ran a gentle finger up and down, now on her sensitive labia. Her thighs tensed, and he stroked those, too, then went back to the soft little pillows between her legs. She began whimpering almost immediately, and he smiled and stopped. 

Then began the work of fitting. There were adjustments to be made in the waist belt, a bit of reshaping, options for this hole or that to try. He had her stand and respond and give feedback. When he was satisfied with the waist belt for the time being he laid her back on the table and started on the crotch piece. 

"See, sweetheart, there's an inner shield, very light mesh, with slots for your rings. A nice deep curve. Should clear the crucial bit. I had him add the slots, since despite his assurances I'm not convinced that you wouldn't be able to pull yourself out from under otherwise." He pressed the shield down over her rings, frowned, pulled her butt forward on the bench, frowned again and took the belt off to move the crotch piece up a notch at the back. When he tried again the rings went in easily. "There we go." New little bars slid through to hold the rings in place, one on each side; he snapped them down. 

"No need to lock them, you see? The outer shield's going to cover them." 

She craned her neck, but she would have needed a mirror. Anders flicked a glance at her face and smiled. "What's so funny?" 

Through shallow breaths she said, "You. You look like a – a kid with a new toy." 

He laughed. "A new gadget for the toy I've already got. My love of technology takes such unique turns." He looked at her flushed face. "I especially love the effect all these accessories have on you, my little string puppet." He pulled her breasts up by nipple rings, danced them around a little, and watched her arch her back and squirm. 

Then he turned back to the outer shield, with its many slits for ventilation and the passage of fluids. It was a deep curve that fit closely on either side of the labia, and it followed the other inner piece high over the central lips. Both shields were on a hinge that rested on her perineum. 

Anders fit the belt together in front and closed the padlock. There was one thin, rounded metal bar up the back, attaching shield to waistband. "It's 282 
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supposed to be easier that way. We'll see how it works out," he said. She looked doubtful. 

Releasing her wrists, he had her sit, stand, walk, crouch, bend, lie down on side and back and front. The back strap pressed uncomfortably on the base of her spine. He leashed her to the bench, refastened her hands and began reshaping the band to avoid this. 

"Speaking of my technology fetish," he said. "Something else I've added." He leaned down with the belt in his hand, pulled back the padding, slid a thin sheet of metal aside and showed her something small and plastic and rectangular, embedded on the inside of the front portion, near the lock. 

"A little modification of my own. I ground out the space for it; it didn't need much.” 

“What is it?" 

"A GPS chip. It's a pet finder, actually." He held up the collar he'd dug it out from. Her stare shifted from the collar to his face. Anders watched the wheels turn behind her eyes, and waited for the flush of humiliation. In twenty seconds she was glowing like a ruby. The belt back went back down on the bench; he returned to his reshaping. "It's a lovely little system. I can use either my cell or my laptop to find you anywhere. And if you get outside your boundaries I'll get an automated call with your location." She knelt there, looking staggered. 

"I thought a while back about putting it in your cell phone. They already have GPS trackers in those for emergencies, you know, for 911 calls. But you could leave that anywhere. This is something you can't lose." 

He unscrewed the clamp holding the belt to the bench, shifted it and screwed it tight again. "I looked into possible health effects, by the way, and I'm pretty satisfied about that, but just in case, I've got you shielded from the signal." 

Anders tried the belt on her again. It was better but still not quite right. 

As he took it off he smiled at her stunned face and kissed her between the eyebrows. She settled back down onto her heels. 

"I admit that when I started to entertain the idea seriously, it seemed a bit deranged. Well," he laughed, "more than a bit. Truly obsessive. I used to worry about what I did, whether I could be mistaken for an abusive boyfriend, a crazy stalker – and this couldn't be worse, really, in that light." 

She shook her head. 
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"But the more I thought of it the more sense it made. I want to keep track of you outside the house as well as in. The technology is there. Why not? I could have added all sorts of things if I was really deranged. A microphone, for instance. But I don't need to listen in on your conversations. 

I just need to know where you are." 

"Master – " 

"What, love?" 

"I know I've – messed up and you don't – I don't deserve for you to trust me. I'm so sorry. If this helps – I didn't know it was possible. I guess they track wild animals, don't they, so I should have known…" 

They exchanged an intense look of mutual understanding. He could see her body settling more firmly on the floor in response to this extra layer of reassurance, relaxed and content. But not for long. When they seemed to have the best fit, Anders released her wrists, sat down with her standing between his knees, and began the all-devouring kissing and sucking and stroking that drove her wild. Then he put her over his lap and used a light, thuddy flogger on her that always ratcheted up her temperature. 

"Try to come," he said, putting her back on her feet. She gave him a pitiful look, but obeyed, panting and soon whining. She couldn't reach under the belt at all in most positions, until she sat on the floor with her legs widely spread. Then she could get a finger up to the first joint under the outer shield. The inner was clasped tightly to her by the rings in her labia, and she had no luck with that. "Can you pull your cunt out from under at all?" 

She tried, and quickly desisted. "No." 

Still, any leeway was too much for Anders; he unlocked her and tightened her up a notch. 

That worked. 

"All right, we're safe from fingers. Try to use the belt." 

She gave him another look both guilty and piteous, and pressed and rocked the belt against her. After a few minutes, increasingly desperate, she said, "It hardly moves at all, master, it's too tight." She had both hands clasped over the deep curve of the outer shield, and was pressing up and back. She tried this in various positions at his direction, with no change in the result. It was late. He had one last thing to try. He removed the belt altogether and inserted the new dildo into the shield, this time fastening her rings to different slots and using different bars to fix them. The rings now 284 
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were fastened to the shield in two curves around the base of the thick plug. 

Then an anal plug. Then he locked her up again, and made her try everything she'd tried before. Initially reluctant, then urgent. 

He brought her upstairs, turned on music, picked up a whip and made her dance. She was immediately aroused to the point of madness: nipples swollen, face flushed, eyes wild. She even yanked at the belt in what seemed to be a frantic attempt to remove it, amusing Anders no end. His whip kept her dancing, right to the limit of her endurance, and he watched, entranced, as she gasped for breath and wept with frustration. When he brought her to her knees in front of him she wriggled in a helpless frenzy, scrabbled at the belt with her fingernails and begged, her voice rising to wails, fading to helpless murmurs, and then rising again; he delayed his own satisfaction for a few minutes to enjoy this. "Please take it off, master, please take it off! Let me come once, just once… I can't take any more….” 

“Sure you can, my sweet. What must be borne can be borne." 

"No, I really can't, I swear… please, master, oh, please… Unlock me, please! …." 

"How about if I take it off and make you hold back your orgasms just because I say so?" 

She stopped dead and stared at him through appalled, tear-flooded eyes, and choked out, "Oh, god, no! Please, not that!" 

"Well then. Be grateful for what you've got." He stroked her cheek, smiling. "Master, how long? How long?” 

“With this equipment, more or less indefinitely, don't you think?" 

She howled, face down in his lap. He silenced her by stuffing his cock down her throat. In bed he muzzled her, ran his fingers all around the boundaries of the belt for a while, especially between her legs, and then fell into a very satisfied sleep. 


*** 

 I tried not to struggle any more, forced myself to lie still. Of course Anders was asleep. As soon as his fingers had stopped their torments, his breathing had become regular and his arm had gone heavy on my shoulder. I could feel his muscular thigh against mine, and I longed to crawl between his legs, lick his nipples and beg one more time. Jaws struggled momentarily against the muzzle, and then gave up. The new and unaccustomed appliance pressed itself between my legs and around my hips, in firm contact in some 285 
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areas, intruding lewdly in others, discreetly distant just where I needed it to cuddle close. Fucking diabolical. My centre was liquid, molten, contracting around the immovable objects he'd left inside me, wondering if someday, pushed so often to the brink, I'd find myself able to come that way. Wouldn't Anders be annoyed? That would be a spanner in his works, I thought with some satisfaction. The sadist. My shame at this childish petulance brought on an urgent desire to be punished. And my image of that brought on another surge of lust. More resentment, more shame, more lust. I squeezed, and a tiny groan escaped from me. My master stirred. I went still. 

His face that evening. So delighted at the sight of me. Of me struggling and crying. How utterly sadistic of him. And how I loved and worshipped that face and its pleasure. 


*** 

    >At last! Does it work? 
   >So far, yes. It needed some adjustment but now fits very well. I'm glad I insisted on the modifications, because with them I think it can truly be relied on. Even when teased to the point  

   >of madness the other night and with permission to try, she could not get past it. (This was absolutely gorgeous, by the way.) So thank you for all your help. 

   >Flights are no bargain at that time but expense be damned. In any case I have saved money on clubs, as the scene is tepid and these afternoons with Ria and her victims are more amusing. Though I miss the scent of Ria and all the rest; the nose is so vital to sex. For two weeks I will use mine to the full. With brief times out for family appearances. Trying not to fall asleep in my soup. 


*** 

 That Saturday we went for a walk to test the GPS pet finder. It was overcast and a little windy, but not too cold. My internal temperature was moderate; I'd been locked up that morning without any extras. 
Sure enough, when we got a few steps south of Gerrard, Anders' phone rang. He examined the display and looked pleased. "Here," he said, turning to me, "I'll give you a long head start. See if you can escape me. No back yards, though, hunhund; we don't want to be taken for burglars." 

He turned his back and after a moment of hesitation – was I allowed to run away from him today? Guess so – I hightailed it down one block, across 286 



 As She’s Told – Anneke Jacob 

the street and around a corner, looking for places I could hide without looking like a nut job. I didn't know the area well; our walks had been mostly in other directions. 

It was all residential, just streets of narrow detached and semi-detached houses. One corner store sat at an intersection with a stack of milk crates out the front. Too obvious. I nipped down an alley, stumbled over a pop can and giggled. A woman getting into her car looked at me oddly, so I collected myself and walked as if I knew where I was going. The alley smelled of cat, and car oil, and as if the raccoons had gotten into the green bins. There were some open garages, but those were private property and better avoided. I stepped into a bit of waste ground between two garages and waited. How accurate was his GPS tracker? What if someone saw me? The hell with it, I'd tell them I was playing hide and seek. 

As a kid I'd always loved the tiny hiding places that no one else could squeeze into. Behind the luggage in the upstairs closet; in the narrow gap under the porch. I'd hug myself in my tight little refuge and listen for the approaching voices, muffled by surrounding blankets or concrete. They rarely found me. The drawback was that when I did get caught I was in too tight to run for it. My sister always went for the lookout spots where she could see but not be seen, and could make a dash when anyone got too warm. 

Were those footsteps? I suppressed the urge to peek, pressed myself to the wall and held my breath. Footsteps, sure enough. But the sound receded again, and I heard a back door slam. Suppressing a triumphant chortle, I let out my breath and gasped as I was snatched off my feet. Then I was laughing down into Anders' triumphant face. I wrapped my arms around his head and kissed him, the crinkles at the corner of his eyes, his cheekbones, chilly in the cool wind. He squeezed my ass under my coat and set me down. 

"Wow. Pinpoint accuracy.” 

“Within two metres.” 

“I didn't even hear you!" 

He grinned. "You can run but you can't hide. Let's try again. Off you go." 

I ran off. This was fun. The illusion of freedom with none of the risks. 

Nothing but houses. I zigzagged, turning at every corner to prevent him finding me by sight alone. No capture yet. Wow, a good sized park! This 287 
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looked promising. A few dog walkers being tugged across the dormant grass, three boys in the distance riding bikes. Any bushes big enough to hide in? I checked a clump, but the nest of beer bottles and used condoms put me off. Anyway, there weren't enough leaves left for cover. I trotted toward a couple of small buildings in the distance, panting. All my accoutrements were making it a little difficult to get up to speed. There was a storage shed, a concrete dish of a wading pool half full of dead leaves, and a public toilet. 

If I hid in the Ladies would he come in after me? I circled the building looking for the entrance. The door had a whacking great padlock on it. Hell. 

Cautiously I peeked around the corner, back the way I'd come. There he was! He was back at the street, looking at his phone. I retreated, keeping the building between us, and ran for the playground, aiming for a hideous little orange castle that had ropes up its sides and footholds up to the drawbridge. 

Skirting a stroller, a bored mother and a determined toddler with a shovel, I folded myself up and ducked through the plastic archway. 

Two little girls in puffy purple jackets were already in possession. They stared at me wide eyed. The mom peered in, winked at me and disappeared again. I wondered how old she thought  

I was. 

"Shh!" I whispered. "I'm hiding!" 

"From who?" said the bigger one, peeking through the footholds. Arrow slits, actually, from this vantage point. 

"From my boyfriend. Wait a minute. He's going to find me." 

"Is he the bad guy? Should we kill him?" 

I put my fist up to my mouth, suppressing laughter. "No, you don't need to kill him. Maybe you could rough him up a little." The concrete floor was very cold, and was jamming the metal belt hard up into my butt. 

"Do you looove him?" said the littler one, drawing out the word in charming schoolyard mockery, trying it on for size. The other one was continuing her reconnaissance with an air of fierce efficiency. 

"Passionately. Hey, I have an idea. When he shows up – he's a big blond guy – you run out and capture him, okay?" 

The older girl tipped her head to one side and gave this some thought. 

"Only if he's cute. Is he cute?" 

Oh, how soon they start. "I think so. You have a look." 

"Ooh! There he is!" she whispered excitedly. "Yup, he's cute. What's he 288 
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phoning for?" Silently I put my fingers to my lips and pointed them to either side of the entrance, and they flattened themselves into the corners, suppressing giggles. There was a breathless pause, straight out of an action movie. 

Then the older one yelled, "Here he comes! Get him!" 

Anders found himself grabbed by the legs and weighed down by two little girls sitting on his feet. He waddled back and forth to shrieks of laughter, then bent down with some difficulty and peered into my hideout. 

"You can't have her!" the little one said, bouncing hard on his instep. 

"She's ours! She's a maiden in distress and you're a bad guy!" 

"An evil giant!" said the bigger one. 

"An evil giant!" 

He roared and walked them around some more. "Gimme my princess!” 

“No!" they shrieked. "Never!" 

Anders was stomping away in the other direction when I slipped out and ran. Might as well try my sister's strategy for once. "Thanks, kids!" I called over my shoulder. 

"Great job!" He told me later he only got away by showing them the phone and explaining the game, though naturally a sanitized version in which I had the chip in my pocket. 

In the meantime I hit a main street and ducked into an antique store, which was the first shop I saw where I could browse and not buy anything. 

The sign said antiques, but junk shop was more like it; I would have bet on there being nothing there older than 1970. Anders found me behind a pile of used stacking chairs, took a firm grip on the hair at the nape of my neck and kissed me until I could hardly breathe. Then we went for coffee. 

"You evil wench!" he said, stirring his cappuccino. 

I snickered. "Serendipity. Hey, they asked if they should kill you, and I said no. Be grateful for what you've got." 

He stared at me, and I thought I'd gone too far. Then he threw his head back and laughed, so big and deep that the windows rattled. The whole place stopped talking, turned around and smiled despite themselves. 

"God, you're evil! All right, you get that one." 

"Thank you. Only because you get everything else." 

"Naturally. But we'll have to do that again some time. I like tracking my little animal through the urban jungle. Taking you captive." His hand under 289 
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the table had me hard by the wrist. The pressure made my other hand tremble a little as I sipped my tea. Something told me I was going to pay for my little triumph, in some coin or other. 

He released me and leaned back. "Speaking of animals, we had a cat problem the other day, did I tell you? This huge cat wandered in and kept getting in the middle of whatever we were doing. Stupid thing must have been deaf; it was actually about to jump up on the table saw while Rizal was using it. We kept throwing it out and it kept turning up again." 

"Was it white?" 

"Mostly. Might have been white under the dirt. Why?" 

"Some pure white cats are deaf; I read that somewhere." 

"Dead, too, at that rate." 

"Is Rizal working out okay?" This was a Filipino of few words whom Anders was considering grooming for more responsibility. 

"Not bad. I got him to supervise the finishing details on that Etobicoke apartment, and he did okay. He doesn't say much but what he does say is to the point.” 

“Val hasn't left yet, has she? How's she doing?" 

"Giving off sparks. She might set off the gas tank any day now." He told me about the conversation in the truck. 

I shifted my chair forward to accommodate someone behind me, large and with packages. 

"Val may be tense about setting up her business and so on, but I'll bet she's more bothered by splitting from you." 

"Why do you say that?" 

"Well, you're buddies. Obviously she's going to miss you." 

"She's tearing strips off me at the moment." He thought. "But that's how Val would deal with separation. Yeah, you might have something there." He finished his coffee. "How's it going with your colleague of the afternoon shift? She still hiding the stapler?" 

"Yes," I groaned. "And the keys to the desk drawer. And she keeps changing the network defaults for some reason. On purpose just to aggravate me. What is it with that woman?" Dearest Vera, the sticky letter in the keyboard of my life. 

When we emerged it seemed colder, or maybe it was just that I was no longer on the run. The clouds had assembled closely overhead, and were 290 
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considering their precipitation options. We wandered east. As we waited for the traffic to pass so we could jaywalk, Anders directed my attention upward to the hydro wire across the street. I was puzzled; all I saw was a squirrel travelling along it. But as I watched I realized that the creature was on quite a journey, with no trees available as off-ramps for a whole long city block, only concrete poles right next to the street. It seemed very exposed. 

"How often do you see a squirrel going that far in a straight line?" 

Anders asked. 

"Well, only for a second, heading for a tree. Usually they dodge about." 

"Like you." He squeezed me, his eyes still following the squirrel. "Not that it has a choice at the moment. On the street you never know which way they'll go. Back under your tires often as not." 

"It does look odd. I have never been under your tires, by the way." We watched the critter cling and scuttle on its narrow path, on and on above the sidewalk, above the traffic, tail whipping back and forth for balance. "Like a tightrope walker over Niagara Falls.” 

“Looks like it's on a mission. Like something out of a Looney Tunes cartoon.” 

“I'll bet he's got a girlfriend in the next block." 

Halfway down the next block the squirrel finally reached a tree and disappeared. We crossed, and Anders turned us south, through small but thoroughly renovated houses. We'd reached the Beaches; east-end upscale. I hugged his side to keep warm. 

"Well, well," he mused. "A fleeing hunhund. A crazy cat. And a disturbingly methodical squirrel. This is our day to consider unusual animal behaviour. What next, I wonder?" I dug into his chest with my head, either protesting or confirming my animal status; he could take it any way he wanted. 

On Queen my eyes raked the outside bins at Book City, and Anders indulged me; we went in. He ended up buying Jane Jacob's last book, about the decline of Western civilization, from which I averted my eyes; I got a Penguin Classic edition of an Arnold Bennet novel, the story safely set in 1910. 

We ended up in a fancy pub-slash-bistro, eating grilled chicken pizza and talking about Christmas. 

"Christmas traditions? I don't know," I said. "The usual. A tree, a pile of 291 
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presents. A free-range turkey with dried apricot and organic wild rice stuffing.” 

“That was it?" 

"Let's see…. My uncles and cousins watched football down in the rec room. My parents went to a million parties, and came home trashed. My sister complained about turkey sandwiches and sent out for pizza." 

"What about you?" 

"I ate leftover wild rice and read the books people gave me." 

"That doesn't sound like much fun." 

I shrugged. "I like wild rice. Anyway, it could have been worse. My friend Laura's parents did their drinking at home and fought through the whole thing, every single year. Broken crockery and all. One year she had to call 911. What was your Christmas like?” 

“Oh, well, a Danish Christmas is something else. It's a very big deal.” 

“Is it?" 

"Oh, yeah. A big lead-up, first of all. The whole month. Weeks of baking and decorating. We had Advent calendars, of course, with little presents, one for each day. Chocolate, mostly. When Janne was three she ate all of hers at once and threw up." Janne was his little sister. "Svend teased her about it every Christmas for years; she'd chase him around the house trying to tackle him.” 

“Now there's a golden memory. Did you have big presents too?" 

"Of course. Everyone spends a fortune on presents. Plus days of feasting and parties and games and visiting back and forth. It goes on and on. But it is fun. I'll have to take you back there some time; you should experience it." 

"Not this year, though?" I tried to keep the anxiety out of my voice. A big friendly noisy family taking me in, requiring me to have social graces, speaking another language over my dark swarthy little head. Oh, boy. 

"No, I think we'll just have fun at home. But I'll do some baking. Deck you out in pretty chains and sprigs of holly." 

While we were eating the clouds had decided on sleet; there was a thin layer on the tops of cars, and some slush piling up on the sidewalk. As I wasn't wearing boots we took a streetcar. At the next intersection my eye was caught by a man, broad, drab and blank-faced, wandering off the curb into the slow traffic. He began meandering in circles and figure eights, ignoring all honks and verbal advice. I nudged Anders, and he leaned past 292 
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me to take a look. "Wow," I said. "The sun's not down yet." 

A car edged past the wavering figure. The man weaved toward the sidewalk, then changed his mind and headed out again, his path describing a curve, as if one leg was shorter than the other. 

"Something tells me time of day isn't what he goes by," Anders said. 

"Poor bastard." I half expected Anders to get up and take steps, but he stayed put. "No urge to rescue?" 

"No need. Look." There was a cop car, a pair of policemen just emerging with that slow and deliberate convergence thing they do. 

The streetcar moved on. "Hey!" I said, sitting back. "Squirrels going in straight lines and men going in circles!" 

Anders grinned down at me, and in his Danish professor voice said, 

"Aha! Very significant." 

"What does it mean, Doctor Thygesen?" 

"Obviously, the squirrels take over after our decadent society implodes and we succumb to global warming." 

"I thought that was supposed to be cockroaches." 

He stroked his absent beard. "The squirrels want you to think so. They are gaining in intelligence by picking up the washed-away brain cells of tavern customers. Elite rodent cadres are preparing to rule the world." 

"Rodent cadres, of course! Rats I can believe." 

"Very well, the squirrels are in league with the rats. Brothers in arms. 

The city rodent and the country rodent." 

The woman sitting in front of us glanced over her shoulder, amused, or possibly alarmed. Anders put an arm around me and said in my ear, "Of course, the real meaning is that the boundaries between human and animal aren't clearly defined. Some creatures might need to remember at which end of the continuum they belong." Payback. I knew it. What was he planning? 

It turned out he was planning to emphasize my captured animal status by hanging me from the ceiling again, tying my labia rings to my thighs, and tormenting and teasing me until I howled. 
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Chapter Twenty-Two 

A Pervert's Christmas 




I lay curled beneath the desk one Saturday afternoon, inhaling warm and gingery baking smells, listening to half a conversation in Danish above my head. The legs beside me took themselves off toward the kitchen. Through the slats I saw my master, phone in hand, looking through cupboards. An ingredients search, it looked like. 

We were well into December now. The tree was up and decorated. 

Danish tradition was to leave it till just before Christmas, but Anders was using it to substitute for the lack of family fuss, and to be the recipient of decorations as we made them. He'd showed me how to make paper hearts in red and white, apparently traditional, and strings of little Danish flags, of all things. Plus small baskets of chocolates. 

He'd been spending long hours in the basement, clanging and banging, leaving me tethered upstairs. Normally I got to spend some time chained beneath the bench, watching him work. I missed keeping him company down there. He'd fastened me to posts or joists and amused himself between the worktable and the lumber pile. When he'd been in a whimsical mood, he'd use me as a holder for small items, hanging them from nipple and nose rings. But I hadn't been downstairs for weeks; he'd even taken over the laundry. It was obvious he was hatching more surprises than usual. 

A really big Advent calendar now hung on the wall in the back bedroom, and starting on the first of December I'd been allowed one item a day. There were pockets of all sizes velcroed on; I suspected Anders of shifting things around to the day's date to suit his mood. Things like nipple clamps, new whips, chocolate truffles, vibrators, cookies. Whatever it was I got to wear it, eat it or have it applied to me. And the non-edible items accumulated and got combined another day. Clamps were decorated by weights shaped like Christmas ornaments, vibrated, joined by silvery chains. 

Today I'd gotten a break from the clamps; the day's pocket had produced various small bells. One for each nipple ring, one on my nose ring, which made me feel truly silly, and some for my collar and cuffs. Oddly, they all seemed to produce different pitches. I tinkled like a wind chime. 

There were six left over which he'd put aside. Something told me the use to 294 
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which they were going to be put. 

Anders sat back down at the desk still in the midst of his conversation, and clicked away at the computer. I suspected him of downloading recipes, or perhaps his mother was sending them? Lately he'd been trying out all sorts of goodies on me, holding up tidbits and making me beg first, of course. He'd have to be careful, or the restraints would need to be let out a notch; that would be a first. His culinary skills never ceased to amaze me. I felt more than lucky to eat what he made, even from a plastic dog dish. 

Given my own ineptitude in the kitchen, I was still giving thanks that my work as a slave didn't include attempts at cookery. 

I curled around his leg, and felt a hand briefly in my hair. After a while the phone went down, and a bare toe flicked my nipple. The bell jingled. 

Anders went back to whatever he was doing on the computer. 

The big production he was making of Christmas rather amused me, but his enthusiasm was infectious. I hadn't felt this much excitement over it since my cynical adolescence. My manufacture of ornaments had gone on from set pieces to productions more or less original. A few miniature dreamcatchers first of all. As I made those I could feel my grandmother's hands guiding mine, their warm, thin skin spotted and shiny with age. I also constructed little figures out of bits of cloth and paint and Anders' leftover wood scraps. Some of these he had me make into Julnisse, elf-characters in pointy red hats. Apparently the originals hung around making mischief at Christmas unless fed. These were all male, with the exception of one completely nontraditional female Julnisse with dark, curly yarn hair under her red hat. 

The other figures were whatever my imagination could come up with. A construction worker, complete with a round shampoo cap hard hat, was my favourite. Every afternoon I sat naked over these things, and then searched for empty branches from which to hang them. I'd made a couple to send home to amuse my parents. 

Anders had already kindly allowed me the use of a debit card and a couple of afternoons to do some shopping for my family, with time and location tightly specified, of course. The resultant package was probably safe in the keeping of Homeland Security by now. This didn't solve my constant problem, which was my present for Anders. Gifts were flowing in one direction only, from a lavish and imaginative soul. I had so little ability 295 
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to reciprocate. But I was determined that come hell, high water or GPS 

tracker, he was going to find a surprise under that tree. 

The week before I'd gestured toward a piece of paper on the dresser, the Home Depot gift certificate bestowed upon me at the Halloween ball. It was half hidden under a pile of small change and a telephone bill. 

"Could I have that?" I'd asked him. 

He'd looked puzzled, then amused. "Sure. Hey, you won it. Do you need more time to shop?" 

For a split second I was tempted. Shopping on my own, even in Home Depot, now had an air of forbidden adventure. But he'd know eventually that it hadn't been necessary, and then I'd be in trouble. "No, master, thank you." 

He'd glanced at me with narrowed eyes, and for a second I'd thought he was going to squeeze it out of me, but he'd let it go. 

The bare foot slid out from beneath my breast, and the legs were gone again. Oh, lord. Anders was near the tree, hanging something from the ceiling beam. My heart began to thump. "Come here, my little ornament, and let's decorate the living room some more." 

I crawled out from beneath the desk, jingling all the way, and presented myself to him. The apparatus above me wasn't the wrist and ankle cuff arrangement, but a sling of some sort. He extracted me from the chastity belt and lifted me up into it. I swung a little, feeling momentarily like a little kid. 

"What are you looking so shiny about?" 

"Wow, a sitting position!" 

"Why of course, my dear. Your comfort is my goal, always." 

I snorted, and peered around. He'd put me at about at his own eye level, and the floor was surprisingly far away. 

"The house looks so different from this angle," I said. "How bizarre to spend your life at such an altitude." 

He tingled the bell hanging from my nose. "So speaks the floor-dwelling tambourine." Daringly I stuck out my tongue at him, and got it yanked. 

"Behave yourself, moppet. All right, hands behind you. There. Legs now. Wider. That's good." He strapped my thighs and ankles to the sling. 

Then he ran his fingers through channels and inclines, and over the arc of pubic bone. Tiny squirms were amplified by the setup; I began to swing. He steadied me, and confirmed my expectation about the remaining bells, 296 
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hanging them from the labia rings. They were heavier than I'd expected. 

I watched him stand back and consider me. "You're extremely ornamental, but I think I'll make you a little more obviously seasonal." He went off and came back with garlands and glittery chains, which he spiralled round my neck and legs and around my breasts. Two tree ornaments ended up hanging from my ears. 

"Better. Very festive. This calls for a beer." From the kitchen he came back with a dark and foamy glass, wiping his lips. "Wait, I forgot the hat." 

Red and pointy, on it went. "That really is cute," he said, standing back and admiring. 

He brought out a couple of those little wooden sticks with balls at the ends. "Okay, let's see how the bells sound. Get you tuned up." This turned into serious musician business; one bell was trifle flat and he spent several minutes fiddling with it. A few got moved around on some harmonic principal or other; he exchanged a nipple bell with the nose bell, and rearranged me to be more upright so that the collar bell would hang free. 

Then he began to play. First a scale and an arpeggio, then a tune, initially clumsy but defter with practice. I was vibrating along with the bells. 

"Recognize that?" he asked conversationally. 

"Um…something about drinking…harvest supper…?" I breathed. 

"Very good!" He continued tapping, and belted out the tune in his deep baritone, loud enough for a whole roistering table full of farm hands. 



  Our sheep shear is over and summer is past,  Here's a health to our mistress all in a full glass,  For she's a good woman and provides us with cheer,  Here's a health to our mistress, so drink up your beer. 



He grinned at me and took a deep draught. "Here my good mistress, try this, it's the Granite's Peculiar; outstanding stuff." Dutifully I took a sip. It all tasted the same to me: like beer. 

A lively little jig now. "Stop whimpering, you're out of tune. Name this one. Quick, now.” 

“The – The Sailor's Wife?" The bells seemed to keep vibrating even when they weren't being struck. Despite my efforts to hold back, my hips thrust rather desperately forward, causing Anders to strike a wrong note. I 297 
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got a good whack across the ass that hurt quite a lot even through the sling, and set everything jingling at once. "Hold still!” 

“Sorry, master." 

The next song seemed to be in the key of the nose bell; anyway, the tune kept returning to that one. My head started to buzz. The bell was tingled four times in two bars and I sneezed. "Hey!" he laughed, but he didn't stop. 

At the next nose vibration I sneezed again, and we both cracked up. "All right, that's it, it'll have to go somewhere else." A brief pause while he strung a chain between my nipples, polished the bell and hung it from that. 

He played a couple more tunes, quizzing me on each. I couldn't dredge up the fourth one, though it sounded vaguely ragtime, and I got whacked again. 

"You know," he said, striking notes at random, "this would be a great way for people to start making their own entertainment again at parties. 

Most of them have lost the knack; they just shove in a CD, and leave it to the music industry. Where's the fun in that?" Ping, pang, clangle. "Not everyone 

– has your talent – master –" 

He gave me a slow, rather ominous smile "Oh, but with such an instrument available – and so decorative, too – almost anyone could make a pretty tune." Suddenly I could envision the room full of people, laughing and drinking and joining in on the choruses. With me as the centrepiece. 

He ran his sticks back and forth over the labia bells, hit the nipple bells with a little ta-ting, and then pressed one of the sticks up against my clit. Not moving it, just pressing. My voice slid upward in pitch, quavering like a violin tremolo. "See?" 

The stick was withdrawn, and I groaned. "Oh, god…. Please, master…" 

Here it came. Begging. Whether I wanted to or not. No matter how futile the exercise. "Please, master, please…" 

"Stop wriggling, slave." He sang a teasing chorus of 'Beggin' Woman.' 

Then he wiped the stick clean and played on. When I couldn't shut up and stay shut up I got strapped into a full gag and muzzle. The hat went back on top. 

And somehow the stopping of my voice sent me inward, the recipient, now in no way a player but only played upon. The pure tones picked up some kind of harmonics in my flesh, which resonated with the ear's vibration. Melody, in the key of exquisite arousal, with no crescendo. There 298 
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was a faint echo in my mind of that story of Kafka's, the ordeal and the enlightenment. What I was absorbing I couldn't put words to; couldn't have produced. I was literally nothing but the sounding board. 


*** 

 Anders stood back and observed the silent figure in the sling, the muzzled head sagging back, the eyes, framed by straps, deep in the glaze of subspace. Setting the mallets aside, he gently removed the labia bells. A little height adjustment. Then he was inside her, his cock gliding slowly, slowly along slippery walls, his hands gripping her hips. By now he knew well how to make use of his vessel, stage by stage and nerve by nerve, always bringing her along with him, always gently leaving her just outside the door while he stepped through. Every moment, every movement, had to be considered and deliberate. And when the long, slow orgasm, magnificent as a cathedral chord, had played itself out, he stood there with his eyes closed, using his hold on her to stay upright, shuddering with the aftershocks brought on by the urgent convulsion of warm wet flesh around his softening cock. The rigid thighs, the helpless moaning. So sweet. A little further decoration and then it would be time to make dinner. Anders hung his slave's labia and nipples with the clamps and ornament-shaped weights that he'd been using all week, this time hanging the bells at the ends. He strung coloured lights across the ceiling from either side of her, down the sling, in a gentle loop between her feet, back under her to her bound hands. When they were turned on he swung her gently, listening to the bells' tinkle and the faint groans at the additional drag of weight on her flesh, and made sure the lights made no contact with skin. Then he turned on some old wassailing songs from the 18th century and went into the kitchen. 
Every minute or so, between cutting board and saucepan he looked over at his creation. A Pervert's Christmas, he smiled to himself. The lights blinked, and skin and decorations glistened in their multicoloured glow. All the hanging things trembled at his footsteps' vibration. His most recent decoration gazed mesmerized at the tree, into the button eyes of another small dangling red-hatted female figure: her companion piece. 


*** 

 Christmas Eve: a very quiet morning at work. The information centre was closing at the end of my shift. No one was around; even the phone and email requests had dried up. We weren't exactly anyone's go-to destination 299 
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for last minute gifts. I got my utilization logs up to date. At twelve-fifteen there was a frantic call from a student with a paper on hydrogen engine technology to write over the holidays, and no data to speak of. Fortunately I could mop that one up in half an hour. It was always satisfying to save someone's day, or year in this case. Her grateful relief took up another minute or two. Then it was time to shut the place down and go home. 

I had my object all packaged up and ready to go. It was awkward to carry, but I'd tied on a couple of makeshift handles, and the thing was lighter than it looked. I was counting on Anders being so deep into food preparation that I'd be able to slip it past him. He'd stayed home to concoct a traditional Danish Christmas dinner. The oven and stovetop had already been full and bubbling when he'd sent me out the door into the cold. Now the temperature was dropping, and fine snow stung my face. 

I stood in the damp steamy streetcar surrounded by mostly cheerful people loaded down with boxes and bags, trying to keep my package out of the melted slush on the floor. Blocking the erotic trance which called to me, sang to me, every harnessed inch of me joining in on the perfidious siren song. No, I mustn't go there. I forced myself to think about the day I lost track and got out of bounds, and I shuddered. Pay attention, girl...no wandering. Imagine messing up now. Spoiling Christmas. 

Anders had been teasing me relentlessly, escalating the intensity each day, using every trick in his considerable repertoire. The night before I'd been balanced teetering on the edge five times, maybe six. How I managed to come even close to counting them I don't know, because by the time I was locked away again I'd devolved down into a primitive life form: mindless, incoherent, tormented and howling. 

Even now I was wearing two plugs beneath the belt; I'd been wearing them to work every day for weeks. The flesh around them was heavy and aching. My nipples, even my lips felt swollen. If my frustration gave Anders pleasure, he'd been especially well served lately. Cautiously I angled my burden through the door of the streetcar, and hefted it along the icy sidewalks, pushed sideways by the sharp wind, gritting my teeth as the gusts played grab-ass with icy fingers beneath my coat. I was glad to get to the end of our street and into the house. The package stayed in the shadows between the two doors while I stripped, shivering, and donned chilly collar and cuffs. As I'd hoped, Anders only sent a greeting over his shoulder; his 300 
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hands were deep in a big bowl. I sneaked the package round the door, tiptoed across the room and shoved it into the shadows behind the tree. 

"What are you up to?" He was behind me, wiping his hands on a dishtowel. "Is that for me?" 

I swung around hastily. "Mm. No peeking." My master took hold of my ass with damp hands and pulled me close, his clothes wonderfully warm against my cold bare skin. I inhaled him, all savoury and delicious, and could have gone on consuming him then and there. He kissed me and then straightened up and took a step toward the tree, dragging me with him. "No, master, please! You weren't supposed to notice until it was time to open it." 

"Master knows all, sees all," he droned, waggling one Svengali eyebrow. "Anyway, it's a little big to overlook. You sly wench, what have you been up to?" 

"You'll see when you open it. Tonight? Or tomorrow?" Christmas Eve was the Danish night for opening presents, but the North American Christmas-morning-blowout also seemed to be in the cards. All I knew was the meal schedule: the big one was late this afternoon. A hissing noise from the stove drew his attention back to the kitchen, to my relief. I got warmed up in there (and rapidly superheated). My nipples were dipped in lingonberry sauce and sucked clean, which gave us an interesting ten minutes. Then he decorated me: ornaments, bells, hat and all. I stirred a pot of mulled wine called gløgg, and sipped a little. But it hit an empty stomach. 

Dizzily I moaned that I was starving, and Anders let me have a couple of little cookies to tide me over, in my corner out of harm's way, while he hauled the sizzling goose out of the oven, did things to it and shoved it back in. I mopped spills, wiped counters, fetched and scrubbed potatoes, and tried to subsist on the atmosphere of roasting goose, so thick it was nearly caloric. 

The light coming through the blinds had faded to dusk when I was at last told to light the candles; he'd set out a couple of dozen of them all over the table and shelves and counters. Then I got to set the table. Two place settings! I was flabbergasted. 

"A special treat for Christmas, hunhund," he said. "Christmas dinner requires more than one person at the table, so you'll just have to be a person today. Make sure you mind your manners." 

So I sat in a chair in that room for the very first time, minding my manners as hard as I could, my naked bottom warming the cool wooden seat, 301 
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my harnessed breasts and nipple bells brushing the table's edge. I felt like the ship's dog called to the Captain's table. He'd placed me at right angles to him, well within reach of his long arm. Danish Christmas music was playing, lively and almost completely unfamiliar. "Okay," he said happily, opening the oven, "here we go!" 

There was the roast goose and browned potatoes and red cabbage, all of which smelled incredible. I also spotted a bowl full of dark grains. "Wild rice and apricot stuffing!" Anders grinned. "Have to honour all the traditions. I don't know if it'll taste anything like your mother's. Did she put pine nuts in hers? I thought it needed some pine nuts." It was better than my mother's; it was fantastic. Partway through the meal I groaned and begged him to loosen my harness. 

He eyed me up and down, wiped his mouth on his napkin and pushed back his chair. "All right. Just this once. And only because I don't want your dinner to go to waste. Come here." Keys jingled; he pulled me onto his lap and kissed the spaces between the straps as he loosened them a notch. Then he turned me to face him, my legs straddling his, flicked my nipple bells, and slowly brushed open lips against mine. Pepper and lingonberry flavour. 

And Anders himself, that essence that never ceased to enslave me. Hands gripped my breasts, his tongue was in my mouth. My body instantly, helplessly surged and clung. Then I was facing the other way with my feet on the floor and a smack tingling my bottom. I returned to my seat on trembling legs. Anders drank schnapps, sang along with the CD, tweaked my nipples and fed me morsels from his plate. We took a break before dessert, during which he turned up the music and danced me around the living room. The plugs were taking me to the verge of insanity, especially when he picked me up and continued to dance with my legs wrapped round him. At last he took a breath, grinned down at me and said, "I think we'll have dessert in bed. Up you go." Up I went. Stood while he removed the harness. Lay on my back as ordered, and had my wrists fastened to the headboard. 

He'd brought up a creamy rice pudding on a tray. "This is actually the traditional start to the meal, but I figured if you began with that you'd never get through the rest.” 

“No kidding." My voice was a hoarse whisper. "Look out for the whole almond; if you find it you get the prize." 
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He gave me a spoonful. Then a warm sticky line circled my left nipple, and was licked away. "Nope, no almond." The same on the right. A long line down my belly. More licking. A little puddle from my navel. Still no almond. 

Lines down both thighs, sweetly licked. "Let's try a little cherry sauce, shall we?" This was stroked along the diagonals between belly and thigh, and I whimpered. Then more rice pudding. "Red and white, very patriotic. A nice white cross on a swathe of red. Yum. I won't attempt a maple leaf." He brushed my lips with the cherry sauce and watched as my tongue ran round them. His tongue began searching up the inside of my thigh, almost to the metal of the belt. "So sweet," he murmured. "I think I'll open one of my presents." Key in the chastity belt. My insides contracted helplessly around the plugs as they slowly, slowly slid from my body. "Ah… ah… master, please…." 

"Ah, yes, you need more pudding. In your mouth this time." Another spoonful slipped past my lips, and I swallowed. A swirl of tongue over my naked pubic bone. My whole body shook. "Hold still, girl; don't get the sheets sticky." His tongue lapping, licking, here, gone. Back at the insides of thighs, so close… A finger gently smoothing cherry sauce on swollen labia. 

My body was a bow drawn tight, begging, beseeching…. The lapping continued, a vice-like grip on my thighs holding me still. Pleas came from my throat in a constant whisper. 

My master loomed over me, a spoon in one hand, took my head, turned it, and gentled the creamy stuff into my mouth. Something hard and pointy in there. My tongue worked it free, then lolled forward and presented it. He smiled, and caught it before it hit the sheets. "Ah. You get the prize, little one." He leaned down and kissed me with sticky lips. "Usually it's a marzipan pig. But not this time." He was back between my legs with the cherry sauce, this time dribbling some right down the swollen crevasse of my cunt. 

I felt the seeping trickle, and was paralyzed at the first touch of tongue on inner flesh. Paralyzed with fear; was it fear of him stopping or fear that he wouldn't? Could I bear it? The seismic forces had been held back so long; their release could be catastrophic. No. Yes. Please, no! Wait! 

And at the fourth long lap of his tongue something devastating and uncontainable burst its bounds, shattering me, rolling outward through my 303 
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body like an apocalypse, flooding with violence back into my centre. The tongue gathered it and drove it deep, searching chasms, swirling, making me thrash and scream and howl. Then the vortex reversed, I was sucked up as if into a cyclone. 

Now he was between my legs and plunging hugely into the vortex, becoming the centre around which my body surged and stormed. And with each new convulsion, each new convergence of flesh on flesh, the network of nerves grew and spread and reached, all utterly exposed and vulnerable. 

So that his whole hard body became the inflictor of the most terrifying pleasure. 

Out of the absolute, boneless stillness that followed came a murmur in my ear: "Merry Christmas." 
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Chapter Twenty-Three 

Needy Pudding 




Anders woke in the dark, stirred, and opened one eye to check the clock. 

Seven-twenty. He smiled into the darkness. All his planning and devising, and he would get, first of all, to watch her face. 

He turned over and listened for Maia's breathing. Still asleep. She'd slept like a dead thing all night. No squirming, no rattle of chain. He ran a hand along his property: the little heap of warm, somnolent flesh and felt, not her usual quiescence, but a profound, blissful, strings-cut immobility. 

How gorgeous she had been. He had never seen her so overtaken, so thoroughly in the grip of an experience beyond her control. The previous evening came at him whole out of memory, and his usual morning erection swelled painfully. He was tempted, but two of his little receptacle's orifices were locked shut. Later. Plenty of time. 

Still dark. It would be midday on Svend's Greek island. What kind of Christmas was he having? Was he dancing like Zorba around a cypress tree? 

What did they cook for Christmas dinner there? Lamb, maybe. 

Midday in Copenhagen, too. The house must be full of aunts and cousins, a constantly shifting stream of them. His mother loading plates, the steam from the pots making the glasses slip down her nose. His father genially setting out meatballs and herring. Janne clumping around the house long-legged in her clogs, inserting her own sly rhymes into the Christmas songs. Karl on the couch with an arm around Ria, observing everything from under sleepy eyelids. Did they miss him and Svend? Probably, though they wouldn't say so. His grandmother would be missing him, certainly, though no power on earth would pry such an admission from her wintry lips. He could hear her stubborn voice arguing over cooking times, and insisting that Strindberg had more to say than Sørensen about the human condition. 

Yesterday morning when he'd called he'd had to assure her that his business continued to be strictly above-board and his account books up to date. For a few minutes he amused himself imagining Maia cowering under his Mormor's bleak eye. 

The body next to him barely stirred beneath his stroking hand. "Time to wake up, girl." Slowly she surfaced, and as she did so, her belly found his, 305 
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snuggled forward. "No, no," he said, "you've had that present already. Time for some new ones." The dark eyes sprang open, instantly in focus. 

Anders got them downstairs in record time, turned on the lights, and watched Maia's face as she took in the packages, small, hefty and huge. 

Amazement, and then a little sadness. "I only have the one thing for you, master." 

"Never mind." He smiled wryly. "This stuff's not entirely for you. Think vanilla boyfriend providing sexy lingerie. Now, what order shall we do this in?" He fetched coffee and rolls, and they settled in, him on the couch and her on the floor, leash dangling from her collar. She stared at the biggest objects, boxes big enough to house good-sized appliances. 

"Santa's judgment on you, as it happens, is both naughty and nice." 

Maia rolled her eyes, but she had the apprehensive and excited look of a little girl who was next in line for the rollercoaster. "I don't think you'll find a lump of coal, but there may be a switch or two." She giggled. "But let's start with the nice ones. Open that little one there, the green one." 

She opened various packages at his direction. First the books: one novel obscure and ancient, another modern and introspective, and a dictionary of environmental terminology that she fell on with a glad cry. Then two CDs of medieval dance music with ancient instruments. A sinuous pair of silver earrings, big enough to be visible through her hair. A pair of ice skates, and a promise to take her skating. And a beautiful new scarf which looked so fetching wound around her that he almost got sidetracked, and her gratitude for it all nearly got out of hand. 

"Hmm," he said, disengaging and peering under the tree. "That's it for nice, I think." 

The big boxes still loomed amid the litter of paper and still-unopened packages; he watched Maia's sidelong glances in their direction, sensed her smothered apprehension. "Master, could it be your turn?" 

He'd almost forgotten her contribution, upright in a shadowy corner behind the tree. It was as tall as she was, and thick, roughly triangular in cross-section. She must have had a tough time carrying it home. 

She was up on her knees, watching him. He hoped he'd like whatever it was, or she was going to be disappointed. What could she order from Home Depot that he couldn't have found for himself? He laid the thing on the floor, slit the packing tape, and pushed past empty paper. "This isn't the same 306 
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shape as the box, is it?” 

“Nope." 

"Sneaky." The surface was wood, hard and a little rough. Anders swept the packaging out of the way, and lifted the thing clear. A long, rectangular, rather grimy slab of wood. Shaped to be the top of something. Walnut, with carving on three edges. He stared at it, then at her. 

"The mantelpiece." 

"Yes." 

He looked the slab over from all sides. "It's the right one!" 

"Yes!" She beamed with delight. 

He was stunned. "How did you – ?" 

"Just research. Persistence. I was getting worried toward the end there, but I found it.” 

“Where?" 

"A kind of junkyard. Mostly sells auto parts. Keele and St. Clair, roughly." 

"But – but I thought you were using that Home Depot gift certificate." 

"That was for Val. She picked the thing up for me and paid for it. It didn't cost much." 

"You genius!" 

She laughed. "Thank you." 

He studied her for a little, set the slab of wood down, and picked her up. 

"No. Thank you. You are amazing." He squeezed her, long and hard to the point of breathlessness. "You are clever and talented and thoughtful beyond belief. Lucky is the man who owns you." Anders kissed the brow behind which the clever brain lurked. "And incredibly sneaky, you sly and naughty wench. Imagine keeping a secret from me for so long; I must be slipping." 

She tucked her head into his neck. "Only to surprise you. Only to make you happy. I wouldn't keep secrets otherwise, honestly, master." 

He squeezed her again, set her down, and took up the slab, expertly estimating the job. Was that old paint in the pores? It would need a good cleaning and maybe stripping. And the finish would need to match the rest of the piece…. "Come downstairs. I have to try it on the other part." There was no question that it fit; all the carving matched. They spent some time enjoying the complete object. "Just think," he said, "I'll be able to use you as a footstool in front of a cosy fire." 
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"Mmm. Hey, I might have been able to use that lump of coal after all." 

He groaned. "Naughty, naughty," he said, and tugged her back up the stairs. "So much for your angelic status. Santa has ways of dealing with naughty creatures like you. Open that red one." 

It was an expensively stitched leather whip which fit nicely into Anders' 

hand, and made pretty marks. Maia gulped and thanked him, and then at his direction reached into one of the baskets of chocolate hanging from the tree, extracting a small box wrapped in gold foil. Inside she found a pair of silver filigree nipple stretchers. He unlocked her nipple rings, squeezing an inch or so from the tip of each breast into the narrow cones, and then locking the rings through holes at the tips. She was immediately panting and ready to climb him, as if she hadn't been sucked and fucked all the way to oblivion just the day before. 

"Down! Uh-uh. No more Valhalla heights for you, my little thrall. 

Down you go. Next!" Next was a full leather hood; he set this aside for the moment. Then he had her open one of the big boxes. She stared at the metal contraption within, without any sign of comprehension. So he put the thing together in order to demonstrate. 

"Just another way of making sure my cunning property stays where it's put. In whatever position I put it in. A bit like a mannequin, really. Or maybe animal models. Taxidermy. But with a live hunhund." 

As he fitted joints together, he caught her eye and a corner of his mouth twitched. "Yeah, yeah. New toys again." 

She looked down, smiling, but she was breathing very fast. 

"Well, what else is Christmas for, if I can't play with construction toys? 

Gives a new meaning to the term 'Erector Set.' Which I always found suggestive, frankly." 

He had her stand on the heavy base, and locked her waist, chest, legs and arms to the metal posts that rose from it, using the rigid metal straps and cuffs attached. "No end to the positions I can put you in. Hours of fun. Now let's see, shall I leave you in the stretchers?" He decided to remove them, and squeezed a trembling breast. 

"All this hardware manipulates and reprograms your software, little one. 

This kind," he squeezed again, and then tapped her head, "and the neural pathways, too. Don't think of underestimating it." Nipple clamps, rigidly set, made her newly stretched breasts part of the sculpture he was forming. 
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She whimpered a little. "No, master. I wouldn't. Believe me." A shadow of mischief crossed her face. "And how about wetware?” 

“Oh, I'll bet. But we're getting too cute for the room. Hush up now." 

He fitted the hood and its blindfold over her head. One of his armature's extensions rose up to her face and ended in a gag, which he fastened deep into her mouth. She was half bent; he loosened a couple of joints and lowered the chest and gag rods to take her down to a right angle. Unfastened her legs to spread them, then tightened the joints again. Adjusted the angle of her neck so that her blank face was visible. Her arms were bent out to the sides, as if she was about to take wing. "There. A work of art." Anders walked around her, examining her from all angles. "What a good position for a beating." He hadn't fitted the earpieces into the hood; she could hear him, and she groaned. 

The expensive whip was well worth it, he decided; it traced and caressed her ass with more finesse than anything else he had used on her. 

When his slave was moderately marked he tried a few more positions, finally leaving her on display, on her knees with her back a little arched, her tits still stretched, while he got himself a proper breakfast. She could survive on buns, but he needed more. 

As he ate his mind dwelt with delight on the mantelpiece. Why had it never occurred to him to ask her to find it? He'd asked her to find information a couple of times, on environmental standards and new materials; that kind of research had seemed more in her line. But clearly he had been underestimating her potential. Astonishing that she could manage all that from her desk. Yet he knew positively that she hadn't gone out herself in search of it. And what was her recompense for all her determined, loving effort? Anders glanced at the immobile figure. There was an irony there to enjoy, and enjoy it he did. 

"Want to open more presents?" The fixed object made an indeterminate noise of agreement, and he extracted her from the hood and the armature, played with her sore and swollen tits, and watched her squirm. 

"I think you're hoping to come again. Aren't you, hunhund." 

The big eyes searched his face, some spark of hope indeed lurking. "N-no, master –" There was just the slightest upward lilt to the last word, a hint of an inquiry to which he didn't bother to respond; he just fastened her hands back, unlocked her belt and listened to tiny, irrepressible, eager whining 309 
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noises. Then he slotted the two plugs into the belt and locked her up again. 

The eager whining downshifted to groans and broken sighs. 

Anders opened the next package for her: a miniature sleigh he'd put together; just a low, red-painted wooden box on flat, padded runners, with a couple of shafts. He harnessed her, with sleigh bells and nipple bells and nose bell and all, got her down on her hands and knees, and fastened her to the shafts at the waist. Her heaviest bridle went on, with reins. Not much could be done indoors, but he cleared a path and picked out a long whip, then sat in the box and made her crawl, saying, "On, Vixen!" She had to struggle to drag his weight, with a squeal and a wriggle when the whip urged her on; this was entrancing, but didn't cover a lot of ground. He stood in the sleigh for a bit, with a better view, but this was precarious. It became a bit like the Iditarod, with one foot on the ground for balance. 

Next he tried piling weights in the sleigh and walking beside the thing, oxcart fashion, with the reins in his hand and a much better angle to ply his long whip. Maia crawled for a while, and then he arranged her upright with her hands tied back, and continued his experiments, adding more and more weight. The small restricted shoulders struggled, the little body strained and trembled and strained again, and her cringing thighs and buttocks clenched and juddered. When his cock was ready to burst Anders drew her hard by the reins over to the couch, the sleigh still fastened behind, and then down to her knees. Her mouth with bit removed was hot and urgent. He didn't even try to hold himself back. It took him a while to recover, and when he did, he was still holding the motionless head to him by the bridle. 

Slowly he relaxed his fingers and sat her back on her heels, removed the bridle, released her wrists and the shafts from her waist, and gently wiped the saliva from around her mouth. The body he was handling was pliancy itself, moving as he moved it and no further, but Anders knew her frantic inner vibrations. He settled her between his knees and stroked her hair. 

"Let's see. Housebroken. Broken to harness. And now broken to cart work," 

he mused. "It can be trained." 

She hid her deep flush against his thigh and he felt her breasts and belly press themselves forward against his leg, slowly, inexorably, as if pulled by a rope. Indulgently he let her rub herself against him: breasts, belly, side to side, up and down. The eyes unfocused; those tiny catches of breath slipping past a closed throat. Was that a slight urging of the metal curve over her 310 
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pubic bone against his calf? He leaned down and caressed a welted buttock, and she whimpered and urged herself harder. 

"Ah," Anders murmured, licking her neck and shoulder. "Needy pudding. So sweet." Slowly he stilled her helpless squirming, pried her back from his leg and began to stroke her breasts. This didn't reduce the arousal, naturally, but it did tend to soothe her. Her panting breath slowed; a few deep sighs shed tension on the exhale. At last he kissed the tousled head that leaned in the crook of his arm. She was shamefaced, but focusing and responding now. Good. 

It was past time for lunch, but a few more presents remained for her to open. Up against the remaining large box were packages containing a red metal dog dish (plastic being out now, as Anders explained, and stainless steel in) and a pair of thumbless mitts. She laid these out on the coffee table. 

"All right, girl. Last one." 

He watched his slave crawl slowly to the big rectangular object, her face almost hidden by hanging hair. The thing was perhaps four feet long, under three feet high and three wide. Her hands hesitated and fumbled with the heavy paper and the light cardboard beneath. Unlike the object she had packed, this one was the shape of its container. At the first sight of bars she stopped dead. 

There was silence; not a breath. The strips of paper in her hand didn't even rustle. Several long seconds ticked by, with his slave quite motionless, as if she had crawled into a painting and been suspended there in oils. 

"Keep going." 

Slowly the hands came back to life. Maia uncovered the metal bars, the heavy wooden frame. Then she knelt back on the cardboard and stared into the cage. 

Finally she looked up at him. Little coloured tree lights reflected in her eyes' moist glaze, tiny stars orbiting in their twin galaxies. 

"It's somewhere to keep you, my needy pudding," he said. "Somewhere to keep you very, very safe." 


*** 

 The crate I played in as a child was a dark, enclosed lair; just space for a bit of food and copious amounts of fantasy. Once my sister and her friends did their vandal act on my world and I reconstructed it, there wasn't much left of the little-girl playhouse with its miniature housewifery of stoves and 311 
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dishes. 

Although I had no clear sense at that stage of the implications of my fantasies, by instinct I kept them secret. There was nothing in that crate but a few scraps that could easily be mistaken for our usual random toy-strewn flotsam. Some curved blocks and the rubber bands that, round them, made them into shackles; that chain off an old lamp; a piece of ribbon. One plastic dish and cup left over from the crate's previous incarnation. Over the open end of the crate I hung my ragged baby blanket, striped in faded pinks and blues, so thin and soft and worn as to be completely translucent, with little rents and holes that let some dim light into my cell from the basement's high window. For hours I could be a prisoner, unable to emerge unless rescued. 

Which I never was. When my mother called me for dinner, or when a visit to the bathroom became inevitable, I would slip my bonds while, so to speak, looking the other way, and on my return it was as if I had never left. 

But as the years went on, my fantasy life became unable to sustain itself in the face of hard reality. Or maybe normal cognitive development took me out of the stage in which children's games can be all-consuming. I remember we went on a vacation one summer, a long drive through the American southwest. And when I came back, impatient to be alone for a change, my first priority was to sneak down and visit my crate. The familiar enclosure took me in, forcing me to duck a little more below the low planks above my head. But the thrill was gone. The items inside, so passionately imbued with meaning, were suddenly flimsy and babyish and disappointing. Real prisoners couldn't get out when their mother called them. Real prisoners were in cells that locked from the outside. 

This might have been the end of the prison game. But my secret obsessions, far from being dissipated, suddenly acquired a more focused and concentrated flavour, and it dawned on me that these feelings of mine went way beyond games. Did these insistent fantasies mean I wanted real imprisonment, real helplessness? I felt the familiar contraction in my belly, and then the fear. 

We'd been learning about the Civil War and slavery in school, and I knew that slavery was evil and brutal and wrong. Not only had I learned it, I believed it. My parents knew Central American refugees, torture victims, people damaged and destroyed for life. How could I imagine wanting to be such a victim? How could I even play silly games about it? Was I insane? 
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Was I sick? 

I didn't know, but fantasy had to be okay; it was all I had. In fantasy I could be powerless and still not come to harm. And no one needed to know what went on in my head. We moved again a year later, and my crate was used for packing china. The first garbage day at our new house I saw it thrown, empty, into the maw of the truck and slowly crunched. The horror-movie thrill and the sudden, unexpected wrench of loss kept my eyes on the crate until it was digested and gone. 

And now in some weird sense it had resurrected itself, perfected itself, become redeemed from the ignominy of being nothing but a plaything. Same proportions. Same size in relation to my grown-up body. Smoother and harder, finished and full of light and air. The realization by an architect of a child's crude crayon sketch. 

My master lifted the cage off the cardboard and arranged it by the wall, out of the way. Then with one long finger he directed me inside. The act of crawling in felt both new and utterly familiar. I turned to watch his hand close the door, and heard a heavy, solid clunk. The door I had crawled through was locked behind me. My heart pounded. No slipping out. I watched his long back bend and straighten as he folded cardboard and paper. 

Suddenly the room was pretty much back to normal. Almost. 

The surface I was sitting on was naugahyde with a bit of cushioning. 

More comfortable than a wooden crate. There was a feeding slot in the door. 

I couldn't quite sit up straight, nor could I stretch out, but I'd be able to eat all right. 

Anders came back with the shiny new dog dish in his hand, set the bowl on the bars above me and squatted down. I looked up at that face, jaws haloed with a glistening unshaven prickle, the mouth with its finely cut lips calm and considering, acute eyes observing me, stripping me bare, going through whatever checklist he used to gauge the state of his property. 

Apparently satisfied, he went off and returned with the mitts. "Give me that paw, hunhund." 

My right hand was through the bars without a thought. Then a fugitive, foolish notion flashed. Could I have refused? Used the cage as some kind of refuge? 

In my dreams. The bars were no barrier to his long arm. He had the key, and the punishment for such waywardness would be unthinkably awful. 
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Safety? This had nothing to do with safety for me; it had to do with tucking me away in a safe deposit box: security for my owner. So why did I feel so safe? 

The mitts were the usual black leather, just narrow hand-shaped bags that locked onto my cuffs. Padded a little on the palm side. Thick and only marginally flexible. Paws. Clawless, clumsy, non-opposable animal paws. 

"There. Now your hands can be on the floor when you eat." He tied my hair back and slid the dog dish through the slot. Leftover goose in bite-size pieces, bits of potato and cabbage. I turned onto my knees and put my face into my food. This was certainly more comfortable than having my hands tied back. The mitts blended in with the black naugahyde of the floor, giving me an odd peripheral impression of my arms ending at the wrist. I could see Anders with a plate on his lap, turning on the TV. Cary Grant was talking to Sylvester. Soon he was skating with the bishop's wife. 

I heard rather than saw the rest of the movie. Nothing unusual about that. I often shared the room with the TV, nose pressed into a corner, or head locked under the edge of the couch while my ass served as footstool. 

Sometimes I could even take in the story line, though action sequences left some gaps in my notion of the plot. Or I'd surface from subspace and catch snatches of news and Anders' cynical growls at the newscasters and talking heads, before the restraints or the teasing pulled me back down again. This time I managed to follow the story, mostly because I'd seen the movie before. I sat, I lay on my side, I crouched on knees and elbows. Whenever my master got up and down, brought back this or that, my eyes followed him. He ignored me. I might have been furniture. No, I was enclosed in furniture, like a fish in an aquarium. My master showed every symptom of being alone in the room. 

Again, this was nothing new; I was frequently ignored, all or parts of me. Watching, bound, as he moved freely was part of the everyday fabric of my life. But I'd never been set aside quite like this. Set aside, put away. I thought about that closet in the trailer; now I had a view; one with solid bars in the foreground. I thought about the space under the desk, except this space was made of metal and was locked. I grazed the bars with arms and legs, pressed them with my feet, turned around once or twice as if making a nest, and began to wish rather hard for some attention. 

But slave care, it seemed, was a job that came after going out to shovel 314 
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snow and before the next movie. There was a blast of cold, snow-scented air and daylight in the front hall, the clang of the shovel, and then silence. I could just see the TV's flicker playing on the couch, but the sound was off. 

One drip in the kitchen sink. The whump of the furnace going on down in the basement. Then after a while a whoosh, more cold air, and boots kicking off snow against the doorframe. 

Anders padded over and eyed the TV screen, and then came over to the cage, bringing that clean outdoor smell with him. He removed the bowl, and with chilly hands buckled a bridle tightly round my head. The bit gag thoroughly occupied my mouth, and the web of straps brought the bridge of my nose and my jaw to a fixed distance from each other; no wiggle room. 

No pleading for attention, either. 

The next movie was It's a Wonderful Life, and with commercials it must have been at least two and a half hours long. I listened, and I watched when Anders got up to pee, and I thought. There was plenty of time to revisit my shameful display, my pointless and pathetic leg-humping. I thought of his hands having difficulty pulling me back, and felt my face go hot again beneath the bridle. Was I that creature? Yes, it seemed so. He could have stopped me with a word, but I knew he loved it, loved reducing me to nothing but a frantic, primitive, urge, all higher brain regions turned to jelly. 

Only memory storage remaining, for the sake of later humiliating retrieval. 

On my back, feet up on the bars, I lay and stared at the Christmas tree lights, blinking on, off, on. He'd shoved the little sleigh behind the tree, out of the way, the shafts down against the wall. Not shafts for a human slave, with hands with which to pull, but shafts to be attached to a draft animal's harness. I could feel their drag, heavier and heavier; my thighs would feel it tomorrow. Between my thighs I felt it now. I turned to my side and sucked back escaping saliva, wiped up a drop or two from the black surface with my forearm. Jimmy Stewart's friends were serenading the newlyweds in the rain. 

I watched the black and white TV shadows play over my master's face. He had his feet up on the coffee table, not on me. I wanted to be under those legs and feel their warmth and weight. But I also wanted to be where he had put me. Where I seemed to fit, like a mollusc in a shell. Gently I ran an undifferentiated lump of a paw across the bars, one side, then the other. 

Eyed the bars above me, the small cage door through which I'd come. My bounds. 
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I was let out at some point on a leash so that I could crawl into the bathroom and use the litter box. But I was back in the cage before Jimmy Stewart could miss yet another chance to get out of Bedford Falls. 

I don't know if Jimmy Stewart ever got out – that's one of the least satisfactory things about the movie, in my opinion – but I did eventually get out myself. I got to crawl around blindfolded on a leash, sniffing for hidden cookies and chocolates. The whip let me know when I was 'cold,' but I got to eat what I found. Unable to see, I was distanced from any self-conscious worry about how I appeared, and foraged away, deep into animal mode. 

Then I was blinking in the sudden light, and having my face wiped. My master glanced at his watch. 

"All right," he said. "You'd better call home." 

I stared, squeezed my eyes shut and shook my head, not a refusal but a confused attempt to reorient myself. Call home? Of course. We'd discussed it days ago. I attempted my first words in several hours, and a croak came out. I cleared my throat and tried again. "Master … it's… I… " Helplessly I shook my head again. "Uh – " 

He smiled and stroked my shoulder. "Here, I'll help. Think about work yesterday. That student who called at the last minute. How you helped her. 

Remember?" 

I nodded. 

"What did you help her with?" 

"Uh…um…hydrogen…engine …" 

"Data. Good. What did you get me for Christmas?" 

"The – the mantelpiece." 

"Yes, you wonderful girl. What books did I buy you?" 

Gathering speed, I named them. 

"What's your mother going to say to you?" 

"Um…eat organic." 

"What's your dad going to want?" 

"Oh, you know… for me to apply to – to one of his contacts for – for some high-powered job." 

I'd been boosted back up the evolutionary ladder. My master settled me on the floor by the desk, one mitt off so I could hold the phone, and chained me to the filing cabinet. At least my parents weren't expecting a webcam visit over a computer link. Anders dialed for me, and then left me to myself. 
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It went okay. I managed to keep my chain quiet, listened to stories of my nephew's brilliance, and handled not-so-subtle interrogations. 

"I get a lot of exercise, mom. Yoga and aerobics. And we're going to go skating.” 

“Skating through all that snow and ice? Surely that's not safe." 

"Not rollerblading, mom; ice skating. Some Winnipegger you are. 

You've been in California too long." 

"Oh my god! You're right!" For a time we explored the insidious influence of the west coast on northern souls, her own in particular. Then she was back at me. "I hope you're staying out of the grocery chains, Maia. I know there are very good organic markets there, plenty of options for vegetarians. Something called the Big Carrot on Danfield, no, Danforth…?" 

Anders, in the kitchen, was carefully slicing something that looked to me like it had recently been on the hoof. 

"Sorry, Mom; nice try. But he usually buys organic meat. Anders? My mother wants to know if you buy organic meat." 

He took the phone and discussed naturally-raised beef and free-range poultry with her, one rough jeaned leg pressing between my breasts. He and my mom had an affable long-distance acquaintance over such topics. Then he handed the phone back to me and the leg was gone. I swallowed and took a long breath. Normal voice, normal voice. "How's Daddy?" 

"Impossible. I can't get him out of his chair even for a walk. Heaven knows what his arteries look like. And he's smoking those cigars again. 

Dan? Dan! Come talk to your daughter." A pause. "No, I won't bring you the phone, it's too noisy in there. You can walk this far.” 

“Hi, Daddy." 

"Hi, honey. How's work? Great. Listen, there's someone I'd like you to talk to. He's from a very good firm…." 

Dinner, a kind of smorgasbord, was very late. I knelt beside my master with my hands fastened behind me, ankles locked together, nipples stretched once again in pretty filigree, with dangling bells. A bit of herring dangled above my nose. "Come on, puppy." It was the signal to beg. I stretched and arched and extended my tongue and was rewarded. 

But after that he picked up a book and read while he ate. I nudged his leg with my head to remind him of my presence. He teased me, holding the food too high and flicking my painfully extended nipples. I had to whine and 317 
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whimper and pant to be fed at all. Then he wouldn't deliver until I managed to ring my nipple bells for him. 

That night, bloated with so much rich cuisine, I floated just on the surface of sleep. Steam swirled around me; that and the clang of metal doors seemed to reflect the state of my digestion. 

A whistle shrilled. "All aboard!" Time to get on and go. 

No! Panic surged. Where was Anders? 

Frantic, I turned my head to search, and discovered him right beside me. 

His leg was against my side. There was the reassuring pull of the leash at my collar, the platform hard against my hands and knees. He had me safe. 

Relieved, I settled down and observed the maelstrom of moving feet rushing for the train. High heels clacked, pant legs swished, last minute luggage was rolled and hefted. A long pair of legs dressed in suit pants dodged through the crowd. They stopped two feet from my face, shiny wing tips pointing my way. I looked up the line of trousers to the double-breasted suit jacket, further up to the high face crowned by a fedora, interposed between me and the sky. A whistle blew; wheels began their slow revolutions. Jimmy Stewart leaned down to ruffle my hair. Then he turned and stepped onto the moving car. I wagged my tail and watched him go. 
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Chapter Twenty-Four 

Sea change 




I sank to my knees, careful to keep my coat up, out of contact with my slushy boots. Hat, scarf, and coat went neatly onto their low shelf. Then the special twist with which I took my boots off without rising. I glanced at my watch as I removed it. Well within the time allowed, despite Vera's sluggardly ways. Dress and slip were over my head with no effort but a shiver, and the moves to get stockings off were now second nature. I unsnapped the leather over my breasts and watched my nipples harden in the chill by the door. When everything removable was neatly shelved and behind doors that shut with a snap, I crept forward to don collar and cuffs, see what else was laid out for me, and read my orders for the afternoon. 

Anders wasted no words. Each afternoon note was divided into three sections with thick horizontal strokes of his pen. The top section listed what was required before I left the bench. The middle part was what I'd have to do or put on once I'd eaten. And the last covered the final locking up to wait for him. I read it all carefully; errors were a stupidity that he never overlooked. 

First was the nose ring, as usual. No attachments. Today he'd left a chain to run through the ring at the small of my back to each ankle. This was something he'd come up with that forced me to crawl from place to place, but also allowed me to stand on one leg to reach things like the kitchen sink. 

After I ate there would be pots to scrub, furniture to polish, and the leather corset to be cleaned and conditioned, which, done properly, was going to be a long job. No reading today. Better get going. And when I was done? The orders concluded: Bridle. Mitts. Cage. 

I looked at the little piles of black leather and metal on the bench, and they looked smugly back at me, their locks glinting. Soon they'd have me. I glanced off to my right at the uncompromisingly clean and rectangular lines of the cage. Soft and wayward flesh did its internal, shuddery dance. 

Into the kitchen I crawled, chain jangling, clipped my hair back without a thought, and hunkered down on folded knees over my bowl, aware of the eye above me. 

Distress over this routine was long since in abeyance; I was a creature that ate out of a dog dish, that's all. A creature that had no right to eat any 319 
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other way. The occasional exceptions, like dinners out, and Christmas, only broke up the routine enough to maintain humiliation at a low but steady background hum. 

I identified, too, with the creature that routinely used the litter box; I even embraced her. This was what I was entitled to, and I knew it. But the litter box was a more recent innovation than the dog dish, and the daily normalcy of the ladies' room at work kept the humiliation fresh. I couldn't keep my head up as I crawled behind the toilet and squatted, feet sunk partway into the yielding grit. 

A few minutes later I was leaning on the sink on one foot, the other crooked up and dangling from the chain, hands in soapy water. Between pots I squatted down carefully to change legs, straightening one and folding up the other, the smooth chain running through the ring at my back. The big pots I saved for the right leg, which was stronger. Apart from a little hopping sideways with the counter's support to put the pots away, all locomotion involved crawling; no way would I risk a fall, and in any case I'd been forbidden. 

It was a struggle to get everything done with the required level of quality before four o'clock. By three o'clock my anxiety was rising, and I had to consciously slow my movements so as not to miss any of the woodwork I was polishing. At three fifty-six I was at the sink washing leather conditioner off my hands. Then I crawled rapidly to the bench and checked my orders one last time through the straps of the bridle I was arranging on my face. Once the bit was ratcheted carefully to the depth required, I pulled a mitt over one hand, snapped it shut, wriggled the other hand into the other mitt and, with the opposite wrist, manoeuvred the strap with the lock hardware into place and home. Then I was crawling for the cage, glancing at the clock. One minute to go. I hustled in and, using two mitts on a bar, shut the door behind me, and heard the clunk of the lock. 

Done. In relief I lay back, then sat up again in panic. Had I remembered to put away the cloths I'd been using? Yes. I settled once more. 

Reddish sunlight seeped through the blinds in the kitchen. No doubt the melted snow was re-congealing, smooth and treacherous. Icy roads, perhaps. 

A momentary anxiety stirred about Anders, which I pushed out of my consciousness with a practiced mental flick. I pictured Vera walking out the door at five (right on the dot, I reckoned) and going flying, heels well over 320 
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head. The Keystone Kops image was amusing for one second, then I visualized the landing and felt ashamed of myself. 

Curled on my side, my head resting on my arm, I felt the slide of escaped saliva and tried to suck it back. The bit was the heavy, curved one that pressed my tongue; a domineering and intrusive object. My mouth didn't belong to me, though sometimes I was allowed to act as if it did. But not under the occupation of this ruthless piece of machinery. 

Orange light from the kitchen turned the honey-coloured wood of the fireplace to deepest amber, the varnish giving an illusion of depth. It was a beautiful thing, and I was proud of my part in bringing it to life. Now that it was in place, it was obvious that the room had been arranged around it, that this was the keystone, the one thing that the space had needed to be complete. I'd already spent some hours beneath Anders' legs, feeling the fire's heat on my flank and his on my back. Sadly, it wasn't the open fireplace of my unconscious expectations. The reality was that those sucked heat out of the house. Also, wood smoke emissions had an impact on air quality. No, the beautiful art-deco fireplace framed an advanced-combustion insert. Lowest possible emissions. Guilt free (and soundproof). 

Light from the kitchen suddenly faded as the sun slipped below the top of the back yard fence; now the room was full of shadows. One small lamp glowed, the only light my environmentally-conscious master allowed while I was waiting for him. The light wasn't for my benefit, but so that the webcam could maintain its view of me. 

An itch began to niggle beneath my harness at the waist, a place hard enough to reach with fingers available, impossible without. I wriggled, sat up, clenched my fists with frustration, stared at my useless paws, then wriggled again. Even animals had claws and teeth to scratch with, damn it! I recalled a Billy Connolly story about some drunk madly humming in order to scratch an itch inside his head. I tried it, but it only made my itch worse. It took some determined thinking about other things, but it stopped finally. 

I continued to sit, crouched beneath the low bars, eyes on the place where my master would later appear. Would he take me out right away, or leave me in longer? Would he give me the focus of his eyes, the warmth of his voice and hands? Would he stroke or punish? Or would he ignore me like an unnecessary appliance? 

Even in the short time since Christmas, the cage had transcended its 321 



 As She’s Told – Anneke Jacob 

novelty status, and had become established as the most basic of slave owners' equipment. I'd spent many long hours kennelled: afternoons, evenings, weekends. The sound of snapping fingers, the casual pointing flick, and in I would crawl, hear the door clang behind me, feel the pull at my insides, watch my master go on about his business. I'd follow him with my eyes up the stairs until his feet ascended out of sight, or would watch for glimpses of his long back as he stirred and chopped in the kitchen. Or I'd gaze fixedly at the top of the basement steps and listen to his workshop noises. Or I'd watch him go out the front door and listen to the silence he left behind. 

I felt in some odd way in the heart of where I was meant to be. This smaller strongbox within the larger one, nesting containers, with me the little doll in the inmost box. No freedom, none. Safe. 

That didn't mean it wasn't hard. I was what I was, and this was where I belonged, but I was no puzzle piece dropped into its slot, no insensible wooden doll ensconced in toy heaven. Anders' toy was a thing of longings and fears. At that moment, a longing for his presence. I wanted him. I took a deep breath to feel his web tighten around me, pressed a thigh against the bars, and felt a little better. Just another hour or so, and he would come. 

Was he okay? Not icy roads this time, but mood. The stagnation on the supportive housing front was dragging on. Two of his homeless friends had been rousted out of a makeshift shelter under a bridge, with nowhere else to go but the hostels they loathed, where bedbugs reined and their stuff got stolen. It ate away at him, I could tell, though he tried not to show it. Anders did come at last, and I got a caress or two when he took off the bridle. Then he fed me leftovers on my mat in the kitchen while he showered. I ate mechanically, swallowing past a lump of disappointment. He was obviously going out for dinner, and I was not. I got to stretch a little, ankle chains off at last, and make use of the litter box. I got to whimper on all fours while the chastity belt was removed and replaced with both plugs. Then I was back in the cage. My master squatted down and looked me over, the hint of a smile on his lips. A big hand reached through to cup my cheek and run a thumb along an eyebrow. I kissed the palm, making an effort neither to pout nor to tear up. He knew what I was feeling; no point in making a nuisance of myself. But I couldn't help pressing my breast into his fondling hand. "Have you been a good girl today?" 
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If I'd been bad enough would he stay home and punish me? I reported what little there was: I'd forgotten to tell a student about a scheduling change. She was going to be inconvenienced and probably annoyed, and I felt bad about it, but that was hardly major punishment material. 

He tweaked my ear. "We'll take care of that later." Once again I was nested in silence. 


*** 

 Svend scraped the last of the black bean sauce into the last half bowl of rice. Their change and fortune cookies lay between them on the table. "Well, when?" he asked. 
Anders' face was expressionless. "That depends on what you're prepared to see." 

Svend shrugged, swallowed. "Whatever you're ready to show me." He eyed his brother. "Up to you. But you aren't likely to shock me. I broke into your porn files years ago." Anders swore, and had a momentary urge to tackle the smirking face in front of him, get it into a headlock like in the old days. They looked at each other and laughed. "I really did corrupt you, didn't I? Just as well. Have you been delving into kink behind my back, then? 

Deeply debauched travel tales for me?" 

"No, sorry. It's not quite the top of my list. A few very tasty encounters, believe me, and on one occasion two little French hikers at once." He bit his lip, eyes half closed and dreamy. "Wow. But no whips or chains, not one. I figured one of these days you'd give me an expert introduction. You or Karl. 

" 

"Oh, Karl would do a different type of introduction. Fancy demos and theatrical episodes. More suited to the sightseer, really." Svend said nothing but continued to smile; one ironic eyebrow fractionally raised. Anders looked at him carefully. "Not the top of your list, but you're intrigued. Okay. 

You'll be sightseeing at the deep end if you come home with me tonight.” 

“Oh, yes?" 

"Yes. You're sure? Because you'll have to accept the way I keep her, or out you go. No judgments." 

"Since when do I judge? Come on." 

"And she will be hugely embarrassed and shy. But that's okay." Anders pushed his chair back, and said, "All right. Come see my new house and my new slave, and I'll give you some coffee and mandelkager." 
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*** 

 The sound of Anders' key brought me eagerly upright; I'd prepared myself for a long, lonely evening, and this was earlier than I'd hoped. There was a confusion of footsteps in the hall, and a murmur of two deep voices – 
my god, he'd brought someone home with him! My first and instantaneous instinct was to shrink into the cage's furthest corner, arms wrapped tightly about my exposed flesh. Three quarters of a year of obedience training kicked in, however, and with a great effort I held myself still to wait for orders. 

The adrenaline sang in my ears and seemed to be affecting my hearing; the voices were clear enough but the words were not. Time was moving in tiny, crystal increments; in the next ticking moment I knew it wasn't the adrenaline; they were speaking Danish. 

Two long forms appeared in the doorway from the hall, so similar on first glance that I knew at once who this had to be: the brother, Svend, who had still been in Greece last I heard. Anders' eyes went straight to me, but Svend scanned the room and had to glance at his brother and follow his gaze before he spotted me in the shadows. "Ah!" he said, and smiled. A smile so similar to Anders', and so different. A storm surge of humiliation was racing toward me. They continued their impenetrable exchange, and Anders gestured around the room. A brief circuit, starting with the fine rug, and then on to the fireplace, and some Peruvian jugs he'd bought. Anders took a minute to light the fire. Then they were both standing over the cage, looking down from their impossible heights. The hot surge of humiliation was now a cataract; my boiling face had to be as red as a baboon's bottom. Anders spoke again, gesturing to me. I heard the word hunhund, saw the other man's grin, and cringed a little, but there was no malice or mockery in my master's voice. Just pleasure, and mischief, and a bit of pride. He won't despise you. 

My mantra. 

"I keep the finest thing well locked up, as you see," he said in English. 

"Slave, out you come." He unlocked the cage, drew me out by the collar, and raised me to my knees. "Present nicely. Good. This is my brother Svend. 

He's come for coffee, but I suspect that he'll also require a beer or two before the evening is over. On your feet." 

I was held by the collar, turned this way and that; they looked me over, discussing me and my accoutrements, mostly in Danish. At least you're not 324 
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wearing the bridle. Be thankful for small mercies. The inner, crashing turbulence was flinging my thoughts around in chaotic whirlpools, and pressing the breath out of my lungs. I hung onto Anders' relaxed pleasure like an anchor. 

Svend made a couple of attenuated gestures that would have ended in a touch of some kind if they had continued. But he glanced at Anders and held back. This is like Graham, then, I reassured myself; you're for display only, look but no touch. You can handle that. My hands when Anders uncovered them were shaking. "Go make coffee." 

I almost made the usual amount for one, just by unthinking, anxious rote. Then I corrected the amount of coffee grounds but forgot at first to add more water. The possibility of being punished in front of a witness made my ears sing. 

Coffee and almond cookies were served as gracefully and silently as I could manage; I placed things far enough apart on the tray that my shaking hands wouldn't make the china rattle. Then at a signal I settled on my heels at Anders' knee, and felt him slip a finger through the ring at the back of my collar. The two men were deep in Danish conversation, Svend doing more of the talking, with wide gestures and a gleam in his eye. I caught the occasional place name. Travel tales? Probably. 

Despite their long separation and the extremely odd threesome we were engaged in, the two men appeared instantly in sync, mirroring postures and gestures, the kind of instinctive synchrony that comes with a closely shared childhood. Shared genes, too, of course. I studied Svend as he talked. The resemblance to Anders, startling at first, wasn't holding up under a feature-by feature examination. Different nose, different mouth. This new face was rounder, the whole long form more padded and smooth. Anders, in contrast, seemed made of whipcord and sinew. Svend's eyes twinkled in my direction repeatedly, sky-blue rather than grey. The left eyebrow had a just-visible deviation in the middle where it stopped and started again; the remnant of some long-ago facial collision. With a start I remembered the runaway shopping cart. Here was the mark that corresponded to the one under Anders' chin. How odd to know the history of a stranger's scar. 

The same colouring, except more sun exposure. The hair was the same; it would be hard even for a Mediterranean sun to bleach that blond any blonder, but Svend cut it shorter, and sported a little goatee. 
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Anders had described his brother as the nonconformist of the family, the one who'd reinvented his major every year of university, and was still making up his mind what to do when he grew up. His latest incarnation was as a writer. I'd seen a couple of the travel pieces he'd sent Anders; not bad. 

The incongruity of this inward critique, given our respective positions, wasn't lost on me. This strange/familiar man had first looked down at me through the bars of my cage, and I still hadn't been allowed to speak in his presence. I visualized the friendly domestic scene from a little distance: the two brothers framed in overlapping pools of warm incandescent light, so alike, sharing stories after a year apart, one with a silent pet on the floor at his feet. 

My head pressed against my master's leg; I felt his fingers twining through my hair, felt him savouring the moment. He was very happy, and this reassurance spread warmth along my taut nerves. The storm surge was ebbing a little. Just enough to allow me to examine my own self-deception. 

I'd lied to myself back there, just to get through the initial panic. Told myself I was for display only. Why shouldn't Anders' brother visit? Obviously he knows about our relationship and doesn't mind it. He'll come over like any brother; look but not touch; that's all. Ha. 

There was a sea change coming. I hadn't missed the signs. Anders was opening up our small safe harbour, to what depth I didn't know. My lungs slowly released a breath of air I hadn't known I was holding. 

I didn't need words to read my master. So much of what he conveyed was by gesture or body language; my responses were conditioned and so immediate that they often bypassed my language centres altogether. But I could dredge up a translation if need be. When Svend had almost touched me, Anders' body language had not said 'no.' The gesture had said 'not yet.' 


*** 

 Anders listened to the tale of a sailboat cruise to Milos, and played with the dark ringlets at his knee. Svend kept glancing at the girl as if he was talking to her also, though he'd followed Anders' lead and stuck to Danish, and was aware she couldn't understand a word. Of course he was fascinated by the beautiful thing, the pretty tits pushed forward in the harness, waist tiny in the belt's grip. 
Her anxiety was diminishing; he felt her breathing it out, settling in. 

One of the ways she had of adjusting to the inevitable. Anders' fingers found 326 
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tension in shoulder and neck; he gently squeezed and released, and felt rather than heard her sigh. 

When the coffee was done, they went on a tour of the upstairs, Maia on her lead. Svend stood a step or two up on the stairs and looked out at the finished surfaces and clean lines of the ground floor. "Man, this place is too much. I knew you did this sort of thing for customers, but I wasn't expecting you to be ready for hardwood floors yourself just yet. Couldn't you wait until you turned thirty at least?" 

"Oh, go wallow in your anarchy and stained carpets." 

"I intend to." He sniffed. "Christ, this place smells of furniture polish. 

Even mom doesn't keep the house this clean. Have you developed a compulsion of some kind?" 

Anders smiled. "Maia has to have something to do in the afternoons. 

And yes, the standards are rather high." 

"Ah, that explains it. Hey, can I borrow her? Jesus, you should see my place after the mad tenant got through with it. He must have been having crack parties.” 

“Yeah, no wonder. I told you to get references." 

Svend snorted. "C'mon, lend her to me, I could use the help. Just with cleaning, or whatever you say." 

Anders looked at Maia, who was aware she was being talked about, but not the content. 

How lovely, Anders thought, the small, naked, vulnerable thing following at the end of her lead, straining her ears at speech beyond her comprehension. 

"Not on her own," he said. "I'll think about it." 

In the bedroom Anders folded his slave over the footboard and left her motionless there, bottom up and hands locked back. 

"Have you talked to Karl?" he asked. "Ria's actually going to join him." 

"You're surprised?" 

"I never thought they'd make it through that separation." 

"Why not?" 

"All those other sex partners to bond with. And I suppose…come to think of it, I never thought that two doms together were going to last." 

Svend glanced at the little figure on the bed. "You may have some bias on what works for doms." 
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They talked over the renovations, and Svend described the retrofitting of an old boat he had worked on in Brighton, till at last he asked with some irony, "Is she comfortable like that?” 

“Comfortable enough." 

"Tantalizing, apart from that hardware between her legs." Svend adjusted himself, and returned his brother's grin. "She hasn't moved at all. Is she asleep?" 

Anders laughed. "That's very unlikely." He perched on the footboard and put a hand on one warm ass cheek, feeling the trembling alertness beneath her skin. "She hasn't moved because I haven't told her to." 

"Jesus. Puppet theatre. All right. I guess she's used to being put on display.” 

“Only to me. Consider yourself privileged." 

"Am I? Thank you. What a good brother you are." His eyes twinkled. 

"You're still sharing your toys with me." 

"Sure. Don't want you complaining to Mom and Dad." 

Svend laughed. "Hey, I might. There was that robot that you'd only let me play with in your room, and never reprogram.” 

“Very true. Even good brothers keep some things to themselves." 

"Uh-huh." Svend's eyes returned to the rear view of the still, harnessed little figure on the bed. "So tell me, what happens if she does what she likes instead of what you like?" 

"Well, mostly she likes to obey me. Or she wouldn't be here." 

"Yes, I suppose so. But – " 

"But if she misbehaves, of course I punish her, and she learns to behave better. She tries very hard to please me, but it's still taken a lot of training to get her to this point." 

"To the point where you don't have to punish her as often?" 

"Not for the same things. She needs a lot of punishment." 

Svend raised an eyebrow. "Needs?" 

"If she's going to perform for me the way I want her to, yes. And don't give me that 'You hypocrite!' look. Of course I enjoy it. Anyway, she was born with a guilty conscience; she really does need it. Do you want to see?" 

"Why not?" 

"Here, come into the other room." In the back bedroom, Anders took his girl by the chin. "What did you do wrong today?" 
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She bit her lip, and flicked a humiliated glance at their visitor. "I forgot 

– forgot to tell Tania – that the schedule had changed – ." She swallowed, glanced again shamefacedly at the witness, said what she was required to say. "I'm sorry, master. Please – punish me.” 

“Certainly." He took a strap out of the cupboard, and continued in Danish to Svend. "This isn't a major one, obviously, but she's inconvenienced someone, which particularly bothers her and which I never allow. Over the stool, girl," he said in English, noting that this evening English had become the language for brusque, simple orders. The stool was a wooden one with rounded edges, high and smoothly sanded. She leaned on it, her arms still behind her, and her little bare feet clambered onto the low rungs. Anders took her by the arms and helped her up, arranged her hips over the seat, and fastened her collar and ankles to the bars. 

At a gesture Svend moved in for a closer look at the marks from previous beatings, then stepped back to watch this one inflicted. After the first crack of leather on flesh Anders gave his brother an assessing look, and again when Maia began crying out. Svend looked back at him with a twist of a smile, and nodded. All that showed was mild fascination with the proceedings, the usual touch of irony, and a lot of arousal. Good. Anders relaxed, and returned to the beating with an easy conscience. 

When that was done, he opened the drawer with the nipple jewellery in it, including every clamp, bell and weight he'd acquired, arranged in neat rows. Maia was shifted to the wall, where he hooked her elbows back over one of the short horizontal bars he'd installed on the wall, and locked her wrists to the sides of her belt. The height of the bar forced her up on tiptoe, and cranked her arms back. He looked back at Svend at the drawer. "Take your pick.” 

“Some collection. What does this do?" 

Anders demonstrated the adjustable C-clamps, and they experimented with weights and bells and other clamps until Maia was groaning and her calves trembled. Svend started out just handing things to his brother, like a surgeon's assistant. Then he hooked a few weights on himself, and jingled a bell or two. Anders watched his slave slide deeper into pain and arousal. No longer blushing with shame at the presence of an observer, she was flushed all over, panting and clenching her thighs. His brother was swinging both chains of weights and bells, and she was moaning in time to the swings. "All 329 
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right. Go for it," said Anders. 

At once Svend slid a hand around one tit behind its decorations, and squeezed. Then the other. Maia whimpered her heat. 

Anders stroked the thick hair back from her face. "You like that, girl, don't you?" 

She whispered, "Yes, master." 

"Thank Svend, then." 

Hoarsely she said, "Thank you, S- Svend." 

"For…?" Anders insisted. 

"For – for touching me – for playing with my – tits and – hurting them." 

The man stepped back, not enough to lose his grip, just enough to give a little bow. "You are most welcome." 

Anders' hand slid over her metal-covered crotch. "Tell Svend what state your cunt is in." 

A wince, a tiny whimper, and her head drooped. "So wet and swollen and – needing to come." 

"You want to come all the time, don't you, slave?" 

A whisper. "Yes, master." 

"And are you allowed to come?" asked Anders gently. 

"No, master." 

Svend, who was seeing how far her breasts would move within the harness, looked up and said, "What, never?" 

"Rarely," said Anders. "Once in a blue moon." 

"Poor little muffin." 


*** 

 I was used for one more demonstration back in the living room: the 
'erector set' as Anders now called it. 

The two brothers had unquestionably a long shared history with construction toys. They fell instantly into a lively collaboration, and I was posed, arranged and manipulated into one weird position after another. 

Although Anders naturally did a lot of directing, Svend soon had his own ideas. I began to feel like a kids' action figure after the make-believe runs out and the imagination turns to how wide those plastic legs will go. Their final effort left me in a widekneed crouch with my elbows by my ears, hands pulled tightly back into a V behind my head, my tits stretched forward. As I was also modelling the hood and blindfold, I couldn't see what they did next; 330 
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my guess from what little I could hear was beer by the fire. 

Internally, my immobilized body surged, its salty currents set in new channels. The sea change was carrying me fast into uncharted regions. 

Another man had handled me at my master's invitation. A stranger, amusing himself with my body. And I was crazy with lust. From the touching, of course, but even more from the knowledge that I was that kind of commodity. Something that could be shared, used, toyed with. No slightest need, not the shadow of a requirement, for my consent. The shame and fear made my pelvic muscles clench and grasp around their intrusions. Jaws sucked frantically around the gag. Nipples ached. 

A voice of reason and convention spoke out from some orthodox alcove in the convolutions of my brain, shocked and admonitory, shaking its head. 

Norms, proprieties, choice, autonomy, self-respect, all making their case in the courtroom of my mind, completely rational and utterly false. I was what I was, and I wished like hell to have the hearing over with once and for all, the sentence pronounced, condemnation complete; longed absurdly to have been a slave from birth, who would surely know herself unambiguously as chattel. Stupid, Maia. As if a born slave wouldn't want to be free. 

There was another dread that would hit me hard later, when the arousal seeped away, later when distractions faded: fear for the tight link between me and my master. Could this new element dilute it, perhaps even loosen and dissolve it? No, not now, I couldn't think about that now. The hands were back, rescuing me from reflection, releasing me, pulling gag and hood away from my face, squeezing stinging breasts and buttocks. Then I was on the floor, drawn by the leash between two hard sets of knees, syllables deep and incomprehensible going back and forth above my head. An unaccustomed hand on my leash, conveying no subtle signifiers, no live link, only the obvious command. Hands unrolling a red condom. Cherry flavoured. I did my best, trying to attend to the needs of the man in front of me, tremblingly aware of the man behind my back. Serving two masters and not knowing how. 

There was a moan and a shout and a shudder as I sucked out the last spasms. Then a long arm reached over and plucked the leash from a nerveless grip. I was pulled into a hard, safe harbour, every vein and sensitive nerve in the bare penis familiar and adored, every angle and thrust known and eagerly embraced. A higher pitch and fury tonight, caused by 331 
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what? Jealousy? Or the use of a thing that could in hospitality be shared? 

Down on my knees and elbows on the rug, tasting semen, and a residue of cherryflavoured latex. Leash lying in a limp, snaky curl by my shoulder. 

A snap of fingers, bringing my head up. A flick, and I was crawling for my cage, leash dragging beneath me. Finished with. Cage door clanged. They were gone, through kitchen to basement. Deep voices through the floorboards, rising and falling; laughter shouting up. What's the joke? I wondered wistfully. I turned, brushing my arms painfully against sore nipples. What was I now? All those standard epithets: slut, whore? These had no resonance. Slave, yes. That chorus of middle-aged females in my head that said I had choices; how I hated them. Every time my master locked me down another notch, took us another step in the journey, they were at me again, nagging. Shut up! I'm not like you! 

Again I wished I could be wholly what I was, wholly slave, without the world's righteous chorus in my head for counterpoint. A slave from birth. 

And once again the real, terrible history of the world of exploitation and oppression made me wince away. A willing slave from birth was an oxymoron. 

I touched bars on either side. Perhaps not so. Chorus or no chorus, perhaps I was as close as it came. 


*** 

 Anders slid into bed, slipped his arm around the taut little waist beside him, and felt the urgent, anxious tremor in the pressure of her body against his. He kissed eyes and brow, unhurried, and first one, then the other of the tethered hands. Methodically, one by one, he tested locks. She started to settle. But still the apprehensive eyes collected and reflected light. His hands stroked, slow and reassuring, along hip and thigh, breast and belly. 
"My fine piece of property." He kissed up her throat, the side of her face. "My own thing." His voice was a deep, unhurried chant in her ear. 

"You're mine to lend, but you'll always come back to me. You won't belong to anyone else but me." A breath sighed from her, and her eyelids relaxed. 

He continued to stroke and croon: an owner's lullaby. "All mine. I'll use you as I please. I'll use you and lend you and take you back. Mine." 

332 



 As She’s Told – Anneke Jacob 





Chapter Twenty-Five 

Sweet Mistreater 




Anders swung a broken cupboard door on its remaining hinge. 

"Fixable," he said, picking up a screwdriver, "though it won't be pretty. Girl, empty these cupboards and start scrubbing the shelves." There was more light in the front window; he carried the broken door off, saying, "Svend, would you take your eyes off my slave's ass long enough to bring her the stuff to clean with? She can't reach it." Maia was chained to the oven door, and the chain only went so far. The two men surveyed the grungy living room. Anders scraped at a wall with his thumbnail. "These walls will need a lot of cleaning before they'll take a coat of paint.” 

“Yeah, yeah. I'm on it. The landlord will pay for the paint but not the labour, the bastard." They shifted and covered furniture made ratty by a year of abuse. "Hardly worth it, really," Anders said. 

"You think it needs paint stains on top of everything else?" Svend peeked into the kitchen where Maia knelt, her torso halfway into a cupboard. 

The muscles of her naked buttocks and thighs tense as she scrubbed. She turned back to rinse her brush in the bucket by her side, exposing more harnessed flesh, including a swollen tit that his hands tingled for. 

"Come back here," Anders called. "No freelancing." 

Svend started on the walls with trisodium phosphate while his brother fixed the cupboard door. "You know, this is all very well for you, you're used to it. I'm not accustomed to having to ignore naked female flesh parading itself in my kitchen." 

"It's called delayed gratification. One of those developmental stages that signal adulthood. You'll come to it in time." Anders ducked and a wet cloth hit his elbow. 

The kitchen doorway got far more attention from Svend than it required. 

At last, exasperated, Anders set the repaired door aside, unlocked the chain from the handle of the oven, yanked off the small rubber gloves, and pulled his slave crawling into the living room. 

"Here, for Christ's sake unload yourself so you can get some work done. 

Don't forget the condom." Svend speedily dug one out and sat on the sheeted couch, Maia's chain in hand. Both he and the girl glanced at Anders' irritated 333 
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form, sweeping his sponge in big arcs over the upper part of the wall. Svend toyed with a harnessed breast. "Well, Anders' little muffin, I'd like a bit more time to play, but your – um – owner's in one of his moods." He ripped open the little package, and unzipped. "Get this on. Ah. Very good. Open wide, now." 

Ten minutes later Maia was back at her scrubbing, and Svend with leisurely movements was looking after some different woodwork. Then he went out to bring back takeout for lunch. Maia knelt in a practiced crouch over a bowl of Singapore noodles, and he watched, bemused. 

"Wow. You don't leave anything out, do you? Is she that shade of pink because of the position or because I'm here?" 

"Because you're here. Look, I'll have her finish the stove and the fridge. 

I'll fill some of those holes and sand them, then you're on your own." 

"Oh, come on. All work and no play?" 

"No, you've had enough for now." 

Svend sighed. "Well, brother, sharing toys is a developmental stage. 

You'll come to it in time." He raised his shoulder against the punch, grinning. 


*** 

    >We will visit quite soon, for a few days in last week of April if that is okay, and then go on to Halifax . 
   >Terrific! 

   >We are indeed very happy to be touching in real time. This woman is, believe me, more fine than ever. Though the apartment is quickly becoming too small for two. 

   >Running out of wardrobe space? I'm not surprised. Will the university let you have a larger apartment now that there are two of you? 

   >A work permit takes years, I hear; does she have a tourist visa or what? 

   >Ria managed to get documentation from Henningsen for journalist's visa, and so there will be no problem for her to stay, though she cannot be paid by an American company. 

   >So that documentary is going to be funded after all? 

   >I hope the scene wasn't too much of a letdown. 

   >Ria is not very disappointed as she was forewarned. She is already planning demos of her own; they will love her. 
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   >Those Midwesterners won't know what hit them. Dreadful pun absolutely intended. 


*** 

 "Try D minor." 
Strings twanged. I crouched and listened to the guitar and harmonica jockeying around for a blend. The fiddle bow sawed. 

From a deeply quiet and private household, we had gone to something more like Grand Central Station. 

I had just been thinking that I was getting accustomed to Svend's visits, to new waters in the harbour. With a lot of help from the harbourmaster. 

The two brothers had been sitting over empty plates, arguing in Danish about something or other. I'd watched them from my corner, still tethered over my empty bowl. Then the doorbell rang. And here was Val, walking in on solid boots, meeting Svend, eying Anders' hardwood and joinery. Giving his slave and her bowl the once-over. The one as red as the other. "Looking good, Thygesen. Nice work.” 

“Thanks." 

"All right, make with the tour. Starting with that installation piece over there." 

My ears were buzzing. Locked-back hands writhed behind me, seeking a way out. 

No. No! At the folk festival he said… Shit, she's not working for him any more! Oh, god!…  

She was standing over me; I could just see her boots out of the corner of my eye, through the black haze. Voices above my head. A damp cloth, cold against burning skin, swabbing the food from my face, my nose ring. Big hands were at the back of my neck, unlocking, and there was the little tug at the ring that signalled me up. Limbs obeyed. Eyes stared at the floor, till a big hand under my chin forced my head up. Obediently it remained up through the examination of each restraint and visible piercing. But I couldn't meet that derisive eye. 

Again I followed the tour on my leash. We passed Svend on the couch, hands folded around his harmonica, foot tapping. The conversation in front of me was in English for a change, and was all shop talk. What kinds of jobs Val was getting, what equipment she'd acquired, where Anders had routed the plumbing. I walked at the lead's signals, stood the way I was trained to 335 
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stand, with my round naked flesh displayed and presented, and did not think. 

Couldn't bear to. 

Back down the stairs to the living room, pausing before the fireplace, Val ran a hand over the mantelpiece, and gave me a hazel glint that slid vertically from face down to feet and back again. 

"Fine piece." She looked around. "How's that soundproofing working out?" 

"No complaints yet." 

"We should test it some time." 

"Sure." 

No. Not that. No! 

Down to the basement. Cold floor, leashed beneath the bench while they went over the workshop item by item. Val spotted the door with two round holes in its panels, laughed, and leaned it out to look from both sides. 

"You dirty pervert. Does it work?" 

"Uh-huh." 

She ran her hand round the two lined holes, and leaned the thing back in its place. 

"All these webcams. Are you spreading her over the net, by any chance?" 

"No. Strictly private monitoring system. Making sure she does what she's told." 

"That's a relief. All these lenses are making me nervous." 

"They're off when I'm home, don't fret. Your privacy guaranteed." 

"All right. Well," she said, looking around, "great workshop." 

"Want to use it some time? You're welcome." 

She hesitated. "Well…just till I get my own together. Maybe." 

"C'mon, Val. It would be good to work together again." 

"Miss me, huh?" 

"Sure." 

Pulled out from under the bench now, standing. Val, arms folded, staring at me. "Okay, now that I know I'm not on camera, is your display piece interactive at all?" 

He stepped behind me. A hand beneath my jaw tipped my head back firmly against him. The other hand squeezed a breast, stroked my belly. 

"She's here to be enjoyed," he said. "Feel this skin." Small hard fingers 336 
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slid and pinched. "And this." I was turned around by the head, which he trapped beneath his arm, and two disparate hands explored my ass. No, please! No! 

A low voice rumbling, direct from his chest to my ear: "You can use her mouth, if you have protection. I'll give you a condom to cut open if you want. But her belt stays on." 

Behind me, Val's voice, muffled. "Fair enough. Got my own equipment. 

Can I spank her?" 

I squeezed my eyes shut and shuddered against my master's side. God almighty! Please, not that! 

He released my head, turned me. "Sure. But Svend's going to want to watch. That okay?” 

“The spanking, yeah. Then both of you skedaddle. That okay?” 

“No problem. Hey, Svend!" 

The harmonica stopped. Feet on the stairs. Into the smaller room, the one with the table and wooden chair. Val sat down, and I started to cry. 

"Aw," she mocked, "so cute. What's the matter, little girl, don't want a spanking? Think you don't deserve one?" I leaned against Anders, turned my head into his chest and held my breath to stifle the sobs. "Or don't want to be spanked by me? Too bad. Get your butt over here; I'll give you something to cry about." 

My eyes went up to my master's face. He nodded me toward Val with a look that meant business. I squeezed my eyes shut for a long moment, unable to move. Terrifyingly, the moment extended. Dammit, girl, obedience! 

I could do this. Turning, I took a deep breath. Four steps over to the woman in the chair. A small hand dragging down on my leash. I was arranged over thighs barely longer than my own. A smell of motor oil, heated metal, female sweat. Anders and Svend standing, parallel skyscrapers, watching. A knee pushing up under my pelvis, raising my ass. 

A hard little hand pushing my locked wrists up my back. Another hand squeezing and stroking me, and my skin writhing, wanting to throw it off. A hard slap. A harder one. It hurt, it raised heat, but it wasn't my master's hand. 

Another. 

"Got to stay away from all this hardware so I don't injure myself," said an amused voice above me. "But I must admit it's a nice display." Slow and 337 
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steady blows, making the fire build until tears started again, until my mouth opened and sounds were forced from me. I craned my neck to see my master, through tears only a blur at three paces. 

The last few blows made me twist and scream. "All right," Val told the men, "Out." When the door closed, she stretched her legs and pushed me to the floor. "So how's your cunt-eating résumé, slavegirl? You'd better have done this before." 

I shook my head, wincing at the contact of my ass against the cold boards. 

"What, never? Oh, fuck. A virgin. Fine. Just think about what you wish was being done to your own locked-up snatch. I guess you don't get much of that yourself, do you?" she sneered. I shook my head again. "What, aren't you allowed to speak? Even a bratty bitch knows to say 'No, Val.' 

I gritted my teeth, whispered, "I'm sorry. No, Val." 

She pushed down her jeans, and I stared into brown curls, wanting to pull away. Wanting to run away. Feeling the yank of the leash in her fist. 

Something plastic, spread and glistening. Leash taken up short, my face pulled between her legs, the smell of female despite the plastic; hair and a long wet slit beneath my lips, just on the other side. Swollen labia pressing, hot. A smell like Anders' fingers when I sucked them clean, but heavier. 

The leash yanked. I opened my mouth, and gave a tentative lick. Then another. Explored for the clit and sucked. Hard fingers pulling my ear. "Not yet. All around it first. Come on, girl, do it." Could hardly get my breath, the leash was held so short. 

I really did do my best, tried to obey all her directions, attempted to do what I would like if it was me. Got my ear yanked and little patience when I messed up. But before too long I was sucking her wholesale into my mouth while I flicked her with my tongue, and she was jerking her hips hard. It wasn't all that awful. I wouldn't have minded, if only my master had been there and in charge. 

At last Val relaxed and loosened her grip. "Huh," she sighed. "Not so bad. We'll get you trained up." She pulled the film away and gave me a sharp look. "Anders know you're not bi?" 

"Yes, Val." 

She crooked a smile. "Oh, well. You wanted to be a slave." 

Upstairs Anders released my arms, and Svend made me upend myself 338 
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so he could examine my red ass. 

"How come I never get to spank her?" he complained. 

"You never asked," said Anders. "Here, let me have a look." A stroke over scorched flesh, and a hard pinch. I cried out. "She can take more than that." A pathetic whimper escaped me. "Use that chair; it's better." 

Svend's hand was nowhere near as calloused as either of the others, but it was big and enthusiastic. When my voice and limbs became frantic he paused, and Anders suggested shifting the target down my thighs. Soon I was frantic again, and Svend was obviously close to coming, because suddenly I was on the floor and he had his cock covered and down my throat. Knees and elbows, staring at the carpet. Ass and thighs swollen and hot. A familiar hand pulling on my leash. I crawled to my master, ready to bury myself in his arms. Instead he turned me round. 

"Pretty enough as shades go," he said, thumbing me painfully, "but it needs a few stripes to liven it up." I looked back at him, incredulous. "Fetch the crop, slave," he said, his voice grim. "A little extra to sharpen up your response time." Hurriedly I crawled, trying not to whine as each leg's advance stretched scorched skin, trying not to see the extra eyes watching me. Anders took the crop from my mouth. "And the bridle with the ball gag. 

I'm tired of listening to you." I caught back the clamour that was rising from my chest. Back I went, feeling little flicks along my forearms that were tears dripping, and brought the bridle, dangling from my mouth by the thick ball gag. Oh, this was it. How much more could he humiliate me in front of these people? I tried not to look at them from my shameful animal face. 

Riding high across his lap, right arm cranked behind me. Crying even in anticipation. A blow seared across sore flesh, and made me shriek into the gag. Pain communicated, consumed. In the space of a single blow I became utterly an object: a receptacle for anguish. A thing held between thighs and arms as unyielding as oak, under that relentless hand. Trapped between my slave's nature and his ruthless will. Submission, agony without options, seemingly without end. Eons later I was sobbing between his knees, gag released from the bridle. Taking him into my mouth with the most abject, eager, yearning desire to please that had ever consumed me. His blows still existed, resounding and echoing through my flesh. Pain circled, communicating through me and back to him, distilled into the most concentrated, exquisite pleasure I could offer. 
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His orgasm was quiet, but so intense it shook us both. He slumped and held my head, and time and the universe were outside; we were suspended in a galaxy of our own. Music played out there, guitar and harmonica, coming from some other time, some distant dimension. At last my master stirred, zipped, took me by the jaw, pushed the gag back in and engaged it in the bridle. Dismissal: a directing push. He picked up his fiddle. "Anyone know 

'Sweet Mistreater?'" His bow was already scraping over the strings as he followed me, pushed the cage door closed with his foot, and went back to his friends. 


*** 

 Out for lunch with Nikki the next day, I confessed to being barely able to sit through a meal. She pried the juicy details out of me, including the cast of characters, and was far more entertained than I was. I shifted in my seat and winced. 
"Oh, man, do I know the feeling!" she said. "I didn't sit or wear underwear for three days after that Valentine's party. Jesus, I thought Victor could use a paddle, but Lady Kate is something else." 

"Mm." 

"What's the matter?" 

"Nothing." 

"Come on; what?" 

"Doesn't it matter to you – who it is?" 

"Tell you the truth, honey, I'm a bit of a slut that way. As long as they listen up front and know what they're doing, I'm happy. The right voice helps, too. Why?" 

"I just – I don't know – I'm not…" Sudden words leapt out of me. "I don't want her telling me what to do!" My hand flew up, too late to stop the words that had already escaped my barn door of a mouth. 

Nikki lowered her fork and stared at me, and then said ironically, "Well, what do you know!" 

My appetite was gone. Cutlery suddenly looked as if it was beyond me, as intimidating as a chain saw. 

"I thought what you wanted wasn't supposed to matter," she said flatly. 

"Its – it's not," I said, surprised and uneasy. I'd expected her to push support and submissive rights on me. Instead she looked pissed off. At what? Me? "It doesn't. But – " 
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"But what? Are you going to walk out on him for this?" 

The absurdity made me go blank for several seconds, trying to make this question compute. It was like trying to divide by zero. Then I laughed. 

"That's not even … don't you see…? He owns me, Nikki. We're so entangled, that's – it's not conceivable. I might as well rip myself in two and lie there bleeding as even imagine it." 

She snorted, gave me a pitying look. "Well then. It's not like you have a choice, is it? You'll have to take orders from her if he tells you to. It won't kill you." 

"Mm." 

Don't tell me what to do, Nikki. 
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Chapter Twenty-Six 

Light On Shadow 




Maia was overwhelmed, Anders thought. Like a nervous dog made fearful by a crowd of visitors, too many feet going in all directions; afraid of being stepped on. But also like a well-disciplined animal that obeys its conditioning. Was the rapid breathing due to anxiety or the tight corset? 

Though her hands shook, she served smoothly and well: taking jackets, bringing drinks, kneeling at attention when not required. He glanced at the small figure in her place by the wall, bars of afternoon sunlight turning her skin to honey. She was listening to the impenetrable flood of Danish, alert for an English command. 

"So on Monday we'll start out for the festival in Halifax, and see if Ria wins a prize." Karl hugged Ria to him fondly, not that they'd had any space between them before. They were obviously still making up for past deprivation, and looking rather smug and pleased with themselves. "What do you think, three days driving? Four if we stop to look at scenery?” 

“Please, darling, no side trips," said Ria. "We can do that on the way back. I must meet with Biruta and others before the festival." She turned to Anders and Svend. "They were crazy about Woman Fish. I think it might be picked up by Doctober, and Amsterdam is taking it for sure. Two of the captains I filmed are going to sail into Amsterdam for it; they are asking whether they should pretty themselves up or go in oilskins." 

Ria had a new colour scheme since the last time Anders had seen her; hair blue-black, a dramatic look against white skin, and eyes a startling and artificial green. He saw his slave blink, startled, as a wineglass passed from her fingers to Ria's. 

Karl, who looked just as gaunt as usual, but happier, nodded at Ria's glass. "Your own vintage?" He and Svend were sticking to beer. 

Anders was amused. "From that little arbour? No. In fact they were table grapes, and sour at that. I threw a few into my stewed pork, but they were hardly worth the trouble. I probably pruned the vines too late." He looked at the bags by Ria's side. "Did you enjoy your downtown walk?" 

"Some good shops," said Ria. "I'd been looking forward to Northbound; not bad." She held up a thin, slinky leather dress, waved a flogger. "But it's 342 



 As She’s Told – Anneke Jacob 

very dirty, your city." 

"Yonge Street is rather grim," Karl agreed, frowning. "And so many begging. I was expecting it to be better than Chicago but it is not. I don't understand how it's permitted, to leave people on the street in this way, in such a wealthy country." 

"Complacency,' Svend said. "No one sees what they don't want to see." 

"People see plenty," his brother objected. "It's failure and lack of impetus at the government level. Poverty has to be dealt with systemically – 

a national strategy – look at what Ireland did – ." This was an old argument. 

Svend shook his head. "You can kiss any real national strategy goodbye. 

Look how many benefit from the status quo – ." 

"Why do you not have the votes to put the left wing into office? There is responsibility at all levels here, not just at the top," Karl said. 

When they had gone round the bases, Anders caught Ria up on the local housing issues. The others, knowing the topic all too well, took themselves off into the kitchen for more beer. 

"Practically no funding to build anything," he said. "There were some hopeful messages in November, but it's come to nothing. Sixty-seven thousand families on the waiting list for lowincome housing. The money's been legislated but it's never actually allocated.” 

“You think it is hopeless, then?" said Ria. 

"Possibly." Anders felt the usual grinding frustration in his chest, now reaching into his gut, transforming into something he could hardly stand to recognize: failure. 

"Well, you must fight. All your groups must fight. Get together and keep up the pressure. Do you lead this kind of thing? You'd be good at it. 

You speak so clearly, and that deep voice carries conviction." 

He laughed. "Good at it? I can't stand it being around it. Coalitions, rallies, speeches? Committee meetings, ye gods! Give me something to build with my hands and I'll build it. All the political manoeuvring is beyond my patience." 

"So, what then? You wait for others and get nowhere?" She looked at him with slender brows furrowed. 

Russ, Beemer, Jo-Jo, still on the street. Wendy, Keswick, Ti-Jean. 

Anders took a deep breath. "I do what I can for people, Ria." 

"Individuals, you mean? A one-man charity concern?" 
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His lips tightened. "No. There are community workers and so on. 

Volunteers, others. If I help anyone it's not in isolation." 

Svend called from the kitchen, "Ria, tell him he should be offering beds himself; he has plenty of room." 

Anders' smile was pained; he shook his head. 

His brother came in and sat down. "Good thing he's got a secret life to protect, or he'd be running a hostel here for sure." 

Ria laughed. "I would understand that. It is very hard to pass those faces. I have supplied myself with – what are they called again?" She reached into her purse. 

Karl, settling next to her with his beer, glanced and smiled. "Loonies and toonies, I believe." 

"Yes, why on earth? Explain, please." 

Svend pointed out the loon on the dollar coin. "It would have been much cooler to call the two dollar coin the doubloon, but toonie is what caught on." 

Anders noticed the flicker on Maia's face; she had caught the familiar words in the sea of Danish. He sensed her, neglected in her corner, shifting imperceptibly from knee to knee, held a hand out to her and clicked his tongue. She crawled rapidly to his side and settled on her heels where he placed her, snug against his leg. The others eyed her with some expectation, but he just gripped the hair at the base of her neck and went back to the subject at hand. 

"A dollar here and there – we're left with no choice, but what does it solve? But if you give one person enough help to get back on their feet; at least one life is improved." 

"No, look, charity is only dragging out the agony," Karl objected. "The more the reliance on voluntary handouts, the less responsibility your government has to take." 

Ria made a face. "You may be right, but these are human beings, and they are miserable; it is wrong to pass them by." 

"You talked about public responsibility, Karl," said Anders. "That's the level it's at. There's a program now to get individuals back into the system and housed one by one, which has the kind of benefits I mentioned. Helping individuals is important. But they've only got existing housing stock to place people in, and for low income that stock is appalling. The underlying causes 344 
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– you have to understand the careful manipulation behind the public attitudes that prevent any kind of focused effort to address poverty – Ria, do you need more wine?" 

His slave was quickly up and serving. Ria, holding up her wineglass, wrapped the other hand around the breast of the leaning figure. The bottleneck rang very slightly on the rim of the glass, but nothing spilled. 

Maia froze; only her hand moved, bringing the bottle upright. 

The seated woman sipped, her fingertips stroking the flesh pressed high by the corset. "Pretty," she commented. She set her wine down, felt over the corset, turned the girl and looked over the locking arrangement at the back. 

In English she said, "This slave must have naughty fingers, with so many locks needed." 

The frozen quality persisted in Maia's face and neck. A long slender hand, with fingernails a green to match the eyes, was now lightly pinching a buttock. Anders could see thigh muscles outlined that were normally only visible when the girl was exercised. She gave him a haunted look, which was also an instinctive check for any sign from him, then turned obediently enough, and spread her legs for an examination of the belt. 

"Fine quality," Ria commented. "Go stand there, girl." She pointed at a spot a few feet away. "She stands well, but why barefoot? Heels would be a great improvement, no?" she said to Karl, still in English. 

"Absolutely. And some strong makeup. Even a mask. Here is a little girl showing rather too much emotion." 

"Oh, please," said Anders, "not one of those kinky display mannequins. 

One just like another. What is this fetish for soulless fashion models in inch-thick makeup?" 

Svend laughed. "My brother's fetishes are of course superior." 

Anders smiled. "Naturally. But look, what's the fun of forcing the body to do my bidding if I can't watch what it does to the soul?" 

"The point is objectification, obviously," said Karl. "But of course if you prefer it otherwise…." 

"And I hate heels." 

"But those legs, if she was up on her toes…" 

"She's up on her toes often enough. Look at those beautiful feet. Do you know what the toes would look like in a month if they were shoved into high heels?" 
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"Il faut souffrir pour être beau," smiled Ria. 

"Oh, she knows that. Don't you, girl?" 

"Yes, master," Maia whispered. 

"Come here," Karl said. "Do you suffer for that tiny waist?" He braced his long hands around it, fingertips just touching. 

"Not much – any more – " She hesitated. 

"Sir." 

"Not much now, sir. It was hard at first." 

"I see. And in this belt do you suffer?" 

Anders watched her eyes flicker; a just-perceptible cringe. But the rigidity had passed from her muscles. "Yes, sir," she said, in a voice coming muted from back in her throat somewhere. 

"How long is it since you have been allowed to orgasm?" 

A shamefaced glance at Anders. "Not since Christmas, sir." 

"My, my. What a little sufferer you must be." Karl took hold of her nipples in front of the rings, and rolled and twisted, watching her face. "And why are you not allowed; are you being punished?" 

Her slightly creaky voice responded, "No, sir, I don't think so. My – my master likes me better this way." 

"What way?" He squeezed harder, and her eyes lost their focus. 

"Ah – always aroused, sir. He says it – improves me." 

"Oh, yes? How?" 

The dark eyes glistened with unshed tears. Karl's fingers gave a little yank, and she bit her lip and said, in a throaty voice, "I'm a – I'm a juicier product, sir." Her face was a study in humiliation and arousal. 

"See what I mean?" Anders asked. "Still want to cover that up with a mask?" 

"I admit it is lovely." Karl released the nipples. "Very personal and rather amateur, if you don't mind my saying so. 24/7 slaves usually show more self-control. But it is all a matter of taste." He turned Maia around and began to go over the marks on her ass and thighs. "These are good. Did you use a crop?" 

"Dog whip. Amateur is right, my friend, at least in one sense. You're handling something I developed for my own personal enjoyment, not some staged bondage circus." 

Karl smiled, unoffended. "I am forgetting how private you two have 346 
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been." He said over his shoulder to Ria. "No clubs at all, no play parties, nothing." 

"No wonder she is so nervous; not enough experience with public display." Ria ran an assessing eye over the slave. "Don't you want to show her off? Even a little affligée, she appears well-trained and very pretty." 

"I'm doing that now. Select audience." 

"Ah." 

"Come here, girl." 

Maia stepped lightly to Anders and knelt down at his side. He could feel her trembling against him. Neck and shoulders shuddered and relaxed beneath his touch, while the rest of her stayed as still as discipline required. 

Even the out-thrust breasts barely quivered. 

Ria looked at the warm and intimate embrace of hand and collared neck, and smiled a little. "Well. A happy household, I think, however Anders likes to arrange it. Are you going to show us your dungeon?" 

His mouth twitched. "Pick a room." 

"I thought so," said Karl. "Your track lighting is suggestive." 

These experts perused, examined the paraphernalia with all its trappings and trimmings, appreciated the arrangements, tried out the appurtenances of the house. They left Maia kneeling in corners until wanted, then firmly applied bridles and blows before dismissing her into corners again. 

Ria spent a while perusing the cabinet with all the jewellery. Then she turned, holding the nipple stretchers. In the time it took to reach the beckoning hand, the girl had gone completely scarlet. Ria clipped the thrust-out, barbaric points to a twin leash, and when the tour continued she held onto it. Anders saw with some surprise that his slave got subtly out of step more than once, and suffered the consequences. This was revealing; by this time Maia knew very well how to make her body obey minutely, whatever she was feeling. 

They all headed for the stairs. Karl and Ria were off to meet with a sleep researcher that Karl had been corresponding with. Svend had things to do. Maia got it right this time, matching steps with care. Anders took the leash at the bottom of the stairs, and helped Ria into her jacket. "See you later, everyone. Dinner at seven." 

The door closed. Suddenly there was silence. Two of them alone again in the soundproof house. 
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Anders turned to the small creature beside him. "All right, slave. Come here." He drew her over to the couch and set her on her knees facing him. 

"What is it?" 

She looked at him apprehensively. "Master?" 

"You tighten up every time Ria touches you. And you were actually resisting the leash. You know better than that. What's going on?" 

The small body drew itself in a little. "I'm sorry, master. I'm not sure …. 

I just don't – I mean my body, it doesn't – seem to – want – " 

"Want what?" 

"Want her to – to tell me what to do." 

Her and Val, too. He nodded, not unduly surprised, and said, "Go on." 

She was struggling to articulate something. Finally there was a tiny, resentful shrug. "Women are always – bossing me," she muttered. 

"What?" he laughed incredulously. "And that bothers you?" He looked more closely at her face. "It does." 

She nodded. 

"Why?" 

"Oh," she sighed. "It'll sound – stupid." She paused and shifted her weight back and forth, just once. "My sister was always telling me what to do. My mom, too. They kept pushing me to be – well, like them, you know what I mean. But I wasn't mouthy and assertive enough. Or at all. Never came close to their standards. I couldn't fight them so I just – hid. As much as I could.” 

“Shadow." 

A faint smile. "Yes." 

Anders ran his eyes over the tense lines of her face. "I'm forcing you into the light now, aren't I?" 

She shivered and nodded, shoulders hunched. 

"And it's still going on? At work, maybe?" 

She shook her head. "Not so much at work; I'm mostly on my own there. But teachers used to push me. Friends sometimes. Nikki. Val – you said yourself, dependency annoys her. And look at Pam! Everyone telling me I should be something I'm not." 

"You do attract that sort of thing. Just from women, though? I take it men appreciate you more." 

"I guess. Not my dad, obviously; he still seems to think I'm destined to 348 



 As She’s Told – Anneke Jacob 

be some corporate information management exec in a power suit. Though apart from that he tends to take me at face value. Characterological study isn't his strong suit." 

"So, your dad aside – ?" 

"Men – don't seem as – critical of me." 

He smiled. "No, probably not. But women are, are they? And you actually get resentful and evasive and dig in your heels?" 

"They've got no right! – " she blurted out, then stopped dead. "I'm sorry, master. They do if you say so." 

"That's right; they do. And you know that." He jingled her chain a little, thoughtfully. "Val and Ria both know what you are, Maia. And they enjoy it. 

I hardly think they want you to be more assertive." 

She bit her lip. "I'm sorry, master. I'm just – expecting judgment, I guess." Her face took on a dejected look. "Critical looks, their voices – well, whatever sullen brat I've got, that fetches it." 

Anders' eyes ran along the lines of her brow and jaw. He took her by the chin and searched her eyes, which attempted to evade his and then gave up and gazed back. He sat back. "Maia, I don't know anyone who needs to obey as much as you do. If I give them the power, why doesn't their power work on you?" 

"Because – I don't know. They're not – big enough. Or strong enough." 

She frowned, shook her head and gestured with her hands as if to negate the words. Then the hands reversed themselves; she took a deep breath and went on. "Their arms are too small. Their hips are too wide. They smell wrong." 

She looked up at him, and her oppressed expression softened; a smile pulled at one corner of her mouth in response to his amused face. 

"You flaming heterosexual, you.” 

“Yes, master. 'Fraid so." 

He pulled her by the head between his knees, and let her snuggle against his belly, stroking her hair. 

"It makes no difference, you know. Whether you like it or not." 

"I know, master." 

"It's amusing either way." He tipped her head back and looked down into her face. "As long as you do exactly as you're told." 

"Yes, master." 

He snuggled her face back against him, and settled back. "I imagine 349 
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you'll get used to it. Or not. Doesn't matter." 

She relaxed against him. "As long as it – pleases you, master." 

"Indeed. I need to be a good host; it's a Nordic tradition. All those long cold winters. You don't stint your guests." She looked up into his twinkling eyes, and he stroked her hair back. 

"Best quality bed, board, story and song. All the facilities of the house. 

So make sure you come up to standard." 

She promised to try her hardest, then said, "Master?" 

"Yes?" 

"Nikki – Nikki's mad at me, I think." 

"Why?" 

She detailed their conversation. "She sounded – really annoyed. At me. 

She's been – you know, frustrated, but never – angry." 

"Mm. Maybe she's been attracted to you and was pissed off that you weren't going to reciprocate." 

"Oh, lord. Do you think so?" 

"Or did she think your little rebellion was directed at her? She's been pretty directive with you, or tried to be." 

Maia thought back. "Could be." 

Anders ran his eyes over the hunched shoulders. "You've made someone angry. A friend." 

She lowered her head. "You're feeling bad about it, aren't you?" 

She nodded. 

"And it took you, let's see, about ten days to tell me this." 

She flinched and tried to recoil within herself, like a turtle in retreat. 

The thrusting breasts and nipples made this self-protective impulse an absurdity. 

"Yes, master," she whispered. "I'm sorry. If I'd told you, I would have had to explain what it was about, and – it would have sounded like – 

complaining." 

"Telling me how you feel is not complaining. We've been over that. 

That's not the point. The point is that you needed punishment and didn't tell me so." 

He observed her cringing attempts at apology and considered. Already she was somewhat marked, and more was to come by evening. Not a beating this time. 
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"All right," he said, fingers deftly removing the nipple stretchers and their leash along with them. "Bad girl box for you. Somewhere to think about lies of omission, and deceit, and to try to remember what's expected of you. And the branks. We'll teach that tongue to behave." 


*** 

 Cold concrete beneath me, heavy head drooping, I sat in an enclosure less than half the size of my cage. Anders had created this little lock-up in the basement, with steel where there wasn't concrete. I'd only been in there twice before, but then it hadn't been in existence very long. 
My head was caged in Anders' version of a scold's bridle, and nodded under its several pounds in weight. The thing fitted me exactly. It wasn't quite the torture device of the branks of old; the intrusions that forced my mouth open were padded, one on either side. Another, dead centre, clamped my tongue. 

Having my head locked up in metal wasn't so much more difficult than the leather bridles I wore almost daily. But that tongue clamp was truly unpleasant. It wasn't painful – not much, anyway – but my god! I hated it. 

Anders had modified and adjusted and readjusted it in the course of manufacture, to ensure that my tongue would have no hope of wriggling free. The top part of the clamp went way deep and on either side, pressing tightly. The whole thing was so snugly fitted that even if my hands had been available and not locked behind me, I wouldn't have been able to get the slightest relief. In fact, I had done chores locked in the branks; not fun. In my one visit to the Science Centre years before, I'd seen a bizarre plaster statue depicting the human body as it would look if each body part was proportional to the number of its nerve endings. The tongue had been huge, of course, protruding from its mouth, too large to be contained. That was my body in the branks. 

My master had snapped the two thick padlocks and looked me over carefully, pinched the end of my trapped tongue and grinned. 

"Comfortable?" 

I shook my heavy head. 

"Good. Safe?" 

Reluctantly I nodded. 

"Fine." Down the stairs we went. His grip on my arm didn't change as he bent to unbolt the metal door, didn't relax until he'd pushed me down and 351 
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in, firmly tucking in stray shoulders and knees, like a Tokyo subway pusher minus the white gloves. "Now. You think about how you're going to be a better girl. And incidentally, how not to annoy the ladies." Then he'd shut the heavy door on me and shot the bolt. 

The darkness was relieved only by thin glowing lines at the door vents, which went a faint grey almost immediately. He'd turned the basement lights off. Cold sheet metal pressed against my arms. The concrete felt dank and chill beneath my ass. My tongue tried in vain to wriggle in its prison. I groaned. 

I'm not at all claustrophobic, quite the contrary. More of a claustrophiliac, if there is such a thing. I knew my master wasn't far away; that this discomfort would end eventually, that I was safe. I knew I deserved to be punished. I'd endure it all right. When you have no choice, endurance is what you do. And I've never been scared of the dark. 

But I'd rather have been caned than left alone this way. Being stored away in the narrow trailer wardrobe had been a miracle of human warmth compared to incarceration in this cold hard dungeon. Only a very bad girl deserved a punishment like this. Tears slid and tickled along the metal bands beneath my eyes. 

Bridles and close confinement were the stuff of my daily life; they kept me secure, like a bauble safe in its fitted case. You'd think I would have been happy that my master had upped the ante. But just as the cane took me well beyond the point of pleasure into real punishment, so did this. I swallowed with difficulty, and whimpered. Recollection of my master's words, tinged with the dreaded accent, added weight to the steel round my sinking head: 'Deceit.' 'Lies.' I felt awful. He wasn't pleased. Oh, god. I must tell him everything in future. Like it or not, no excuses. 

Why hadn't I told him? Had I really just been avoiding punishment? 

That absolutely was not allowed. I hadn't wanted to be the one to raise my discomfort with women. But why? For fear he'd feel obligated to change his plans? I knew him better by this time, surely. 

In fact, the discussion with him had been a relief. There would be no accommodation to my preferences; that was a given. I could trust my master by now not to bend to any whim of mine. His expectations remained perfectly clear: absolute obedience, no matter what sturm und drang was going on inside my skull. But at least my reactions were on the table. If a 352 
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female guest got off on reluctance and a bit of distress, she was in luck. If not, she could find her pleasure elsewhere. I rather think Val had liked it. Ria I was sure didn't care one way or the other. My hidden resistance was out now, and the fact that my master had been accepting took the wind out of my sullen, bratty little sails. Reaction was setting in. What kind of excuse for a slave was I, anyway? Some born slave I was, all turned on by being shared out and used without consent – as long as the users were male. As long as my preferences were honoured. Awful. I broke into a sweat just thinking about it. Who the hell did I think I was? 

And yet – and yet the thought of those women's hands still turned me cold. 

What had Nikki been angry about? I'd have to call her. Anders' ideas had been insightful, but my guess was that she had simply given up on me, at least for the moment. Despite all her warnings, I had given over all control and now was paying the price. She was fed up. There had been a 'fine, you made your bed now go lie in it' tone in that flat voice. 

Would she even want to talk to me? She'd imagined she was talking to a human being, after all, or at least she'd tried to maintain that pretense, as had I for her benefit. But maybe now she was beginning to see what I really was. 

Still a person, of a kind. But not a human one. The animal rights people talk about animals as non-human persons. I was a slave person. The usual assumptions associated with homosapiens didn't apply. 
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Chapter Twenty-Seven 

The Gods' Next Whim 




My punishment felt days long: a minute for every one of the ten thousand nerve endings in my tongue. But I was out and forgiven, relieved of weights both outward and inward, by the time they all came back. 

They towered, tall and self-assured, and sat down to a talkative and convivial dinner. The conversation was mostly in Danish, with random English sentences thrown in. I couldn't follow these odd scraps, which were mostly about people I didn't know. Karl and Ria's English originated in the U.K. rather than America by the vowel sounds: half Copenhagen, half BBC. 

Karl seemed to have the more extensive vocabulary, but Ria had the English word order down, which he didn't, quite. 

The occasional glance my way was ominous; something told me it was going to be a long night. Apprehension in my belly crowded out all appetite as I knelt over my bowl, dutifully forcing the food down. 

Coffee finished, they got up, chatted some more, went out. Drawer and cupboard sounds that I knew well. Before I knew it I was teetering spreadeagled beneath the track light beam, balancing on my toes up on the coffee table, ankles parted by a spreader bar. Heart thumping, I watched as they sorted through and discussed Anders' collection of striking implements. 

Then they blindfolded me and tried things out one by one, making me name each one, giving me additional samples to go by until I got it right. Along the way they paused to confer on the results both visual and aural, now speaking a mixture of Danish and English. 

"What a lot of ways to put marks on a beautiful butt," Svend commented. "I'm starting to see why you need a house. Somewhere to put it all. Can I try?" 

Half a blow ensued, and some mild cursing in Danish. Svend complained that the chastity belt caught too much of the impact. 

"Aim better," said his brother unsympathetically. "You're up too high." 

Leather strands lashed hard, right across the lower curve of my ass and a dozen previous stripes, and a small scream escaped me. 

"That's better." 

Ria's smooth high tones jarred down my spine. "He just wants to see 354 
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more of your little doll. Isn't that so, Svend?" 

Svend laughed. "So do you, Madame Ria. Can't that thing come off? 

She's not in any position to play with herself." 

"Oh, it can come off," said my master. "As long as it's understood. No contact without my supervision. One careless grab could take her over the edge. She doesn't come without my say so." 

The discussion that followed was solely in Danish. Apparently their agreement was sufficient to convince him; the belt came away, and open air caressed the swollen leaves of my vagina, which I could feeling pouting nakedly for that one careless grab. 

More incomprehensible discussion. Fingers lightly tracing the shape of my public bone, making me shudder. Other fingers. They made me guess whose. Anders and Ria were easy, the one through utter familiarity, the other by way of fingernails. Svend and Karl were harder to distinguish. They got to punish me when I got it wrong. 

My arms and calves were aching by the time they let me down. I blinked into the light beyond the blindfold, focusing on the beautiful, complex planes of my master's face, the tree root muscles of his neck as he lifted me down, the denim blue of his shirt. 

"All right, hunhund, since our guests want to be able to see your needy snatch, we'll just make sure you contain yourself." He attached a handle he used sometimes when he wanted especially tight control of me. This was of heavy-duty metal, riveted to a long metal plate along my backbone that he belted over the corset, around my ribs. The effect was of a solid handle along my spine, with which he could move me around like luggage. Then he crossed my arms up high behind my back on either side of the handle and fastened them there, so tightly that I couldn't mistake the pre-emptive, punitive warning. 

I was shifted down the stairs and kept in a close grip as he showed off his workshop. It may have been a longish tour, or it may have been cursory for Ria's sake; I was too preoccupied with my state as a slab being shoved around to know for sure. I was a thing, so controlled that the leeway at the end of a leash would have been freedom in comparison. There was almost an illusion of his grip being inside my body and round my spine, as if my backbone itself was the handle. Not painful, just – luggage. 

Language was filling the space around me, crisscrossing the air above 355 
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my head, a network of meaning that overlooked me completely; none of the verbal lines had me as their anchor. The only communication for me was the push and pull at my spine, forcing my legs to move to stay under the rest of me. My head felt denser and denser, a Pinocchio turning back into wood. 

Then suddenly words chimed high, the meaning clanging like a church bell air raid warning. "Can we tease her?" I knew the English had been used on purpose. No, no, no! Not in front of her; please not…  

I found myself propped on the work table, the handle fastened to something behind me, ankles tied wide but loose. Whimpering at the sight of these tall pillars, capricious gods converging between my legs. Svend was arranging lights. Karl helped my master tie back my labia, rings to thighs, and suddenly there were four sets of light eyes staring. I tried to look anywhere but at those eyes. I saw them anyway. Then there were three pairs, and footsteps on the stairs. Then four again, and a slippery slide into my gaping vagina. Vibrator on low, forcing a moan from my throat in a matching frequency. Nipples clamped painfully, tied by cords to ankles. 

Two floggers taking turns on my inner thighs, one harsher than the other, making me kick painfully. My helpless hands writhing behind shoulder blades; tears starting. The vibrator's hum, turning my flesh only semi-solid, ready to liquefy at the touch of the catalyst. 

There was a stroke along saturated inner tissues. And then gone. 

Another touch; gone again. I ground my ass against the table and wailed. 

Long fingernails scraped down, perpendicular to the sore stripes on an inner thighs, circling lightly over pubic bone and up the other side. Hard pinches and pulls on stretched outer labia. 

Anders and Karl conferred, heads together. Now Karl was standing over me, his voice caressing. "You want more, girl, don't you?" 

I blinked to clear the blur, stared up, breath coming hard. Whispered the truth. "Yes, please, sir." 

"But all this is not enough, is it? Your clit is very rude, you know; it thrusts itself forward. It is red and shiny, and displays itself shamelessly. As if it was entitled to some attention." 

Unbearable words. Beyond assimilation. Words that would lash me, far into the foreseeable future. I turned my face away, and my body writhed, trying to disappear from view. Silence, and the ring of eyes pressing in on me, my master's among them, insisting on a response. I squeezed my own 356 
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eyes shut to block out the view. No use. Blindly I whispered, "No, sir. Not entitled. But…” 

“Open your eyes, slave. You want me to touch it?" Obeying, voice shaking, I said, "Yes, sir.” 

“How much do you want it?" 

His thumbs stroked the area around the vibrator, and I whimpered. "Oh, god … please …." The required words were stuck in my throat, about to choke me. It was impossible to say them, more impossible not to. "Please touch – touch my clit, sir." 

Karl obliged with a hard flick, too painful and brief for pleasure, and observed me as I winced and cried and thanked him. My clit throbbed harder, and I almost hoped that the aftermath would take me over the edge, but it wasn't enough. There were some amused exchanges above me. The flogging started again, nipples were yanked to soreness; there were more brief touches, pinches, fingernails. The vibrator twisted, shoved. More painful flicks. Guttural groans from deep in my belly, unstoppable. 

My master took over then, with fingers gentle and sure, closer and closer. Then the touch of his tongue, and then another, taking me instantly to the brink of madness, making me shriek and arch desperately, and pray and beseech…. He straightened, and I howled, frantic, "Please master! – more – 

please – please let me – please don't stop, I beg you, please! – " 

To my despair he turned away. There were snorts of laughter, spontaneous applause. My ears sang. I heard Ria's mock-soothing voice as she mopped my tears. 

"Happy, Ria?" said Anders. 

"Very nice, thank you. That was delightful. How long can we keep her like this?" 

"As long as you like." 

Svend said, "What, that close?" 

"Not that close continuously. But very near. Back and forth to the edge." 

Then they were elsewhere in the room. A sound of metal scraping on concrete. Language again passing me by. Cool air drying my pulsing cunt. 

More salty tracks drying on my face. I was truly a thing, an organic machine engineered for purposes of recreation. Existing there on the bench, running on idle until required again. On power saver mode. 

Eventually my master was back, workmanlike over the removal of labia 357 
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ties and nipple cords and vibrator. Taking me again by the handle, off the table and across the room. Then I was folded at the waist, right angled over the Workmate table, pushed down by the handle, my breasts trapped between the slats, which got cranked together until I squeaked. 

Exclamations, laughter, long incomprehensible discussions while taut and painful tits were fingered. Big hooks in the rings, and then something heavy hanging from the hooks, making me groan. Light footsteps up the stairs, then down. Slender fingers on my already-sore behind. My head turned as far away as it could from those fingers. And then the whistle and the crack and the fiery river of pain. What had I done? I sobbed through the calm discussion behind me, screamed at the next blow, and at the one after that. Then the dreadful pulsing. Tears and snot dripped to the floor, while the gods walked and talked above me. 

Hands on my hips. More hands in my hair, under my jaw. Four hands. 

Cold, long dab on my asshole, making me whimper. Voices: Karl, Svend. 

"Open up, hunhund." Not easy to relax for one while tensing lips and jaw around the other. Slaps, making me cry around the latex-covered cock in my mouth, forcing me to try harder. Moaning past the exquisite pain, giving the man in front of me the benefit of those vibrations. A heavy hand pressing me down by the handle into the table, and despite this, feeling the vice grip around my tits challenged by every thrust. 

And my vulva ached, wide, empty. A famished mouth open, begging for food. Receiving only the occasional slap of a heavy ball sack. A painfully engorged clit still throbbed desperately against nothing but air. Growls and urgent thrusts; more pain. My need for one single touch so great my unblocked howls would have shuddered the roof beams. 

And then it was my master's cock before my face, making use of an eager and tremulous mouth and throat. Then withdrawing, still hard, and using my ass to come. 

Empty, completely empty, head hanging. Waiting for the gods' next whim. After a while the release came, and my master god manoeuvred me to the stairs. I wanted to crumple at his feet and beg, but I was instead propelled upward, half bent over by the grip at my back, watching my feet mount the basement stairs, trying not to stumble. He wasn't going to let me sink down. One contact of heel to clit, and the careful discipline of months would end in shameful, howling ecstasy. 
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No such luck. I was hefted almost off my feet, moved along like a slightly unwieldy appliance that was too tippy to be left to stand on its own. 

"Here you go," I heard him say. A change in grip. Karl shoved me down to my knees and held me tight between Ria's long, slender legs. She took a handful of hair at the crown of my head and tipped my face down into her crotch. The thin film was already hot and soft beneath my lips. I obeyed every minute direction, feeling a phantom tongue on my own inflamed flesh, and felt my own hollow clench and empty shudder when she came. 

Anders voice came from behind me. "Okay, hold her, please. Ria, you want her plugged, I presume." 

"That won't make her come?" 

"No. Just keep her on simmer." 

"Good." 

Hands held my hips. Twin probes from behind, carefully aimed and slow, slow. Sliding through my liquid flesh, which contracted in helpless, hapless waves. Inner shield pressing over rings. Outer shield up. Lock clicking. And finally my arms were released and the handle was unbuckled. 

I was back on hands and knees, feeling the dismissing slap on my welted rump, and crawling, weeping, for my cage. 

Inside, I curled up, rubbed my arms and then wrapped my head in them. 

The teasing scene was already replaying itself, moment by excruciating moment. My naked, obscenely swollen clit on display. The ultimate indecent exposure. Karl's excruciating words. My pathetic, pointless pleading for mercy. They were round the coffee table now, laughing, and the sound made me want to sink through the naugahyde and metal plate and basement and bedrock and the whole earth's crust, straight into hell. Thighs and inner muscles clenched, my hand was cupped secretly over metal. Oh, god, if only I could come! 


*** 

 Anders observed the frenzied small movements in the cage across the room. His slave was rubbing her tits on the floor now, and her fingers were scrabbling desperately at her crotch. Amazing that she would risk this in full view. The sight had him hard as a rock again. She looked up, saw him watching, and buried her head in her arms. He could see her ribs heaving against the corset. Poor baby. What a gorgeous display. What could be sweeter than pushing her past every vestige of reticence and self-control? 
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The four of them wound down with yawns and a little akvavit passed around. It was Sunday, and he had to be up the next morning. And so, of course, did Maia. But Karl and Ria were just getting their second wind; they were planning to go off and sample the Toronto scene. He got them a key. 

Ria toyed a little more with the girl in the cage, stroking her and pulling on her nipple rings, before she went up to the guest bedroom to change. By the sounds that emerged, she and Karl were nowhere close to being finished for the night. Anders walked his slave into the bedroom and watched her face at each cry of female fulfilment from the next room. "Do you wish you were Ria, little girl?" 

She looked up, eyes flashing. "At this instant? I – " She paused for a long moment, looking at him, and then shook her head. "No, master. Never." 

He leaned down and ran the tip of his tongue up a salty line. 

She swallowed. "I want to be – what I am, just – if I could just come – " 

The last word came out as a whimper. Anders smiled. 

He wasn't finished yet either. The noises through the wall were like fresh cayenne, on top of the feverish suction of his slave's mouth, and the tiny, urgent convulsions of her body. Anders tucked her up in bed and held her close, allowing a few more broken, murmuring pleas before he muzzled her. Luxurious with approaching sleep, he sucked her nipples for a while, stroked the welts on her ass, and listened to his guests going quietly down the stairs and out the door. Stilling his slave's desperate squirming, he murmured, "My sweet little hunhund. So juicy and rare. Go to sleep." 

Once or twice he woke to the sound of her moaning and whimpering in her sleep. Did she ever get to come in her dreams? From the sound of her voice, he thought not. 


*** 

 "So. Maia doesn't seem to – uh, like Ria much, does she?" 
They were on the Gardiner Expressway, Ikea boxes stacked in the truck bed behind them. Svend's wrecked furniture was finally being replaced. 

Anders didn't much respect the quality, but then he wasn't going to have to live with it. He glanced at his brother and shrugged. "Not much." 

Svend scratched his chin, glanced back. "Or Val, come to think of it. Is that – ethical?" 

Slowly, Anders nodded. "An interesting question." He came up behind a slow cube van, glanced over his shoulder, changed lanes. 
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"Well?" 

"Depends how you look at it. It's well within our agreement, which is that I do what I like with her without consulting her wishes. And being consulted is something that she's always been frantic to avoid. So sometimes she gets what she doesn't want.” 

“Or doesn't get what she does want. As in orgasms.” 

“Right." 

"Are you just as frantic to avoid consulting as she is being consulted?" 

Anders considered this bait, then left it lying. "Consulting would turn the whole thing sour as far as I was concerned, yes." 

"And you like letting people use her without her consent." 

"I do. But if it bothers you, you can stick to the mandelkager." 

"No, no. I'm fine. She likes me well enough." 

"You wouldn't use her if she didn't like it, huh?" said Anders  

"No, I wouldn't." 

"But you'll participate when it's happening." 

Svend thought about this. "For the time being, yes. She's much too fun a toy to pass up." He cracked his knuckles, stretched, and flicked a glance at Anders. "And I must have a few of those dom genes; I'm really starting to get off on this stuff. But if she didn't want me to fuck her I wouldn't fuck her.” 

“You're only responsible for what your own cock does." 

"You asshole! All right, I was just as in on it as everyone else, if I didn't stop it I can't complain, yadda yadda yadda. Can't I have second thoughts? I ask you some ethical questions and you turn around and attack me. Classic defensive manoeuvre. I'll tell you who's got ninety percent of the responsibility, buddy, and it's you." 

"Ninety-nine at least." Anders glanced at the simmering figure in the passenger seat. The jaw was set at an angle familiar to him, ever since Svend had thrown his first punch at him at the age of two. Things with his brother could start simple, but they rarely stayed that way. Nor could Anders resist his own dig. "Since when do you judge, huh?" 

"Huh. That was different." 

"No." 

A speeding Camaro was coming up in the rear view mirror, weaving between lanes to get an advantage. No signals, the asshole. When it was up 361 
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beside him he let it in and kept an eye on it as it wove three more times before it was out of sight. Fallout from the accident; Anders couldn't help being more wary on the road than he had been. 

"All right," he said. "There's wanting and wanting. A relationship like this means pushing boundaries. I take my time, and I introduce new elements as I think she can deal with them." 

Svend nodded, still angry, but listening. "Maia's too straight to enjoy women sexually, and she resents them when they tell her what to do. I'm forcing her limits on this one. She doesn't like it. Accepts it but doesn't like it." 

"What's the point, then?" 

"I like it." 

"Jesus. And it's what you like that counts." 

"Yes. That's our relationship. That's what I need, that's what she needs, that's what she agreed to. With every warning beforehand that I could give her." 

"You like making her do something she hates?" 

"Yes. Up to a point, and strategically, yes." 

"I guess it goes with the rest of the sadistic territory." 

"I am what I am, brother. You don't like it, stay home. I'm not playing any games to appease your conscience." There was an irritable gesture in the seat beside him. Anders took the next exit, steered onto Lakeshore and pulled up at a light. "Don't imagine she'd thank me if I did, either. The masochistic territory is the same landscape in reverse." He put the truck in gear, ready for the green. "In the long run, this is right for her. She'll go deeper. Wait and see." 


*** 

 Karl and Ria stayed with us for a very long four days. In the early evenings they sat around the living room with Anders and Svend, talking and arguing in Danish, amusing themselves with me, watching movies, going over a package of papers and pictures: some kind of real estate material with pastoral photos of fields and stands of trees. I served, hyper-vigilant for signals, on edge and vulnerable. I was at everyone's whim and mercy, my every nerve stretched and exposed. It was a relief when Anders used me for a footstool and I got to have all four limbs firmly on the ground, with his legs a weight and a shelter. 
362 



 As She’s Told – Anneke Jacob 

Our visitors dropped in on me at work one morning, and chatted and browsed the shelves. Though my hands shook for an hour afterwards, I handled the visit itself with sufficient aplomb, having had practice with Val and then Svend, with their wicked glances and double entendres. Karl and Ria came in professing to need directions, and stayed to look through the materials and to shake their heads over Canada's pathetic investment in renewable energy. 

That night they took us and Svend out to dinner; a Thai place on Danforth. Anders made sure I had every possible kind of bondage beneath my clothes, including two plugs and his remote control arrangement, plus vibrating clips on my nipples. The remote went round the table. My usual facility with chopsticks failed me. I didn't manage to get much to eat, but my appetite was so limited, and my harness so very tight that it hardly mattered. 

When my trembling hand missed my water glass and knocked it over, Anders put his hand into his pocket, handed me a small bristly object, and bent his head to my ear. 

"Hold that between your thighs, naughty girl. Press hard. I'll expect to see marks later." It was an old-fashioned roller, the kind made of springy wire mesh with nylon bristles sticking out all round. Where had he dug that up? Gingerly I pressed it between my thighs, and winced. His hand was on my lap, his long fingers pulling my knees together. "Harder. Hold that. Now eat your dinner." The vibrator buzzed. Which one of them had it now? I managed to get a couple more mouthfuls to my lips. 

The waiter came over, asked whether our meal had been satisfactory, and got an unusually enthusiastic response that puzzled, though it pleased him. He described the desserts. The vaginal vibrations leaped to full power, and I stared in front of me, trying not to pant. My thighs relaxed momentarily and then I made myself press them together again. The damned thing hurt. A silence. They were all looking at me. 

"Sorry." I sat up, attempting normalcy. "No dessert, thank you. Um, no tea, either, please. Nothing more to spill." They laughed in a friendly way, good companions who relished a little self-deprecation. The nipple clips vibrated harder. They asked me difficult questions, fastened me down with their eyes until I answered, watched me blush. Anders found my thighs slackening and gave me a jolt in the rear that brought tears to my eyes. Like a scolded child I sat, head lowered, hands in my lap. Squeezing my thighs 363 
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for all I was worth. 

Another night Val came over with her guitar, and I was hung up with the bells, just as I had imagined. The instruments came out, and they traded songs and stories, ate and drank all round me, tried out tunes on me. Karl had a good rough voice, and Ria did a little drumming. Val talked her way through some hilarious stories with guitar accompaniment. I swung, bridled and gagged, and had my ass used as a rhythm section. I had a sneaking hope that someone would get forgetful and play my clit along with the bells, but my master used the first two piercings to lock it up under a little metal hood. 

Enough to prevent careless contact, to my grief. On Karl and Ria's last night, I knelt beside their bed and watched as they grappled and straddled one another like a pair of wrestlers. Anders had handed my leash to Karl, and now the end was looped over the bedpost. Karl managed to pin Ria on her back, and she snapped and bit and he bit back. I stared into the wet filmed slit in front of me, wished myself away. Legs surrounded my head. "Suck, girl." 

My own cunt was as locked away as ever, heavily plugged. Hands fastened behind my back, I was an adjunct to their lovemaking, an extra tongue; extra buttocks and breasts available for the punishment that both delighted in inflicting but neither wanted to receive. I absorbed the blows and yanks, served my function, and watched breathless the conjunction of hands, mouths, cock and cunt, all free and forceful, both bodies with every right in the world to reach for their desire, to take and thrust and revel. 

When they were done Karl, still naked, took me by the collar and walked me on my knees out into the hall. "Hey. Anders." 

My master's tread on the stairs, head rising into view, grey eyes sharply etched, looking me over. 

"Done with her?" he said. 

"All done." Karl handed the leash over. 

"How did she behave?" 

"Fine. A good girl tonight." 

"All right. You want to be up by seven?" 

"Yes, please." Karl yawned. "We need an early night for once." 

"Good idea. Helps you steer. Get some sleep." 


*** 

 Anders helped load the car in the morning. The couple stood in the 364 
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kitchen with their coats on, and offered him a box. "A gift to thank you," 

said Ria in Danish. 

"Though now your house is not really so new, think of it as a housewarming present," said Karl. 

Anders pulled long rectangles of brown tooled leather out of the box, linked with a few straps, others dangling. 

"We thought you could use a magazine rack. Why should your footstool have one use only? Drape this over her back – so, and strap it on beneath. 

Here are spaces on each side for books, magazines, whips to keep handy, whatever you like." 

Anders looked it over, grinned and thanked them. "How well you know me." 

"Ria said we should get some spike heels for her as a tease, but I said no, he is a practical man, get him something useful." 

Ria gave Karl a shove. "That was you who said high heels! And you were going to buy a mask! Feathers and all!" 

They tussled, laughing. Then Ria glanced at the clock, released Karl's head from beneath her arm, straightened her coat. "So glad you like it, Anders dear. It's not so easy to find something for the dom who has everything, or can make it better himself if he does not.” 

“I could use it for tidying up around the house, too. Very handy." 

She ran her hand over the leather. "It has the look of saddlebags, which could also be useful, if she was not too small for you to ride." They glanced at the crouching figure in the corner, cleaned up after her breakfast but still tethered. "I thought of getting you some pretty tack – but that is so expensive 

– or a dressage whip. Shouldn't you be training her?” 

“Hmm. Not with feathers and circus tricks, madam. She'll serve some actual purpose besides display, and do an honest job of work." 

She snorted. "Well, one kind of work, anyway. Some practical man you are. Not to use available slave labour. All right; thank you again for so much kind hospitality. We'll see you in July." She gave him a hug and a kiss, tweaked Maia's nipples in farewell, and went off. 

Karl squatted next to the slave, ran a gentle hand over her breasts, then rested his palm on a striped haunch. "So, little hunhund. You have had a bit more suffering since we arrived." 

She said in a small voice, "Yes, sir." 
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"This was very pleasurable to watch. I hope also your master will let me see you come some day. That will make an amusing spectacle, I think." 
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Chapter Twenty-Eight 

Batman 




The week that followed, all to ourselves, seemed very quiet in contrast. 

Even Svend, who had been almost a fixture, was off on his travels again. I slid with ease and some relief back into the usual routines, our private symbiosis. 

That Saturday the folk club held its long-planned day of workshops for amateur musicians. Anders was helping to organize and host, and he'd volunteered me for the registration table, so we got there well in advance. 

And there was Pam, supervising. I hastily rehearsed the comebacks I'd constructed for the next time she started on me, but she gave me no opportunity to try them out. Her frosty eye never met mine; she literally overlooked me the whole evening. Perhaps Claude had given her a talking-to. And of course there was only tea in her cup, this round. Though Pam was evidently not about to make her peace with me, Nikki had. I'd had to steel myself to phone her, but when I did, once again she surprised me. It turned out that I'd triggered a whole raft of fears of her own about losing control. 

There was a dom she was feeling drawn to. Ambivalence and anxiety were plaguing her. Once she had that out in the open we could talk it out. We'd managed to regain some of our subbie camaraderie. 

When the workshop registration wound down I began fetching and replenishing refreshments. Anders was introducing the professionals, sorting out the rooms and so on; I got glimpses of him from time to time. He'd brought his fiddle, and I knew he was going to be getting in there later in the program. The quality I heard was uneven, not surprisingly, but there were bursts of really fine music. I stood in various doorways, keeping an eye on the food tables and tapping my feet to the music. 

At the coffee urn Anders and I converged; he took a cup from me and gave me a squeeze. But he had too much to do to keep an eye on me, or even to amuse himself with his trusty remote. He had set the GPS monitor to call him if I got out of bounds, and I carried the usual paraphernalia beneath my clothes, but apart from that we were as normal as can be. For the last hour I mostly listened from a corner at the back. All the professionals had gathered for one final workshop, and the tunes were flying, one after the other. Feet 367 
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pounded, the whole room was keeping time. Grins spread from face to face, until the audience was one big grin. 

The grins and energy lasted while the whole thing wound down and the crowd thinned. The volunteers sang and danced a reel or two through the cleanup, and people were still dancing on the way out the door, me included. 

I breathed in the damp cold night gratefully after the overworked air inside. In the next instant the wind hit, and I huddled into Anders' side. The spring weather so far had been lousy. Next to the parking lot entrance was a figure clad in murky greys and browns, camouflaged against the dark pavement. A grubby Styrofoam cup was the thing that was most visible, held out in a hand cracked with grime. 

"Hey Wendy," said Anders. "How you doing?" 

A forced, almost voiceless wheeze. "Hey, it's the Dane. What – " There was a thick cough, then another, and then more. The paroxysm went on, until the woman was half bent, hands on knees, gasping. Anders had a hand on her shoulder. 

"Jesus, Wendy. Have you seen a doctor?" 

The head in its ancient toque swung back and forth. The coughing resumed. Anders bent down to her. "Wendy? You're too sick to be out here. 

The walk-in clinic's closed by now. I'm taking you to the hospital, okay?" 

No response. Slowly the head came up, the indrawn breath sounding painful. "Not the General," she wheezed. "I got a bitch of a triage nurse last time. St. Mike's.” 

“No problem. Got your stuff?" 

She leaned over a cluster of plastic bags and began coughing again. 

Eventually we made it the few feet to the truck and Anders began loading her bags into the back. Wendy took one look at the bench seat and stopped in her tracks. "Shit," she rasped, "you two don't want to catch what I've got." 

Anders saw her starting to edge away. "Wait. Wendy, it's all right. We'll find something to cover your mouth. They'll make you do it at the hospital anyway. Have you got a scarf or something?" 

She gestured weakly to the back where her bags were. "I'm not lousy, anyway, you'll be glad to know. Got cleaned up the other day at the Sally Ann." 

I was glad to know this, if it was true. My thoughts ran to lice, and bedbugs, and Streptococcus pneumoniae, and then shame slapped me. The 368 
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woman needed help. 

Anders appeared from the back of the truck with something white in his hand. "Here, try this; it's clean." It was the kind of mask he used for dusty deconstruction. She fumbled it on. Despite the cold wind, her forehead glimmered with oily sweat beneath the street light. Probably a fever. The face was younger than I'd expected, but sanded rough, like a city statue weathered by smog and sulphuric acid. 

I felt as if I ought to be making some kind of friendly conversation with the woman beside me, but the last thing she needed was to be forced to talk. 

Speaking just with Anders would have been rude. And in any case it felt like all the life in me had drained away like dirty water. On the way out of the folk club I'd been full of observations and questions for the trip home, charged and filled up with sparkling music and ready to pour. Now the whole happy evening was a mockery: a glitter of tinsel caught in the hair of a child who was starving to death in a ditch. I glanced at the bleak-eyed figures to either side of me, and made myself small. 

Wendy and I went through the Emergency entrance while Anders parked. The lineup of people waiting just for triage was long and weary; it was Saturday night. Anders helped Wendy look for what little ID she had; her health card had been stolen twice. He made a couple of calls. She asked for coffee and I searched the hospital for it. After a couple of wrong leads I located a Second Cup by the Queen Street entrance that was, miraculously, still open. 

We stayed because Anders wanted to make sure that they kept Wendy in and didn't turf her out into the streets. She sweated and dozed in her chair, waking to cough into her mask and settling to doze again. She'd insisted that we sit across from rather than next to her, and people who sat near her moved away once they heard her cough. 

I watched the parade of ill and injured, listened to the arguments, saw the paramedics casual by the doors, stuck till someone took the stretcher occupants off their hands. Sirens wailed closer and closer. Someone came in feet first between six rushing feet and hands elevating IVs, and disappeared through swinging doors. A brief moment of excitement to break up the hours of tedium. 

I looked at Anders. The harsh fluorescents seemed to have drained him of colour. His eyes were obscured; the kind of overcast that turns the day 369 
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cold. I interlaced my fingers with his and squeezed, and he glanced at me. 

"Tired?" he asked. "I could send you home in a cab.” 

“I'm all right." I ran my other hand up and down his forearm. He sighed, then leaned forward, elbows on knees, keeping my hand tight in his. 

"I can't do it," he said, in a quiet, bitter voice. "Can't help them. The simplest thing, a place for them to stay, and I can't do it." 

"But – " 

"Don't tell me I'm helping," he said. "This is do-gooder Samaritan crap." 

A cleaner swivelled a long, flat, silent mop around the weary groups in their linked plastic seats. I watched the mop as it manoeuvred around the man huddled in a wheelchair to our left, and then around our own feet. 

"What do you expect from yourself?" I asked. "That governments won't do?" 

Slowly he shook his head. "I don't know. All I know is I can't do it. I have good ideas; really good, workable ideas. I can build. On a shoestring if I have to. But the steps to get there – the politicking – I don't have it in me. 

That's what has to be done, and I can't do it.” 

“Even if you did – would it help? Aren't others doing that already?" 

"No excuse. No excuse! Look at her!" He gestured brusquely at the sleeping Wendy, her pitted skin rusty against the glaring white of the mask. 

"Six months ago she was healthy. She took temporary jobs. She's got office skills. And now she's having her second bout of pneumonia, or whatever it is. She needs a roof over her head." 

I nodded, held his hand tight in both of mine. 

"I swore I'd get at least some of them housed by now. A pilot project, something that would convince the government to fund more." 

"Swore to who?" 

"Myself." His laugh was silent, humourless. "Maybe it would have happened if I'd been able to kiss up. Manoeuvre and scheme. Without that I'm just – failing them." 

"No." I shook my head, held on tight. Wishing to god I had the skills he lacked, so I could help him. But I didn't, not even close. 

"I just can't," he repeated dully. "Can't play games. Don't even try any more. People are sick and dying and I've thrown up my hands and I'm going home to my nice warm house." 

Appalled, I pressed my forehead to his shoulder and rolled my head 370 
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back and forth, whispering, "Please, stop. That's not fair." 

"Nothing's fair!" he cried. I reared back and his expression softened. He rubbed my fingers between his. 

I took a breath. "Could you partner with someone? Is there a – a game player, a political type, a fund-raiser maybe, that you could work with? 

Someone who could do their part so you could do yours?" 

"I don't know," he said, wearily. He rubbed his eyes. They looked hollow. A few hours ago they'd been sparkling at me above his fiddle. 

They called Wendy in then, and the next phase of waiting began. By the time the doctor had finally seen her, diagnosed her pneumonia and persuaded the nurse that they were going to have to find her a bed, it was three-thirty in the morning. 

And we went home to our nice warm house, and went to bed. 


*** 

 On Sunday Anders managed to reach Wendy's worker and the nurse she saw at the Sherbourne Health Centre, and they took on the problem of finding her somewhere to stay until she was better. 
He saw Maia watching him, and regretted his outburst. No point in worrying her. Nothing she could do. 

And yet it had helped to say it. Like a stinger pulled out of his flesh. But the wound still ached. 

Carefully, he maintained her discipline. No going easy this time. And she obeyed with eagerness, begged when he teased her, wept when he made her, and seemed reassured. Still, he sensed her continuing to watch his moods. 

One night before bed Anders drew his slave into his lap. 

"You know what tomorrow is, girl?" 

She looked up at him, nodded. 

He stroked her hair. "One year. So it's question time. Anything to say?" 

The head he was stroking shook an emphatic negative. "You're sure? 

Nothing I've missed? Nothing you can't deal with?" Another shake of the head. He took hold of her chin and made her look at him. "Does that mean I know whatever I need to know about the state of my property?" 

She took in a slow breath. "I think so, master. I'm – I want terribly to come, but it's all right. I can't." 

He ran a hand slowly up her arm. "No choice, so you're coping?" 
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"Yes. I couldn't – I'm sorry, master, I couldn't possibly obey without the belt, but with it..." 

"All safe?" 

She shuddered a little. "Yes." She kissed his stroking hand. "Thank you. 

For making me obey. Thank you so much." 

"My pleasure," he smiled. "You came through those weeks with my guests very well. A little balking, easily handled. Otherwise, sweet and graceful obedience.” 

“Thank you, master. I'm sorry about the balking – I – " 

"You were punished for it at the time; don't take it on again. You did me proud, you know." 

She thanked him again, eyes swimming, and he leaned down and explored her mouth with his own, thoroughly and at length. 

Then he pulled back to look at her, licking his lips. "Nothing else?" 

She shook her head once more. 

"Then there's another thing. That vacation you have coming. They're giving you three weeks. Find out if you can get more." 

"How much more?" 

"Another three weeks if you can get it." 

"Wow." Her brow furrowed. "Maybe. I think they might let me. At the last meeting they were talking about cutting hours over the summer. One of the donors pulled out.” 

“Oh, yes? Good. Well, bad, but good for us, as long as it gets no worse. 

You ask them. All of July and August if they really want to save money. I know you're necessary at that place, and I know you enjoy the job, but a break won't hurt." He could feel her curiosity, though she contained it through long practice. He settled her more comfortably on his lap. 

"I've found a farm to rent over the summer, out near Picton. We're going to spend as much of July and August out there as we can." 

"A farm?" 

"Yes. Nice old farmhouse, a barn, some outbuildings. The fields haven't been worked for a while; pretty overgrown. But there's a big garden plot that's workable. Rather an isolated place, out at the end of a road, but not so far out that I can't get in to work when I need to.” 

“You can take time off?" 

"Some. I've been limiting the jobs I book. Val is going to take a couple 372 
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things on for me. Rizal's very steady. I've got it all worked out." 

"Oh, wait, I know – those pictures." 

"Yes, that was the farm. I'll show you." He put her off onto the floor, went downstairs and came back with the photos. Back in the chair, they looked at them together. "Here's the house. There's the barn and the road that goes back to a stream. One of the fields and a nice bit of woods. Here's the stable. Which is where I'll keep you." 

Her eyes slid from the photograph to his face, and stayed there. He ran one finger down the side of her face, down her neck and between her breasts. 

"I'm going to train you to go in harness, and pull a cart. The place needs a pony. Plenty of jobs for one. And there's the stable for when you aren't needed." Anders watched her chest rise and fall rapidly. The big eyes were fixed on him, pupils dilated. 

"Mind you, the house also needs a dog. We'll see." She leaned into his chest, and Anders felt rather than heard a little moan. He took hold of one breast, and she gasped and shook. Anders felt her arousal bloom, like a flower in fast forward, watched her face suffuse with blood, her breathing grow ragged. He held her firm against him, forbidding movement, and gradually she calmed down. 

When he thought she could listen, he went on. "I don't see any need for you to pretend to be human when you're at the farm. No need for you to speak at all." Fear flashed behind her eyes. "What is it?" 

"Master, if you have to work and I'm – like that – how long am I alone out there?" 

"Not much. Svend and Karl and Ria are all in on this; they'll be there, too. Svend can write from there, Karl will work on his thesis, and Ria will be in and out. Val is going to come on weekends, some of them. You might be alone if we all go into town for a movie or something. And of course you'll be by yourself in the stable a good deal." 

He watched her absorb this. The panicky look was gone, but the fading flush returned redoubled. "We don't need a servant,' he went on. "There are enough of us to share the housework. They argued about it; it looks so convenient to have a slave to do the drudgework and scrub the pots. But they gave in." He hadn't given them a choice. He wanted her immersed, an animal 24/7, and compromise wasn't on his agenda. "I don't want you using these – 

373 



 As She’s Told – Anneke Jacob 

" he picked up her hands by their thumbs – "any more than I want you speaking. Is that clear?” 

“Yes, master." He wanted more than simple compliance now. "Is it?" he asked. 

She took a deep breath. "Master, I've only been human when you allow it. Not otherwise. It's – its always been up to you where I am on the continuum. Animal to human. I know which – to which end I belong." 

"Good. Now that you know my plans, back to question time. It has been a year. Tomorrow is the day we go to the bank and shift all your money into my account. And arrange that for all your future paycheques, too. That's pretty major. I'm also changing the question time intervals from three months to six. Yes, I know you hate this, but listen! One last chance. If you have any doubts at all about any of this, say so now." 

She burst into tears and pressed herself into his chest. "No, master! No doubts! Please!” 

“All right." He squeezed her tight. "It's all right. Shh. I didn't really think there would be, sweetheart. But I had to ask." 

"Please, no more," she sobbed. "Please no more question time. I don't decide. I'm a thing; you own me. Please don't tell me I have choices." 

He pressed her to him, tucking her head hard under his chin, feeling her sobs against his throat. "I have to know – have to know I'm not harming you 

– " His voice shook a little. Her shaking, or his own? 

"No, never," she said. "You must – must know by now – " 

He grimaced, staring into space above her head. "I've been wrong before." 

She pulled back and searched his face. "That was different," she whispered. "Not everything is – is controllable. Even you can't …." She closed her eyes and propped her forehead against his shoulder. "But me – 

I'm getting – master, I need this. This is what I am. Please, no more question time…" 

He pulled her back against him, and laughed a little, ruefully. "Do you think you get a choice about that, slave, any more than you do about anything else?" There was a tiny groan below his chin. "No, master." 

"There's your paradox, then. Our never-quite-ending dilemma." She looked up again, sniffling. "But it's over for the time being, sweetheart, at least until November. I'll think about making it next May instead. If I see 374 
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fit." He tipped her head back and kissed her wet eyes. "Not exactly orange blossom and crossed whips, is it?" 

She blurted a thick laugh, snuffled again, and scrubbed at the last of her tears. "You never did like formalities." 

He reached a long arm for a tissue and handed it to her; she blew her nose. "The bank account is a bit of a formality," he said, "and a pretty major commitment on a practical level. If a bit cold." 

Maia gave her head the hard little shake that meant she was back to normal. "Is it much?" she asked. "I've lost track. Anyway, it's yours, master. 

Not much more than symbolic, I suppose, compared with what you make." 

"Are you kidding? A year's part-time income, untouched. Very useful, believe me." 

Anders sat for a while in silence, his hand slowly circling on Maia's back and shoulders and hips, gently smoothing her hair. Enfolding the skin, nerves, blood, bone and heart that belonged to him. Reading the thoughts behind the eyes so well now, sometimes better than he read his own. And how well did she read his? 

His hands stilled. "I've been thinking about Saturday. What I said at the hospital. And it occurred to me that we'd had a conversation like that before. 

When I told you about Sam." She nodded. 

"You noticed that, did you? The egotism on my part. To think I'm the one in charge. That just because I set out to do something, I necessarily have the power to do it. Alone and unaided.” 

“That's because you usually do. Have the power to do things." 

"Maybe. And the responsibility. But I should be able to recognize my limitations. Because otherwise, when things don't go my way, I see myself as a – how did you put it back then? – as a god screwing up on the job." 

"Yes." 

"And then I'll stick to the plan in my head, even if it's a dead end. 

Tunnel vision. Trying to be the hero." 

"And disappoint yourself." 

"Oh, yeah. Big time." 

She ran a gentle hand over his arm. "It's odd," she said. "You're very creative." She mirrored his half smile, and went on, "I don't just mean with me. A creative problem-solver; I've seen it. Patient, too. And you don't work alone." 
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He considered this, then shrugged. "When it's easy, sure. When I'm calling the shots. Patience, creativity, all that goes down the tubes when I find out I'm not in charge. Especially when it's people's lives and I feel responsible." 

She nodded. "You've been taking it on." 

"Yes. As a personal failure." 

"Instead of a national disgrace," she said solemnly. "Involving three levels of government and decades of societal neglect, indifference and scapegoating. Obviously all your fault.” 

“Shit. Some ego, huh?" 

She drew his long head down to her own and kissed it. "My Superman. 

Maybe you're just Batman. No super powers, exactly, but one hell of a utility belt." 

Anders' laugh exploded out of nowhere, from nothingness to nova in a picosecond like the Big Bang. There was no stopping it. He laughed until his stomach hurt and he'd collapsed over Maia's shaking shoulders. 

At last he took a breath, said, "Wow," and wiped his eyes. "Just Batman, huh?" His still laughing slave got a stern look; he pinched her ass till she squealed. Then, smiling, he sat back and sighed. "Not enough tools on my belt for this particular job, as it turns out. I think it's getting through my head, not to treat everything like a nail just because I've got a hammer, but whatever the right tool is, I haven't got it. But like you said, maybe someone else does.” 

“Like who?" 

"I don't know yet. But I've more or less come round to the possibility. It doesn't seem so terrible now, for some reason." Slowly his palm circled on her left breast, and then her right. "Never mind, sweetheart. This is an anniversary; enough soul-searching for now. We should mark the occasion." 

He dumped her off his lap, went to the dresser and picked up a small brown paper bag. "I won't mark that beautiful skin. Well, not permanently. But I did get Graham to make these up." He tipped out four jingling bits of metal, two small and round, the other two long ovals, somewhat curved, and held them out to her. 

She examined the engraving. One circle and one oval said, 'This slave property of Anders Thygesen' and their Toronto address. 'If lost contact' and his phone number. The other two were the same, but with a rural route 376 
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address. She held these up. "The farm?" 

"Yes. The round ones are for your collar, of course. The others are to set into your chastity belt." He yawned. "I'll do that tomorrow." 

She ran her fingers over the engraving and looked up, smiling. "I'm touched." 

He laughed. "So you should be, moppet. You can wear this one to bed." 

He got the pliers. 
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Chapter Twenty-Nine 

Mouth like a glove 




"All right. Lift." 

Anders and Svend hefted the crate between them. There was very little shifting of the contents, which was a good sign. Out in the cool of a July dawn, they slid the crate into the truck bed and anchored it to the eyebolts on either side. Anders rechecked his own anchors and then checked Svend's. 

Svend yawned until his jaws cracked, and rubbed his face. "Obsessive bastard. Jesus. Quarter to six. Wake me when we get there." 

They loaded the last couple of bags and a cooler, tied a white canvas tarp over the load, and got on their way. It was a Sunday, too early for the cottage traffic, and the roads were practically empty, which was the reason for Anders forcing his brother up at the crack of dawn. Less chance of accidents, less likelihood of his cargo overheating. 

Svend was asleep again before they hit the highway. Maia had sat in that seat the summer before, heading up to Orillia. Trading memories and laughing, human because he had allowed it. But not this year. He'd miss that, but there were compensations. Other kinds of exchanges. And there were years before him, to listen to her human conversation whenever he chose. 

What was this force in him to construct, this urge to actualize the blueprint in his head? Builder's hands, builder's gut. Force, preoccupation, perversion. 

Hard sometimes, to be so driven. 

Anders had a vision of his Lutheran forebears praying to their harsh god over him, appalled at the waste of his energies on bizarre lusts. He'd compel them to roll over in their graves if he could, with pleasure. But such flexibility was out of the question; those characters weren't about to change their positions for anything short of Ragnarök. 

He had needed a lot more servicing from his slave in the last few weeks, just anticipating the summer. And Maia had been swimming in a remarkable state of aroused apprehension. That submissive DNA in full juice and flower. Her anticipation vibrated just below the surface of his own senses. 

Whatever had made them like this, the pleasures to be had were extraordinary. A tractor-trailer loomed ahead, its huge load vibrating. 

Anders eased his pickup past it. Safety. The webbing held her safely down 378 
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on her knees and elbows in the centre of the crate, so that even in a collision she would not be thrown against the sides. The whole inside was cushioned in crash-absorbing materials. Plenty of ventilation. The straps were cinched outside the crate so she couldn't trip a release with her little mitts. She'd be fine. 

She'd crawled into the crate, padded webbing already circling hips and chest, crouched with her head low while he arranged her, her body pulled in little jerks to and fro as they'd cinched her tight. That bridled face had turned up for one more look as they closed the lid. So beautiful. His groin tightened. 

Halfway there already. More traffic now, but still easy going. By the time they arrived at the farm, Rizal would be at that job in Scarborough; he'd call him then. The materials should be arriving by noon. Electrical would have to wait until Thursday when he could be there. He wasn't much worried about his absences affecting his business, but there was no question it would have some impact on his income. Fortunately the influx from Maia's bank account had put him way into the black. 

Just him and Svend until Friday, when Karl would join them. Val not until the weekend after. He would pick Ria up at the airport a week Monday; she was flying in from Amsterdam. She and Karl could have the bedroom with the fireplace; the one in the living room would do for everyone else. 

The chimneys were clear; he'd checked. No real environmental harm, a little smoke way out in the country. Smoke detectors and alarm system were all installed. Wiring in the whole place brought up to standard. 

The vegetable garden would need weeding, and probably water. He'd gotten that in over a month ago: early producers that would come in handy by July and August. 

The two little vehicles he'd made were in pieces in the truck behind him. 

Basic harness ready. Despite his rejoinder to Ria, Anders had in fact been training his slave in various gaits. No dressage, no circus tricks, but clean and economical movement, proper display and increasing endurance. He'd also had her break in a slim but solid pair of boots – no heels to speak of – 

that would protect her feet on the roughish dirt and gravel. The bumps that might trip her up were made smooth, gravel added where the lanes had gone muddy. He was looking forward hugely to the moment when he got into the pony trap behind her. 
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Almost there. Back roads now. Anders pulled up at a dusty gas bar and grocery store and sent Svend, now awake, in for milk and eggs. He got out himself and stretched. 

When Svend returned he glanced at the truck bed. "She'll be wondering if we've arrived, won't she, and wanting to get off her knees?" 

"Probably. But she'll last a while yet." 

"How do you know?" 

"Experience." 

"Too bad we couldn't let her jump down on her leash and stretch out by the tailgate." Anders laughed. "Yeah. Some other world. Come on." 

Down the bumpy, overgrown track, between long fields already high with grass and weeds. From the house and barn you could see anyone coming, ten minutes before they got there. They were on a bit of a peninsula between two fast waterways, one with banks steep and choked with undergrowth, the other too shallow for boats; access from the water was very unlikely. There were no easy ways in apart from this track, no hiking trails. 

The farm wasn't on the way to anywhere. No reason for anyone to come here but themselves. 


*** 

 The bumping stopped at last. We must be there this time, I thought; that was no main road. And I could smell grass. Out, please! I was rather hot and thirsty. 
For a time there had been the most persistent feeling that every following driver had x-ray vision and could see my naked butt. When that idea faded, what I envisioned was the highway cop's expression when he opened up the crate. I flexed and wriggled in the webbing, almost immobilized, like a fly in a web, but very safe. See, officer, we're actually obeying the seatbelt laws …. 

And this was nothing but a distraction from my crazy anxiety about what was coming. Eight weeks. They were giving me eight weeks off; my boss had looked ridiculously relieved when I had asked for more unpaid time. They were even planning to close the centre altogether for two weeks in August, they were so short of money, though they assured me that this economy would mean my job would be there as usual when I returned. 

The news had pleased Anders no end; he'd used me almost continually to skim off the overflow of his arousal. There was no skimming for me; I 380 



 As She’s Told – Anneke Jacob 

was a pressure cooker with an inadequate lid, rattling with steamy fear and jets of excitement. Eight weeks without using words or opposable thumbs. 

Eight weeks to sink into life as a dumb beast, a draft animal. Would I ever be able to climb out again? Worrying was pointless. He'd get me out if he wanted me out. 

The tailgate went down and I heard the scrape of things getting shifted. 

My turn at last. Tipped, swung, down. Terra firma. Bolts shot open to cracks of daylight. 

The grass was warm and rough beneath my knees. I took a drink from the water bottle held for me, with a spout that I could manage despite the bridle. The house loomed, way taller than it had appeared in the pictures. 

Svend was carting boxes up onto the wide porch. Anders knotted my leash to a little fence around what had once been a flower garden, and then went to heft some bags and a cooler into the house. I looked in surprise at that casual knot, and was disconcerted; metal locks that clicked were what I was used to, mere knots being insufficiently secure as far as my master was concerned. But then neither my fingers nor my teeth were available to undo anything. I shifted my head and gave the knot an experimental yank, just for the hell of it, and then sat back to wait. 

When all the other luggage was disposed of, my master came back and untied me, and I crawled after him to a patch of dry, crumbly dirt between two sheds. The message through the leash was clear enough. I was being walked. In broad daylight. I stared at the ground, arranged myself, and let it go. Kicked dirt over it. Crawled some more. Didn't think. Animal. A cool doorway and straw-strewn floor. Inside were old wooden partitions that reached only partway to the high rafters. There was a row of five doorways, five empty stalls. In the last was a narrow window that showed blue sky; beneath the window was a pile of straw with an old blanket over it and the end of a chain trailing. There was that click I'd been expecting. I looked up the length of my master, to the light eyes looking down, holding me in place more firmly than any lock would do. Those long, so familiar fingers stroked me, tugged lightly on locks and nose and nipple rings, and then were gone. 

Another few inches took me to the end of my chain. The edge of the straw pile; no further. The blanket was old but clean. I settled down. I'd spent time on less comfortable surfaces. But almost never to sleep; would I have to sleep here? What about the press of limbs, the weight of his arm, his 381 
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hand on my breast, breathing in the smell of him, all part of my nightly security along with the locks and chains? 

Here the smell was fresh hay, old wood, wafts of hot grass, and my own sweat and arousal. No sound. Yes, a bird. Two birds. Distant footsteps. A thump. That hot, middle-of-the-day high-pitched insect throb. 

I examined my surroundings. There was that water bottle again, hung upside-down on the wall, like in a gerbil's cage. At the sight of it my thirst returned. I crawled over, insinuated the metal tube past my bit into the back of my mouth and drank. Below it was a shallow metal rectangle; a trough. 

Empty. Anything else within my reach? Nothing; the place was bare. Hooks up on the wall, all empty except for a long carriage whip that hung by the doorway. Aerobics at home had turned into endless sessions of walking and trotting in a circle on a long chain with my arms folded and locked against my back. This gait, that gait, each movement precise; no shambling, no concessions to fatigue. Full-out running wasn't practical at the end of a chain; too confined a space. I thought I'd be off the hook for that until the summer. Then my master bought the treadmill. He was turning me into an athlete of sorts. No, that was a human term. Racehorse? Hardly. Useful mare? More likely. It can be trained. 

I dozed off for a while; that had been a very early start. Footsteps awoke me, and the sound of clangs, clunks and Danish dialogue. Assembly noises. 

After a while this wound down, and Svend appeared in the doorway with a bowl in his hand. He grinned and said an incomprehensible word or two, scraped the bowl's contents into the trough, and removed my bridle. 

Then he watched as I put my face into the food. He'd seen me eat from my dish at home so many times that the singing in my ears was only moderate. 

What he'd given me was rather tasteless; a plain porridgy mix, so amalgamated that I couldn't identify the ingredients. Ugh. Animal feed. 

Shades of Carrie in her stables. Was bland food a ponygirl imperative? A saltshaker would have been nice. And a hand to shake it with. My fingers wriggled inside their mitts. New ones, designed for my summer in the country. Stiff padded hide on the palm side, tough but breathable cloth on the other, cooler than my old ones. Luckily my hands don't sweat much. My palms were well protected when I crawled, and the edge of the hide wasn't bad for scratching an itch – assuming I could reach it. But I was going to spend eight weeks with appendages that didn't even come up to the function 382 
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of paws. Almost no flexibility, and no claws. 

Left alone again, I sat back on the straw and wiggled my toes. I've never been one of those people with dextrous monkey feet; my toes are just toes. 

Still, I could try. Something to amuse my solitary hours. A few attempts with bits of straw or whatever else came to hand. Foot. Would that be disobedience? Violating the spirit of the laws he'd laid down for the summer? Probably. So? Confession was out. What then? Well, that was Anders' problem. There was a webcam up in the corner. He'd set me up as voiceless. He could keep an eye on me, and whip my butt if he didn't like it. 


*** 

 "Did you have to bring your entire collection of kitchen paraphernalia too?" Svend looked around, and nudged a rattling box of pans without enthusiasm. 
"Yeah, I did. But feel free to char hamburgers over a campfire if you like that better." Anders was sorting through spice bottles. "If I'm the one that puts this lot away I'll be able to find it all later. Go unpack your own stuff." 

Ten minutes later Svend was back. "Do you mind if I take the truck and go into Picton? I want to have a look at the harbour." 

Anders grinned and dug into his pocket for the keys. "Let me know if you seduce some lady sailor and end up on board for dinner. I'm making jambalaya; it'll keep." 

He got the kitchen under control, and then went to finish unpacking in the stable. Bridles and chains and crops and harness, all hung on the stable wall for his slave to contemplate when she had nothing else to do. 

Something of a cliché, Anders admitted to himself, but very handy. And, let's face it, cliché or not, it worked. His slave was taking it all in, wide-eyed, and her breathing was more than audible. 

"All right, girl," he said finally in Danish, unlocking her chain and tugging. "Up." 

By summer's end she would know a few more words in his native tongue. Like a well-educated Danish horse. 

The sky outside was almost cloudless. Water came first, then a thorough application of SPF-60 sunblock. It took time to get her protected to his satisfaction. Then he took up thick, flexible straps for her waist and torso and cinched them tight, squeezing the pliant flesh between them. Bulging 383 



 As She’s Told – Anneke Jacob 

breasts and erect nipples urgently offered themselves. He turned her around and strapped her arms tightly to her back. Then came the lower part of the harness, designed to harmonize with the chastity belt, closely outlining her belly and buttocks, carefully designed for her hipbones to take the pull of the shafts. Anders wanted no pressure on internal organs; at least, nothing beyond what the harness already inflicted. 

A change of bridle now, pulling the thick U-shaped bit deep into her mouth. A rubbery surface that wouldn't harm her teeth. Straps over the bridge of her nose and then up. A strap under her chin. The reins went through rings at her jaw, so that she would feel the pull in her mouth whether she was led or driven. A basic turnout; he'd play with variations as time went on. The shadows of her throat pulsed faintly blue below the hard collar. Lightly Anders stroked that delicate hollow, and then his fingertips descended to trace the contours of her breasts, and she arched, already trembling. "You want your bells, don't you?" he crooned in Danish, dangling them up above her like a treat, as if her breasts were begging for them. She leaned on his back as he got her feet covered and laced into her boots. The harnessed body jingled and wriggled deliciously against him. Straightening up, he yanked her upright by the reins, forcing her to stretch to her full height and to tip her head back. 

"Behave, hunhund." Brown, liquid eyes stared up at him. The pink tongue struggled beneath the bit that pressed it. Anders could feel the excited energy radiating off of her, out of the visible range but well into the infrared. 

The light pony trap waited by the big double doors. Anders backed his slave between the shafts, lifted them to her hips and fastened the pins. He didn't have to lift far. There were a couple of vertical supports fastened to the shafts behind her, with little wheels that would only reach the ground if she tripped. He wouldn't sacrifice the manoeuvrability and lightness of no more than two large wheels, but trained or not, he wasn't about to risk the kinds of injuries his slave would get if she fell forward with no hands to protect her. 

When he was done, he stood back and drank in what he had wrought. At the pure perverted beauty of pony and vehicle in just proportions, his creature so taut and upright that even her trembling nipple bells were silent. 

He ducked beneath a shaft and slowly pulled the straps holding her arms a notch tighter, making her arch her back and thrust her breasts just that much 384 
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further. A check rein, perhaps? Later, maybe. 

Anders stepped out into the hot afternoon sunshine and looked around. 

The quiet was incredible. Crickets somewhere close. A tiny, very distant whine, probably of a chainsaw. No cars, no people. Even the squirrels were in siesta. 

He took his slave by the bridle and brought her forward, trap and all, then took up the whip and the reins and got in. Behind his mare at last. The rear view was something to savour; framed in the convergence of the shafts, from the firmly-planted boots, up the taut thighs, to the oval buttocks outlined by straps, already marked and waiting tensely for more pain. Those helpless paws, fixed even more helplessly between their little wings of shoulder blades. The enforced curves of her form, outlined in a slight sheen of sweat. 

Anders gave the reins a shake and clicked his tongue, and she started forward. Hours of practice had conditioned her to that sound at least. At first she had to lean into the harness, but once she had momentum going she seemed to have no trouble. He drew on the left-hand rein and steered her onto the track that bordered the fields. Then he flicked her with the whip and said, in Danish, "Trot." Having been trained so far in English the girl was at a loss; she lifted her knees higher and continued to walk. Anders flicked her harder and said the word again, louder. She leapt at the sting, and hesitantly picked up the pace. Again he whipped her, both sides this time, shook her reins and said the unfamiliar word. Her flesh jumped and her pain was audible, but now she was trotting. "Good girl," he said, and she heard the intonation and settled into the gait. 

Trot, walk, trot; the rhythmic sounds of small boots and nipple bells, under the friction of wheels. She had already been trained past some of the awkwardness of constrained arms and shoulders, and at home Anders had begun to see some grace, some economy of movement developing. But the pull and push at her hips was a new element; it altered her centre of gravity, and now again she was hesitating, losing her rhythm, confused. He tried to apply the whip as he had done so often, expert flicks to direct and control, but he had never before done this from a moving cart, especially not one that jolted behind a pony in disarray. He missed his mark, and further bewildered her. It was like trying to manage a clutch in a car that was jolting because you were doing such a lousy job of managing the clutch. 

385 



 As She’s Told – Anneke Jacob 

So he pulled her to a stop. She stood, back arched, panting, her smooth skin shining with sweat. Anders yanked the reins back just a little as a signal of displeasure, and then held them firmly while he laid a couple of hard stripes across both cheeks. Her open-mouthed squeals came back to him, and the reins trembled. Carefully he signalled another start. This time when she made the first error he was quicker to get her back into order before she could spoil his aim. He could see that he was going to have to do some learning himself. 

Not so easy, this horsemanship. After all, how many times had he been on or behind a horse? A couple of trail rides when they went to Algonquin Park one winter. Janne had been the one interested in horses, really, and the rest of the family had gone along. A cart ride or two with a lot of others when he was what? Eight or nine, at some summer camp. A few pony rides at fairs as a small child. That was about it. No wonder he was better at getting engines to go. This was a very different matter, using a live creature to make your wheels go round. 

They were past both fields now, and entering welcome shade beneath the trees. Drawing on the reins, he slowed her to a walk to let his eyes adjust. 

The green shadows were rich with the scents of living sap, moving water, a sharp tang of pine; Anders took a deep breath. Then he yanked his slave's head over to the right and punished her; she'd been trying to follow the leftward curve of the road without direction from him. 'Never let the horse decide for itself which way it wants to go, or how fast. It must know from the outset that the decision rests with you.' Anders had perused a couple of horse-training manuals in preparation for the summer. A whimper and a dancing step or two and she walked as the reins directed, onto a deep grassy verge. Anders got out and drew her forward beneath a tree, then looped the reins round a low branch. Taking a bucket from the cart, he walked to the stream, half-filled it and brought it back to gave her a drink. Water trickled down her dusty breasts already spotted with saliva, making streaks of mud. 

He squeezed them anyway. "There now," he murmured in Danish, "my pretty thing. What a gorgeous pony you make. Just your back view as you pull the cart is almost more than I can bear." 

Her eyes half closed as she offered her breasts to him, swaying forward, head tipped back by the pull of the rein above her head, her boots still firmly planted at the spot where they had been told to stop. Anders stroked over the 386 
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striped buttocks to the enclosed vulva and felt her go rigid; his presence there, even on the other side of metal, was making her shake. And he hadn't even included the dildos. His eyes danced. 

He strolled back to the stream, rinsed his hands, and stood for a while watching the light play on the surface. It was rocky just here, and the shallow stream rippled and snagged, swirled in little eddies and caught up with itself before sweeping round the bend. Pretty. Was that a fish? He looked closely, walked a little upstream and then back, spying two more; just minnows. Not much to catch here, but there was a deeper pool further on. Anders returned to his vehicle and got underway again. 

Something about the curve ahead, the approaching dazzle where the trees ended, something about the motion of his slave and the cart: a moment of déjà vu. Had he dreamt it? Dappled light on a naked haunch, the humus smell of generations of old leaves, the living reins across his palms, their weight against his fingers. Was it only imagination? A year or more of preparation and planning. Years more of wanting just this: to reduce a woman to the simplest level of physical being, the motive power. Feed calories in. Maintain animal mass, and fuel acceleration, which together equal force. 

A mechanical thing then, an engine; pure physics? No, a sensitive, sentient engine, responsive to the slightest twitch of the reins. Processing his signals through a filter of love and fear. 


*** 

   The glare when we emerged from the trees hit me right in the face. I squinted blindly against the sun, concentrating on lifting my knees, and on obeying the slight pull against one corner of my mouth. When I could see again the road was straight; the reins shook against my jaw, and a new word came from behind me. I was already trotting; did this mean 'run?' A flick at my ass confirmed it; I ran. Another flick: faster. I tried to go all out, but the reins told me otherwise; gratefully I settled into a moderate pace. A dip in the road had me trying to outrun the cart, and panting up the other side. A blow; no slowing down now. The moderate pace was feeling like the 100-metre dash. 
Sweat was running down my neck. My head was pulled back in the reins grip, slowing me. Lungs like bellows. Down to a walk. A flick at my thighs. 

No shambling! Tired legs lifted their boots and set them down where they 387 
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belonged. The reins and the bit said Yes. Good girl. I walked. Happy. So happy. 

That glow lasted for hours, through supper at my trough, through the long evening, light fading into dusk, with only my chain and pile of straw for company. He'd been pleased with me. Despite mistakes, I'd felt his deep approval, seen it when he unharnessed me, known it in the touch of his fingers against my scalp as I knelt with him in my mouth, and in the astonishing size and urgency of his erection. I was a good vessel, and as a mare I could please him. This pony thing wasn't going to be beyond me. In fact I fit precisely into the confinement of harness and shafts. Like a round peg designed and trimmed for its round hole, both engineered to within a hair's breadth. 'We're all suitable to our calling,' as the rag-and-bone man had said in A Christmas Carol. 'We're well matched.' 

The bridle was off and was hanging invisibly above me somewhere on the dark wall, but I felt the bit's absence against the vulnerable nerves it had pressed; something missing. What was it they said about horses? 'A mouth like a glove.' The glove wanted its owner, wanted to be occupied and commanded. 

Tomorrow. He'll take you out again tomorrow. The promise made wet insides squeeze. I rolled onto my belly, one mitt crammed between my thighs up against metal, imagining it as gauze. Breath caught and held. 

Swollen nipples rubbed and pricked against the rough blanket. Only seven weeks since the last time. A real meltdown blow-out for our one-year anniversary. On our way home from the business at the bank, he'd promised to play me like his violin, and my god, he'd kept his promise. This celebratory event had consisted of hours of the most harrowing, drawn-out, agonizing torment imaginable. With, incidentally, full ironic musical commentary and analogies, and some actual music as accompaniment. He'd strung me up as if in catgut, drawn lines on my skin with whipcord and his tongue. Orchestrated my moans and screams. Moved me forward, rolled me back. Teasingly slow movements, little side melodies. I could still feel the near-crescendos of the piece: the ache of my limbs, stretched as if I were the strings themselves, the whips and teeth and fingers and tongue playing me to desperate unresolved rhythms. Like those classical pieces with one near-ending after another, each approaching finale promising to be the real one, except that the final chord of the final phrase rises in pitch instead of 388 
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descending, and on it goes…. 

And then the real climax. Climaxes. Resonances so violent they shattered flesh and bone, dissolved connective tissue and coherence, and devolved me down into formless ooze. How greedy of me to want more. 

At last I released the breath I'd been holding, and lay inert against the straw, nefarious hand still outside the keep, defeated as always. Curses! 

Foiled again! 

I was unable to conjure up another occasion before Christmas that would call for gift-giving. Something told me the summer was going to be one long protracted tease. Unless the August civic holiday inspired him to a generous festival mood; not likely. 

Full dark now at last. We were barely past midsummer; it would be ten o'clock or so. I could pick out subtle variations in the darkness. No moon; perhaps just starlight. Cricket noises, the rustle of straw when I moved. 

Occasionally the sound of a deep voice in the distance, a door opening and closing. Windows were open over at the house. The heat had lifted, finally. I rolled myself in the blanket. 

It had been hot in the information centre, this whole last week. We'd had the air conditioning guys in twice. Would Jagrati take care of the cataloguing and the utilization reports as she'd promised, or would I have a mess to deal with when I got back? Vera had got herself a research job at York University (my pleased congratulations had been entirely sincere), and Jagrati was her replacement, far more friendly and willing to collaborate, but so far a bit short on follow-through. And she'd only have her half-days to get things done. That interim report on the lawn pesticide by-law…I should remind her…. No. I felt a little laugh bubble in my throat. I wasn't reminding anyone of anything for a while. The report would have to take its chances. I had a different function altogether now. There was the weight of the shafts, the pull against my hips, the huge presence controlling me invisibly from behind. 

A voice from the house: Svend. Tomorrow, would he be – ? Probably. 

Bound to be, sooner or later. Holding the reins. The others? Karl, Ria, undoubtedly. Even Val. I shrank into a ball. 

That close, charged circuit between me and my master was one thing. A bizarre and blissful thing. No shame. Joy. 

But the others? These strangers from outside the circle. 
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How to bear it. The reflection of myself in their eyes. 


*** 

 "Take the reins up tighter. Not too tight; that's a signal to slow down. 
Just enough so she knows you're there. That's it." 

Svend's eyes dropped past the reins to the rhythmic shimmy of that gorgeous butt. It wasn't easy to keep an eye on the road as well; no driver was ever so distracted. 

"All right, see if you can touch her up without tangling with the reins this time." 

"Once! I only did that once." With a half-practiced motion of the wrist, Svend managed to flick one shuddering buttock, adding a new mark and prompting an increase in speed. Pleased, he decided to press his luck. "Look, even my backhand is improving." This was not as successful; the stroke was higher up, almost on the left hip; the filly shied slightly and he had to shake the reins to keep her speed steady. 

From the corner of his eye Svend saw his brother grimace and reach reflexively for the whip. Exactly like the same hands' reach for the steering wheel when Svend was learning to drive. He held whip and reins away from his instructor. "Relax; I'll get the hang of it.” 

“Try not to undo all her training while you're at it. Look, steer, would you?” 

“I'd rather she watched the road and I watched her.” 

“Too bad. Steer!” 

“A real horse would know enough to follow a road." 

"She's not a real horse. I don't need her that smart. Steer or give up the reins." 

"Oh, fine," Svend grumbled. He used the reins to guide the girl away from the road's edge, and was interested despite himself in her responsiveness. Like a very fine sailboat, well-rigged, responding to a touch of the rudder. 

This pony business might be more than a prick-engorging game after all, he thought. It could be like sailing. Svend's hands relaxed into a more confident position on the reins, and he leaned back. 

His brother glanced at him, interested. "What's up?" 

"I just got the connection with sailing." 

Anders laughed. "Whatever works." 
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"All the rigging should have clued me in." 

"It is like sailing, come to think of it." Anders rested his eyes on the trotting figure before them. "Challenge and power. Skill and finesse." 

"And the fun when it all comes together and you've really got control. 

Yes, I see. No, don't slow down, girl." He used the whip again, to good effect. "A boat can cruise a whole lot longer. This one's getting tired." 

"She's all right for a while yet. Don't let up." 

"All right. Hoist the main sail! Close hauled; a couple more points to windward. Here we go." 
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Chapter Thirty 

Mode of transportation thoughts 




They didn't let me in the house at all that first week. The closest I got was the flower garden, which was hard baked earth between huge clumps of weeds, threaded by the occasional leggy and pathetic-looking petunia. 

Anders had unearthed an old plough from somewhere, and I stood like a patient mule while he worked out how to fasten me to it. Beneath a straw hat, chewing on my bit, I felt entirely, peacefully equine, standing there sniffing the morning air in the shade of the tall house, waiting for the one with hands to sort things out. 

Once he got me going, however, my bucolic animal idyll was a thing of the past. No matter how hard I leaned into it, the plough jerked, caught, broke free and then yanked me back to a standstill. I struggled forward, taking the lash again and again down ass and thighs. The tough old weeds stung my legs as I went through them, and required inducement from my master and effort to the point of tears before I got them loose. What had seemed to be a small and manageable patch – maybe six feet by twenty – 

became a vast battlefield, with me the platoon that was thinking urgently about white flags. 

The second pass wasn't much better than the first. I stopped trying to take in the entire job by eye; just stared at the ground in front of me and concentrated on getting one foot past the other, obeying signals as best I could like a good beast. By the third pass it was easier. Then my master dumped about six huge bags of topsoil all over, and changed the plough for a kind of horizontal rod with teeth, a harrow, I guess, and we went round a fourth time. By the time I'd been hosed down and fed I was barely able to keep my eyes open; I slept, exhausted through the hot midday in my stall. 

When I woke and moved I groaned. Everything had stiffened up. Anders came and made me stretch, and rubbed something into my legs. By mid-afternoon I was in harness again, still groaning. Anders and Svend, both of them this time, hitched me to a different vehicle, a cart twice the length of the pony trap, with four wheels instead of two. It didn't seem a whole lot heavier, fortunately, and I was able to pull it well enough. Gradually my aches subsided. They drove me in a leisurely way, nothing above a trot. I 392 
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was getting used to Svend's driving, maybe because he was getting better at it. And because the work of a pony was leaving me with very little time to worry. 

Anyway, Svend was the easiest. The closest to my master, the one I'd had most time to get used to. The one who was neither female nor had a female in tow. And although he handled me with increasing confidence, he was still a bit of a tyro at the whole thing. A tourist, in a way. The least threat of all of them. 

Anders pulled me to a stop and led me beneath some trees by the side of the road. No water was visible, though I could smell and hear it somewhere nearby. My reins got tied up to an overhanging branch like before, and then the two men were out of sight. There was the sound of chopping behind me. 

I couldn't turn much, fastened as I was, but I caught a flash of metal in the corner of my eye. After a few minutes there was a clatter of wood into the cart behind my back, and footsteps back into the trees. Another clatter; more wood. Svend appeared dragging a goodsized log; I could feel that one go in. 

He went back for more. No light load, this one. I clenched my teeth around the bit, imagining the struggle that was coming and what it would cost me. I was right, too. When at last they led me back to the road, they tried riding, but even whipping me along couldn't get me past a slow walk, so they got off and walked themselves, and I could just about manage. The uphill bits had me panting with the effort, gasping at every blow. Eventually I stood on shaky legs by a shed back behind the house, sweat dripping into stinging welts, watching peripherally as they unloaded. One armful went straight into the kitchen. A fireplace, then. I thought about the heat of the fire on my flank at home, crouching warm under my master's legs. 

But after another hose down I was back in my stall, alone again, watching the coming dusk creep up the walls. The stable and stall did have lights, of course; they turned them on when they came out to use me, and turned them off when they left. 

Svend had long since been granted free use of my mouth; when he was around he took advantage of the opportunity two or three times a day. Val, too; when she spent time in Anders' workshop, generally made use of me also, to my chagrin. Karl and Ria had been a bit more elaborate about it, but my status as household utility had already been well established by the time they were around. And of course my master satisfied himself any time he 393 
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liked, in any hole that appealed to him. Giving him that kind of pleasure was my raison d'être. 

So it was no hardship those evenings when the men walked into my stall. The hardship was when they left. It was very lonely there in the dark. 

Sleeping alone wasn't easy at all. I woke in the middle of the night on my pile of straw, missing the long limbs claiming me even in sleep. How was he managing without me? 


*** 

 The bed was only a double, with a creaky headboard and noisy springs, but it felt oddly large and empty without his little hunhund and her chain noises. Anders wondered how she was coping out there. There was no mistaking her eagerness when he showed up, and her bereft look, like a puppy being shut in its crate, when he turned out the light. They hadn't been separated at night in over a year. He lay awake in the dark and felt for her against his chest, between his legs. 
The room smelled foreign, a room that had never contained her. He'd mandated her current lock-up for its significance: layers of implications, most of which he enjoyed immensely. But he hadn't counted on the resulting separation leaving such a hole in his own chest. Still, they'd both survive it. 

It took him all of ten minutes, rather than five, to fall asleep. Fishing tomorrow, he thought as he drifted off. 

Karl arrived, and got a weekend of good weather, which meant a chance to tour the farm in the two-wheeled cart and get the hang of driving. He liked messing about with fly fishing, too, though what little experience he had was with grayling and sea trout. On Sunday it clouded over enough that there were brook trout biting, even in the parts of the stream with no cover, and they left the pony and trap tied up for long periods while they tried pool after pool. The next morning drizzle misted the truck's windshield during the long drive to the airport. All the way back to the farm, steady wiper noises made a background to their conversation. Karl and Ria and Anders dashed up to the porch with Ria's bags, and then turned to look at the monotone grey sky and what had turned into a determined downpour. "Hot drinks by the fire, and then I'll start dinner," said Anders. "The tour can wait." 

Ria came down in jeans and fully repaired makeup, giving judicious approval to the farmhouse. "But where is your little hunhund?" 

"Our little mare, so far," said Svend. "It turns out that horses live in 394 
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stables; they don't come into the house." 

"I think it's time the house had a dog actually," said Anders. "I'll fetch her." 

It was a wet and shivering animal that crawled onto the porch and, after a rough towelling, had its muzzle firmly applied. The creature followed the pull of the leash through the door into the big kitchen. She looked very small down there on the floor. The kettle was steaming, and Karl was spreading honey on toasted rolls. 

"Here's our little puppy," Karl said. "Just as juicy as ever, as you see. 

Now, Anders, how can I feed her tidbits if you muzzle her like that?" 

"And how can she lick us hello?" added Ria. "I want to be greeted properly. She hasn't been biting lately, has she?" 

Anders grinned. "All right. She can wear a bit and bridle instead, hunhund though she is, and greet you with her tongue. No tidbits, though." 

The bridled head followed the leash's tug, and after a moment's hesitation, a tentative tongue reached past the bit to lick the hands held out to it. The creature craned her slender neck, and took in the room for the first time through eyes framed by straps: the underside of the long, scarred wooden table, the painted cupboards and tall hutch, the familiar pans hanging on unfamiliar hooks. Dark eyes rested on a well-known cage in the corner. Boots at the back door. Windows streaked with rain. Back up to all the eyes looking down on her, and instantly down to the wide, worn floorboards between her mitts. 

The world outside continued wet and unwelcoming for the rest of the evening. They built up the fire and talked, played with the hunhund, and talked some more. Svend, arguing with Karl over the ethics of carbon trading, found himself increasingly distracted by the sight of the slave upended over one of Karl's knees, having her nipples casually tweaked. He'd thought that he had had his fill of the girl while the others were off at the airport. But each tiny squirm acted upon him like a compressor, sending vital fluids in the direction of his cock. 

He had to wait his turn, though. Ria, yawning and jet-lagged, wanted to be lapped to sleep. Then Anders decided to punish the slave for some minor infraction; coincidentally there was a new crop supplied by Ria to test. The striped buttocks' anguished clenching sent the pressure in Svend's compressor into the red zone. At last he got the tearful woman-dog's head 395 
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between his thighs. 


*** 

 Sunshine flickered in warm trapezoids on the kitchen wall opposite the window, filtering through the flowering vines that wavered in a light wind. 
A gentle honeysuckle breezed flipped the corners of newspapers and napkins. 

Val sniffed and sighed. "Damn, I wish I could get out here more often." 

She looked down at the paper propped against her cold coffee cup. "I shouldn't be reading this stuff. It just makes me mad. Here, look at this." She folded back the Globe she'd brought up with her, handed it to Anders and sat back in her chair with her hands laced behind her head. 

Anders ran his eyes down the headlines. "The news always makes you mad. What's particularly raised your ire this morning?" 

She pointed. "Developers won another one. One of the last pieces of farmland in Vaughan this time." 

"Shit." 

Karl forked the last piece of French toast onto his plate. He and Ria would have preferred rugbrød, but the rye at the store in town was something else altogether; a pallid foam unworthy of the name. He smiled at the small square woman across from him. "But you yourself like to build houses, Val." 

"I also like to eat. And I'd prefer to eat something that hasn't had to travel a thousand miles to get to me. Anyway, I do renovations, downtown density; not sprawl." 

"Eating locally, is that it?" Svend asked. "I've got some friends who are trying to do that. Nothing from further away than a hundred kilometres. No, wait; miles.” 

“Either way, that seems a little extreme," said Ria. "Look at the environmental impact of all that food trucking, though." 

Ria looked glanced at the pyramid of fruit in the bowl before her. "Still, no oranges? No mangos?" 

"Never mind tropical fruit," said Svend. "No coffee! Imagine. They're trying to give it up; Jordan looks like something out of Day of the Dead." 

"It's multinationals," Val said blackly. "The bastards. Making a fortune giving us crap food and putting small farmers out of business." 

Ria nodded thoughtfully. "This is why we are growing vegetables, 396 
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hmm? That is all fine in theory, but you know, my last pair of jeans is now very dirty and that ancient washing machine down there is in pieces all over the floor. Is someone going to put it together again? Washing clothes on a rock in the stream is not my idea of a holiday." 

"I have to go into town for parts before I can fix it," said Anders. "We need some shingles for the barn roof, too. I'd better do some loads at the Laundromat while I'm there, because frankly the chance of getting that thing going at all is hit or miss. Ria? Want to come do it yourself or do you trust me with your underwear?" They both headed for the stairs. Karl settled down on the wide back porch with laptop and briefcase. 

Twenty minutes later Anders was on his way to the door, keys jingling. 

"Feed the slave, someone, would you? And then walk her and chain her up in her stall if you're not using her. I'll be back," he looked at his watch, 

"early afternoon some time." 

The truck started. Val started on the crossword puzzle. Ria glanced over at the cage in the corner, where the small figure crouched. She took the red bowl from the drying rack, poured some cereal into one side, water into the other, and slid it through the cage's slot. "There you go, hunhund. 

Breakfast," she said in Danish. She unbuckled the muzzle and pulled it out from between the bars. Svend piled dishes in the sink and ran water. 

The slave's face, released from its restraint, dipped over the bowl. 

Crunching noises, the clink of wet crockery, pages turning – a peaceful farm kitchen morning. When Svend turned to hang up the last frying pan, he remembered to extract the now empty bowl from the cage and wash it. Then he took an apricot from the bowl on the counter, cut it up and squatted by the cage. "Come, girl," he said in Danish, and fed her the bits one by one, squeezing a tit while he was at it. He squeezed an ass cheek next, and smiled at the sight of the butt plug. That was going to be in place for a while; no one but Anders had the keys to the belt. Svend replaced the muzzle with gentle fingers, pulled the buckle slowly to the required hole, and stood musing over the cage. 

Only three weeks in this weird ménage, and he was losing awareness of the person inside the harness and bars. Never mind the business of making her submit to women. That issue seemed to apply to a walking, talking submissive. Anders' pet was transmuting, devolving into something sweet and sub-human. An animal with human features, like something out of a 397 



 As She’s Told – Anneke Jacob 

fairy tale. What had been an absurd, oddly intriguing game was putting down insidious roots, like a novelty plant that escapes its pot and overruns the garden. Svend found himself overlooking, using or tending the little creature without a second thought. 

This process was rather disturbing. What had become of his usual sardonic detachment? Could it be right, this depersonalization, this discounting of humanity, that allowed them to treat her in ways that humans weren't supposed to be treated? Or was there something psychopathic going on? 

He didn't know. But the roots were spreading. He was far more immersed in this version of reality than he had been a week ago. So much so that the moments of ambiguity had become harder to take, when the slave's eyes made contact out of a naked face, and the intelligent mouth had a look of words unspoken. Svend had come to prefer her in muzzles and bridles, when that mouth wasn't surrounding his cock. 

He unlocked the cage, clipped a lead to the slave's collar and led her out the door. Her smooth flesh swelled temptingly between the straps of her harness. She crawled along, able to move surprisingly well on mitts and kneepads. Her ankles were linked to her belt to prevent her from straightening her legs and getting up. Svend wondered if this was really necessary. It had become hard to imagine the creature making such a move of her own volition. She gave no upward glances from her squat in the dirt. 

He left her on the front porch tethered to the railing, went inside and rummaged through the paraphernalia trunk in the living room. Instead of fighting his impulses, he'd decided he might as well give in and experiment with them. Embrace the experience in its entirety, what the hell. When he returned he had a condom and the full hood and blindfold he'd been looking for. Soon he had a faceless mouth – no eyes above it, puppy or human. He slid the orifice down tightly over his cock and fucked it. 


*** 

 I pushed my chain into a back-and-forth sway, and listened to it creak. 
The taste of latex lingered, interfering with the usual smells of hay and old wood and my own flesh. Leather came through pretty clearly from all the harness on my body and on the wall, or was that the scent of the leather hood lingering on my face and in my hair? 

My brain had managed to climb a notch or two up from animal mode. 
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Shame made my toes curl, clenched my inner thighs right up to my carapaced cunt. I felt a surge around the huge plugs that my master had left me in that morning. 

First there had been something nudging me awake – his foot. Then the tug at my neck, drawing me out of my basket by chain and collar, between his legs. My sleepy eyes had barely glimpsed the cool dawn light before they closed again. But painful experience had taught me to bring myself up to full awareness and not sleep on the job. 

For a few minutes after he came I had dozed again, my head on his thigh. I woke to his hands stroking, murmurs in Danish that sounded like endearments. For all I knew he could have been calling me all the demeaning names in the Danish dictionary, but I responded to the tone like the animal I was, snuggled against him and was happy. 

An early morning walk in the space between the two sheds. There'd been sounds of stirring above us when we returned, but no footsteps on the stairs. I'd braced on elbows and knees, moaning, just as I had done a hundred times, to have the belt removed and relocked with its planted plugs. Harness on and pulled tight, muzzle on. The smack toward the cage. And then I'd dwelt in my kennel, while long legs came and went, while hands tended to me or not. Seeing mostly chair legs, feet, the shadowy underside of the table. 

Aware of those upper, inner planets circling warm around their conversation. 

I was so far into outer darkness as to be barely discernable, the Pluto of this solar system, downgraded from planetary status. Pluto the pet dog, too; the one who walks on all fours and doesn't talk. 

Straw now between my curling toes. Shame at what and who I was. 

Shuddering, abominable, delicious shame. 

Voices outside the stable. The sound of teasing, laughter. Karl and Ria. 

Coming closer. Fear: a thumping presence between my ears. Voices quieting now; going away? My disappointed body strained toward the door. 

Wanting even Ria? Thoughts doubled back on themselves. How odd. I seemed to be adapting to the women somehow. Their proximity and power over me had been deeply upsetting; now, not so much. I knew they had the right to me; that was the main thing. That sense of wrongness was abating. 

And they weren't entirely unknown quantities any more. In any case, my body was so desperate to be handled that the gender of the handler had become secondary. Both genders were usually around; I could and did think 399 



 As She’s Told – Anneke Jacob 

of the female hands as extensions of the male ones. 

Karl and Ria came in after all, and began the process of getting me sunblocked, into pony tack and between the shafts of the two-wheeled trap. 

Ria made me bend, and pressed hard on the butt plug till I heard a snap; as I expected I felt the long tail brushing the backs of my calves. Karl clipped the lines from nipple rings to reins; that particular embellishment had become standard. There were the blinders and bells, even one on my nose ring, so that I jingled and chimed as I was led onto the road. And all this time, apart from some brief exchanges as they handed each other things or advised on the tightness of a girth, they were talking over my head, some conversation that had nothing to do with me. 

Between the obscuring blinkers was a vertical slice of light, banded horizontally: the brown road at my feet, crossed by the green of distant trees, and topped by blue sky. The whip flicked me up to a trot and I jingled along between the shafts, shoulders doing their best with arms folded back. A lash of pain goaded me up to a run, but the pull of the bit quickly hauled me back. The pain was just gratuitous amusement, not a driving technique. I winced and danced a little as the blows fell, but trotted at the speed that the bit dictated. Reins and whip got passed back and forth a couple of times. 

One driver preferred to lay lines across me, and the other was an expert at small, cruel flicks with just the tip; I couldn't tell which was which. 

Every pull at the corners of my mouth drew on nipples as well. The pain was only mild; the additional arousal was something else. My noises became guttural, long before we reached the trees. The impaling objects between my legs moved with me. I could run in them for hours, be whipped round and round the circuit and never come; Anders had long since made sure of this. I was frantic to stand and squirm, no matter how foolish and futile the behaviour. At last we were between the trees, out of the sun. They drove me off the road onto sparse grass well marked by previous wheel marks; this was a favourite spot, with grass and access to the stream. Karl tightened the reins around a branch and gave me some water from the bottle, all the while holding Ria by the waist and biting at her neck. Her hands were in his pants. 

He set the bottle down and grabbed her up, and I could hear them tussling and giggling behind me. Then I caught sight of Ria in the grassy clearing beyond the light screen of scrubby growth to my right, carrying a basket. 

About twenty meters away from me she set it down, and rolled out a blanket. 
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They were having a picnic. 

A breeze filtered through the trees and cooled some of the sweat off me. 

Standing and squirming against the plugs, I waited, and watched through the blinders as they lolled and ate. One step pulled my head back at an angle and drew on harnessed breasts. 

A squirrel came within a couple of feet of my motionless body. I imagined little claws climbing me, and made an attempt to swish my tail, hoping to scare it. It scampered off. After a while Ria went off to the river to rinse some things, and Karl returned to get something from the trap. My feedbag. A chopped-up amalgam as usual, in a basin strapped to a tree trunk. 

With my rein retied around the tree below the basin, the bit out of my mouth and the bell out of my nose, I dipped my head in. There was celery and apple and a few nuts in with the mix; not bad. A hand on my flank would have been a comfort, but Karl was gone. 

When I straightened up again and no longer had the sound of my own crunching in my ears, I could hear splashes and their voices; they were out of sight down at the water. A few minutes later, Ria came through the clearing wrapped in a towel, and dumped some things into the basket. A call from Karl, an agreeing sound from her, and she came up from behind the trap, gave me a drink, shook out a little water to rinse my face, replaced the bit in my mouth and retied the reins to a branch above my head, all in about half a minute. She forgot the nose bell; no complaints from me. Then she was back in the clearing, leaving a scent behind: Jasmine, water, sunscreen, a hint of a sharp cheese, and a lot of arousal. Hers or mine? 

She'd barely touched me. I arched, thrust breasts and buttocks into empty air, not even that stray breeze to caress them. Even that long, soft, slender hand with its lacquer and rings, even that mocking female glance would have been something. An acknowledgement of my presence. Even just an acknowledgement of an animal's consciousness and suffering. They were naked now. Karl's long back showed me its vertebrae and muscle, the hollows at the side of his buttocks. I caught sight of a white breast. Then the swell of Ria's hips, the grip of her thighs as they rolled, off the blanket and back again. He licked, and she arched like a cat; she straddled him and held her breasts out for him to pinch. I could hear the suction of their kisses, the grunting exclamations, the words that demanded and caressed. 

I soaked all this in, enthralled, my breath matched to theirs. Now Karl 401 
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had his hand deep inside her and his mouth on her cunt, and she was screaming. I writhed and shimmied and jingled, and felt the pull at mouth and nipples; I had tried to move more than a step from where I was tied. My tongue worked around the bit. My insides clamped down hard on their intrusions. Insects were discovering my unprotected flesh. The two on the blanket also; they lay back, slapped at each other, laughing. Then they were rolling over and over on the grass. I caught the shine of Ria's breast in a pocket of sunlight, Karl's browner shoulder. Ria began a low purr, which opened out into a long, rising howl ending in an ecstatic "Ah! Ah! Ah!" I shuddered; from the back of my throat, whimpering, came my own empty echo. Then she was on top of him, hands braced on his shoulders. Slowly he turned her around so that she faced his feet, and bit by bit they got to their knees, and then their feet, never losing that connection. His lean brown arm across her waist, he walked her toward the living screen dividing us, and then she had a hand around two saplings and he was holding her by the hips and fucking her from behind, their faces distorted, lost. I could smell them both now, that deep sexual bouquet. This time they both came, and then they sank to the grass below the bushes, and I couldn't lower my head enough to see them any longer. 

A long pause, and then a small "eek!" and a slap. Ria rose in my field of vision, slapping away insects, scratching a mosquito bite on her butt. Karl followed her, scratching his belly and grinning. 

They took the trip back rather slowly, and hardly whipped me at all. I could hear them murmuring to each other, closely entwined on the seat no doubt, in a sweet daze of fulfilment. I thought mode of transportation thoughts. Wordless, lonely, horny pony thoughts. 
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Chapter Thirty-One 

Game of all fours 




That night Anders brought the cage in from the kitchen to serve as a table, and they all played Scrabble by the living room fire. Karl and Ria worked together, shamelessly combing the dictionary for usable words, claiming the handicap of English as a second language. The board itself was on a piece of plywood to prevent it from folding itself through into the space below. But the wooden racks were held in hands or balanced across a couple of bars. Occasionally a tile was dropped, and much groping and pinching was required to retrieve it. At one point Svend's entire rack of seven fell through, and the game was delayed for several minutes. 

"Here we go. Vice. Double word score." Val announced, laying out her tiles. The laughing group laughed harder. 

"I've never seen anything like this," said Anders when they had recovered. "Do you think there's some pattern?" Everyone cracked up again. 

Ria, who had had an extra glass of wine, fell about, unable to get her breath. 

Already the board contained 'top,' 'sling,' 'heel,' 'rear,' and on a triple word score (15 points), 'ow.' 

Svend groaned. "I have nothing. Not even an ordinary word." He considered for a while. "Fuck it." He added an 's' to 'vice' and received general approval, picked up a new letter, fumbled it deftly, mimed dismay and sent his long arm into the cage to get it back. The creature within squeaked and scrambled up to hands and knees, squealed again as helping hands searched her folds for the tile. 

"Ah ha!" Anders gloated. "Finally!" He made 'zoos' using the 's' that Svend had just laid down. "I've had that Z since the second turn. Kinky enough if you put your mind to it." 

"We have our little zoo of one right here," Karl concurred. "Too bad you missed the double letter score." 

"Who's winning?" 

"I lost track. Weren't you keeping score?" 

Before the letters were gone they'd managed to add 'rod' and 'lube' to the board (the last ruled allowable by popular consent), and then Val in a burst of triumph put 'latex' down onto a triple word score. No one had a clue what 403 
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the score was, but all agreed she'd won. 


*** 

 Val and Anders spent a Sunday afternoon exploring the property's several sheds and outbuildings, which were full of tangled, dusty heaps of obsolete farm equipment, discarded furniture, lumber and other odds and ends. The owner had expressed no interest; in addition to the break on rent that Anders was getting for repairs, he was welcome to use or take whatever he wanted from the sheds; the more the better. So far they had unearthed a rusty pump, a grain mill, and an old, well-used butcher block that Anders figured he could find uses for. Val had decided that some heavy old adjustable wrenches were worth cleaning up, as they were better than the ones she had. 
"Look at this." Anders wiped dust from the edge of a slab of wood, about two feet by five, a good two inches thick. "Maple. Good quality. 

Unused, I think. Let's have a look at the grain." He hefted it up from behind the miscellaneous lumber, manoeuvred it out the door and leaned it up against the shed. "Yup, this'll do. I'll have to pick up some urethane.” 

“Do for what?” 

“Another piece of obscure fetish technology; what else?” 

“Jesus, don't you have enough?" 

"Nah," he said. "I'm in the full flower of kink creativity; why quit now?" 

"As long as you can still find your little prize under all the junk." 

"Oh, come on. You get off on it, too. You were into that Scrabble game as much as anybody." 

"Yeah, and I won, too!" 

He chuckled. "A killer instinct. Competitive to the last tile." He picked up the piece of maple and sang a verse from a bawdy old folksong as he headed for the workshop he'd set up. 



  I said, my dear lady, if you're fond of the gaming,  There's one game I know I would like you to learn,  The game it is called The Game Of All Fours…  



"Don't you try your musical wiles on me," said Val. "I'm wise to you country boys." She trailed along, examining her wrenches. 

"How do you know it's a boy singing?" he teased. 
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"Oh, there were dyke deedle-eedle ploughboy songs? I don't think so." 

Anders went into the hot workshop and found what he was after, then took it outside again where there was some breeze and the air was fresh. He set the wood over a couple of trestles across the bumpy roots of a huge oak. 

Leaves were rustling overhead, and he could hear the fast claws of a couple of squirrels. He oiled a cloth and began rubbing the dust off his find. 

"Speaking of things lesbian, how's Maia behaving with you?" 

"Not bad. Her lip service is improving. Between me and Ria, she's catching up on some of that basic training that's been so shamefully neglected." Val fetched some WD-40 for the wrenches, set them on an old oil drum and began to loosen their arthritic joints. "Your straight-arrow baby's stopped freezing up on us.” 

“You don't say." He had noted this for himself. 

"She's not exactly eager for it. We're part of her dom scenery now. I'll have to ratchet things up a little or I'll get bored." 

Anders looked up from his wiping, eyebrows raised. "I thought all this was way beyond your tastes already." 

"Not my ideal direction," Val said. "But I do like taking a girl where she doesn't think she wants to go, and watching her find out how much she needs it.” 

“Needs what? The act, or being taken?" 

"The second is a lot more interesting. I've used up dozens of the first kind. No doubt they've gone on to lighten the lives of innumerable butch dykes." 

"You're such a community benefactor. What have they given you, a dozen toasters by now?" 

Val ignored this. Anders smiled to himself and wielded his rag slowly, watching the apricot-hued grain emerge. "I take it my girl is the second kind." 

"Uh huh. It's all about the journey in her case." She looked over at the heavy plank. "So what have you got in mind there?" 

"Well you know, it occurred to me during the Scrabble game. The cage was okay as far as it went. But it didn't require much of her except to curl up and be decorative. Except, of course, when Svend dropped letters in there." 

"Not just Svend." 

"Yeah, how hard did you pinch her, anyway? She's got black and blue 405 
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marks all over her.” 

“Hard enough to get her to move her sweet little butt. Boo hoo." 

Anders grinned. "Anyway, she'll need to work a little harder next time." 

"Why not?" Val wiped her hands and came over to examine the board. 

"Not bad. By the way, did you get hold of that Schaeffer guy?" 

"I did." 

"Any good?" 

"Might be," he said. "We're talking. He's interested." 

"Cool." 

"Yeah, yeah. Might all come to nothing." 

"Just look out that some kind of power and control out in the real world doesn't make you lose interest in your little ménage. Or menagerie, I should say." 

Anders shook his head. "Won't happen. What, are you after a piece of her?" 

Val grimaced. "Christ, no. Anything that dependent? Spare me. I'll help you out with her, you know, like a good buddy should, but I'd never want that kind of responsibility, even part-time." 

"Good, because I'm not giving her away." He turned the board over and started on the other side. "So you still think I do all this out of frustration with my failures. Stoking up my inadequate ego and so on; is that it?" 

She snorted. "Oh, relax. Who wouldn't use some kind of power at home to make up for all the shit out there." 

"A lot of people." He examined a knot in the grain. "But the question is whether I do. Or whether they're two separate tracks I follow." 

"You don't think you put more energy into this stuff when you're blocked somewhere else?" 

"That, maybe." He put down his rag and stared at the thick, deeply-furrowed bark on the tree beside him. A tiny insect was making its way over one ridge and down into the next. "But this isn't some minor diversion, some little hobby that I can take or leave. Whatever happens out there." 

"Yeah, no shit. You think too fucking much, Thygesen, you know that? 

You're a head case, you're happy, leave it." Val sighted along the plank, and rubbed a thumb over the grain. "This is good and straight. Trim this end and it would make a nice coffee table.” 

“You read my mind." 
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*** 

 Karl stood at the kitchen window. A rainy Wednesday morning. "I was going to fish, but this is too wet, even for fishing," he remarked to Anders. 
"And the pony would be miserable.” 

“Yeah. Damn, I was going to get some of the squash and potatoes in." 

"A day for staying close by the fire, I would say. Ria doesn't even want to get out of bed." Neither she nor Svend had put in an appearance. Val was in the city, this being a weekday, helping a Church Street juice bar double its floor space. 

Anders glanced at the books and papers Karl had stored in a ragged heap on the sideboard. "Are you going to do some work, then?" 

Karl warded off the thought with violently waving forearms. "No, no! 

Not today! I have had enough of sleep loss for now. Especially since I can no longer relate; I have been sleeping extravagantly!" Karl narrowed his eyes and stretched until all his joints popped, then dropped into one of the fireside armchairs and sagged like a farmer after a long day in the fields. "It is so relaxing, doing all this scening at home in normal hours.” 

“I told you. The joys of domesticity.” 

“Yes, it is very charming. I never thought I would come to this." 

"Getting old, Karl. Sedentary habits. Never mind. In another month you and Ria will be completely bored and healthy and ready to get hollow-eyed back at the clubs." 

"Indeed," Karl yawned. He glanced at the cage in the corner. "So? Can we have some entertainment for a rainy day?" 

"Of course. What's your pleasure?" 

"Well, you must first tell me," Karl said, looking up at the ceiling above his head, "what is the purpose for the eye bolts you put in those beams." 

Anders looked up, considered. "I thought we might need to hang a little game.” 

“Interesting, given that we none of us hunt or have brought a gun.” 

“Braids of garlic?" Karl sniffed. "I would rather hang game. Where is the equipment?" 

Half an hour later they had the hunhund hanging by her wrists and ankles before the fire, looking very much like something captured in the woods. The belt was off for a change; Karl had promised to be very careful. 

They took turns with Anders' favourite flogger, until the upraised ass and 407 
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thighs were moderately red and the slave was crying into her muzzle. Anders went to the coffee pot. "A little rest. Let her simmer. You want more coffee?” 

“Yes, thanks." 

They sat at the kitchen table and rested their eyes on the dangling figure. 

"Here we are in that secluded country house," said Karl, "doing our wicked will on her." Anders laughed. "I forgot about that. What prescience on your part.” 

“Your delusions about total control were not so deluded after all.” 

“She's certainly not about to walk away." 

"Not with those tags you have on her. Someone would return her for sure.” 

“Or call from the pound so I could pick her up." 

Karl's eyes followed the lines of the slender form, and he nodded appreciatively. "She is quite lovely," he said. "You are a lucky fellow." 

"My little prize, Val calls her." 

"That is not sarcasm?" 

Anders looked at his cousin, surprised. "Not from me. She is an incredible prize. And this summer – well, this is the logical extreme, isn't it? 

I've actually made it happen.” 

“It is coming up to expectations, is it?" 

"It is, you know. How can that be? Incredible. I can't help questioning sometimes." 

Karl rolled his eyes. "Here it comes," he said. "Cassandra, that killjoy. 

Can't you see, her function is finished now? You have been as careful as can be. You used your luck and good management and you earned the prize. 

Leave those threads of Mormor in Copenhagen where they belong, and be a real hedonist for once." 

"Val tells me I'm a happy head case and to shut up.” 

“She's right." 

Anders drank some coffee, sat silent for a minute, and looked at Karl. 

"You know me. On the face of it, how likely was it that I would ever be able to live a life of anything but makeshifts and frustration?" 

Head to one side, Karl eyed his cousin and considered this. "I'm not so sure. You have much will, so many resources…there would have been compensation. And one adapts, even if life does not offer perfection. 
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Perhaps you would have done that. Ria and I have adapted, and we are very happy. But – you aren't someone who bends very easily. So, okay, if I had had to predict about you, I would not have been very hopeful. Not that you would be truly satisfied.” 

“And yet here she is, and I am – myself." 

Karl smiled. "I'm glad. And you are of course doing the same for her. 

She seems to be thriving in a remarkable way. Like one of those strange species at the volcanic ocean vents. Lovers of extremes of heat and pressure." 

Anders nodded. "Good analogy." 

"And so I wonder if she will get the bends when she must go back up into the world.” 

“Not if I'm careful. Take her up slowly." 

Karl took one of the zucchini muffins that Anders had baked the day before and tore off the top. "Will you be sorry when the summer is over?" he asked. "Would you rather keep her in this way?" 

"No. Eight weeks is long enough; she'll need to come up for air. Be a person again, at least some of the time. And I would miss her conversation, you know, if this was all she got to be.” 

“True," Karl said through a mouthful of muffin. He rolled his eyes toward the mitted hands in their restraints. "You know, eight weeks without using her hands, that is rather extreme." 

Anders laughed. "She's been trying to pick up bits of straw with her toes. Very cute.” 

“Is she any good at it?” 

“No, completely inept. It makes me hot just watching her try." 

Karl's eyes twinkled. "So," he said, "just the summer then. Perhaps next summer again?" 

"Absolutely; if I can, I will." 

"We could use a few more of those. Fill the stable." 

Anders' smile became one-sided. "That would be interesting. Given that very few would go to the same extreme. A kinky weekend being locked up and harnessed to a cart; some stockbroker's dream fantasy. And then off home in his BMW. I could charge admission.” 

“Don't be so superior. Not everyone must be so immersed as you and your property there. Other serious slaves exist in the world. And she could 409 
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use the company, don't you think?” 

“Hmm." 

"You aren't convinced." Karl swallowed the last of the muffin and took a peach out of a bowl. 

Anders considered, conflict evident in his face. At last he said, "The fact is, I like this. I like her to be the only animal among humans. The intensity is so much greater. Nothing gets watered down." 

Karl waved his free hand in a dismissive gesture of capitulation. "You must of course define the terms. Control everything." 

Anders snorted. "This surprises you? If you and Ria rent an Illinois farmhouse next year and supply the slaves, you'll make your own rules. In the meantime…." He got up and lightly pinched the glowing buttocks. Then he ran his fingers up and down the slippery labia. The slave squirmed and rocked, and her knees widened. Anders checked her hands and feet to make sure they were warm, and then picked up a paddle. 

The sounds brought Ria and then Svend downstairs at last. They took a hand, in between bites of breakfast. For the next little while they all took turns with available instruments, including a violet wand, which made the creature squeal and thrash in desperation in her attempts to get away from it, and then to find it again. 

The rain continued its steady drumming in the eaves. Anders decided it was time to shift the slave to the butcher block he'd found in the shed. It stood solidly on four sturdy legs, and with some rounding and considerable sanding, now fitted her well. She lay over it face down with her arms and legs fastened, handy for whatever came to mind. They read, cooked and kept themselves amused one way and another. 

But by dinnertime cabin fever had set in. The slave got locked in her stall and the four of them went into town, ready to see whatever movie was playing at the Regent, no matter how terrible. 


*** 

   The sun was hot against my hips; my back was sweating under the weight of the baskets. A whistle brought my head up; I crawled along the edge of the garden plot, along the long line to which my tether was linked, toward the towering figure of my master. He had long, bright-yellow objects depending from between his fingers, and some thicker green ones cradled in the other arm. More squash. 
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Mud-coated kneepads and mitts rather clogged my progress. The rain from yesterday still lingered in the low places. I reached my master's dusty jeans and felt the vegetable weight on my back increase. The squash was going into the large basket resting on my spine. Two smaller panniers hung against my ribs. My master's long legs moved back into the rows, and I stared between my mitts at the mud, past the narrow chain that swung from my nose ring; my link to the long horizontal line at my side. 

The click of a tongue came from behind me. Carefully I turned toward my tether and around, back the way I had come. Another towering figure, Svend this time, with a lumpy, dusty bag in his hand, which he emptied into the pannier nearest him. I caught the cellar smell of potatoes. 

Ria was picking her way along a row toward me, holding a basket with bright orange peppers, and broccoli in deep green. She wore gardening gloves and looked immaculate. I dropped my eyes, painfully conscious of the nose chain, of mud to my elbows and bridle-induce drool. The spotless legs appeared in my peripheral vision on my other side, and the weight on that side gently increased. I felt a touch along my temple. A strand of hair that had escaped and been worrying at my face was drawn back and tucked into its band. There was a sound of water in a bottle, and then a spout pushed past my bit. I gulped at it. The hand, gloveless, appeared stationary before my mouth, commanding an animal's grateful lick, and my tongue meekly obeyed. 

Ria straightened, and there was a sudden swish and a slice across my rear; a cry blurted from my mouth at the unexpected blare of anguish. The hand appeared again, blurry through a thick and instant screen of tears, and I licked it far more fervently than before. She squatted down, swung my head round hard by the ear to face her, and spoke quietly to me in a sing-song tone of casual, cruel mockery. Then she walked away. 

My ear throbbed, my ass throbbed far worse. And I had a sudden vision of how eager and abject I might be, given another chance. By Ria. That cold, judgmental bitch whose touch for weeks had turned me to stone had metamorphosed into something else. Something with power; a hard, hurricane-force wind peeling the roof off my hidden resentment. 


*** 

 It was twilight Friday night by the time Val parked her pickup round the back and came in through the kitchen door. She followed the voices into the 411 
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living room and walked in to a chorus of greeting. Then she did a double take, and snorted. 

"Thought you'd be here soon," Anders said. "Beer's in the fridge. Or there's schnapps. Still some dinner, too." 

"Beer's fine; I'll get it." She dumped her bag down on a chair by the door. "I see you finished your coffee table." 

"Yup." 

Val took in the thing from different angles. The slab's edges had been cut down and jigsawed to more or less follow the outlines of the slave on whose back it rested. The weight still must have been considerable; the slave's arms and legs had the look of bracing beneath the burden. Tight straps bound the polished wood to the little body, holding that body firmly horizontal. The bridled head was pulled back into an inward curve behind the neck; the head's weight forced the bit gag deep into the mouth. On the table were three beer steins, a wineglass, a wine bottle, a bowl of mixed nuts, a small pile of change, some playing cards and a riding crop. 

Val ran an assessing hand over the top and edges. "That's an okay grain. 

And a nice finish," she said. "Not so sure about the legs; they might get wobbly." 

"Ve haf vays of keeping zem s-s-steady," said Svend, waving the crop. 

"Five card stud, eh?" 

"Come, Val, join us," said Ria. "What shall we give her to keep her change in? All our hooks are occupied." 

Val bent to see. A little basket hung from the collar ring, and two from nipple clips. She laughed. There was a different arrangement at the other end; a cylindrical magnet hung from a clip on one of the naked labia, with coins stuck to it like barnacles. This was Anders' cache; he had established himself in that position as guardian to keep the stimulation within bounds. 

Generously he offered Val another clip and magnet to hang on the other side. Beer in front of her, cards in hand, Val rapidly checked out the competition. Svend's face was an open book, and he only took a hand seriously when he had decent cards; a dead giveaway. Ria was a complete tyro, still asking the respective value of straight and flush, and showing her cards to Karl for advice. Karl had the false confidence that came from cleaning up in undergrad games; him she marked as a fish. Anders was her only competition. A head like ice and no tells. 
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Karl managed to rake in a few small pots, and Svend had a wild but lucky hand or two, but inexorably the weights of the caches shifted toward the rear. Every ante up led to serious shudders in the table legs, and it took increasing effort with the crop to subdue them. Those who folded found other games to play beneath the table while they waited for the next hand. 

The atmosphere was becoming increasingly rowdy, like something out of a bawdy old Hogarth print. 

"Would you guys focus, for Christ's sake?" said Val. "Svend, are you in or not?" 

"I wish." 

Ria elbowed him. "Behave. Val takes poker very seriously." 

"This is serious. We could buy several bags of chips for what she's got there." 

"She has taken my laundry money, the shark!" 

"No, that was Anders." 

"Anyone got change of a quarter?" 

"The table's moving again. This could be a séance." 

"Ooh, what a good idea!" 

"Earthquake! Someone make it stop; the pot is rolling away." 

Instead of the crop, Val reached down into the basket beside the couch, brought out a narrow paddle and gave the squirming butt before her several loud and resounding smacks. The resulting quiet had everyone except Val silently grinning; the game resumed. 

When Val and Anders had split the available silver between them, Ria pressed for the séance idea. Lights lowered, they held hands and called on the spirit of Pauline Réage. Pauline made her presence known via a good many ghostly squeals and whimpers, apparently channelling O for them. The number of mediums with their feet under the table was probably a record. 

When it came to the Marquis de Sade, however, Anders baulked; the man was a psychopathic child molester and murderer, unwelcome in his house, by whatever means he might enter. So they drew cards for what to do next with the coffee table, and Karl won. 


*** 

 I was losing it. My body would not keep still. 
I could have handled being a table; an interesting function, actually. I could have done well enough, even with all the tugs and torments, had it not 413 
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been for the nakedness of my cunt, which was driving me out of my tiny mind. 

His hands there. Adjusting, tugging, pinching. So close. I could feel the air currents every time he or Val picked up their cards. The aching weights seemed to open me wider and wider. A train tunnel, abandoned by the railroad, all traffic diverted. 

The layer of containment was gone. I was exposed, my body reacting without leave from any remaining brain function. Punishment hardly stilled me. Pain was just taking me further out of my mind, away from the most basic obedience. 

Then came the séance, and all the feet nudging, toes pinching, weights swaying. One foot curved for a moment beneath my hip and over my pubic bone; I almost howled. 

There was a long, noisy pause after the lights came up. Gradually the confusion resolved into two deep voices in the corner in discussion: Karl and my master. Val was still sitting at my rear, shuffling cards above my hips; I could hear the ruffle and snap, feel the slight pressure as she gathered them up. The others were up and moving around, taking glasses and bottles off to the kitchen. I heard popcorn popping, and then I could smell it over the wine someone had spilled. 

More comings and goings, Anders' legs walking out of the room and back in again. A little banging around at the window. He came to me and gently took the labia clamps off, but not the ones on my nipples. The baskets were gone at least. I throbbed. 

They lifted the thing off my back. I felt like a turtle without a shell, though I was grateful for the chance to flex my neck. Black Beauty with the checkrein off. Karl took me by the ring at the back of my collar and tugged me over to the other side of the room, beneath a long pole propped at an angle from floor to windowsill. There was a little eyebolt below the window, where floor met wall. He arranged me with the pole parallel to my spine, with my tail at the low end, then threaded a cord through the eyebolt and tied it to the clips on my nipples, pulling my chest down almost to the floor. 

Then he linked my wrists behind my back. I crouched on chest and folded knees, chewing my bit gag and wondering what all this was in aid of. 

To my left, Svend and Val were rearranging furniture, swinging the couch around, bringing a chair into line with it, all facing me. They sat 414 
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down, as did Ria and Karl, and they passed around bowls of popcorn. I could hear the crunching, and the place smelled like a movie theatre. All they needed were some liquorice Nibs. I had an audience for whatever it was. 

My master stood on my other side. I felt the end of a rod of some kind prodding beneath my hip, and I lifted it accordingly The rod continued to tap, and I raised my hips higher, until my tailbone was up against the slanting pole. It was fixed somehow, not moving. 

Lashes slashed down and my ass retreated hurriedly. But the rod continued its impatient prodding. Up again, slash again, retreat again. The implement was a cat with thin, stinging cords. I sucked in breath, whimpered. Again the rod prodded me upward, more painfully this time; the deep voice at my side hard and insistent. My butt raised itself up obediently to the pole and held still and cringing for the next lash. Now the rod tapped beneath my public bone. Further up? Oh, god, this was going to hurt. I hollowed the small of my back and tipped my pelvis, so that the pole was between my ass cheeks, and let out a shriek as the lashes fell on the flesh thus exposed. On the next one my flinching buttocks tried to recoil, but the relentless rod tapped even harder. More? How? I arched higher still, and now it wasn't my asshole against the pole, but the place where my cunt lips began. 

I shuddered and groaned through two more applications of whipcord, glued to the pole, the sting introducing itself to more newly exposed areas. 

The rod wasn't done with me yet. Desperately I arched, my chest grinding into the floor, nipples screaming in their clips. With great effort I slid myself a little further up the pole, which was now between my cunt lips. The cat scourged, and I clenched and almost twisted away, but held – and rubbed. 

Grunts I hardly recognized issued from deep in my belly. Away to my left, the sound of laughter, catcalls, cheers, jeers. Please…please let me…oh, god…. 

Liquid, the pole slid along my snatch. Red pain fell scattershot, thick threads and flicks of agony. More, I needed more…before the god of my life could act on his next whim, before I was parted from the one thing I lacked. 

Frantically I strained, finding the last possible centimeter of flex. And touched my clit for a moment to the pole. 

I screamed. Heard a mocking chorus, glasses ringing together. 

Extreme effort beneath that scourge that stung without mercy. Again 415 
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that moment of contact, that pure, unbearable, slippery tone, like being inside the sweetest of bells. My body reached back and up in a frenzy, and at last was there: full contact. Straining, shaking, paralyzed between ecstasy and the punishing cords. 

And their increasing rhythm took me over the edge. In that instant, falling past the excruciating threshold, nothing existed except a gargantuan, reverberating gong of pure sensation. 

The moment faded into a deep, slow throb, like a giant's footsteps receding beyond the horizon. Once again the applause and laughter reached me. Tears and the pain of scored flesh swelling. When the boots appeared through the blear of tears I licked them fervently, abjectly. Then did the rounds of the gods' company, offering all appropriate gratitude with my tongue for their derision. 
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Chapter Thirty-Two 

Through the Keyhole 




"So what did the guy say?" 

"Schaeffer? He's in." Anders leaned on a door frame, arms crossed, watching Graham rekey a lock. "He ran down a list of possibles with me, a lot I've never heard of. Sounded quite optimistic, actually." 

Graham slid out the cylinder plug and picked up his pliers. "Still non-profit, right?" 

"Yes, for sure. It would have to be someone's tax write-off. Once it's underway we'd link to some existing services." 

"You gave this guy the plans?" 

"Uh huh. Sample plans, budgets. He's already tracked down reports on similar stuff they've done elsewhere, some news clips too. He'll turn it all into some slick Power Point whizbang thing." 

Graham looked up from his pins and springs and gave his friend an amused glance. "Insufficiently organic, huh?" 

"Whatever gets the job done. I've had it with trying to do this on my own.” 

“Never thought you'd give any ground on that one." 

"Jesus, I shouldn't have had to! Something as obvious as this, to be blocked by those asshole protocol-suckers, without one of them having the guts to just come out and say, 'We don't give a shit, let them freeze –'" 

"All right, all right; I know." 

Anders ran a hand along the door frame. "It was Maia's idea, actually. 

Amazing, her capacity to cut through the crap in my head." 

"She's a clever one all right." Graham checked the key he was using and inserted the last pin. "So what's Schaeffer get out of it?" 

"Well, he claims to believe that the cause is a good one." 

"He's doing it for free?" 

"Cost. Just presentation materials and transportation. Apart from that, I can't say. One more notch in his belt, proving he can make things happen?" 

"No harm in that," said Graham. "Not if he can really deliver." He slid the lock back into the door and the knob in after it. 

"I guess not," Anders shrugged. "One slick character." 
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"You don't trust him?" 

"You know the type. Suit, smooth talker, looks you in the eye and uses your name a lot. Makes me question what his real agenda is. Makes me distrust him on sight, to tell you the truth." 

"That kind of thing can get to be a bit of a tic for those guys. Putting on the sincere act, I mean. Doesn't mean he's not." 

"Maybe. Anyway, Jake says he's okay, he's done good stuff for them. 

And there's no denying the guy's got connections." 

Graham tested the new keys, and satisfied, tucked them into an envelope and began to put his gear away. "Here you go. Tell Val I'll send her an invoice. Listen, that contraption of yours is going to take a little longer than I thought. Kristen's back at work and there's only so much time between jobs and looking after the kids." 

"No rush. I don't really want it till the fall anyway, so take your time." 

The contraption in question was a metal and leather framework that would attach to Maia's collar and belt and keep her nipples pinched and pulled forward. A perfect thing to make her wear when she was on her feet offering service; he could even add a small tray to it. But at this point she was on hands and knees more than she was upright; it could wait. 

"How's the other equipment holding up? Have the hitches given you any trouble?" 

"No, they're good. All the metalwork is holding up very well. The cuffs might be ready for new liners in a few months." Anders smiled, his eyes contemplating something back at the farm. "You should have seen her the other day. A bit of grit got between her wrist and the cuff. She held it up to me and whimpered just like a dog with a thorn." 

Graham smiled a little. "How about the chastity belt, is it lasting?” 

“Yes, the quality really was good; worth the wait as it turned out.” 

“That little shield's obsolete, then." 

"Not quite; she's in it right now as a matter of fact. Val and Ria have her at the moment and they wanted a bit more access." 

"Both of them? I thought you said Ria was down east." Ria had been in Halifax interviewing female fire fighters for her next documentary. 

"She just got back. Now Karl's in Chicago meeting with his supervisor, and Svend's here talking to magazine editors, trying to drum up business. 

Val would be here too if I wasn't covering for her. It's not so easy to take all 418 
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this time off." 

"Everyone on the move. Except for one, of course." 

"Well, naturally she's a fixture. I wouldn't mind being there myself to see what the girls are getting up to, but that's the way it's worked out. I'll hear about it afterwards. Val can be a real raconteur when the mood takes her. You should come up yourself some time; what about it?" Graham opened and closed the latches on his toolbox, and then opened and closed them again. He shook his head. 

"No, huh? You'd enjoy it, you know. Just sightseeing if you like; no touching if you don't want to. A pony ride…." 

"Stop!" Graham raised both his hands toward his ears. "I can't. 

Honestly. Christ knows I want to. A pony ride, my god!" His pained eyes briefly gleamed, and he put the heels of his hands over them as if to block out this vision. "I really can't. That one time, you know, I couldn't stop thinking about her. And what you do to her. What I'd like to do to her. It obsessed me for months." He dropped his hands, crossed his arms and stared grim-faced at the floor. "It's not fair to Kristen." 

Anders winced. Graham had made his choices a long time ago; what had he been thinking? "Hell. You're right. I'm sorry." 

"Not your fault; I agreed to cover for you in emergencies. I didn't think it through. It's unbelievably tempting; thanks for the offer, but it's not anything I could tell Kristen about. So," he sighed, "I can't. God knows I hate to say it, but – I've got to live with myself. Decent husbands don't have secret lives; that's the bottom line." 

"And decent friends don't tempt them to. No more. I'm sorry. Svend can take your keys. What about the kink equipment, do you want to stop?" 

"No, no, that's okay; she knows I do that." 

"All right. Do you want me to stop telling you this stuff, though?" 

"No, it's – I can justify – I mean, she doesn't expect me to recite every conversation I have to her. It's just actual – you know, being there myself. Is a bit – infidelitous, shall we say." 


*** 

   In the gloom beneath the kitchen table, crouching between two pairs of legs, I waited for scraps. One pair was bare and crossed, with long slender calves and toenails manicured a deep purple. The shorter pair wore jeans and beat-up leather boots planted wide, with wide-open laces. A blunt-fingered 419 
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hand waved a sliver of toast at me; I took it in my teeth and crunched. 

English conversation up above. Something about firefighters. I could easily imagine Ria in a fire station, enslaving the brawn right out of their rubber boots. The conversation had to be a continuation of an earlier one I hadn't heard, perhaps last night when I'd been in my stall. They'd been outside, welcoming Ria back from wherever she'd got to. I'd also heard them out there a little later, looking at stars. I'd lain as far out from the wall as my chain would allow, and managed to see three through my window; three parsimonious little stars. Then one slipped past the window frame and I could see two. The full sky must look beautiful, this far from city lights. 

Beautiful, to a human with the freedom to look up. Which I was not. 

Long slender fingers held a slice of tomato. I took it into my mouth. It was very tasty; one of the farm's own, no doubt. I'd been carrying baskets of them on my back on and off for days. There were little smacking noises: Ria licking her fingers, and then she went on about the fire fighters. 

"What I want to show is the toughness and the daring, you know, but I keep tripping over cases of harassment." 

"All those poor chicks on disability after finding their fire boots full of shit." 

"That's right. Well, I do feel for them, it wasn't just once but over and over, threats and harassment from those little pricks, their colleagues, but that is not the story I want to tell.” 

“Did that turn up with the fisherwomen thing too?" 

"A little, yes, but the women were older and great storytellers, so very strong on screen; that was what came through." 

"Hey, this is a great shot here. The soot showing the muscle definition." 

Val's fingers appeared with something dark and lumpy; I sniffed briefly and devoured it. A nice chunk of muffin. Gleefully I licked my lips. I got much tastier food when my master was away. It was the only good side to his absences. No one else bothered to chop up bland stuff to remind me I was a pony; instead I got scraps of whatever was going. 

Still, I missed him fiercely. There'd been almost no cuddle that morning after he'd used me; he'd been off and out the door. Where was everyone anyway? No masculine voice anywhere in the house. The truck had gone off early and hadn't come back. 

"Shall we?" Ria was saying above me. She pulled me out by the collar 420 
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and clipped on a leash. I felt oddly light in the tail; I had become accustomed to the weight of the chastity belt, but all that I was carrying was the thin shell over my vulva, held on by rings. A naked feeling. My master had scrubbed and shaved me before settling me in my stall the night before; I felt his soapy, slippery hands…. 

The collar yanked. I crawled, following minimal but expensive sandals. 

Perhaps Svend was on the porch, though there were no keyboard noises. 

No Svend. Had he gone with Anders? Karl I knew was away. Only the women, then? Down the front steps and onto the path I crawled, the boots on my left sauntering, making their mark on the dirt and grass. 

Just the women. I'd known, really, since the truck pulled away. No echo or scent of the men anywhere. They'd left me alone with the women. All of them, but especially my master, had abandoned me to the mercy of Val and Ria. The tasty morsels turned to lumps of lead in my belly. 

The cold would creep over me. The point would slip away. All that would remain would be flavourless obedience, unripe fruit with no weight or sweetness. And my inner brat would probably surface, and get her butt seriously whipped. 

I seemed to be past the stage of embarrassment anyway; let's face it, I had progressed way too far into abject animal-land to fret about being judged. Their scorn was my portion, that's all; a very nice and fitting portion, too. Well deserved, badly needed. Criticism and resistance were, it seemed to me, for human beings. I was beyond trying to be human. 

Still, when Ria came out and put a little saddle on my back, and yanked my head around with one of the more severe bits deep in my mouth, I could feel the old resentment rising in my chest, something I wouldn't have felt if it had been a man's hand. She straddled me, and then she chirruped and struck my ass lightly with something slim and whippy. I crawled. She was heavy but bearable, though she was at least balancing herself with her feet on either side, and perhaps taking some of the weight there. Once around in a circle, twice around. 

The men would never be able to ride me like this; they were all much too tall and heavy. 

Ria was long but light. It wasn't so bad. 

"Try the stirrups," said Val. 

This made us top heavy and easy to unbalance. I had to work much 421 
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harder to move evenly, and had to take more of the little whip. Sweat began to prickle my neck and sides. On the next trip round I staggered slightly toward the outer part of the circle; the bridle and a hard stripe on that flank corrected me. 

Val stood outside our circular track, watching and advising Ria to push me harder. The knees at my sides squeezed, the weight on my back urged; I crawled faster. 

Then they changed places. The load wasn't much different; Val was a good deal shorter, but way stockier and more muscled. Still, less height made for better balance. This was offset by the harsher hand on the reins, which kept my head pulled back as if by a check rein; also by the harder hand on the whip. 

"Come on, move your butt! Some pony you are; I'd get better action from kids' ride at the mall. Don't you dare slow down; move!" 

Tears prickled. Criticism was for animals after all. Val turned and brought her whip down on me so hard that my hips twisted, almost unbalancing her. Then she really gave it to me; I wept all right. 

From some buried place came a growing desire to buck this female off my back. She must have sensed this; her grip tightened and the blows got harder. Round we went, with me panting and squealing through a mouth pulled wide by the bit, unable to see the ground in front of me. My ribs were heaving against the tightly clamped knees. She had me; my every twitch was controlled. 

My body did as it was bid, and I felt myself squeezed as if through a keyhole, compressed and reduced and forced through an impossibly tiny aperture. No chance. No choice either. Ria had another turn, and she, too, gave me no room to manoeuvre. They added heavy nipple bells and clipped a long lead to them to keep me in a clean circle. One and then the other kept at me. "Like a pretty pony in the park – head up! Show off your ass! Up high!" Ria said, with a mean little crack of the whip. It struck the chastity shield among other things, and I cried and vibrated like a gong. 

And I didn't want her off; I didn't want either of them off, I wanted to go on and on, with their legs squeezing me to breathlessness and their clever hands in charge. No! I nearly reared. No! 

My head was jerked back, and pain was applied to my haunches like wicked paint. We were at a standstill, and I was sobbing. Then something 422 



 As She’s Told – Anneke Jacob 

was up against my thighs, rough like denim. Something hard and slippery prodded at my asshole. The grip on the reins shifted and tightened, and Ria murmured something I couldn't hear. A long, thick object slid into me, out a little, in, the jeans pressed up against my ass. Against my welts I could feel leather and flesh and the hard metal edges of a zipper. 

"Like fucking a centaur," Val murmured. Ria was making small noises of her own, and gently rocking. 

And surely this was beyond bearing. Could there be anything worse than being ridden, up, down, sideways and up the ass by women, without a man in sight? And knowing that if speech had been my province I would have begged for more? Feeling my flesh pulse and plead, drinking in the mix of female scents. Not unripe fruit after all, but salty and rich. They had me. I was through the impossible aperture to the other side. 

They let me lick them, and this task I performed with the eagerness of a dog. I licked anything they put in front of my face, and I squirmed, and whined for more. 


*** 

 It had been a cool day of hard wind and rapid clouds that had the edge of approaching autumn. Anders had spent the day getting in the last of the vegetables, including baskets of green tomatoes that he hoped to ripen at home, or failing that, make into chutney. The house was cold and drafty; that evening everyone was happy to congregate in the living room and feed the fire. No point in getting the central heating going for one night; Anders wasn't even sure it was operational. 
Over dinner they argued about overpopulation. In the living room the conversation meandered through immigration and xenophobia, to the loss of community inherent in bad housing policy. While he talked, Anders plugged his slave thoroughly, and dressed her in the tight lycra top with the breasts cut out. She crawled about on the points of knees and elbows, Ria having on a whim wrapped each doubled-up limb tightly in strips of soft cotton. 

Anders had added the padding to protect her joints from the hard floor. He watched, amused, as his pet made her awkward way from hand to hand, taking a tidbit here, a squeeze there. 

One more evening to enjoy her in company, and then he would have her all to himself again. It was time. He wanted that little body back in his bed. 

Maybe he'd do that tonight, what the hell. Keep them both warm. 
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She had settled down like a cat by the fire, bound knees and elbows tucked under her. But she was up in an instant at a finger snap, scuttling over to Val, head down and bottom up, whimpering and straining for the piece of apple held out of her very limited reach. Anders smiled, proud of her. That self-conscious intellect was tucked completely away. What he'd made her she was – the whole product, juicy and undivided. 

Karl, a newspaper on the floor between his feet, was dangling a piece of chicken left over from dinner and saying "Up!" The slave responded to the few Danish commands Anders had figured she would learn, and probably a few more. With difficulty she managed to balance herself on knees alone, little arms waving, and then she wobbled and fell forward onto the newspaper. "Come on, up!" Karl said again. On the third try she managed to get the chicken in her teeth. She dropped it on the newspaper and began to eat it. 

The night before, they had jammed for hours on every instrument they owned. Including, of course, his bell holder. He'd experimented with heavier bells and some interesting woody noisemakers, adding in the rattle of seeds and the swish of sand to their improvisations. It was sometimes hard to distinguish his slave's wail from the fiddle's. 

"Here, girl." Rapidly the little limbs tottered toward him. He lifted her by the elbows, propped them on his knees and examined her, touched her here and there. She looked up at him out of big eyes, aroused to desperation already, no doubt by this new binding. A lovely idea; he already had plans to use it at home. Anders pulled the swollen nipples toward him and just held them for a minute or so, glancing at her face while he described the London East End relocations in the fifties. Then he set her elbows back on the floor, went off and returned with nipple stretchers. Just the sight of them agitated her; once they were on she was frantic. The five of them made themselves hot chocolate and mulled some red wine, read, and argued about the causes of the U.S. subprime mortgage crisis. Val could cite chapter and verse on institutionalized corporate greed. Anders insisted that a good half of the foreclosures had been due to homeowners being bankrupted by uninsured health care costs; for this reason the world financial crisis was the fallout of the lack of universal health care in the U.S. As they moved into the politics of health care, they snapped fingers at the hunhund, tweaked and squeezed and pushed her aside when they'd had enough. They kept the living room 424 
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door closed as they went in and out, in order to keep the heat in and the creature on the floor from wandering. 

As usual Svend was the first to unzip. But everyone used that eager mouth more than once in the course of the evening. It was the last night, and they were saying goodbye to this strange and enjoyable fellowship. Who knew when they'd ever be able to do this again? 

When it happened that no one had used his slave for ten minutes or so, Anders looked into the shadows next to the fireplace where she huddled. 

There she squirmed helplessly, lost to all shame. He snapped his fingers, and when she was before him he muzzled her firmly. Then he took out his keys, and opened up the chastity belt. 

Released from belt and plugs she turned and stared at him, baffled. He smiled. "Go on," he said in Danish. Her confused brow didn't smooth. She tottered away a few steps and then turned and looked back at him again, exactly like a dog that's been let into a room that's normally off limits. 

"Naked cunt at 12 o'clock!" Svend called out. "What the hell?" 

"Yes, what are you doing, Mr. Thygessen?" demanded Ria. "Since when do you let the dog out?" 

"It's the last night. She's been a good dog. And a fine pony, too. A little reward for good behaviour. Just ignore that end of her for now; let's see what she does." 

The whole exchange had been in Danish. Val observed it all, guessing shrewdly at what was going on. She could see the slave shaking, all the way from the other side of the room, standing on her four little points. The conversation resumed. Slowly, the bound limbs moved; the girl made her halting way around the company, receiving an absent pat or stroke along the way. As Ria talked she pulled the slave's folded arms onto her lap, rearranged some of the binding, and flicked casually at the nipple stretchers. 

Then she looked down with a cold eye on the attempt to hump her leg and pushed the girl along. 

Whimpering, the slave crawled from one pair of legs to the next, backing herself against them and getting pushed away. Karl had her prop herself on the arm of the couch so that he could torment the stretched nipples. Inexorably her crotch inched inward. By the time he released her, her belly was plastered against the couch and she was squirming against the rough weave. "Down, girl!" he said sternly, but he couldn't help laughing. 
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Too late. She howled ecstatically behind her muzzle, howled and howled. Eventually Karl pushed her off and she collapsed on the floor, moaning. Within a minute the muscles of her buttocks had begun to clench again. In two minutes she'd lurched up and wobbled toward her master, whining. He stroked her back and ass, made her roll over so he could rub her belly, rolled her back and sent her off with a little push. Again she went round the company, rubbing herself against anyone who was the least bit receptive. Val gave her only a brief second on her boot before shoving her off. At last Svend took pity and let her hump his leg. This took a little longer than the first time, but not much. After that she lay panting happily on the floor. 

Anders' phone rang. "Mr. Thygessen? Cooper here." This was their landlord. 

"Cooper? I've been trying to get hold of you all week." 

"Yeah, I got your message. Sorry, I've been on vacation. Touring Scottish castles with the wife." 

"Uh huh. So where do you want me to leave the keys?" He took the opportunity to provide an update on the state of repairs, and to ask about renting again next year. Out of the corner of his eye he caught sight of the slave in another dark corner, clinging insecurely to an old standing lamp they never used. She was rubbing against it desperately, about to bring it over with a crash. 

"Hold on," he said hurriedly into the phone, and caught the lamp just before it toppled. The slave got an admonitory smack. "Sorry, you were saying?" 

"Yeah, I don't know about next summer. If I can rent it year-round – " 

Anders felt a warmth at the side of his leg and looked down. The slave, eyes glazed, was trying to prop herself up against him. 

"No! Down!" 

"What's the matter?" Cooper asked. 

"Nothing. Just my dog." 

"A young one, huh? Still jumping up?" 

"Just tonight. She's a little excited." 

"You've got to train them. It's no use having a dog that doesn't know who's boss.” 

“Oh, I agree with you." 
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When he put the phone away his pet was still whimpering at his feet. 

But Anders decided to save a few for himself. He took her into his bed just as she was. Even muzzled, she kept the house awake for some time. 
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Chapter Thirty-Three 

No end 




I listened to the reassuring thump of my master's heart against my ear, savoured the long, firm stroke of his hand. 

Second night at home, cradled in the armchair, lights dim. 

"Maia." 

I hadn't spoken yet. But knew that soon I'd have to. Still, my head pressed his chest a little harder. Long fingers lifted my jaw; I looked up. Into those clear, aware, kind eyes, that I'd loved from the first. 

And that intense sparkle lurking. Some extra energy coming off him. 

His mouth fighting a smile. 

I'd spent most of the day before in the cage, straight from the packing crate and right in; muzzle, mitts and all. From there I'd watched my master shifting boxes, making phone calls, his long legs crossing the floor, in and out of sight. After a lunch from my bowl I'd held out my paws obediently to have the mitts taken off, watched my hands emerge, and found it fascinating to see such a multitude of wiggly pink things at the ends of my arms. I spent the rest of the afternoon feeling with my fingers, exercising my opposable thumb by grasping the bars: a primate once more. 

Again I'd slept in his arms, fitting together with him like a token rejoined; pure bliss. That day I'd used my opposable thumbs to unpack and clean things. He'd needed to give me a lot of direction, but gradually I was remembering how to polish chains, clean leather, even which knobs to push on the washing machine. I'd been free of the muzzle, but nothing he'd said had required answers, till now. 

"Maia." 

I took a breath. "Mm?" 

"Try again." 

That was an order; no more indulgence for spaceheads. I cleared my throat and nodded. 

Whispered, "Yes…Yes, master." 

"That's better. How are you doing?" 

I ran my hand down his chest. What a pleasure to feel the texture of his skin, the small wiry hoops of chest hair, glinting, burnished, a slightly darker 428 



 As She’s Told – Anneke Jacob 

gold than his hair. I squeezed my eyes shut for a minute, opened them again, tried to reorient myself. Whatever he wanted. What did he need to know? 

"Uh – I'm – getting there." 

"Good." He took my fingers and kissed them, the palm side, one by one while he searched my eyes. "We'll start slow. Family names first." 

Slowly he led me through the preschool stuff, then kindergarten, up the verbal ladder. My other life, the one before the farm, began to reconstruct itself around me. There was more to consciousness than the present moment. 

I'd had a job. He made me describe it to him. I was going back to my job, day after tomorrow. 

Day after tomorrow?! I retreated into a tight ball in his lap, arms over my head. My reemerging vocabulary deserted me, leaving behind a dry mouth and the portion of my brain that knew how to panic. An animal brain; a body for others' use; nothing more. Patiently he unwound the ball. 

"Come on, sweetheart. You can do it. Gather up those 'I' statements." 

"Come on, sweetheart. You can do it. Gather up those 'I' statements." 

The whirling slowed. A small, sudden laugh blurted from me, taking me by surprise. My face lifted. He smiled down at me. "Pitch your voice low but firm; you read the book." 

I laughed outright. "Uh, I don't think the – the manuals had quite this – 

situation in mind." 

"Never mind. You've got the skills." 

I thought back. A year and a half maintaining two personas; splitting my consciousness so I could function like a professional no matter what was under my clothes or in my orifices. No matter what I'd had to do or have done to me the night before. Yes, I had the skills. 

I'd have to watch myself like a hawk for a while, not to go off into subspace when my harness pulled. Not to drop to the floor if I heard the word 'Down.' Not to show the exquisite stab of humiliation when I flashed on the crawling thing I'd been. But then, I was what I was. I'd manage. 

Anders pushed the hair off my face. "Guess what?" 

I straightened, my brain clearing. "What?" Here it was; I'd felt it. That texture of joy coming off him. 

"The homeless housing project. It's happening." 

He kissed me then, again and again, and I kissed him back and tried to get my breath, and laughed, and crowed, "You did it! You did it! Master, 429 
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how…?" 

"You did it, my brilliant, invaluable possession. Your idea." 

Confused, distracted, I shook my head. 

"Remember you said to find someone who could play the game? A fundraiser? I found one through Habitat. And he's found a couple of backers. 

Someone with a factory building in south Etobicoke who's willing to see it converted to low-income apartments. It's not big, we'll get maybe twenty units, but it's a start. And someone else who's donating the funds. We're signing the contracts next week." 


*** 

 Anders held his woman's face in his hands and kissed her again, an exultant, celebratory kiss that loosened the anchors of fatalism and cast him off into a hopeful sea. 
The tips of his fingers followed the outlines of the face that mirrored his delight. He traced the brows, and the smooth places where someday the lines would be, full of character and beauty. Yet another thing to look forward to. 

No end to the possibilities. 

No end. 
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