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      Prologue      


     


    He is a gritty and exquisite man. Something about his hands on me reeks with turmoil, with power, hunger and significant loss. Every time I feel his touch, I believe it will be the last. Love for me is transient, gone on a breath of air, lost.


         No, Bailey is not an easy man to love, but he is genuine and perfectly transparent. I don’t have to wonder what he’s feeling, or what’s in his thoughts. Where I am cunning and devious, and have always been so, I can know Bailey without asking questions, feel his straightforward power pulse through his veins. He transmits loyalty through his pores, lust


    through his eyes and steadiness in his firm grip. He lives for permanency, while I prefer to split at the first sign of intimate danger.


         First time I saw him, my being shriveled overcome by cowardice. I knew I was in the presence of something apt to subdue me, set me up straight. His brother Albert was leaving the beer hall in his hands, but I didn’t know this when I heard my name boomed with the voice of Zeus, “Madison!”


         “Do I know you?” I asked him, once I made my way from the front door to his newly acquired office—Albert’s office.


         “No.” He pulled his hand from his pocket to shake mine, then pulled it back when I was much too dazed to respond, “Bailey. I’m taking over,” he introduced himself.


         “What happened to Albert?”


         “Fredo’s not doing well.”


         That was all the explanation needed. Albert’s partner of fifteen years had been in and out of hospitals for the last six, dying slowly. I was sad. Loving Albert was easy—no obligations to perform. Gay men are easy for women, but then we have so few expectations of them. Take sex from the picture, everything is easier. I’ve thought that for a long time—was celibate for a while a few years back to test my theory. I only proved myself a rotten candidate for a nunnery. When I deny my sexual inclinations, I turn into an obsessive monster.


         “That makes me sad,” I said, while staring into Bailey’s musty grey eyes.


         “Yes, I guess it would,” he kept staring, like he couldn’t figure me out, or expected me to say more. “Nothing’s going to change here, Madison,” he finally went on. “Although I probably run a straighter joint than Albert.”


         “Albert’s soft,” I replied agreeing


         “I’m not.” It was a word of warning. “Nights are busy here. You arrive on time, work your station, turn in your tips and I’ll pay out at the end of the week. Keep yourself clean, and don’t bring your troubles inside this place.”


         I knew all this. His lecture made me wonder if he’d heard the rumors. Had I been singled out? Or was this the standard 101 lecture to establish his authority? I hardly needed a lecture. The man was inside my gut with the first glance, the first powerfully thundered, “Madison,” to shock my ears.


         He thundered well when he was aggravated. By the end of his first week’s reign over Albert’s beer hall, every waitress, every busboy, every cook, bartender and bottle washer was on report, skulking nervously, trying to get the right fix on the new boss.


         I escaped down the street late Friday night after my shift was over and popped into Tracy’s—a smaller pub, which never seemed to close. It was one a.m. but I was wide awake, drinking with Riva, the closest person to me in the world. Riva works with me, and at that time lived across the hall—although she fell asleep on my couch enough to call my apartment home. She never slept over when there was a man in the bedroom with me—said she didn’t like hearing the sounds of my freaky sex. With a drought of good male companionship in my life, she’d been sleeping over a lot until Bailey made his first moves on me.


         “Madison,” I heard my name called for the second time by that amazing voice. I turned around, going eye to eye with Bailey.


         “What the hell are you doing here?” I let the first thing in my mind slip from my loose tongue.


         “Asking you out,” he answered with the unexpected, looking calm, reasonable and sincere.


         Riva snickered while squashing out her cigarette and trying to contain her amusement at my befuddlement.


         “Like on a date?” I was hardly being subtle.


         “As in dinner tomorrow night.”


         “Umm….” I started stumbling miserably, and finally ended saying the only thing I could think of, “sure.”


         “Good, I’ll look up your address in the files and pick you up at seven.”


         When he was gone… “What was that?” I blurted out.


         “You have a date with your boss,” Riva joked.


         “Am I out of my mind?”


         “He’s sexy,” she said, defending him. Her bleached blonde hair was frazzled from the rain, but her face was as crisp as ever, as blunt as her declaration. Riva’s nose, eyes and mouth were all firmly carved features, perfectly spaced on her wide face. She was tall, lanky and acute, and never slouched even when she was drunk. Her back was ramrod straight, similar to her thinking.


         “Is he sexy? I hadn’t noticed.” I looked toward his retreating form, losing him for a moment in the crowd, then saw him gaze back at me and nod, perfunctorily, when he reached Tracy’s door.  I immediately turned away without an observable response, dazed and curiously warm from my belly to my crotch.


         Riva smiled, having hit on the same thought that was running through my mind. “Don’t lie, Madison. The man has you in his sights and you like it.”


         “But isn’t it strange, that he’s all gruff and stodgy at the hall, and kinda nice asking me out?”


         She shrugged her broad shoulders. “He’s got a dick and he knows what makes it jump, hon. You’re obviously it.”


         “No. That can’t be,” I declined to agree. We changed the subject, because I was too confused to go on. When the conversation died, Riva stroked my hair, running her fingers through the red curls, looking at me adoringly, meaningfully. I always feel like a little girl around her… rounded and pudgy, though Riva reminds me that I’m simply, pleasantly voluptuous—‘big bosomed women make me salivate… not to mention what they do to men.’ My eyes are as green as my Irish blood. Riva says they stun the eye to look at them—so big and expressive, filled with ruthless tenderness, seeking fear. These are compliments. I wish men loved me as much as she does.


         “It’s late, babe, I need some sleep,” she said, awakening me from my reverie. “The man has me on at noon tomorrow.”


         “Slow shift, Saturday,” I replied, while mulling the appearance of Bailey in my mind’s eye. I was getting sleepy too, and we went home to my apartment. Riva slept with me, as she sometimes did when one of us needed comforting. Did she think this little twist in my love life required comfort? I didn’t bother to ask, but I did fall asleep without spending hours wondering what the hell Bailey wanted from me.


         I had no clue how to dress for a date with my boss. After pondering the dilemma and finally throwing Riva out because I didn’t like her suggestions, I pulled a green, wool knit turtleneck and short black skirt from the closet. Black thighs-highs, black leather boots, my skin was suitably covered, but I wore no underwear, no bra or panties. My nipples made bullet-like protrusions on the surface of the sweater, strong declarations of sexual content on the inside, busting loose. Hey, I was horny, even if fucking my boss seemed like a stupid idea. Riva had been right: Bailey is quietly sexual, a walking marvel of animal testosterone. His body throbs relentlessly—disquieting me, even alarming me, but obviously arousing me. Hence my lack of bra and panties, the headlight nipples and the steamy crotch.


         A knock on my door at seven sharp, just as I was zipping up the first long boot, I jumped from my skin, and tore off the boot. Unthinkingly, I raced to the door and saw Bailey with posies in hand smiling when it opened.


         In my confusion, I dropped the boot to take the flowers and show him inside.


         “Nice, thanks.” I smelled lilac and orange blossom. “Steal these from someone’s yard?”            


         “Mine.”


         “Oh.” Glad he wasn’t offended.


         I went the kitchen to put the flowers in water, then on my dining room table, and returned to the boot at the door. By the time I’d bent over twice, he knew I wasn’t wearing panties. That I wasn’t wearing a bra had to be obvious at first glance.


         Half way through a primo veal picatta and wine, and up to that moment, a stilted conversation, mostly about Albert and work, he addressed the dressing issue head on.   


         “You have plans to fuck on the first date?” he asked. I’d just put a big piece of veal in my mouth and almost spit it out.


         At least I had time to figure out my answer. “Why would you ask that?”


         “The way you’re dressed.”


         Of course. I shrugged, knowing then that he didn’t miss any cues from my behavior. Had I hoped he would? Hoped that he would be the gentleman to my slutty conduct? And, would that be gallant, chivalrous?


         “What about the way I’m dressed?”


         “Nothing. The messages look mixed. Although I’m not sure with you that they’re mixed at all.”


         “And I’m telling you what?” I kept up the silly charade of vague replies.


         “Generally, when a woman shows me her pussy in the first ten seconds of a date—twice—I get the idea that they want to fuck. Correct me if I’m wrong.”


         “No, you’re not wrong, but I am testing you.”


         “Because?”


         “I am rotten with men. I don’t know how to have one. I know how to fall in love in ten seconds—but I’m told that’s only lust. I’m a flirt, a fuck and a runaway, and I don’t know how to stay in love.”


         “And so, you’re testing me. See if you can fend me off, or if I’ll fuck you once then leave you alone?”


         “Something like that. I really don’t understand my motives.”


         “I think you know your motives very well,” he disagreed.


         “No. I’m really not that deliberate. I’m being honest. I don’t know how to have a man.”


         “Perhaps because you’ve never had the right one,” he said.


         “What’s right?”


         “For you, an immovable one.”


         “And you’re an immovable man?”


         “What do you think?”


         I already knew, so I didn’t bother to answer, and let him win round one.


         “What would make you want me?” I start on another tack.


         “Did I say I did?” he replied. By then, he was smiling. This was all a grand joke to him. But I was taking it personally.


         “Hell, I don’t really care,” I started to grab my purse and leave.


         “Madison!” This time the thunder was a quiet rumble that jiggled my crotch with maddening desire. If I hadn’t stopped my flight just hearing his reprimanding use of my name, I would have when I failed to yank myself from the steely grasp of his left hand on my wrist. “Sit down. I’m not a threat. I’m not going to fuck you tonight.” That was a disappointment. “And I’ll decide when you leave.”


         My face was turning red as a bright blush crept up my neck.


         His face softened, his eyes looked beautiful and mushy. I wanted to cry.


         “I don’t know what attracts me to you, but the attraction is there,” he told me. “I don’t try to explain matters of sexual chemistry. I will fuck you on our next date, but not this one, just so you know I’m not solely in this for your body.”


         “You assume there will be second date?”


         “I know there will be.”


         I squirmed in my seat. “Boy, have you got balls.”


         He smiled, agreeing.


         “And you think you’ll fuck me, too?”


         “Don’t fight with me, Madison,” he warned. “You’re wasting your time.”


         “I could say the same for you.” I really wanted to leave, but I knew he wouldn’t allow it, and I’d let him have his way. I also wanted to suck his cock, feel his arms around me, his lips pressed on mine, a big, wet, wide-open mouthed kiss, the wild rush of energy that would flood me when his erection found a home between my legs.


         I amused him. But at the same time, he respected me. That was more than I could say for the last half dozen lovers that found their way to my bed. He wasn’t asking me for a one night extravaganza, but what every little girl dreams of.


         “We’ll try Wednesday night, you’re off and I’ll leave the hall with Rick. It’ll be a slow night.”


         


    ***


     


    Before Bailey, there was Jordan. The man in uniform. Talk about ramrod straight, he was poster boy Marine, buzz cut, polished boots and careful, kindly conversation. Blond, I think, if his hair grew out, pink cheeks, buff muscles and trim waist. His butt was round as two melons and his cock barely fit inside his jockeys. There was nothing about him that I didn’t want to get my hands on.


         Jordon was a different man for me, only because he was official, legitimate, squeaky clean—no criminal past, no bad grades, no nights in the slammer or on a park bench drunk. He kept his clothes pressed, his shoes in a row, and his razor clean. Otherwise, he was as vain, unresponsive and weak as any man I dated. I gave him the usual test, saying with a girlish grin on my face, “Would you tie me up,” just as we were starting to get amorous.


         He backed off. “What?”


         “I want to be bound when I’m fucked.”


         I thought for sure he’d run. His neck reddened, the red almost rising into a first-class blush. “Bound? Like you mean with rope?”


         “Or a belt or sash, anything.”


         “Never done that,” he informed me. I knew he wouldn’t be interested, but I had to try.


         There was a tiny flicker of a reply, a shimmy that most girls wouldn’t see. Under that official uniform, he was trembling and excited.


         “Your belt should do,” I hinted, and he fumbled with the thing until he had it out of his belt loops and wrapped around my wrists.


         He looked embarrassed but he didn’t stop.


         A hot spasm raced down my body, through my arms and into my cunt. It jerked freely as he pulled my wrists above my head, ran off to his bedroom to grab his bathrobe sash, and then returned to tie my hands and arms, out of the way. Diving into the rest of me, the Marine stripped off my clothes, slowly, adoringly looking at everything he revealed. Mesmerized by my erect nipples, he tongued them, teased them, nibbled the swollen pieces of flesh until they hurt. That hurt tore through me, quickening every nerve. When I moaned, he groveled over me, letting his enthusiasm and my willingness for pain encourage him. This was dangerous territory for a man of principles and protocol, but not dangerous for me. This was my heaven. Pain. Bliss. The two were inseparable, orgasmic states. My heated breath grew short when he pulled up my skirt and began with a quivering hand to caress my thigh and pubic mound. I spread my legs, and his hand dropped between my thighs, slowly thrumming my outer lips, a finger darting in the middle then pulling away. He was lost, unaware how his toying proved tortuous.


         I twisted, bucked against his kissing face, pleadingly pushed my cunt high, wanting him to suck my center. I refused to ask him, as if I were gagged, wishing I were gagged. Thankfully, he took the hint from my body language, and burrowed down, finding my clit with his teeth and sucking hard.


         “Ah, Jeeeeeeeeeeeeeezus!” my head thrust back as my body shook and a tiny river of pain from my bitten clit rode every nerve of my body, until the orgasm hit in hard, crunching spasms.


         Seeing me come, the Marine pulled off, undressed as if his clothes were on fire. His cock hit my cunt erect and thrust inside, pounding rough and forcefully—big, hot, widening me with each vigorous plunge. His hands kneaded my breasts as if they were dough, while I listened to his quiet grunts and groans before he came with a low growl and shot his sticky seed inside me. He was neat departing, wiping away any evidence of his sperm—covering his tracks. I sometimes prefer the endings messy, slutty.


         Jordan bound me every time we fucked. Sometimes, he bound my feet as well as my hands. I never had to ask him again; this was a given. The boy knew how to follow orders—even though I hated giving them. I always wondered if this was inspiration or simply his regimen once we established the rules for our sexual combat.


         The relationship ended because I got antsy for more—not more of the same bondage, but more evil thrills, and the Marine didn’t have the creative juices to suit my twisted taste in sex.


     


    ***


     


    My first time with Bailey was ninety degrees opposite. I wasn’t in charge and never would be with him—a fact which became painfully clear as soon as our second date began.


         For three days after the initial dinner of veal and wine, we worked together at the beer hall as if we never knew the other side of his grim, official behavior, as if we’d never talked of relationships and fucking, or smiled over a glass of Chardonnay. He obviously had the ability to separate his work and private life into neat compartments—something I could never do. Feeling jilted, I let my paranoia take over for any sensible explanation of his behavior, and finally resigned myself to the fact that he didn’t want me.


         When Bailey showed up at my apartment at the appointed hour, I wasn’t ready.


         “Oh, you’re here?” I said, legitimately surprised.


         He looked quizzical, “You expected me not to come? We had a date.”


         “You never said a word at work,” I reminded him.


         “And I never will.” He looked at my casual dress, my worn out sweats and messy hair. “You obviously don’t believe what I tell you.”


         “Probably not.”


         “How about starting now. We made a date, let’s keep it.”


         “Wasn’t this date for fucking?” I queried him seriously, remembering our dinner conversation well.


         “Maybe, maybe not if you’re going to cop that attitude.”


         A pair of painful tears were threatening in my eyes. I suddenly felt foolish and embarrassed, and very abrupt. “I don’t like sex in the normal ways, Bailey,” I unexpectedly blurted out. “I like to be bound, a hard touch, my rear smacked, my ass raped. Is that the kind of girl you want? I want to know now, because if you don’t, I’d rather blow you off as hope something meaningful will develop.”


         He was amazed, but he wasn’t put off. He gazed down at his feet, then circled the room with his eyes—a thoughtful hands-in-pockets, easygoing search of his brain. He looked back at me. “I want the kind of girl, Madison, who doesn’t have limits, who likes to break society’s rules, who gets off on surrender and blindfolds and the unknown. That sounds to me exactly like what you want.”


         Catching the drift of his message, I felt my pussy melt, its fluid power rising up and drowning my entire body in sensation. The sticky contents of my insides were slowly sliding down my leg, while a dozen tremors made my belly and my cunt ache. My mouth was parched, dry, thirsting for his next move, but I couldn’t say a word.


         “You have a problem with what I said?” he wondered. I’m sure he read my aroused response for what it was, but he had to ask.


         “If I knew I could trust you not to fuck me over—take what you want and split.”


         “Trust is a tricky word, Madison. People trust too easily, when they have no right to, no facts to back up their faith. They assume people will be straight with them, but they’ll never really know until they test it. The only way you can trust me is to test me. See if I flash and burn. See if I come back. I won’t make any promises, because they would be worthless. Even I can’t predict the outcome. I’d like to think I know what I’ll do.”


         “And what would that be?” I asked.


         “Right now?” He paused to think, “I’d like to bed you in all the usual ways—and the ones you’re asking for—then stay the night and eat breakfast before we go to work. That’s what’s in my mind. What do you want, Madison?”


         I thought a long while, doing the usual stalling things: biting my lip, staring around the room as if I’d never seen it before, watching myself in the mirror by the door while I tried to think of something intelligent to say. Every inch, atom, nerve and fiber in me wanted to fling myself at the man. But he scared me, and I couldn’t move, and for a long time I couldn’t speak.


         I shook my head, finally replying without answering his question, “I’m sorry I’m putting you through all this trouble. I don’t really know why I have to lay out all the groundwork with you. I usually fuck on a dime and think later. You’re just different.”


         His face broke out in a smug smile, “How about you put on some other clothes, and I’ll take you to dinner?”


         His proposition was a whole lot easier than dealing with the tougher questions. “Sure,” I answered, and I fled to my room for suitable clothes. My jeans and T-shirt were a lot less racy than the turtleneck and skirt that defined our first date, but they put me at ease. Bailey didn’t seem to care, though I noticed when his eyes looked for two bullet-nipples at my chest and found a more subdued version than previously advertised poking through the cotton fabric of my shirt.


         We ate in a basement jazz club, sitting side by side with Bailey’s hand occasionally straying to my thigh to tease me. My pussy craved move, and I cursed the scairdy-cat in me than chose the sleek, tight jeans. Eating, listening to the music, we needed little conversation. He was wooing me, easing me into the rest of the night, settling down my fears, while I argued away my apprehensions in my mind. Finally, I decided that he didn’t need to be different than the other men who came into my life and disappeared. If he fucked me once and vanished, it wouldn’t hurt me anymore than the others who left me momentarily stung.


         Bailey held my hand while walking me to my front door, then moved inside behind me when I entered my apartment. Before the lights came on, he had me gently pinned to the closed door face forward, my hands bound behind me inside his larger ones, his hot breath on my neck. I was swimming, like being drunk, although I hadn’t had a drop of liquor. Intoxicated by surrender, I was ready to succumb.


         “Easy, Maddie,” he whispered in my ear.


         I was quaking, almost faint.


         He smacked my ass, suddenly, unexpectedly. My body revived. My mind stood at attention.


         “You do as I say,” he whispered more.


         “Yes, sir,” I answered quickly, without thinking.


         Drawing me away from the door by my clenched hands, he shoved me toward the living room, leaving me on my feet while he sat in my biggest easy chair.


         “Take off your clothes,” he ordered.


         I shuddered. Beads of perspiration tickled my face, my underarms felt hot, my lip was nearly bleeding as I bit down hard. I felt like I was in the presence of an unfamiliar being, an aspect of the human race I’d never seen. Not a boy but a man, as sturdy and muscled as my Marine; but unlike the Marine, someone fixed, commanding and superior to me. Rationally, this made no sense, but I was feeling with my loins, not my brain.


         ‘Take off your clothes,’ I whispered to myself, enjoying the feel of the words. My mind finally answered as my hands and limbs responded.


         The snap on my jeans sounded with a pop and the zipper ‘sizzed’ as it opened. I thought my wet, hot insides would fall out the moment that I sent my crotch free from the denim. I hopped on one foot, wrenching the fabric off my left leg, and tugged and pulled the right leg until I succeeded.


         Bailey watched my efforts passively, silently; although I could see the interest in his eyes, the fine flicker of lust found there, and his pants tent at the crotch as his cock jumped inside them. Only a tiny, thong panty prevented him from viewing the slit where my clitoris throbbed. The pink cloth had darkened where my juice made it wet. Reaching for the bottom of my T-shirt, I crossed my hands and lifted it over my head, showing him my lace-covered tits underneath. I discarded the bra fast, giving him a first glance at my bare chest. My own lust startled me, and this slow striptease only added to the ache. I stood before him naked and embarrassed.


         “Come here,” Bailey let me off the hook simply, guiding me face down over his knee as though I were a naughty kid. His hand skirted the skin of my ass so deftly that I thought I would erupt spontaneously. He went for the valley between my legs, causing them to part involuntarily, while he searched the fissure high to find my clit, the hole behind it, and finally my body’s backdoor entrance. Each simple touch generated another spasm deep in my belly. My muscles flexed, I panted audibly. And Bailey continued in silence.


         For a short while, he wiggled my entire crotch with his whole hand lodged inside the cleft. Then he pulled it free and began spanking my ass, firmly, sharply, rendering it warm in seconds, hot in a minute, and painfully scorching as he continued without a hint of stopping. I ‘oohed’ and ‘ahhed’ and gasped quietly, then squirmed and whimpered more loudly when the sensations stung.


         When his hand suddenly dropped between my thighs again, and moved determinedly toward my vagina, I was about to burst.


         “Don’t come!” he abruptly ordered.


            What do you mean don’t come! my poor mind screamed.


         “You do as I say, Madison, or I’ll spank you harder!”


         His command was clear, but I couldn’t stop. My brakes were stripped, and the fluid drained away. There was no force of will strong enough in me to prevent the climax from breaking loose. A long, hard spasm came crashing through my body, leaving me breathless and ashamed. I paid the price for my sorry disobedience. As soon as it was clear that I could not hold back, Bailey’s hand immediately dropped from my crotch and I was left to flail and come without another touch from him.


         “You done?” he finally spoke when I stopped wiggling.


         “Yes,” I haltingly replied.


         He pushed me to the floor with little ceremony and rose from the chair, waltzing into the kitchen. I heard him rummaging, thinking that I was inside some weird dream. My world seemed to spin all around me. When he returned, he had a wooden kitchen spoon, which became a weapon in his hand. Dragging me to my feet, he settled back in the chair and drew me over his lap again.


         This time, he spanked me hard, unceasingly for maybe five minutes—it seemed to last for hours. By the time he finally stopped, I was cawing and sobbing, my insides begging him to stop, even though I refused to even mouth the words. Done, my ass ached. The skin throbbed hot and painful, but as the next few seconds swept by, the arousal from the heated battle with my ass penetrated my entire body.


         “If I tell you not to come, you don’t come. Is that clear?”


         “Yes, sir,” I answered swiftly.


         He continued to play with my crotch, making a sport of diddling with my clit and my two holes. He embellished every raw feeling of desire that the spanking raised, and then added something personal when I felt the pulse of his organ pressing at his pants and my hip. I could have come again, but I’d been warned.


           “I think it’s been a good first lesson in surrender, Maddie.”


            Should I agree? I wondered. I kept silent.


         “You’re rough, but you’re also a jewel underneath the tarnish and soot. If you don’t want to be fucked over, all you have to do is follow my lead, follow my orders, keep arousing me as you have and remember surrender.”


         Without recalling how we got there, we ended up in my bed. Bailey was on me from the front, missionary style, moving with a sensuous elegance inside my pussy, with a cock that seemed magical. Anyplace he hadn’t already touched in my sexual self was scoured and inspected then. Our heated battle turned into a long passionate coupling, ending when Bailey came with a long, loud, growling moan of pleasure. He fell to my side, breathing heavily.


         He spent the night, just as he said he would; then I cooked him breakfast in the morning—bacon, bagels and strawberry jam. I understood then that he wouldn’t be leaving me.


  




  

      Chapter One      


     


    I wake, feeling the warmth of Bailey’s crotch behind me. His sensuous pulse transmits through my ass into my cunt. I turn, kiss his rough face, the night’s growth of beard, and wait for him to open his eyes, which happens slowly. I inspect him, waiting, wondering what he’s been dreaming, if he dreams. Everyone dreams, but does he remember his? I’ve never asked. Three months, I’m still in awe. He wants me with him every night and every morning when he wakes. Few men say these things aloud. Bailey does.


         “Mornin’, sugar,” I say sweetly.


         He growls a bit, then smiles.


         “It’s early, you don’t have to get up yet,” I tell him.


         “What’s the time?”


         “Time to fuck,” I giggle, and wiggle on him, nuzzling into his side, smelling the rich flavors of his body—the sour, the sweet, the tart, the aromas of leftover sex from a very good night. I’m still wearing the bondage dress he wove on my body the night before. The knots are still place, including the one just above my clitoris that stimulates it every time I move. My flesh pulses, radiating with need.


         There’s an open place where the ropes go through my crotch, open for Bailey’s cock to pass between. As I squirm against him, my hand floats around his scrotum—playfully avoiding a direct assault on his rising organ. I let the momentum build.


         In minutes, his whole body is engaged, coming after me as passionately as I go after him. Our lips lock; our tongues reach inside the other’s mouth. My legs scissor to fit the enormity of him inside me. I feel the ropes strain with every movement. My skin’s alive, as animate as another being, tingling, raw, sensitive to even the slightest graze of his palm. I rise on top of him as he rolls over on his back, and begin to hump in the saddle of his hips. Bailey’s cock slides freely inside the messy interior of my vagina. The accumulation of old semen, wet female remains and fresh dew merge to lubricate the ride. He’s fast, and I follow with him, allowing my body to swell and then burst brightly with orgasm, knowing that Bailey’s climax will follow seconds later.


         He comes just as my tremors are departing, while I’m left with the prickly remnants and the well-being that floods even my addled head—at least for awhile.


         I collapse against him in a languorous faint when the fucking is over, and run my hands absently through his hair. I’m about to say, ‘I love you’, when he suddenly pushes me away and jumps from bed on his way to the bath.


         “Sorry, Maddie, morning calls!” he yells to me.


         I smile. I’ll mention love later, I think. Now, I’m content to drift.


         “Hey, sleepy head!” I hear Bailey’s soothing roar knock me from my nap. “You’re due at work by noon.”


         “Yes,” I agree.


         “You said you had errands?” he asked.


         “I do.” I remember that fact with a frown.


         “Then I’ll see you later. Noon on the dot,”—he’s always reminding me to be on time. My stellar reputation for tardiness is one small sore spot in an otherwise pleasant relationship.


         “What about the ropes?” I ask, staring up at him, realizing that he’s ready for the beer hall, while I’m still naked, sweaty and streaked with last night’s come and this morning’s new batch. Still, I have two hours before I have to be at work, plenty of time for what I need to do.


         “Leave them on,” he says.


         “Under my clothes?”


         “Yes. Sponge your crotch and pits, put on a little perfume and wear them the rest of the day.”


         “You want me to be miserable?”


         “Is it misery?”


         Of course, it’s not. I smile. “Maybe, a little…”


         “You’ll survive. You need a reminder of who’s in charge, slut.” His eyes twinkle playfully and then he’s gone.


         


    ***


     


    I feel the ribbons of crossed and knotted hemp when I walk. Their feel is comfortable, comforting, stimulating. I hardly slept the night enjoying their sensuous tug and jerk, and I let them titillate me now. This is good. I’ll need to generate a bit of sexual prowess for what I face. It might prevent the scene from getting ugly—I can always hope.


         This part of town could scare a thief, but I’ve negotiated it for years. The abandoned businesses and broken houses are familiar to me. I remember when this wasn’t such a trashy place—when fucking in the alleys and back alcoves was sexy fun. I wouldn’t dare that now.


         Scofield’s current address is new—though the building is ancient. Once a factory, then a warehouse, now it’s been cut up into sections with several marginal businesses. At the moment, the whole place looks deserted. I feel an annoying sensation at the back of my neck, and then without warning a pair of hands on me. I get pushed into the alley, and shoved against the wall.


         “I see you kept your appointment,” I hear his unmistakable voice.


         “What the hell are you doing, Scofield!” I yell.


         “Hush!”


         “Why? I’m here on my own. You don’t have to act like a jerk even if you are one.”


         He angrily pushes my face into the brick.


         “Scofield, stop!


         “No, you stop!” he seethes behind me. “You shut your mouth and listen. Fight me, Madison, you’ll regret it.”


         I regret I ever came here. But I had little choice.


         He shoves me through the alley into the backdoor of the building. Why the front door wouldn’t do as well, I don’t understand, but obviously I have no say in the matter. He has my hands behind me. Ah, so much like Bailey in the dark, but this man has no morals, and I’m honestly afraid.


         “I have your money, Scofield. There’s no need to get rough,” I tear away from him. I rummage through my purse and pull out the envelope with the five one hundred dollar bills.


         Scofield throws it on a paper-strewn desk without looking inside, “It’s not enough.”


         The man’s an ass—but an odd one for his underworld of losers, thugs and opportunists. He keeps himself impeccable; wears clean, pressed clothes on a muscled, well-built body. His black hair is trimmed short and his face cleanly shaved. He could almost pass for a business suit professional—without the suit. He’s got the manners and the attitude to deal with bankers and corporate types, but he prefers his riffraff, and making dirty money.


         “What do you mean it’s not enough?” I ask him with contempt, trying to hide my concern. This was not what I expected.


         “You owe me three thousand plus the interest, Maddie.”


         “And that’s the payment you asked for,” I snap rudely.


         “Yeah. Two months late.”


         “You’ll have the rest. You know that.”


         There’s movement on the fringes of our conversation. Looking beyond him, I see his goons arising like phantoms out of the gloom of the nasty building. Two I recognize—one of them, Jude, was a lover several years ago. The other two men I’ve never seen before. They don’t belong here, not in their fancy suits and ties looking like lawyers or Wall Street tycoons.


         Scofield starts to smirk, but his eyes maintain that deathly serious look I’ve seen before. “I’m not content to wait, Madison. I’m taking this a piece at a time.”


         “What does that mean?”


         “Just a change in the deal. It’ll make it easier on you.”


         “I’m just fine with the deal.” If I could back out of the room, I would; but there seems to be no escape.


         He shrugs. “But I’m not. And since we’re following my rules, I get my way.”


         “What is that?” The adrenalin starts to flow. My nerves are fried. My mouth is dry as desert sand.


         “You can help me help my friends here,” he nods to the duo, who looked back at me with interest.


         Scofield’s hands are all over me as if he has the right to be familiar. He squeezes my ass and I jerk away. He laughs and then starts to roam my back with his palm.


         “Ah, interesting.” He’s felt the ropes. “I think we have a readymade slut about to show her true colors. Take off you clothes, Maddie.”


         “I will not!” I attempt to withdraw from his oily hands, but I am so outnumbered the whole idea looks foolish. I bolt for the door, and Jude is there to catch me, pull me back and slap my ass.


         “Take the clothes off or I tear them off,” he warns.


         The two vultures in their slick black suits wait for me to obey, knowing I will, knowing I’m afraid and enjoying every second of my fear.


         “Go on, Maddie,” Scofield adds his two cents.


         I’m mad. I want to cry. I want to beat my fists against the ass’s chest. Instead, I start to strip, removing my sweatshirt first, and then my pants, until I’m stripped of everything except for Bailey’s ropes, the neat knots and perfect symmetry.


         “What a find!” Scofield exclaims. “What did I tell you?” He turns to his friends, whose smiles are wide as a mile and fixed on my pudgy breasts, now distended and unnaturally pushed into conical shapes by the tied rope. It’s a slutty picture, eye candy for the horny and degenerate.


         I hear a grinding sound behind me and sense the impending doom. Then my eyes stray upwards following the eyes of my captors, who look with glee as a meat hook descends from the inky black of the ceiling above, then finally stops with a jerk, swinging freely in midair.


           “Dammit, Scofield, no!” I plead with him.


         “Honey, you’re too good to pass on. Better than I thought. This new boyfriend of yours should be here to watch. I’d bet he’d like the show.”


         “No!”


         “You want me to call him? Bailey is it? Albert’s brother? What do you think?”


         “I think you’d better keep this between you and me.”


         “Gee, Maddie,” he smiles wryly, “that’s what I thought, too.” He creeps around me, plunking the ropes like guitar stings. No sound. Not even a thud as they thump my flesh. “Cuff her hands,” he orders Jude.


         My ex-boyfriend obeys the man making quick work of his job. Locked in cuffs, I can already feel the blood pulsing in my constricted wrists. The hemp dress starts to itch as I begin to sweat. Tugging on the chain that connects the cuffs, Jude pulls me with him to the center of the room and throws the wrist chain over the meat hook. The motor grinds again from somewhere off stage, and my body is slowly pulled up right as the ugly hook rises.


         My pussy throbs, the whole of my sex feels liquid and squishy. I’m on tiptoe, straining, trying to stretch myself enough keep a hold on the ground.


         “Stop!” Scofield orders the unseen man in control. I jerk as the pulley ceases to climb just before my toes are lifted from the cement. My body lengthens with the hemp cutting into my skin in several places, while my tormentor admires the look of me and assaults me with his sickening smile. “Trust me, hon, this won’t take long at all. A little debasement just for sport never hurt a slut like you.” He delights in his mocking observations. “In fact, we know you like it. Why else would your beau be dressing you so stylishly?” He twangs the ropes again and I wince. “Pretty. You always were so pretty with that mop of red hair.” He lays his hand on my cheek pretending to enjoy its softness. His hand is warm, his words cunning but effective. Behind me, Jude gives off sex with a pulsing crotch I can feel without seeing it. Soon my body will betray me and I’ll hate it for its lust.


         I’m loving Bailey now, not these thugs and voyeurs. God help me!


         Scofield backs away, Jude’s energy retreats, and the two suits on the sidelines step forward.


         “Let’s put the mask over her face before we start,” one says—the tall one with the hefty body and the greased black hair. I’m thinking Mafia—his swarthy complexion suggests a mobster, but he talks smoothly with an educated ring in his voice.


         The second fellow, smaller and more slender than the talking one, seems even more professional than his friend. His walk is elegant. In another world he might be charming. I don’t understand their game, how two so civilized men could be playing these chilling games in this rancid warehouse office.


         The mask slips over my face—one made of feathers intended to cover my eyes and nose but leave my mouth free. Two eyeholes allow me to see through the blur of feathers, and my nostrils are free to breathe. I’m not masked for torture but to disguise who I am.


         I see why now, when a video camera appears to record the session. A black-market film is the obvious conclusion.


         The two suits step back, the big one taking off his coat, and rolling up the sleeves of his white dress shirt. His cufflinks gleam—for several seconds, the two gold ornaments reflect the morning sun as it filters though the grimy windows overhead. The smaller man operates the camera, while I’m accosted by the other. The bold, impressive man stares into my eyes. His are remote, disconnected from the feeling man who owns them. I anticipate his cruelty.


         While I watch, he fits a slick leather glove over his left hand and thrusts that hand between my legs. The camera rolls, recording every move and gasp I make. He finds me wet. All the leftovers from sex with Bailey not washed away this morning appear on his leather-covered hand as he withdraws it from my crotch. After showing me the sticky find, he returns to tug, to poke, to thrust his fingers in my cunt and bumhole, to jerk me so my body thrashes loosely. My feet lift off the ground and I’m forced to hold my weight with my strained shoulders. He stops and my feet settle down, touching concrete again.


         He starts to smack my ass, landing blow after blow with his leather hand. I’m gasping, moaning, though the punishment doesn’t hurt that much until he changes implements and begins to slap me with a spanking tawse. The split end piece is like others I’ve seen before. Maybe it came from Jude’s store of sex toys. This one stings. It whaps my ass and thighs, then as this suited gentlemen strolls around my body, whaps the front of my thighs and right across my pubic mound. I try holding back my cries, but when he slaps me repeatedly on my pussy, I have to cry. But even letting out a decent wail there is no mercy. He keeps on until I’m thrashing senselessly, twisting like a sail out of control.


         He stops and I faint for several seconds before coming to when he lays his palm across my face—not angrily, but enough to wake me.


         “Lift her off the ground,” he orders.


         The engine grinds again, the meat hook rises higher until my feet dangle uselessly.


         “Oh, gawd no!” I moan, believing that I won’t be able to stand the suspension much longer.


         “Do as I say, and I’ll let you down,” this cruel man tells me.


         His leather hand returns to my cunt and my legs naturally widen to accommodate him. As he thrusts fingers in both my holes and begins to fuck me, I sense my sexual body roar awakened like an angry tiger. I’m battered back and forth, while using the strength of the man’s arm to take the heavy weight off my shoulders. I begin to come, spasming, letting my ravished body speak. While the camera whirs before me, I follow their orders, play their game as if I wanted it this way.


         I’m sated and sore when I’m finally released. The men in suits have disappeared. The camera’s gone. Jude left along with the friend who worked the pulley. It’s just Scofield and me in the mangy office warehouse. I’m on the floor, trying to gather my wits and some strength.


         “I always thought it a plus that your skin never marks,” Scofield says, while observing that most of the red on my ass and thighs has disappeared. “You won’t have to explain yourself to your boyfriend.”


         “Oh, go away!” I hiss.


         “Don’t you want to know how much I’m knocking off your debt?”


         “As if I believed you would?”


         “Honest, darling. You earned a fat three hundred today.”


         “And how much did you earn?”   


         “Ooo, now you’re getting personal. Let’s just say that the arrangement will work in both our interests.”


         “What arrangement?” I stare up at him as I try to pull myself to my feet.


         “Oh, babe, this one’s going to last for awhile, until I’m satisfied that you’ve paid your debt.”


         “Can I go?” I ask.


         “Sure.” He leans back against his desk, arms neatly crossed over his chest as he watches me dress. “Nice touch with the ropes. I think they liked that. Got any more tricks like that?”


         “No.” I’m ready spit in his face but I’m much too tired. My poor shoulders will never make it through a day waiting tables.


         I escape the warehouse and its sleazy neighborhood, catching my breath, reliving the last painful hour, realizing that what should have taken twenty minutes, has set me back nearly forty-five. I’m late for work.


         The day is young. In the better part of the city, there are flowers blooming in newly tended beds—someone’s hope for the summer. The sky is bright and blue, the sun hot, the air still cool. It is early spring. I think of other springs, remembering Jude and Scofield when they were better people than they are now.


         Scofield acts as if he owns me. Oddly, we never fucked. We teased and joked around, almost like brother and sister. The silent, sorrowful Jude was my lover then—five years ago. I was fresh, naïve, innocent to kinky things, except those inside my mind. For Jude, being sadistic was natural—rather like Bailey. But in a different way. Bailey is a rock, Jude blows with every wind that catches his imagination. He plays drums for a rock band and took me halfway across the country one summer playing festivals, hash bashes, and tiny unlit nightclubs. At night, sometimes until dawn, we partied with the band and the hangers-on. I was the innocent chick who he protected from the riffraff and the drifters who floated in and out our transient world. As kind as he seemed to be, we never made love unless I was tied, bound with rope, leather or chains to walls, the bed or the floor. He wasn’t my first fuck, but he was quickly the most interesting one. Jude called me ‘slave’ and I thought it a fun game. Scofield hung around watching me, sometimes watching Jude and I fuck, or fucking with us when he had a whore to use. I thought he liked me. I thought he kept his hands off of me because he respected Jude. Sometimes I wondered if he was gay—there was always this lost and lonesome look in his eyes when Jude had his arm around me. When he fucked his whore, the effort seemed halfhearted. I assumed he was one of the good guys. When Jude got weird, wanting me to wear fetish clothes, a collar and wrists bands, I wasn’t ready. As I drifted away, Scofield played the middleman between us. He calmed the bastard half of my boyfriend down and tossed me safely out of the picture.


         When I needed money, Scofield knew where to get it. He wanted me to have it, practically shoved it in my hands. I knew then that he was into barely legal affairs. I’d seen him turn on friends. I’d seen a vile side of him that would scare a Hun. It scared me too. But even when he started to get rough with me—I wasn’t paying back the loan fast enough—I wasn’t scared. I knew he wouldn’t hurt me. Use me, yes. That doesn’t surprise me. Nothing surprises me with Scofield. You peel away each layer of his obscure character and get to the core, you find it’s rotten at the source.


         Until today, I thought I might avoid the worst of his vile soul—that somehow I still represented that pure, young girl that Jude needed to protect. I was wrong. I have the scars to prove it now, not on my flesh, but the scarred memories of the man. My thoughts of him will never be the same.


         By the time I reach the beer hall, I’m composed enough to go inside—though likely not poised enough for what will greet me. I can’t back down and go home, make up some flimsy excuse that I wasn’t feeling well; it’s not in my nature. But I’m not sure what kind of lie I’ll tell to Bailey. I’m not good at lies.


         For the first ten minutes, I pretend that nothing has happened. I go about my business, bussing a few tables until Janine gets off and I take over. I think I might have won a reprieve, that Bailey didn’t notice that I’m almost an hour late. However, when his steely hand suddenly covers my sore wrist, I jerk in memory and fear. He pretends to be kind, but there’s no kindness when we’re alone inside his office.


         “Your explanation?” he asks in his most magisterial tone, while standing behind his desk, his brooding eyes rigidly holding mine captive.


         “I fell back asleep,” I say quietly.


         He cocks his head, deciding if he believes me. Inspecting me. “Not enough, Madison.”


         “It’s the best I can do.” That is no lie.


         “You were wide awake when I left. You didn’t answer when I called a half hour ago. Where were you?”


         “Home, then on an errand.”


         “What errand?”


         “I had to visit a friend.”


         “What friend?”


         “It doesn’t matter, Bailey, who it was. I got sidetracked. Stupid and sidetracked.” Suddenly, my anger pours out bitterly, “And I don’t like your third degree. If you don’t like it then beat my ass!” I turn and stomp away, giving him the cold shoulder and cold looks for the remainder of the day. Did my bluff work? Was he admonished? Licking his wounds? Put in his place for not trusting me? I sounded pretty high and mighty and am truly proud of myself.


         Sometimes, Bailey’s like a father to me—not in the silly ‘daddy’ sense, but in that dictatorial, authoritarian, judgmental sense. I shiver in the presence of that feeling, the sense of righteous indignation for committing crimes of disloyalty and lying. For a woman who thrives on the scenario of retribution, Bailey could be no better at instilling the thrilling fear that accompanies chastisement. My anticipation of the impending confrontation grows in me all afternoon. He doesn’t have to say a word. He doesn’t have to do anything but be himself—contained, even and unresponsive. He acts no different than he does any other day. But the words between us are not forgotten. I am guilty as charged. That is enough to indict me, and earn a weighty punishment. Such mortal terror makes every atom in me come alive.


         When Bailey tells me to leave early, that is my first clue to what lies ahead.


         “Early why?”


         “We’re covered. I don’t need you now.”


         “Will you be home soon?” I ask.


         “Soon as I can get there.” Still no inkling of his inner thoughts. If I asked him what is going on inside, he’d shrug. He won’t mix our personal matters with business, I think he must be offended that I made a scene earlier—even if it was just a tiny one. I’m only guessing, though. I honestly don’t know.


         I walk home feeling confused, but oddly excited. The anticipation weighs my whole being down. I want to scream, fight, punch, kick, do anything to let out my raging demon lust. I fix dinner, something nice, but not too special. I won’t telegraph my guilt. Just a friend… I just visited a friend. You don’t know him. I owed him a few bucks I thought I should pay back. We’re even now and I feel better. But we did get into a conversation about mutual friends. Riva knows him. I lost track of time… my mind goes over my excuses. What if he wants a name, what do I say? If I say Scofield, will he want more information?


             I’m playing a losing game. Hopefully, I’ll be able to bluff my way through.


         Bailey’s late. Not that he’s due at any particular hour. I may have curfews and rules to keep my activities in check, but Bailey has his own schedule. When the door closes behind him, I’m in the living room. I jump. I’ve been waiting for that sound for two hours, and when it suddenly hits the air waves, my whole being shrieks.


         He saunters inside, as he might any other night. The clothes go in the closet. He puts on his sweats, and grabs the newspaper from the table in the hall before he finally joins me in the living room.


         “You want dinner?” I ask. “Meatloaf and potatoes.”


         “Sounds good,” he says.


         I’m waiting nervously.


         He eats and makes me suffer, waiting. He reads his paper and checks the news while I read a book. When I finally decide to leave the room to pee, I hear that startling voice bring me back. “Madison, come here.”


         I turn. “What d’you need?”


         “You here.”


         I obey him and move back into the room.


         “You want to tell me what was behind your outburst today?”


         “Not really. It wasn’t anything really. I’m sorry.”


         “That’s not enough of an explanation. You’re hiding something.”


          So, I’m lousy concealing my guilt. “I’m not Bailey,” I say as dispassionately as I can.


         He doesn’t believe me. I can see the disappointment in the expression on his face.


         “I can’t help you if you won’t tell me what’s going on.”


         “Nothing is going on,” I insist.


         “Like hell. I haven’t seen you so strung out in weeks.”


         I think, trying for angles to avert a real confession, which I positively won’t give him. “I get this way when I’m feeling guilty. I know how much time means to you, and I screwed up today.”


         “That’s it? You need to be scolded, punished?”


         “Maybe.”


         “But you don’t know.”


         “I’m not the one in charge here, you are.” I wait and he says nothing, so I interject another thought. “I’m not going to ask you to punish me, if that’s what you think. I can’t make that kind of decision.”


         “But it’s what you want.”


         I can’t answer. My lips won’t work. My mouth feels cottony. I have to pee, and I’m starting to blush. The energy from the man I love turns my insides hot and crazy. I’m begging from my gut for some resolution and I hope he can see the plea inside my eyes. Just some simple restitution. I need to pay for what Scofield did to me. Twisted logic, I’m sure. But I have to get this guilt out of my system.


         Bailey stands. We’re face to face. “Turn out the light and come to me.”


         I hesitate, seeing that he’s removing the belt from around his waist. But rather than laying it on my ass, he circles my throat in the leather, and holds it tight against my neck from behind. He pushes me forward, into the surrounding darkness. There’s barely enough light to see by, but it seems he has the eyes of a cat. I reach the far wall where behind a drape, two rings hang down awaiting my arrival. I become as I was this afternoon; in my mind’s eye the scene is hardly different—except that the earlier one accused me, this one will make amends. I reach high for the rings without having to be asked, while Bailey wraps his belt round my throat two more times, tucking the end inside, snugly. At the front of this makeshift collar, he hooks the loop on the buckle to a hook in the wall. My face is pressed to the cold surface, my body pinned, and further bonded to the wall with ankle straps that lock into eyebolts at the floor. He loosens the belt on my jeans and lowers them as far as they will go—far enough to show my naked ass.


         My pussy twitches. I can feel the gathered dew make it itch. Everything in my fantasies is coming true—except for witnesses. I should have witnesses like I had this afternoon. Those observed my sin, I need more to observe the reprimand. But it’ll have to do like this, just Bailey and me. This is a private matter, Bailey’s a private man.


         He leaves me bound to the wall with my naked ass exposed, while he goes about some mundane business. I can’t see in this darkness and he won’t discuss it with me.


         When he returns, my body skyrockets with excitement.


         “Is this what you need?” he asks rhetorically. He stuffs a pair of stinky panties from the wash into my mouth. Getting a strong whiff of myself, my body responds with a sexual jolt. I’m reminded of going down on women. That sweet stench, that carnal aroma, the sour, tangy, fishy odor, mixed with the pleasant fragrance of a woman’s body. Bailey reaches around and tugs my clit.


         I gasp inside myself.


         “I’m piercing you here next week so when I bind you to the wall again, I can lock your cunt against it. And maybe a nose ring, or a couple skewering your nipples. It’s so much easier to immobilize you this way, than worry about ropes.” The rope dress is still in place, a little looser for all the workout it got today. Bailey takes a fistful of hemp in his hand, and twists it, tightening the harness so that I can hardly breathe. “You want punishment, you want torture, you’ll have it now. Maybe not what you thought you’d get, but what I feel like giving you. But trust me, Maddie, if you’re guilty of some gross lie, this will not absolve you of anything. You carry your deceit with you. The only absolution from guilt is honesty, and you’re the only one who can ensure that.”


         He has me hooked—considering my current position, the irony in that is remarkable, but I don’t have the guts to laugh. Hooked. I can’t escape the truth of what he says. But in some tiny corner of my psyche, I hope this fix will at the very least make my deeds of today tolerable.


         Bailey uses the cane for the active part of this punishment. Unlike the spanking I got earlier to today, this one will leave marks. I won’t have to look to know that the seven cuts of the thin bamboo will slice distinctive welts into my skin. As each unpredictable stroke lands, I let my head fall back and wail. The pace is so erratic that I have no idea when the next cut will hit. My entire body jumps with pain when they land. He sears my skin with fire, in hopes, perhaps, that this will effect me deeper than my flesh.


         Tears sting my eyes and finally fall down my cheeks. I’m sobbing when the last reeks its fury. By then I hate him and myself.


         As the white-hot pain subsides, my mind begins to drift. I wake with a jerk, realizing that I’ve been abandoned by my accuser, bound to the wall, left to ‘think about’ my crimes. I wish I were absolved. But I’m not. Everything Bailey says is true. If this were just a single incident, perhaps I could let the matter rest in my conscience. But according to Scofield’s plan, I’ll have more to atone for soon.


     


  




  

      Chapter Two      


     


    As his fingers traipse the pathway of my hip, I shudder. He lies behind me being gentle—is he making amends? He lingers in the valley where my legs meet my torso, then journeys higher, cupping my right breast in his hand, squeezing so that I feel sensation downward, outward behind my skin. My cunt begins to jump, opening naturally, juicing in preparation. I part my legs, scoot my ass back into his crotch and suddenly feel him lunge, as the head of his prick pierces the ready cavity.


         “Ah, yesssssssssssss, babe, fuck me,” I purr. He groans behind me. Seconds, minutes, a few more of consistent, colliding bodies copulating, we come together, muscles flexed, mouths agape, eyes remote. Orgasm floods exuberantly, washing away the sting of the recent night and returning the equilibrium to our tentative relationship.


         Bailey settles behind me, his spent cock limply falling from my cunt, his hands roving my body again. How can this hand that is so delicate, so tender be so otherwise cruel? He reaches my ass, moves back for a moment, tracing every line he laid on my bottom with his cane. There’s a sexual feeling in each diminished welt, and energy that swoons from that place and swirls through me—threatening another orgasmic rise.


         “You hate them?” he asks me.


         “Not now,” I tell him. I even want to look myself, appreciate the evidence of this retribution. I reach back and join his hand with mine. “Oh, my,” I say smiling, as I feel the blemished skin, and my body answers with a noticeable shimmy. My crotch pulses again.  


         “You deserved each one,” he reminds me.


         “And maybe more,” I add with a snicker.


         “You want more now?” he lowers his voice and I feel it tremble within me.


         “No, Sir,” I hasten to reply. “I’m happy with these.”


         I feel him smile.


         “Then let’s get to work, little slut. On time today.”


         “I’ll be there,” I promise.


         My world works well for another few days. I stay away from Scofield’s neighborhood and duck my head in doorways when I worry that I’m being followed. He told me after I’d satisfied his friends that he’d be coming for me any time.


         Waiting tables, on time and full of smiles, I notice a white slip of paper on my tray when I return empty glasses to Randy at the bar.


         “That yours?” he asks, as he swipes the glasses and puts them in his dishpan.


         I lift it from his fingers, and open the folded note.


         “Something wrong?” he asks.


         I gaze up and shake me head, “No, no,” I answer nervously. I see beyond him. Bailey is at the door of his office looking directly at me, expression vacant. I turn away thrusting the note into my pocket and continue with work.


            “Mr. Ells, room 452 of The Mansions. 5:00 tomorrow. S.”


         I have it memorized, but that doesn’t mean I’m going to go.


             I have an hour after work to get my message across to Scofield and get back in time to cover myself. After a significant lie to my lover, I drive the distance in Bailey’s car on loan for the afternoon. Thankfully, he was too distracted by a mess-up in the latest shipment of liquor to search my motives thoroughly. He’ll be tied up for the next hour.


         As soon as I can split the beer hall, I make the ten minute trip and find Scofield in his warehouse office, reclining in his office chair, feet up, smoking a joint with Jude and Riley Hales—another of the scum that feed off Scofield.


         I throw two hundred dollars—my last two days’ tips—on the man’s desk along with his crumpled note.


         “I’m not going,” I tell him.


         “What, hon?” he takes his feet off his desk and sits up, looking worried.


         “I’m not jumping to your every command, Scofield. I’m not!”


         “Hey, wait a minute,” he gestures palms open in the air, as if that would soothe my ruffled waters. “Don’t get so upset. I’m only trying to help you.”


         “By prostituting me?”


         “Oh, that is a strong word, Maddie.”


         “And it’s not apt?”


         “You’re paying off a debt, sweet and simple.”


         “I’ll do it with cash, not my body.”


         “When did you get so pure,” Jude jumps right in.


         I glare at him. “Shut up!”


         “I thought you said she was cooperating,” Riley approaches me. Once, just once in a back alley, we tangled, first in a heated fight and then sexually. He was shoving me, I was shoving back. Before I could stop myself, we were wrapped in each other’s arms and he was searching for my bare flesh. We’ve had one of those sparring relationships filled with sexual havoc. I wanted him when I was naïve and he felt dangerous to me. He predates Jude and Scofield, in fact he introduced me to both of these minor demons. I’ve never forgotten the feel of his hands and my climbing desire as he tore away my clothes. I was naked, ass thrust against a red brick wall, cunt hammered until there were bruises on my back. Pain wasn’t an issue, my satisfaction was. I didn’t see the bruises until two days later when Riva noticed. Seeing him now brings back that time, a fresh memory filled with unrequited lust. But I know better than to want him. He’s trouble wherever he is, in and out of jail, so I ignore the raw desire and trade it for contempt.


         Riley puts his hands on me, playing with my hair. I bat his hand away and he laughs.


         “Find someone else, Scofield,” I wrench away from them all and head for the door.


         “Madison. Mr. Ells asked for you personally,” he stops me when I’m half way there with this strange statement.


         “How would he know me? I don’t know a Mr. Ells.”


         “He knows you, perhaps an admirer from afar.”


         I should split, but my mind is blurred, trying to remember, trying to think of who he means. I wrack my brain, nothing comes but the distant memory of some sweet breath on my neck, and a nervous tickle racing up my spine. I don’t remember anything else.


         My hesitation is enough to make me turn back. “I’m not going to jump when you call. That’s the message,” I do my best to explain.


         “But you will this time, Maddie. You’re dying of curiosity.”


         I stare at the dust and grime of this weird place, stare at these men I should have brushed off a long time ago. I can’t help myself. This mystery fascinates me. Mr. Ells—not a magnetic name, but some peculiar feeling rumbles through me when I dwell on the sound and what it might mean.


         “I can do without my curiosity being satisfied,” I try one more time, but no one is convinced.


         “Maybe. But I think you’d regret this one getting away. I would think you’d remember the handsome devils in your past.”


         My head is spinning, disjointed memories pouring into me, my temples throb. The dam wants to burst free. I’m remembering faces, but cannot associate them with names—certainly no Mr. Ells. There are just impressions, and strong, vital feelings that rap at my lusty doors and beg entry. I’m mesmerized by the vague images. I shrug for Scofield. “Doesn’t ring a bell, sorry.”


         I hear him telling me to ‘dress the part’ just as I’m out the door. I don’t reply.


         I fiddle with the note in my pocket all the way back to the beer hall where I pick up Bailey and we go out for pizza. He takes me to a movie—an action flick I hardly bother watching—but it’s the perfect place to zone-out in my hazy memories and try to find the mysterious Mr. Ells. He doesn’t appear; after two beat-em-up, shoot-em-up hours of physical contact, I’m still at a loss. I attempt to forget completely, to ride home, lazily get screwed by my tired Bailey and then fall asleep.


         Sleep is more elusive than I thought it would be. It’s been a strained, mind-numbing day and I would think I’d drift off peacefully, but the maddening Mr. Ells with the vague face and the hot breath keeps coming back to me. Strange images spin before my eyes, but I cannot make them out. I’m looking for something concrete to lead my memory, but nothing comes. I’m stuck. From midnight to dawn, I sleep erratically and wake convinced of what I need to do.


         “I have a date with Riva,” I tell Bailey in the morning. “I forgot. You don’t mind, do you?”


         “Date where?” he asks.


         “We’ll do one of the bars, as usual,” I reply.


         “You’re not driving?”


         “Of course not, we’ll take a bus or taxi if it starts to rain.”


         “Behave yourself,” he says, as if he suspects I’m up to no good.


         I share my secret with Riva at lunch.


         “Are you crazy, girl, you don’t know what you’re walking into!”


         “I can’t help it, I’m obsessed.”


         “No lie. But, damn, be careful.” She looks down her pointy nose at me, judgmentally reminding me of all the stupid sexual things I’ve done in my evil life. “You lose Bailey, I’ll gladly take him. He’s too good a man to throw away. The sooner you realize that, the better.”


         “I’m not throwing the man away. But this is one piece of my past I can’t let lie. Bailey will understand.”


         “Oh, he will?”


         “Maybe with his belt on my ass, but he will understand.”


         “That’s right, you like the hard stuff.”


         “If you ever let yourself go, you probably would too.”


         “Honey, if I do anything kinky, I’m going to be the one on top.”


         “Then you’ll never make it with Bailey. He’d never bottom to you or anyone else.”


         She laughs, because the picture of Bailey bent over anything taking punishment is so absurd. “Yeah, you’ve made your point. But I know we could have some damn good fights.”


         “He doesn’t want to fight for sex, Riva. And he wants his way.”


         “I can dream, can’t I?” she says, looking a little vacant for a time while she’s making the pictures in her brain.


         “Dream all you like.”


         “And you, Madison, take care of yourself and don’t to anything stupid.”


         “Just cover for me, and I’ll be fine. I told him we needed a little after work ‘girl time’.”


         Five o’clock, I’m at the door to The Mansions, the finest hotel in the city—a residence hotel with prestige and fussy manners. I dressed accordingly—I won’t dress like a whore, which is exactly what Scofield wanted. I wear my plain black skirt, straight and formfitting, and a reddish, peachy sweater that practically matches my hair. My body seems to billow from these clothes, but I think these are sensuous vibes not whorish ones.


         The bellman’s there to take my name. When I tell him ‘Madison Hartley’, the door opens with a grand swoosh, and the atmosphere beyond it seems to suck me inside.


         Intimidated by high ceilings, chandeliers and intricately-carved crown molding, I walk timidly to the elevators, wishing now that I’d chosen the more demure green sweater. A few cast their eyes on me, their gaze normally descending from my breasts to my hips and legs. One man gets stuck staring at my tits. I wonder if my nipples are bursting from the sweater, but I refuse to stare down at my chest. I wore a bra—and pantyhose—to be consistent with a look of respectability.


         At the fourth floor the elevator opens smoothly and I rush outside and down the hall, walking without thinking. When I finally notice the room numbers, I’m there, Room 452.


         I knock quickly, praying that this will be over fast.


         “Ah, Madison,” I’m greeted with a warmth I don’t expect, and searched by a pair of deep, soulful eyes. “Come in.” I still don’t recognize the man.


         I must look flustered because I don’t budge an inch. I stare instead, determined to figure out the man’s identity and how he knows me before I go any further. Finally, desperate for an answer, I ask, “How do you know me?”


         “Come in and I’ll tell you.”


         “Hey, get this straight guy, whoever you are, I’m not going to have sex with you.” I’m probably speaking too loudly for a hotel hallway. But I will make my point. “There’s been a misunderstanding if that’s what you’ve been told.”


         “Why don’t you come in?” he says graciously, motioning me forward.


         I hesitate, but finally enter and allow the door to close behind me. The room is beautiful, Old World, dark woods, sumptuous drapes and couches, creamy colors, accents in peach and baby blue and gold. I’m afraid to touch a thing. But considering my plans, I won’t have to. I don’t need to worry that I’ll soil anything.


         Feeling the mysterious Mr. Ells directly behind me, I turn around and stare into his face. He reminds me of no one from my past—at least not as he appears to me. His dark hair is neatly trimmed and greying at the temples, his face is tanned. I suspect there is a manicured body underneath the tan summer weight suit, one that works out in a gym daily, runs in the park across from the hotel and enjoys a sauna and massage before he begins his day. Lots can be told from a man’s choice of tie. His is an artsy splash of color, lavender, green, gold and purple. His shoes, Italian loafers, are polished to a bright shine.


         “I don’t know what Scofield promised you, but I’m not a call girl, I’m not a pro at all. I owe him money, but I’m not going to give my body away to pay him back, and I came here to let you know that.”


         He stares at me searchingly for several long, unnerving seconds, saying nothing.


         “I understand,” he says flatly.


         “Well, good then,” I return. “I can go.”


         “Don’t you want to know who I am?”


         “I suppose you’re Mr. Ells.”


         “I am. But you wouldn’t know me by that name, and Mr. Scofield probably doesn’t know that.”


         “You have another name?”


         “Devon.”


            Devon. Devon. The name calls up memories—rollarcoasters, Ferris wheels, merry-go-rounds. Cotton Candy, carnival glass, and the laughing clown looming over the fun house. Slowly the recognition begins to dawn on me.


         “Oh, my God, you’ve changed.”


         “I have,” he smiles, happy that I finally remember who he is. “I’ve become legitimate.”


         I was eighteen and a virgin when I caroused around the carnival the summer we met. He ran the merry-go-round for the season. I know him now, but there’s been a significant change in his hair, which was long then, feathered around his face as was the style that year. And of course his clothes, his jeans were greasy from playing with the engine of the fancy carnival ride. The body is still the same, and now that he’s smiling, I can see the same carnie in the face of this cultured businessman. Then, I was eighteen; he was thirty-five. I was smitten by his age and the curious savoir-faire that exuded from his scoundrel eyes. He wasn’t a typical ‘carnie’—this was a summer occupation when he wasn’t teaching painting and wasn’t painting himself. He read Voltaire, Marx and Goethe. He expanded my tiny, street consciousness to consider the unusual use of color in Expressionist paintings, to recognize Bauhaus design elements, and to marvel at the iambic pentameter in the poetry of Shakespeare. For six weeks we talked about all the funky, artsy, philosophical things that interested him—more often I listened while he talked. When he wasn’t talking, we fucked.


         I’d go to the carnival every day, and rode the merry-go-round at least twice. I’d throw my head back and feel the breeze floating through the curls as I got dizzy from the ride. Devon would tell me that I looked like Lady Godiva when I rode the big white stallion. ‘But Lady Godiva was naked’, I’d protest, blushing—my body craved him from the moment I first saw his unabashed smile and the broad chest, his bare forearms covered with thick dark hair, muscled, thorough and gleaming with sweat. I’d watch his hands work, tinkering with the motor, starting the engine, his body pushing the carved wooden figures with all his carnal might. ‘That’s how I see you—naked’, he’d say to my protest, grinning broadly. I’d blush more.


         I returned every day, making a pest of myself, batting my eyelashes his way, and then aloofly trotting off once I knew I had his attention.


         “What is it you want?” he finally asked. He’d caught ‘Blue’ the big white stallion with the blue and gold saddle and reins. While I was sitting on the horse, he put his hands on either side of my legs. There was no way to get down, but to slip off the other side. Of course, this was what I’d been waiting for. I had a summer to flit and flirt until I had to get serious with my life. I wanted him wanting me.


         “You,” I answered him, being shamelessly blunt.


         Sweat was pouring off his brow, and he used his hand to push his brown hair off his forehead. His eyes were blue, pale and clear, birdlike, sharp and impossibly penetrating.


         “How about a lemonade where it’s cool?” he finally said, after much mind searching. I’m sure he was trying to decide if I was safe. If he’d asked, I could have assured him that I was not.


         I went with him to his apartment in the second story of the merry-go-round house. The tiny studio opened up a world for me I never knew—the paintings, the color, the books, the music, and the exuberant mess of an artist always at work. I was almost faint with my first surprising glance at the unusual space.


         Devon offered me lemonade, but only after his hands combed my body, beginning with my waist, and avidly caressing every sex-starved part of me. My lips opened when his approached and kissed him wet and opened mouth. I sought what trembled inside his pants, the first feel of a man’s erection. I knew instinctively what to do with the fat pouch—enough XXX flicks taught me that much. His jewels were squishy, warm and growing harder the more I stroked his sizable penis and the balls beneath. My nerves were trembling, my body flushed, hot, clambering on his. I ventured to places I’d never been before, with my hands moving inside his pants, while his were stripping away my clothes. He pulled my tee shirt over my head, and popped my breasts from their bra, immediately bending down to suck my nipples hard. “Gawd, ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh,” I was delirious. My first real sex, and not with some bumbling schoolboy, but with an older man.


         He sat me on his kitchen table, resting my ass at the very edge and spread my thighs wide open in preparation for his assault. “Have you done this before?” he had the presence of mind to ask.


         “Yes.”


         “You’re sure?”


         How he knew I was a virgin, I’ll never know.      


         “Well, not exactly,” I answered.


         “What’s ‘not exactly’ mean?”


         “I’m technically a virgin.”


         “After today, maybe not?” he was being cautious making sure.


         “What are you waiting for?” I quipped with a sassy snicker, “I thought taking a cherry was every man’s dream.”


         He snickered back and didn’t say another word, but plunged his meaty dagger into my pussy. “Ooooooooooooch.” I reacted with some small protest, but the pain quickly faded as he began his fuck. Without having to figure out what I needed to do, my cunt clamped tightly around the invader and came with a sudden jolt just after he started to come inside me. My body was wild until the sensations settled down—almost miserably restless. The dam was broken. I remained still for awhile, collapsed into Devon’s chest in exhaustion. He was hardly breathing hard.


         My sexual life with Devon was not particularly varied, though he liked to fuck in every position possible. My favorite was standing up—a chair, his desk, the kitchen table—bent over anything the right height with his big one attacking me from behind. ‘The position of taking’ one of us coined the phrase, though I don’t remember which one of us. His style was big, boisterous and I was always left exhausted. If I could keep him going for a half an hour, he’d be exhausted too.


         The best time I never told him about was the night he spanked me. I’d been at the carnival in the afternoon for our usual round of cock and cunt, but after a donnybrook with my mother at dinner that night, I took off for Devon’s carnival studio in the pouring down rain. It was nearly eleven o’clock when I burst into his apartment dripping wet. He was shocked by my entrance; Devon in the midst of painting—the object of his work; a live model, pretty, perfect and blonde. The scene was reasonably innocent, the model was even wearing clothes from the waist down, only her breasts unveiled; but I was jealous and accusing the instant that I saw her, as if I expected a man of thirty-five would be faithful to a girl of eighteen. The blonde escaped unscathed when I started ranting—I learned later that she was truly just a friend. But I didn’t learn anything until I calmed down.


         “What are you doing here?” the logical question came from Devon, just as his friend was making her hasty exit.


         “I needed to see you,” I gasped, trying to comb my wet hair away from my face.


         “Good lord, Madison, it’s pouring down rain! You walked all this way?”


         “What’s the matter with that?”


         “Sounds pretty reckless to me, it’s a foul night out there.” He was right, the wind was as fierce as the pelting rain. “It’s also rude to come calling without an invitation.”


         I was stunned. What kind of invitation did I need? I’d been showing up at the carnival every day for four weeks—though never at night.


         “I didn’t know I needed one.”


         “You might have called.” 


         “So sorry,” I snapped. “I didn’t know you were two-timing me with that blonde broad.”


         “Enough!” he barked. I’d never seen him angry, never seen his threatening scowl. But the energy between us was fantastic. Bombastic, brilliant and very sexy.


         “Enough? Why enough? Or maybe I should have expected that you’d be fucking around on me.”


         My logic was juvenile, the expanding confrontation stupid, and Devon’s response was apropos. After I’d thoroughly tongue-lashed him like a soap opera diva, while watching him seethe, he grabbed me around the waist, dragged me toward the kitchen where he tore a wooden spoon from the wall and proceeded to spank my ass with the broad, rounded end. I kicked, screamed and clawed to no avail. The spanking only got more vicious.


         When he stopped, I thought he was finished. But clearly our battle wasn’t over.


         “Take off your clothes,” he roared at me. I was instantly frightened enough to do exactly as he asked me to. But my poor heart was beating so rapidly, I thought it would run away. My eyes screamed with tears. But more importantly, my cunt was hotter than it had ever been—I had no clue why. Once I was stripped of my sopping clothes, he picked up the spanking scene where he’d left off. Settling himself in a chair, he pulled me over his lap and began pelting my naked ass again. I wriggled with all the force I could muster, but Devon’s strength surpassed mine. My ass got blistered; the pain was excruciating, and he refused to let up until he was ready to. When he finally stopped, I found myself on the hardwood floor looking up at him through my disheveled curls, tears making rivers down my cheeks.


         “Why the hell did you do that?”


         “Because brats like you deserve it!”


         “You’ll make me hate you,” I warned him. He had seventeen years adult experience on me, and given my immature years, it was impossible for me to counter him with any well-timed rude retort. I had a feeling that if I said more he would only pick me up off the floor and continue the spanking.


         The more we stared each other down, the more the erotic tension between us grew. The end was perfectly silent, Devon suddenly hauling me to the bed, thrusting me on top, on all fours, and coming up behind me with a ready dick he used to pummel my clenching hole. We grunted and groaned beneath our breaths almost afraid to share the fact that we enjoyed every bit of this fuck. He was hard on me. While one hand slapped my warmed behind to bring back the sting, the other pinched my nipples and squeezed my breasts. It was all too quick, maybe five minutes of ferocious fornication. Then instead of falling to his bed together, I collapsed in a heap by myself, while Devon simply withdrew from my cunt and moved breathlessly into the shadows of his studio.


         “You’re too young for me, Maddie,” he said, when he finally moved inside my field of vision again.


         “I am?” I was more threatened now than I’d been when I discovered him with the blonde.


         “Yeah, I think so.”


         “You don’t want me to come back?”


           He wouldn’t answer.


         “I’m sorry,” I finally told him. “It was stupid of me to come. I was just so angry. I had to get out of the house and I didn’t know where else to go.”


         His grim expression began to melt. “Come see me tomorrow afternoon, Maddie, I’ll probably be much more cordial.” He had that ‘all-is-forgiven’ look on his face, so I kissed him goodbye. He gave me a big hug, then I dashed out the door just as the rain was letting up.


         My ass was warm all the way home, perpetuating a sexual feeling I couldn’t shake. In bed that night, I masturbated to the scene twice before I went to sleep. I loved that power, even his anger, the righteous indignation, the same fierce sexuality I have been feeding off ever since.


         For a few days after the spanking, it seemed as though everything picked up right where it left off. But I wasn’t really the same after that night. I think Devon was. Except for being reminded of the great difference in our ages, he might have gone on fucking me the rest of the summer. I wanted to be with him, enjoy the lush sexuality of his world and the naughty feeling I had with an older lover. But the spanking haunted me and I couldn’t shake the desire once it caught hold. Instinctively, I knew Devon wasn’t up for a repeat performance, or handling the tiger unleashed that night. He was a weaker man than I needed, which was why I turned to the badboys, thinking—mistakenly—that they could satisfy the tremendous ache simmering in my gut.


     


    ***


     


    To think that I didn’t recognize Devon today. Even if it’s been nine years since that carnival, I should remember my first lover and someone so remarkably striking as this man.


         “You’ve become legitimate? What’s that mean?” I ask him, while still trying to place him inside the plush surroundings of The Mansions’ hotel room.


         “I moved out of the studio the fall after we were together,” he looks as though he’s going to blush. “I bummed around for two more years, and then a New York dealer liked what he saw and the paintings started to sell. What do they say? The rest is history.”


         “Yeah, and you’ve made the big time,” I deliberately look around at the fancy room. “That’s good. And what do you want from me?”


         “A piece of the past, Maddie,” he goes straight to the point.


         “Aw, I don’t know.” My crotch tingles with a familiar heat pouring into the triangle of my pubic mound and far beneath.


         He takes two steps toward me, removing his suit jacket and tossing it on a chair—which puts us on a more even playing field.


         “You do want sex, don’t you?” I decide.


         “Scofield tells me you’re a real slut.”


         “Sometimes. But not for him.”


         “Forget Scofield, do it for me.” He nuzzles up to my side, and I find it impossible to push him away. He’s candy for my ravenous body; I could gobble him up in seconds. His attitude is somewhere between the lover of authority as Bailey is, and the weak-kneed, pretty prince. I’m not sure which he really is—especially now that time has matured me, at least in a sexual sense.


         “Why? Why now?” I’ll keep pressing until I understand his motives better.


         “Maybe to satisfy my curiosity about you.”


         “I don’t understand.”


         “You were too young for me, for what I really wanted.”


         “That didn’t seem to bother you when we were fucking.”


         “As long as we were just fucking. It’s the other things I wanted to do to you and didn’t that haunt me now.”


         “Like what?”


         “Dominant, sadistic things.”


         He’s got to be kidding me. The words don’t even sound right coming from his mouth.


         “Why didn’t you try?”


         “You were too young, too virgin, too impressionable.”


         “You know, I probably would have fallen right into your hands and let you do what you wanted.”


         “But I wasn’t sure that I wouldn’t have been tainting you. You were only eighteen. You didn’t need someone tying you with rope and beating your ass every night before sex.”


         “Six months later, after you, that’s exactly what I got, ” I say proudly. I’m only slightly exaggerating; Jude showed up a year later.


         “Really?”


         “Yes, really. I guess you missed out.”


         “Maybe so,” he replies with a hint of regret.


         All of my deeply repressed memories of the man are so fresh now in my brain, it seems that carnival was only weeks ago. Even though the man looks nothing like the one in my memory, I recognize the same jolting, driving erotic energy pulsing through his beautiful body, and I want that. I know that I’m going down the road of infidelity again and I honestly don’t care.


         “There was that spanking,” I remind him, “shouldn’t that have told you something?”


         “Yes, to stay away.”


         I’m caught up in the moment, in the his sound of his voice, his breathe on my neck, the beating of my own loins against his hot groin.


         “So, what is it that you never got from me?” I whisper.


         “The experience of taking you down.”


         “How so?” I wonder aloud.


         He has his hands on me, the physical memories return. In my psychic, sexual body I can still recall the first feelings of orgasm ripping me through at Devon’s hands. He begins to peel away my clothes, starting slowly with the red sweater. It rises with his hands on my waist and pushing up. He notes the black lace bra with interest. I’m sure he remembers my nipples, but likely not the fragrance of my breasts when his nose and face are groveling between the plush melons. I’ve changed perfumes a dozen times in nine years. With the hand of an experienced lover, he undoes the bra clasp behind me and watches as my tits spill out and goose bumps suddenly rise along the surface.


         “Beautiful as ever,” he notes with admiration.


         Devon pushes my skirt down with the same driving insistence, letting it fall to the floor.


         “You really didn’t expect to fuck,” he says, when he sees my plain pantyhose.


         “No, I didn’t,” I answer honestly.


         “Am I encroaching on another man’s territory?”


         “Not one who matters,” I lie terribly, but he’ll believe me because we’re too aroused to stop.


         He moves on, thrusting his hand into the waistband of my hose and ripping down, until I’m helping them off the rest of the way, and I stand naked for him one more time. He roves my flesh freely while I’m oddly more tentative with him. I don’t even seek out his cock as I once did so eagerly in my innocence. He has more in mind for me now. One of his fingers finds my asshole and rims it lightly. Then he abruptly pulls away, and goes rummaging through his travel bag.


         “On the chair,” he orders, motioning me to a gilded French provincial chair with a peach-colored velvet seat. “On your knees, facing the back.”


         I like specific orders, leaves nothing to chance. Doing as told, I’m handed a fat anal dildo Devon has greased slick. “Up your ass and fuck yourself until you come.”


         It shocks me hearing the tinge of depravity in his voice. There had always been something rather pure in him when I knew him before. He’s edgier, dirtier, even in his dressed up clothes. But I relish what I feel coming from the darker man he’s become, and begin my unfailing obedience. I look back at his grim face as I stick out my ass for easier access. The prick slides in slowly, then with a firm shove breaches the cavity until the base is pressed against my anus. I draw it in and out on Devon’s command, working the piece with avid strokes. Looking at him with hooded eyes, my efforts are inspired. His face may remain passive, but everything else about him is animated, vibrating hotly at the picture he sees.


         I turn my glance away and go inside myself, concentrating on the vivid self-fuck. The perpetual in and out stimulates every nerve. I’m soon flying, aware that I’m being watched and that I love these eyes on me, while I thoughtlessly, shamelessly pervert myself for my own pleasure. My pussy begs for more than its emptiness, but I suspect this act will be a strictly solo performance. From the corner of my eye, I make certain Devon’s still watching. Am I surprised to find that we are not alone? At least two other men are in the room with us, staring at me. Deriving a foul satisfaction from that fact, I attend to my screaming need and let the orgasm hit.


         “Gawd, yesssssss,” I hiss as the feelings overtake me, as I pound the dildo in my ass and the juice from my vacant, hungering pussy floods down my legs. This orgasm is an urgent spasming thing that grabs my body, shakes it hard and lets go quickly. As the sensation recedes, I feel the cruel cut of some unknown implement on my ass. I move my hand away.


         “Shove the prick in all the way and keep it there,” I hear Devon’s stern rebuke. I follow orders, clench my bottom cheeks together and take the punishment. He whips me soundly with a braided cat o’ nine tails until I think my ass must look like raw meat. Yet, the beating doesn’t hurt. A second orgasm has begun where the first one left off. I hold on and shake the chair.


         “Come, slut!” he commands, and I do so as he continues thrashing me. As this climax strikes with a more rumbling, rolling end, he throws the cat to the floor and thrusts his hand into my vagina, past his knuckles until his entire fist fits snuggly inside. I’m fucked. Another wilder climax peaks and I scream.


         The room is quiet except for the sounds of the door clicking shut and me slithering off the chair to the floor. Devon is still there, but I suspect the others—whose presence I only vaguely remember—have had all they need of my exhibition.


         “Why did they leave?” I whisper.


         “I wouldn’t let them have you.” Devon’s crouching at my side, lovingly stroking my face and hair. “Watching you was enough.”


         “Then why did you do it?” I’m feeling defeated and used, even as I accept his curious affection.  


         He shrugs. “I guess for old times’ sake, Maddie.”


         He helps me to my feet, and hands me my skirt.


         “You mind if I clean myself?”


         “The bathroom’s through there,” he points to an open door on the far wall.


         I’m a little dizzy as I enter the sparkling room. The marble gleams, and its spotless beauty makes me feel soiled. I quickly run a washcloth over my body, wipe away my juices from my ass and cunt, and look briefly at my face and hair. The ‘just-fucked’ expression of contentment greets me, but my eyes are a little lost, a little stunned that I performed so well. I think I see Bailey looking over my shoulder and a pang of guilt sweeps me though. I have to leave. Now. I dress completely before I leave the bathroom.


         “How did you find me?” I ask. I’m about to exit.


         “Through Scofield,” Devon says.


         “How do you know Scofield?”


         “I don’t. Your face was on an Internet website I occasionally frequent. Hundreds of personals. Disguised though it was, I knew the ad was an advertisement for sex. More importantly, I recognized you. The piece described your likes and dislikes. It was immediately apparent that I had missed something when we were together. You fanned an old flame. When I made the contact, Scofield replied. I thought we’d just share a few emails, see if it might lead to dinner. But I got worried when it was a man who sounded more like a pimp than a legitimate sexual dominant.”


         “You only wanted dinner, and this is what you arranged?”


         “Curiosity, Maddie. I wasn’t sure what would happen. But the ad was very specific, about how you perform for groups of men.” There was that self-effacing blush again, as if he was ashamed of himself. “I let my obsessions take over sometimes. The truth is, Maddie, you’ve grown into a beautiful woman. You’re not a girl anymore. Every minute of this reunion has been exhilarating for me. You obviously have a gift.”


         “A gift? For sex, right?”


         “There’s nothing wrong with that.”


         “I didn’t place that ad, Devon. I never agreed to it. And this is the first I’ve heard of it. If I weren’t so exhausted, I’d be pissed. I’m not a whore, just a woman who finds herself in a bad place because of my own stupidity. I’m glad you liked what you saw, but if I’d known Scofield’s scheme, it never would have happened.”


         “I’m sorry,” he says kindly.


         I’m totally deflated. “You didn’t really want dinner. You just wanted the show.”


         He sighs trying not to look as miserable as I must. “I’m sorry.” He looks so handsome this way, but repeating his apology isn’t much help. “And, Maddie, I would take you to dinner, really, but I’m leaving for Paris in a couple of hours.”


         “Sure, that’s fine. A cheap thrill never hurt anything, huh?”


         Sometimes, I stun myself with the things I do, and then the guilt afterwards. Maybe someday I’ll learn. I refuse to leave Devon with the satisfaction of successfully dispensing with me. Let him live with a little guilt. I sure have to live with mine.  


         I used to think that my time with Devon was a pure thing, that I outgrew my decent sexual drives and needed a more inventive, darker, carnal sex. To have what I wanted, I sank into the gutter with the likes of Riley, Scofield and, of course, Jude. Now I know that Devon was right there with them, and perhaps more loathsome in a roundabout way than the others.


  




  

      Chapter Three      


     


    “You can’t put me in a corner like that again, deary,” Riva flashes her cold eyes at me when she sees me next.


         “What corner? I was only gone a couple hours.”


         “Of course, you don’t know.”


         “Know what?”


         “Bailey saw me in the grocery store at six this evening and wondered where you were.”


         “Oh, God.” I’m screwed. I feel my world crumbling.


         “You should be, you deceitful little tramp.”


         “You’re as trampy as I am!” I say in a huff.


         “Sure, I’m trampy. But I don’t lie to cover my tracks, or make anyone else lie for me.” She backs off seeing me about to panic. “Hey, don’t worry, I told Bailey that you weren’t feeling well—you hung out at my apartment till you felt better and I decided to go shopping in the meantime. I’d send you home when I got back.”


         “And he believed you?”


         “He trusts you and has no reason not to trust me.” With most of her anger vented, she changes the subject, “So, what happened with the mysterious Mr. Ells?”


         “Turned out he was Devon Ells, my first fuck.”


         “Really?” Her clear eyes brighten even more, “And you blew him off?”


         I squirm. “No. It seems that Scofield’s posted an ad for me on the Internet. I haven’t seen it, but I guess it sounds as if I wrote it. But it’s him hawking me if as I was walking the street.


         “What an ass, Maddie. Why don’t you blow him off?”


         “I would if I had the money.”


         “Ask Bailey for it.”


         “No!” I’m emphatic.


         “Yes. You spill your guts, pay his price whatever that is, and get the messy business over with.”


         “I can’t. I won’t.” And this is the truth, until I’ve exhausted every other possibility.


         “So if you didn’t blow the guy off, what did happen?”


         I tell her most of the illicit tale, whitewashing the really nasty details.


         “An how do you hide the red ass from Bailey?”


         “I don’t bruise much anymore and there’s not much evidence left, certainly nothing that he might not have caused himself.”


         “You’re a lucky woman,” she shakes her head like a condescending mother and takes another drag of her cigarette, silently fuming.


         I’m at Scofield’s warehouse as soon as I can slip away from my life and not be noticed. I’m taking chances again, but I’m so damn mad, I’m almost spitting.


         “You take my personal ad off your goddam Internet or all hell is going to break loose!” I yell at his scheming expression. I think I actually see a ripple of fear in his face.


         “And how would that be, Maddie?” he comes back quickly.


         “I’ll find a way to see you fall, and fall hard. Just take it down. You’ll have your money in five days.” I’m gone before I can fall into another of his traps. Thankfully, his ghoulish friends are somewhere else and it was just the two of us. No one else heard my threat.


         My anger has me scared. I’ve made a promise, but I have no idea how I’ll keep it. There’s two-thousand dollars left on my debt and almost nothing in my bank account.  


    I dive on Bailey even when we’re in the beer hall. In his office, I come on to him like a hungry animal.


         “What’s going on?” he gently pushes me away. He smiles. “We’ll have sex tonight, Maddie, later. But now I’ve got to work.”


         “Not just one little, tiny fuck?” I ask with a sweet whine, as I drop to my knees and go for the zipper on his pants.


         I can see he’s pleased, even if this is a gigantic breach of Bailey’s protocol. He lets me take his penis from his pants and turn it with my mouth into a sizeable prick—not fully erect, but enough to stuff inside my panties. I roll his balls over my hand, squeeze a little and look up at him, eyes dripping and persuasive.


         “Little, slut whore,” he says, while running his hand through my hair.


         Missing him has made me bold. I went home after my event with Devon and begged off anything but a good night’s sleep. Bailey already figured I wasn’t feeling well and didn’t bother me. I lay awake until he came to bed. I couldn’t sleep, but managed to doze off when I felt him near.


         I need him to heal me now, even when he doesn’t know he is. I don’t want my cheap temptations to ruin us. Riva’s right. I’d be losing the best man in the world.


         I’m getting lost in the aroma of his crotch, and the power of him pours out on me as he holds my hair tightly. The sensation swims through my body; I’m feeling drunk, happy that he’s accepting this. I’ve made him hard enough to fuck me hard, and hope he’ll pull me up and throw me over his desk. But there’s a knock on the door that interrupts the spontaneity. Bailey quickly extracts himself from my grasp and zips his pants as I stand up. I want to giggle.


         It’s Riva. She looks around quickly deciphering the situation and smirking herself. Only Bailey fails to look at it humorously, although he may be laughing out loud inside himself.


         When the door closes again, the mood for sex is gone.


         “Well, I tried,” I tell him.


         “You did, and you shouldn’t have… but it was rather nice.”


         That’s as much of a compliment as I’ll get.


         “You must be feeling better?” he asks.    


         “As fine as a new peach.”


         “I’m glad. I missed you last night.”


         This is really getting spooky, Bailey being so ‘demonstrative’ at work.


         “I missed you, too.”


         The tension is thick. A part of me wants to lay the whole of my misery out on him, do Riva’s version of purging and be done with it. But I know I’m not that brave.


         “You working?” he finally asks.


         “Yes, three more hours on the schedule.”


         “Then get back to it.” He sounds gruff, but I can tell he’s pleased underneath the stern expression. I’m hopeful. Not elated, but hopeful.


         I wait tonight in Bailey’s dimly lit loft. It’s late, but that’s to be expected. I’ve fished around for things to do. Cleaned the kitchen and the bath, trimmed the plants on the porch and scoured the outside nightlight of bugs. It’s a happy busy. I’m feeling moderately content. The weight of guilt surrounding Devon seems to be temporarily lifted, as long as I ignore what I’ve done. I do have the balance of my loan to pay in just four days—and have no idea yet how that will happen, but that’s four days away. Why worry now?


         I sit on the porch waiting. The air is stirred with the rumble of thunder in the distance. It scorches my crotch, anticipation flies all around me. I’m feeling haunted, hunted, but I’m not sure why. I have expectations of Bailey, but I can never tell how, or if he’ll follow through. The night is hypnotizing. I’ve been waiting for this new evidence of spring, the crashing thunder, the streaks of painted light across the sky.


         I know he’s near before I hear the door close, or his footfalls, or any other evidence that Bailey’s home. By the time he’s at my back, I’m practically jumping from my skin. I smell the leather and my pussy jolts ecstatically. I feel his hands on my neck, then the collar circling my throat, my excited nerves respond. The night is electric and so am I.


         He doesn’t need words to gain my willing cooperation. I rise as he directs and follow him into the living room.  


         “Take off your clothes,” he whispers, repeating that well-remembered order.


         When I’m stripped he leads me to the door and out, directly into the service elevator that will take us to the basement. The elevator is private, used only during the day by the businesses below. The other resident of the building is in Japan at a trade conference—at least I think so. But I still wonder and worry if someone will see me like this—naked, and I shiver with excitement at the prospect of being discovered. On the ground floor, the elevator door opens automatically. No one’s there. At the basement level, we step into the dank and empty space. I smell the mold, the old wood, the timber still holding up the building above. I wonder how these aging beams can still bear the immense weight. This place must be eighty years old if it’s a day. Bailey takes me by the hand and leads me into the sinister underground of his home, a place behind a false door he calls his dungeon. In the loft, there are many ways to bind me, immobilize my body, punish me and call me down. But this is his special fortress of vice. The feeling surrounding it is pure evil. I know I’m safe here, but only because he’s with me. I’m not safe from my fears, however, or what those fears do to screw with my rational mind.


         I know we’re not alone now, but I can see no one in the intense blackness. Bailey makes certain I can’t see, covering my head in a leather hood and attaching it to the rings on the collar. He clamps my nipples, firmly gripping each one so that a river of pain trickles downward from them. More clamps crunch into the soft flesh of my labia. My body swoons for more.


         “On the floor and crawl,” Bailey orders. I follow his command with no clue where I’m going until I bump into a body a few feet away—a man by the feel of his shoes and pants. I rise up, resting my ass against my heels, and find his dick is hanging waiting for me. Without having to be asked, I slurp the meat, running my tongue around the rim of the head and feel it quickly jump to life, throbbing hot and full against my face. The fellow raps it on my cheek, and I let it slide inside and burrow down my throat until I’m almost gagging.


         I’m unceremoniously pulled away and given another prick to service. I do so with blind relish. Serving cock is not my strongest suit or pleasure. I find it hard to love a man’s erection if I don’t know him well. But these are nameless pricks with no faces to attach to the size and smells. I treat them with passion because that is what Bailey is looking for. He knows how I love the feeling of abandonment, of letting go. A third man, which I suspect is Bailey, pulls me to him. Then I go round and round in this neat triangle of cocks, from one to the next, negotiating on the hard cement, forgetting everything but my obedience and the growing sensations arising from my belly.


         Minutes pass, I say ‘goodbye’ to the cock down my throat, when a firm jerking hand pulls me to my feet and immediately places me on Bailey’s rack. This crude device of torture is made of wooden struts, bolts and wires. Despite its rough look, the construction is sturdy enough to support my body as it undergoes a considerable amount of torture. I watched him build it for me six weeks after we started dating—when it became clear that I had sparked his sadomasochistic fantasies to new heights. He worked swiftly, one long Sunday afternoon, while I remained tied in the corner of the room. Two dozen candles burned around us, as he sawed and hammered and screwed the pieces together. I felt like a prisoner, forced to view the construction of my demise. My nerves were shot by the time he pronounced it finished. On a simple base of 2 x 4’s, two long slats three inches wide were made to hold my body face up or down. On either side were arms and legs to hold me down, and at the center of the rack, a winch was installed to stretch my body tight along the frame. Cuffs at the four corners, and straps down the middle were strategically placed and bolted in. I become his meat, his flesh, his property, his toy to persecute when I’m laid out on his rack.


         I’m prone, belly up now and locked at my extremities. The winch grinds for a moment and I can feel the boards beneath me move, stretching my body taut. I focus on nothing, my mind drifts. I am in this for the experience of sensation, the fire of pain and the roar of pleasure. This is the first time Bailey has invited friends to enjoy me and they are ruthless accomplices.


         A zipper of clothespins begins at the side of my right breast and curls around the base and then over the top of my left breast in half of a figure eight. Another zipper starts just above my knee, the clothespins following the line of my fleshy thigh, along my shaved pubic mound and down the other inner thigh. By the time the two zippers are clipped in place, I’m sweaty, my breathing ragged, my fear magnified. My body throbs, intolerably. Some of the clothespins feel too tight and I can hardly stand the intensity of this pain.


         “You can do this, slut,” I hear Bailey whispering in my ear, kindly. He is above me, between my stretched out arms, his warm breath on my cheeks, nurturing me through the agony. I settle back and breathe deeply, making a second effort to succumb to the sensation. He smears my lips with Scotch, then dribbles a little in my mouth. My insides burn as the liquor takes the edge of pain away. I drift again, for a time in the throes of exquisite pleasure. There are fingers teasing my clitoris, one slipping into the succulent pathway of my vagina. I jerk, tugging against the leather bonds, only to feel the pestering clamps sway on my body, and shoot pain through my system. I settle again as the intruding hand becomes more forceful. I’m greased for a fist, the cavity widened by a thick, determined, prodding hand. Repeatedly, he jabs my insides. Each thrust opens me wider and the hand slides deeper. The surfaces are slick, but still my body refuses to give. The man’s enormous. He’s soon insensitive to my moaning pleas for mercy. Spurred by Bailey’s encouraging word—“Don’t let her kid you, she takes a full fist,”—he finally plunges beyond the gateway with his knuckles and his entire hand to the wrist.


         “Noooooooooooooooooo,” I’m screaming.


         “Quiet yourself, Maddie,” Bailey spanks my cheek enough to sting.


         I force my mouth shut.


         “Breathe!” He orders. “Breathe.”


         I pay attention to everything, the tug of the clothespins, the hand inside me, and Bailey’s hands stroking my face.


         “Sluts like to be used,” he says. “This is what you need, what you deserve. Punishment becomes you.”


         He’s right on every count.


         My body is a font of violent spasms. These cantankerous contractions jerk me one way and then another. The hand that plagues my middle seems swallowed up inside me, part of me, nothing separate anymore. I don’t know my own boundaries. An orgasmic wave starts to rise from deep where this extremist fucks me. It rises up, compelling and unstoppable. Then, without warning, the clothespins that run along my thighs are ripped from my flesh. I scream.


         White. Hot. Wildness. Release.


         I’m ripped apart again just as I’m coming down. Pain sears my breasts. A rough hand massages the shredded skin, my cunt clamps down on the invader.  


         “May I come!” I shout.


         Bailey waits. The torture continues. I try to hold on, but I am losing this battle.             


         “Pleeeeeeeeeeeease!” I beg from my heart.


         “Come, Maddie,” he finally says in a whisper.


         I’m waking now. I don’t recall much after I was given permission to come. Pleasure is always a rousing kick in my groin. But this was the big bang, grabbing, biting everywhere inside my fucked frame. I remember only that when the hefty fist withdrew relief washed through me. The cocks that tagged along for the ride floated inside the open space. I ground down on them, squeezed their meat hard because my pussy was still going off.


         I’m settling now. My skin is sore. Bailey rubs my breast and my thighs where the clothespins probably left marks. There’s not a sign—no sound of movement around me that suggests that his friends are still in the room.


         “Who were they?” I ask him.


         “Does it matter?”


         “No.”


         “Don’t ask again. They were mine to use as much as I’ve used you tonight.”


         He’s taken off the mask so that I stare him in the face. My body rests against the wood struts—still stretched, but the stretch is not a strain. I think he must have eased the winch, but I don’t know when.  


         “Did you get off?” I ask him.


         He laughs. “That’s for me to know, Maddie. Are you feeling all right?”


         “Like you’ve untied a thousand knots inside me.”


         “Good. Consider it a necessary tranquilizer.”


         I wonder what he alludes to telling me this. How much of my recent panic has he seen in my eyes, or felt from my silly behavior? Can he guess where I’ve been? Have I disguised myself enough? I think about the possibilities for awhile, and then decide that I’ll tear myself up more if I give in to my worries. He’s a man, not an angel or a wizard. What he doesn’t know remains my secret.


         I’m tenderly dealt with, my shoulders rubbed, my wrists and ankles massaged to life. Bailey makes me sit for awhile to steady myself. I admit, I’m woozy. We quit his dungeon and take the elevator up to his loft, still no one but the two us. I’m almost disappointed.


         Bailey moves me swiftly into the bedroom where we fuck hard—I gather he didn’t come during my torture. His dick is too ready, too swift to believe he’s already shot one load tonight and is ready again so soon.


         I’ll sleep soundly for a long night.


         It is strange that what Bailey does to me I call love. From Scofield, the same acts are vulgar abuse. My body knows no difference; it responds greedily to any torture. But my mind is not a willing accomplice when my heart is not engaged.


  




  

      Chapter Four      


     


    I observe Bailey—the boyfriend and the boss: the lover, the disciplinarian, the friend, the companion, the sexual master, the hardnosed bully in command of the beer hall. He gives me goose bumps any hour of the day, with any suit of clothes he wears. At work, his reprimands make my whole insides turn cartwheels. I could purposely get in trouble just to feel that imperious look in his eyes, and hear his stern voice, thick with anger. But I don’t. It seems I have a knack for getting into trouble without trying. I don’t need to help myself along on that account.


         “What did you think you were doing!” he assaults me in the back room, while I’m trying to follow his orders, redoing his inventory. I’m better with customers upfront, but he’s already pissed at me for being late again—this time it was not Scofield. I simply fell back asleep after he left. This is penance for that little crime.


         I sleep to ignore my vow to Scofield… I have a day to make good on the loan… I have little hope and that pisses me off.


         “I’m doing what you told me to do,” I tell Bailey.


         “I’m not talking about that right now. I’m talking about answering the phone in my office, telling our supplier that we didn’t need the shipment I just ordered.”


         “I thought that’s what you told Randy.”


         “You have no idea what I told Randy,” he snaps.


         “I guess not.”


         “Maddie you’re an aggravation. I oughta fire you.”


         “Fire me, why? I’m a damned good waitress.”


         “That you are, but you’re also a dimwitted slut, who lacks basic common sense. You have no idea when to open your mouth and when to keep it closed.”


         “I didn’t think…”


         “No. And that’s the problem, you didn’t think.”


         I’m woozy from the confrontation, but my mouth is working independently of my brain. “Yes, I guess I’m just a dimwitted slut. But if you can’t bring yourself to fire me, then I quit.”


         I start to the door, feeling the high drama give me inspiration. Undoing the sash of my apron, I’m about to toss it back to him, when Bailey’s hand suddenly grips my wrist and he jerks me around. We’re eyeball to eyeball, our lips so close that we should kiss. Instead, we feel each other’s breath, the hot breath of warring stallions. Any second I figure he’ll be steaming from his nostrils.


         “I’m not going to fire you and you’re not going to quit.”


         “Like hell! I can do anything I want.” I try to jerk free.


         “No, you can’t,” he keeps me bound.


         He says that so forcefully that I actually believe him. “Then what do you want me to do.”


         “Grow up.”


         “Grow up? Grow up? What’s that supposed to mean? I thought you liked this sassy little girl. All my faults, all my foibles.”


         “You celebrate your faults and foibles as if you’re proud of them.”


         I’m breathing hard, my anger rising along with my embarrassment. I’ve never been put down by a man this way. What hurts is how much he’s right. That’s the hardest part, and the source of my anger. I jerk harder, almost losing him. I can see myself out the door and down the hall, breaking free into the sunlight and fresh air. But I’m still captured, in seconds actually locked inside this stuffy storeroom, Bailey with a wood chair slat in his hand. He pins me to the table with one hand, jerks up my tiny skirt—which shows that I’m wearing no panties, an absolute ‘no no’ at the beer hall—and begins to whack my fanny with all the strength he can muster. At least it seems that hard. Focusing directly on the same spot on each plump bottom cheek, he has both cheeks burning hot and me completely out of control with pain. This is not the pain that can be absorbed in a sensuous, sexual dance. It rips. It cuts. It likely bruises. And it makes me yell.


         “Cut the noise!” he orders when I don’t stop howling.


         “Like the whole place won’t hear you paddling me!” I snap at him.


         “I don’t care,” he barks right back.


         I try, just so I can get this horror over with, and to my great relief, he stops with just a few more whacks. Bailey pulls me upright, standing eye to eye with me again.


         “Go home, Maddie. Clean yourself up and put on some underwear—I suppose you thought I wouldn’t notice that, too?”


         “No… I mean.” I’m really flustered now. “I really don’t know.”


         “I want you back in a half hour ready to work with a smile on your face. And don’t ever answer the phone in my office or try in any way to speak for me.”


         I stare at him, unable to move for at least thirty long seconds.


         “You really think I’m dimwitted?”


         “No. But sometimes you just don’t think.”


         I back a step away. “I’m sorry.”


         He inspects my face thoroughly and his expression lightens. “I know.”


         I wish he’d take me in his arms and love me, just for a second. My entire body slackens with a rush of erotic juices flooding at my crotch. “You know when you do these things to me, I get so aroused.”


         “Yes, I do,” he nods.


         “Is that why I keep failing with you?” I wonder aloud.


         Something has shifted in his mood—and mine. The anger is spent, he’s very sober, and easily sees my misery in that question.


         “Sometimes I think so. Guilt and punishment nag at you all of the time. I’m up to taking care of that, Maddie. But not here, not where we work. You’ve have embarrassed yourself today in front of the people out there,” he gestures to the front of the building, where the afternoon traffic in the beer hall will be slow, but where there are a few lingering customers from lunch, several waitresses—including Riva—busboys and the bartender, all within earshot of the noise, “neither of us needs that.”


         “I’m sorry,” I try again being as sincere as I know how to be. “Riva thinks I’m deliberately trying to tube this relationship.”


         “Could be. But then Riva doesn’t know me, and how much I care about you. But you will, Maddie, follow the rules and more importantly think before you open your mouth.”


         I’m flying out the back door and on the street so that I won’t have to face anyone. I’ll return with that great big smile and all my feelings back in place by the time the half hour is over. For now, I’m letting the tears stream down my face and I don’t care who sees.


     


    ***


     


    My allotted half hour leaves me in a daze. I make quick work of Bailey’s orders at home and start my trek back to the beer hall, head down, focusing solely on looking feisty and impudent when I walk through the door.


         I don’t see where I’m going, or who is coming my way, although I expect the world to part for my wake and am completely taken by surprised when I feel two men come at me from either side. One is Riley, the other I don’t know.


         “What are you doing?” My hackles are up, but not soon enough, not before I’m pushed between two buildings and forced through a narrow alley into a waiting car parked at the other end.


         I feel a thump on my head, and it seems to swell up like a balloon.


         Lights out.


    I groggily awaken in a moving car—a limousine I guess, winding through a maze of streets. I have no idea how long I’ve been out. My head throbs and I’m still dizzy. When I stir, I feel someone’s boot at my back. I freeze.


         “Keep your head down,” an unknown gruff voice speaks to me.


         I’m squashed against the floor between the front seat of this vehicle and the back. There’s enough room for me and the man’s big feet—but my position is hardly comfortable, half-twisted, the smell and taste of dirty carpet in my nose and mouth. My arms ache, but it takes some minutes before I realize that they are bound behind me. I can’t separate my feet. They are bound, too. I squirm, offer up a muted sound as if I’m gagged. Considering my current state, I’m surprised I’m not, but I am afraid to open my mouth.


         The limo comes to an abrupt halt, and a pair of large male hands, pull me into the seat. I thought it might be Riley, or the redheaded man with him, but this is a fellow I’ve never seen. I conclude he’s tall; his lanky legs hit the back of the seat—and this is a big automobile. Seeing the size of his hands, I absurdly wonder if he plays in the NBA. He is of mixed parentage, an attractive pale-skinned black man. I imagine his grim expression broadening into a wide, pleasant grin. His nubby black hair is clipped close and he sports a trimmed goatee. Reaching behind me, he fools with the ropes binding my hands and unties the tight knot.


         “Thank you,” I whisper, although I don’t know what I’m thanking him for.


         We’ve apparently reached our destination, parked before a black, wrought iron gate. An attendant standing to one side just outside a small brick guardhouse opens it with the press of his remote control. The gate swings wide and the limo drives inside. I’ve never seen such extravagance in real life. What’s in the movies is another world. This is close-up, almost attacking my eyes with green and trees and neat rows of freshly planted flowers lining a long drive. The car takes several twists and turns inside a forest of trees until it breaks out on the other side, facing a staunch looking structure. I find it ugly. Large. Grey. Stone. A flat façade with a few windows to break the monotony, a darker grey slate roof and a fawn-colored door above two simple steps almost offend my eyes. Iron gates and pretty woods suggest good taste and beauty. I’m disappointed. Of course, I’m not here to evaluate the place for House Beautiful.


         Why I’m here remains a mystery, though I’m sure the truth has Scofield’s name scrawled across it.


         The day is starting to wane. When we drove into the woods, the sky above was bright, the late afternoon sun a warm presence. But as the ropes at my feet are loosened and I’m pushed from the car, the sky immediately darkens. Is that on cue? My baffled brain decides that this is some clever theatrical trick. A testy breeze stirs the dust in the drive, while I get a creepy feeling of gloom all around me. My shoulders shrink up to my ears, and my body quakes.


         I realize I’m barefoot when my feet touch the pebbly ground. I have no idea what happened to my shoes. I’m pushed along at a rapid rate as the sky continues to blacken—I remember the forecast was for rain. A gust of wind whips around my ankles and tosses the hem of my dress into the air. I remember now, being sent home from work by an angry Bailey, choosing new clothes to please him—and panties as he specifically ordered. But I notice now how my thighs rub together, while my heavy, naked labia are sensitive to the fresh air whisking up my skirt. My panties seem to be lost in the same black hole that swallowed my shoes. I chose the calf length summery dress because it’s sexy but demure, covers plenty but will offend no one. I can waltz around the beer hall looking svelte and mysterious, turning on my lover without making him cringe when I bend over. I chose it to make amends, to say I’m sorry without the need for more empty sounding apologies. But all my scheming is wasted now. I suspect some other man will catch the subtly of my attire—I can hope.


         I take one last look at the threatening sky, thinking how swiftly life changes, then duck my head inside the door and let my eyes adjust to the strange space around me.


         Everywhere I turn, I’m greeted by faces, tuxedo clad men with heavy lids and grim mouths. Everyone looks the same, some old, some young, but all the same, all eerie and hallow, staring at me with curiosity.


         I’m on my own. The large hands that propelled me forward have disappeared, that man that owned them vanished when I look back to find him. There is no Riley, no Scofield, no one I know or recognize. As my eyes begin to focus beyond the hovering faces, I see the house continuing its drab appearance on the inside. The woodwork is dark, richly carved but ugly and ponderous. There are a dozen sconces on the walls, all bearing candles, all lit with dancing flames. The pungent smell of incense attacks my nose, and I start to sneeze. No one says, God bless you— how I wish He would bless me!


         I sort out the scene in seconds, which is all I have until I’m forced forward again, into what looks like a ballroom from that strange period of time when ugly, elegant seemed to be in style.


         “Madison,” I’m immediately greeted by name.


         “Who are you all?” I ask as I look around. I’m reminded of the two business-suit executives who played with me in Scofield’s office/warehouse. They were men like these. I wonder if there is a connection.


         “Who we are needs no explanation,” the speaker steps forward. “What is important is your cooperation.”


         “Why should I cooperate with you?” I ask.


         “Because your life depends on it, my dear.” He’s sleazy with his kindness, which is just a mask for villainy. He’s greying, but not ancient, a ho-hum kind of man about sixty years in age that I wouldn’t look at twice in any other circumstance. He seems to hold the attention of the room, however, and I’m forced to deal with this situation through him. “No one will hurt you…” he starts again.


         “I’m already hurt,” I tell him, reaching to massage the bump on my head.


         “An unavoidable necessity.”  


         “Why am I here?” I ask.


         “No more questions, Madison. I can tell you only that you’ve been chosen to be a part of a ritual enactment, which may prove sensuously pleasing to you. But whether it does or not makes no difference to us.”


         I’m thinking virgin sacrifices—but I am obviously no virgin.


         “Did Scofield arrange this?”


         “Silence!” his energy suddenly swoops out over me, grabbing me in the gut with fear and making me mute. He has more power than I figured. “Who you are and how you came here makes no difference to us. You are a blank slate. And it is better that you remain so in our eyes. The more you open your mouth, the more you condemn yourself, the more you violate the purpose of this gathering. I could gag you, but we prefer to hear your cries when you cry, your screams when you scream, the ecstasy when your mind is delirious and your body is wracked with sensation. Your body will become our temple through which the mysteries of this cult will be played out. You have no choice but to submit.”


         He sees the remaining defiance in my eyes and addresses it immediately.


         “If you chose not to cooperate you’ll pay a hefty price. Not only will you eventually be subdued, your world on the outside could easily crumble.”


         I think this is some silly joke, words to make these men get hard and maybe make me sweat and cream my panties. But he’s dead serious, gloomy, sinister. His eyes become so spooky that I wonder if he’s mad.


         “Come this way,” he holds out his hand. I choose not to take it, but follow him out of the room away from the surrounding crowd. We are alone in a vestibule—I’m reminded of church when I was kid and the tiny room outside the sanctuary where the priests dressed, where I sometimes wondered if they jacked off in private. Strangely, I can hear coming from the room beyond, the same high church chanting I remember from my year of Episcopalian piety. It was one brief year, but the imprint from that time won’t leave and returns now just before what I suspect will be a sacrilegious ceremony. I felt a sexual pulse in my groin then, and the same gnawing, aching, erotic pulse now. How can I attach these bizarre feelings to the deity I worshipped? I’m ashamed, but the grey, gloomy men in the room with me won’t know that. “I thought you might like to see these photographs,” he continues talking, as he thrusts a sheaf of 8x10’s into my hand and then turns to a closet, opens the door and pulls out a brown robe.


         I stare at him for a minute as he dresses with great care, then turn my glance back to my hands, at the glossy black and whites… expecting to see scenes from Scofield’s office, or even the hotel room with Devon. It would only make sense, if he’s planning to blackmail me into compliance. I see Bailey’s image instead, and Riva, and other waitresses from the beer hall—Molly, Crystal and the bartender, Randy. There are pictures of me kissing Bailey, holding Riva’s hand tenderly, even my cat, Reckless, a stray I feed and love that Bailey insists I’ve grown too attached to—“alley cats die messy deaths,” he says. I don’t care, I love him.


         My entire being shudders darkly. This place is evil, these men creepy and demented. He’s using these photographs to rattle my soul, and he’s done a fine job. There are close-ups of my life, the best and most special things to me. The truth bites—this isn’t blackmail, the threat of exposure, but coercion to protect what I love. I understand the message clearly. Don’t they know that they could have me with a little seduction? I’m easy. I’m a natural slut. Anyone who knows me knows this fact. They don’t need to hit so close to home. But maybe they want me scared, petrified, one step from hysterical. My legs feel like jelly, my head feels faint. I think the incense is some kind of drug. I smell it all around me, but why isn’t he affected? I look up at the man with a big question mark on my face.


         “Why?” I say breathlessly.


         “You need to appreciate the gravity of the situation.”


         “You’ll hurt these people if I don’t cooperate?”


         His cruel smile answers for him.


         “Good God, who are you? You know me this well, you should know I’ll do anything you want.”


         “Yes, we know you will. Even so, it is important that you understand what dangers await you and your friends.”


         I question him with my eyes.


         “You may never leave here, Madison. You have been chosen, and tonight, your body becomes ours. If you’re thinking sacrifice, then you have, shall we say, hit the nail on the head. Understand that you are not the first woman we have taken. You will not be the last. Our ownership of you will be complete. A little mind bending is all that is necessary to have you completely within our grasp and under our control.” Doesn’t he know that I don’t follow rules very well? “If these people mean anything to you, you will obey our orders.” He clears his throat while these thoughts settle in my mind. “Tonight is likely to be the one that breaks you—we would hope so. So you will understand the consequences of disobedience, if you refuse to cooperate with us now, tomorrow your friend Riva will be taken into our custody.”


         “What would you do to her?”


         “Whatever she fears most.”


         I don’t need him to tell me more. “No! Please, don’t hurt her. You don’t have to threaten me,” I say. “I’ve always been an easy lay.”


         “Good.” He smiles again, though I find this smile much less becoming than his first one. “Now, I think it’s time you participated personally. A note, you’ll write to your friend, your boss? Bailey, is it? Tell him something that is not alarming, something indicative of your foolish nature. Something he’ll expect of you, whether he likes it or not.”


         “Tell him what?”


         “That you won’t be home for a while.” He turns the phrase maliciously.


         I’m trembling so that I can hardly write. I can’t think at all and my mind is a blank. Bailey will be alarmed with anything I write.


         “I don’t know…”


         “Anything, Madison, you know what will pacify him.”


          Pacify? He doesn’t know Bailey.


         I finally take the paper and book from the man’s hand and scribble something meaningless. I wish I could give him a clue to my whereabouts, but that’s the stuff of fantasy fiction.


          “Bailey, I know you’re not going to like this, but I gotta split for awhile. I need to think. I should be back by the end of the week. I’ll explain then. Love, Maddie.”


             The words are genuine me, the love very real. As I give the paper back. I’m crying, aware of the danger, the reality of kidnapped, abducted, held against my will weighing heavily on me. No manner of rising sexual feeling can help me escape that truth.


     


    ***


     


    I remain barefoot in my summery dress. The colors are blue and green, soft and shimmering  like gazing into the sky through trees that flutter in the breeze. The hem skims my legs, tickling, and the neckline plunges deep in front hinting clearly at the abundance of my breasts. My hands are tied again, while I’m still in the vestibule. There’s nowhere to go, no window, two locked doors on either side of the small space and a tiny gaslight burning at the wall. Other than a hard bench to sit on, there’s nothing else in the room but cabinets I cannot open. They grey-haired man donned his robe, took my note to Bailey, and left me to myself, no further explanations, suggestions or commands.


         I wait at least an hour. Interminable. Uncomfortable. My ass aches from the bench. My legs still feel weak when I stand. When the door suddenly opens, I’m leaning against the paneled wall, eyes closed, trying to sleep.


         “It’s time for your indoctrination,” the man tells me. He holds out his hand, but of course, I can’t take it. It’s just as well.


         My cell connects to a sort of indoor amphitheater with several graduated rows of seats circling a dais at least twelve feet below the upper rim. The entire room is paneled in the same dark and dreary wood that decorates the entry, the ballroom and the vestibule I just exited. Gazing dazedly into the scene before me, I see each seat is filled by one of my many captors, the members in a club of sadists all wearing brown cloaks around their shoulders, over their dressy suits but open down the front. Their business is solemn and the mood grim, although there is a gut wrenching swirling energy about that no one can dismiss.


         I swallow hard, holding back my tears, forcing my fear to subside. But the more steps I take into the pit, the more I realize how momentous these moments could be. This is not another of Scofield’s plots. He’s a scam artist. Perhaps he led these men to me, but they would never make him a member. These are heavyweights in their worlds. I know. I know them by the power they exude now.


         At the dais, I’m told to circle before the room.


         I raise my eyes to the company and slowly step in place turning, greeting every eye I can find. If they are going to have me, abuse me, use me, whatever their scheme, they will know the woman they are dealing with, they’ll know my strength—what strength I have left. When the circle is complete, I’m again staring into the grey-haired man’s smooth cool eyes. But he backs away, his presentation of me is over. A second later, I can’t distinguish him from the others.


         Randomly, two, three, four at a time, the men descend on me, using their hands to inspect my body. They tear away the neckline of my dress, pulling out my tits, pinching my nipples, and then putting them back inside again. Others hands reach up under my skirt, toy with my pubis, tug my labia, insert fingers in my cunt and ass. Their probing of my anus makes me screech—the entrance is dry and ungiving. They work wordlessly, purposefully, having done this before and knowing what they are looking for. At least a dozen men maul me, then disappear, blending back into the crowd. I’m surprised that I’m still clothed, disheveled yes, but still wearing the summery dress, the only significant color in the room. I feel like a battered crocus rising out of the drab winter ground.


         I hear some murmuring in the seats of the theatre, discussing my attributes, I guess. When I’m assaulted again, the skirt of my dress is lifted away and held by unseen hands behind me, while in front of me, kneeling, one of my anonymous captors carefully smears my labia, inner and outer, my clitoris and the soft tissue around it with a heavily scented, spicy concoction. The pungent odor stuns my nostrils, but more unnervingly, my skin warms. The devilish stuff stings, turning my already randy crotch hot. The hand applying the potion continues to fiddle with my privates. I can’t stand still, my body gyrates, twists. I bite my lip, feel the heat inspire new tears of pain. The man in back changes places with the one in front. While my dress is held out of the way, my anal cleft is pried apart and the stinging stuff is rubbed around my anus, and just inside the tight rosette.


         “Oh! Please….” I plead under my breath. No one hears, or hearing, cares to listen.


         My dress is untied and discarded, my hands raised to a bar above me and attached with cuffs. My feet are spread wide and fixed to either end of a spreader bar.


         “Speak to us!” a voice shouts.


         I don’t know what he means.


         “Speak!” he insists.


         “Speak!” another voice repeats the order.


         “I don’t know what you want!” I sob, defiantly.


         “Speak!”


         “Tell me what you want!” My entire crotch is on fire. I can think of nothing to say. I’m not even angry now. I just want this to end, but I already know these men are hardly through with me.


         Other men attack my cunt and ass. They bring dildos on sticks that are shoved into both orifices at least eight inches deep.


         “Dance, slut!” they order me.


          Dance? How? I can hardly move.


         “Dance!” They are furious with me.


         I try. My ass wiggles, but there is very little range of motion. These dildos have spread the fiery potion deep into my entrails and my cunt. My groin becomes an inferno, fire and flame leaping and contorting inside out. Beside this poisonous stimulant, my body demands release in the only way it knows. The spasms are fierce, banging me from left to right, jerking the bars so I think my flesh will tear. I scream… and as my mouth opens I remember what the grey man said about my ungagged mouth, how the men will relish the sound of my pain.


         There’s movement in the theatre around me, bodies restless with sexual urgency.


         When the climax finally moves on, my crotch is still afire, but the raw wildness is gone. I shrink back inside myself, calm and wait.


         Two naked women come to me, slithering next to my side with their hands spreading a soothing cream everywhere. The burning in my crotch slackens, I’m relieved. For a short while I drift with them as their breasts and legs move over me. Then they fall away, disappearing beyond my field of vision. My ankles are removed from the bar, my feet stand firmly on the dais, and then the dais begins to move upward, as a platform rises from the floor. I slump to my knees, finding myself on an altar. My arms are still fastened overhead, but the stretch is less vicious now.


         “Speak slut!” they are after me again.


         I’m almost instantly in tears. I don’t know what they want.


         “Speak!”


         “Tell me, please.”


         “Your cooperation is not necessary for the next step in your indoctrination. But it would be advantageous.” Here is the grey man again, speaking from the audience. I can’t see his face, but I know his voice. “Do you accept what we make of you?”


         “What is that?” I find the words to ask.


         “Our sexual possession.”


         “What does that mean?”


         “That we own you.”


         “How can you own me?” I turn around, still not seeing the man with the voice.


         “By entering your mind, taking over your thoughts, manipulating your body as we just did, forcing you to reply any way that pleases us. You will get used to it. You will adapt. Soon, you will know no other life. Your body belongs to this collective group. You will wear our mark and live imprisoned for life inside the rule of our private law.”


         “How can I agree to that?” I ask from inside my confusion, trying not to argue, just to ask. The voice doesn’t like the question.


         “How?” he snaps angrily. “Your instantaneous agreement should come rolling off your tongue without a second’s thought. Joshua!”


         It’s the only name I’ve heard since I was abducted.


         I know his name but not who he is, only that he controls me now, lowering the dais into the floor. I’m standing again, my arms stretched high overhead and the tortures resume. More of the burning potion is generously applied to my nether regions and then poured over my back and breasts, everywhere. My skin heats, my crotch grows hot again. I feel first the slight bite of a whip applied to my backside, then as the attacker moves around, I’m stung with the snapping fall from my tits to my knees. I jerk, twist angrily, and as a cat ‘o nine tails rips my body in tandem with the whip, the resulting welts burn far deeper than skin.


         “Nooooooooooooooooo!” I’m screaming again.  


         The world falls away for a time as my endorphins become engaged. I see glimpses of something beautiful all around me, but then the pain crashes through my brain and my body will not settle.


         When everything suddenly falls silent and the whips and cats stop, there is the voice again, speaking. “How many times do we need to repeat the treatment, Madison. Give in now,” he sputters. He’s close, behind me, I can feel his spit hit my back. “You can be certain that you’ll spend a peaceful night,” he’s becoming calmer.


         My gut wrenches. I’m stuck inside their cruel game with no way out.


         “You have me!” I sob. “Whatever you want, take it!”


         A long empty silence follows until he speaks again, “Good, very good.” He sounds so civil.


         The dais rises as three men approach me. I look around at their faces, one Latino, one black, one lily white. They throw off their robes, rip away their fancy clothes, and present themselves naked. Each is buff, gleaming from sweat with the natural oils of sexual arousal reeking from their bodies. Their cocks are stiff, rising from nests of thick dark hair. In front, behind and to my side, they jump to the apron of the raised alter, a step inches below the platform where I sit. One by one, they stuff their thick meat into my mouth and expect me to suck. If only I didn’t see their faces first. They are no longer anonymous and so I hate the taste of them.


         Regardless, I have no choice. I suck, cover their skin with my spit, and run my tongue around the grooves of their cock heads. They gaze down at me arrogantly, while I up gaze into their eyes with a practiced look of surrender. I’ve done this before. Perhaps I even feel surrendered to them now. I can’t honestly compute what I feel. I am numb, going through motions from my past that are familiar. The sex is rote, the action predictable and automatic as if there is a pornographic movie playing inside my head to lead me. For a while, I move from one cock to another, then the action switches—I can almost hear the whirring of an unseen camera just off to the left. My arms are freed, but I have no time to massage the ache away. I’m straddling the black man on this alter. His sleek body draws me into his muscled chest while he thrusts his big meat in my cunt. From behind, fingers prod my anus. I know what’s coming next. I gear up for the expected, as two, then three, then four fingers jut into the channel and make room. I find it difficult to believe that all this flesh will fit in me. But my body has no problem. It’s only my brain that thinks this is impossible. I learn the truth when the white man’s cock impales me, and the two compete for space, for equal time and attention. Jarred by their erratic rhythms, I find there is no harmony between them, and I feel as if I’m being torn apart.


         My head’s jerked back by a stocky hand winding through my hair. My mouth’s impaled with the Latino version of testosterone power forcing its way inside. I gag. Sputter. Then relax and let him in.


         I have to drift. I can’t think. I’m triply fucked… maybe even happy for it, being so full makes me forget. Forgetting is easy, a listless, endless, numbing thing. I’ve come too much to come again. My body is bound by its own limits, unwilling to release for anyone’s pleasure, including mine. They don’t care. My men are selfish, each one demanding more, expecting that I can pay attention to all three of them at once. I do my best, probably do a half-assed job, but they aren’t complaining. My eyes open and close. I get glimpses of the room around me, as naked women crawl from cock to cock in front of the theatre seats, giving pleasure; and the men without a woman jack off inside their hands.


         I am the New Age Marilyn Chambers sucking, fucking cock behind the fawn-colored door leading to gross debasement.


         I’d like to think I’m something special, but I know I’m just another misbegotten girl, lost inside her life, vulnerable and open to attack. Just my luck! It is strange to find myself musing on these things as I complete the main act of their ritual play. But it’s comforting to know that the bottom line of my debasement is the same old thing, the same old need to get off, jack off, fuck. I suspect they’ll turn into harmless lambs once they’re spent.


         It’s really a great game… if it is game. The idea that they are seriously considering me as their newest initiate sex slave sort of worries me. But they’re coming now, spilling seed everywhere inside me, on my roughed up skin, in my hair, wherever they like—after all, I’m theirs.


         Only a few in the audience are really paying attention to me—and those that are have their eyes glued to my every move. I’m scared again seeing the looks in these faces. They’ve staked me on the alter, arms above my head, my feet raised. I smell a searing heat nearby, and soon feel it near my skin.


         “This will hurt, but not long,” I’m told.


          The mark. They said they’d leave their mark—but I never expected this. I can’t see the poker, or whatever they plan to use, but I know I’m going to be branded. How will I ever explain…


         “EEEEEEEiiiiaaaaaaaaaa!”


         The iron that seared my ass is taken away. I see it retreat, falling to the floor, clanging. I’m faint. I can’t hold on. It’s easier to retreat.


         They have me collared, anchored in a tiny room with a tiny hole of a window high above my head. I can see the stars and know it’s night and pray that morning will come soon. I fantasize that I’ll be released then.


         I hear a whir of white noise, and then the room seems to change before my eyes as moving pictures appear in a swirl of pornographic images on the surrounding walls. I’m on the alter, in a dozen ways displayed in every position I remember and a few I don’t recall. It was a long evening. I see my mouth open to shriek, but no sound is recorded. I see the whips striking me, all soundless. When the three men come at me, when I sob, when I come, when I don’t come but give the men what they want, it’s all in an eerie silence, over and over. I finally fall asleep again. Next thing I know, I’m looking up toward the window seeing daylight. The movies are still playing on the walls, the projector still whirs unseen, but the images are faint, faded by day, just pale reflections, eerie watercolor drawings that melt into the walls.


         “Madison,” I hear the voice and turn. Funny, I didn’t notice the door to the room opening. The room is awash with light, and the images have disappeared completely. I try to sit up on the lumpy mattress. “It was a good night,” he tells me.


          Was it? I don’t ask aloud. If he thought so, I’ll agree. I’m hardly in a position to argue.


         This is my grey man. He’s no different than when we first met hours ago. Still old and a little morbid with a cunning glimmer in his eye.


         “Your dress,” he hands me the pretty green and blue now wadded into a ball. I’m expected to wear it. “You’ve been branded,” he continues.


         “I know.” This I do say aloud. I’ve felt the tight skin on my butt, but I’ve been too afraid to touch the mark.  


         “You’ll need to take care of it. The skin will heal on its own, but keep it clean and disinfected. It will be sore for some time.”


         “It already is,” tell him.


         “To be expected.” He hums a bit. “You’re free to go anywhere you choose, but you are not free to divulge anything that has happened here. Remember, those you care about are silent, unknown hostages in our hands. It would be best to disappear from your current life and resurface elsewhere. But how you are able to accomplish this is up to you. It will be a test of your ability to fend for yourself and keep quiet that will determine if you’re allowed to live on the outside. If you fail, you’ll be yanked back and will remain in our custody indefinitely.”


         “You’re really serious, aren’t you?”


         “We operate outside society’s laws,” he assures me with a solemn look on his face. “A few in high places protect our venture because they have a vested interest in its continuance. I wouldn’t try to toy with who we are or our schemes. Should we get wind of any traitorous act, you’ll be swiftly abducted. You already know how fast we act. Don’t test the system. It’s worked smoothly for nearly sixty years and is not likely to fail from the efforts of one feisty bitch. Trust me, you’re all feisty bitches at the start.” He smiles again. “Otherwise, live as you choose and make yourself immediately available when you’re needed. Is that clear?”


         “What do you mean immediately available? I ask.


         “You’ll know when the game’s afoot again.


         I nod, accepting what he says.


     


    ***


     


    My dress is a mess, but it’s all I have to wear. After a long ride away from the ugly house,  with my face shoved in the limo carpet, I’m dropped barefoot and trembling on a street corner just a few blocks from where I was taken.


         It’s nearly noon. Bailey will be at the beer hall. Riva is scheduled to work. I can’t leave the city without some clothes and money, so I take a chance going home to Bailey’s loft. I don’t know what I’ll do. I have to think. There’s a band around my ankle with a tiny hoop embedded in the metal. It jingles lightly when I walk, and I feel the brand on my ass with every step. I think I like the fact that I’m branded. It’s naughty, something evil women do to themselves, and bad girls get when they don’t behave.


         The coast is clear when I get to the loft. I wonder what Bailey thinks of the note—if he even got the note. Although, I don’t have to wonder about that long. As soon as I get inside the door, I see the paper I signed last night, crumpled now, lying on the coffee table in his living room. Something about it makes me act fast. I quit my impotent daze and go for the closet, gathering clothes into my backpack. I leave the blue green dress on the floor. It was so pretty, so soothing when I put it on twenty-four hours ago. But it’s ruined now, soiled with too much fear and I can still smell that awful potion embedded in the fibers.


         Done with my packing, I head for the door and open it to find Riva standing there.


         “Girl, what’s gotten in to you?” she tries to bully her way in, making me back up.


         “I’ve got to split,” I tell her.


         “Why? What are you doing?” She looks at the backpack suspiciously.


         “I can’t tell you now, I just gotta go.” I try to force my way past her.


         “Hell no! You’re not leaving. You’re in trouble and the trouble’s got to end.”


         “It’s more than that. I can handle Scofield. I just can’t handle this toe-the-line crap I get from Bailey every day. I’m not a very good girl. Respectability doesn’t suit me. You oughta know that by now.”


         “Honey, you look like hell, and damned scared to boot. What gives? You love Bailey.”


         I shake my head hard. “No! No, I don’t. I love the little girl’s daddy fantasy, thinking he can protect me from myself, but he can’t. No one can. And I got to live with that the best I way I know how. Now,” I stare her down, backpack over my shoulder, “I gotta go.”


         I shove my way past her this time, running, walking fast as I can to the street where I hail a cab. I hop in feeling safe inside, now that my decision has been made.


         The cab takes me to the bus station. I’m headed to St. Louis where Aunt Ginny lives and I can crash there where it’s safe. Aunt Ginny never questions me. She’s a slut, as fucked up as I am. She won’t care about the metal around my ankle or the brand on my ass. Maybe it will be far enough away to suit them. Maybe they won’t find me, although somehow, I doubt that.


         


  




  

      Chapter Five      


     


    I do what comes naturally. Waitressing in St. Louis is as simple as waitressing at Bailey’s beer hall. I have a job the day I’m off the bus, before I head for Ginny’s house. I’ll be working in the morning at an alternative coffee house where half the clientele are noticeably pierced and all of the wait-staff are. A permanent band around my ankle is only too appropriate for the setting. I like the feel of the place, ferns hanging in the corners, mismatched tables and chairs, vintage tablecloths, and two guys in tie-dyed shirts, stoned, serving coffee, tea and the morning paper.


         On Bascom St., Aunt Ginny greets me with a hug as if she knew I was coming—I think we telegraph our faults and failings. But she’s brief, on her way to work.


         “You can crash in the spare room, hon. Just knock my sewing stuff on the floor.” She scrunches up her nose—“I don’t think I like that dress anyway,” she muses, sighing, “purple has never been my color. And help yourself to some food.” She caresses my cheek, motherly. “You know, you look like hell,” she mimics my conversation with Riva.   


         “I couldn’t sleep on the bus,” I say.         


         “Well, take all the time you need. I always told you we were soul sisters—I won’t be asking questions.” She shakes her head remembering whatever current fix she’s in with a big sigh.


         When she’s gone I have the house to myself and sixteen hours to get myself together enough to work. Should be easy. It’s a relief to be gone—away from the things of my former life. The hassles, Baileys, Rivas, Scofields. It’s time to start over. I wonder if the ‘clan’ will get me—that perverted little cult of degenerates. It would be a fine joke on me if their hype was all a big hoax to make me scared—just so I’d react and they’d get their jollies from my fear. I suppose I’ll soon find out.


         I’m know I’m not thinking straight. I’ve been on a seventy-two hour flight for freedom and I haven’t taken the time to think this through. I guess I’m following orders from owners. I smile about that before I fall asleep and wonder if I’ll ever awaken from this dream.


              


    ***


     


    The guys at the coffeehouse are a gas. They play their drums when it’s slow in the afternoons, looking dreamy-eyed and delirious from their pot. I hang around after my shift to hear them play. There’s nowhere else to go, and nowhere else I’d rather be. My body sways naturally to their simple music. I buy retro dresses from the Thrift Shop down the street, a hemp chocker at the Third World outlet, and a pair of tiny, round frameless glasses that sit on the tip of my nose. Turtle and Sylvester who run the coffee shop think I’m cool. Except for the ever-present ache in my heart, I’m happy. When I’m working, I feel free. When I’m home with Ginny, I’m soothed. Only when I’m alone, at nighttime in my bed, do I let Bailey under my skin. I think about going back to him, telling him some tall tale about freaking out, the metal band, the brand just symptoms of my need for space. If I was sure he’d still have me, I’d be gone in a heartbeat. But I don’t know now. It’s been two weeks—a long separation in an already tenuous relationship. I doubt if I could make it up to him.


         I’m guessing that my cult of sadists was just a one-night show. There’s no game afoot. No one contacting me. No hint that I’m being followed. The more distance between those harrowing hours and the present, the more I’m convinced that I was given the big song and dance, just so I’d keep my mouth shut. The old grey guy did quite a job, scaring me.


         I don’t even think about sex now. Sometimes I look at Turtle and Sylvester and wonder if I could go to bed with either one of them. Turtle’s tall, very thin with a goatee and shaggy hair. He’s very cute when he smiles, but he’s probably too sweet for me. Sylvester is craggy, stout, reminds me a little of a tree trunk planted in the ground. His complexion is swarthy and dark, his eyes black and mysterious. When he moves, he seems to float. It’s obvious that he has a United Nations of nationalities flowing in his veins, some days he looks Mexican, at other times Hawaiian. But he tells me he’s almost half French, a little Irish, African and the rest American Indian. His body lumbers slowly, and his heart is big. He doesn’t say much, leaves the communicating up to Turtle, who more than makes up for Sylvester’s silence with his nervous chatter.


         Sexually, I’m not attracted to either one—sometimes there’s a sexy twinkle in Sly’s eye, and my body reacts with an erotic twinge. But I think it’s better that I don’t fraternize with my bosses. Yeah, I’m making up rules to keep out of trouble, which I’m sure is a very good idea. Bailey would be pleased with my logic.


         I pass the three-week mark feeling pretty confident of myself. Things are working well with Ginny. She’s happy to have someone to share a few evenings with. I’m happy to have a clean bed. I told her one night shortly after I arrived, that I might just split quick.


         “Oh?” She promised me that she wouldn’t ask questions.           


         “I’ve been thinking I might go back home. Not right away, but maybe in a little while.”


         She nodded, understanding exactly what I meant. She was a teenage runaway, and kept on running away for nearly twenty years. She’s more stable now, but you can still see the wanderlust in her eye. She figures herself lucky to have a good job at a small bookstore. No one asks her questions. She fucks when she finds a decent guy. But they rarely stick around for long and she doesn’t seem to care. I wonder though, if it’s not loneliness I see in her eyes. She’s a good-looking woman for nearly fifty, a little chunky around the middle, but still shapely, her breasts voluptuous, her hair long and dark and shiny. She’s never changed her hairstyle or her makeup in all the years I’ve known her. But she’s a basic kind of woman. She doesn’t need to change; she looks right in any season, comfortable any place she lands. Yes, she’s lonely, yet she doesn’t really want to get close to any man. I wonder why, who hurt her. Seeing her sadness, I get afraid for myself, that I’ll look like her when I’m almost fifty, and feel like her inside.


         Maybe I should call Bailey, feel him out, see if there’s still a place for me in his world.


         It’s Sunday. I’m strolling the park. The sun is warm on my shoulders, but I feel a cold chill suddenly shake loose in me. I turn around, for just an instant thinking that someone’s following me. I laugh at myself when no one’s there. I have a handful of stale bread in a plastic bag; I’m going to feed the birds. I can’t imagine that I’m even thinking of these ordinary things and finding them easy. Many more weeks like my last one, I’ll have knocked the restlessness out of me. But then, too, it’s not nighttime, I’m not in my bed, and thoughts of Bailey, Riva and the cult are easy to avoid.


         I feed my birds and stroll the park, ignoring a paranoia I can’t shake, then head back for the house. A few minutes from Aunt Ginny’s I hear my name called. “Madison!”


         I turn to see a decent looking fellow—pressed jeans, white t-shirt, brown leather jacket. He has bucks, or at least dresses like he does. I’m sure it’s a Rolex on his wrist.


         “You’re coming with me,” he says.          


         “I am? Why?”


         “The band around your leg says you belong to me. If I were to raise your skirt, there would be a distinctive mark recently branded on your ass.”


         My heart sinks. “How would you know that?”


         He looks as if he’s going to smile, but doesn’t. “I was there when it happened.”


         “Oh, flew in for the show,” I try to joke. I’m nervous, and my crotch is starting to come alive, despite my disappointment, my apprehensions and the sickening realization that I’m no longer in control of my life. My illusions of safety are shattered and the nightmare is still alive.


         Hell, maybe it’s good I’m horny. I haven’t been since I got here, and if I have to perform for the next few hours, I guess I might as well enjoy it. He holds out his hand, saying very gravely, “Come with me.”


         It’s all so civil this time. No alley, no limousine floor, no tattered dress, no drugs or heavy hand shoving, pushing, forcing me from behind. No gruff voices whispering commands in my ear. He’s almost kind, handsome to boot, even if he is a little dour. I’d turn my head to see his tight ass in his jeans, and I take more than a second’s glance looking at his bulging crotch.


         We walk three blocks back toward a decent if not slightly ragged part of downtown. In the middle of the block along a long row of connected city buildings, we suddenly dart into a doorway, to a stairs going to the second floor. On one side is a Chinese restaurant, on the other a beauty parlor. I smell both distinctive odors, and wish I hadn’t. It’s making my stomach turn—or it could be just anxiety.


         At the top of the stairs, my companion opens the door, and we enter what looks like a parlor from the 1920’s. It’s a pleasant room with a worn floral carpet in muted shades of green and mauve and purple. Two old couches with dark wood, upholstered in old lavender fabric rest against two walls. There’s a table and lamp by the window and a few others scattered around the room mostly next to overstuffed easy chairs covered with faded floral prints. I look at the room, noting its shabbiness, and the strange erotic feeling that breeds in me. The sumptuous color seems to climb inside my groin and dwell, stirring memories I don’t even have of scenes and places connected with this room I can only guess at. I see the women moving in their period clothes, the flapper dresses, headbands and bangles, sequins and beaded bodices, the thick clunky shoes. The men in my imagination smoke cigars, sip cocktails from fine crystal and converse inside their clouds of smoke. I suppose I dressed this day, forecasting my arrival. I’m wearing another simple dress—much like the blue green wrap. But this one is a dark purple that matches the furnishings. I blend well in this atmosphere.


         As we enter, the room stirs, the men look toward my companion and me with signs of recognition in their faces, and excited urgency since their event is ready to proceed. I can sense their erotic intentions by the way they seem to strip my body of its clothes.


         “Madison,” a blond man smoking a cigar turns my way. He stands out from the others and immediately has my full attention without even asking for it. He’s straight from a wet dream—cut from a blueblood lineage with sharp features, devastating blue eyes and a judgmental glare that tells me right off, he’ll do anything he wants with me and I won’t hesitate to cooperate. He doesn’t approach as much as accost me.


         “You’ve had a few weeks to recuperate from your initiation. Doing well?”


         “I’m doin’ great,” I answer a little sassily, smiling.


         “You made an interesting move to St. Louis. But it’s as good a place as any. You’re to be applauded for the way you’ve revamped your life.”


         “I suppose you know everything?”


         “We know what we need to know,” he says crisply. I don’t think he liked my question. “Now open your dress.”       


         It takes a moment for the order to register, but he’s patient, staring at me, giving me no room to bargain, no opportunity to protest. The buttons down the front of the dress make my work easy. Starting between my breasts, I unbutton three, enough so that the soft fabric falls away on either side and with just a simple shake of my shoulders my torso is bared. He doesn’t ask for that much. My bra is a simple push-up. Lacy, black, creating a terrific cleavage of my heavy tits.


         The blond man flicks his ashes on the floor. “Stay still, don’t make a sound.” Without ceremony, without warning, he presses the end of his burning cigar into the inner flesh of my left breast.


         It takes a lot of grit to keep from groaning. Just when I think I can’t hold myself any longer, he pulls the cigar away leaving a red burn on my white skin. I see a hint of admiration in his eye.


         “Now let’s see your brand,” he says, while very graciously leading me to a low, small table, where he motions for me to bend over. I’m still in shock from the burn, and there’s no fight in me. Following this order obediently, I bend at the waist, reach down to put my hands on the table, and wait as my dress is lifted to my waist and the brand on my ass is thoroughly inspected. The blond man approves and lets me up—though not before he runs his palm over my bottom. The sexual thrill riles me bone deep. “You have the afternoon free?” he asks.


         “I do now,” I say.


         “Good,” he smiles. “You’ll be taking care of my friends,” he gestures broadly toward the watching room. It’s a small crowd, just six, but enough to keep me busy for a while.


         I’m naked on my knees seconds later, crawling from man to man taking dick in my mouth, swallowing come, holding back my gag reflex and my revulsion, soon not caring anymore how I used to feel about giving blowjobs. It doesn’t matter anymore and my crotch is one touch of a hand from exploding. I do it by rote to start, the way I serviced the men at my initiation, but something in the climate of this place moves me radically into another kind of feeling. This is erotic and genuine, and for reasons that make no sense, I’m concerned that the good-looking blond man with the hot blue eyes likes how I perform. When it seems I’ve had them all, I come up for air. My face is sticky with come. The dress is spotted. As I wipe my cheeks with the back of my hand, I greet Blue-eyes’ implacable face.


         “Here,” he says, handing me a beer.


         I down it fast, not really liking it, but sucking cock has made me thirsty. I get gifts from the other men, more beer splashing down my face, into my mouth, running down my cheeks. They sit, drawing me into their laps and play with my tits. One fellow licks the burn mark to soothe the sore, tight skin. “Pretty,” he says.


         I look at it myself thinking the same thing. I’m a little lightheaded from the beer as it moves rapidly through my body. While sitting in one man’s lap, I look at Blue-eyes and ask, “Can I pee?”


         “Sure,” he nods to the corner, “on the paper. Don’t make a mess.”


         My friend with the nice lap lets me down, “Crawl, bitch,” he reminds me sweetly.


         I’m blushing as I reach my makeshift toilet, squat over the thick wad of newspaper and begin to pee. A little splashes on my legs, and I feel the humiliation make me all warm inside. The act is oddly sensual. It must be the beer that makes me not care.


         When I’m done, there’s nothing to wipe on so the extra pee drips down my leg. It’ll dry in time, I decide inside my woozy, sexy lethargy. Crawling back to my circle of new friends, I wonder what’s next. Looking coy and cute and a little silly, I sit back on my heels and wait, while the room swims pleasantly before me.


         I’m only aware of the change in mood of my companions when I feel the end of a cane press into my back. “On your knees.” It’s Blue-eyes talking, and I’m quick to obey, assuming the submissive position on all fours. “You’ve successfully eliminated the major obstacles from your life.” What does he mean? I wonder. “But you might be better off to find a place to live on your own. You wouldn’t want Aunt Ginny to get in the way.”


         She won’t ask questions, I remind myself, but I’m too chicken to tell him that.


         “Your existence is all about pleasing us as we see fit. If we should want you in the dark of night, we don’t need to fend off a protective Auntie. That could be damaging for her. Let’s move next week, Madison. Is that understood?” He raps his cane hard on my ass. I hear the whistle and my skin reports the searing pain. I shriek under my breath, quietly, but that’s not good enough. “Is that understood!”


         “Yes. Yes it is!” I jump to answer.


         “We’ve given you time to recuperate, and I’m sure while that has been a nice reprieve, you were also thinking that the talk surrounding your initiation was just a hoax to win your cooperation. I assure you that it was not.”


         He cuts me again with his cane, and I cringe, but make no sound.


         “Today is just a renewal, a reminder. From now on, expect men in your bed, expect to be called on for sex at a moment’s notice, anticipate nothing, be open for everything. Never assume. Always be ready. Don’t ever second-guess. Obey.” He stops. I get the message. “Forget your life, tuck it away, if you will, as a memory and don’t look back. You’re not worthy of more.” He stops again. “Is that all understood?” He punctuates the question with another cut from the cane, and this one almost knocks me over.


         “Yes,” I manage to cry out.


         “Stand up.”


         I make the shaky journey to my feet, standing in the middle of the surrounding men. Blue-eyes nods to a door at the back of the room. “In there,” he says. I have my orders and exit the room as quickly as I can.


         I shudder, the soft places between my thighs are wet and dampen even more as I stare at the bed, the dresser, the table and lace curtains—old relics from another time. The chenille bedspread, the Oriental fan on the wall, the fringe around the lampshade, the dark wood trim. My arousal climbs. I’m coveting him, Blue-eyes, the way he makes me feel. I’m afraid he reminds me of Bailey, though he’s sharper, more distinct, not as gruff and far more judgmental.


         I hear the door open and close behind me, but I’m afraid to turn around and find the man I’ll fuck. I know, however, the second I feel a hand on my shoulder that I have the one I desire. I can recognize him through the feel of his fingers.


         “You feel cold,” he says. 


         “Shouldn’t I be?” I say.


         “Why?”


         “You frighten me.”


         “Here I thought you showed some interest.”


         I’m surprised that I was that transparent.


         “Maybe, maybe under different circumstances. But not when I’m forced.”


         “Ah! I think that’s a lie, Madison.”


         “Oh?” I finally turn to face him.


         “I think you love every second of this game.”


         “But it’s not a game.”


         “It can be.”


         “Sure. And a lot of fun if I agreed to it. You know I’m your basic slut. That’s pretty obvious, but a lady likes to keep a few cards in her own hand. And I think it makes the game more interesting. But as long as you’re going to hold the life of my friends over my head, you’ll only get half-hearted compliance. And that will be your loss.”


         I’ve wanted to say these things ever since I was abducted, but there’s been no one to say them to, and for awhile when I thought I was safe, it wasn’t necessary. No time like the present.       


         He moves away, shrugging his shoulders. He carries a drink glass in his hand, Scotch and water by the looks of it. He’s left his suit jacket in the other room, so he looks more casual than pompous. His tie is loose, his cufflinks gleam. I love the way he walks, the way he turns my body on. He’s the only one that didn’t force his cock down my throat. I’m glad about that, maybe we can make something of this time better than a quick blowjob. But that’s up to him.


         He’s standing with his side to me, looking my way. I see only half the picture of him from that sideways glance. “If you don’t want to stay, Madison, you’re free to go now. I won’t fuck a woman who’s just going through the ropes because she has guilt and duty weighing on her shoulders.”


         “Then why do you do this?” I hasten to ask.


         He snickers. “Because it’s a thrill to take women against their will.”


         I can tell he means this by the deep resonance in his voice. He communicates it to my crotch, my emotions, my estranged heart.


         “But not like this?” I ask.


         “This was going to be sex, making love,” he tells me. “And it will still be if that’s what you want. I’m in the game for the sadism. But sex is altogether different. You’re not here now to be brutalized; I save that for later when I have a really good crowd.”


         He’s straight with me. Pure truth. Few men recognize what they love and can so easily explain it. He amazes me, and I’m still in lust with him. Making love would feel good right now.


         “I’ll stay, as long as you don’t say a word,” I finally tell him.


         He raises his eyebrows. “My turn to ask why?”


         “Men say stupid things in the middle of making love that they never mean. I don’t want to think of you as stupid.”


         There’s a trace of a beautiful smile on his lips, the rest slides away.


         Blue-eyes puts his drink on the chest of drawers and comes to me, a hand on my neck, another reaching for the hand at my side. He moves closer, his breath smelling of liquor and mint. My mouth opens naturally when his lips come to mine. My body replies with a rush, and my hands reach out to grasp him, hold him, feel his warmth. We grapple like lovers reunited after years. Falling over each other and on the bed, we roll from side to side tearing away clothes. I have trouble with the buckle on his pants, and start to laugh. He pulls me by the hair back to his face, and presses another kiss on my lips. He smacks my ass playfully, and undoes the belt himself.


         I stare are his cock as it becomes a full erection. This one I’d like to taste, but he has other plans, is leading me elsewhere, holding me with my back to him, fondling my ass. His fingers plunge into the cleft, moving first to my cunt for lubrication, then to my ass, smoothing the nectar there, greasing the pathway for anal sex. My insides cringe with fright and expectation. I suspect he’ll be very good since he knows what he’s doing.


         When he puts me on my hands and knees and pries my cheeks apart, I wiggle my fanny his way, acknowledging my consent—my avid consent. My body screams for something. Too little sex, too many days, I’m ready now and hungry.


         The first stab goes deep without a hint of pain. Our legs slap together, his groin slaps my ass, the conspicuous sound is striking in the midst of a mute fuck. He reaches around me, pinching my nipples, my clit, groping for my breasts and finding them squeezes them. I’m forced to shriek just a little, but I don’t like the sound of my voice. I like the silence.


         The tempo is on the rise, growing steadily the more he fucks my ass. I begin to grunt; I can’t help myself. I bear down hard on his prick with my inner muscles and he groans himself. A little clit play and I’m beginning to come. I can’t hold back, I try, but it’s no use. A swelling satisfaction feels good, the orgasm is splendor. Two, three, four, a dozen sharp, jerking quakes, deep, rich spasms. I’m gone, forgetting Blue-eyes and his cock in my ass. It’s all about my come now.


         In the middle of my climax, I sense his explosion. It triggers more from me. I’m wild again, spasming harder. Soon, his spent dick falls away, and I collapse to the bed, while his fingers ram my coming cunt. “Gawwwwwwwwwwwww, you assssssss!” I seethe. Happy. Content. Ecstatic.


         “Can I speak now?” he asks, after it’s obvious that the most of my orgasming is over. I’m no longer out of breath.


         “I suppose,” I giggle. I’m laid out on my back, my arms spread above me, my feet wide—I’m not even bound, just languid and at rest.


         He’s next to me, not close. I don’t give him room.


         “Don’t spoil the chance to enjoy what you have. Good sex, good surrender, good masochism for as long as you’re appealing to us. What more does a slut need?”


         “A friend,” I answer, while I stare at the ceiling, thinking. “All of my friends.” He’s made me think sad. I’m lonely. I want him to hold me the way Bailey holds me, but I’d never let him. It wouldn’t be the same and I refuse to screw with the memories I treasure. “Can I leave?”


         “Any time,” he says. “You can also stay awhile. Nap. Whatever you like. We’ll fuck again.” I think he’s trying to be nice.


         I turn on my side. “You’re giving me mixed messages, Blue-eyes. I belong to you. I’m obligated. And that takes all the spontaneity away from a really good time.” I rise from the bed, and go for my soiled dress. “You don’t mind if I leave?”


         “Sure. You’re free to go.”


         “But not free to live my life?”


         “No,” he says firmly.


         “And will this reign over me ever end?” I ask him.


         “I can’t answer that. It would be safe to assume, however, that it will not. This is your life. What you can do with your body to please us is your life. That’s been pointed out to you a dozen times now. Accept it.”


         “Okay. Sure.”


         I walk out into the evening, feeling the air around me, remembering that nights like this are beautiful, meant for lovers. I hurry home because I don’t want the truth closing in around me.


  




  

      Chapter Six      


     


    I tell Aunt Ginny that it’s time to move. She seems a little sad with the news, but she accepts everything in stride.


         “You need more privacy,” she declares. She’s thinking for me. “I know a room in town, a small hideaway you’d probably like. It’s good for crashing, not a lot more, but it’s cheap.”


         Ginny gives me the address, a crude map and the phone number of the owner. The woman says she’ll meet me there after I get off work the following afternoon.


         It’s a day later, I’m following Aunt Ginny’s directions, feeling a weird sense of déjà vu, that creepy tingling at the base of my neck that trickles all the way down to my ass. I’ve walked these streets before, smelled the Chinese food and the beauty parlor, have seen this same maple tree sticking through the sidewalk and know the old city brick like it’s home.


         Up the stairs I’ve taken before, I am greeted by the woman I talked with on the phone. I’m not led into the parlor this time, but straight into the room where I fucked Blue-eyes and left with melancholy hanging off my shoulders.


         “It’s small. Just a bath and a kitchen through there,” she points to a door I haven’t been beyond. The kitchen is sunny, a table, chair, hotplate and fridge. The bathroom is windowless and smelling of mold, but clean.


         “How about through there?” I ask pointing at the parlor door, as I return to the bedroom.


         “That’s not available,” she tells me flatly.


         My mind spins. I’m too bewildered to say anything but I’ll take it.


         When I return to Ginny’s for my things, I stare at her blankly, wondering.


         “It doesn’t have to be all bad, Maddie,” she finally says. “Some of them are very kind.”


         I understand now, in a split second it all drops into place. I don’t know everything, but I know enough. “How long?” I ask her.


         “It’s over for me now. I’ve paid my dues for twenty years.”


         “Twenty years!” my mouth’s agape.


         She smiles dreamily, “I guess I was too good to let go.”


         “I don’t want to be that good. I want my life!”


         “You’ll have your life. You’ll just have this, too.”


         “Did they know I’d come here?”


         “I can’t say,” she shrugs, as if none of this is especially surprising. “I think you have to consider it fate,” she reasons.


         “Fate?”


         “It leads us to where we need to be. Yes, I suppose they had an idea that I could reel you in, though I really didn’t have to.”


          Reel me in?


         So much of her life adds up now, but I’m too stunned to really believe it. “They took away your choices! Look what they’ve left you with!”


         “I’m not an unhappy woman, Maddie. I could have left them a long time before I was let go.”


         “Twenty years. You didn’t know anything else.”


         “There were men I grew to love.”


         “And did they beat you? Brand you?”


         “Yes, everything. I’m not ashamed of it. I still see two of them who are as much companions as lovers. They were cruel to start but if you play their game, you’re bound to win.”


         I shake my head, not fathoming what she means by ‘win’. “I don’t understands this. I don’t understand you. I don’t want it, I want my life. Bailey, my friends, my home.”


         She looks very nervous, and we have no more to say to each other.


     


    ***


     


    I have become a captive. I work in the coffee house, listen to Turtle and Sly drum and chatter, feel free as a bird in the happy stupor of their drugged up world, and then come down to reality as I come home to a new man every night.


         I think each man in the St. Louis cult must have taken their turn with me. They come to me in the middle of the night and screw me. Some tie me to the old metal frame of the bed with rope. There I’m left bound and gagged for hours. My ass is blistered with a rain of fire from their paddles, floggers and crops. I’m singed with candle wax. They drizzle ice water down my back, plunging cubes into my rectum and vagina, which leave wet puddles in my bed. My cunt is clamped, poked, prodded, fisted, orgasms breaking loose in an instant’s time. I allow the rape of my body to go on night after night, the men creeping in through the connecting parlor door. Why they just didn’t install me here as their slave, I don’t know. How I fell so easily into their hands, I don’t know either. How Aunt Ginny is a part of this… I’m baffled.


         But it seems that fate has had a hand in the outcome I live day to day. I wonder how many fingers stirred the pot to get me here. Although I can imagine the answer, it’s no use wondering now.


         I wait patiently for Blue-eyes to come again. Every night I return to the little room hoping that I’ll see him when I arrive, or when the connecting door opens again. I’ve been disappointed now for twenty-one nights. There have been twenty-one other men interested in fucking me, while Blue-eyes remains my most favorite memory. I don’t know why. He caused me such a stinging pain in my gut, such sorrow. Maybe he just made me feel while the others only offer sex.


         Tonight is an unusual one. I’m lying in my bed, looking out at the maple trees. Their full, leafy branches now cover the whole of the window pane. When I first moved in, they were just budding free from their nestled hibernation and I could see the clear blue sky beyond the new leaves. I am alone, waiting, eating a corndog on a stick I popped in the toaster oven. It’s a passable dinner. Reminds me of Devon—a memory I prefer to pass on.


         There’s a knock at the door. No one knocks, they barge in unannounced at any hour.


    I pop from bed. Maybe it’s the strange landlady. I haven’t seen her since I gave her the $60.00 cash she asked for.


         Aunt Ginny. “Hi!” I haven’t seen in her almost three weeks.


         “I thought it was about time to give you a housewarming gift,” she says with a sunny smile.


         “Is that allowed?” I ask.


         “Don’t get in to self-pity, Maddie. You’re a much more pleasant person when you allow yourself to enjoy.”


         “And has your cult made you pleasant?” I wonder out loud.


         “It’s time to talk,” she forces the flowering purple shamrock plant in my hands. “Not too much direct sun, that seems to burn the leaves,” I’m informed.


         I set the plant on the dresser, and offer her my only chair, while I sit on the bed.


         “It will need more sun,” she says.


         “I’ll move it after you leave.”


         She sighs, smirks and fidgets a bit then comes to her point, “You getting along all right?”


         “I am, I guess. I haven’t quite figured out my life. I go to work… stay there until I turn into the whore, then I’m back here to fuck a new cock every night.”


         “It won’t always be that way… that demanding,” she says.


         “Oh?” I don’t know what to say to her. She’s disappointed me, but I can’t exactly say why. Maybe I believe she’s responsible for my being here, though I don’t have any evidence to support that theory.


         “I wanted to talk, just to share my life with you, Maddie. Maybe it will mean something.”


         “So, share.”


         “You’re angry, aren’t you?”


         “Wouldn’t you be?” I stare at her wondering. “You should have been angry! And you should be still! They stole your life the way they are stealing mine.”


         “Maybe it was different for me, Maddie. I didn’t have a Bailey to leave, or friends. I didn’t like my family. I was an outcast from the time I was born. The arrangement saved me from groveling in the gutter,” she stops, thinks more and starts again, “there was a man…” She’s drifting in memory and all I can do is look at her haunted face as she stares out my window down to the street below, then looks at me again.


         “I came here penniless when I was twenty-one. A little like you, only more innocent.” She clears her throat and feeling self-conscious turns back to the window staring out. I have no where else to go, I’m curious, so I listen. I doubt she’s had anyone else in her life that she could share this with. “I began dating a fellow who was in the service, on leave. When he returned to the Army, he left me with Andrew… said he would take care of me. I liked Andrew, but I was scared of him. At first, there was no reason to be, he was the perfect gentleman. Nice clothes, good job, polite manner. But every time I met him, I saw his body first, the way it moved in sexy swaggers with a practiced confidence, even arrogance. I was in love, I thought, in love for certain. But he was older, almost thirty-five, and I was young and untried. Oh, I’d had my boyfriends, but they were silly boys compared to Andrew.”


         Hearing her reminisce I think of Devon and smile to myself.


         “He sat me down one day and told me that I needed taking care of, that I basically needed him. I was confused, but I was also very horny. And I couldn’t disagree. He’d never laid a hand on me, never anything sexual, but I sensed that would change that day. I couldn’t wait for the first kiss, the first feel of his firm hand on my breasts. I was dressed like a slut as I always was, my blouse falling open and the lace of my brassiere practically transparent. I was showing nipple and proud of it. That’s what makes them like us so much, Maddie,” she turns to me saying sincerely.


         I’m silent. What can I say. I want her to continue and she does.


         “He laid a contract on my desk, stipulating his plans. I was baffled. He asked me to sign away the rights to my body. I would be his to use, his property to keep, share or give away. I was in a state of utter panic hearing what the contract read, but there was more. The agreement wasn’t one-way. I’d never want for anything. He would provide me with a job, take over all matters concerning my life—where I went, who I associated with, how I dressed, what I ate. He had my best interests at heart and would keep me out of trouble. All I had to do was give my body to his control.


         “I was hardly shy then, but I was innocent. It seemed like a fine way to fuck and a good mystery. In fact, I was sold on the idea long before he even began his sales pitch. He’d hooked me with his forceful charm, impeccable manners, his sexy body, and then reeled me right in. Before ten minutes past, I’d signed on the dotted line, and was on my knees between his legs, lapping at his erection. His hands were in my hair holding it so tightly that I thought he’d pull it out. I didn’t get him off then. Instead, he ordered me to the bed and tied me face down with my arms and legs stretched to the four corner bedposts—my first time in bondage. He raped my ass. I thought I’d die…” she stares at me again, “but he was gentle enough to grease the passage and slide easily inside once I calmed down. I was humiliated, disgraced, used like a dog. When I looked up after he finished, there were three other men surrounding the bed, all with gawking smiles waiting for their chance to have me. I was mounted three more times, three more times screwed in my ass. They didn’t even want my cunt. And by then, I didn’t care. What they did to me was foul, but I was obviously made for it since I loved everything they did to me.”


         After a winsome grimace, she nervously looks around the room and then settles on the safe window again. Her body language communicates everything. Passive, then squirming restlessly, then almost languid, as if she’s just orgamsed telling me her tale. She’d been shocked out of her wits when it happened, but couldn’t stop her body. I know that feeling and the demeaning shame that follows.


         “I was gagged and left alone for a while. Then two more men came in the room, mounted the bed, straddled my ass and fucked it. For a time I couldn’t stop orgasming. I thought I was drugged, hyped up on some illicit substance.


         “After the last two were finished with me, they cleaned me out with a vinegar enema, making me hold it for fifteen minutes and watched as I released into a wastepaper basket. Then someone snapped a collar around my neck and I was led on a leash around the room for several more hours. The other men joined them. I was pulled into laps and fondled, forced to take their cocks in my mouth. Finally, I was laid out on a coffee table where my nipples were pierced with twelve gauge rods. Then they rolled me over so that my sore breasts were squashed against the table, and I was branded with a poker. It’s no fancy insignia, just an ugly looking mark that said I belonged to them. Most of the time, my nice gentleman friend was no where to be found. But when he returned he told me I’d been a good girl, that the worst was over. It took a couple of days for me to recover. When I did, before I was allowed to leave, the man I thought I loved showed me pictures of myself in every compromising, pornographic position. He made it clear that he would share them with my family if I talked to anyone about what happened to me, or the arrangement I’d made. It was a heavy burden, big time blackmail in my world. Twenty-three years ago, I would have been accused of prostituting myself. I would have been shunned. I would have been labeled as the slut I was.


         “I didn’t care about being a slut, that seemed perfectly natural. But I refused to feel the shame of my family. So I stayed quiet and followed my contract to the letter. I was Andrew’s girl and did what I was told.


         “Some Friday nights, he’d put me on a plane so I could satisfy a room full of men in New York by midnight. One winter, he blindfolded, gagged and shipped me in a crate to a ranch in Texas. That was the first time I was whipped. In the center of a paddock, three men with bullwhips teased my feet and took two slices of skin off my ass. The welts are still there. Later that day, I was forced to wear bridle and bit and led around the paddock like a pony, a buggy whip cutting into my flanks when I made the wrong move. Then I was strung up inside the stables, lifted off the ground and fondled until I came with the most crashing orgasms of my life. I jerked and thrashing so hard, I thought I’d been ripped apart. The bridle and bit remained for three nights while I was hitched to a post in a horse stall and slept on straw like an animal. The following Monday morning, just hours after I was released, I was back at my job.”


         Aunt Ginny smiles and shifts in her seat again. “I always worked, always made my own money, which I was free to spend as I chose. I suppose many of the women they abduct and force their way rebel and try to escape their grasp. I never really tried, or thought of trying. I could be a simple waitress, clerk or secretary by day, a slut by night. I’m not sure how they knew I’d like the danger and the pain, but they have instincts for such things. Maybe it’s their long experience—the cult started in the forties, at the end of the war. Can you believe that?”


         She sighs heavily and then just sits, contentedly for a time.


         “I’m not an unhappy woman. And at this time of my life, I’m getting even more content. My special friends—the ones who still like to use me—are narrowing down. Soon there will be only one.”


         “Andrew?” I ask.


         “No,” she shakes her head a little sadly. “He died about ten years ago, crashing his private plane into a hillside. I watched the funeral from the sidelines, the line-up of family who never knew I existed, or that this respectable patriarch had a secret life. Bruno, my next best friend, had his arm around me while I wept. Bruno is still around, still with his arm around my waist. He’ll be with me to the end.” She’s very sure of herself. I’m not so sure of her, but I do believe everything she says. “It’s just another way of living. For some women like me, it becomes natural. Don’t fight it, Madison. Don’t.” Her last comments carry more weight than anything else she’s said. I wonder if she’s right, if I’m right for the life she’s led. I’m made to wonder, though my heart still looks for something better.


  




  

      Chapter  Seven      


     


    Blue-eyes comes to me a few days after Aunt Ginny’s visit.


         “You want me now?” he asks, reminding me of my rejection.


         “Do I have a choice?” I ask.


         “Still resisting, I see,” he says with a chuckling smirk.


         “Not really,” I say without much haughtiness.


         My body is screaming for him now. I want him, but I can’t tell him that. I can’t help but reflect back on Aunt Ginny’s experience as I go through my own. I wonder if he’s my Andrew. It would appear so.


         “What do you want besides your freedom, which you will not get?”


         “I want someone to respect that fact that I’m more than my body,” I tell him.


         He looks at me strangely. “Is that what you want? Really?” His beautiful face has a devilish look. His blue eyes gleam. “You want me to sit here and listen to you talk, or take you to the museum, or a walk through downtown boutiques? You want me to tell you my life history—mundane as it is…” he sees my puzzled reaction… “or would you prefer to stick with the mystery, the wonder, the pain and the pleasure in knowing me?”


         It takes a while for me to admit what I need. “I want to know your name,” I say at last. “I call you Blue-eyes in my mind.”


         He does smile. “I rather like Blue-eyes,” he’s flirting.


         I don’t respond.


         “The name is Josh.”


         Josh. Joshua. Humm. Was he pulling the ropes at my initiation?


         “Is that enough?” he asks.


         “That’s enough,” I reply.


         “Then let’s go for a walk in the park.” My body is so ripe with anticipation that I’m disappointed to be going out. I do want him carnally—lips, grinding groin, hard dick and barking commands. Maybe later, I hope.


         Blue-eyes goes to the closet where the clothes they allow me to wear hang waiting, and pulls out a pair of jeans and a blue, tight, ribbed sweater. I look in the mirror after dressing, thinking my body is going to simply pop from these skin tight clothes. But Blue-eyes likes what he sees and I’m out of the door on his arm, barefoot, my ankle cuff jingling softly. We hop in his car and drive off.


         The park is out of the way, beyond the city in an area I’ve never been. A narrow trail winds away from the beaten path into the trees. It’s rough on my bare feet, but the clean, cool ground feels good beneath my toes. I’ll suffer the stones in silence.


         “Been here before?” he asks.


         “You know I haven’t,” I reply.


         “No, I don’t know that,” he says. He shoves me a little more forcefully forward. I am resisting, but just barely. I do like the danger, the great unknown before me. My raging body is in turmoil. I’d dive for his cock in seconds, bring it to full erection fast, and stuff it in my pussy—if this afternoon were up to me. Of course, it’s not. I stumble forward deeper into the trees, pulled as much by the mystery as pushed by the force of his hand. When he stops me suddenly, and ties a scarf around my eyes, my body jumps, quickly enlivened by the sudden smells I notice, the taste of the late spring air, the aroma of Blue-eyes’ body (I decide I like my own name for him better than the real one), the feel of the day against my bare skin. He removes my clothes with brilliant speed. I’m reeling with lust, here in this piece of public land, exposed. I move forward more slowly now, guided by his hands and in a few steps I’m pressed against the trunk of a tree.


         I’m bound against it with rope; moments later, I hear Blue-eyes crash through the brush and then return. There’s a rustling sound accompanying him I cannot figure out. I’m trying to decipher the noise, but it’s too obscure. Then something sensuous tickles my ankles. I grind my hips and cunt into the tree. He tickles me more—leaves from a cutting. I extrapolate to the extremes, and am not disappointed to find myself flogged by lean branches from some young sapling. He starts slowly, warming my ass and shoulders with softly stinging strikes. All the more reason to be aroused. I fuck the tree trunk happily careening into nowheresville. Damn, this is hot! This is better than talk, better than museums, romantic walks. The tension and the urgency mount as he increases the strength of my birching. I handle each new level of pain with a little more of me letting go. I know better than to cry, but I can’t stop the tears and the scarf gets soggy. Life couldn’t be more perfect than this. I realize how I indict myself—my infidelity to Bailey and what he represents has never been so apparent.


         All the while, my cunt grinds hard, seeking something inside it. But it remains empty while I spasm. Aware of my arousal, my attacker is content to take me further and further into the pain and the delicious desire beyond it.


         The tree trunk is as avid a lover as the one behind me, scratching my hips, my breasts, my limbs. I imagine myself bleeding. When the thrashing suddenly stops, I faint for a second while my cunt continues to throb.


         I’m turned around, faced forward, still blindfolded, re-bound, and then teased with Blue-eyes’ cutting branches. I can’t take much more. I breathe deeply trying to absorb the shock. Then, in an instant, he’s on me with his hand at my crotch. “Come, slut!” he seethes in my ear. I follow instructions, spilling my juices all over his hand. I come and come again with that hand guiding me to ecstasy. “Oh, yes, more…” I say over and over in mantra-like fashion. “Hummm, yesssss, Gawd, YES, YES, YES.” I purr, bitch and demand, all with the results I’m after.


         Just as the biggest of the spasms passes, Blue-eyes takes my nipples between his fingers and twists them until I shriek.


         “You want an audience,” he replies with a warning to my loud cry.


         I don’t really care now.


         Before we leave the scene, I’m thrown over a craggy, scratchy tree trunk and fucked from the rear, in my ass, by some unknown prick—I know it’s not Blue-eyes. This guy slathers my anus with a wad of my own juices and slides inside with a gentle shove.


         When the man is finished with me, I hear Blue-eyes speak, “You’re free to go, Maddie.”


         Then the woods fall quiet. All I hear is the rustle of new leaves overhead.


         I’m alone when I remove the scarf and gaze for the first time at the clearing of trees. I wonder which tree I fucked, search the little habitat and spy the sexy culprit—the only tree of any significant girth to hold me. While smiling at my friend, I try to get my bearings for my trip out. If I listen carefully I can hear voices in the distance, even cars on the highway.


         I think fast, aware of my vulnerable position. My clothes are in a dusty heap beside the tree, and I dress fast, suddenly afraid of being caught. I must look the way I feel—fucked and exhausted, hair disheveled, face smeared with sweat and dirt. There are scratches on my hands, a few splinters from the tree. My feet are bruised and the cuff around my ankle is digging into my skin.


         Ready to go, I think I have the direction straight and take off through the trees. At the forest clearing near the highway, there’s a car waiting, Blue-eyes driving. My anxiousness disappears as I slip inside behind him and we speed off.


     


    ***


     


    At home, Blue-eyes drew a bath. It’s meager in the small tub but warm and comfortable. I pluck the splinters from my hands, soothe my feet and ankles, and when I’m back in the bedroom, they are rubbed with cream by my owner’s warm hands.


         “You should probably stay off your feet for a day or so,” he tells me.


         “Think so?”


         “It wouldn’t hurt. I’ll call you in sick.”


         “And who will they think you are.”


         “Whoever I tell them. Your owner perhaps.”


         I smile.


         “They are just battle scars,” he says. “They’ll heal.”


         In time, he moves from my feet to my calves, to my thighs, to the hot object of his desire. I lay back and let him suck me out, lap the juice, tease the clit, raise a snapping climax from my gaping hole. I’m surprised, no one’s thought to pleasure me this way. As the sensations recede and I come back to life again, Blue-eyes pulls up on me tenderly and stuffs my abandoned insides with a fullness that brightens my whole world. I am content for this moment as he lovingly makes love. A hundred kisses caress my face and throat. His nibbling at my breasts brings another wave of climax, and we come together this time, groaning, vigorous, and a little tormented that it’s not quite enough.


         I could be happy with just this ending. I don’t need anything more, and maybe that’s the point.


         It’s a good feeling for a little while, but I realize after a few exhausted minutes that there is something missing—the guarantees, the I’ll be there tomorrow, the I understand everything about you. He may understand me, but I have no clue who he is. I don’t even like his real name—if that is his real name. Blue-eyes is the perfect lover, but he’s no mate, no boyfriend, no one who really cares.


         The man I love is a million miles away, lost to me.


         “Is this ever going to happen again?” I ask.


         “It might. If it pleases me.”


         This is not a particularly good answer from my point of view.


         “But I’m not yours, Madison, I’m only here to direct you toward the goal. And that for me will be a very pleasant experience.”


         “What goal is that?”


         “There are matters of both restraint and acquiescence to be achieved here. You’re getting better. Your attitude is less strident, which probably means that you’re beginning to accept your position with us.”


         “What happens when I’ve achieved your goals?”


         “Too many questions, slut. The end is my secret. I figure we’ll enjoy each other until we get there.”


         He’s convinced. I’m not.


         “If you don’t ‘own’ me the way Aunt Ginny’s Andrew owned her, that must mean you’ll be off training some other unfortunate abductee when you’re finished with me.”


         “The cult has changed over the years.” He dresses before my eyes, and I regret each piece of clothing that hides another part of his body from my lusty gaze. “Our sluts are usually not trained by the men who bring them in. I’m a good trainer.”


         “I don’t really like that word.”


         “What word, trainer?”


         “Yeah.”


         “And your problem?”


         “I guess it’s too damned clinical for what we’ve just done. Here I thought there was some meaning behind the sex.”


         He stares at me blankly, looking cold and methodical. I’ve seen the expression before from a hundred vacant, sexual beasts. I was just hoping he was not one of them. I guess now that I was mistaken. “That’s what makes me good,” he says.


         Ooo, that hurts!


         “I’m glad you’re going,” I say. I turn my head, shimmy down inside the bed sheets and wait for him to leave. A real lover might try to placate my pout, but he doesn’t. I guess that’s the way it is when you’re owned and being trained.


         


    ***


     


    It seems that my training is in full swing after all the preliminaries. Blue-eyes has me on a short tether, demanding me at the drop of a hat. My body is constantly betraying me. Every time he walks in the room, there’s a significant internal reaction and I feel my perpetually horny cunt grow wet and heavy. He’s often pleasant, but he’s just as often like a robot, ordering me to perform. He doesn’t want a robot in return, so when I start going through the routine lackadaisically, he gets pissed.


         He sometimes shows up at work, which makes me pissed. I don’t want him violating the sanctity of the coffee house, but I really have no say in the matter. He asks Sly and Turtle if I can take a break; they’re easy. So, we sit in a back corner behind a potted palm where it’s private. He’ll make me rub myself and come, or fondle him until he does, shooting into a napkin and onto my hand. He lets out a single grunt when I’m jacking him off. Nothing passionate about this. When I have his semen on my fingers I lick them clean—then wash up in the bathroom. I don’t mind the semi-public episodes, but I hate them where I work. Blue-eyes doesn’t seem to care what I like or don’t like.


         About once a week, he does make love to me. Then I’m hooked on him again, fantasizing that he really loves me behind all the macho arrogance, the trainer mentality. I wonder if all his girls respond that way to him. If that’s why he’s so good at what he does.


         One afternoon, he follows me in his car as I leave the coffee house, shop at the vegetable market and then slip into a bookstore. When I come out, he’s still there, passively waiting for me. I refuse to go to him and ask the burning question. I want to know he’s doing, but I won’t give in to his annoying scheme.


         The next time I see him, I say nothing, just to see if he’ll mention that afternoon himself. He doesn’t. Finally, frustration rising like a flag run up a flagpole, I can’t hold back any longer, “What were you doing?”


         “When?”


         “When you were following me.”


         “Did I rattle you?”


         “No.”


         “Good. That’s a good sign.”


         “A good sign of what?”


         “That you accept my presence in your life.”


         “Well, then it’s a bad sign,” I change my mind. “It pissed me off.”


         “I see.” He won’t say anything else about the matter. He’s just criss-crossed rope over my body into a bondage dress he’ll make me wear until he’s ready for me to take it off. Without saying another word, he’s off, leaving me inside these uncomfortable clothes.


         I hate him. I hate my life. I hate the pomposity, the gall, the arrogance of Blue-eyes and his sadists… that they have the nerve to enslave women as they have. I rip the bondage dress from my body. It’s tough, the knots are at my back, but with the aide of a mirror, I manage to get the tricky mess untangled and off of me. My body expels a shake of nasty, surplus energy, like I’m shaking off fear or a crawling spider, then I take the rope and throw it down the trash chute, hearing it swish and land with a soft thud in the basement.


         I’m ready to leave, heading for the closet and my backpack, stopped suddenly as I open the clasp. Inside there’s a picture of Bailey smiling like he smiles at me, and one of Riva and Blue-eyes talking. I’m feeling dizzy. Is she part of the scheme too? My heart beats hard. I search every conversation, every interaction I remember with my brassy friend and come up short. No clues, no truth here. She can’t be another Ginny!


         Turning the picture over, I read a few comments scrawled in felt tip pen.


          “Will resist, but can be raped if necessary. Make sure she’s bound first. Hopefully, we won’t have to. After you’re done make sure she serves you her special Cappuccino. First rate.”


         My body chills, my head is spinning. My stomach feels like a cannonball has just exploded inside. They had sex. The Cappuccino is a treat Riva gives her lovers afterwards. She was going to give me the recipe but never did.


         I head for work, my eyes blinded to everything around me, and the day’s a waste. Sly finally sends me home. “You better get some rest, Maddie. You don’t look so good.”         


         “I don’t feel well either.”


         He ruffles my hair with his hand, and suddenly my body springs to life. I don’t know why I feel the lust in me now. But it’s real, hot, demanding. I bat my eyelashes, smile coyly. He’s never seen me this way with him, and I know he likes it. Turtle has told me a dozen times that Sly’s got a thing for me.


         “You ever think about you and me…” I stop, think, then start again, “having sex?” Propositioning him, I’m already feeling much better.


         “All the time, Maddie. Now you’d better go home.”


         “I’d rather stay,” my eyes roll upward—he lives in an apartment upstairs.


         “Really?”


         “Yeah, I got it bad,” I’m talking breathlessly, seductively. I’d take him home with me, but that could be dangerous. Here, it’s safe. I think.


         “Middle of the day…” he snickers from one side of his mouth, with a silly half grin. My body heat pounds in me unbearably. I’ll go masturbate if I have to. “Hey, why not? You’re sure you’re feeling all right?”


         “I’m so horny, Sly, I’m about to explode.”


         He’s all smiles as we take off upstairs, leaving a bleary-eyed Turtle to fend for himself.


         Sly’s all brawn, muscle and rough sex. He’s on top of me at the start, but I’m not really used to his heft, so I roll him over and land on top of him. I think he even likes me better this way. I sit on his groin and he can maul my tits. He squeezes hard, “Ouch!” Then, backs off.


         “Too hard?”


         “No, not really,” I smirk.


         But he’s easier the second time, being kind, running a single finger down my body, around my hips. I giggle because it tickles. It makes me squirm on his big erection, enjoy the freedom of my man of choice. Then I fall forward and dance my pussy on his stiff one, feeling it pulse inside me and my muscles squeeze harder.


         “Ooo, Maddie, yeahhh,” he’s a little delirious, while I’m just having fun.


         We roll over again, but this time, he flips me onto my stomach, taking my hips in his hands and pulling me forward while he kneels behind me. He humps me doggy style. The preliminaries are over. He’s hard and fast, grasping flesh, pummeling to climax. I feel him hit my cervix and I squeal.


         I’m breathing hard and ready to scream. He’s not much on finesse, but that really doesn’t matter. I’m getting fucked by a man who cares, who I care for, and the weight of the last few days is disappearing fast.


         “Hummm, yes,” I grind my pussy back into him as I come.


         Sly grunts a few times, holds me tight against him and it’s over.


         “It’s not going to happen again, is it?” he asks. We’re awfully quiet for two people who see each other as often as we do. I guess that shows we don’t know each other very well. It’s awkward, but okay. There’s something tender in the moment and I long for more.


         “Oh, I don’t know about that,” I tell him happily. “I’m sure glad we did.”


         “Me, too. You’re even better than I thought you’d be.”


         “You thought about fucking me?”


         “Who wouldn’t?” he says. He laughs. “You’re hotter than hell.”


         I’m really pleased. I smile so big it almost hurts. I can’t even remember when I felt this way or when I last was grinning ear to ear. “You never talk like that,” I tell him.


         It’s nice lying naked with a man, no agenda, no coercion, just friends.


         “I’m kind of scared to,” he says. “We don’t know you too well, Maddie. I mean we like you, but you’re in another world, sort of distant from the rest of us.”


         I’d like to be less distant. But I can’t make any promises so I keep my mouth shut.


         I attack him, giving him a big wet kiss on his mouth. “Thanks, Sly. I got just what I needed, and I’m feeling much better.” I hop from bed to find my clothes.


         He’s looking shy again, as though he’s going back inside his shell. He should have been the one named Turtle.


  




  

      Chapter Eight      


     


    The morning after screwing Sly, Blue-eyes is in my room at the crack of dawn.


         “It’s usually a good sign, the first rebellion. Without it, I get worried that my slut isn’t going to get beyond her fantasies of escape. And I hate to waste time on a slow-performer. I’d rather send her back to the shop for re-education.”


         This is what I awaken to. I can hardly make out his meaning. He’s been leaning over the bed, then turns away and sits in the chair by the window.


         “What do you mean?” I say groggily as I sit up. The first light of morning is starting to appear in the window, otherwise my room is still pretty dark.


         “Exactly what I said.”


         “Rebellion?” I remember that word.


         “Stirs the soul, doesn’t? Gives you hope.”


         “What do you mean?”


         “Frankly, I thought you might have seduced one of your customers as go for the big guy.”


         He’s knows. Ah shit! “Don’t do anything to him. Please,” I’m instantly in a panic.


         “No. Not this time. Try it again, he gets his coffee house trashed. Is that enough incentive to secure your good behavior?”


         “I wasn’t planning a second time,” I snap. “I just wanted to enjoy the first.”


         “Well then, you’ve had your fling.”


         The room is growing lighter with each second of this miserable conversation. I see Blue-eyes’ face. I note his crisp clothes. It pisses me off the way my body flexes in response to him.


         “Of course, there’s a price to be paid.”


         “Then I’ll pay it.”


         “Will you?”


         “Beat me all you like, do whatever, just leave Sly alone.”


         “I wasn’t thinking of Sylvester.”


         I follow the line of his eye to the bottom of my closet where the edge of my backpack is visible. We’re thinking the same thing.


         “Josh, please! Don’t do anything to Riva. Do what you want with me, but not her.”


         “You were warned,” he says turning from pleasingly flippant to cruel. His cold chills me like a December frost. “Is that not so?”


         “Yes.”


         “Specifically advised what would happen if you didn’t cooperate. True?”


         “Yes. And I have cooperated with everything you wanted—except this one tiny thing. But not Riva, no, you can’t. Do anything you want with me…”


         He inspects me as if he’s crawling on my insides searching for the real facts.


         “You’re lucky I’m not as evil as the others. I even have a soft spot for your bitchy friend. She’s a good piece of ass and not half bad looking. I’d rather not see her raped just yet.”


         “Josh, please!” I’m trying not to panic more.


         “Oh, you will get your penance. Get up.”


         He hops to his feet while I’m a lot slower rising. I stare into his eyes and find nothing there. I don’t know why this arouses me, why my heart beats so passionately, why my pussy is burning in anticipation of something it’s not going to get. When I see the cane in his hand, I wonder where it came from. I hadn’t seen it when he woke me and not until this moment.


         “Take off your tee shirt,” he orders in a brisk monotone.


         My nightshirt is easily over my head and on the floor, and I stand naked before him. This is going to hurt, and still my body’s happy with the thought.


         “Bend over.”


         For support, I put my hands flat on the bed, but Blue-eyes doesn’t like that. “Hands on your knees,” he barks.


         I adjust my position, trying to stand firm, knowing that he could knock me off balance with a single cut. I tell myself to breathe, and I’m gasping for air when the first strike lands. “Yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeouch!” My insides yell. My mouth is silent, clamped tightly shut. I’m expecting the second strike, so I can prepare. But as each successive cut of the cane lands on my bottom, the ripping pain turns more acute. I can’t stand much more. My feet dance without my telling them to, and he doesn’t let me settle before he’s on me again with another, meaner cut. I figure he’s going to twenty. I’ve never been caned with more than a dozen, and I’m sure my ass is a bloody mess. When he reaches his chosen number—I stopped counting a long time ago—I sigh relieved.


         “Don’t be so sure, I won’t start again, Madison. You’re treading on thin ice. I want you here, the others are thinking of returning you to the training compound. Your mind strays too far away, you have ideas, feelings, a sadness that no one wants to feel. Sometimes, I am your sole defender against the onslaught who are ready to re-educate you into a brainless doll. I tell them you just need more time, but that excuse is wearing thin for even me.”


         He taps the side of my leg, a signal for me to rise. I stare at him, my mind riddled with questions but I don’t dare speak. He sees my eagerness.


         “Your thoughts,” he snaps it like a command, while keeping his cane in hand, and softly tapping it on my thigh as a warning.


         “You said my rebellion was a good sign.”


         “It’s a useful one. But that doesn’t absolve you from the crime, or let you off the hook. We’re not as worried about the rebellion as we are the underlying flaws in your character.”


         I know what he means, but I can’t help who I am.


         He fishes through his pockets, drawing from them something unseen. Fiddling with my nipples, I realize that he’s clamped them with burrowing screws that tighten down and hurt. He puts a pressure ring in my nose, which has the same harsh feeling. Then he leads me into the corner of the room where there is no furniture. “Clasp your hands behind you,” he says once my nose and nipples are attached to the wall with tiny chains. “Don’t remove them, and don’t move. You’ll stay here until Mrs. Loudon sets you free. Lest the threat not be real enough for you, be aware that I have a date with your friend, Riva, next week. We could have a civilized night at the movies or she could end up hurt. The choice is up to you.”


         I want to spit in his face, but I absorb the shock of his words without reply and move on to other thoughts.


         Blue-eyes leaves me this way with the suddenness of a tornado sweeping through the room. I’m in misery from the moment the door closes with a firm cachug.


         I remain alone in this humiliation, too scared for myself and Riva to move a muscle. By the time Mrs. Loudon arrives, every muscle in me is aching and exhausted. My nipples feel like fire, the nose ring has my entire head throbbing. The old lady makes quick work of releasing the chains and removing the clamps, though a sharp pain spikes through me when the nipple clamps are suddenly pulled off. This kind of thing used to make me more aroused, but now I’m only glad for the relief. My landlady is passionless, unwilling to say anything about this strange job of hers. She performs it as if she’s done it before, which makes me wonder how many times. Has this simple room been used for training purposes before? And if this place is solely for my training, where will I go when it’s over.


         I want to call Riva. I want to warn her. I want to tell her about Blue-eyes, make her understand the danger she’s in. I know that’s not wise, and I won’t risk her. But I’m lonely too and wish that this would end. Maybe Blue-eyes’ sadists are right. I need to be re-educated. Cut loose my mind from the constant nagging and fall in step behind the sister sluts who’ve been through this before me and survived to enjoy their dutiful service.


     


    ***


     


    My days and night resume, picking up where they left off—mornings and early afternoon with the boys, and home to my lovers, or Blue-eyes, whichever I’m so lucky to have. It’s been three months since I left home. No longer spring, the heat of the summer days makes me languid and easily weary. I love sex in the afternoon, and Blue-eyes has been helping me lately. Sometimes he’s in my room when I return from work, waiting. We make love, usually wordlessly. I watch him undress, seeing his cock at first dangling and then grow stiff quickly as he readies himself for me. I fellate it from my knees, when it’s not erect enough to please him. I read his body language, storing up knowledge from these regular dates to use for later, when I want to guess what’s on his mind. We fuck in the heat of the day with a fan blowing on our sweaty bodies. It’s rough screwing, almost as vigorous and driven as fucking Sly. Our limbs entwine, grow slick and sticky. My body opens like the petals of a flower, receiving him into me. Even though I know he’ll never be more than my trainer, I pretend otherwise as we silently toss about the bed. I can imagine him wanting me, being something he’s not, someone who cares. It’s a good pastime when I have nothing else to dream about. Dreaming of Bailey could get me in all kinds of trouble. If I remember him, I start to think rashly, to plan my escape, the bus trip back home, the first reunion, and the lifetime I want. Thinking, the seeds of my frustration start to sprout and I’ll put everyone I love at risk. I won’t do that, so I’ve stopped thinking about him much, hoping that his memory will eventually fade.


         The rope dress that I had so easily discarded a few weeks ago becomes my ever present torture for nearly seven days straight. Blue-eyes put it on me, another form of penance, I’m sure. He makes it snug but not too tight, since I’ll be wearing it for quite a while. I had no clue what amazing feelings would well up in me. My skin tingles. The sensitivity to touch increases a thousand-fold. To disguise it, I’m forced to wear loose-fitting dresses over the top of it. They tease me, too, keeping me in a perpetual state of anxiousness, of erotic seeking. He orders me not to masturbate and then stays away from me for three days so that I have no means of release. My body is raw and ready to explode. My insides quake. My outsides shiver. I can hardly work, but at least work takes my mind off the torture.


         When Blue-eyes finally returns to the room, I drop to my knees at his feet, and virtually pledge undying allegiance if he’ll only release me from this madness.


         He’s cocky, lighthearted and very sexy. “Poor slut. It’s an affliction of your own making.”


         Any other day, I’d be ranting otherwise—at least silently. But this time I’m agreeing. I never should have been so stupid to make the man mad.


         Blue-eyes orders me to the bed where I lay down and spread my arms and legs. He climbs on beside me and rolls me enough to undo the first knot at my back. Slowly, the dress unwinds, the knots are loosened, and the rope is dragged along my quivering flesh. I’m about to burst from the physical sensation, with every nerve excited and edgy. By the time he’s halfway finished, I feel a hand at my crotch, manipulating my clit. I start to come, spewing liquid, ass humping the sheets, my mouth wide open in a silence scream. I’m orgasmic for the rest of the un-roping and feel a little lightheaded when he’s done. We make love as we have before. My body needs more, needs a focal point for the sensations, but my ass will have to do this time since that’s where he decides to screw me.


         Even this, a simple ass fuck turns savage, so loud, I’m sure that through the wide open window we’re heard on the street below. He hammers me hard, pinching my nipples the entire time, and grunting behind me. The channel is especially sensitive today like the rest of my throbbing body. Clutching the sides of my ass, he digs his fingernails into me until I think he’s broken the skin. I grab for the sheets with my fists and hold on tight, and scream for him to hurt me more, crying, “Yes, gawd, yes, yes, yes baby, fuck me!”


         We’re obviously on the same wavelength. He gives me what I need, and I satisfy him, leaving his cock limp once he’s come and my ass is dripping with his spilled seed. The sheets are wet, the humid air so thick I can hardly take a breath. But I rest. Blue-eyes rests. We lie side by side and pant a little, then doze for a while. This is about all the intimacy I’ll get from him, and for the moment, it’s enough. Not enough for forever, not something to warm my heart, but enough. I could have less, so I’ll take what I have and pretend to be happy.


         I don’t like to talk anymore after we fuck. I don’t have anything to say, don’t have any questions to ask. The answers are all the same, they are not about to change and he’s not about to satisfy me. I guess I’m reaching the stage he’s been training me for. I’m so good at ignoring what I crave that I’ve almost forgotten what that was.


  




  

      Chapter Nine      


     


    I wish my room were air conditioned. There’s an old swamp cooler in the coffeehouse, but it’s a weird kind of cool on a hot afternoon, and when I go home, I pray for a gust of dry, cool air. I shouldn’t mind—I’m used to fucking sweaty. It has its own eroticism, but now it’s too damn hot for anything erotic in my stuffy room—so I think. If Blue-eyes shows, I’ll be back at him, humping him in silence and loving the hard driving climax that will finish us for the next few hours. We’ll lay with the fan on high, cooling down, then he’ll leave with me sweaty and a little feverish, praying for rain, thunderstorms, wind, anything to break the heat.


         I greet my door a little wearily, wondering if it would be cooler on the shady fire-escape. I’ll take a glass of lemonade outside and sip it while encouraging the west wind to turn off this unrelenting furnace. I see, though, that the door’s ajar. Company already. Blue-eyes. Sex. I could get up for that, too. I guess I’ll have to if he’s here, and my belly starts to flutter like a trained animal, now on alert for fucking.


         I move inside, feeling a languorous sexuality driving me. I’m ready for what he wants, thinking about it in advance, thinking I’ll be really kind to him, nuzzle into his side, kiss his face, go down on his cock without him asking. We’ve had a couple of pleasant weeks so I’m feeling generous.


         The door creaks and I halt abruptly, staring into the room, expecting one man and finding another. My mind’s going wild as my heart swells, my tummy sours, and my eyes start to burn with tears. Bailey. My God it’s Bailey. I can hardly breathe in this heat.


         Bailey.


         I can’t speak. My throat is instantly sore.


         “I’m here, Maddie,” he says, he must know I seeing him as an apparition, not the real man.


         Yes, it is his voice. His face. His eyes, his brown, stony eyes with the heavy brows above. I’m trying to understand.


         “Are you okay?”


         I still can’t talk.


         “You’re probably wondering how I found you?” he asks the question I’m too stunned to ask.   


         “Yes,” I half croak. I move into the room, not into his arms which might be a natural thing to do given the way I feel about him and the dormant longing that has suddenly sprung to life.


         “Aunt Ginny,” he says.


         “And how did you find Aunt Ginny?”


         “How I found you doesn’t matter now, Maddie.” He leans forward in his chair. “Let me see your ass.”


         “What?”


         “Your ass, your naked ass.” He’s typically calm. Dictating.


         “You’re certainly not wasting any time,” I quip sarcastically. Why? Why can’t I run to his arms and bury my head in chest? I shift from one foot to the other, trying to decide what I’m going to do—throw him out or hold him to me with all my might. Both are real responses to my shock.


         “Why my ass?” I ask.


         “I have my reasons. Bend over.” He’s as imperious as always, and the command effects me as his commands always have. What choice do I have but to obey?


         I turn to the bed, lift my skirt and show him the brand. I assume that’s what he’s looking for, though I’ve got questions popping up so fast now that they’re bursting from my brain.


         “You were kidnapped, Maddie, branded, forced into sexual servitude—the end result of a loan that went bad with one of your old street scum friends. But that’s all over now, you’re coming home with me.”


         I stand up indignantly. My skirt falls back in place. “No, Bailey, no, I’m not going with you. You’re in danger and so is Riva, and anyone else I care about. These men are evil—but I can handle them. You’ve got to leave,” I shake my head, choking back my tears. “You can’t be here.”


         He rises, then comes to me with the biggest arms of love I’ve ever felt and holds me as I’ve been wishing for, tight and secure.


         “Please, go away and leave me be, please.”


         “You’re coming home, Maddie.”


         “I can’t!” I pull away and stare him in the face.


         “Trust me, you’ll be safe.”


         “How do you know that?”


         There’s the shuffle of feet in the hall, and we turn to the open door, seeing Blue-eyes standing there, haughty, curious and as domineering as ever.


         “Bailey is it?” he asks, calmly, as if he expected the man.


         I slink away from Bailey’s side and hang on to the bedpost.


         “Mr. Coleman.” Bailey knows him. I look at them both bewildered while they both forget me. “Is there a place where we can talk privately?”


         In my numbed state, I sit inert, while the two move into the parlor—the door is surprisingly unlocked. In three months since I’ve lived here, I never even tried it after Mrs. Loudon told me that I couldn’t. I wait, hearing nothing but murmurs. When they are finished, Bailey is the only one returning through the door, while quick footsteps on the stairs tell me Blue-eyes is leaving.


         “Get your things,” Bailey says.


         “No,” I shake my head bewildered. “I need more explanation.”


         “You’re worried that people will get hurt? It’s not going to happen. The nightmare is over. Now let’s get going, we have a plane to catch.” Just that swiftly we’re gone. The hot, shabby room is behind me, and I’m leaning on the arm of the man I loved, and believe I still love now.


         


    ***


     


    I’ve heard that shell-shocked victims experience post traumatic flashbacks. I think that’s what happens in the middle of the night, when Bailey snuggles in close to me and I want to push him away. I have to awaken enough to realize how safe I am.


         Three weeks, I’m still waking up assuming I’ll see Turtle and Sylvester in the morning and Blue-eyes and the gang in the afternoon and night. I’m surprised to find my surroundings have changed and there is no stunning blue eyed devil ordering me, fucking me, keeping me captive with his veiled and overt threats. But I worry that I miss him.


         Bailey protects me as if he has the wrath of God behind him and permission to use it.


         The undoing of my imprisonment was simple detective work and general blackmail in reverse. Albert returned when Fredo died. Riva spilled the truth about Scofield—who had apparently deserted the warehouse office never to be seen again. Then Albert, remembering the name Scofield as a bit player in the leather community, started asking around, unearthing the cult responsible for my disappearance. For a gentle sort of fellow, he has amazingly deep connections in the underworld of S&M. A tip or two based on good rumors, some patient surveillance, and a dozen damaging pictures from inside the ugly house, taken by Riva herself, and Bailey was equipped to play Lone Ranger, brandishing his weapon, coming to get me in St. Louis. There were some messy details which made me wonder if I were worth the risk—like getting Riva into the cult house. She’d been suspicious of Larry Newman, alias Josh Coleman, alias Blue-eyes when he appeared out of nowhere, interested in some pretty quick dates and getting into her pants. It was a bad slip on his part, which makes me happy to know that he was not as impeccable as he thought he was. And, of course, Riva gave him what he wanted because it’s hard to turn down sex with a guy as good looking as my blue-eyed trainer. But, being naturally suspicious, she reported her concerns to Bailey, and Josh Coleman turned up in the roll call of possible cult members. She let him have his second date, and followed him afterwards—a real Nancy Drew number she should have been spanked for. I would have been, if I’d done anything that reckless. Bailey would have seen to that. But I guess he trusts her instincts and her savvy. Bailey called her gutsy, I called her foolish, but we were both glad she took the risk. She called it good fun, saying she needed a little excitement in her life. And it wasn’t really all that hard. For a secret society of perverts they were sloppy, leaving a side door to the mansion unlocked. She dressed in a hooded robe, and worked her way around the fringes of an S&M scene, snapping pictures unnoticed, then slipped back out again and took off into the woods.


         The pictures remain now tucked away to keep me safe, and it looks as though the cult might well be disbanded in fear of their lives and fortunes. At least two names rank high in the local social register, corporate bigwigs who can’t afford untidy scandals.


         Alls well that ends well, I say—or someone famous said that, I’m not sure who.


         Problem is, for all the love surrounding me, I miss Blue-eyes—not the man, the sex. Bailey won’t lift a finger to hurt me. I’ve been hurt enough, he says. I’ve tried to tell him otherwise, but he assures me I’m not ready for S&M just yet. He doesn’t want me flipping out or associating the scenes with the cult with my experiences of him. I agree, that’s a worthy idea, meanwhile I’m going through reverse longing. Where I was melancholy with grief in St. Louis, losing my life and Bailey, I’m falling into fantasy every night, praying for the hard stuff I’m used to. I wonder why life has to be so complicated. I was rescued, couldn’t that be enough? And couldn’t we pick up where we left off? We have new rules, not the same old ones, and I don’t like that.  


         I’m back at the beer hall, tending bar this time. I like the change. I’m not sure why Bailey put me there—it’s certainly no safer than waiting tables. But maybe he figures he can keep track of me easier. It’s another cage where I can happily dwell.


         But I’m starting to climb the walls with frustration. Another liquid afternoon remembering sweaty sex and Blue-eyes, I suddenly bolt for fresh air. I rip off my apron and head for the back door, getting immediately side-swiped by my alert boyfriend.


         “Where are you going,” he grills me hard.


         “Nowhere,” I gaze at him like a deer in headlights. “I need some air.”


         He lets me go, but follows me out, and I can’t stop the explosion.


         “Bailey,” I turn to him with both barrels full, “you have to stop protecting me. I feel like a bird in a gilded cage. You said I was safe.”


         “Safe from the cult, perhaps, but never yourself.”


         “Bullshit!”


         “Don’t bullshit me, bitch. And don’t step on my right to care about you.”


         “You’re smothering me, worse than Coleman.”


         He’s hot. His eyes pin me with fury. I said the wrong thing.


         “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean that.”


         The hurt and anger pour out of him.


         “I’m sorry. I really am. I lost my head.”


         It takes some time for him to reply, and it’s half-hearted at best. I figure I’ll go back inside, make amends by being the good bartender for the afternoon.


         “Get back to work,” he finally says.


         There’s not much spark in his voice, but he’s lightened up enough to let me relax.


         Problem is, I’m still not relaxed. My body is crawling, hungry, as in need of a good beating as I’ve ever been. Anything to quell the riot inside. But it won’t be happening now.


         I told him everything on the plane home, about my initiation, my escape to St. Louis, Turtle, Sly, the coffeehouse, the parlor with its faded colors and the essence of timelessness. I recounted my love and hate for Blue-eyes. I had to be honest, if not then, then never. Thinking back on it now, my words were as brutal as they were necessary. He understood the part of me that requires the darkness and so easily succumbed to it, and would long for it now. I can only hope that he has remembered that conversation, every word, so that he will recognize the depth of my newest loss.


     


    ***


     


    At seven, Bailey sends me to the store for groceries. It’s my first solo outing in so long, even I’m a little distrustful of the neighborhood. I think Bailey’s throwing me a bone, acknowledging his willingness to ease up on the current restrictions. I guess I got through to him after all. After I work through my little paranoia—spooked by the streets that abducted me into the dark realms, I’m elated to be walking them now, a free woman. I refused to be sideswiped again.


         A car pulls up beside. It’s Riley inside. “How come you’re back here?” he sneers.


         “Fuck off!” I tell him, then duck into the grocery store. I peek back through the front window and see his tan sedan roar off, imagining that he’s pleased he saw me.


         I grab the food we need and toss it into a cart. Even Riley hasn’t rattled me as he might have in the past. Amazing—like God is testing me, the man who began my downhill slide appears, perhaps a needed reminder that my other life lies parallel to this one, calling to me regardless of my ignoring the whispers. I will remember, I promise myself.


         I’m beginning to trust my life. Maybe Bailey was right, I didn’t need to rush into anything after coming home. I’ve cried too many nights for him to be sure of me. I’ve slept in his arms and come up fighting, which undoubtedly rattles him. Thankfully, he takes my mild hysteria and the nightmares in stride, remaining even-tempered, waiting for the knots that bind my insides to loosen. I feel them falling away. My step is lighter. I can breathe now.


         I have two armloads of groceries to bring home, and six blocks to manage them. I shouldn’t have bought so much. From the moment I leave the store, I have premonitions. Something evil lurks in the shadows. I toss my fear aside and walk forward, though I expect any minute I’ll see Riley’s tan beater pull up beside me, while the man calls out harassing me. I put up my guard, push forward to the loft and take the stairs quickly, despite the heavy weight in my arms. I make sure I calm myself before I enter, then put a smile on my face as I move inside.


         “Feeding an army?” Bailey asks, greeting me solemnly at the door. He takes the shopping bags.


         “We needed a lot of stuff.”


         “I’ll take care of this, you get packed.”


         “Packed? For what?”


         “You need a night away, and so do I.”


         I’m trying to understand his expression, read the facts behind his eyes, but he’s too remote. I’ve seen this mood prior to nasty sexual scenes, and instinctively my body lurches, the pressure starts to build, the dark stuff starts to rise in me. I’m seeing candles, smelling incense, hearing my own voice scream, feeling the tightness of ropes around my body and the flick of a single tail on my back. Stop! I order my overactive mind. It does, but like a scolded child, it hangs off on the sidelines waiting for another chance to nag.


         Submerging everything but the submissive self inside me, I take off for the bedroom and throw a few things into the overnight bag we use for trips. He already has his simple wardrobe packed. He’s dressing casual, I will too, though I remember to pack a short skirt and a pair of heels, just in case. My toothbrush, shampoo and make-up go in the empty side pocket. The other side pocket is full of Bailey’s things, including a bag of tricks that I’m dying to peek inside, but I promise myself I won’t.


         “Done?” He says from the doorway.


         I instantly jerk, thinking I’ve been caught.


         “Yes,” I reply nervously.


         He lets me stew in my apprehension, think up all kinds of scenarios for our day off. You’d think as much as he’s protected me from my recent captivity, he’d say something soothing like, “Don’t worry, I’m not going to hurt you.” I think he wants my imagination running wild, my mind going to extremes. It’s the perfect tactic for a Dominant man, give a submissive’s fertile mind few facts and plenty of baffling innuendo. Before Blue-eyes and his cult, I was would be reveling in the sensuous mystery. Now, although my cunt is moist and steamy, my ass squirming in the car seat, I’m feeling a creepy fear that makes my back and shoulders tingle and my stomach turn like a merry-go-round. The fear supercedes my lust.


         For most of the trip I stare out toward the encroaching evening, where fireflies twinkle, making the scene surreal and magical. I have no idea where we are going… some place new, I’m sure. We’ve traveled south to a bed and breakfast, on another trip to the shoreline, and another into the mountains camping—all before St. Louis. We’re headed North tonight. We drive off the highway on to a deserted, dirt road. We’re navigating by the stars and fireflies and the dim headlights of Bailey’s car. There is no moon. We creep deep into the shadowy trees. I smell salt air from the open window, and listen hard to hear the surf. Around another bend or two, I hear the lamenting crash of waves. My anxiety eases. We’re far from the city, far from St. Louis, far from the things of my capture, torture and tasteless days of slavery. I’m trying to forget that time, but it has a hold on my waking, sleeping consciousness. The lurking child is tugging at my clothes, begging.


         We finally arrive at the crest of a hill, a cliff overlooking the beach. The house lodged in the rock and sand is a tall white, clapboard sentinel. I get out of the car and my feet sink into the rocky sand… there were pebbles under my feet the day I was taken… The house seems crude, abandoned, sinister, out of girlhood mystery stories… the stone house was ugly inside and out…


         “Take off your clothes,” Bailey tells me.


         I hesitate only a second, as I let myself acknowledge the sexual overtones of the command. I remove my tee shirt and shorts, holding them awkwardly in my hands until Bailey takes them from me and tosses them into the car.


         “Your shoes,” he adds because I forgot them.


         Removing the thongs, I throw them on top of my clothes.


         Despite the warm evening, my body readily chills, goose bumps rise on my skin, everything in me shakes. Bailey leads me by the nape of my neck, his fingers pressing firmly into the muscle, pushing me forward. I stumble on the path, stub my toe on a rock, but he doesn’t seem to care. We avoid the front steps. Coming around the corner of the house, I can see it’s a sizable property, bigger than I first thought. A small flight of stairs leads downward to the cellar door. I step lightly, trying to avoid the unseen rocks, and negotiate the sandy stairs, to face a rickety door with anxiety my only clothes.


         He opens the door and pushes me into the dark. I smell the dampness—like my grandmother’s musty basement. I see nothing once the door closes behind us, and then only rafters above and cement walls. The air around me pulses with energy. Is it mine and Bailey’s alone, or are there others waiting in the dark? I can’t tell.


         “My world, my real world slut,” Bailey starts, “is no less frightening than the one you just escaped, and I want no less from you than complete surrender. I place no restrictions on myself and will put no restraints on my behavior toward you. Is this want you want of me, Maddie?” He jerks my head back, wrapping his hand inside my hair and yanking for emphasis.


         “Yes,” I answer, before I have time to think about what he’s said. My steamy crotch has answered for me.


         “You agree to my rules, you remain with me. You reject them, you’re free to go—at anytime. All it takes is your word. I do not coerce, force or blackmail. But the bottom line with me is take it all, or take none of it. You asked for this move, your being begs for it. I’m sure that it’s premature, you’re not ready. But the last few months have made you crave it and I will not have you seeking these extremes with anyone else, or allow you to be taken from me again. I will take ownership of you. No one else will have you.”


         These words astound me, although they bathe me in the sweetest nectar. The nectar stings because it’s so potent, but I am leaping for joy in the middle of this unquenchable fear. He’s better than Blue-eyes, the grey man, Scofield, and all the others in my imagination. I thought his interest in S&M was strictly in passing, a novelty he tried on for me. I was obviously wrong.


         “I’ve mastered many woman, but none as reckless, wild or intriguing as you. You’re rough, unpolished, lacking the elements of a good slave. You’re undisciplined, mouthy, far too opinionated, and independent. You still lack trust, faith in me, faith in yourself. You could have averted your time spent in forced slavery with a hefty dose of honest confession. But you didn’t trust me enough, trust the love I have for you enough to bare your soul. You’ll start now. All your faults will be dealt with. I don’t expect miracles, but I do demand your obedience and your determination to persevere. Do you have that down?”


         “Yes, sir.”


         He releases his hand from my hair, and backs away enough so I think I’ve suddenly lost him. Two pairs of hands move on me in the dark. One slips a hood over my head, the other fits my ankles in heavy cuffs. A fat strap goes around my waist and buckles tight, while cuffs are fastened on my wrists and then secured to the belt behind my back. The activity is so swift, so expertly executed, that I have no chance to reason anything before my feet are suddenly lifted off the ground while my back and shoulders are held until I’m suspended from the ceiling, hanging upside down like a side of beef. As far as I can tell, I’ve been left alone in the dark.


         I can’t think. I can only panic, and that does me no good. Have I just exchanged one band of sadists for another? What difference is there now between Bailey and Blue-eyes? He says this is consensual, but is it? I’m afraid to believe that I’m getting my heart’s desire. And as blood rushes into my head, I’m about to pass out.


         I drift. Struggle for a few seconds, then drift.   


     


    ***


    
 I was fondled in the dark, upside-down before they cut me loose and prodded me with sticks up the basement stairs. I would have thought I’d been too scared to get off with the simple manipulation of my clit. But by the time I felt that first thrumming of my love bud, a hard, gnawing climax ripped my insides. I cried, moaned with the exquisite pleasure and then felt relief as I was gently lowered to the cement.


         I stumbled up the two flights of stairs, then regained some equilibrium when my feet hit the flat, substantial wooden floor. The hood was yanked, and now I find myself in the second story of the white house, looking about for something, someone I recognize. Bailey.


         There’s a maid walking by—her outfit, black dress and crisp apron, are a dead giveaway—who takes me by the hand and leads me to a closet.


         “Pick out a dress to wear, you won’t be going naked, at least not yet.”


         I’m moving automatically, having no anchor but the words Bailey forced on me when we arrived.


         “Yes, miss, I know you’re stunned, and have no idea what is happening to you, but you’re under orders. If Bailey wants you in a dress, you wear a dress. I must say, you’re much luckier than some of us, who don’t get to dress until we’ve handled our modesty. I guess you don’t have a problem with that.”


         “No, I don’t,” I faintly whisper.


         Because I can’t choose for myself, she reaches into the closet and pulls out a peach-colored summer print, of similar style to the blue green dress of my initiation night.


         “Here, this should fit you. Such a nice figure.” She’s a bit plump, but certainly nothing to complain about. However, I see her envious of my curves and shape, and how I’ll fit into the slimming dress. I take it from her, and have it quickly over my head and sliding down my hips. “And this, don’t forget your collar.” She pulls the item from her dress pocket, turns me around and buckles the soft leather band around my neck. “There, you look perfect.” She freshens up my red curls. “Now. Downstairs. Remember Bailey’s words to the letter. He’s ruthless with a cane if you misbehave.”


         “You know that because he’s caned you?” I ask.


         “I know because I saw the welts on his last submissive’s ass. Now hurry!” She pushes me toward the stairs.


         I rush on, quickly moving to the main floor of the house, noting that I’m barefoot. Is this a common practice for secret cults of sadists—keep their slave’s barefoot, not so easy to escape? I have to remember that I’ve not been coerced into this, this is what I love, and what I love is happening around me now because I willed it, wished it, thought it up and lived it once in a nightmare.


         This should be no nightmare. I’m with the man I crave, the man who rescued me. But who will rescue me from him now? As I move down the hall toward the front of the house, I see him in what looks to be a great room looking out to the sea.


         “Maddie,” he holds out his hand for me when he spots me hovering by the open door. “I want you to meet my friends.” I pad dutifully into the living room, having no time to give the house the kind of inspection I’d like to. I catch a few telling glimpses; it’s not unlike Bailey’s loft, eclectic and exacting. But I must move on to greet my future sex partners. These men are dressed as casually as Bailey, in shorts or jeans, and seem much more easygoing than the guys in Blue-eyes’ cult. They don’t eye me with the same lusty fascination, but act as though they are meeting Bailey’s girlfriend, not his latest sex toy. I’m a little surprised.


         “Pull up a pillow and sit by me,” he directs, motioning me to a stack of three large pillows nearby. I follow the order and comfortably install myself beside him. Resting my head against his knee, I feel his hand running absently through my hair. The position seems surprisingly natural. The conversation goes on around me about things of no interest to me. I’m checking my feelings, trying to understand my role, but still making little sense of this house and my place in it. After an hour, the men are ready to leave.


         “It’s a pleasure meeting you,” one of them smiles at me, as I respectfully shake his hand at the door, while on Bailey’s arm. “He’s been hiding you away too long.”


         “Thank you,” is all the response I can manage.


         Bailey leads me to the East facing porch, where we can see by starlight the teaming surf and smell the salt as the ocean breeze brings it on land. My hair is already sticky, but my buffeted spirits are soaring, clinging to hope—though I’m not exactly sure what to hope for.


         “This is the life I left when I came to rescue Albert’s beer hall, Maddie. I live here on the family money, manage my mother’s trust and write articles on environmental issues affecting the coastline.” I’m aware of this last avocation and of the ‘trust fund’, but he’s only spoken of these things in passing. I never thought to ask for more information and he never offered it. “Albert brought Fredo here to die, and now that he’s passed, we’ll be changing places again.” He stares out to the ocean, mesmerized by the beating sound. It stirs me, too.


         “Living here?” I ask.         


         “The loft doesn’t suit me. I get too restless in the city. Besides, this is a better place to practice the lifestyle I love.”


         “The sadistic one?” I venture.


         “I’m not fond of that label, Maddie. I prefer to think of it as what’s natural for me and the woman I love.” He paces with a casual ease I’ve never seen from him. He gets hyped and stressed in the beer hall. Here he’s more naturally himself. I can see this even though we’ve only been there for a few hours. “I found you in the beer hall quite by surprise,” he continues. “It has been three years since I’ve had a woman to share my life. The last wasn’t as interested in the passions you and I enjoy. And you, you seemed to be what I needed right off, except of course for the shortcomings that caused your recent downfall. I’m willing to gamble that is all behind you.”


         “And you want me with you?”


         “Of course, I wouldn’t have brought you here otherwise.”


         “But you never told me…” I shake my head, as I look around a little puzzled by the enormous change this points to.


         “I don’t share myself easily with anyone.” I can tell he’s struggling a bit with the intimacy. It makes me squirm too, but I like what I’m getting, a man who can get beyond the usual jargon. I love him even more.


         “And your lifestyle?”’


         He looks up at the house, surveying it thoughtfully, allowing it to feed him. “I’m a patrician at heart?”


         “A what?”


         “An old world gentleman of aristocratic origin—with a few rough edges,” he concedes. “The women in my house serve me both professionally and personally. Annie, the maid who gave you the dress, has been with me for three years. She is dutiful, patient, an excellent worker and…”


         “Good in bed?”


         He laughs. “No, Maddie, I don’t sleep with her.” He clears his throat. “I was about to say she’s in need of discipline, rules, guidance. I pulled her out of an alcoholic stupor and gave her the structure she needs. Sometimes I give her to a man and she’s obligated to serve him sexually as I order her. In that area, she has few restraints, so she’ll gladly do anything required. It seems to arouse her to be denied, and when she’s given permission, she lets loose.” I can tell he feels some great affection for her even if it’s not sexual attraction.     


         “She was surprised that I was allowed to wear a dress.”


         “Ah, yes. Modesty is not tolerated in this house. I’ve had to break several women of that unfortunate tendency. A few weeks of going naked twenty-four hours a day, they get cured fast. But, I didn’t think you’d need that.”


         “Glad to be good at something.”


         “And then, there’s Laurie, who you haven’t met. She does most of the cooking. She’s only been with me a little over a year, but she’s coming around quickly.”


         “Another rescue from the gutter?”


           “No. In fact, neither of these woman are out of the gutter. Annie is the child of wealthy parents who turned to me when she got in trouble with drugs and alcohol. Laurie was a financial assistant for the trust who suffered miserable depressions.”


         “And a few months at your beach house is the cure?”


         “Cure?” He shrugs. “I don’t have a clue. I just know that there are women in my life who come and go, who need direction. I give it, they regroup, absorb and learn, and then they leave. Most ask to come here, or are at least willing.”


         “And you have sex with Laurie?” I haven’t even met her, but something tells me I should be jealous.


         Bailey smirks, his glowering eyes putting me in my place. “If I have or haven’t, it’s my business, Maddie.”


         My turn to stare at the ocean while I collect my thoughts. I’m overloaded with information. A good swift jog would do me good. It’s been eons since I’ve had the ocean air in my face and the salty tang on my lips.


         “And so what am I to you? Another project?”


         “You’re my lover, Maddie, my friend, my toy, the woman I love.”


         I feel that in my gut.


         “You said tonight in the basement that I wasn’t really ready.”    


         “No, and I still don’t think you are. But more importantly, I think it is time for you to focus, have some vision for yourself. This is one for you to try. If you don’t like it, you’re free to leave and find another vision. But you do need somewhere to be yourself. I know you can be here and I want you to stay.”


         “Leave the city altogether? Riva? The beer hall?”


         “Leave it all, yes.”


         I’m trying to get the facts straight. He talks about vision, but this one is still very blurry.


         “What about the cellar?” I ask.


         “Tonight?”


         “Of course, tonight. When else have I been there?” I quip sassily.


         I can see that he doesn’t like my flippant remark, but he lets it pass.


         “I respect you, Maddie. I love you and I consider you a treasure. But because I know who you are and what drives you, and because those same dark things drive me, I will test you. I will be hard on you, rough with you. I will hurt you, punish your errors, show you off when the mood strikes, share you if I like—which won’t be often, but it will happen—and just because I enjoy the thrill of sadism, I will drag you through this house by your hair or by your feet and string you up like a wasted animal if I so choose. You are mine.”


         He has chilled me to the bone. Turned my insides into putty. Made my crotch burn and my pussy liquid.


         “Does any of this offend you?” he asks, when I don’t know what to say.


         “I can’t even imagine…” As much as ‘grey’, Blue-eyes and the boys shocked my system, this shocks me. I know I’m safe. I know I’m taken care of. I know that those I love are not at risk, just me. I sense his hands reaching into me like claws, clutching my heart and demanding. I am frightened, petrified. “I don’t know if I’m ready.”


         “Ready or not, the offer has been made. Agree now, Maddie, or you need to leave.”


         “No. I can’t leave!” I’m practically sobbing.


         “Then I have my answer,” he says decisively.


         I fall into his arms weeping softly, enjoying the feel of his hands caressing my back, nurturing my woebegotton, sometimes fractured soul. He fingers the collar around my neck, tightens it in his grasp, so I can hardly breathe as a sensuous burst of sexual energy rushes my body, settling in my loins where it makes its plaintive cry. I’m moving on him like the slut in heat I am and he releases his hold.


         “I still don’t know if I’m ready,” I say through my tears.


         “I know. We’ll work through this together—” he smiles, “beginning tomorrow.”


         “Tomorrow?” That has an ominous ring.


         “We start with an atonement for your crimes. Twelve cuts of the cane every morning for the next two weeks.”


         I’m shivering with trepidation, but it’s done nothing to stop my lust.


         “Tonight, however, we celebrate. I think a good fuck will rent the demons.”


         I try to smile as I wipe my tears with the back of my hand. Fucking sounds like exactly what I need. Afterwards, I may not sleep the night. I may worry about my future until I’m exhausted and the morning finally dawns. I may get freaked by what he wants from me, but I know I’m not lonely anymore. The melancholy has disappeared, and I suspect I’m home at last.


  




  

      Epilogue      


     


    I feel the heat, driving on my body like liquid fire. Smoke clutters my eyes, fumes gather in my nose. It’s a noxious combination, augmented by fear. I’m about to pass out, but I order my senses to stop their ranting, order my being to stand firm. It’s the least I can do for the man I love, my savior and challenger.


         I am tied at the stake, on the beach at midnight. How fine he is at spontaneous, meaningful ritual. We’ve roasted hotdogs, gorged ourselves on homemade potato salad. Then as we watched the sea approach with unrelenting zeal, Bailey segues into a scene, unexpected, unplanned as far as I know—but what’s to say that he didn’t have this planned for weeks. I’ve have found my peace—a rough and tempest tossed peace—but it is peace because I now where I belong. Bailey makes that evident every hour we’re together and I am regularly overwhelmed by his indisputable control of me.


         I am overwhelmed now with the elements of earth crashing all around me. I’m mounted to a thick post, my hands stretched high over my head, my feet secured at the base, bound with rope. He’s wrapped my waist a dozen times with the thick hemp, so I cannot move, except for the tiny rocking motion that caresses my clit against the wood sticking in my crotch. The air screams around me, the wild swirling wind jiggles my hair, the salt is sticky on my lips, and now the encroaching surf laps at my feet. Left here, I will be submerged.


         The bonfire roars before me, still safe from the tide, while I remain its first victim. I can only hope that I’ll be rescued before the beach is swallowed up. He’s stirred the fire, stirred the heat, sent it swarming around me, the same way my fantasy sends vivid pictures swarming around my mind. He looks back at me, a poker in hand.


         He said once during this last four weeks while gazing at my brand that he would have to ‘fix the mark’. I ignored the comment then, but I can’t now. The iron is hot and glowing red as he moves from the fire to me, carrying the deadly weapon. My shudder begins deep, from somewhere deeper than my toes, out of the molten earth, a shuddering sensation that rises upward through my feet, to the top of my head, tickling every place on its way. Bailey moves around me, around the body he’s beaten to orgasm a dozen times in a single month, used maliciously, and then tenderly adored as a woman of gentility. I am introduced with utmost respect to his friends, pampered, taught, encouraged, then on a whim, with the suddenness of a lightening strike, I’m taken down to the level of a crawling beast, a worthless slut. The two distinct states of being somehow easily co-exist. I don’t fight them. Just as I don’t fight now.


         My body shoves itself into the post, the only comfort I have. I breathe in the smoke and ocean air, and feel the heat about to strike. Bailey kneels in the wet sand at my feet to have a better look, but he does so swiftly—the iron is cooling and cannot cool too much.


         The metal strikes. It sears the skin. The burning smell of flesh rises on the breezy night air while my scream gets lost in the sounds of earth. I’ve been branded for the second time. Bailey stands and backs away.


         As the water laps my ankles, rising to my calves, I remain alone, staked and branded, like an offering to the sea. I have no reason to panic now. I have every assurance that he’ll rescue me. He rescued me before.


         I drift for a moment then feel his hand at my face, caressingly loving it. He kisses me.


         “It’s a good treatment for bad girls, don’t you think?” he asks with an affectionate smile.


         I shake my head yes, crying, salty tears streaming down my cheeks.


         “Your choice, Maddie… If I release you now, I’ll lay you out against the rock and beat you till your flesh welts, or,” he pauses giving me a moment to contemplate, “you can spend the night here bound to this post.”


         I smile wistfully. “Whatever you choose, sir,” I answer from my submissive core. “But of course, I’d rather be beaten, if I have any say at all.”


         I can see that he likes my choice. He starts with the ropes at my feet, working upward undoing the bondage… while my heart soars as I think of stretching out on a boulder at the beach head, Bailey’s whip dancing off my back and ass. My crotch gets off rubbing against the stone, and I prove my worth and worthlessness all in the same breath—as his to use without restraint, punished for my never-ending crimes, validated for my willingness to be the bad-girl slut I am.


         


  




  

      More BDSM Alternative Fiction by Lizbeth Dusseau      


     AN INNOCENT OBSESSION   


    Clarise’s life revolves around her many lovers as her randy sexual exploits reveal a young woman of profound desires. Sexy threesomes, bondage and a craving for submission increasingly lure her into risky sex. After a nasty fall, she finds herself recovering in the backroom of her friend, Henry’s, tobacco shop, where this masterful dominant makes custom harnesses for female submissives. Clarise’s fascination with his leather work turns into an obsession when Henry refuses to make a harness for her. Determined to bring her fantasies to life, she stalks the man, only to be kidnapped by an unknown lover and forced to undergo a grueling trial of sexual servitude. Once released, she turns her lust toward the steady Joseph, discovering that his sexual world is as darkly devious as all the others she enjoys. S&M, punishment, anal sex, slave training and ponygirl play, a tapestry of sensuous erotica.


  




  

     FALL FROM GRACE   


    A mysterious stranger comes to Regan from nowhere, drawing out her deep submissive longings. The masochist in her begs that he take her freedom, but he makes her wait, requires she undergo extensive slave training and when he finally accepts the gift of her submission, he insists that she give not just a piece of herself but everything she is—her body, her property, all rights for self-determination, her life. In turn, he offers her the thrills of bondage, the brutality of punishment and the opportunity to serve him. She soon believes she can never waver from her devoted service. Yet, when her owner sends her to Tennyson Hallock, she faces a pitiless and cunning master determined to expose her weakness, turning her world into a twisted knot of confusion and deceit, leading to a stunning reprisal. S&M including nunneries and dungeons; Victorian houses and training compounds; bondage, whipping, fisting, piercing, spanking and humiliation.


  




  

     HIS LASTEST ACQUISITION   


    Emily Booker hacks into her husband’s computer files discovering his secret life as a sexual master and slave owner. Shocked but sexually ignited, Emily begs to become his slave. Though Justin agrees, her training becomes his revenge. Forcing her deep into submission, he strips away her life: career, friends, property, even her marriage, until there is nothing left but the perfect slave. She is humiliated before masters, stretched for double penetration, whipped, bound and finally given away, while Justin taunts her with his other slaves. Is this the life she wants? Meanwhile, her trainer, Kincaid, waits on the sidelines for this submissive and a confrontation between masters is certain. Sadomasochistic D/s, anal & oral sexuality, gangbangs, semi-public sex, chastisement, discipline, piercing and humiliation. 


  




  

     INTOXICATION   


    Three days in Vegas should be enough to cure Glenna of her cheating ex-boyfriend. But when she wakes up hung over in a strange beach house, inexplicably married to a man she remembers only vaguely, this proves to be one binge gone too far! Spotting a bondage rack in the living room, Glenna’s even more alarmed—S&M is far beyond her idea of fun—so she thinks. Though Glenna flees, she’s hooked—hypnotized by the beach house, the rack, and the thrilling sexual promise of Alec Falconer. She soon returns for an experiment in sexual surrender. Her exhibitionist streak gets quite a workout when she’s forced to crudely submit before Alec’s friends. Glenna’s life gets more complicated… Anonymous phone calls, a stalking camera man… drugged, auctioned, kidnapped by a club of sexual deviants… she’s pushed to the edge of fantasy and fear. B&D, whips, racks, an inventive sex machine, public exhibitionism, anal training, multiple partners, piercing and slave positions.


  




  

     MASTERS OF THE CLUB   


    When Gillian discovers Kate McPherson’s diary, detailing the stunning secrets of an exclusive sex club, it sparks her own sexual desires, and she’s determined to become the club’s newest member. Though unsure of this high-powered attorney’s true motives, Mike Bellamy—one of the club’s most accomplished dominants—takes on her training, putting Gillian through a rigorous initiation to determine her true sexual desires and ensure her obedience. Meanwhile, Kate finds herself undergoing a grueling probation for having allowed the club’s secrets to fall into the hands of an outsider. The Club was first introduced in Member Of The Club. Now, Lizbeth takes this stunning society of sexual pleasure into the extremes of D/s including scenes with vivid exhibitionism, semi-public sex, piercing, spanking, bondage, discipline and anal sex.


  




  

     INFIDELITY   


    When Heinrich finds his wife, Anna, sleeping with another man, he throws her out and Anna’s world takes a sudden tailspin. She’s lost without a dominant man. While Heinrich moves on to a new submissive lover, Anna searches for a new master. At the instigation of a friend, she seeks out a mysterious dom, Lowell Lockhart, for the strict slave training she’s never had, but has always hungered for. On his secluded estate, Lowell subjects her to the most exacting rituals, breathtaking punishment and discipline. Anna soon loses herself in Lockhart’s deviant world—trained to submit unthinkingly as a pony-slave, serving wench, and the willing plaything for Lockhart’s many friends. In the end, she’s ready to serve any master’s bidding. This dark tale of sexual surrender includes stark and shocking sadomasochistic sexuality, with anal sexuality, female bisexuality and piercing.
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