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  Prologue


  His hand moves up my naked thigh, under the dress finding me wet when he reaches the tangle of brown hair.  I open my mouth, letting his tongue do to me what his fingers are doing to me below.  Three of them act like a cock, shards of sensations tingle me, like ice does against my skin or hot wax or leather.  He pulls out of me when he thinks I’m about to cum.


  Moving over top, he straddles my hips with his leather-clad thighs, pulling the dress above my snatch and over my belly that ripples with the sensation of him overpowering me.


  “Hands over your head,” I hear him whisper in such desperate softness he woos the compliance from me.  My arms reach high to the sand on the beach above, feeling the finely ground pebbles as they sift through my fingers.  


  “You’ll bind them,” I whisper back, and he shushes me, more occupied in lifting the cotton off my body, exposing the two hillocks of flesh with their pert pink mountain-peak nipples.  The massage of his palms sends another spasm downward to where his leather crotch burrows against my pubic mound and I thrust back shooting energy to raise his cock.  I feel it harden inside his pants, and with every move that hard thing dances on my ticklish clit.


  “Bind me,” I declare as my body thrashes under him.  If I turn my head, I can see the rope lying beside me unused.  There’s a mocking sneer on his full lips and his eyes are sumptuously seducing, as he holds my satisfaction one step away.  He tears the dress from my body altogether and here I am utterly naked being abused by this wickedness I spawn in him.  He wouldn’t be so evil if it weren’t for me, but he likes this evil as much as I do.


  He slips the rope over my hands, pulling it tight so the rough jute cuts daringly into my thin wrists.  I’m about to cum into his crotch.  Then my belly heaves as he holds my bound hands above my head and moves down on my chest, acting as though he’s in me.  My cunt aches for the stiff erection, but he leaves me with that ache, content that I’m getting only pieces of satisfaction one at a time. 


  “Cum on me,” he murmurs as his warm breath tickles my ear and the soft spot behind it, and down my neck.  I giggle and whine as though I’m frantic, and so I am.  “Cum on me,” he repeats, as sudden surges force my cunt to pulsate on his leather britches.   The clitoris spasms and my hips buck.  He confines me so I can hardly move, as though he swallows me and my cum within him.  And then all the little joys of ending shower down from my shoulders to my crotch like the spray of the ocean raining after it crashes on the rocks.


  “Close your eyes,” he speaks again and his body pulls off my mine.  I’m in a good peaceful spot, but I feel his heat making demands on us both.  He secures my hands, tying the rope to some rock or fallen limb above my head so I can’t pull them free.  Then stuffing my dress into my open mouth, I’m hopelessly silenced.  There will be no cooing words from my lips.  I smell the redolence of body sweat and sex juice and perfumed oil I use on my thighs—all clinging to the fabric of my gag.   


  My legs go over his shoulders as he descends on me, his dick knocking at the soppy door of my cunt, teasing the entrance to spark another orgasmic wave—here when I thought they all passed away.


  I lurch forward as though that will require his molten organ to strike home.  I want to see his eyes, but he secures my blindness with another command, “Keep them closed.”


  A second later, he moves with ease inside me, hitting the end of my channel with his penis head.  This position strains my thighs causing them to ache pulled so widely asunder and high above me.  Drawing the head of his cock in and out of me, the massage on the prickly folds at the gateway sends shudder after shudder.  I keep it all within, I cannot cry and I cannot see and I can hardly move.  As he shoots, my cunt clutches his organ and squeezes down hard until this blissful radiance vibrates out of my crotch.  His reply—a low murmur of satiation—brings my second wave of joy.  Then all the discomfort of my legs eases away as he withdraws and I relax into the sandy surface of the crumbled blanket beneath us.


  “Open your eyes,” he says, while tenderly running his fingers over my eyelids.  I’m still gagged, though at least now I can see his face, and the azure eyes that stare lovingly into mine.


  “I suppose you want me to beat your buttocks and ream your ass,” he says.


  I want him to do everything, but I can’t tell him so with my dress stuffed inside my mouth.  He tickles my stretched taut underarms.  If I could only laugh and twist, but he won’t allow that. I think I’ll begin another orgasm with this treatment, but then he frees my mouth and unties the jute.


  As my arms surround his shoulders and my breasts press to his chest, we kiss, remaining silent—sharing the blanket while ocean waves crash somewhere beyond us in the dark. 


  Out of chaos comes order


  out of order—chaos


  One will not exist without the other close at hand 


  Time:  The distant future


  Place: The western shores of North America


  The Players:


  Teagan—a female wanderer, recently journeying from the anarchy of the Southern provinces to the Utopian North


  Keven—the Brannoch priest of a Northern province, his title an inherited obligation


  Knowland—the Provincial Lord—also an inherited title—and Keven Brannoch’s friend.


  Queleah(Kay-lee-ah)—-Knowland’s lover


  Mariel—-Teagan’s friend


  Other Players—-Teagan’s lovers from the South




  Chapter One


  “Her ignorance of me is peace,” I explain.


  “You don’t plan to tell her?” Knowland probes me hard, the way he does with his narrow beady eyes peering out of his scruffy face.


  “If she knew who I was, I’d never have her again, so I’m not about to tell her.”


  “You’re sure of that?”


  “Someday this will all be destroyed.  But these months with her have been the best of my life.”  He always looks at me so blankly waiting for me to explain.  I don’t think the man lives with any particular passion.  But Teagan is something different all together.  I see her lying naked on the sand, and even though my cock’s limp, it’s starting to mew again.  Her hair is the color of wet sand as it dries, but then it sparkles when the sun hits the side of her face. Her widespread eyes are green like the sea, her features curiously small and dainty. Her face is sometimes deathly pale, though sometimes there’s a rosy glow on her cheek when she’s smiling.  I watch her when she walks, how her body floats inside the clothes she wears.  Her thighs move like two soft pillows, and I get hard seeing the way her round ass curves toward her waist.  I think I could climax seeing her nipples poke against her dresses like tiny whitecaps on the surface of a rocky sea, and the way her breasts move buoyantly inside the material, gentle waves of flesh … ripe, hot, steamy flesh. 


  “I touch her skin, Knowland, and I touch what the old seers said of heaven.  Something about that touch oscillates within me and I have to consume her.  Knowland, my friend, you’ve got to replace me.  I can’t do this job any more.”


  “So you’re in lust.  What the hell’s wrong with that? You’re a man aren’t you?”


  “She’s from the South, Knowland.  I don’t belong having an affair with her—or anyone, for that matter. Perhaps you forgot, I’m supposed to shun this kind of carnality.”


  “Then marry her.”


  I laugh.  “You think she’d have me after she knows who I am, or rather what I am?”


  “Tell her she has to marry you, that it’s the law in this land, otherwise the Provincial Lord will expel her for harlotry.”


  “Oh, you’ll expel her along with Queleah and all the other women of “lesser” breeding.”


  “It’s in my power, why not?”


  “You’re as bad with this game as I am.”


  “It’s not a game, Keven.  It is our lives and who we are.  And we do it well.  This province has known peace for nearly three hundred years, just the way our ancestors framed it.  We made a sacred pact with those ancient ones.  I am the Lord of this tribe and you its High Priest … you say the prayers, you bless the babies, you make the proud women bow to their men in obedience, and purify them when they stray.  You secure the peaceful existence of these several hundred families so life goes on without the wars that are killing hundreds in the South.  Everyone is happy here, but you.  You think too much.”


  “Yes, I think too much, I think of her too much.  I’m horny all day long thinking of her.  How am I supposed to prevent that?  How could I possible purify my mind?  How am I suppose to be worthy of what my birthright gave me the power to do?”


  He laughs in my face.  “You don’t have to make yourself worthy, Brannoch!  You have this by divine right.  You can twist the laws any way you like to accommodate this woman.  Purify her.  Marry her.  Then you can do all the despicable things you want to the bitch.  And you don’t have to sneak around worrying if one of your flock will find you out.”


  “I should have you locked up for heresy,” I explode on him.


  “Me? Now?  I’ve been a heretic since you and I were slinging bows over our shoulders and running after deer in the woods when we were ten.  Your problem, Keven, is that you take this occupation of yours too seriously.  You keep your head in those ancient manuscripts looking for some indecipherable Truth.  Well, there is no Truth.  There’s just the way things work and the way they don’t.  We have the way that works and you fight it.  Why?”


  “I don’t know.  Sometimes this makes me sad what we’ve all come to.”


  “There you go, you sad ass.”  He sneers at me, but I’m used to it.  “The world blew up three-hundred odd years ago, and this is what was left.  We had ancestors that fought for the peace they hammered out.  No one bucks it but you.”


  “Have you ever wondered why our brothers in the South don’t all migrate to paradise?  Why do they stay in the wastelands and keep slugging out the bare bones of life?  Do you ever think about that?”


  “Never.  But since you’re making me, it seems the only explanation is that they just aren’t smart enough to do anything else.  We’d kick their asses out anyway.  There isn’t a northern tribe that would let them in.”


  “Except their women.”


  “Their women are willing to mold themselves.  Their women want peace.  We don’t turn people away that want to join us, just the troublemakers.”  He’s exasperated with me.  I see that when his hand combs through his long hair, pushing it off his face and he scowls through the beard.  “Quit making this so hard on yourself, Keven.  Marry her.”


  I stare at him for some minutes, thinking of what he says.  Marry her.  “I’ll destroy what we have if I marry her.  Besides, if she finds out, she’ll leave.  I’m afraid of what a purification would mean to her—especially one as vile as hers would undoubtedly be.  There seems to be no space between us where there is any animosity or pain or regret, but there will be if I tell her the truth.”


  “Then you live with the lie, friend.  Obviously you won’t allow yourself to have it both ways. So live with the lie.  Live with it until she finally finds out on her own.  You can’t keep the secret forever.  And then when she does know it all, she’ll leave on her own.”


  I wonder if somewhere in some magic corner of this utopia there is a place were we could make our loving legal, but I think the future will likely go the way Knowland suggests.  He’s infinitely practical, and a good friend.




  Chapter Two


  I think of Keven all the time—especially how he speaks my name, Teagan, with such affection I’ve never heard from any man.  He reluctantly takes me to the extremes knowing I like it rough.  But I like it best with him, of all my lovers because his face pours passionate sadness into me through his eyes.  I saw him first on the beach with a hatchet in his hand.  He’d been chopping wood and was scraping off pine tar and shavings.  I’m sure I intruded on whatever contemplation he was in the midst of—he looked so very serious—but I couldn’t help myself reflecting on his expression.  


  His full head of wavy brown hair falls about his face, adding to the soft look of his lips and the tender blue of his eyes.  His eyes are intensely haunting and they say so much about him.  He’s generous, compassionate and stern.  Charismatic and casual.  But he is conflicted about what he won’t speak of to me.  When we talked that first time, I told him who I was and how I didn’t want to make trouble.  I just wanted a home for a while where I can smell flowers when I walk in meadows, and where the streams run clear, where I can run barefoot in the dirt and feel clean sand between my toes.  I don’t think any explanation of myself would have mattered.  He seemed to adore me from that first gaze.  


  We talked for several meetings.  I told him about myself, about how I assist the newsmaker preparing his presses for the papers every Friday, and sell jewelry I make from things I gather from the shoreline—shells and rocks and petrified pieces of wood.  I’ve sold them at market several times in the villages, usually bartering for food.  At night I weave on the frame I built, making cloth from yarn and thread I buy on market days. 


  Keven’s talked about his childhood, but little about his present life, except his humble profession.  He says there is not much to say.  I’ve had a much more fascinating life—though he knows so little of the truth.


  The day I invited Keven home to see my work, I thought he’d turn me down at first.  But his eyes were as swept with lust as mine.  And before I had a chance to show him the jewelry and fabric, he took me into his arms and kissed my lips.  Those full, sweet manly ones preyed on mine, though I can’t say I didn’t welcome them. Considering the enthusiasm with which he tore at my dress and his utter awe of me, I wondered if it had been years since he was with a woman.  When he untied my blouse, it drifted downward exposing my breasts, and my nipples instantly turned into pebbles before his aroused eyes.  The half light of the afternoon brushed the surface giving them a sateen glow.  His look was strangely sweet. Keven’s fingers soothed my skin, his touch feeling like melting butter.  When his mouth covered one nipple, I shrunk back, stunned by the force of his lips sucking it hard, and then pinching the other so firmly, I shrieked. We both knew how that made my pussy pulse.  A drizzle of sex juice ran down my inner thigh.  Tumbling to the bed, the rest of my clothes disappeared.


  “No fair!” I exclaimed.  “I want your cock.”


  Trying to reconcile the inequality of our state of dress,  I had my hand at the buttons of his britches.  Fast undoing them my hands sensed hot meat throbbing inside his leather.  With my face at his crotch, I took one admiring glance at his organ rising like a bird from its nest.  My mouth covered it, my lips sucking their way along the blood engorged skin and veins.  The purple head had smooth skin and a bitter taste and the smell of darkness and mystery.  I washed him clean with my slippery tongue, imagining him about to spew his cum.  But then he pulled me on top of him and forced my legs apart, fists clutching my ass, as he positioned my wet cunt over the waiting stalk.  


  “You have a randy ass, bitch,” he seethed sexily in my ear.


  “And you a dirty tongue,” I seethed my reply.


  He spanked the tender surface, not once but ten times, until the warm sting turned painful.  Then he just squeezed the globes again until I objected.


  “You like it rough and dirty,” he suggested to me, while clutching my rear cheeks and spreading them wide.  His hips pumped into mine, driving the erection to the painful end of the channel.  Though his massage made me delirious, my climax was close.  He shot and I squirmed into his groin going wild as my clit took charge and the spasming hole beneath throbbed against his withering prick.


  *** 


  My friend Mariel likes to listen to my stories about my lovers.  She has the heart of an innocent but the lust of a Southern slut. I worry that she’s not going to be able to contain herself. She’ll get into trouble if she’s not more careful.  


  I met Mariel selling jewelry.  She’s a young scampy thing, with blue/gray eyes and smooth tanned skin from bathing naked on the beach, and bright sun-bleached hair that’s naturally a tawny shade of brown.  She’s engaged to be married, but nurtures a pocketful of salacious fantasies that will make her an unhappy Utopian wife. Yet, as she listens to my narratives, I think we may be abating the worst of her lechery.  When she comes for tea, we always end up talking about sex.


  She sometimes urges me for revelations about Keven, though those I’m reluctant to give her, they seem especially private.  I don’t tell her the whole of our affair, just a few things.  “He does little things to me,” I say.  I’m recalling one of the first times we were together. “We lay for some time not speaking,” I tell her … “Keven’s at my back, embracing me with his arms, as one hand cupped my pubis.  The way his fingers delicately moved into my steamy channel, I might have built to something else fast.  He pinched my labia and tugged my hair until I squealed again. “You have a nasty way with you, woodcutter,” I declared.


  “And you don’t like it?” he said.


  “Oh, but I do,” I said turning in his arms so I could peek in his eyes.  “I’m the kind of woman used to lovers that use me.” My hand stroked his smoothly shaven cheeks.  Even that made me titter down below so I scissored my legs with his, riding one of his thighs like a saddle.  “I like being bound, my ass spanked, my pussy whipped.  Whatever kind of cruelty you want to impose on me, I can find a way to pleasure in it.” 


  “You like the pain?” he asked.


  “Oh, yes!  I adore torture because it turns to body heat.  And I’d adore it even more because of you.”


  “You mean that, don’t you?”


  “Why would I lie?”  He looked at me amazed.  “Are the women so stuffy in the North that they don’t accept but one kind of pleasure?”


  “I couldn’t speak for all.”


  “But you have your rules here, don’t you?  And I’m probably breaking some law.”


  “You’re breaking no law,” he answered quickly.  “Anything you want, Teagan, I’ll give you.  Anything.”


  “Then you’re as much a slut as I am.”      


  “Then I suppose I am,” I told him.


  My mind returns to the present and my room. “That’s when I knew I was hopelessly in love and so was he,” I tell Mariel.


  She lies with her head back on my bed, looking sultry, turned-on by my story. She’s a bit like a blooming camellia, the blossom floating on water, the petals fluted, opening in layers. 


  “Did that make you horny?” I ask her.


  “You make me horny,” she replies.


  “But women don’t belong together in the North,” I remind her.


  “But they do in the South,” she says.


  “But we’re not in the South now.”


  “I never was,” she tells me.  “What’s it like?”


  “Dirty.  Desperate.  And there’s a dry heat all the time, unless you’re on the beach.  Though there, even the birds are weary and the salt air has a rancid odor. It’s hardly as fantastical as some people here believe.  And probably not as chaotic.  There just isn’t any real order.”


  “Tell me about the sex.” Mariel’s playing with herself through a white summery dress. I can see her small breasts barely swell the fabric, though her nipples poke through seductively.  There’s an immeasurable jiggle to her thighs, like a bit of sexual mirth.  As her hand presses her crotch, she rocks on the fingers.  She’s so thin, her hip bones poke up leaving an alluring swell, her pubis makes a lush hill with a tuft of brown hair I can see as the light shines through the thin material.  “Tell me about the rough stuff.”


  “About it rough with Keven?” I ask.


  “No, how it was in the South.  The best/worst lover you ever had.”


  “That would be Cabot,” I tell her.  “I slaved for him for nearly a year before I fled. It was wonderful and terrorizing at the same time … 


  I float into my memory, while sitting in my chair by the window looking at Mariel fool with her pussy, and occasionally stroke her breasts.  I’m getting aroused by her, but perhaps even more by my memory.


  “I thought I loved him,” I began.  “He found me working for a printer in one of the larger towns.  I’d proof the copy before the final press was made.  But he didn’t like my boss’s politics.  He was in the printing office one afternoon to complain about the tracts that were circulating, those originating in our office and other places.  He was quite distinctive, wearing a pair of wire-rimmed spectacles, and his hair was black and very short, freshly trimmed.  It isn’t often you see a man so close-clipped and manicured in the South.” 


  I gaze at Mariel wondering if she’s really listening.  I’d like to climb on her and make love, but she has an aloof feel to her, so I return to my daydreaming. 


  “It was cold, that arid cold that leaves you breathlessly empty. Cabot was wearing a fine gray woolen coat. I think they’re making these heavy clothes in the East somewhere, but they are very expensive anywhere in our region.  It made Cabot look formal, very official and stern.  But I find that sexy too.”


  “That’s not like Keven, is it?” Mariel interjects. 


  “No. Keven is more earthy and easygoing.  Cabot was an intellectual, though I found him so alluring I let him take me from the printing office, away from my job.  He planned for me to work for him in his small factory.  He had a printing press too.  Life was like that for me in the South.  I seemed to move from place to place, from lover to lover, hardly like I had a will of my own.  I moved the way the winds blew, and depending on whose hand was dragging my cunt to a new adventure.  Being bored with the political tracts and lured by Cabot’s measure of authority, I didn’t give him a fight.  


  “I expected him to want me for sex too.  That’s how it works there.  Most women give in to men without much fight, and it’s become so normal, no one thinks any different of it.  That is why it seems so strange here.  Anyway, we went to bed as soon as Cabot was horny.  I opened my thighs for him and he had an enormous cock that hurt almost every time he fucked me.  Still, I like feeling full.  He didn’t expect anything but my willingness and I was willing every time.  But he did need to control me.  The first time I went off on my own, he was furious when I returned.  


  “He hauled me by the hair into the bedroom and clamped a handcuff around one wrist and fixed it to the bed.  He did the same with my other wrist, so I was lying face down, my arms stretched out to the two corners of the headboard.  I started to cry, I was so afraid.  When he jerked at my feet and I felt ropes tightened against my ankles, I tried to fight him, screaming, but there wasn’t anyone to rescue me.  He had control of all his friends that lived with us, and the house was wedged in a valley between two hills, no one else around.  There’d be no rescue.


  “Tearing at my skirt, my ass was bared.  And looking back, I saw him take his belt from his pants, a shiny, black substantial one.  I whimpered crazed and begged him not to use it on me.  But he didn’t hear me.  He spanked my ass with the thing so it burned.  The hot blistering made me clench my ass cheeks in fright, but then the strangest thing began to happen.  He paused for a time, long enough for the pain to ease off, and when he started again, the sensation was not as severe.  Cabot stopped and started at least a half dozen times and when he was finished, not only was my poor bottom feeling like molten lava, my pussy was sloshy wet, ready to orgasm against the sheets.


  “‘You hot cunt!’ he seethed in my ear.  He pulled me by the hair, lifting me off the bed enough so he could stuff a pillow under my hips.  I felt his hand burrow between my ass cheeks and find my anus puckering.  Moistening it with sex juice, I almost screamed until I realized that his massage of my back channel made it as steamy as my horny cunt.  I was opening for him, this crazy shower of pain raining on me like bits of fire. I begged him for more. The first thrust was grueling, sparks flying everywhere.  He’d slap my ass with his palm if I moaned too loudly.  But then I think it was just me groaning with pleasure.  We came within instants of each other.


  “That was the day I realized that I liked giving myself this way, that I liked pain and being owned by a man’s lust.  I remained tied to the bed the entire night.  When Cabot wanted me again, he took my ass—so much that I finally had to plead for him to stop fucking me there, and he did.”


  “You like taking it up the ass?” Mariel asks.


  “I do.”


  “I like playing with myself there,” she says.  She’s in a somnambulant frame of mind, just half awake.  But her knees are bent now, and her dress has fallen back so they are naked and she can get to bare flesh.  I think she has both hands engaged, one with a finger at her anus—the left one I can’t really see—the other staying close to her pussy.  I continue with my story, wondering if she’s going to climax listening to me.


  “Cabot’s a hard man.  I lived with him doing everything he asked me to do, fucking him whenever he wanted, but still that wasn’t enough.  He always found something to punish me for.  There were times when he wanted me to screw his friends and I would.  But then other times it pissed him off and he’d keep me chained to the bed for days, the room locked.  I read a lot then, because he had dozens of old books.  Most of them were falling apart and if I wasn’t careful he’d punish me for getting the pages all out of order.  


  “One entire day Cabot kept me locked in a cage to punish me.  This was kind of strange.  I had been with him for nearly eight months, living with his personal brand of anarchy and not really paying any attention to what it did to me on the inside or out, how I might be withering away.  I think I liked the sex so much, I really didn’t care.  But then something I heard from one of the other women jolted me.  She wasn’t speaking to me, but the words hit home.  Her name was Geneva.  She had blonde hair like yours and big bright red lips.  She’d been with Cabot’s friend for two years, and I’d always see her primping and pampering herself like a doll.  I thought it was silly and so did all the other women.  She’d just smirk.  Then one day this new woman asked her why she cared so much about her appearance and she smiled real broad and pretty.  ‘Because if I lose my appeal, I lose my life here.  And I have no where else to go.  No one else is going to want me.  Don’t think these men don’t cast off the lazy ones and the used-up ones and the ones without a blush on their faces.’ 


  “That made wonder how I looked, how I really looked.  I’d brush by the mirror so hastily I never took time to see myself anymore.  Cabot didn’t approve of make-up and fixing my hair, but there must have been some special appeal that kept me with him.  Did that remain?


  “It was a strange day, clouds but no rain, unusually steamy in the valley.  I felt as though things were going to explode.  I took off, just for a walk.  Went into the woods thinking I couldn’t use my brain while I was in Cabot’s lair—all my internal dialogue would just vanish.  When he couldn’t find me in the house, he came after me.  When he found me I was scared to death.  His cold eyes were hot.  His jaw trembled.  And his lip sneered dangerously.  ‘You don’t leave my house without permission,’ he said.


  “‘I wasn’t leaving …’ I tried to plead with him, but I was afraid he’d slap my face, so I said no more.  He drug me into the basement of the house where he kept his presses.  And removing my clothes, he hog-tied me—belly down, arms back and tethered to my legs.  He pushed me into a cage, gagged my mouth, blindfolded my eyes and left me there for hours.”  I pause trying to remember if it was really that long.  “At least until it was dark,” I finally concluded.  “The first thing I felt when he returned for me was my pussy being played with.  My arms ached, feeling scorched, burning from awkwardness. But I was so hungry with sexual appetite that I took his hands on me as lovers and let him raise an orgasm.  Massaging my anus and my clit, my crotch was swathed in my own juices that flowed on his hand.  He pulled out the gag and pressed fingers of liquid to my lips so I could smell my fragrant self and taste the sour juice.  There was a dildo slithering inside my anus.  Sweet bursts of pain wracked me end to end and I thrashed about the cage, groaning with the unhappy torture, while Cabot pinched my labia and clit.  With him drawing his fingernail along the path from my anus to my cunt, I wobbled insanely.  I came on the pain, on a dozen pains exploding everywhere.


  “‘Don’t leave me, or deny me, or refuse to offer your respect, or disobey any command,’ he said.  I nodded because I couldn’t speak.  ‘I will string you up and beat your ass tomorrow.  But you stay in the cage the rest of the night.’ He unlocked the thing, took away the bindings, even the gag and blindfold, and left me there on my honor to stay there the night.”


  I look at Mariel lying on the bed, with her legs now splayed wide apart.  Even from where I sit I can see her cunt juice glimmering.  The light of afternoon is dying in the room.  She shivers, and arches her back, raising her breasts toward the ceiling, or to heaven, whichever might be the thought in her mind.


  I want to go to her and lie with her, to run my hands along her cum-flushed skin, feel her wet pubic lips, slide my hands inside the petal soft folds and bring her juice to her lips the way Cabot brought mine to me.  I think that’s what she’s thinking, but I don’t act on my desire.  I remain in my chair until her undulating form finally stops the frenzy and relaxes into the crumple of sheets.


  “You think I’m a whore?” she asks.


  “In whose language?” I ask.


  “In any language.”


  “You’d fit well in the South,” I say.


  “But I don’t here?”


  “That depends on what you do with your lust.”


  “I don’t think I can be faithful to him.”


  “Then you’d better end it now.”


  “There will be quite an inquisition,” she says.


  “I’ll speak for you, if you like.”


  “It’s not that kind of inquisition.”


  I’m not sure what she means, though I’m sure I don’t want to know.




  Chapter Four


  “You’re still brooding about her,” Knowland confronts me in the abbey courtyard. 


  I look up at him hardly making out his face with the sun shining behind him like a halo.  I move my head so he blocks the sun and I can see the barely disguised amusement in his face.


  “And if I admit I’m brooding, you’ll what? Lock me up? Report me to a higher authority?”


  He laughs.  “You ever wonder which one of us has the most power?”


  “I’ve always known it was you,” I tell him.  “You’re not mired in conflict.”


  He smirks like a criminal.  Good thing he was made to lead because he’d be the Utopia’s most dangerous felon if he wasn’t in power, legitimate power.


  “She’s just a woman.  Why this one?  We could search a few outposts and corners for some nubile thing that doesn’t know much about you, that would come here knowing who you are, but without really knowing what that means.  Adoring you, she’d make the raunchiest wife anywhere around.


  “Yeah, we could do that,” I agree.


  He moves out of the sun, the shadows look much more natural to him.  It’s nice to see he’s trimmed his beard, but it hardly looks like him.  He leans back against the gnarled oak behind him, like it’s actually comfortable.  


  “Why do you keep going back?  Why when you assume it’s doomed?”


  “You don’t have anything else to do but ask me questions?” 


  “I have lots of things I could do. But you’re a miserable ass when you’re like this. Spill your guts, man.  And be done with it.”


  I don’t buy his prescription, but I’ll talk anyway. I focus on Teagan and the words seem to come naturally.  “The impact of being sexually shocked brings me back to her,” I say.


  He looks at me like he doesn’t understand.


  “I’m addicted, I admit,” I try for an explanation he’ll understand.  “The smell of her—she wears some oils she distills from herbs—they have power over my cock.  I feel the thing striking the inside of my pants wanting to get out the instant my eyes catch a glint of that sandy brown hair.  It’s worse yet when her tiny fingers dabble their way along my cheek, and she giggles with them moving down to my crotch.  She has me figured out, by the time her hand covers my balls and she begins to squeeze them, I’m hopeless.  I’ll be wasted without her.


  “We’ve been meeting in a cove on the beach.  She thinks it’s as private as that little shack she lives in.  I’m sure it’s not, but she tends to be more aggressive when she’s just a little afraid of getting caught.  Caught my whom? I wonder.  I wonder what’s in her head about living in this sin of hers.  Then I remember she wasn’t raised with sexual sin.  She’s not a Utopian woman.”


  “She’s a whore,” Knowland swiftly reminds me.


  “Not a whore, not the way whores here live.  She doesn’t have a sad face and her hair shines, and she smells fresh.”  I think of her and find my whole body beginning to throb with need for her.  “But you know, her eyes are a lot clearer than when we first met, and her skin is not as pale and her mind doesn’t drift as easily—only when she’s in pain or about to cum.  Then I guess it’s supposed to be that way.”  I chuckle thinking of the last time I bound her. “I don’t want to think about what that says of my homeland—that it’s good for the soul?  Is that possible?  What does her sexual appetite say of us?  What does her need for punishment suggest about women—or is this just some quirky fascination peculiar to her that she likes her body lashed?”


  “How ironic,” Knowland remarks.


  “See the problem I have?”


  “Tied up, bound, mean sex.”  He looks fascinated.  He would be, the brute.


  “The first time we were together, she told me she wanted it rough, and if I wasn’t up to that kind of thing, we’d better just forget being together.” I laugh.  “Even her bluntness arouses me.  And such a determined spirit to know what she needs.  Apparently she knows what I need as well.  The first time I took my belt to her ass—all I really had to do was draw it from my pants, and seeing her crouched in front of me like she was in the confessional—my hand started to tingle.  She was nervous, a layer of sweat against the pearly translucence of her back.”  I feel myself sounding like a poet, and I don’t even care if my words are lost on the practical Knowland.  “She’s thin, her ass swelling like a balloon.  But it’s firm and fleshy on the bottom and when I cracked the leather on her, it jiggled and she let out a tiny cry.  I didn’t know if I was hurting her, or she was turned on.  It’s been a long time, Knowland, a long time since I had that feeling, that desire as I conquer a submissive woman.  For the first time, I wasn’t afraid of it.”


  He stares at me impassively, his arms crossed over his burly chest, these beady eyes waiting for me to say more.  


  “You really want to hear this?”


  “Damn good story,” he replies.


  “Goes no where,” I remind him.


  “Whom I going to tell?”


  “Queleah.”


  “No, she’d tell the world.  But I might find a way to strap her behind like that, she’s a bitch with a smart mouth anymore. A little penance would do her good.  So her ass was red, huh?”


  “More like a deep pink rose.  I didn’t whip her fast, but I did lay it on hard.  I liked hearing the strike of the leather as it hit, and seeing how the fat of her cheeks would flex.  I waited until she decided to relax before I laid on another.  She was all clenched up, like she was waiting for safety, I suppose.  But as soon as the pain drained away and she was rational again, and that plump butt of hers let go, I snapped the belt on her buttocks and stood back to watch the show.


  “She stuns me, friend.  I don’t think I’ve ever seen anything as beautiful.  I realized what was happening when I saw that pretty pubis of hers—all purple/pink—start to moisten.  The wet was like a river, something I could sink my hand inside.  If my fist was smaller it would take the whole thing.  As it was, I eased four fingers inside her and pumped them until my cock ached too much to wait.”  I stare at Knowland wondering what he’s thinking of his priest.  “Is this what you want to hear?  How I debauch a woman?”


  “I’ve heard worse, and you obviously want to tell me.  Am I supposed to absolve you?”


  “What I’ve done is a crime,” I say.


  “Only if you think it is.  I debauch my bitch every night.  I don’t blast her ass with my belt, but I should if it would make her more docile.”


  “It’s a man’s right,” I sarcastically remind him what the ancients would say.


  “We were taught to believe that.  Funny that you’re the one with the conscience and you love it.  I’m the one with none and I haven’t found the guts, or maybe even the real desire to lay a heavy hand on my brat.”


  My turn to laugh. “So you do see my problem?” I wonder aloud.


  “I see you’re in love, man.  And you’d better make her your wife before you blow apart.”


  He groans as he rises to his feet like the muscles in his massive thighs are aching.  He doesn’t need to say more, so he ambles away.


  ***


  We have a date on the beach at five.  She likes the sun at that hour.  I like the shadows.  The cove and caves are cool now.  Since it’s been a scorching day, we’ll be glad we’re here, not in her sweltering house—even if her bed is awfully soft and she’s soft inside those wind-dried sheets.


  I get to the cove before her.  When she arrives with a bolt of hemp, I can see she wants to be tied.


  “You do it,” I tell her, sitting on my rock. 


  I don’t let her know how much I’m looking forward to her lips on me.  She trembles perhaps thinking I’m mad at her, but the cold mood is just for her pleasure.  I know she wants me cold and distant now.  When she wants to be cuddled, she’s close and coy, her body coming on to me like a snake.  When she wants domination she stares at me terrified.  I’ve seen that expression before and have to shake myself back to reality to remember that this woman has a recognized desire to be punished, and it is her choice.


  Letting her dress fall to her feet, my eyes sting seeing that first view of her.  When she turns around, I see two spots on her ass where bruises remain from the last time I whipped her two days ago.


  “Make it tight, let it burn through your crotch,” I tell her.


  That’s exactly the order she’s waiting for, but it makes her frightened. She’s hot even in the cave’s cool shadows, a line of sweat on her upper lip and some running down her neck.  I’d like to lick it off with my mouth.


  She unwinds the hemp, the center of the rope going behind her neck, crossing between her breasts in front.  Around her waist, the two ends meet in front again and cross to anchor them.  She draws one down through her pubis, parting her labia as it passes along the edge of her clitoris.  She’s wet.  


  “Tight, Teagan,” I remind her as she pulls it up the back and loops it at the waist.  “Pull it hard.”


  She strains, face wincing, while I watch the hemp cut into her flesh.  The second end is drawn upward—a longer end, it loops about at her heart, and she wraps it several times around her chest, accomplishing a figure eight with her tits.  They stick out unnaturally, the flesh grossly strained.  The way the rope cuts her looks cruel.


  “Come here,” I order her.


  She does and I turn her around. Seizing the pubis rope from behind I jerk her hard and hear her gasp, a little, “ah noooooo.”  Her voice is hardly audible. I gather up what’s slack behind her chest and clenching it, I find at least three inches of extra to tighten down the bondage.  I secure her wrists behind her with a rope that attaches to her waist, and then turning her around, push her to the ground.


  Her body’s taut, slightly arched, her breasts thrusting toward my face.  She submissively gazes down to the wet beach where the sand grinds into her knees.


  “Look at me,” I order.


  She alters her vision and there are tears in her eyes, but they can’t mask her excitement.  In bondage her body has a different fascination.  Her nipples can’t be erect with the rope jutting the breast flesh at odd angles.  I like them when they’re smooth, just small ripples on the liquid surface, and the pink is pale, more innocent than nipples erect. Her erect chest thrusts out even more, like she’s pushing them at me. I run a finger across from one tit to the other, and notice how they hardly move constrained as they are. 


  I have a three finger thong in my pocket.  She dreads it, and starts to say “no” when I dangle it in front of her.  Oh, how she winces.  Her eyes start to tear.  It’s easy for me to disregard her fear now.  She asked for this, and it’s part of my job to see she doesn’t woo me away with her pitiful eyes.


  The first lash to her chest leaves three small lines on the left side of her left breast.  With a second strike, there’s a matching three on her right.  She bites down, clenches her teeth, strains to alter her position, avoiding a direct hit to the nipples. She loses the fight.  The pale complexion looks like skin scratched with fingernails, though this bites deeper with the threat of breaking the skin.  I stop short of that.  I rather leave wounds like that on her ass than anywhere else—though I’ve never been that cruel to her.


  I watch as the lively haughtiness of her spirit dwindles away, making her face vacant and accepting.  Her lids lower so I can just barely make out the sex-look pouring from them.  Her lips are wet when she unconsciously licks them, like she’s savoring the sensation of sexual thirst and hunger.  Is she satisfied? 


  “Bow,” I finally order, seeing that she is about to teeter in a faint from holding the awkward position.


  Is that relief I see in her eyes?  Taking the focus from her breasts that can hardly bear a beating, I retreat to the stout ass that’s used to being abused.


  I stalk her cowing body and delight in her from every angle.  She presses her face into the beach, sand clinging to her sweat.  If she licks her lips she’ll feel that grit between her teeth.


  Her arms must ache drawn so tightly behind her.  Her ass flares open and exposed.  I’m happy just to watch her grow more anxious, seeing her anticipation mount along with mine.  Flicking the thong along my leg, we hear the snap of leather to leather, sounding a lot like leather on skin.  I squat down, noting that there are more tears forming in her eyes.  Wiping them gently, I am in awe of the utter meekness of spirit she portrays.  Though I almost decide not to hurt her, she would be unhappy if I simply left her with this.  Standing again, I take the position to best thrash her behind and then begin.  


  The cracks go astray from the start.  Novel thing, this thong.  I can glide it seductively over her silky surface, or make it bite like a cat.  I watch it as it climbs between the cheeks of her ass, hits head on and then curls nastily around her hips.  She shrieks every time it stings her skin.


  “Oh, my gawd, no more,” she screams.


  I aim purposefully for her pubis, and the cries echo through the caves and back again, when one aimless piece nips the sliver of engorged skin at her vagina’s door.


  I think I’m as lost as she is, as taken with the task and happy to be seeing this woman of no virtue suffer.  But still I am in love and that love moves me.


  Dropping the thong by her face, I drop to the sand and roll her to her back.  The look in her eyes is somewhere between desperation and surrender. Then, while she lies uncomfortably on her bound hands, I fuck her.  She drifts under me so I’m aware that she is only half with me.  Still, she whispers “I love you.”  I love her back, kissing her as my cum drives inside the feminine flower.  I feel the shuddering orgasm in her start small, then mount in fervor.  Suddenly, she arches into my chest and thrashes against my groin and utters love talk nonsense unthinkingly.  Feeling the tight squeeze against my wilting erection, I know her cum is strong. 


  Sand is a messy place to screw.  We’re covered in it and laughing as we roll top to bottom, and then land side to side.  There must be sand in her cunt since there’s plenty scratching my cock.  


  “Keven, you’re not going to end this, are you?” she asks me timidly as I undo the ropes.  She’s rarely timid.  


  “End? End what?  We have to stop sometime, don’t you think?  I suppose I have obligations and so do you.”


  “Not today, silly, but you and me?  We won’t go on forever.”  She’s obviously serious.


  “Why would you think that?” 


  “Because I know it’s true, that’s why.   I’m scared to love anyone.  Every time I have in the past I lose it.”


  “I see no reason why we should stop loving each other,” I answer her with a lie.   


  “But sometimes your eyes look at me so sadly.  I think you’re saying good-bye.”


  “Maybe we have a lot in common concerning love,” I suggest. “And maybe we should forget about endings and just pretend we’ll go on forever.


  She smiles, wedging herself against my side, her head pressed into my chest.  I still feel her crotch heat on my leg.  We’ll have to take a dip in the ocean to get clean again, and maybe move indoors for the remainder of the night.




  Chapter Five 


  When I look in his eyes, his compassionate affection greets me, but a severity resides in there too as if he believes, as much as I do, that I deserve to be made penitent and humble. I suppose this would be recompense in the Utopian North.  I should ask him, but I rather like not knowing how this world works.  I figure I’m only borrowing it until I find I don’t fit here anymore.


  When he whips me, I hate the pain, but the physical satisfaction at the end prevents my stopping him.  Then too, sometimes the pain becomes the sweetest pleasure.  I cum now because I love him.  There’s a gentle man behind the harsh lashings and he never leaves me cold.  I wonder if he’s ever angry.  Such calm.  He displays the serenity of a god, the compassion of a doting mother and the wisdom of a great sage.


  “Tell me about you,” I ask him very late one night. 


  “I cut wood and I love you.  What more do you need to know?”


  “You’re hiding something.”


  “Then probably some things are best kept hidden.”


  “I won’t hate you if you tell me the truth.” I promise him.


  “Perhaps not, but I’m not taking any chances,” he laughs.  “Tell me about you.”


  “Oh, no you don’t.  You keep mum, so will I.”


  “And maybe we’ll both like each other better this way,” he says.  Though I’ve skirted the lascivious details, I’ve already told him so much about myself that I know we have an unfair balance.  I assume he figures the worst, since he seems to have a reasonable understanding of how things are different where I used to live.


  “You’re not afraid of being found out?” I ask.


  “No one here cares if woodcutters fuck women from the South.”


  “I thought all sex was criminal outside of marriage?”


  “Not when the Provincial Lord is screwing a mistress.”


  “He’s not married?”


  “So I’ve heard.”


  “What a strange place.”


  “But it is a peaceful one.”


  “That it is.”  I can curl my toes about his feet and let my wet pussy massage his thigh all night long.  I don’t long for anything being inside his atmosphere where I feel him alive around me.  And while I’m sure this will end someday, I won’t think about it now.


  ***


  When I see Mariel coming down the road, I recoil a little inside.  She worries me.  She walks with a sexual elegance I wish I had.  But it is her winsome expression of detachment that concerns me, that expression that floats like the wispy locks of hair around her face.  She’d be torn apart in the South, but I’m afraid her fate will be worse here.


  She holds me as she hugs me, her tenderness disappearing into mine, until I’m afraid we’ll simply drop to the bed and make love without saying a word.  I pull away and she looks at me disappointedly, but I say nothing. 


  “What’s the best/best sex you’ve ever had?” she asks while she sits stirring honey into chamomile tea with a small silver spoon.  Dipping a slim finger into the steamy liquid, she brings it to her small mouth to taste.  Opening her lips, that finger slides slowly down her tongue as she starts to smile, her eyes sweet as the honey she tastes on her skin.  


  “It’s happening now.”


  “But I want to know about before.  Was Cabot the very best?”


  “Cabot was brutal.  I don’t think he had a soul.  Despite the way I love brutality, I don’t like men who give me nothing but savagery.”


  “Was there another?” she wonders.


  “There was Monsieur.”


  “Monsieur who?”


  “Monsieur Boudin.” I feel a strange whimsy cavorting in my crotch just saying his name.


  “Did he tie you?”


  “Oh, yes.”


  “And beat you?”


  “Sometimes.”


  “Oooo,” I can feel her titter elatedly hearing that.  Her eyes become more mellow. “Tell me.”  Her hand returns to her crotch, it seems to be her favorite place to put it.


  “Monsieur Boudin took me in when I fled Cabot.  He was much older than me.  Graying and uninspiring by his look.  He let me rest for several weeks, but then declared that he couldn’t afford to feed me—unless, of course, I was willing to give him some sexual reward for his kindness.”


  “I think I’d walk away from that,” Mariel says, drawing her hand from her crotch as though she’s disgusted with the man already.


  “But I was attracted to him.  He was amazingly sexual and I’d been waiting for two weeks for him to make a sexual move.  I was relieved when he finally did, but then was surprised by his request.  He wanted me to pose for him naked, so he could take pictures with an old camera.  He found a way to develop the photographs on handmade paper he created himself.  The shots of me were blurred images, though there was a quality about them that made them pleasingly lurid.  Each time I posed, I did so for an hour or two.  He was quite focused in his work, and had a thousand pictures in his mind for me.  I suppose it was foreplay because when he finished, his penis was erect and we’d make love.  I was as aroused as he was.”


  Mariel is engaged again with her hand returning to massage herself—the molten expression in her eyes inspires a tale I’m sure will be embellished beyond the facts.


  “After several days of agreeing to his desires, I could sense the sexual tension between us build the longer he worked.  My juice would dampen my cunt hair and the pink folds of skin between.  I can only imagine the shudders of desire that passed through him.  When I caught a certain look in his eyes, I knew he was ready for me.  But he’d wait to the bitter ends of anticipation, until we were both too ripe for another second’s delay.”


  Mariel’s hand becomes more eager, unconsciously lifting her skirt inch by inch.  I watch as it slowly makes its way up her leg—that leg pink/white and lightly speckled with small dark beauty marks that point the way to her savory snatch at the apex of her thighs. I move on with my story wondering how far she’ll go this time.


  “My appetite for him grew—I’m sure it was the foreplay of photographs.  He loved me being lewd, playing for the camera, though sometimes he demanded I be perfectly still for minutes on end which seemed almost impossible with his intent eyes so focused on my sex and thighs. He’d come to me putting a hot hand on my ass while I was on hands and knees, and gently move my ass or part my legs to the exact degree that suited him.  It would be my wish to move into that simple tenderness, but he’d slap my behind if I so much as shuddered from his touch.  


  “He said he’d have to restrain me if I didn’t behave.  I loved him reprimanding me.  But the jolt to my cunt would rock my ass again, so when he spanked me it would be hard enough to leave the red imprint of his hand.”


  “Tell me how he tied you,” Mariel purrs in kitten-soft whispers as she removes a breast from inside her dress and kisses it with her pale lips.  The nipple is soft as she lifts the flesh to her face, but when she runs her tongue along the surface, the brown bud twitches slightly as though it will tighten.


  “Don’t rush me,” I scold her like Monsieur might scold me, because I’m enjoying the control my words have over her physical response.  I think back to that odd time, actually wondering why I left the photographer. He gave me everything I wanted.  “I remember well the day another man appeared while Monsieur was taking pictures.  He was a strapping young fruit farmer from the valleys.  There was dirt clinging to his trousers and the sleeves of his crude shirt were rolled well above his elbows.  His browned skin looked soft with a layer of sun-bleached hair.  I stared at his hands wishing they were free to maul my flesh.  The way they trembled, I know he had the same picture in mind that I did.  ‘Go to her,’ Monsieur finally told him.  And his camera kept focusing on the next photograph while the farmer and I made love.”


  I see Mariel’s fingers dart inside the slip of skin between her open thighs and bury deep, while one hand still rests on the dainty handle of the china teacup.  


  “He roughed me up heartily.  Those hands of his were uncommonly strong and he had little use for sensual foreplay.  Diving into me crudely, he squeezed my ass until I screamed, tore at my breasts, taking my nipples between his fingers and pinching them until my eyes would fill with tears.  Then he smirked with a pleasant scowl.  He enjoyed writing pain along my body lines with his incisive pen.  After one raucous ride on his hefty prick, he pulled out of my cunt and straddled my head, prodding the thing into my mouth until I was about to gag.  Monsieur was hot too, and moved on us both, bringing his mouth to my cunt.  With both ends of me engaged I was crazed, forced to let go as if I was drunk on liquor.  I suppose we fucked for hours, but I’m not certain.  The last thing I remember was being straddled atop the farmer, his prick pressed deeply into my cunt, and Monsieur at my behind, entering my ass.  They fucked me simultaneously, jarring my insides like they’d tear me apart. All the while they fed the orgasm from within and without, in places I’ve never felt such sexual glee—and fear.  When the farmer exploded, Monsieur followed and I could do nothing but joy in the vibrations of their endings, letting mine slowly join theirs until there was just one shuddering climax.”


  Mariel pays half attention to her crotch and half to my words, her eyes not quite focused anymore tell me she’s building toward a cum.  She smiles with delicate lips that lure me toward them.  I keep my distance.


  “I would have two men,” she finally says.


  “I would like to see that,” I find myself replying, though I know I shouldn’t comment on anything so sinful. 


  “And then he lashed your ass?” she asks.


  “Not then, but a week or two later when I became, as he would say, “ungracious.”


  She looks at me puzzled.  


  “I can’t defend myself,” I tell her.  “Perhaps I was just feeling restless and too controlled.  After the farmer came, he came again, and so did other men.  As much as I enjoyed the debauchery, I missed the quiet I once shared with Monsieur alone.  My mouthy retorts made him angry.  Days of it and he became enraged one afternoon.  That first farmer was in the room, hoping for another fuck, and I snarled some filthy language and Monsieur charged me.  Taking my wrist in his hand—I had no idea he was so strong—we glared eye to eye for some seconds.  When I saw his free hand go for the belt at his waist, I knew I’d stepped over the line of good etiquette.  He was pissed.  Flinging me over the back of a chair, he lay the belt against my ass until it was burning hot and my feet were dancing beneath me.  My thighs, my butt, even places higher on the my shoulders took swift blows that cut hard into my skin.  All the sassy spit in me died and soon the smacks bred a sexual release.  I moved into them luridly, and was finally fucked by both men—not simultaneously this time, but the farmer first and then Monsieur.  I never saw another man in his studio after that day, never fucked another cock but his while I was in his house.  We returned to making love with tenderness as though he was apologizing for having brutalized me with the other men.  I believe he thought my irritation was because I hated those bawdy sessions.  I suppose in some ways it was.”


  I turn to see Mariel’s dress open wide now, both breasts hanging provocatively against her chest, swaying barely inside the thin flower-covered fabric.  Both hands play, one at her chest the other remaining down below.


  “You want to know about his tying me?  That happened soon after he first punished my ass—but only after we’d restored some tranquility between us. One day I walked into his studio to see him fooling with two struts he’d raised in the middle of the room.  There were leather cuffs fixed high and low, two sets, one for my feet the other for my wrists.  “You’re going to restrain me?” I asked, my voice almost breathless, I was so in shock.


  “‘Yes.  I want to see you sweat, see your limbs quiver, see how you change substantially when you’re bound,’ he replied. 


  “‘But why now?’ I asked.


  “‘I’ve wanted this for some time and so have you.’  I think he was tapping some inner demon in himself, that rose up to take over his sanity.  Like he was when he had the other men fucking me, this was another aberration that consumed him.  I could tell that my only choice was to relent.  


  “Ah, and that I did.  My pussy dripped happily even while I was filled with a fear that tingled down my back and caused my thighs to tremble.  He slapped them angrily, hating my apprehensiveness, though the scowl on his face only added sexual fuel to the hot flame at my center.  Once he had me cuffed at the four corners of his rack, he took pictures of me spread wide, my ass clenched frightfully tight, and then my front side.  I couldn’t keep my crotch from moving as though it wanted to be hurt.  I was petrified of the crop that lay on the table nearby.  I wasn’t sure why I’d feel so fearful of my masochistic needs with him—after all the time I spent with Cabot. My fear seemed to have its foundation in tenderness.  He made love to me so sweetly when he was sane.  For him to come on me like a night wind whipping fall leaves into a frenzy altered my perceptions of him and our relationship.  Once he picked up the crop, I was as scared as I’d ever been, knowing that his exploits on my body would far surpass the day he used the belt.  That was in anger, this was solely to satisfy his darker desires and to enlist my surrender.  I knew it was wise to give in without a protest, but I found that hard to do.  My body kept resisting the way this gentle man was turning so vilely cruel.  I thought perhaps it was my fault.  That my lust drove him to it, that he could read my desires so clearly, and those desires found his weakness and his darkness, and so he was consumed.  Perhaps I deserved a severe beating.”


  I turn silent in my monologue, so engrossed with my speculations that I haven’t noticed how Mariel responds.  Letting my eyes focus on her again, I see her head back against the top of the chair, both breasts bare to the ceiling as though she’s teasing me to come suck the malleable fruit.  Both her hands are at her crotch.  With her dress pulled to her waist I can see her ass rock against the chair seat, the beautiful white squashed demandingly into the wood as if it gives her pleasure to writhe against it. Her fingers dive between the curly blush of hair that’s matted to her skin.  So much juice, I see it glisten finding my own hand strays to my thighs.  


  “He took the crop and laid in strong against my tits, both breasts turning bright pink seconds after he struck them each a half dozen times.”


  Another shudder runs the length of Mariel’s body.  She drives her fingers more deeply within the sopping canyons.


  “He flails the thing on my thighs. The burn makes me beg him to stop, but he only gets more excited, suddenly rapping the leather head against my pubis hard.”


  Hearing me speak, Mariel tears at her pubic hair and winces from pain.


  “He goes to my ass side, punishing me hard on the buttocks.  Then on my shoulders.  Then on my thighs.  Then in a frenzy until, with little other choice, I rise above the pain to avoid it.”


  Mariel sighs from somewhere inside her own mind where my words connect with her spasming crotch.  Her juice flows about her hands, her back rises against the chair, breasts quivering, and then she bucks, once, twice, a third time on her fingers.  Moments later, I’m between her thighs parting them to press my face into her hairy snatch where the smell of cum wafts into my nostrils, where I can slip my tongue into the pulsing brew of sweat and stench and delicious froth, and feel her entire body give in to me as another spasm builds to a climaxing end and she tightens one more time.


  I lift my head from her wet center and bring my mouth to hers and we kiss, a slow female kiss, with our small female lips tentatively caressing the tongue and lips.


  “I’ll bring you off,” she says.


  I shake my head “no” and she looks as though she’s about to cry.  But I know better about what I need.  I know what she needs even though I realize how hard it will be for her when she fulfills her fantasy.  She’s such a gentle creature, I wonder if she will survive her dreams.


  “Why did you leave, Monsieur?” she asks me as I take my seat again, and pour another cup of hot water into our china cups.  I pour honey into hers and mine, letting my longing for her be expressed in these tiny gestures of affection.   


  “I fled him the day after he bound me to his rack.  I feared we’d take what fond love we had for each other and destroy even the pleasant memory of it.  Monsieur had a dark streak he would not have been able to contain if I remained with him.  That would have destroyed us both.  When I left him, I traveled north to this place, thinking that perhaps I could escape my sexual passions for a while.  Anarchy is exhausting.  This order gives me some relief.”


  “That is why you won’t make love to me?” Mariel asks.


  “I’m afraid I’m doing to you what I did to Monsieur,” I say.


  “Ah, no, Teagan,” she shakes her head.  “You give me some reprieve from the relentless urges I cannot control otherwise.”  She looks sad and I wonder why.  When she looks up at me there’s a bashful grin on her small lips.  She’s embarrassed realizing that her dress is still unbuttoned and she clutches it to her before hurriedly restoring herself like a prim schoolgirl.  “But I’ve already failed myself and my husband to be.”


  “You think our being together like this … I never should have come to you.”  I’m almost frantic thinking I’ve totally failed her.


  “Not you, Teagan,” she replies sweetly.  “I had a farmer too.”


  She scares me.


  “I met the boy in the village and was instantly wooed.  He gave me no real cause to pursue him, but I followed him to his home and when I found myself inside his barn, he alone with me, I dropped my dress.  He was shocked, but that didn’t stop him from making love to me.”


  “Damn!  I’ve done this to you.”


  “Oh no!  You give me hope,” she’s actually looking happy.


  “And what will you say at your confession to the priest before your wedding day?”  That day is just a week away.


  “I’ll tell him the truth.”


  “And the penance you’ll pay?” I remind her.


  Her eyes seem to glaze over and this worries me. “Don’t you know that this is what I’ve been waiting for?”


  “I think you mistake lust and punishment,” I tell her.


  “Are they not the same?”


  “They may have the same result, but not the same end. I’m sure the Brannoch priest, by what I’ve heard of him, will not be thinking lust when he condemns you for your crimes and decrees the nature of your purification.”


  “I swear I’ll welcome it.”


  “Then I think you’re mad, Mariel.”


  In her innocence, she takes this all so lightly.  I know her fantasies will be ripped asunder and can only pray she’ll find what she seeks.  




  Chapter Six


  He’s in my house when I arrive there.  Looking through the window I gaze on his soft face and see his soulful eyes peer about the room as though he’s saying good-bye—seeing the walls, the tapestries and the prints that cover them for the last time.  Why so sad? I wonder.  He carries a length of leather in his hand—a fine one I’ve never seen before, nothing crude like the ones I know he’s made for himself.  For the first time, I truly wonder where he lives and how he lives when he’s not with me.  This curiosity is very rich.  But I can’t entertain the thought for too long, I’m afraid to leave him waiting for me.


  It’s late morning. She walks into the house surprised to see me.  Perhaps even more surprised that I’m holding a punishment strap in my hand.  She won’t know this is the official model meant to purify the condemned woman.  I’ve been thinking so much about using it on her, I couldn’t stop myself.  I stood there at the closet in the chamber staring at it for nearly twenty minutes before I finally had the guts to take it.  Knowland found me there, staring at the canes and leathers with itchy fingers. 


  “Why don’t you just use one on her, that’s what you want to do.”


  “I haven’t used one of these in almost three years.”


  “And why’s that?” he asked the penetrating question, putting all that Provincial Lord command into his voice.  He already knows the answer. “You got scared of yourself, didn’t you?”


  I stared at him.


  “Scared, no,” I finally replied.  “Not scared.  I’m not suppose to love it the way I do.”


  “So, you’re a sadistic bastard?” Knowland laughed at me.


  I didn’t answer him, but I did swipe the closest leather from the cabinet and slammed the door, while Knowland chuckled at me in his usually disparaging manner.  Sometimes I wish we were still thirteen and we could just go at it again with fists flying until we were so worn out and bloody our mothers would threaten to cane us.  Those were easier times.


  Teagan looks at me now, humbly wondering.


  “I’ve had this a while, and finally had the courage to bring it to you.”


  I smile at him, a little coyly because I’m frightened.  It’s not unusual for him to appear so dark to me, but there almost seems to be something unholy about his look.  


  “You want to beat me?” I ask.


  “Is that not what you want?” he asks.


  I titter a little nervously.  “Is something wrong? You seem occupied by something…”


  “Ah, so now you want to know what’s in my mind?”


  “I always want to know what’s in your mind.”


  “You want too much from me,” he says.


  “Then I’ll ask for less,” I tell him.  I feel there is some finale between us brewing and I’m terribly scared.


  “I’d like you to lie face down on the bed,” he instructs me.


  She moves as though she’s only half inside her body, like she’s floating or disappearing.  I’ve never seen her so scared. It doesn’t even bother me.  When did I become so cold? 


  She wears a blue skirt that reaches to her ankles, the fabric’s thin because it’s summer and I suppose it’s cool.  As she move towards the bed, her body catches the light and I can see right through the thing.  What curves this woman has!  Lying on the bed, she casts me this childlike look, her green eyes drooping sadly, but then, they are so seductive when they’re like that.  She reaches back and begins to draw the skirt over her                         legs.  I stand there not flinching, letting the excitement of this build in my punishment arm.  The strap is just an extension of my hand, and I feel as though they are fused together.  


  Her white thighs must already be hot with a wicked sun glaring through the windowpanes beating down on the bed and the flesh she exposes for me.  Her ass cheeks tremble as nervously as her pouting lips, while the loveliest dimples appear and disappear as I stare at them. Still, she looks at me pleadingly, as though hoping that look will change my mind.  But even as she tucks the skirt under her belly so it won’t fall back, she knows I’m serious.  What a perfectly surrendering woman she is—like she was made to be a Utopian female, even though she wears the guise of the South.


  “Give me your hands,” I order her.  


  I know where to find the jute, and enjoy making it cut into her wrists as I tie them.  The end of the rope goes over the head of her bed, and I pull it tight watching her body clench as I stretch it taut.  I’ll let her ass end flail like mad, but I won’t let those beautiful hands get in the way.  


  Taking a towel off the rack in the bathroom, I stuff it between her teeth so she can’t cry too loudly.  What if someone passes by and hears her?  I’m reluctant to close the blinds on the windows and close out the light that bathes her white skin and makes it almost glaring to my eye. I do shut the blinds at the front of the room, but not the ones that allow the sun to bake her ass with heat.  I couldn’t have planned this any better if I’d tried.


  He’s never been quite so forceful with me.  I suppose that’s why I’m so afraid now.  He usually takes me darkly at my instigation, but not this time.  I almost see the mad Monsieur in his face, but no, his domination of me is much too controlled.  I can’t get over the idea that this is some familiar ritual for him, he does it with such ease.  I am subdued and my pussy quakes, pressing into the sheets beneath it for comfort and arousal both.  Oh, my labia do ache with my skirt just barely between them tickling my clit.  I wonder if Keven would be happy knowing that.


  He strikes the leather with such force, I squirm aroused, though the burn on my ass gets raw as he moves from one dozen to the next. He pauses and the burning sting subsides, but then not the heat.  That blasted fire on my ass feels far worse because of the sun blaring through the window.  As he strikes again the pain begins to move in a wave and I find my ass rising to meet the leather—just a little.  He’ll go on for nearly a half hour—I can tell by his pace—until there’s not a white space from my waist to my knees, until I’m frothing at this gag and staining my sheets with cum.  Ah, the hot, peppery heat, the blisters, the fright, my fears turn silly.  I think of him as my inquisitor and my warden in this prison of rules—with this whipping my liberator.  


  She’s breathing hard.  After gradually building her sexual heat, I lay in for a long biting rash of strikes that she thinks won’t end.  I’m enjoying the frenzy of her movements.  Perhaps I should have made her undress altogether so I could see the flesh of her breasts grind into the bed.  I see enough though.  With her arms tied above her, her sleeveless shirt shows the full half breast.  If I imagine hard enough, I think I can see her nipple when the crack cuts deeply and her body momentarily lifts from the bed.  She must nearly be orgasmic.  I can sense her vagina contract like she’s riding a cock.  Her juice dampens her entire mound.  And the red, flushed skin looks more angry every time I give it another blast of leather.  She sobs frantically.  I wonder if she isn’t as desperate because I’ve gagged her and all that noisy reply is muffled by the damp towel down her throat.


  Dropping the belt, I go down on her ass, pushing her knees up on the bed, spreading them widely so her crack parts and every glistening thing between them shines with sexual beauty.  I move back admiring the look as the sun adds its warmth to her miserably beautiful flesh. 


  Moving down between her thighs, the sun’s on my back.  Pressing my face into her snatch my tongues darts from her anus to her vagina, lapping like it’s cream and peaches, the syrup clinging sticky to my face.  She sighs with “ooooo’s” and tender “yeses”, then jerks when my mouth encircles her swollen clitoris and begins to suck the cum from her.  Her ass and my face rock together frantically until I feel the pulsing in her begin to die away.  Every few seconds there is another wrenching shudder and planting my tongue inside her opening, I still feel the pulse, but it is less frequent.  


  Greasing her rear entrance with her own juice, I climb on the bed behind her and watch the purple head of my erection as it slides slowly into her second home. Such a small opening and yet it blossoms wide to allow my entrance.  My fuck takes little time, which is probably good for her.  The hard one between my legs beats her ass savagely and she struggles until I finish.


  Keven has his hand in my sweaty hair as we lie in the steamy heat of the hot room.  Suddenly, I’ve found myself stripped of clothes and naked next to his nakedness.  His smile blooms all around me with sad tenderness that could make me cry.  He kisses my eyes and nose, and I’m giggling by the time he reaches my mouth, and the two are joined for a long while.  I’m still cumming as his kisses feed these mild spasms that skip lightly through my groin.  I’d love to take him in my mouth now, take that cock and bury it deeply down my throat.  I’m sure I could open that widely for him. 


  “How can I love anyone as much as you?” he says, shaking his head in awe.


  “So have you purified me?” I ask.


  The expression on his face turn is startled.  “Why would you say that?”


  “Isn’t that what they do to bad women here?”


  “Not and fuck them afterwards,” he reminds me.


  “Oh, then I guess I’ll remain a common whore, doing vile and illegal acts.”


  I run my hand down his back, then feel the hair on his nude thigh.  Makes me tingle in my cunt.  His cock is soft and his balls squishy beneath them, but fondling them, I sense his organ pulse.  


  “You’re going to be ready for more soon,” I suggest.


  “Twenty minutes, maybe.”


  “Oh, I say now,” I tell him, thinking I’ll go right down and find one delicious nut to caress with my mouth until his erection is standing at attention again.


  “Not now,” he silences me kindly, placing a finger over my lips.  “I just need to hold you.”


  Despite the way our bodies are crushed together, perspiration clinging, hair wet, crotches oozing liquidly coupled, I’m feeling loved, every rift in us healed, strangely healed.  I think Keven needed to punish me as much as I loved being punished.  His calm is even more real.  Even his eyes seem to be at peace.




  Chapter Seven


  “So, you’re doing this one yourself, my priest?” Knowland says, grabbing me by the shoulder and pulling me around.


  “Maybe it’s time not to worry about it anymore.”


  “Your woman is having a good effect on you, perhaps?”


  “Maybe?”


  “I see you’re turning close-lipped on me.”  His eyes shoot like darts.


  “No, I’m just not in the mood to bare my soul.”


  “All right by me, just don’t go easy on this little tart.  Her fiancé is pretty wracked by this slut’s confession.”


  “And I bet there’s more to confess.”


  He’s surprised by my curt words. “You’re looking as surly as I’ve ever seen you.  A good look for the Brannoch priest before a confession and purification, a lot like your father.  Just don’t get compassionate, lad.  The other priests have been giving good purifications while you’ve let your conflicts turn you soft.”


  “I don’t think there will be a problem anymore,” I tell him.  I’m sure of it.  I don’t really understand why, but Teagan has made a lot of things make sense.  And the robes of my office aren’t weighing quite so heavily on me now.  I have a lot of sins to listen to today and I’m not even worried that there is no one to listen to mine. 


  ***


  The streets are filled with people.  I’ve never seen such crowds in the North.  Mariel told me it gets like this on confession day, everyone seems to come to market.  I suppose that’s practical—kill two birds with one stone.  Everywhere I turn I’m bumping into people with baskets of summer fruit.  The plums and apricots have been plentiful this year, and there are now peaches looking like the soft rosy faces of children bouncing against each other inside these overflowing cartons.  There is joy and sadness on the faces.  I think the women should be particularly sober today, at least those with sins to confess, but there seems to be as much laughter as there is fear. I wonder what it would be like to bare my soul for a strange man of such stature as the Brannoch priest.  I wonder if I’d just laugh in his face at the absurdity of this ritual.  I imagine that is why I’ve stayed away from this spectacle since I’ve been here.  Oh, then too, I sometimes get this funny feeling that if I come to market on this day, my crimes will be written all over my whorish body and I’ll be arrested, suddenly made accountable for my actions in the Utopian manner.


  I’m here today only because I want to speak for Mariel, that is if I can get that close to her priest.


  There’s a crowd of people at the great chapel door, and one by one I see women slip through the entrance.  Some are laughing, other have grim faces.  I trust their broad ass ends will be screaming with heat by the time they have been purified. Will they feel that same tightness I’m feeling now from Keven’s leather as they walk home beside their husbands?  Will their walk be proud then, or will they continue to hang their heads penitently?


  Along the stone walk leading to the chapel on the hill, the crowd begins to part and much of the rumble of conversation ceases.  The priests are coming from their sanctuary in the woods, moving among the people, holding their hands out for those that want to touch them.  Their robes are hardly of the majesty that I read of in Cabot’s ancient books.  These are ivory white, but old.  More like capes than full robes, they cover only their shoulders, hanging down in back and in the front with two long swaths of once rich fabric that reach to their knees.  It is enough to designate their status.  Otherwise the priests wear brown leathers underneath—an interesting juxtaposition of priestly raiment and the garb of the common man.  I’m struck by the patience I see in their eyes, the quality of virtue that seems to accompany them.  They must have been bred for this, then I recall that priests are born in this world.  Unlike the priests of centuries ago, they may or may not have been touched by God.  They have a gritty side I find quite sexual.  Of course they would, since these holy men are not celibate.


  The five move steadfastly through the crowd toward the chapel, the last one up the rise seems distinctly apart from the other four. He walks with a determined gait.  As his face appears from behind the others, I noticed his keen eyes peering from an alarmingly handsome and purposeful face.  He looks as though he has the authority of a king, or an ancient president, or some grand lord like this world has not seen in hundreds of years.  I see all this without a second of recognition.  Then, for an instant, his eyes meet mine head-on and reality bites me like a rabid dog, leaving me stunned. I freeze. The blood runs cold in my veins.  This is my lover, Keven.


  The robe he wears is trimmed in green, otherwise there is nothing to distinguish him from the other priests. Yet, I quake to the marrow of my clattering bones fearing the worst.  I know he recognizes my face in the split-second our eyes lock, but he passes me without a change in his solemn expression. His hair is as tousled as when he left me several hours ago, and his face remains as grim as when I first found him waiting for me in my house.  I watch him from behind as his hefty woodcutter’s boots trod along the stone path kicking up dust and causing broken pebbles to slide down the hill behind him.  


  His shoulders sway with a power that has already climbed inside me a dozen times.


  With a breathless whisper my lips come close to the ear of the tradesman standing next to me. “Who is the man in the green and white robe?” 


  He looks at me suspiciously.  


  “You from the South or something? 


  “I am new, yes.”


  “That is the Brannoch priest. They say he’s hearing a case of pre-marital infidelity today.”


  “The Brannoch priest?” I mumble to myself, though the tradesman thinks I’m still talking to him.


  “He keeps the peace in the North, a man to be revered.”


  “And does he have a wife?” I blurt out, even surprising myself to say it.


  The man smirks, like I’m thinking of becoming that wife—a stupidly ludicrous idea for a vulgar newcomer. “I’ve heard it said that this Brannoch has no lust.”  He snickers.  “Or then, maybe it’s just that he lusts after men.”


  I feign a shocked look and make my way beyond the burly man toward the chapel.  The priests have already entered.


  From some distance yet, I spot Mariel in the crowd with her lanky young fiancé behind her.  His face smolders with anger, and his two hands press on my lusty friend’s shoulders.  When he pushes her toward the chapel door, she balks, then casts him a meaningful look as though she is wooing him away from his anger with a gentle seduction.


  I can’t hear him speak, but I watch as he mouths, “Go now!”


  Seeing Mariel slip inside the chapel, I move my way between the throng, fighting to get to the door.  This crowd is immovable and at such a standstill, I almost think they are locking hands against me.  I’m feeling tousled and torn apart, but I finally make my way to the front, and though I’m sure it is some crime just for me to go inside, I boldly move beyond a door so massive it strains me to open it.  I’m not sure now why I’m doing this.  My world has been so shaken from its foundations I don’t know whether to cry or scream.  To know the man I love has lied to me for months makes me wonder if this isn’t some bizarre dream—any moment I’ll awaken from a restless sleep and realize that it is my mind making up nightmares and the world of my dark fears is playing tricks on me.  I find no such relief.


  If I see him, what will I say? My purpose is to speak for Mariel.  But how can I now?  How can I do anything but confront him with the lie?  


  Entering the chapel, I’m surprised to feel a chill hit my face like a blast of winter.  Staring about the cold chancel, I look for some sign of where to go, but all I see is another woman hurriedly making her way toward a corridor at the far side of the room.  In my confusion, my eyes are drawn upward, to the ceiling rising above me like a canopy.  Like the sky, it’s embedded with gold stars and the planets, suggesting celestial mysteries unfolding within this grand church.  I think I see those stars above me move.  Shaking my head, I shake away the dizziness and look toward the church in front of me.  I can just barely see beyond glass doors to the narrow sanctuary, making out the alter some distance down the aisle of benches.  


  Not knowing what else to do, I finally follow the path of the disappearing woman, wondering if I’ll find what I’m looking for.  


  ***


  The priest’s chair in this confessional is damned uncomfortable. I’ve been complaining to Knowland for years and he just laughs smugly.  I think he said once that if I’m going to be a holy man, bodily discomfort shouldn’t bother me.  He’s always been an ass.


  The girl Mariel is on her way wearing the penitent woman’s cloth draping from her shoulders.  My father should have given up this practice since the sinful woman only looks more sexual wearing these miserable rags.  But then, maybe I can take on the attitude of my father. He never let these small things disturb his equanimity or his judgment.  I shouldn’t let it get to mine.  I do believe in this ritual to keep the peace, if for no other reason. 


  Teagan saw me.  I’m trying to forget that, but it’s fucking impossible.  She was shocked, just as shocked as I was to see her.  I should have expected it sooner, but then I kept believing we were living in a world of our own apart from the rest of my life, and the two would simply not meet.  I can’t think about her now, I have to focus on my job.


  Mariel Ducheal is a slight one, hardly more than a girl.  Though as she enters the confessional I see that her breasts are enough to press against the thin smock.  As she kneels before me and lowers her head to the bare ground at my feet, her body moves inside the fabric as though it fits like a glove.  She does little to disguise the sexual rhythms of her naturally sensuous body.  I give her a blessing as she kisses the dirt.


  “You have a confession, Mariel Ducheal?”


  “I do, Father,” she says, and she rises so I can see her face.  Her hands lie limply in her lap as she sits back on her heels. I can hardly see her tremble.  I doubt she’s remorseful at all.  “I have sinned against my fiancé, and have reported my crime to him.”


  “Explain yourself.”


  “I slept with another man.”


  “Do you realize the importance of this crime?”


  “I do, Father, and I’m prepared to pay for it.”


  “Are there any other crimes you need to confess?”


  She looks at me oddly, surprised by the question.


  “If there is more, Mariel, you’d better tell me now.  Once you marry the sin becomes more glaring.  To hold back you threaten your purification.”


  She considers for some moments.  I have seen this kind of display before and know there’s something behind it.  It’s time to be blunt.


  “Tell me now, Mariel,” I insist seeing the faltering look in her eye.  I give her the message with extreme kindness, but I give her no way out.  I’ve practiced this for thirteen years now and do it well.


  “I have truly been unfaithful only once, but in my heart there are a thousand times I have desired to be willful with my body.  I came on the farmer myself, not he on me, as my fiancé might think.  I was eager for the man to have sex with me.  Oh, Father, I thought I could beat this depravity, but I think my loins long for the purification as much as the sex.  I do need that to take away my sin and hope that it will be enough to keep me faithful to my husband.”


  “Is that all?” I ask.  Her eyes already tell me there is more.


  “No. No it’s not.”  She looks down at the ground while I gaze up to the sky, thankful to see some blue through the skylight.  I wish I could feel the breeze on my cheek, this booth is stuffy.


  “Father, I have a friend.”  She hesitates, but doesn’t need any prompting to begin again.  “A woman from the South that tells me tales about her life there.  I must confess these are wicked tales.  She’s known many men in many ways, and loves the act of purification for the pain itself.  I wonder if I am that kind of woman?”


  “She tells you of her sexual relations?”


  “Yes.”


  “And what do you do when she does this?”


  She blushes.  I already know what she’s going to say, not because I’ve heard it before but because in my mind’s eye, I see the scene of her with this woman.  


  “I become intimate with my body, my fingers doing things that make me rush with the most …” she stops afraid to tell me the truth.  “I give myself pleasure,” she finally gasps, and then bows supplicantly at my feet.


  “Rise up!” I order.  Such affectation makes me angry.


  “Do you desire this woman?”


  “Oh, father I do!  Most passionately.”


  “Have you made love to her?”


  “Only in my mind.


  “That is all?”


  “Once, yes, she brought her lips to my privates and helped me finish.  In truth, she has been more reluctant than me.”  I’m surprised how easily she tell me these things.  


  “What is the woman’s name.”


  “Must I?”


  “The disclosure you make here is no joke.  You do this not just for yourself and your future husband, but for Utopia.”


  “But her name is not important.  What would be the point?” Her eyes plead with me.  “Would you arrest her?”


  “Mariel, what happens from here is not your worry.  But you can be sure that no harm will come to your friend.”


  She thinks a moment longer and licks her lips like a naughty child.  She is hardly more than a child, at least in appearance.  I think her innocence has put her in jeopardy more than anything.  “Her name is Teagan,” she says.  “She came from the South eight months ago and now lives in a house near the beach.”


  My eyes close as I prepare for the final blessing. “Is that all?” I manage to ask.


  “That is all,” she says.


  I look on her seeing such blessed artlessness.  She’s a simple girl.


  “Do you want to marry your fiancé?” I ask. 


  “Oh, Father, I do!” She sounds so passionate, and I think sincere.


  “You are sure?”


  “I am, truly.”


  I almost feel my throat constrict as though I’ll choke on the words, but then they manage to appear with surprising ease. “Your association with the woman, Teagan, will end today.  I’m sure her influence on you has contributed to your crimes.  Your fiancé will be notified and any further contact with the woman will be construed as a sign of hypocrisy and will be dealt with harshly.”  She looks shocked.  I think when it comes down to reality, the consequences for evil in Utopia are always met with profound horror.  “Your purification will be rendered immediately.  Your crime requires that you be bound and a lash applied to your nakedness for an indeterminate time, followed by twelve cuts of a cane.  My aide will take you to the purification chamber where you’ll remove the shift and wait for me prostrate on the ground.  This is a most solemn moment for you and a defining one.  If I should believe that you are not ready for your marriage, to remain in Utopia might require a retraining I’m sure you’d find difficult to endure.  Think about that carefully.”  


  She bows for me again.  The word “retraining” scares her because she knows what it means, if not literally, certainly every little girl in the North has been threatened by the mysterious camps that were once the repository of the most wicked infidels.  I scare her purposely, that is my role.  Usually I can count on these fallen virgins to mend their ways with just that threat.  But with this one, I honestly have doubts.  It’s here I think this Utopia of ours is no utopia at all, but a war zone where the human heart wars with reason, and contained sexuality breeds more sin that it saves.


  She exits the confessional in tears, while I prepare myself for my first purification ritual in years.  There’s a knock on the door.  “Father,” I hear the young priest speaking quietly.


  “Yes.”


  “There’s a woman to see you.”


  “She’ll have to wait.”


  “I’m sure she’ll refuse.  She’s here with me now—a plucky one.  Says her name is Teagan.”


  “And what is her purpose?”


  “To speak for Mariel Ducheal.”


  I open the door seeing Teagan standing beside my priest, Andres.  Her chest heaves with an erotic feel that makes my cock climb inside the leather of my pants—though I’m sure it’s not a sexual passion on her part.  Her eyes spew at me angrily. 


  “There is no allowance for such things,” I tell them, looking from one to the other.


  “Your women are convicted with no trial at all?” Teagan seethes.


  “They convict themselves,” I say. My heart pounds nervously in my chest, while outwardly I’m sure there’s no sign of it.


  “And you’ll whip her?” she asks.


  “I can’t tell you the nature of her purification, Teagan.”  I find myself caressing her name.  Looking at her, I strain to maintain my command.  Andres is awed by this unprecedented conversation.  “Would you leave us for a moment,” I ask him.


  “Yes, Father,” he bows, shuffling his way toward the far end of the hallway.


  “You’ll beat Mariel for simple lust?” she spits out with an animated whisper, as if I alone can hear her.


  “What are you doing here?” I spit back.


  “I came to plead for my friend.”


  “And you have nothing else to say?”


  She stares at me with her eyes coming to rest on my robe.  


  “No.  I have nothing else to say, Keven Brannoch.”  She levels me with a look that would like to climb right inside my soul and break it apart.


   “Then you have no business with me.  This chapel and this confessional are a sanctuary for those that sin, that they might find purification.  You are no friend to Mariel Ducheal.  She’s been ordered to cease her relationship with you and she will if she wishes to have a marriage.”


  “You blame me for her, don’t you?”


  “I think you blame yourself.  But I don’t have time to discuss this.  Within the next half hour, Mariel will be purified and we can all move on.”


  I hold myself back with a coldness I’ve never displayed with her—even when I’ve come on sexually cold.  I speak to her as a priest, as I’ve spoken with authority to hundreds of women and men.  And she shrinks back just as all the others.  I’m not sure whether to be glad of it or in tears for what I’m losing.


  ***


  Ah, this one does her penance like a pro.  We’ve had a few of those.  My father used to tell me of the ones that enjoyed the ritual and kept coming back for more, until they were finally sent to the repository.  That was a bitter part of the Utopia I’m glad was swept away before I took the helm of the church.  Yet, looking at this one, I shudder, afraid that she was meant for that other world.


  She lies on the packed dirt floor, face down, naked.  Her body is pristine never having felt a lash, I’m sure.  She’s veers from proper form with her legs slightly parted—that only enhances her sex.  I suspect it’s throbbing against the ground. The ground itself throbs with energy and she seems one with it now. Her graceful arms are spread wide as though she embraces the earth and her lips seem to kiss it lovingly.  So relaxed, I don’t believe she’s frightened at all. 


  I have the five foot lash in my hand, and scooting a stool to her side, I sit.  I can already feel my loins tremble.  Despite the fact that it’s just the two of us and the aide at the door, the chamber is crowded with anticipation.  I think I’m seeing Teagan in her place wishing I could purify her now. 


  “I’m going to suggest to your fiancé that he prepare a leather and whip you regularly.”


  I think I hear Mariel sigh.


  “I hope he’ll understand the purpose, for if he allows himself to give you what you need, perhaps he’ll save this marriage and make it last.  I do wish you well.” I motion to the aide and he comes to Mariel’s side.  As he reaches for her hand, she begins to rise.  Her thighs look like jelly trembling. 


  The design of the rack is to keep such trembling to a minimum.  She’ll face the crossed pieces that make a capital “X” against the wall, then sit with the small bar wedged into her crotch.  My aide helps her wriggle onto the hard rod.  As short as she is, her feet won’t touch the floor which would make her discomfort all the more apparent.  Mariel half turns to me with pure sexual heat pouring from under her heavy eyelids.  While her ankles are being tied wide against the lower half the “X” she raises her hands above her slightly and leans her chest toward the top.  Her breasts caress the beams above as though she’s aroused.


  Only when the aide takes her hands from her do I see a wince of fear across her brow.  He cuffs her right wrist and draws it high stretching her body as far as it is capable of reaching.  Repeating the bondage with the other wrist, my supplicant has become immobile for a beating that the ancient ones say will purify not just her body, but drive deeply into her soul where she aches for redemption.  I won’t argue with their premise, though I am sure this one will require more than one treatment with the lash to get inside her soul.  Hers is as raunchy as my lover’s, and in need of agony as much as Teagan’s.


  I make her wait, watching how she shifts uncomfortably on the bar.  I credit the old ones with the brilliance to fashion this vile device so the penitent is constantly reminded while she’s being lashed that this is about a sexual crime.  Her crotch alone will hurt for days after—so I’m told.


  Standing back I find myself recalling the years I did this regularly, all with the mounting confusion of a man not right with his job.  Now, it seems too easy, given the target for this.  With it all coming clear to me—how this sassy one manipulated her world to get her prime sexual satisfaction—I finally rear back to let the lash gleefully rip the air and land on her virgin skin.


  She moans like she’s having sex.


  I strike again, finding the implement a joy as I grip it forcefully in my fist. I admire my scowl, the dark thoughts brewing in my brain and then, the look of Mariel Ducheal’s back side as rip after rip of the leather scalds the skin, turning it from a flat and uninspiring canvas to a splashy crimson, etched with one line after another.


  I move facilely from her shoulders to her ass and thighs.  As I do, I watch fascinated as her crotch bobs on the bar.  The girl becomes one messy nightmare of raw skin—none of it is broken, all just painfully screaming with a heat that seems to rise off the surface and grab my cock.  Her cries are never howls of anguish, but retain a fluid erotic quality that suggests from the very first strike her pussy is getting off on these extremes. 


  I bear down hard, lay the lash on heartily and with a speed that doesn’t allow her to think and certainly not to identify each strike on its own.  She begins to writhe less purposefully, with frantic energy, and I sense some pain in her expression for the first time.  I bear down more and rip one after another against her nakedness as I’m allowed to by law, wondering as I do, what holy man in the ancient time devised this method of purification.  How many times did that priest get his cock off to the flood of sexual power that exudes from the female form at such a moment?  


  I pause for a time and stalk her, gaze into her face, noting the strangely peaceful expression.  I can’t help but think of Teagan and what I have lost.  Knowing that this girl cannot be purified so easily, I take my place behind her and begin again.  With unrelenting passion I feel myself taken to a peak, orgasmic in nature.  But without a typical climax, just a mental one, I diminish the intensity until I finally stop.  


  “A cane,” I make the order to Andres.  He’s jerked from a mesmerized moment of his own, and finally scampers to the closet to find what I need.  


  Wasting no time now, I lay into the miserable bitch, cutting her across the shoulders six times and across her enflamed ass another six.  She howls loudly with a voice that will echo through this sanctuary all night and greet the next remorseful woman that enters my confessional.  I’ve made these cuts bite deep and they will not fade for days. With the last of the twelve rent against the top of her thighs, the cane splinters and I throw it to the ground.


  “You’ll marry your fiancé tonight, if he’ll still have you. He’ll abide by my counsel to keep you faithful, because I’m afraid otherwise, you are hopeless.”


  My words sting, even to me, and I see a shudder traverse the bitch’s body end to end.  Perhaps it is just an orgasmic one, perhaps she feels the fear.  Perhaps she feels shame.  I have done all I can do to enlist her better reason.  I’m still half a mind to send her South.  But I still cannot condemn her to that chaos.




  Chapter Eight


  When I think of the color blue, I think of the sky when the sun shines, and the sea when I look down on it from a bluff above.  I think of the delicate blue buds of wildflowers breaking out of the frosty ground in the foothills in spring. I think of clear music, and water running its way over my skin.  And now, I think of Keven’s eyes at the door of his confessional.  Forever, my experience of blue will be altered, and a chill will transit up my spine.  The man I accosted in that moment was just a fragment of the one I came to love—and still do.  But I can’t love him anymore.  That is impossible.  


  As surely as he took a lash to Mariel’s ass today, he’s taken a lash to our love and laced it with rancor from which it won’t recover.


  I am furious.  I tear into the house and rip my weaving into shreds, throw black dye across the picture I painted while thinking of him. I slash at my own clothes, swearing that I’ll burn them because I remember him saying how he loves me in lavender and purple.  I think I’m losing my grip on sanity and I don’t really care.  I only need a few things to take with me and I scrounge around under my bed to find the old satchel I brought with me from the South.  It’s dusty, but a rag is good enough to clean it for where I’m going.  I’m almost finished packing when I hear a firm rap on my door.  


  No!  I won’t answer.  Even if he knocks again or peeks in the window, I won’t go to him.


  “Miss, please answer.”  Someone’s calling me out of my frantic insensibility.  And it is not Keven’s voice.  I dizzily make my way to the door, thinking for a moment I’m going to faint.  I must stare at the messenger blankly because he looks at me as though wondering if I’m awake.  Maybe he thinks I’ve gone mad.  


  “I have this from the Brannoch priest,” he says, holding out a starched paper envelope.  It crumples as I take it from the man’s hands, a finer parchment I’ve never seen or felt.  The crackle of the paper assaults my ears as I open the note and read Keven’s long hand scrawl. 


  “Please return with Andres, Teagan.  Nothing can be salvaged with silence.” Keven Brannoch. 


  And he even signs his full name.  Though I’ve thought little of this Brannoch priest since I first became aware of the man’s power in Utopia, apparently that power impressed me—through osmosis perhaps.  I find myself hardly able to keep the paper in my hand.


  “I’ve been instructed to tell you that there have been serious charges made against you.  If you choose not to respond to this message, the provincial magistrate will send his officer to bring you in.”


  “I was packing to leave.  My home is in the South.  Perhaps the Brannoch priest and his provincial magistrate would be just as happy if I began my journey now.”


  “I don’t think so, miss,” he says.  The young priest is quite a sight in his leather britches and plain cotton shirt.  He has the look of Cabot—what he might have looked like when he was younger—dark trimmed hair, sculptured features and a controlled countenance that’s frightfully alluring.  In another world I might have invited the young man in for tea.  Perhaps it is the look of Cabot that makes me take him seriously—even though I don’t know why I should bother with this summons.  I’m sure there is little left to salvage of my lost relationship.  I would like to spit on the Brannoch priest, but I know that would likely get me punished worse.  Other than that, I can’t see what could possibly be gained by a confrontation.


  I go with Keven Brannoch’s young aide regardless.


  The village is curiously quiet after the free-for-all earlier.  The merchants are closing their stalls for the night.  Some are packing their crates into motorized carts. The smell is choking and casts a dirty haze on the marketplace that reminds me of the cities in the South.


  I follow the young priest, wondering if we are noticed by the few that remain in the village, though it seems everyone is too busy to wonder why a woman of obviously dubious intentions is crossing the square behind a holy man.


  The chapel feels as cold to my skin as it did when I entered in the afternoon, though now there is a dampness in the air—the breezes bring in fog from the sea which is hanging just over the ridge above the village.  I expect that by the time I leave that fog will have swooped down and encased the houses and establishments until the sun rises again and burns it away.


  We walk through a different part of the church building, through what appears to be a ruin. We pass near the confessional, but turn before we get to that corridor. Another hall leads to a staircase winding through a oak paneled turret.  At the top the door stands open.  The young man that looks like Cabot, motions me to enter though he doesn’t follow me.  Instead, he closes the door at my back and I’m face to face with the Brannoch priest once again.


  “Sit, Teagan.”


  I hear his voice sound more like the man I love, and the expression in those blue eyes is not so cold. He sits behind an ancient desk, not in robes this time, just his causal clothes.  The blue of his eyes exudes a charismatic style that seems on the surface so unassuming.  He appears so relaxed, I’d think he’s just wiped his brow after making kindling of a young tree.  Seeing me hesitate, he moves out of his chair and in front of the desk.  His head cocks boyishly and there is just the flicker of a smile on his lips.


  “I don’t think I’ll be staying long,” I find myself saying.


  “That’s okay, I just wanted to talk about what happened today.”


  If only I could go to him freely but my feet simply won’t move.


  “I wish you’d sit, please.”  His eyebrows raise expectantly, and he extends his hand.  I stare at it thinking of the dozen ways I’ve known that hand to exact pleasure from me whether with brutality or tenderness.


  “Did she enjoy it?” I ask.


  He drops his hand and his expression turns puzzled.


  “Mariel, did she enjoy being beaten?”


  “I can’t tell you that.”


  “I’m sure she did.  I’ve known for some time she was creating her crimes to have this judgment come down on her.  Her fiancé seems like a nice fellow, but that is not what she really needs.” 


  He nods as though he agrees. “I did the best I could with her.”


  “And your best was denying her access to me?”


  “I am bound by laws, Teagan,” he explains.  He sounds so rational and in control.  I am not.


  “But apparently not when you fuck me.”


  “You’re angry,” he says.


  “Oh,” I smirk, “so you notice my sarcasm.”


  “I understand.”


  “Tell me, how is it possible for the highest holy man in the Utopian world to lie to a worthless female wanderer?  I don’t observe the customs of your world, but even I have a certain reverence for what purports to be holy.”


  “Holy is not the word I’d use to describe myself.  It’s my guess you’ve seen the ancient texts and have formed a higher opinion of my station than it warrants.”


  “No.  I haven’t done that at all. I make my observation from the people around me, and how they speak of you.  Perhaps you’re the only one that doesn’t honor who you are.”


  “Perhaps.”


  He still looks at me kindly waiting for me to move closer.  That infinite patience I’ve noticed in him so many times rides right at the surface of his demeanor.  Now I understand so many of his mannerisms seen inside the framework of a priest masking himself in a humble man’s attitude.


  “How could you lie to me?”


  “I haven’t lied, Teagan.  Not a word I’ve told you has been dishonest.”


  “Then that makes you especially cunning—that you could twist the truth so easily to have what you want.  You declare your love for me, but refuse to let me know exactly who it is that I was loving in return. Of all my many lovers—and yes there have been many—you are the most deceitful and the one with the cruelest heart.”


  “Would I have had you if I’d told you who I was the first time we met?”


  “No.”  I state flatly.


  “And why is that?”


  “My cunt would never had risen to the occasion even if your cock had.”


  “Because I am a priest.”


  “Because you are priest. Yes.”


  “And is your lust lessened, now that you know who I am?”


  “Are you saying you had to be dishonest to know me?”


  “I am.” He cocks his head again in that boyish way of his.  “And you’re proving my point.”


  “You should be above such things.”


  “I’m a man, Teagan.  But I was only half a man.  I had half of Utopia thinking I must like men more than women, I’ve been so curiously celibate.  My lusts aren’t common ones, and the calling into which I was born cruelly thrust those lusts in front of my eyes, as if to mock me.  I was becoming only half a priest as well, until I met you.”


  “Oh, so I’ve redeemed you?”  The razor edge of my sarcasm breeds fire.  


  “You’ve made me see that my lust wasn’t wrong, but simply who I am.  Does that sound too trite?”


  It sounds beautiful to me, that what I am could redeem a priest.  But I’m still furious.


  “Please, Teagan, come sit with me.  Please.”


  He pulls two chairs away from the desk, and I stare at them blankly.


  Despite my fury, I can’t hold back any longer, but I do still want to rip him apart. Taking the chair he offers me, we face each other and he leans forward, taking my hands in his.  The instant of his touch, the warmth spreads through my body, and I feel it residing in my belly and my heart, and from both those places my groin feels an awful jolt of desire.


  “If I thought you would not have bolted from me, then I would have told you.”


  “Then you don’t have much faith in me.”


  “You said yourself, you would not have had an affair with the Brannoch priest.”


  “I don’t know what I would have done, Keven,” I tell him, honestly confused now.  “But the shock you gave me today has made me so angry …” 


  “I know you’re planning to move South. If there is any way I could prevent that, if there is anything I could say.”


  “You want me to stay, for our affair to continue?”


  He nods.


  “And how’s that?  You keep meeting with me covertly, come to my house whenever you want?  I become your mistress, like the Provincial Lord, Knowland, has a mistress?  You’d be living a lie.”  I shake my head.  “Though I suppose it’s hardly different than it’s always been.  I guess living a lie isn’t a problem for you.”


  “It has been from the beginning.  You can ask my Provincial Lord, Knowland.”


  I don’t have to ask, I believe him.  This affair between us has locked horns with his birthright as a priest and has been responsible for a hundred looks he’s cast me—those that were weary and sad and pensive and even angrily moody.  I treated those looks with compassion then, why not now? Or is my compassion really just a second away, locked inside with my love for him?


  “You could stay here and we would remain as we have been.  You could go South, and I will hate myself forever if you do.  Or, we could marry.  I love you enough for a thousand marriages.”


  “Marry?  You would marry me?”


  “It would be looked at strangely, yes. But no one argues with a priest, least of all me.  As long as we observe the rituals no one will think anything is suspect, and even the rituals can be altered as I please.”


  “What rituals do we observe?” I ask.


  “The law requires a woman’s confession before marriage, and if necessary a purification.  The marriage requires your utmost faithfulness to me.  If you waver from that in any way, there are means of redemption, but the pain of it would be horrendous and, no, I wouldn’t want to put you through that.  If you marry me then you give up other men, and serve me alone.”


  “Is the severity of a purification determined by the content of the confession?”


  “Yes, it is.  But I could …”


  “No, you would not give me less than what I’ve earned!” I lash at him.  “I will not make you a dishonest man for me.  If there is anyone in this Utopia that knows the true heart and sexual nature of its Brannoch priest, it is me.  You won’t compromise yourself for me.”


  He looks grim.  Though his eyes smolder under his heavy lids, I see a wince of pain and his sorrow.


  “Then, likely you will find your purification as severe as any I’ve ever ordered—as severe as any sexual punishment you’ve taken from a lover.  Depending on what you tell me, I’d be wise to consult the old texts to determine the fair amount.  And, I believe there’s a provision in the books regarding a priest’s own bride.  Your purification would need to be witnessed by a jury to make certain that it is fairly applied.”


  “A jury of other priests?”


  “Likely one, and the Provincial Lord.”


   “Would you administer it?”


  “That wouldn’t be necessary.”


  I look around the office stacked messily with papers and books.  “And we live here?”


  “Yes.  There’s a place in the woods that would be suitable.  It’s part of the sanctuary.”


  “I’d be giving up my home?”


  “You’d be living with me.  I’m not sure you could stay in Utopia otherwise considering the charges against you.”


  “Regarding Mariel?”


  He nods.


  “Charges you filed?”


  “I had no choice.”


  “Life is ironic, don’t you think?”


  “Very.”


  “How can you live with that?” I ask.


  “I haven’t had the irony thrown in my face quite so profoundly as I’ve had these last few months.”  He waits anxiously while I consider this strange proposal of marriage.


  “I’d be really foolish to do this, Keven,” I finally say, “but I still love you.  And I will marry you.”


  I’ve startled him.


  “Yes, I’ll marry you with one condition.”


  “And that is?”


  “You make love to me here.  Now.”


  “Here?”


  “In the confessional.”


  His eyes lighten strangely. “You want to mock my sanctuary?”


  “Yes, I want to mock your sanctuary and your title and everything in this stupid world that keeps two people that love each other away from what’s in their hearts.  I will marry you, and go through your confession and your purification with no restraints.  I’ll do it because I love you.  But I do mock this world of yours and I won’t be dishonest about it.”


  He’s silent.  I’m sure appalled.


  “Make love to me, Keven Brannoch, declare yourself now, you bastard, or I’m gone.  My bag is packed already, I’ll move South by nightfall.”


  When he says nothing, I start to rise.  But then I feel steely fingers reach out and crush my flight.  Looking at his face I see an odd glimmer in his eye and then a smile that mocks me.


  “You’ll go no where tonight, but to my confessional, bitch,” he says restraining his voice, though I can feel the fire behind it, and the energy that surges in his groin.


  Inside me, my heart leaps for joy.  This is truly the most reckless thing I’ve ever been about, but perhaps the sexiest.  In a minute, I’m followed down the chapel stairs and quickly spirited away toward the small rooms where penitent women declare themselves.  He’ll see one hell of a declaration this night, and meet it with one of his own.


  ***


  I sit on the hard chair I’ve complained about to Knowland, and almost laugh. Teagan is humming something as she moves before me, lost in her beguiling reverie.  There is a drum beating somewhere in the chapel, a low melodious beat, perhaps the choir is practicing.  


  Teagan picks up that beat and drives it into her loins, to that hot spot between her legs.  I can almost see it pulse as she begins to writhe.  Her hips undulate moving inside the flimsy material of her skirt.  I can’t take my eyes from her belly or the triangle of her sex below it.  She dangles her arms in front of her, and her fingers move, as though she drawing me inside her.  She’s never danced for me quite like this before, like there is the devil living inside her bones, and she’s bringing him out for me to see.  I think she’s right, she is confessing her sins now.  I think if she could, she’d show me every sin of her sexual indulgence—but then that would be impossible. There’s just her and me and no one else around.  She would bring all her former lovers into this booth and dangle them before my eyes the way she does her hands. 


  What a satire of paradise! And I agree with everything she throws in my face—at least my cock agrees.  My self-indulgent phallus is hard, throbbing in my pants.  I wonder how my slut plans to unveil the thing.


  Pulling her blouse apart her naked breasts appear swaying in the shimmering light of candles burning in the small room.  The damp air makes her nipples tighten.  I could easily bury my mouth between them and suckle them until morning.  She must see the excitement on my face. Lazily drawing her skirt up her legs, she takes her time as though she has all night to show herself to me.  The chair beneath me hardly seems so uncomfortable anymore as I hear this crude confession of lust.  My eyes are drawn from her calves, to the hint of pubic hair, to those inner thighs with the sweat trickling down the insides like tiny rivers.  My cock jolts again as the sight of her puss comes into view.  She takes her finger to her labia and parts them so I see the rigid bar between, all purple and swollen.  Rubbing that nasty clit, I see her eyes as they disconnect from me and she’s going inside herself on a pleasurable wave. Her performance turns into something less contrived.  I sense her spasm by the way she shivers, and her juice coats her hands, while a sensuous and guttural language caresses my ears.


  I draw her to me and force her hands away, making her dance on my fingers.  


  “Your hands behind your head,” I whisper the command and she obeys.


  Her body’s in charge of the cum, while I’m in charge of her.  She listens for orders making certain that this is just as much my confession as it is hers.  I feel the orgasm rock her, the pain of her body tensing tightly, and then as she relaxes.  When she leans on me limply, I continue to play with her crotch, making sure she won’t miss even one pulse of pleasure.  


  “Go down on me, bitch,” I tell her and she drops to her knees.  Kissing the dirt at my feet, she looks up at me, and with a pair of smudged lips smiles with a look that comes from every man’s fantasy—she’s a hardcore criminal and doesn’t care.  “Suck my cock.”


  Once she springs me free, I have my hand on the back of her head, forcing her mouth over my the prick, making her suck it deeply without taking a breath.  Teagan hardly fights.  She likes this confession too.  While she works my shaft with one hand, the other cups my balls, rolling them in her palm. The sac tightens and her hot wet mouth takes my dick head in her throat.  Drawing it out, she winds her tongue along the popping veins until she’s ready to drive the prick inside again.  As she jerks me franticly, I start to gasp, picking my hips slightly from the chair.  She creates a rhythm that makes me think of her undulating before me, her breasts bobbing against her chest.  I think of them being tied, of me screwing her with my fist, of stringing her up in the purification chamber and running a lash over every inch of skin until I finally decide to strike. 


  As my cum splashes in her mouth, she withdraws the prick to watch it spew its last shots.  They land on her amoral little smile, and her depraved lips and her shameless chin, and then drip down to her chest.


  “Ah, what will I do with you now?” I moan.


  She purrs, sliding her hands along my thighs, “tie me in your purification chamber and whip my ass. That was what you’re thinking, aren’t you?”


  “As if you deserve it?”


  “In your eyes, I surely do, my dear priest.”


  “You’re going to marry me?”


  “I am.”


  “Then I’ll whip you soon enough, you’ll wait for that.”


  She is satisfied.  And I think I have my domain back in my own hands, even though I have a feeling that what we just did in my confessional will haunt me for a good many days.  It might just rock my world beyond its ability to repair.


  There’s a room adjacent to my office.  That’s where we spend the night.


  ***


  “We made love in my confessional last night, and this morning in the purification chamber.” Knowland looks at me awed, though there is his scruffy smile appearing from his gloom. 


  “Then you beat her before the fact?”


  “No, I refused her that much.  I did strip her naked and took her against the cross, lifted her thighs in my hands and held her to it while I screwed her cunt until she screamed.  Battered her poor backside a bit, but she didn’t care.”  


  “And you defile your sanctuary?” he wonders.


  “Who defines it as defilement?” I argue.


  “Not me, friend.  I hope you’re not asking for absolution for your crimes and hers.  I am certainly no man to give it.”


  “She’ll pay for hers,” I tell him.


  He chuckles.  “And you will, like me, go merrily along quietly defying what you’ve been taught, hoping your world won’t come crumbling to its feet when it finds out how its Brannoch priest mocks the conjugal laws.”


  “She is just days from being my wife.”


  He nods. “I hope Utopia will survive this marriage.  Its Brannoch priest is marrying a well-used whore from the South, a known corrupter of young women.  I can’t wait to hear the rest of her story.”


  “I can’t tell you what she tells me in the confessional,” I remind him.


  Knowland looks at me surprised.


  “Oh? So the bitch is going to make you an honorable man now?”


  “I have no clue.  But I won’t betray her trust. She is going to be my wife.”


  He leers at me with a twisted grin.


  “You’ve become as mad as I am.”


  “Maybe you should marry your concubine, Knowland, before someone reports the sin.”


  With that comment the twisted grin turns into a scowl.  “You leave me be on that, friend,” he says pointing a damning finger my way.  I suppose I’ve touched a nerve again.




  Chapter Nine


  I am petrified.  I swagger like a whore in heat, strut my cunt before him and swear like a woman who’s acting like a man with too much drink in his veins.  Inside me, I am queasy as though I have jellyfish in my stomach turning end to end every minute.  I suppose this all has to do with giving myself up to his Utopia.  I have scorned it with every breath, mocked and teased his values, his people and their short-sighted and very wrong view of human nature.  I believe the rituals were instituted by men who needed to control women’s wombs and even more importantly their vaginas.  They recognized the wild nature of women’s lust and feared it so, they made them scapegoats for the demise of the old orders.  From what I’ve read, those civilizations were none too wholesome and might have been saved if their women had been in charge.  But that is all speculation with no purpose.  


  My troubles come from being scared of marrying myself to this man I love with my whole heart—his conflicts and all.  He is the most fascinating creature on this planet, and his ability to take my body into ecstasy surpasses all my other lovers.  It is because he pours on me such love, in such infinite measure.  I will serve him with my body and my heart.  My conscience is still having difficulties with this, but I will marry him and bring my baggage with me to his rooms in the sanctuary.  I have no idea if this scheme can have a good ending, but I will go through with it.  Strangely, I fear the confession and the purification as any young bride might.  Me?  A woman of unabashed appetites is afraid?  Oh, but I am.


  I stare around my house, packing the last of the things that will go with me to Keven’s sanctuary.  The room has an empty feel as though I’ve stripped it of its soul and purpose.  The floral teacups Mariel and I drink tea from sit washed on the drainboard at the sink.  I can see her now, stirring the frothy liquid after she’s poured cream in her cup and her tea’s a tawny brown like the color of her skin.  I wish she could have heard the last chapter of my tales, but I hear she is married now, and has moved further north with her husband where it’s less likely she’ll have the difficulties she had here—that is if her husband gives her what she requires.  I pressed Keven as much as I could for information about her purification, but he won’t say a word.  It is a professional custom he takes seriously and he scolded me, telling me not to ask him about his work again.  I suppose we are destined not to know everything about each other’s lives.  I wonder what I’ll finally decide to tell him at my confession—the list of my Southern crimes is very long.  I’m going to have to edit some of it or we’ll be there all day.  I worry that either he’ll get bored or disgusted with the woman he makes his bride and decide I’m not worthy of marrying him.


  I have a room assigned to me in the sanctuary until this is over.  Keven tells me we can’t have sex until after our wedding.


  ***


  She leans against the doorpost, her voluminous auburn red hair billowing like the wild mane of a lion about her round face and wide-set eyes.  I think the eyes are green, but perhaps that’s just in the light that streams so brightly through the bank of square window panes at one end of my room.  Certainly these eyes seduce, my poor pussy is instantly hot seeing her mellowy gaze, and then, the voluptuously rounded flesh that makes her body ooze with sexual ease.


  “You’re marrying the Brannoch priest,” she purrs. 


  “I am.  I’m Teagan.”  We haven’t met, but I think I know who she is.


  “Queleah.”


  I don’t know how to greet her, but she certainly knows what she wants strolling into my room.  She wears a blue/green shift she’s tied into a dress with a belt that defines her thin waist and shows off the way her wide hips flare beneath and her breasts surge above like great waves rising from the sea. I’m afraid I stare.


  “You know, you’ve made it damned hard for me, bitch, fucking poor Keven.”


  “You’ve been worried about him?”


  “Did he tell you that he seduced me before Knowland did?”


  “No.”


  “No, of course.  He doesn’t have to tell you anything.  We were lovers for a week.  The shortest affair I’ve ever had—then of course I’ve been with Knowland for so many years I’ve forgotten how long it’s been.  Your Brannoch priest was a dazzling lover,” she remembers back, looking into the air dreamily.  “But always so troubled.  During sex he was a dynamo with a dick I could hardly fit in my mouth.  Then too, he liked it in my ass.  I suppose that was good for me, since that’s Knowland’s favorite passion.  The way he used my ass I screamed like a dying crow.  I suppose I liked him sexually.  I’m sure I’d still fuck him, but then whores have limits in Utopia.”  I don’t care to hear more, but I suppose I will because Queleah is not about to leave.  “Yes, he doesn’t have to tell you anything about his affairs, but you?  You have to confess the entirety of yours.  All those little sins of yours.”  She finds that fascinating.  “You have any idea how many people, knowing where you are from would like to listen in to that confession?”  She licks her lips and my pussy jolts.  “I would certainly be there.”  I have no clue what to say to her, though the more I listen to the sonorous sexuality in her voice, the more mesmerized I become.


  She ambles toward me, to where I sit by the window.  I thought I’d be staying in some dour cubicle in the sanctuary, but this room is bright and airy with windows ajar and I can see out on the eucalyptus woods, smell that particular musk when it floats on the breeze.  I’m not sure Keven understands how much I’m moved by my sense of smell.  I even like the aroma of the sanctuary.  It is scrubbed and polished, so that my herbs and flowers play off the cleanly scented atmosphere.  Is this what holy is suppose to smell like?  I catch Queleah’s fragrance as she approaches, something spicy I don’t recognize.  As her hand strokes my hair, the nerve endings in my crown tingle.  I could bury my face in her body, and revel in the warm breath that surrounds me.  I miss the touch of hands—it’s only been three days, but I feel completely disconnected from Keven.  He’s maintaining a professional distance between us. 


  “You’ve had a lot of men,” her cooing plays delicately against my ears.


  “I lived in the South for many years,” is all I’ll offer her.


  “Oh, so you’re going to be coy with me.”  She hums, her long nails running their way down my neck and I can’t help shivering.  “Oh, we will fuck, my sweet, we will fuck.  It’s my revenge on you for getting under Knowland’s skin.”


  “Me?  Under Knowland’s skin?  He doesn’t even know me.”


  “Oh, he knows you.  He knows you very well.  Your priest has hardly considered his trysts with you a private matter.  Discussed in detail with my lover after they happened, I then hear quite a mouthful.  I have to pry a little.  And of course, Knowland wouldn’t tell me who this mystery woman fucking the Brannoch was.  But now that know, I can honestly say I think I know you.  We’re sluts, young lady, the bane of this Utopia’s existence.  We have minds to know that the rest of the women in this domain are brutalized by their men, and we have cunts hearty enough to capture the real men for our own.  There isn’t a Utopian woman that could manage a Knowland or even a Keven Brannoch.  He is a nasty ass with his lovers.  While everyone’s thinking he’s some delicate pansy—must be that boyish face of his—I’ve known the truth all along—and so do you, I imagine.”  She sits beside be and strokes my face.  “Your cheeks are so soft.”


  “Perhaps you’d better go.”


  “No, darling, I’m going nowhere until I’ve had you.”


  “Why are you doing this?  We should be friends.”


  She leans in with a full wet mouth and kisses me.  I kiss back, opening my mouth wide feeling her tongue traipse about its sensitive depths.  My cunt spasms.


  “We are friends, fast friends,” she purrs, but stops the conversation, moving with greater force on me.  I am breathless, finding my body yielding to the touch of a woman, something I haven’t felt in so long.  And being denied any physical pleasure for these three days now, I forget myself and where I am.


  Her hands are inside the front of my dress, on a breast, caressing the skin tenderly.  Her lips run their way down from my mouth to my neck, to that exposed breast, to a nipple she takes in her mouth and squeezes with her lips until I pull back.  But I can’t stay away from her.  That second hand is under my skirt with fingers searching for my damp hole.  She burrows avidly until I part my thighs and allow those fingers to slip inside where it’s steamy, the cavity opening for her hand, bidding her to enter. Queleah pulls out dragging me to my bed.  I want to stop her, but I can tell by her snarling eyes that she will not let me up. And then, I’m hardly fighting her off.  It will only take a minute I tell myself, just a minute to bring some ripe orgasm to its conclusion.


  She pulls up my skirt as I lay back on the bed, and dives with her mouth going over what’s wet and tingling with need.  When she backs off she rubs my clit roughly with several fingers, until I’m almost at my edge, then backs off to drive her hand beyond my vagina.  I open wide for her, feeling myself expand to allow the bitch to have me with all of her hand.  I hear my cries beyond myself.  They must be rising noisily around the room but I don’t think of that because everything is blurring around me, the soft edges of the universe turn into a hazy fog.  Her fist jars me deeply.  Her mouth collides again and again with my clit and then I swim back inside my flesh, one vibrating spasm on top of the next until I fall exhaustedly limp.


  “I knew you’d be this brassy, Teagan from the South,” I hear her voice come me to out of a languid stupor.


  “And you’d have me return the favor?”


  “Oh, not now, but you will …”


  There’s pounding on the door and it opens wide by the hand of a hulking brute with a beard and a glower I assume to belong to the Provincial Lord.


  “What the hell are you doing, bitch!” he roars at Queleah. 


  “Playing with Keven’s new toy,” she sasses him sweetly.


  “You friggin’ harlot, get out of here!” he bellows.  


  Queleah amusedly grins ear to ear.  Knowland doesn’t scare her. She does obey him though, rising from the bed sashaying toward her lover, while I realize that my skirt is still at my waist exposing my just-fucked pussy in all its laid out pink glory for the brute’s burrowing eyes to see. I snap my thighs closed, and hurriedly cover myself.


  “Ya marrying a priest in two days, fair one,” he reminds me.  He’s still scowling though I think I see a twinkling in the dark brown of his eyes.


  “You’ll tell Keven,” I ask him timidly.


  He nods.  “Ah, yes, this one will be a fine one to report.”  Turning, the man leaves my room, and me unsure whether to laugh or cry.


  ***


  “I didn’t realize you had no shame.”  He’s seething mad.  We’re in his office, me staring at the official Brannoch priest behind the massive oaken desk, that some careful artisan embellished with carvings of roses around the legs and base.  I study them carefully, afraid to look in my lover’s eyes.


  “I’m sorry.  It just shocked me.”


  “Couldn’t be faithful for a few days?”  I’ve never heard him as sarcastic as this.


  “You feel I’ve betrayed you?”


  “No.  You’ve disappointed me.”


  That hurts worse. I can see he wants to explode on me and I wish he would.


  “Drag me into the purification chamber and whip me now.”


  He shoots up from his desk and comes around the side so we’re standing eye to eye. His hand goes to my face.  I’m sure he’d like to slap my cheek. “You’d better take this seriously, bitch.  You marry me, you need to understand what it means.  There are requirements and expectations.”


  “I do understand,” I tell him, my voice failing me.


  “Then act like it!”  His nostrils flare brilliantly, and all I can think of is how I’d love him to screw me now against his desk.  But that would be much too ballsy to ask.  “I didn’t offer this to you before because I didn’t think it would work, and I’m probably crazy now to think it will.”


  “She came to me, she fucked me.”


  “And you couldn’t have said no?”


  “She’s a very persuasive woman.”


  “That she is.”  His eyes are still looking at me through narrow slits, pouring all his wrath my way. “Don’t do it again, you either take this relationship of ours for what it is, or it all ends now.”


  I’m startled.  


  “I am sorry.”


  He shakes his head as though he really doesn’t believe me. “Don’t lie to me Teagan, you loved every minute of it.”


  “But I am sorry I let it happen.  I just …”


  “Don’t!” He whisks around, angrily turning his back on me.  “And go.  I’ll see you later.”


  “Keven …”


  “Go!”


  I can’t say another word.




  Chapter Ten


  “I wish I’d seen them, would have been a pretty sight,” Knowland tells me as he jovially pours another beer down his throat.  “Your tart’s got quite a cunt.”


  “I have a bad feeling about this,” I say.


  “Marrying Teagan?”


  “Yes, marrying Teagan.”


  “You love her.”


  “God, yes.”


  He shrugs.  Apparently that should say enough.  He jaws on a rib bone, cleaning his fingers with his lips and takes another swig of his brew.  “I’d say you get the confession and purification over with in the morning, marry her in the afternoon and put her in your bed where she belongs and be done with it.”


  “Just that easy.”


  “That’s what I’d do.”


  “And why aren’t you marrying Queleah?”


  He snickers.  “I guess it’s my rebellion.  I have the right to do what I please, and the tart’s just not the marrying kind.”


  I have to agree.




  Chapter Eleven 


  I’ve had my clothes stripped from me and replaced by a muslin shift that barely reaches my knees.  The garment’s strange.  The material is so thin it clings to my body, though it was perhaps made to be modest.  A stand-up collar fits tightly around my neck.  There are long sleeves, and the cut is full, though it is open down the front, a fact that is not readily apparent when I walk, though I find the possibility of it showing my “wares” oddly erotic. I wonder what priest thought this was appropriate attire for a penitent woman?  I don’t think I’m suppose to feel the way I do.  


  Once I begin my walk through the hall to the confessional, my mood changes, like a dozen generations of Utopian women suddenly loom before me.  I listen to see if I can hear the cries of these women as the purification proceeds. The closer I get to the confessional the more I think of Keven, the more I shiver in fright.  He may be my lover, but he is now my priest, and I’m obliged to confess my “sins” to him—everything.  This is going to take a long while.  


  When I knock at the door, I hear him tell me to enter.  The last time I was in this small chamber I seduced him.  Though now, the thought of that dance disgusts me.  And it was just days ago.  I seemed to have turned myself into a Utopian woman overnight and I go before this priest feeling rightfully humble, contrite and embarrassed to be making the admissions I’m making today.  I think Keven’s disappointment over the sex with Queleah has changed me more than anything.  I can’t afford to be reckless and unthinking in this world, there are rules.


  He looks at me calmly as I enter, and the anger he poured out on me last night has seemed to vanish.  He doesn’t smile and his austere expression makes me quake.  The robe of ivory and green softens his expression, but there’s still a decorum backed by several hundred years of tradition.


  “Kneel, Teagan, and kiss the ground.”


  I find kneeling easier than looking at him, kissing the ground in humility quite simple for a submissive lover honoring her master.


  “Now let me see you.”


  I rise enough to stare into his eyes, and instantly feel unnerved by the chilling look in that vast and beautiful blue.


  “You have a confession, Teagan?


  “I do, Father.”


  “Explain yourself.”


  I take a deep breath.


  “I am from the South, Father, where sex is not a sin, but the one behavior that is pursued for enjoyment.  Yet here, what I have done is worthy of your most profound judgment.”  These odd words falling from my lips so easily make we wonder where they come from.  I continue.  “My first lovers were long before I turned eighteen.  There were two, though my mother kept me sheltered from more.  She had known some abuse from men and wanted to spare me.  I left home when I was eighteen, a lot of girls do there—simply because their parents no longer have anything of substance to share with their children.  I became skilled working with printing presses and weaving machines.  In both of my first jobs there were men that expected me to sleep with them if I planned to keep my job. That is how that world works.  My first sexual acts consisted of my open thighs, and a man’s cock in my belly.”  I say all this as we stare blankly at each other.  My narrative appears to have no affect on him, at least for now. 


  “When I began working for a smaller printing house, I fell in love with the owner’s son.  We were passionate lovers and with him I experienced pleasure with sex, a good deal of pleasure.  He was sometimes rough with me, though not brutal—then strangely I found myself enjoying his rough play.  He would pin my arms to the bed and not let me up.  With him staring down at me darkly my body found its heaven in him. I might have stayed with him for a long time, but he was killed by a moving vehicle that crushed his spine.” I haven’t thought of Leon in so long, I am almost in tears as I speak.  But I hold them back.  Keven holds back too, comments, thoughts, even the movement of his eyes.  I imagine he is being a good priest.  “I stayed with the printing house for another year, and during that time I had several lovers.  I think I was looking for love again, but I chose unlikely men, letting them use me the way they wanted to and then leave me with little—sometimes not even an orgasm.


  “When Cabot walked into the printing house, I was ready for a change and the man took me with him.  He said he saw a need in me that he could fill. With Cabot I discovered enjoyment in my masochistic desires, how I love being bound, my ass beaten, my breasts clamped.  He chained me like a slave.  I often wore a collar, and I was several times confined to a cage like a crazed dog—though I wasn’t crazed but satisfied being humiliated.  Cabot was a rude and unfeeling man, and though I didn’t love him, I did fear him and lust for him.  That is until one day I woke feeling differently. All he did was disgust me, and after planning an escape—my plans took several weeks to realize—I fled his influence and landed with an artist who, unlike Cabot, was quite kind.”


  I can’t tell if my lover/priest judges me, or is perhaps aroused.  I’m not stupid enough to stare at his crotch, though that is my desire.  


  “Is that all, Teagan?” he asks.


  “No,” I shake my head too emphatically.  “Monsieur was my artist lover.  He would take pictures of me and then we’d make love once we were both aroused.  And for a time he brought other men to have sex with me—there may have been a half dozen, perhaps more before he stopped.  He too found ways to punish and brutalize my body with a lash or paddle.  Yet, in his heart he was a gentle man and doing this seemed like evil to him, so he regretted what he did when he was finished.  The guilt would consume him for days and he would be utterly kind to me.  Then like a demon the appetite for sexual darkness would rise in him again and I’d find this fiend stalking me, tying me and whipping my body.  I was scared and so I left him too.  When I did, it was to wander north.  I had no idea why I was drawn here, but the South seemed so tedious, and the farther north I traveled the winds changed and there was less grime in my hair, and I would stumble on streams, and pools of water than ran clear, where I could dive in naked and be washed clean, and afterwards, I could stare into the calm surfaces and see my hair glistening in the sun.”  I pause.  “I’m getting off purpose, aren’t I?”


  “Just keep talking.”


  “I came to a village, a place between worlds.  There was little more than a tavern and a few houses by the ocean … as much as I was pleased by the Northern air and the Northern breezes and the sea and the sky and the feel of grassy meadows, I was restless being on such pristine land.  I needed to do something to bring me back to normal, so I seduced a tradesman in the tavern.  I’m not sure what frame of mind was natural for him, but he had little choice but to bed me when I teased him with my breasts, opening my dress so he could see inside.  At first I thought he was arresting me, when he suddenly had his hand on my arm.  He dragged me from the establishment and took me outside and into the woods.  Stripping away my clothes, he flung me over a decaying tree trunk and raped my cunt and ass while I screamed deliciously.  If I’d been worried that I’d lost my lust, I certainly found it that day.  He left me in a heap, snarling as though he was condemning me for his hungry appetite.  But I was smiling. 


  “After wandering farther north, I found this domain where Knowland is the Provincial Lord.  Once I found a place I could work and my small house, I met a man on the beach that fell in love with me.  That man was you.”


  My tale ends just that abruptly.  I can’t think of one more word to say.  I can think of a thousand thoughts to confess, the black desires of my fantasies and how with all my men these desires worked their way into our lovemaking.  But I know these details are inappropriate for the penitent woman to think about, let alone speak or repeat in the confessional.  That decided, my list of aberrations is complete and I have no more to add. 


  The silence between us is awkward, more awkward still is the sexual energy between us billowing like the sails on a ship.


  “What is not a sin in the South,” he begins to speak, “is treachery of the worst sort in this Northern world.  Though I have combed the ancient texts to see what precedent there is for the confessions of a woman like yourself, I have found none.  So, I can rule in any way I choose in this matter.”  He clears his throat, and wriggles uncomfortably in his seat.  “I have decided not to judge you on the matters of your behavior before you came here.  What was fair there, you cannot be held accountable for.”  I’m surprised, my eyes no doubt revealing their shock. “I am, however, decreeing a purification based on your behavior since you came to this domain. Your stories to the girl, Mariel, jeopardized the relationship with her intended husband.”


  I’m ready to jump on him angrily for that accusation, but I bite my tongue.  Though I’d rather him punish me for all the other things, we’ve already aired our feelings in the matter of Mariel and he is immovable.  As vehemently as he states his case, I’m actually beginning to believe that I’ve corrupted this poor girl.


  “And, for your infidelities to your intended husband with the harlot Queleah, you require purification.  You will be bound, a lash applied to your nakedness for an indeterminate time, followed by the twenty-one cuts from a cane administered over your lashed skin. At the finish, you will be branded for harlotry.”


  “What!” This last decree shocks me.  The implications leave me stunned because I realize this is the most severe sentence he can rule.


  “The brand is an insignia of the Northern realm to mark its most dangerous cynics … a warning for those that might be seduced by you.”


  “You’ll place a permanent mark of my sin where?”


  “The brand, my brand, will appear on the left flank of your ass.  And on your right forearm, there will be a smaller insignia tattooed as a warning.”


  “But for what purpose is all this?” I ask pleadingly.


  He looks at me so coldly, his eyes unwavering, though seeing my face so confused, feeling my heart beating hotly in my chest, he seems to slacken the hold he has on me with a kinder look.


  “Teagan, this is the world you have entered.  I cannot waver from what it dictates.  I have discussed this with Knowland, consulted with the ancients, and determined that these measures are the only ones that will appease the people I serve.”


  “And will they all inspect this brand you burn in me?”


  “No,” he shakes his head.  “But they can assume it’s there.”


  “And why’s that?”


  “Because all proven harlots are so marked in Utopia.  Queleah is no different.  This has nothing to do with our marriage.  Eventually, if you’d stayed here for anytime, you would have been arrested and so marked or forced to leave—escorted to the southern border.  The brand is intended to be a warning to our citizens of …” he struggles for words, “the natural state of your carnal desires.  It is simply a precaution.”


  “And everyone will see this mark on my arm and know there is a second on my ass?”


  “That is generally understood.”


  “How can you stand to marry a marked woman?” I wonder aloud.


  He is silent, withdrawing into himself.


  “If you want to change your mind?” he finally says.


  “No.  I can’t change my mind.  I give myself up to this world for you.” 


  “You’re sure?” 


  I know he’s being less formal for me, that he would be happy to discard his priestly robes so that we can forget all this nonsense, but I think I give him the strength to do what he must do.


  ***


  I am surprised to see the room glowing darkly with candles, and burning incense that is so smoky thick I can hardly see.


  The young priest, Andres, shows me where to lie.  He nods to the odd shift, and I remove it.  Gazing down at myself I see how my naked body glows in this light.  If I look to the side I see Knowland and Keven Brannoch watching every move I make with eyes so focused I think I’ll melt from their intense stare. Do they have a clue how aroused I’ve become?  Perhaps, even at a distance they can see the juice shimmering on my pubic hair, or notice how my thighs quake. I’m ashamed of myself, perhaps the first real shame I’ve ever felt—an extension of the humiliation and even remorse I feel for being such an unworthy bride for a priest.  That he has to take these measures to make me worthy makes me wonder why he goes through this bizarre trial.  I’m even more worthy of condemnation as I strut my sexual appetite before these holy men and this keeper of the peace in Utopia, the Provincial Lord.


  I kneel first on the bare packed dirt, and lay myself as instructed, arms stretched wide from my sides, my head pressed against the ground.  The cool of the dirt climbs inside me where I’ve been warm, though the longer I lie in this repose, the more I can feel that earth pulsating at my groin and breasts, like a lover drawing me into its limbs.  Every sense in my body is alive, darting daringly in a chaotic disarray.  I worry that I’m grinding my crotch into the ground, and imagine I could easily cum just from the prickly tension in the air, and this piece of earth that seems to love me back without judgement.


  There are prayers being said, and then Andres lifts me to my feet and walks with me to the cross.  Will Keven remember how he fucked me senseless against this crude punishment device?  What was he trying to tell me with that reckless mockery?


  Hoisted on the bar, I think the thing will cut me in two, and yet it only serves to remind me how erotic I find this ceremony.  With my legs tied wide and my arms splayed the same, I am fixed like an insect in some scientist’s lab, pinned to the wall for scrutiny.  My body heats and I begin to sweat.  There’s the scent of coals behind me, and I realize they are being readied for the branding.


  Even that arouses me strangely.  I’m giving in to pleasure now, not purification. This lust must me written all about my burning body.  I even moan now before the strike of the lash, and grind my pubis into this insufferable bar.  It parts my labia and pains my clit, but I can’t help but wiggle when I feel a pulsing beat of desire rush through me.


  The lash strikes rhythmically, and from the start I feel it warm me from my shoulders to my ass and thighs.  Without thinking, I rock on the bar, even happily, though there is a constant pain there.  This priest is thorough with my purification, laying on without ceasing until I finally scream, pain supplanting warmth and eroticism.  But how accommodating he is, pausing for a moment while my scream dies and I can catch my breath.


  “Gag her,” I hear Keven’s voice boom through the stifling air of the chamber.  There’s such cold authority in his tone, I worry that with my screams I fail him.  His priest quickly obeys the order, and I have a wooden ball thrust into my throat, opening my mouth so it’s stretched at the corners, suddenly leaving me only one way to response to this awesome punishment. I’m sure Keven knows this.  I might be more inclined to hold back my physical excitement if I could voice my distress; but I am too far into sensation, and the pain is much too full for me to ignore.  While my body sweats under the lash again, it gyrates with great wild movements, spasms shake my muscles, desire pulses in my veins.  Every time the priest pauses, the air caresses me with loving hands, nurturing the sensation by the lack of it, until another round of leather drives madly into me.  Thunderous contractions make my pubis bruise itself against the thick wood that impales my groin. I’m so thoroughly into the physical I don’t realize when the lashing suddenly stops.  When I expect another strike to land, it doesn’t.  I writhe more, hoping to catch the surges already powering through me.  I am desperate to cum.


  Next, I feel a face at my face, the scent of a man fresh in my nostrils, and I open my eyes.  


  Knowland breathes on me, his breath like fire.  Grabbing my hair in his hand, he pulls it hard, scowling miserably before my scared eyes.


  “You want to marry my best friend, little bitch.”


  I can’t reply.


  “I should have had you ridden from this land for your contempt of it and our Brannoch priest. But he is strangely captured by these loins of yours.”  He moves his hand to my ass, and grabs a handful of raw flesh that he kneads inside his mighty palm.  I wince in pain.  “You hurt him, you lust after another man in Utopia, you do anything to cause him harm, I will come for you and kill you.”  He whispers his threat to my listening ear, making certain no one in the room can hear what he says but me.  


  I know he means every word.


  “I am going to cane you, whore.  For the next five minutes, I’ll be your priest.  I want no mercy, not an ounce of gentility given to your sorry ass.  You deserve much more wrath than you are seeing here today.  Let what you receive be a sign that there is much more behind it if you fail him.”


  I see now he has a cane in his other fist.  He plays with it, rolling the smoothly fashioned implement in his hand like it’s a child’s toy.  This vicious rod makes my whole body start again in anticipation of its bite.  My eyes stare fixedly, unable to waver their glance, though I realize Knowland sees my fright and chuckles, pleased.


  When he finally backs off, he doesn’t begin my final punishment until he uses the tip end of the cane like a poker.  He jabs my side.  Sticks the thing angrily between my ass cheeks, and draws a line down the crack with it, until it can go no further.  Walking to my side so I can see the crafty grimace on his face, he prods a breast. The delicate flesh gives easily, and I worry that he’ll break the skin as he presses the tip hard to the surface, 


  Then, with a “humph” he moves behind me again, standing appropriately at a distance to make a proper strike.  This teasing seems as cruel as the punishment itself.  Twenty-one will bite hard.  Twenty-one will leave cruel marks.  But if I’m lucky, these twenty-one will take me to that one last step of happiness. I pray for that and close my eyes.


  Oh, it seems I’ve forgotten what a caning means, it’s been so long. Cabot would cane me and so would Monsieur, but never Keven.  I think back to the last time I’d been so punished and the memory appears as a fresh picture painted before my eyes.  I can see myself from behind, my back side an expanse of wicked red skin waiting in anticipation.  Caning is unlike any other torture I can recall.  It means a startling half-second basking in the most pure anticipation a submissive woman could ever enjoy.  It means hearing that frightful sizzle as the cane cuts the atmosphere in two.  And it means feeling a bite so painful, I’ll find my teeth digging into this ballgag enough to leave an imprint in the wood.  


  Knowland lets me enjoy the anticipation.  And just when I think he’s about to strike, I suddenly feel his hand at my neck, forcing me to turn my face around.


  “Look at him while I do this, bitch!” he whispers softly.  “Don’t take your eyes from his.  Look at your Brannoch priest, your Keven, and don’t look away.”


  I feel tears well as he says this, but I obey him.  Opening my lids, I see Keven’s  expression.  I sense he feels my fear—even though he still stares like a priest and observes this as his bound duty.  


  When the first cut crashes meanly on my shoulders, I clench my eyes tightly in response as a hot burst of fire careens across my skin.


  Knowland barks at me, “Open them, bitch!”


  I am obedient above all and follow his order.  This time when the cut strikes, I keep them wide and let Keven see the fire I feel.


  The next cuts glance off my shoulders rapidly, beyond my ability to count. The horror of the pain laces my expression, regardless of this hideous gag.  As Knowland moves to my ass, he repeats the caning, laying cut after cut on the mounds that now cease to smolder from the lashing.  What eroticism might have been raised there quickly vanishes.


  Forced to keep my eyes on Keven, I see his expression vary little.  With an air of righteous indignation he forces me to realize that I’m marrying a man who finds this act pious, my purification and this trial of woe, godly.


  With each cut that comes to vilely dispense its pain, I am torn inside and out.  My body still rocks on the bar, though it is hardly gleeful.  Only as it ends does the eroticism return.  In one breathless moment between one travail and the next I stare into Keven Brannoch’s locked expression and know that I still love him, still quake to feel his hands on me in whatever form.  That realization completes the moment, and the orgasm lifts right through my groin, pulsing ecstatically everywhere.


  With this response, I can’t imagine how we’ll survive this marriage.


  I couldn’t do this myself, not without allowing us both the full scope of the erotic desires contained within it.  I know my Teagan struggles and so do I.  Her muffled screams hurt me most, like fingers clawing inside the marrow of my bones.  Such lewdness on the cross.  I’ve never seen any woman quite as beautiful as this one.  As Knowland approaches me with the hot iron, I take my eyes from her just a moment, seeing my insignia glowing red.  I swipe the rod from his hand and move quickly to Teagan’s left flank.  Her gaze remains toward the spot where I stood.  And it’s just as well she doesn’t see this.  


  The brand cools only to its perfect heat—the one to burn, but not the one to damage.  Making little ceremony of this marking, I lay it firmly to her ass and let the searing implement do its dreadful work.  My imprint will remain with her forever, regardless of what happens between us.  Forever she will know me and think of me, no matter where she makes her bed.  I pray her bed be with me, but I have no certainty.  For a woman of submissive inclinations, the other spirits guiding her are tough and unpredictable.  Even this morning Knowland called me mad for going through with this marriage.  The brand was his idea, though it had come to my mind before he mentioned it.  Still, we almost came to blows over his insistence.  I was sure he would take me into the woods and the two of us would fist it out.  Either I am a coward or a wise man, but knowing who would win that fight, I let myself agree to this.  The truth is, it pleases me to have Teagan marked.  I’m sure the tattoo, that public sign of her status, is even more demeaning, and that too will be etched into her skin before the day is over.


  The bold imprint looks very fair to me, and backing away from the cross, I allow myself one last look before I order Andres to take her down.  


  ***


  We lay in the starlight, what streams through the window, and the glow of a tiny crescent moon.  The soothsayers in the South say that it is auspicious to seal agreements under such a moon.  Just as the full moon means chaos, this moon is the rising sun of something steadfast.  My left side aches to lie against the very tender brand, and the marred skin is strange to touch.


  I remember almost nothing of the hour that followed my punishment and branding—I can’t call it purification since I don’t feel purified at all.  I only feel more reckless and quick to mock this world in my heart.  I’d so hoped to feel myself succumb to a mystery that those around me believe in.  Yet nothing miraculous happened to me except that I orgasmed from a caning.  How appropriate, I think.  They all knew. Andres, poor child, must have been shocked, and Knowland?  Well, I was happy to throw it in his face.  But Keven, my dear Keven Brannoch.  If he thought he’d transform me with his rituals, he knew right then, I’d be defying him my life long.  The tattoo seemed almost silly, the mark a rather pretty design won’t be that difficult to wear.  And the wedding, just words slipping from my lips to his.  All I care is that it makes us legal in his world, and that the man I love can be mine without question.


  We made love for nearly two hours straight. He gave me several shots of liquor to quell the pain.  We’ve slept in nirvana with the cool of the air and the stars and the sliver of a silvery moon to lull our minds into dreams of paradise without the chaos, into a world without the madness of these foolish rites, to a place where dreams are reality, and there is nothing put pleasure in pain, and pain for the fun of pleasure, and there are clear skies and shimmering streams and glittering stars like the ones above, and love.


  He stirs.  Awake, I smile watching his body twitch.  It twitches even more as I let my hand drift to the pouch between his legs.  So soft, the puckering skin on his balls makes me giggly to feel it.  The sac is like jelly to touch one minute and then so hard as I find the fragile orb inside and roll it against my palm.  He stirs more, as my fingers play with his curly pubic hair.  It holds the lovely, musty scent of him, and I move down under the sheets to enjoy the aroma.  My lips taste cum from our last fuck, and find his rising prick enjoys the feel of me.  I wish I could see it, but I can imagine it.  I’ve worshiped the dreadful beast and know every popping vein and smooth surface.  There is a ticklish spot about the rim of the head.  I have to pull the foreskin down to do my best tongue work.  As my mouth glides around the sensitive rim, I feel the blood rush into the organ making it more erect with each gentle lap.  Taking the strong stalk in my hand, I jerk it hard and hear his first groan.


  “What are you doing, wife?” he purrs.  He grabs a handful of my hair and jerks me off his groin and out from under the covers.


  He kisses my mouth, opening his mouth wide, then pulls me off.  


  “You think I need to cum again?” he asks.


  “I need to,” I whisper sweetly.


  “You haughty bitch.”


  “Am I forever your ‘bitch’?”


  “Forever,” he answers, though he’s only being playful.  “Go down on me again, I liked that.”


  I oblige him without a fight and find that his penis is fully engorged without my help.  Drawing the covers away from him, I see it now in the starry light and smile before my mouth descends to please him.  The hardness between his legs pulses in my mouth.  Sucking hard, it’s nearly as good as having him fuck me.  Each vigorous stroke sends a shooting spasm of need right through my crotch.  I can feel my own tiny prick of a clitoris throbbing as I press it against the sheets and writhe as I work on his penis.


  Suddenly, Keven’s moving me off of him again.  “I want breakfast between your legs,” he tells me and of course I oblige.  I lay on my back with my legs spread wide, my toes tickling the cool of the early morning air.  With my breasts undulating against my chest, I can see my nipples greet the new day erect.  Keven raises my ass in his hands and presses his mouth to my pussy while I reach to my side and continue to stroke his cock.  We certainly don’t want it going soft.  My task seems simple at first, but then the ripeness of my blood-engorged cunt finds me moaning, my hips thrashing fiercely.  His tongue probes deeply.  Both my vagina and anus turn damp from his mouth and my responding desire.  When he sucks at my clit, my back arches, so I thrust my molten hole against his face.  Everywhere the most deliciously lush intensity floods me.  I shudder, rock wildly and utter beautiful nonsense.  My voice almost sounds melodic in ecstasy.  My belly spasms with the end so very close.  And then, just seconds away, Keven pushes my hips down to his erection and we lie side to side, legs scissored, penis in my snatch, fucking hard.  We explode in a rolling thunder of ending.  Oh, how this completes me, makes all that I devotedly endured the day before seem right and real and perfect.  


  The brand is sore, my ass screams with pain again and my shoulders ache.  The skin is tight and drawn from abuse.  But I am as infinitely happy as I’ve ever been, thinking that all the travail is over and that we have this new beginning to our lives.  As I lie in the luxury of his great priestly bed, I am sure I’ve committed no crimes, that I have been purified at last and all the rough work of womanhood is behind me.  That is how flawless I feel in my husband’s arms.




  Chapter Twelve


  Perhaps I’ll remember these day because the aroma of Eucalyptus stings my nostrils. But then everything stings me.  The air I breathe.  The clothes I wear.  Every picture I see before my eyes of life going on without the kind of pain I feel.  I see faces smiling, hear laughter and the sound of children giggling in the marketplace.  My body is moved hearing the songs of the choir, and then those ardent and alive cries of a female being purified.  I wish with all my heart I could experience one instant of joy again.


  Teagan has been gone three weeks now.  I kept her happy for a few weeks, but then slowly, without my realizing what was happening, the happiness seemed to disappear a smile at a time. A moment of laughter suppressed, words left unsaid, a gentle touch not offered, one day ran into the next until our lives were no longer the same. 


  I expected Teagan to understand how a Utopian wife acts, but she was not raised by a Utopian mother.  The appropriate clothes are not Teagan’s clothes, her colors are too wild like the clothes of harlots.  She showed too much breast and the thin textures revealed—as she always did—her flesh underneath.  Men and women would look at her wondering what had become of their high priest.  And small indecencies in her bold language sent my stern looks her way without my even thinking.  It is the province of a husband to reprimand a wife, even in public; and though I’ve never been married before, the mantle of this new role was, for a priest, easy to assume.  I shamed her more than once, forgetting that she came from a place where there was no shame.


  She blushed embarrassed and spent hours trying to fix herself.  She bit her tongue so she wouldn’t speak with that irreverent speech, or upbraid me in the company of friends—even if it was only meant as gentle sparring.  My wife withdrew from me.  It was to be expected, as though like a vessel having its contents sucked dry under the heat of a burnishing sun, her fresh soul was becoming parched from the strain of too many rules.  She spent her time in melancholy pursuits that are not like her.  She missed her work—but it was not work for the high priest’s wife.  The glow faded from her cheeks and any spark we shared in bed dwindled, exchanged for rote, mechanical passionless sex.


  Now she’s gone. 


  Knowland counsels me that the betraying bitch deserves to die, and I decked him with a right cross to his left cheek.  When he was on the ground looking up at me, I scowled as rudely as he does and told him never to mention her to me again.


  I know what he’s thinking.  It’s always revenge for my Provincial Lord.  He may call it justice, but we both know what he really wants.  Queleah, his little whore, tried to explain to me that it’s because he loves me.  I shrugged her off.  I know the sentiment is real. I know he cares like the brother he’s always been.  But I cannot have him going after my bride like he’s on an crusade. That is not what my Utopia means to me.  We have our order.  Marrying her was throwing chaos into that order and he knows I’m to blame as much as the woman I love.


  I’m sure she’s thinking she does me a favor leaving.  


  Her letter to me was tender but blunt.  She doesn’t intend to return.


  My dearest, Keven Brannoch, I am so in love with you there are no words to express the sentiment I feel in my heart.  It aches with a pain I cannot describe.  My body still bears the scars of the lashing and the cane that attempted to purify me.  How I struggled to feel that purification!  How I grappled to understand the mystic secrets of your world, so that I could become its greatest sister, and for you, its most honored wife.  


  But I have failed you and myself.  I have realized the stupidity of this venture of ours and how much I’ve hurt you trying to be a woman that I am not.  Every day has been torture for me.  And as I found my loins descend into a frosty cool, I knew that your pain would start to surface. This all came on so slowly, like a glacier descending inch by inch by inch to cover everything warm and growing in its path.  


  I am a coward.  I can’t face your pain, but I can try to alleviate it.  In part.  I know my leaving is going to hurt you deeply.  But I know that it will be far better for you that I disappear so that you can warm again and not know this horridly cold woman I’ve become.  We have proven that some things in this rocky world of ours just can’t be done.  To mix our cultures was a mistake.  I was miserable in the confinement of this marriage, and you were becoming discontent.  


  As peaceful as your Utopia is, it is not my world and your life cannot be my life. I must have a real life to go to, and I’ll never find it unless I leave here and return to my Southern home.


  You will be with me my life long, the insignia I wear and the brand that still feels strange on my ass can never be removed.  These reminders of you I’ll cherish, as I think of the two of us, when I was innocent of your world, and we lay together on the beach and you did horrible things to me and my body loved it.   That will be my memory and I hope yours.


  Teagan


  I saw her decline, witnessed the weariness in her face, the joy in her slowly slipping away.  I took her to the beach one day, just to bring back the personal alchemy that marked our first days.  But by then, she was already too much unlike herself to feel anything.  I am as empty as she is.  And, for all my contemplation, there’s nothing I can do but hope time will heal at least half my heart.  The other half will remain in her hands.


  There’s a knock on my door.


  “Come in.”


  Knowland.  Of course.  He chides me daily.  Can’t give it up.  At least he’s not harping about revenge.  I don’t want her dead, even if I might have wished my own death in the last several days.


  “I could go South to find her,” he suggests—maybe for the hundredth time.


  I shake my head, “No.  You won’t go find her.  She doesn’t want to be found and the South has a thousand places where she can hide.”


  “But how many women in the South sport her tattoo and her brand?”


  “She’ll wear long-sleeved dresses and never have sex; and even if she’s questioned, she’ll laugh it off, saying her marks were given to her by another lover and she’s stuck with them. Because the South doesn’t know any better, they will believe her.”


  “I could find her, you know I could.”  He looks at me sincerely, and I almost find myself agreeing to his stupid plan.


  “Maybe you could,” I finally say.  “But I have nothing to say to her anymore.”


  “Nothing to say?” He doesn’t understand me, never has.


  “No, nothing to say,” I repeat.  “Give it up.  The sooner you do, the sooner I’ll forget about her and quit worrying you.”


  “You better be right, man, because I swear I’ll hunt the bitch down whether you like it or not, if you don’t pull out of this gloom.”


  I smile—not particularly warmly, or like I mean it, but being the first he’s seen from me in three weeks, Knowland thinks he might have gotten to me.  I’ll let him believe it and nurse my sorrow in private.  It’s probably better that way, anyway.


  “I’ll follow your prescription, friend.  Just bear with me.”


  “Days.  I’ll give you three days.”


  “You will not!” I get up laughing and knock him with my elbow in fun.


  “I know what you need,” he tells me seeing how I lighten.


  “And what’s that?”


  “A good whore.”


  “No, no, I don’t.   And please don’t find me one.”


  He snickers and I’m sure he hasn’t listened to a word I’ve said.




  Chapter Thirteen


  It takes several weeks of walking to get where I need to go—as far South as my poor legs will carry me, as far from clean smells and untainted ocean air as I can go.  I breathe easier when I get to one of the steamy cities that remind me of where I grew up.  It is not that I greet the place with fond memories, I don’t think people in the South would ever describe their memories that way.  But it does feel comfortable, and I’m not as anxious.  I stay in the city a day, looking for a printer that could use my talents.  Most just want my ass, and I refuse.  I can’t even think of sex.  It seems to lie dormant within me, laying forgotten in a now quiet corner of my body.  In order to feel alive again, I need to get beyond the belief that I’m irrevocably married to a saint.  Eventually my crotch will shout and I’ll have to listen.  But certainly not with the first man that proposes sex to me, and not the second or even the third.  Maybe if I can fend off the offers for some months, when I finally relent, I won’t feel so indecent.  I sometimes get angry with Keven Brannoch that he made me have a conscience.  I was never guilty about sex before I found Utopia. 


  I finally find a decent place to work.  It’s out of the city in a small town at the foothills of the mountains.  The air seems clearer, though I can look across the valley and see the smoky fog that hangs like a putrid cloud of yellow against the pale blue of the sky.  If I look straight up, the sky is bluer.  I’m thinking these foothills might not be as trashy as it is down in the middle of that fog.


  The fellow I work for has a small press and a wife—interesting phenomenon for the South.  Marriage hardly ever entered my thoughts before I traveled north.  But now, I’m aware that there are many married people.  They just keep their unions quiet and live to please themselves, not worrying what other people think.  Of course this pains me, wishing that it could be Keven and I.  But yet, after a few weeks in my new job, I put the thought out of my mind.


  “What is that mark on your arm?” my employer’s wife asks me one day.


  I laugh and gaze at the pretty insignia of a flower that appears there. I’ve tried hard not to associate this with Utopia, just Keven.  Sometimes I wish I could get rid of it, but then that would be impossible.  “A sign from a lover.  It’s the sort of thing that’s done in other regions.  I loved him and it was very pleasant.  But I couldn’t stay with him, so I’m here now.” 


  “Why couldn’t you stay?” she presses me.


  I try to frame some sort of explanation and I find it hard.  Finally I flip off a saucy retort, “He was an ass.”  I almost sound as though I believe it.  It seems to be enough to placate her curiosity.  And when I’m not engaged in the midst of my work, my times with her are quite pleasant.


  I am surprised one afternoon to find her alone in the shop.  Her husband is making deliveries and she approaches me with the same strange look I remember in Queleah’s eyes.  She’s a buxom woman with breasts I often admire, especially because she wears blouses that are cut low across her bosom.  I know she does this for her husband who loves to ogle her lovely form as they work.  She is of my height, but much more plump.  The first time I saw her, I knew I could be aroused by her.  Perhaps I knew instinctively that we’d be lovers.  If I could only bury my face in the perfume of her breasts.


  When she is on me, I stand, feeling quite awkward with her hands combing my shoulders.  She is so kind, and from that kindness my legs begin to quake, and all that was asleep in me begins to stretch and yawn and come alive with an energetic vigor as though I’m newly born.


  She pulls at the shoulders of my dress baring skin that trembles from her touch. As she exposes my breasts, I am nearly in tears seeing how she looks on them with tenderness and lust combined.  I’m all too reminded of that same look on Keven’s face, but I won’t brush her aside.  My cunt aches and my body roars.  I know I’ll be unhappy if I allow this sexual flood to languish unheeded.  As she bends down to kiss my breasts, I watch them quiver excitedly, little Goosebumps appear in a flash and are gone as my skin starts to warm from within.  She covers each nipple with her mouth and sucks, and the effort become a hearty squeeze of sensitive buds, until I feel strong jolts shoot electrically down the channel to my steamy cunt.  I swoon into her, hardly able to keep on my feet.  We paw at each other’s bodies, and I have her breasts as bare as mine in seconds, my mouth going avidly to smell her skin, the essence of some flowery perfume.  I taste her sweat and a trace of honey that perhaps lingers from when her husband had her body last. 


  Taking me into the back of the printing shop, she drops into a fabric chair, and pulls me down into her lap.  I am all over her with my hands, thinking I might cum myself just from the feel of her skin against my fingers.  Dropping to the floor at her feet, I draw her skirt above two generous thighs seeing a thick forest of dark hair beginning to glisten from her dew.  She parts them wide so I notice the purply-pink of her cunt winking before me.  Feeling the smoothness of her skin, I rub my breasts against her fleshy legs and then move with my mouth to explore her female snatch.  It reeks with more perfume and the sweat of half her day already spent.  She sighs, swept by a lust that holds my head to her cunt with her hands—though she hardly has to force me to eat from this pleasant feast.  I joy to find her moan melodically as my tongue dives into her portal.  Licking juice, sucking her clit, I finally rub with my fingers, burrowing deeply with my hands, as I keep my mouth over her throbbing bud.  Jerking into my face, I can tell she’s cumming.  Her cream tastes tart and I lap it until her body stops its spasms.


  “Come here, little one,” she purrs languidly and I sit on her great lap again.  As her lips go to mine, her hand goes under my dress and she begins to play.  I feel the jolt of orgasm almost instantly.  It has been so long.  The first snap through my groin is like a bolt of lightning, but she doesn’t stop there. “Ah, another please,” I’m begging.  Her fingers bring a second and after some time, a third climax, until I collapse exhaustedly against her.  I’m still horny and would love a thick dick in my pussy, but hands must suffice. As her fine hands comb every inch of me I become alive again. 


  “What is this?” I hear her speak as I lie on her with my head against the back of the chair.


  Before I can think to reply I find my skirt at my waist, the woman inspecting my branded thigh.


  “Good God in heaven, why have you been so marked?”


  I’m not good at covering my distress over her discovery.


  “You a criminal somewhere?” she wonders.


  I’m sure I am by now, but what can I tell her?


  “That man I spoke of,” I say.


  “Does he do this to all his women, or just you?”


  “I have no idea since I left him.”


  “Did it hurt?”


  “Hardly.  Just the first stab, then I felt nothing until it began to heal.  That was sometimes painful.”


  “You’re sure you’re not condemned?” she asks me.


  “I swear.”  And that is the truth.


  “You lie to me, I leave you in street,” she warns.
I’m not sure she believes me, but I make light of it, pull down my skirt and hop from her lap, reminding myself how great my body feels enjoying sex again.


  Two days later my employer tells me there is no more work for me to do.  I know he’s lying, but I also know he’s scared.  I doubt my female lover gave my brand much thought after she told her husband.  But because you’re taught to fear such things, I am forced to leave.


  I suppose wandering is part of my life, but I regret having to leave these kind people.  It is four days before I find another position in a town just a short distance from the last.  Here I’ll be a seamstress making dresses and pants.  It’s not easy work with the hours I’m required to be at the machine, but I need the money.  I’ll work here a while, fending off the lewd looks from my boss, until I have enough saved to move again.


  At break one day, I sit outside, glad that there is some breeze coming my way, though it is not the kind that refreshes the spirit like I felt in the North.  This breeze agitates me.  From off the desert it rises howling through the valleys, in part dispersing the yellow fog, but mostly it burns the eyes with hot heat and stirs the soul for crazy kinds of things.  I am restless, worried that it means something in particular.  But then, I’ve been tricked more than once into believing that signs from heaven like silvery slivers of moons are foreshadowings.  I was once tricked by the celestial prime-movers in Utopia.  Not again.  I banish the thought from my mind.  


  I drink coffee while I take my break, which is something to relish—good coffee is rare, and this is very fresh.  It only aggravates the heat in me raised by the desert winds, but I have to relish something in this wasteland.  The coffee must suffice.


  Late in the day, the machine room boss pulls me from my work and leads me to the back of the shop.  I have already fended off his sexual advances twice and am growing weary from the effort.  I might easily give in, being so horny without any relief since my voluptuous female lover, but this man is not to my liking.  I wince just thinking of his lips on me.  I could never be his lover, and the thought has so repulsed me, I’m afraid I’ll have to quit this job sooner than I planned.  His constant groping leaves me feeling dirty.  


  At the back of the shop, I find the boss has no sexual intentions for me at all, but has brought me to see two men.


  “Is this the one?” the man with a shaved head and a black goatee asks.


  “The only one it could be?” my employer tells him.


  “Where do you come from?” this bald man addresses me. 


  “Where is anyone from?  I was raised in the valley under that yellow fog.”


  “Where did you commit your crimes?”


  “I’ve committed no crimes.”


  “Take a look at her wrist,” the second man says—one with a pudgy pushed-in face and tiny eyes that only seem to squint.


  The first man takes my arm from me roughly, and pulls up my long sleeve to find the tattoo.


  “Where did you get this?”


  “A lover.”


  “Where was that?”


  I shrug.  I know that too much information is dangerous.


  “Tell me!” he orders me like an inquisitor.


  “A lover.  A village north of here, but he’s gone now.”


  “I don’t believe you.”


  “Show me her ass!” the second man demands, and I’m forced to turn around while my skirt is drawn over my hips and Keven’s brand on my left ass flank appears for them to see.  The bald man pokes it with his fingers.  The pain is gone, so I only wince because the feel of him bothers me.  I think I’m aroused, but I don’t pay any attention to these erotic surges.  I cannot be foolish now.  “Nice ass,” he purrs with a lewd scowl.


  “Collar her!” The pudgy man orders him, and before I can fight him off, the bald man has a crude metal collar clamped around my neck, locked in place. 


  “What are you doing!” I shout.


  “Arresting you.”


  “Arrest? What have I done?”


  “I have no idea,” the bald man sneers, “but with marks like these you’ve certainly escaped some confinement.”


  “And what if I have?  There is no jurisdiction here that can condemn me.”


  “There are in other places.  We simply hunt for women like you, and your pretty head will bring a fine price.”


  “You cannot do this,” I try rebelling against the hands that hold me fast, but as I attempt to run from the room, I find I’m tethered by a chain and jerked back the instant the slack’s drawn tight.  “No, no no!” I scream at them.


  “I will gag you, bitch, in a second,” the scowling bald man warns me.  “Don’t say another word.”


  I plead with my eyes, believing him.  


  “Maybe if you’re lucky, where you’re going someone will know you’re not an escaped slave.”


  “A slave?” I forget the warning.


  “There are many slaves to the east, in some of the mountainous climates.  But you probably know this already.”


  “Where are you taking me?”


  “The provincial prison,” he answers.


  “Prison!” I gasp angrily.


  “She’s said enough, gag her,” his pudgy friend orders, and I find a fat piece of leather shoved deeply inside my mouth, fastened with a strap around my head.  My hands are tied behind me, and I’m taken outside to a motorized van that has been sputtering gasoline and making a noisy racket—the backdrop for this terrifying play since it began. My stomach is queasy as the fumes get inside my lungs, though I cannot cough with the gag in my mouth.


  ***


  After two days riding in the clattering van, my body shakes even when I find myself walking on solid ground again—as though the vibration is still inside my memory, firmly entrenched there.  


  The subterranean cavern where I’m imprisoned has dozens of stalls along a corridor, each separated from the next by a thick plaster wall.  I see that there are women in each four by six cubicle.  We are ordered not to speak with each other—warned that we will be disciplined if we do.  In the daytime, sun streams through the open ceiling above us.  At night we see no stars as trap doors drop over us just as the sun sets, and the sky turns a beautiful purple, and what few stars can break through the atmosphere begin to shine.  Before the doors descended on my first night of captivity, I believe I saw Venus beginning to burn through the atmosphere.  Perhaps that is the last time I’ve smiled.


  Many of the women leave their cells on tethers during the day.  And others are pulled out at all hours.  I have a feeling about this, it seems there are sexual implications brewing behind much that I see going on here, though I have no confirmation of that fact.  We eat two meals a day of bread and beans, and use buckets as toilets that remain in the corner of our cells.  


  After three days, I’m led from my cubicle with five other women.  We’ve been collared at the neck since the day we entered this prison, and before we’re moved, there are metal cuffs fixed to our wrists and ankles.  Our hands are bound behind us and our feet chained together so it’s difficult to walk.


  Moving as a line of sad faces we’re led from the cavern into full daylight.  After so much time, it seems strange to see a huge sky above my head.  A few yards from the cavern stairway, we climb another staircase, entering a nondescript wooden structure.  Perhaps here I’ll learn something of my fate.


  All six of us miserably bewildered women are led into a stark tiled room, told to mount a foot high wooden platform.  We face a panel of three men who have been waiting for our appearance.  I wonder that my submissive nature has led me to this horrible trial.  I wonder just how my demented mind created my imprisonment—I have loved sexual confinement in the past.  I wonder too why my body beats as sexually as it might when faced with a lover’s bulging crotch. Such a bizarre mélange of images appear before my mind, before that first official booms in a voice that knocks every thought from my brain.


  “Stand up straight!” he orders.


  We six thrust back our shoulders.


  “Better, much better.”


  The man giving orders is wearing black, and rising from his chair in front of us, he strolls around the table.  His companions remain in judgment as he begins to inspect us with a sick looking sneer. 


  “Undo their hands and remove the chains from their feet,” he orders.  Minutes pass as we endure the sound of metal clanking and scraping, and feel the heaviness in our arms and legs subside as the chains are taken away.  I feel blood rush into my veins as I shake out my aching shoulders.


  “Remove your clothes,” he says.


  The order shocks us.  I turn to the woman at my right, seeing her blush.  Tears start to well in her eyes.  She is no hardened criminal.  My own face grows hot, as does my body.  My palms sweat.


  “Remove your clothes!” the order is given again because no one has obeyed.  “I don’t think you’ll like the results if you don’t.”  He strides to the side of the room and takes a horsewhip from the wall.  Cracking the leather against the tile floor we all quake in fright, while hands fly to buttons and ties to remove what little we wear.  The six of us are attired in an assortment of dresses and skirts and tattered blouses.  In a minute’s time they are all in a pile at our feet, then whisked away by a man who quickly moves before us grabbing them into his arms.  Before the critical eyes of our three inquisitors we continue removing our underwear.  For me this is just a pair of panties and I am as naked as the others.


  “Very good, my fine whores,” the stalking man sneers at us again and he replaces the horsewhip on its nail.


  Striding to the first woman in the line up, he begins a thorough physical inspection of her, starting with her teeth, and then her neck.  Moving down to her breasts, which are quite large, like two pillows, he pats them with a hand and watches the flesh jiggle.  Her aureoles are large and very brown, just the tiniest of nipples at the center, which he tweaks meanly to see her jump and squeal from the pain.  


  “Turn around and bend over,” he commands.  She obeys readily, while every bit of her voluptuous flesh quakes with fear.  While the man waits, he pulls a thin glove from his pocket and covers one hand.  Then turning to the woman’s naked ass, he bats at her inner thighs to make her part them wide, and then fondles the crack of her ass with his gloved hand.


  “Ah, no!” I hear her gasp.  Though I cannot see for sure, I believe he’s just driven fingers in her anus.  He prods her harshly, while I and my companions look on knowing that we’ll soon be given the same demeaning treatment.  As the man withdraws his fingers, he dispenses with the glove and inspects her cunt, tugging and poking until she gasps again in pain.  Giving her a solid hit on one ass cheek, he orders her to, “stand up and turn around.”


  The compliant woman breathes easier realizing that the worst is over—well almost.  


  “Open your cunt for me,” he tells her.


  “But you’ve already seen it!” she reminds him.


  An angry hand cuffs her on the cheek. “You balk again, and I will whip you!”


  Embarrassed even more, the chagrined prisoner spreads apart the hair and labia that protect her sex, and one more time the magistrate physically grovels at her portal.  “That’s all,” he says as he moves on to the next woman in our row of six. 


  Halfway through the second inspection, he dismisses the woman and she’s taken away for reasons that are mystery to the rest of us.  Continuing on, he completes the inspection of the third woman and then it is my turn.  I find his hands cool, strangely smooth, almost slimy. Perhaps it is another woman’s juice that remains on them.  I turn, bending over as I am told, discovering as I obey his commands that indeed he does prod my back door with what I believe are a good three fingers covered by thin latex.  I suppose it’s good I’m used to this, though it has been some time. My anus balks at being stretched.  After he removes the glove and begins to feel my pussy, I almost scream myself finding that he pinches my labia in several places digging his nails into the skin until I make an obvious response.  He snickers as I rise and turn around, and then without being ordered, I open my cunt for him to see.  I feel the shame of this deeply, but I remain proudly mocking him—as I might have once mocked Keven.  His ingratiating smile makes me want to slap his face, though I’m not that stupid. 


  “And what is this?” he says, turning me so that the others on the panel can see Keven’s brand on my flank. When I say nothing, he slaps at my brand. “Answer me!”


  “I was branded.”


  “That is obvious, by whom?”


  “A lover.” I stick to my story.


  “You let a lover brand you?”


  “It had some meaning for us at the time.”


  “And what was that?”


  “It is hard to explain.”


  “Well, we’re willing to listen,” he says arrogantly.


  “He liked the idea of his claiming ownership of me.  That is really the whole reason.”


  “For the tattoo as well?” he asks, jerking my forearm forward so he can show the tattoo to the others.


  “Yes,” I reply.


  “Obviously that ownership didn’t stick.”


  “It was only a sexual thing and, no, it didn’t stick.”


  “Humph.  I say you’ve escaped some captivity.  You will remain with us until your owners can be found.”


  He says no more, but continues the inspection, thoroughly violating the shy woman to my left.  I feel sorry for this one, especially.  I believe she is a virgin both with her ass and cunt, considering the kind of responses she gives.  She has no means to bear up at all and cries the entire way through.  I think this might have warranted the horsewhip on her backside, the way she twists and turns.  Thankfully, this jailer of ours has some mercy.  The poor girl gets away with a few hearty smacks to her ass and nothing more.


  Finishing with the sixth woman in our row, we all breathe more easily with this trial over.  


  “You are being detained in this encampment while the truth of your fate is determined.  Some of you might be released, others shipped back to your owners if it is proven you are slaves, and others imprisoned by the governments that have jurisdiction over you.  This is simply your way-station between one world and another, so don’t get too used to the amenities here.”  He and his companions chuckle like this is some joke.  “You will earn your keep.  There will be no slackers.  Every morning, you will be exercised in the yard, then washed and disciplined.  The discipline is not something you’ve earned, but it is a useful reminder of the way we enforce your compliance.  Hopefully, with a daily reminder of the power we have over you, you will find yourselves content to stay here and do as you’re told.  If you are not, and find yourselves waging some personal rebellion, you can be sure that the measures to punish such behavior will be far more ghastly to you than you can imagine.  I often use a horsewhip like the one on that wall.”  He lets us digest his words and then moves on.  “After the discipline you’ll dress in the clothes we provide and work in whatever industry you have been assigned to.  I believe you five will work in the fields.  We are self-sufficient here, raising our own vegetables.  It’s hard work, but you seem up to the task as young and hearty as you appear.  As time goes by, some of you will leave this place for your final fate.  While you’re here I’d suggest you comply as women in this new world order are wise to do.  Obey and there will be no problem.”  He says this smugly, as though there are many things behind the remark left unsaid.  I imagine our duties here are not quite as simple as he outlines.  If it means sex, I don’t worry for myself as much as I do the young one beside me and the others that have not led the same lewd life I have.  


  ***


  I find my days go by with little thought.  That’s surely better for my spirit.  I submerge my emotions and go through the activities I’m condemned to, often in a spirit of how they affect me physically for the good.  The exercise makes me stronger as we run naked around the yard ten times every morning.  It is fortunate that we are above the yellow fog, and can breathe deep of this cleaner air. Once our exercise is complete, we return to the same tile room where we were first inspected.  Our cuffed wrists are attached to rings in the wall above our heads.  Then we’re hosed off with a blast of water.  Some days an attendant runs a soapy cloth over our bodies.  But most days it’s just the water cleaning all the grime and sweat away.  One day a week, a nozzle is run up our ass ends and our bellies are filled with water that’s often painful to release.  And everyday, while we still drip from the shower, we face the wall, bend over and receive our lesson in discipline.  


  An attendant makes his way down our row of five, eyeing us carefully until he stops at one fair ass.  For a good five minutes straight—what seems like an eternity—he beats each of us brutally.  He usually applies the discipline with a two inch wide leather spanker.  But on other days, he applies a horrendous wooden paddle that stings sharply from the first hit.  The discipline is shocking every time.  I do feel it as pain, though I try to remember how such extreme sensation often arouses me.  Of course, I wouldn’t let on to the man that lays on the punishment. When he uses the leather, I’m often successful in turning the pain into pleasure. I can almost make a private joke of it.  While I scream like the others, I’m feeling a distinctively lovely warmth all about my ass.  The farther the man gets into my discipline the harder it is to do, but when he’s finished, I truly enjoy the rush that moves beyond my ass to the far reaches of my sexual body. It keeps me awakened, I think.  


  I cry with the women in my group, and agonize for these poor ones, who, every day, dread it start to finish. If I could only explain the possibilities.  But then, I suppose what I feel is not a rational thing, not something anyone would understand unless they too find the same satisfaction in corporal punishment.  One women does admit she likes the feeling afterwards, but never during.  Oh, yes, we do talk to each other.  Quietly, when we’re in the vegetable fields, we whisper things about ourselves.  As the days go by there’s a camaraderie between us that keeps our imprisonment from being wholly bleak. You have to cling to small things.  A woman who call herself Bette tells me she knows where my marks came from.


  “I don’t think so,” I whisper to her.


  “Oh, but I do.  You got them in the North.  That brand is the insignia of the Brannoch priest of the Utopian province.”


  I don’t reply, even though her knowledge shocks me.  It would be dangerous for an overseer to see me respond, though my heart seems to jump into my throat at the mention of my husband. 


  “How do you know of this?” I finally whisper back.


  “I was through that region two years ago, and learned a good deal of their culture.  It was far too confining for me to stay, even though the beauty of it was remarkable.”


  “That’s like me.”


  “Ah, but you were marked.  You must have lingered some time.”


  “I was arrested,” I lie to her. “And this was what they did to me, so that everyone would know that I am a woman of absent moral character.”


  She snickers as though she understands.


  “And these are why you’re here?” she says.


  I nod, agreeing with the strange irony, and am about to speak again when we hear the overseer silence us with a threat.


  “You two bitches talk too much,” he snarls, as he moves me down to the far end of a row of green beans we are harvesting.


   As I suspected, within a week of our imprisonment, we find other tasks demanded of us.  It is the middle of the night when the door to my cell clatters from keys opening the lock.


  “Come with me,” I hear a voice whisper and I’m led away by a hand that clutches my arm tightly.  


  The night is cool.  While my shift is warm enough during the day, the thinness of the garment makes me shiver now.  I pad beside the man barefoot as he leads me across the yard to the quarters of our jailers.  I enter a room that completely stuns me the moment my eyes adjust to the light cast on the walls.  I’m in a carpeted drawing room with walls papered in gold, furnished with velvet lounging couches and wooden furniture I haven’t seen the likes of since Utopia.  And even this seems more grand than what furnished the modest home of the Brannoch priest. 


  I’m immediately stripped and pressed into service by men that welcome me with lust-filled smiles. 


  “This is the one I told you about,” one man declares for several others. I recognize the jailer that inspected me.  Now he looks quite different clothed in a casual shirt and pants, stripped of the official looking garb he usually wears. He draws me into the center of the groping men and I become their orgy.  Pushed to my knees I find my body responding to the play of their hands, even while my mind screams, “No!”  Every inch of me is felt-up.  My pussy is sucked by a man lying on the floor underneath my crotch, while I keep attentive to the several cocks at my mouth.  I let go.  What purpose is there in fighting this?  It’s hardly brutal and for a sex-staved woman with passionate sexual hungers I refuse to let my mind argue virtue.  Somewhere in my psyche I’m still hanging on to the vows I made to Keven, but now I put that all aside.


  I delight in the head of one particular penis that’s thrust in my face.  It’s owner is one man I would have flirted with in another lifetime.  He smiles boyishly at me, and runs a gentle, though sexually motivated hand through my hair as though he loves the feel of my natural brown curls.  Licking his stalk, I reply back happily.  He has a fine one, with a curious arc shape that I imagine would tickle the inside of me delightfully if it were to screw my cunt.  The small head has been trimmed of its foreskin, and I go down on that head running a happy tongue along the underside and about the rim.  Then I suck it with my jaws closing in around the deep purple, and begin to take the whole of it far down my throat.  I notice that my other suitors have left me, seeing how enthused I am by this one prick—all but the man at my cunt, who still laps me into a climactic frenzy.  I cum the first time while I’m still occupied with this lovely prick, the sensation swooning through me is a lovely wave that will last some time before I’m tired at all.  


  After the initial jolt, I attend to the prick again as I think of how this will feel deep within me.  The farther I allow it down my throat, the more this broadening thing opens my mouth, the more I suck and swallow and dream of that first delicious thrust. When the boyish guard pulls me to my feet, I am pleased.  He has my breasts in his hands, his mouth quickly covering one nipple to make it erect. He hardly needs to do that, they have been erect since I entered the room.  But what he does with his mouth connects to my cunt, and I feel another wave of pleasure tickle me.


  Leading me to one side of the room, there’s a more private alcove with a simple velvet-covered mattress that becomes our bed.  As he descends to me, I welcome him with a smile.  His cock buries itself deeply, while I wiggle into it eagerly. 


  “Ah, fuck me hard!” I exclaim.


  He rises and falls against my body, his groin moving and groveling against my clit as he presses himself against my pubis.  We tear at each other, me as crudely and angrily as I dare, and it gives him inspiration.  I cry, “fuck, fuck, fuck”, and whimper sighing, and moan, “more, more,” and then as he shoots himself into me, I shudder with spasms that leap everywhere.  And as my clit pulses hotly, my vagina grabs his penis as though it will suck everything this boy has into me.


  He falls on me exhaustedly afterwards.


  I’m hardly given a moment to rest when there’s that first official at my side.


  “Here, see the tattoo and the brand.” He’s talking to several other men.  “My administrator tells me she enjoys being disciplined.”


  I gaze up at the man, while this last lover still holds me in his arms.


  “You do like it, don’t you?” the hovering jailer asks me.


  I don’t know what to say.


  “I know you do, bitch.  Why don’t you come show us how much.  Tell us, do these marks of yours have anything to do with your dark passions?”


  I still don’t speak because it makes no difference what I say.  I’m hauled from the comfort of my lover’s arms and pushed to a simple apparatus in the corner of the grand room.  I didn’t notice this when I first entered, but I can see immediately how it will be used.


  There’s a simple pole that allows my arms to be stretched high over my head.  And on the floor there’s a bar where my feet are attached to either end.  Unlike the daily discipline I receive, this will be blatantly sexual.  The man that strings me up and secures my feet has his hands all over me. He feels how wet I am with juice and a man’s cum dripping from my fucked cunt.  That juice runs down my legs and he swaths the concoction over my thighs like it’s cream.  Bringing his wet hand to my mouth, he presses his fingers to my lips and I suck them.  This fragrance is hardly delicate, but something potent that climbs right inside the center of my lust.  He toys with me more and I jerk against the pole.  Then backing off, someone starts to lash my ass. I don’t bother to hold back my response, or muffle my enthusiasm for their nasty appetites.  I make love to that post with my pussy pressed against the smooth column, while the whip keeps up a steady rain of stinging strikes to my skin. When my cries become livid, the whip stops and another man descends on me, pawing my flesh to a climax.  When he backs away, I’m whipped again, forced to fuck the post, feeling yet another climax starting to build.  This one takes a long time, though I really have no clue how long.  I’m so intoxicated by the lashes that pain me, and the hands that soothe me.  Those twin sensations bring me a jarring climax. I swear my ass must be ripped to shreds by the time they finish, but with all this nasty sexual darkness swimming about, I hardly care how my body wears this punishment.  When they finally pull me from the whipping post, I descend into the soft cushion of a hundred pillows that swarm about me like the men that want me.  Their hands move over my body fluidly, though many want only what is between my thighs, and that is taken repeatedly long into the night, until I am too exhausted to respond at all.


  I wake at midday my in own bed within my cell.  Every inch of my skin has known some degree of ravagement.  My cunt and ass are painfully sore, and I feel a tightness at my mouth where it was stretched wide to accommodate the largest of my captor’s cocks.  I purr a little playfully to myself realizing that I have been relieved of my other duties for at least a day.  Knowing that, I lie back against the scratchy blanket beneath me and fall asleep with my hand gently caressing my cunt.




  Chapter Fourteen


  “You’re working too hard,” Knowland tells me.  He repeats this refrain until I’m bored with it.  We both know why I’ve suddenly become more priestly—a more avid worker in this province of ours.  Bringing food to the needy and counseling my flock seems to take my mind from Teagan.  It also makes me realize that there are other unhappy people in Utopia as well as me.  This can be both a comfort and a revelation.


  Since this is not a place where a priest keeps secrets easily, there are many that know I am myself nursing deep wounds.  I’m sure if I met another Teagan, which I won’t, there would be scores to sneak about and follow me to a whore’s house.  I preferred my life before I became a married man—now both married and spurned.  Of course Knowland circulated his own rumors—those that suggested it was me that scorned my wife, not her scorning me.  Truthfully, I believe neither version.  It’s this country, this province, this Utopia that spurned us.  I wish now I’d never put her through all the trials.  Unfortunately, turning back is impossible in any world. 


  “I work as hard as I need to,” I tell my friend.


  “Well, tonight you will play.”


  “And if I refuse?”


  “You won’t, trust me,” he says, and I find his hand on my arm firmly taking me away.  


  There’s a tavern on the far side of the village where we would often go when we were young, just to drink, and occasionally find a woman.  That was a long time ago.  I’ll accept his drink, but not a woman, never.


  Once we’re inside this restless place I feel an old sensation driving through me.  Funny, how easy it can be to purge lust from your thoughts, but the body still responds.  The tavern girls that serve us must be handpicked for this chore, sensuously dark, bold, with sleazy bodies and very warm smiles.  One with her hands on my shoulder makes my cock jump erect.  I’ve already had three drinks when I feel this sexual surge in me, and I begin to wonder if Knowland is right about what I need.  The drink makes me less sure of myself, and the more I eagerly pour down my throat, the more hands that comb me, the more I forget the memory of Teagan, and let my desire move toward these not-so-gentile whores.  Seeing the spark in the eye of my Provincial Lord, he can tell I’m ready for some woman’s bath of steamy flesh.  


  This one behind me would be perfect.  Her gentle fingers comb delicately through my hair, and when her hands run down my back, my penis grows fully hard, pressing my leather pants like its burning to explode.  I can only give her casual courtesy in public, while my mind begins to stir with fantasy of her in private.


  “You want one that likes it rough?” Knowland whispers.


  “I don’t want one at all,” I tell him.


  “You lie badly,” he says, cuffing me on the shoulder.  He hands me another beer.


  “I don’t lie.  Lust is one thing.  Letting it have its way is another thing.  I have a wife.”


  “You fuckin’ bastard,” he crows.  “You think she’s better than these bitches?  You think she wouldn’t be here right now with her lips about to wind their way around your ear, while she whispers to you about the nasty things her mouth would do with your dick?  You ain’t celibate and I’ll be damned if you’ll spend your night by yourself.”


  “Will you keep your voice down?” I bark harshly under my breath.


  “No, man.  You are a man aren’t you?”


  I ignore him.  If I don’t, as drunk as he is, he’ll be shouting about my sexual needs at the top of his lungs.


  I’m drunk by the time I reach the sanctuary in the dark of night.  This will be the first time since Teagan left that I’ll sleep in the bed we shared.  It’s okay. I won’t remember anything.


  I can’t tell how long I’m passed out, but I when feel a woman’s hands begin to run up my chest, when I smell the distinct perfume of femininity and find my cock becoming erect, I open my eyes. The face of the girl in the tavern greets me with a smile.


  “If you want to harass my ass, I am very willing,” she says as she kisses my lips with her whole mouth opening for me, warmly wet, with the aroma of alcohol lingering on her breath.


  She’s naked next to me with her breasts pressed to my chest.  When I think they should feel like soft cushions, I find them hard.  Running my hands about them I realize she has them bound.


  “You tied yourself?”


  “That hairy looking fellow in the bar said you like women who enjoy pain.”


  “And you do?”


  “I have always wondered what it would like to be purified,” she purrs to me, kissing me softly along my jaw.  One of her hands holds my cock tightly.  She jerks it roughly and then backs off to tease my balls.  As my hand strays down her body, I find the ropes that bind her breasts continue down her torso, being thread through her cunt and pulled tightly.


  “You think I could purify you?” I deride the possibility. 


  “I could try, father, if you are a good priest to me.”


  “Your other lovers beat you?”


  “Those adventurous enough.  But most are scared. I don’t imagine you’re scared when you do this every day.”


  I manage to laugh. “Not every day.  I might be a satisfied man.”


  “Let me satisfy you tonight,” she hums as her hands move along my skin.  She writhes snakelike, purring and cooing, and then shrieking when I tug at the ropes and make them cut into her skin.  “Ah, yes,” I hear her gentle murmur.  The harder I tug, the more she cries.  When I feel deeply between for the pouch of her sex, I feel metal rings that have been pierced into her skin.  I jerk these hard, and she falls off of me, frenetically thrashing about the bed.  I rise over her and jerk the rings again.  She shrieks but makes no move to get away from my grasp of her cunt. “Yes, yes, harder,” she shouts.  I think she’s cumming, and jerk harder still.  Turning her over, she goes to her hands and knees as she screams. The girl came fully prepared, I note, drawing a studded leather paddle from the table beside the bed.  It’s a vicious thing, but the first smack to her ass has her writhing like an angry beast on all fours, howling miserably—as though she likes it one minute and hates it the next. “Yes, father, hit me hard!” I hear her nasty voice like it’s the sweetest music. Laying the leather on her ass, she clenches when the mean thing strikes, and then pushes her cheeks toward me for more the instant the pain subsides.  I go on knowing she’ll be battered hopelessly, and still she asks for more.  “You mean-assed sonofabitch more!” She makes my dick angry.


  I pull up behind her and jam my prick into her ass.  


  She screams again, “you nasty bastard!” in a breathless voice.  She’s both scared of my dick and relishing the feel of it lodged inside her.  Spanking her roughed-up rear with my palm, I feel each jolt with another squeeze of her muscles against my penis.  “Harder asshole!” she blares at me.  What a slut!  What an unwholesome, randy harlot!  


  Using my fingers I drive them into her cunt while my cock rides her ass, and she cums like the whore she is, whipping about the bed with an angry heat.


  We rest for a while.  An hour perhaps.  But my mind rages on, one desire leaping on the next and I can’t stop myself.  Dragging the bitch from bed, we escape into the dawning day, covered in capes to hide the nakedness underneath.  We make our way briskly to the back of the church, and I take her through the lower catacombs into an old whore’s prison.  There I tie her with chains to the wall of the ancient punishment chamber, so her heaving, panting, masochistic body grovels against the scratchy brick.  I flog her with a riding crop until she cums again.  My prick jerks with each lash, rising pleasantly as it springs back to life.  Though I slow the pace of the crop, it continues to strike until her last orgasm is just a simple body memory. 


  I watch her for a time as she twitches in this damp cellar.  She writhes in her chains as though she enjoys the lack of liberty.  Each time she strains, another painful cut of the binding ropes makes her sigh with happiness.  I think her cunt could use another cum, but not before she satisfies me.  Undoing the chains and pulling her off the wall, she sinks to her knees and takes my erection in her mouth, milking it vigorously as her back channel milked the cum from me.


  As the last of the sticky liquid shoots against her lips, she smiles at me, batting eyes toward my face as though she wants to seduce me into one more scene.  I feel the liquor making me dizzy again.  Interesting how I sobered for sex and now I want nothing more than to collapse back on my bed and sleep for a day.


  “You could bind me here the rest of the night,” she says looking lovingly at the wall where she was chained, and at the scourges that hang there and the old cages that would confine the worst of the sinning sluts.  She would have served time in this dungeon, but it was put out of use fifty years ago.  I wonder if I should resurrect it for women like this nameless one.


  “Yes, I could keep you chained here,” I say.


  Her face turns softer still, and her eyes become less blazing. I note how sad she looks.  “But you won’t do that,” she concludes.


  “No, I won’t.”  I shake my head.


  “No man has ever been so severe with me, or loved me more.”


  “And that’s sad.  But sadder still would be attaching yourself to a priest.  I could never give you all you need.”


  “Can you be so sure?” she asks.


  “Oh, yes, I’m very sure,” I reply.  “I’ve already tried.”


  Bending down to the floor, I begin to undo the chains and all her ropes.  “If there is one man like me in Utopia, certainly there are others.”


  She has a sweet grin, but I know behind it is the futile feeling of melancholy brought on by what she knows is quite true.  She doesn’t belong in Utopia anymore than Teagan does.


  Thankful for the kindness I’ve showed her, she leaves me with a gracious kiss.


  ***


  I think I’m even more despondent than I was before the girl came to me, tasting what I know I can’t have from the woman I love.  My heart is still bleeding, and Knowland is pissed, nothing seems to change under our Utopian sun.




  Chapter Fifteen


  I spend more of my life sexually engaged than I do in the fields.  Now and then, I’m forced to awaken at an awful hour and required to spend an entire grueling day harvesting vegetables or tilling soil with every muscle in my body already aching from the strenuous activity of the night before.  I assume this is simply meanness on the part of the men that use me, or perhaps this harvest is late, or the man in charge of me forgets where I last spent my time.  Regardless, there are many days I run on exhaustion and in fear of scourges that I won’t relish if they are laid on me.  I find the sexuality of punishment far more appealing than what comes with no erotic allure at all.  


  When I am called on for sex now, it’s always in the most extreme form—unless I’m lucky for an hour to two to have a man that simply wants to hold me, or kiss my lips, or admire the gentle swell of my breasts with his tongue.  These interludes are almost as precious as sleep—more perhaps, because I become aroused and enjoy my body without the thrills and a good deal more ease.  


  I’m rarely taken to the elaborate living room anymore, but shunted away immediately to the various chambers where my sexual torture takes place.   I am one of just a handful of women in this prison that have such masochistic desires, and I do believe that I am the most extreme of them all.  I have been imprisoned for days in a cage, where my use becomes easy for the men that come and go from the cavern where I’m held.  The utter humiliation of this plight reminds me of my time with Cabot, though I believe that this is even more profound than that.  This last so much longer since I’m pleasing a number of men, not just one.


  When I am caged, I must half recline in the metal crate because it’s not tall enough for me to stand.  Sometimes I curl in fetal position on the floor and try to sleep.  The weight of the collar and cuffs that I wear no longer bothers me, their heaviness seems part of my body, part of my soul—yes, and part of my heavy heart.  Perhaps they just keep me from flying away.  I think about that sometimes, floating in air, floating over the yellow fog and beyond these Southern realms, floating toward Utopia, swooping down like a bird on the tiny village that shelters the church of my purification.  If I could, I’d land on Keven Brannoch’s shoulder and sing in his ear.  I’d tell him I still love him, tell him that my life seemed to disappear when I left the place I could not live.


  When I’m caged my mind has time to wander, if I remain awake.  There’s a sweet solitude I feel nowhere else, not even when I’m in my cubicle.  Feeling so small, I can find the vastness of my insides and realize that it goes far beyond the world I see and hear and taste and touch.  


  I have been on an ancient rack, my body cranked to such limits I thought my bones would break—and yet they didn’t.  There I was honestly tortured with a dominant man’s feast of miseries.  My nipples were clamped, my breasts pinched, fire and ice and knives inflicting pain I’d never felt before.  Then too, I fly away on sensation and return to earth, landing in a body I hardly recognize.  I wonder if this will go on forever, though I realize that I don’t really care.  My life disappeared the moment I took that first step on my return trip South.


  There’s a brilliant sun in the sky beating down on our tanned bodies as we work in the fields.  I had been tending the scrawny orchard, thankful for each peach and apricot that I find to harvest.  When I work alone, I can steal a few to eat, or to pass on to the women that remain my closest companions—even though we work together less frequently.  This day, I’m back with my small tribe.  We’re pulling weeds—the worst thing in the world.  My hands are grimy from wet dirt, my brow must be the same, the way I sweat.  My shift is soaked.  And yet, on this day there is the oddest breeze blowing our way, not off the desert, but one that has the smell of salt and a freshness that is rare in the climate.  I wonder if this is an omen, then I’m quick to remember that I gave up omens some time ago when they failed me.


  When the overseer motions for me to come to him, I question him.  He stares at me irritated by my hesitation and calls for me again.  There’s a man with a straw sunhat standing at his side whispering something in his ear, and I wonder if this farmer is asking for sex.


  Obediently, I follow the old man as he leads me out of the field to one of the main prison buildings.  Apparently he was sent to summon me and nothing more.  As I reach the official quarters of my captors, I am hoping that they’ll let me shower before I’m used for sex.  I have never been called directly from the fields, though it does not surprise me.  I wait for a time in a chair outside a closed door, without much thought to what will happen next.  My cunt grows warm just from expectation.  When the door opens, I’m ordered inside and left in the company of a man I’m shocked to see—even though I know him well. The blood drains from my face and I’m sure my feet are numb.


  “Teagan, how are you?” Knowland asks me.  He seems so kind, though his presence reminds me of my sexual shame and I want him to go away. I hardly feel like the woman that once made love to and married his best friend.


  “How did you find me?” I ask, with my back to the door. I still can’t move.


  “The price on a woman’s head grows when she’s wearing the insignia of a priest,” he tells me.


  “And why are you here?”


  “To take you back to Keven.”


  “No. I won’t go,” I tell him flatly.


  “Oh, yes, you will,” he assures me, and his kind expression immediately turns into an angry glare.  “I should just kill you, report to the man that his slut died in captivity …”


  “Yes, you should,” I agree.  “That might be the kindest thing you can do for him.”  I watch his face, how it changes just slightly.  “Oh, but then, even you can’t be that horrible, can you?” I turn away, strolling to the windows on the far side of the room.


  “Do you have anything to pack?” he asks.


  I laugh.  “I am in prison, what do you think?”


  “Then I’ll find you some proper clothes, you can’t wear that.”


  I look his way again.


  “You’ve wasted your time, Knowland. I certainly hope you didn’t pay them gold for me, because I’m not returning with you.” It takes great courage to counter a man as fierce as this one, but I do so with a deadly gaze meant to communicate the resolve I feel.


  I watch as Knowland rises from his chair, his huge form descending to mine backs me into a corner, where I can’t help but shudder. His eyes peer down at me, while one hand goes for my throat, the other points a finger an inch from my eyes.


  “You are the wife of the Brannoch priest and you are returning home with me.”


  “That is not my home!” I almost shout, though the constriction of my throat makes that difficult.


  “They say you like being whipped, well perhaps a whipping will persuade you,” he decides.  I am in utter awe of him as I watch that pointing finger go for the belt at his waist and undo the buckle so he can slip the leather from his pants.


  “You think that will change my mind?” I mock him haughtily. I feel completely foolish talking to him this way, but I’m raging mad, my anger erupting like volcanic ash, my heart spitting fire.  How dare he come on to me like this?  I have no more time to think, finding myself swiftly clutched under the man’s mighty arm, my ass toward his front so he can beat it into submission.  He flings up the shift and my naked rear inspires him.  Then the belt comes down on my flesh—it must be doubled in his fist.  Though it is fruitless, my anger makes me struggle.  My hands beat at his body, though they make no impression on him at all.  My kicking makes him more furious and he strikes my ass harder.  I should take this spanking easily—I have certainly been through far worse, but the pain that rips my body, also rips at my heart and soul, those places that have gone so cold.  Finally, I’m screaming for him to stop, and though for a time he ignores my pleas like he has all the others, he finally stops.


  I remain firmly in his grasp going nowhere.


  “You’re going with me, bitch!” he blares.


  So exhausted and in pain, I have no strength to fight him anymore.


  “You want the man, Teagan Brannoch!” he tells me.


  “You can’t call me that!” I protest, enraged again.


  He lays the belt on at the first sign of renewed agitation and I shut up.


  “It is your name and who you are and you belong with the man who gave it to you.  He loves you, and by your response I know you love him.”


  “What do you know of love!” I shout.


  “Do you deny it?” he shouts back. He underscores his question with another blast of the belt.


  “Do you deny it?” he shouts again right through the beating I’m getting.


  “NO!” I blare and he finally stops.


  “You are a willful bitch, but you are the only thing that will repair my friend.  And that you will do.  You cannot tell me that what happened to you in Utopia was worse than this horror?”


  He lets me rise finding how subdued I’ve become, though he keeps a hand around my arm as he stares into my face.


  I see where I am again.  I can see out the window to the prison barracks where I live.  I can think about the cage where I lie lonely late at night and the rack and the chains and the pole and the physical pleasure.  But staring into Knowland’s eyes I see what I miss.  I see Keven in his eyes, I suppose because we both love the man.  


  “If Keven knew where you’ve been, he would die,” Knowland tells me in a quiet voice.


  “Then you won’t tell him,” I reply.


  “I won’t tell him if you come with me.”


  “That’s blackmail.”


  “I’m not above it.” 


  “I swear, I can’t live with him.” I shake my head and I start to cry.  


  “Then you live someplace else.  You find that house where you used to stay and live there.  And he can come screw you when he’s lonely.”


  “Just that easy?”


  “Maybe not easy, but you are returning with me if I have to hogtie and gag you and throw you in the truck.”


  I know Knowland never lies, especially about what he loves.




  Chapter Sixteen


  I can hardly believe what I breathe, that this world is so vastly different than the South.  I wonder why that chaos hasn’t overrun these pristine valleys before.  I see Knowland and I guess I have my answer.  He’s like the other men that defend the borders of Utopia, fierce, brutal and loyal beyond all else.  He has been all of that to me.  


  Approaching this familiar ground I want to take off my shoes and run my toes through the mud, and the grass through my hands.  I want to taste the water in the streams.  I can already hear and smell the ocean just over the bluff, where, if I race full speed, I could find our cove and dive into the clear wet sand and look for pieces of rope we left there.


  Sighting my house, I see flowers blooming by the doorway, little violets and yellow heather.  I am surprised no one lives here now, except that there’s a sign on the door.  It’s a rather ominous one for trespassers, I note when I’m close enough to read it.  “Property of the Province.”  There must be a lot of power behind that sign.


  Knowland rips the sign away and opens the door for me with a key.


  “Stay here, and when you’re ready I’m sure he’ll see you.”


  “I won’t do that, Knowland, I tell him.  If I sinned before our marriage, I have sinned tens times more since I left.”


  “You may have fallen on difficult times,” he counters my reasoning, “but you’ve always been Keven Brannoch’s property, and the world, even that wild one below, knew it.  That is what saved you and brought me.”


  I look at him puzzled.


  “The brand and the tattoo.  Face it, Teagan Brannoch, you can’t run from that, you never will.”


  “Then I guess I’m cornered, aren’t I?”


  “You’ll come around.  You settle in and I’m sure what you felt here before will return.”


  He sounds oddly wise for a man I’ve known to need nothing but his heritage to live by. Perhaps, he’s just practical.  Perhaps his counsel is sound, though I’d rather not hear it.


  “There’s a guard nearby if you try to leave,” he says as he starts toward the door. 


  “Are you going to tell him I’m back?”


  “I will, but I know my friend.  He won’t come to you.  You’ll have to go to him.”


  “Is that some sort of priest’s honor?” I ask.


  “No, but it is a man’s.  He won’t ask anything of you you can’t give.  He already knows he asked too much before.”


  ***


  I haven’t seen Knowland in three weeks.  Queleah tells me he went South, as though I couldn’t have figured that out myself.  When I press her for more information, like why he went, she shrugs.


  “She doesn’t want to be found,” I tell her.


  “Maybe that doesn’t matter,” she replies.


  When I see Knowland for the first time, it is in chancel of the church.  He’s been looking for me.


  “Teagan’s here,” he says as he cleans off his muddy boots, while I glare at the mess he makes on the stones.


  “And she came willingly?” I ask.


  “No.”


  I’m sure she fought him tooth and nail.  “How is she?”


  “She’ll be all right, once she breathes clean air again and her complexion can face a different kind of sun.”


  “How did you find her?”


  “I didn’t.  She was found by Southern bounty hunters looking for women of interest to return to slavery or, as with Teagan, marks that identified her origins.  I was contacted three weeks ago by a fellow that said she was in a Southern prison waiting for someone to claim her and pay the ransom they wanted.”


  “You paid gold?”


  “Very little.  Seems they didn’t want trouble from us, so I paid for just the food she ate—so they said.”


  “And where is she now?”


  “In the old house.”


  “But not willingly?” I inquire again.


  “No, not willingly,” he shakes his head.  “I had to whip her ass to get her to agree to come.  And no, it wasn’t sexual.  The bitch needed the kind of persuasion she understands best.”


  “She thought she was saving me, I suppose.”


  “I’m sure.”  He thinks a moment—dangerous thing for my brute friend.  “I wouldn’t think the law requires the confession of a woman who’s been made to slave for sex.  What happened to her in that prison was not by her consent.”


  “Possibly,” I say.  I imagine there is truth to that, though I know my wife well enough to assume she found her sexual pleasure.  She is a master of that.


  “She says she won’t come to you and I told her you won’t go to her.  But I figure the two of you will find some way to work this out.  I have never known real love myself, except for what I sometimes feel for Queleah, but I know you two, and well …”  He stops.  “You two can figure it out.  I don’t care how.”


  “And what if how we “figure it out” rocks this gentle province?” I ask him.


  “I’m not so certain this is a gentle province, or that it doesn’t need to be rocked with some Southern anarchy.”


  I’m shocked to hear him say this.


  “Maybe you’ve rubbed on off on me, my friend.”  He smiles and leaves me knowing that the woman I love is just minutes from my embrace.


  ***


  I have missed this beach and the tide that brings me shells and sparkling rocks, and the spray of salt water and the breeze that blows my hair off my face.  My barefeet are nurtured by this sandy shore.  I have no idea what I will do, but the beach makes me calm.  It allows my thoughts to drift away.  As the sound of the surf pounds inside my ears, I hear nothing but my heart calling to me.  I feel nothing but peace.


  When I spot a figure at some distance from me, I know it’s Keven.  There’s something so distinct about his relaxed walk, the way his shoulders slightly swagger, the way he pockets his hands in his pants and strolls to me with the wind blowing his thick hair just as it blows mine.  It’s been three weeks since my return, and every day I’ve come to the beach hoping I’d find him here.  Now my heart leaps so excitedly that I want to run to him, and yet, I let him approach as I stand with my feet planted firmly in the wet sand.


  He speaks first as our faces remember well the look of love in the other’s eyes.  “I don’t go to you, and you don’t come to me,” he says.  “But here we meet.”


  “I suppose we figured this would happen.  I have been waiting.”


  “I can’t live without you, Teagan,” he says.


  “And I can’t live with you, Keven.”


  He shakes his head.  “But you will?”


  “And how will that be?” I ask.  “You think I’ll flourish any better this time?” 


  “If we break the rules, so be it.  If I decide not to hear sexual confessions anymore, then so be it.  If I become a different priest, or no priest at all, then so be it.  I won’t give you up again to what you found as a wasteland. If you can’t live in my sanctuary with me, you’ll live in your house and I’ll live there with you.”


  I’m shocked.  But his blasphemy almost makes me smile.  “Won’t this shatter your ties with your ancient wise men?” I ask.


  “What if it does?”


  “You’re talking a like madman.”


  “That’s what Knowland says and he brought you back to me.  I’m a man in love, Teagan. Let the chaos come, let the order die away.  All things change, worlds come and go.  I wasn’t born into this one with conflict to let it simmer and then destroy my life—which it has done to this point.  Loving you solves the conflict for me.  The rest I don’t care about anymore.”  He shakes his head, and I’m crying, and when our arms go around each other, I’m hardly at peace anymore, but the ocean still crashes, and the waves come and go.  Perhaps it is best to drift with it and not worry.  Some things, like the constant ocean, remain the same and that is a comfort in a life so filled with change.


  ***


  He is in my house with me.  Three days, we’ve hardly thought of anything, except the feel of each other’s hands, and the smell of sex on our skin and the taste of our bodies and the sight of eyes and asses and groins and chests that grovel and press and throb.  


  While drinking from my china teacups, I told him every nasty thing that happened to me in the South, and it only aroused him, much the way my tales aroused Mariel.  I must say I did this at his insistence.  He decided that we shouldn’t have any secrets between us.  I think this is okay, until he confesses about the night he spent with the whore.  My only problem is that this arouses me too, and makes me angry because I’ve never been in his dungeon.


  “I’ll have to take you there,” he says, humored by my jealousy.  “I actually forgot about it.  I was ashamed to take her in the church, even the purification chamber, so keeping her in the basement seemed like a logical choice.”  When he says things like that, reflecting the old rules, I wonder if our marriage will really work this time.  I’m only becoming more of who I am, while Keven defies everything he was supposed to believe in.  He assures me otherwise.  


  I wake at some hour in the afternoon of the fourth day, famished, remembering that we have hardly eaten.  I didn’t put much food in the cupboards, and what is there is not the delicious kind that I prefer.  Seems, however, that Keven is not particularly hungry this afternoon, at least not for food.  He tied me while I was sleeping.  I’m face up with my arms drawn above my head and tethered to the sides of the headboard, my feet similarly restrained.  When I finally open my eyes and realize my captivity, I smile. 


  He must assume I’m excited about this, except for spanking my ass rather vigorously several times—just to raise a “little” pain, he tells me—we have forgotten about practicing our darker sexual lore.  Sharing our secrets aroused us so that we couldn’t think about performing the dastardly rituals ourselves.  Even so, I’m sure for all we’ve made love his cock is sore—my cunt certainly is. That is pretty amazing when we remember that I’ve hardly been abstinent since I left my husband for the South.


  Ah, but now! Keven has something dangerous in his head.  The eyes that have been so completely kind to me, now flow with a deeper passion that immediately makes my cunt start happily.  Even the air teases the hair at my snatch and that tickles my labia and torments my clitoris.  He has a thin cane in his hand that he moves lightly over my body as I watch his lips turn on the corner when he smiles.


  “You’re going to take me dark?” I speculate in a whispering voice.


  “I’m going to purify you,” he says and immediately I recoil. “But this is a private purification, Teagan, my love. Just between you and me.  This one is going to sting worse than that other one, and this time, I’m not so sure you’re going to orgasm from the pain.”


  I recoil all the more, yet his words embolden my cunt so it jumps and starts and wiggles before him, as though it can’t wait for the torture.  He runs the cane tip along my arms and I try to shake it off … right down my side, the point passes along my underarms and down my torso to my hips.  He lifts it then, and moves it to my mouth, running the flexible thing along my lips, and I lap it with my tongue.  Drawing it from my mouth, he brings it to rest against one breast, then pokes the side of it, thrusting hard into the soft flesh.  The pain pours from me in a steady stream, as I wait for him to draw back his arm and snap the rod against the wobbling tit.  


  He sneers meanly as he slowly drags the end down my belly.  My tummy flutters and I cringe, sure he’s going to crack the thing into my skin.  Reaching my hips, he pokes the tip here and there, bobbing it briskly but without force across my pubis, and pushing my labia apart, so he can relish the look of me as I quiver in fright with the thing pressing dangerously close to my clitoris.  


  “Ah, ah nooooo,” I pant briskly.  My breathing is irregular, my pulse strong under the ties that bind me, and my blood moves rapidly through my veins from my beating heart to my head that pounds hot.  When he points that miserable tip right into my clit, I am tempted to scream again, but once again, he keeps me at the very fine edge of expectation—still unfulfilled.


  “Please, now, don’t make me wait,” I cry desperately.


  “I like making you wait, Teagan, just as you made we wait in hell for you to return.  I’ll give up my robes just to spend the rest of my life torturing you the way you deserve.  If I make you wait days for the first strike, so be it.  You have earned every vile thing I do to you.”


  “But you love me,” I sigh.


  “That I do.” There is no indication of love in his look, just the vulgar darkness I love so well.


  “Then give it to me hard.  You are right, I have earned it all.  I deserve nothing but your punishment.  I can never be purified, but I shall die loving your efforts to make me your righteous lover.  Please do not hold back.”


  He snarls at me again with a cunning I adore.  “I’ll do as I like,” he tells me as he takes the cane and pulls away altogether, and turning his back on me strolls about the room. An instant later, he’s suddenly on me again, that reluctant cane whipping a swath of pain across my thighs, and then at my belly, my breasts three times, and then back to my cunt.  It thrashes me a dozen times and then stops.


  My screaming ceases, though I can still hear the sound of it in the room, echoes coming back to me.  The sensation that breeds inside me searches out passageways that it can follow.  I buck my ass against the sheets, find Keven’s hand toying with my pubis, but ever so lightly, I can’t stand this torture.  And still the climax builds, ripping through me, toes to fingers, wave on wave rushes on in a steady stream as he teases the ticklish hairs at my crotch and they bloom like flowers with sensation.


  “Oh, come in me,” I beg him as I see his erection pulse in his pants, and then when it springs free with the full measure of himself. Hovering over my hips he spears with its fullness me so I scream again, and ride another wave of orgasmic spasms until ours together have died away.


  ***


  “Are you really going to spend the remainder of my life purifying me for my crimes?” I ask him.


  “I am,” he answers, with a finger doting tenderly on my lips.


  I am still spread-eagle, tingling in the prickly afterglow, expecting that he’ll find some way to inflict pain on me again and very soon.  His eyes still hold that dreadful quality that shocks me so.


  “If you even think of leaving again, my dear, I’d be especially afraid,” he warns.


  “I can’t imagine why I’d do that,” I tell him, truthfully and because his look is so frightening.  


  “Good,” he says satisfied.  “You know I rather like the anarchy in my mind.  I didn’t realize chaos could be so profound, or so freeing.  You and I and this miserable Utopia will just have to get used to it.”


  I smile, realizing that I gave him and his world a good gift.  And as he moves away, I stare into his unfathomable expression of dominion and wait anxiously for my priest to strike again. 
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