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  Chapter One


  Southern breezes move me. So does warm rain when I’m caught in one of its downpours—the ones that take you off guard, rising out of nowhere during the afternoon of sticky summer days. The savage shades of green in spring move me, that time of year when the seductive beating of the earth drives erotic passions wild. I’m moved by the seasons in their endless change, and at other times, when I’m lucky enough to hear the sound of a woman’s velvety laughter while she lies in bed with me, and feel that woman’s skin against my fingertips. Such times as these, I know I’ve moved miles towards my soul and reached a state of grace. 


  I’ve found that kind of grace more than once in my thirty-five years, and yet in all that time, I’ve never felt as stirred by something beyond myself as I was the first moment I saw Savannah. It was not her flaxen colored hair, or her pale complexion; it was her fragrance, reminding me of a spring shower, mixed with her attitude of ease that made me stop short of greeting her immediately. I’d emerged from the darkroom into the studio to answer the sound of the chime informing me that I had company.


  “Mr. Renz?” She stood in the waiting area wearing a simple pale blue suit, a long strand of pearls and lipstick—slightly pink—blushing her lips. For an instant I was fixated on those lips.


  “May I help you?” I asked, extending my hand to her. She held hers out to me and I held it far longer than convention dictates, though it wasn’t awkward to do so.


  “Yes, I called yesterday, about a photo session?”


  “I remember,” I replied.


  “The name’s Savannah,” she added.


  “Yes. You inquired about boudoir photographs.”


  I had the feeling from the outset that she was scrutinizing my insides as thoroughly as I attempted to understand her. I was seduced that instantaneously, completely in love with her. The thought of love descending on me that way so jarred me, I had to eradicate it from my mind quickly. I’m not given to such irrational thoughts about any human, even a woman as alluring as this one.


  “And you said you might have time this afternoon?” she queried me. I noticed her eyes then: the lilt of her slightly arched brows, the thick lashes brushed with dark mascara, and the color of her irises I couldn’t describe—something that reflected blue and green but was neither one. There was an odd streak of brown in her left iris.


  “I really don’t know,” I responded to her question, flustered. She was not in my plans for the day. “It is late.” I looked at my watch seeing that it was nearly four o’clock.


  “You mentioned that afternoon is a good time of day for natural light and erotic photographs,” she returned.


  “I said that?”


  “Maybe you just implied it,” she suggested, seeing how I hesitated.


  I thought so, I never remember using words quite that way.


  “So, it’s not a good time?” she asked.


  I smiled as if I was a blushing kid. “No, no, now’s perfect. I could use the break.”


  I ushered her beyond the curtain to my studio and motioned her to a couch where we could sit together and discuss the shoot.


  “I heard about your work from a friend. Norma Evans. She had some photographs taken for her tenth anniversary.”


  “Most of my clients wanting boudoir photographs have that sort of thing in mind. At least those who aren’t looking for modeling jobs. Is that what you were thinking of?”


  “I don’t have a husband,” she said.


  “Then this is a professional layout you want?”


  “No, I have a lover.”


  Over half of my boudoir shoots were most likely done for lovers not husbands, but I’d never had a woman put it so frankly. I nodded to her, and went to the more delicate matter at hand. “Perhaps you could tell me the kind of photographs you envision. I think it’s necessary for us to have the concept of our work here.”


  “Nothing posed,” she replied. “I need to look natural, like I’m looking at him.”


  “That’s exactly the kind of attitude I suggest you convey,” I told her. “I know being with a stranger, it’s not always easy to relax; but for the attitude I’m sure you want to convey, it is necessary. You’d be surprised how the camera will pick up any nervousness.”


  “I don’t think it will be hard with you at all,” she replied kindly. I suspected that something about me appealed to her. My darkness against her light. Though I’m just five feet ten, I’ve always had a way of attracting women. I suppose because I can look so mysterious. I’ve been told the intensity of my brown eyes alarms some women.


  “Good,” I said nodding. I took the moment to appraise her again, allowing her lush gentleness to seduce me. “And what kind of attire would you like?” I asked, noticing that she hadn’t brought anything with her.


  “Nothing,” she stated flatly.


  “Nothing at all?” I was amazed by that. I figured her for sexy lingerie, lacy bra, panties, garter belts and hose.


  “Yes, nude, if that’s all right?”


  “I haven’t done nude shots for sometime. It’ll be a pleasure.” Everything I said sounded awkward, but she took no offense. 


  “I suppose I imagine myself on a bed, or lounge. A bed perhaps the best, with wrinkled sheets the way it might be just after making love. I could intertwine with the sheets if I get modest.”


  My mind was already creating the images that would appear in the photos. “Black and whites or color?”


  “Both, maybe,” she replied.


  I nodded, thinking I could make photographing her an endless project. Just concentrating on her lips for an entire afternoon. I was mesmerized by the way she formed her words, and the way her tongue occasionally licked the delicate rose tinted surface. She was shy and bold at the same time, a curious combination of behaviors, but perfectly suitable for Savannah.


  “How many photographs were you thinking of?” I asked.


  “What do you normally do?” she asked.


  “That’s all in dollars and cents.”


  “If money doesn’t matter, what do you think would be best?”


  “I suppose that depends on whether you want to present your lover with just a single perfect pose, or you’d rather offer him a collection.”


  “Oh, I need more than one, a dozen at the very least.”


  “Then I suppose we could just shoot until we’re both tired, and we’ll see what we have.”


  She liked that idea, her smile of reply warming me.


  For a moment we sat at opposite ends of the couch staring at each other, not in an uncomfortable way, but as if we were trying to both get used to the idea of what was about to happen. Finally I realized that the entire afternoon would slip away if we didn’t begin; and because she wouldn’t move on with the session without some cue from me, I rose from the couch. 


  “There’s a screen there,” I motioned to the Japanese screen in the corner of the room. “You can undress behind it. I’ll throw a sheet over the top if you like.”


  She didn’t reply, but instead reached around behind her head and loosened the hair clasp that held her shoulder length tresses in place. Tossing her head, she shook out the curls, and for a moment, when she unbuttoned her suit jacket, I thought she would forgo the modesty of the dressing area and simply disrobe in front of me. It was a relief to see her rise and avail herself of the privacy I’d offered. I’m sure if she hadn’t, there might have been an embarrassing accident inside my khakis. As it was, I had no idea how I’d get through this session without giving myself away or making some indecent proposition.


  Thankfully, I had some time to adjust to the idea. Once Savannah was safely behind the screen, I busied myself arranging the room as I thought she would like it. After tossing a sheet over one end of the Japanese screen, I threw another across a rollaway bed I kept in the corner, and ruffled it, thinking of sex the entire time. Just under the wide studio windows where the afternoon light would provide a perfect erotic exposure, I adjusted the bed to create the best angles. And on a table next to it, I placed a vase of peonies, the color of them as pale as her skin. The flowers were ones I’d use for a formal wedding shoot earlier that day. (I liked them better next to the mussed bed than as part of the formal pristine bridal setting. I’d always thought that peonies had a way of looking sensuously like female flesh in wanton repose.)  Getting my cameras ready I had my back to the rollaway. When I finished, I turned around, surprised to see Savannah sitting primly on the end of the bed. The sheet was wrapped around her, almost as if she was waiting for a doctor to examine her, not a photographer.


  “Ah, that didn’t take long,” I observed.


  She smiled demurely. For the first time since she walked in my door, I saw a degree of hesitation in her face, a touch of innocence. If I could only capture that look in the midst of these racy photographs, we’d have an astounding result. The artist in me burned brightly at the possibilities. I wish I knew what lucky gentleman would be receiving this prize, though I could take heart, I’d be the first to glimpse the photographs, seeing this sultry woman posed in her unblushing nakedness.


  “Would you like me to begin with you there?” I asked, as I’d readied my camera.


  Her hesitation continued, and she seemed lost for words.


  “Perhaps you should move up on the bed,” I suggested. “Recline against the pillow and adjust the sheet any way you like. And please relax.”


  She seemed grateful for the instruction and moved as I suggested, the sheet following her the whole way, the pose ending in a rather lovely seventeenth century style Rubenesque—though you could hardly consider her figure Rubenesque. What I could see of her body was her neck and shoulders and all the way down her right side, along her bare thigh. I began snapping pictures, and then motioned her to move to her back. Then, the sheet dropped slightly and I caught her breasts, naked, the white flesh looking as if it was disappearing into her chest, except for the prominent pink nipples that rose off the smooth surface like two tiny volcanoes rising out of a tranquil ocean.


  “On your side again, perhaps,” I said, my hand directing her. A willing subject she followed my ideas and allowed the camera to see her naked breasts in their fullness swinging away from her torso. The shy smile on her lips remained, though the sexual hunger in her eyes was unmistakable. The way her lips parted made me feel as though she was ready to take my erection between them.


  “On your knees?” I suggested as my imagination ran free with images of her in every lewd pose it could summon.


  To my delight, she didn’t balk, but proceeded as if she were bound to obey me by some tacit agreement between us. I would command and she would submissively yield.


  Once she moved to her knees, I photographed a side view of her ass end; and when I waltzed around behind her, I had an exquisite shot of her valentine shaped derriere with its sexual pouch in the middle. Self-conscious with that position, Savannah looked back at me, her expression almost pleading. I nodded, and she dropped back down to the bed. For a dozen shots, she remained posed on her stomach so I could capture the look of her rounded mounds of ass flesh. Appearing translucent bathed in the natural light, I could see them quiver when she moved, as if I were seeing the atoms beneath the surface sway in a seductive rhythm. 


  Ours was a nearly silent communication. The nod of my head, a motion from my hand and just a word or two was all that was necessary for Savannah to alter her position and so my photographs. When she was on her side again, the sheet still entangled with her limbs, I pressed her to slowly draw it away from her body. She followed cautiously, but faithfully. It was a regimen she’d chosen, but did not have the courage to enact on her own volition.


  I was exhilarated by my power to control her.


  When at last she pushed the sheet back altogether, and the camera caught that first glimpse of her complete nakedness, I recognized a degree of sadness in her eyes, as though any minute she might begin crying. Such vulnerability!


  “Touch your pubis,” I told her.


  She trembled, but compliantly, her hand followed orders, gently petting the soft hairs at her crotch. The triangular sexual doorway had been shaved neatly; the fluff at the center just a seductive ornamentation. 


  Her thighs remained tightly closed, as though she could hang on to this last piece of modesty. But I relished telling her otherwise. “Raise your right leg, Savannah,” I instructed, and with some delay, but not a mutinous one, she followed suit. Snapping off pictures straight on and at every angle of her body, I captured that center of herself, her womanhood, the parted plump outer labia, the purple inner ones, the clitoris and the opening between. Her hand moved from place to place at my command until I had her sexual attributes chronicled in precise detail. 


  “On your back now, Savannah. And spread your legs.” As on every other occasion, she followed suit. “Now, as if you’re masturbating yourself,” I directed her, and her hands began to play with her body folds and soft skin, until I was too flushed to continue. I took a few final shots and then put down the camera. “That will be enough,” I said, knowing that if we didn’t stop now, I wouldn’t stop until I was screwing her. And I wasn’t sure at that point if she’d allow that.


  Trying to keep my own arousal in check and maintain a professional attitude, I turned away from her and retreated to the darkroom adjacent to the studio to remove the film from my cameras. I wondered if she’d continue her masturbating; though I assumed she didn’t, since minutes later that I peeked into the room to see the bed empty and some commotion going on behind the oriental screen. When she was dressed, I was amazed to see that while she’d covered her nudity with clothes, they’d done nothing to mask the erotic trance that still remained about her. It was as if I could still see her firm thighs, her nipples appearing from underneath her blouse and her pubic mound blooming below like one of the peonies opening in the vase beside the bed.


  She brushed her honey hair away from her face and was about to pull it back into the clip.


  “Please, leave it free,” I said.


  She smiled with half her mouth, her lip just slightly curling. I’m sure she felt what passed between us, but neither of us would be mentioning that.


  “What do I owe you?” she asked, when we came to the front desk.


  “Twenty-five for the session. I’ll have proofs in a week. Shall I call you?”


  “No. I’ll stop by,” she said, as her finely manicured hand dashed off a check and tore it out of her checkbook. 


  Being with her, somehow my senses had all become more acute, picking up sounds and smells so strong, I thought I could taste them with my tongue. Her fragrance seemed more pungent than ever, something sweet, some flowery aroma—though I could detect a hint of perspiration, female dew. I hadn’t touched her, though I had the feeling that we’d made love the last hour.


  “I’ll look for you,” I said, and I watched her glide towards the door and disappear. My first thought was that I’d daydreamed her appearance, but then I had her check in my hand, and her perfume still lingering in the air.


  Never in my working career had I had such an afternoon as this. Not even with my own lovers when for sexual purposes I got out my cameras and took naughty pictures. No woman had ever been so bold wanting boudoir shots that blatantly pornographic. And yet, I wondered as I thought of her, if she got what she’d wanted. There was something about this session that she wasn’t telling me. I knew that to be true, though I’d remain without a clue as to what that something was. I wondered if she’d actually return for the proofs. The possibility that this was just a sexual lark for her would gnaw at me until she walked through my studio door again.


  ***


  I saw Savannah next at seven one morning nearly two weeks later. Her appearance completely dashed my theory that she was out for sexual kinks not pictures. Her proofs were in a sealed envelop ready for her to do with as she pleased, though I was glad she chose to view them in my company. I can’t count the number of times I’d looked at them myself. Each one was a breathtaking journey into this woman’s sexuality. Unlike nervously posed boudoir shots or professional glamour photos of a teasing vamp playing for the camera, these conveyed that innocence and that daring I’d noted in her before we began the shoot. I wondered if she would see the pictures the way I did. 


  Unlike her more sultry mien on the day of her session, Savannah was remote on this visit to my studio. She thumbed through each page of photographs without comment, so I almost thought she didn’t like them. But when she finished the nearly ninety shots, she turned back to the beginning and began to flag with sticky notes the ones she wanted. She knew the difference between those she liked and the ones she didn’t, seeing something right or wrong the instant she turned the page. I marveled at the ease with which she made her choices, so unlike the agonizing moments I’d had with other clients when they couldn’t make up their minds.


  “How soon will they be ready?” she asked me.


  “Ten days, should be enough time,” I replied. I usually allow a month for the kind of processing that she desired; but I planned to do these myself. Though I had other work, I knew they’d be a priority.


  “I’ll stop by,” she said. “And thank you. I’m pleased.”


  I’d have liked more praise for my efforts, but coming from Savannah, whose beingness reeked with sincerity, I was assured that she was genuinely happy with the results. Unfortunately, when she did return for the final book of prints, I was on a photo shoot at a location outside the studio, and my assistant Becca made the final transaction. 


  My love affair with her, so easily came and went. So brief, I wouldn’t think it would affect me. And yet, its ending was as fraught with sadness as if we’d been together for years and were breaking up. She stirred in me passion, abiding passion for the sensuousness in life. 




  Chapter Two


  The quaint resort of Boothby Bay was the kind of vacation spot where everything seemed constructed in miniature. What was charming, picturesque and unique brought tourists to its streets and cafes almost all year long, except on the most biting days of winter. To walk its streets was not so much turning back time because the marks of present time appeared everywhere in shop windows featuring bold contemporary clothing, digital watches, computer gadgetry and no smoking signs; it was rather an excursion into a made-up fairytale world where quaint was manufactured to please the eyes of people weary with the look of cities and suburbs and massive quantities of concrete. 


  In the village of Boothby Bay that atmosphere was commercially inclined;  though what was on its outskirts was genuinely quaint. The cottages along the coast were where the sea breezes blew salt and sand and the smell of ocean brine. It could be considered a fit retreat for the weary, or those who needed a place away from the crowded, maddening pace of life. It was not a place where people were easily noticed, so many came and went.


  In the small post office in the center of town, a figure drew from one of the larger post office boxes a parcel. Noting the return address the recipient was pleased, suggested by the smile. Dashing to a parked car, the keys still inside, the engine running, there was a quick exit from the center of town, and a sharp turn on the road toward the beach. The house where the car stopped was the fifth in a row of whitewashed cottages. The picket fence was slightly leaning, and there were scrub bushes growing though the sandy ground. Quite unlike the cottages where there were terraced patios and pots of blooming flowers, this cottage looked rarely used.


  Inside the house, the package was opened by deft but patient fingers. An album of photographs pulled from its wrapper. Flipping though the pages, the viewer saw the erotic poses of a blonde woman, with creamy skin, reclining naked on a rumpled bed, exquisitely captured. Drawing the prints from their protective covers, each one was carefully viewed then tacked to a corkboard on the wall, haphazardly mounted with pins like butterflies fixed to a display. A typewriter cover swept to the side, the typist inserted a piece of heavy buff- colored paper stock under the platen and began to type out a message. It was brief, neatly done, and then stamped at the bottom with a woodcut stamp that had been pressed against a pad of green ink the color of grass. Sealed inside a buff- colored envelope, the letter would be mailed that day in the village post office. The cottage locked and vacant again, the only change was the racy boudoir photographs pinned to the wall, daring someone to find them. The blonde’s ass and breasts and feminine treasures were artistically yet overtly exposed to the fly on the wall and the atoms in the air, but little else until the cottage was occupied again.




  Chapter Three


  “Michael.” I knew her by the sound of her voice. Picking up the receiver while in the middle of developing film, something never do, I had to concentrate carefully in order not to ruin my work and still talk to her.


  “Savannah?”


  “Yes, it is. You do remember me?” she replied. 


  It had only been three weeks since I’d seen her. “How could I forget?”


  I imagined her smiling that coy half smile that revealed so little.


  “Would you be interested in doing another shoot?” she asked.


  “Another? Of course. When?”


  “As soon as possible. I have an anxious lover.”


  “So he liked the other photographs?”


  “I’ll tell you when I see you again,” she said, skirting my question. “When can you do it?”


  “I think tomorrow afternoon, but not until after five.” I remembered that I was booked solid. Actually, I liked it better putting her at the end of the day. I wouldn’t have to squeeze her in-between other clients.


  “I’ll be there then.” She hung up, and I could already feel a surge of sexual arousal pumping through me, making my penis throb happily. 


  For twenty-four hours I thought of nothing but Savannah appearing for me in the buff. I pulled from my files her proof shots and thumbed through them one by one, finding myself masturbating to the images on the paper and even more to the lusty quality she radiated through them, as if they were alive and moving, her limbs and lips reaching out to draw me inside them. I wanted her with my whole being, every fiber in me breathing Savannah, whispering her name, letting its soft syllables woo me to the energy that surrounded her. I forgot about my occasional girlfriend, Josie, I forgot about who Savannah really was and that some other man was behind her photographic quest. I forgot that she was a client, I a professional. I forgot my common sense, a reasonable thing to do when masturbating. I simply forgot everything but she and I; my daydreams readily imagining a scenario in the studio, its finale: the two of us on the bed together, the camera sitting on the sidelines forgotten. I ejaculated to the picture of her rose lips covering my stalk, her tongue dancing on the tip and how after she finished, she’d fall against the bed like a limp flower past its glory.


  I considered my moments of pleasure self defense. With the edge off my arousal, perhaps I could objectively do the work she was paying me to do. I wondered if she had any idea how deeply she affected me.


  Savannah arrived the next day wearing red: a severely cut silk suit, her hair already abandoned to its liberated state and her lipstick this time a wicked crimson. An impressive change. The gave off the allure of a much harsher woman, though I still detected the same sweet shivering vamp beneath the brave attire. 


  “And did your lover enjoy the photographs?” I asked when greeting her. I was anxious to know, wondering if the speedy repeat performance was because the prints were somehow lacking.


  She hesitated. “As far as they went.” 


  “As far?” I sought her explanation.


  “He wants some more stark,” she explained.


  “I see. And how do you see that?” I asked. 


  “Could we?” She motioned to the curtain that separated the outer salon from the studio. I nodded, and followed her inside. 


  I’d already placed the bed in the same position as it had been four weeks before. On seeing it, Savannah moved directly to it and stripped it of its sheets down to the bare striped tick. If it was stark she wanted, that certainly worked. “And the flowers,” she added, moving to the blue bouquet beside the bed. Picking them up she handed them to me. “He’s a very fundamental man, I think.” She mused to herself, though speaking loud enough so that I could hear. “Can you begin taking pictures as I undress?” she inquired of me.


  “Whatever you’d like,” I replied. She was less personal this time, perhaps even more nervous, and that formal attitude served to keep me at a distance, though I’m not sure that I could remain distant from her regardless of her efforts. Savannah invaded my psyche like some alien virus, the molecules of her elemental form having trickled through my system, implanting an erotic imprint that fused so completely with my own, I knew I’d be forever altered. If she needed distance now, for whatever reason, I’d give her that privilege, but I knew we’d come together in other ways. I would be patient.


  Retrieving my cameras, I loaded both the black and white and color, and worked on focusing the shutter. She waited, sitting on the bed as demurely as she had the time before. When I finally nodded for her to begin, she rose from the bare mattress and began to unbutton the black buttons on her red suit, moving slowly as if in time to music. Music would have made an appropriate background for her efforts, but she didn’t seem to need anything added. Her head slightly cocked, her face blank and passive, she continued unlayering herself before my clicking camera.


  The jacket, the sheer blouse, the bra carefully removed were discarded on the bare floor beside the bed. I was struck by the motion of her breasts swaying for my camera’s eye. I sensed her shudder once they’d been completely bared. The nipples tightened, her face became flushed. She was embarrassed, as though she believed herself indecent. 


  Was she listening to some inner voice? Were the words of her lover directing her? For an instant she’d hesitate before continuing, and I wondered if she wasn’t fighting with herself—or the demon that invaded her mind—over her next move. Drawing her hands behind her back, her breasts jutting out, she released the zipper on her skirt and let the garment drop. Except for a black garterbelt and lace-topped stockings, she was naked. And unlike weeks before, instead of the soft bush of hair to protect the voyeur’s eye from seeing into her sex, she was shaved clean. Vulnerable. Childlike, though the garterbelt and stockings defied the childlike quality of her appearance. 


  Savannah stepped out of the high heels, an act that diminished her stature even more. In preparation to remove the stockings it was necessary, but I was beginning to understand that this calculated unveiling was designed to play inside her thoughts, transport her to a destination where she could continue with the shoot as her lover required.


  All these steps she did silently. As I moved about her snapping photographs, I caught as many angles as possible. She wasn’t playing for the camera, only for herself. If I were to accurately convey her sexual sense it would have to be a random act, some moment that occurred by chance where the camera for that instant caught the nuances of her erotic attitude. Once she finished undressing, she climbed on the bed and began to move for me. On hands and knees, Savannah swayed her hind end. Catlike, she clawed at the mattress. With her shoulders pressed to the bed, her ass still raised, she reached back for her bottom cheeks. Grabbing the flesh in her fist, she squeezed hard, letting out a whimper, as if it were someone else doing this to her body. She pulled at her cheeks so the camera photographed her anus, clear as day, and the shaved pussy and the wetness that could be seen there. That display complete, the beastly blonde dropped to her back, parted her thighs and began masturbating. 


  I watched her lick her juice from her fingers, then as she inserted the middle one in her hole and draw it out. She smiled at it, as if it was a piece of candy she’d devoured. The camera snapped more pictures as she pinched her nipples and slapped her breasts, as her fingers drove deep into her hole and pulled out only to slap her mound with a harsh thwack. 


  My body jolting, as if she was slapping my genitals, I put down the camera for an instant and caught my breath.


  She hissed, seeing my vexed state, bidding me to continue. So I resumed. 


  After that brief pause, her body drove her towards a climax. Forgetting me altogether, she enacted her masturbation ritual. I wondered how many times she’d played with herself that way,  how many orgasms had swept through her needy female form. To the end, it seemed no more than a dream from somewhere inside her fantasies, driven by that mysterious lover.


  Again, I would have made love to her, dropped my camera, thrown off my clothes and brought myself a pleasurable climax between her thighs. Yet even more this time, I couldn’t bridge the barrier that came between us. Perhaps another time when I finally had at least a tacit invitation.


  I left her when it was clear her climax was over,  taking several shots just as she was recovering her sanity from its brief hiatus. I’d have been remiss not including photos of her at just that moment of consciousness, when she had the presence of mind to smile at me. Returning to the room fifteen minutes later, I found Savannah just buttoning the last button on her blouse. She bent bending down to retrieve the red jacket.


  “Would you like to have a cup of coffee?” I asked her. My question came as much a surprise to me as it was to her. She was startled by it, but then smiled again.


  “Yes,” she nodded. “Yes, I’d like that.” She put on her black pumps and then looked for her purse that had been tossed in a chair.


  For the life of me, I had no idea what I’d say to her, but if she felt comfortable with the invitation for coffee, I suppose I could find some words. I admit, I simply wanted to be with her a while longer. To have her disappear again for months or forever, no, I wanted just another few moments of her time before she was lost to my life.


  We ordered latte at a coffee bar down the street from the studio. Green awnings reached out over half the sidewalk where behind a white metal fence there were a half dozen wooden tables the owner pulled out every morning for her customers. Half exposed to the afternoon sun, half guarded by shade, our faces darted in and out of the shadows, our eyes sometimes squinting, depending on the mood of the shade tree above, whose branches bobbed lazily with the breeze.


  “So what keeps you occupied when you’re not in my studio?” I asked her, after we’d sat long enough in silence for it to feel uncomfortable.


  “I teach medieval history at the university,” she replied.


  I must have looked impressed. “A professor?”


  “Not a full professor yet,” she answered. “But that will happen.”


  “And your lover … he works there?”


  “Oh, no. He doesn’t live in the city.” She seemed bothered by the question. “That’s why the photographs, to keep him company.”


  I wanted to probe more, but she was aloof to those answers, her relaxed mood having tightened appreciably. A slight twitch to her jaw. She’d just barred the door to further inquiry on that subject.


  “Why medieval history?” I asked, changing the subject. “Seems rather …” I struggled for words, “dead.”


  She laughed, the tones of her voice mellow. In the flickering light of the cafe she seemed even more erotic to me than she’d been in the studio, perhaps because I wasn’t snapping pictures and she wasn’t as nervous. She tossed her head back, ran her fingers through her hair, and took a sip of her drink with lips that fondled the edge of the ceramic floral mug as though they tasted something more there than coffee. “All history is dead,” she said. “What happened yesterday is dead. Why I study it? It fascinates me. That time in history draws me in. I’m sure I had a past life, maybe several during the dark ages.”


  “And what fascinates you so?”


  She didn’t have to think for a second. “The women, the mix of strength and submissiveness. The harsh realities. Understand, it’s hardly like a romance novel.”


  “You read romances?” I doubted the possibility. 


  “No, never,” she immediately replied. “They’re too pat. I like romance that’s out of the ordinary.”


  “I should say so,” I was ready to comment.


  When the sun lingered behind a cloud for a split second, the shadows around us deepened. I saw her face then without having to strain, and she looked with ease into mine. Perhaps for just that moment we fused. 


  “You must find my taste in romance strange,” she said.


  Strange yes. And strange too that there was no nervousness in her now. Where she couldn’t seem to open her mouth to speak about her need at the photographic session, she was now able to put on an objective attitude, as if it hadn’t been her at all writhing on the bed. There was even a change from a few moments ago, when she fended off my queries about her lover. “I don’t know enough about your taste in romance to judge it,” I answered politely.


  “Let’s just say, he’s quite dominant and I don’t argue.”


  “You were trembling,” I reminded her.


  “Perhaps I was. But that doesn’t matter,” she said flatly. She closed again, so I changed the conversation once again.


  We spoke about her teaching, about my work, and then talked of movies we liked—we had tastes in common—and food. She ate a muffin with her latte, pinching off a piece at a time and making love to the crumbs with her lips and tongue. I couldn’t take my eyes off her, even wished I had my camera to catch the spontaneous moment. But then, it was better to let my eyes feast on Savannah’s quirky style, the way she blushed every time she spoke about herself, and the way she brushed back her yellow hair until it annoyed her so much that she finally pinned it behind her. She was composed, her poise and self-assurance returned. I would continue to be in love with her, with both the Savannah in the studio and the one that shared coffee with me now.


  When she glanced at her watch, it was nearly six thirty.


  “I have to run,” she announced. “Thanks for the latte.”


  I thought for a moment that she’d lean over and kiss my cheek, and was disappointed when she didn’t. As I watched her round ass beneath the straight skirt swish away, I had the feeling that she was doing that subtle come-on for me, even though it was likely she was on her way to see her lover. 




  Chapter Four


  In a row of aging brick buildings, hers stood out distinctly, having been restored in recent years. Lofts on three levels had become the new penthouses for the slightly offbeat. Savannah’s was on the top floor, requiring two full flights of stairs to reach the landing. She’d changed the doorway, replacing the sliding metal door with solid oak panels that swung wide on hinges and locked with three deadbolts when she didn’t feel secure. The third floor was the least convenient to the street, but the most unique, half the space a greenhouse that became her bedroom in the spring until it was too cold in the fall to sleep there comfortably at night. With windows on three sides of her, she felt the elements of the city sweep round her; thunderstorms flashed their fiery bursts at nearly 360 degrees about her, fog shrouded her in its gray cocoon and rain pelted down on the sheets of glass as though it threatened to reach right down and drench her body. When the sun shone, the space became so hot inside that she had to escape to the cooler dungeon-like space of the loft itself for relief. But when the mornings were warm, she opened the sliding windows and sunbathed nude in the natural light. Once the heated rays penetrated the first layer of her skin, the prickly sensations urged her hands to reply, her fingertips to trace lines across the tingling surfaces of her body until they finally lighted on the churning center between her legs. The sun beating down on the exposed inner folds between her opened thighs drew desire and need from her to a degree that she could almost orgasm spontaneously. Gentle play at her crotch, and she’d buck against her hand in seconds with a climax that peaked and then slowly faded away.


  Turning over on her stomach, her bottom exposed to the sky, she practiced being lewd, wagging her ass end at the taunting sun, allowing her cheeks to part with the action of her hands, letting all her secret body parts exhibit the erotic possibilities of her root end as though she was inviting a lover to dine there.


  She would climax a second time, half in her imagination, feeling eyes browsing her offered posterior, half just from the feel of her body’s atoms made more alive by the intense orb of heat burning into her fleshy home. 


  Savannah lived for the unashamed moments in the greenhouse cavorting with the elements of nature, and for the letters that arrived infrequently from her lover.


  “I’m pleased you heeded my advice. This second set of pictures is much more what I had in mind. I’m sure you’re more satisfied with them as well. It annoys me that you required my admonishment to get your compliance. It would be a shame to have to punish your misbehavior. 


  Concerning the reality of punishing you, I’ve thought a good deal about that and would suggest that you purchase the necessary implements, in case it becomes necessary: A cane, a bamboo one; a small leather spanker with cut ends; and a wood paddle will do. We’ll forego the whip for the time being, if I can assume that you’ll behave yourself and will only need a moderate chastisement. I believe there is a shop on 17th street that can handle your requests. Have the cane and wooden paddle wrapped and sent to me at the beach house. The leather spanker you’ll keep for yourself. The first night you have the leather in your hand, use it on yourself, make certain that your buttocks are red before you stop. I know you’ll follow directions. Write to me of how it makes you feel. Every detail will be expected.


  Putting punishment aside for now, please have your photographer take you through the city taking shots of you exposing yourself. Draw on those licentious fantasies of yours. Ass, breasts and cunt must be visible to please me, and so please yourself. I’m not after endangering you, but you need to be willing to risk yourself or you won’t feel satisfied. I’ll expect your next package of photographs and the implements requested, within two weeks. Until then, my darling Savannah, I remain … . Guillaume.”


  The letter on the heavy buff-colored stock rested in the palm of her hand, wavering in her nervous fingers. The neatly typed words had such power over her. She wondered sometimes if they were written in long hand would she orgasm without a single touch to her body? The words cryptically fused to the paper by a harsh striking machine, the effect maintained the distance between them. Half the allure of this affair being the mysterious way they teased each other. Reading the note for the third time, she picked up the paper and moved towards the greenhouse. But changing her mind, she decided on the sofa in the loft, in the darkly sensuous corner of her home where she always seemed to relish her indecent fantasies most.


  Settling into the shadows and the comfort of plush cushions, she began to disrobe as though her lover was actually ordering it. She could hear his voice in her head dictating each move. She bared her breasts, pinched her nipples, then pulled her skirt up to her waist. The voice of her lover was not pleased. As if he had eyes to stare at her, he could see that she hadn’t obeyed his command to remove the skirt. Hearing his displeasure in her mind, she reached around and undid the zipper of her skirt. Pushed down to her hips, it dropped with a lazy swish to the floor, and she began again to play with herself again. From a table by the sofa she pulled out a thick dildo and slipped it inside the warmth of her vagina. That done, she realized that her lover wanted even more, though she feared the message that came so clear to mind. Ignoring it at first, she went on to pleasure herself until that nagging command became too annoying to disregard.


  He demanded a second dildo in her rectum, and she knew how harsh that intrusion would be—she knew as well the gratification to be gained. In the drawer beside her, there were three sizes of rectal plugs and one penis shaped. She chose the penis shaped one sensing it was her lover’s choice of torture. Moistening the tip and her anus with a soothing cream, she then pressed the phallus against her sphincter and cried inside her mind, as the penetration in her bottom created a sharp spike of pain. The pain receded as the shaft became deeply buried inside. While she thrust one dildo in and out of her vagina, the other inside her back entry remained a constant reminder of the depths she plumbed. She heard the voice, exhorting her to reach deep, pummel herself as though he was using her. He wanted her orgasm to be swift and would punish her if it was not. 


  The thought of yielding to his every whim made her buck hard against the invading rubber, and the spasm that followed was so painful for its ferocity that she passed out for a second after the wave of pleasure shook her. She woke from the episode with the voice still speaking to her. “Be willing to risk yourself, be willing to risk …”


  ***


  “Michael?”


  I picked up the phone; it had been ringing when I arrived at the studio. When I heard her voice, I sighed relieved, then slumped down at my desk chair and allowed her words to touch my ears with their beautiful sound. Days had passed without my hearing from Savannah. I imagined all kinds of mishaps and bad fortune. But then, why should she call me? Or keep me posted on her life? We hardly knew each other; my only claim on her was an intimate knowledge of her sexual fascinations, and the way she looked when she orgasmed. The tiny tidbits of information about her life hardly qualified ours as a relationship. Still, I felt like a spurned lover not hearing the sound of her voice for nearly a month.


  “Savannah, how are you?”


  “I’m just fine.” She was silent for a moment. “You don’t suppose we could see each other sometime soon?”


  “See, as in a session, or what?”


  “I thought lunch maybe tomorrow, at the Spice House?”


  “Sounds good to me. About what? Noon? One?”


  “One o’clock sounds good, and if you could bring your cameras.”


  “More pictures?”


  “I have my orders,” she said.


  My heart sank. “So, I suppose that’s the only time we’ll meet?” I jumped in with my private agony.


  “Does that upset you?” I immediately felt embarrassed revealing my feelings.


  “Taking photographs of you would never upset me,” I recouped. “What did you have in mind?”


  “I’ll tell you when I see you.”


  ***


  Savannah was in her office at the university. After grading papers, she’d made the appointment with Michael. The letter had hung around for days, taunting her with its demands, each one so strikingly put. Taking care of the new photographs was easy, continuing with her lover’s other demand was a more formidable challenge.


  “Concerning the reality of punishing you … purchase the necessary implements  … a cane,  a bamboo one; a small leather paddle with cut ends; and a wood paddle … We’ll forego the whip …”


  How her lover could comb her thoughts for truth made him appear to be a genius, perhaps telepathic. That he could strike at the essence of her desire made her longing for his presence in her life swell. She felt as if she would burst if she didn’t have him perpetually near her. That he would think of punishing her, demanding that she purchase the tools to torture her body, had made her stall in following these orders much too long to be acceptable. Yet, she couldn’t bring herself to walk the necessary steps to the store on 17th street and buy the required items.


  However, when she woke that morning, the driving need for orgasmic relief was so strong that she masturbated in seconds to the very idea of making this necessary trek. She decided to quit whining to herself about her fate and take the plunge. After classes, after the papers were graded, after her conferences, then, about three in the afternoon she’d have the time. Just as she finished with the papers, there was a knock on her office door.


  “Come in.” 


  Savannah looked up startled to see the department head, Mack Brundage, looming over her. The graying professor cut quite an ominous picture at times. Tall, robust, with sharp cultured features. He moved with a steady, graceful determination. And while his smile was kind, he had a presence about him that always made her think of her long-distance lover.


  “Savannah, I haven’t seen you for days. What’s this, disappearing after classes so fast?”


  “There’s nothing behind it that I know of,” she replied, perfectly poised.


  “Are you avoiding me?”


  They’d had an affair of sorts. Several dates, and a dozen steamy encounters in her loft, his car and the office. She was a little scared however, the way the man pushed his authoritative style on her, though she always willingly succumbed. Seeing him now, she instantly thought of riding his erection to an end. She squirmed in her chair.


  “Why would I do that?” she asked.


  “I was gone six weeks, I return and you’re always scurrying someplace else when I try to get close. Perhaps you had a problem with our last meeting?”


  Savannah remembered the evening that Mack had undressed her in the hallway outside the loft; they were both heavily intoxicated and without much inhibition. They had sex, Mack pressing her to the wall, pounding her against cold brick, and it didn’t faze her until morning when she saw the scratches on her back and realized how rough he’d been.


  “No, I had no problem at all,” she smiled while trying to keep her composure, her eyes seemed riveted on his crotch. Savannah wondered if he was getting an erection. She was afraid he’d notice her rapt attention to his groin, but he made no mention of it.


  “Would you like lunch, maybe tomorrow?” he asked.


  “I already have a date.”


  “I see.” He looked as if he was figuring another strategy, stroking his chin. He moved closer to her desk.


  “Is there something else I can help you with?” she asked.


  She had the strongest desire to run from the room. He was descending on her, almost as if his dominant presence was taking over for the voice in her head. Her desire climbed. Could he feel it?


  Sitting on the corner of her desk, he purred his next remark. “I guess I have to know something.” 


  “What’s that?”


  “How I could spend six weeks away from here and think only of you?”


  She blushed. “That’s a shameless come-on,” she said trying to laugh it off.


  “Come-on or not, it’s the truth. I thought we might have something special, I mean after the last date. And now you’re avoiding me.”


  “I’m not avoiding you.”


  “You’re sure?”


  “Absolutely.” 


  “Then cancel your lunch appointment tomorrow.”


  “I can’t do that.” She looked at her watch. “It’s nearly noon now, how about today. We could even order in.”


  “I’m afraid if we ordered in, I’d rather have you than Chinese or pizza,” he said.


  “Are you suggesting we have sex?”


  “Only if you’re willing.”


  Her desire was climbing out of her skin with a crooked finger beckoning him. Of course, he could feel her body heat. See the lust in her eyes. People always said that her passions were right on the surface. For weeks she hadn’t thought about making love to anyone but Guillaume, but then he hadn’t been at her side, flesh and blood. Though he loomed over her ghostlike, morning until night, he still was just words and paper, at least for the moment. Mack was real, with a real erection. She could see it throbbing as he sat on her desk. Impulsively, she reached out and felt it. 


  “What does this mean, if we do this?” she asked.


  “Whatever you want it to mean.” 


  “I’ve got other entanglements, Mack.”


  “That doesn’t matter to me. I have entanglements too.” (Of course he did, he was married.)  “I guess I just need to refresh my memory, if that’s not too bold to suggest.”


  She continued to massage him, feeling the erection pulse in her hand. Scooting her desk chair closer to him, she reached for his zipper and drew it down while he looked on from above. Withdrawing the stiff rod, her lips encircled the large head, the sucking movement of her mouth drawing groans of delight from his lips. He had his hands in her hair, hanging on to it tightly. She figured him good practice for the rest of her life, since he was so obviously dominant. At the moment he was beginning to taste of cum, she drew away. Rising from her chair, she took his place sitting at the edge of the desk, her hips adjusting to the right angle so that Mack could enter her while she remained upright in his arms. She shimmied her skirt up on her thighs and opened her legs. Mack did the rest, one arm coming around her, the other, with his hand pushing her panties aside. A joyful burst of pleasure raced through her at the first strike. Her aching groin needed the relief from the incessant sexual demand her body made. However, while Mack kissed her, while he massaged her covered breast with an avid hand, and while he whispered things in her ear she could just barely hear, all she could think of was the pictures that Michael Renz would take the next day, and the trip she needed to make to the shop on 17th street that afternoon.


  Once he ejaculated, Mack remained inside her while she squirmed on him to her own finish. He held her as if he loved her, and she relished that masculine warmth after so many nights without it. Yet, as softly sensuous as it was, she couldn’t expect or want anything more with him than these hot nooners, and a few nights stolen from his wife.


  “So did you aptly refresh your memory?” she asked, as they pulled away from each other.


  He kissed her. “I think I’ll miss this when you start to refuse me,” he said, as if he already knew that the end of their affair was imminent.


  “I hope you do,” she answered back lightly.


  “You know there’s never a department meeting I don’t think about screwing you?”


  “I guess that’s going to be your burden to bear,” she said. She tugged down her skirt, and ran her hand through her hair. “I think I have a twelve-thirty conference.” 


  “So, I should take off?” he asked.


  “Unless you want to be the source of some juicy gossip.”


  They did kiss before Mack left her office, something wet, but meaningless. He gave her a surprising smack on one rear cheek at the end, which only reminded her of 17th St., and the implements she’d buy there.


  Savannah was glad for the opportunity to dispense with the pent-up sexual energy. Though there was still a cauldron of churning heat enough to fuel another dozen orgasms and her real affair. 


  And yet, her interlude with the department head, and a half dozen unexpected interruptions, pushed her timing back more than an hour, so she wasn’t able to get out of the building until nearly four thirty. It had to be a fast trip up town to make it before the shop on 17th St. closed. With another day’s postponement facing her, Savannah let the anxiety mount a little higher. She wondered if she’d ever follow her lover’s explicit orders. He was waiting and didn’t like being put off.


  Instead of having a leather spanker to use on her bottom that night, Savannah stopped at the market on her way to the loft. She bought the makings for a fresh salad and a bottle of wine. Though she didn’t like to drink alone, she didn’t really think of herself as being alone. She had her lover’s letter to answer and that would require a little alcohol in her system to make her brave.


  Tossing greens, peppers, avocado and artichoke hearts with a fragrant vinaigrette, she sat down to her feast, thinking how much she’d appreciate a man at the table. Strangely, it was almost easier to think of Michael, than either Mack or Guillaume. The photographer hardly knew her, though what he did know, set him in a category apart from any other man. Sipping the wine she began to relax; and before she could even finish the salad, she was drawn to a task she didn’t relish, but was bound by promises to complete. Carrying her refilled wine glass to her writing table, she sat down to compose the letter. 


  My dearest Guillaume,


  I was overjoyed receiving another of your letters in my box. Thoughts of you are always so fresh with me, I can’t ever seem to drive them from my mind. I suppose that is the way you’d have me. Oh, I wish I could see your face and explain these things to you in person. But since that’s not possible right now, I need to make a clean breast of my days since I received your latest instructions. I admit, I haven’t completed either one, though I do have an appointment with Michael Renz for the pictures tomorrow afternoon. I’m wet constantly thinking of the exposure you’re demanding of me. In my thoughts and masturbations it drives me wild. 


  The implements you’ve requested I purchase, that is another matter altogether. Every day I wake thinking I’ll make the trip to the shop, and everyday something happens to keep me from it. This morning, I was sure I’d finally complete this instruction, but as the day progressed, everything conspired to delay me.


  And then, there was sex with Mack, from the department. I’ve spoken to you about him before, when you suggested that sex with a married man carries a great deal of danger. You forbid me to give in to him again. It was the lust, the raging thing in me you ignite so easily with your carefully constructed phrases. I was raw, completely undone, and fell for Mack’s lovely gestures of warmth. I must admit to you I enjoyed the feel of his erection inside me, how long it’s been. I long for Michael’s too, if he’ll have me. He smolders, as do I when we’re together, but we have these proprieties that have gotten in the way so far. With your permission given in advance, I have a feeling that the distance between can be altered.


  In any event, I was driven to write to you, knowing how you wait for my replies and the signs that I’ve completed your instructions. The pictures will be taken tomorrow, that I promise. And if there is time I’ll make it to the shop as well, and have my reactions to a self-punished bottom to report. I know you’re angry for my failing to promptly obey, and I deserve whatever measures you require to bring my willful disobedience back in line.


  I write this, only half sober, since it is the only way I have the courage. I hope you’ll understand my hesitancy, but know that I’ll be following your commands within the next two days.


  I look forward to your next letter. 


  I am yours always, Savannah.




  Chapter Five


  The Spice House was probably the last restaurant I’d think of for a seductive date with Savannah. With the clanking china and silverware, the uproar of laughter, and the festive steamy atmosphere of a bawdy fish house, it was next to impossible to relate to another human being over the noise. To my shock however, my date with Savannah in that place changed all my theories about creating a sexually romantic mood. 


  We met in the entry of the establishment where there was a crowd of people waiting in line for the maitre’d to seat them. Unceremoniously hustled to our seats by a frenetic hostess dressed in the uniform black skirt and white blouse, we found ourselves in choice seats by the window overlooking the wharf. Savannah deliberately took the seat in our booth with her back to the rest of the room. I sat facing the crowd. 


  She was dressed in a sheer blouse that draped between her breasts;  under that she wore a black bra that was easy to detect. Her blue miniskirt was so short that she must have been sitting on her next to naked bottom, though I couldn’t be sure.


  “Can you take pictures of me in this light?” she asked.


  “I have the right film,” I replied. “You want some here?”


  “Yes. And any time it strikes your mood. The racier the better.” She spoke with such a delicious voice, I could listen to the mellifluous tones all day.


  I got the drift of her new assignment, no doubt dictated by her absent lover. He had a ripe imagination and obviously an appreciation of her sexual needs. I  noticed that she wasn’t as nervous as she’d been in my studio the last time. Perhaps this assignment was easier for her to follow; though I still wasn’t quite certain where the game would lead. 


  She pulled her blouse open so I could see the lacy push-up bra, her breasts jiggling on the top, her nipples practically poking out. The semi-privacy of the booth became a studio for my work; and I clicked off a half dozen shots of Savannah’s breasts while she made a brash statement of exhibition, cupping the mounds in her hands and even leaning down to kiss them with her mouth. Though our small space was relatively private, I was duly impressed by the brash way she went about exposing herself.


  The afternoon’s initiation over, she restored order so we could eat our lunch; though it was hardly peaceful for me the way the gnawing erotic quality of our meeting remained at the forefront of my thoughts. It didn’t help either that Savannah only closed her blouse enough not to get arrested for indecent exposure. I was left with a clear view, all through my chowder and salad, of flesh I’m not normally used to seeing in daytime hours, especially during my noontime meal. When she moved to one side, half of one breast would be bared almost to the nipple, the black lace making certain that I couldn’t take my eyes from the alluring sight. Moving the other direction, the other breast became unveiled. Even just the slightest sway kept the picture before my eyes changing as though I was to be baited, my sexual defenses subdued in the company of this vamp.


  At one point, averting my gaze at her taunting breasts, I stared into her eyes.


  “Are you sitting on your skirt or your bare behind?” I wondered aloud. I let myself be that bold with her, knowing that I wasn’t about to sit idly back and be wooed by her like some naive school boy.


  “Why do you ask?” she asked back, her eyes merrily twinkling as she flirted with me.


  “Curiosity,” I said.


  Her lips drew into a coy smirk. “My naked ass is on the seat,” she purred her reply very quietly.


  “I should think it would be,” I mused. “Since you’re obviously out to exhibit today. “I suppose you’re going to lead me around the city, so I can take pictures of you in indiscreet poses?”


  “How’d you guess?” she said.


  I laughed—a little sarcasm in the delivery. “It doesn’t take a genius to figure this one.”


  “You know I am nervous,” she said.


  “You’ve been nervous every time,” I reminded her.


  “The more risky the better, he told me.”


  “Then we’ll make sure you stretch your limits. I had no idea what that meant and imagined this afternoon could be quite an experience given Savannah’s eagerness to pursue her lover’s desires—which I assumed mimicked her own.


  After lunch we were on the street, hiking several blocks until we darted into an alley between two brick apartment buildings. We were in a plush part of town, where alleys weren’t homesites for the homeless and filled with refuse and thugs lurking around smelly dumpsters for their next prey. The walls of the buildings were clean, the bricks looking almost scrubbed and polished. I backed Savannah against one wall and directed her to open her blouse wide and push up on her breasts as she had in the restaurant. A few photographs complete, I had other ideas.


  “Let’s just take it off,” I suggested to her in a way that she’d take seriously. I’d found that using a command in my voice netted instant results. It was exactly what she wanted. I noticed how her eyes darted towards the street some yards away to see if anyone was looking. But in a residential neighborhood in the mid afternoon, the prospects of people walking by on the street were minimal, of those, even less would bother to look our way. She wanted the risk, and though she trembled removing the blouse over her head, she took that next step. The body I’d become so familiar with in the studio exposed for me in a black push-up played beautifully against the red brick. I shot several pictures straight on, others as she moved in profile, raising her arm, and then as she pressed her breasts into the brick itself. All that flesh crushed into the immovable wall created quite a contrast—fair, soft, satiny skin against hard brick.


  “Take off the bra,” I instructed.


  That done, there were just the exquisite lines of her torso to view with my camera. I’d have her striped completely before the afternoon was over, but I intended to wait for other locations for more revealing exposure.


  When we were back on the street, her blouse covering her again, we walked some blocks to the entrance of a high-rise apartment. On the corner of the block there was a threshold for the building that featured a fountain with water shooting from a jet, arcing outwards. I had the immediate image of her letting that arc of water hit her exposed genitals; but the possibility of enacting that scheme seemed even a little too remote for my creative mind. We opted instead for the parking garage adjacent to the building knowing it was much easier to play out my ideas in shadows and corners than it was in the glaring light of day. On the tenth level of the massive concrete structure there were the fewest cars and the least likelihood of being discovered. And still there was that thrill of doing something obscene in a public place.


  My eyes sought the perfect vehicle for our adventure, spotting a crimson Miata parked between a black Cadillac and a maroon Mercedes. 


  “Take off the skirt,” I directed her.


  Savannah obeyed without hesitation.


  “And the blouse.”


  She did that too, standing in her underwear, sans panties and high heels. On the hood of the sports car, she posed in a laid-back pussy-revealing pose, legs spread wide. We could do an entire shoot on the hood of that car, on her side, her back and then lastly lying chest down, her feet kicked up in the black high heels, her voluminous hair scattered around her and her lips grinning like a Vargas girl. She was a great tease, eyes gleaming with invitation.


  “For art’s sake?” I heard a voice and turned around.


  So wrapped up in our scandalous work, we hadn’t noticed the visitor coming to retrieve his car: another Cadillac several cars down. Savannah had closed her eyes and rested her head against the hood as if she were hiding, letting me answer the questions.


  “Yes,” I replied to the man’s curiosity.


  “Some men have all the luck,” he said, appreciating the view of Savannah’s glorious behind. Then with a wave of his hand, he climbed into his Cadillac and drove off slowly past us on his way out of the garage.


  “How does it feel to be seen?” I asked turning back to Savannah.


  “Scary,” she replied.


  “That’s not all,” I said.


  “It makes me hot,” she admitted. “But I think our luck’s run out here.”


  I was inclined to agree with her, and didn’t object while she dressed, keeping a furtive glance around the place on the chance that we’d be discovered again. I kept snapping pictures of the task, noting what an interesting contrast it was seeing this exacting female ritual, getting dressed, being conducted in the stark desolation of the concrete parking garage. We walked out of the place as if we’d just made love, having stolen a lewd moment in the covert semi-privacy of this secluded shelter. I could see the exhilaration on Savannah’s face; and I felt the same myself. My own desire demanded even more of this opportunity. I wanted to stretch the possibilities as far as we could carry the element of risk, without doing something to get arrested for. I assumed that Savannah wanted nothing less than that.


  Our trek took us a few blocks south into a seedier section of town. It was amazing how the neighborhood changed from street to street, from upscale housing, to reputable businesses, to something much more squalid. I liked the feeling generated between my legs taking my sexy partner with me into a seamier place of exposure. I sensed her shudder after walking several blocks by ethnic grocery stores, beauty parlors and dry cleaning establishments. At an ancient barbershop, I darted in the door, and asked the balding proprietor if we might take some pictures using his chair. He had a surly grin. An affable fellow, he was easily charmed by Savannah, and had no objections when she sat in his creaky chair, put her feet up on the seat and parted her thighs so I could get a straight-on pussy shot while she grinned happily at me. In another pose, she turned around and leaned over, her skirt naturally rising high enough that I could see her naked ass. In a third, she climbed up on the seat, on her knees, looking back over her shoulder. I caught the mischief in her eye and the smirk on her painted lips. She wore the same soft shade of pink lipstick she’d worn the first time I saw her, though now her lips were wet from being licked by her tongue.


  A customer coming through the door had Savannah on her feet and by my side. We scooted outside, laughing uproariously. She gave me a brisk hug as we celebrated a degree of liberation that would propel us on to naughtier deeds, both thinking—while we didn’t speak a word of it—that we could flaunt her naked before the world and no one would ever object.


  We took several daring shots of her breasts and pussy in doorways and some small shops. But it wasn’t until we reached the wharf, almost where we’d started, that we reached the height of Savannah’s daring with the public world and her sexuality. Amazed by the way our adventure seemed to increase her defiance of propriety, I was thoroughly shocked when she led me towards a park bench where two men in business suits sat at either end. She plopped right down between them. 


  “Would you mind if I had my picture taken here?” she asked. Both men gazed at her curiously. “Exposing myself,” she added.


  I can’t say they ever responded. But when she opened her blouse to show off her breasts and I quickly took the pictures, neither man balked. I would have liked to have included their astonished expressions in my photographs, but my professional ethics kept the camera trained on Savannah alone. 


  Her final pose came when she walked in front of me on a busy street and purposely dropped her purse. While she stooped to pick it up, her fanny waved naked before me. In this shot of her rear cleft, it appeared as if this woman was completely unaware that she offered her private body parts to anyone who happened to look. 


  She was exhausted and so was I when we darted into the bowels of an underground coffee house to end our session. There were no more pictures, just alluring images of her feasting on the afternoon’s excitement. Her face flushed with excitement; her eyes burned like stars lighting up the dreary decay of the coffee house. In the darkness of our private corner we sipped coffee and exchanged lust. Unrequited lust, so I figured.


  “You know it wouldn’t take much to bring you home with me,” she said.


  “Is that a proposition?” I asked. 


  “I wish it was, but he’s very jealous.”


  “Too bad,” I said, genuinely disappointed. “I’m not sure I could go through another afternoon like this and not have some honest relief.”


  “I’m sorry it has to be this way, Michael.” Oh, how she caressed the syllables of my name. I was hearing it as though it had never been spoken before. 


  “Of course then, we really don’t know each other,” I offered as a reasonable explanation of why we shouldn’t go to bed together, all the while knowing that both Savannah and I had at one time in our lives landed in bed with other people we knew a lot less. 


  “No, we don’t know each other very well,” she said, readily accepting my observation.


  “We’d have no business going to bed just for the thrills,” I added. “Why would we do that?” There was sarcasm behind the remark, but I don’t think she noticed. She was waving to the waiter for an order of scones, telling me she was famished.


  We talked ourselves out of the lust, God knows why. How satisfying could a lover be when he remained so aloof to her real physical need, communicating with her only through letters? I’d only been with her three times, but I’d pegged Savannah as a very tactile person. This worship from afar, whatever it was, seemed ridiculous to me.


  “Thank you, Michael, for understanding,” she said, when she turned back to me with her powerful eyes turning soulful and almost sad. “You don’t know what this means to me. And you’re so without judgment.”


  “You expect otherwise?”


  She looked embarrassed. “I never really expected we’d get along this well.” She laughed chagrined. “Frankly, I don’t know what I expected.”


  There was a long slow build-up of energy between us, the kind that creates clashes of will and passionately throws away rules in favor of momentary gratification. I ached knowing that this would never end with us in bed. Not this day anyway.


  “By the way, you might want to come to my lecture this evening.” There was a real invitation in her voice.


  “A lecture on what?”


  “Medieval women.” 


  I thought her cute the way she smiled.


  “And where’s that?”


  “Silby Hall, at the university, seven thirty.” Forgetting the scones she’d ordered, she picked up her purse, tossed some change on the table that I tried to refuse. She left it anyway, and leaned down to peck me on the cheek, very sisterly. I already had a sister, I certainly didn’t need another one.


  ***


  Savannah had to run to get to the shop on 17th street by five o’clock. It was foolish to race through these erotic activities all in one day. Packing all the wicked excitement into so few hours, she worried about overloading. Her sexual heat raced too fast. And yet, she knew that Guillaume’s patience was wearing thin. She could just imagine his next letter scolding her for her hesitation. With what she had to purchase at this store, there could be a good deal more than just a scolding to his reprimand.


  The “Shop Of Unusual Wares” was nothing but a hole in the wall, tucked between the lush over-the-hill edifices of 17th Street’s eclectic mix of shops. Inside the one room store, the space before her was covered top to bottom with so many things it took the eye some time to adjust, until the bold-faced fact of whips and paddles and leather good began to explicitly materialize before her eyes. There were masks, odd costumes, riding jodhpurs, leather tooled collars, chain mail, adjustable equine harnesses, mouth bits, metal stocks, and even an ancient whipping post leaning in the corner. Incense burned, and the illumination of the room came from a single stained glass lamp and one 18th century lantern. Yellowing photographs in aging frames, were haphazardly mounted on the walls were, pictures of men and woman bound with ropes, intricately tethered, breasts pushed at odd angles, crotches sliced in two with thick jute. Savannah’s eyes darted from image to image as her hot flushed body went cold with fear.


  “I’m here to purchase some things,” she finally announced in her quavering voice to a man behind the counter. 


  The clerk ambled off the chair, closing a magazine he’d been earnestly reading until she spoke. He was a sly looking man in his mid-thirties with several piercings in one ear. His head was shaved and he sported a perfectly groomed goatee. His ghastly gaze looked right through her, making her bones quake in fear.


  “You don’t look like you belong here,” he observed. 


  She looked down at herself. Having thought she’d been the perfect slut all day long, especially shooting pictures with Michael, she was surprised to find he viewed her differently than she viewed herself. But then, she’d closed her blouse, the two sides now crisscrossing well above her breasts, and though the skirt was short, she’d withdrawn the sexual magnetism that was so obvious and alluring on the street. Now she looked a bit prim. Mack Brundage called it her “stick up the back school-marm routine,” for when she was in front of students. She called it simply being prudent, when being prudent was necessary. Strange that it had never stopped Mack from propositioning her.


  “Well I am here,” she stated, trying to be bold when she wasn’t feeling that way at all.


  “I’ve been expecting you,” he said.


  “You have?”


  “You’re the woman I got a call about a few weeks back, aren’t you? I recognize the hair.”


  “A call?” she asked. “And what does it have to do with my hair?”


  “From some gent’s secretary, some guy Guillaume. Told me you’d have lots of long blonde hair and I was to lay a few things aside for you.”


  “Then he’s already picked them out?”


  “You can buy anything you want, lady. It’s all the same to me.”


  “May I see what he chose?”


  The clerk rummaged around behind the counter, poking in cubbyholes, opening drawers, finally withdrawing three austere looking items from their dusty places on his shelves. “These are it,” he said, plopping them on the counter. He looked from the counter to her, gazing at her rump, smirking. “You want to sample the impact?” he asked.


  “No,” she declared much to loudly.


  “Lots of my customers think that’s part of the fun.”


  “Well, I don’t,” she said in an even voice. The last thing she wanted with this scroungy man was a sexually charged scene.


  He shrugged her off, and grabbed his pack of cigarettes from the desk behind him and lit one. “You want all three?”


  Savannah let the reality of the implements get inside her before she even reached out her hand to pick one up. The paddle was the least offensive. It looked like the back of a large hairbrush, its lacquered black surface gleaming softly in the lamp light above it. Beside it lay the leather, a crude but efficient looking tool. This, Guillaume ordered her to use on her buttocks that night  “The leather spanker you’ll keep for yourself. The first night you have the leather in your hand, use it on yourself, making certain that your buttocks are red before you stop.” She felt a tingling in her bottom without even having touched it. She couldn’t imagine what it would be like to use it on herself. The third implement, by far the most ghastly, was a bamboo cane—a small one—for intimate canings, perhaps? The shiver through her system went deep. 


  “I’ll take all three,” she said, not really wanting to spend another second in the bizarre shop. “The cane and the paddle are to be sent,” she said. Taking a note pad from the counter, she jotted down the address. “How much do I owe you?”


  “I was given a credit card, ma’am. The bill’s been paid already.”


  “Oh, I see. Then if you’ll just put this in something.” She picked up the strap for the first time, practically dropping it on the floor. The feel of it was shocking.


  “It’s been used before.”


  “It has?” She wondered why.


  “That was the instructions I received. Needs to be a used implement, the lady said. I have a lot of them. Doms trade them in for new ones when they lose the feel of one or because they change submissives. These older ones are more mellow, and the thought that some sassy rump’s been well turned with it, gives it its own special aura. If I remember right, this one was used on the ass of some nubile initiate: young thing about twenty-two or so. She came in here on orders from her Dom to find something larger. Now that was a babe that liked it hot. Had her tied up, stripped from the waist down and royally flogged before she got out of the store.” The man’s eyes perused Savannah again as his imagination put the blonde before him in the nubile initiate’s place.


  “I bet you tell a lot of customer’s that story,” Savannah remarked.


  He chuckled. “So what if I do? Gives you a good charge, doesn’t it?”


  “If it did, I wouldn’t be telling you,” she replied with a disdainful glare.


  He didn’t stop laughing. “Hey, lady, you can act coy, and cute and put-off all you want, but I know you can’t wait.” The man’s eyes caught hers again, penetrating beneath the surface where she was so raw with desire it was impossible to mask it with haughtiness. She took a deep breath as she watched him wrap the two items to send, and then wrap the spanker in paper, shoving it into a plain brown sack. “Could have made for an interesting night,” was the last comment he made. She smiled, just to be polite, and escaped unharmed into the street again walking briskly towards her car. 


  Savannah had to fly if she was going to make it back to the university by seven to prepare for her lecture. Reaching the loft, she dropped the parcel with the strap on her couch and tore off her clothes to take a shower. Naked, she couldn’t keep her hands from her body. Every atom demanded attention. Every pore of her burning skin sought to be touched by hands. She imagined Guillaume’s and Michael’s and even Mack’s. She imagined anonymous hands fondling her from shoulders to knees, fingers inside her, palms cracked against her bottom, the sting of the bamboo against her breasts and the feel of the paddle hitting her ass hard. And yet for all the desire, the rain of water beating down on her skin was the only lover she’d have that night—that and her own artful hands that could move her to climax. After an orgasmic blast made her jerk hard against her masturbating hand, she slumped against the wet tile and then to the floor of the shower, the water descending on her as though she’d been caught in a summer downpour. She let it beat down against her skin until she was able to get back on her feet again. 


  When Savannah left the loft a half hour later she looked prim, even if her thoughts were taking sexually rapturous detours as she drove towards the university. She might never have stopped herself that afternoon with Michael. She was at a point she might have bared all and run naked through the city streets shouting happily, a new age Lady Godiva; she could have screwed him in some dreary alley and it would have felt like heaven. Even the clerk at the “The Shop Of Unusual Wares” might have gained access to her body, she was in that much need. The orgasm and the shower had done nothing to take away the erotic edge that threatened to erupt with a volcanic blast.


  Her mind in an altered state of clarity, Savannah felt as though she was moving in slow motion through her lecture. She delivered her facts, anecdotes and curiosities about mediaeval women with an easy flair, winding a few humorous remarks into what might have otherwise been a dry lecture. But because she was so thoroughly fascinated by her subject, Savannah held her audience’s attention for nearly an hour and a half; and knowing the perfect time to end, her finale was on a high note.


  “I never thought your subject matter would interest me,” Michael Renz commented afterwards.


  “And I never thought you’d come,” she smiled, eyes twinkling, head cocked, her face just slightly flushed. She was blending her two worlds: the sexual one and real life, which made her apprehensive, as if Michael might any minute pull out his camera and begin snapping pictures.


  “I was invited, remember?”


  “And I’m glad you’re here.”


  “Unfortunately, you’ve had me imagining your photo shoot this afternoon,” he said very quietly. 


  Then she did smile, and a legitimate blush appeared high on her cheeks so that even her ears burned.


  “Savannah, you were superb,” Mack Brundage gushed as he descended on her, wrapping an arm around her and kissing her cheek as though he’d done it many times before. He stood with his arm remaining cozily about her waist as they both looked at the photographer.


  “I suppose I’ll be seeing you soon?” Michael asked as he eyed them, interested to know who the effusive gentleman was. He had a feeling that this was not the infamous Guillaume.


  “Of course, though I don’t know what’s in my schedule,” she answered, remaining vague.


  “Well, when you have the chance, let me know,” he said, and he sauntered off to the refreshment table for another gulp of sweet red punch before he left. 


  With Michael gone, Savannah pulled away from Mack. “You’re getting too familiar in public,” she whispered.


  “Only because I was hoping we’d get “familiar” tonight. I could meet you at the loft. Sandra is a away for a few days.”


  “And what is that suppose to mean?” she asked incisively.


  “That we have an opportunity when we don’t have to steal our time from our working lives.”


  “Sorry, I have another engagement.”


  “With that Michael fellow?” he wondered.


  “And what if I did?” she asked.


  “You telling me you don’t want me anymore?” He pouted they way men do, feigning real hurt.


  “That’s exactly what I should be telling you,” she said. It was the perfect moment to draw away from the man. She spent the next hour answering the kind questions of grad students and other lovers of Mediaeval times. Even without Mack Brundage teasing her however, it was an uncomfortable hour handling the thoughts cavorting through her mind. Guillaume’s instructions for the evening had been specific… .


  Her task when she arrived home was laid out clearly. And for the remainder of the evening she was half in her university world and half in that other one, feeling as if the two could never coexist, they were so far removed from each other.


  Savannah arrived back in her apartment at eleven feeling dead tired, her limbs so heavy that she was certain when she sank into her bed, she’d instantly fall asleep. To her dismay, her mind suddenly woke with the reality of the package from the shop on 17th street keeping her from sleep. Finally giving in to it, she got out of bed, snatched the parcel from her living room and returned to bed to follow her lover’s instructions.


  “ The first night you have the leather in your hand, use it on yourself, make certain that your buttocks are red before you stop … write to me of how it makes you feel. Every detail will be expected.”


  There was a large mirror hanging at the foot of her bed, a stroke a genius she thought, when there was no real wall to hang it on. It made her feel loose, like a lady of the evening in her whorehouse. As she felt her ass through her silk nightgown, she smiled at herself in the provocative way she always did when she was in the process of turning on. Reclining inside the wildflower sheets, she looked like a piece of candy, but much too sweet. Changing, she was demure one minute, sultry the next, and then very naughty as she raised the red silk and stared at the parted crack of her behind. She’d never been spanked, certainly not since she was a child, and then her memories of being a naughty child were too vague to recall. She’d certainly never been spanked by a lover. But she knew Guillaume’s suggestions were sparked by his knowledge of her intimate thoughts: those she dwelled on in secret, masturbated to when no one was with her in bed and refused to think of at any other time than when she was savagely obsessed with getting off. 


  The paper wrapping of the parcel crackled when she opened it. She shivered seeing the spanker lying in its midst like an extension of her lover’s hand, the cut ends his fingers. The clerk was right, it was a used device. That fact made it all the more alluring. What fine pair of bottom cheeks had known its sting? What devastating red appeared on that once white ass? Was it a self-inflicted punishment as hers would be, or had that nubile initiate’s been administered over some man’s lap? Would she be as worthy of it as that girl who’d gone on to be flogged in The Shop Of Unusual Wares? 


  Savannah picked up the spanker and drew the implement along her thighs and then between them, as she lay on her side. The cool leather vibrated its purpose, as though it could send messages. It sent an astounding litany. The smell of it reminded her of the shop, the fragrance of horses and riding tack, of bondage in leather, even Medieval dungeons where her mind often lingered in fantasy as even her academic research tiptoed through the saucy playgrounds of the older world. She loved the period for its savagery, and felt savage now. Her mind leaped forward in her imagination with just the simple feel and smell of the spanker to ignite the mood. Running it over her bare behind, she cringed drawing it back and then bringing it down on her skin. The instant it hit the tingle from it moved outward. It was hardly painful at that degree. 


  She’d held back in fear, knowing that the voice inside her, Guillaume’s voice, insisted on more. Another swat, her whole body jerked, several more strikes and the pain began. She paused. She could only reach one cheek while lying on her side. Rising to her knees, she changed hands and looked over her shoulder as the leather struck her left cheek as many times as the right. With the voice demanding her obedience, she changed hands again, and this time put some force behind the smacks. Her ass turned red, with the color rising softly at first, blanketing her behind with an even rosy glow and a sensuous heat that went far beyond the skin itself. Repeating the process on her left cheek, both turned red enough to say with honesty that she’d followed Guillaume’s instructions. But it wasn’t enough. His commands came fast; he wanted one last round of anguish. 


  “Harsh!” 


  “Don’t hold back.” 


  “Strike harder, Savannah, or I’ll have to punish you more”


  Half of her obeyed, half reneged just before the spanker was to strike. If there’d been a man behind her, Guillaume administering the blows, it would have created such a pain that she might cry.


  By then, too overwhelmed with pressure to continue, she fell to the cool sheets and masturbated herself to the extreme pictures in her mind: the ones more fierce, of whips and grunting men behind her who relished the task as much as she was relishing the exploding climax.


  “You didn’t do enough,” she heard the voice again as she drifted in an out of wakefulness. If she hadn’t had to pee, she might have gone to sleep then. But getting up to go to the bathroom, and then returning to the bed she was awake enough to realize that she was tiptoeing through her lust. Now, when she was sleepy and needed to get some rest, she wanted another trip down that painful path. She began to think of how the next event would be created for her. 


  Rising from bed, she sat down at her computer and clicked on the screen, her mind overflowing with thoughts. He’d told her to tell him how she felt, and those words flowed through her mind into the words on the screen. She gave him as much detail as she could, but details were hard to remember it was all a lovely blur …


  “I yearned for it, hearing your voice inside my head commanding me. There was such warmth and pain. The sting was exhilarating and scary. I feared wanting more, and while I increased the intensity of this self-inflicted punishment, I know that I could have withstood much more, that I’d like to do it again until I couldn’t stand anymore. I wonder though if I could really administer it hard enough to suit me. I’d relish your hand delivering the strikes, ones that I know wouldn’t falter like my own. The blush on my bottom was hot to the touch when I  finished. That heat amazed me how beautifully sensitive it made my skin. The orgasm that followed was filled with a richer sensation than all the other beautiful ones I’ve known, perhaps because I knew this was especially yours. 


  By the way, the pictures were taken today as well, and as soon as Michael has them developed, I’ll be sending them. Again, my love, I apologize for this delay. I do love you.”




  Chapter Six


  The door to the cottage creaked on its hinges as it always did. It slapped against the frame when it was left to close on its own. Autumn filled the air with dusty endings, the fragrance of what was old and passing giving the nostrils a last glimpse of a summer past before it put those months away forever. Such longing in the atmosphere of changing, hunkering down into winter. The remembrance of warm days was in the air, but the breeze blew cold. 


  The cottage was bathed in autumn light, in the color of filtered sun flickering on the canvas of pictures hanging on the wall: the first shots timidly taken in the studio and the second set, some overlapping the first, of Savannah laid out on the bared striped mattress looking much like a voluptuous animal, a cat whose shape and body changed with the desire in her eyes from coy to savage. In shots of her masturbating the viewer saw how attentive her hands became, how her every element poured itself into the moment of sensuous greed when nothing mattered but physical ends. The pictures appeared to move as though there was life vibrating from them and Savannah might step into the room any instant. Her admirer would relish that event.


  Opening Savannah’s latest letters, her lover had hoped to find the third set of photographs, but inside the first envelope there was only one sheet of paper. Its message would reveal a crime of passion committed by a woman who couldn’t contain hers. 


  “There was sex with Mack from the department … it was the lust, the raging thing in me you ignite so easily …”


  In the second letter, Savannah responded to her first experience with the spanker. Her detail was slight, but there was honesty in her delivery. The effect of both letters was disappointment and annoyance; she was hesitating too much in her assignments. She’d have to pay for the transgressions. Especially the infidelity needed reproof, and in the only way possible while such distance still separated them. Punishing her would take place much sooner than expected; but nonetheless the decision had to made. This kind of vacillation could not go unanswered.


  Arriving with the letters were the implements Savannah had sent from the shop on 17th street. With the thought of punishment foremost in mind, the parcel was opened and the two tools removed. The paddle was made of sturdy wood and expertly lacquered, reflecting back the light of two intense eyes from its surface, as if it was a mirror. The cane baton brought a whole other sensation to mind. Stripes on the naked ass, one after the other. Perhaps both implements should be sent to the photographer. 


  The typewriter fitted with another sheet of buff colored paper, the message was as direct and clearly written as all the rest. 


  “I was dismayed to learn that you violated my trust and my orders regarding your sexual activities. It’s been agreed between us that you’ll implicitly follow my instructions. You took a vow to obey, and now you’ve disobeyed. I guess that it was wise to have you purchase the punishment tools. A thorough punishment can proceed immediately. Since I’m not available to perform the deed, have your photographer do it. Have him lay the spanker on your naked ass with enough force to turn it crimson. When he’s finished, he’ll need to take pictures. For his services, I think it’s only reasonable to offer yourself to him, if he’ll have you. If it’s necessary to secure his cooperation, show him this letter. Certainly by now, he understands the distinctly dominant/submissive nature of our relationship and the importance of this chastisement. If it’s necessary, a confession of your crimes might be useful as well. I expect this to be handled promptly, Savannah. That would be a sign of your sincerity. By now, you should have the third set of proofs. I’m anxious to have them mounted on the wall with the others. These delays are really inexcusable, don’t you agree?”


  ***


  As before, Savannah’s silence while pouring over the prints unnerved me, and this time I decided to speak out. “You do like them?” I asked her as she thumbed carefully through the proofs of our last photo shoot. 


  “Yes, yes I do,” she answered distractedly. She looked up at me and smiled, pulling her hair away from her face with her hand. She was surprisingly nervous, so I gathered from her anxious movements, something I hadn’t expected. “I have a favor to ask you, Michael,” she said, practically dismissing the raunchy photos that she’d been inspecting.


  “Oh?”


  “If you have a few minutes this morning?”


  “I might have, what did you have in mind?” I was imagining her in bed with me. That I’d do in a second. I’d cancel everything to hold her nude against me and stroke her heated skin, to allow my lips to make a line of kisses down the crook of her neck, and follow that line down her shoulder to just outside her breast until I reached her crotch. 


  “Could we? Where it’s more private …” she said, motioning me behind the studio curtain.


  “Certainly,” I answered. There was no one in the outer office, but by the way she blushed, I sensed that my studio was an inner sanctum, a more private place for Savannah to talk about her request. 


  I followed her inside, and watched her stand with her back to me for some minutes. I didn’t move, neither did she. The deafening silence was not as uncomfortable as I might have thought. She was nervous, and I knew before she spoke, she’d have to let that nervousness pass. Savannah always maintained a degree of control, and an ability to press on through her nerves to what was at the heart of her disquiet. That was an impressive trait. Looking at her backside I was treated to a view of her that I can’t quite remember having had. In all the poses I’d taken of her, there hadn’t been one of her curvaceous posterior and hips, at least not one quite like this one, and perhaps because those gracious swaying hips were still fully clothed they held a special fascination.


  After some moments she finally turned to me slowly. “The favor,” she announced with a sigh and a smile. “My lover had me purchase a spanker to punish me. If you could be so kind as to use it on my behind, and then take a picture of your work.”


  “What!” She could have told me that aliens had landed on the planet and were now sneaking up behind me, or that the sun was turning green and I’d have not been more shocked than I was by this.


  “I need to you to spank me,” she stated her need again. She may have been nervous, but she handled this with far more poise than I did. I’d give her credit for that later.


  “Absolutely not!” I finally exclaimed.


  Her face dimmed. “Michael, you’ve seen me in much more intimate poses.”


  “I’ve never hit a woman, and I don’t plan on it.”


  “It’s not really hitting. It’s spanking … like old-fashioned justice …like naughty brats getting taken to the woodshed, like … . ” 


  “Stop!” I ordered. She might have gone on forever. “I don’t care what fantasy world you live in, Savannah, that’s not something I can do.”


  She was sorely disappointed.


  “Guillaume’s adamant,” she pressed me further in a plaintive voice.


  “Then let him do it!” I cried.


  “He’s not here.”


  “Then he should be,” I barked.


  “It would mean a great deal to me,” she said earnestly imploring me with heavy-laden eyes.


  “Perhaps, but you’ll have to have some other man do the job. It’s not in my repertoire.”


  “Are you sure?”


  “Of course I’m sure,” I declared. 


  Leave it to Savannah to make me question myself. The way she looked at me so sincerely, she was surely convinced that I was only telling half the truth about myself. And then as if she could convince me with a little “show and tell”, she pulled from her purse a godawful looking strip of leather that must have been the “spanker” she mentioned. The blasted thing made me nervous.


  “Here, just feel it,” she said, thrusting the thing into my unwilling hands.


  “Savannah,” I shook my head, as I looked down in awe at the thing.


  “I used it on myself the other night.”


  “You what!” Seems it was my day for outrageous shocks. Though I shouldn’t have been surprised, since this seemingly normal woman had been shocking me regularly for some months now.


  “Guillaume had me practice on myself, so I’d understand how I’d feel.” 


  “This lover of yours is quite a trip,” I snapped back sarcastically.


  “He’s what I need,” she said, in a tone that put me in my place.


  “So, what’s the great crime you’re being punished for?” I asked curiously.


  “Infidelity.”


  “Oh?” That made me more interested.


  “Mack. You met him at the lecture.”


  “The gray-haired dapper fellow that had his hands all over you?” I remembered him very well.


  “Yes.”


  “And you told Guillaume?” 


  “I’m completely honest with him.”


  “Even knowing he’d want to spank you for it?”


  “Mack’s a charming, sexy bastard, but I have no business having sex with a married man,” she explained further.


  “I couldn’t agree more,” I said, remembering my first jealous thoughts of him when he scooped Savannah up at the lecture like she was his sovereign property. “And married too?”


  “He’s incredibly forward,” she said.


  “And you don’t have the where-with-all to fend him off?” Humm, I thought to myself, I could get righteously incensed about this infidelity of hers. Letting myself feel the spanker along the palm of my hand, I had the strangest feeling sweep through me: an authoritarian fatherly attitude. I recoiled and tried handing the spanker back to her. She refused to take it. 


  “If I bared my ass and you just tried, maybe you’d understand,” she said. The way she lead me, I wondered who was in charge. Who was dominant and who was submissive? She took my hand and drew me toward the settee, which was sitting where the bed had been during our photo shoots. Then raising her pink suit skirt, her ass cheeks came into view. Climbing on the settee, she wagged her bottom before my eyes, expecting that I’d follow orders. “I need this, Michael,” she said sadly. “Just this once. Mack’s a poor choice for a lover, a poor choice for an unfaithful moment of passion.” Her words and the pictures of her with that man seduced me, until I could feel a degree of righteous indignation welling up in my bones enough to make me move on her wiggling fanny, and crack the leather spanker against her firm round buns.


  “Ouch!” I heard her first cry.


  “Good god, that can’t hurt that much,” I said.


  My retort must have silenced her, since she didn’t say another word until I had her entire ass end a bright pink color to blend with her pink suit. The act was invigorating. I relished the sound of the leather cracking against her skin, and the way she’d bauble for an instant to accommodate the sting. When I wouldn’t let up for several smacks, she’d cringe and tighten up as if she couldn’t bear another strike.


  “You say he wants it red enough to capture on film,” I asked, pausing for a moment.


  “Yes, Michael,” she answered me in a submissive breathless whisper.


  I was sure that for the right effect before the camera her buns would require an even rosier look, and so I continued with the leather, and raised Savannah’s first cries. I shuddered hearing the first real “Oh, please,” as she jerked the same moment. She was nearly in tears. Finding her in such a state thrilled me. I would never have expected that such an erotic mood could accompany the earned chastisement of a woman, and that I’d ever so enthusiastically participate in the act. I paused only occasionally, spurred on by the fact that Savannah did nothing herself to stop me. She could have simply collapsed to the settee, turned over, bolted from the room, or done a dozen other things that would have called an immediate halt to the event. But obviously she was waiting for me to end it. That would be appropriate. And once I realized that, I let loose with a brilliant flourish of smacks and then tossed the spanker on the settee beside her.


  “Stay where you are,” I ordered her.


  Going for my camera I was back in seconds with the color one loaded with film. Taking a roll of twelve exposures, I focused on every angle of her plump red flaming cheeks. 


  “You can get dressed now,” I informed her when I was finished. I stood back and watched as Savannah winced while rising from the settee.


  Tears smudged her make-up just below her eyes, which now glimmered mysteriously, looking vague and uncertain. She sat with her naked ass on the settee and beckoned me to her.


  “Guillaume suggested that I pay you for the time,” she said, as her hand undid the zipper on my pants.


  “That’s not another infidelity?” I wondered aloud.


  “Not if he suggests it,” she answered in a whisper, just before her lips surrounded my stiff erection. One hand gently massaged the pouch beneath, while the other worked with her mouth building the passion there. In just the briefest of minutes, because the foreplay had been so thrilling, I was splashing cum on her face, some in her mouth and some spurting on her pink suit jacket, which she’d have to wipe off before she left my studio. I tenderly massaged her hair, but she seemed to shrink back within herself, the self-assured woman disappearing in favor of this wholly compliant one that desired my command, as much as it desired her lover, Guillaume’s.”


  “You might want to use the bathroom,” I said coolly, as I backed away. I pointed to the far side of the room. I was still in the space of command, relishing the enjoyable aftermath of exhilaration that came from having had her this way. The only thing I might have preferred was the two of us in bed, arms wrapped as we allowed the sensations in her to rise enough to bring her her finale. I’d seen her orgasm once, but I wanted to be there with her, not an inactive observer but part of the build-up and part of the finish.


  “Thank you,” she said softly as I watched her exit the bathroom looking very much like the composed and self-assured woman I was accustomed to. 


  “I can have pictures for Guillaume tomorrow,” I told her. “I don’t suppose he needs great artistic prints to prove your punishment to him.”


  “Thank you, that would work fine for me.”


  I thought she might just float way; it was that kind of sensuous mood that she evoked. Only when she left the studio was I aware that she’d left something on the settee: a note, on buff colored paper, the one written by her lover. Perhaps so I could see that she hadn’t made up this scenario on her own.


  When I called her two days later at her loft, I was in the same dominant frame of mind that I’d been in during our previous session.


  “How about dinner tomorrow, just you and me, no cameras?” I asked her.


  Sensing her hesitation before the answer, I was genuinely surprised that she didn’t turn me down.


  “I can’t tomorrow, but perhaps Saturday night?” she offered.


  “That works just as well for me.” I didn’t want to wait two days, but I would. As impatient as I might have been in the past, I wasn’t this time. I knew what I would accomplish with Savannah when an evening with her alone was finally mine.


  ***


  The third package of pictures along with those of Savannah’s spanked behind were opened Friday morning at the Boothby Bay P.O., having arrived in the overnight mail from Savannah’s address. The photographs fell loosely on to the desk, the scattered images, mostly black and white, because that’s how Savannah liked to see herself, were even more courageous than the ones before. On the red sports car she looked glamorous and sexy, in the barber chair like a vamp, and between the two men on the park bench, Savannah was the embodiment of sex in the midst of the mundane—flirtatious when the rest of the world was droll. How brave she’d been, she’d have to be commended for that, even though she’d taken much too long with the assignment.


  The other color photographs of her bared ass striped from having been punished were particularly pleasing to the eye. Like the others, the photographs were tacked to the corkboard where there were still places to put them. Some had to be pinned over top of the first and more subdued prints. The entire clutter of blonde images was a sight that no man or woman could not appreciate for the sheer depth of emotion they evoked. Nothing was subtle about the statement that Savannah and her dominant made. She was a brash hussy, a flagrant exhibitionist, and a naughty undisciplined brat, the antitheses of her professional persona; and she seemed perfectly happy with both personalities. Only when the two clashed in bed with Mack Brundage was there fuel for a war. Self-destructive acts were not allowed in her repertoire of acceptable behavior. Mack could easily destroy both her personal and professional life, and he was not beneath doing either one. 


  Knowing all these things, the Dom at the typewriter, typed the words in clean black ink on the buff colored paper, their crisp and lucid intent something no one would misinterpret, including the man they were intended for, Michael Renz


  “I’m taking the liberty of sending these implements to you. I’m afraid that my schedule doesn’t allow me to attend to all of Savannah’s needs personally, so having you as a friend, confident and fellow dominant allows my affair with the delectable tart to continue in the vein it was meant to. As I’m sure you know by now, Savannah and I could never have a relationship that was founded on flowers and romance. Ours is much more earthy and elemental than that. And it most certainly requires her submissiveness, which I feel will necessitate a more regular program of corporal punishment. Assuming that you’re willing, for you’ve already made such an impression on her, these two implements she purchased for me, in addition to the leather spanker that you used on her in her studio, are for you to use at your discretion. I know you’ll find her a willing submissive—that is her basic erotic nature. There will be other things that from time to time she might seek you to do. This is, of course, your choice, though I’m convinced myself that you have both the temperament and inclination for such things. I might add that I’ve enjoyed the photographs you have made for us, most of which hang on the walls of my cottage to remind me of the love and desire that blooms in my heart for Savannah. They bring her closer to me, having these to view. 


  I remain, indebted to you, Guillaume.


  ***


  Saturday morning before my date with Savannah, I received a parcel from a Boothby Bay postal address containing a paddle, a small baton or cane and a letter from Savannah’s mysterious lover. The odd parcel only made me more curious about what I considered a tempestuous and very remarkable love affair, even though it was certainly a strange one. I was surprised to find this Guillaume so willing to give up his claim to punish and even make love to Savannah. I would have been in bed with her every night if she loved me as much as she obviously loved him. How he could be so cavalier I didn’t understand. As for his suggestion of corporal punishment, and the two implements, I found them intriguing, but I ended up stuffing them in the back of my closet where I expected them to go unused. If I did, for some reason find her naughty enough to punish, I still couldn’t imagine doing it again…even if I gained so much that first time. I would rather love her than hurt her; and love was something I suspect she’d been without for some time. 


  I did feel elated taking her to dinner that night with Guillaume’s blessing. At least it felt like I had his blessing. Given the odd position I’d been placed in, I had little desire to curb my sexual desire for her. Guillaume was silent about purely sexual matters, but then again, he’d already suggested that she serve me after I used the spanker on her. What was to say that he didn’t expect my complete participation in such intimate matters? It seemed the obvious way my relationship with Savannah needed to progress. Would Savannah see it that way too? 




  Chapter Seven


  She told him she liked German food.


  “I spent a year in Germany doing research,” she explained. “All that heavy stuff was appealing. But I don’t like dark beer.”


  “I haven’t met a woman who does. How about wine?”


  “Lovely,” she replied. Her diaphanous black dress was splashed with bold, cream colored flowers, and when he saw her from the backside, he could see the tempting outline of her rear, even the hint of a crack between her round cheeks. He wondered if she was wearing anything underneath, almost certain seeing the way her flesh jiggled inside the dress and her nipples poked through the fabric that there nothing covering her breasts. She fashioned her hair in some odd creation, held together by chopsticks and a little magic. “What are you looking at?” she asked him curiously. 


  “Your hair, it’s different.”


  “You don’t like it?”


  “No, I was just wondering if those things might not get in the way.”


  “In the way of what?” she asked as if she didn’t already know what Michael was speaking about.


  “Sex.”


  “You think we’re ready for that?” she asked.


  “You haven’t refused me.” 


  “Not yet anyway.” She smiled warmly, not closing any doors.


  “And since I have Guillaume’s permission.”


  “Oh?” Her face darkened subtly.


  “He sent me a letter. You know about that?”


  “He sent me one too,” she replied.


  “And what did he tell you?”


  “To behave myself with you.”


  Michael cocked his head wondering how to interpret that remark.


  “To do as you ask,” she explained further when she saw the question in his expression.


  Michael smiled, realizing that this evening would be exactly as he wanted it. Even so he was daunted by the possibilities before him. 


  “I suppose you plan on using the …” she was momentarily gripped by inordinate fear that strangled her speech. “… the paddle and cane?”


  “I put them in the back of my closet. I’m more interested in making love to you.”


  “If it’s Guillaume’s wishes, I’ll do anything,” she reminded him.


  Michael stared at her without speaking, for a long time trying to get a real fix on the inconstant woman. “You know …” he finally decided on what he was going to say … “I don’t think I understand you. For such an independent woman, you’re unbelievably moldable. Sometimes I think of you as a sailboat without a rudder, moving with whatever breeze takes your sails. And then at other times you’re a powerful ship staying your course against the strongest winds.”


  “What an interesting description.” She cocked her head and pursed her lips, as though she was thinking a lot and had lots to say, but she didn’t give her thoughts words.


  “You’re dominated by a man you’ve hardly ever seen, if you’ve seen him at all,” Michael continued. “And aroused by some very dark passions and a degree of exhibitionist frenzy that I’ve rarely seen in any woman.” He smirked as though her true nature was dawning on him. “You’re like a chameleon the way you change, turning a different color as your life moves you on to something else.” He shook his head amazed by his observations.


  “It’s the actress in me,” she explained. “The moldable part.”


  “You ever act?”


  “I do it all the time.”


  “Are you acting now?”


  “I’m playing one of my roles, yes. But it’s vintage me. I’m not pretending to be something I’m not. I’m just a lot of different people in one. I think that fascinates men,” she said very sure of herself. Savannah was half vamp, half pretending to be in control. It was for Michael to find out if she’d be relinquishing that control to him. 


  “Have you heard me complain?” he asked, still gauging the Savannah he dined with. He viewed her symmetry and her inconstancy as something to study, as though she was a work of art in progress. His trained eye basked in the way her facial expression could be so different and still remain wholly Savannah. The pale pink glossing her lips made him want to focus on them as she spoke, but then her eyes danced and paled, and looked warmly at him, then became so enigmatic he couldn’t fathom her thoughts. She toyed with him so deliberately she should be ashamed. But then that was the prerogative of women. He intended to have her that night, and they both knew it. “Drink your wine,” he suggested in a tone of voice that was akin to a demand. He finished off his beer and ordered another.


  Their booth was small, arranged so that they were almost sitting side by side, so that it was perfectly reasonable that his hand would find her thigh half way through dinner. He felt her cringe slightly, and then shudder as though a bolt of electricity shot through her and into him. It produced a welcome effect on his penis. 


  “Draw your skirt up,” he suggested, moving his hand aside. 


  She smiled at him. “You like being in control, don’t you? It must be the photographer in you.”


  “You don’t have a problem with that Savannah. I’ve known you long enough to observe that much.”


  She raised the skirt ever so slowly, pulling it to her knees and then above so her bare thigh showed. 


  “No stockings?” he whispered when his hand returned to that place.


  “I was thinking lots of bare flesh tonight.”


  She’d turned up her seductive allure so high, he was hopelessly infatuated even while he tried holding back. “Are you going to be as fickle with me as you are with Guillaume, as you are with, who’s that guy? Mack?”


  “You think I’m fickle.”


  “You’re in love with Guillaume, but you’re going to make love to me tonight.”


  “Because he wants that,” she said.


  “And there’s no conflict in you?”


  “None,” she said. 


  His hand moved high enough on her thigh so that she had to part her legs in order for him to travel to the place of his planned destination. He felt the softness of her shaved pubis and let his fingers rest there. She shivered at his touch, although so imperceptibly that he could only feel the tremor because they were sitting so close. 


  “That amazes me, no conflict,” Michael replied to her statement.


  “It doesn’t amaze me at all. I’ve always managed to be in love with several men at one time.”


  “And you’re in love with me?” he asked.


  “I won’t know until we’ve had sex,” she said. 


  “Must mean your heart’s between your legs.”


  She smiled, pursed her lips again in a coy pout. “You guess well.”


  They remained in the restaurant just long enough to pay the bill. Riding in Michael’s Mustang to his apartment, sparks of electric sexuality flashed erratically between them. They shared the tight space in an uneasy silence that was about to explode from the tension of suppressing their attraction. Feeling like a thief stealing a prize from a rich man, Michael was bringing the spoils of war home to his lair. While he mused on his new acquisition, Savannah let her mind wander to images of medieval maidens captured for sexual purposes. 


  “I thought you’d take me to my loft,” Savannah said, “or to the studio.”


  “Not if it would put you in control,” he answered easily.


  Michael’s apartment was three flights up in an old building with a slow moving elevator, the kind with the black gate across the doorway to keep the passengers in. It was hardly large enough for two people. 


  “I haven’t taken pictures of you in an elevator, have I?” he asked.


  “I thought there would be no cameras tonight,” she said.


  “And if there were, would that bother you?” he asked. He pulled her close so they were chest to chest, her warm fluid breasts touching him, their hands meeting at their sides so their fingers intertwined without thinking. It was a delicate beginning.


  “I love the camera trained on me,” she replied. “Since I’m an exhibitionist at heart.”


  He chuckled. “Then you’ll have to suffer tonight. My eyes are the only ones that are going to feast on you.” They kissed, small kisses, delicate ones, ones that began at her lips and then, as Michael’s lips moved, found the fragrant crook of her neck and the delicious taste of her shoulder. “I want you to take off the dress.”


  “Right here?”


  “Right here,” he nodded.


  “I’d be naked,” she said. “Completely.”


  “Not a stitch on underneath?”


  “Not even a whisper of cloth,” she confirmed.


  If he hadn’t heard the sound of someone on his floor moving outside the elevator before it opened, he might have drawn the dress over her head. Even he wasn’t that bold.


  The hallway was the dark kind, with half paneled walls, crown molding high on the ceiling, and ancient light fixtures that only glowed dimly when lit. Passing a man getting on the elevator, they were alone again, stepping into the short corridor where there were just six doors, five apartments and one storeroom. Michael’s apartment was in the front of the building, the furthest from the elevator. From another apartment along the way, they could hear the sound of Madame Butterfly coming from a phonograph. This was no CD recording, but vinyl, where scratches and tiny blimps in the perfection only added to the mellifluous sounds that impregnated the air with the pure energy of rich-hued color, in the shades of an earthy countryside in autumn as the season loses its prime. Into the atmosphere of that sensuous background music, their kisses were focused. The short journey down the hallway became a long one, the two lingering between real life and fantasy, in some other world that was only sexual, where being sexual was the only thing that mattered, where intertwining with a lover’s limbs was a natural act, naturally enacted any hour of the day in any place where desire appeared.


  He played with her through her dress, running his hands as far as they could reach on her thighs, along her sides, to her waist, and breasts and back and shoulders. She placed her hand on his crotch. For a while, she rested her foot on the edge of a planter. And while the aria moved them within its melody, as if they were the notes themselves, Michael’s hand found the warm home of her pubis and she gave it up to him.


  “You smell dark,” he whispered, pulling his hand away from where he’d played with her wet opening. He licked one side of his fingers then put them to her mouth, the pink lips sucking the two until the juice moved into her mouth.


  “The taste of sex,” she whispered back to him.


  A door opened down the hall, and they remained clenched together; but as Michael’s neighbor waited for the elevator, they finished their way to the apartment and let themselves inside.


  In the doorway, Savannah’s dress finally disappeared. By the light of a small lamp in the living room Michael removed his shirt while Savannah watched from a reclining position on his overstuffed couch. To the tune of an old recording of a black jazz singer tripping through a lazy blues, he had his pants at his feet and was descending on his lounging lover. They groveled their way through the preliminary seduction, and moved briskly to his erection in her vagina. Her body seemed to swallow his aching member, while at the same times, she whimpered at the sharpness of his attack. And yet, the harder he pushed, the more she opened, the less she hurt. She hadn’t had sex like this in a long time—Guillaume was far too remote to suit her.


  Michael’s first orgasm was brusque, without regard for Savannah’s pleasure. Hers would take more finesse to produce and he would save finesse until later, until after he’d punished her for ignoring him too long. With the first explosion over however, he backed off and the two lay side by side naked, petting each other like lazy cats. Minds wandering, Michael’s was empty for a while until his physical need moved beyond his need to rest. 


  “Did you bring the spanker with you?” he asked her as his hands ran their way through her tangled hair.


  “You didn’t ask for it,” she answered in a soft vacant way.


  “Humm. That’s too bad then,” he replied, giving her cheek a tender kiss. “I’ll have to use the other things.”


  “What other things?” she wondered, still a little too dreamy to make any sense of words and meaning.


  “Don’t play coy, my dear, I already told you.”


  She was waking slowly. “But I thought you wanted to make love to me? You said you wanted to be gentle.”


  “And that I’ve done,” he reminded her. “Now I want to punish you. It’s at my discretion, you know.” His loving gestures laced with caressing tones, did little to convey his meaning, though the words sufficed. She squirmed against him trying to love him more.


  “Have I done something?” she asked in innocence.


  “Oh, yes,” he replied gladly. “You’ve pissed me off a dozen times, and I’ll get it all back.” 


  “But you said …”


  “I’ve changed my mind. That’s my prerogative as a man, just as yours as a woman is to be as puzzling as a spring breeze.”


  Michael moved away from her, watching her all the way to his bedroom door, as the reclining figure of ribald sexual glamour teased him from the couch. Legs open, she appeared to be luring him away from his purpose, but he wasn’t moved enough to change his mind.


  Leaving the wrappings from the parcel of implements strewn on the bedroom floor, he brought the paddle and baton with him back to the living room.


  “On you’re belly,” he ordered her, “unless of course, you want it on your pussy.”


  Hastily scooting about, Savannah complied without a second thought, anxious to bury her tender skinned limbs and chest into the comfort of Michael’s thick couch. But her ass end shamelessly bared took a bevy of smacks from the black lacquered paddle as Michael knelt at her side on one knee, and used the paddle for more than mere love pats. Even in the dim light, he could see the color of her bottom change. The milk-white hue of her skin went from a faint blush, to pink, to a second shade of rose, the color of an old tea rose. Although she was hardly wilting like a flower.


  Savannah didn’t like the strike of the paddle as well as she’d liked the leather spanker. This so unforgiving made her think more of being punished than having sex. But Michael was unabashedly ruthless laying the thing against her cheeks. She rocked back and forth, even though that was foolish when she was suddenly struck in places that weren’t as amply padded as her ass.


  “You must really be angry with me,” she sobbed, when he stopped.


  “Something I’m only beginning to admit,” he said. “But that’s only half of it.”


  “The other half? “ she asked peeking out through her muddied eyes.


  He handed her a handkerchief. “No mascara on the couch,” he informed her. “The other half, I’m thoroughly enjoying it as much as you are.” He watched her wipe away the messy make-up.


  She wouldn’t deny the pleasure, the fact that at that instant, after having cried for him to stop because it hurt so badly, she felt the distinguishing warmth of her hot ass begin to radiate outward in such a pleasant way that in secret she wanted more. Either Michael read her mind or simply desired to continue for himself. This time, lifting her from the couch, he sat himself down. In an old fashioned gesture, he then drew his crying brat over his lap so he’d have easier access to her lush punished mounds and the passionate heat they gave off. He spanked her more. The black paddle took her fading cheeks and raised the rosy glow again to its most vibrant color. Then, exchanging the paddle for the baton, he let the thin reed fly against the red, leaving marks with each nasty crack.


  “Michael nooooo,” she roared from her gut.


  The cane struck again. “These are for Guillaume. I’m sure he’d approve,” he remarked, before he let the second one land. That cut hotly on both cheeks, leaving a burn to linger when the blush died off. 


  “Oh gawd,” the low mellow protest filled him with woe, but it wasn’t enough to deter the third, the fourth or the fifth sharp cut. “Oh, noooooooo,” were the final forlorn words before the last strike hit.


  “Just one more, for Guillaume,” Michael announced.


  Savannah knew it wasn’t for Guillaume at all, but himself. At least it was the last one. And because he turned her over and held her close to him as soon as he finished, she allowed the hurt and even the pain to quickly fade. The punishment over, Savannah drifted in Michael’s arms, enjoying what his ferocity created in erotic heat. 


  Michael discovered the ripe wet folds of her vagina as he fondled her aching behind, rubbing the engorged place at the center, fingering that sensitive opening. Savannah rode a rolling erotic wave to her bliss-filled end and remained in his arms, with her eyes fixed on his face, as she recuperated from the sharp climactic spasm.


  “You are a nasty man,” she purred, as she came back to her senses. And then, with a suddenness that surprised them both, she bolted from Michael’s lap with eyes flashing. 


  “Didn’t you get what you wanted?” Michael smirked playfully at her.


  She looked at her naked self in the reflection of his plate glass window. “The whole world’s not going to see me here is it?” she asked.


  “The window looks down on the street,” he answered her. Savannah backed off immediately not intending to exhibit herself to the entire neighborhood. Though feeling her ass, she wanted to see the results of Michael’s handiwork. “There’s a mirror in the bedroom if you have to look,” he suggested. She stopped short of entering Michael’s bedroom, thinking she wasn’t quite ready for that. Sauntering back to the couch, she gazed down at his happily reclining body.


  “You can’t tell me you had a problem with that, Savannah,” he spoke first.


  She shook her head. “No. It’s just a shock, feeling all these things.”


  “I thought you’d be used to them with Guillaume in your life.”


  “Sometimes he’s not with me enough,” she admitted.


  “I’d guess not, the way he’s passed you off to me.”


  “So what did I do to earn all that wrath?” she asked.


  Michael sat up on the couch, and pulled her next to him. “You have another lover,” he said.


  “That’s all?” she wondered.


  “That is enough, believe me.”


  “I want to be with you all night,” she said.


  “That’s what I planned. And in bed is even better than out here.” Leading her to his bedroom, they slipped between the cool clean of the sheets, snuggling into sleep, until they woke again late in the night to make love again.




  Chapter Eight


  She was meeting me at eight o’clock in the bar of a cafe just down the street from my studio. Swept inside by a bitter evening, I was surprised to see Savannah sitting by the warming fireplace with her coat still on, a slick, sly smile on her lips. Two brandy sifters sat on the table waiting for us.


  “What’s that sassy look for?” I asked her.


  “You have your camera ready?” she asked.


  “I didn’t bring it with me if that’s what you’re asking.”


  She pouted. “Too bad. I thought you might want to get a shot of this.” She opened her coat a button at a time. The last one undone, I could see that she was naked underneath except for a garter belt and lacy black stockings.


  “Hmm. I’m surprised your pussy didn’t freeze off,” I said, chuckling. I sat down opposite her.


  “It was a bit nippy on the labia,” she admitted.


  “So you’re just going to let the whole world see?” I wondered aloud. She was pretty casual with people walking around us, though with her back to most of the crowd, they couldn’t see what I could see from my vantage point. Still, even for Savannah it was pretty risqué. “I suppose this is another assignment from Guillaume?” I inquired.


  “Nope,” she answered easily. “I thought of this one myself.”


  “It’s a good one.”


  We sipped brandy and chatted. Although I tried to ignore that she was only half clothed, I could see the lovely cleavage she presented me, almost down to her navel. With her back to the room, she was feeling bold. And when the waitress came by to take our order, the fact that she closed the coat even a little reminded me that Savannah had a degree of propriety remaining.


  “Are you this “out there” at work?” I asked her when the waitress left.


  “Oh, god, not on your life,” she exclaimed. She traced the top of her brandy glass with her finger, and then bit her lip as if the next surprise was difficult to spit out. “If we could find a place to do it, right here, would you?” she finally asked.


  “And where would you suggest?” I asked, perusing the busy bar. 


  “In the hallway by the ladies lounge?” she suggested.


  “While the ladies are going in an out of the bathroom?” I queried.


  “Or in the alley outside the door?” she tried again.


  “It’s cold enough outside to freeze even your hot snatch. How about just in the men’s restroom?” I offered her a third choice.


  “You think you could sneak me in there without being noticed?”


  “Would it matter?” I asked.


  Her smile in return was smug.


  Once in the men’s room, we found the far stall empty, the big one to accommodate wheelchairs. There was even a seat on the toilet so Savannah could sit down while she unzipped my pants and began making her way about my rising penis with her tongue. She drew a line around the head, and continued down the shaft. Rolling my balls across her palm, she looked up at me with a deliciously naughty expression as though she had much more in mind. Standing up, she doffed the coat, turned around and with her hands on the stool, she let me have her from behind. I got off while massaging her ass, and got her off massaging her warm wet mound thereafter.


  With Savannah’s coat back on, we walked out of the restroom with smiles on our faces, while several men entered with curious expressions on theirs.


  I could counts on Savannah to be quirky, unexpected and sassy-minded when making love. She didn’t speak much of Guillaume in our rendezvous anymore. I wondered if there’d been some breach in their relationship, but I didn’t quite have the courage to ask.


  ***


  I called her one Saturday morning two months after we began having sex. 


  “I’m going to be at the studio at noon. I’d like you there with me,” I informed her.


  “I have an appointment, Michael,” she replied.


  “Cancel it?”


  “Just like that?” 


  “Yes, Savannah, cancel it. I want you here by noon.” 


  “But that’s impossible.”


  “Not if you want what I have, and I’m sure you’ll want it.”


  I hung up on her. I couldn’t stand the thought of her arguing with me. We’d never argued before, but I detected one about to happen. She’d put on the college professor persona, took a firm stand and showed signs of a much different woman than I was accustomed to. I figured it would happen eventually, though I was still surprised by the chill that greeted me. It was curious that I didn’t really care about her objection. I wanted her to yield to me, and I expected her to. Even so, until the moment she finally walked through my door at noon, I worried that she wouldn’t show. 


  “You know this is lousy timing?” she announced, annoyed with me, even as she put her arms around my neck and kissed my cheek.


  “But you came,” I said.


  “I got the feeling that it was a Guillaume sort of thing,” she said.


  “No,” I shook my head. “It’s a Michael sort of thing.”


  She actually looked more interested, even a little wary.


  “The bed in the studio?” I began my instructions. “Strip naked and lie down for me, I’ll be with you in a few minutes.”


  “More pictures?” she asked. 


  “Only if you behave.”


  Her eyes lit more happily than they had been, and I knew I’d have a willing submissive on the other side of the curtain in just a few minutes. 


  I have no idea how long I made her wait, naked and shivering on the bare striped tick. Three customers came into the studio before I had a chance to get back to her; and when I was finally alone, with a “Closed” sign on the door so there wouldn’t be any other interruptions, I was almost surprised to see her lying limp. She looked frightened and angry as she reclined in the cool room.


  “I suppose you could have pulled a sheet over yourself,” I said.


  “I didn’t know I had the liberty to do that, or that you’d be so long.”


  I didn’t apologize, but simply moseyed about the studio getting my camera and a few other things ready for the shoot. I started with ropes.


  “You’re going to tie me?” she asked innocently.


  “A good next step, don’t you think?” I replied.


  With her wrists in my hand, I wrapped the soft cotton rope around them, snug enough to be secure, and then fixed the end to the headboard of the rollaway. I repeated that process with her ankles, though those remained spread apart so her shaved pubic mound was easily visible. After taking several shots of her, noting the fearful expression on her face, I changed her position. This was going to be a very interactive shoot. My imagination engaged, I next bound her breasts, crisscrossing the rope between the two full orbs, making the flesh stand pertly at attention. With Savannah sitting upright on the bed, her arms behind her and the ankle ropes just dangling at her feet, I took an entire roll of 12 pictures, noting how her eyes followed me around the room as I walked, and then how her face remained in profile. She was haughty, yes, I think still put out that I demanded her on such short notice. But she remained submissive to me. She had to the way the bondage excited her. There were beads of perspiration on her brow. When I changed her position a third time, I placed her on her knees with her bound hands behind her, her shoulders pressed to the mattress, and her ankles tied together so my main view was of her sex. There before my eyes were the pink folds, the smooth skin, her tight anus and the inviting opening at the very depth where her female dew gathered waiting.


  Her limbs ached having been forced into an uncomfortable position, though she didn’t complain. However, when I fingered her immobile body, she jerked. A tiny gasp came from her lips. I watched how she moved into my fingers eagerly, even when I tormented her by holding back. 


  “Please, Michael,” was her urgent appeal for more, said so sweetly, with an acquiescent tone. I was moved to give her just a little more before I teasingly backed off again. “Ah, yes more.”


  More playfulness, she was urgent to come, though the satisfaction wouldn’t be coming from anything but my hand. The command over her was alarming. The way it made me feel brought out the worst kind of savage thoughts: a demon in my soul that I was only beginning to get acquainted with. Savannah wanted that. 


  “Michael, don’t stop,” she was frantic, about at her peak.


  Before she was able to climax from my manipulation, I stopped fondling her. Changing positions several more times, I had the sweet blonde trussed up like an exotic bird, bound with ropes between her legs, more about her breasts and others securing her limbs awkwardly behind her. In her last pose, she was on her feet at the foot of the bed, legs wide, her arms strapped to a rail above her. This was my ultimate in submissive bondage. Exposed with a daring effrontery she’d be ready for anything I chose to give her. I imagined stripes mostly, from a lash, or better yet a cat o’nine tales, something rigorous that would leave marks. I liked the thought of marking her permanently as a way to claim her for my own; but then, I was still believing that half of her belonged to another man, even though he was rarely mentioned anymore.


  While she still hung in the bonds, I pressed fingers into her vagina again and let them linger there. Pulling them out slowly, I caressed the erotic spot just inside her opening. She bucked hard to feel more than just the light massage. 


  “Michael, don’t toy with me, darling,” she gasped woefully.


  That was exactly what I was going to do. I could sense in my own body how hers was at the apex, smoldering there in her suspended prison of ropes. A trickle of perspiration ran down her back. Her face looked strained, her eyes molten, as if some otherworldly presence in her was taking charge. She jerked hard again to find my teasing fingers, and I let her suffer because that pleased me. And then, just because I wanted to see the look in her eyes when her body burst with the pleasure, I attentively played with the sensuous folds until she tightened suddenly and arched her back, her blond hair dangling down her back. Lost somewhere in the middle of her ecstatic release, I looked on admiring the expression on her lips.


  “You don’t know how this has interrupted my day,” Savannah whispered to me as she was on her way out of the door. I had an appointment I couldn’t wait for and was in the outer entry room when she swept by me looking very relaxed but in a hurry. 


  “Your wrists?” I whispered back to her, while two clients conversed about a set of proofs on the front desk and I followed Savannah to the door.


  She looked at her wrists, noting as I did, the indentations that remained in her skin. 


  “They will go away?” she wondered aloud.


  “I’m sure eventually,” I replied shrugging. I had no idea how long she’d live with the results of our afternoon’s activity. I liked the look of those rope marks, and was sure that Savannah did too. She couldn’t take her eyes off them, as she moved to her car parked just outside my door. 


  ***


  “I’m going to be gone for two weeks, a conference in Spain,” Savannah told Michael a few days after their last photo session.


  “And you’re not taking me with you?” Michael joked. 


  “If you want to comb through ancient castles, I suppose you could come.”


  “Looking for relics?” he asked her.


  “Relics? Why would you say that?” His question seemed odd.


  “Isn’t that what experts on medieval history do?”


  “I’m looking for writings perhaps, some ancient texts, that sort of thing. But more, I’m just interested in expanding my knowledge of Spain. I haven’t done much research there.”


  “What does your research lead to?” he wondered.


  “My fertile imagination,” she said, as he heard the laughter in her soft-spoken voice.


  “I suppose I’ll just have to put off my sexually deviant behavior,” he said.


  “Don’t worry I’ll come back inspired.” She was quiet for an instant. “Michael?” Her voice had become small.


  “Yes?”


  “There may be a rendezvous with Guillaume while I’m there,” she informed him. It was the first he’d heard of her absent lover in weeks. Hoping that he’d simply disappeared, the photographer was surprised to hear her mention him.


  “I suppose you’re looking forward to that.”


  “I guess I am. It’s funny how he has a way of haunting the dreary mediaeval moments of my life.”


  “You’ve never said that before,” Michael said. He’d never known Savannah to be so obtuse. Not that she was always easy to understand.


  “I haven’t?” She sounded surprised.


  “No.” Michael was annoyed with her, in fact angry realizing that he still had competition for her affections.


  “Are you upset?”


  “I suppose I have no right to be since it was Guillaume who loaned you to me.”


  “Exactly,” she agreed. “I’ll see you when I get back. Just wish me well. The work I do these two weeks should be all I need to finish the research I’m doing for my book.”


  “Your book?” This was new to him.


  “I told you about that, didn’t I?”


  “You’ve never mentioned a book,” he said.


  “Oh, there are probably lots of things you still don’t know about me,” she answered flippantly.


  Michael felt as if he was losing her, as though she was disappearing into another of her worlds. This being one where he wasn’t welcome.


  “Take care of yourself,” he said, knowing the conversation was about to end.


  “You’re not going to whisper, ‘I love you’?” she asked.


  “Is that what you like to hear?” he returned.


  “Only if it’s sincere.”


  “You know I love you, I guess this just came as a surprise. Do have a good trip.”


  “I will, darling, and we’ll do something outrageous when I get back.


  He noticed that while she wanted him to say ‘I love you’, she didn’t offer the sentiment in return.




  Chapter Nine


  The water lapped along the sand, a dirty froth from the salty brine and the seaweed that lay in brown clusters like something dropped by aliens on a night visit to the shore. Combing the beach for black-shelled muscles and tiny doodads the ocean regularly gives up, the beachcomber walked in from the shore to the old wooden porch, looking up occasionally as though they were waiting for someone in particular. After having found handfuls of little trinkets, all the collected treasure was dumped in a beach chair. Then sitting in the Kennedy rocker, sleep took away the afternoon and dreams replaced the real world …


  Savannah was on the beach running naked, kicking up sand, falling in the water. The waves splashed over her sandy skin. With her legs spread towards the ocean the tide lapped like a lover’s tongue inside the exposed pink places, tickling surfaces everywhere the wet stuff could go. Her lover came to her, crouching down over her body to fondle her breasts and with firm fingers pinched each nipple until she opened her eyes to gaze into his face. But she couldn’t see his face. So like him to remain unseen because the sun blocked her clear vision as he glared into her eyes. Even holding up her hand to shield her eyes, she wasn’t able to distinguish his threatening features. He turned her over on her belly and pushed her legs wide apart, so the water tickled both nether doors and his hand could probe her. He shook her hard with fingers in her anus and her vagina, as if he was trying to shake loose something blocked inside. Her hands dug into the sand above her head, as if trying to find something to hold on to. But sand shifts, and this sand moved through her fingers until it was just her fists clenched tight against the assault. Her polished nails bit into her palms. Her pubis moved erratically against the wet earth, beating in time to her lover’s curious rhythm, throbbing for the finish, which seemed just a millisecond away. Burrowing deeper down to the core of her carnal world, she finally exploded free of restraint. Clutching again for something to hold on to, she found  nothing, nothing but waves still lapping without, caressing her flushed skin; and waves of completion lapping within on the beach of her internal shore.


  “You’re still a child when it comes to lust, my dear Savannah. Remember how I’ve taken you from the womb of desire and painted you into the woman you’re becoming. Don’t forget me, even if you move on to other men. I’ll never be far away.” Her lover left her pressed against the sand, which was warm where the sun beat down, and cool where the tide washed in and made it wet. 


  Though the pictures of Savannah mounted on the wall were scrutinized carefully, each one thoughtfully inspected with keen eyes, the typewriter remained unused this time. All things in good time was the immediate thought. And all was going as planned.




  Chapter Ten


  Savannah called me when she returned. She was at the university in the middle of catching up, she said. “I’m anxious to see you.”


  “How was your meeting with Guillaume?” I asked. I was more curious about this than anything else.


  “Humm,” I heard her quiet reply, a lot behind that reply that she’d never tell me. I didn’t like conversations like this one over the phone. But I was too curious to wait until I could look her in the eye and have a better understanding of what was happening inside her brain. “He’s always so with me, Michael. This time was a little strange.”


  “Strange in what way?” I asked.


  “Meeting him in castles in Spain. I suppose it was the unusual surroundings.”


  “So did it inspire you?”


  “Absolutely.”


  “You have some time free today?” I asked.


  “Not much. I have lunch with Mack.”


  “Sex with Mack or lunch?” I asked.


  “Please, don’t be jealous. I have no intention of screwing that man again. It’s bad for my soul, and I know that. I don’t need to hear lectures from you or Guillaume. Mack needs a full report on Spanish castles, and then I have three student conferences. They’re lining up like sheep since I got back. I didn’t realize that my classes would fall apart with me gone.”


  “So when would it be convenient?” I asked, not disguising my annoyance.


  “I don’t know,” she said. I heard her shuffling papers in the background. Thinking she was distracted, I thought it best not to let the conversation peter out without making some commitment between us. “When’s your lunch with Mack over?”


  “He’s meeting me at noon in my office with some take out,” she said.


  “And your first conference?”


  “Two.”


  “That’s a long lunch.”


  “It won’t be all lunch,” she reminded me. I was still thinking sex, she was still thinking castles in Spain.


  “You’ll have time for me at one fifteen,” I finally said.


  “No, I won’t,” she shot back


  Hearing her raise her voice, I had gotten her attention.


  “I will see you then, one way or another, maybe I’ll just be bringing you flowers.”


  “That would be sweet, Michael, but wouldn’t it be better to wait, a late dinner?” she said softening slightly.


  “We’ll do that too,” I said.


  I knew she’d relent in the face of my insistence. I wasn’t about to let her get away with putting me off. I’d been put off for two weeks, two miserable weeks wondering what sex crimes she committed with the infamous Guillaume, and if she’d return with any love left to share with me.


  I arrived at her office earlier than one fifteen. I didn’t think breaking in on her conversation with Mack Brundage would be all that much a problem. Besides, my instincts told me that the professor was as concerned with getting into Savannah’s underwear as he was debriefing her on her trip. Take-out for lunch in her office. This was typical for their relationship. 


  With flowers in hand, I knocked on the door to let her know I was there, though I didn’t wait for her response to walk inside. Turning the knob I cracked the door to see her department head leaning over Savannah, nuzzling her neck. His hands were down her suit jacket, one on each breast. He barely pulled them away seeing me.


  “Humph, you didn’t lock the door,” I said, acting unfazed.


  “Michael?” she looked up as though I was the last person on earth she expected to see.


  “I guess I’m a little early,” I said, perusing the situation. Inspecting her office more closely I saw no remnants of lunch. “Gee, I thought there’d at least be a few crumbs I could munch on.” I watched as Mack stood up and moved away from her. I refused to leave embarrassed because I’d intruded on their intimate moment. “I guess you have lovers standing in line waiting for your return?” I’d turned directly to her. “You said something about them lining up like sheep?” I fearlessly pressed on.


  “Michael,” she said with an exasperated drone.


  “I should think you’d watch yourself more closely,” I continued on, “seeings as I’ve already punished you once for falling off the wagon of this addiction.” I looked directly into Mack’s puzzled face.


  “Who is this guy?” the professor asked.


  “Mack, I’m sorry, you’re going to have to leave,” Savannah said. She’d risen from her desk in an effort to encourage her boss out the door. When he was on the other side, and the door was locked, I tossed the wilting flowers on her desk indicating my annoyance.


  “So how far was it going to go?” I wondered aloud.


  “It wasn’t going anywhere,” she replied.


  “No? I’ve seen better efforts to fend off unwanted advances than that. You don’t suppose you were just horny and needed a sexual fix?”


  “Michael, you’re being obsessive and paranoid,” she exclaimed.


  “Am I?” I queried. Face to face with Savannah in heels we were nearly the same height, though I could still claim a slight advantage and used that to looked down sternly at her as if I were reprimanding a teenage girl. She looked that innocent. A good act; she was tough as nails underneath the veneer. “Wouldn’t you have had another office quickie with him? You would, wouldn’t you?”


  She didn’t answer.


  “You’d probably enjoy the naughtiness of it, come crying to me admitting to me your dreadful misbehavior. That’s if you didn’t decide to confess to Guillaume first, so he could send one of his curt missals, letting me know I should punish you.”


  “I’ve never seen you like this,” Savannah said, her mouth dropping open in awe.


  I was having a terrific time watching her squirm as she heard the truth so bluntly stated. “Is it a problem for you?”


  “You’re unbelievably overbearing.”


  “That’s what you want. Why else would you have a Guillaume in your life if you didn’t want to relinquish at least half of yourself to a man?”


  She couldn’t answer that question. Not a word left her lips. I loved upbraiding her and the way that made her inner fire crazed with heat. I knew she wanted to attack me physically and fuck hard. I could see her lips, the delicious way they parted, moistened as if she were preparing to take an erection in her mouth. I wasn’t sure how long I would be able to string her along as I played the ‘wronged’ boyfriend.


  “How can you conclude all this from one tiny little incident?” she finally said trying to defend her way out of the conversation. “Mack was coming on to me the way he always does, I would have pushed him off.”


  “Would you?” I doubted her again. “I really don’t think things like that happen unless you’re giving the right signals.”


  “Oh, that’s a chauvinist thing to say!” she retorted angrily.


  “Have you ever thought of mentioning sexual harassment to the man?” I wondered aloud.


  “That’s not going to work, not after the relationship we’ve had. And you, Michael Renz, need to be a little more understanding.”


  “I understand it all, Savannah. Everything you want. Good thing I brought the baton,” I said. The thin cane had been hooked by the handle to the inside pocket of my jacket, quite conveniently there as though it was just the place to carry it. 


  “You what!” she looked at the cane terrified as I pulled it from my jacket. 


  “Might as well get it over with,” I suggested.


  “You’re not going to punish me here!” she exclaimed.


  “Oh, but I am,” I assured her.


  “No, Michael, never! You can’t! Not here!” She shook her head at me angrily.


  “You have a problem mixing business and pleasure?”


  She was livid, eyes flashing sharply, while I remained perfectly calm. I’ve never had a problem battling a woman. But I’d never had one quite like this and I was truly enjoying the returns. She was going to lose and we both knew that. “This is where I work,” she said, glaring at me. 


  “And this is where you get punished,” I informed her calmly.


  “But people might hear?” she cried disbelieving.


  “The cane hardly makes much noise, Savannah. If you don’t make any, then there won’t be anything to worry about.” I moved to the CD player in the corner and fished through a stack to find some music worthy enough to use as a background for a caning. One with operatic arias seemed perfect. Good drama didn’t come any better than this. “Bare your ass,” I ordered.


  “You’re really going through with this?” she asked, her eyes mesmerized by every movement I made. As the strains of some soprano lifted into the air, and then some guttural baritone shook the ethers with his hearty fire, the feel of the music swam through me. Though Savannah trembled with fear, I knew she’d obey me. It took some minutes of an eye-to-eye stare down, before she moved to her desk. Once she’d hiked her skirt and bent over, I knew that I’d gone beyond even Guillaume’s ability to control her. This was immediate, intimate and very real, when I sometimes had the feeling that Guillaume was just some figment of her imagination.


  “Twelve,” I announced.


  She shuddered, but said nothing.


  Rearing back with the baton, the thin reed whistled through the air and struck her behind in the center, leaving a thin red welt rising to the surface in just seconds. I peeled off a good half dozen more before I paused again. Each cut was greeted with her anguished gasp, but I could tell that she was holding back. The walls in the old building were far too thin for her to make a scene. After the seventh cut, she slumped a bit, and I allowed her to regain her poise.


  “Please, Michael, can’t you stop now?” she pleaded with me.


  “No,” I answered simply. “Get back in position.” She craved the ruthlessness. And ruthlessness was what she’d have. The last five cuts I laid with equal intensity against her stripped behind, the effect to crisscross the red lines, leaving an interesting pattern of woe on her poor ass. Though I knew she was in agony, gritting her teeth against the building pain, I sensed that there was still the bizarre sexual sensations racing through her, that heat she loved so well. The twelfth cut delivered, Savannah instantly stood up and lowered her skirt. She came up from the desk still spitting mad, hardly holding back the tears, though there was a knock on her door, just as she stood to face me.


  “Who is it?”


  “John Kaiser, my conference, ma’am?”


  “Just a moment, I’m finishing up,” she called to the student. She turned back to me. “I never want to see you again, Michael,” she said, her steely words intended to cut like a knife. 


  I could see what effort it took to pull herself from the moment of painful pleasure, but she’d managed quite well. “Really?” Though I doubted her sincerity, I didn’t dispute her complaint.


  “You heard me. The game’s over,” she said.


  “Oh, it’s only been a game?” I observed, eyeing her carefully for all the things she didn’t say. “Well, at least now I know. But for the life of me, I can’t understand why you just put yourself through the torture, if you really didn’t want exactly what you got.” Savannah didn’t reply, and I really didn’t give her time to. Swiftly returning the cane inside my coat, I left the office. I was afraid I’d called her bluff and lost. She was so quixotic that I couldn’t be certain if I’d just executed our relationship and buried it for good. But I had to believe that, in time, she would be back for me. 




  Chapter Eleven


  Michael Renz didn’t hear from Savannah for nearly two weeks, and he wasn’t about to call her. He’d taken on a role and it wasn’t sensitive and compassionate; it was solely dominant.


  Savannah was in agony those weeks, vowing with her competent professorial self that what Michael meant to her could not be important. But every other part of her psyche told her she was lying. She refused to write Guillaume and tell him what had happened, even though she was bound by the unwritten agreement with the dominant to do just that. She ignored the promises she’d made, ignored her heart, her loins and the desires that floated to the surface of her every day life. She’d pushed the caning from her mind, pushed the image of an angry Michael from her thoughts, and yet, she still felt the familiar sexual pulse between her legs, happily asking her to relent to the need that possessed her.


  Savannah was obsessed with calling Michael, even though she could think of nothing to say to him. She hating being obsessed with her guilt, especially when it led right to some of her most potent passions.


  Sometimes a few drinks made the urgency go away. One evening, she found herself in a bar downing several vodka martinis and being hustled by a decent looking guy who introduced himself as Ryan. Sandy blonde hair, medium build, nothing special about his appearance except that he was pleasant. Savannah might have easily shrugged him off except for the demand between her legs that required she do something. She’d never sleep as aroused as she was, and for her own reasons she preferred not to masturbate. That would only draw her back to Guillaume—and Michael. 


  She and Ryan talked for nearly an hour, exchanging effortless smiles. Connecting on a primal level, it didn’t feel at all unwelcome when Ryan’s hand began to move on Savannah’s bared thigh. 


  “You wouldn’t want to take off, go somewhere private? There’s a place up the street that rents rooms?”


  She flirted with him, just for a few minutes acting coy as if she really had to give his proposition a lot of thought. “Do we really want to make it that formal?” she finally asked.


  “You have something else in mind?”


  “My car’s in the parking garage,” she told him.


  “That simple?” He looked a little disappointed.


  “Too tawdry?” she wondered aloud.


  “Not at all. It’s been a long time since I’ve had a woman in a back seat.”


  “Then maybe for old times sake,” she said with a little laughter as she rose from her seat.


  The pair walked hand in hand out the door of the bar and down a block to the garage where Savannah’s blue sedan was parked on the third floor, decently out of almost everyone’s eyesight. She thought of Michael taking photographs of her in the parking garage on the other side of town. Maybe it wasn’t such a good idea choosing this locale for a promiscuous moment. Then again, she was already committed to something.


  “It’s going to be cramped,” Ryan commented as he looked into the back seat.


  “Then we’ll get creative,” she replied, unlocking the door.


  Inside the confining space, Savannah leaned over and took Ryan’s cock in her mouth. Once decently erect, she lay back, maneuvering enough so he could penetrate her in the middle of that raging furnace between her legs. She was glad it was dark, face to face with a man she hardly knew. It was easier to think of nothing but her body and the orgasm that was about to strike. They were swift, both of them. The roar, the rage, the sudden jerk and the collapse, all in the space of minutes, and it was over. This screw couldn’t possibly be defined by anything but that single erotic idea being fulfilled. They hardly cried out and were duly relieved once it was finished.


  “You always so loose?” Ryan asked, as he was putting himself back together.


  “No,” she replied, pulling her panties back up over her hips. He’d undone the buttons on her blouse, though she didn’t know when he’d had the time. They had to be buttoned again. “It’s a long story,” she added to her reply, seeing that Ryan was a little confused by the last fifteen minutes.


  “Maybe you could tell me?” he asked. “I’ve always liked sex stories.”


  She shook her head. “And maybe not,” she sighed. “I’m really tired, but thanks.”


  They exited the back seat together, awkwardly eyeing each other for some moments before they said good-bye. 


  “My phone number,” he said, drawing a business card from his pocket. 


  She took it from him with a smile, and then waved to him as he walked off. Back behind the wheel, she tossed the card into her purse where it would land on the bottom and lay for several months until she fished it out, dirty and tattered. Forgetting who Ryan Bidwell was, she’d throw it in the garbage with bits of old Kleenex and empty gum wrappers.


  By the time Savannah arrived home that evening just twenty minutes later, she was more sober, and wracked with as much sexual need as she had when she took Ryan to her car. To make matters much worse, Guillaume’s ready judgment of this event clawed at her insides. The thought of Michael once again acting as Guillaume’s surrogate disciplinarian made it impossible to sleep. At one a.m. she finally called the photographer.


  “What time is it?” she heard his growling voice inquire, once she’d identified herself.


  “About midnight, you’re in bed already?”


  “You’re lying, it’s ten after one,” Michael countered. “I can see the clock.”


  “Then why did you ask?”


  “Because my eyes hadn’t adjusted.”


  “And they are now?”


  “What do you want?” he asked, “I thought you never wanted to see me again?”


  Savannah hedged. The world around her was spinning. Something inside her was impeccably honest, making confessions as easy as waking up in the morning. It made her good to feel naughty, then confessing. Even if it defied common sense, it would be a delicious terror spitting out the truth in the middle of the night to a man she wasn’t sure loved her anymore.


  “I did something really stupid tonight?” she said.


  “This a confession?” Michael asked.


  “You read my mind?”


  “Maybe I’m beginning to understand how you work. Are you confessing to me in lieu of Guillaume?”


  “He’d have me do it, but actually this time is on my own.”


  “So out with it,” he said, remaining annoyed. “And make it fast, because I have a damned long day tomorrow and I’d just as soon get back to sleep.”


  “Maybe I should call tomorrow?”


  “Savannah,” he barked at her sternly, “you’ve already awakened me. Don’t make me wait.”


  She took a deep breath, then finally blurted out the words, “I picked up a guy in a bar tonight and fucked him in my car.” She waited anxiously for his reply.


  “You did what?” he asked after a long pause. She could sense his shock. “And you’re okay?”


  “Oh, I’m perfectly okay, he was safe.”


  “You really know that?” Michael probed, sounding a lot less sleepy and a lot more awake. 


  She paused. “No, I guess not, but he was a very regular sort of guy.”


  “Rapists often are,” he droned, that edge to his voice startling her in a strangely pleasant way.


  “Well, I’m okay and now I’ve confessed,” she said breathing a sigh of relief.


  “And you feel better?” Michael asked.


  “Much,” she replied.


  “Sounds good to me,” he replied. “Now if it’s all the same to you, I’m going back to sleep.”


  Michael didn’t leave her time enough to reply before he hung up the phone. She was in shock. It was hardly the way she imagined he’d respond. Yes, she expected him to be grumpy and pissed at her; but nothing more than a slammed phone in her ear? If she expected him to run to her with a cane in hand and punish her, it certainly wasn’t going to happen tonight. She assumed it was useless to try and sleep, but found herself dozing off just minutes after she lay down in bed.




  Chapter Twelve


  Savannah was consumed with anger aimed at herself. It would have been far better to have confessed to Guillaume than waking an indifferent Michael from his sleep. What did she expect when she’d stupidly ordered the man from her life less than two weeks before? Maybe it was the liquor that made her think that Michael would be overjoyed to hear she was initiating a reconciliation. 


  Maybe it was time to rethink her life. Things were getting out of hand. Plans she’d made were going awry. Rarely had she ever been this loose with her life, leaving odd ends to fall around her as though she was walking through her days with her purse hanging open, and all the most intimate treasures of her life were aimlessly falling to the ground kicked and battered by her own feet. Perhaps the gods were casting her out of heaven and making her exist in a purgatory of her own making. She had no one to blame but herself.


  Savannah hadn’t thought about Guillaume and the cottage for some time; but now her mind was going there as if that was a magical place where she could save herself. It was a useless effort however. The magic of her odd correspondence with the dominant and his strange requirements just wasn’t enough to thrill her anymore. No, it was only Michael she wanted, and she’d botched that relationship, taking a jackhammer to it and shattering it into irretrievable fragments.


  She had two classes to teach and papers to grade. Her mind was hardly in her work, but that was the only solace she had. Maybe if she was lucky the hapless Mack Brundage would happen into her office and she could alleviate the immediate sexual tension. Unfortunately, that thought turned her stomach. She couldn’t imagine why she’d ever made love to that scum—charming scum that he was. The last thing she’d heard, Mack was on to some little secretary in the English Department. He’d used up most of the women in his own department, and had become such a scoundrel, no woman who’d heard about his womanizing wanted him. That she’d been a victim, so willing to succumb to his wit made Savannah feel cheap. If only she were still pleasantly ignorant of the blackguard’s schemes.


  After classes in the morning, Savannah remained in her university office far longer than she normally stayed. She wasn’t particularly thrilled with going home to an empty life. Luckily, there was plenty to keep her busy, a half-dozen projects that she’d put aside, and of course, the book, the nagging, complicated book that she loved and hated at the same time. The trip to Spain had twisted her thinking so much it was difficult to concentrate on the historical aspects of her experience there. Feeling as though she’d been thrown to the wolves in that decadent atmosphere so rife with sexual danger, she couldn’t even consider her research until she could do so without thinking of the gnawing sexual wolves. Guillaume had been there all right, but it hadn’t been a pleasant meeting. He made demands she’d been reluctant to carry out. (She’d even wished that Michael had been there for support. For some reason she had much more courage with him than without his steady presence. Nothing ever seemed to faze the her as long as he was there.)  Unlike Michael, Guillaume was more of a taskmaster than supportive. He scared her the way he could be so abidingly cruel and without compassion. He demanded nothing less than her complete obedience, all under the guise that she was the real initiator of her desire, he was just there as a facilitator. Savannah always thought the two demons went happily hand in hand, with Guillaume and Desire thick as thieves in their plot to bring out the beastly sexual woman knocking about her soul. They conspired against her. 


  She’d been staying in a small village that was the site of the wondrous ruins of a legendary castle. It had been said that a young princess of passion had lived inside the walls, guarded by a parish priest to protect her virginity, and by a deadly dragon to protect her life. For years her only real contact with the world of the living was the priest who brought her a great basket of food every day, mountains of food, so much she couldn’t eat it all. He brought her conversation and the gentle warmth of his caress when he’d affectionately take her hand and gaze sweetly into her eyes letting her connect with humanity. The princess’s only contact with the dark was the dragon. He too came to her offering nourishment, but only after the sun set, just as the clouds created plush patterns of orange light in the evening sky. Taking her upon his back he rode her into the land of her passions where there were those that prized her body as a fountain of great knowledge and wisdom. There were dozens of lovers that made love to her just to receive great visions from her powerful loins. They were the gateway to realms unseen where the secrets of life were written in pages easily read. In the morning however, the princess’s dragon and the visions were hidden away again, and she looked forward to the kindly priest that brought her sweet breads and exotic fruit and freshly cured meat. The legend is told in many ways, but mostly it was said that the priest, smitten with love and believing that he had the only virtuous and pure woman left in the region, defied his vows and took her away from the castle, the two marrying. The visions were then lost forever. The princess no longer treading in the dark territory grew old quickly and died, having satisfied the priest’s hungry loins, but not herself.


  Savannah thought the legend quaint on first hearing, though in her own nighttime world she couldn’t remove the idea from her brain that she and this mythical princess were somehow connected.


  One night, sneaking out of her hotel room like a child running away from home on a dangerous mission, Savannah crept into the ruined castle. She met Guillaume there unexpectedly. He was out for a pleasant evening stroll, quite unlike Savannah’s impulsive outing. They stood face to face in the moonlight, and he didn’t have to speak for his demands to be heard. Without saying a word, she began to disrobe, her blouse falling off her shoulders, her skirt dropping easily at her feet. Only the thin panties at her crotch remained; but they too were pulled down so she stood naked in the darkness, just a streak of ethereal moonlight to illuminate their meeting. 


  Guillaume’s hand was at her back, firmly pressing her down to the stone floor. The cold immediately climbed inside her body. Lying prostrate, as if she was facing an alter, she could hear his words clearly. And then, a chastisement rained down on her with blistering heat, its intensity striking her like blows from a whip. She was writhing from his berating words, the soft hairs at her crotch being tickled by the grasses that grew in around the stones. A cricket lighted on her and then jumped off. She shivered, but kept her face submissively pressed to the earth and granite, her skin above beginning to feel the real sensation of a leather-made implement lashing against her, as it wrapped its talons seductively about her skin. Feeling the warmth of it beginning to replace the chilling cold, she undulated more, an ecstasy of sensation about to burst inside. She heard and felt and understood that this abyss was her necessary path to fulfillment. In the darkness within the castle’s broken walls she made love to the earth at her core, Guillaume’s earth. As though there were a dozen lovers preying at her body, and animals devouring her, she felt the thrusts of sexual penetration. She was used for the explicit purpose of masculine lust and ejaculation, nothing more. Like the legendary princess come back to fulfill the legend, Savannah waited for the visions to appear. But with her lover tiptoeing into the eerie shadows, she awakened from the sexual stupor to reality. The 20th century Savannah scooted from the castle, fast putting on her clothes as she fled, afraid that at three a.m. there’d been eyes that witnessed a randy American woman getting off strangely in the middle of these hallowed Spanish ruins. Once fully conscious again, she discovered that Guillaume was nowhere to be found. 


  Twice on other occasions during her trip, Savannah and her lover had met this way. Each excursion into nocturnal meanderings was as nastily conducted as this one, each was fraught with bizarre sexual manipulation. Savannah surrendered because she was driven, the compulsion born from Guillaume’s commands made her this bold, this vile, and willing to do dark deeds in the dead of night. To what purpose? Her own ecstasy was all she could figure. Unlike her medieval counterpart, there were no visions, at least none she understood, none that came to mind.


  The lamp in her office cast golden shadows about the room. She’d decorated the bare plastered walls with pictures of castles and churches mostly from Italy, all photographed with a sepia filter that made them look ancient—exactly the way she felt about them. She wanted to believe she was stepping back in time when she walked into her office. On the brightest days when the sunlight streamed through the windows that was impossible. But on a night like this one, she could do her work imagining that she lived in a cloistered medieval world. The high walls closed in on her, and the dark woodwork of the old building and the musty scents reminded her of times past moved her into that Old World feeling. She used the pictures like windows to look out on that other time and place.


  The lamp on Savannah’s desk flickered for an instant when the pop machine in the hallway began to run. The faint change made Savannah alter her eyes. She could hardly see and yet it was only seven thirty. If she turned on the overhead fluorescents she might see well enough to work until nine, but she hated destroying the atmosphere that fed her daydreams. Becoming weary from eyestrain, she took a break and laid her head in her arms. Instantly, in a pleasant unfeeling reverie, she drifted on the edge of sleep.


  When her office door suddenly rattled, Savannah was startled out of her slumber. She jerked and looked toward the door. The knob turned, and then a blaze of light blinded her for an instant, though it would have been impossible not to recognize Michael entering her office. Closing the door behind him, he was bathed in the same sensuous filtered light that she’d worked in all evening. Although his presence, that sure substantial dark resolve of his, changed the mood of her cozy habitat. It was the grim expression on his face that made her bones rattle as hollow as the old office door. Spain and Guillaume and dark acts in the threatening dead of night plunged her firmly into the eroticism of that indecent lair where she preferred to meet her lovers.


  “Are you telling me you want to renew our affair, Savannah?” Michael spoke first. He wore a long black coat that swayed about him when he walked, a white collarless shirt and soft pleated pants underneath. Savannah found his choice of clothes a formidable addition to his already profound persona. 


  Still blurry-eyed from her brief nap, she struggled to comprehend his intent. Just looking at him, her body became pleasantly aroused. An eerie tingle trickled like a drop of water down her back. “I was silly to end it,” she admitted. As each second ticked by, she became more alert, and more sexually charged.


  “So you get drunk and stupid so you’ll have a reason to call me?” he asked.


  “Is that how you see it?” 


  “How else? That’s assuming that you really want me back after the dastardly thing I did.”


  “You’re going to make me suffer, aren’t you?”


  He smirked. “I probably should. After all the rough stuff you’ve asked for, I get rough with you just for me, just once, and you order me out of your life.”


  “I was wrong.”


  “Nice of you to admit it now, after you end the relationship.”


  “But maybe it’s not ended?” She looked up at him like a small child pleading.


  “Maybe there never really was a relationship,” Michael speculated. “Living in the shadow of this master of masters isn’t really my cup of tea. Oh, I went along with it because I was so infatuated by you, but I’d be kidding myself to think that you wanted me alone.”


  Savannah hardly considered Michael second fiddle to Guillaume. On the contrary, he was real, not letters, not commands and orders, not too much fantasy and too little reality that only poked its head inside her life in fleeting bursts. Seeing Michael now in flesh and blood, the longing for him she’d kept at bay for two weeks burned in her heart. She’d do anything to have him back.


  “It really isn’t like that,” she began speaking. “You aren’t even in the same category as Guillaume. I’m less taken with him now than before. You’ve made an extraordinary difference in my life. I’ve been honest with you, Michael, and you’ve accepted that. I should never have sent you away. I am sorry.”


  “I’m sorry too.” He didn’t move. Still standing by the door, still exuding an almost ominous quality, he refused to give away his feelings. Remaining so closed to her, she was scared to even breathe, afraid that one wrong word, one poorly phrased remark, he might slip out the door and out of her life.


  “So is there a way to repair the damage?” she finally asked.


  “There might be.”


  “I suppose I’d have to submit?”


  “That would be a good way to start.”


  “In the studio?” There was a feeling of safety she associated with the place they first met.


  He considered for a minute. “No, here.”


  “Here. Hum. Now?”


  “Now.” He replied to her with a granite resolve in his voice.


  “Perhaps you should lock the door?”


  “Be my guest,” he said, moving aside, his arm sweeping in a gallant gesture.


  She hesitated then walked past him feeling his harsh energy pass through her as she did. Turning the skeleton key in the lock, she deposited it on the bookcase by the door. That the last act of her own volition. 


  With their privacy assured, Michael turned down one lamp leaving the room even more eerie than before. Without hesitating he was behind the quivering blonde pushing her towards her desk. One hand was on her skirt, the other at her shoulder. Such placement suggested the advantage he would have over her, the command he intended to wield. The hand at her ass prodded her, fingers, like darts, jabbing where there was energy to dispel. Desire in her rising quickly, her whole being acquiesced to his insistence as though for that moment, Michael and the voice in her mind were one, consumed by their united fervor. 


  With Savannah bent over the end of her desk, Michael moistened her rear door with a cool fluid that bathed her genitals. That he had the lubricant so ready suggested that he planned this all along. As his fingers pressed against the unrelenting pathway, she whispered something he could not hear. A protest. Though she was smart enough to suppress the need to loudly vent her fears. 


  He knew her fear, by the way she was beginning to quake. 


  Michael’s middle finger violated the virgin barrier, and its first plunge down her channel was met with a burst of sensation skyrocketing anxiously from her sex to her fingertips and toes. Relinquishing to the feelings, she bore down, grit her teeth and tensed, knowing that the finger would not be the only invasion of her untried backdoor. With a second finger inserted in her behind, she made a rude jerk and Michael withdrew from her abruptly, spanking her hard with the palm of his hand. She was surprised to find that he wouldn’t stop, even when she gasped a pleading, “I’m sorry.” She squirmed to get away from the strikes, but his other hand kept bringing her back. Laid on with speed and a steady consistency, the smacks brought a pain that rose in measured degrees until she could no longer endure in silence or with just little whimpers.


  “Please, Michael,” she gasped.


  “Please what?” he asked.


  “Please stop,” she said.


  That wasn’t what he wanted to hear, so the pause was brief. His hand started up again with the same vibrant beat until she cried again. “Please, no more.”


  “That’s not the way to get me to end this,” he informed her. “Now if you beg for me in your ass …”


  For an instant while the idea registered, she again felt the painful spanking. She couldn’t think. Her mind in a blur, she didn’t know what to say, until suddenly getting her wits about her, she cried, “Please have my ass!”


  Stopping immediately, Michael resumed his plans. First gathering more dew from her wet cunt and dousing her with more slick lube, he inserted two fingers past her tight sphincter. He drew them in and out like a prick, slow and easy, knowing this would be a startling change in her sexual repertoire. He was patient waiting for her tense muscles to relax.


  There was a frenzy of frenetic energy shooting through her. Every muscle in her threatened to remain rigid, but with Michael not stopping, something clicked inside her body and brain and she reluctantly began to ease off. Then the feeling of intrusion took on a different aspect. With two fingers in her ass, the others reached below for the folds of her vagina. The twin sensations became so erotic, nothing in her mind could take away the resounding joy of her body’s response. What had been a barrier for her in the past had been breached. She wanted more. She wanted Michael’s erection there. Full, firm and penetrating, she wanted him that deeply within her agitated flesh.


  Once he took his fingers out of her, Michael was as swift breaching that doorway as he’d been with everything that evening. But when she thought she could easily handle the invasion, Michael’s cock was far larger than she expected. Her body tensed again. She cried out only to find his free hand smacking her ass again. With him so completely in command of her, she was compelled to relax.


  Thankfully, he was quick. The penetration was deep and her body’s response a stunning shock. Savannah accommodated the sexual attack while beginning to understand that given enough time, she’d find pleasure in this unlike anything she’d ever experienced. She hoped for that moment when her need to climax would take over. But to her dismay, her own satisfaction would have to wait. Not concerned with anything but himself, Michael took everything he wanted from her ass. Spewing himself inside her, he then pulled out swiftly, and left her believing that she’d lost some important part of herself.


  “This is just round one, Savannah. You behave, maybe there will be round two.”


  He said no more, but left her still lingering over the end of her desk exhausted. Her legs were weak feeling as though they might collapse underneath her. Finally grabbing for some Kleenex, she wiped herself and stumbled to her chair. Closing her eyes, the detail of the last hour played over and over in her mind like a scratchy phonograph recording, while the exhilarating burn on her bottom both soothed and stirred her.


  ***


  I was invigorated leaving her. I certainly didn’t understand the darkness that reigned in me when I was with her, but it was an aphrodisiac so powerful I was afraid to feel the full effect of it and all that it might do. I wanted to love her tenderly. But it was savagery motivating me, luring me deeper and deeper into the lust she’d raised in me. If I’d never taken the spanker from her that first time she presented it to me, I might have never known what it felt like to own a woman the way I owned this one. It still amazed me that Savannah, cool, crisp, self-reliant Savannah, would have such an uncivilized soul. 


  I had much more planned for my repentant lover; but I’d give her some time to let the shock of the first assault settle before I’d go on with the other horrors I intended to carry out on her willing body.




  Chapter Thirteen 


  The phone jangled a half dozen times before a sleepy Savannah reached for the receiver on her bedside table and ended up knocking the whole machine on the floor. Drawing the receiver up by the cord, she finally gasped a half awake “hello” into the mouthpiece.


  “Having problems this morning?” Michael’s cheery voice asked.


  “No, no, you just woke me. Isn’t it Saturday? I don’t have to be anywhere do I?” She looked at the clock seeing that it was nearly ten. She never slept past nine, even on a weekend; but then she didn’t often have a night like the one she’d had the night before. On first hearing Michael speak, she forgot what he’d done to her just hours before, thinking only that she always enjoyed the resonant tone of his voice. Moving slightly in bed, she winced, as a pain shot through her bottom. She remembered getting screwed in the ass. Still, the discomfort didn’t matter. The idea of it was actually pleasant and she found herself smiling, glad that he’d even called considering the abrupt way he left her.


  “You need to be at the studio by ten thirty.” It was an clear-cut, “no questions asked” command.


  “I do?”


  “Let’s just say I need a little more penance before I’m satisfied.”


  “More?”


  “I told you last night it was only round one.”


  “But so soon?”


  “You’ll handle it,” he assured her.


  Savannah closed her eyes and took a deep breath. “You know, my love, you’ve changed,” she said.


  “Changed how?” 


  “You were so mild-mannered when we met.”


  “And now?”


  “More like Guillaume, but even more than that …” She couldn’t put it in words.


  “So which Michael do you prefer?” 


  “I’m not sure,” she replied.


  “Maybe they’re both still in me, sweetheart,” he said. “It’s just that I need to exercise the nastier one for awhile. After all, it was you that brought out this demon.”


  “I’m not complaining,” she said. “I’m just a little scared.”


  “Because it’s not just a fantasy you toy with anymore, is it?” He was referring directly to Guillaume.


  “No,” she admitted quietly. He could hardly hear her voice.


  “Well, dear, if you’re going to be here by ten thirty, perhaps you should get out of bed.”


  She offered him a hasty answer, and then put down the phone, realizing only when the receiver fell off the nightstand, that the machine was still resting askew on her floor.


  The studio looked bright with the late morning sunshine streaming through the bank of windows across the back of the room. Michael kept the curtains open as he figured out his plan for photographing his subject. There were already over two hundred photographs of the woman he loved in his files, but it was just one perfect one that he wanted this day. His intension was to capture her with the sexual brilliance he’d often seen in her. Perhaps he just needed to let his creative juices flow and allow the perfect picture to appear.


  When he heard the door open, it was nearly ten forty-five. She didn’t wait for him to greet him, but came directly into the studio.


  “You’re late,” he said.


  “You gave me very little time,” she reminded him.


  “Enough to shower I see,” he said, noting that her blonde hair was still wet. To his satisfaction there was only a little make-up on her face. For his purposes, he liked the natural look. Just a light blush on her cheeks and the rose on her lips, and nothing at all around her eyes. He loved her eyes when there were made up dark with colored lids, but he loved them now too.


  “I felt like a mess after last night,” she explained. “Are you going to punish me for that?”


  “I just may perpetually punish you because I like it. But I only wanted you here this morning because I didn’t want you to think I was running out on you altogether.”


  “So we are reconciling?”


  “Reconciling? I’m not sure that word’s appropriate, at least considering how I define our relationship.”


  “Maybe it can be a new beginning.”


  “Maybe,” he admitted, but he wasn’t making any commitments. “How about in the corner.” He motioned her to a place in the studio he often used when he wanted a simple sculptured background. The meeting of the two walls had been enhanced by what looked like a columned arch etched into the plaster, rising from floor to ceiling and creating an exquisite line against which he could photograph his subject. “Now, remove your clothes.” 


  Wearing just shorts and a bulky sweater, it was easy to do as he asked. It was interesting to her that after all the photographs he’d taken of her, he required more. To accommodate him one more time gave her a familiar body joy she savored; and yet, she’d soon find this episode curiously disturbing.


  Once Savannah was nude, Michael studied her for some minutes. His eyes scrutinized her with such intensity she thought he was peeling her away layer by layer.


  “You know, this is awfully uncomfortable,” she finally spoke.


  “All the times you’ve been in here parading your sexual body parts in front of me, and you’re feeling uncomfortable?”


  “Michael, you know this is different.”


  “How’s that?”


  “You’re in control.”


  “And so I am.” He smirked. “Turn around,” was the next order and she obeyed. “And now your arms above you against the wall.” She obeyed again, the two lithe limbs rising like tree branches above her, swaying softly as she waited for his next instruction.


  “Part your legs,” he said. 


  Accomplishing that, Savannah realized how very vulnerable she now was to her photographer. 


  “Now on your toes.” Michael had a clear picture of how he wanted her to look. “And bow your head.” He stood off to one side with his camera, looking through the viewer as she struck the submissive pose. After playing with the shutter for several seconds, he took only one picture, then set the camera aside. Savannah saw from the corner of her eye that he had the wooden paddle in his hand. Moving to her side, he began spanking her bottom with a blazing ferocity.


  “Oh, Michael no!” she cried. She tried to twist away, but he jerked her back in place. He paused only to make certain that she wouldn’t be moving again, his unyielding hands holding her firmly. Starting the spanking again, he applied the paddle with the same ruthless zeal. The spanking stopped only when her rear was a flaming shade of crimson, as though scorched by a hot summer sun. His second photograph of her would be a stunning contrast to the first. 


  With that photograph done, Michael moved away from her to the other side of the room. When she tried to relax from the stretched out position, he called back to her. “I didn’t tell you to move.” 


  The announcement was stern enough to make her resume the torturous pose. When he finally returned to her side, he’d added a filter to the camera lens, and spent some moments inspecting her carefully. 


  “Bend over,” he finally said. 


  Savannah was grateful for the reprieve, never realizing how difficult it was to remain frozen with her arms above her head. Her body ached from the effort. 


  “Now use your hands to spread your ass cheeks,” he added. 


  Savannah hesitated. It was a detestable thought, the rudest thing he’d ever asked of her. When she didn’t immediately obey, he picked up the paddle, which was just an arm’s distance away, and reddened her fading cheeks with a dozen sharp whacks. 


  “Oh, gawd no!” she gasped. Tears streamed down her face.


  “Now pull your cheeks apart,” he abruptly ordered, the words ripped from his tongue. 


  Although, it was a balancing act to maintain the position, Savannah reached around to her behind, grabbed a handful of hot flesh in each fist and pulled the two cheeks away from each other, leaving a exposed view of her anal cleft, bum hole, pussy and all. This shot Michael captured on film from several angles, even one in profile where he could get a view of the pained grimace on her face.


  “That should do it,” he finally announced. Savannah took the comment as permission to rise. 


  The humbled submissive then waited in silence, as if glued to the corner. What she hoped for was some gentle gesture of affection, but what she got was something else altogether.


  “This should keep me busy this afternoon,” Michael finally announced.


  “Busy?”


  “Developing,” he explained.


  “I was hoping we might spend the day together,” she said. A winsome look in her eyes pleaded with him to consider her suggestion.


  “Sorry, love, I don’t have time.” He had only time enough to give her a tender peck on her cheek. “I’ve got a pile of work to do, and if I’m going to see you tonight I need to get these pictures developed.”


  “Why these?” she finally asked, her curiosity eating away at her.


  “They’re for my bedroom. Blowups.” He smiled. “How does it feel to be rendered life-size?”


  “You’re doing that?” Her eyes widened, a montage of mixed expressions on her face: horror, thrill and certainly confusion.


  “It’s been the thought in my head since you first walked into my studio. Something submissive and blatant; the same way you announce yourself to the world.”


  “The world being your bedroom?”


  “If I could get away with it, I’d hang them in here.” He sounded deviously wicked making the threat.


  Savannah knew he was telling the truth, but thankful that he wouldn’t go ahead with the idea. It was hard to know if she should feel flattered or abused for her willingness to accept this. Was it punishment for past crimes? Admiration? A form of torture? All three states were likely, given that Michael Renz had become as mysterious to her as she knew she’d been to him. Did she really know him? They lived together in a strange world of fantasy and sex where few play so fervently. Though Savannah was sure she didn’t understand her lover, she was also sure there was an abiding love for him that was rare among loves she’d known.


  “I’ll see you tonight, your loft,” he finally said. “And you won’t even have to get naked.”


  “Tonight, my loft, for what?” 


  He smiled. “I guess you’ll just have to wait and find out.”


  It was nearly eleven before Michael arrived with a bottle of wine in hand. Savannah had been dressed for him since seven, restless when he didn’t appear by eight, angry at nine o’clock, and ready to put on flannel pajamas when he didn’t show at ten. It hadn’t even occurred to her to worry that some mishap had befallen him. She knew he was manipulating her, going for control. When he knocked at the door at five minutes to eleven, she tried to gain a degree of control herself, letting him wait.


  “Savannah,” she heard his voice.


  “Oh, it’s you,” she said, sounding smug as she peeked into the hall.


  “Who did you expect?” 


  “Other lovers,” she retorted. Angry as she was, she stood back and let him pass. His step was jaunty and so was the expression on his lips, something akin to amusement. She imagined that any moment he’d pucker up and whistle some jolly tune.


  “You thought I wasn’t coming?” he asked, strolling about the loft. Since he’d never been there, he was taking in the sights one by one: the efficiency kitchen, for a woman who rarely cooked; the glass table with an artful spray of blush colored roses in the center, for a woman who enjoyed the romance of dinner for two; and the dark cozy corner with the sofa and the lounging bed, for a woman who fancied herself the center of any man’s attention. He stopped for moment and contemplated that corner, imagining Savannah bathed in rich perfume lying there on her brocade divan like Cleopatra holding court. 


  Moving on, he could see behind a screen to her winter bed. At the foot of it a large, framed mirror. It might have been suitable for a bordello. Spotting the French doors that led to the conservatory, he would have strolled out there on a summer night, but now that place of summer luxury was closed for the season. The entire loft was a perfect boudoir for a woman of Savannah’s proclivities. “I should have been taking photographs of you here,” he said turning around.


  “I suppose you still could,” she said, coolly.


  “You think I’m late, don’t you?”


  “Late? You didn’t tell me when you’d be here. But I did expect you before now.”


  A casual nod was his only reply. But sauntering back to her, his arms went around her waist. She could feel the wine bottle in his hand resting against her ass, reminding her of the pain she suffered that afternoon.


  “It’s good for submissives to agonize at little, since they’re so ephemeral with their charms.”


  “You think I’m flighty?”


  “As inconstant as a spring breeze. You’re always going to hold a little piece of you aside and not let me have it. But what I do have, I intend to control.”


  “Like you did this afternoon?”


  “Exactly like this afternoon.”


  “And you’re really going to hang those photographs in your bedroom?”


  “I certainly am.” His eyes lit up, and he drew away from her. Setting the wine down on the table, he pulled some prints from his jacket pocket. “Come see.” Laying them on the table, Michael reached to the wall to turn up the light, and a Technicolor rendition of her ass greeted her eyes. The raw red appeared against the white of her skin that remained untouched by the paddle. And in the black and white shot of her ass where she opened her cheeks for him, there was a surrealistic feel to the awkwardly posed portrayal of her private places. Lusty and overt, she was shamelessly baiting her audience for a penetration of her nether regions.


  “I was thinking of submitting these to an erotic arts festival,” Michael casually remarked.


  “You wouldn’t!” Savannah gasped.


  “Oh, but I would, and I will,” he said, taking her in his arms again. “You can’t see your face, darling, and these have such submissive appeal.”


  “You’d advertise that you do this kind of work?”


  “It’s art.”


  She was put out, practically pouting, but then Michael fondled her ass, bringing back reminders of the afternoon when she’d been dismissed without even the tiniest sexual moment to compensate her for her trouble. He felt her rear cleft again, searching for the bumhole he’d violated once before. It was likely he’d do it again before the night was over.


  “You want it, don’t you?” he asked.


  “I want you,” she said, in spite of the dozen put out angry things she might have said. Groin pressed to groin, she could feel his cock rising. With two fingers at her rear door, she was thinking only of how he’d move inside her. They swayed  against each other, hips locked, performing a sultry dance that took them to her bed. Their clothes piece by piece were cast to the hardwood floor.


  “So you like to watch,” he said. Michael noted how the mirror swayed with the subtle breeze their bodies created.


  “I’d like to see your cock in me, if that’s what you mean.” It had been some time since she’d had a lover to view with her in her brothel mirror.


  To that end, Michael had her bent over on hands and knees. Squeezing her cheeks he brought back the red he’d seen there that afternoon. Fondling the opening more still, he poured lotion from a bottle he’d brought with him to ease the entry. He planned to stay in her rear a long time, much longer than the first time. He wanted her opened wide to accommodate him, submissively relenting all that she was, even that little piece of herself that she held back. He wanted her orgasmic before he came himself. He wanted this breach of her dark place to show his power to have her, sending a message to her reluctant brains cells that this was the way they should be together. 


  Savannah let the invasion take place without protest this time. All the anger now forgotten there was just the physical need in her that needed to be fulfilled. That great need, having mounted steadily since he came through her door, was at the perfect orgasmic edge. She wouldn’t fight him. Accepting his vision of their evening, she did as he commanded and let his erection ease inside her dark channel. Such visions! They seemed to swim around her in bright colors. The invasion was as brisk as before, but desiring it this time, she cried for him to move in her faster. 


  Michael was in heaven. He pleasured in her swinging breasts, in the cheeks of her ass as he reddened them with slaps and squeezes, and in her clitoris when he pinched it gently between his thumb and index fingers. All Savannah could do was hold on, claw the sheets anxiously with her fists, pound them when it seemed too much to take, and then when she wanted more, ease herself back into his warm lush groin to gather all the energy that he poured out on her. 


  The slow frenetic build-up ended with Michael’s explosion first, just as he wanted it to be. That way he could enjoy the outcome of her ending much more. With him still inside her, she bucked, jerked hard, and rode the fingers he inserted in her vagina as if they were an invading cock.


  When their eyes finally focused again, the two were an exhausted heap of flesh gazing up at their reflection. Behind her Michael held her close, one hand caressing her mound. He suspected that she was good for another orgasm or two before the night was over. And he expected to be there all night and the next day. She wouldn’t be slipping through his fingers until he had the commitment from her he desired. 


  In the wee hours of the day, the pigeons outside the loft were beginning to fly in and out. The songbirds Savannah fed in winter flit noisily about. Savannah and Michael’s warm bodies moved against each other unconsciously like lazy cats, a little purr of satisfaction now and then. About five they awakened simultaneously, their bodies so in tune with each other it was hard for them not to sense the other moving, the heartbeats or the cries from their sexual parts when they needed more sex. They made love twice more before dawn, and then they were ready to talk. At least Michael was ready to speak. 


  “So, I can expect your willing surrender?” he declared.


  “You know me too well now, Michael,” she replied, drawing up on one arm. Looking down on him in the pale light, she ran her hand along his chest.


  “What is that suppose to mean?” He brushed back a stray lock of blonde hair from her face.


  “That I have no choice but surrender,” she answered in a dreamy voice. She leaned down and kissed him. She really only wanted to sleep at that hour, so she returned to the sensuous comfort of his arms. “Either that or I skip town,” she added absently. 


  “Afraid of it, aren’t you?” He grinned.


  “Of course I am. I’ve been afraid of everything I’ve done. But I’ve done it, haven’t I?”


  “With a little coercion,” he said.


  She opened her eyes so that she could see his face. There was still one light burning in the loft, enough for them to see eyes and reflections and body parts looking glorious in their glimmering state of satiation. His eyes blinked open to reveal the darkness ever apparent at this hour of the day. Michael’s dark soul never seemed so obvious as it did now, that element that had been born in the erotic substance of her vivid sexual imagination. That was the power she had over him: the power to inspire. She’d given him everything else.


  “Michael, you’re what I’ve wanted.”


  “Not Guillaume?”


  “We both know what Guillaume means to me.”


  “Do we? You tell me.”


  She thought a minute.


  “He’s the momentum, what drove me.


  “I suppose he’ll miss you,” Michael said.


  “Miss me, why?”


  “You don’t need him, darling. I think we’ve already covered that territory.”


  “But what if he’s still there?”


  “You don’t have to respond to him.”


  “I’m not sure that it’s possible not to.” She looked thoughtful even though she was very tried.


  “Do what you have to,” Michael said. He was sleepy himself, worn out, in fact. In the morning he’d get real with her about other lovers, just so she completely understood. Until then, he’d be drifting happily into other worlds, and she would be too. Maybe they’d meet there, in those other lands, maybe in those places they could unravel the mysteries that baffled them both. They fell asleep in each other’s arms, and remained there until nearly noon the next day.


  Michael was tender with her as they opened their eyes, and he planted a new day’s erection in her mellow warm home. Like dew and wine and the remnants of a warm summer bath, this making love was like a subtle wave washing over them, cool and refreshing, while warm and fiery all in the same instant. After making love at noon, they were ready to begin the relationship that was never meant to be; one that accidentally fell upon them while they were playing out another man’s fantasies. 




  Chapter Fourteen


  Savannah surrendered to me all winter long. There was an intimate bonding between us that took us on as many bizarre turns as during the first days of our affair, before it was an affair at all. I never ceased to be amazed the many ways I could photograph my raunchy girlfriend. My coup, the day I arrived at her university office and demanded she take me through the old edifices of the campus so I could take provocative pictures of her—not unlike our day traipsing through the city through garages and empty storefronts. However this time, she was furious with me for insisting on using her sacred turf as a backdrop for her exhibitionist lust. I had my own reasons, like the need to see her integrating her professional life with the woman she was with me. I didn’t like having to be two different people in her company depending on where we were. My intuition suggested that she didn’t need the painful breach between the two sides of herself anymore than I did; it was a death sentence for her psyche. I wanted her whole. 


  When we were at the top of the bell tower I had a field day with her. Made her strip nude and recline against the old stone, finally masturbating for me as she lay on the inner ledge. She was so hot by that time, her body seemed to burn from the heat of herself, even though it was a chilly spring 55 degrees. The sun made a difference that day, warming her skin. I discovered what she’d known for sometime, that she was easily aroused by that bright orb, its beams an aphrodisiac readily igniting the desire between her thighs. She sweat before the camera as if she was in the studio under lights.


  As wild as these shots of her were, I think I was most pleased by the camera work I did of her in her own office. Then too she was naked, with a bustling history department outside. Students knocked at her door, even Mack Brundage wanted entry. But she held them off while I silently snapped pictures of her posed atop her desk, inserting into her vagina a phallic shaped artifact she’d found on some excursion to Europe. The carved wood piece was suppose to be centuries old, but it was nothing but a dildo for her that day. 


  At the very end of the session, she wiggled her fanny for me while some student knocked at the door. By then, I was finished taking pictures. But I wasn’t about to leave without getting some benefit for my time. I entered her ass. That kind of fornication kept her humble and relenting, even though she was usually angry with me when it was done, and would try to dismiss me. Oh, I’d leave her. But she’d pay the price for her nastiness later in the evening when I’d take up my cause with a paddle in hand, or use the dreaded baton. That was even better revenge. I loved photographing her ass end with stripes. She may have told me she hated the pictures, but I knew otherwise. She always wanted copies, and those copies of her marked behind were usually in her bedside table.


  Savannah was often irascible when I demanded she stretch her limits. To her protest, I kept threatening to punish her in her office. I told her I’d chastise her so hard that she couldn’t help but cry out and let the whole world know the kind of woman she really was. She knew I’d never do that, but it was a good threat. It always won her compliance and that was all that was necessary.


  Just for good measure, several photographs of Savannah ended up at the erotic arts showing. I teased her that it would be a full frontal nude with her saucy eyes shining and her delicious smile beholding the camera’s lens straight on. For nearly a week I had her frightened half out of her wits. She actually thought the shots I’d submitted of her were tasteful, neither full frontal nudity or the brash photographs of her punished behind that I had hanging on the walls of the my bedroom. Savannah balked at those photographs of her red striped ass the first time she saw them. And I believe she even avoided making love in that room for some days. But one Sunday afternoon, I hauled her into my apartment determined to get her over her reservations. Taking her down into the same submissive place she was when I took the pictures, she got nasty with the sex. She begged for an anal rape and spread out for it nicely on the bed, ass end high. All the veneer of respectability vanished as though it had never been there. I knew that she’d pick it up again when we were finished, as easily as she’d pick up her clothes and put them back on. But at least for this brief hour we could play with the foul desires of our souls and be supremely happy.


  I asked her once about Guillaume, had she heard anything from him?


  “No,” she said. 


  “Do you think about him?” I queried.


  “Only when I’m feeling lonely.”


  “And I suppose you’re feeling a lot less lonely now?” 


  “You suppose right,” she replied.


  That was the way our relationship proceeded and I had no idea that anything would change. Eventually I thought we’d even broach the subject of marriage, but at least for a time, it didn’t seem to be important to either one of us. We had a good deal of sexual territory to cover and enjoyed exploring it day by day. We explored other things as well, like affection and those areas of normal life that we had in common, like our love for theatre, movies and delicious food. We made it a point of spicing up all those activities with our sexual imagination, making every opportunity we had together one fraught with erotic possibilities.


  After months of being lovers in our curious fashion, I was forced to go on a business trip for two weeks. The sight was a lovely spot at a Canadian resort that I initially thought was the perfect getaway for Savannah and me. Unfortunately her schedule was booked the entire time with university lectures, classes and a symposium for which she was a major contributor. I didn’t like leaving her any better than she did. Although I know my fears were irrational, I was still afraid to leave her alone for that length of time. There were gaps in our relationship that sometimes lasted many days, but there were always phone calls. We were always within reach. This trip would be a different story. Almost before I left I worried that she’d slip through my fingers.


  Savannah shrugged off my concerns, being bubbly and talkative the night before I left. The sex was bittersweet and we talked intimately in bed, our conversation interspersed with delicate kisses. I don’t remember when I felt closer to her, the way her heart opened to me. A glorious contentment pervaded the night with a peace I rarely felt with Savannah. Always something at the edge, always something raw about to happen, this night was different. There was no covert agenda in her fair head, just matter of fact affection pouring from her to me, which I gratefully returned.


  Based on that night, I was sure that my return from Canada would be met with the same constancy we enjoyed before I left.


  “Savannah, you’re actually there?” I declared when I finally heard her soft voice. I’d had a terrible time getting through the switchboard operator into the right number. I was relieved and exhilarated.


  “Of course I am,” she replied. “You must be back.”


  I expected a little more enthusiasm than what I got, but maybe it was something about her day. She’d told me how busy she’d be while I was gone—nothing better to while away the hours alone than hard work. 


  “So how about tonight? I’m anxious,” I told her.


  “Oh, Michael no,” she droned unhappily. “Tonight won’t work.”


  “Oh?” I said surprised.


  “I’m going out of town,” she explained.


  “I didn’t know. When did this come up?”


  “On the spur of the moment.”


  “I see. Anything that I’d be interested in?” I didn’t like to pry, but then I didn’t like her not volunteering more information.


  “Actually I’m going to the beach place.”


  “Where’s that?” It was the first I’d heard about any beach place, and she spoke as if I’d know exactly what she was talking about.


  “Boothby Bay,” she answered.


  “You’re driving a hundred miles tonight?”


  “It doesn’t take that long. The coast highway should be rather pretty that time of day.”


  “And when are you coming home?”


  “Tomorrow,” she replied.


  “A short stay,” I observed.


  “I need to tie up some old business.”


  “Something I should know about?” 


  “It’s inconsequential,” she replied. I detected a degree of nervousness in her voice, as though she was anxious for the conversation to end. “You know, I think there’s a student at the door, I’ve got to go. I’ll call.” After the brisk goodbye, I held the phone looking at it puzzled.


  Never in my life have I been paranoid of anything, least of all something cooked up in the mind of a woman like Savannah. Her reasons for going to Boothby Bay were to remain undisclosed, but something about that location rattled about in my head for some hours while I tried to remember why that little town rang a bell. In the middle of afternoon while photographing a pair of high school students all decked out for senior pictures, Boothby Bay came roaring back into my consciousness. From out of the blue I was sure why the name had made such an impression on me. Excusing myself from the session, I went to my office and rifled through my messy desk drawers looking for the envelope I remembered so clearly in my mind. Buff-colored stock, neat typing, and a floral stamp canceled with a Boothby Bay postmark. At the bottom of a stack of papers in my center drawer, I finally discovered the envelope from where it was stuck in the crack between the desk insert and the side of the desk. A good tug and I had it lose.


  Feeling it in my hand I recalled Guillaume. He’d sent this letter to me: my first explicit instructions from his own hand delivered to me, not through Savannah where they might get mistaken, but directly for my eyes where I could see exactly what he wanted. His instructions had done a great deal to change the nature of our relationship. As a result of his requests, I’d first realized my dominant desires and the ready willingness I had to see them acted out on Savannah’s flesh. 


  And now, Savannah was going to Boothby Bay to meet him again? I could come to no other conclusion. Here I’d thought the man had disappeared, both he and his curious beauty losing interest in their weird affair. And then, I’m gone for two weeks and she’s ready to knock at his door again? How many times had they communicated while I was away? My thoughts went crazy. Racing to jealous conclusions that had no factual basis, I was not about to give up Savannah to Guillaume without a fight.


  At five that evening, I closed the studio, canceling my last appointment. I’d tried calling Savannah at the office late, but she’d already left. Hurrying to her loft, I arrived just in time to see her pull away from the side of the street and take off north out of town. I must have sat in my car mulling the situation for nearly ten minutes. Then, as if I was struck by lightning, I roared off careening through the city streets, going north as rapidly as I could. My plan was to overtake her, pull her off to the side of the road and demand a decent explanation. It was totally irrational, not my normal behavior; but then, I hadn’t considered Savannah’s behavior as ever normal, the way she easily went beyond the bounds of convention. 


  I never did catch up to her, never caught her taillights in my vision. Regardless, I drove straight into Boothby Bay and stopped a the first gas station I came to hoping that someone would remember Savannah. After all, she was a very memorable women. Unfortunately the station attendant couldn’t recall her, but the young man with the baseball cap on backwards, was able to lead me to the town’s gossip center: a small grocery in the center of the main street. “Annie Whippet knows everybody,” he said. “If she’s in town, Annie will tell you.”


  Annie Whippet wasn’t at the grocery store when I walked though the door, but her beefy husband, Arnie, was. Hardly the kind to wait on customers in this posh town, I could see that he was just filling in for what must have been a more gracious wife.


  “Yeah, I know her,” Arnie said when I inquired about Savannah. “You want the blonde broad that lives on the beach road. Next to Mrs. James. Place almost looks deserted, but I bet she’s there, flew into town just a little while ago.”


  “You’ve seen her?”


  “‘Bought some groceries and left.”


  I was eternally grateful to the big lout. 


  Arnie’s adequate directions led me through town to the beach road, and the string of quaint cottages that overlooked the water. The one that Arnie described with the falling down picket fence wasn’t hard to find, especially as Savannah’s car was parked right in front. It was near dark, there were lights going on in the cottages up and down the street. I waited in my car for some time debating whether to make an immediate appearance or wait and see if I could catch a glimpse of Guillaume and Savannah. I could only assume that they were there together. I felt akin to a stalker, a vagrant, certainly an incurable voyeur. Of course that fact had been painfully clear to both Savannah and me for some time. As much as she was an exhibitionist, I enjoyed the sights. It was a little criminal to want to sneak around the house like a peeping tom, but then why else had I come here, if not to get to the truth? Of all the possibilities I considered, I opted for taking a few peeks in the windows before I knocked on the door. If I saw something that would break my heart, I’d leave and confront her later.


  From the front of the clapboard cottage there were no windows that didn’t have drapes to prevent me from looking inside. But on stepping around to the side of the cottage, there was a window with an open blind. From inside, I could see a soft glowing light and Savannah. 


  There she was, the love of my life, dancing, to music of some throaty female voice rising around her undulating body. I watched her move, mesmerized by something I’d not yet seen. In all the times we’d been lewd together, in all the ways she’d shared her seductive self with me, not once had I seen a true strip tease. Seeing her now, for a moment I thought I was watching a pro. The movements were familiar, those times I’d been to strip joints and topless bars coming readily to mind. She would have been welcome in such an environment seeing the way she gyrated her hips, tossed off her clothes and played the steamy vamp for whatever eyes were watching her. I couldn’t see Guillaume or any audience, though I struggled at different angles to find a way to see who was with her. Going on around the beach side of the bungalow, I found all of the drapes were pulled and there was nothing more so see. Returning to my perch on the side of the house, I was glad to see her still dancing.


  I was jealous of the man who watched her close by; and yet, it seemed as though she wasn’t dancing for anyone in particular. Her eyes didn’t light on any one location in the room. Her smile didn’t focus anywhere in particular. In fact, what I did notice beyond the beauty and allure of her was that she was more fixated on the wall opposite me than anywhere else. If there’d been a mirror, I might have understood her fascination with that spot. But then, on closer inspection, squinting my eyes to understand what was there, I began to see what so fascinated Savannah.


  The photographs. The pictures of her nude. They were all there on the wall. Those that I remember and some I forgot were tacked to a corkboard in layers, as some crude alter to the Goddess Savannah, The Ultimate Seductress. I wondered if I’d stumbled on a pagan ritual, my lusty lover in an altered state of erotic mesmerism. Her head dropped back, her eyes rolled upwards, the smile on her face turned faintly amused, like the enigmatic Mona Lisa. Now, totally nude, her hands discovered the secret depth of her female form, no doubt pulsing with arousal. Taking care of the need, she played with deft fingers, doing exactly what I loved to do to her when she submitted to me. This time, she submitted to herself, and whatever dark visage had the luck to be in the room with her. The dance went on as a joyous celebration of her sexuality until she climaxed. The first convulsion shook her, with the shiver moving from her fragrant shoulders down to her toes. I recalled the aroma of her body during climax…ah yes! 


  For a few minutes, she did an intimate cool down, letting her fingers take one last excursion over her heated flesh. Then finally, when she was too weak to stand anymore, she disappeared from my view. My mind extrapolated the sight of her collapsing to a soft welcoming couch, or perhaps into the arms of Guillaume.


  I waited for some minutes for her to reappear in my sliver of window; and when she did not, I moved back to the car, thinking I had to leave. What could I possibly say to her now after what I’d seen?


  However, after some fifteen minutes of speculation, trying to tell myself that I should leave, I found myself throwing away common sense, and mustering the courage to knock on her door. After all, she had no idea that I’d voyeured her show, and there was no reason for her to find out what a miserable creature I really was.


  I took the steps to her front door in short order and rapped loudly. I then heard shuffling sounds on the other side of the door in response to my knock. 


  “My god, Michael!” Savannah gasped when she opened the door to see me. Her face was as white as a sheet. She wasn’t just startled seeing me, she was stunned, even frightened. “What are you doing here?” She wore a beautiful peach silk bathrobe wrapped about her, and was still tying the sash tightly at her waist.


  “We need to talk,” I answered her.


  “You followed me here?” 


  “Not exactly, but I do need to see you.”


  “And tomorrow wouldn’t be good enough?”


  “I’m here now,” I said insistently. “Perhaps you could let me in. I haven’t seen Guillaume, is he here?”


  “What have you seen?” she asked alarmed.


  I shrugged. “I’m afraid, I peeked in the windows, darling, just to see if you were home.”


  “My car in the driveway didn’t speak plainly enough?”


  “You might have been out to dinner,” I suggested.


  “And you could have knocked on the door,” she stated flatly. She clutched her robe even tighter around her, as though I didn’t have the right to see her undressed. “What did you see?” she repeated the question.


  “Not much,” I lied. I just wanted to find out if you were here.”


  Even to myself I wasn’t making much sense.


  “So you spy on me?”


  “I’m curious,” I admitted.


  “About what?” She was suspicious of everything I said, and I guess I’d given her good reason.


  “What kinky things you do with him, I suppose,” I blurted out, as it began to dawn on me that this was about the most foolish thing I’d ever done.


  “Kinky?” She queried me with a blank expression.


  “I mean are you going to end up in leather and chains, is that what’s going to happen?”


  “No.” She shook her head. “No leather, no chains.” She looked empty, frozen. For all the many moods I’d experienced from her, this was nothing like I’d ever seen before. I thought for an instant that she might simply disappear into thin air. Her substance seemed to have fled, leaving her looking withered and vacant. 


  “Then if you don’t mind. Maybe you could let me inside.”


  “Michael, this is awfully forward of you.” She seemed to have gathered some of her wits, at least her voice didn’t sound like a hallow ghost.


  “It’s all on the spur of the moment, I admit. But then, I am in love with you. All things considered, I have the right to pursue you.” 


  “You must not trust me,” she decided.


  “It’s not just trust, Savannah. This is where you meet Guillaume. I know that. And while I thought he was out of your life—you certainly weren’t mentioning him and I hadn’t had any recent letters—all of a sudden he appears again. I guess I need to get things straight between us and with him, if that’s necessary.”


  “But he’s not here,” she said. “You can see for yourself.” She finally backed away from the door, the best welcome I’d get to step inside.


  “Is he coming?” I asked.


  “I suppose you might as well …” her voice drifted off faintly as she turned around and strolled aimlessly towards the back of the house. I moved with her. Beyond the corner of the kitchen there was a room any woman would call charming for the bank of windows that faced the sea, the chintz sofa, the easy chair and the large bouquet of flowers on the coffee table. It was hardly the home of a man, and that surprised me. However, while I wasn’t surprised to see the photographs, seeing them close up I found them curiously bizarre. My glance was riveted on the corkboard and wouldn’t stop. So many nudes, so many erotic lips and dangerously playful eyes, so many body parts shamelessly unveiled.


  “I guess he must enjoy them,” I managed to say.


  Savannah was nervous, looking as though she stood at the apex of some cliff and feared looking down. That nervousness unsettled me so much that I moved in and put my arm around her. I led her to the couch away from the dozens of nude and lusty poses on the wall. She seemed hardly comforted. Looking back at the startling display I spotted the typewriter sitting on the table below the pictures, the one Guillaume had no doubt used to type the letters. Thinking back to the dance I’d seen, and now the cottage empty but for her, I knew that she’d been alone, the dance conducted for no one other than herself.


  “So, when’s he returning?” I finally asked, because I could think of nothing else to say.


  “He’s not,” she replied.


  “And that means what?” I wondered. I have to admit I was rather glad that the man wasn’t going to show up, even though I was as curious as hell to meet him, if only for a minute as she sent him packing.


  “It means he won’t be here.”


  “Your relationship’s over?”


  “I didn’t say that, Michael,” she said. “What I mean is, he never was here.” She looked me straight in the eye. “He doesn’t exist.” 


  I stared at back her. Though she’d been scared to tell me, she now bore that regal bearing she often presented me. Even if it was forced, she was trying not to be embarrassed by her revelation. 


  “There’s no Guillaume,” she added.


  I thought for a moment before I spoke, remembering how real and yet how bogus the mysterious Guillaume had been. I couldn’t count the number of times I’d wondered if he was nothing but her imagination. “No Guillaume,” I finally repeated. 


  She shook her head. “You probably think I’m crazy,” she said. I thought I saw tears in her eyes, though she did an adequate job of holding them back.


  “The whole game with Guillaume was just a charade? You came to my studio on your own, just because …”


  “I wanted to pose for you,” she said.


  “And the second time too?”


  “Yes.”


  “And the spanking?”


  “Because I wanted it,” she said.


  “You typed the letters?” I surmised.


  “And mailed them,” she added.


  I was in awe of her for the thousandth time. But in this moment I was almost scared of who she was. I’d never felt that before.


  “Why?” It was the simplest question and all I could ask. I’d been struck dumb.


  “Because he’s been in my head.”


  “Guillaume?”


  “A dominant presence. It doesn’t matter what I call it. I don’t know how it started with the letters. But there were at least a dozen before I even came to you.”


  “And you chose me?”


  “I was lucky in that choice,” she replied. “You were the only photographer who listed boudoir sessions in the yellow pages. I saw you once. At least your picture in the newspaper. I cut it out, stared at it endlessly, wondering if I’d have the courage to bare my body for you. And yet the voice inside this queer skull of mine kept telling me to call you, to visit you, tell you that I was driven to you by a mysterious force, or better yet, ordered by a dominant lover to have my picture taken in the nude. I did it once, and then everything I did made the voice more real. I could hear his words and I was bound to obey. I know this is odd, but I couldn’t stop it. And then when you agreed to dominate me the way I thought of Guillaume dominating me … well it changed everything.”


  “Because I was real,” I suggested to her.


  She nodded. “Because you were real. You are real. But please, please, Michael don’t think me insane.”


  It took some moments to think of a reply. Insane? Was I sane enough myself to make a judgment on her sanity?


  “I watched you dance,” I finally spoke. The admission was important. If she was being honest with me, I could be nothing less with her.


  I saw her start at that revelation, almost like she’d been when she answered the door, thinking I’d violated her.


  “You were beautiful, and doing something I hadn’t seen before. I didn’t know if I was watching a pagan ritual, or just a gorgeous sexual woman being herself. But I loved it. I’m here Savannah because I didn’t want to lose you. Tell me,” I asked her, “why are you here?”


  “This is my beach house,” she said.


  “Where you play your fantasies?”


  She nodded. “The compulsion came back while you were gone, at least part of it. I had to come. It’s been months. If nothing more than I wanted to close it down, say goodbye to Guillaume, strip the pictures away.”


  I stared around at the lovely room. It was hers, vintage Savannah, from the chintz, to the pounding surf outside, to the pictures of her hanging on the wall. “You could leave it just the way it is,” I suggested another plan.


  “And how could that be?”


  “Maybe Guillaume will never be gone from you,” I speculated. “Maybe you don’t want him to leave.” I felt quite sure of my appraisal.


  She looked at me curiously, appearing not half so frail as she’d seemed earlier. I gathered she understood what I was saying. The trust was returning. Though that trust had been strained a bit by the evening’s strange doings, we seemed to be successfully carving out another understanding in our relationship.


  “Perhaps you could dance for me Savannah,” I suggested. “And perhaps if you dance, this place will become as real as all the other places in your life?” It was sheer speculation, but I thought it was decent theory. And she thought so too. 


  While sitting back on the couch, I beheld the chameleon woman, the phantom siren, the dangerous submissive changing her colors again. From embarrassed and ashamed, I saw her take on the haughtiness, the regal vision of womanhood, that paradoxical luminary that had so enchanted me for months. 


  Rising from the sofa, Savannah turned on the record player again. And while I listened to the scratchy sound of some throaty woman’s voice sing about sex, Savannah danced for me and made all the photographs on the wall come alive.


  I figured with this secret out in the open, there could never be a place that Savannah wasn’t free to go. I’d seen it all. At least that’s what I hoped. Then of course I’ll never be sure.
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