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Chapter One


  She wasn’t used to the attentions of men, having insulated herself from the gender for several years after a bad breakup with Jose. The poor man didn’t understand the deviant thoughts that her mind creatively nurtured into remarkably dark fantasies. Their lovemaking began in exhilarating fashion, passionate and almost savage the way they clawed each other’s bodies when they first began to copulate. Frenetic and wild when they first clashed, though the passion faded over time. Could sex like horny teenagers be enough for her, when for so many years of celibacy she played the masochist in her raunchy daydreams? About five months in to their affair, boredom struck, and she let the sexy Venezuelan peek into her mysterious realms. A slap of his hand and her ass undulated, on her lips the sensuous, Oh, yes, Jose, more! A refrain repeating, though her boyfriend for the last five months wasn’t getting the message. He thought she meant ‘Fuck me harder!’ a skill at which he was most adept. All she got was banged hard. Considering the size of his erection, her pussy needed days to recover from the ache. This was not the kind of pain that fed her soul. To find that, she’d need someone other than Jose. Jose didn’t understand; he wanted to marry her; bring her home to Mama in Venezuela; make her a housewife with a picket fence locked tight around her sex, the apron strings tied in a grand show of conventional female submission. She walked away, swore him off, even slapped Jose’s face when he came after her, aggressively pursuing a woman he refused to know. This was something daring for a woman who made submission to men her goal. It was a bad break-up. Enough to leave her mind reeling and her psyche scarred. The Deviant, Marilyn Hayworth, 2005


  ***


  Jackson Brandt…


  I admit, I didn’t pay much attention to her at first. I was merely interested in getting a break from the small talk, and the endless handshaking and congratulations that seemed a little bizarre. What kind of honor is it to be feted for doing my job well and making millions in the process? Do I score points with Jefferson College because being a greedy bastard is the pinnacle of worldly success? Or because I’m willing to part with a mil or two when they need seed money for their latest building project? I know what they’re after with the tributes and awards, and I can’t let it bother me. I take my accolades, smile, shake hands and go out to the terrace for a smoke when the air gets too thick with admiration I hardly deserve.


  So there I found her, looking as though she was as bored with the champagne reception as I was. Instead of a cigarette, she clung to a champagne glass, trying to casually sip the bubbly, when I imagined she would rather impolitely gulp it down. Of course, this woman wouldn’t do that. She was a pretty brunette, diminutive, with a body she chose to hide behind drab and unfashionable clothes. Still, I liked looking at her, imagining the shape of her breasts and the sensuous swell of her belly underneath the stuffy blue business suit, and what appeared to be a nicely rounded ass. I love the female ass, the hips, the curves, the rise and fall of their soft flesh. The suit she wore was not particularly expensive, something made for a reasonable woman, like one in my secretarial pool, or a teacher, certainly it was fit for a librarian. Yes, that was it. She had the studious look of a librarian or college professor.


  I had no illusions about the woman and what a conversation with her might bring, but for lack of anything else to do, I found myself politely moving her way – we were the only people on the terrace and it seemed only civil that I say something. I could get away with being aloof, which I imagined is what she expected.


  She stood by the balcony looking out over the campus quadrangle, as if lost in a daydream.


  “You remember it like yesterday?” I stared out, mimicking her studious pose while remaining a reasonable five feet away.


  “Not really,” she said. She turned to look at me and I felt a shudder of recognition. Suddenly nervous, she stared at my cigarette instead of my face. “I hear it’s bad for your heart to smoke,” she flippantly asserted, her tone quaintly haughty.


  “I have to have some vices,” I replied.


  “I’ll bet you have many,” she curtly snipped.


  After that, perhaps I should have moved on, but I found something in her eyes beyond the first vague and dreamy look, a captivating spark that had me baffled. “Sorry, did I do something?” I asked.


  “No, not really. But you’re Jackson Brandt and I don’t imagine that we have a thing in common, so…” she stopped suddenly. Soon as her retort left her lips, she looked as if she’d like to take it back. She turned shy and beguiling, shrugging almost bashfully in an amazing transformation from bitch to bewitching.


  “So, why am I talking to you…?” I finished the question she would have asked, and waited. When she didn’t respond, I answered. “Because there really is a real person behind all this silly reunion bravado.” I nodded to the reception hall from which a wealth of rich laughter poured and the tinkle of glassware transported the mind into an altered state.


  “Is there?” She almost…almost seemed intrigued.


  “So, you know me, but I don’t know you,” I ventured on. “I’m guessing you’re about ten years behind me at Jefferson?”


  “I am.”


  “But do you have a name?” I tried the joke and discovered that she could smile.


  A lovely one that turned what was at first an ordinary face into a beautiful one.


  “Rachel Linney.” She raised the goblet.


  “And what does Rachel Linney do?”


  “I’m an Assistant Professor of English and Creative Writing at Valley.”


  “Ah!” I was right, that explained so much. The clothes, the attitude, the nervousness, as if I were speaking with one of the secretaries in the firm. Our worlds, Rachel’s and mine, would rarely collide within a social context, which made this awkward for us both. Awkward for Rachel Linney because she’d find the world of actors and playwrights in which I lived and worked intimidating. Awkward for me because the more I was with this woman, the more I wanted to know her, yet suddenly, I found myself at a loss as to how to woo an ordinary woman. Why did I bother when I could have had ingénues and gorgeous starlets on my arm? Because Rachel Linney was so much more than she seemed. I knew that without understanding why. I knew the attraction was real, I felt it in my gut. I also felt it lower in my crotch, which, if I stayed with her much longer, would have given me away with an obvious boner tenting my suit pants.


  Maybe that’s all it was. Sexual chemistry. I could have fucked her in a heartbeat and left her wasted and wanting; I’d certainly done that enough in my forty-two years. But no, not this time.


  “You know, I have to go back to the party,” I finally began my exit.


  “Sure, you’re the guest of honor.” She seemed relieved.


  “But I can call you at Valley, the English Department, Rachel Linney?”


  She was not so relieved now. Almost a look of shock in her eyes. “Yes, I suppose you can,” she said with a bewildered smile.


  I smiled back, casually stuffed my hands in my pants’ pockets and sauntered toward the subtle glow of the crowded room.


  ***


  Rachel…


  Jackson Brandt. He was not exactly a dreamboat, but he did give my body a rush. Must have been the power he wielded. Partner in an exclusive law firm. Attorney for up and coming starlets, for muscled hunks looking to be the next soap opera heart-throb. I was told he had a few New York stage actors as clients, but the casual observer of Jackson Brandt’s notoriety wouldn’t know that. And I was just a casual observer. He graduated cum laude from Jefferson, took the fast route to the Bar Exam and had been gracing the pages of my college newsletter ever since, with glowing reports of his star-studded success. I noted that he hadn’t had such luck with women, but how can a man stay married and faithful when they’re in the constant company of ravishing females?


  It’s a world I couldn’t have cared less about, except that while I was getting a breather from the phony smiles and one-upmanship of my college reunion – I could kill Dana for dragging me there – he accosted me. Well not exactly accosted me. He was very nice, sending my romantic heart all pitter-patter. Dammit, my crotch was dancing and not at all subtly. I prayed he didn’t notice, that I was cool enough not to turn into a sniveling groupie. I really didn’t care for men like Jackson Brandt, but the lights, the show, the personal charisma of a powerful man was so mesmerizing, he was difficult to resist. I certainly didn’t expect to react the way I did; perhaps that disarmed me most of all.


  And then he called. He asked me out. Like I actually believed he’d remember my name and where I worked and in which department he could find me. He did.


  “Yes, sure, why not?” I replied when he asked if I’d like dinner Friday night.


  No, I don’t want dinner with Jackson Brandt Friday night. I couldn’t imagine what we’d find to talk about, and I had nervous jitters four days before. However, the date was made and I couldn’t back out without looking like an idiot.


  The date…


  I had a house in the hills overlooking LA – cute but unassuming, and all I could afford on my salary. It was hardly the neighborhood where you’d expect to find a classy black Mercedes limo. He brought me flowers, peonies. Who heard of peonies in LA? They are huge fuchsia-colored blooms that smell like roses.


  “I should put them in water,” I said, and I rushed away without actually inviting him inside.


  “Yes, do that,” he agreed. I turned to find that he followed me inside and was casually reviewing my modest house. “1920’s, I’ll bet.” He noted the Craftsman style, which I carefully tried to preserve.


  “It’s a work in progress,” I told him. “Renovations don’t come cheap.” No, Rachel, no reason to feel defensive, I kept telling myself.


  “No, but you’re doing a beautiful job.” He observed the stained glass and the original wood that I had painstakingly refinished, then whipped around suddenly, seeing that I’d stuffed the beautiful peonies in a crystal vase and placed it on the center of my dining room table. “They look perfect there, don’t you think?”


  “Absolutely.” I was practically beaming.


  “We should go now, reservations are for eight.”


  “Yes, right.” I grabbed my wrap, which I wouldn’t need, though it would make me less self-conscious having it handy. I got daring when he named the restaurant in downtown LA. The dress was stylishly black with a plunging neckline. I’d bought it the year before when I thought I was going to a movie premiere in Hollywood. I got sick and had to back out, so the dress had been hanging lonely in my closet ever since. As soon as Jackson’s eyes finally found my jiggling breasts, I got nervous. I was sure the dress was perfect for the occasion, at the same time hoped that it didn’t communicate too much to Jackson Brandt. It was a date, just one measly date. I was no starlet quality. I didn’t care to be. Although I wasn’t a dowdy spinster either.


  I am a fit 5 feet 6 inches, with nice, rounded breasts and shapely hips and legs. Nothing to be embarrassed about there. But I couldn’t imagine that I was right for Jackson Brandt, or he for me. As I left my house on his arm, I couldn’t wait until the date was over and I’d be home again, safe in my own bed.


  Jackson covered my hand when I casually laid it on the table and he looked sincerely into my eyes, smiling. I was immediately self-conscious and uncomfortable. My hand was clammy and cold and I wanted to draw it back. Even worse than that, his eyes pierced right through my defenses and I squirmed uneasily, alarmed by the way he seemed to throw me off-balance.


  “Enjoying the scallops?” he asked.


  “Love them.” I smiled back. “But then I expected they’d be perfect,” I added with a haughty twist, quite unlike me. “I mean, the last time I was here they were a little overcooked,” I playfully quipped. As if this was a place where I’d frequently dined! He got the joke immediately and laughed. I’d pulled it off with some aplomb, and felt a little confidence muster in my nerve weary body.


  He studied me for a while, and my temples began to throb, my head hurt. Maybe it was the wine. Or maybe it was just Jackson Brandt.


  “You don’t think much of my world, do you?” he probed. “Is that because you envy it or think you’re above it?”


  This sounded like a good natured query, but I understood the barb. “I don’t envy or think I’m above it. You call it your world. It is. But it’s not mine.”


  “And you still can’t figure what you’re doing here with me, can you?”


  “You’re right.”


  His reflective expression made me believe there was something more that he wanted to say, something important.


  “Would it be too trite to say that I’m looking for the right woman,” he finally got to the point and turned the conversation on a dime.


  Was this artful seduction or a serious statement of fact? Right woman?


  “You mean that?”


  “I do. But you think I’m too shallow for the right woman.” Saying this made him snicker.


  “I guess I should take you seriously.”


  “I wish you would.”


  “And you think that I could be the right woman?”


  “Why not?”


  “Because I just can’t imagine us…I don’t even understand why I said yes to this date. I mean you’ve been very nice, and this restaurant is lovely. But…” I finally pulled my hand away from his, “…this just makes me so uncomfortable.”


  “All right then we can leave. Go somewhere you’re not uncomfortable.”


  “Like the McDonalds down the street?” A wisecrack to be sure, with a sarcastic twist. I still couldn’t take him seriously.


  “Oh, c’mon, you’re not anymore McDonalds than you are this place.”


  “And what am I if I’m not The Shiva Bar, and I’m not McDonalds.”


  He sat back, appraising me, just as he’d appraised me all evening.


  “I’d say that you’re quiet bistros or trendy coffee shops, ethnic food, the farmer’s market type. How’s that for a start?”


  I had to blush because he hit the mark so closely. “Very close.”


  “Let’s see. I imagine you like the symphony and art fairs, estate sales with great bargains, the theater, drama mostly, and no doubt Shakespeare, anything English and upper crust, that’s why you’re a bit of a snob. I can see you taking Bed Breakfast weekends in the country. Walks on the beach. Simple. Easy. Unadorned.” He paused, wrapping me up in his easy grin. “Have I missed yet?”


  “No.” I started to shudder strangely, though I kept it veiled.


  “So maybe that’s the kind of woman I’m looking for.”


  “As in a serious relationship?”


  “Yes. But all night you’ve treated this date like a joke. You don’t seem to understand that I’m really, honestly, interested in you.”


  A sudden rush of energy from lord knows where made me almost dizzy. For a moment, I felt as if I were going to throw up every morsel of food I had downed since lunch, including the scallops. I finally got my bearings and came back at him with the truth. “No, I didn’t understand that at all, Jackson.”   
   “I don’t waste my time on casual dates.” There was a subtle accusation in his voice.


  Meanwhile, I was getting edgy, restless. “I’m sorry if I haven’t taken you seriously. I really am. That’s a disservice to you, probably based on my snap judgments of people. I tend to do that. I am snobbish in my own way. But listen…you don’t know me…who I am or what I do…”


  “I know more than you think, Rachel.” He gazed at me earnestly. His eyes were a little droopy and a lot seductive. He had an avant garde flair around him. Chic. Slick. The hair, the suit, everything down to his manicured nails and the elegant way he dressed. My attraction to him was becoming more evident to me and I didn’t like that.


  “Just what do you think you know?” I managed the remark, at the same time damned scared of what he’d say.


  “I know that behind your studious, college professor façade you’ve written several dozen erotic novels.”


  I’m not sure what I expected him to say, but it wasn’t that. My face became instantly hot. A blush rose like a wildfire up my neck. I so hated being where I was at that moment. I would have pulled myself from the table and taken a taxi home if my legs hadn’t been so weak.


  “You’re Marilyn Hayworth, when you’re not Rachel Linney.”


  “How do you know that?” My anxiety rose to a fevered peak.


  “You’re embarrassed, aren’t you?”


  “No, I’m not embarrassed, just shocked to have you blurt that out, like…”


  “Like what?”


  “I don’t tell people about Marilyn Hayworth.”


  “Why not?”


  “Because I don’t, and it’s not a subject I’ll discuss with you. I prefer to keep her private.” The burning feeling started to subside, but I still didn’t know what to do with the emotion and the flagrant sexual desire – yes, goddammit it was sexual desire – that continued to churn inside my belly. “I don’t understand. How did you know?”


  “I’m a rich man…I can make inquiries.”


  “What? So, being rich makes it okay to pry into a woman’s life?”


  “I’ve read several of your books.”


  “You’ve read my books?”


  “Yes, I’ve read your books. I admire your writing and what’s behind it.”


  “What do you mean ‘what’s behind it’?”


  “The passion, the fantasy, the desire. You write persuasively as if you know your subject well.”


  I squirmed uncomfortably. “I said, it’s not a topic I’ll discuss.”


  “Are you serious about the relationships you write about?”


  “I said, it’s not a topic…”


  He wouldn’t let me finish. “No, it is a topic we’ll discuss. It’s regarding you and I want to know more about Rachel Linney, about Marilyn Hayworth.”


  “Jackson, I’d really like this date to end now.” My ears were burning, my heart beating too fast.


  “But it’s not going to end,” he responded, nothing ruffled in his cool manner, while I felt as if I were falling apart. “I’m not a man you can throw off easily. I just want a few answers, I just want a peek inside. That’s all.”


  “What I write about is just fantasy. That is it, I swear.”


  He must have read my fear because he skillfully backed off the intensity, morphing into the charming, laidback Jackson of our first meeting. “Hey, don’t look so frightened. I’m not planning to rape you. I’m just curious.”


  I stared at him, having no idea what to do next. I admit there was a part of me that wanted to dive into the dominant aura that captured my imagination. He was hot, sexy and available. I could have screwed him on the spot same as the night we met, that same painfully needy dance of desire begging to take hold. But that doesn’t mean anything, Rachel! my inner voice screamed.


  “You’re curious? Curiosity leads you to do background checks on potential dates, see if you can dig up any dirt?”


  “You know, you’re awfully defensive about something that’s apparently important enough for you to write about copiously. I wonder why?”


  He was right. He had me trapped in an argument that I did not want to win.


  I tried the deep breathing routine. “I’m sorry. You’ve just struck a nerve. My erotica is personal and it’s not a subject I feel comfortable about with someone I hardly know.” My answer was succinct and sincere, dripping with, ‘let’s please close this conversation.’


  To my surprise, he answered, “All right then, we won’t talk about it now. I really didn’t mean to upset you.”


  Was I to believe that?


  The part of me that said to trust him consented to a walk on the beach, the rest of my feelings, including all my misgivings, I ignored. The date began with my not wanting anything to do with Jackson Brandt, but at that moment, I found myself unable to resist the strange confluence of events that brought us to that rare moment.


  We removed our shoes and he rolled up the cuffs of his pants to stroll along the water’s edge in front of his Malibu beach house. The setting sun sat off at a distance, coloring the clouds with a brilliance that lasted for just a short time. When the fireball finally slipped below the horizon, and was no more than a smoky glow, Jackson slipped his arm around my waist as if drawing me into the darkness of the evening.


  He began kissing me, and I began a slow descent into the essence of the man’s compelling allure. I’d held him off until then, but found it impossible to prevail once my sex was thrumming with desire, suddenly reborn. I remembered what it was to be a sexual being again, to feel the urgency in a man’s hunger oblige me to submit. I wrote about the fantasy so often, but this was real. Now. Immediate. I’d made no conscious decision that I’m aware of, but my decision to continue had been made nonetheless. I wanted him to take me, use me, fuck me and I was sure he would. Almost as sure as I was of being tomorrow’s castoff.


  If nothing else, it would be something to write about, I rationalized. This put a smile on my face, as I enjoyed every kiss of his warm, demanding lips. Where he touched me my body lit with fire. My hips, my ass, my breasts – his hands were firm and certain. Soon, I felt his throbbing cock against my leg. He took my breath away, like it was when I was seventeen, when sexual touch was so very new to me.


  We remained at the water’s edge while he slowly slid the zipper down my back, and peeled the dress away. It dropped to the sand, leaving me shivering, wearing only a tiny thong. The ocean breeze danced across my nakedness. A wicked feeling of doing something terribly naughty almost made me laugh. Meanwhile, my crotch gave in to Jackson’s flaming hands as they poured over my sex-drenched skin.


  “But shouldn’t we…?” I start to protest. In the open spaces around me I felt vulnerable. The beach was long, stretching for miles in either direction, a foot path for beachcombers even in the dead of night.


  “No,” he whispered in my ear.


  His finger traced the line of the thong’s elastic waistband, dipping deeply under the edge and downward toward my throbbing sex. With the dexterity that only comes from practice he suddenly tore the thong away. It broke at the seam and joined the black dress as a retreating tide threatened to carry them away. He was still fully clothed while I was naked. I couldn’t help but appreciate what this meant: how he was in control and it was for me to surrender.


  “You care if I fuck you here?” he asked.


  “I’m surprised you bothered to ask,” I answered. We spoke in whispers that mimicked the swooshing sounds of the tide that fell against the sand and then retreated out to sea.


  By starlight I saw his snickering mouth, and as it descended to my mouth, I opened for him again. Our tongues went deep, deep as his hand was inside my crotch. I could have come without further stimulation, but I needed more than fingerplay. I’d had enough of that from my own hand, and though his fingers were warm and welcoming, I knew that the throbbing erection inside his pants would take me to a better bliss, a burning place, an end fit for a night like this.


  He suddenly pulled away and took me by the hand, running up the beach to an outcropping of rock where we tumbled to the sand inside the shadowy cover it afforded – which was very scant.


  By the rising moon, my white nakedness must have looked like a new moon on the beach. I felt as risqué as I’d ever felt, openly raunchy. We rolled in the sand, kissing still, hands clamoring for flesh, though mine were not content. I wanted him naked too, I wanted to press my nose to his chest and smell his aroma, revel in the scent of his body.


  But he rolled back, opened his zipper and pulled out his cock: long and hard, beckoning my mouth to suck. First, down my throat until I gagged, then I backed off working my lips and tongue over the veined flesh. I drank in his scent, quickly intoxicated by the heady stench of that beautiful organ. When he began to respond to the blowjob, I began to feel like a naked nymph from the sea, come to suck the man dry, wickedly, wantonly, a siren from the deep. He seemed to free me in a way I’ve never been free. The beach was magic. Jackson Brandt was magic. Maybe I’d cry and rant in the morning, when he tossed me out with yesterday’s trash. But for the moment, I was his sex Goddess, flagrant, daring, more willing than even Jackson Brandt expected. More willing than I expected of myself when this night began. I wanted to take him to the edge until his organ couldn’t help but erupt inside my mouth. We’d fuck later in his master bedroom, which made this just foreplay.


  But, suddenly, he pushed my face away and sat up. Then he grabbed me about the waist and tossed me over. My hands and knees sank into the sand, while he lined up behind me with his freshly primed cock poised at my sex. He slapped my ass with determined force and without restraint, plumbed the depths of desires I hadn’t experienced in so long that I was almost crying from the fear and joy of it. The sting began to submerge into the orgasmic fire. I wanted more, a harder, faster, nastier spanking, and began uttering nonsense things to encourage his assault. Even as he made my ass cheeks flame with heat, he plunged his cock inside and drove it to the farthest reaches of my pulsing channel. The fucking began in earnest.


  I came abruptly.


  My inner channel milked his muscled cock. Blood pumped through his veins and his come shot deep inside me. The sound of his groans and the feel of his hands grabbing the same flesh he’d spanked with such earnest glee drove my climax to new places. I was used. Terrorized. Frantically in lust.


  “Oh, my god,” was all I could manage to utter to the ocean’s bitter wind.


  Until that moment, I hadn’t felt the chill. But I was chilled as my consciousness dawned again and I realized what I’d done. While my pretty black dress had washed out to sea, I’d given myself to a man I hardly knew.


  “I’m afraid you’ll have to climb to the house naked.” He’d been down at the water’s edge looking for my clothes and found nothing.


  “How about I wear your suit coat?” I suggested. He’d snatched it off the sand and now carried it over his arm.


  “No, I don’t think so,” he stared down at me, no smile, though his grim dominant expression drew my attention. “I like you naked. And I think you’d love being wicked enough to climb to the house in your birthday suit.”


  Protest was out of the question. He was a man in charge, one not to be toyed with or taken lightly. And since I’d willingly put myself in his hands for one night, who was I to argue? After all, he was right. I was in love with the wicked thrill of what I’d done and I didn’t want that thrill to end until my thirst for sex had finally been sated.


  He’d already started up the stairs and I had to scramble after him. But once I caught up, he pulled me close inside his arm, and we climbed the rest of the way together, letting the brief feeling of oneness wash over us.





Chapter Two


  His bravado washed through the air making it ripe with emotion. Frightening, scary and wonderful in its essence.


  Before she could think, he’d grabbed her, whipped her back into his arms, and then over one, while his free hand came hard and fast against her ass, spanking her. Like a child. Like a brat gets spanked. After all she was behaving like one. Smart mouth. Sassy attitude. She needed exactly what she got and was screaming and hollering for all she was worth by the second stinging smack. He kept on until his own rage had abated and by some miraculous act of submissive transformation, her wild venting turned into something more like the sounds of sex urgently needing to express itself.


  For having been such a brat – actually she’d been more like a bitch than a brat – he used her hard, without her having the chance to come, then made her stand in the corner with her naked, red ass pointing out while he read the evening paper.


  He was very pleased. Secretly, she was too.


  No Justice. No Mercy, Marilyn Hayworth, 2002


  ***


  Jackson…


  What happened on the beach charged my sadistic batteries in ways I could hardly recognize. Rachel was different than the other women who let me tease them into bondage and submission. Those women weren’t very submissive; painsluts, maybe, but little more.


  “You want to be spanked,” I declared, knowing I was right. As we moved through the kitchen, I grabbed a thick wooden spoon from the wall where it hung like an innocuous ornamentation. She was petrified when her eyes lit on the ominous thing, and even more so when I roughly pushed her over the back of my white leather sofa and began to lay in on the territory of her finely rounded ass. I alternated the smacks with a fierce massage, bringing her to the brink of a second orgasm before I backed off. “Not so fast!” I said, in warning.


  “Oh, dear god, please!”


  “I didn’t say I wasn’t going to let you get off.” I pulled her upright, my lips at her ear, whispering tersely. “You’ve come once, the least you could do is wait for me to catch up.”


  Inside my grasp, her body shuddered, something I felt inside my crotch. The recognition of my power over her made me bolder still. I’d take her as far as I could in one night, knowing somewhere we’d finally reach her limit. This was just a test for what came next.


  The wooden spoon came down aggressively, turning the white of her ass a vibrant shade of scarlet. Her moans became more animated the more I worked her fiery behind, though she stopped just short of crying out. I imagine that she wanted to scream, but some inner control kept her responses in check, as if she’d already trained herself. By the time the spanking was over, we were into foreign territory for me, and places I’m sure only her fertile imagination had explored. Flying blind. The most exhilarating experiences come when instinct takes over – business, sex, doesn’t matter which arena. I travel easily into the unknown and bask in its thrills. This night had already been an exceptional one, and it was not yet over.


  I grabbed my belt and quickly undid the buckle, pulling the leather from the belt loops until the length of it dangled from my hand. She shivered in wait, and shivered more when I grazed her red cheeks with the delicate touch of the cool leather. Over and over, the simple caress went on, until I heard sensuous moans of pleasure break through the silence.


  “You want this, Rachel.” I didn’t have to ask the question. I knew.


  Her entire body responded in a strained and passionate sigh.


  “Have you ever had a belt punish your behind?” This was a question that required her answer.


  “No, sir,” she quickly replied. I imagine that she hardly had to think. Words came to her easily, as did the images of surrender.


  I pulled her up by the neck and forced her hands behind her. “Keep them there.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Open your mouth and bite down.” I forced the belt inside her mouth so she was holding it in the middle, the two ends dangling down on either side.


  While she held her head high, teeth sunk into the leather, I stood off to the side and rolled up my shirt sleeves. The action caught her where panic and excitement mixed so beautifully.


  When I was ready, I grabbed the belt and pushed her back down over the sofa. Doubling the leather in my fist I reared back and let the leather go over the same territory that the wooden spoon had just reddened. There seemed to be no pain now, just a crescendoing arousal in us both that stiffened my dick and made her grind her cunt against the top of the sofa.


  “Legs wide!” I ordered.


  She obeyed. I hit her more, while watching between her ass cheeks where pussy juices seeped from her slit.


  Her wild gyrations against my sofa made it clear that another climax was not far off. Every strike of leather only sent her closer to that edgy peak. At last, I pulled up, stuffed the end of the belt between her teeth, then thread the end with the buckle down between her legs like I would a rope, making sure that the edge of the leather would rub against her clit. With the buckle in my hand, I yanked up hard and jerked her crotch, while holding her to my chest. At first she whimpered in pain, though a shuddering spasm from deep inside her body shook her hard. She seized up taut as a bow, then convulsed with sexual spasms until she finally rested back against me, occasionally twitching as the electric pulse of her orgasm eased.


  The quiet, the stillness wrapped us in a shroud of pleasure. But I was not done with her. Not yet. She owed me for my time, for the gracious way I allowed her to get off before I had. My cock needed satisfaction now.


  I turned her round, shoved her to her knees, and stuffed my prick in her mouth.


  “Fuck it, Rachel,” I said in a low and steady voice. I could have called her bitch, or slut, or any one of the derogatory terms for women and it would have fit. She was likely to enjoy the slander, but I loved her name, the intimacy of its sound when I used it as if she was someone I deeply loved.


  But this was far too soon for love.


  I used her face like I used her pussy on the beach. I crammed my cock inside her mouth deep as her throat would allow and felt my come surge in waves as I released.


  She was breathless and wasted when I was done and slumped to the floor. What I would have given to know what was going on inside her mind. I was wasted too, and breathless, and very much afraid.


  I knew how much I wanted to take this Rachel Linney to the depths of my desires where my sadistic needs lurked so fiercely. I had to restrain myself from going further. In time, in time, I calmed myself.


  My breathing returned to normal, and so had hers by the time I lifted her to her feet and we moved to the couch.


  “Cold?” I asked, handing her a cashmere throw.


  “Thanks,” she smiled weakly.


  “Beer?”


  “Please, and a glass of water.”


  I retreated to the kitchen to fetch the items, and returned with two beers and a water for Rachel.


  “Tell me what you’re thinking,” I asked as I sat down.


  Her wide eyes glimmered, her dark hair a beautiful mess. Just-fucked women couldn’t be more wondrous.


  “My ass is hot,” she giggled.


  “It is?”


  She nodded.


  I reached out and pulled her toward me, tossing the throw to the floor. As I stretched out on the couch, she lay against me with her head tucked to my chest and my hand in her silky hair.


  “Did I take you too far?” I made her look in my eyes.


  “If you had, you’d have known,” she replied. A sweet and winsome expression graced her face.


  “What if you were to live out your fantasies? Not just spanking, but the ones you write about, the ones in your books?”


  She looked up at me startled. “I don’t even consider it anymore.”


  “Why is that?”


  She shrugged a little and pulled out of my arms, I’m sure in response to the terrifying question. I let her go and waited as she curled back up in the cashmere throw.


  “I’ve been unimpressed by the small number of contacts I’ve made in the S M scene. I lost interest.”


  “I don’t believe that.”


  “Believe what you want. Trust me. This was just an isolated incident.”


  “And you’re embarrassed now?”


  “Not really. Just surprised at myself…and you, and tonight, and everything…”


  “Then maybe I wasn’t wrong about you and me.”


  “I don’t know that yet. It’s just been one night.”


  “And you think I’d drop you now?”


  “I don’t know you. I don’t know what you’d do. I have to protect myself.”


  “You didn’t seek much protection in the last two hours.”


  “You’re right about that,” she conceded with a smile.


  “But is it so strange that you might be the right woman?”


  She pondered this a minute. “Maybe not.”


  “Don’t think you can hide yourself, Rachel. You let yourself go tonight. And you’re going to do that again, and again, and again…”


  Her eyes glistened with tears. Her emotion seemed private so I didn’t ask.


  “I’m not sure that this is a good thing,” she said. “I mean tonight has been…well, quite an experience, but I-I I’m…” She bit her lip and closed her eyes, gathering up her courage, perhaps.


  “You’re scared. You’re terrified. There’s no harm in that. You can spend the night, I’ll take you home in the morning. At the very least I owe you a new dress.”


  She laughed, and let me pull her back into my arms where she was warm against me, and she didn’t have to look into my probing eyes.


  Later, I pulled her into my bedroom where we slept, where we made love sometime around dawn, more quietly this time. Then we fell briefly back to sleep with the morning sky beginning to brighten.


  The night was short, since I had an early conference call in the morning. I rose at six while she was still sleeping, fixed her eggs and toast, then loaned her a pair of shorts and a t-shirt to wear home. If I hadn’t so damn much to do in the next few days, I would have kept her with me and turned her into my slave. I could already imagine her crawling on the floor at the end of my leash. But I was getting way ahead of myself. Women don’t let a man bring them along that fast. And those that do, end up getting cold feet in the middle of something important. They split in a huff and blame it on the man’s insensitivity. I’d avoid that trap now. Rachel Linney, if she wanted me and what I could give her, would stew for a while in the memory of our night together. Then I’d spring my trap. I had little doubt that she’d fall victim to the bait. I’d never met a woman that I wanted more to love and abuse.


  ***


  Rachel…


  Coming home, the phone rang before I was in the door. I knew it was Vicki; everyone else uses my cell.


  With an apologetic nod to Jackson, who was waiting for a goodbye at the door – I knew he was rushed – I listened to my sister ramble on until I could get a word in edgewise.


  “Vickie, can I call you later?”


  She ignored the question, and started in with one of her dramatic, tear-filled monologues. I flashed Jackson a pained grimace, held out the phone and shook my head.


  He got the message that I was ‘tied up’, blew me a kiss and left with a smile. I’d hoped for a better goodbye, but that was all I was going to get. With Jackson driving off to his appointment, I needed space and my head to clear, but it took a half hour and a few more promises to get my sister off the phone. Afterwards, I lay vanquished on my couch, wondering about my messed-up sister, her demands, my sanity and my sexual drive. Out of the gloom of another wretched conversation with Vickie, I felt a steamy heat rising in my belly as thoughts of Jackson Brandt replaced the unwanted ones concerning Vicki and her latest emergency. It had been nearly five years since I allowed myself to think of any man with as much desire or affection as I was thinking of the attorney. The smell of sex and Jackson’s body lingered in the air. I drank it in putting myself back in those awesome hours at the beach house. Desire swept through me fast and soon I was masturbating with a pillow stuffed between my thighs, my body rocking back and forth with my fingers easing their way down to my clit. I let out a savage cry as the orgasm took hold and a vicious spasm rocketed through me.


  I lay aghast in the aftershock and finally had to pull myself out of that strange erotic stupor. Cleaning house seemed to bring me back to normal. Then there were a pile of essays that I was obliged to read. Another erotic book was coming to me – but I was determined to ignore that for the moment. This was never a problem when it came to my erotica. Compartmentalizing my life was easy for me. When I had the time, I’d give it voice, knowing that the words filtering into my mind would always be there once I was ready to write them down.





Chapter Three


  Controlling the women I love…loving them because I have the power to control them—“Oh! How I live for this! I weave a spell, intoxicate their brains and have them licking the palm of my hand, sucking ass, taking my cock deep inside their bodies because it has become a pleasure for them to do so; because pleasing me is all that matters. I dress them, feed them, manage every corner of their lives only to feel their eroticism spark in me, at the very core of my dominant being. I did this with Jane, poor plain Jane; she was restless for reasons she could not fathom, for reasons I understood with no effort. I dressed her in a corset, pulling tight the laces like tugging the reins of a horse. She reared back at first.


  “Sir, I cannot breathe!”


  “Oh, but you can speak!” I came back at her with a wry laugh.


  “But just barely, sir,” she gasped, drowned in her own miserable woe.


  “Then that’s very good,” I ripped off tersely. “The corset has done its job.”


  I caught her eye, and as she looked at me, the panic in her calmed. She began to breathe steadily, if not all that easily. I knew that the corset would begin to stretch as her body heat warmed the fabric. In time, she’d breathe almost normally. I say almost. Infused in every breath would be traces of her Dominant, a half breath that always lingered with her – even when I was far away. To truly control a woman means that with every breath my submissive feels, she remembers me at the very essence of her life.


  A Hard Master,  Marilyn Hayworth, 2001


  ***


  Rachel…


  Nearly a month went by and not a word from Jackson Brandt. Although just days after our night in his beach house, his picture was in the LA tabloids, on his arm, the empty-headed Sherri Stiles. They looked pretty cozy at the premiere of her latest picture – a teen flick with lots of flesh and blatant sexuality. “Famed attorney accompanies starlet. A romance in the works?” As I walked into my favorite coffee house, the headline caught my eye, and cut straight to a lonely place in my psyche that dared long for the man to call me again.


  I stopped in my tracks, staring at the rag sheet. ‘You idiot!’


  I’m never gentle admonishing myself for falling into the romance trap. That was why I’d finally given up on men. The right ones never really wanted me, the others never turned me on. And here I’d broken my own rules, cracked opened the door for Jackson Brandt, only to have him slam it in my face. I knew. I knew that night would be the first and last time I’d see him. And suddenly, I hated myself for being so naïve.


  His image covered the tabloids for several days. Apparently, I didn’t see the one where Sherri threw him off for the bass guitarist in some Alternative band with a weird name that escaped me soon as I heard it. I hated the music, so I hardly cared. But in one night, Jackson tugged my heartstrings so tight that they felt as if they would break. I tried to remind myself of the vow I made that night. Use him and leave him. Wasn’t that the message my desire communicated to my brain when he had me on the beach? When he was flailing on my ass with his belt and I was lusting after every strike? I should have known that I couldn’t stop myself from wanting him after the fun was over. I let that ‘after sex intimacy’ get inside, his ‘I’ll have you again and again and again’, traipse through my mind and actually make me happy for days after.


  I was smart enough to figure out his ruse from the start, but too dumb to follow through with my heart intact, and not left hanging like a trophy on his beach house wall.


  These thoughts kept coming back to me after that run-in with the tabloid news and Jackson’s smiling face in black and white. I tried to ignore them, and most days it seems to work.


  But then a limo pulled up next to me as I was making my way from the grocery store to the sidewalk, on my way up the hill toward home. It was a steep hike, yes, but I needed the exercise.


  I didn’t recognize the vehicle at first.


  “Get in.” I heard the voice but just kept walking. My mind was so far from the reality around me that the voice barely etched its imprint on my brain. “Rachel.” My name. I stopped suddenly and turned around, surprised to see Jackson’s face looking out at me through the back door.


  I shook my head a little surprised. “Thanks, but no. I don’t need the ride, I plan to walk.” The words came out so fast, I hardly knew what I’d said. Obviously, I was in a sarcastic frame of mind, the image of Jackson and the starlet still infected my brain. I started to turn and walk away, when he spoke again:


  “Rachel, please.”


  I paused to let my breathing settle, and my racing heart slow down, then I finally turned back. Dammit! Jackson Brandt! Just get me where I’m weak, in that place that’s not yet over you!


  He knew he could have me; I was so damn obvious in every way. How much I needed and desired him. How weak I was. How baseline submissive. That was the real point. Submission. He hardly knew me, but he knew where I was vulnerable.


  I finally scooted in beside him and the limo sped off into traffic.


  “Why am I here?” I asked as I stared around the opulent vehicle. I’d never been in a limo before.


  “Because you want something really outrageous in your life and I can give that to you.” He smiled triumphantly.


  “When you’re not cuddling up to twenty-one year old starlets.”


  “Ah, yes.” He made no attempt to apologize, explaining simply, “Sherri’s a client.”


  “But I’m not. I’m just the girl you screwed on the beach and forgot to call for the last month. I don’t have time for this Jackson. You know how to get under my skin, but that doesn’t mean you have to stay there.”


  “My, you are pissed.” He moved to the seat opposite mine and leaned forward earnestly, a finger delicately toying with my inner thigh.


  I instinctively grabbed onto that erotic feeling, at the same time mentally trying to ignore it.


  “Yes, I’m pissed.” I stared him down. “Tell me something that would make me change how I feel.”


  His smile was threatening my resolve. And that damn finger wouldn’t stop moving higher up my leg.


  “I’ve been busy, Rachel, but it doesn’t mean that you’re off the radar.”


  “Geez, that’s nice to know.”


  His smile was broad and provocative. And he suddenly pulled his fingers from my thigh, leaned back and said, “Get down between my legs, Rachel, and suck me off.”


  Of all the gall! I had to have looked shocked, but it didn’t change his demand, or the expression on his face, or the feeling that I needed to do exactly what he asked. The stare-down lasted maybe sixty seconds, then something kicked in inside my psyche that propelled me to my knees. I unzipped his fly, found his dick inside his jockeys and circled it in my hand. As I pulled it free, my mouth descended to take as much of it as I reasonably could. The taste, the touch, the smell of him got inside to wipe my sanity aside. He grabbed the back of my head, his fingers intertwined inside my hair and pulled me down.


  “That’s it, subbie. That’s how you greet your master.”


  No! He was not my master…I wanted to blurt out, but the words just weren’t there. Besides, my lips were preoccupied with the delicious taste of his cock. After a month, it seemed that we’d picked up where we’d left off at the beach house and I was powerless to throw him off, despite the shame of being ignored for a month and Sherri Stiles.


  Out of nowhere he’d called me subbie, and called himself my master.


  My lips worked his thick and fragrant meat; my tongue moved easily along the shaft. Salty sweat and pre-cum mixed inside my mouth, while the feral aroma of his sexual pheromones intoxicated my brain. When his body finally tightened, I sucked harder as I listened to him groan, and swallowed the thick, sweet-tasting cum that shot toward the back of my throat.


  Not a second was wasted afterwards – apparently my being miffed by his absence didn’t suit him. Once he was finished getting off, he pulled me up by the hair and over his lap. He raised my skirt, tore my panties down and began smacking my ass with the palm of his hand. Repeatedly. Relentlessly. I could feel the cries gathering in my throat. This hurt, this really hurt. But it also felt as if he cared. Yeah, that was twisted thinking, but I was no longer rational when under Jackson’s spell.


  Once he finally stopped, the lecture began. “You want a Dominant man in your life, then you need to be the sub you are. That clear?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  He smacked my ass another dozen times.


  “I order, you obey.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  He spanked me more and I sensed my desire rising much too fast.


  “If I tell you something, I follow through and I expect you to understand that. Is that clear?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  He started playing with my pussy, verifying the fact that I was wet and needy for a come. I squirmed against his hand, praying he’d be as kind to me as I’d been to him. Not so lucky this time.


  He abruptly pushed me off his lap and thrust me back in my seat.


  “Take off the panties.”


  They were already around my ankles, so that wasn’t tough. But once they were in my hand, he snatched them from me and stuffed them in his pocket.


  Jackson’s cell phone rang, and I waited through several minutes of discussion, nervously wondering where he was taking me. My fears fled, my excitement was on the rebound. Maybe it was my hot ass, the feel of his hand, the raw want inside my pussy that seemed keyed specifically to him, but I could hardly dredge up a bad feeling. My irritation with him had disappeared, while his ownership of me was clear in the look that appeared in his smoky eyes. Even when he spoke to one of his clients I felt him drawing me in and holding me in his grasp.


  When he finished the conversation, I immediately asked, “How did you find me?”


  “You were walking the street, how could I not?” He snickered. “I was on my way to see you, and there you were, providing me with the perfect opportunity for an abduction.”


  “You were coming to see me? Why didn’t you call?”


  “I did. And I left a message. You’ll find it on your answering machine when you get home.”


  Everything the man did amazed me.


  “And we’re going where?” I asked, donning the demure poise of a submissive.


  “I owe you that dress,” he said. “Or did you forget?”


  ***


  Jackson…


  I’ve been in love with Pandora’s designer chic since I first found her in Italy five years ago. She has a tiny boudoir on the second story above one of Rodeo’s trendy jewelry stores. You go there only because you know the shop is there. She doesn’t need foot traffic, she’ll tell you in her snippy French accent. She feels free to turn away anyone she doesn’t like. “I no sell to tramps. Filthy mongrels! No class, no chic! They no wear my clothes, no matter how they flash their dollars in my face.” Her pet peeve was rock star wives and girlfriends. “Trailer trash,” she called them.


  I brought Rachel in to see her, knowing that my new girlfriend would find the place not only intimidating, but sinfully erotic. Pandora’s clothes are for women who enjoy showing flesh.


  I caught Rachel quaking the moment we turned onto Rodeo Drive, so I knew that Pandora’s boutique would have her dampening her panties in fearful expectation.


  “A pretty thing,” Pandy looked down her nose at Rachel. “But where did she get these nasty clothes?” She picked at them disdainfully.


  “Jackson, please.” Rachel’s big brown eyes pleaded for mercy.


  “Hush,” I barked. “Behave yourself while you’re here, or I’ll spank you on the spot.” I leveled her with a meaningful glare and she took a deep breath in order to calm.


  I could sense the humiliation arouse her. She was mortified at having to remove her clothes in front of a stranger and stand naked, except for her bra, in the center of the shop. There was no one there at that moment but the three of us. Even so, I could almost hear Rachel’s knees knocking. I could certainly feel her body heat soar. Already, my penis was starting to stiffen in response.


  “Nice body,” Pandora circled her with a critical expression, noting Rachel’s red ass. “Humm. You no lie when you say you spank her. The skin, very warm.” The lush tone of her voice suggested her own lewd designs toward my girlfriend. She pressed her hand to the bare flesh of Rachel’s ass, which resulted in a shivering flinch. I could imagine Rachel snapping at the woman and walking away under other circumstances, but she seemed to stay in control of her testy feelings, despite how she must have burned inside.


  “I need to buy her a black dress. Something simple, but revealing enough to be stylish.”


  Pandora nodded and then slipped into the back room.


  “You’re horny, aren’t you?” I asked my withering beauty.


  “Very.”


  “You’ll be glad I made you wait.”


  “No, I’m not sure I will be. I’d be a whole lot calmer if you’d let me come in the limo.”


  “And spoil my fun?”


  She shivered nervously, her smile thin and worried.


  Pandora returned with three dresses, and one by one slipped them over Rachel’s head. After handing her a pair of stiletto heels, the shop’s haughty mistress marched her around the room so we could get the full effect. Each dress was more daring than the one before. Each was a little shorter, the neckline plunging a little deeper. As Rachel tried them on, I watched the self-conscious blush rise on her cheek.


  My submissive didn’t utter a sound, but every nuanced quake told me she was teetering on the edges of her fantasy world, and barely holding on as she fought against her fears.


  It didn’t shock me when the last dress was swept away and she stood before me completely naked – the bra had been discarded – while Pandora and I reviewed the dresses deciding which one looked best.


  “Jackson, please, may I get dressed?” I heard her plaintive voice over the discussions.


  I swiftly looked back at her and clipped off a brusque, “No,” then turned my attention back to Pandora.


  Rachel’s anger came alive; I could feel that in my solar plexus. When she finally started for her clothes, dressing hastily in defiance of my wishes, I moved back her way and watched.


  “What? What are you staring at?” she looked up, a little frightened but still petulant.


  “A very bad girl.”


  “Jackson, this isn’t easy for me.”


  “But it will be.”


  I pulled her to me, reaching up under her skirt to find her ass, and began squeezing it roughly. She melted in against me, and when I began to smack her ass again with slow deliberate slaps, I felt the response in my twitching cock.


  “Ouch!” she murmured under her breath.


  I finally pushed her away, only to have her realize that we were no longer alone in Pandora’s shop. The stares weren’t easy for Rachel to handle, and I gave her some reprieve from the attention, as I pushed her to the back of the shop where there were two changing rooms. It was all I needed. I should have just made her submit right there in the open, but it was enough to leave the door open, push her to the back wall and press my hand up under her skirt.


  Standing in front of her, I played with her sex, poking a finger in her cunt, then another, then three, until I fucked her with some reasonable force. She responded instantly, swallowing her moans in deference to the situation, while allowing the sensations to build until she was coming, her pussy squirming all over my hand and covering it with her juices. At my insistence she licked them clean once I finally withdrew; the dew of her orgasm still glistening on her mouth as we left the shop.


  The women who’d seen the show watched our every move as we left. I merely smiled, while Rachel breathed a sign of relief when we finally hit the street again.


  “Now was that so bad?” I asked.


  “Yes, it was the most embarrassing thing I’ve ever done,” she insisted.


  “So, you didn’t get off?”


  “Oh, damn you!”


  “You curse me now. What am I going to do with you?”


  “It seems like you can do whatever you want.”


  “And that bothers you?”


  “Yes, it bothers me?”


  Rachael….


  Jackson drove me home, then carried the black dress and groceries in his arms while I opened the front door.


  “You want some wine, a beer?”


  “What do you have?”


  I rattled off the short list and he decided on the beer. It was good stuff, from a local microbrewery. The brew master was a good friend and kept me supplied with all that I wanted, at a friendly discount. I served it with a small plate of cheese and crackers.


  “I should thank you for the dress,” I finally managed to say.


  “Yes, you should.”


  “It’s really beautiful, but it’s too much. I have no idea where I’ll wear it and it’s ten times what I’d ever pay.”


  “And you’re not worth that?”


  “I didn’t mean that. It’s this thing about you and me and why we don’t fit.”
   “Yeah, well, I’m tired of you saying that, because I think we fit very well. In the limo…in the dressing room…on the beach…in bed,” his eyes sparked darkly, “…in the middle of your fantasies, Rachel Marilyn Hayworth Linney.”


  “And you expect me to what? Wait around until the mood strikes you, meanwhile you’re sleeping with whoever you please?”


  I saw the flash of anger and recoiled as his emotion washed through me.


  “I’m not going to apologize for doing my job, or for not contacting you for a month. I was out of the country for all but that movie premiere. That’s the way my life is, but that in no way reflects on my wanting you, or my intention to have you when I do.”


  “You are a presumptuous bastard!” I spit it out and then found myself laughing.


  Jackson was laughing too. “Exactly. And that’s why you want me.”


  “Then exactly what is it you want from me? I have to know. You can’t just waltz in and walk out on the spur of the moment and I have no idea what to expect.”


  “But that is what’s going to happen, Rachel. And every time I do, you will submit. You remember Bailey, that bad Dom you loved so much.”


  “Do I remember him? I created him.”


  He stared at me until I realized how much he resembled that formidable character of Her Master’s Domain. “So you plan to be my ‘Bailey’?


  “In part. Although I like to think that I’m a little nicer than he is.” He moved in close to me and stroked the side of my face in an attentive gesture of dominant affection. He drew me back to him with so little that I was to later wonder what he’d done to earn that kind of sway with me. “I want to be rough with you, Rachel. I need to use you as my whipping girl.”


  I shivered at his choice of words – not exactly Bailey, but the attitude was just the same. I shook my head and bit my lip. “I don’t know if I can be that. I don’t know how much pain I can stand. I don’t know my limits.”


  “Then don’t set limits.”


  “I want to be safe and this doesn’t sound safe at all.”


  “Safe? Are you really sure of that?”


  “Well…” I hedged a bit.


  “Don’t worry, you’ll be safe enough. But I want the license to take you as I desire. I promise you, there will be nothing more extreme than the fantasies you already penned.”


  “But those are words, just words, and this is real.”


  “That’s right. That’s why you haven’t turned me down yet, and I don’t believe you will.”


  I shivered again realizing that all he said was true.


  We ate cheese and crackers and drank our beer, and the rest of the evening seemed easy compared to how it began in that limousine.


  He finally took me in my own bed, tying me with ropes to the bedposts, so I was stretched to the four corners and could barely move. Then he made love to me with a generous and open heart. He teased my cunt, and slapped it till I screamed, and spanked my breasts and kissed my mouth long and deep. I came when he came, the two of us thundering to a simultaneous explosion. When he untied me we slept. And when I woke in the morning and he was gone, I found the ropes still tied to my wrists. It took half the day before the indentations disappeared.


  Had I committed myself to this man? I didn’t know.


  I might have worried about it all day if Vickie hadn’t interrupted my reverie. An hour after Jackson left, I stood at the door and grudgingly handed my out-of-control, drug abusing sister an envelope with the latest installment payment in her extortion scheme. This was the first time, however, that I didn’t insist that she move into my house and get away from her deadbeat boyfriend. My house, with Jackson Brandt coming and going, had become a private place, no unwanted intruders allowed.


  “Please don’t ask again,” I told her tersely.


  “I swear, Rach, I’ll have at least half of it back to you next Friday, I swear.” She could plead so well, with big movie-star grins and affectionate hugs, and eyes that were so soulful you couldn’t help but melt. Vickie was a tall, svelte gorgeous blonde model who’d been down on her luck ever since she first began to bat her lashes at the boy next door. I didn’t even want to think about the thousands I’d donated to her cause.


  Once I closed the door on her problems, I found myself returning to the den where the computer stood idle, reminding me of the book I left unfinished just before Jackson entered my life. I stared for several minutes, allowing myself to be drawn back to the erotic places that create my stories. Maybe it was time to write again, but maybe it was a different story I needed to write.


  In the next week, the water pipe broke in my kitchen, and I realized only when I went into my account on-line that I was nearly overdrawn. For the first time since I could remember, I decided to dip into my emergency cash fund, $600 I kept in a ‘secret’ vault in my bedroom. I stuck my hand inside the coffee can underneath the closet floor and came up empty. I tried again. No luck. And again…a frustrated, angry sinking sensation started to make my stomach raw and sour.


  What the fuck! My mind retraced my footsteps, flicking back through the days like pages in a magazine…Dammit! Dammit! There was only one explanation and this time it wasn’t Vickie.


  Kyle. Five years before I’d called him my boyfriend and for two short months he’d lived with me. I kicked him out but he kept coming back every few months for the next two years. Somehow he ended up with a key. I thought I’d taken it back, but then he showed up with another one. He was the only one who knew about my secret stash. I’d been too stupid to change the locks or my hiding place, although I doubt it would have done much good. Kyle can smell money a hundred yards away. To think he was in my house again! But when? I shivered, breaking into a cold sweat. A rash of angry goosebumps covered my skin, my breathing was shallow and uneven. Dammit, he was still around. I’d have to change the locks on the doors, but with what? My resources had run dry. And now, I didn’t even want to stay in the house, it felt so creepy.


  Kyle just never left…he always hung around. He was the last to touch my masochistic desires, but he didn’t really understand them or exploit them the way an acknowledged dominant like Jackson would. He was more the ‘take her, fuck her and leave her’ kind of guy. That might have been okay if he weren’t such a frighteningly erratic drifter, prone to gambling and bad company.


  I could kill the bastard now knowing what he’d done!


  Deep sigh. No. Killing him wouldn’t solve the money problem. I needed a miracle.


  Jackson Brandt came to mind for one split second of insanity. Then I wiped away the grin, the hard edge in his Dominant voice and the fact that my boyfriend – could I actually call him that? – was worth millions.


  No. No. I would handle this on my own.


  I’d find a way to change the locks. An attorney friend could draft a restraining order. I’d been threatening that for years. I’d do what I had to do. But what to do about everything else, including the mortgage payment, I had no clue.





Chapter Four


  The steamy, sensuous confines of the club closed in around me, smoke everywhere, and the thick smell of sweat and incense – I sensed I was flirting with danger. The music of reggae style drums had set my crotch on fire the moment I walked in. And right there at the entrance, a big black, bare-chested Dom stood, his Dom face scowling with arrogant elegance.


  “Where your master?” he growled, in broken English.


  “I have none,” I said, withering into the corner, peeking out through frightened eyes.


  Slowly, he smirked, showing big white teeth. “We’ll den you have one now.” Taking me by the upper arm, he pushed me toward the cage. “On you knees.”


  I stared at him terrorized, then in the fuzzy haze of my submissive stupor, I knelt like a dutiful slave and crawled into the wooden cage, where I’d await his return.


  Yes, this was were I belonged.


  I crouched low, wearing submission like a blanket. My anxious heart beat to the sound of the reggae drums and my mind faded into subspace.


  Caged Heart, Marilyn Hayworth, 2000


  ***


  “Do you have plans for the weekend?” Jackson asked, when I picked up my cell phone and answered the call. Thursday evening, six pm.


  My heart leapt with excitement. “Just writing.”


  “Perfect,” he replied like writing didn’t matter all that much. “I’ll pick you up at six. We’re flying to New York in my private jet.”


  “What?”
   “It’s your Dom speaking, Rachel. Get yourself together, the limo will be at your door at six.”


  “I can’t go to New York for the weekend!” I came right back.


  “And why not?”


  “Because…because,” I had no good excuse.


  “Because what?”


  My tongue was tied in knots.


  He waited a reasonable time, then bit off: “Just as I thought. You have no reasonable excuse. We’re flying to New York. Don’t make me have to take your pants down before hand and wallop your ass.”


  “That was a patronizing thing to say.”


  “Yeah. That’s what you get for being a hesitant submissive. You’re lucky I just don’t march over there right now and beat you before we leave. But, I don’t have time. I’ll beat you enough when we get there.”


  This was a daunting thought. Already my panties felt squishy between my legs.


  “Are you going to tell me where we’re going?” My mind was racing ninety miles an hour trying to figure out if a woman on the brink of personal financial disaster has any business flying off to New York with her rich, dominant and very fiendish boyfriend.


  “I already did. New York.”


  I stuttered for the next few seconds, during which I could imagine Jackson’s cunning smile broadening across his face as I fished for something else to say. “Go ahead and ask me what we’re going to do there,” he finally filled the silence.


  “I don’t think I’d better.”


  “Hey, you’re learning. You’ve taught me, Marilyn Hayworth, that it’s about what a submissive doesn’t know that turns them on.”


  “Will I be back Monday morning?”


  “Do you have to work?”


  “Of course, I have to work.”


  “Then you’ll be back.”


  I ran through my mind every possible excuse for not going, determined that I’d pick one and stick to it soon as the limo pulled up to the house. But when I heard Kyle’s voice on my answering machine, I changed my mind. New York City. I’d never been there. It was time I went.


  ***


  Jackson…


  First stop was the leather shop. She needed the right clothes, if you can call them clothes. I wanted something cheap and sleazy like the club we’d be dropping by that night. After searching the racks filled with costumes made of leather, vinyl and lace, I finally whipped out a shiny vinyl bustier with cutouts for her big breasts. Right there in the middle of the shop I ordered her to strip and put it on. After the scene in Pandora’s Boutique I didn’t think this would be all that tough. The shop was not your typical clothing boutique; its clientele expected titillating exhibitions like this. She did give me a withering look that I ignored, then finally began to undress. As she did I could feel her nervous demeanor begin to change as the aura of submission began to calm her down. The bustier was cinched at the waist and laced from behind, fitting tightly like a corset so that Rachel could barely breathe by the time I had it tied. There were straps rising from the cincher to a collar that ringed her lower neck, along with straps that crisscrossed her breasts: they conveniently snapped on and off. In addition, there was a matching vinyl thong that laced right up her pubic mound, allowing the tender pink flesh to peek right through. And finally, long gloves, fish net stockings and shiny vinyl boots. And a bit for her mouth, not a gag, but a bit.


  Right in the middle of the leather shop Rachel stood dressed for me in her vinyl finery, save the bit that I’d make her wear later. While her quaking pussy leaked juices down the inside of her thighs, customers and clerks, milled about, some watching her closely, some with furtive glances, others as if she wasn’t even there. She must have been thinking how hard this was, and how easy I’d been on her in the boutique.


  “And I want a riding crop,” I ordered up, snapping terse commands like I do in business, only to have an efficient and very submissive clerk eagerly waiting for my next demand. The little urchin with the ring in her nose and several others pierced through various locations in her face was panting with arousal, probably wishing that I’d drop the gorgeous brunette in favor of her. But Rachel stood heads above this tramp in every way I could figure, save her actual height, which didn’t really matter.


  “Here, sir. May I get you anything else?” the girl smiled pleasantly.


  I snatched the crop from her hand and struck it against the empty air, feeling its whipping snap rifle up my arm, producing immense exhilaration that filled my body with increased desire.


  “No, this will be perfect, as long as I can try it out on my submissive first.”


  “Yes, sir, there are stocks, a bench and hanging manacles in the demo room if you care to try it out there.”


  “How about right here?”


  The girl’s eyebrows arched. She looked very pleased. “Sure. If your subbie’s not too embarrassed.”


  “Doesn’t matter what my subbie thinks now, does it? She does what she’s told.”


  Rachel bit her lip knowing exactly what came next.


  “Bend over the bar and stretch your arms to the side.”


  One side-long anxious expression brought my palm against her face for a warning slap. She seized up immediately, eyes startled, her mouth gaping in awe. “Don’t make it harder than it has to be.” She trembled with embarrassment, aware of the crowd that attentively looked on.


  But without further comment she obeyed. There in the outer showroom of the leather shop, where a long metal bar of waist height had been screwed to the floor, Rachel bent over and positioned herself as ordered. The back of the thong thread between her cheeks so it didn’t even show, which left the expanse of her white ass completely bare and the perfect target for the riding crop. I ripped off several strokes laying them evenly across the skin and watched as her gleaming flesh turned a glaring share of red. Her entire body seemed to wince as each successive cut landed, but otherwise she suffered silently. Once I delivered nine or ten cuts, I knew all that I needed to know: the crop was the perfect weapon for my plans.


  “Maybe you’d like to try this?” I turned to see a leather-clad man hand me a vicious looking tawse.


  “No, thank you,” I offered up a terse smile.


  “Or if you wouldn’t mind, I’d like a crack at her?” Another presumptuous bastard stepped in with a single tail whip, and I had to push him off with the wave of my arm.


  “Is she your submissive?” I got right in his face.


  “No.”


  “Then, don’t bother asking. Rachel, up!” The crowd around us had grown large and oppressive. It was time to leave.


  I paid the bill, sent Rachel to the dressing room to get back into her street clothes, and we left minutes later.


  “You really created a mob scene,” I laughed.


  She wasn’t laughing yet, but she would.


  “They bother you?”


  “A little,” she said.


  “Maybe I should feed you to them, hmm?” I rattled on dismissively, as we walked from the shop to the taxi. “How would that be?” Bold and arrogant, I ignored the emotion that I felt moving through her quaking body.


  “I don’t think I’d like that very much,” she replied to the question.


  “But you don’t know, do you?”


  “No, I don’t.”


  Knowing how much this exchange would rattle her cage, I backed off in order to give her a chance to breathe. We stopped in a deli for lunch, then finally took a cab back to my Park Avenue apartment.


  ***


  Rachel…


  The slap of his hand… and I felt a profound sense of my submission to Jackson melt into my very soul. Nothing else had ever produced that kind of sensation in me, and so very quickly. Everything he did from that point on could hardly matter in light of that reprimand. It seemed to be what every fantasy in my life boiled down to. A hard reality, but one I welcomed for the breathless way it tied me to Jackson Brandt. That he would even dare to slap my face and expect that slap to end my conflict was an enormous risk to take with any woman, even a declared submissive like myself. But he had the balls to risk my goodwill on this statement of his domination; although, I knew that he wasn’t a man to take such chances without the expectation of winning. He believed he had me figured out.


  At some time during the afternoon in his apartment, Jackson changed his mind about how I would dress for the evening – or at least that’s what it seemed. The vinyl slut-clothes he purchased earlier in the day remained in the shopping bag, untouched. When it came time for us to go out to dinner, Jackson pulled a blue dress from the closet and told me to put it on. The dress was a simple sheath, nothing particularly fancy. But it was silk and sleek and hugged the curves of my body in a way that made my flesh seem to stand out as if I were totally naked. He furnished me with heels that matched, then handed me a winter white cashmere swing coat to ward off the chill of the New York night. Though I’d been wearing my hair long when I was with Jackson, a style he seemed to like, on the spur of the moment, I decided to tie it up in a bun behind my head, sticking Oriental hairpins in either side to hold it in place. A look in the mirror reflected back a retro style of elegance I’d never even tried to pull off. This pleased me, and it seemed to please Jackson too. He looked at me a little startled as I came out of the dressing area wearing the blue dress and my hair up and off my face.


  He looked a little surprised, commenting, “Nicely done.”


  He was ready to go.


  We dined at an exclusive European bistro where we received the same kind of attentive service that Jackson commanded everywhere he went. By the time the third glass of wine landed in my jumpy stomach, I was feeling a little giddy, a little like a princess in my pretty dress and shoes, dining at Prince Charming’s beck and call. Jackson was sweet and romantic, holding my hand, buying me flowers from a vendor that passed by our table, and kissing me on the mouth with his lips open and his tongue reaching out to entice my arousal. I’d forgotten all about his Dominance over me, or my natural submission to him. For a moment, I was a starry-eyed female who for one brief night had nabbed the best and brightest star in the galaxy of available men.


  About the time I finished my last bite of salmon, all that heady romance suddenly turned on a dime when Jackson leaned over, and whispered in my ear: “Go to the ladies room, remove the dress and put your coat on.”


  Slapped back to reality without the smack of his hand, I gave him an astonished, “No, I-I…” before I thought to stop.


  “If you like, I can have you put on the collar and cuffs, too, before you march back through the restaurant.”


  Another gasping, “No!” I was withering away like a winter vine.


  “Then be on your way.”


  Hesitant, but not about to defy him, I started to rise from my seat.


  “Oh, and leave the dress in the ladies room. You won’t be needing it again.”


  My stunned expression communicated my fear while Jackson’s steely gaze communicated his resolve.


  The stalls in the restroom were very private with full-length doors and plenty of space to remove my dress without being noticed. Putting the soft sleek coat on over my naked body made me feel a little less threatened by Jackson’s order and very naughty, although I was terrified the moment I stepped from the Ladies room and thread my way back through the bistro to where Jackson was waiting for me. There were just three large buttons that held the coat closed. The last was just below my waist, leaving a good deal of the coat free to open as I walked or with the slightest breeze. A strategically placed hand held it in place and I carefully strolled back to the table, praying that no one would notice my awkward predicament. I stood waiting by the table for my next order, really hoping that we’d sit down because I was beginning to feel a little dizzy. The wine and the wild eroticism infected me. Whatever the source, I was not at all sure I could stay on my feet once Jackson’s hand moved up between legs. No doubt he was feeling for my dress, which was exactly where I left it – neatly laid out across the closed toilet seat and waiting for someone to find it. At the time, I’d almost giggled aloud thinking of the shocked look on some woman’s face when she entered the stall and found it there. But those thoughts were wiped out now as I nervously prayed that Jackson’s fondling hand would not reveal too much as he explored underneath the coat.


  After he pulled out his hand, he rose to his feet and escorted me through the bistro to the front door, We raised not a single eyebrow that I could see. Once on the street, Jackson walked briskly toward some unknown destination with me hurrying to keep up. He made it clear to me that I was not to ‘strategically’ place my hand where it could prevent the coat from opening, and that command set my sex aflutter with wicked excitement.


  A draft of cool night air rushed up toward my pussy, making the steamy valley of my sex thrill even more to the strange sensations that mingled there. My physical heat, the cool night, apprehension, fear and desire all ran rampant through body and blood, all the way to my shivering bones. I needed to cling to Jackson for support.


  We headed toward our destination making a bit of a scene on the way, as some who were walking in the opposite direction got the distinct impression that I was naked underneath the coat. I tried to smile, but I wasn’t sure that I was suited for that ballsy kind of exhibition.


  At one point, Jackson pushed me into an ally and withdrew a pair of thick cuffs from his pocket that he snapped over my wrists. He must have had deep pockets that night. Imagine my surprise to have him then pull out a matching steel collar. His deft fingers moved swiftly, authoritatively. The collar ringed my throat, tightening oppressively, so I felt as if I had to struggle to breathe.


  “Jackson, please.” Submission was rushing on me way too fast.


  “No, it’s not too tight,” he read my mind and answered my worry before I could actually voice it aloud.


  But it is! I was ready to protest. This experiment in terror seemed to have swept every bit of poise and giddiness and submissive stupor aside. Tears welled in my frightened eyes, and I could feel myself beginning to struggle.


  Jackson read my terror and once again slapped me back to the essence of my submission. “I said that it’s not too tight. Don’t you dare wimp out on me, Rachel. This will be the most awesome night of your life if you don’t ruin it.” Like it was all my fault that the moment of panic had overtaken me.


  “Yes, sir,” I found myself saying.


  “Maybe a spanking right now will put you in line?”


  “No, sir.” No, not out in the open, with the streets of New York lying there before me, ready to gape at my submission. And me just another anecdotal piece of evidence bearing witness to the city’s edgy but tasteless night life.


  We walked on until my feet were sore. By the time we reached our destination, I wished I could have left the shoes in that ladies room, but neither my discomfort nor my mounting terror seemed to matter by the time Jackson headed me down another alley where gleaming neon heralded our approach.


  He held up a business card in front of the burly doorman who let us inside the building, while a small crowd was turned away, left loitering in the alley should the doorman finally change his mind.


  Once inside the door, I couldn’t see a thing for several minutes. The flashing neon still appeared before my eyes, much like the effect of a flashbulb blinding the eye. Jackson had the coat off and handed it to the coat check before I remembered that I was stark naked except for the collar, the cuffs and the heels. I learned quickly that my current state of undress was typical for the club. As we walked several feet into a lounge area I found it filled with vague shapes, bodies that I could just barely make out. After some furtive gazing around, once my eyes adjusted, I could see that some of the clientele were very much like me, naked or nearly naked, while others were like Jackson, dressed in street clothes, some as formal and elegantly attired as my boyfriend, others in jeans, t-shirts, and leathers, looking like rough bikers, or S M die-hards.


  While dozens of people mingled in the space around us, Jackson stood directly in front of me, and in a display of his dominant mien, he placed his hands on either side of my face and forced my eyes on him. Soon his stare was all I saw, his body heat all that I felt. For that one moment, there could have been thousands in the room staring at my collared, cuffed and naked body and I wouldn’t have known.


  “Listen to me clearly, Rachel,” he whispered, his voice intently grave. “You talk to no one. You look at no one. You look aside, or at me if I’m addressing you. Otherwise, you remain in your quiet place, your subspace, your spirit linked to mine as if we’re one. I own you, you understand?” He slapped my face for emphasis – apparently he’d noticed how I responded to the minor assault. The threatening distractions around me that continued to bombard my senses seemed to vanish again, and for a time even the fear that welled up in me eased. “You understand what I expect of you?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  He smiled, a strong but intense smile. Jackson was intense in all things. But as much as I tried to quell my fears and wed myself to his energy, he raised my level of terror and excitement to degrees I’d never felt. I was naked, exposed, collared, cuffed and soon to be leashed, a difficult reality to face. Opposing forces collided in my being threatening chaos and rebellion. But then something seemed to click in my psyche before either state took hold. I sensed myself letting go, my brain not even bothering to work. I focused on Jackson’s instructions, so that as we began to move through the crowded club, as much as I might have been curious about what was taking place inside this strange environment, I kept my eyes toward the floor, my ears and energy tuned to Jackson, and my hand firmly inside his. His touch lent support and comfort, and I knew I’d survive whatever he had planned. Throwing my trust his way, whether foolish or not, worked like magic.


  This was what I wanted. This was my fantasies coming to life.


  Jackson stopped to speak to several people, though those conversations went right over my head. Nothing stuck, although my body relished the wild sexual excitement, and the fact that I was owned. That I was about to be abused. That I was to be made a public example. And all of it made sense. I know right where Jackson had taken his cues for this night, but this was nothing like one of the scenes in my books. I wasn’t good enough to write reality as clear as this tactile experience in the club.


  Although my eyes were cast down as Jackson ordered, it was impossible not to notice some of the overt sex acts taking place. Submissives on their knees with open mouths, mouths stuffed with sexual organs, mouths sucking on pussies, cocks rammed down throats, and other crawling subs being disciplined with nasty weapons that sometimes threatened the space I’d carved out in their midst. Closer to my own fate, the riding crop Jackson purchased in the leather shop suddenly appeared in his hand and intermittently struck against the side of his thigh, an omen of things to come.


  Jackson stopped abruptly, while I in a thoughtless stupor moved on and was brought up short when the leash tugged me back. I retreated to his side with an apology on my lips, though he was too busy to pay attention. He was privately negotiating with a man wearing a black business suit.


  Money crossed hands. Hands shook. A solemn pact was made. I, meanwhile, gazed down at a crawling female next to the negotiator, and winced seeing how her ass was stripped with welts and bruises. Besides that, she seemed perfectly content to be exactly where she was.


  Once they moved on, Jackson and I entered a room where another submissive was being removed from one of the punishment devices. Her body wilted into the man who owned her. Her back had been whipped with a single tail and now she sobbed tiredly. Tears streaked her face. Was I gazing into my future?


  By then, little doubt was left in my mind.


  I recoiled a bit when I spotted in Jackson’s hand the bit he’d purchased at the leather shop. Much like an unbroken filly I resisted his first attempt to thrust it between my teeth.


  “Something to bite down on when the pain becomes too much,” he reminded me, “You’ll get used to it.” He spoke in low, soothing tones that softened my response. Practicing submission, I opened my mouth and let the bit slip inside. Another level of submission opened up before me as I adjusted to the feel of confinement.


  Near the center of the room was a pillory into which my head was fastened. Then my wrists were locked into the holes beside my head. My freedom had been taken away, so had my ability to speak. I was a mess of crazed pheromones with my crotch throbbing with cruel desire – even my breasts ached for the touch of Jackson’s hand. With all this going on, I was forced to listen as he spoke, as he raised my fear to new heights.


  “Tonight you’re my pain-slut. My whipping girl. You may think you hate it. You may suffer. But as I beat you, you’ll remember why you consented to being abused. You do this for me…not yourself. Remember that and you’ll be fine.”


  He squeezed my cheeks against the bit, forced my eyes on his, so he could read what was there. I read his expression in return. Such urgency, such desire. Enough to make me cringe with fear. I understood then that he was as deeply imbedded in his sadistic persona as I was in my submissive one.


  Finally, Jackson stepped back, which for a few brief seconds allowed my eyes to quickly skirt the surrounding room. I saw only that a crowd had gathered at the perimeter and remained pressed to the wall in silence. Then a blindfold slipped over my eyes and bathed me in darkness.


  I tuned myself to Jackson. I heard his footsteps on the bare floor, and the sound of his breathing when he was near, and the beat of his heart when he stepped very close. I could smell his breath, as erotic to me as the rest of his being.


  All the while, his throbbing cock beat in time to the rhythms of my aching pussy.


  At last, the crop came raining down against my ass as a warm up, and then against my back where it seared the skin. It quickly had me struggling in the confines of the hated pillory. I stamped my feet like a wild mare, angry when I was startled by the shocking pain, then aroused when Jackson paused long enough to run a delicate hand over my tortured flesh. He backed away again and ripped into my ass, my back and then even my breasts, rapping upwards against the hanging orbs to remind me that my entire body was subject to his dark and sadistic needs.


  Though I cried out and whimpered when he pulled back, and experienced the cruel abuse as punishment, I let my thoughts dwell on Jackson’s last words to me. ‘You do this for me…’


  For him, for my master – the very meaning of submission that I’d defined many times in words that poured from my mind to those many reams of paper that contained my wicked writings. All the posturing and bdsm jargon, all the negotiations and surrender came down to this simple truth. For him…for my master. Whether I was aroused or turned off. Whether I stamped my feet and swore silently. Whether I hated or loved being beaten, I was surrendering to the pain for him, for my master. Nothing else mattered.


  I prayed the pain would transform in me. That my endorphins would kick in and what seemed so cruel and miserable would finally bring me pleasure. I was promised this reward for offering this man the depths of my surrender. When I focused on that thought my distress seemed to ease.


  At last, the beating stopped. And while my pulse raced fast and my loins began to throb with want, I felt Jackson at my side with his groin pressed against my thigh. His cock beat hard and strong. My pussy ached fiercely.


  All his efforts to throw me out of subspace – if that is what he tried to do – were wasted now. I was too far gone for rebellion, at last too deep inside my own endorphins. I craved only his touch, the feel of his hand, even if it was to slap my ass or breasts. I craved his fingers pinching my nipples, making them stick out straight and hard, and his fingers as they moved unwaveringly down my anal crack along my perineum and into my wet slit.


  I began to breathe heavily with desire. Even when he taunted me and the taunts went from private to public abuse.


  He’d backed up and moved around me, making comments to embarrass me, “I should let them have you, throw you on the floor and let them come all over your body. They are lined up to abuse your ass, girl. You should see the paddles, the whips, the clamps, the itchy fingers waiting for their chance at you. Maybe I should let them have you.”


  I heard the rustle of the audience, coughs, wisecracks and whispering voices. Feet shuffling.


  “You know, I could just walk out into the lounge, order up a beer and wait for them to finish with you. Is that who you are, what you want?”


  I wanted none of the anonymous crowd that swarmed inside the room. The air close and tepid, the scent of body sweat strong. My stomach turned at the thought of them – but if this was my master’s wish…


  His hand returned to me, running along my sore backside where I imagined the welts from the riding crop were rising on my skin.


  I wanted to press my mouth to his and to the head of his cock. I wanted to swallow the length of his erection and have him use my mouth. I wanted him to slap my face and offer up his verbal abuse. I could feel those desires taint me, indict me as the groveling slave I had become.


  Though he asked his questions and the answers formed inside my mind, I could not respond with the bit in my mouth.


  “Should I do that, Rachel?” he whispered in my ear.


  No, please don’t leave me! I wanted so to tell him. But then maybe that was a lie…maybe I did want him to leave me with this anonymous crowd of horny gawkers, if that pleased him, too. Wouldn’t I do anything for my master? Anything to give him pleasure? Or perhaps the pleasure would be all mine as I gave in to the savage desires that had so haunted my psyche.


  The hair-sticks were gone from my hair so it fell loose around my shoulders. My entire spirit felt as disheveled.


  Jackson’s hands continued to pour over my flesh with slaps and pinches. His fingers probed deeply into my sex and my ass. And soon the mantras and the questions that kept moving through my mind ceased. My body began to free fall, all jacked up and sliding over the edge. He pinched one nipple and on the simple thread of that steady pain, I began to come.


  Jerking and writhing and crying out beyond the bit, I came hard.


  With his fingers still pinching that nipple, Jackson grabbed my sex with his other and held it tight, while I plumbed depths and reached heights of pleasure I cannot remember finding before.


  Then, suddenly, nothing.


  Oh! It was over far too soon! His hand had pulled away too quickly. I wanted more, but more was not coming.


  When he pulled the blindfold away there he was with his eyes riveted on my face. Startled by the sudden change, I dared to look around at the dark faces that swirled around me.


  Jackson grabbed me by the chin and pulled me back to him. “Look at me!” he demanded. His eyes probed my face. I swear they were on a fishing expedition through my brain, working their way deftly to my soul to see what lay there unearthed, but ready. “I should let them have you.” He said it as if he actually meant it. Serious. Haughty. Relentless. I didn’t know if he was kidding or bluntly suggesting the awesome idea. I’m sure my face reflected back my renewed fears. His voice lowered when he spoke next; I have no idea if the crowd could hear him now above the spooky dungeon music that blared through the sound system.


  “You need to be defiled? You need these bastards gangbanging your slavish body? Is that it? That what you want? What you write about would tell me so. Are you ready for that, slut!”


  He’d not yet called me anything so derogatory.


  I shook my head. My tears welled up as I looked on him, delivering with my eyes an answer I could not voice.


  Then his face changed, not softer but no longer with the angry edge. “You really think I’d leave you with them?”


  I didn’t know.


  The smile that followed was gritty and hard. “Lust for them you may. But no one fucks this body of yours but me – at least right now.”


  He turned to a crowd that was hungry to join in the fun, but instead of the invitation they expected, Jackson motioned them out. “A little time alone,” was all he needed to say. They got the point and left.


  Minutes later, he released me from the pillory, removed the bit and held me to his chest. He said nothing. Although his soothing hands spoke where words might have failed him.


  The cashmere coat appeared from out of nowhere and warmed my chilled body in its soft embrace. I would have been happy for Jackson’s arms alone, for I relished the affection and every gentle touch of his hand.


  Still, his message to me was hard and unflinching.


  “You misbehave with me?” He spoke like a pissed off father to a child. “You’ll end up on your knees taking cock in your ass all night.


  “Yes, sir,” I said quietly.


  He stared me down again for another brisk twenty seconds, then we walked back through the club, Jackson striding before me, leading me by the leash to the front entrance where he retrieved the coat. Then we moved into the alley outside. The uninvited were still gathered there, smoking cigarettes and cracking whips in the night air.





Chapter Five


  As long as the deep subspace lasted, there was nothing her Dom could that she didn’t love.


  Jessie’s Surrender, Marilyn Hayworth, 1999


  ***


  My poor ass was sore, making the warm bath water sting as it moved against my wounds. But Jackson’s warm body pressing against mine made all the discomfort wash away. His naked chest to my naked chest, his legs open, scissoring with mine, our crotches meeting, his cock thrumming against my sex, mouths open and kissing – I was finally softened and readied for the intimacy but scared as I’d ever been. More scared than I’d been when we’d entered the club that night, or when I was locked inside the pillory and took the hard beating from Jackson’s crop.


  Punishment was an unpredictable experience, as thrilling as it was physically painful.


  I’d felt him punish me hard for my sins, though I didn’t know exactly what sins those were; perhaps something abstract and arcane, obviously clinging to my psyche from a past life or two of wild living – certainly nothing in my current life – well, nothing that I allowed myself to think about. Any sins from this lifetime occurred a long time ago, and having taken such great pains to forget them, I certainly wasn’t going to remind myself of them now.


  And still, the punishment of my sins was the drama underlying my experience at the S M club, this the deep-rooted feeling behind the night. Reprisal. Punishment. Retribution. Castigation. Jackson had everything in place, most importantly the attitudes of sadism and judgment that allowed him to do what he did with no remorse of his own.


  Just a game? Or a piece of alternative reality? It really wasn’t necessary to answer those questions. The thought of punishment at the hands of a dominant man had been with me all my life, since I could remember, and for the first time in my life, I had an honest experience of the satisfaction inherent in making real what I thought was mere fantasy.


  More important than the night was this party afterwards in his apartment, when my entire body began to vibrate as I felt the naked Jackson Brandt move against me in the bath. Nerves were open and alive. My heart was edgy with a frightening passion.


  His touch was electric. Mine on him caused his penis to rise fast and hard, and slowly it moved inside me settling deep as our flesh moved as one. What began in the bath became too vigorous for the slick tub, so we rolled out on the cold slick floor locked in a firm clench. Finally, he pinned me to the tile and rose above me, as his cock entered me with a forceful thrust. His whole body battered my sore ass into the hard surface underneath. Strangely, I cared nothing about my discomfort. My hungry groin rose up to meet him with my inner muscles clenched fiercely and drawing him ever deeper into my sex.


  We came in the midst of the torrid battle, hot and cold, soothed and in pain all at the same time, and finally grateful to pull ourselves up off the bathroom floor and make our way to the soft bed.


  Silence seemed to grip us; as if we couldn’t speak, rather than just chose not to. For a time we slept. Then for a time I listened to his soft breath and watched his chest move up and down rhythmically, almost in time with my own breath. I studied his face. Moved to various positions on the bed and just watched the man sleep. He’d become a major focus of my life, he dared do for me what I could not do for myself. He made choices for me that I could not make. I resented him for that fact, and loved him for it too.


  Later, I got up and drank some water – the champagne he opened earlier tasted bitter now. I bit into a pear to soften the bitterness even more, then let the sweet juices run from my mouth and down my chin unchecked. I watched him sleep from a chair across the room, then around 2:30 I was back inside the bed lying next to him, running my fingers through his chest hair. It didn’t occur to me that he might want to sleep until morning.


  When he was finally roused, he turned to me smiling softly.


  “I must have slept.”


  “We both did. But you longer than me.”


  He ruffled my hair. I wasn’t used to acts of tenderness and found myself nervous and jittery, but unwilling to admit my apprehensions. I’m not sure I knew them myself.


  When Jackson finally got out of bed, I watched again as he poured liquor from a decanter and took a stiff swig of the liquid, something that left an aroma on his breath I’d recall later. He paused at the window and looked out at the city. The lights were breathtaking, but I’d already had my breath taken from me so many times that night that I refused to look myself. I needed something of substance to cling to. All this waiting fried my nerves. Finally, he turned to me.


  “How many men have used your ass?”


  I stiffened in shock hearing the unexpected question. This was certainly not what I expected him to say. “I don’t know. I don’t suppose I never have been—” my voice quavered and trailed off.


  “Never? You seem uncertain.”


  I shook my head adamantly. “No, never. I know that.”


  “Then maybe it’s time we loosened you up.”


  For all the drama, mystery, pain and tenderness that had taken place that night, this came so hard and abrupt that my head was spinning.


  “Come here.”


  “Oh, but I don’t think I can,” I recoiled almost instantly. “Not after everything…”


  “Rachel.”


  He didn’t even raise his voice and I was unthinkingly scrambling to my feet, propelled by something I could not name but which had the power to make me move even when I was so scared. I stood facing the window bent over a small desk, forced to look down on the vast twinkling lights of the city. He began massaging my rear quickly bringing back and intense erotic feeling I found astounding after so many hours. After all we’d been through that night, he wanted this too…and suddenly the attitude of surrender kicked in. I didn’t even think about being seen, that maybe in the high rise right in front of us there were late workers peering out of their windows, binoculars in hand as the sexual scene unfolded.


  Not until the sex was over did any of this bother me. My entire mind was consumed by the feel of Jackson’s fingers as they slowly began to massage my anal opening. A few times I’d felt the strange eroticism in that place – even with Jackson. But now his massage was forceful and determined, not the delicate tease of the past. He used a slick lubricant, and as he worked it into my tight anus, he whispered in my ear the hardened words, “So what’s getting fucked in the ass going to feel like, Rachel?” Then he tenderly kissed my ear as if to soothe the impact of this latest taunt. I could still feel the dominant hardness in his voice stretching my nerves until I felt I was about to break. All the while he continued to push his fingers into a place that seemed determined not to give. Jackson was just as determined otherwise.


  “This is submission, Rachel. This is it…” I must have heard him say that a dozen times before the message finally began to sink in. When it did, something in me broke free as it had before…another barrier melting away. I thought it might be easy from that point, my body was beginning to want what he desired of me. I’m sure he could feel it, too.


  At that very moment, he stopped the anal play and began slapping my sore bottom with his palm. He continued going back and forth prodding my ass with his fingers, then smacking my behind until I was delirious with the sensations.


  “Say it, Rachel.”


  Say what? My mind wasn’t working well.


  “Say it, Rachel!”


  I didn’t know what he wanted though I groaned with undisguised want as his fingers probed that dark channel.


  “Say it, Rachel!” he slapped me hard. “Tell me you want to get fucked in the ass. C’mon say it! Tell me!”


  “Yes, yes! I want to get fucked in the ass!” I heard myself screaming.


  His fingers returned to my slick hole once again and began working their way deep. Then he abruptly pulled in behind me and for a moment let his hard cock rest against my anal crack and slide up and down the crevice. Finally, he parted my cheeks and slipped the head of his erection into the slickened channel to the sound of my anguished moaning.


  I didn’t know whether to love or hate what he had done. Instinctively I bore down, as more of his organ moved into that dark place. He widened me beyond what I had already been stretched. My body tensed and then relaxed and then tensed again, warring with my own desires, until I finally realized that he had driven himself as far as his erection could go. Never had I felt more subdued or within myself. Never more captive to the masculine will.


  I waited, breathless again, more aroused that I was worried. Something strange but deeply engaging about this experience kept me from the threatening panic.


  Meanwhile, Jackson seemed to be patiently waiting until my tensed rear channel eased off its fight. Finally he began to slide in and out, slowly at first, then gradually picking up speed until he was moving vigorously within my virgin channel.


  I thought my body would break apart, that I might actually come – or go stark raving mad before he finished. But none of that happened. The power of Jackson’s come startled me and when he eased out, I was almost sorry that the fucking was over. My own physical desires were just too bizarre to allow my release, and I felt wasted and used.


  He was very right that anal sex was all about submission.





Chapter Six


  Submission isn’t solely about sex for Adrienne. In fact, she thinks it has much more to do with a state of mind than any specific act itself. Perhaps the sex acts are simply tests to gauge the degree of her surrender.


  She thinks about this often, there is much to ponder when she recalls how Julian was able to keep her mind in that place of complete surrender for days at a time. Even when she went to work, she could feel the heat of him lingering on her body like the residue of salt on skin after a day at the beach, or the aftertaste of a fine liqueur, or a sensual image in the mind that refuses to fade. Like he’s actually in her mind perhaps, directing every activity, he teases her senses and makes her crotch claw with want.


  For days after the intense and grueling sessions in the dungeon, she feels his presence. Even when he doesn’t call, his spirit follows her in and out of the grocery store, through puttering in the garden and fixing brisket for the family barbecue. He puts a smile on her face that’s obvious to everyone, although no one in her universe knows of his existence. She likes the private way he works on her, and bears no grudge because their relationship must remain a secret.


  Her Mysterious Treasure, Marilyn Hayworth, 2005


  ***


  Jackson…


  Rachel took the anal sex well, even though it was the last thing she really wanted after being wasted by her masochistic desires. New York was a bit of a bootcamp training. We did all the important things in less than twenty-four hours and she survived them all. I didn’t expect her to come during the anal sex. Too exhausted, too overcome by the experience itself to let go. But it was an apt finish for me, icing on the cake, the last hurrah at the end of a very good night.


  She was tender and sweet, and so was I, for that matter, all the way to the door of her house where we said goodbye.


  “I have plans for you next weekend,” I told her and she seemed pleased, which was why I was surprised when she called the following day and left a message with my secretary Diane saying that she had to cancel the weekend plans. No explanation given.


  I called her cell as soon as I heard the surprising news. “What’s this I hear that you have to cancel next week?”


  “I do. I’m sorry,” she said with little emotion in her voice, though I could feel the strain.


  “What do you mean ‘sorry’? Could you give me a clue what’s going on?”


  “There’s nothing to tell. I just can’t.”


  “Well now you’re starting to piss me off.” I’m sure she felt my anger through the telephone. I could feel her shaking in fear.


  “I’m sorry, Jackson.”


  “That’s not an excuse, Rachel.”


  “I know. I know. I’m just… it’s just… I can’t exactly say. It’s just that I have a lot I to do right now, I can’t commit myself to…” She stopped abruptly, knowing that everything she said would only make me more angry.


  “Commit to what?” I probed, in spite of her backing off. “To what you love? To what pleases you? To a man who wants you?”


  “Please don’t press me on this, Jackson. Please. I just have a lot going on, a lot to do…”


  “Maybe if you were less vague I wouldn’t press.”


  “I’m sorry but I can’t say more.” The phone clicked and she’d left me hanging with my jaw dropped open. No one does that to me. I do that to people all the time, but it’s not reciprocated, at least not from a woman who was falling at my feet just days ago. I knew it wasn’t the sex. I doubted that it was even me. There was a lot Rachel wasn’t telling me and an edge in her voice when she did speak.


  I sat back to consider what I’d just heard, letting it settle in me for a time, then finally decided that maybe it was time for another few carefully placed phone calls.


  ***


  
While in the middle of negotiating the contract with Nina Gonzales, Diane buzzed me on the intercom.


  “Rachel Linney is coming to your office, Jack.”


  This was interesting news. “You can show her in when she gets here,” I replied.


  “I’m afraid she’s already here. She’s on her way to your office, as in marching down the hall.”


  She didn’t even knock and the force of anger that swept in with her practically knocked me off my feet.


  “What the hell are you doing, Jackson Brandt?”


  “Excuse me.” I sat back a little appalled by a side of Rachel I had not seen.


  “My mortgage is in default, at least I assumed so, and then I get a call from the bank. All taken care of. In fact my mortgage has been paid in full by Attorney Jackson Brandt. Aren’t I lucky! What the hell are you doing!”


  I responded, mildly amused by her snit. “Just a favor for a friend,” I glibly stated.


  She looked at me with one fixed eye, her lips pursed, her breathing not yet returned to normal. “How did you even know?”


  “You brush me off with no excuses and that really pissed me off, so I made a few inquiries figuring that there might be a reasonable excuse why you were afraid to tell me.”


  “How dare you do that!” she exploded again. “I can handle my affairs on my own.”


  I steeled myself for the fight. “Well, it doesn’t look to me as if you were doing a very good job handling your affairs.”


  “But it’s none of your business.”


  “And why not?”


  “Because it’s just not!”


  “That’s ridiculous, Rachel. What is wrong with a friend helping out a friend?”


  “I don’t like you insinuating yourself into my life. It’s creepy and inappropriate and unwelcome.”


  I stared at her for some time, getting a fix on what this was really about. Then finally asked: “Why? Because you think I own you? Is that it? Now you’re obligated to me?”


  She paused, looking almost surprised that I’d say that. “Yes. Exactly.” I think my summation took the wind out of her sails.


  “Well, let me put this in terms you can understand…” there was nothing nice about me now. “I bailed you out because I can do that. I have the money, the power and the strings. You are in no way obligated to me for anything. You can walk out of here and I will never contact you again, if that is what you want. However, you can choose NOT to walk out if you like, if you’d like to retreat from being a churlish little brat who doesn’t know what’s good for her. That is possible too. You might want to think about that seriously. Here, I bother to care about you and this is the thanks I get.”


  “I’m sorry. But it doesn’t make it right for you to pry into other people’s business, even if you have the power to do that.”


  “After the weekend we spent together in New York, I think I have every right to know something about your personal life beyond the obvious facts, especially when you turn tail and run from me like a scared rabbit. Maybe I implied too much from your sexual willingness. But I don’t take you for the kind of woman who will allow a man the liberties that I took with you, only to offer no explanation for their hasty retreat. If I know anything about you, I know that much.”


  We stood facing off for some time, neither of us moving or saying a word. I could wait her out forever, I knew that much. But that wasn’t necessary. I don’t think I could have timed the interruption more perfectly than it happened on its own. The phone buzzed distracting our attention; my 2:00 appointment had arrived, Jordan Wallace.


  The actor had a jaunty attitude, the sexy swagger that landed him in three plum roles in the last year. Tall, dark and handsome – every woman’s wet dream – with a rich bronze tan from his latest vacation on the beaches of Europe. I hadn’t seen him in six months and there were things to discuss. But I also knew he was kinky enough to appreciate what would transpire in the next few minutes. I’d actually seen Jordan in action a few times at select French parties, so I figured he’d find the following scene interesting, if not titillating.


  “Send him in,” I answered Diane’s call, which brought Jordan bounding into my office.


  “Here! Read this!” he excitedly slapped a news article from the London Review on my desk. He gave Rachel a quick and slightly lewd once over, then plopped his lanky body into the chair in front of my desk. Normally, he would have sat back with casual indifference and run on about his glorious life, but he must have sensed that there was something going on prior to his entrance. He looked on with interest.


  I perused the newspaper column and offered my quick congratulations for the nomination he’d been hoping for.


  “Well, that’s good news!”


  “Damn, it feels great. After all this time.”


  “You’ve earned it,” I answered, but then our attention seemed to be drawn to Rachel, who presence in the room was a mystery to my client. “Ah, Jordan, this is Marilyn Hayworth,” I introduced him.


  Rachel looked a little taken aback that I’d introduced her by her penname. She’d appreciate it later.


  “Aspiring actress?” Jordan asked while flashing Rachel a knowing grin.


  “No, my girlfriend. And at this moment my very bad girlfriend.” I leveled her with my most imperious stare.


  “Oh?” Jordan being the naturally curious type raised his eyebrows with interest. The room was already thick with sexual energy when he walked in. At the moment we were all vibrating with expectation.


  “Maybe I should go?” Rachel chimed in, trying to sheepishly back away from the confrontation.


  “No. You can stay right here. Jordan won’t care, will you, if you and I get this matter settled now?”


  “By all means, do whatever you need to do,” Jordan quipped happily. “Don’t let me disturb you.” His smile was broad and pleased. When he playfully winked at Rachel I could feel her psychically retreat.


  “So, back to my original question, Marilyn. You walk out now, you’re gone for good.” I think it was fair to say that the tenor behind that statement was honestly frightening. It was even frightening for me thinking of her gone from my life, which could very well happen if I miscalculated her response. This was a gamble that I felt safe in taking, but there was still that risk. “You choose to stay, that is fine. But I will punish you right here, right now, for your bad behavior.” I let that sink in a moment, then added, “What’s it going to be?”


  Rachel looked at Jordan. She looked at me. Her lower lip trembled and I noted that her hands were sweating so profusely that she had to wipe them on her skirt.


  I may have kept my cool but I was sweating too, since this was one battle that I didn’t want to lose.


  I let her mind work through the possibilities for another sixty seconds, during which no one moved and no one spoke. Jordan was completely enthralled. In fact, I could sense him savoring the idea of my girlfriend getting punished.


  When I figured enough time had elapsed to assume that she didn’t want to leave – she just couldn’t say so – I pre-empted any reply. “There’s a cane in the cabinet in the corner,” I referred to the one behind me, “Go get it now.”


  Rachel stared at me another ten seconds without blinking, no doubt her stomach turning somersaults, while her mind worked through the consequences of her obeying the order. Then, just as I was about to prompt her, she moved directly to the cabinet, and as if she knew exactly where she’d find the cane, she reached in, pulled it out, and then returned to the front of the desk and handed the cane to me.


  I laid the thin bamboo across the top of my teakwood desk, then ceremoniously took off my suit coat, loosened my tie and rolled up the sleeves of my starched white shirt. Rachel watched every move carefully, her trepidation increasing the longer she was made to wait. That the hot and studly Jordan Wallace was to her left rear couldn’t have made it particularly easy when I ordered her to bend over my desk. But she did, hesitating only briefly.


  She instinctively grabbed for the far side of the desk and clung with a white-knuckled grip, knowing that she’d need to steady herself. She was probably gritting her teeth, too. Moving in behind her, I pulled up her demure skirt – one that hit her at the knee – and then with as much panache as I could muster, I yanked down her cotton panties. The whole drama was a study in form, I thought. Perhaps our guest noticed.


  Rachel’s smooth white behind was flawless now. Enough days had passed since she’d been worked over in New York for the last of her bruises to heal. Her lovely ass had been restored to its normal luster. To think that she’d leave that afternoon with more raw and swelling bruises on her bottom thrilled me to the bone.


  I could have relished the experience, drawn it out, even made her suffer in silent humiliation while I chatted with Jordan about the meaning of the punishment. Instead, I chose not to waste a lot of time with more foreplay. I picked up the cane, flexed it once in the empty air where it created a particularly telling swoosh, then standing off her right side – being that I’m left-handed – I let the bamboo fly with ample force and land squarely across both ass cheeks. She jerked and let out a small gasp. Another cut and the gasp increased in volume, at which point I paused briefly.


  “I chose the cane, Marilyn, because the sound of it will stay discreetly within the walls of this room. But if you want the world outside to know that you’re being punished, go right ahead and scream. I don’t really mind.”


  Sarcastically biting off my words, I got the message across. The next ten cuts that ripped her flesh were met with muffled grunts and lots of cringing. One small shriek managed to slip from her lips, but it was nothing that could have been heard beyond my office walls.


  When I finished, I took note of the red welts beginning to mar the surface of her bottom cheeks. I laid the cane on my desk before her eyes and grabbed a naked ass cheek, squeezing it tightly in my fist.


  “You behaved badly. You know that.”


  “Yes, sir,” she whimpered. I could see tears making lines through her make-up.


  “Mr. Wallace has kindly put his own business aside while I attend to your misbehavior, so I think you owe him something now.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  I gave her ass another meaningful squeeze, then backed off and turned to Jordan:


  “Take her ass if you like.” The actor’s face sported a randy smirk as if he had been expecting this.


  “Man, the amenities of having you as my attorney just don’t stop with the mundane,” Jordan mused as he rose to his feet. “Got any lube? I wouldn’t want to hurt her.”


  I’d already moved to my desk chair, and on hearing his request, opened my bottom drawer and pulled out some slick-glide lubricant. “She’s new to having her ass reamed and needs the practice,” I explained.


  Jordan didn’t disappoint. He squeezed a generous amount of lubricant along her anal crack. Then he parted her ass cheeks and squirted another ample amount of the gel-like substance directly inside her ass. The cold made her wince, but otherwise she did little more than grimace as she submitted to the inevitable.


  Jordan wasn’t much for foreplay; I knew that much from the time we combed Paris S M clubs for submissive females. For the unfolding scene of my girlfriend’s punishment, I couldn’t have picked anyone better at getting to the point – or the fucking. Once her ass crack and anal hole were well-lubed, he pulled her cheeks apart and without further ado stuffed himself inside her rectum.


  The abrupt pain forced a whimpering cry from Rachel’s lips, and while her face twisted into a grimace, she closed her eyes.


  “No, Rachel, look at me!” I didn’t want her going inside – making this just another mental fantasy.


  Her eyes shot open, her expression one of panicked agony.


  “Don’t you dare look away.” The order was enough to make her suffer the rest of the raping of her ass with wide-open misery. Tears of woe streamed from her eyes as she looked pleadingly at me.


  Jordan banged away in my girlfriend’s ass, his face a contorted sneer of dominance and pleasure. And as I held her in an imperious stare, Rachel burned with humiliation. I felt my cock stiffen, relishing the control this situation afforded me, relishing her misery. A sadistic man’s dream.


  She’s written about such incidents so many times in her books that I really wondered how strong the true desire was in her to see this side of her kinky fantasies fulfilled. From what I could see, the desire was very strong. She had two men pumped on the sexual pleasure that resulted in her humiliation. I surmised that her deep feelings of shame were born in her long before I happened on the scene. They came from a source that still remained a mystery to us both. But what I realized was that it’s a mistake for a dominant man to think they are the author of the sexual thrills they enjoy from a submissive female like Rachel Linney. Always, always, it comes from the submissive, always from the woman. We feed on their kink, our only job is to direct that forceful passion as I had directed Rachel’s that afternoon.


  I imagined that she was in great pain, yet still profoundly aroused by the time Jordan lunged forward for the last time and came inside her ass. She didn’t come. Although a feeling of relief washed over her being as he finally pulled out.


  For good measure, Jordan wiped his withering cock across her ass before stuffing it back inside his pants. Then before he retreated to my private bath, he pulled Rachel’s panties back in place.


  For the next several minutes Rachel and I were alone in my office, during which she managed to peel herself off my desk and stand upright, if not a little shaky.


  “Now you can go home,” I told her brusquely. “Go home and think about what’s just happened. Why you came here. Why you were angry. I think a little gratitude would be in order.”


  She visibly gulped. “Yes, sir.” If I were right, she was aroused, as well as in a good deal of pain. But it was a good kind of pain, the kind that masochists thrive on.


  I had to hold myself back from comforting her. A kiss on the lips, even a smile might have mitigated some of her worry. But I wanted her to live with the uncertainty, at least for a time. At least until I was ready to see her again – which would be very soon.





Chapter Seven


  There was no way that her mind could compute the terror that comes with being fisted in the ass. It began with the suggestion of it, something in passing that her Dom threw into a conversation with their pervert friends when discussing their best and worst S M scenarios. He’d said, “There’s been no thrill quite like the one when I fisted my subbie’s ass.” That subbie had been five years before, and he still remembered the moment vividly. Sandra had not been with him then.


  The idea of fisting returned periodically, first when they watched a demonstration at a private party and then later, during those times when her master worked his fingers deep into her ass as they were making love. There was no discussion between them about the topic. He didn’t ask if this was something she’d willingly submit to and she had no idea if he seriously considered it. Still, the terror of the act seemed to build over time. She was sure it would happen eventually and every time his fingers started to impale her ass, she recoiled, fear grabbing her at the throat and in her belly. Her heart would pound with heated excitement and she’d begin to sweat.


  Then there was the night in the dungeon when he had her strapped down to the spanking bench, gagged, no way for her to move, no means of crying out. Right there in front of a dozen of her friends, he began the slow methodical working of his hand into the tight interior of her body. He slathered her asshole with grease a dozen times and continued going back again and again, patient as the day was long, until she realized that he would go on forever until he succeeded. Recoiling from the danger seemed to disappear as soon as she accepted that his will would always be stronger than hers. She relinquished then, and the hand that seemed so damned enormous slipped inside as if it always belonged there. This was his pleasure, if not hers, and as his submissive, she would submit. The truth of her life became obvious at that point. She was filled with gratitude that he’d insisted upon bringing her to this important realization.


  The Girl Meets Her Master, Marilyn Hayworth, 1999


  Rachel…


  I spent my evening curled up on my couch, trying to read, trying not to think. I know that Jackson ordered me to think about my terrible crime, which I still didn’t think was all that terrible. My indignation had a purpose. It was important to me, but I knew that I would not win on the subject of my house – which was no longer my house but Jackson’s. I didn’t feel like I belonged there anymore, as if the rug had been pulled out from under my feet and I was free falling in air, not knowing where I would land – if I would land anywhere safe.


  I really wanted to come. That was the other thing that gnawed at me in the hours after my visit to Jackson’s office. My buttons had been pushed – punishment, reprimand, a humiliating exhibition, topped off by the rape of my poor ass by a man that half the female population under thirty would have died to have spent the night with. Every item in that long list of stimulants drove me mad with lust. I could have masturbated a half dozen times. I could feel my fingers itchy to get started, my pussy rising up earnestly pleading for a little attention, but something in my brain kept telling me no. I don’t know what that was. Maybe a psychic connection to Jackson. Maybe it was his clear and resolute voice inside my head that stopped me from acting on impulse.


  When I heard the knock on the door, I jumped a mile, shaken, then tiptoed to the front door where through the peephole I saw Jackson casually waiting for me to appear.


  I opened the door, looking naturally chagrinned like I should apologize for my behavior that afternoon. I still didn’t feel I was guilty of anything, but my guilt seemed to be what Jackson had keyed on to pull the control out from under me. How adroitly he’d accomplished that. I suspected in a courtroom and in business he was an adversary who was easy to despise. In our personal life, it only made him more attractive to me.


  “I suppose that since this is your house now I should let you in,” I quipped with a trace of indignation.


  What had been a pleasant expression on Jackson’s face instantly dimmed with that comment. He reached out and pushed me back into the entry until my shoulders were pressed against the wall and his face was just inches from mine. He gave my face a rude smack.


  “Don’t you ever say anything like that in regards to this house again. I thought this afternoon would have been enough to teach you a lesson on that topic.”


  “I’m sorry. It was a stupid thing to say.”


  “Yes, it was.”


  He let me stew in that thought for several seconds while his mood adjusted to something more sexual. He was burning with lust as much as I was. In the tempestuous silence that followed my rebuke we seemed to languish in our stares and the rising want apparent in us both. He was so close to me, so intensely close, but doing nothing except gathering his energy for what came next. I gazed into his face, my lips parted, hope lingering on every breath. When our lips finally met, they opened naturally for a quiet kiss. However, our hands were much less restrained. A powerful surge of erotic heat swept through our bodies and we were madly grabbing for each other’s flesh, tearing clothes away.


  He had me naked fast, while his pants had settled at his feet.


  I felt his erection against my crotch, as throbbing and as hungry as my aching pussy. I lifted my groin to beg for what I desired, then he suddenly grabbed for my sore ass cheeks and raised me up against the wall, his erection smashing into my pussy with frightening force.


  “Oh, god, dear god, yes yes yes!” I screamed. All the pent-up energy from the afternoon poured from my body into his. My pussy grabbed for his organ as frantically as my hands clawed his body. I began to come hard almost immediately, driven into the sexual madness I’d held back far too long.


  Some amazing degree of restraint held Jackson steady through all the heated fucking. He didn’t come, even through all my inner spasms. When he finally peeled himself away from my sweaty flesh, he picked me up and carried me from the front hall into the bedroom.  We landed on the bed with him on top, my legs spread wide and Jackson nestled deep inside my crotch. For me there were multiple rippling orgasms during the heated lovemaking; for Jackson, a long and steady ejaculation that filled me to my womb with his essence. Then with the savage wildness finally abating, we lay panting in each other’s arms.


  Exhaustion settled around us and we finally broke apart, lying side by side as our breathing returned to normal.


  “Dammit, Rachel! You arouse me,” he finally gasped.


  I could think of nothing to top that, though his exclamation made me smile inside. It seemed terribly corny and completely servile to think that a submissive woman has an innermost desire to please the man who dominates her, that somehow she is only complete if her master is pleased. But this was exactly how I felt at that moment. Knowing that I had aroused Jackson Brandt so profoundly seemed as satisfying to me as the orgasm itself.


  I had so many questions I wanted to ask about the shocking takeover of my house. But they suddenly flew right out the window. I had to wonder what I was becoming. Who was this woman that Jackson brought out it me? She was not the heroine of my erotica; the experience I felt was deeper, richer and obviously more real than anything I could write about. He’d touched a raw nerve in me that only he’d found visible. He was the author of an awakening spirit. Here I’d thought I’d awakened myself to inner sexual truths years before. I found Jackson suggesting something very different.


  “On your knees.”


  I’d barely heard his command and suddenly it was repeating it. “On your knees.” His voice gathering in intensity.


  He’d risen above me, aloof and focused, scaring me again. I stared up at him in wonder.


  Again so soon?


  Instinctively, I knew he’d be unhappy if he had to repeat himself again, so I quickly scrambled to my knees and raised my ass high in the air. For the second time in a day I felt the cool feel of lubricant bathing the inside of my ass, and fingers working the sensitive doorway, while noting with some dismay how sore my anus was after Jordan’s heated fucking.


  I groaned with distress.


  “Little sore, isn’t it?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “It’s good for the submissive soul,” he said. Then he plunged vigorously into my channel with a cock freshly aroused for the task. Maybe he was pumped on Viagra, or maybe just me. Perhaps that thought could give me pleasure as I felt a little agony in every hard lunge. Deep in my bowels the remarkable experience of anal sex took hold of me one more time, wiping away the pain and delivering me into a land of pleasure I was learning to crave.


  We lay side by side, panting heavily. I was the first to speak after the sex was over. “That was very hard,” I told him.


  “I suspect it was hard on you. Exactly what I wanted. You needed it hard. The longer we’re together, the harder and rougher and more demanding I’m going to get. The way I figure it, you’ve given me great latitude.”


  “Just because I write about sex?”


  “Just because of who you are.” He turned over and began rubbing my nipples between his fingertips, making them stand up like tiny mountain peaks.


  I looked at him. “You think you know me?” I asked.


  “Have I been wrong yet?”


  “No,” I reluctantly conceded.


  “So,” he suddenly pulled his hand away, “how about we find something to eat. I’m famished.” He jumped from bed, fully energized and pulled on his boxers, while I slipped into a pair of pajama bottoms and looked around for a t-shirt.


  “No, that’s enough,” Jackson said.


  I gazed down at my naked chest and giggled. “Okay.”


  We took off for the kitchen and made pasta with oodles of vegetables in a sweet red sauce. I’d just bought a baguette of crusty bread on my way home from his office that afternoon, which I then slathered with butter and garlic and toasted in the oven.


  As we cooked, Jackson would often stop to fondle my naked breasts or kiss my neck. I could feel my arousal blooming once again.


  “Do you like the bruises, Rachel?” We were midway through the meal when Jackson asked the question. He seemed to have plucked it out of nowhere, the question landing in midst of an enjoyable conversation about Italy – a country we’d both been to and very much loved.


  He brought me up short and, suddenly self-conscious, I stuffed my hands under the table, feeling a blush rising on my cheek.


  “You know, it’s really cool when you do that,” he said, as he casually waved his wine glass in the air before taking another gulp.


  “What? Why?” I came back flustered.


  “The way you put your hands in your lap when I get dominant with you. Like there’s a sub switch in your brain that suddenly turns on when you’re asked a direct question.”


  “Only a question like that.”


  “But it does light that fire in you, doesn’t it? Such a question makes you instantly alter your mood.”


  “I guess so.”


  “I mean five minutes ago when we were talking Italian markets and the opera, you were forceful and animated in your opinions, but you can’t have that kind of conversation about sexual matters.”


  “Maybe it’s just about bruises?” I suggested. Although I knew how deeply the feeling of surrender had taken hold of me. We were two different people when it came to sex, one dominant, one submissive. Maybe dominant and submissive were what we really were, or maybe we were just actors embroiled in a stage play about sexual power exchange. I couldn’t be certain either way. “Perhaps you change when you ask a question like that?” I offered the comment as if it were a studious question. At the same time, I could hear myself speaking like a submissive, respectful of her Dominant. This felt strangely right.


  “Do you think I change?” he asked.


  “I don’t know. I haven’t thought about it until now. But maybe not. Maybe Jackson Brandt is just an imposing Dominant through and through.”


  He laughed and the tension eased until he asked his original question again – which put me right back in a state of willing surrender.


  “So, do you like the bruises?”


  I shivered, seeing in my mind’s eye the faint bluish streaks across my ass. “I hadn’t really thought of them as something to like, but they remind me…” I stopped and looked away.


  “Remind you of what?” he jumped in.


  “Of you.”


  I’m not sure he expected me to say that, but I knew he was pleased. I could see that in the way he smiled.


  We ate. We fucked again, a little less like master and slave and more like lovers. Then we slept. I had questions that I wanted to ask him that kept me awake for nearly an hour, about how he’d paid my mortgage. I wanted to probe that area more deeply. But I knew I needed to be careful with him because I didn’t want to incur his wrath. Jackson seemed to live by a different code of ethics; not necessarily wrong but a code different than mine. Who’s to say his ethics weren’t as right as mine? Even so, there were things I really needed to know and I finally drifted off to sleep with the questions still locked inside my brain waiting to be asked.


  When I woke in the morning, Jackson wasn’t there. Nor were his clothes.


  He left no note, but he did leave an envelope in which I found several legal documents. The most important was the deed to my house, in my name. I owned it free and clear. For several minutes, I stood and stared at it wondering what it meant. What it meant for my life, for my relationship with Jackson Brandt.


  Then after a time, a bizarre lightness came over my being, a huge weight was gone. I think what Jackson was saying was that I was not beholden to him because of his generosity. There were no strings. This was an outright gift.


  And yet his amazing generosity, despite how he might view it, seemed to bind me to him more steadfastly than I already was.


  It might have been the best day of my life. The deed to my house. An affair of the heart and body that had me tingling with desire and light as a feather with affection for a man who had an uncanny way of understanding what I needed. But then the phone rang. Damn the phone!


  The voice I remembered well. It chilled me to the bone. Other than Vickie’s I don’t know of anyone I hated to hear from more. I didn’t even have to hear his name to know that it was my former boyfriend Kyle, the one who had cheated me, stolen from me, and ripped away my sense of security. It had been nearly a year since I last heard from him, when he waltzed into my house without an invitation and started poking around. I’d finally managed to get him out. But the sleazy one time surfer turned math professor had ripped a hole in my peace of mind that didn’t mend easily. I’d just started feeling safe from Kyle again when I found my $600 gone two weeks before.


  Whatever spiritual high I was on vanished as soon as Kyle began to speak. And before I could let him rattle on about how he needed to see me, to set things straight, I said brusquely, “I don’t give a damn about what you need to do, Kyle,” then slammed the phone on its cradle.


  The phone rang three times more, each time Kyle’s long-winded dissertation began in the usual way, recorded on my answering machine. I wouldn’t dare pick up the phone. I took the trash out. Played a Dave Matthews CD on high, then finally left the house for a long walk, hoping that Kyle would have given up by the time I returned.


  He had.


  I erased the messages and went on with my day, though sadly, the beautiful high was gone, and no matter how many times I looked at the deed I couldn’t bring back that special feeling.


  I was still particularly glum when Jackson called the following day. This was a first – a phone call so soon after seeing him.


  “Dinner?” he asked.


  “Tonight?”


  “Yes.”


  “Sure.”


  “You name the place.”


  “Me?”


  “Yes you.”


  “There’s a bistro in my neighborhood…?”


  “I’ll bet it’s first class.”


  “It is.”


  “At eight then.”


  While I hoped that the date would kick start my mind in a different direction, in the back of my mind I couldn’t get images of Kyle off my brain.


  The bistro food was great and Jackson loved it. The evening was going along so well that I thought that the shadows of Kyle might actually ebb for a time.


  Then after the plates were removed from the table and we ordered coffee and dessert, Jackson looked up at me, head slightly cocked, his expression thoughtful and earnest.


  “Why so much debt, Rachel? You were about to lose your house?”


  Was this the catch? Was he about to spring the trap that turned his gift into a debt to him? For one split second, I warred between the snappy retort and the submissive one. I’m still not sure which side would have won if he hadn’t continued.


  “You don’t impress me as the kind of woman who spends money foolishly, someone who runs up the debt and damages their credit. I’d like to understand why.”


  I wasn’t sure how to respond since the story of my failings was long and sordid. I finally started in with: “I have made some foolish choices, like giving too much money to my spendthrift sister. Then there was a bad relationship a few years back that bled more of my assets than it should. I actually live very frugally…”


  “Bad relationship, as in Professor Kyle Studeman?”


  I must have looked shocked – though I really don’t know why. I should have been used to Jackson shocking me.


  He smiled. “Just another of those things I picked up along the way.”


  “You really investigated me.”


  “His name popped up and I thought he might be worth looking into.”


  I felt caged and cornered, tried and convicted. Like it really was his business to know about Kyle and everything else about my life.


  “He’s out of the picture now. It was more my sister that put me over the edge two weeks ago. Jackson really, I wanted to say this since … well, you know since when I barged into your office. I really would have dug myself out of debt. I would have.”


  “I don’t want you defending yourself, Rachel. It’s ugly and self-defeating. I know you would have ‘dug yourself out’. I just didn’t want you to have to.” He smiled. “So there’s no more Kyle?”


  “No more Kyle.”


  “That’s good.”


  Sex was good that night, and lots of fun. We fucked in the back seat of his Bentley, then on the hood of the car, in a dark corner of the property next to mine; just wasted space belonging to no one that I knew of, where we could park and get the thrill of the outrageous with little effort and little fear. Kyle was almost out of my mind by the time we were finished and back in our clothes.





Chapter Eight


  Jan crawled on her knees around the room, taking cock, one right after the other, and the cocks just kept coming, as if she’d never see an end. Her mouth and tongue were sore, her knees ached and her ass stung from being slapped so many times by so many hands. A heavy leash tugged at the collar they made her wear, dragging her from man to man. Her throat hurt too, inside and out.


  They’d exhausted all her energy by 2 am, and took her back down to her cage in the dungeon. This was where she lived 24/7. A 24/7 slave gets no better treatment than this. She had wanted it all. From the collar to the cuffs to the cage, the branding and the constant fucking, men every night, more than she could count. She lost track of the time she’d been Sir Stephen’s slave. He’d been a hard taskmaster, and had hardly let up. Humiliated to tears, naked before important men, verbally abused, reviled for every flaw. If she managed to fix one flaw there were others her owner was ready to point out. As fearlessly as her mind sought to remedy her faults, her master and his associates would never be pleased. This was living in her dreams. So many demands that she could never keep up. Punished because she deserved every lick. Bartered, sold and given away. Owned and used by so many. She was only twenty-four.


  And yet to that point, she had not gone far enough. Not yet.


  Jan Enslaved, Marilyn Hayworth, 2002


  ***


  Jackson


  I arrived at her office at the end of the day. Through the glass I could see a weary expression on her face, in her brow and eye and the way she set her jaw. She was unhappy. A phone call interrupted my announcing myself to her. She picked up the receiver like she would any other call, and then scowled and slammed it down. She was angry now, really angry and I couldn’t help but wonder why.


  Given her state of mind, I figured I might have a fight on my hands, and I was sure that it was one that I needed to win.


  I didn’t knock. But I didn’t exactly barge right in either. The door was already ajar just a crack. I pushed it open and slowly moved inside, waiting for her to look up and find me there.


  She did and practically jumped out of her seat in fright.


  “God! You scared me!”


  “I didn’t mean to.” That was the truth.


  “But you did.” As I anticipated, there was an edge in her voice.


  “And you’ve had a trying day I see.”


  “Yes, I’ve had a trying day,” Rachel sighed exasperated.


  “Maybe your night will be better.”


  “Not if I have to grade mid-term exams.”


  “Then don’t.”


  “It is my job,” she came back unusually terse.


  “They are due to be done when?”


  “Next week. Wednesday, Thursday at the latest.”


  “So, it’s Friday now, I have you until Sunday night. Forget the papers.”


  “Jackson, please, I can’t.”


  Like I said, I anticipated the fight.


  “You’re unusually tense today, I think you need a break.”


  “I can’t with so much to do.”


  “Are you sure?” I challenged her. “Is it humanly possible to get the exams graded by Wednesday if you spend the weekend with me?”


  She took too long to consider the answer, and I knew what it had to be.


  “Don’t lie,” I added for good measure.


  “I never lie to you.”


  “Never?


  “Never, Jackson.” I could see visible signs of the tension slowly giving way.


  “Then get your exams, your purse and come with me.”


  She looked up at me intently, fishing for something to say, no doubt looking for another objection. My eyes held in their grasp with a soulful and determined stare. She’d back down. She knew it and so did I.


  ***


  The long winding drive through the Hollywood Hills had her nervous from the start. I admit, I wasn’t playing fair. I’d made her change her clothes in the parking garage at the college. After taking off her modest skirt and blouse, she put on the vinyl cincher I bought in New York, the one with the straps across her breasts and the tight restraining laces, finally the matching lace up thong. She wore a sheer red blouse over the top and a short leather skirt. Fishnets, spike heels, and the bit would complete the picture – although I planned to save the bit for later.


  Nervous? I would have been worried if she hadn’t been nervous.


  “Jackson, really! Here? You want me to dress here?” she’d protested. “What if someone comes in while I’m naked?”


  “Then they’ll get a good show.”


  “Please,” she tried again to plead her case.


  “Get dressed, Rachel,” I held firm. “I would think the threat of exposure would be reason enough for you not to waste a lot of time.”


  She wanted to protest more. I could feel the grimace, the exhaustion already lurking around her spirit. But that didn’t matter. This was the kind of thing that got inside my blood, that revved up the dominant man I was. I slapped her a few times on the ass and with her still acting cross and feisty, I pulled her around in front of me and gave her face the kind of slap that seemed to create an instantaneous response. She took a deep breath and I felt her ease quickly into her submissive self.


  At last, she stripped down to nothing, shaking the whole time, body rippling with fear and excitement. I loved watching every curve of her shapely form come into view, a stark contrast to the grey, impersonal parking structure. I briefly pinched her nipples and waited as the pain worked its way through her body. I could have taken her on the spot, over the hood of my car, but she’d quickly moved on once I let go of her nipples. She climbed into the clothes, turning so I could lace the bustier, then finally cover up the kinky costume with the more proper clothes – if you could call the sheer blouse and short skirt proper.


  She was ‘dressed to kill’ and looking mildly pleased that she’d accomplished the feat without exposing herself to a passerby.


  “Now bend over,” I ordered.


  Her eyes widened briefly, but she obeyed without a moment’s hesitation. I suppose she thought I was planning to spank her in earnest, and was much surprised when she felt me insert something into her rectum. I squeezed on the plastic bottle and shot a doze of thick lubricant into her anal channel.


  “Jackson, what are you doing!” She jumped up.


  I pushed her back down. “Just a little preparation. You’ll know soon enough.”


  A moment later, we heard the sound of footsteps, someone in the parking garage walking toward us, and the dressed-up, ass-greased Rachel scrambled quickly into the car.


  We sped away, up that long drive to the mansion on the hill where my friends were waiting for us, waiting for the entertainment to arrive. When we arrived atop the hill, I pulled out the bit. One look at it and she seemed both thrilled and very scared.


  “Do I have to?” she asked, nervously.


  “Yes, you have to.” Then I shoved the bit into her mouth and tied the straps at the back of her neck.


  At the front steps of the mansion, I made her kneel as I rang the doorbell. Then she crawled inside on her hands and knees. I have no idea what she was feeling, but I sensed that she was chilled by the sight of three large black men sitting back drinking booze and watching the Lakers on TV. The room smelled strongly of cigar smoke and beer. I felt her body recoil even as my desire took hold.


  “This the slut, Jack?” Jesse looked up at me with a broad grin. Like there was any question about who she was or why we were here.


  “She’s yours,” I replied in the affirmative.


  The toothy white grin expanded as he greeted her. His hulking body looming over Rachel made her look so small.


  “C’mere, honey,” Jesse reeked of sly warmth, “come to daddy, see what big daddy got for you.”


  Out came his cock to taunt her. Jesse’s thick meat appeared before her frightened eyes. Even I reacted a bit, noting the large size of his expanding erection. I felt her response, how she quavered for several seconds unsure what to do. Finally she started forward, moving slowly until she was at his knees. Jamal and Tory sat on the other sofa with their eyes glued to the submissive picture of my girlfriend about to offer her body up for their sexual use, just as it had been prearranged.


  “Up!” Jesse motioned for her to kneel up so he could see her better. He gave her body a longing glance, carefully running his hand over the fabric of her blouse. “Nice titties, girl,” he oozed a mesmerizing erotic charm that seemed to have her enthralled. “Lemme see dem a little bettar, huh?” He watched as Rachel opened her blouse, where the cheap vinyl cincher pushed her breasts up into firm white mounds, covered only by the straps. He stroked his long cock and smiled, then nodded to the skirt, which she pushed down over her hips and let drop to her knees, revealing her smooth, rounded hips and firm thighs. At last he reached in and fingered his way between the laces of her thong to where her pussy dampened the slick vinyl. “Ooo, nize, but not so good with a bit in da mouth, huh?” Reaching around behind her head, he carefully undid the buckle that held the bit in place, then set it aside, pushing Rachel’s head down over his erection. The thick meat slid into her open mouth.


  She was too scared, too shocked to react with anything more than a whimper. But it was plain to see that as she began to taste Jesse, her mouth came alive. Her tongue and lips began to work; her hands reached out pressing against his thighs. I could see from where I stood off to the side that her eyes were lighting with the feral glow of her desire. Her surrender seemed assured.


  She made me hot. So hot that I wanted to whisk her away and forget this scene. I’d only wanted to share her in the first place because I sensed that she needed to follow her desires to whatever end they brought her before she could commit to the kind of relationship that I wanted for us.


  She became even more involved, more lost to her fantasy, when the tawny-skinned Jamal moved in from behind and peeled back the vinyl thong to access her ass. His long fingers seemed to work like magic, bringing her body to the near brink of orgasm within a few seconds of intimate massage. He fingered her cunt until she was heaving and about to explode, but then suddenly pulled his hand away just as she was at the edge. Using the juices from her pussy, he worked her asshole, first stuffing fingers into the tight space, then pressing his cockhead to her anus. He pushed his erection slowly into the well-greased channel and her body cringed, just as she cringed with me at the start of anal sex. With her attention momentarily diverted she stopped sucking Jesse’s cock. He wasn’t pleased.


  “Suck cock, slut.” He slapped her face and brought her back to him as well. “You please us, you don’t get hurt. You got that?”


  Her mouth was wet, her eyes filling with tears and fear and desire so rich that it commanded my attention as well as renewed my desire.


  She strained as Jamal continued to move inside her ass. “Ansuh me, girl!” Jesse shook her head.


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Dez good.” He pushed her mouth back to his cock and she picked up where she let off.


  She was taken from both ends, worked to a jerking, twisting almost frenetic frenzy, with Jesse finally ejaculating into her mouth and Jamal following soon after. Jamal smacked her ass real hard as he was crescendoing to his climax, then gripped her ass cheeks tightly as he came, pumping his thick meat hard and fast into her backdoor.


  She was panting and breathless as Tory, the third man in the trio, took Jesse’s place at her cum-soaked lips.


  Rachel instantly shriveled back in fear.


  “Open da mouth, slut,” Jesse ordered. She could see him off to her side with a thick, black leather slapper in his hand, coming down hard and threateningly in his palm. “You no want me to punish you now, girl.”


  Rachel returned to Tory’s behemoth erection, her mouth embracing its increasing girth and allowing the full head and shaft to widen her beyond what she’d likely experienced before. She must have clicked into an altered state because I could feel her being start to relent, not resist as Tory’s prick forced itself on her. She was gasping, struggling hard as he pushed his way to the back of her throat. When she almost choked, he let her ease up, licking and sucking for a while to catch her breath before he forced her head down again.


  Although I probably could have come in seconds as I watched Rachel pleasure the three, I found a different kind of space within myself that allowed me to stand back removed and watch with a sadistic and dominant frame of mind while my girlfriend was gang-banged by the three black men.


  I’d told them to use her until she was wasted. For another two hours, she gave herself to sucking cock and taking it in the ass. Once the first round was over, once Tory finally got off in her mouth, it was clear that Rachel had surrendered to the plan. For the rest of the scene, there was not an ounce of fight left in her, as she continued to pleasure these men with her mouth and ass.


  Her pussy was off limits for the night. With so much strain on the two available orifices, she might have been grateful for the chance to take them in her cunt. But this was one piece of control I retained, and no one would test my resolve. I suppose fucking ass and mouth were enough for these three. They certainly weren’t complaining.


  I had to wonder if Rachel would ever want me again after this night. She’d written so often and passionately about big, black men, that I had to wonder if this was a fascination that would stick for more than just one night. She was proving to be as ravenous for black dick as the women in her erotic fiction.


  Only when Tory began to work her asshole did she have some concerns and start to balk. She was on the bed by that time, naked and on all fours with her breasts hanging down, the subject of the black men’s rough taunts and rough play. They’d smacked her ass pretty harshly for a time, until it glowed red with the skin radiating heat and the flesh appearing raw. Jesse had taunted her several times with his mean-looking slapper. He brought it right up to her face and made her ‘bless it’ with her kisses, saying things like: “You want it, bitch, huh?” then grabbing her hair in his fist and jerking her head back. Again and again he repeated the taunt, even as she shook her head in fear, praying he’d back off. She finally couldn’t hold on any longer. Fear gave way to her masochistic desire and when he said, “Tell me, bitch! Tell me what da slut want, huh!” she finally gave in:


  “Please, please, smack me hard, hurt me, please!” She wailed from deep in her gut with passion enough to stir mine anew.


  I suppose that seeing her from a detached point of view made me appreciate how deeply absorbed in the activity she’d become.


  Her cry was all that Jesse needed in order to take action. The spanking that followed was hard and fast and over quickly. She was screaming hysterically before the last slap hit. Her raw ass made me cringe. But she was back sucking cock a moment later, quite obviously happy that the punishment was over. It was at that moment when Tory chose to open her ass cheeks and plant his fat erection into the taut space. He massaged the opening, first with his fingers, reminding her how easily she’d opened to his friends, then with the head of his enormous cock taking over and demanding entrance. She’d already taken both Jesse and Jamal in the tight space, but they were easy compared with their dark-skinned friend. Black like the ace of spades. Strong muscles. Huge thighs. Everything about him was enormous and forbidding. As he knelt behind her and began to press his way inside, she looked so very small. For a moment, I wondered if this was really too much to ask of her. I reminded myself that her mouth had already suffered from the man and she’d survived that. But she had every reason to fear him even more.


  With the first significant thrust, she fell forward, Tory’s cock slipping from her ass. Her scream rose up all around the room, adding to the sexual electricity that crackled through the steamy air. “You do this, baby, relax for me.” Tory’s easy tone of voice soothed her, as he brought her back to hands and knees, and held one ass cheek tightly in one fist as he tried again. It wasn’t so much of a scream as an agonized groan, a clenching, a biting of her lip and a pained wince that followed as the huge cock eased its way inside. Tory’s voice seemed to vibrate from the same deep source as this coarse and degrading sex act. It must have acted on her mind, until she moaned as much from desire as pain. He spanked her, roughly squeezed her ass cheeks, drawing all of her attention into pleasuring him and him alone. He didn’t have to compete with the other men. They lay on the sidelines, watching. After coming twice, Jesse and Jamal were too worn out to need more of Rachel’s sexual gifts.


  As Tory’s dick moved into the slickened channel, it did so slowly, inch by inch, its nearly five inch girth stretching her wide, just as he’d previously stretched her mouth.


  “Ohmygod!” she murmured repeatedly. Surrender was difficult. She was teetering on the edge of pleasure and pain. I could sense her fear, and the fact that any second she might refuse the man. Her head was tucked between her arms as if she needed to hide, or maybe just concentrate on what was being demanded of her. For a while I thought she’d fail with this last piece of her surrender. But then Tory started slapping her ass again, hard and fast. Taking her mind off what was happening in her rectum, he was able to force his way the final few inches without her objecting.


  Fucking was easier than penetration alone. The pistoning organ working to its climax soon had her body relaxing to the rhythmic action. She hissed and growled, her dark hair thrashing back and forth, her fists pounding into the mattress. Then with a silent cry from her open mouth, her head raised up high and she began to come.


  The fucking stopped with one last firm thrust, while Tory held her ass against his groin and ejaculated in strong, forceful jolts.


  Tears of relief streamed from Rachel’s eyes when she realized that the ordeal was nearly over.


  She finally slumped to the bed as Tory pulled out, only to have Jesse pull her to him on the bed. The big black man lifted her groin to his face and began using his long tongue and thick lips to get her off again. Her pussy opened instinctively. Then a long, low animal growl came from deep within her body, “Ohmygaaaaawwwwwwd!” Her thighs clamped hard against his head and her body shook until she finally collapsed.


  The air was thick with the scent of sex and sweating bodies and the perfume of my girlfriend’s fragrant cunt. I felt like an extraneous outsider in the company of the wilted and well fucked. My aching cock still had no satisfaction of its own.


  Like most situations with Rachel, her mind finally woke enough to realize where she was and exactly what she’d done. She felt the soreness in her ass and the aching in her limbs. Between her subtle, tired smiles were pained winces. Finally, she disentangled herself from the black men and moved toward me, falling into my arms.


  “Am I finished here, sir?” she whispered.


  Even if I’d planned for more, I’m not sure I could have put her through more that night. “You are. Yes,” I said.


  I grabbed her clothes from the floor and wrapped my arm around her waist, nodding to the trio of satisfied men.


  “You bring her back now, anytime,” Jesse smiled. “She be all right.”


  “Yes, she’s just fine,” I agreed.


  “Come soon. Girl is greedy for black cock.”


  I nodded, and led her from the room to the front door, and out to the car where she collapsed against me as soon as I pulled into the driver’s seat.


  Rachel…


  I walked the beach in front of Jackson’s beach house near dawn. I hadn’t been able to speak after my night with his black friends. I can only remember how shaky I was, how pulled apart and physically shattered I felt. The black man Tory wounded me with his cock. The others had been difficult enough to take, but sex with Tory was frightening in its violent quality. Not that anything he demanded was more than I endured with the other men, just that his cock opened me wider than my body could stand – or so it seemed. But I did survive, and for some reason I submitted willingly because I wanted to be taken to that extreme. Because I knew that something in me needed this degree of sexual satisfaction. If only once, I needed the raw feeling of being used for sexual sport. I needed to be torn apart.


  Afterwards, I seemed to carry Tory with me from the house in the hills. More of his essence lingered in my body and on my skin. His face, his ghastly veined erection, his grin, his pawing hands all fresh within my thoughts, he was more real than the others. Not that Jesse and Jamal were vague apparitions. They’d left their imprint too.


  Did I like what I’d done or hate it? I didn’t know. I might never understand what I felt.


  I told Jackson that, and it worried him. A lot of reassurances followed.


  “Yes, I’m fine… yes, I did get off and I loved it…I needed to be used like that … I could never have done this on my own…” I’m not sure what more I needed to say to appease Jackson’s doubts, and we went to sleep with the issue still a troubling sore spot.


  I woke before Jackson, which was unusual for us; he seemed to be such a morning person. Since I didn’t want to disturb him, I went down to the beach. To get away. To think alone about the night.


  Then when I gazed up at the hillside and saw him standing there looking down at me, my heart leapt with excitement. It always seemed to beat a little faster when he was near – dangerous for a woman who was still confused about this strange affair.


  Our night ended with a vague feeling of unrest that only revived with the new day. Maybe for the first time since he’d been dominating me did he think he’d gone too far. I couldn’t seem to shake that feeling as I stared at him. I remembered lying awake next to  him for hours, needing his warmth to shake off the chills that seemed to infect me. It seemed odd that he was so silent.


  I waved him down, smiling brightly. When he finally joined me on the beach I asked him point blank if he was sorry he’d given me to his black friends. Normally, answers came to him in seconds, this one took some thought.


  “No,” was his final determination. “I think you’re physically shocked, but I think you had what you desired. You need that and I want that for you.”


  “But you’re uneasy about it. I can tell that.”


  “You think so?” He was being very vague, but generally pleasant.


  We sat side by side on the beach, looking out on the constant waves. The sky was blue and bright, the sun creeping up the horizon behind us and coloring the day.


  “You draw on things from my writing…” I tried again, “so, was this more important than other fantasies you’ve read about?”


  “You like to write about black men,” he said.


  “I guess I do.”


  “Do you like to fuck them as much?”


  Even after all the time I’d just spent reliving the night in my mind, I was still very fuzzy on the issue. “I don’t know. They are exotic and foreign to me. Another culture, another world. There’s such powerful status surrounding them, almost mythic,” I heard myself rattling on, though I had no idea if anything I said made sense to me, let alone Jackson. “Until last night, I only had my imagination to draw on, no real life experience with black men, or men from any other culture for that matter. I don’t even know if I’ve written about them truthfully.”


  So you think they are different from white men?”


  “Some, yes. But not substantively. Not really. Men are men. Maybe there is less inhibition, maybe more sexual confidence, more sexual prowess…” I turned to him, wanting to look in his eyes, but he kept staring out at the waves, “but I haven’t found you lacking in any of that yourself.” He finally turned toward me, not a smile, but an expression of amusement, perhaps. “I think there was a cultural gap in my experience. I guess I made up for that last night.”


  “You want to go back?” he asked.


  “I don’t know. But I don’t think so. I could have a black lover if I didn’t have you. But I think I’ve had enough of anonymous fucking.”


  “You feel sordid and cheap, maybe?”


  “A little.”


  “And that’s bad?” He gently pushed my hair from my face. The wind had whipped it into my mouth.


  “No. It’s not bad. I didn’t hesitate for a second, did I?”


  “Not much. You had your moments. I wasn’t sure you could handle Tory, but you surrendered to him too.” He pulled me to him and held me against his chest, stroking my hair. “I won’t give you away like that again, Rachel.”


  “And I’m okay with that.”


  I still think he might have regretted the gangbang, but I knew I didn’t, and I wanted him to feel as confident about that as I did.


  The night with his black friends seemed to deepen his regard for me. I felt secure with him. Something big had happened though I was unsure exactly what it was or how it might alter things between us, if it did.


  This was maybe the best it had been between us, a time when I felt the most sure in what I was doing with Jackson Brandt. He’d taken me far. And I didn’t doubt that he had more plans for me that would set me off balance and at the same time give me the experience of my sexuality that I could not have otherwise. As sure as I was of him and me, however, there was always that tittering feeling that what we had could not last; it wasn’t in my makeup to thrive in a relationship. I’d never managed it before, why would I now?





Chapter Nine


  She couldn’t help that she wanted the darkness. She couldn’t dispel the need to keep probing deeply where a sane person would dare not go. The vivacious redheaded Audrey seemed so normal on the outside, but when she was alone and her desires started to fester, she’d be combing the internet for the kind of sex that fed her addiction to the dark and restless side of life.


  That was how she ended up with Bliss, a rocker with a huge cock and a big smile and a physical need to knock women around. He’d get so pumped up on drugs and high on his music during a gig at one of the local taverns that he’d leave the place flying and needing a fix. Audrey offered herself on the first night she saw him play. His sex juices spilled into his music and flooded her with a raunchy need for him. She could even see from the audience that his prick stuck out hard and throbbing from his jeans. She imagined it so firm, so dominant that she’d get off just sucking him.


  They hooked up quickly, once he saw her with her wildly disheveled red hair, the thick makeup, the skimpy ‘come on’ clothes. Her t-shirt was cropped well above her waist and her breasts were naked underneath, her nipples rock hard and poking through the thin fabric. She walked straight up to him and said, whispering, “I know this little beach…”


  That was all he needed.


  The beach was perfect, a deserted, lonely stretch of sand reaching miles into the distance.


  He only wanted one thing from her. He beat her hard with his belt while she lay over a cold and craggy rock, then he took her in the ass with just the juices of her cumming pussy to lubricate his entry. Once he had enough of the willing redhead, he left her raped in the sand, naked, her clothes strewn everywhere. She wouldn’t even find her shorts. She would find his t-shirt, which was long enough to cover her body while she hiked back up the cliff and found someone to help her home.


  Back at home, she was sore and feeling pleasantly like damaged goods. But there would be no visible signs of the night if she dressed conservatively the next day. She knew she shouldn’t take such risks, but she couldn’t stop.


  Running Wild, Marilyn Hayworth, 2004


  ***


  Rachel…


  Days after the black men used me, I lived with their presence in my psyche, unable to shake them from my thoughts. I don’t know why and it bothered me, though as the days went by, the memory of them seemed to recede. This was what I hoped for.


  I had lunch with Jackson at his invitation. We were both distracted and the date ended badly. He couldn’t stay off his cell and I had a call from Kyle right in the middle of my crab chowder. Jackson saw me grimace when I saw the name pop up on caller ID.


  “Who was that? You look so sour.”


  “Just a call I’d rather not take.”


  “Who?”


  I didn’t like him probing, especially because I told him that Kyle didn’t matter to me, which he didn’t. He was an annoyance, nothing more. Though I have to admit, Kyle ran so much sexual energy that it’s tough for any woman to deny him. Why he’d chosen me to bug, I wasn’t sure, although I had an uneasy feeling that it had to do with money. It always did with Kyle and that brought back a time I just as soon forget. I would have hoped he’d found some other easy female on which to set his sights. He’d get nothing but grief from me, but maybe I was a challenge to him. Maybe he needed to run one last scam with me for old times sake, or because he liked making me suffer, or just because he could. I think he still wanted my adoration, which I was far from giving him. I doubt if Kyle realized exactly what a creep and lowlife he’d become. He thought he was so charming, so irresistible. His schemes, just innocent means of getting by. Why wouldn’t I want him and give in to him?


  His call made for a few more awkward moments with Jackson and we certainly didn’t need that.


  “It’s just…” I stopped and sighed.


  “Just who? What are you keeping from me?” He was impatient. I think he also knew that I was trying come up with a plausible lie.


  I bristled at the snappish tone of his voice and snapped back. “It’s not anyone and I’m not trying to hide anything. It’s just work. Can’t that suffice?”


  “If I thought it were the truth, sure.”


  “But you don’t.”


  “No, but I really don’t have time for an interrogation. I need to go.”


  “Well then, you just go.”


  His face was sour. Maybe he was hiding something I should worry about, I thought to myself. But then, he reached forward and grabbed me by the neck, pulling me forward until our lips met. That little spark ignited in me instantly. If we could have kissed a little more, I think we could have wiped away the impatience and the bad-temper.


  “You behave yourself, I’ll see you soon,” he said, and he broke away. Then he was gone after paying the bill.


  I tittered internally from his final order. I really could have used a long hard spanking. Maybe I should have asked and he would have arranged something. But the opportunity had come and gone, leaving me feeling pent-up and restless.


  I did need him and was too screwed up to say what needed to be said.


  There was a note from Kyle on the door when I got home, and a message from him on my answering machine. Each one made me cringe, each got deep inside where I was vulnerable. The man was running so much sexual heat that I could feel it dripping from the paper as I read his note.


  …Need to see you, babe. So much we need to discuss. Miss you like crazy. Wet kisses, Kyle…


  The message on my machine… “Hey doll, you can’t ignore me forever. Got to talk. I swear, I’ll be nice.”


  Kyle was suddenly inside me again, clawing at me as he always did. The bastard! I wanted to scream. Maybe if I did, the residue of the man would wash away.


  Instead, I sat down in a funk, feeling my sexual juices tearing through me as the image of Kyle and all his swashbuckling charm refused to vacate my mind. Had he beaten me down? Was I seriously thinking of seeing him? I had Jackson, I kept reminding myself. But he was a long way off. He had meetings in NYC the next few days.


  And what was I thinking, anyway? I have a bad date with Jackson, he’s away for a few days, and suddenly I’m rationalizing why it’s okay to see my ex. The ex who stiffed me, sent my life into an emotional spiral for two years. That ex. This would make me very bad and very naughty and very much in need of a confession. I should have been punished on the spot.


  I worked at a furious pace for the next several days, wishing that Jackson was back. He never called when he was away, always too busy, too involved. I figured that I could do the same. Keep busy. Don’t let anything else in your life but work, I repeated constantly. The treatment actually worked since I was too dead tired to think about any man, including Kyle and Jackson.


  I got a lot done, and I thought I might survive this little wrinkle in my consciousness, when suddenly Kyle was there on my doorstep when I got home from the college. I cursed myself for that first visceral response – the one I instantly quashed the moment my eyes caught sight of him. Kyle’s a stocky well-built blond with surfer hair, a killer grin and big dopey eyes that get women in trouble so fast they just don’t know what hits them.


  “What are you doing here?” I stood back, head cocked, looking at him exasperated.


  “What do you think? I waited for you to do something, as in call me. I figured I’d give you space. But just can’t do that anymore. You hafta see me, Rach.”


  “No, I don’t hafta see you!”


  I marched right by him, opened the front door and tried to slam it in his face. Like that was going to work! He pushed his way right in, moved directly to the kitchen where he found the brand of beer he loved, then plopped down in my easy chair resting his feet on my antique coffee table.


  “Take your feet off that!” I grimaced.


  He slowly moved them from the table and sat up, grinning still. “You’re always such a priss, Rach.”


  “I can be anything I want with you, Kyle, because you’re not in my life.”


  “I’m in it now.” His grin became a wry smirk.


  “Only because you pushed your way inside. I have a restraining order against you. Did you forget that? I could call the police right now and they’d haul you off to jail.”


  “Aw, but you wouldn’t do that to lil’ old me. C’mon.”


  “I would, Kyle. I don’t want you here. You’re a bully, a powder keg and a thief, when you’re not being charming.”


  “But you love my charm.”


  “And that’s a very stupid thing.”


  “I can feel that thing in you, Rach. I’m turning you on. I know I am.”


  He was.


  “You’re all hot and bothered, thinking what it would be like to undress for me, come between my legs and suck my dick… then you know how it goes… finally the two of us slip into the bedroom and screw.”


  “Stop! What do you want from me?”


  “Ain’t the sex enough?”


  “I was never that good, Kyle.”


  “Sure you were, a little uptight, but once you got started, you really got into it. And now you’re different, babe. Really different. I can see it, feel it from you. Something’s really turned you on and I just thought I’d get in on the action.”


  “That isn’t why you’re here,” I said firmly, trying hard to stay in control.


  “It could be. Maybe you need what I got, huh?” He sleazily massaged his crotch, which only made my pussy pulse. I may have not been good in bed when we used to fuck, but Kyle was never short in that department and I remembered well what I never gave myself the opportunity to enjoy.


  “Kyle, get out of here.”


  “Hey, hey… just wait. I mean we can forget the sex but I have things I have to say.”


  “Like what?”


  “Like you really need to bail me out of a little mess.” He wasn’t so cocky now as he slipped into his begging mode.


  “If you’ve gotten into another mess, Kyle, you bail yourself out on our own.”


  “Yeah, well, I don’t think that’s going to happen,” his voice darkened. “I just don’t have the resources, and you do.”


  The memories started pouring in so fast I couldn’t stop them. Despite his caddish behavior and addictions and the money trouble, Kyle was no dummy, not ever. His razor sharp brain had seen a meteoritic rise from genius surfer to math whiz to highly respected professor Kyle Studeman at UCLA. Top of the world one minute, in the gutter the next. The incident with the girl, that he always said was misconstrued, came crashing down around him, leaving him unemployable. By the time he crashed, there was nothing left to rebuild with and the sleazy deals and gambling began to run his life. When I met Kyle, I had no idea how off-balance he was. At the time, he talked so smoothly, so sanely. Wit, charm and his playful sense of humor had me won. But now I knew what he could be like. Now I was worried.


  “Are you trying to blackmail me?”


  He shrugged.


  “C’mon, that sounds so grim.”


  “But that is your point. Isn’t it?”


  “You know what I know about you, Rach. You got that rich boyfriend, surely you can manage what I need from him.”


  “How do you know about my boyfriend?”


  He shrugged. “Word gets around.”


  This was more than a little disconcerting. Knowing Kyle, he was investigating my life as much as Jackson was.


  “Well, I’m sorry if you thought I was suddenly rich. The man doesn’t give me money, and I wouldn’t ask.”


  “Ooo, that’s too bad.” He looked up at me with a sly expression that made me shiver. I had a feeling about what came next. “I wonder what he’d do if he started getting anonymous letters.”


  “He’d probably put you in jail.”


  I wasn’t giving an inch. I wanted to know exactly how far he was willing to reach. He sat forward and stared at me, his jaw was twitching the way it did when he was nervous, when his agitation led to anger.


  I pulled back instinctively, while trying not to show I was afraid. I should never have let his visit get this far.


  “But what if he knew your nasty secrets?”


  “Like what, Kyle?”


  “Like your sleazy sex books.”


  “He already knows,” I said flatly.


  This didn’t phase him like I hoped it would. Instead, he sat back and eyed me up and down in an inspection that made me queasy. His lip turned up in the lewdly scowling way he had. “How about the times I pimped you out, Rachel? Does he know about that?”


  I waited trying to catch my breath, realizing how desperate Kyle was.


  “We were never going to talk about that again,” I reminded him. “Or did you forget the promise you made to me. You’ve never broken that promise, Kyle.”


  “Well, things happen, Rach,” he poked around in his pockets nervously, as if he were fishing for cigarettes. Not finding them, he looked up. “Everything’s on the table now. I don’t care what I promised. I can’t afford to be that noble.”


  “Kyle, no. You don’t want to do this.” I could feel the desperation rising through my body.


  “Yeah, well, I do. I figure there’s a whole lot of people who would be disappointed to know that you sold your body for cold hard cash.”


  “Only because you were bleeding me dry!” I shot back, regretting the remark the instant I made it. Soon as my anger reached a full boil, I’d lost. He now had the upper hand, and I could feel my will wilting away.


  “Yeah, and you didn’t mind. You laid that pretty body down for how many johns, or did you lose count?”


  “How could you do this to me now? I did those things for you, you know that was the only reason. I can’t believe you’d dredge it up after all this time. I had your promise, Kyle.”


  “Sometimes the worst of times require drastic measures and this is the worst of times for me, Rach.”


  I waited, afraid and alone and very sure that he’d rat me out. I didn’t even care at this point if he spilled my secret to Jackson – he’d either dump me or not care. But now my career was on the line, and this loose cannon in front of me had me where it mattered. As despicable a character as he was, I never figured he’d go this far. What had made him so desperate? His hands were shaking like he was coming down off drugs. He was unraveling before my eyes.


  “Why so drastic now, Kyle?”


  “I got men on my tail.”


  “Men?” I tread very cautiously.


  “Yeah.” He ran his hand through his sandy blond locks and peered up at me, his big eyes hurting like I’d never seen them hurt before. “They beat me up once. I can’t let them do that again. I’ll end up dead.”


  “Oh, c’mon, Kyle. You don’t mean that.”


  “Yeah, I do, baby. I’m hurting here. I mean my ass is hung out – I got a shitload of grief going down. I’ll do what I have to, even if it’s giving you up. You come up with the twenty-thou I need and we’ll both be just fine.”


  “Twenty thousand! You need twenty thousand dollars?”


  “That’s the figure.”


  “And if I don’t have it? What are you going to do then? You tell my secrets, you ruin my career, all you’ve done is ruin me and done nothing to save yourself.”


  “You’ve got the money, Rachel, I know you do. You aren’t going to stand there and tell me you don’t, cause I know it’s a lie.”


  I could suddenly see myself never getting away from the man, ever. He’d fail again once he paid this latest debt. Who knows what other debts were waiting. What if I didn’t have the money to give him? I did, with my house paid off. But what if I didn’t? Was he bluffing? Or did he really know?


  Finally, I couldn’t wait any longer. Maybe it was just protecting myself, instinct perhaps, whatever it was that moved me off dead center, I finally said the one thing that came to mind, directly from my gut. “I’ll take care of it tomorrow, Kyle. Then you go. You never come back. It’s over for good and you’ll leave me alone for the rest of my life. You got that?”


  His smile was filled with gratitude and relief, the lines in his brow eased. He went from being crazed to sane again and I could breathe more easily.


  “I swear, Rachel, I would never have … you know… I never would have if I weren’t desperate, it if weren’t a matter of life and death.”


  Once he left, I bolted the door and ran to the bedroom, covering my face with my pillow, thinking that I needed a good cry. But it wasn’t tears that came out. What was raw and scared in me had turned sexual, and my hands worked themselves downward to the throbbing place between my legs. My fingers began to move their way inside my pussy and because they weren’t enough, I grabbed for the dildo in my nightstand and worked myself to a feverish peak – of all things thinking of fucking the bastard Kyle again.


  Oh! Maybe it would exorcise the demon from my system!


  The orgasm crashed all around me; I rocked on my hands groaning from deep inside my gut for several minutes until I was too tired for more. I lay gasping in the darkness of my bedroom, much less pent-up but feeling as afraid as I’d felt in some time. I never imagined that Kyle would use that time against me. I’d prostituted myself for him, not for myself. I hated it, in fact, I’m sure I was a lousy fuck because I had no enthusiasm for the task. After the first time, I quit being scared. It became routine and redundant and so devoid of feeling that I could have been making up my next week’s grocery list in my head while the guy was banging away at my cunt. But I discovered that horny men really don’t care about what their whore is feeling. They can fuck a stump as long as it has a hole to suit the size of their sorry dicks. Obviously, this had made me bitter. Kyle had made me bitter. But with nearly five years between that awful time and my life with Jackson, I’d finally softened enough to allow a man to get close again. Although I wondered sometimes if Jackson was really that close, that far inside me. I wasn’t sure if our relationship wasn’t more about the sexual kink than it was about real affection.


  Yet Jackson Brandt was the least of my concerns now.


  After so much time spent shedding the specter of Kyle Studeman, I found myself emotionally raped by him again. I’m sure if I hadn’t had the money, he would have tried to prostitute me again.


  Oh, how had I let this happen? Why did I let him in the door? Would it ever end? Time for tears, and they would have flowed freely, but I didn’t have time to spend another minute wailing about the jerk, I needed to figure out exactly how I’d take care of the problem the next day and get Kyle his cash.


  ***


  “I’m having a party at the beach house, Rachel. You will be there?”


  “Party when?”


  Not ten minutes after I’d handed Kyle his ransom, Jackson was phoning me. Was this some psychic thing going on? A plot between the two men manufactured to twist me into an emotional knot?


  “When did you get back?” I asked.


  “Last night, late. So about the party,” he rushed on in a hurry.


  “This is a little sudden, isn’t it? I suppose I’m expected to perform?” The thought came out before I realized how it must have sounded.


  “Perform?” he seemed a little surprised. “I really had nothing kinky in mind, Rachel, just some business friends. They won’t bore you, I promise. And you won’t have to turn any tricks. Maybe afterwards…” I could sense the smirk over the phone.


  “I don’t know, Jackson. I’m just a little frazzled right now.”


  “Why’s that?”


  I hesitated much too long before finally spitting out: “School. I’m busy. I’ve been tired. I was thinking I’d sleep during the weekend.”


  “So you can sleep, too. I’ll even have the car brought around for you Friday evening…. Six o’clock. I’ll see you then.”


  All arranged without my having agreed to anything.


  But wasn’t that the way it was supposed to be with Jackson? He was my dominant lover/boyfriend. He expected no less than my compliance, even though our arrangement worked on my tacit agreement to follow his every command. I’d never exactly agreed to anything – maybe not all that different than my relationship with Kyle. Jackson just kept assuming and I kept doing what I was told – and being glad for it in this case. He had an uncanny way of short-circuiting my mental gymnastics and emotional vacillations, and making my innermost desires come true.


  I shivered at the thought of him – mostly of how angry he’d be if he knew what had just transpired in the last forty-eight hours.


  ***


  Jackson’s party glittered with the fresh faces of his newly discovered ‘talents’, all there to entice producers and directors who needed solid actors for their next projects. None of this was specifically stated, but even I, a novice in the Hollywood game, knew what was taking place that night. I was surprised Jackson thought I’d fit in.


  I wore an ice blue dress with a low cut front and a pair of matching heels. As I had in New York, I wore my hair up in a casually disheveled bun; it seemed to be the current style. Completing my best effort at being Hollywood chic, two small diamond earrings dangled from my ears. As I gazed back at my reflection in the mirror I was pleased. I’d done it all without Jackson’s assistance.


  When I arrived at the beach house in his limo Jackson gave me a quick once over, then his eyes settled on my cleavage, which brought a blush to my cheeks.


  “You look perfect,” he said, leaving me to wonder exactly what he meant by perfect. “I’m looking forward to later.” What the heck did that mean?


  He introduced me to his guests as Marilyn Hayworth, which was a clue to me that he was protecting my identity. This time, though, it ruffled me hearing Jackson use my penname. I thought Jackson used it as cover when we were playing sex games. That was not what he promised when he lured me out that night.


  I remained at his side for most of the evening, while he escorted me around and made small talk with his guests. I was nothing more than window dressing, no real affection between us, hardly a comment made to me, just a façade of the happy couple he wished to present to his friends. I had the vague feeling that something beneath the surface of Jackson’s charming persona was smoldering, restless and uncertain. I couldn’t exactly put my finger on it, and it was so minimal that perhaps it was just my imagination fueling my insecurity.


  By the end of the evening most of my suspicions seemed to have vanished. And yet, nothing about the evening felt particularly meaningful, which was why when it was over, I found myself feeling empty and exhausted.


  Finally, the door clicked shut on the last guest to leave. Jackson walked back into the living room, moving straight to the wet bar where he poured a fresh drink. He looked as weary as I felt. Nothing would have suited me more than to trot off to bed and sink into the warmth of Jackson’s body. It would have done a lot to soothe out the wrinkles in our tense relationship. But that was not what Jackson had in mind. From a roomful of laughing actors and producers to a lonely room with me alone – and just that fast, he revived from his weary sighs and spun around, sharp as ever, putting me immediately on alert with this question:


  “Suppose you tell me about Kyle now. And no omissions this time.”


  The order was enough to startle me out of my fuzzy-headed inebriation. Although I hesitated a bit too long before finally spitting out – unconvincingly, “Jackson, I have told you about Kyle.”


  “No you have not!” he bellowed. “Or are you suggesting that we build our relationship on a house of lies?”


  “Jackson, no!” I shook my head, grief stricken.


  “Yes, Rachel,” he moved my way, angrily.


  “Is this why you’ve been so distant all night?” I accused.


  “Distant? I didn’t realize. Well, probably so given what I know now.”


  I had to assume that his detectives had been on prowl again and this infuriated me. I was shamed as well. “So what do you know?” I pointedly asked.


  “That your former boyfriend has been hassling you. That you have a restraining order against him. That he’s got a bad reputation, a gambling habit, debts to a few shady characters here in town, and an arrest record that puts him in the ‘off limits’ category to you.”


  “Off limits? Like I wouldn’t know who to associate with and you’re going to make those decisions for me?”


  “If you can’t make them sanely for yourself.”


  “I told you that Kyle was out of my life and I meant that.”


  “And he’s not bullying himself in again, Rachel? He has made contact with you, or do you plan to deny that?”


  “Yes, he’s been around, but I’ve brushed him off as quickly as I could. I can handle Kyle.”


  “You’re sure?”


  “Yes, I’m sure.” I knew he didn’t believe me, obviously. I was lying still. But I was also pissed as hell. I finally rose to my feet. “You know I don’t like that you’ve had me followed or investigated, or anything else that you think is your right to do. I didn’t like it before and I don’t like it now. I’ve had enough, Jackson. I’m not going to play these games with you any longer. You don’t want a relationship built on a house of lies, well I don’t want one where I feel you peering at me, ready to pounce at any minute.”


  “So what does that mean?”


  I waited, uncertain how to answer the question, then finally: “It means I’m calling a taxi.”


  He didn’t say a word, and before I made my move toward the foyer, he had turned his back on me and walked toward the windows looking stoically out on the ocean.


  If I could have folded back time, said something else, stopped my rant before it had gone this far, we might have made amends. I might have been snuggling into his arms, apologizing, all forgiven. But the opportunity for an apology passed right by, and by my own choice, I was on my way out of Jackson’s life, raising a taxi on my cell.


  Gratefully, there was one in the neighborhood to whisk me away from the beach house and put me back safely in my own world. Or maybe I shouldn’t have been so grateful. If I’d stayed a little longer, we might have had the time to change our minds.





Chapter Ten


  Marian dropped to her knees before him in the crowded room, bowing deeply so her face touched the floor. She waited, hoping, wondering if he would even bother to notice that she was suffering every minute that she was made to wait for his acknowledgement. Would he even bother to acknowledge her? She’d imagined this scene dozens of times, and every time her heart fluttered with excitement. To see him again. To draw his attention. To have him moved by her willing submission. Would this blatant expression of fealty be enough to sway him into action? He’d ordered her out for her flagrant disobedience. Could she prove to him that she could be the obedient slave he wanted?


  When she finally felt the acknowledgement it was in the form of his firm hand grasping her by the hair and pulling her up so they could meet face to face.


  “If you think this is enough to prove your value to me, your worth, your submission, you are a foolish girl.” He spoke so cruelly, with none of the kindness or passion that had once marked their relationship. “I might have some use for you if you were on the whipping post. I might find myself moved enough to beat you, or barter you way, make a little gold from your sale. But you’re a long way off from ever pleasing me again. You’ll have to do better than this, slave.”


  He pushed her off, stood up and walked way.
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  Jackson…


  It’s not like me to give up on what I want. But when she walked out, I had to reconsider my options. I couldn’t help but think that I had only part of the story regarding Kyle Studeman, but extracting the truth from Rachel Linney was one of the most difficult things I’d ever tried. I surprised myself that I even cared to dig that deep with her. With most women, I’d let them have their secrets. I didn’t have time for heartfelt honesty, or pouring over a difficult past. Just let it go and move on. But something about this woman drove me to know everything about her. There was something fascinating in the adventure of it. And something dangerous.


  I wasn’t giving up on her, but I had several months of intense negotiations and travel that I couldn’t wait on. Rachel Linney would have to wait on me. If, when I was ready to resume the relationship, she still held the same fascination that had enthralled me all these months, then I’d act. But if her image had faded in my mind and the compelling need to have her had eased off, then I would move on. Women were easy. I could move on from Rachel, too, though I admit, she might be more difficult a challenge than the other women I’d discarded over time.


  I called my friend McLaughlin in.


  “About Ms. Linney?” I opened.


  “Yep, what do you need?” he asked, then before I could tell him, he went on, “this Kyle Studeman character. He’s bad news.”


  “That’s what I figured. I’d have you back off if it weren’t for him.”


  “So, you want me to keep her in my sights?”


  “For a while, though I doubt she’s going to do anything more than hibernate.”


  “Yeah, you picked the quiet type this time, Jack. Course, you never know about them quiet types.” He smiled knowingly.


  “She’s surprised us both, Mick. Just keep a distant eye on her, maybe even more an eye on Studeman. That’s who I’m really worried about.”


  “Gotcha! You got my last bill?”


  “Yes, I got your last bill. The check’s in the mail.”


  ***


  Some time later…


  I had a meeting at Jefferson Collage with the alumni planning committee working on the details for the new technology center. I was chairing, which made my presence mandatory. I flew in from Italy where I’d been negotiating with a small independent French producer casting two of my prime actors in a drama about a Mafia hit man meeting the love of his life. It was sure to rake in the bucks at the Christmas box office next year. However, I’d almost forgotten about the planning meeting when the reminder came in my email. I flew back to the States and swept into the college conference room with my handshake and smile ready.


  Then I quickly reviewed the documents that I’d drafted the month before, and once I had my thoughts in order, I turned around to the room full of selected alumni delegates, my eyes sweeping over the open faces to draw them in to my plans – a typical move. But as I made the cursory pass, my eyes caught sight of Rachel Linney staring directly at me. I couldn’t have been more surprised – although she’d never know that. I’m pretty damned practiced at keeping my cool in the midst of unexpected circumstances. I play the bluff awfully well, a good attorney does if he expects to outwit his opponent. The tactic comes in handy, especially when confronting one’s estranged girlfriend.


  Why the hell was she there? Was this a play for me? Or something more naïve, more bordering on a sweet, manipulative game? I couldn’t imagine her being this obvious, but perhaps I was misconstruing her presence. In any event, it wasn’t for me to make a move, I’d be as distant with her as I was to the other unknowns in the room and present the project as planned.


  The meeting was over and Rachel was milling about with several of the board members. She’d been a newly appointed member-at-large and I was left to wonder why.


  Her long hair was tied back in a ponytail away from her face, which seemed to glow unusually bright – a little flushed maybe. Her natural beauty caused me to stifle the feelings that were rising up. Obviously, what had drawn me to her before had not diminished. I wondered about her. Had she known that I was chairing the committee? Was it a slap in my face? A way to get close again? The questions kept rising up, leaving me unusually uneasy.


  I waited, playing her aloof game as I discussed the plans informally with the others on the committee who wanted to bend my ear about the project – and the next one that was already being conceived. You get rich and there were always plenty of people with a thousand ways to spend your money.


  Finally, the numbers in the room began to dwindle as I spoke with the college president, the portly Davis Ransom. Rachel remained on the other side of the room, engrossed in a conversation with one of the professors also on the board. As the two finally parted, she turned to me instantly catching my eye.


  I made my excuses to the president and waited as Rachel moved my way, a sheepish grin on her face.


  “You look great,” I said.


  “And so do you.” Friendly. Cordial. But not particularly oozing sexual warmth or innuendo.


  It had been three months. Perhaps life had changed for her more than I expected.


  “I’m rather surprised to see you here,” I said.


  “So, am I. Not my usual thing, is it? But sometimes duty calls.”


  Why did I get the feeling that there was much more behind her presence here than she was letting on?


  “Well, it’s certainly nice to see you.”


  “And you too, Jackson.” I could hear a bit of a strain in her voice. Holding back, maybe? Or saying what she really didn’t feel just to be polite?


  I didn’t have the time to find out. My cell phone ringing drew my attention and saved any more awkward conversation. I still wondered where that might have led. I would have welcomed an opportunity to quiz her further, but the call was important and took up the next ten minutes. By the time I turned back, she had left the room. As I was leaving the parking lot her car was already speeding out.


  The next committee meeting was ten days later, one I initially intended to miss. I’d got the project rolling and it could go on without me, but then I kept thinking of Rachel, wondering if she would be there, curious as much as anything. Having seen her had brought back the memories. The darkness in me ached for her; I was having fantasies like I used to have where my sadism reigned over this needy submissive.


  Oddly enough, when I thought I was going to be in New York, I found myself back in LA with plenty of time to make the meeting rather than call in my regrets.


  Rachel was there as I hoped she’d be. I’d come to the conclusion that her presence on the board had to have something to do with me; she wouldn’t have bothered otherwise. By her own admission, this wasn’t her game to play but mine.


  The same scenario took place as last time. A pleasant smile, a stilted conversation, however, this time no phone call when the conversation took an awkward turn. I called her bluff.


  “So tell me why you’re really here,” I asked, smiling broadly. “Alumni boards are just not a Rachel Linney thing.”


  She looked a little flustered, “Yes, you’re right,” she said, and she seemed relieved to admit that.


  “So—?”


  “Can we talk outside? Please?” she implored.


  “Sure.”


  We gathered our things and left the building, walking along the empty path toward the parking lot. It was dinner time and most of the student body was either eating or studying, which left this part of the campus eerily vacant.


  I watched her shudder, not from the cold; the air was warm, almost too warm to be comfortable. An unusually hot night for LA.


  She finally stopped walking and turned to me, rushing on anxiously as if she had to spit out what she needed to say or she’d lose her nerve. “Jackson, I need a night with someone. I need it hard. I need to have it hurt. I’m pent-up.” The fresh look on her face turned desperate. “I’m embarrassed to say this after I walked out on you, but it is the truth. I don’t trust strangers but I do trust you. I know you will probably turn me down and I’d understand that, but before I go running off to some public dungeon or grabbing the first guy that lures me on the Internet, I thought I’d ask.”


  “Why didn’t you just call me?”


  “I thought you were out of town. That you wouldn’t answer my call. I thought face to face would be easier, a neutral meeting place.”


  “That’s a lot of planning, to put yourself on the alumni board just so you could corner me.”


  “Have I cornered you?”


  I laughed. “Not exactly. I still see a number of available escape routes.”


  “But I am serious. Just yes or no. I don’t want to explain, I don’t want any entanglement, I just want it to be my masochist meets your sadist. If I need it again, I will go elsewhere, that I promise.”


  I should have said no. No self-respecting Dom would allow themselves to be manipulated that way, but the itch was in me…strong as ever, and the opportunity was right in front of me. I could vent what was pent-up in me – a lot that had to do with Rachel Linney. Was that fair to her? I really don’t know. But she had asked and I was in the mood. As long as she was right there before me, almost begging – how could I refuse?


  I made her wait long after I’d made the decision for myself. Staring her down seemed to set the mood between the two of us. The longer I stared into her simmering brown eyes, the more my psyche retreated into the hard persona of a Dominant male addressing the request of a subordinate, submissive female. The energy in me began to pulse with savage intent. I’m sure she could feel the change. In fact, I could visibly see her trembling, as if her legs were weak and her heart was racing a mile a minute. The longer I waited to speak, the more rattled she became and the more the feeling of Dominance took over.


  “You’re asking a lot, Rachel. For me to drop my life on the spur of the moment to attend to a need I could have been taking care of all along had you not walked out on me. Your ruse here is manipulative and awkward. In fact, it angers me so much that I find myself feeling a tremendous need to punish you right here without waiting until we retreat to a more neutral place.”


  Panic instantly appeared in her eyes.


  I chuckled darkly. “Don’t worry. I wouldn’t compromise you that way. I’m not that kind, but you certainly left the door open for it, didn’t you?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “I’ll agree to your proposal, but only if you let me have free reign.”


  “Oh, absolutely,” she rushed in.


  “Hush!” I barked.


  There were two students going by not far away, who couldn’t have helped but hear the harsh command, and if they looked, the way she shriveled back self-consciously.


  “You do as you’re told from now until I drop you back at your car, whenever that might be. No hesitation. No arguments. Is that perfectly clear?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  I stared for awhile longer before delivering my first order.


  “Go to my car and undress inside. I’ll join you shortly.” I pulled the keys from my pocket and handed them to her. I need to take a leak.


  Her essence was pure submission and pure fear; her eyes were filled with tears. But there was a glow about her, and a feeling in me that she’d ratcheted down her consciousness to that place where submissive women go. Seeing that, I figured we’d have a good night.


  When I returned to the car, she was inside, naked, her fingers nervously thrumming against the window frame. She was slumped down in the seat, making it harder for someone to have seen her should they have passed by this lonely section of the parking lot. The window glass was dark, so it would have taken some effort for a passerby to have even seen that she was there. But I could still understand her concern – which was exactly why I told her to strip in the first place. The first rule in a game of domination is to immediately take charge of the situation and put the submissive on alert. Since she asked me to do this, I had every intention of fulfilling my part of our bargain. I was glad that she had rightfully understood that covering herself with her clothes after she’d removed them would have pissed me off. Her breasts undulated as resplendent as I remembered them. Her pink nipples seemed to stiffen as her gaze met mine. I imagined that if I took a swipe high between her legs, I’d come up with wet fingers.


  When I climbed in, I sensed her relief. Though as she looked at me, I could see that she’d been breathing heavily; her eyes were heavily lidded and a little dreamy.


  “I hope I’ve already rattled you,” I said.


  “You have,” she admitted.


  I hardly needed her confirmation, but her speaking the truth made me smile.


  I pulled out of the parking lot and onto the main road leading toward the freeway, then sped toward a downtown destination that I’d just arranged for – in fact I’d made the call as I was walking back to the car from the restroom. I was surprised but pleased to find the old dungeon still in business.


  We wound about several streets in a dumpy area of central LA, then pulled into an alley where I stopped the car. I jumped out, moved around to the passenger door and, in broad daylight, motioned for Rachel to exit.


  “Here?” She looked at me aghast.


  “I said no hesitation,” I tersely retorted. “You hesitate another second, I’ll throw you out with your clothes and you can get yourself home without me.”


  This was enough of a threat to get her moving from the car seat and into the crook of my arm. With her nervously peering around to see if we were alone, we walked the meager five feet to the plain metal door where we’d enter the private dungeon.


  “You know, I should have parked at the entrance to the alley and really given you something to worry about.”


  With a weak smile she thanked me for not doing that.


  Going from the alley through the heavy door, we moved from daylight to night in seconds. The door closed behind us dropping us into a pitch black nothingness. Unlike the New York S M club, the space into which we moved was cool and empty, much like a empty warehouse, which it was, at least on the ground floor. Three flights up and through another door, we found the small club where Dominant men in need of a sadistic fix could come to play with their submissives, or barter for time with the regular girls that hung around waiting to be used. There was none of the electric excitement of the New York club, none of the pageantry in fetish clothes. Instead, there was an easy, erotic environment: softer music, Enigma rather than heavy metal, and the scent of incense impregnating the air. It was easy to imagine entering a opium den given the amount of smoke that gave the place its hazy glow.


  ‘Jack’s Backdoor’ (no relation to me), as it was called, had no restrictions on sexual activity – unusual for an S M club where there were often strict rules about intercourse – oral, anal or straight. In fact at Jack’s, it was presumed that sex was as much a part of the scene as was the S M. This was why I chose the place instead of the several other more public dungeons that might have worked as well for the hard punishment scene Rachel asked for. If she thought she’d get away from me without giving her body back in payment, she was kidding herself. Although I really didn’t think I’d have a problem using whatever orifice I liked once I had her worked up.


  It helped to think of her not as my girlfriend, or even my former girlfriend, but as a submissive prostitute. This was why I hadn’t taken her to the beach house or my condo in town, or even the office. The seamier location had better ambiance for what I had in mind, and would probably give her an extra thrill. There’d be no taking her in private, no intimacy, no affection, none of the perks that come with a relationship. This was what she wanted. By the time Rachel and I arrived there, I was as into the idea as she obviously was.


  No strings. No entanglement, as she put it. Just a beginning, an end, hard S M play and sex. That was it. The affair would be that brief.


  Jack’s Backdoor was one large room that had been partitioned off into open play spaces. No doors. No windows. And a maze of tall black walls leading from one play space to the next. Each had its own piece of equipment, the standard stuff: St. Andrew’s Crosses, pillories, suspension bondage, a wailing wall as the customers called the stone wall with its dangling chains, and one of the most elaborate spanking benches I’d seen anywhere. The same furniture designer that made the bench had also made a complicated rack that provided a number of ways a submissive could be positioned. It was that play space I chose for the scene with Rachel.


  Her eyes bugged out the minute she saw the strange wooden contraption. It looked like something directly from a Medieval torture chamber. The main part was made of adjustable wooden struts where the victim would lie back and be tied down with their arms stretched overhead. The struts were made so they could be angled at varying degrees, depending on a Dom’s intent. At the base of the rack, there was an extension to place the legs where they could be stretched as well. However, this extension could be removed so that the legs could be lifted and strung up overhead, bent down and tied to the base of the rack, or the knees bent and the legs tied down to open wide the crotch and make it readily available for the wicked schemes of the Dom in charge.


  Wasting no time, I shoved Rachel forward.


  Her voluptuous form moved forward, her firm breasts jiggling erotically, her skin starting to glow with perspiration. When she reached the rack, I felt between her legs, confirming the fact that she was wet. I let my hand glide over her rounded ass and along the curve of her hip, feeling her body quicken as she reacted to my teasing fingers. My hand slid down her anal crack and there was a sharp intake of breath as one finger moved against her anus. My cock was beginning to respond to the high degree of sexual energy that her hungry body radiated, but I couldn’t let that rule the scene.


  I backed away and barked the order: “On your back, arms up and over your head.”


  I had her spread-eagle in minutes and tightly secured to the wooden slats with leather straps that came in handy since I didn’t have any rope of my own. I adjusted the rack beneath her torso so that her breasts jutted toward the ceiling, then I clamped her nipples with pinchers that I then attached to strings dangling over a bar above. To the ends of the strings, I fastened heavy weights in order to stretch her breasts up taut. I could feel her suffer all the way to my groin where my cock throbbed with need.


  “You may regret this before the night is over,” I said in passing, as I let the second lead weight drop. Her heavy breast stretched up stiffly like the first, and I listened to her gasp. A frightened look appeared on her face, then several halting breaths followed until she calmed.


  I could tell she was worried that she wouldn’t be able to handle the pain.


  “You know, you could have asked for a safe word, Rachel. But it’s too late now. I get seriously sadistic from here. Would you like a bit in your mouth to bite down on?”
   She shook her head no, I imagine too scared to say a word.


  “Good girl,” I offered up the compliment then stood back to review the bondage.


  Her torso and lower back were securely fastened to the main part of the rack, that left her legs. At first I’d been unsure what I wanted to do with them: leave them spread wide and horizontal; bend them down – which would have made for a strenuous backbend – or lift them up, and either tie her ankles off to the beam above, or bend her knees and spread them wide.


  I opted for this last idea, and hastened to carry out my plan with more leather straps that had been built into the rack. My mind moved in fast forward, imagining what would come next…then after that…each scheme more diabolical than the last. However, reason suggested that I scale back my plans and remember exactly who it was that had placed themselves in my hands. She trusted me. And though I recognized a healthy degree of scorn rising up in my emotions – after all, she had walked out on me – I still cared for her. I even retained the hope that all was not lost, that our relationship might resume. It is not everyday that a sadistic bastard like me gets a second chance at a submissive masochist as desirable as Rachel Linney.


  Having finished the bondage to my liking I surveyed her carefully, while Rachel observed my studious scrutiny.


  “So, what’s it like to be vulnerable, Rachel? Really vulnerable? You can’t move a muscle. Your pussy and asshole are mine? You’ve given yourself to me and have no idea what I’ll do? What’s that like? How cruel will I be? Maybe you’d be better off in the hands of that other lover of yours? What’s his name now? Kyle, was it?” I bit off the question with a heavy dose of scorn.


  She was too petrified to respond.


  “Your breasts already aching?” I asked as I thrummed the strings attached to the nipple clamps. Watching her wince, I breathed in deeply, feeling a sadistic satisfaction course through me. I was just getting started.


  She nodded in response, but didn’t say a word.


  With borrowed toys, I began to work her over, first with a light leather flogger, delivering a series of blows mostly aimed at the area of her crotch, then I upped the intensity of the pain with a heavier flogger, a riding crop and finally a cane. She arched her back as much as she could, while the intensity of the hurt increased. She swallowed cries and vehemently shook her head, and endured every torment with a nearly stoic silence. She endured a lot longer than I expected she would, before she finally began to whimper in pain, and then scream as the cane came down at will against the tender flesh of her thighs, her taut breasts and the base of her ass.


  She brought a crowd to the play space that was eager to watch the torture of a sex slave. They witnessed her hurt, felt the fiery heat of my passion, and played their part in keeping my former girlfriend unsettled by their looming presence.


  Sometimes Rachel’s eyes opened on the expressions of undisguised lust around her. Though she didn’t know this, the crowd of fifteen was a respectful one, far more respectful than the wild one in New York, which had been just seconds from stampeding toward my pilloried submissive and taking her at will. If I had only given the word.


  These men and women had no such expectations. They hung back, ghoulishly so. I suppose some giving support as much as others upped the quotient of fright.


  I toyed with her, nothing too painful for the first half hour as I used tool after tool on her struggling body. I brought out the whimpering, the moans and screams that would come and go, but there was no sustained beating at this point and no sustained screaming. I wanted to feel her reactions and my own. I needed to set the mood, let her understand that this was no mere game we played. This was as real as it would get for her, as far as I could take her into the valley of submission where her mind had danced so often and with such merriment.


  But just toying with her was not the endgame of this night.


  After much foreplay had her gasping and my cock greedy for more, I finally stepped back and appraised her tightly stretched body as it strained inside the stringent bondage. Because she was recovering from a particularly vicious cut of the cane against her breasts, it took some moments for her breathing to return to normal. But still her body pulsed with life and want. Yes, I knew she wanted more, all that I dared to give her.


  Picking up a short cat made up of five maybe six falls, I let it dangle loosely in my hand as I circled the rack. Again, Rachel watched my every move as I made the calculated journey. Her nervousness increased and her breathing deepened, with her chest rising and falling with each breath. She may have been nervous and frightened to the core, but her arousal had not diminished. Finally I stepped into the space in front of her splayed out cunt and began to thrash her sex and ass in earnest. I thrashed her until the screams rose up in the air, until her hands became such tight fists that her white knuckles showed, until a wave of erotic energy moving through her body almost threw me against the wall behind me. As I came back on her again and again, an aggressively brutal catharsis worked its way through my spirit.


  Her screams charged the surrounding air, and her body shook with orgasm. I could only guess that her endorphins were fully engaged as she came despite, or perhaps, because of the pain. Her emotional catharsis would bring an end to the beating. Bu then, I knew she’d had enough and so had I. Even the repressed sadist hovering inside my soul asked for nothing more.


  I gathered my breath and watched as Rachel eased, then moved between her open thighs and pressed my crotch against hers.


  “Ohmydeargod!” she gasped. She threw her head back, which arched her back and thrust her groin hard against mine.


  Opening my pants, I pulled out my erection and impaled her pussy.


  I motioned two doms from the sidelines to come forward and present her with meat to occupy her empty mouth. Without wavering, she opened for them, her face eagerly moving back and forth, her lips wide, alternating from one to another. I, meanwhile, worked myself to a steady, fucking frenzy. All too soon, I was ready to come. With the two men shooting cum all over her face, I came inside her pussy, feeling her inner muscles bear down as I ejaculated. She was coming, too.


  No one had to ask the audience to leave. By the time I pulled out, we were alone. Even the two doms from the sidelines had disappeared into the maze of rooms beyond.


  “Clean my cock,” I told her, as I presented my flagging erection to her mouth, which was more than eager for the activity, even after giving so much to the other men.


  The scene ended with my undoing the bondage as systematically as I’d fashioned it. Although I began with her nipples and breasts, which had to have been giving her the most discomfort. Wave upon wave of release continued to move through Rachel’s body as her limbs and torso began to feel their freedom once again. I massaged where it was bound to ache, then finally lifted her off the rack, at which she immediately collapsed to the floor at my feet.


  Figuring that she needed a good ending as much as she needed all the rest, I clamped a collar around her throat, clicked a leash to the collar and let her crawl with me from the third floor dungeon down the two flights of stairs and back toward the alley.


  “I think you’d better walk now,” I suggested when we reached the door.


  “Yes, right,” said Rachel faintly.


  A dusky evening greeted us when I opened the warehouse door and we spotted my car parked just outside. She didn’t bother balking this time as we moved together. Perhaps her nakedness didn’t matter now. Certainly she’d hit the deepest subspace she’d ever reached.


  She refused to speak during the ride back to the college, so I let my mind drift until we found her car where she’d left it in the parking lot.


  “Maybe I should take you home. You don’t look all that together yet,” I suggested.


  “Oh, no, I’m fine.” She finally turned to me, smiling winsomely. “Really, I am. The house isn’t that far away.”


  “But maybe you want your clothes?” I suggested, when I caught her opening the door.


  “Oh, my yes,” she giggled and slammed the door, then reached into the backseat for her skirt and blouse. I watched as she slid her skirt up her hips and the red rash of welts disappeared from my view, then as she gingerly slipped her blouse around her shoulders. She winced, re-experiencing the soreness. “You really gave them quite a workout.”


  “That was my intention.”


  “It was. I know. Thank you, Jackson.” She impulsively kissed my cheek.


  “And has this cast out your demons?” I wondered aloud.


  The question made her slump back in the seat. “I don’t know. I really don’t know. But I know I needed tonight; I think more than I even knew.”


  Her dreamy face had its way with me, freshly drawing from me desires I could not escape. My reason kicked in during the seconds that followed and I started the car again. “Don’t open the door, I’m taking you home.”


  “But I’m fine, Jackson.”


  “Yes, I’m sure you are.” By that time we were at the exit of the parking lot. “But I’d rather be safe and drive you home. I’ll see that your car gets back where it belongs.”


  More silence followed until we reached her house.


  “Thank you again,” she chirped merrily as if we’d just been out for pizza. Then opening the door and gathering her purse, she hastily tucked her feet into her shoes. Hardly a sign now of what had taken place in the last two hours.


  “This is all you need?” I sought to confirm, as she slipped from my fingers one more time.


  “Yes. I promised I wouldn’t bug you again and I won’t. You’ve given me a lot, Jackson and I’ll always be grateful to you. But I think my fling with real time S M, with sexual submission… I think it’s run its course.”


  I found it difficult to believe that she could so quickly, in what? a half hour’s time, come to this bold and certain decision. If I expected a wistful smile and eyes full of tears to end our affair, I expected the wrong response from her. She seemed to have wrapped up her emotions in a tight package and tied it with a bow of nonchalance. At that point, I had no idea what she was really thinking, but as she slammed the car door, she slammed the door closed on any further conversation.


  I watched her until she disappeared inside the house, then pulled quickly out of her drive and took the freeway toward the beach house.


  It took nearly an hour before I arrived back in Malibu, plenty of time to think through the last few weeks, and, more specifically the last few hours. I was sure that my options with Rachel had not changed; my choices remained the same as when she walked out. I could wipe her off the map and move on, or I could draw her back to me, a possibility that remained open despite the cool indifference that ended our night. She may have needed her space after the deep submission that I’d demanded from her. I could easily accept that. She may have had mixed feelings, or mountains of thoughts to sort through – what women are so adept at. But I knew there was a good deal more going on inside her than simple glibly stated comments like ‘I think it’s run its course.’  Whether I wanted her back or not was not the point. She was shaken to her core. She’d asked for it and received what she desired and there would be no neat endings for Rachel Linney. She was every bit Marilyn Hayworth, a woman deeply rooted in a submissive persona, one she would not easily escape.


  As for me, I knew what I had to do. Decisions were never particularly difficult for me.





Chapter Eleven


  She was waiting for him. She would always wait. Of course, he’d created her being there, from the very first hint of seduction to the day he installed her in the attic he’d come to know as a sanctuary. She was always there in the diaphanous and erotic gowns, her eyes often looking out on the grounds of the old castle, at the flowers he’d planted for her down below and the pasture where the horses fed. There were stacks of books all around her, 19th century romances, gritty dramas, and thick histories of the world. There was every kind of food she loved. And beautiful music, CDs …but not the movies of the time, he didn’t want her feeling distressed because she couldn’t live in that world. She seemed to love the period pieces mostly. Perhaps that was because it was all that he provided for her.


  There was also the whipping post installed in the corner of the attic. Because he needed that. He needed to beat her in order to raise his lust  and his cock until he was ready to make love. She bore this well, with few screams and a smoldering passion that was his finest aphrodisiac. When making love, he would hold her down and draw her into his eyes as his erection banged into her hole for hours – so it seemed.


  He knew she must be pleased with her life because her body rose up and cried with him at the moment of crisis, delivering them to a physical bliss he cherished.


  Sometimes, though, he had to wonder about the times when they weren’t having sex. About the hint of sadness in her face. He had to wonder where it came from with a life as perfect as hers had become. Slave In the Attic, Marilyn Hayworth, 2006


  ***


  Rachel…


  The cool air in the valley was exhilarating after so much heat. I sat on my porch and drank a beer, reading Thomas Hardy, feeling myself nearly transported back in time. This was good therapy after the bizarre mishaps with Jackson. I felt like such a blushing fool before a man who obviously had little interest in me now. I’d played my hand and lost. And since then, I had kicked myself a hundred times for walking out on him. For making such a big stink about his investigations. And then for that ill-fated dungeon scene that I’d stupidly manipulated. I dared open my mouth and suddenly there I was swept away by a raging need I could not control. What I got was not what I really hoped for, not what I wanted. Yes, I needed the hard scene, the hurt, even the drama. All of that was perfect and every bit of my kinky self loved it. Jackson gave me exactly what I asked for. But he gave me nothing more. And that was the problem. He was far away, far inside himself and unwilling to bring out the familiar affection, the tenderness that made a hard scene so much more than just a sadist expressing cruelty.


  All this was my own fault…I’d blown it badly.


  Since my last wild night with Jackson, I’d poured over in my mind the argument in beach house, and then putting myself on the building committee, and the scene in that strange dungeon, as if I could somehow change what happened. But there was no way to change this mess. My silliness cost me. If only…how many times I said that, followed by, if only I hadn’t walked out in the first place… if only I’d been straight with him…If only I’d apologized…if only I’d let him take charge from there.


  I couldn’t remember when I’d so badly botched anything in my life. I mulled it through until I was so nauseated by the idea that it had driven me back to Thomas Hardy in an effort to take my mind off my mistakes, off my regret and my second guessing.


  The washer was broken and I hadn’t had time to buy a new one, so I decided to go down to the Laundromat at the bottom of the hill. The laundry had been piling up, and despite my blue funk I needed to get something done. I gathered my clothes into a basket, found the soap and then drove down, parking in front of the old brick building. The machines were old but they were well kept and the place was clean. It was well-lit in the early evening, plenty of people on the street as well as a few in the Laundromat I recognized from the neighborhood.


  All seemed safe, though it seemed awfully strange that I was actually noticing that fact, when I normally navigated the neighborhood around my home without thinking for a moment that I had anything to fear.


  Premonitions. Prickly feelings at the back of my head. A little dizziness. A squeamish gnawing in my gut, and goosebumps breaking out on my arms. Seemed so unnecessary, though very real. I began making furtive glances around me as I washed and dried my clothes, feeling suspicious of everything and every one. Several familiar faces finished their laundry, gave me pleasant nods and finally left with their baskets of clothes. Then it was just me and an older fellow who I knew lived in an apartment building just down the street. He was in the back of the Laundromat, carefully folding his socks with his back to me. I wouldn’t bother saying goodbye.


  With my laundry neatly folded, I laid my purse on the top, carried my keys in one hand, and moved with the basket in my other arm. Out the door, to the sidewalk and into the street, I unlocked the car door.


  I placed the laundry in the backseat, slipped in the front seat and started the car. Even as I pulled out of the parking space and was backing around, the feeling of foreboding had not disappeared. Then as if I were reading from a script in my mind, the car door suddenly opened behind me. I jerked, emitting a breathless shriek.


  Then something hard and cold was at my throat.


  I tried to scream, but not a sound came out.


  And I couldn’t see a thing.


  A flicker of something shiny made me think of a knife, its blade against my neck. Then nothing.


  I woke. The groggy fog of sleep was still with me. I think I was drugged since everything was fuzzy before my eyes, and I could barely see a thing. Eventually, the rough boards of a cabin began to emerge before my eyes, while the scents of pine, disinfectant and wood smoke became recognizable to my nose.


  My limbs ached but I couldn’t move them to stretch out. My mouth hurt. Damn, if it wasn’t taped shut!


  Jackson? My first thought.


  No, no not Jackson’s style. He could do what he damn well pleased, but pull a stunt like this? This scene didn’t smell or feel at all like Jackson Brandt.


  Perhaps that was what I wished for – a man as safe as Jackson Brandt just fulfilling fantasies I wrote about in my lusty books. But you don’t always get what you wish.


  Somewhere in the distance, I heard voices and the sound of shuffling feet, but nothing was distinct and everything seemed to vanish into my fuzzy thinking mind and lose itself for a long while. No putting two and two together, arriving at no concrete conclusion. I must have finally passed out…


  When I woke again, there were the voices, more distinct this time, and the feel of a cool breeze across my flesh.


  “Well, well, well, what do we have here, Rachel?” The voice faded in and out, but I recognized the speaker.


  My eyes shot open and I turned my head.


  Kyle!


  “Hi there, love.” He stared down at me. “You’re finally awake.”


  I started to rise, only to remind myself that I’d been securely bound to the bed beneath me. I was going nowhere.


  My mouth was still duct-tapped so that I couldn’t speak, except to make some ridiculous humphing noise that only seemed to please the asshole hovering above me.


  “You really look appealing when you’re so helpless,” he snickered like a schoolboy. “You always had one hell of a body! But damn, girl, you surprised me with this.” He reached down and grabbed the bare flesh at the bottom of my shorts. “This ass of yours. You in to kinky sex, or something?”


  I still couldn’t answer, and my fury only rose to a frenetic peak. I strained futilely against the ropes, delivering a frustrated and angry message through my flaming eyes.


  “So what is it, huh?” He ran a hand over the welts at the base of my ass, those I’d received just two days before during my parting scene with Jackson Brandt. “Did that fancy lawyer do this to you?”


  I shook my head no.


  “No, huh. Then who?”


  The prick seemed to want an answer, but he wasn’t smart enough to figure out that I couldn’t say a damn thing with the duct tape on my mouth.


  “Geez, Rach, if I’d only known. You and I could have been having some pretty nasty times.”


  Agitated evil seemed to pour from his eyes as he scornfully bantered with me. Banter…yes, though my part in this was no more than muffled protests.


  “I’ll tell you what, sweetheart. I’ll remove the tape if you promise you won’t start screaming. How about that?”


  I nodded, but he made no move to remove the tape.


  While he looked down, my sorry eyes begged him with all the passion I could muster. Maybe it was just my imagination, but he looked a little more crazed with every minute that passed. I could see this was going very badly. When Kyle started thinking, dangerous things started happening.


  Suddenly, his hand moved in and ripped the duct tape off my mouth.


  “Ouch!”


  “Ooo, so sorry,” he purred, but he didn’t mean it.


  “Kyle, what the hell are you doing!” I blurted out anxiously. “This is the stupidest…”


  That’s as far as I got. Before I could finish he hauled off and smacked my face.


  Then he got real serious, a definite scary scowl across his lips. “I said no screaming, Rachel! You got that? You got that?” His face, his lips got real close, right inside my space, so close I could feel his breath and smell the sour scent of beer.


  “Kyle, please,” I backed off my emotions in hopes of placating him. “This is all wrong. It is. You’re in a heap of trouble. You know you are. Whatever you’re doing, it’s all wrong. Please, let me go …”


  “Why the hell would I do something that stupid, Rach? I may be short on brains, but I’m not that bad.”


  “You’ve never been short on brains, Kyle. We both know that. But you’re going nowhere but downhill you keep this up.”


  “Downhill? Downhill?” his voice started to rise, laced with sarcasm and scorn. “I’ve hit bottom, Rach. I’m as far as I can go right now. There’s no place lower than where I am. So this is what you get. You get me desperate. Desperate for cash and you’re going to provide me with more than I ever wished for. That’s the sweet thing about my new plan.”


  “What new plan? What are you talking about, Kyle?”


  “Yeah, well wouldn’t you like to know?” He paced in front of me with an air of haughty confidence that would last about a minute.


  Scenes of me in that seedy, downtown hotel flashed before my inner eyes. I saw it happening all over again, the emotions of shame and despair ripping through me as fresh as they were during those terrible days. “Oh, Kyle no! You wouldn’t make me…not again…”


  “Hey, don’t get yourself in such a twit, Rach, I’m not going to prostitute you. This is a much better plan. You get to sacrifice yourself for your old pal Kyle.”


  “Sacrifice? What do you mean ‘sacrifice’?”


  “You mean you can’t guess? You always played so fucking naïve, even though you wrote all those nasty books. But now we know, don’t we? You were a player in the S M game. That’s going to fit perfectly into my plans. I couldn’t have scripted it any better. There are guys who will pay a lot for a pretty face like yours, for a wet twat and knockers as big as these hefty boobs.” He grabbed a breast and twisted. “Look what I have to offer them now? Look at this hot ass. You just upped the purchase price, honey.”


  I cried as the blade of his knife began to cut away my shorts and t-shirt, showing him everything that I had to hide from my scene with Jackson. He’d already seen enough to know about the masochistic side of me I’d hidden from him, and everyone but Jackson. My breasts were covered with red marks from the riding crop and there were welts and deep bruises showing prominently on my inner thighs and ass. He fingered them gingerly now, as if in awe.


  “So, Rachel really wants to be beaten…” his voice filled with glee


  “Kyle, please,” I moaned. “Please… this is all wrong.” Renewed attempts to wrench from the confining ropes proved as useless as before.


  “No, I think this is right, very right. In fact it’s going to turn out better than I ever imagined. You realize what a valuable prize this makes you?” I could see the gears working in his razor sharp brain.


  “Kyle, please, you loved me once…”


  “Love?” He turned wistful for about three seconds then abruptly stopped with another scowl. “No. Kyle can’t love anybody. Kyle’s a loser, a gambler, a cheat, and now to add to my list of accomplishments, a trader in white flesh to rich men.”


  Hearing this, anything else I might have said crowded in my throat and went no where. Tears flowed. He was mad. Then dead serious. I could feel my life beginning to slip away…


  Suddenly his face broke out with that big, goofy surfer grin I fell in love with years before, when he was riding high on the back of his big dreams. “Don’t worry, Rach. We’re going to have fun before you have to go away. Lots of fun. I’ve never beaten a woman’s ass. Never. But I can now cuz I got you! You don’t know how many times I read your books and wondered? And you, you just kept denying the truth. You sure it wasn’t that lawyer? He looks like the sadistic type. Yeah, I bet it was him that made you live what you write about.”


  He must have seen a look of recognition in my face, somewhere amongst the frightened tears, because he came right back with a knowing expression as sane and rational as I’d ever seen from him.


  “I got it right, didn’t I? Yeah,” he nodded. “I got it right about you, Rach. I knew all along, I just didn’t know how to get to you on that level.”


  So pleased with himself for his find, he walked away, across the cabin to the front door. He left it opened when he went out, and the smell of cigarette smoke floated in on the pine-scented breeze.


  ***


  I slept, only to be awakened by Kyle rampaging his way through the cabin. I had yet to eat and just one bottle of water to drink. I have no idea how long I’d been there because I kept passing out. But my lucid moments seemed to be more frequent and longer lasting, which made it reasonable to guess that the drugs were finally passing through my system.


  Kyle had let me up to pee in a bucket, but just once, when I was really groggy. When he wasn’t taunting me, he left me alone. This time, when his attention turned toward me, his eyes got strange again, then they passed over me, and it looked as though he was going to get something to eat. Once the half-crazed moment passed, I had to ask:


  “Kyle, please, I need to pee.” He didn’t respond. “Kyle, please.”


  “Yeah, yeah, I heard you.” He sauntered toward me. “You gotta pee, so why don’t you just pee the bed. That should really get you off. You like humiliation, don’t you, Rach?”


  “No, it’s gross and it won’t get me off.”


  “No? I don’t believe that,” he snickered.


  Then to my surprise, he untied the ropes, pulled me to my feet and dragged me to the door. I was totally naked with my hands tied behind me and a rope lassoed around my neck, with plenty of slack in the long length for me to make it into the woods while Kyle held on to the other end while standing on the cabin’s front porch.


  “So, go pee,” he said and he pushed me to the dirt.


  The need was huge. I could barely hold it any longer, so I scrambled up and made it to the edge of the wooded area where I squatted down behind a tree as best I could. I’m not sure why I bothered with the modesty. I was already naked and as far as I knew, it was just Kyle and me at the cabin. Almost before I finished, however, I felt a tug on the rope that almost made me gag. Struggling to my feet I returned to see Kyle laughing as he pulled me back to him.


  “Don’t you look pretty, my naked beauty?”


  He ran into the yard, jerking me around and laughing as he did. Then suddenly two other men I hadn’t seen before emerged from behind the cabin. The voices from the previous night?


  “You remember what I told you?” Kyle shouted to them exuberantly.


  There was a gangly blond man with a smooth face who looked hardly more than twenty. Kyle called him Jeff. The other man was Gris, older, dark-haired and firmly built, with muscled shoulders and a hard expression. He brought out a riding crop with a loose tasseled end, and came after me like he would come after a horse he planned to break.


  The crop struck and I ran to get away.


  “That’s it! Run, honey!” the crazy Kyle called after me, laughing.


  I ran, feeling frantic and scared, feeling the rips of the crop against my back and the back of my legs. But I could only go so far before the neck rope bounced me back and I was off in another direction trying to avoid the glaring man with the nasty crop.


  “Let her off, let her run, let’s see how far she gets?” the blond man finally suggested.


  With the scene suddenly on freeze-frame, I looked back to see Kyle’s brain working again, frenetic and hurried. “Yeah, I think she’ll like that game.”


  He moved toward me and I backed away, but there was no where to go with the man’s evil trained on me. He removed the rope and started slapping at me. Then the blond man came after me with a switch, and the hunky fellow with his riding crop. The laughing Kyle, like he was all doped up, kept close behind them watching as the two men whipped me into the woods. I ran fast for a while, dodging the punishment. The cuts I took were mean and vicious but sporadic, across my ass and back and even my belly and hips. They finally had me cornered in a brushy area that was so filled with thorny brambles that it would be dangerous to venture further. I slumped down on the forest floor and tucked my head inside my arms, crying for my life, or for someone’s sanity to kick in.


  The beating stopped for a moment, though I had every reason to believe that it would pick up soon. I could only hope that the two men would have some compassion for what I’d already suffered.


  “Aw, would ya look at that? She just can’t go on any longer,” Kyle mocked me.


  I peered up though my blurry eyes, praying.


  “Enough of the games, Studeman, put her on the whipping post and lets see what kind of masochist she really is.” The gruff voice of the dark-haired man chilled me to the bone.


  He nudged me with the crop and brought me to my feet. Then he marched me back to the cabin, striding behind me and poking me all the way.


  A tall post where hides were hung to dry became the whipping post they needed for their task and the dark man took over. His steamy, focused, almost erotic heat was so different from the insanely frenetic Kyle that I found my emotions momentarily soothed. Kyle, meanwhile, seemed to have burned out and was content to watch while the two men strung me up by the hands, with my front side into the tall post, my back open and vulnerable to their attack.


  “True masochists get off on this, Studeman,” Gris said. He ground a cigar between his teeth, spitting tobacco juice into the dirt. “Let’s see what this one does.”


  I looked back to see him moving away from me slowly, then he turned around with a braided cat o’ nine tails dangling from his hand, falling loosely into the dirt.


  “Oh, please,” I turned back to the post, tucking my head into the hard wood as the first lash from the cat splashed across my upper back. More followed, the pace steady and not as hard as I knew the man could deliver. I groaned, having no fear of showing my distress if that would play to their sympathies. Although I had little hope for that, there was no triumph in tightening down my responses. After a few stinging thwacks, my breathing shortened and my distress rose. He let me rest a moment, then started in again, and then again until my shoulders were throbbing. At that point, he changed his aim, focusing on my ass for a long while, and then my back and shoulders again. Sometimes I felt the fiery heat go straight to my crotch, and without realizing it I began to grind my crotch into the whipping post.


  My erotic response became Kyle’s vindication. He moved in on me when Gris paused, and pressed his groin into my ass. I could feel his throbbing erection at the crack of my behind.


  “C’mon, Rach, push back. Show me, slut. You’re fuckin turned on!” He ground himself into my nakedness, reaching around with his hands and squeezing my breasts until they hurt.


  “Off her, Studeman!” Gris finally shouted. “I’m not done.”


  Oddly enough, Kyle obeyed.


  Was I blessed or cursed by this? I didn’t know. Gris was like Jackson: deliberate and focused with the punishment. He was most of all sane, while Kyle was not. Kyle’s touch was as hot as a burning ember, and just as frightening. Gris I believed I could trust.


  The punishment came raining down again, harder than before and enough to make me rant and scream. But he eased off, too, when my psyche could absorb the fierce sensations and turn them into something more than pain. He was right. Kyle was right. They saw with their own eyes the woman I truly was. The masochist in me fucked the whipping post until my cries of passion were unmistakable.


  Gris was the first to use me, with his cock spearing my pussy while I was still tied up. His style was simple: Grab my cheeks and rut like an animal until my cunt was dripping with his juices. He pulled out, leaving me to an eager Jeff who did pretty much the same, though his cock was longer and went deeper into my spasming love hole.


  Kyle wanted something more from me. He left me to dangle from the whipping post as I recovered from the abuse. My body languished against the hard wood, finding little to soothe it, though one corner of the post wedged between my labia and my clit provided enough direct stimulation for me to get off.


  Without the men close by, I let the sensations build and the fantasy overtake me, the spirit of the woods, the nakedness and my desires led me, until I was rutting against the post as vigorously as Gris had rutted in my pussy. I groveled shamelessly unable to stop a physical need I could only satisfy one way.


  I was just seconds from feeling the orgasm crash through me when the lunatic Kyle pulled me off.


  “No you don’t, slut!” He gave my ass a stinging smack, then unhooked the ropes that held my hands above my head.


  Dragging me into the cabin, he pushed me to the bed and climbed on above me, hovering for a good long while. He let his crazy essence wash over me again until I was filled with him. Fear, panic and desire warred inside me, while his wild determination took charge. I was swept up in emotions that were both frightening and so rich with promise that I found myself responding. I would have even begged him if he hadn’t started fucking me. But there was no need to beg. Kyle was taking me hard, in a scene that was so reminiscent of the past that I almost forgot where we were, the perilous circumstances, or even the exact point in time. I was in the past, fucking Kyle as we fucked then. The same frenetic power, the same exuberance, the same wonder reaching deep in me, perhaps deeper now. So many of my secrets were no longer hidden. I was free to feel all that aroused me – the risk, the physical heat, the pain, even Kyle’s crazed emotions.


  He came hard, still propped up on his arms and banging me from above. His eyes were closed, for once a dreamy expression on his lips. For just a moment, I thought this insane scene might be the end of my nightmare. Maybe this was all they wanted from me and Kyle would let me go. I could only pray that was true.


  Finally, he slumped down against me, his body warm and soothing against my skin.


  But within seconds, I heard Gris’s deep voice.


  “Get her tied up, Studeman. You get casual with this one and she’s gone.”


  Like I would take off naked through the woods? The idea hadn’t occurred to me until I heard Gris voice his worries. Maybe this was my only option.


  But before I could form an escape plan in my mind, the thick hemp had me in its hold again. They gave me a little slack this time so I could move around and pee in a bucket, but otherwise, I was their captive, waiting for what came next.





Chapter Twelve


  The leather harness fit tightly against her body, under her clothes, of course. She wore it daily like she might a corset, but this garment so reeked with the scent and feel of sexual submission that there was no escaping the message it conveyed to her. Even her thoughts were swept up in the reality of her life as Gunnar’s slave. Every moment of her life, the leather straps made their presence known. In the boardroom, on coffee dates, a trip home to see her family, or a shopping trip in New York, the harness guided every thought, every action, every emotion.


  Sophie’s Surrender, Marilyn Hayworth, 2003


  Rachel…


  The intense scene at the whipping post seemed to satisfy my captors and they left me alone for the next several hours.


  I heard them whispering long into the night, while they thought I was sleeping. I strained to hear their voices and lost much of the conversation, but I got the gist of their scheme and I knew that my life had come to a rotten end. Kyle had plans to sell me, and made allusions to that fact when he spoke with me. Just veiled illusions. Vague, mocking threats. Gris didn’t like his leaking the plans, but Kyle being Kyle, followed no one’s rules and just brushed off the gruff man’s complaints.


  I learned as I listened that there were men scheduled to arrive the following afternoon. They’d been delayed by a tropical storm, but would be able to make the ‘purchase’ as planned, long as the ‘goods’ – meaning me – were in order. I shuddered to think where I’d be in twenty-four hours or the day after or a week later. I extrapolated all the way to the following year. Even the scenarios that I imagined for my books could not match in intensity of the terror that rampaged through me as the reality of my real life plight hit home. I didn’t want to be bartered or sold! I wanted my life back!


  The men finally broke up their meeting and collapsed on couches and the one easy chair inside the cabin. Minutes later, I heard the sounds of their snoring. While they slept, I cried softly, my fears rising as I frantically searched my mind for some means of escape.


  Then nothing – I must have cried myself to sleep and remained lost there until from somewhere inside my restless dreaming, I heard the sound of barking dogs. Then an explosive pop as the door to the cabin was ripped from its hinges.


  My eyes opened to a room still bathed in darkness, though the sounds around me were telling.


  Rescue?


  It took a long time before my conscious mind came back into focus, and when it did, I was in the back of a vehicle, driving through the winding mountains downward, across switchbacks that had me almost rolling off the seat where I’d been unceremoniously dumped.


  Rescue? Another abduction? There wasn’t a clue in sight to inform me.


  If it were a rescue, I would have thought the men who took me from the cabin would say something to ease my fears. But there wasn’t a word spoken, just a pair of strong arms lifting me out of one nightmare and into the next.


  What happened to Gris and Jeff and Kyle, I had no idea.


  Jackson…


  I would have been far happier to have found Rachel before they had the chance to use her. But Kyle Studeman was slipperier than I figured. For some reason, the information gathered on the man failed to include that he was a bonafide genius. There were clues that he knew he was being tailed and he’d found a way to slip our nets. At least slip them briefly. His trail was picked up almost by accident and not a moment too soon. One of McLaughlin’s boys had stopped at a mountain diner and made a few inquiries that proved revealing.


  While the two accomplices were never found – they must have split the moment McLaughlin raided the cabin – Kyle practically gave himself up. He hung around a little too long, maybe he couldn’t let go of what he had. I suggested to the police they might want to lock him in the psycho ward. Just a lay person’s assessment, but I think I was pretty much right on.


  Rachel was found on a bed, huddled in the corner of the cabin, naked, chained and roped so she would never have freed herself on her own. I didn’t see her for several hours, until she was brought down the mountain, where my helicopter met McLaughlin’s SUV. It was too noisy for much conversation, but as I carried her from the car to the copter, I held her tight to me.


  “Everything’s fine now, Rachel, you’re going home,” I kept telling her without hearing a response. I did sense her body lighten, as if the tension of the last two days was finally passing through her system.


  When we finally reached her little house, I put her to bed.


  She kept assuring me, “I’m okay, Jackson,” at least a dozen times. Then after some time, she added, “They did no more to me than what you’ve done.”


  This settled badly and I looked at her incredulously. “You mean I’ve terrorized you, kidnapped you and threatened your life?”


  “No, no, no! I didn’t mean that!”


  “But they did rape you, didn’t they?”


  There were tears in her eyes. “Yes,” she finally said.


  “And did you get off?”


  A painful question, but one I might as well ask; it would have to surface eventually.


  She nodded and then withdrew inside herself, saying only, “I’m going to be okay, Jackson, I promise.”


  “We’ll let the doctor decide if you’re okay,” I told her.


  The doctor arrived a short time later and checked out the obvious wounds, finding nothing that might not have been suffered in any dungeon scene. After he pronounced her physically sound, I thanked him, let him out and returned to Rachel’s bedroom.


  She was already drowsy from the sleeping pills the doctor gave her. The time for questions was over. I was tired too, though I planned to sit with her a while. I couldn’t leave her alone, not yet. It was six am and there was a trying day ahead.


  When we finally woke up it was nearly noon. I was stiff from sleeping in the chair beside her bed. She was stiff from being confined in a cabin and shackled for nearly forty-eight hours. That didn’t take into account the abuse the men rained down on her body. If it had been me that had abused her, it would have been for sexual thrills and she would have understood that from the start. I would have ignored her discomfort after the fact. But this was very different. Against her will, sending her to terrifying places that scared even me. What her mind made of the abduction and incarceration would determine how she’d survive it. Although she’d been full of assurances before she finally slept, I knew she was ignoring the real emotional trauma of the last three days.


  On rising, I made her something to eat, which she hungrily gulped down, along with several steaming cups of coffee.


  “I’m okay, Jackson,” she assured me again as we were sitting across from each other at her dining room table.


  I studied her a while, unsure what to say, then finally, “Don’t gloss over what you feel. This wasn’t an S M scene, this was an act of violence against you that you did not agree to.”


  “But my body…my body doesn’t lie. I know what I felt.”


  “Your body is just your physical response. It’s what’s in here,” I placed my hand between her breasts, “that I worry about. Allow me to be worried, Rachel. And allow yourself some time to heal. Because you do need to heal.”


  She thought about this a moment then grabbed another piece of toast, which she slathered with fresh raspberry jam. “Jackson, you were still having me followed, weren’t you?”


  “Yes, I was. I knew enough about Kyle Studeman to be afraid of him. And it’s a damn good thing I did.”


  “Thank you.”


  Thank you. It felt good to hear those words. And no hesitation, nothing but simple gratitude.


  “I mean it, Jackson. Thank you. I don’t know what would have happened…”


  “Better not to think about that.”


  “He was going to sell me. Kyle was going to sell me!” like she couldn’t believe what she was saying. “I heard them talking…I would never have seen this again…my life gone…” she stared around her house as her voice drifted away and her eyes filled with tears…she was coming undone before my eyes. I wanted to take her, console her. “I’ll always be grateful to you.”


  I took her hand in mine and held it for a time. Then she broke down sobbing and I pulled her into my arms where she stayed a long while.


  Rachel revived when the detectives arrived to grill her further about the abduction. The questions were tough but fair and she managed to get through the interview without breaking down. After they left, we watched a Will Farrell movie – she needed to laugh and so did I – then we drank beer and ate pizza for supper. It almost seemed like a date, but it wasn’t that at all, just an interlude between the horror of those last days and finally needing to say goodbye. Goodbye was inevitable. I couldn’t stay forever, and it was too soon to suggest more from our relationship. And yet, having her so close to peril taught me some important lessons.


  “I don’t feel good about leaving you here alone,” I finally told her. “How about I spend the night on your couch.”


  “I have a guest room.”


  I shook my head.


  “I guess it’s a male thing in me. I need to guard the door.”


  She laughed. “I don’t think there will be anyone else trying to kidnap me, Jackson.”


  “I wish I believed that were true. You know, Kyle was the only one the police caught.”


  “Oh, but the others wouldn’t dare!” She sounded far more confident than I was.


  “Just the same…”


  I bedded down on her couch, sleeping restlessly. I peeked in on her about two am to find her sleeping deeply. I counted that a good thing. She was still exhausted.


  In the morning our rapport was pleasant but cool. We drank coffee, ate breakfast, then I figured it was time for me to leave.


  “I can stay,” I told her. “A few days if you need. Or you can stay at the beach house. That might be an even better idea.”


  “No, no. I need to stay here. Maybe I’ll invite my sister over for a few days. That would be a nice surprise for her.”


  “You’re sure?”


  “Yes, I’m sure.”


  I mulled the next question for a little while. In fact, I’d mulled it all night to the point that I had to ask, too stupid not to.


  “You still have the fantasies in you, the desire?”


  She looked at me a long time and seemed hesitant to answer. But I saw deeply what was there, what she wasn’t saying, what was in her haunted eyes.


  “I don’t know, Jackson.”


  I nodded. I had all I needed to know.


  “I will check in on you, Rachel. And that’s a promise.” I tried being the loving dominant and it seemed to work. At the door, her eyes filled with tears again, and she gave me a big hug, as if she didn’t want me to leave.


  “You need anything you let me know. You promise me?”


  “Yes, I will.” She smiled.





Chapter Thirteen


  When Duncan split he left a huge hole in her life. She hated him. But she was uncertain what she hated more – Duncan, or her life without him. There was the collar and the cuffs on her dressing table, unused now, although she refused to put them away. She needed to look at them and remember the times they’d ringed her throat, her wrists, her ankles, and kept her safe within their firm embrace. Was it silly to keep them so close by, to remind herself of the erratic, quixotic Duncan the sadist who had been her life for thirteen years? Since she was eighteen. What a long time together. What a lot to lose.


  The day that she finally looked at the cuffs and didn’t feel a queasiness in her stomach, she gave them a second glance and wondered why she’d let them gather dust for so many weeks. With a flick of the hand, they were in the trash can beside the bed. The housekeeper would be in the room to toss them out before she returned home later that afternoon.


  Duncan’s Chattel by Marilyn Hayworth, 2004


  ***


  Rachel…


  I took a leave of absence and went up the coast to my friend Diane’s in San Luis Obispo. The days were glorious and warm, the nights cool, and it was easy to mend in a place that was so beautiful and so pristine. I shuddered to think of the mountains, the pine scent, the tall trees. Would I hate them forever? I wondered. I hoped not, but I wasn’t yet ready to take a trip back to those savage wilds.


  When I finally returned home, my sister Vickie stayed with me for two weeks, just long enough to keep me company and then finally piss me off. I really didn’t have to kick her out. By the time she’d worn out her welcome, she had a new boyfriend who was ready for her to move in. While she was there, I listened to her go on about her romantic struggles, doing nothing to stop her. It made it easier to forget the lunatic Kyle and Jackson Brandt.


  I called Jackson when I returned from San Luis just to say I was doing fine. He seemed interested, but the call was interrupted, like so many with him were. I had no way of knowing if his interest in me was anything more than that of a protective friend.


  Weeks after the kidnapping, with so little from Jackson to whet my appetite, I turned my attentions elsewhere, while still fully aware that the seeds of masochism and submission had not played out in my life. It had been the question that burned in Jackson’s mind on the day following my rescue, the one I couldn’t answer at the time. I think I knew the answer then, although I was reluctant to admit that to Jackson or myself.


  I doubted that Jackson and I would ever be together again – at least sexually. I was no longer interested in setting up some scene where I appeared out of the blue at alumni planning meetings. My days of subterfuge were over. So were my days on the building committee.


  I was pretty shocked, however, when I received an invitation to a party that I knew Jackson was likely to attend. Dale Harmon was a partner in his law firm and another Jefferson alum. Our paths had crossed enough for me to know that he was newly divorced, and probably as straight as an arrow kind of man.


  I accepted the invitation, as curious as I was surprised to receive it. And I didn’t hesitate to tell him so.


  “I don’t know, you just seemed to pop into my head when I needed a date for the party. I knew that you and Jackson were no longer dating, so why not?”


  “Yes, why not?” I agreed. It seemed innocuous enough after that explanation, and likely not a strain on me. Dale would be polite and respectful, that much I knew.


  I wore the dress that Jackson bought at Pandora’s Boutique to replace the one that washed into the ocean on our first date. I admit that it reeked of him – nothing physical, just the exhilarating memories of his dominance. They seemed to pour into me as I dressed, and I had to wonder if it was foolish of me to have chosen the dress in the first place. But I really had nothing else to wear that seemed suitable for the occasion, and thus, along with the stunning black dress, I wore a mantle of submission into my night with Dale Harmon.


  As I expected, Jackson was at the party with one of his starlets on his arm. He was plenty surprised to see me with Dale.


  “Don’t you look fashionable tonight?” he said as he eyed the dress with a look of recognition. I detected just a bit of annoyance, as if I wasn’t supposed to wear the dress unless I was with him. Well, to hell with Jackson Brandt! There was a new woman in me, who as I navigated my way through the glittering Hollywood party realized just how far I’d come in the past months. There were jitters, but hardly the self-depreciating attitude I’d had on my first date with Jackson.


  A couple hours into the party, Jackson finally found me alone on my way to the restroom.


  “The dress is perfect on you,” he said, his delivery curt, almost to the point of cutting.


  “Why so cold?” I wasn’t feeling particularly submissive at the moment and the question came out accusingly.


  He fired right back. “More cold than usual, you think?”


  As simple as the comment was it had the effect of disarming me. Likely it was his eyes, the way he stared at me so incisively. I’d be glad not to be on the witness stand in his courtroom. Though my confidence had been buoyed by the invitation from Dale and the man’s respectful attention to me, just two minutes with Jackson Brandt and I felt it all disappear. “I guess I don’t know what’s usual with you and what’s not. I think I’d better go.”


  “Yes, you wouldn’t want to keep Dale waiting.”


  Jackson’s date suddenly burst on the scene and grabbed him by the arm.


  “There you are!” the little nymph squealed. He didn’t give me a glance back, not a single look then or for the rest of the night. Meanwhile, my confidence continued to flag, and my nerves were shot by the time Dale dropped me at home.


  All that Jackson Brandt had meant to me came roaring back in the night that followed and I hardly got any sleep. I was obsessed and I was horny, but I’d be damned if I’d ‘come’ to the potent memories of Jackson that would just not leave me alone.


  ***


  “I’m flying to Italy next Thursday for a film festival. I’d love for you to join me.” Jackson called me at the college, while I was in my office speaking with a student.


  He couldn’t have been more warm and pleasant, what an amazing turnaround from the party weeks before.


  “Well, geez, you surprised me!” I looked up at Denny Brown, wishing the sad sack kid wasn’t there, but he was and it would be wrong for me to send him away. The kid needed help getting through my class, or he’d end up kicked off the swim team.


  “Can I call you back, Jackson, I’m with someone?”


  “Just say yes, and you won’t have to call me back.”


  “But I—?”


  Rachel, please don’t throw out a bunch of silly excuses. In fact, why don’t I just make the decision for you. I’ll call you early next week after I’ve booked the flights and made reservations. It would be lousy of you to turn down Italy after we’ve shared so much.”


  “Okay, all right,” I found myself saying, just because no matter how much I balked, I eventually would do what Jackson Brandt asked. I wasn’t over him enough to turn him down. After all, this was Italy. Just the thought of it and Jackson were enough to turn me on after a long dry spell.


  I managed to get through the session with Denny, then once he left, I felt myself weirdly giddy. I couldn’t believe that I’d actually agreed to go to Italy! And what had I committed myself to? What did the invitation imply? Were we starting anew or picking up where we left off? This was too much to process.


  Was I a fool to go? Or did I intuitively believe the trip really was the right thing to do?


  ***


  A week later…


  Italy had been like a honeymoon – but without the wedding. Italy does that to the romantic spirit. We were close and making love and acting like newlyweds. Jackson was typically dominant. He had his agendas and I followed submissively along with his plans. But I could hardly complain. Everything was to his luxurious standards: the hotel, the food, the clubs in the evening, the exquisite venues where we dined in the open air and by moonlight. It took less than forty-eight hours to find myself in love with him again. The rest of that opening week just firmly established my place with him as his dutiful and very submissive lover. Sometimes the sex was hard and rude, Jackson liked to slap me around, or let loose with a whip or paddle, both of which aroused me as we both knew they would. Sometimes, he’d be as tender as a lamb, though his passion never failed him and never failed to turn mine on.


  For all our kinky sex play in private, I had no expectation that Jackson would make our affair a public thing. Those friends of his we might have seen for drinks or dinner knew only that I deferred to him. Perhaps without fully understanding the dynamics that ruled our relationship, they knew that we were happy with Jackson in charge and my taking a surrendering role to his naturally dominant personality. I doubt that the relationship looked any different than the ones he had with other women. Jackson was known for being consistent.


  This was a working vacation for Jackson – in part. Negotiations for several actors and movie properties were in their final stages, and sometimes drew his attention away from me. That was fine; I occasionally needed a break from the man in charge. I’d shop, walk the streets of Milan or Rome, or go down to the hotel spa for a massage.


  But when we finally reached Venice, the routine changed dramatically. Jackson was more involved with his job and I saw him less. I used the time to read in the hotel gardens, or browse the quaint shops. There was, however, an important dinner scheduled that I was expected to attend. I assumed that those attending were business friends, but I actually didn’t know. They might have had something to do with Jackson’s judging at the film festival.


  Beginning in Milan, Jackson had been enforcing a submissive protocol on me. It was just a private game we played – again nothing overt, just a few orders I was to follow that would discreetly keep me in a submissive subspace regardless of where we were. I was not unfamiliar with what he outlined. Reaching all the way back to The Story of O and appearing several times in my books, there were specific rules that were to ensure an attitude of surrender. Wear no underwear; sit only with my naked ass on a chair or sofa; keep my legs open and never crossed; and deferentially gaze down in the company of other people. I was also to keep my lips slightly parted as if I were about to open my mouth for sex. I might have found these practices quaint, but the fact was, I’d never been subject to the protocols, not in real time, only in my dreams. Still, I found myself fitting into the scheme with surprising ease. The more I followed these observances the more ingrained they became. Perhaps that was because I’d been softened up with the old world climate of old world Italy. Perhaps my nature had drawn me back to a time when women were expected to be subservient to men.


  When we reached Venice, Jackson let me know that he expected me to continue observing the protocols without regards to the occasion.


  “I don’t think that will be a problem,” I blushed as I spoke. Just the idea of my secret observances kept me perpetually horny, which was exactly what Jackson wanted.


  This all seemed so second nature after just a week, and yet, as instilled as these practices had become, and as much as I knew that Jackson kept a furtive but close eye on me, when it came to the important dinner with his associates, I suddenly failed him. I did not raise my skirt when I sat down to dinner, and until my failure was later pointed out, I’d completely forgotten about that basic rule.


  I’d worn no panties that night, as usual. But I was so swept up in the vibrant personalities that were joining us for dinner, that it didn’t even phase me when I sat down leaving my bottom covered. The scarlet dress I wore was perhaps the most alluring and sexy of any that Jackson had bought me. I already felt reasonably unveiled with so much of my décolletage bared – almost to my nipples. I expected that any minute they’d pop right out of the dress’s tight-fitting bodice. The slightly flared skirt would have allowed me to raise it without being particularly obvious, but still, I just plum forgot.


  The conversation during dinner breezed along easily. I did more listening than I did speaking, but I managed to hold my own when asked a direct question. The evening continued pleasantly and I was feeling somewhat tipsy from the wine. However, I’d become so engrossed with the fascinating guests around me that I didn’t notice when Jackson suddenly morphed from congenial host to haughty bastard.


  He brought me up short with his slightly raised voice, drawing the attention of the entire twelve at the table.


  “Rachel!”


  He had to repeat himself.


  “Rachel!”


  “Yes, sir,” I finally looked away from the man who was sitting next to me. He’d been introduced to me as movie producer Senor Franco. But now my eyes were on Jackson’s cold and unwavering face.


  “We’ve been here over an hour and still you forget?” he spoke to me with amazing arrogance I’d not heard in a long while.


  “Forget what?” I unthinkingly responded. Only then did I take a moment to figure out what he meant. But my head was in a daze. My face hot and throbbing. I really had no idea what this was about. In another few seconds my elation over the lovely evening would completely disappear as a frightening horror story began.


  “Your dress, Rachel. The protocol. Or did you think that tonight would be an exception?”


  The truth hit me in the face at last. “No, sir.” Bowing my head, a deep blush crawled up my neck and burned me to my ears. All the fancy dressed-up Italian ladies and gentlemen had their attention riveted my way.


  Jackson sat at the end of the table. I was on his left. On his right was a handsome grey-haired producer, who looked at me and shook his head, like a father would to a naughty child.


  “You can take care of her here, Jack. I’m sure no one will mind.” The man then leaned back and pulled a whipping baton from inside his suit jacket.


  I opened my eyes wide, shocked by what I feared came next. The man across the table seemed right in Jackson’s corner; in fact, his wife sitting next to him looked up at me nervously. She was a pretty thing, much younger than her husband, but very timid. Until that moment, I hadn’t even noticed her. But now, for one split second, I realized that we had much in common.


  The rest of the table appeared to be a bit in awe, but very curious.


  “If you don’t mind,” Jackson looked out to his guests, “the relationship that I have with Rachel requires that she follow certain rules of behavior. I am her dominant lover and she my submissive. The fact that she’s neglected to remember that tonight violates the spirit of our relationship. I’d rather not let it go unchallenged…but if you have any objections—?”


  He waited, while a few muffled whispers circulated around the table, then he turned to me.


  “On your feet and bend over,” he directed his eyes on me and laid on the order with as unwavering a gaze as I’d ever seen.


  I stared at him, unable to move, sure that he had to be kidding.


  “We’re in a public restaurant!” I whispered tersely.


  “Yes, we are. And if you don’t want to make this more public than it already is, I’d suggest that you behave yourself and do what I say.”


  I stared round, beyond the table to those dining in the restaurant. We were in a more secluded corner of the dining room, but it still afforded little seclusion for a private rite like this one. I finally rose to my feel, my knees shaking incredibly. Then Jackson stood and pulled me into his place at the end of the table.


  As Jackson pushed me forward and lifted my dress by the hem, I braced myself against the table. My back was to the wall, so from that point of view there was little to be seen, even though it would be obvious to anyone looking what was taking place. I closed my eyes, steeling myself against the humiliation that seemed to pass through my emotions in huge waves. Then the baton came rapping down against my ass fast and furiously at least a dozen times, if not more. I didn’t bother to count being too emotionally overwrought to object. As far as I know I made no sound, although I’m not completely sure of that. Next thing I knew, the punishment was over and Jackson was speaking again:


  “Now sit!”


  For far longer than was necessary I lingered bent over the table while the reality of Jackson’s command sank in. When I finally slipped into my seat – with my ass bared against the wood – I bowed at first until Jackson prompted me. Then I looked up and with as much courage as I could draw on, I said to the table of diners:


  “I apologize for the disrupting dinner. Please forgive me.”


  There were nods and hard stares and the firmly set jaws of judgment making it clear that what had just taken place was very serious from everyone’s perspective.


  Could I assume by the reactions I saw that this table of Jackson’s friends and associates were more privy to the Dominant submissive relationship than I first thought? I really had no idea. I let my eyes linger on the submissive wife across the table, feeling grateful for her presence, even though she looked like a scared mouse. I’m sure she feared that she’d be next. Her eyes seemed wet with tears and she gave me a weak but supportive smile.


  The dinner picked up where it had left off during the brief but amazing interlude of my punishment. As far as I knew, the conversation returned to the topics of movies and theatre, the very reasons this group was together in the first place, but I was oblivious to it all.


  I finally looked at Jackson, seeking something from him to buoy my wounded spirit. He ignored me a couple times, then finally leaned in whispering privately to me, “It really wasn’t all that hard now, was it, Rachel?” I shook my head, although I really didn’t believe myself. “And it’s exactly what you earned.”


  According to the rules, he was absolutely right. I imagined that in different circumstances we might have bantered back and forth about the scene and he would have effectively eased my anxieties about the whole embarrassing incident. But Jackson went immediately back to the conversation with his guests and I was pretty much ignored.


  A short time later, I excused myself to the bathroom. I needed a chance to breathe a little, let the anxiety I was feeling ease off.


  To my dismay however, I discovered that one of the women from the far end of our table had followed me into the ladies lounge. The tall, handsome woman was elegantly dressed in black, with a leopard-skin print shawl stylishly swept over her shoulder, her black hair pulled back in a tight bun. Her make-up was bold and so was her glittering jewelry. The whole effect was a bit forbidding. I imagined that she might have fit quite nicely into the leathers of a Female Dominant, but considering what she said to me, I realized that what had happened at the table was all new to her – and apparently quite titillating.


  “My, my, that was some scene in there,” she found it necessary to say. She must have known how humiliated I felt, how I might have been seeking a little solace after the embarrassing public display. Anyone with any sense could have figured that out. But the kind of compassion required to hold her tongue at such a moment was missing in her character. Either that, or she deliberately decided to crucify me one more time.


  I stared at her and said nothing, which only opened up the opportunity for her to begin what would end up being as nasty a scene as the one I’d just been through. That one had been mercifully short, this was not.


  “I’ve heard that Jackson and a few others have submissive love-slaves. I never would have guessed that I’d actually get to meet one. You are a treasure, though.” She picked at my hair, reminiscent of the way Pandora picked at my dowdy clothes in her boutique. I wanted to knock the woman’s hand away, but something kept me still, seething inwardly. “I’m told that submissives like you get wet when they are publicly punished. Are you wet now?”


  “Please, if you don’t mind.” I dared not be unkind to her, but I looked away, fussing with my make-up in the mirror. Strange that her pointed comments were a rush all their own. To listen to her crude remarks and feel what they did to me was brutally humiliating, but that dark part of my masochistic soul seemed to relish being under her scrutiny. And yes, I was wet. I’d been wet and aroused since the scene in the restaurant began. This awful moment was just an extension of what went on there. The only way to handle it was submissively. She impressed me as the kind of female who would have great fun at my expense, snitching on me to Jackson if I suddenly forgot myself.


  She sat in one of the loungers – this was a very elegant ladies lounge – then lit a cigarette and leaned back in the seat drawing in the breath of smoke and almost erotically expelling her breath. A cloud rose up all around her that only enhanced the evil I felt resident in her spirit. She then went on:


  “I wonder about women who’d choose to be subjected to the iron will of men. It’s a real curiosity to a woman like myself who rather subject men to my domination than ever bow to one. However I can’t say I’ve enjoyed anything more than seeing your submission in action. Jackson is quite taken with you from what I hear.” She continued to puff away as the barbs rolled off her acid tongue. “In fact, I understand that his Venetian tart, Angelica, is in a bit of a snit because he’s paying no attention to her on this trip. She’ll be shocked to know what kind of woman Jackson is courting about. You’re pretty, but you’re hardly in her social class.”


  I bristled instantly at the mention of the other woman. What more could the woman have said to humiliate me? I wondered if Jackson had planted her. Oh, but she wasn’t done yet.


  “Of course, Angelica would never let any man thrash her ass in public – or in private for that matter.” I briefly glanced at her, seeing her flippantly wave her cigarette. “And here I thought the two of them might make an announcement on this trip. So many people have planned on it. In fact, the caterers have already been booked from what I hear. But then maybe you’re just the dalliance that Jack needs before he ties that knot. Let him get the kinks out of his system.” She laughed gloriously at her pun and took another long drag on her cigarette, maintaining the shrewd smile on her cruel red lips. “Let me see your ass, darling. I’m afraid I didn’t get a good look at it in the dining room.”


  “What!” I finally turned to her straight on.


  “I want to see if there are any marks that remain.”


  “I don’t think…” I started and stopped.


  “You don’t think what?” She waited while I tried to form a rejoinder. “You think I’m out of line, that I have no business, that I’m rude? Yes, you’re very right about that. It’s not really my concern what goes on between you and Jackson. But you’ve been great fun for me tonight. And if you don’t show me your naked derriere, I will pull my money from Jackson’s project, and I don’t imagine the man will be pleased. He’s been courting me for a year on this one. I’m a hard woman to convince.”


  I took a deep breath, remembering my submission and what it would require of me. What choice did I have? Finally, I turned around and raised the red dress over my ass so she could see whatever marks had been left by that cutting baton. Even I didn’t know the extent of the damage. Up to that point I’d been lucky that no one else from the restaurant had entered the lounge, but my luck ran out as soon as my ass was bared. Two older women walked in the door as I was exhibiting my ass for the haughty bitch. My wounded behind was directly in their line of vision. They stood in the doorway for one shocked moment until I realized what had happened. Then I immediately dropped the skirt down over my hips.


  The two rushed in. The hissing sounds from the pair were hard to dismiss as I moved directly into one of the private toilet stalls. I couldn’t understand what they were saying, my Italian was too rusty to pick up all the significant words, but I knew enough to realize that their reaction was as judgmental as it was shocked by what they’d seen.


  I waited until they left before I exited the stall. I prayed that Jackson’s friend would have left too. But she was still there, still smoking and about to squash her cigarette, as she looked up and saw me appear.


  “I thought you were going to hide in there the rest of the night,” she quipped.


  “I really should be getting back,” I told her.


  “Oh, but I hardly got a good look at your ass. Come on, turn around. Let me see again.”


  Though she’d already seen everything there was to see, I lifted the skirt one more time. Then as soon as I had my bottom bared, she squashed her cigarette butt into my right ass cheek. Without a word, she rose from the lounger.


  The burning sensation was hardly as painful as the humiliation and what came next.


  “You’ve been quite a delight,” she gushed on, about to leave. “Enjoy Jack while you have his attention. But, a little woman to woman advice,” she paused meaningfully, “expect his eyes to wander. Whether it’s Angelica or not, know that he’s never been faithful to any woman and he’s had a hundred with much more panache that you, dear. I can’t believe this subbie game you play will keep him entertained much longer.”


  I’d been holding on well, considering it my duty to Jackson to withstand the woman’s stinging barbs, no matter how well-placed she thought they were. But with her gone, I felt every bit of submissive resolve in me vanish. I couldn’t shake her comments about Jackson’s women and his infidelity from my thoughts.


  I wanted to run. I wanted to get away from the dinner and Jackson and the guests who’d watched the punishment and especially the evil-tongued woman with her nasty cigarettes. And run is what I did. I knew what a foolish thing it was to do, but I seemed to have no more choice in the matter than I had in many things that my impulsive psyche made me do.


  From the ladies lounge I took the side door into the street and swiftly walked the ten blocks back to the hotel. By the time I reached the hotel my feet were aching from the four inch heels, but I’d had a chance to calm. The night air had done a lot to settle my nerves, even if the signs of romance that were so prevalent everywhere around me only made me lonely and confused. Instead of immediately returning to our hotel room, I walked through the city, circling around the hotel and eventually walking through a nearby park. When I finally felt that I could face my life again, I returned to the hotel. I checked to see if Jackson had left a message – he hadn’t. Then I left a note with the concierge saying that I was in the room – just in case he called.


  ***


  It must have been Jackson’s psychic presence in the hotel room that immediately renewed my anxiety. He wasn’t there himself but his essence lingered in the air. His perfume, his clothes, his toiletries in the bathroom, the collection of Shakespeare plays sitting by the reading chair, his slippers by the bed. I expected him to materialize any second, emerging from out of the ethers in the flesh.


  Jackson, however, chose the door to make his entrance. I’d only been back in the room ten minutes when he arrived. I was in the bedroom when I heard the door open and close, but I was too nervous to come out.


  “Rachel!” his voice seemed to grab me right by the throat.


  I came out of the bedroom right away but stopped when I saw him standing in the doorway. He was pissed.


  He started to walk my way as he shot his opening salvo, “What kind of inexcusable, inconsiderate and foolish stunt was that?”


  “I’m sorry…


  “Sorry? You’re sorry. You walk out on me. How dare you do that! That is such a juvenile move I can’t believe you’d stoop to anything so childish.”


  “Yes, and I suppose some people could hardly believe that you’d physically punish me in a public restaurant,” I lashed right back, not realizing how pent-up I had become. Perhaps the Venice night didn’t calm me as much as I thought.


  “That is a different matter altogether, Rachel. You knew the rules, the game, and you agreed to play. Even if I surprised you tonight, it was done in a company of people who would have some understanding of the dynamics that run our relationship.”


  “I’m sorry it didn’t feel that way to me.”


  “You protest so vigorously and yet I know the scene aroused you.”


  “How could you possibly know that?”


  “When you’re aroused I feel it in my cock. Simple as that.”


  “That’s your method of judging?” I scornfully spit back.


  “Don’t, Rachel. Don’t you dare get testy with me. You screwed up. You left. And you had me worried!” He came toward me and took my upper arms in his hands, like he was going to shake me as he would a naughty child. But that he didn’t do. “Do you understand that?” His brows were knit with worry. I saw more than anger in his eyes. He was telling the truth about his feelings and I felt so ashamed.


  “I’m sorry, Jackson. I realize it was wrong of me, but I had such a horrible…” I didn’t know how much I should say.


  “What? What’s the explanation if you have one.” He let me go and stepped back.


  “It was that woman…”


  “What woman?”


  “I don’t know her name. I’ve never seen her before. But she knew you. She was at the end of the table…in the leopard skin print and all that gaudy gold jewelry.”


  “You mean Henrietta?”


  “I guess.”


  “And what did Henrietta have to say?”


  “Oh, she was cunningly sleazy discussing the incident in the restaurant, then telling me that you’re practically engaged to someone named Angelica, that I’m just a little toy to keep you entertained and you’ll drop me soon enough the way you’ve dropped your hundreds of lovers.” 
   “And you believed that?”


  “What am I supposed to believe? Is there an Angelica?” I was almost in tears.


  He spoke very calmly now. “Yes, there’s an Angelica. We dated for a year, but only when I was in Italy. I brushed her off months ago when you and I started dating. Whatever else that woman said to you was just because she’s a mean-spirited bitch who likes to stir up trouble. She wouldn’t know real intimacy and real love if it were staring her in the face. That you chose her to believe really gets me going.”


  “I’m sorry. I didn’t know her, what was I to think, I was beginning to wonder I if knew you at all. By the time she left, I was feeling so weak that I couldn’t walk back in the restaurant.” I sighed miserably. “I guess she really played me.”


  “She certainly did.”


  “But Jackson, tonight was more than just that woman…it all came as such a shock. I guess I didn’t have enough hints from you that something like that would happen. I wasn’t prepared…”


  “And you’re going to tell me that you weren’t turned on?”


  “No, I can’t say that. I was. But it was so unexpected. It always is with you, but tonight I just couldn’t keep up. I honestly don’t know if I can keep on this crazy rollercoaster of yours. I’m really not sure exactly what you want from me. One minute we’re like normal lovers, then the next … the next, I’m bending over in a restaurant having my ass punished. It’s too weird. You throw me into these situations for a day, sometimes days at a time, then suddenly you’re gone and I don’t see you for weeks. I just don’t know if I can stand this erratic relationship. I want something more stable that I can count on. Kinky, yes. But in the end I want someone I can count on to be part of my life every day, not just when you get around to it…” I could say no more. I’d started talking and now it seemed that I’d drawn a line in the sand, and I had no idea if he’d cross over to my side.


  He stood before me saying nothing. He shifted his weight, he sighed, he was lost in thought.


  “Sit,” he finally said.


  I backed up to the bed and sat, while Jackson paced in front of me.


  When he finally stopped pacing, he began to speak. “These scenes,” his voice was very quiet and completely without the edge that had angrily burst in on me, “they leave you breathless and wanting. You like the world knowing you’re a flaming exhibitionist in that way. Even when you blush, you’re titillated. The sex…the sex is obvious to decide on, I think the last week would prove that.” And it had. “I know what you want and what you need. More importantly, Rachel, you’re the woman I want, the only one I desire. But I’m not going to mess around with you any longer, with your vacillations and uncertainties. The decision has been made, I’d just hoped that you would lend your approval so that I don’t come off as a bully. You are this close, just this close,” he used his fingers to demonstrate, “to being totally committed to your submission and to me. You know you want it. It’s not an experiment any longer, it’s so real for you that you can taste it. Every word I’m speaking has you vibrating with lust. What happened in the restaurant had you rattled, but it also had you on the brink of an orgasm, despite the tremendous humiliation. And yet, you keep returning to your fears, making up excuses why you just can’t be with me. Well, I’m not buying any of it. If you ever had your life ‘settled’ and ‘steady’ you’d get bored. As far as I’m concerned, most everything you’ve just said is bullshit and I’m not going to even bother acknowledging that kind of nonsense.


  “You don’t want to break it off with me and you know that. There will be a next time and a time after that. That’s what we both want. I can’t let you go… I won’t. I love you.”


  I’d been gazing down listening to his speech trying to absorb the meaning. But when he mentioned love, I looked up into his eyes.


  “What I want is for your submission to be unqualified. I don’t want you angry and running off. I don’t want some miserable female to tangle you in knots. You hear rumors, you doubt me, you get anxious, then come to me. Trust me enough to come to me.


  “What happened tonight in the restaurant was between you and me. It was a game in humiliation and you need to have taken it in that vein. Yes, people know what kind of relationship we have, but they also know how devoted I am to you – even if Henrietta hasn’t paid attention, trust me, the rest of them know. There is no other woman I care more about than you, Rachel. No one. There never has been or will be.” He squatted down in front of me, so we were eye level. “Next time I need your submission,” he spoke in all sincerity, “I hope all these matters will be settled in your heart. I don’t want to have to go through this again.”


  At first, I was so flabbergasted that I didn’t know what to stay. Next thing I knew I was sighing deeply, saying the first flippant thing that popped in my head, “Boy, you sure know how to make a girl feel like shit.”


  “Rachel,” he droned, shaking his head.


  “I’m sorry, I’m just so filled up that I don’t know what to say.”


  “Well, that’s fine. I’m filled up too. Filled up enough that I think we need to take this out on your ass. How would that be?”


  He moved quickly to his feet.


  I shivered. The deep resonance of his voice, of his dominant attitude got inside and shook me up. I could feel the eroticism inside my gut, and across my brow, on the surface of my skin where goosebumps broke out in a rash, and in the soft fluttering of my sex.


  He pushed me to the bed and pulled out a leather strap. “On your knees!” he ordered in full command.


  In the position he desired, my ass was raised high and my shoulders sunk deep into the mattress. He pulled my hands behind me and tied them off with rope then pushed my knees wide apart so he could smack the leather right down my ass crack if that was what he wanted. Standing back, he fixed on the target, while I shivered with a craving lust that rose up fierce and needy. Maybe I just hadn’t had enough.


  Then he let loose. He thrashed me, this time twice as hard and ten times as long as the punishment at dinner. My ass was hot, the skin scorched and my desire peaking when he dropped the strap and started smacking my bottom with his hand. Soon enough, he was lubricating my asshole with the copious juices flowing from my cunt. Then his cock was stuffed inside the tight channel and fucking me before I could catch my breath.


  I spasmed hard as he orgasmed, neither of us particularly quiet about the pleasure that ended this scene.


  Afterwards, he pulled me toward him on the bed and untied my hands.


  For a time we lay on the bed just cooling down: “I have business for the next three days which will likely bore you, so I’ve booked you into the spa. You can rest and think to your heart’s content. Just make sure you’re ready for me when I am here.”


  He went to the bathroom to get ready for bed and by the time he returned to the bedroom, I was tucked in. We didn’t speak, though we fell easily into each other’s arms, letting the touch heal what words could not. He entered me again, this time in my pussy, and began to slowly work his cock inside. He pinched my nipples and kissed my neck as he pistoned in and out. I came again without realizing how turned on I still was. The high was so unexpected.


  But maybe not so unexpected if I consider the night I’d had; another experiment in terror that proved to work its wicked magic.


  After he finally ejaculated inside me, we fell off to the side and slept.


  The days that followed this special night ended with similar scenes of silent but exuberant sex. Jackson was too wiped out for more; his business dealings were taking more out of him than he expected. When I did join him for dinner, there was nothing kinky about the evenings, but I furtively kept the protocols out of respect for the submissive arrangement I had tacitly agreed to. I had yet to declare myself to him in words. I think I was too overwhelmed by his aggressive declaration of love. I’d been the one to feel love. I thought for him our relationship was just the fun and games. It shocked me that I was so wrong. And now his speech from that night was working its way through my brain a little at a time, like the slow trickle of water between the rocks of a dry stream bed.


  We flew home after nearly three weeks in Italy and went back to our normal lives.


  Well, not exactly were our lives ever normal again.





Chapter Fourteen


  She smelled the dry heat of the coal- stoked fire and bristled with fear. He promised he would mark her but she never believed that it would be in the form of a brand. She was tied down, her heart thumping madly as she waited. In those long minutes, she was so close to backing out. But then the brand came down against her ass and seared the skin. Every muscle in her tightened. Her skin was irrevocably altered by the act and she believed that red fire had changed her soul as well.


  His Slave Queen, Marilyn Hayworth, 2007


  Jackson….


  Grant Ryan’s estate glittered that night. Rachel was on my arm, smiling. I’d picked out the blue backless dress for a purpose. Since Italy it had been too long since she’d been taken down. It wouldn’t come as a surprise this time. I gave her fair warning as she dressed at the beach house.


  “Woah!” Her response to the dress. Then she looked up at me with big question marks in her sultry brown eyes. I’m sure she had a hunch. “You have something in mind, don’t you?” she asked.


  “I do. And it might be very public, I’m not sure how it will play out but…”


  “But I will behave myself for you, Jackson,” she jumped in before I could finish. “I promise.”


  “Okay then.” I smiled and walked away to finish adjusting my tie.


  “You know I’ve decided to quit my job,” she said as she looked in the dressing mirror and patted her nose with powder.


  “What! What made you decide that?” This had taken me by surprise, especially after she’d spent weeks refusing to even consider the idea.


  She swiveled on the chair and looked up at me earnestly. “I know that you’re not going to stop taking me to the edge of my fantasies…way out on those erotic limbs. Eventually Rachel Linney will be found out for who she is, especially if she keeps getting toyed with in public. It would be an embarrassment for the school, and I don’t want any part of that. I think I can be very happy as an erotic writer and your girlfriend, sex-slave, party toy, whatever it happens to be that night.”


  I gazed at her, still a little in awe of the announcement. “You forgot wife in that list.”


  “Wife?” she smiled. “That will take some getting used to.”


  “But you will.”


  “I’m sure I will get used to it…just let me get used to what I already am.”


  I shrugged. “Maybe. I rather like surprising you.”


  She was wistful in response, a soft and sensuous face I loved to see.


  “But go ahead and quit your job if you like. You can be a kept woman.”


  “Kept woman!” she objected. “I plan to write up a storm and earn my keep, if you don’t mind.”


  “I don’t mind at all. Your erotic writing just gives me plenty of fantasies to choose from.”


  “What if I write serious fiction?”


  “You write whatever you please. I’m just happy when you’re smiling…and when you’re shivering in your shoes.”


  “Like I’ll shiver tonight?”


  “Yes, most likely. But that’s all the clues you’re going to get.”


  Included amongst Grant’s party guests were some of my most intimate friends. He and I had a few things in common which made this party perfect for what I had in mind for Rachel. Strange how I’d found sadistic bastards like myself almost everywhere I went. For Rachel this would be a fresh experience of submission. A new environment. New people. Most of them strangers to her. A real chance to test her. Italy had not gone so well, though it did instigate some changes in our relationship that we both wanted. The fact that she was going to quit playing professor was not the least of those changes – it was about time as far as I was concerned. I’d have less reason to be cautious with her now and that proved inspiring for me. The other changes were more in her attitude and mind. She’d wavered less, and accepted the drama I created without so much vacillation. And she didn’t walk out on me when she got scared. As for me, I allowed myself to love her more openly and to be kinder when she needed me to be kind.


  In both of us there were other more subtle shifts in attitude that brought us even closer and gave Rachel the security she needed.


  We arrived at Grant’s party and circulated through the guests, maybe fifty or so were there. There were a few who were new to me, but the crowd seemed like an easy one to manage. There might be a “Henrietta” or two attending, but that type of woman was something that my submissive Rachel would have to learn to manage.


  In a circle of about eight chatting friends, my plot was set in motion, with a pointed comment that Grant made to Rachel. Grant was a large, very imposing man. Grey-haired, clean-shaven and classically handsome with a square cut jaw, deep-set eyes and a commanding manner that was far more polished and old school than mine. With that alone, he had a diabolical way of setting submissive women in their places.


  “You know your disgraceful behavior in Italy is still being talked about, Ms. Hayworth,” Grant suddenly challenged my girlfriend.


  Her eyes bugged out. “Sir?” she questioned him.


  “The incident in the restaurant…in Venice?”


  “Yes, well,” she blushed. How could she forget, although she never expected this man to know about that.


  “I told Jackson that there would be an opportunity tonight for you to get right what you’d failed so miserably with there. That is, if he’s so inclined.”


  Rachel was trembling in my arms, and those in the group – all men but Rachel and one other woman – seemed fascinated by what was being discussed.


  “If it had been me in Venice, I might well have stripped you naked right there in the restaurant rather than just raise your skirt. Protocol can’t be taken lightly. For the record, the fact that you are looking me in the eye right now is a bit brash and certainly against the rules for a submissive.” She immediately looked away.


  “Yes, you may quickly retreat back to submissive form once your failings have been pointed out, but it seems that you’ve already committed a dozen breaches in proper protocol tonight. I find it appalling.”


  Grant was just getting warmed up, and as he did, his voice seemed to rise and draw the attention of a few who were conversing in other groups nearby. Rachel was tensed up, clinging to me, her head still bowed, her entire beingness in retreat – as if there were somewhere she could hide, if not physically, then mentally. Although Grant would not let that happen.


  “Don’t you find it appalling, Ms. Hayworth?”


  “Yes, sir,” her quiet voice came back.


  As my hand dropped from her waist to her ass, I gave the plump cheek a hard squeeze. It was the only support I would give her until the incident was over.


  “A little louder,” Grant prompted. “And look at me when you speak.”


  She looked up, baffled. “I thought I was supposed to keep my head bowed, sir.”


  “What?” he laughed, and looked around to draw those around us into the mockery. “You’re going to tell me you’re confused now. You really do need a short course in protocol. I assume that Jackson has taught you what is expected?”


  Too flustered to speak, she didn’t reply, which was a big mistake.


  “My, you are really too much.” Grant looked at me. “You mentioned that she might need correction. I think now would be a good time.”


  “Now would be a perfect time, Grant,” I gave the nod.


  “In my study then,” the man announced. “Those of you who want to witness, please feel free. For the rest of you, this won’t take long.”


  About a dozen of those throughout the room followed us into Grant’s study, where a petrified and very much humiliated Rachel soon stood alone in the middle of the room, facing a pair of wrist cuffs that dangled from the center of the ceiling.


  And yes… she was Rachel, Rachel Hayworth now, not Rachel Linney, or Marilyn Hayworth, but a compromise that we had come to that seemed to bring the two sides of her personality into one. She could still keep Rachel Linney for personal business, but Rachel Hayworth was the woman she’d become to me and the one she had been accepting for herself.


  “Turn around and remove your dress,” I ordered her.


  I saw her quaver for just a moment, then finally turn, her eyes cast down, her being submissive and breathtakingly beautiful. All she had to do was lift the thin straps of the blue dress off her shoulders, and let it slither to her ankles. Her feet were still tucked into the stiletto sandals giving a sensuous shape to her lovely legs and raising her ass high and firm. That sensuous bottom had been turning heads all night, especially when she walked and the dress indented to show her anal cleft below. Her pussy was glistening with her dew, while above it her breasts shimmered in the dim light.  As a roomful of eyes lingered on her nakedness, her nipples seemed to stiffen into hard knots. I saw that her lips were parted, as she maintained perfect protocol now.


  “Hands behind your head,” I ordered, “elbows wide.”


  I had much to introduce her to in the Dom/sub world in which we wished to travel. Seeing her obey this new command, seeing the worry in her eyes, feeling the nervous flutter in her belly reach out and attack me, had me charged once again. She couldn’t have been more perfect. Even her flaws in form were the fuel I needed to take her even deeper into submission.


  “Let them see you, Rachel, turn around, slowly.”


  This she did with some grace. And when she had her back to the room, I had her bend over. “Spread your feet wide, let them see all of you. You are a submissive, my slave in this house, and whenever you are with me there is nothing sacred about you that is not mine to exhibit. You are here to serve at my pleasure and for the pleasure of those I allow to enjoy you. If I offer you to this room as a sex slave, you will give yourself without objection. There is no command you will not follow. No excuse for hesitation. Is all that understood?” I raised my voice so she was sure to hear.


  “Yes, sir!” she called out loud.


  “Very good, now raise up and turn back to us…slowly,” I emphasized.


  She was shaken, so the trip back was difficult in the mean stilettos. Still, she managed so she was once again standing before us with her hands laced behind her head and her elbows wide.


  “Grant is going to whip you, Rachel. It’s punishment. You have earned every stroke. I should not have to remind you that these are measures you agreed to. It should come as no surprise and you should receive it with a surrendering spirit. You flunked this part of the course the last time you were reprimanded in public, let’s not do that again.”


  “Yes, sir,” she said without being prompted.


  I turned to Grant, knowing he was eager to get on with this – although he would never show it in his behavior.


  He moved forward quickly, and turned my slave around, locking her wrists high above her head. She was nearly on tiptoe by the time he gave the connecting pulleys a good yank.


  I could feel the measures she took to calm herself, but I also knew that there could be no preparation for what would come. I’d authorized the punishment in advance. It would be severe, maybe the hardest she’d ever taken—and not one I could do myself. Maybe I’d gone soft in my advancing years, or maybe it was just love that allowed me to hand off the whip to Grant. We needed it painful and shocking, but with some artful finesse. Grant was one man, probably the only man I trusted to do it right.


  Taking up the whip, he ran the end of it under her nose and allowed her to drink in the scent of the leather. The simple act seemed to calm her some. Then he stepped back and with a practiced skill from nearly thirty years as a Dominant and very accomplished sadist, he reared back and let the whip fly forward and land across the beautiful expanse of Rachel’s back.


  She cried out and her body buckled forward only to be snapped back by the wrist cuffs. There would be no way for her to contain the trauma of these painful blows. Not after that first strike, nor the ten that followed. The crack of the whip, the strike against flesh. The cry of a wounded woman.


  The room was flying with exhilaration, wild, brutal savage excitement that rifled through the crowd, that dropped jaws and made crotches squirm and breathing difficult. Rachel’s screams added to the chaos of emotion and on any other occasion, I might have gazed about the room to gauge the reactions – that in itself quite a high – but this time, my eyes were transfixed on her. From the first slashing cut that left a deep red slash across her back to the very last in the series of cuts that left her with nearly a dozen painful looking welts across her back. My eyes were riveted not just on the wounds that were enough to arouse any sadist, but on her entire submissive being, on her spirit, her sexual arousal, and the very essence of the woman I loved.


  I knew that she would be okay. That she had surrendered, that she accepted this, and it had gone to that deep place within her that thrived on such things.


  Finally over, the screams stopped. Some of the audience fled quickly after the whipping was done. The few who stayed watched as she was released from the cuffs and her body dropped submissively to the floor at Grant’s feet. She was paying homage.


  I wasn’t sure what my friend would do with her. He had every right to use her if he liked – that I’d granted him before this started. For a moment, I thought he’d just walk away, but then his hand quavered, and I watched as he picked her up by the hair and dragged her to a nearby chair, thrusting her over the back. He spread her ass cheeks, squirted a little lube down her cleft and then unceremoniously planted himself inside her ass. She whimpered because it was a hard ass fucking she had not expected. I’m sure it hurt as Grant had a decent sized penis. Her face contorted woefully in a mostly silent scream. Thankfully, the fucking was quickly over. She was tossed to the floor afterwards, like used goods, then Grant moved off to the bathroom to clean himself. The others in the room lingered only briefly, then exited with some haste.


  I walked toward Rachel and gently brought her to her feet. I kissed her lips, and knew that she was still hurting and still dazed. “That was for Grant – and for me, I suppose. But more important for me, I want you to put the dress on and join me in the other room.”


  I tenderly brushed the hair from her face and ran my thumb along her chin. “You’ll do that for me?”


  “Yes, sir,” she tried hard to smile.


  “Good, girl.”


  Our lips met and I held her just briefly, then for a moment inspected the welts on her back. No broken skin, though some of them would take a bit of time to heal. I finally gave her a parting kiss and turned to leave, saying, “You come join me once you’re dressed and ready.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  Rachel…


  When I looked at myself in the bathroom mirror I saw the same woman who’d begun the night at Jackson’s side. From the start, I knew this was going to be a special night. I had a feeling that it was about redemption for my failed night in Venice. But it was much more than that. A coming out party, the moment when I signaled to my master that I was ready to be a fulltime submissive, that I was ready to give myself to him with little reservation. I can’t say no reservations because I was quite sure that there would always be those moments when I would vacillate, when I’d want to run away and hide, when I’d pray for Jackson to take off some place like he used to do and leave me alone for a while to ponder my choices. But there really were no other choices I could make. I’d come to that realization.


  I’d dressed, the beautiful blue gown now framed the shocking welts from Grant’s whip. It was obvious to me why Jackson had chosen the backless dress. He wanted everyone to know. I would march into Grant’s elegant party and show that tiny world the woman I was. I’d be on Jackson’s arm, pulled around the room to meet his friends and associates. I’d forget what my physical body told the crowd. I could not dwell on that. But I would not forget that I was Jackson Brandt’s submissive, that I was Rachel Hayworth, that I was a writer of erotica and more important than all that, I was the woman I had longed to be my entire life.


  One last glance in the mirror and I was able to smile, to take a deep breath and brush the hair from my face. It was a little disheveled, but I thought the look was appropriate and very sexy. I was elegant, beautiful, and even a little proud of who I was. I giggled a bit with that last realization. Yes, I was proud of myself.


  Another deep breath and I turned around and made my way to the door, allowing myself to fit confidently in the stilettos that were often so difficult for me to wear. With that confidence guiding me, I opened the door and walked back into the party, looking to find Jackson amongst the guests. I think there was a sigh of relief on his face when he spotted me. But he shouldn’t have any cause to worry now. I had no intention of disappointing him again.
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