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  CHAPTER ONE


  There was something angry about the tangle of vines in the surrounding yard. Remnants of winter at the approach of spring are exceedingly ugly until new shoots and new green surfaces to cover the briars. She thought this the worse time of year—the weeks before the earth gave up the cold in a fresh burst of untamed lust.  


  And still, her crotch was miserably stirred. The night before, her lover—her husband—had teased her, feeding her apricots and chocolate while she stood in repose, bound at the four corners, face forward on the Georgian cross. The blindfold closed out the sight of him, while the operatic arias of Madame Butterfly swam buoyantly inside her brain removing even a speck of thought. She’d become nothing but taste buds and emptiness. 


  The twisted evening ended prematurely with a brusque knock on the upstairs door. As she hung waiting, while the notes from the aria slipped pleasantly aside, her return to consciousness transformed the pleasant subspace she’d realized over the last hour. 


  Kurt hurriedly untied her when he returned. Though letting her down easily and covering his slave with a blanket as her body restored itself, his urgent business left her alone to put back the pieces of sanity before she resurfaced to reality. 


  Seeing the tangled briars in front of the sprawling pale house, she remembered the agitation of excitement left unquenched by the night and her busy master. 


  Regan smiled seeing the vine dawdling up the post beside the door, a tiny tendril of brown supporting new growth and miniscule green leaves, ready to burst with color. The handsome door was polished, the wood stained dark with deep grooves. It exuded raw sensuality, which seemed to foretell something about her entry. She laid her white hand on the textured wood, letting the mystery shrouding her visit seep into her bones, as precognitive pictures made her entire physical being shudder. Her fingernails were painted pink, her hair a long mane of muddled colors—brown streaked with white into a tawny golden blond—and her eyes curiously green, waiting and expectant as she let the clapper fall against the massive timbers. 


  She pictured ruin and disaster, while neither seemed at all plausible. This was just another job, this house just another among many for her to remodel. She stood tall and proud in a pair of purple high heels, letting them set the tone for her posture—one that was both regal and submissive. Something gallantly elegant, but demure. Knowing, but expectant. She wore the lavender suit Kurt had pulled from the closet that morning. The slim skirt hugged her hips and her pleasantly rounded ass, while the short jacket skimmed her waist. Underneath, her matching blouse was so transparent that with the coat unbuttoned, her lacy black bra with its sumptuous contents was evident every time she moved. To make her appear more serious, Regan wore small, wire rim glasses, not her contacts. It seemed to her a practical move. After all, Tennyson Hallock would respect the professionalism the glasses would imply. In fact, everything she wore was handpicked to please a fussy man—which was all that Kurt would tell her about this client. 


  The knocking caused the door to open. Had it been left unlatched? And was that a sign for her to enter?


  She peered inside, thinking she should say something, though there was no one there and nothing but vast empty spaces before her eyes. She could hear her voice echoing back to her without having even said a word. 


  Her poise led her forward, “Mr. Hallock?” she started quietly, then repeated herself in a louder voice, “Mr. Hallock?”


  There was no answer. 


  Regan moved from the front steps into the bright, white open space, thinking for a moment that she’d entered heaven. Circled by daylight, the air jumped lively in this resplendent expanse. She almost believed she could see atoms dancing on the rays of sun, which streamed through the celestory windows across the back of the house. Two full stories worth of glass shone brightly, even with a thin layer of dusty haze coating the exterior. 


  What possibilities!


  The remaining walls looked whitewashed, having been recently replastered. The terra-cotta tiles that covered the floor were white with plaster dust; though appearing through the white was a pattern of green ivy that embellished them. To her left, an enormous stairway cut a half circle in the wall, rising as graciously as the elegant women who would walk with confidence and breeding down the marble steps. She could hear the click of their heels, the swish of their long dresses, and the sounds of a string quartet to accompany their descent.


  To her right were two sets of doors, as massive, but more intricately carved than the ones she entered, standing open invitingly; between them tapestries now covered with sheets to protect them from workman’s dust.


  “Mr. Hallock?” she tried again, though her voice seemed dwarfed by the immensity around her. 


  She moved gingerly to inspect her surroundings, while at the same time she sensed someone’s approach. Any moment, she expected to see a face pop out of nowhere and shake her silly. 


  Should she go back to the front door and knock?


  Her mind swam in wonder, and just as she was about to retreat, she heard the voice she’d been waiting for. 


  “You are Kurt Kingsley’s slave?”


  The voice jarred loose her fear, and her legs turned into jelly. But she recouped quickly. Regan swiveled on her back heel and turned to the source of the sound seeing a man staring at her from the doors at the back of the foyer, under the stairs. Even these doors were nearly ten feet high. The man beneath them casually appraised his guest, while a lock of his blond hair fell over his eyes, which he combed back with his hand. He had a stocky build, fair features, blue haunting eyes, and a disarming presence, which seemed to reach out and grab her the way the end of a whip would wrap her waist. His effect on her was surprisingly sexual.


  “Sir?” 


  “Regan Kingsley?” he asked. 


  “I am Regan, the interior designer you hired.” She paused seeing a perplexed look on the man’s face. “That is if you’re Tennyson Hallock.”


  “In the flesh, young lady, in the flesh.”


  He moved forward, dispensing a shower of dominant imagery as he walked, as if every master in Regan’s past were suddenly appearing before her in the face and body of this man. Perhaps, it was because she was so taken off guard by his unexpected aura of command.


  “You’re flushed,” he observed. 


  “I suppose I am.” She could feel the hot burn on her cheeks rising rapidly.


  “And why’s that?” He remained disarmingly direct.


  “You called me ‘slave.’”


  “Yes, I did. Are you not?”


  “That is not information generally known,” she spoke nervously with her sweating hand glued to the side of her lavender skirt. 


  He smiled, backing off, warming his expression and his posture so much that she felt her body flood with relief—though the relief only seemed to be replaced by the ceaseless throb of her sexual self.


  “Kurt Kingsley and I are old friends.”


  “I didn’t know.”


  “I’m sure you don’t know everything about your master.”


  “No, I wouldn’t,” Regan agreed.


  “Then, of course, none of that matters now,” Tennyson Hallock announced, “you’re here to redecorate my house.”


  “Yes, that is the point.”


  “Come in,” he gestured her toward the double doors at the back of the foyer to her right.


  Following at his heels, she moved with him through the formal dining room, the butler’s pantry, into the kitchen—a bright, sunny room, which had been remodeled several years before. She’d change little here. The room was warm and welcoming, smelling of fresh baked bread.  


  “Coffee?” he asked. 


  “Not unless it’s decaffeinated.”


  “This isn’t.” He poured himself a cup and sat down at the kitchen table, while motioning her to take a seat. 


  Regan liked the rough-hewn look of the antique table. Running her hand along its surface, she let its substantial feel settle her. This was something she could hang on to. At least there was some circumscribed distance between she and Tennyson Hallock. He sat a yard away, across a mountain of oak.


  “I could make you tea?” he offered. 


  “No, thank you.”


  “Then let’s get on with my plans.”


  “Certainly.”


  He stared around the room, brushed his stray hair back with his hand again then settled on her with his blue haunting eyes looking quite calm and seductive. If he’d not made the comment about her slavery, he might be any ordinary client. But having said that simple word, she’d been propelled into her other, sexual world where she lived at least half her life, where intimacies were clutched secrets, and the truth about her was hidden in ordinary, everyday mannerisms. The world outside her secret one would never guess the facts. But Tennyson Hallock knew. 


  Why hadn’t Kurt told her? Her gut clenched angrily. 


  Regan had been born in the twentieth century, destined by desire to be a slave, to be owned property. Her psyche begged for it, grasping the vision of herself at a master’s feet quite early in her teenage years. She’s studied the Dark Ages, Shakespeare and the Renaissance until she passionately lived in that other world. Her friends thought her grim. She thought herself romantic. 


  She waited for sex because she wanted it right, under the right circumstances, under the right moon and stars, with the right words and the right feeling of surrender transporting her to an imagined freedom.


  She told her first lover in a letter what she wanted—they’d been corresponding for several months after having met on-line—and he was happy to oblige her pressing need. Regan was lucky he wasn’t a rapist since she gave him every opportunity to take advantage of her naïveté, but he proved harmless. He was a good man with a healthy streak of sexual perversity. And for her initiation into the fantasy, he knew enough about the craft of sexual masters to satisfy her hungering appetite for bondage and deliverance. 


  They met in a tiny park, overshadowed by great brick buildings, which crawled with ivy and years of respectful neglect. A hazy fog shrouded the afternoon in a thick layer of gloom—yet it was peaceful, burgeoning with the expectation of realized desire. 


  She knew him from the picture he’d sent in his last letter. He was a college professor, a bit scruffy, but authoritative as he clamped her left wrist in a handcuff and led her from the park to a borrowed room on the third floor of the Arbor Terrace Apartments. Regan will always remember the name of the building, as it became etched in her mind’s eyes as clearly as the letters were etched in the cement frieze above the front door. 


  The carpet was old and threadbare and the woodwork in need of polishing, but the ambience of Old World decadence teamed through every atom in the mellow, sagging building. The floors creaked as the two walked down the entry hallway to the stairs. 


  For just an instant, Regan caught the musty aroma from the basement below. 


  Her body lurched forward, stumbling into her silent companion as she started her ascent to the third floor. She smiled nervously, as he looked back to see if she had righted herself. 


  “I’m so sorry.”


  “It’s okay to be nervous on a first time.”


  She’d turned eighteen the day before, and now felt like a debutante going to a ball. 


  Though Regan masterminded the scene, that fact took nothing from her enjoyment of her first pleasure. (It would be erroneous to say this was her first physical experience of sex. She’d been getting off to fantasy since she was eleven, masturbating to the rhythms that beat through her crotch and pictures that ran like movies in her head. She called it survival. But what she did in her bedroom at night or on the fire escape in the afternoon or by the window when she was exquisitely horny could never be enough to last more than a few hours.)


  The upstairs room of the Arbor Terrace was lit with a cozy darkness. The professor lighted the only candle and blew the matchstick out with a puff of breath. She smelled cinnamon from the cappuccino he’d downed just before he spotted her waiting for him in the park. 


  Regan’s crotch spasmed hard when she saw the bed, the four posts and the canopy above. She’d seen such things in movies, but not real life. 


  “It was once the bridal suite,” the professor informed her. “Few brides now would accept such tattered surroundings for the a wedding night, but I think it suits your need.”


  He picked perfectly, Regan thought. “I think you’re right, sir,” she answered him. 


  “And you call yourself ‘slave’?” His voice turned cold as he suddenly grilled her with the question. “You’re still on your feet.”


  “My apologies,” she said, immediately dropping to the floor, folding herself over submissively, her face pressed to the carpet. 


  Regan didn’t look up to see the expression of determination on his face. She’d already seen it a thousand times in fantasy. Her professor was a little older than her ideal master. He’d aged gray at the temples, and wrinkles creased his brow and around his thin lips; but his look and appearance was keenly masterful—enough to suit her need. 


  “You’ll learn to serve on your knees. That’s what slaves do best. If you were mine for a year, you’d rarely stand, and you’d learn.”


  “I already know, sir,” she said looking up. 


  He grabbed her hair, and pulled her up so that she stared at his crotch, “You know little but your imagination.” He wanted to say more, but stopped. More wasn’t part of their agreement. He shook her off, “Climb on the bed.”


  Regan scrambled to obey, suddenly feeling quite clumsy as reality took twists she had not counted on. 


  “On your back,” the professor continued. He’d quickly clamped her one handcuffed wrist to the post above her left side. A second handcuff encircled her right wrist and was then attached to the right-hand post. 


  With a jerk of his hand, the master removed her long thin skirt to reveal her naked crotch beneath. Her bare pussy pressed the air wantingly, beginning to thrash back and forth for more stimulation.


  “Lie still,” the man demanded.


  He wanted her obedience. She wanted that, too. A rush of satisfaction swept her as she settled herself compliantly. Yet, this only made her crotch burn more eagerly for his touch. 


  Unbuttoning her blouse, the professor bared her breasts, which flattened against her chest as her nipples rose beyond them pink, tight and proud. He ran his hand across her skin while her head fell back and her chest rose up to greet his fingers. He tweaked a nipple between them waiting for her scream; but the urge to cry quickly receded as sensation descended to her wet pussy. 


  He tried the other nipple realizing the same results, hearing her gasp gratefully with each pain he made her endure. 


  To immobilize her completely, the professor cuffed her ankles and secured them to the posts at the end of the bed. Though these, he drew high along the smooth wooden columns, so that her ass was nearly lifted off the spread. Her pussy seemed to dance on air, while female juice collected at the opening. She was ready for an assault. 


  The assault came in a steady rain of stimulation from the professor’s flogger, and chains he drew along her underarms; from a feather duster and then a claw of prickers, which grazed her breasts and moved along her undulating belly to her thighs. Her hips swayed as each new toy changed her experience of physical sensation. Then he used the flogger again, working her breasts first, then the inside of her thighs on the tender flesh where her skin brightened in color.


  The strikes penetrated more than skin, moving beyond her body’s sweaty surfaces to hit a soulful place of sexuality. 


  Her cries were mirthful, even in pain. He could see she wanted more, so he gave her more heat from the leather strands of the flogger, more cold chains to tease the heat, and more prickly stimulation from the beguiling claws. 


  Regan thrashed frantically, moving quickly down into a stream of newly unearthed consciousness where she didn’t exist except in the atoms amid the air… no thought, no emotion, simply blessed nothingness that filled her full. A paradox indeed. This was more than she imagined.


  Aroused, the professor climbed on the bed between her legs and spent himself into her fast cumming pussy, while Regan still rocked in one savage jolt after another. 


  Her initiation was more than she expected. The feeling lasted for days, enough to propel her into another, completely unexpected relationship with her first true Master. 


   “I don’t want to destroy the feeling of light that is so natural in the house,” Tennyson continued the conversation. 


  “Of course not,” she agreed. “That’s why we’ll keep the colors light. This house breathes. But then, I’ve only seen part of it.”


  “You’ll see what I want you to see,” he answered abruptly. 


  Tennyson Hallock was not like other clients. He was far too brusque, even familiar, as though he knew the details of her life. He probably did, if he knew Kurt well. He knew enough to call her ‘slave’. And that still bothered her. 


  What right had Kurt… 


  Every right in the world, she reminded herself. 


  “Then I’ll be redecorating only part of the house?” she asked. 


  “I imagine that eventually you’ll get to all of it,” he said, remaining vague.


  “Then where would you like me to begin?”


  He finished his coffee, stood, and then took her hand, bringing her to her feet. Something wildly erotic burned between them, but Regan could not risk acknowledging that fire. 


  Starting back toward the foyer, they stopped briefly in the formal dining room where her host pointed out a few things of interest—mainly his art. His point made, they returned to where they met, standing before the bank of celestory windows looking out on the pastoral scene outside. 


  Regan met her first master, Jon Benjamin, while drinking mocha at a sidewalk café. She was wearing a silk collar around her neck, which seemed to be the point of his attraction. 


  “Does it mean anything?” he asked, stopping beside the table with a jaunty expression on his face. He was cool, a generous, but crisply charming sort of man. He had a preppy, schoolboy attractiveness, a feast of tousled brown hair and the kind of smile to disarm any woman. 


  “Does what?” she looked down at her clothes wondering what he was referring to. 


  “The collar?”


  She touched her neck. “Oh, yes, the collar. What if it did have meaning?”


  “Then we might be fast friends.”


  “And why would that be?”


  “Suppose you tell me first. Does the collar have any meaning?”


  She cocked her head to get rid of the sunshine blinding her eye. 


  “I like the way it makes me feel submissive,” she answered bluntly. This would either take him aback or arouse his interest. 


  He took a seat across from her after the remark registered successfully. 


  “Would you rather it were leather?” he wondered.


  “I like leather, too. But that really doesn’t matter.”


  “And you like bondage?”


  Her heart fluttered excitedly. “Yes.”


  “Being whipped?”


  “You’re getting awfully personal,” she joked. 


  “Cut to the chase, I say.”


  “So, you just walk around the city looking for submissive women?”


  “No, but I notice when I see one. I couldn’t take my eyes from you.”


  “Then I can assume you are a Dominant.”


  “I am.”


  They talked for two hours over dinner, Regan spilling out her fantasies of submission, and sharing her initiation scene in its vivid detail. She had no further S&M experience to report, but he had many scenes to share with her. He was looking for a fulltime submissive and wanted her exclusively.


  They fell into bed the first night as if they were long lost lovers reuniting. The next morning he laid out the guidelines for a relationship that would last nearly a year. He was firm, with a command that quickly touched her crotch. She stayed in his apartment, served his sexual needs whenever he was with her, and became his owned property in little more than a week. This was everything her dreams devised. He fed her, bought her clothes, tortured her exquisitely and kept her happily rule-bound. He even advised her on her career, keeping her focused on work. She turned over her money to him, which he portioned out to her judiciously—she had few needs. Regan became as emotionally bound to him as she was physically. She believed this was her heaven… 


  Heaven except for a wife who claimed more than half his time. The wife knew nothing of his sexual predilections; either that, or she ignored his S&M philandering. Jon, however, made no apologies for the fact that he lived this dual life and expected Regan to understand and cope. 


  As a slave, this shouldn’t have been a problem. Slaves have no rights, no power to negotiate, no claim to anything, but the obligation to serve their master. A slave’s bliss was the trade-off. No worry, no need to fear life, because life was fashioned by their owner. 


  Regan might have made accommodations to remain Jon Benjamin’s slave. She was deeply in love. But love hurt; and soon hurting became more important than the loving and the serving and the abdication of her rights. 


  “I’d like to see swatch books for fabric tomorrow,” Tennyson said. 


  “That might be difficult, unless I know what you want the fabric for.”


  “You’re going to argue?” he jumped back at her.


  “No, sir. I’m not being argumentative, but you’ve hardly given me any idea what you want.”


  “I work free form. And I need ideas. You bring me the ideas and we’ll discuss them.”


  “Could I at least see the rooms I’ll be working on?”


  “This one,” he said, looking upwards. “I was thinking of a hand-painted fresco in the ceiling, something, soothing, but vividly sensuous… women kissing, bodies entangled.”


  She peered with him into the dome high above the foyer.


  “All women?” she wondered out loud.


  “Yes. To my thinking, the female sex is much prettier than the male.”


  On this, she agreed.


  “Do you have a painter in mind?”


  “I was thinking of you?”


  “Me?”


  “Yes, you.”


  “But I don’t…”


  “Don’t lie to me, slave, you do paint. Kurt showed me your work.”


  “And he shouldn’t have.” She was all flustered now.


  “Oh? You’re telling me that your master had no right to show me what belongs to him?”


  “That’s not what I’m saying.”


  “If you were my slave you’d be soundly punished for that impudence.”


  Regan’s body jumped at that warning, though she managed to retain her poise, “But, Mr. Hallock, I am not your slave.” She tried saying that without an edge of anger and thought she pulled it off well. 


  Tennyson only looked at her more suspiciously, “I’m surprised you belong to Kurt Kingsley,” he humphed to himself. “You may have him hoodwinked, but you won’t get your haughtiness by me.”


  She wouldn’t get it by Kurt either. Yes, disaster was brewing with all her premonitions coming true. Worse yet, her body was so vibrantly charged for sex that she was certain the man could feel it. 


  “Maybe we could just step back a bit, sir,” she tried calmly. “I obviously have no idea what Kurt has told you about me—I assumed nothing, but I’m wrong about that. And yes, he has every right to reveal anything he wants to you. Your assumptions about my painting took me off guard. I’ve never done anything to the scale of what you’re suggesting. I can’t imagine that Kurt would have implied I could do such a project.”


  “Maybe he has a loftier viewpoint of your talent than you do?” He was smiling now, which made Regan feel much better. 


  “He always has; but I think he understands my limitations.”


  “If you can’t execute the project, I’d like for you to design it.”


  She bit her lip nervously, making every effort to keep her composure; all the while feeling as though she were being pulled through the eye of a needle. She could not risk making any error in speech, demeanor, or facial expression. One slip, she imagined herself collared and in the closet for the entire evening—not what she had planned even if the confinement might settle her mind. In lieu of that, she’d have a pained ass. Neither punishment suited her. 


  “I’ll give the design a try, sir.”


  “Good.” He was smiling again. “And no cherubs or little nymphs. I want full bodied voluptuous women like yourself, embracing deeply.”


  Regan felt a blush rising swiftly on her cheeks until they were burning again. 


  Tennyson snickered. “Oh, how I love toying with slaves.”


  “Yes, sir.” She went straight to the mindset, just as she would with Kurt.


  He nodded his head appraising her from head to toe. Submission ran down her body like a wave of pure water. “You think you’re good. Kurt thinks you’re good. You’ll both know for sure by the time I’m finished with you.”


  Was this a contest, she wondered? Though it was a silent question.


  “I want fabric and color swatches, and a preliminary sketch by tomorrow morning. Can you do that?”


  “With Kurt’s cooperation, certainly.”


  “Oh, I think my friend will be as interested in seeing you perform as I am. Now be off with you, wench,” he shooed her away like a stray cat and moved toward the doorway under the stairs. He pushed his blond hair off his face again, and looking back, noticed that she was still standing in the middle of his foyer. “Go on, I haven’t eaten you, not yet.”


  Regan almost slipped on the terra-cotta as she flew toward the door. Only when she was out of the house, on the other side of the bramble and vines, standing by the car door did she breathe easily again. 


  Even that one moment of relief was cut short, however, as she stared back at the house. Tennyson Hallock was standing in an upstairs window looking out at her with a grim air of command. 


  Regan shuddered and dove for her car keys.




  CHAPTER TWO 


  Jon Benjamin met his slave in the back of a crowded deli. While ordering two subs and a beer, she stood in front of him pressing her ass into his groin—enough for him to feel, but not enough for anyone else to notice. She might as well have been fucking him for all the attention paid to their lewd behavior. She was ‘on contract’ with her slutty conduct, as Jon loved publicly promiscuous displays. As he waited for his order, he opened his trench coat, letting her draw back inside it while he began to inch her short skirt up her thighs. He was moving toward her snatch, feeling each tingle of her sexual body as he toyed with her pubis. 


  In ten months, Regan had learned to keep her poise under such duress. She’d been fondled and exposed in public a dozen times, sending her master deep into his lordly desires. She would gravitate to her submissive roots at such moments, let go, lose conscious thought, and trustingly put herself into her master’s keeping while wordlessly obeying his orders—even if they had the effect of screaming to the world, ‘I am a slave!’ 


  As he worked his fingers deeply between her thighs, she parted them, which only pushed her skirt up higher on her legs. Such lovely legs were meant to be exposed, Jon repeated to her often—until she finally agreed and quit worrying about the overt display. In the crowded deli, she was almost disappointed that no one noticed. 


  Meanwhile, Jon pushed further with his hand, driving two fingers into her creamy cunt. His thick digits fucked her fast for several seconds until he could sense that she was grabbing hold of that erotic peak. He backed off, content to massage the aroused flesh. Regan’s hungering body replied with a soft, senseless sigh as someone wedged their body against her hot one. 


  A second later, Jon pulled his hand out from under her skirt, reached over the counter with his twenty-dollar bill, and exchanged it for the sack of sandwiches. Simultaneously, Regan reached for their beer, and the couple exited out the back door onto the patio. 


  “Cum before you eat,” Jon ordered her, as he sat back in his chair chewing the first bite of his sandwich. Regan whimpered softly—she was very hungry and a little nervous—but she obeyed. At least her exposure was minimal. With her back to the deli door, few could tell what she was doing as they strolled onto the patio with their lunch in hand. And though there were several people eating at tables nearby, none seemed to notice, except one young man in position to see straight at her daring presentation.


  Putting her hand to her crotch, Regan began to play with the warm wet folds of excited skin. Seeing her admirer’s eye, she smiled blushingly and continued playing with her pulsing puss.


  The edge of satisfaction was close, and easily attainable. Her ripe, desiring pussy lurched forward to its objective, while Regan let her gaze move from Jon, to the man sitting two tables away, eyeing her with amused interest. Her glances were flirtatious to both men, as though she had each one dancing on the tips of her skin, and in the center of her clenching channel where the spasms were about to break free. 


  Without warning, there was a hand reaching in where her fingers had her at the finish. Jon. Clamping his fingers around her wrist, he pulled her hand from her crotch. 


  “You can wait until later; I want to fist you, slave.”


  Regan looked up shocked, her eyes screaming, ‘No!’ while her irate pussy backed down grudgingly—and not without having spent a few rebellious spasms that she couldn’t halt. 


  “Straighten up and eat your sandwich,” Jon ordered as she adjusted to her abandonment. With a quick glance at her admirer, she noted his quizzical expression. She smiled and turned her attention to her master. A slave would let the denial fire her more. And Regan was a good slave. 


  Later that evening, they returned to her apartment for the promised fisting. It had been weeks since the last time—that time a frightening fear had bound her body in a knot and she couldn’t relax. She would succeed this time; she was determined. 


  Regan had to give this master credit for his patience. When he wanted the extremes he pushed her forward emphatically, but he was always patient, as long as she kept trying. And for fisting her cunt, his restraint, coupled with her courage was required. To have her master’s hand within her was beyond the limits of her imagination—an impossibility, something for dreaming, not reality. 


  Jon had taught her otherwise. 


  “On the bed, on your back,” he ordered as soon as they were in the door. “And naked, Regan…” he paused, remembering what he wanted. “Get out the cuffs and rope,” he called to her as she was scrambling from her clothes and moving rapidly toward the bedroom.


  “Yes, sir,” she acknowledged back. 


  He’d never fisted her while she was bound. 


  Drawing her master’s bag of bondage toys from the bottom of her closet, she emptied the contents on the bed beside her, carefully—though quickly—laying out cuffs and various manacles along with the many lengths of rope and straps he used to immobilize her. 


  He liked his things neatly ordered where he could find them, or allow their inspiration to guide his plans. 


  Lying in the center of the bed, she waited, shivering naked. The room seemed cold.  


  “You’re getting quicker,” Jon noted as he appeared in the doorway. He stood there some time as though he were contemplating something truly serious—though it wasn’t what he was about to do in the next few minutes. His thoughtful expression made her wonder. This wasn’t unusual. Her master often lost himself in moments somewhere outside real time. She could see the gears working in his brain, but he never gave her any idea of what it was that occupied his thoughts. She wondered if he was thinking of his family. If somehow a stray piece of guilt had suddenly fallen from the sky to cloud this sexual merriment. Or was it deeper in significance, something to do with her and her slavery? Ideas like this one thrust themselves uninvited into her brain just when she wanted to forget that she was little more than a detour in Jon’s life. At such times, she wanted to be the center of his universe, to believe that they existed in a perfect vacuum together, that nothing could get in to harm the beauty of his mastery or her submission. Seeing his expression mutate—even for a brief moment, she knew otherwise. She was just his detour. 


  Jon recovered and so did she. For the next half hour, Regan threw herself into the scene. 


  Jon bound her hands with ropes, refusing to use the cuffs, preferring this raw statement of his authority over her. She felt the soft hemp cut into her flesh, as though it might eventually work its way to the bone. She loved the feel, and quickly caught the remembrance of her lost orgasmic moment at the deli. Her crotch leaped forward. Her pubis was ready almost instantaneously, wet with her thick, milky nectar. Jon had little need to grease the pathway to her insides; although he still swathed his bare hand with lubricant before he began the plunge. 


  She opened wide, held her breath, and arched her back for a moment as her Master slipped his first four fingers into the pulsing opening. Her muscles squeezed around them, clutching them tightly as if she were trying to stop his submersion in the carnal pathway. 


  “Back off, Regan,” he ordered in a tone of gentle warning. “I’m going inside.” It seemed his knuckles were striking bone, that the path had closed and was for a moment driving him away. Then he laid his second hand on her quivering belly, settling the stir of anxious wildness gathering there. The fear, crowding out the pleasure, eased, as if, like scattering leaves, a gust of warm wind had shooed them off. Her surrender plummeted lower by degrees, slowly, efficiently opening her to the master’s invasion.  


  “You’re very close.” She didn’t know how close because she thought only of opening herself wide, not the impossibility. Then, with one small burst of pained heat, every bit of tension in her died and he was there. Fisting her. 


  The savagery began. 


  His hand moved boldly, striking her insides with ferocious purpose. The impact jarred loose any last bit of vacillation. Was he driving for her soul with his bare fist? She bucked with him in a frantic rhythm, beginning to build to an edge. Regan’s internal abdication brought back the lost climax in a new form. She felt as though she were riding waves to the bottom of her being. 


  Screaming softly, she came. In one wondrous burst of physical joy, the wildness took her. And thrashing back and forth her pleasure continued until she finally settled.


  When Jon pulled out his hand, he moved his crotch to her face. And straddling Regan’s neck, he pressed his erection to her lips. She opened again, to fit his hefty stalk inside her mouth as far into her throat as she could manage. She struggled little. Her bondage was comforting; the emptiness between her legs pure satisfaction; and her desire to serve her Master poured through her as wet desire. 


  After pounding her mouth, there was little left of her to scour. Jon came, his seed pouring on to her face and down her chin. The taste was sweet this time of night; and so she licked her lips as a broad smile broke out on her face. 


  Once Jon untied the ropes, she snuggled into his side, hoping for sleep. 


  Regan almost liked the moments after climax better than the moments in the middle. They were, at the very least, soothing. Though they were often difficult to manage. Intimacy after sex mattered more than it did before sex or during, more than it did in the middle of eating sandwiches in the deli, or when she first put her slavey arms around her Master’s neck and kissed him with her wet tongue and undulating belly. There were always question marks in the moments thereafter—a hesitant wondering. Would he spend the night with her, or climb into his clothes and return to his other home? She was forbidden to ask, forbidden to mention his wife, forbidden to consider that he had a wife who mattered to him. 


  As he slipped from bed this night, her heart sank beyond her toes, lodging somewhere off the end of the bed… maybe under the bed, which was exactly where she wanted to crawl. This was a very unslave-like attitude, and he’d despise it if she let it show. But fisting is special. It requires a personal honesty bigger and fancier than just normal honesty. Talk about being penetrated! How could he fist her and leave her? 


  That’s exactly what he was going to do.


  “You have to go?” That was a verboten question, too. But she asked anyway. 


  Midway through putting on his left sock, he turned and stared. 


  “You have to go?” she repeated, thinking he didn’t hear; and for some reason, his hearing her clearly was very important right now. 


  “I heard you,” he said stiffly. “And the answer is yes. It should be obvious, now, shouldn’t it?” He was annoyed. 


  “Why?”


  He cocked his head, not believing what he was hearing. Going beyond annoyed, his face first flushed with anger, then he stopped abruptly and returned to the bed, sitting down on the edge. 


  “Something wrong, slave?” he asked, tousling her hair in his palm, running his fingers through the curls, then tugging her a little closer being almost playful. This was an act of kindness—and she was sure she’d eventually pay. He was pouring on the charm with a nervous smile, as though he realized that there was something seriously wrong.


  “The way you leave me is wrong,” she said.


  “Oh?”


  “The way you have a wife, the way I share you, the way I’m your slave one hour and forgotten the next.”


  “If you don’t like the arrangement, Regan, you are free to leave.”


  “Am I?”


  “Of course.”


  “So, even my contract doesn’t matter?”


  “It only goes as deep as your feelings for me. I’m not about coercing any woman to be my slave. But if you are my slave, you live with the reality of what that means. You know what that reality is and I shouldn’t have to point this out.”


  “And I’ll be punished for making you explain this, won’t I?”


  He considered her for a moment, lips pursed grimly. “If you decide to stay, yes.”


  A tremor of excited fear made her belly clench. Though she wasn’t looking for punishment; she was looking for understanding. It was not Jon’s to give. 


  “How would you punish me?” she wondered. 


  He thought a moment more. “I’d probably fist your ass.”


  She shrunk back wearing her disgust and fear across her face. 


  “Don’t tempt me. I might just change my plans and do it now.”


  She stared him down—he had a very good stare that could normally roust the villains in her wavering slave psyche and turn her into a puddle of sensuous submission. But the effect was suddenly, unexpectedly, missing.


  “I don’t think so,” she said cautiously, knowing that she was writing a script for her immediate dismissal. She even looked around the room, wondering how much of her old stuff he’d let her have. She owned nothing. Everything was his. Slaves have no possessions, even in the modern world. 


  “I see.” His eyes flashed once with that boyish brilliance that first captured her imagination at the sidewalk café. “And why would that be?” he asked. 


  She was impervious to his charm now. 


  “I want to save that for another master.”


  He didn’t expect the end to come that fast—and neither did she. 


  Jon gave her a cardboard box with her personal effects—jewelry, perfume and a few knickknacks from the apartment, plus five hundred dollars and a savings passbook with another fifteen hundred. 


  She had no idea how much money she made for him—probably better that she hadn’t kept track of her last ten months of work. 


  He left her a few clothes—some cherished favorites were noticeably missing. He was unquestionably a Master to the end. And she was almost glad he was. She wasn’t changing her status as a slave—that was a fixed thing. To be booted from the apartment with just her cardboard box of trinkets made her slave decision stick. She just needed another, better master. 


  ***


  Regan returned home to Kurt, bewildered and incensed—which was likely more a product of fear and the accompanying exhaustion from her afternoon with Tennyson Hallock. This was hardly a slave rebellion, although she had more rebellious thoughts rattling in her brain than she’d felt in many months. 


  She took a right turn at the kitchen and went for her studio, ignoring Kurt; though ignoring Kurt was akin to screaming in his ear that she was pissed. Settling in at her desk, she went to work immediately on the sketches she would present to her client the next day. Despite her worries over the ceiling fresco, her brain had been working overtime on the possibilities. Images had come to her so fast that she could hardly stop. But she did.


  “Aren’t you forgetting something?” she heard Kurt’s voice jar her from the immediate picture, though she only glanced up quickly. Her husband—her master—was a handsome, but clipped man. His hair was impeccably trimmed, his face always smooth and his methodology of life as neatly circumscribed. That didn’t mean he was either predictable or unexciting, just easily defined and understood. When it came to Masters and slaves, he was all black and white, leaving little room for compromise with her behavior; Regan had adapted well. Returning to her charcoal and paper she sensed an internal heat begin to build inside her chest. He wouldn’t ignore the intentional slight—not even for her creative muse. 


  “Just need to get this down, sir.”


  “Look at me, Regan.”


  She did look up this time. 


  “Sir?”


  “I expect so little. I give you tremendous liberty, and still you abuse that liberty.”


  “Only for a good reason.”


  “There is no good reason.”


  “No, sir. I suppose there is not.” She could feel herself adjusting in size, as if she were shrinking. A slave-like lowliness was creeping back into her, becoming more complete every second her eyes connected with her husband’s.


  “What’s wrong?”


  “Wrong?”


  “Regan!”


  “Sir, you didn’t tell me about Tennyson Hallock,” she blurted out the truth.


  “I didn’t have to tell you anything.”


  “You could have at least let me know that he was a master. I didn’t know whether I was supposed to submit to him or be his interior designer.”


  “Do you submit to masters just because they announce themselves to you?”


  “No, sir.”


  “Then Tennyson Hallock is no different.”


  “But he treated me…”


  “Like a slave? Of course, he would. That’s because that’s what you are. And in his world he doesn’t know anything but masters and slaves.”


  “Really?” Just the thought of that brought back the savage feelings he’d tapped in her earlier that day. Nothing but masters and slaves… though it seemed impossible to live that far outside society’s conventions, she was certain that Tennyson Hallock was one to pull it off. 


  “Yes, really,” Kurt shot back. 


  “Sir, I felt this was unfair, as though you’d…” she hesitated here but went on anyway, “set me up.”


  Kurt snickered. “Isn’t that exactly what a slave loves the most? Being set-up, twisted about, your mind careening with the element of surprise? Or, has your nature suddenly changed?”


  “No-no, sir. It hasn’t.”


  “Then you’re experiencing some temporary insanity.”


  “Perhaps.” She was feeling very cautious and controlled, being embroiled in a scene when she least desired an entanglement. But, with the raw sexuality from the afternoon left to ferment, she knew little way out. It was unlikely she’d escape this night unscathed.


  “I think you’d better go to the dungeon,” he stated in the flat serious monotone he used whenever she’d gone over the edge. She hadn’t heard that tone—especially not so seriously delivered—in nearly a year. And though there was always a thrill accompanying that rigid voice, this time, she had something real to fear. 


  “Now, sir?”


  His eyes flashed; and before he could say another word, she popped from the stool and hustled body and soul out the door, taking the stairs as rapidly as she could. 


  Kurt wasn’t as fast. 


  He let her stew several minutes before he finally appeared, swishing the gold drape in the basement aside. 


  Regan stood, almost holding her breath, while her nervous fingers played with the sides of her skirt, getting them as damp as her damp hands. 


  She wouldn’t be going to the cross for a scene, or even ride the spanking bench behind her. This wouldn’t be a sexual moment, but punishment. 


  “Take off your clothes,” Kurt ordered. 


  For all the hundreds of times she’d been naked in her husband’s presence—even naked for strangers and friends—stripping to be punished felt as though it were her first time naked for her master’s eyes. She followed the order now, keeping one eye on his fixed and imperious gaze—looking for some sign of inconsistency—there was none. 


  Because Kurt didn’t want his slave associating the tools of pleasure with the tools of punishment, he made a bar especially for the event. The crude post was the size of a small tree trunk and was rounded so that her tummy and crotch could rest comfortably over the top and afford him a good clean swipe at her bared ass cheeks. When he made the bar, she’d been there for the final adjustments, so that he had it at just the right height for maximum effectiveness. She could stand flat-footed—he didn’t want her unstable in the position—and grab a second lower bar on the other side to keep her steady. 


  Regan didn’t bother waiting for his further orders; it seemed superfluous to draw out the inevitable even a second longer than it had to be. Once naked, she moved to the bar and draped her torso over the top. Adjusting herself, she then parted her legs just as Kurt liked and reached for the dowel below. 


  Punishment was swift and always painful. More damaging than the blows, however, was finding herself in the position in the first place. Just like when she was a kid and was spanked by an angry parent, the sting always seemed ten times stronger than reality. They may not have been as hard as strikes intended for her pleasure—when she was orgasmic, she couldn’t tell. But that was the nature of the act. Humiliation and shame drove as hard a point as the strike of Kurt’s flat, round punishment paddle. 


  To give him his due, when it was punishment, there were no sensuous warm-ups; the five strokes started with fire and ended with fire, and there was no room for compromise in the middle. Kurt never held back, but gripped the paddle with his fist, drew back his arm and with a powerful forward motion struck dead on at the center of her ass. 


  She was wise never to howl, as the cure for any protest would only be another strike.


  And five swats were enough for any slave.


  Knowing what she faced did nothing to assuage Regan’s fears—especially since it had been so many months since she’d been in this position. She waited now, clenching her cheeks, gritting her teeth, and peeking out of the corner of her eye to see when the first strike would land. 


  Smack!


  “Yeeeeeaaaaaaahhh!” she silently screamed. 


  The bite felt as though he’d singed her ass with fire. She bore down hard.


  Smack!


  “Seeeeeeeeess,” she seethed, still silently.


  Smack, smack! The next came fast, arriving with the same rough result.


  Smack!


  By the time Kurt landed the final strike, her ass felt raw and blistered and she couldn’t keep from crying out.


  “Do I give you another five?” he asked, his voice as cold as the basement air. 


  “At your discretion, sir.”


  “Do I need to?”


  “No, sir.” 


  “I may get lax, but that is my right, slave. You have none. You’re to be as on with your behavior as you were the first week I trained you. You have that clear?”


  (She remembered this little lecture, wondering if he had it memorized because it was always the same.)


   “Yes, sir.”


  “I won’t be disrespected or ignored in my house—I don’t care how tired and strained you are. Do you need a daily reminder for a while?”


  “No, sir.”


  She felt him back away, and the relief was welcome. 


  “Then you’ll have to prove that to me. You can spend a few hours in the box to think about it.”


  She instantly cringed—though not so Kurt could see. Yet, as he helped her rise, he caught the pained expression on her face. 


  “You have a question?”


  “Sir, if I could negotiate that order…”


  “No, you can’t.”


  “But please, may I speak?”


  “What?” He held her by the arm with fingers digging into her flesh. 


  “Tennyson Hallock wants sketches for his fresco when I see him tomorrow.”


  “Then I guess you’ll have to do them when I let you out.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Now on the floor.”


  Pulling a training collar from a row of dungeon tools, Kurt slipped the thick leather around her throat and snapped a leash to the heavy steel ring at its center. The click of metal had an emphatic sound, producing a feeling of dread and longing, equal in dimension. 


  She crawled to her cage, tugged at the neck by one good jerk of the chain. Before she could climb inside the wood and wrought-iron punishment box, Kurt—with his temperament as rigid as her steel bondage—cuffed her hands in irons behind her and manacled her ankles. From there, he had to push and she wiggle on her hip to move to the center of the four by four space. With the box just three feet high, she couldn’t stand or even sit, but instead, was forced to lay immobile in whatever position she could most comfortably assume. 


  It took trust and surrender to find the welcoming place in her inner world where being caged meant peace. Yet, as the iron bars clamped shut across the front of the cage and Kurt set the lock, she felt the finality bone deep. She was free… of the past, the present and her hopes of the future; of Kurt and Tennyson Hallock with his rampant sexuality, and being an interior designer or anything else life required of her. She swam happily in her nothingness.


  The only accommodation for her comfort was a small red pillow to cradle her head. (This was the one compromise Kurt offered after a two-hour punishment made her neck so sore that it ached for several days after. Kurt was strict, but not cruel.)


  “Get back in the space you belong, slave. Whatever you think about while you’re down here, make it about what it means to be who you are.”


  He knew that she didn’t think of anything when she was caged, that this was the one place where her mind could drift on an endless river far away from the rest of the world. Images would appear for awhile, but then they, too, would disappear. If she wasn’t cold, she often fell asleep. Yet, just as often, she didn’t sleep, but felt her bound wrists and her tethered ankles and the collar about her neck, and let the confinement breed a simple lust. 


  Her ass hardly ached now—only if she tried to move. And then, her skin felt as though she had little more than a healthy sunburn.


  About eight o’clock that evening, Kurt pulled her from the cage, undid the manacles at her ankles and brought her upstairs. The smell of beans and shrimp and rice almost made her smile. She hadn’t realized how hungry she was; though now her stomach was grinding like an old grist mill. When Kurt set her meal on the floor, she didn’t think twice about kneeling in front of the bowl and bowing her head until she had her husband’s go ahead to eat. 


  “I think I did a pretty good job with your recipe,” he said, rather drolly. “Give it a try.” She could sense his smirk broadening underneath his Masterful and merciless guise, as Regan bent forward and began to eat from the dish like a hound. If he was further amused by her decent to this animal act, she wouldn’t see, as her eyes were too focused on the warm rice and the smell of Cajun spices. She would have eaten gruel and been happy; this was next to heaven. The meal went down so easily that she almost forgot that she was eating on the floor. Finishing, she sat back offering him a silly grin.


  “So, slut, you think you can be a slave without the manacles and the cage?” he asked.


  “Yes, sir.”


  Kurt dabbed her mouth like he would clean the mouth of a child. 


  “And you can put together a few hours with no rebellion?”


  “I’m as soft as a kitten, sir.”


  “No claws?”


  “No, sir, no claws.”


  He fixed his eyes on her placid face for several seconds and then grimaced more lightheartedly. “I should just give you to Tenny and let him see what he could do with you.” She didn’t even quake, the threat was meaningless; and even if it weren’t, being given away would have seemed as natural now as any other slave-related act. 


  “Is that what you plan to do… ”


  Kurt’s grimace turned into a smirk, as though he wanted to say yes.


  “No, that’s not what I’m doing.”


  “What do you need me to do?”


  “I need for you to be my slave. That’s all I’ve ever asked. You have some difficulty with that, you’d better speak now.”


  “But with Tennyson Hallock…”


  “He’s your client. An eccentric. Do I expect you to submit to him? No. Do I expect you to be respectful of who he is? Yes. He’s a Master trainer and an impeccable Dom.”


  “He looked a little scruffy to me.”


  “Trust me, he cleans up well,” Kurt replied with a wry grin. “And he knows slaves. That’s why he’ll read you like a book—as well as I do. Maybe even better. But it doesn’t mean he’s allowed to take you into a scene or even put you on the floor. You are my slave, and until I give you to him—if I should give you to him—he knows the boundaries and respects them. Don’t give me reason to change my mind.”


  “I’m sorry, sir. I was confused.” The whimsical look on her husband’s face was too much to pass up without comment. “Did you set me up?” she wondered aloud.


  He cocked his head. “I’m surprised that you have the audacity to ask after what you’ve just been through.”


  “I thought you wouldn’t mind?”


  “If it was a test, Regan. You didn’t pass. Now get up, you have work to do.”


  Regan struggled to her feet with her arms still bound behind her. And as her husband unlocked the irons, she sighed happily. 


  “Now, go, get something done for Tenny, or he’s likely to forget there are any boundaries to keep him from punishing you.”


  “Yes, sir.” She flitted off happily. 


  Regan was an astute slave; she knew her place. But she also knew there was some point to the game that they’d just played. Tennyson Hallock was no mere Dom, and the designing arrangements had some purpose beyond what Kurt was confessing. She felt jittery inside knowing this; but that unsettling feeling provided the rush to keep her moving. Charged with energy, she dived into her work for the next few hours, pulling out everything possible she could imagine for her new client. Even the sketches for the ceiling were inspired. Two hours in the box had served her well, though they did little now to prevent the physical roar that suddenly grabbed at her crotch fueled simply by the idea of pleasing another, and very puzzling Master. 




  CHAPTER THREE


  It had been as grey and withered a November day as Regan Wheat could remember. A vile cold shot through three layers of clothing as she braced herself against the wind and trudged head bowed to the studio at 15th Place. If it hadn’t been for leaving Jon, she wouldn’t have had to take the trolley and walk the rest on foot, but this was the price she paid for taking back her life and her freedom to choose—she could choose to brave the wild November days. 


  “Hello, Deanna,” she said, pulling off her red stocking cap and sighing heavily as a crude chill passed through her body inside and out.


  “Couldn’t be more miserable, could it?”


  “Not if God were throwing icicles,” she smiled, and looked around at the glowing lamplight that infused the lobby with warmth. There was a gently kindled fire crackling softly in the grate and the aroma of Deanna’s incense stirring the air—not sweet but with enough bite to kick her cold-numbed senses awake.


  Regan peeled away the layers of her thick clothing, until she was down to a blue silk blouse, a baggy woolen sweater and a pair of black slacks. She slipped from her boots into a pair of comfortable flats. This was sensible business dress for a cold day like this one. Just the ruthless mop of the streaked and golden curls framing her face lent any suggestion to the woman dwelling inside her modest clothes.


  Picking up her portfolio, she was about to thread her way down the corridor to her office, when Deanna interrupted the trip. 


  “You have a visitor,” the receptionist mouthed so quietly, and with such a sense of mystery in her eye that Regan stopped right there, and leaned against the secretary’s desk as though they were telling secrets. 


  “Who?” she whispered. 


  “Name’s Kurt Kingsley. Heard of him?”


  She thought… “No.”


  “He seemed to know you.”


  “Really?”


  “Know of me, perhaps?”


  “Perhaps.” Deanna giggled, whispering again, “He’s a hunk.”


  “Is he now?” Regan’s face almost glowed. “I could use a hot-looking client.”


  “Then bag this one.”


  Regan chuckled and, more nervously now, made her way down the long hall to the building annex—a porch that had been added fifty years ago to the hundred year old brick apartment building—now converted into quaint offices spaces. 


  To enter Regan’s porch was like entering another world—a fragrant lusty place bordered on two sides by long banks of windows with dozens of windowpanes. Even on the darkest days, the office was filled with a gentle radiance. An old glass ball hung from the center of the room dispersing the light carefully, leaving just the softest shadows. Regan’s drafting table was set in the corner where the two grand windows met. And on that side of the room there was space for a pair of cozy chairs and a coffee table. On the wall next to the door was a panel of stuffed bookcases and then her desk—now a mountain of folders, sheaves of paper and general clutter. 


  The door was already open—which was surprising. Deanna should have made her client wait in the reception area. 


  “Sir, may I help you?”


  The man was standing with his back to her, staring out the windows over the top of her drafting table. At the sound of her voice, he turned. 


  “You’re Regan Wheat?”


  “I am.” She dropped her jaw, almost aghast by the attractive picture the man presented for her eyes. He was a lean but muscled man of average height with closely clipped sand-colored hair and disturbingly blue eyes—and no, not a simple blue, but like a spring sky, and profound, sharp, likely inventive and, at the moment, charmingly warm. Though the rest of his face was almost lost inside those eyes, it fit perfectly a man who could be determinedly grim, or wooing, depending on his purpose. His strong jaw was so inviting that Regan could almost feel her fingers touching that smooth skin. 


  He held out his hand for her to shake, smiling now with both eyes and mouth.


  “Kurt Kingsley,” he introduced himself. 


  “I’m afraid you have me at a loss. Was I expecting you?”


  “No,” he stated flatly. He turned, surveying the room briskly. “You’re an interior designer.”


  “Yes.”


  He nodded interestedly. “That’s good.”


  “And you need an interior designer?” she wondered out loud. 


  “No,” he stated again giving nothing away. “I have a very good one for what I need.”


  She looked reasonably perplexed. 


  “I’ve been told that you’re a currently freed slave.”


  “Oh, my,” her jaw dropped a mile as she went into a fixed trance staring at the handsome man. Without changing her gaze, she stepped into her office and closed the door behind her, finally setting her portfolio on top of the precarious mess on her desk. 


  Kurt’s gaze went immediately to the teetering stack, “Better move that elsewhere, or you’re courting disaster.”


  Sounded like an order. 


  “Yes, sir,” she answered in kind, unthinkingly.


  She spent several anxious seconds moving the mass of unfinished projects about, including her portfolio, until her desk was reasonably free of pending disaster. Finished, she stood up straight, suddenly having the feeling that she was there at his discretion, not he at hers. 


  “So back to my question, Regan Wheat,” her visitor continued. “I hope my information is not misplaced… though I doubt it is,” he added as though he’d already inspected her mind for the truth.


  “No, it’s not. But who told you?”


  “Jon Benjamin.”


  “He’s combing the parties again?”


  “If that’s what he does, I don’t know. Jon and I are friends from college. Surprisingly, we have similar viewpoints on male/female relationships. I ran in to him yesterday—about two years since I’ve seen him. He suggested that I see you.”


  “See me? Really?” 


  Her palms were sweating so profusely that she had to wipe them on her pants. “For what purpose?”


  “Your submission, Regan.”


  How wonderfully he spoke her name, as though his fingers were caressing the two rough syllables into something softer than its nature. She’d never thought her name pretty or distinguished, but from his lips, the sound of it was musical. 


  “My submission?” she was whispering again. 


  “He said you were a good slave. That he’d trained you beyond enough boundaries to know that you could be guided deeply. All that makes you the kind of slave I need.”


  “Oh, so you pick up the castoffs of other masters?” She sounded almost flip, which was purely a defensive mood, though Kurt Kingsley didn’t pick up on that. Or if he did, he certainly didn’t give that away. 


  “You left him,” he replied simply. 


  “I did. Unsubmissively, I suppose. But it couldn’t work.”


  “Because Jon has little integrity with the women in his life,” Kurt stated what was apparent to them both. 


  “You know him, then?”


  “Enough.”


  It was a gaze so deep that she could feel his psychic hand moving through her body to her crotch—and there, seizing flesh to hold as though he had the power or the right to be that invading. 


  “Enough to know he’d have a worthy slave?” she wondered.


  “Jon doesn’t dabble. His sluts perform. You did.” He looked at her through critical eyes. “Or was it just a game that you play very well?”


  “My submission is no game,” she answered feeling slightly more sure of herself and indignant enough to show it with the inflection in her voice. 


  “And I believe that about you, Regan Wheat.” He bridged the few feet between them, as her legs were beginning to tremble. They stood eye to eye, his death-defying blue ones on the assault—though it was a gentle one. Reaching out with his left hand, he gently moved his palm along her jaw, then further back, against her neck and under her hair where he could slowly ease his fingers through the curls and grab hold. The pressure of his grasp increased in tiny increments until she felt those fingers driving into her like steel claws. 


  “Should I go on?” he asked. 


  “Why would you ask?” she wondered quietly.


  “You’re not my slave. Until you are, I ask permission.”


  “Then yes, go on,” she answered in a breathless whisper.


  She expected for her willingness, a kiss. Instead, he jerked her free of her numbing pose, and roughly pushed her over the back of her comfy reading chair. And bending with her, his hand still steeled to her throat; he squeezed enough for her to fear choking. She wouldn’t scream, even if that were the proper response to a stranger’s assault. 


  While keeping her bound inside his grip, he laid his second hand on her ass and roughly worked the flesh. 


  “You won’t be wearing pants again, Regan,” he shot off quickly, annoyed with her choice of attire. “Act like the slut you are. Understood?”


  “Yes, sir,” she gasped.


  Kurt shoved her into the chair and let go, standing back, while Regan remained bent over—obedient to the desire throbbing hard between her thighs. 


  “We’ll keep in touch,” he advised her 


  She was ready for him to bind her seriously, ready for his hand slapping at her ass and crotch, ready for his lash and his cock, and any other device that suited his Dominant fancy. But he was out the door, leaving it wide open for anyone to pass by and see her bewilderedly falling over the back of her chair. 


  ***


  Kurt Kingsley came to the office the following week. Every day since his first visit, Regan had worn skirts in deference to his orders—this through a week of snowstorms with her legs practically freezing from subzero temperatures until she was finally inside the warmth of her office. 


  She was at her drafting table this day, making sketches. Hearing the door close behind her back, she was caught unaware, but expecting to find her boss or one of the other associates standing there. Before turning around, she finished one small detail on her drawing, then without warning, she shook with an unexpected bout of fright, while the hair on the back of her neck stood on end. 


  She finally turned around. “Mr. Kingsley!” She looked at him shocked and moved off her stool without thinking.


  “Regan?”


  “I wasn’t expecting you.”


  “I’m sure you weren’t. Have I interrupted anything important?”


  “No, sir, not really.” She looked at her drafting table. “Just finishing some sketches for a client.”


  “Good. I will be brief.” It seemed as if every nerve ending in her body suddenly stood at attention. “In fact, I have just a simple question.”


  “Oh?”


  His stare was pointed, his voice uncompromising, “I need to know if you want to proceed, Regan?” 


  Proceed? Proceed how? With what? Her rational mind rattled off a dozen questions. Yet, not one required an answer. She knew exactly what he was speaking of. If their brains were not already melded as one, then it was safe to assume that they operated off the same score card of Dominant/submissive fantasy… perhaps better stated Master/slave protocol. He was offering her a relationship… not in carefully packaged words, but by the unspoken message behind his attitude and by what the terms ‘Master’ and ‘slave’ implied. The code language of their lifestyle got rid of the need for elaborate explanations. 


  It had been three months since she split from Jon. Her sexual juices were on the rise, even burning—even in the dead of a hellish early winter. Two weeks earlier, just before Kurt’s initial visit, she was taken to the dungeon at an S&M play party hosted by her good friend Maryanna, a sweetly nurturing Female Domme with the equipment to frighten any man into protecting his balls with steel. Maryanna only wanted to love Regan and nurture her into another relationship. That night, she’d shipped her off to the dungeon with Master Thor. The burly brute couldn’t have been less attractive to her, but he was a magician with a flogger and managed to clean out the abrasive cobwebs from her empty insides, along with any remnants or daydreams of Jon that might be rising in the absence of a good Master. No, she didn’t regret her decision to leave her former Master; not if Master Thor, without providing a trace of sexual enticement, could make her body sing so beautifully. Flogging wasn’t all she needed—not even a fraction of what submission meant to her, let alone being a slave. But the scene with him was enough to remind her that the needs of the physical body could be easily satisfied, while the needs of her heart and soul required a more delicate mastery of intimate proportions. It had been a good fix up. 


  This with Kurt Kingsley would be no simple fix. 


  “Yes,” she answered after the gears in her brain stopped moving, after Kurt’s sharp blue eyes prevented any movement. “I’d very much like to proceed.”


  ***


  The scene at Tennyson Hallock’s palatial estate had hardly changed over night. 


  Regan approached his door with the same trepidation as she had the previous day, but she had far more reason to fear and be unsure of herself this time. A little knowledge can work the mind into a frenzy, rip peace into tattered rags and set a slave’s body crawling with anticipation—filled with premonitions, whether warranted or not. 


  Tennyson answered the door, and with a casual gesture she’d seen before, ushered her inside. 


  “So, you managed to survive our last visit?”


  “Is there a reason why I shouldn’t have, sir?”


  “You left unsettled.” He smiled. That stubborn shock of blond hair was falling in his face again; again he brushed it back with his hand. His beard was a day old, but he was dressed in clean blue jeans with a sweater over a crisp long-sleeved shirt. Though it made no sense that she would find herself attracted to the man, Regan’s body reacted erotically as it had the previous day. Obviously, it wasn’t just his physical appearance that seduced her, but those insubstantial, unseen, but felt things that good Masters exude so well. “Your Master manage to take care of your rebellion?” he asked with his typical abruptness.


  “You assume I was rebellious?” 


  She spoke carefully, submissively, though attempting to maintain the appropriate boundaries; being both respectful of her position as her husband’s slave and appropriately businesslike. 
Tennyson quickly brushed her cheek with the back of his hand as if he were playing with a child. 


  “I don’t have to assume, I’m right. Now show me what you have.”


  Her hours in the cage—and the punishment—were still affecting her pleasantly. The reminder had been good. 


  Moving into the dining room, Regan laid out the fabric samples and then the sketches for the ceiling. 


  “These are good.” He seemed impressed with her work… almost as impressed as she was herself. In the spirit of hedonistic decadence that he was after, she’d managed some rather animated poses of women making love in various stages of undress, most often draped in robes and diaphanous materials, which drifted over their bodies leaving plenty of significant body parts showing… nipples… Venus mounds with hairless, or hair-covered snatches… parted ass cheeks and firm thighs. “Very nice,” he moved from one to the next seemingly delighted. “Which figure is you?”


  “Me?”


  “Yes, I asked a question, answer me.”


  “I hadn’t thought of myself as any of them.”


  “You lie.”


  “Sir, please.” Her face was beginning to burn with embarrassment.  


  He chuckled, amused by his own intuition. 


  “This is hard for you.”


  “Yes, sir, it is. I am my master’s slave, which makes it difficult to speak candidly about personal matters without violating my agreement with him.”


  “You read more into my question than is there.”


  “I’ve been trained to do that. Submissive women usually are. The instinct for survival dictates that we remain watchful.”


  “And by all accounts, you are a good slave.”


  “If my Master says so.”


  He snickered offering no reply; but instead turned this attention to the sketches again. “A little more crude, a little less 17th Century. I want these to stun when they first meet the eye. I want my guests gazing at them almost embarrassed, as if they have, just by looking up, felt as though they’ve just stumbled into a woman’s bedroom in the middle of her cumming at the lips and fingers of her female lovers. Does that say it clearly?”


  He might have said that a day ago, she was thinking, but then, she might have gone into an instant panic if he had. 


  “I can do that.”


  “Yes, I know. I know the way your mind thinks.”


  He moved to the swatches of material and paint, dismissing each suggestion so quickly that Regan wondered if he even bothered to think how it might enhance the look of this house.


  “I was thinking this would be right for …” She tried going back to one favorite green, pointing out the possibilities.


  He shoved her hand away. 


  “It’s not the one.” Proceeding on, he came to the end of the stack, doubled back to one paint swatch and a single piece of fabric. “These.”


  “That’s it?”


  “I like them.”


  “But I thought…”


  He shook his head. “Don’t think too much. Slaves get into trouble if they do.”


  “My master often respects my thoughts, sir.”


  “Let him. He still makes up his mind his own way, doesn’t he?”


  “Yes, of course he does.”


  “Of course, it’s always nice to make a slave feel special.” This time the smile and the tone of voice were so condescending that she was knocked right from her submissive space. She felt it, quickly trying to get a grip on the strange lust for revenge unexpectedly brewing in her gut. He felt it, too. “Watch yourself, Regan Kingsley, or you’ll be spending three hours in the box tonight, not two.” 


  He knew!


  Her cheeks turned hot, even her brow was sweltering. She’d be a puddle on the floor if she didn’t gather her wits. 


  Thankfully, he changed the venue so that she recouped some of her poise. Taking a few stray sketches and some swatches in his hand, he moved toward the library expecting her to follow him. 


  While some of Tennyson Hallock’s house was in disrepair, more of it was in the midst of being renovated. There was scaffolding scattered throughout, buckets of paint and drop cloths, drapes covering the furniture and the smell of plaster dust evident everywhere. But moving to the library, Regan discovered a wholly different world where there was order, grace and sensuousness—complete and untampered by even the thought of workmen, dust or renovation. This room needed nothing but someone to appreciate its many wonders. Tall banks of windows, Boston ferns, tall tiers of bookcases, brocade furniture and dozens of artifacts from some man’s journeys about the world. There was even a globe spinning on its axis and a telescope to peer out the windows to the stars. 


  And, then, amongst the gracious items in this rich man’s domain, there hung a coiled bullwhip on the wall between two filled bookcases. A punishment cane rested just beneath it leaning into the corner. And on the side of the room, not far from the door, there was an apparatus, which to the untrained eye might have been a mystery. But to Regan’s trained one, the device was obvious. Unique though it was for its unusual construction, there was no mistaking the fact that it was a spanking bench. Beside it on the wall hung a flogger and a paddle for easy reach. The items blended so perfectly with the rest of the room’s décor that someone unaccustomed to such things might have easily glanced over them on first inspection. Regan didn’t. Not that she’d been looking for evidence of Tennyson’s craft as she perused the rooms in his house; rather, Regan took in these items as she would everything else—the windows, the globe, the ferns, the books—and understood without even thinking what their purpose was. It only made sense considering who he was and how he lived his life.  


  “Regan,” she heard his voice, though it took some seconds to connect with her brain. 


  “Sir?” She turned his way, realizing that she was standing in the doorway in awe. 


  “Something the matter?”


  “No… no… this is just… just so finished.”


  “I live here.”


  “I imagine you do.” She shrugged. “Why would you even want the rest of the house?”


  Tennyson smiled. “This does have its charms.”


  “And there’s something you want here?”


  “Ah, yes. I want to change the fabric on this. What do you think?”


  He held up a swatch of fabric to an only slightly threadbare chair.


  “Yes. That would fit perfectly,” she agreed.


  He nodded. “And I was thinking of some way I could embellish this ceiling, too.” He looked from the sketch in hand to the domed roof of the room.


  She shook her head critically. “Too much, sir.”


  He stared a moment longer, “Yes, you’re probably right.” Turning back to her, he changed the subject, “Well then, it’s time for lunch. I’ll show you the kitchen. There’s some cold shrimp in the refrigerator, cheese, wine and some fruit. You can set the table on the patio.” He motioned to double doors leading outside. 


  “Lunch, sir. I’m serving lunch?”


  “Yes.” He consulted his watch. “I hired you for two hours today. And serving my lunch is what I need you to do. You can join me.”


  As Tennyson made the demand, Regan’s mind flew backwards in a flash… remembering. The address was now little more than a wad of grime and sweat inside her nervous fist. She could still make out the numbers and the street, but just barely. The ink was fading, the letters broken. However, just by the description of the house Kurt had given her, Regan knew which one to approach. The sandy-yellow brick was trimmed in forest green, and a steep, but lush green lawn climbed to the front steps. 


  Inside, the formality was as severe as outside. Gold brocades and polished marble, stiff looking maids in formal attire and a starched-looking butler with a grim expression faced her as she moved beyond the front door. 


  For nearly a half-hour Regan sat in a straight-backed chair beside the door, hands in her lap, waiting. She could hear her host, General McIntyre speaking with friends, his guests. 


  When the half-hour was finally over, she was marched into the formal parlor to meet the man. 


  “Wheat, is it? Your name?”


  “Regan Wheat, sir.”


  “I knew a ‘Wheat’—several years ago, bought one of my slaves… could there be any relation?”


  “I doubt so. My family wouldn’t…” she stopped, though it wasn’t necessary to say more. 


  “You’re here to be trained as a house slave, I understand.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “A worthy use of your time,” he nodded. The General was a large, burly man, nearly sixty years old with a robust, even kind-hearted demeanor—certainly not textbook Master. But he did cut an authoritative figure in his household. He was no one to argue with. “Kingsley’s a good Master. If you plan to be his slave, you’d better mind your P’s and Q’s or he’ll blow you out quicker than a jackrabbit escaping a collard patch.” 


  The general tugged on the bell pull behind him. In the distance, Regan could almost hear the ringing bells—the kitchen? Perhaps it was just her imagination. 


  “In this house, you’ll be trained to serve,” he informed her in his clipped military delivery. “The rules are strict and strictly enforced. Punishment for failure is brisk and hard. However, I’d suggest that you not worry over it. You’ll have your first meeting with my paddle soon enough and likely when you least expect it. I do not spare the rod or paddle for any man’s slave. Once you’re in my house, you’re here to be taught—manners, decorum and discipline. You won’t be touched sexually—except if I decide to take you below, which is my prerogative. Your master, rather your future master, speaks of you highly, which gives you a reputation to live up to. I wouldn’t suggest that you disappoint him.”


  Just as he stopped speaking, a young maid appeared in the doorway. She remained there silently until he addressed her. 


  “Jenna, take Miss Wheat to her room and find her a uniform. She’ll serve with you in the kitchen until I advise otherwise.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  General McIntyre turned to Regan. “Follow in her footsteps, she is an impeccable slave.”


  Jenna appeared to be no more than an ordinary serving girl—a fact that held true of all of the General’s servants. 


  It wasn’t until dinner that night that Regan found out otherwise. One clumsy move, a spilled plate—all over Mistress McIntyre’s silk shoe—and Jenna was standing before her master, hands behind her head, elbows wide, eyes staring straight forward. 


  “You have something to say for yourself?” the General sternly regarded her. 


  “I failed to concentrate, sir. My humble apologies.”


  “Accepted, young lady. Now assume the position. Audre bring me the paddle,” he gestured to a second maid who was standing by the door. Regan watched from the side of the dining room where she’d been told to stand. Her eyes were wide in fascination as she viewed the scene before her. She’d never seen anything like this house; nor had she ever felt such a sweeping undercurrent of energy with its subtle sexual charge existing in the background of such impeccable decorum. Despite the formality and stuffy attire, everyone from the General, to his wife, to their three houseguests and all the maids, had churning beneath the surface of their manners a hot-blooded sexual excitement. It captured Regan’s cunt right where it throbbed the most. 


  Would the General really paddle the perfectly mannered Jenna for one very small faux pax? From what Regan could see, it was the Mistress’s fault, not the maid’s. But she didn’t expect either the Mistress or the Master to see the incident that way. 


  Seeing the paddle, Regan almost shrieked. The broad flat thing would pack a horrendous punch. At least the girl would have the advantage of her clothes to protect her bottom from the worst… so Regan thought. 


  But Regan was wrong. 


  The gentle reprimanded maid bent over. In so doing, she automatically whisked her skirt up, uncovering her bottom, which, to Regan’s surprise, was completely naked. Jenna wore a pair of lovely stockings with rosette garters at the top; but otherwise her ass end was fully bare, a wide round target of virgin-looking flesh, with dimples and flawless smooth skin. 


  Standing at her side, the General lay his wicked-looking, broad-surfaced punishment paddle on the young woman’s ass, as if he were thoroughly contemplating his next move. Then he drew back his arm—paddle and all—and brought it forward sharply. 


  Smack!


  Jenna emitted just a low groan, one barely audible across the room—perhaps even that sound was just Regan’s imagination. She wanted to groan herself. The impact of that strike seemed to be felt around the room. But the response wasn’t horror at the poor maid’s distress, but another bout of sensuous excitement making the small crowd even more aroused. Much more sexual charge, they’d be fanning their faces and asking for ice water, Regan thought. 


  One strike followed the next in rapid succession, with each one having the same jarring effect to Regan’s body.


  After six meanly administered strikes, the punishment was over and the maid’s behind had turned a bright rosy red hue.


  “Mind yourself, young lady,” the General charged his maid. He pulled her upright and stared her down. There was not one ripple of fright or sadness in this well-trained woman’s face. She remained perfectly poised even though her ass must have been smarting viciously from the resulting burn. 


  “Yes, sir,” she said, not a tear in her eye. “And thank you, sir.”


  “You’re welcome.”


  Was this what Kurt Kingsley expected her to learn? Three weeks into their relationship of brief Master/slave encounters, he’d shipped her off to General McIntyre’s for formal submissive training. She’d given him no commitment. He’d not taken her freedom. They’d played, toyed and teased their way into the beginnings of something real—real beyond her own imaginings, and maybe his—though Kurt Kingsley was obviously more experienced than she was. 


  It almost slapped her in the face to be ordered to this house of rules and formal etiquette. Why? It wasn’t like Kurt Kingsley to demand this narrowly focused form of slave compliance. And he would never want her wearing a prudish, calf-length dress and a starched white apron. 


  Whatever his reasons, however, she would endure the training for Kurt, and figure out his purpose later. It was enough to feel the man’s hand winding its way through every inch of her life, the same way it physically wound its way through her hair the day they met. 


  Recalling her training with the General as she set the table on Tennyson Hallock’s patio—which was not an outdoor patio at all, but an enclosed greenhouse porch, housing hundreds of plants—Regan’s body quickened with an unexpected surge of desire. To serve him this way was to serve a master. 


  Even if it was a simple task—the food was ready and easy to serve—she couldn’t escape the way this act once again reduced her to ‘slave’ in this man’s house. She prepared the meal trying hard to understand why she was being required to do so when the task at hand was supposed to be decorating the house. 


  Obviously, Tennyson followed no rules, no particular protocol but what he made up for the moment. Regan could live with that, but would Kurt? Was this request beyond the boundaries of her job? It seemed innocent enough. But what about the lust provoked in her?


  “Mr. Hallock, your lunch is ready,” she said, while standing at the library door. Having watched him work for several minutes without looking up, she discarded her training etiquette and spoke up without being acknowledged first. 


  “Ah! Yes. I’m famished,” he exclaimed as he jumped to his feet. 


  They were half way through the shrimp when Regan finally spoke again. “Is there something else that you need from me? It looks as though you’ve made all your decisions for the house.”


  He looked at her a bit bewildered. “You’re going to paint my mural,” he exclaimed.


  “I am?”


  “I thought that was decided.”


  Her eyebrows knit worriedly. “You’re sure of that?” 


  “Yes. And you’ll be, too. I’ll have the scaffolding put up tomorrow. This way I’ll have you here every day with me.”


  “And why would you want that?”


  “Why not? The company of submissive women is my favorite indulgence.”


  “If so, sir… if I might be so bold, why then are there no slaves here? I can’t be your slave, we both know that. I would think that a man of your experience would have a dozen waiting on him hand and foot.”


  “How do you know that there aren’t slaves about this house? Have you seen it all? Do you think it’s impossible that I could have them tied in my dungeon or in the attic, or chained to my bed? You haven’t even seen the upstairs of the house, nowhere but five main rooms. There are twenty in this grand Goliath. I could have a hundred slaves bound, gagged, whipped and caged in my den of depravity…” he snickered playfully, “… and you wouldn’t even know.”


  “I don’t believe you do,” she came back at him with a reasonable amount of indignant playfulness. 


  “Oh?”


  “No I don’t. Show me.”


  “Pretty ballsy for a slave.”


  “I’d never say that to Kurt. But then, I’m not your slave.”


  He shook his head. “And that’s too bad.” He took a long gulp of his water. “Because I’d whip you right here. I’d take my bullwhip off the wall and feather it over your nakedness until every nerve was jumping with need; then I’d flog your backsides raw until you let loose. Then, I’d leave you hanging, your nails digging into the wood you’re roped to.” He smiled. “Too bad.”


  She was too agog to say another word.


  “Think about that, slave,” he answered her silence directly. “And clean up this mess.” He was finished with lunch, pushing himself away from the table and leaving her with the thought of his whip and flogger blazing trails across her mind. 


  Regan left for home a half-hour later, after she’d cleared the table and washed the lunch dishes with her mind still in a daze of remembrance. 




  CHAPTER FOUR 


  “Miss Wheat!” The General’s breath was in her face with the aroma of cigar smoke and peppermint. She stood before him the first time, with his soldierly eyes glaring into her scared ones. There was a dishcloth in her hand, a puddle of soapy water at her feet. 


  “Sir!” she shot off quickly, trying to keep her eyes from meeting his—bad protocol in this world of rules. 


  “Bend over.” 


  “Yes, sir.” She wondered why but didn’t ask.  


  “Raise the skirt.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  She dropped the cloth and with wet fingers pulled the maid’s dress over her bottom. Her ass was as bare as Jenna’s had been the day before. 


  She nearly shrieked when she saw the cane in the General’s hand, but kept her thoughts trained on the scene at dinner the night before. Jenna’s calm got into her, inside her bones and blood and quivering flesh to make it strong enough to bear this punishment. Her sister slave was in the laundry room folding towels the last time she saw her, but even now that placid face appeared before Regan’s inner eyes. Inspiration. 


  After the ordeal, when Regan had time to think again, she thought of the serenity in that placid face. Justice. Her punishment was accepted justice, as natural as rain and sun and bright blue skies in the world of a slave. 


  Could Regan be that pure of form?


  Swish… Thwack! 


  ‘Yeeeeeeouch,’ the inner howl was loud and angry, but she showed no outward sign of her distress. 


  Thwack!


  And a silent ‘Yeeeouch’ again. 


  Thwack! For the third time, and her silence went almost through the ceiling. Her body flinched, her eyes blinked with tears, and her heart raced with misery—but she didn’t utter a sound. 


  “Very good, young lady,” the General told her when he was done. 


  Something to be proud of, Regan thought—that he would recognize her hard work at containment. Yes, she was proud. “You may present yourself daily for the same,” the man went on, only to have Regan gasp, this time audibly. 


  “Don’t lose your cool, now, Miss Wheat,” he warned. 


  “No, sir.”


  “And see me in the morning. A good caning always sets the day off right. I think you’ll agree.”


  He had been right, despite the side of her that wanted to whine otherwise. For five days, she endured her morning canings, along with other punishments meted out when her performance was lacking. It took so little to breach the General’s lavishly outlined etiquette, that it was next to impossible for even the regular seasoned house slaves to remember every detail, let alone a lowly trainee with a mind too easily clouded by other kinds of thought. 


  Is this what Kurt wanted? Attention? Focus? 


  She worked the system as vigorously as she could, letting the days turn into one long hazy series of detail, concentration and surrender, until she thought of nothing but what the master demanded of her. In that containment, her lust bloomed brightly, joining that current of sexual heat that seemed to drive the entire household. 


  On the eighth night, she sat with the other maids finishing a bowl of spaghetti in the kitchen. The others chattered, but she was quiet. Not because she was always quiet during free time; but because the suspense of something new was killing her conscious thought. 


  It began in the morning after she was caned. She’d welcomed the six strikes on her ass, and her ‘thank-you’ had been genuine—truly genuine, which was a very strange feeling since being caned was not her favorite form of physical stimulation. It did instill that certain mindset of being a slave—which she hardly needed in this house, though the General’s point was well taken. On this eighth day of her training, however, her gratitude was honest. She liked that sharp strike against her ass, the way it flared with heat and pain as if the skin were raw and a fire had just been lit on the angry, swollen surface of the cuts. Taking them in was a matter of pride. She remembered Jenna that first night. Was this what Kurt wanted? The same sort of resigned serenity?  


  After the caning, the General let his keen eyes rest on her serene face—one without tears, without expression. Her grace under duress had never been more perfect.


  “You are getting there, Miss Wheat. We’ll see if you can tolerate a little more.”


  He stopped there with his enticement and sent her on her way. 


  Just as she was finishing her spaghetti, the General entered the kitchen, leveling her with an eye aimed directly at her meek and slavey insides. 


  She sat up straight, though he hadn’t commanded as much. 


  “In the dungeon, Miss Wheat. ‘Bout time I whipped on your ass.”


  The startling order took some moments to sink in. It shouldn’t have come as a surprise. Every other house slave including the training slaves had been taken to the dungeon in the last eight days. She’d wondered if she’d been lacking in some way. But perhaps not.


  She’d heard their fitful cries, their ecstatic screams; the drama from the belly of the house was music for her memories to cleave to. She would think of Kurt when the late hour of the day brought such viscously beautiful sounds of a slave’s woe to her needy heart. Desire was on the rise, each day increased as she remained the lowly, caned house slave, and no more than that. She knew this interlude in her life was meant to stoke the fires of her submissive heat, and so her longing billowed like a sail on the wind. 


  The dungeon in the yellow brick house was fit fuel for a slave’s wildest fancy. The stairs creaked and the air was dank as though it were filled with dust. It was no basement she entered but the catacombs of stone that wound through the underground of the house in a maze. The old furnace room was to the right—even the large boiler made her shiver. Straight ahead, she could hardly see. But pushed forward by the General’s firm hand, she took the necessary steps until they were in an open room with a low ceiling, stone walls and a whipping post in the center. 


  “Take off your clothes, Miss Wheat. You’ll do this naked.”


  She looked back at the General, suddenly quite scared; her fear had finally caught up with her conscious mind. Behind the man, several of his servants, and the Mistress McIntyre had gathered as witnesses. 


  All of them were there to see her strip her clothes away, to see her body shudder as a cold draft of air hit her naked skin, causing goosebumps to rise on her arms and legs. A naked slave was not an unusual sight, but for Regan this exposure was a first, as she’d never been naked before a room full of people. The thought of it on the one hand made her want to flee; on the other, her hunger for the experience was too far along to worry about modesty. 


  The warmth from the General’s large hands moved through her coldness as he cuffed her wrists in leather. Tremors of desire smacked her belly, moving quickly into spasms. Regan clenched and clenched again, but only inwardly. 


  The General shoved her to the whipping post—a fat tree trunk of smoothed wood with eyebolts at various levels. He secured her as high as her arms could reach, so that she almost had to stand on tiptoe. 


  While her white skin gleamed in the warm glow of the inconstant candlelight, the muscles along her back were tight, moving erotically as she breathed deeply to relax. 


  “Spread your feet,” the General ordered. 


  Regan’s feet went wide, which strained her even more in the awkward position; but she held fast, as she’d been trained to do—by both Jon and Kurt and her own instinct for submissive form. 


  Within sight of her eyes, the General swiped a flogger from the wall, and without preamble or further ceremony, he moved behind her to begin laying the leather hard across her shoulders and back. Within that first instant of stinging sensuousness, her mind went adrift. One sensation poured atop another with the hard and steady beat. He whipped her fast until she was just about to shriek, then he’d back off, rest his hand on the warmed skin, waiting for the fire to fade enough for him to begin again. 


  He struck harder the second time, and even more so on the third round. Then, in an unexpected move, he tossed the flogger aside and picked up a thin riding crop, which he whisked back and forth across the worked flesh. 


  At first, the new sensations were like a gentle wind, breaths of cool air that cooled the angry surface. Then, he moved on her harder, whacking the crop’s leather-tasseled end in a fierce flurry that buffeted the flesh and bit like the blade of a knife. 


  “Ah, eeeeeeeee,” her soft cry sounded with a reproof to follow. 


  Another flogger replaced the crop’s strike, stirring the nerves of her ass to attention as the General moved his focus lower. He beat her hard, turning what was beautifully pristine and white to a wild rosy hue. Her entire backside became a rash of irate color, while a few small blisters in the skin appeared atop the surface. 


  She writhed in desperate movements against the post, as the edge of it cut into her crotch where she was wet, and the bud of her clitoris swelled with blood and expectation. 


  “Oh! Ah! Yes!” Muffled yes, but clear to anyone who heard, those cries were filled with passion. No one watching would leave without being sexually moved. 


  Drifting thoughtlessly, the pain moved wildly about as the General’s flogger made its vigorous journey. 


  Then, suddenly, he stopped—as though he’d disappeared and there was nothing left but the sound of his voice behind her. 


  “Close your eyes,” the General ordered. 


  She snapped them tight. 


  “And feel yourself.”


  Nerves, skin, wounds and heat… little more now than this montage in her wandering freedom. 


  And then hands, familiar hands, and a whispered breath against her ear. 


  “You’ve done well, my Regan.” 


  For just a second, she was lost in confusion while her mind adjusted to this unexpected presence. 


  “Thank you, sir,” she answered in the thoughtless way slave’s do to compliments. 


  “You’ll make a good slave,” the voice continued, as the owner of that voice suddenly became clear to her. Yes. It was Kurt’s voice and his mellow lips in a sweet caress to her cheek


  Reaching in-between her legs, he grabbed hold of the center and shook it hard, then inserted fingers into the pulsing middle. 


  “Gawd, yessssssssss.” Such a beautiful seething hiss to match the snake-like, slithering gyrations of her belly against the post. Her cunt clenched and her breathing became more erratic, as the massage went deeper still, invading every atom. Rocking on his hand, she could feel the sweep, the drive for climax bursting through her. 


  “Sir,” she gasped. “Sir.” Again.


  “What slave?” he whispered as if he didn’t know what she was asking.


  “M-May I-I c-cum, sir?” she shook so hard that it was difficult to hear her voice. 


  “You want to cum?”


  “Y-yes, s-sir,” she sounded desperate, and very afraid that she’d spill over the edge of herself without permission. “P-please, s-sir, I can’t…”


  “Now, Regan.”


  “Ah! ah! ooooohh, yess….!” She let her head fall back as her body froze with tension, and then everything from head to toe shivered with a long rain of letting go. His hand became the cock to take the beating of her inner muscles, while the outer ones rippled like the undulations of a river against its shore.


  Once the spasms subsided, Regan waited for him to set her free. She fell into Kurt’s chest until he unlocked the cuffs from the eyebolt above, then she slumped to the floor at his feet. 


  ***


  “So, your day with Tennyson?” Kurt asked her as soon as he walked in the door and tossed his coat on the rack in the hallway. 


  Regan was lying on the divan with a book in her lap, which she’d let fall loose as her mind gravitated to the pictures from her past. Tennyson Hallock made her think of General McIntyre, which made her think of being whipped in his stone dungeon, which made her wonder how much of her client’s monologue of sexual slaves had been factual. She couldn’t imagine that he had slaves bound in the bowels, the attic, or the second story of his house. The large spaces of the massive gentleman’s manor felt too hollow and too empty to harbor more spirits. If there’d been live beating hearts along with Tennyson’s, she’d have felt the pulse of their human aura; even the silent whimpers and moans of delighted passion would float to her ears. Her thoughts roused her crotch, and her hand had begun its precum play, even if she had no promise of getting off. 


  At the sound of Kurt’s voice, she immediately jerked her hand away. 


  “Interesting,” she replied, as she looked up answering his question, craning her neck to meet his kiss. 


  “Oh? How so?”


  “He has a fondness for baiting me,” she looked for some flicker in her husband’s expression. There was none. “He’s talking about flogging me … telling me that there are slaves bound all over the house.” Still no sign of concern. “He even made me serve him lunch.”


  Kurt face finally lightened with amusement. “Tenny can be a scoundrel.”


  “And you don’t find his behavior out of line?”


  “If I did, it wouldn’t matter—save his actually acting on his threats. But I know he won’t.”


  “Where are his slaves anyway?”


  Kurt shrugged. “This is not his only house. I know that his primary slave runs his business and is probably unable to get away. There are a few elsewhere.”


  “But none with him now, seems pretty strange.”


  “None that I know of, which is probably why he loves teasing you. You can take it, Regan; or have you turned into a weak-kneed, whining brat?”


  “No, sir.”


  “Good.” He tousled her hair with his hand and pushed off the divan. “How about dinner?”


  “It’s in the microwave. I’ll get it ready.”


  “No, stay there. I can take care of it. You need to masturbate.”


  He knew she’d been playing with herself? Of course, he knew. But what about sex, real sex, body to body, thigh tingling, tummy clenching, parch-mouthed, bump and grind, cock in cunt pleasure?


  “What if I crawled to you, sir, and offered myself for whatever you desire?”


  He laughed. “You did that three years ago, slave. Now, I want you to masturbate. Lie back, put your hand in your crotch and writhe for me, Regan. My eyes need something pleasing to rest on. You’re it.” He sauntered toward the kitchen, while his slave let the message absorb inside her fantasy. Permission granted to play with herself; what more could she ask? (Except for sex itself) She could want a lot more, but this would be good enough; since it was exactly what she was trying to do when he walked through the door.


  Regan returned to the General in her thoughts… remembering that last night, and the flogging that left a rash of burns on her ass for nearly a week. Her shoulders had healed faster, though they, too, carried with them the delightful remembrance of surrender in her sexual fantasies … surrender, peace, freedom… and oddly now, Tennyson Hallock.


  That shock of blond hair falling in his face, the fire behind his haunting version of blue eyes. Unlike her husband’s acute birdlike gaze, his signaled mystery. The casual air, his whip coiled on the wall, and the playthings meant for dungeons left in plain sight… She gasped, aroused.  


  Regan shifted her weight on the divan, nestling in the corner pillow, her feet drawn up to her ass, her thighs parting. Her pink robe fell away as she offered her nakedness to the room, then her right hand started in again with the moist folds of flesh she’d been toying with already. Running her hand over the skin lightly, she heard a voice in the back of her mind urgently telling her more. 


  Tennyson… she moved to Kurt and back to the General; and then without her seeking any man in her thoughts to cast as Master, her mind returned to Tennyson. What if? 


  What kind of dungeon did he have in his basement? What kind of chains and ropes and leather gear bound his slaves? 


  Or would he even take his slave to the cellar with the rats and spiders? Or instead, climb to the top of the house and tie them to rafters in the attic? Would he whip them in tandem? Or singly? Or not at all, being content to watch them writhe? 


  She saw herself… in the library, between the Boston ferns and the books and the brocade couch, bound with her hands behind her, her neck collared in leather, her feet in red spike heels (always her favorite color), her nipples pulled into taut buttons of purple flesh.


  Regan took a nipple between her fingers and pinched until it hurt, until she could feel the nerve pulse her sex at her clitoris, as though the two were connected by a tiny stream of electric current. She repeated the act with the other nipple, still keeping her one hand in her crotch and her mind on the picture of Tennyson Hallock’s library. 


  Her imagination pressed a dildo to her ass, some slick, fat, ribbed prong that widened her channel as it slowly eased its way inside under the force of Tennyson’s hand. 


  “Shove it in.” It was Kurt’s voice, and the sudden awareness that her present master wanted the same thing that Tennyson wanted in her fantasy. Her eyes opened only briefly and then closed again. Kurt had put a dildo to her anus and gave it a firm shove. Then, he moved away to watch his slave fuck her own ass. 


  She was an easy woman when so aroused. 


  He’d use the bullwhip like rope, wrap it around her body as a second binding—one that would immobilize her movements. She imagined her arms fixed behind her and to her sides, her thighs clamped tightly together—which only made it easier to keep the dildo lodged inside her backdoor.


  “Fuck yourself,” Kurt’s command was clear. She served two masters now.


  Regan grabbed the ball-shaped end of the invading phallus, and while fingering her tumescent clit in circular motions, she rammed the fat prick up her channel—shocking her insides again and again and again. 


  Her head fell back against the pillow behind her as she lifted her crotch from the sofa. 


  “Oh, yes! Gawd yes, yes, yes yesssssssss!”


  Tennyson Hallock was circling her body with a conductor’s thin baton in his hand, whacking her ass, her thighs and her bound breasts in any erratic rhythm that he chose. 


  Regan clenched when he shoved the thin blade of the baton in her side… her pussy grabbed air and squeezed down as an imaginary whack landed on her ass. The line of pain in her mind seemed as real as real life. Driving the dildo deeper still, she hit the edge … and the edge again. 


  “S-sir, please…” 


  “Not yet,” she heard his voice. 


  Body retreating… easing just before it burst into orgasm, she sighed, relaxed and then found herself propelled toward another sharper end… with fingers dancing in her oozing cunt, ass reamed as the thick end of the dildo opened her wider yet. It took little to have that moment of sheer heaven on her again. 


  “S-sir, S-sir, please…”


  “Again, Regan,” Kurt forced her body down. 


  She backed off quickly… if not, she would have disobeyed the order and climaxed without permission. “Noooooo,” her mouth silently echoed her thoughts.


  He answered her with urgency and command. “Again, Regan. Bring it up again.” 


  He was close to her now, enough to tease her, with his hands so close to her cumming cunt that her own hand had no clear shot at her clitoris… or even the steamy portal that wanted just one slim finger to slip inside.  


  Fantasy fled. The pictures in her mind faded; Tennyson, his wicked library and the whip coiled about her body. This was just Regan and her rightful Master in the moment with his bothersome and cantankerous spirit working at odds with her pressing lust. 


  “Now, s-sir?” Even with the obstacles in her path, she was reaching that moment of pure pleasure. “Please, s-s-sir.” She trembled uncontrollably with need. 


  “Cum, now.”


  The reaction was instantaneous. “Ah, ah, ah, yess, sir, yes.” Her body went rigid, while the strain made everything in her shake even more.


  “Good girl.” She shuddered more.


  Hummmm… his hand was on her face spending its tenderness across her cheek. He could speak so softly, let her down easily, gentle her back to herself… and then like a raw north wind, turn on a dime. “You need to sleep in chains tonight. My chains.”


  It took some seconds for her to process this errant bit of news. 


  Why would he think that? she wondered without asking. Was he that far inside her head to know that Tennyson Hallock was taking up space where she should only be thinking of him?


  Kurt had her pee. The last time she would until morning. Then he bound her ankles with chains, likewise her wrists. She could only lie on her side for comfort and she’d miss a turn on her tummy, but that would be impossible with the lump of steel around her wrists. Lying as she was, Regan was in position for Kurt to screw her. Before he fell asleep, he pulled in behind her and speared her with his dick. He used her. Pinched her nipples as he was banging her snatch. Then he pulled at the tiny tuft of pubic hair remaining on her pubis, which had been left there at his instructions just for the purpose of torturing her.


  Kurt’s slave careened again as her body took the pain. He got off to the feel of her; the way her agony became his aphrodisiac, the way she shot electric fire into her physical self. It was a malevolent screw, filled with his desires to sadistically watch her writhe in the sin of her own making. He’d see her humbled, take her down where she belonged and let her worry for awhile. 


  Regan needed attending, and he was a most apt and attendant master. 




  CHAPTER FIVE  


  Kurt never bothered rapping on her office door—whether it was open or closed. And though he didn’t exactly barge in, he always entered the studio as if he owned it. He caught her in the act of working, reading, eating, goofing off—sorting through pictures—always off guard. It would seem after six weeks that she should have had some precognition of his arrival, but every time she was always surprised and feeling just a little guilty that he would be displeased with her activities—no matter what she was doing. She wasn’t yet his slave and he wasn’t her master, but that didn’t stop her natural inclination to please him, as if she were already collared and under contract. 


  While her ‘vacation’ with General McIntyre seemed like a critical juncture in their developing relationship, she could not yet gauge its effect. Two days after coming home, she was hardly back into the mindset of work—or the rest of her life—let alone able to figure out exactly what Kurt Kingsley was thinking when he sent her to be trained. Even when he’d arrived at the end of her dungeon scene and had been the one to bring her out of subspace back to the land of reality, he’d said very little with words. His care and regard for her had been without fault; but he refused to speak of his motives—or speak at all for that matter—from the time he disengaged her from the whipping post until he walked her to her front door. 


  The next time he appeared in her studio, she was more anxious than ever for him to address her eight days with the General. Regan was sitting on the floor now, sifting through portfolio pictures. Although this was part of her job, she felt like a little girl arranging her scrapbook. 


  “Kurt!” She stopped what she was doing.  


  “Regan, hi.” He eyed her for several seconds, his face a bit perplexed. “Are you scared of something? Or are you not feeling well?”


  “Why do you ask?”


  “You’re pale and nervous.”


  She examined his expression, finally deciding to answer with the truth. “It’s you, sir. You do this every time you show up. I don’t know what to say, or even how to act.”


  “You’re behaving just fine. Trust me, submissively always works well with me.”


  She smiled, feeling more at ease and started to pull herself from the floor. 


  “No, stay there,” he ordered. 


  He pulled a chair to her side, one of the overstuffed ones she used for clients, or for herself to read in. They were a little piece of body candy to her tired back when she needed a break. Now, though, the button-tufted burgundy one had become a Master’s chair, and she was sitting at his feet. 


  “Yes, sir,” she said, tucking her feet under her a little more and pulling down her short skirt—though it was almost impossible to cover the tops of her hose and the garters that secured them to her garterbelt. 


  “Tell me about your days in the General’s house.”


  She thought a moment, while gazing at his sincere blue eyes. They cut less today; and his mood was casual and not as intense as the other times he’d entered her office. She assumed that she could speak freely, so she did. “It was unique, sir. But I was surprised that you required me to go there. I didn’t think that your style of mastery would require such formalities.”


  “It doesn’t.”


  “Then, it makes me even more curious why you would have me train with him.”


  “For the sake of being trained, Regan. To know that you would do as I ask, regardless of how you question or feel about it. A submissive woman doesn’t have to know the motives of her master. What did you learn from the experience?”


  She thought again of the selfless times when her mind let go while she was washing dishes, scrubbing the floor or polishing the General’s boots. “Guarded focus and concentration,” she concluded. “It’s a mindless rapture.”


  “Guarded focus? Tell me more.”


  For a Master so young—she figured Kurt was thirty-five, though he’d never said so—he seemed remarkably astute. 


  “The long hours taught me to be vigilant and dedicated. I had to be careful, observant, but unobtrusive. To work as though I were a blank slate, which nothing would attach to—even though at a moments notice, I might be ordered to some task. I couldn’t be flighty.”


  “And were you ever flighty?”


  “A few times.”


  “And what happened then?”


  “I was punished.”


  “How did you feel about being punished?”


  “I was told not to let it bother me, since punishment would be frequent.”


  “So, it didn’t bother you?”


  “Yes, it did. Punishment always bothers me. I want to be perfect, sir. Knowing I’m not annoys me.”


  “Then that was why you were trained. So, you would remember that being a slave requires a steady, easily accessed mind—at the same time letting go.”


  “I’m more there than ever, sir. But then, too, I just got back. I’m not sure how long this mindset will last.”


  “It will last as long as you want it to.”


  “Yes, sir. I’m sure it will.” She was even more sure of herself while staring into Kurt Kingsley’s eyes. He had the power to nourish her submissive mood and drive it deeper, at the same time quicken all her sexual responses so that every nerve ending was raw and waiting the caress of his voice, the touch of his hand on her skin, and the taste of his breath. 


  She adored the smug expression on his face.


  All these things she imagined were natural for a submissive woman.


  As she stared into his eyes, there was only one thing on her mind—her unconditional surrender. “Sir, if I were to give myself to you right now…” 


  He shook his head and looked dismayed before she could finish her question.  


  “You’re not going to,” he said. “Neither of us are ready.”


  “No?” She was confused this time. 


  “No, not yet. We still have places to explore, another journey or two to take. There’s no need to rush. Now’s the time to absorb each other. I don’t want a slave I don’t know well. I need to know every quirk and oddity, just as you need to know me. If I were to take your freedom now, I’d be handicapped by my ignorance of you. And you, Regan, would be a foolish woman. You may be a slave, you may want me to control your life, to take over your body and mind; but you do have a mind, and the choice for surrender to any Master needs to be carefully, thoughtfully made. There may be slaves who flit from one master to the next on whims, or masters who toss their slaves around like a piece of furniture they can use and just as easily throw or sell or give away. But if you’re my slave, our lives will not be like that. That kind of behavior doesn’t suit me. I’d rather take the time to know your insides as well as the God who created you. And, I want you knowing who I am in all my darkest moments of mastery. 


  “You will be treasured, protected and nurtured. You’ll be schooled, controlled, punished and loved. But I will not take your freedom on a lark, and you will not offer it to me again, until you know you’re ready.”


  She was so afraid and so excited by his speech that she couldn’t reply. She wanted him to repeat every word again so that she could absorb that lecture and know it by heart. But he didn’t leave her with that option. Moving on, he began what he set out to do when he walked through the door…


  “Tell me a fantasy, Regan. The darkest, nastiest one you’ve ever imagined.”


  The abrupt command made her mind go blank. “I don’t know…” Her voice was small, and her eyes empty as she stared into space as though the answer to his question would suddenly materialize there. “I don’t know,” she repeated.


  “Yes, you do,” he disagreed. 


  “But I-I…” She searched a moment as the immediate thought sizzled hot inside her brain. She pushed it aside to find another… certainly with all the sexual fantasies she manufactured over the years, there was one raunchy one that would do just as well as the one elbowing for brain-space right now. After a dozen times trying to push it off, the dreadful thing kept coming back. “I-I…”


  “Can’t be as bad as you think,” Kurt smiled for encouragement. 


  “Oh, yes, it can,” she declared. “It’s nothing pretty and I hate thinking of it.”


  “Then that’s the one I want to hear.” He’d made up his mind. 


  She didn’t dare ask why. “Understand, I only think this when I’m desperate. When I haven’t cum in days and my body is all bottled up, and I won’t fall asleep without releasing some of my pent-up energy.” She halted, looked at him again and he nodded. 


  “I’m in a nunnery,” she finally began, sighing hugely. “An ancient, old world convent, huddled between hills and valleys, scrub trees and vineyards. There are arched doorways, columned corridors, flagstone walks and thick ivy crawling up the side of the buildings. I walk barefoot in my habit. And while my body is covered in black, and I wear the white of purity about my face, beneath the robes I’m naked, my body heated and aroused. 


  “I’m told this is the natural state of my being. That to be holy and serve the Lord I must give my body fully in any way I am ordered. Because I am naïve, and being holy is of prime importance to me, I do as I’m told… all the while knowing that the acts that I endure are depraved. I can’t stop them of my own accord, as they feel so satisfying. I crave more.”


  Regan stopped talking, with her head bowed and tears collecting in her eyes. 


  “What do they do to you?” Kurt prompted her. 


  Her breath was shallow with fear gripping her throat. Her mouth felt so parched that she could hardly speak, and she was sure that she’d never get out the worst of these pictures. 


  Seeing her struggle, Kurt grabbed for her tousled blond hair, holding it in his grip gently as a reminder. She looked up feeling not sorrow, nor worry, but inescapable heat that brightened her cheeks. 


  “What did the nuns and priests do to you?” he whispered. He was in her head, already knowing how she’d answer, but he would force the words from her mouth. 


  “They take me into a secret chapel where there were candles lit all around the room. I can hardly breathe for the thick incense that almost makes me choke. When I get used to breathing again, I’m instructed to kneel at the alter with the other novices… there are always at least seven in my fantasies, young girls like myself on the brink of the most spectacular choice of our lives. We stare in penitent submission at the candles burning in one great brilliant array before us; dozens of nuns and priests congregate behind us. The light is blinding, but they continue to force our stare. The chanting begins… to something ethereal.  The music hits my groin and my sex turns wild. But we’re required to contain ourselves—only inside the ceremony can we allow this wild power free. 


  “One by one, our habits are pulled off our backs and torn away, left in a heap of black and white behind us. Our heads were shaved some weeks before, so there is just the fuzz of new hair beginning to grow back. We are each, in turn, taken to the altar, our backs laid against the crude, cold stone…”


  Regan’s mind numbed as she felt that cold make her entire body shiver. The room around her was warm and Kurt’s hand winding through her hair seemed hot, but her body quaked from chills and fright.


  “Don’t stop, Regan,” Kurt urged her again. 


  She tried to look away, but he reached for her chin and made her eyes meet his. “It’s just so…” She could see by the seamless resolve in his focused eyes that he wouldn’t let her stop. She took another cleansing breath of air. “There are several nuns to hold us in place,” she started again and the grip on her chin eased, “one to grab each arm and two at my thighs to hold them wide, legs bent so that every private part of my anatomy is there to see, unmasked, exposed to every element and eye. As I look at the faces around me, I see the hint of lurid expressions on their mouths and in their eyes. Then, I notice the women’s habits have been curiously cut up the middle and parted widely, so that I can see their white breasts and their bare cunts below—displayed just as mine is now. Their beautiful nakedness winks at me, as though it knows secrets and understands mysteries that I’d never heard of, even in my imagination. My sexual body beats hotly, while the fantasy plays on. In one moment, I’m an innocent and unsuspecting twenty-year old lying on an altar, for some kind of sacrifice—and in the next, I’m nothing but a horny, slavish woman with no one to master her mind.  


  “My sacrilegious imaginings are maddening, but so hot beyond my dreaming that they turn my body savage. 


  “My skin smells like my pussy. From every pore of my body, the scent of sex flees to the open air as though I am asking for lovers to come to me and take my flesh. My genitals are so hot that I’m sure one single touch will deliver them to orgasm. But these randy nuns aren’t looking for my climax. They are there to torture me. 


  “I watch them, seeing their cruel expressions as they remove my pubic hair. My crotch becomes as naked as the ones I stare at. Once they have me bared, the Mother Superior comes to me with her tapered candle and a contemptuous grin. She drips her hot wax over my flesh, not from high above so that it will cool before it hits the skin, but just inches from the surface, beginning with my freshly shaved pubis, rising upward until she reaches my throat. She circles the wax around my nipples, then drips it on the very tip. I want to scream but the scream gets caught in my throat. 


  “Something cold, evilly cold pierces my cunt; and a sudden burst of pain follows as my virgin hole begins to rip apart with this first breach. I am fucked by that cold thing, wondering for a time, if it won’t stop at my cervix, but impales me so deep that it will finally reach my heart. 


  “The wax and prick are followed by a fist, a female fist taking aim at my vagina. I’m screaming now. Clamps dig into my nipples at every side, and then I arch back in a powerful strain as I try to keep my flesh from ripping away. 


  “I am screaming, ‘my lord, yesssssssssssssssssssssssss,’ as the beat of that fist and the fire at my nipples converge to produce a flood of ending. It’s like dying; nothing matters but the end. 


  “As the blood of my virginity runs dripping from my crotch, the clamps are released and the fist is removed. I am caressed back to earth, knowing that I am no holy virgin anymore, but a sinful and depraved beast, hardly fit for hell, but certainly fit for these blasphemous rites.” Regan shook her head. “I can’t tell you anymore… I don’t remember anymore….”


  She was staring into Kurt’s eyes, realizing that she was talking through her tears, opening the windows of her bare soul for him to see inside. 


  “You want me now, after that?” she wondered. 


  “Nothing has changed. Your fantasies are my fantasies, Regan Wheat. It makes no difference to me what you think or fantasize. It only matters that you arouse me and that you submit. And it matters a great deal to me that you shared that fantasy.”


  “And you’ll share back?” she asked. 


  “I will. But for now, you’ll have to get to work, and so will I.”


  Before he exited the studio, he held her close to him, deep within his arms, in such a tender embrace that from just the stimulation of her body as she told the tale, and this affection, she nearly climaxed. He didn’t allow her to go that far, however. There were other matters more important to him. For the moment, denying her the climax was one of those. 


  ***


  Regan stood in Tennyson Hallock’s foyer looking into the ceiling thinking how it seemed quite lovely now painted in cream. Wouldn’t a few clouds be enough to set the mood? Did he truly need an orgy of women fucking across this lovely vista? 


  She turned to her client with her thoughts, “I wonder if it wouldn’t be more effective to keep the statement simple… the guests in your house should be focusing on what’s down here.” She made her point succinctly, hoping to engage in a dialogue about this piece he wanted. 


  He shook his head, looking righteously amused. “Oh, no, you’re not going to get out of this one. Paint, slave!” 


  “But what if it’s absolutely horrible?”


  “Then I’ll inform your Master and he’ll whip you until you quit denigrating your talent.” 


  She took a deep breath, knowing that she couldn’t fight him. 


  “Don’t make it so hard on yourself, Regan Kingsley. It’s not going to hurt you to lie on your back and create for the next few weeks. I’m sure it’s something you’ll do very well—after all, you’ve had a good deal of practice from what I’ve heard, even if you haven’t been creating with paint and brushes.”


  He was unscrupulous, unabashed, incorrigible—and acutely sexual. There was no way she could ignore the wildness surfacing in her physical body when she was in his presence.


  Realizing that she had little choice, Regan started up the scaffolding, making an uneasy peace with the wood and metal that shakily held her body along Tennyson Hallock’s manufactured sky. 


  She didn’t dare look down. With every move the scaffolding swayed. Though she did get her bearings, Regan was certain that the uneasy structure would topple to the floor leaving her nothing but a pile of rag-covered bones. 


  It took some time to plot the position of the figures, to allow for the curvature of the domed ceiling and how that might alter the appearance of the bodies. She’d start with sketches, making those right until she had everything sketched into the cream. It might require moving the scaffolding several times, but that wasn’t her worry. Her mind spun off anxiously as she started figuring the time it would take to complete the entire project. Weeks, certainly. Maybe several months. She’d never figured this one job would consume so much of her time, and require that she put everything else aside. But it was Kurt’s decision, and as far as she knew, Tennyson was paying her Master a decent amount for her work. Then, too, he might be paying him nothing. Those were arrangements in which she had no say. 


  Working where the atmosphere felt thin, at the top the house, Regan had time to think and wonder about this project and her husband’s motives. She liked thinking that there was some ulterior purpose behind the move, that he had something planned beyond just this simple business arrangement between friends. After a time, however, her mind drifted away from schemes and plots and motivations. The scaffolding was another kind of bondage, unlike anything she’d experienced before. She was expected to work four hours straight in the morning, take a short lunch break and then work another four or five hours. Tennyson made the schedule clear the first day. She would work until he came for her. If he didn’t, she’d just wouldn’t stop. Under no circumstances was she to descend through the apparatus unless he was there to help. 


  This bondage was unique… and her thoughts would float as her hands worked easily without her mind engaged. Kurt had been right, and so Tennyson as well. Despite her concerns, the mural would be every bit as erotic and well-executed as anything he could have hired done. 


  Her body swam in sexualness; and with each stroke of the paintbrush, her crotch dampened more. Sometimes, just because it was impossible to work otherwise, she threw all modesty aside and splayed her legs wide, exposing her naked snatch. Not that anyone could see her at this height above the main floor. She wondered that Kurt’s edict for her attire remained enforce considering the gyrations required. He refused to budge, so she went to work every day wearing one of two old cotton mini-skirts—now splattered with paint—a pair of crotchless tights and a low-cut cotton tee-shirt. Even if the day outside the house was cool, she could count on the air at the top of her high perch to be hot, sometimes stifling. 


  On the fourth day she was just starting her painting, having completed the last sketch, when Tennyson called her down to lunch. 


  “Maybe you need some lemonade up there to cool you down.”


  “Not a bad idea,” she agreed. 


  She went with him through the library out to the patio where they sat down to lunch. Usually, she picked up their food in the kitchen, but on this occasion, she was immediately ordered to the patio. 


  “Since I want to keep you working, Regan, I brought Marta from my New York house to serve me.”


  While Marta was presently absent from the room, a few minutes later the mystery of the woman became quite clear as the lovely but very naked woman soon appeared on the patio carrying a tray from the kitchen. 


  She was a gracious slave, tall, almost six feet, Regan guessed, with an utterly resigned look on her face. Her body was well-formed and exercised, showing muscled shoulders, a flat belly and thick firm thighs. From what Regan could see of her smooth skin, she was not marked other than a small brand high on her right ass cheek, which bore the initials of her owner, ‘TH’: and then what appeared to be a freshly applied cut from a slicing instrument, which ripped the upper outside of her left breast. Regan winced, knowing the severity of the blow and how that blow would feel. In its own way, that cut was intensely beautiful as a sign of this slave’s obligation to her Master.


  Marta moved adroitly, setting the table with plates, flatware, and a steamy casserole dish with lots of noodles and vegetables. The aromas were sumptuous. After she served both her Master and Regan, she put her tray aside on a bench nearby, then knelt with her knees sinking into a small pillow. Clasping her hands behind her back, she then bowed forward, as she’d apparently been instructed to do, and humbly waited for her next order. 


  For Regan, the meal was spent in a climate of muted arousal. Her body, still beating from her thoughts of bondage and desire created in her roost at the top of the house, flushed now more heatedly with each bit of creamy casserole that entered her mouth. Tennyson was remarkably quiet, seeming to be preoccupied in thought; and yet, every few minutes his glance would hit Regan’s and there would be a tiny flicker of amused recognition on his face. 


  “Did Kurt give you special orders today?” he finally spoke. 


  The question made her jump, but she remembered her husband’s early morning directive quite clearly, “Yes. He told me I was to graciously follow any instructions you gave me.”


  “Good.” He turned to his slave, giving her a shove with the toe of his shoe. “Up.” 


  Marta was quick to her feet. Placing her hands behind her back, her breasts jutted out nicely beyond her trim torso. Her pubis had been smoothly shaved and looked quite innocent, although this slave had likely been well-used for the sexual pleasures of her Master. 


  “On the bench,” Tennyson ordered with a firm abruptness more cold than anything Regan had experienced from the man so far. Not only did his voice quicken his attentive slave, it struck Regan’s crotch and made it throb more desirously… all in remembrance of the times she’d been so ordered to obey. It hardly helped that her fantasies had so recently centered on this curious Master. She was afraid the tease would prove dangerous, even with the pains she took to remember who her Master was and where her loyalties lay. 


  Moving into position rapidly, Marta presented herself over the spanking bench, which had been at some time pulled away from the library wall so that there was plenty of room to move around the device. The piece had clearly been designed for the maximum exposure of the ass end. Padded knee-holds cradled the slave’s knees, while her legs were wide apart and tied to the forward struts so that they were completely immobilized. Slave Marta’s hips were then thrust over the end at maximum height, while her torso and head lay against the sloping board, leaving no doubt as to the purpose of the pose. Marta was secured at the neck and her chest with her two proud breasts hanging on either side of the board. It narrowed to its end, giving the supine slave just enough support to keep her steady. Marta’s hands were brought forward, each manacled; and in a move that surprised the watching Regan, they were tethered to eyehooks, which had been imbedded in the wall in front, so that her arms were suspended above her, not comfortably bound to the bench that held her. 


  Regan knew that the awkward position would eventually strain the slave’s arms, adding additional insult to the position. But this slave had been well trained. There was no undercurrent of protest, no whimpering expression in her eyes, no trembling lip nor pained sigh. She remained utterly, perfectly at peace with the bondage. 


  While Regan considered the amazing scene, Tennyson fiddled with something in a nearby closet. When she heard the sound of rushing water, her mind took note, though she had no idea what this man was doing behind the closet doors. When he was finally ready, Tennyson emerged with a bloated enema bag, and a long hose with a fat plug attached to the end. The bag hooked at the top of a conveniently placed post, while the hose dangled almost to the floor. 


  “Put this on,” he ordered Regan, handing her a latex glove. 


  “Sir?”


  “You have your orders?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Good, then do as I say.”


  The latex snapped over her fingers, fitting her hand like skin. She remembered the snapping sound and the odd feel of a gloved hand on her body, but she’d never been on the giving end of any scene where gloves were required. In her heart, she rather be in Marta’s place than on the shaky ground where she now stood trembling beside this Master. She would submit, but she feared taking part in a scene that she expected would be quite severe. 


  She felt Tennyson’s closeness, experienced his breath with the trace of garlic from lunch, and the aroma of coffee. Was it the sexual vibration of his body that had her so stirred, or the sight of the recumbent slave? 


  “Marta’s here to be punished, Regan. She has violated the covenant she once agreed to and needs to be reminded that she serves me at my discretion.”


  Punished? Reminded? Regan couldn’t imagine that this perfectly humble and obedient woman could be anything but surrendering. Her crime? She could only guess that it was something unsuspected lacking in her spirit, some small flaw, and perhaps not a real flaw at all, but something made up, just so the Master could perform this rite. 


  “Here, gather some on your fingers and lubricate her ass,” Tennyson said, as his own warm hand touched hers. Regan smiled nervously, realizing now that the immense sexual heat she felt on the rise had more to do with Tennyson than Marta.


  I’m doing this for Kurt, she repeated to herself a dozen times, though that fact didn’t quite grab hold.


  Regan reached toward the offered jar, realizing immediately that this was not some simple cold cream mixture designed to soften the flesh around the anus, but a homemade concoction of spices with a pungent aroma, and an equally pungent effect on raw skin. 


  “Spices, Regan,” Tennyson confirmed her suspicions. “Insert them deeply into Marta’s ass.”


  “Yes, sir.” She took a dab on her fingers and started to move away, but Tennyson pulled her back. 


  “More.”


  She looked up at the blue of his eyes, now seething with intention. His mastery swept around her as a cloak of darkness. Regan dug deeper in the jar, bringing out a thick wad of the peppery cream, then with a strange and sudden surge of sadistic glee, she moved to Marta’s splayed ass and swathed the cream about the opening, finally pressing her fingers beyond her sphincter. 


  For the first time since this ordeal began, the young woman registered some kind of response. Not protest. Not fear. Her body simply flinched for half a second as the gooey substance entered her ass. Regan rammed her gloved fingers deeply into Marta’s interior, while thinking that at any moment the bound woman was likely to shriek. 


  Instead, the humbled woman breathed carefully, softly through the rising fire and the sensation of Regan’s probing. 


  When Regan finally withdrew her fingers, she settled back into her submissive self, almost feeling guilty now for having done this deed to a sister slave. She wished for the same herself, for the same fire to sting her ass, the same burning jolt to tear her insides silly with pain. 


  She stood between the master and his slave, unsure what to do next. To kill the intervening seconds, she watched Marta’s ass, waiting to see her discomfort surface, appearing as a wiggle or a wrenching movement. It would seem as though there was steam rising from that plump behind, that the inner flame was beginning to build. Small twitches and tiny tremors became apparent. At first, Regan thought it was just her imagination; then the signs of the slave’s distress became more pronounced as the fire increased.  


  “Here, insert this,” Tennyson said, handing her the plug end of the enema hose. 


  Regan shuddered just holding the dire looking implement in her hand. Her whole mind seemed to weaken strangely. Her resolve was faltering until she thought of Kurt’s specific orders. “Assist him as he asks… and remember, you’re doing this for me.”


  I’m doing this for Kurt. Her mind tried to focus on that fact, but for the moment, she was Tennyson Hallock’s slave not Kurt Kingsley’s.


  She wanted to run, run far and fast from the climbing desire. As she thrust the enema nozzle into Marta’s ass, she felt Tennyson behind her. His body seemed to move with hers, guiding her with his overpowering presence.


  “Hold it there,” he ordered. He fiddled with the hose clamp, releasing the crimped tubing so that the prepared liquid could pour into the slave’s insides. 


  Regan felt it in her insides, even though they remained empty and wanting. 


  Following orders, she assisted the Master as he administered a full three quarts of water inside the slave’s bowels. She could feel Marta’s anxiety—though she hardly squirmed and she made no outward protest. When the bag was empty, Tennyson nodded for her to detach the nozzle plug from the hose. Then he gave her an insert to seal off the end, and keep the water from spilling free. 


  “Attend to her, Regan,” Tennyson pointed to the woman’s bowed head. 


  He’d pulled a paddle off the wall and positioned himself to punish her. 


  Unsure what she was to do, Regan moved as the Master ordered, and knelt at the head of the spanking bench. Her hands went to Marta’s head, offering her comfort. Perhaps this was what he’d meant ‘attend to her’—as Tennyson didn’t object to the nurturing caress. All through the vigorous punishment of this slave, she continued caressing her as if she were her lover. As a fellow slave, this was a gift that was easy for her to give; she’d been in similar positions herself, and knew what it meant to have the attention of an understanding woman at such an agonizing time. 


  What surprised her was that Tennyson would allow his slave this much affection when she was being disciplined. It did not escape Regan that this, too, was a test for her. Was she passing? Was there something that this moment was meant to teach her? 


  After ten minutes of grueling spanking, Tennyson had Regan untie Marta; then he ordered his slave to the washroom to release her bowels. 


  Marta’s disappearance left Regan standing close to Tennyson, too close. His erotic fires were making a feast of her needy insides. But he wouldn’t budge. His eyes and their penetrating expression were inside her, climbing through the fibres of her soul. He had no right to be this close, this far within. Did Kurt know? Surely, this was wrong to demand so much of another man’s slave. And yet, it was not without her husband’s knowledge. She was only abiding by his orders to attend the scene, and she served her master proudly. Kurt would be happy that she performed so well. But… would he understand her fluttering tummy, the rush of liquid sex stirred every time she was near this man, or the way her mind was now constantly moved to think of him, when she should be keeping her thoughts on Kurt alone?


  “It’s back to the scaffolding for you, my dear,” Tennyson finally ordered, as if he were ordering her back to the bar, the bench, the cross. It didn’t matter the form, they were all forms of bondage. 


  “Yes, sir,” she answered, and she started toward the library door, trying to hurry herself away. 


  “Regan.” She turned. Her face was flushed, her heart beating much too fast. This master certainly noticed her distress. “Thank you.” This was the last thing she expected to hear. 


  “Yes, sir. You’re very welcome.” Though he was following her out the door to help her up the uneasy ladder, she was almost halfway to the top by the time he was there to steady the supports. 




  CHAPTER SIX


  After her training visit with General McIntyre, after her confession of perverted nunneries and demonic sexual acts, after three months being seduced by Kurt Kingsley, Regan’s heart and body were won. But it wasn’t enough. 


  So much of their time together mimicked Master/slave relationships she’d seen. They even imitated times with Jon. She was wholly submissive, Kurt was wholly dominant—not as though they were playing a game, but because it was natural for them to act this way. They were trying on the garments of relationship as they tested each other’s capabilities. That might not be something that a good slave should be aware of, but Kurt so clearly stated his aims and his purpose, that Regan didn’t have to fool herself. He let her assume that he was as much on trial as she was. 


  He took the relationship seriously and refused to let them leap into the sexual fires of heavy scenes, without some intimacy behind it. He did draw her into him sexually every time they met, in little scenes to rouse her imagination and her sexual juices. But there was still no intercourse to bond them together. She was left longing—though it was a happy longing, with promise and a sweetness that appeared from behind all of Kurt Kingsley’s darker contemplations. 


  “I’ve two relationships that failed because we didn’t do the research,” he told her when she sought more explanation, “we jumped too fast on hormones, and didn’t bother to know what we were getting into. The third relationship might have lasted, but she started to lie to me, hide the truth about her feelings. I don’t tolerate lies—not from myself, let alone my slave. They weren’t even big lies, but they chipped away at what I thought was solid rock, and turned that rock into little more than desert sand.”


  Nearly four months into their relationship, Kurt rented a room for them at a tiny country inn. On arrival, the day was unseasonably warm for late February. Intrigued by the warm sunshine, they immediately changed into hiking clothes, grabbed snacks and water from the concierge, and set out on a trail that lead them about the farmland, meadows and woods surrounding the century old inn.


  Where one trail ended at an abandoned shack, they stopped to rest and to take a drink of spring water and eat raisins and chocolates, while sitting on an old log. 


  They were less like Dominant/submissive lovers than they’d been since Kurt first stepped into her studio. The day was much too freeing, the air too brisk for formalities of any authorship. They were just Kurt and Regan… at least until he surprised her with the question, “Have you ever been flogged with birches?” 


  Regan stopped mid-crunch, just as her teeth were sinking into three yellow M&Ms.


  “Birches?”


  “Or any similar sapling branches.”


  “No, sir.” That might have been the first she called him ‘Sir’ all day—at least so they both took note. 


  “Then, I think it’s time we tested the firmness of your ass.”


  “You do?”


  “Yes, I do. Go find a few flexible branches I can use on your behind.”


  “Yes, sir.” She popped the rest of her M&Ms into her mouth and darted off toward the trees, combing through the bramble of wintry debris looking for what she thought would suit the man’s purposes. She found several branches that she pulled from a thick hedge of small trees. After cleaning off the remnants of old leaves—even the smell of dust was arousing her—she turned, standing up, finding that Kurt was right behind her. 


  “Oh!” She almost screamed.


  “Skittish?”


  She hadn’t really thought so until that moment, but with him standing so close, and looking so handsome in his khakis and flannel shirt, she immediately felt dwarfed by the scope of his presence. All the sexual roaring in her physical body burgeoned as if she were a flower that had suddenly—in mere seconds—come into bloom. She stood before him almost ready to attack him in all his manly handsomeness, but it was a moment of calm instead. He dictated that fact, keeping her enthusiasm restrained like a wild bird inside a cage. That cage only magnified her desire. 


  Her lips were wet, and she could feel a familiar stickiness between her thighs—her body juices were on the rise. Because she was presenting him with birches, her bottom was already tingling, already feeling hot and aroused. The pain would be sharp but sweet. 


  “I’m very skittish, yes.”


  “That’s good for the soul of a slave. Now, turn around. Take off your shoes and pants.”


  The air was still brisk, the cool caressing her heated skin. For a moment, goosebumps appeared on the surface, but they seemed to wash away with the gentle breeze and the body heat working its way from deep inside her sexual self to the surface.


  “Now your sweater.”


  Regan looked at him with her green eyes widening like saucers. “I’ll be naked,” she stated the obvious. 


  “Yes, you will,” Kurt agreed. He said no more but stood casually waiting for her to follow the order, as if in the midst of a late winter tangle of thorns it was customary for women to be baring their bodies for a good attack. 


  Regan hesitated at the order, but only for a second, just long enough to feel her body heat soar again. She thought she would explode before she managed to pull her woolen sweater over her head. He’d not seen her naked—not completely, by daylight, and certainly not outside. 


  There was no shuddering cold in her now, only the fires of expectation building rapidly to a crescendo. 


  “Against the tree, Regan.”


  She started to turn around, not an easy task with her barefeet caught in the prickly bracken. 


  “No, back into the tree. I want your breasts, your thighs… your belly… everything you want most to hide. 


  Ah, this was heaven!


  Regan stepped back clumsily, until she could feel the scratchy tree bark behind her. Then, she leaned back allowing the substantial oak to support her wavering form. Only once had Jon worked the front side of her body. She remembered the floggers raising a red rash all over her breasts and belly. She remembered how it stung her thighs—the sting of a thin birch would only cut more deeply. 


  “Close your eyes.”


  Regan did that, too. There was no getting ready for a moment like this; a submissive’s only choice is to relish the exhilarating expectancy and Regan did that well. Eyes closed was even better than eyes open, as the element of surprise dared her to peek. She worried that the cut would bite, that it would gnash so hard that she would scream. By the time that first cut landed, she was worked into a frenzy, feeling elation and fear run in circles around her toes and up her thighs right to her windswept crotch. 


  Seconds of waiting seemed to take forever, until the element of surprise turned into sheer wonder. Kurt wasn’t beating her, he was teasing her with the tip of the birch. He ran the end lightly over her breasts like he would a feather or his hand when he wanted to make love. Her crotch instantly exploded. She pressed tight into the tree trunk undulating her ass against the scratchy bark. She rubbed it hard—in contrast to Kurt’s more sensuous stimulation. For several minutes, he held her enrapt by the simplicity of the gentle caress. He moved his aim from her breasts, drawing a thin line down her belly and then another and another… until he started probing her genitals with the tip of the branch.


  “Ah, sir, yes,” she gasped. Her body thrashed back and forth, not caring how she scratched her ass and back, or how her hair got tangled in the briers and bark. Withdrawing the branch from her crotch, he tickled his way from her throat in a line downward between her breasts, to her belly and then the place where her pubic mound parted.


  Snap! The birch cut briskly, but not harshly across her thighs, then at her belly, her breasts, back to her thighs and up the ladder until, as her moans turned into screams and red lines blazed with beauty into her skin, she reached the peak of her passion.


  “Turn around!” Kurt ordered.


  He’d stopped so suddenly. She was still thrashing against her beloved tree. Hearing the tone of his command, she felt her body capriciously abandoned. She wanted to weep. But she remained firm in her surrender believing that he would love her still, that he would give her back the sexual ground she was losing as she turned and pressed her breasts into the jagged bark.


  “I should hang you from the tree for awhile. Leave you blindfolded here to toss in the breeze and wonder what animals are about to eat your toes. Do you like that kind of terror, Regan?”


  That kind of terror made her insides savage. Just his talk made her fuck the tree trunk like an old friend. She couldn’t stop herself—not unless he commanded her to do so. Obviously, he must have liked the picture of lust she made—a woman in winter pressed to an oak, body writhing as if she could truly copulate with the earth. 


  This time, the tease of birch branches was not as kind. They bit as much as they caressed her ass and shoulders. When he snapped them against her thighs, her whole body screamed. She hung on, trying to keep the sound of her distress inside her. It wouldn’t do to have them found out by a curious passerby. Yet, as he began to flail, not fondle and cut, but truly flail on her shoulders, she could not keep her anguish to herself.  


  “Ah, sir!” she finally cried. Half of her wanted him to stop, the other half wanted him to go on and on and on. 


  He delivered more. She squealed and her feet danced. Tears began to burn her eyes.


  Kurt stopped again, as he had before—as though someone had ripped the branches from his hand just before they were to land again. He dropped them on the ground, strode to her back, and pressed himself against her ass, while reaching around to manipulate her clitoris and the places so aroused with fire. 


  “I’m cumming, sir,” she said, seeking permission.


  “Then cum,” he advised. He was not yet controlling her climax.


  “Ahhhhh…..sheeeeeeeeeeeeee,” she let go as if permission had been granted. As though a dam burst, she flooded his hand with cream, and then kept moving to feel every sensation, from the bark at her breasts, to his breath on her neck, to the way his one hand stroked the tangles from her mass of curly hair. She even recognized the softness of his flannel shirt on her stinging back. 


  “There’s no broken skin, Regan. But there will be a rash for several days. And you’ll feel the cuts on your thighs especially. I want you to remember me when you do. They are mine. I’m marking my territory in advance.”


  My territory. She liked the sound of that.


  “I don’t follow scripts, Regan. I have no preset plans. I trust the freeform works for you.”


  It did. And she didn’t have to tell him. The fact was obvious by her response, as she settled in limply against him. 


  ***


  Every night Regan returned home from painting Tennyson’s ceiling feeling flushed and aroused from her day. He’d become a grueling taskmaster with the painting, offering her both praise and scathing criticism. One day he loved the two muses in the center of the fresco; the next he wanted to change the hair color, or the color of their clothes or the shade of their lips. He would be at one moment exasperated, the next furious, the next in praise as if she was Michelangelo himself, this the Sistine Chapel. Regan took all his moods as graciously as any slave would; and yet, the emotional strain of dealing with his arbitrary whims began to make each day more difficult to deal with than the one before. 


  “Sir, if you don’t mind my saying so…” she started anxiously, her chest heaving heavily as she strode into the living room and confronted Kurt. 


  “Mind? Seems, if I don’t let you blurt this out, you’re going to explode.”


  “Sir, he’s mad.”


  “Mad? Who?”


  She was more than a little impatient. “Tennyson Hallock! Who else!”


  “You think so?” 


  Oh, he could be so calmly infuriating. 


  “I feel like Kate in Taming Of The Shrew. One minute, my painting is perfect, the next I need to change the facial expressions, only to have him make me change them back, saying to me, ‘why the hell did you do that!’ ‘Because you told me to,’ I tell him to his face—pleasantly so, of course. So, he growls like an angry old bear. If the sky were blue, he wants it yellow, if I paint it yellow, he wants it green. I want to fall to my knees, lay my body in front of him as I hand him the brush and say, ‘here, please do this yourself. I am unworthy of your great mastery!’” She heaved a furious sigh. 


  “Well, Tenny certainly has you tied in knots, my slave. Do you handle this so ungraciously with him?”


  “I try very hard, sir, to keep my temper.”


  “And what do you suppose is behind that temper? You’re all stirred up and looking very sexy, I might add.”


  “Frustration! Please don’t make this worse.”


  “You’re sure? You certainly seem aroused to me.”


  “Trust me, this is simple frustration.” She saw the need to back down from her tirade. “And I will get through it…” she physically calmed, taking a deep breath. “I just needed to vent a little. I only wish…”


  “Okay. So, you’ve vented. I can’t really do anything to change Tennyson Hallock, he’s been a bastard all his life, and I’m sure he’s not going to change for you—or me. But I trust you, Regan. You’ll complete the job. His ceiling will be a masterpiece and you’ll be tickled pink to have created anything this grand.”


  Even if he didn’t mean what he said, he made her feel good. “Thank you, sir.” She could feel a lie enveloping her, though it wasn’t exactly a lie, it was more an omission. And not a great omission, just a simple forgetfulness—perhaps selective, purposeful forgetfulness. But nothing more than that. Slaves are accorded that much. They have to ignore a good deal of the errant thought that goes through their minds. Anything unslavelike is banished before it has a chance to take hold. And this was exactly what Regan needed to do with her desires for Tennyson that were popping up like little wildfires. She extinguished them before they caught flame. Vigilance. It became no more than a matter of vigilance. 


  For a submissive woman, being figuratively bound to a ceiling could be a sought after heaven; though it almost seemed negligent to Regan that she found so much contentment in her hours aloft. She reminded herself often that this was exactly what the masters in her life required of her. She was only obeying orders, and doing that well. Despite Tennyson’s unpredictable behavior and the way he made her redo her work, she knew, just as Kurt advised her, that the job would eventually be completed to her client’s satisfaction. And if she could keep her erotic fires from getting in the way, she could move through this part of her submissive life unscathed by the episode. 


  She was safe in her high perch. And the few times that she assisted in some other slave training procedure with Marta, she managed because there was someone else there to take half the physical heat. It was only when she was with Tennyson alone, with her feet firmly on the ground, that she was truly vulnerable. 


  “Regan, this way,” Tennyson ordered. He’d met her at the door and escorted her into the east wing of the house where she’d never been—where, he previously teased, he had his slaves bound and gagged. 


  “I thought I’d finish the ivy on the left side of the fresco,” she said. “It will need to be done before you move the scaffolding again.” 


  “Probably a good idea, but I have another need for my decorator today. Come with me.” Regan could already feel the agitated energy between them roaring up in great waves, but she followed behind him dutifully. 


  The mysterious East wing was not so mysterious once she was allowed inside. There was Tennyson’s office, a smartly furnished, but rather Spartan environment. She would have loved to have delved into this room with her imagination. Again, there were terrific windows and great lighting in the sizeable room. She could play with subtle color here, just a few pieces of art and the space could be beautiful. However, Tennyson had no interest in her decorating the room. 


  Instead, he led her to a sweeping staircase in one of the back hallways. It transported the two downward into the depths of the man’s domain… and rather elegantly. Few basement stairs looked so inviting. Along the walls, Regan noted several sconces where there were places for torchlights. Already, she could feel a prickly sensation at the nape of her neck. This was not where she wanted to go with this man… but then, how different could this be from his deceptive library with its secrets hidden in the open for the eye to see, or miss?


  Moving downward only amplified her feeling of fear. Reaching the end of the winding staircase, her eyes were momentarily useless in the middle of the black basement. They dawned when Tennyson illuminated the dark with two overhead bulbs, which cast light and shadows over a scene that should have been familiar to any practicing sex slave. 


  Dungeons were familiar territory. Kurt’s at home was often as comforting as it was frightening—but it was never frightening to her the way this one was now. For all the scary hours she’d spent battling her erotic feelings for Tennyson Hallock, being with him now was by far the worst. Worse yet, was the way he seemed—without touching her—to physically cling to her body lust. He was just off her left shoulder, just barely behind her and to the side. Every bit of erotic longing in her was in an uproar from that alone, and even more so seeing all the structures, forms and garments of her fondest desires reaching out to her. The cross, the whips, the chains… a jail cell in one corner… stocks, pillory and leather restraints, ballgags, floggers and spanking paddles. 


  “I want this more subtle,” Tennyson announced. 


  “Subtle?” She revived hearing him speak, though the sonorous timbre of his voice and the body heat he generated forced her arousal higher. “How can you make this subtle? Dungeons can’t be subtle! They are intended to be bold statements of sexual demand.”


  “Indeed.” He moved closer to her side, taking her arm in his hand and escorting her into the middle of the room. “I was hoping to create more of a mood. Pillows perhaps, scarves, a different kind of lighting. Perhaps the mood of an Indian brothel… a harem room… subtle, Regan.”


  “You’re trying to hide what’s here?”


  “No. But I want it erotic, not as obtrusive.”


  “In the way that your library is unobtrusive?”


  “No. That would be impossible. No. I want this vivid but more muted. Less black, the leather less harsh.”


  “People in the lifestyle like leather.”


  “Then they can have it. But I’d like the place as comfortable for my friends in suits and smoking jackets as it is for players in their fetish attire. I want the smoke, the incense, the lights, the colors to woo.”


  A quick shudder raced up her spine. 


  To break his hold on her, Regan moved away from him—couching her efforts in thoughtfulness as though she were trying to get a fix on the suggestions he was making. Standing on the far side of the dungeon, she almost felt safe—though his grip on her had not been broken. He called her to him. 


  “Come here.”


  Regan looked at him hesitantly.


  “Come here,” he had to repeat. 


  There was no reason not to obey him, no reason except her instincts telling her to stop. She could already feel his hands on her, roughing up her skin, trapping her neck in his fist and pushing her to the cross. He was not that bold, however, when she finally made up the distance between them. But the message was just the same to her hungering appetite for submissive lust. 


  “Close your eyes.”


  “Close them?” This wouldn’t help.


  “Close them, yes. I’m not going to hurt you.”


  Regan followed the order, while her trembling heart began to beat faster in glorious rhythms that simulated cumming over and over. 


  “Imagine yourself in this room being bound for a scene,” Tennyson began to speak. “You raise your hands to the chains above you.” She looked up peeking. “No! Keep your eyes closed!” he almost snapped. 


  She immediately obeyed—she had been trained for this. 


  “Yes, there are chains above you,” he began again in a softer voice, “but that doesn’t matter now. Imagine reaching for them and holding on as you’re stripped of your clothes before the eyes of critical men who are here to judge you, who are here to inspect you, interrogate your worthiness. Imagine yourself bound to bars above and below. Imagine…”


  She could feel her cunt oozing liquid and a delicious warming in her tummy as the fantasy took hold. She could see the critical faces before her, the intensity of the eyes… and even for a moment feel hands upon her breasts, and down her back. 


  “Smell the aroma of the devil’s incense… hear the music in the background—the kind of music that grabs your guts and tears down to your creaming pussy.” He was strolling around her body, with words like rope to bind her arms and legs. “Sense the passions of dominant men wrapping around you with their sadist desires. Feel the heat of their crotches as they probe your body. They invade you harshly… your cunt, your ass, your mouth. You fuck a finger with your lips and another with your ass and then your cunt.”


  Regan’s inner muscles squeezed, clenching hard against themselves and the emptiness.


  “You’re swaying now because your feet and torso have not been bound. And your crotch heaves with one wrenching spasm after another.” 


  Yes, she could feel the fire and the spasm, her belly was moving—only slightly—but as if there were hands canvassing her naked, sweaty skin. She could feel her forehead dampen with perspiration, and her fists clenched as she fought off Tennyson’s assault. 


  “Imagine the subtleties, the arousal, the tension everywhere around the room as your sadistic suitors plot a scene from your ultimate fantasy of surrender. Think of the whip.”


  Her body jerked just slightly with that word. He was at her back again, with his breath on her neck and his hoarse voice just above a whisper. 


  “A bullwhip wrapping at an ankle, a wrist, your waist. You jerk because you’re sure at any second the cracker end is going to snap against your skin, and send your body into the stinging heat of pain. You wait, wanting that, wanting the cruel sharpness of leather etching your flesh with wounds. You imagine them—battle scars you’ll relish when the session is through, that you’ll look in the mirror to see them a dozen times a day—and even get off on them with your fingers on that hot snatch as you bring the painful memories back to you…” he paused, moving from her back to her side. She could still feel his hot breath, now at her cheek and chin. “You want that pain, the wounds. You want those sadistic bastards to take you deep—to in ever increasing sessions with whip, flogger and paddle, make your crotch and body soar. You feel the smack of their hands, the taunts and jibes. They deride you, call you slut… worthless and weak-kneed. They deride your slavery… call you shallow and your behavior unacceptable… but you accept their ridicule and contempt, because it breeds your passionate desire to be humiliated. Feel it, Regan Kingsley.”


  She did. Every word. Her body was drenched with wet heat, snapping undiscernibly with seizures and small contortions. She was only cognizant of reality enough to keep her movements reasonably muted. This was supposed to be a demonstration of the mood he wanted for his dungeon—a mood she believed he’d already created. What more did he need? Especially when a submissive’s eyes were blindfolded and all they needed were a few physical clues to keep the fantasy alive. What could this hope to produce in her but more desire and more guilt…that ugly feeling she’d tried to annihilate years ago.


  “I understand,” she finally whispered back to him. 


  “Of course, you do, you’re a slave. But keep those eyes closed, Regan Kingsley, and listen to me. Listen here, with your gut.” He pressed his hand to her belly and she didn’t revolt. Though her eyes shot open wide. 


  He smiled for her. “Ah, Regan, I’m not molesting you… I want you to understand the mood I want here.”


  “I think I do,” her voice was almost breathless. “But please…”


  He removed his hand from her belly, but not his body from its position in front of her.


  “Please what?”


  “I-I…”


  “I’m not done, Regan, close your eyes again.”


  “I understand your need… but don’t you think you’ve already demonstrated your capacity to create the mood with words. What more do you need?”


  “I’m not finished, Regan,” he jumped right in. “And don’t interrupt.” He stepped back, ordering her one more time to “Close your eyes.”


  Regan’s defenses were crumbling. Just closing her eyes again she could feel the same surge of sexual desire rising as if it had never diminished.


  “Yes, there are dungeons of stone and leather,” Tennyson began his monologue again. “I’ve played in them for years. I have a spectacular one in my New York house… basement’s made of stone, old, gritty, smut-caked stone. It’s dark and gloomy… little cubicles wind from one place to the next; like a maze—you can get lost inside the weird thing. You like dungeons like that Regan?”


  “Yes, I do.”


  “Imagine it then. Imagine every detail of those miserable depths… the place where slaves are housed, where they are chained and whipped and trained to serve. Imagine it, Regan, in such rich detail that you can taste the air and hear the screams and touch the fear.”


  It took no effort to see the pictures clearly—like they’d been implanted in the bedrock of her soul. It did take effort, though, to arrest the clamoring desire that was building toward a spasmodic end.


  “Do you see it clearly?” the master asked.  


  “Yes, yes, of course.”


  His hands weren’t on her pubic mound—he stood too far away now for him to reach it—but they were there in her imagination, or perhaps psychically massaging the climax from her. She could feel their pressure, the fingers searching for entry and finding the wetness. She must be drenched by now, as her physical desire flooded downward. 


  “Imagine the whip… smell the leather, know the pain is coming… understand its source.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  Her chest was heaving as her breathing became labored. Her crotch beat on in its incessant rhythm. She needed to cum… 


  “Imagine your master’s hand upon your neck, his fingers tightening around your throat as he pushes you forward to the cold stone…”


  Yes, every fiber in her body could imagine that, but it was not her master’s hand at her throat but Tennyson’s clawing into the skin as he roughly shoved her forward.


  “And imagine not the cold stone in greeting, but something soft now—scarves and silk, and a spicy fragrance caressing your nostrils, the clang of cymbals tickles your ear, and the beat of a gong and heavy drums pound through your crotch. Your hips sway as you begin to dance, to undulate, to writhe as though there’s a snake crawling up your leg and winding about your thigh. You can’t stop yourself… there’s pain, blows to your body, and then hands to stroke the pain away. You hear the auctioneer’s voice begin to sell you to the crowd of lust driven men who enjoy your dance. You try harder because you want to be purchased by the best of them. Even though you know that your new master will punish you, you give up the best of your slave self to have the bids go higher and higher. There is some strange sort of pride in being so highly regarded. 


  “Think of it, Regan. You’re dancing hard, breathing faster, your cunt ignites. You’re going to cum on the spot for all their eyes to see—these lusty, horny masters. The explosion is just seconds away. You hiss, you squirm. You’re belly is full and grinding hard… beating just as you’re being beaten with a teasing flogger, yes… you know what that feels like.”


  His mocking words swirled around the room and dived right for her anxious snatch. Yes. He was a vile, wicked, evil man… and every word she loved… she was too far along to stop… she tried to break the beat… but then she heard the whip crackling like lightning through the air, breaking barriers of sound as it split molecules into pieces. 


  Regan’s first spasm ripped through her groin to the sound. Her body lifted briefly to her toes and then settled down as she outwardly clenched, fists gripping so hard that her nails dug into her palms; all to prevent the man from seeing the evidence of her orgasm. The spot between her upper thighs poured with climax and abandon, drenching her flesh with juice. She could smell the familiar aroma of herself, as she fought desperately to contain her body and the succeeding spasms.


  “See the scarves, the color, Regan,” his voice had dropped to a sensuous calm, and there was not the verve and drive that had taken her to the edge. Did he know she’d climaxed? Had she been that obvious even when she tried to hide the shuddering clenches? “See the dancing, the sensuous food, slaves in costume, in their sheer clothes running like nymphs through my elegant den of iniquity… I won’t even call it a dungeon anymore… but my lair of lecherous deeds.” His voice deepened, “I want more than a place of darkness; I want a pleasure palace of lust,” then drifted away. “Open your eyes, Regan.”


  He was again in front of her, his body inches from hers, which still pulsed with the aftershocks of her cloaked pleasure.  


  “This whole house is a pleasure palace of lust,” she murmured as her consciousness rebounded to the present and very real moment. 


  “Yes, it is,” his eyes were gleaming. “And this will be the Masters’ playpen where the most vile of our magic finds its ends … did you see it Regan?”


  “Yes, I did.”


  He nodded his head knowingly. “Yes, I do think you saw it very clearly.”


  “Something out of the Arabian Nights.”


  “Exactly… with all the elements of sadomasochistic sport here to use, but disguised in velvet, silk and rich colors, all with the same mood of mystery. You have free will to decorate my dungeon in the image I have conjured for you. I trust your creative genius to bloom here. Just let your body lead.”


  He stared at her from head to toe as if he was looking for the visible evidence of cumming somewhere between her lips and her thighs… though he could see far more than his eyes would report. For just that moment, just as they had before, their hearts and lust had beat as one. 


  ***


  “You look a little dazed, Regan,” were the first words that Kurt spoke when she came home that evening. She was purposely tardy, taking her time at the grocery store and the cleaners. She needed some distance from the rest of her day. Once she was more settled and reasoned, she drove home. After all her time away, she would have thought that she could handle anything he asked—that she was focused and clear thinking. The afternoon was just an odd fluke and nothing more, she repeated. It was a good mantra, but not good enough. 


  Kurt’s unexpected observation took her by surprise. 


  She stood frozen for several seconds, unable to move or speak, then finally blurted out, “Crazy drivers… you know the rain and wind.” She shuffled toward the coat rack, removing her cloak and hanging it on the hook. 


  “I didn’t realize that there was much wind.”


  “I guess it comes and goes,” she replied, as she tried looking busy, putting her portfolio and purse by her drawing table in the corner of the room. 


  He nodded, though he still looked at her suspiciously. “How was your day?”


  “Good. Very good. Different, though. You want dinner?” She started toward the kitchen. 


  “Yes, sure. But that chili you made last night will be fine.” He put his newspaper purposely aside, as if he planned a long conversation. Meanwhile, Regan puttered in the kitchen, removing the chili from the fridge, lighting the stove and hoping to look perfectly innocent of any crime. Besides, what crime had she committed?


  “Salad, too?” she asked. 


  “Fine.” He viewed her, seeing her pretty ass sway in her painting skirt. Her skin looked pale but very lovely. Or perhaps it was just the strong lighting in the kitchen that paled her. “So, Regan, what hoops did Tennyson have you jump through today?”


  She stopped in the middle of setting the table and stared his way, smiling. “He wants his dungeon redecorated,” she managed easily.


  “Oh? How so?”


  She resumed setting the table, while answering the question, “The dungeon in this house is pretty typical. Big. But nothing fancy at all. I guess he has a real torture chamber at one of his other houses… all stone… have you seen it?”


  “It’s in New York. Slaves have been know to orgasm just from the smell and look of it.” Regan laughed, wondering if her husband had any clue at all what he was saying. “So, what’s he after now?”


  “Something less dark… like out of the Arabian Nights. More sensuous, not so focused on leather and chains.” 


  “Interesting.”


  “That’s what I thought. He had me stand in the center of this one, and close my eyes, while he had me imagine what he was thinking of. It was a pretty good technique. I could get right into it.”


  “Bet you could.”


  She laughed. “I’ll have it done a whole lot faster than his fresco.”


  “Turned on, huh?”


  “Sir, his lifestyle turns me on, you know that.”


  “Yes, I do.”


  “And I still say you have some ulterior motive making me work for him.”


  Kurt shrugged. “It’s good money, Regan. I prostitute your design skills a little and we’ll have that trip to France you keep hinting about.”


  She stopped instantly. “Then he is paying you?”


  “Of course he is. And you don’t come cheap.”


  “Then I’ll be sure to do a job that will make you proud.”


  “I know you will? Anything else go on today?”


  She made an effort to think, and having already decided that her behavior could not be faulted, considering the circumstances, she replied, “No, sir. You ready to eat?”




  CHAPTER SEVEN


  After she’d been whipped with the birches, Kurt had her dress. He then covered her with a blanket to ward off any chill, and built a fire of kindling and a few decent sized logs. It might burn an hour or two… which was the amount of time he planned to take telling her a tale to match the one of Regan in her nunnery. 


  “Are you comfortable?” he asked.


  “Yes, very. This is nice.” She viewed the wintry landscape trying to imagine what it might look like in the spring when the grasses turned green and the sky was a deeper shade of blue. The days’ warmth would soon slip away… but a romance in the out-of-doors had a special flavor. Her ass still hurt and her shoulders felt tight from cuts… though the feeling was comforting now… a reminder of where her life with Kurt was taking her. 


  “I’ve been imagining myself dominating women all my life,” he started talking as Regan leaned back against the hollow log behind her. Kurt sat beside her in the bed of grasses, fingering a dry leaf he’d picked off the ground. The fire crackled and the sun began to dip lower in the sky bringing on a chill neither one would feel until the fire finally died. “I don’t even remember when the pictures first appeared to me. But binding women became my craft when I was just a teenager. I had a girlfriend I practiced on, who would let me tie her with ropes any way I chose. She liked being bound, but only for a while. When she’d had enough, she would squirm to free herself—which was never easy and sometimes impossible.” He snickered. “I was pretty good at tying knots. I’d see her struggle… and when she couldn’t get loose, she’d beg me, looking up at me from the floor of my bedroom or hers with this whimpering look on her face. I mocked her, loving every second of her fight. I took her just far enough so we’d still be friends when I finally untied her.”


  “Was she naked when you bound her?”


  “Not usually. We were just kids, just eighteen, freshmen in college—and a little green. Just once, after we started having sex, I brought out the ropes when I had her down to her panties and bra. She got really scared, looking at me as if I were the devil. Seeing her fear, I got excited and very determined. My cock was hard, and my imagination was swirling with everything I could do to her. Even though I’d bound her a dozen times before, I thought she was going to cry when I took her wrists in my hands and started to bind them together.”


  “And you didn’t stop?”


  “No, because I knew what she wanted. And I wasn’t wrong. The more I immobilized her, the more she objected. But after every knot, I’d stroke her ass through her panties where I could feel them getting wet. She began to shudder. I kept going, binding her knees, her breasts—she had gigantic tits with broad fat nipples. When there was nothing more to tie, she was lying on her side, her legs drawn up so that she was nearly in fetal position. There was her ass covered in pink nylon. I ran a finger down the shadow of her crack, and felt her body start to shake like mad. The more I caressed her, the more she wanted. She was whispering to me, ’please, yes.’ I wasn’t about stop.


  “Grabbing a pair of scissors from her desk, I cut the panties away so I could have what I wanted. Her sex juices flooded my hand, like she had a fountain in her crotch. I didn’t realize how deep the dominant desire in me was, until I had my cock in her from behind and my fingers were working her asshole. Before I climaxed—just as she was climaxing—I had three fingers fucking her ass as hard as my cock was pounding her pussy. 


  “We both screamed so loudly, I thought the dorm monitor was going to be pounding on the door.”


  “Did she?” Regan asked. 


  “No. But I got some odd looks from the guys in the dorm the next day.”


  “So, you kept binding her?”


  “No. We both got scared—though I think I was more scared than she was. We drifted apart, our fears pushing us away. I don’t believe that S&M is for the young. I think you have to season yourself before you can make it mean anything… before you have the capacity to trust. You have to trust yourself first, not to get yourself in trouble. As a dominant, you have to know yourself, know that you’re not going to let your sadistic desires lead you into real trouble—or hurt a submissive who places their faith in you. You have to maintain control and know that you can maintain control—regardless of what’s happening around you, or how much you’re physically responding. A submissive needs to know that she’s not going to risk life and limb to have a fantasy come true. They need to think, to choose carefully. You have to have more than hormones and romantic notions driving you into this life. Bondage, sadomasochism, Dominant/submissive play are not for the immature, or the silly, or the foolish.”


  Regan smiled hearing him say comforting things like this—though they were in character for the man she knew Kurt Kingsley to be.


  “When did you know it was time to start again?”


  “I thought about S&M and D/s for years, read everything my greedy hands could find about the subject. I jacked off thinking of the power to control women… and as a result, I had very few meaningful relationships. Then, I stumbled on a Dominant Master… he was a part-time professor who saw me reading some old piece of S&M erotica—might have been Marquis de Sade. I’m not sure. He asked me how interested I was in the topic. I told him ‘very interested.’ I still remember his quizzical inspection of me—for a minute, I thought I was a submissive and he was trying to search my soul. Instead, he invited me to a party given in the basement of an old warehouse, which was owned by a major S&M player and his group of local friends. Their organization went back years… these people didn’t just play around in dungeons, they lived their lives this way. The Masters—and Mistresses, few that they were—owned slaves. Since their lifestyle was very underground, they only came together once or twice a year. Many in the group were husbands and wives who’d been married for years. I was hooked right off.


  “My first night, I got an education about my lust that I will never forget. I saw scenes as dark as any you’ve seen in your dungeon play. I watched wives and husbands treated as no more than chattel by their spouses. They loved every minute of the abuse that was heaped on them. I was in heaven. I thought the only thing I lacked was some basic understanding of the tools and their use—and a submissive woman of my own. 


  “Seeing that my interest was piqued, my mentor/friend started to school me. He didn’t let me wield a whip, bind a single ankle or even say a word until I’d seen him work. I practically lived with him for a year—at the very least, I was at his house every day observing.” 


  “But wasn’t that frustrating?”


  “Yes. Completely. I took out my frustrations on my girlfriend… but there was no kinky stuff with her, and my needs demanded more. After that year, my mentor gave me Nikki, one of his newest slaves. He took me through every step with her—bondage, ropes, mind games, whipping, anal play—everything, until I had her mastered and loving me. She was sweet, tender, and a painslut. Pretty easy for a novice, who could make a few missteps in the dungeon and not frighten her away. Truth was, I didn’t make many mistakes. I took whip in hand, said the words, fashioned the ropes, knowing exactly what I was doing. Maybe it was all that observation… On the other hand, I think I’m a natural master. My instincts with women are unfailing. I believe I always knew that; but I allowed myself to be led, just to be sure. 


  “Another year later, my mentor let me loose of his tether and I was on my own.”


  “And Nikki?” Regan wondered. 


  “I grew away from her. She was too mindless, too in need of immediate control. My mentor liked his slaves that way, but I wanted ones with minds. I wanted to be with them after the scenes were over. I wanted more than to be a pompous asshole. I had the temerity to think that slaves can be more than whipping posts and grateful servants, that they are more than pretty ornaments and endorphins to match my need to abuse them. I think big. I don’t like boundaries. I like making up my own rules and deciding for myself how the women I master can serve me. I’d get bored with most of what I see in dungeons and clubs and on the Internet now.”


  “What more do you need?” she wondered.


  “This. What we’re doing now. I want you to know me, Regan. I don’t want to be so mysterious that you can’t let your guard down completely. I expect to own you, but not because I know how to crack a whip and make your body sing, but because you give yourself to the man I am—no illusions, no romantic ideal here. I am just a man… nothing more.”


  “But you’re still a mystery…” she added.


  “Am I? Or is it what I do for you that you can’t predict that is so mysterious?”


  She smiled, thinking of all the small surprises that teased her days: the quick phone calls arranging dates, the pointed warnings, the winks, the sharp cold eyes and the feather-light touch of his hand on her chin or brow. “I’m not sure what it is, sir. Sometimes, you comfort me so—I fall into you as if I am your shadow. And then, when I least expect, you frighten me. I don’t know what’s coming next that sends raw thrills careening through me. No, I can’t predict what you will do.” But she could predict his substance, which was as steady and secure from the moment they met until this moment sitting huddled together in the wilds, watching the fire smoke and crackle, and the day end beyond the far horizon. 


  His restraint intrigued her. He made her wait. 


  ***


  The next three days, Regan spent on the fresco. She was sent to the scaffolding as soon as she arrived in the house—nothing more was said about Tennyson’s new project in his dungeon, which didn’t worry her the first day, or the second. She was rather glad to be alone in her roost with her paints and thoughts—and there were very few thoughts in her mind. Focusing on the art, there was no need to think, except to decide which color she needed to use next. Only when the hours got long and her back began to ache would she consider stopping. Though, she wouldn’t stop without Tennyson calling her down. 


  On the third day, her mind was not as empty nor her feelings quite so lost. She sensed something odd about the long uneventful days. Perhaps Tennyson was simply preoccupied with other projects—but it seemed more than that. 


  “Tennyson, have you decided against the changes in your dungeon?” she finally had the guts to ask at lunch that afternoon. 


  “No. That decision was made some time ago. Have you thought about my ideas?”


  “Yes, I have. How could I not?”


  “And…”


  “It’s easily doable. You’ve certainly given much more input on this than you have the rest of the changes you’ve wanted to make.”


  “Ah, then my little psychodrama worked?”


  She smiled, feeling her crotch get instantly warm at the thought of those remarkable moments, eyes closed and listening as he fantasized her into cumming. In the same breath, a wave of guilt surfaced to mar the delicious memory. She hadn’t wanted those memories to return until that day had been wrapped up tightly in the past—pushed away to some forgotten land where she could romanticize the facts of it. Maybe the guilt wouldn’t have surfaced if she’d waited longer—much longer. A week or two, maybe even a month. 


  Now, the remembrance was so mixed that she wished she’d never mentioned the dungeon. It was a foolish mistake. 


  “Yes. That was quite a picture you painted,” she managed to say with some conviction and little trembling in her voice. 


  “And you did get into it,” he observed.


  “What submissive woman wouldn’t?”


  His snicker was quite evil for what it implied to her. “I reached a little far with that one, but I do want my projects steeped with passion.” 


  She hadn’t seen this wicked smile in three days, or the nefarious twinkle in his eye. Those measures to lure her appeared as seductive as ever. And the guilt became more complicated with each breath of lust she drew. 


  “Should I start making the dungeon sketches now?”


  He stopped what he was doing—eating the remains of his sandwich—and stared her down. Nothing new. Though she wondered if there was something more behind that stare… was she forgetting something? Was there a piece of lettuce stuck in her teeth, or paint in her hair? Or was there an ‘A’ tattooed to her forehead? Did he see the guilt, or was this just her imagination? 


  “Keep dreaming, Regan. We’ll get to the dungeon in a day or two. I think I want the fresco finished first.”


  ***


  After the whipping, the fire and Kurt’s confession, the two returned to the country inn and their tiny room with the big four poster bed. She imagined herself tied to the corners with scarves, her eyes blindfolded and her mouth gagged. She imagined her master hovering over her naked torso with a fine erection about to impale her between her thighs. 


  But there was something else in Kurt’s mind once he closed the door and set the latch. As she stood with her back to him, she could feel his body near hers and moving closer, very slowly like a cat creeping through the shadowy dark. 


  “Yieech!” He’d grasped her neck in his fist, then pushed her to the bed while pawing her ass. Reaching around, he unzipped her jeans. 


  The thrill of being taken shot through her system in seconds. Nerve endings, hair, skin lips, ass … crotch trembled in amazement as he efficiently removed her clothes, until she was stripped bare. 


  “How would you bow to your master, Regan?”


  He’d pulled her to him, so they were standing face to face—Kurt still fully dressed, she thoroughly naked. Hearing his question, she dropped to her knees, and tucked her head to the floor, feeling sure that the steamy liquid from her crotch would be dripping from her to a puddle below. It took every effort not to move with the sensuous music playing deep within her. 


  Kurt viewed her glorious mop of golden hair, the nape of her neck stretched downward to her delicately arched spine, ending with the two cheeks of her fair ass. He acknowledged the submission she offered him, wondering how much longer he could wait to own her. By the time she gave up her freedom, it would be no more than a formality—it would be no more than a formality now. 


  But there was some unexplainable thrill taking this tease to the far edge of possibilities. He could not disregard the way the expectancy and the suspense kept their longing and desire so real—like some freshly tasted fruit exploding in their mouths. Could they go on like this forever, or did the scenario have to change? Would they have to be Master and slave? Were they required to be Owner and owned? 


  “Come with me Regan,” he finally said. He picked her up by her hair and took her to bed, where inside the sheets they cuddled away the remains of the day’s cold. As he held her, his cock began to stiffen. His feelings flowered as easily, pouring love to the soul he knew he’d soon commit to forever. 


  She, already feeling owned and cherished, let his essence rise inside her. She needed nothing but to be with him, and to feel his body moving nakedly with hers. His one hand glided along her pubic mound and her thighs, nails raking slowly over the skin. She replied to him in gasps and hums, sensuously responding to one demand and the next. 


  He targeted her nipples for a time, giving each one a firm squeeze before moving to some other torture. Then he mauled her breasts in his palms and listened to the sound of her breathing intensify. When he thrust her toward his cock, she took it in her mouth, easing it down her throat, then pulling it out where she circled the head with her tongue—over and over, she continued as though she planned to finish him right there. 


  As the blowjob progressed, she mounted his groin, so her fanny danced before his eyes. He slapped it pink, watching it wiggle as he did.


  “Oh, yesssss, sir,” Regan took a break from sucking to shudder with ecstatic zeal. 


  Noting her excitement, he spanked her ass red, though she didn’t miss a rhythmic beat working his hot fat cock. Precum dotted her lips, smearing across his chin. And she was just about to dive back on the hulking member when he pulled her around so they were lying face to face, kissing. 


  Kurt’s mouth opened wide on hers just as he stuffed his cock into her milky portal. He could consume her now, take her liberty, ask and receive anything he wanted from her—and he’d have it for himself. His feelings made him bold, and his intuition didn’t fail him. 


  Instead of finishing off his climax in her cunt, he turned her around, and pulled her to her hands and knees. After fingering her rear door for several seconds and finding it surprisingly yielding, he replaced his fingers with his cock and opened the tight place wide.


  “Oh, my gawd yessss,” she hissed as her ass shook to its depths. 


  She wanted more, and he gave her more. He pummeled harder and faster until he was out of breath and Regan was nearly exhausted. His endurance was almost frightening, but it was blessed as well. In the midst of the melee, she started to beg, “S-sir, p-please, s-sir please.”


  “Please what?”


  “M-may I-I cum now, s-sir?”


  “Only if you do it now!” he snapped. He was unloading himself in her ass, rendering everything he had into those depths—apt metaphor for what was true about their relationship. 


  Ah! The quiet afterwards can be peace—though it can be filled with expectation and urgency. Regan remembered her times with Jon, being grateful that this lover wouldn’t be leaving her alone just when she wanted most to have a man’s arms to love her.


  As their breathing eased and their bodies enjoyed the sensuous aftershocks, the two stared into the ceiling—looking much like regular lovers, without the burdens of Master and slave to shape their opinions. Kurt dozed not needing to think of anything, while Regan reviewed her life and measured every relationship against this one. Would he take her freedom now that he’d made love to her? What more could he know of her than this? What more could she give? What more could he ask?


  The room was now dark, as the last vestiges of daylight had drifted into the night. There were few stars to illuminate anything—especially their small room and the big bed. 


  As she lay waiting for her lover to revive, Regan mulled over the one unanswered question still disturbing her peace… it floated through her brain now and again, then floated away. Strangely, it hadn’t really mattered that she had an answer. But now, she wanted, even needed his response.


  When she heard him stir, she whispered quietly, “You awake?”


  “Humm, yes,” he said sleepily, “and you are too?”


  “Very much.”


  “Something on your mind?”


  “Sort of.”


  “What is it?”


  “Just wondering, have you told me the darkest of your sexual fantasies?” 


  He thought a minute, not because he needed to think the reply, but because he was wondering why she was asking him now. “No, I haven’t,” he finally said. He seemed to be coming more alive. “I suppose you want to hear it?”


  “You promised it was as nasty as the nunnery.”


  “To my mind it is.”


  Regan’s body quickened hearing him say so and she turned on her side to listen better. 


  “I don’t think of it often now…” he started, “though the fantasy used to beat at my brain every time I was aroused. When I was younger—in my twenties—I’d walk down a city street, looking at the women who attracted me and wondering what their sexual urges might be like. I’d often fixate on a particular woman for several minutes… on a bus, the subway, or sitting in a restaurant—the longer I had to consider her the more elaborate the fantasy became. 


  “I’d soon feel myself walking inside her as if I knew her well; and knowing her well, I’d figure the best way to manipulate her mind. I imagined myself approaching her, charming her with a smile I knew would woo her. I learned very early that I could have a desirable woman eating out of my hand in minutes—without looking like a smarmy sleaze. It must be my face that looks so sincere. 


  “Once I have her wooed, I snare her into my scheme… I take her home, lock the door and start my tease. It begins with her eyes closed, my warm breath on her cheek, she’s giggling… a little terrified but trusting. I speak to her softly… joking with her so that she’s at ease. I stand behind her, running my hands along her shoulders, across her back and down her arms, until I reach her wrists. Tying them is the first tricky move, but this girl is so mesmerized by my soothing voice that she’s still in the game, thinking she’s safe.”


  “But she’s not?”


  “You must be reading my mind.”


  “I’d like to be that woman,” she replied.


  “Too bad I can’t turn back the clock.” Kurt snickered and so did she. “It gets much worse… even if it’s not in a nunnery.”


  Regan felt her crotch starting to explode as her imagination allowed the pictures to develop. 


  “I tease her more, very lightly, then secure the blindfold. I can feel her shudder, and as my hands start their way about her body, I know she’s getting very hot. As a collar goes around her thin neck, she begins to wonder, but her flesh is feeling much too charged to stop me. When I push her to her knees, her mouth opens naturally to take my erection—she’s experienced working cock so this feels natural and easy for her. It makes sense; even the bondage feels exhilarating as she’s never had anything so remarkable happen to her. 


  “I let her spend some time getting used to the feel and smell of me, then pulling her to her feet, I undo the handcuffs and replace them with leather wrist restraints. Each arm is pulled above her and attached to a bar hanging from the ceiling. She starts to panic, but I soothe her down until she’s eased enough not to cry. But now her faith in me is fast diminishing—I place a ballgag in her mouth and fix it tightly. Though still soothing her with platitudes, my lectures have little value; she knows now that she’s been captured and is at my mercy. 


  “I watch her writhe, exhilarated by the beauty of her struggle. There is no stopping my game; the source of my desire has been triggered. I cut away her clothes as she starts to moan, though her writhing fight only arouses me further. I keep on, warning her not to struggle too much unless she wants the knife to cut her skin. Hearing her muffled shrieks, I try for more… my lips at her ear, mocking and taunting her attempts to get free.” 


  “What do you say to her?” Regan asked. 


  “I tell her how she’s in my power, and that I will hurt her because it excites me. Once I have her petrified of me I begin to play with her body… running my hands over her breasts, pinching nipples and slapping her tits. I move to her crotch to see if she’s wet—an important gauge I’ll use to decide how far I’ll go. Finding her pussy rapidly dampening, I know I have a closet masochist under my command. I’ll take every bit of fire she exudes and make it burn hot. In the end, she will want to fall at my feet in wonder and gratitude for the gift I’m giving—at least that is my belief….” Kurt stopped as a smile broadened on his face. “Does this sound too much like a naïve kid?”


  “It sounds like heaven to me.”


  “Of course, slut, you’re a natural slave.”


  “So, you beat her?”


  “I work her body, yes. Teasingly at first, until she finally accepts the sensuousness as her friend and her fear begins to subside. I might even throw in a few words of reassurance—though I often forget that part. This is fantasy, and I’m very cruel in fantasy.”


  “Will she love or hate the beating?”


  “Usually both. Though it’s certain that her nerves will be fried by the time I finish with the flogger, the bullwhip and the crop. Her body will be marked with thick red welts that will linger for days—and bruises that will last weeks. Exhaustion will set in, and because I want to extend her misery, I will bring her down, keeping her cuffed, naked and bound all night. She’ll sleep at the foot of the bed with her collar tied to a foot post. And in the morning, I’ll abuse her more.


  “It’s an endless fantasy, Regan. Sometimes I toss the bitch aside, leaving her to wonder about what maniac captured her. Half of her will want a reprisal, but the other half will remember the pleasure… she won’t know how to live her life after what she’s experienced. 


  “Sometimes, I see her again and she comes back begging. Sometimes I take her again; but more often, I shoo her away as though she’s a meaningless piece of meat. Other times, probably my favorite permutation of the fantasy, I keep my chattel against her will, forever. She becomes my slave, lives her life bound and often gagged, living under the threat of terrible pain should she attempt any meaningful revolt—which could never succeed. I give my victim just enough pleasure to keep her physically satiated, and she becomes too weak to want anything else but serving me…”


  “Is that the kind of slave you want, sir?” Regan asked.


  “No.” Kurt had her face in his sights, and gave her a twinkling smile. Even in the almost dark, she could see the blue in his eyes. “By the time I’ve reached this point in my fantasy, I’ve jacked off… and it’s a good thing because the scenario always breaks down here. I have a problem with clinging, mindless women… I want a submissive who has some substance. If I reduce a woman to that brand of extreme slavery, I take away my interest in her. She’s no longer the woman I was attracted to in the first place. She’s useless with no power of her own, little more than a blow-up doll. That’s the problem with fantasy, it can’t compare with real life.”


  “You don’t think so?”


  “Doesn’t your nunnery break down eventually?”


  “It’s too unreal to even consider.”


  “Exactly what I mean.”


  “Have you done this, kidnapped a woman the way you imagined?” she asked, expecting him to say no. 


  “And what if I have? Would that change how you feel about me?”


  “I don’t know, it might.”


  “Then you should know that I had one close call, with a casual acquaintance—a woman I worked with who seemed to have her eyes on me as much as I had mine on her. I took her to my apartment, made her close her eyes, and bound her hands behind her. Just like in my fantasy, it was all playful and fun. But when I got to the point of gagging my victim I backed off. I could hear police sirens in the distance and immediately imagined that they were coming for me. Then I got scared realizing the path I was walking and where that path might lead. In another world, another place and time, it might be feasible. But not this lifetime. I don’t want the repercussions. I don’t want the karma; I don’t want to go to jail. And the truth is, I really don’t want a captured slave. It means more to me that the woman I master be there because she’s given herself to me.”


  “That’s reassuring… even if that scenario turns me on…” She bit her lip like a coy child. “You know, I think about being captive all the time. But then I remember that real fear is not a lot of fun. I like getting scared when I’m feeling safe. Like going on a rollercoaster… or a Ferris wheel. You always know you’re going to come down alive.”


  “You can do anything you want in your mind, Regan. As for reality, I will make sure you’re scared—and safe. I do that well.”


  Her coy grin had not abated. “Scare me now, sir?” she asked. 


  “Now? I thought by now you’d want to sleep. You’re sure you want more?”


  “I don’t want to play, I just want to go deeper.”


  “All right then, turn on the light and go to my duffel bag. You’ll find a collar in the right hand pocket and a chain leash.”


  Regan scampered from the bed as the feeling of lust between her legs began to flash like lightning. The collar in question made her gut clench tight—and her breath became short. The thick iron was nearly three inches wide; its proportions so frightening that she shrunk back and nearly dropped the thing on the floor. 


  “Come here,” Kurt ordered. “And bring the chain as well.”


  His voice reached out to jar some life back into her limbs. This was good fear.


  Pulling the chain from the bag, she then padded to his side and sat on the edge of the bed, while Kurt righted himself in order to fit the collar to her neck. As the iron closed around her throat, the desire shooting through her aroused system multiplied. With the padlock clicking ominously behind her, she could feel her crotch dampen and tears of joy moisten in her eyes. 


  Attaching the hook to the ring bolted to the front of the collar, Kurt climbed from bed, drew her down to the floor, and then wrapped the leather end of the chain leash to the bottom of one bedpost. Fixing her securely in place, he threw her a pillow and an afghan from the couch.


  “Sleep tight, sweet slave,” he said with a generous smile. Turning out the light, he burrowed back under the sheets, still feeling the heat from her body warming the mattress and blankets. That heat would soon be gone, replaced by the fiery pulse of energy her body emitted as Regan lay collared, chained and on the floor. 


  She was sure she wouldn’t sleep that night with her sexual desires taking such wild leaps. Only after she heard the soft sounds of Kurt’s even breath and the dark begin to surround her like a tomb could she forget about her position on the hard floor and finally drift off. 


  Morning brought an uneasy dawn to the new day. Regan’s body ached, but her spirit soared and so did her sexual arousal. Though the collar around her neck seemed clumsy, she touched it marveling at how it made her feel. 


  “Sir,” she addressed Kurt as he was awakening. She’d crawled to the side of the bed; as far as the chain would reach, and began gently fondling the lazy package of penis and testicles she found between his parted legs. Though a bold move, she received the expected reward, seeing his sleepy eyes open a crack and an easy smile break out on his face. 


  “To what do I owe the pleasure, sweet slave?” he asked. 


  “My happiness,” she replied. 


  “Is that so?”


  “If I could have a moment of your time?”


  The statement sounded strange, though it was hardly surprising. Regan bubbled with excitement and beyond that a hint of love. 


  “I’m going no where fast this morning. Speak your mind.”


  Smiling still, she slumped down. She was on her knees, her ass resting on her heels, while her head was bowed and her hands were clasped behind her back so that her breasts were pushed out proudly. 


  “Sir Kingsley, I desire for you to take my freedom. I am yours to own.”


  Though her anxious statement was expected, it was enough of a jolt to make him sit upright.


  “Have you been dwelling on this all night?” he asked. 


  “Only when I was awake.”


  “You sound sincere,” he said.


  “I am, sir.”


  “Then I’ll take your request seriously,” he said as he reached out and grabbed her chin in his hand. She had not felt such profound affection in some time, and her heart was only more filled with love. 


  Rising from the bed, Kurt walked toward the bath, turning in the doorway. “Would you like to take a bath with me?” he asked. 


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Then I suppose I’d better get you out of the collar.”


  Returning to the bed, he pulled the key off the nightstand, and unlocked the padlock, setting her free.


  This time, she was certain he would accept her earnest request. It could be no more than a formality after the day they’d just shared. 




  CHAPTER EIGHT


  Above her head, high in the arch of the domed ceiling, five sensuous sluts cavorted across what had once been a plain, smooth surface. Limbs, arms, crotches and faces rendered in passionate earthy colors swam together in naked abandon, in the middle of fornication and love. Regan was pleased seeing how the fresco had developed over four weeks of work into her first true masterpiece. Previously, her erotic art had been created solely for Kurt’s eyes and the few friends he might share it with. Her whole body tittered excitedly seeing her sister sluts take shape in supple form before her eyes. Every day, her journey up the scaffolding led her into their carnal world with a smile on her face. If only she could climb right in and join them for sex. 


  Lying back against the wood, her eyes moved as the paintbrush effortlessly filled the fleshtones, sky and lips with color. 


  It was a day so much like many others in the last few weeks. She’d become so comfortable with her work that Tennyson Hallock hardly bothered her—although, every chance he got, he made an effort to dig at her submissive nature—reminding her of her place: instructions given as orders, small assumptions only a master should make to his slave, the critical glance, the reproving comment, the occasional hand on her face, her elbow or her back. She believed his gestures were intentionally invented to catch her off guard, though she remained impervious to his schemes, keeping a proper frame of mind, remaining complacent, dutiful, respectful—while refusing to let him have a foothold in her mind, where only Kurt belonged. 


  Most recently, he’d been away for several days, so that his imposing presence was not there to challenge her poise or disturb her peace of mind. She basked in the contented feelings this small respite afforded her. And because there were so few interruptions in her work, the fresco moved quickly. She could easily finish the work in just a few days—just the finishing touches were needed to complete the fresco. 


  If she was careful with her thoughts, she could forget the curious scene in Tennyson’s basement. Most of the time she was successful. Though there were those moments—often late at night after Kurt had gone to sleep—when she grappled with the driving eroticism she shared with this other master, and the way the man seemed to tear her loose from the anchor that kept her fears at bay. Guilt seemed to claw a little space for itself. She hadn’t felt this kind of guilt in years. Though she hoped the guilt would subside, when it surfaced again in the picture of her shameful behavior, it was difficult to look at and menacing. 


  Tennyson’s first day back, the house was in disarray. He’d brought with him two of his slaves… two dutiful housemaids that he set to work immediately cleaning every square inch of his domain. The energy so changed from one of peace to bustling activity that it shook Regan’s poise. His mood with her seemed even more terse and masterful. Though he was impressed by the work she’d done on the fresco, he made her change several things he didn’t like. It had been several weeks since he played that nasty game. With the painting nearly complete, Regan resented the intrusion more than ever. 


  “Get back up and get to work,” he ordered her after lunch. “You’ve got two days to finish the project or I bring in another artist.”


  “What!”


  “You heard me.”


  “Since when can one artist take over another one’s work!” Her voice rang out with a tone she rarely used—and she had little idea why she did now.  


  “When I say so, slave!” Tennyson shouted back. 


  “I am not your slave!” she retorted. 


  “But you will act like one when you’re here, because that is what you are. Now get up that scaffolding before I get my whip.”


  She turned away in a huff and started up the ladder. 


  “What do you say when a master addresses you?”


  “You are not my master.”


  “What do you say, slave?” 


  As he pinned her in place with a grisly stare, Regan stood motionless, letting her anger retreat… though it was a slow retreat with so much stored fury surfacing on the edge of breaking loose. It had been years since she’d felt so filled with malice. 


  “What do you say when a master addresses you?” Tennyson repeated. 


  “Yes, sir,” she finally spit out—thinking she should salute. But that thought only lasted a second. 


  “Now go on, wench. Get out of my sight. You’ll be lucky if I let you down at all!”


  “Yes, sir.” This was little more than a whisper, but certainly more slave-like than her previous reply. 


  It was nearly five o’clock. Regan’s head was heavy and her eyes a little bleary, but she continued working. 


  The house had been quiet, the vacuum cleaners were finished and the rattle of mops and buckets had ceased. There was no more click of heels on the polished foyer floor, or the muffled sounds of conversation from the rooms below. The aromas of cooking food suddenly assaulted Regan’s nostrils and her stomach turned with hunger; though she continued working, assuming she’d be summoned soon and could finally go home for the night. He’d given her two days to finish the fresco—which at the time sounded impossible. However, staring at her masterpiece, the whole of it, she realized that she could easily complete the painting in two days. There were just a few details, and if she didn’t get to them, no one would notice. 


  “Regan!” A sharp voice boomed out from below. It was not the one she expected. 


  Regan peered over the railing, realizing only then that Kurt was standing in the foyer—not Tennyson—though the master of the house quickly appeared, striding in through the dining room door to greet his guest. 


  “Regan! Down here now!” Kurt ordered.


  “Yes, sir!” This was a first. To her knowledge, Kurt had never even seen Tennyson’s private palace, though she’d probably described every room to him in detail. He had shown no interest in Tennyson’s house beyond her decorating efforts—but even then he had not bothered to inspect her work.


  Obeying her husband’s order, Regan gingerly made her way down the maze of pipes and ladders until she reached the foyer floor. Watching her descent, both men appraised her with grueling expressions staring out at her critically. 


  “Sir?” she said once hitting bottom.


  “In the living room, slave position on the floor,” Kurt ordered.


  “Yes, sir.”


  Her entire body trembled with fear—fear not as fine as the fear before a sexual scene or the fear accompanying her master’s mysterious schemes. This fear was more overt, the kind that preceded a reprimand. 


  Obeying the command, Regan made her way to Tennyson’s living room. By the fireplace between two brown leather chairs, she knelt with her knees sinking into the plush carpet. Folding her body over her knees, she pressed her cheek to the floor, and out of instinct clasped her hands behind her back. 


  Endless minutes of waiting ticked by, until her legs began to ache and grow numb. Her mind was a restless wasteland of tangled thoughts, though she could figure no reason for this sudden censure, save the incident in the dungeon—which seemed to her only an innocent attack of lust. Even with the accompanying guilt, it was no more than a minor misstep. Three weeks later? It hardly seemed reasonable to bring up the matter now. 


  Minutes of waiting turned into a full half-hour. Her entire body was in revolt by the time Kurt, Tennyson Hallock and two other men moved into the living room. She recognized both men as good friends of her husband. Clayton Lawrence and Matthew Hardy were masters themselves, each married to their slaves, and both frequent guests at private slave parties. 


  Clayton, the older of the two, was a greying, paunchy fellow with a robust laugh, a bawdy sense of humor, and a devilishly funny slave, Berta. Their attendance at one of the parties was always met with a smile from Regan. Matthew Hardy was also one of her favorites of Kurt’s friends. He was much more reserved than Clayton; tall, lanky—with a cowboy sort of look to him in jeans, boots and a flannel shirt—hardly a typical looking master. His devoted slave, Anna, was one of her best friends; and Regan thought of Matt as one of the more genuine masters she had met. He exuded a quiet, domineering confidence, while underneath his reserve was an exceptionally kind man. 


  The presence of both men should have been comforting, but seeing that their expressions were as serious as Tennyson’s and Kurt’s, she only shivered more. It was one thing to be reprimanded (if this were a reprimand) in front of strangers, but before friends, the humiliation could be brutal. 


  Kurt and Clayton took their seats in the two leather chairs on either side of Regan, while Matt sat at one end of the brocade sofa and Tennyson remained on his feet—strategically standing between Kurt’s chair to her left and Matt on the sofa, closing the small circle of five. 


  The carpet in front of her was bare of furniture. Where there was normally a coffee table, there was now only empty space.


  Reaching to his side, Kurt grabbed a handful of Regan’s hair and pulled her around in front of his chair. “Sit up,” he ordered. 


  She looked a mess—though a sensuous mess. Her hair was mussed from her day-long scramble on the scaffolding, while her paint-stained tee shirt and skirt clashed with the formal appearance of Tennyson’s living room and its guests—all but the more causal Matt. Regan was, however, beautifully submissive. The afternoon light cast her hair in gold, which made her face seem sweetly magical. Though her nerves were frazzled with fear, she assumed a look of humble innocence while staring into her husband’s eyes. In return, his guise was stern, like the other masters in the room, and at the same time appealing and sexual. She could sense his arousal… a gentle undercurrent of energy that signaled his expectancy and total interest in this game now afoot. But was it a game, or something more serious than a scene? For several seconds, while the room remained hushed, she held her breath, listening to her throbbing heart, and the swoosh of blood at her temples, and the gentle beat of desire flooding her entire body. 


  “Regan,” her husband spoke.


  “Yes, sir?”


  “Talk to me about slavery.”


  “Sir?” What was this about?


  “Talk to me about slavery, what it means you.”


  Though the question seemed strange, she attempted an answer. “It is my life, sir. You know that.”


  “Yes, and I want to hear you say that.”


  “Do you consider yourself a good slave?” Tennyson jumped in.


  She turned her head to him. “Yes, sir, I do,” she answered confidently. 


  “Tell me about that,” he went on. “Tell us all.” For once, the man bore no mockery in his voice—he spoke straight as an arrow, the way Kurt always did, without the circuitous ridicule that so peppered their previous exchanges. 


  “I am dutiful to my master. I honor his command. I serve and obey him, following the provisions of the contract that I signed with him.” She turned back to Kurt. “You are my master, Sir. I remain unquestioningly obedient.”


  “What else, Regan?” Kurt asked. “Tell me what makes you a slave—different from other women in the world.”


  “I have given you my freedom.”


  “What’s that mean, given up your freedom?” Matt jumped in. She turned again. 


  “Move to the center of the room, Regan,” her husband interjected, “then answer his question.” 


  If this were to be an inquisition, then it only made sense to make her statement without her husband to cling to, alone in the middle of their earnest scrutiny. Following the order, she filled the emptiness between the circle of masters, and looked toward Matt, wondering how to answer him. 


  “What’s it mean to give Kurt your freedom?” he repeated his question.


  She knew the answer without having to think… though the words were harder to find than she anticipated. “It means that I am no longer an independent woman, sir,” she started, “that I’ve given up the right to decide my future, to make decisions in any matter concerning how I live. It means I’ve given up any claim to property or income. I am owned. My actions, my behavior, any work I do belong to Sir. I have no right to argue or protest. My sole function is to serve and obey him. And, if he sees fit, I accept whatever punishment he wishes to give me.” She’d covered all the bases she could think of and stopped talking, waiting for another question. 


  “Why do you do it, Regan?” Clayton spoke from behind her.


  She turned his way, moving in an awkward circle on the floor, desperate, lonely and more frightened than ever. She was nearly in tears as she met Clayton’s eye. His jocular manner had transformed into a tender, almost fatherly guise. And yet, his question was as serious as all the others, and required as much sincerity in her reply. 


  “Because being a slave is who I am, sir. It gives me peace… the most true peace I’ve ever felt.”


  She could sense a smile about to form on his amiable face, but he would save it for another time. 


  Friends becoming inquisitors—what a fine move on her master’s part, what a stroke of genius, she thought. The intensity of the examination was straight from a slave’s most potent dreams. If it had been a sister slave being grilled this way, she might have applauded the scheme. Now, however, she had to let those thoughts slip away and remember her focus. The moment required every bit of concentration she could muster—and she couldn’t allow herself to cry. 


   “Remove your clothes,” Kurt ordered in the same dispassionate way he’d conducted the entire interview. She began quickly, but not quickly enough. “Pick up the pace, slave,” her husband snapped when she fumbled with the button on her skirt. 


  Her shoes, her skirt, her tee shirt and panties; there was so little to discard. Leaving them in a small heap beside Kurt’s chair, she settled into her nakedness and turned back to her husband. The air chilled her body, stirring the hair on her arms like a gentle breeze. She sat on one ass cheek with her feet tucked under her, gazing down, feeling oddly embarrassed, as she noticed how her nipples stiffened into two pert knots of pink. Though she’d been through this kind of treatment once before, this occurrence had a death knell ring so portentous that she was tempted to lay right down, confess to whatever she was accused of and take her punishment. 


  Tennyson started the questioning again, knocking her back to reality, “You consider yourself a good slave?” 


  “That would be a question for my master, sir,” she said politely. 


  “No, it’s a question for you,” Tennyson maintained. “I want your answer.”


  “Yes, yes I am a good slave,” she replied quietly. 


  “What was that?” 


  “Yes, sir, I am a good slave,” she raised her voice slightly. 


  “That’s better, slave. Don’t make me struggle to hear you.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “And what are the specific requirements of your slavery?” Matt asked. 


  “That I obey my master’s every command, sir.”


  “Be more specific.”


  “In what way, sir?” 


  “Specifics in behavior, expectations. How do you communicate with your master?”


  “I must be mindful always of his rights of ownership, sir. I honor him, speak candidly when I’m asked. Even if it means I’m punished, I must be truthful.”


  “Have you been truthful in all matters with your master?” Clayton wondered. 


  “I believe I have, sir.”


  “Your behavior is without blemish?” Matt asked. 


  “Yes, sir, ” she said, even as Kurt’s words from years past echoed in her brain. They weren’t even big lies, but they chipped away at what I thought was solid rock, and turned that rock into little more than desert sand.”


  The silence following her last response was instantly threatening. Matt Hardy squirmed in his seat, while Tennyson paced briefly, and Clayton and Kurt kept their eyes fixedly on the humbled slave. There was a tingling heat in Regan’s body as she waited for the interrogation to continue. As the quiet minutes passed, the tepid air around her seemed to pound against her brain making her feel as though she were being hit with knifes. 


  Her husband broke through the quiet, “Tell me, Regan, what happened in Tennyson’s dungeon three weeks ago.”


  Regan circled around again, turning to the sound of her master’s voice. “Tennyson’s dungeon three weeks ago?” she repeated.


  “Yes. Tell me the story. We have all the time in the world to listen. Don’t we, gentlemen?”




  CHAPTER NINE


  A cool breeze blew in from the open bathroom window as Regan toweled herself dry. She had three appointments in the next few hours so her mind was crammed with thought, all this pushing aside any concern for Kurt Kingsley. It had been nearly a week since their stay at the Country Inn, and not one word from the man she hoped would be mastering her. It wasn’t exactly anxiety creeping into her consciousness, but wonder and a slight sense of dread. He could not refuse, her battered mind would claim. Still, he’d made no commitment and left her with the question of ownership still undecided. 


  Regan’s body ached for him—so did her submissive need; but she didn’t have time to think of that ache or the pressing need, or the question of her ownership. When the doorbell rang, she was too lost in her thoughts of work to hear it. Minutes later, she turned to the sound of footsteps approaching; their click on the hardwood floor was enough to startle her.


  She jumped back with a shriek, seeing Kurt standing in the doorway, while she stood before him stark naked. 


  “Well, the attire is perfectly apropos,” he said as he surveyed her body. “My only question is: do you always leave your door unlocked?”


  “No, sir. I didn’t know it was.”


  “You know now. It won’t happen again; is that clear?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  He acknowledged her promise with a nod of his head and moved on. 


  “I stopped by only to make sure you clear your schedule.”


  “For what, sir?”


  “Your training begins this weekend.”


  “Training?”


  “Is that not what you asked for?”


  Her eyes widened in awe. “Yes, sir. And for how long will I be trained?”


  “As long as it takes to make you into a decent slave. Now, I suggest that you get ready for work. I suspect there will be a few loose ends to tie up before you’re under my command.”


  ***


  The ceremony of commitment began in the courtyard of an old monastery, which had been recently restored and converted into a sanctuary for modern day slave owners and their slaves. The small haven could house a half-dozen masters in an atmosphere of tranquility and perversion. There were few limits placed on the masters by the owners of this retreat. Though in advance, contracts were agreed on that circumscribed the rules and behaviors the hosts could anticipate from their guests. In addition, any limits enforced by the hosts were explained in detail and waivers were signed. A few customary protocols that were explained, so that guests of the retreat would understand the common conventions that made the retreat function smoothly. For a master seeking a realistic world where Dominance and submission prevailed as a natural circumstance of life, this was paradise. 


  On arriving at the monastery, Regan had been taken to the entry gate and turned over to the Steward of Slaves—a husky, dark-skinned, dark-haired fellow, who was a slave to the owners of the sanctuary, but in charge of initiating new slaves to the general regulations. He wore a pair of cotton britches and a muslin tunic, which made him look as though he’d stepped from the Middle Ages, a commoner or serf. 


  Kurt, having been informed of the normal induction procedures gave Regan to the man with little concern, although she was shaking with fright. 


  “You’ll be fine, slave. And I’ll be on the hill when you’re ready to join me at the house.”


  “When will that be?”


  “When you’re ready,” he repeated without emotion. “Don’t pout. Hold your head up and do as you’re told.”


  “Yes, sir.” He’d hardly spoken a word to her since he picked her up in the apartment lobby a few hours before, except to say that he was taking her to a slave indoctrination facility where she would be properly trained for her service to him.


  “What, then, was the General’s training about?” she’d wondered.


  “Only a test,” he’d said. “This is for real.”


  Tynan, the Steward of Slaves, took her into the gatehouse for the first of several instruction sessions. 


  “Off with the clothes,” was his first command—and one she expected. Slaves weren’t worthy of clothes until they made themselves worthy. Assumptions like this one were easy to make for a woman who understood what slavery meant. 


  She stripped away her cream-colored skirt, pale blue blouse, nylons and shoes, then peeked at Tynan wondering if he wanted her to remove her bra and panties as well. 


  “Those, too,” he jumped right in without her having to ask. 


  A little tickle of delight warmed her belly as she bared herself to the man’s gaze. However, Tynan was uninterested in her physical appearance—he had a job to do.  


  Moving deftly, he fitted her with a slave collar—a simple band of brown leather with a locking clasp at the back and a leash ring at the front. Around her left ankle, he placed a thick iron shackle, which reminded Regan of the heavy slave collar she’d worn that night in the country inn. It fit snuggly as a constant reminder of its presence—though she hardly needed any reminder that she was a slave. 


  “The rules are…” Tynan started his litany in a listless monotone. “Slaves do not sit on furniture, they do not eat at tables but on the floor. Slaves use only the slave facilities for their toilet, and are forbidden to roam the monastery without their master or an attendant with them. When they are without their master, they are turned over to one of several stewards on duty and chained by the ankle to a staying post until they are summoned elsewhere.” Tynan peered into her eyes and waited for her response. 


  “Yes, sir.”


  “And don’t call me sir. That is a title reserved for masters, and I am not a master. I am Tynan to you, nothing more.”


  “Yes, si…” she stopped to correct herself, “Tynan.”


  “Better.” He went on. “When you stand in the company of masters, keep your shoulders back, your chin up, your eyes cast downward. Do not look anyone in the eye, unless you’re commanded to do so. When you’re told to kneel, drop to your knees but remain upright, with the same straight posture as you assume when you’re standing—shoulders back, chin up, eyes down. If you’re to be inspected, clasp your hands behind your neck, elbows out. If you’re ordered to submit yourself, kneel, knees spread and bend your torso over your thighs touching your head to the ground, while leaving your hands at either side of your head. All that clear?”


  “Yes, Tynan.”


  “Let me see you demonstrate. Stand.”


  Regan adopted the posture with few changes in her bearing, as this was a natural pose for her. 


  “Kneel.”


  She dropped immediately to the ground, adopting the same submissive posture she would use while standing.  


  “And for inspection,” Tynan moved on.


  Regan swiftly clasped her hands behind her neck.


  “And submit.”


  She had little trouble with the posture—some things in the slave lifestyle were consistent one place to another. The steward found this initiate an easy study.


  “Stand now,” he said. 


  Regan jumped to her feet and assumed the proper position.


  Tynan continued. “There are no rules in the sanctuary for beatings, discipline and punishment—that will be dictated by your personal master. I suggest, however, that you not speak unless you’re spoken to—ever. Slaves know their place—they have no rights, no position, no power, no say. You are, just as I am, a non person in this world. No one is required to give you any respect or afford you any comfort. You’re here to be trained in the manners and customs of your master. New slaves are brought here because it is easier to train you in a place that understands the life you’ll lead.” Tynan paused his lecture to stare her in the eye. “You have any questions?”


  Regan’s mind went blank, then it filled with all the details she was required to remember. She knew the rules were simple, probably nothing more than second nature; but she wanted to remember them perfectly, as she planned no mistakes, no errs, not a single slip. 


  While her fear had somewhat eased, it only made her physical desire mount to an incredible degree. This was a monastery, her fantasy a nunnery. Did Kurt have a choice to bring her here, or take her some place else? And did he make his choice knowing how she’d react to this image from her fantasy come to life?


  Was it as dark on the hill as it was in her dreams? Did the same contemptible deeds of lust take place inside the once hallowed halls as took place in her wicked dreams? And would she have to face her greatest fears during this training for slavery? She almost wished for General McIntyre’s prim house, with its starched-faced maids and prissy rules. The possibilities for depravity here were endless—at least her fertile mind believed that so. 


  With the rules firmly planted in her mind, Regan was leashed to a chain and walked up a footpath to the monastery’s main building. She recalled the long columned porticos from her dreams, the stucco exterior, and the Mediterranean character from the pictures in her head. As if she were walking into a nightmare, her body’s defenses sharpened. Her instincts were on alert. But her heart raced fast and the attending emotion was at one point so overwhelming that she was nearly in tears. So many conflicting feelings absorbed her on the hike that she didn’t notice the steep incline or the ache in her thighs, or even her own nakedness. 


  At the building’s back door, Regan was ushered into a waiting chamber where her leash was tied to a post and Tynan ordered her to the floor where she was to wait. It was difficult to sit comfortably on the stone tiles as the unforgiving surface seemed to jar her bones loose. And with the leash tied high above her, the strain on her neck was difficult to manage No one is required to give you any respect or afford you any comfort. Tynan’s words rang true. Even so, this fantasy come true turned her body heat on high, by degrees hurdling her forward into some unknown place where she might just spontaneously burst with orgasm. Oh! Where was Kurt now? She wondered. She sank down helpless in her spot at the foot of the post, letting the chain continue to tug her neck with a gentle strain. 


  Later that evening in the courtyard, the masters gathered for the commitment ceremony. Regan knelt in submission as the Steward, Tynan, had instructed her. Her face was pressed to the sandy stone, her hands beside her head—her body was one small ball of human slave flesh, waiting for ritual. The courtyard had been empty when she first arrived; but once she took her humble pose before an arc of stone benches, she heard shuffling footsteps, and the murmur of voices. Though her eyes remained closed, she imagined a tribunal of masters with long, grim faces and threatening eyes. Judges. Magistrates. Inquisitors. To a submissive woman with a burning desire for humiliation, this was bliss. Would Kurt be among these masters?


  This was the stuff of her best and worst fantasies, when in the nunnery or elsewhere she put herself through elaborate rites. The only thing unknown to her now was the formula—though the result was quite clear in her mind. There would be mindless, numbing sexuality breeding in her body. Whether it was satisfied in climax, she wouldn’t know. But that really didn’t matter. What made her live the moment for its richest treasure was the slavish glory of the instant. There was wonder, excitement, humiliation and desire, all steeped with the best lust she could recall. Never had she been so beautifully aroused as in these seconds of desperate waiting. 


  “She has a slave name, sir?”


  Edmund was speaking—the Steward of Stewards. He was not a slave to the sanctuary, but a master himself, the trainer who worked with guest masters as they decided on the appropriate forms of discipline required to meet each master’s needs for their newly initiated slave. 


  “Regan,” she heard Kurt’s voice. This was the first time she’d been aware of his presence that day. She’d remained tied to the post in the waiting room for nearly an hour—by her accurate guess; then was taken to a holding cell, which was a bit more comfortable—though the cell was little more than a six by six cage—bars for walls and a lock to keep her inside. The lock was hardly necessary, since Regan was not a rebellious slave. However, no one took chances in this place. Slaves were captives, whether by choice, or against their will, they were treated as if the possibility for escape was always on their minds. Regan wondered during her many hours of waiting if there were nonconsensual slaves at the sanctuary. She saw no evidence of that, though the idea held a certain fascination in her mind. She’d often imagined being taken against her will and how that kind of captivity would feel to a slavish soul. 


  She did feel captive now as Kurt stepped forward in front of her. 


  Though she couldn’t see him with her forehead trained on the flagstone courtyard, she could distinguish his familiar essence from all the others around her. Besides, he was wearing a pair of special boots he wore only for Renaissance Faires and occasions like this one where the feeling of mastery could be augmented with costumes and customs from the era when slaves were more common than noblemen. 


  Kurt hadn’t worn the boots on the trip to the sanctuary, which made her realize that he’d changed into appropriate attire for the event. What was already raging inside her skittishly aroused body took another dive into the depths of her great sexual appetite. 


  “And Regan desires to be your slave?”


  “She has asked me to take her freedom.”


  “Slave, sit back,” Edmund, Steward of Stewards, ordered. 


  Regan obeyed. Resisting the urge to look up at the face of her master and this steward, she held her back straight and her head high, keeping her eyes focused down on the sand-colored stone. Already, her knees ached from the hard rock—but her discomfort registered only momentarily. There were too many other thoughts consuming her mind to worry over anything as inconsequential as the plight of her knees. 


  “This slave has proved herself worthy of the task?”


  “Her desire speaks loudly,” Kurt replied, “though she needs a heavy indoctrination before I will accept what she offers me.”


  “And she’s willing to suffer?”


  “She will, or she won’t be my slave.”


  Every comment struck like a knife in her gut. Kurt was not Jon Benjamin—a loosely fashioned master with a horny cock and an inventive mind. If the seriousness of her venture with Kurt was not already apparent, it was now. He was writing their relationship in stone and then etching the truth of it on her body and brain. Her excitement piqued, but so did her fear—the good fear, the arousing fear, and a little of the dangerous fear. It was time to trust, otherwise she would have been wise to run from the scene and never look back. 


  “Slave, focus your eyes on me,” Edmund began the proceedings. 


  Regan looked up, seeing first the Steward of Stewards, and then the others, including Kurt, in her peripheral vision. They were all dressed in simple Old World attire—boots, leather britches, simple tunics, whips and floggers attached to their belts—as if they’d turned back time and the world was now reliving its dark ages. 


  “You’ll address me as sir.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “In this ceremony I am speaking for your intended master. You’ll afford me and any master in this company who speaks to you the same respect that you would give to him.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “It is your wish to give Sir Kingsley your freedom?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “To this master, such a declaration means some very specific requirements that you will agree to now or this arrangement will not proceed. Is that clear to you?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “To give up your freedom you will give up self-determination and the right to make decisions on your behalf.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Your body will no longer belong to you, but to your master. He will use it as he sees fit. If he chooses to give it away, you cannot object. If he chooses to sell you, you have no say. If he wishes to beat you, or otherwise torture you for pleasure or punishment, that is his prerogative. He has only one injunction to his use of you. By his own agreement, he will not permanently harm you, physically or emotionally. This would be the sole grounds for the agreement you make with him to be voided. Is that clear?”


  “Yes, sir.” She shuddered more hearing the extremes of her gift to him.


  “Though he may brandish all manner of disciplinary and punishment devices against you, any permanent alterations to your body must be agreed to by you—any tattooing, cutting, branding, piercing. Understood?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “In addition, you give up all of your personal property to your master. You own nothing—not what was once your personal assets, your clothes, your furniture, jewelry, other personal effects. Once this ceremony is complete, you are stripped of everything. Is that clear?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “You understand as well that you cannot terminate this contract for any reason—save any action taken that would physically injure you. No matter how harrowing the requirements of your service to this master become, you cannot disjoin from him. You understand?”


  “I do, sir.”


  “You know as well that your master can choose, on any whim or fancy, to terminate this agreement; or if he chooses to barter, trade or sell you to another master, you will be obligated to honor, obey and serve that new master.”


  “I understand, sir.”


  The great intensity of the moment did not escape any of the masters present, least of all the Steward of Stewards. Edmund sat back on his stone throne and took a deep breath, as if he’d just signed a death sentence on her life. 


  Regan did not move, but full of determination and certainty, she stared him down. If he were looking for flaws in her resolve, he would not find them. 


  “Regan,” Kurt suddenly interjected.


  She turned his way, for the first time in nearly ten hours looking on the man she loved and needed. “Yes, sir?”


  “I need to make it graphically clear to you what this means. I want there to be no doubts.”


  “Yes, sir,” she answered as she’d answered Edmund. Hearing the severity in his voice, a little tremor of fear caused her naked body to shake, and her breasts wiggled lightly against her chest. 


  “I now have the keys to your car and your apartment. Once this night is over, I will instruct my agent to confiscate all of your belongings. Your apartment will be surrendered to your landlord, and any owing rents paid in full. Anything I don’t find of value will be sold; and the rest of your belongings will be boxed and brought to my house, where you will live with me.” 


  Her heart took an anxious leap as these astounding words registered in her mind. So final. So complete. This was all that she imagined. 


  “There are several legal papers being drawn up at this time, which will transfer to me the right of ownership for all your personal property, all your savings, checking and credit card accounts. Legally, you will own nothing. You will be responsible for nothing.” He paused. “Is that understood?”


  “Yes, sir.” Her voice sounded like a silly squeak. 


  “Your resignation from the Interior Design Associates will be delivered to the company tomorrow and all of your business and personal items will be removed from your studio office. Any work you do, you do for me. Any income from your work belongs to me. That, too, will be worked into a business contract that you will sign. Is that clear?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Whatever life you have led is over as of this day. You are no longer Regan Wheat, a single woman, but regan, Kurt Kingsley’s slave. In so far as I can take from you your personhood, I will. And with every legal maneuver I can employ, you will be stripped of worth, career and personal rights. I cannot in this society legally own you as a slave, but in every way I can possess you, I will. Is that what you desire?”


  Regan looked into the cold of his blue eyes and without quavering, she replied, “Yes, sir.”


  The Steward of Slaves then queried with the same question in different words, “You do understand the extreme position you place yourself in? You understand that once you sign the legal documents, if Kurt Kingsley so desires, he can null your agreement with him and leave you penniless on the street? You understand that?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Though you will have your body back, you will have no property, and no claim to property.”


  “I understand.”


  The steward paused to scrutinize her for a moment.


  “What, young woman, gives you the impetus to make this bold a move?” He asked as if he could not quite understand why she’d do this—even though a man in his position must have been through this kind of ritual many times.


  “My desire for this, Sir. And, I trust my master. I trust that he will do only what benefits me.”


  “What if, in your determination, he does not do what is best for you?”


  “It is not my place to even consider that.”


  “True. But, in as much as we can strip you of your rights, we cannot, he cannot strip you of your mind.”


  “I understand that, sir. I take this as seriously as I know how. And though you’ve outlined the extremes that my slavery requires of me, I still do trust my master. I love him deeply and I believe he loves me. If he is a charlatan, in my life to torture me, then I have misjudged him. But I do not believe that my understanding of his character and devotion to him is misplaced.”


  Edmund nodded, seemingly impressed by her words. “Very good, then.” He sighed and continued with just a few last questions. “Your master is a wise man. He understands the basics of master slave relationships, and what it takes in the real world to have one succeed. Tell us about your devotion to him.”


  This question came as a surprise, but it was an easy one for her to answer. She thought of little else when she thought of Kurt Kingsley but her devotion to him. Though he had a stunning sexual hold on her—she’d known that before with Jon. To love him as she did required more than endorphins and a master’s tone of voice. “I hold my master in great esteem, sir. From the beginning of our acquaintance, he has continually sought the truth from me and given me nothing but his honest reply to all my questions. That is the source of my trust and my devotion, and even my love for him.”


  “Your master requires your utmost honesty in all matters,” Edmund agreed.


  “And I would give him nothing less, sir,” Regan said.


  “You can bare your heart and soul to him?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Were you to waver in your affections for him, you’d tell him so?”


  “I’d tell him everything that is in my heart, no matter what it is.”


  “Even if he were to punish you?”


  “Even then.”’


  “And you’d gratefully accept his punishment if you were caught in a lie?”


  “I would, though I cannot imagine lying to him, or withholding anything I feel. He deserves as much considering the great responsibility he has taking care of my wellbeing.”


  “That would make you a wise slave,” Edmund said. “Keep that covenant and you’ll do well.”


  “Thank you, sir.”


  “Thank yourself, slave,” he noted. “Remember, though, as much as you vow the purity of your love, you will be tested. There will be times when it will not be easy for you to keep your vows. You need to remain cautious and vigilant. You understand?”


  “I do, sir.”


  “Good.” He turned to his three confederates seated two to his left, one to his right—Kurt at the far end. “Unless you have further questions gentlemen, we’ll proceed with this slave’s marking.”


  Regan’s body warmed again, somewhat from relief, though there were new fears to consider. Marking? How would Kurt choose to identify his slave? They’d never talked about any of the common signs of slavery and she had no idea what methods he’d want for her. In fact, she never even considered that he’d take this step. She was already pierced at her nipples; the two curved barbells were quite obvious jutting out from her uplifted breasts. Kurt always enjoyed teasing her with them. She’d come to enjoy the gentle and even the mean way he tugged her flesh. When he played with her this way, she was commanded to remain totally silent while his arousal soared in the midst of her physical misery. But these were Jon’s insignia and it was safe to assume that Kurt would want some formal mark of his own.


  “Slave, your master wishes to remove the bars given to you by your previous master and replace them with larger gauge rings. And, because he wishes that your crotch become the focus of your attention, he will pierce your inner labia. As an outward sign of your slave status, there will be a leaf tattoo around your left ankle where the manacle now appears and a simple unbroken gold chain. Do you understand his plans and accept these symbols of your rank as slave?”


  “Yes, sir, I do.”


  Edmund nodded, then pushed off his stone chair, nodding to the other masters. “We’ll take care of these things inside. Slave, return to submit position and wait for someone to attend you.”


  Regan bowed forward, touching her head to the ground, and heard again the shuffling of feet as the masters left the courtyard. It seemed as if she was utterly alone for some time, though it hardly seemed possible that there would be no one with her—not with all the precautions taken to make certain that slaves could not move freely in the sanctuary. Though, she was not a slave to rebel, and her constancy would keep her fixed for hours if that was what was required of her, it was hard to believe that she was trusted to remain unmoving without someone there to monitor her response. Perhaps it was a test. 


  For the first time since the ceremony began, Regan felt the discomfort in her knees and legs, with tiny pieces of sand pressing into her skin. To squirm even a little bit only made the discomfort worse. Soon. They would have to come for her soon. Please. Her inner mind was thinking loudly. Attempting to put her discomfort aside, she tried focusing on the astounding truth of her new slave covenant. Yet, with every minute added to her trial, her focus waned a little more.


  Finally, as though some angel heard her plight, she heard footsteps and then saw the boots of some attendant stepping into her small field of vision.


  “Stand,” she was ordered. Another steward she imagined. 


  Regan rose carefully, well aware that her legs were nearly numb and that it would take some seconds getting used to walking upright. 


  Her steward, however, allowed little time for her to restore her balance. He quickly, snagged her arm and hauled her into the monastery through a heavy oaken door with a rounded top and a thick wrought iron handle. 


  ***


  Tennyson’s dungeon—three weeks before. He wanted the truth and what would she say? 


  The scene could have taken place yesterday considering how fresh and real the memory was now. If only she’d been able to forget the details and ignore the sexual arousal. But since the day it occurred, that incident had not ceased to play like background music in her life. What could she say now?


  “Tennyson took me into his dungeon,” Regan finally began. “He was asking me to help him renovate the place. He wanted a particular style—something different, something Middle Eastern, from the Arabian Nights, not the typical stone, black dungeon with the heavy air, the leather and ropes. I thought it was a terrific idea.”


  “Did you now?” Matt asked.


  She turned to him, “Yes, I did.”


  “So what else happened?” Clayton inquired. 


  She circled to see his face, too, and answered him directly. “He had me close my eyes and picture what he had in his mind.”


  “And you did that?” Clayton went on. 


  “Yes, it’s great technique for seeing the results.”


  “And what did you see?” Matt asked. 


  She turned back to the master. “I saw what he wanted me to visualize. Scarves, pillows, diaphanous materials…” She remembered with her body as much as her words.  


  “And how did you respond physically?” Tennyson asked from his stalking perch as he stopped pacing the floor and leveled his eyes on her. 


  “Physically, yes? Of course, my body reacted, the pictures were very well drawn—after all, you created them. And I can do a lot in my imagination.”


  “Yes, I think you can,” Tennyson agreed easily. “So, why don’t you admit the truth about that day?”


  “The truth?”


  “Yes, the truth,” Kurt jumped right in. “It’s part of your agreement with me, a part I think you’ve forgotten.”


  Regan stared at her husband, feeling the blue of his gaze ignite her insides, while the intensity of the room made her turn cold… her fingers felt numb, yet her heart pounded hot… the strange force of sensations wasn’t a pleasant feeling, but one that bounded forward regardless of her attempts to contain it. 


  “Sir, please.”


  “I want the truth, Regan, that is your promise to me, or have you forgotten your vows?”


  ***


  The monastery was a series of rooms, meandering like a maze through the rambling fortress. Regan was lost by the time she reached the marking chamber, which was a simple, windowless room somewhere in the center of the building. The light was bold inside, which only made the purposes of the place more obvious. Most notable was a blacksmith’s furnace used to heat branding irons—now very cool to the touch since it wouldn’t be used this day. Along the walls were an assortment of knives for cutting and the tools for a tattoo artist. Regan’s eye finally strayed to a tray of piercing equipment, which had apparently been laid out for her. A shudder of remembrance shot through her system as she recalled the first time she was pierced in a dingy tattoo parlor with Jon at her side.


  Now, the atmosphere was quite different—a ritual much more serious than that almost comical moment with her first master. The several masters from the courtyard including Edmund were there to witness the ceremony. 


  “Sit down,” Kurt addressed her formally. 


  Regan noted the stool in front of her and went directly there to take her seat. With one gaze at the needles, she realized the pain she would experience. But she was not about to falter. Instead, she drove her energy to that throbbing place between her thighs where she felt rooted to the earth. Then with a deep breath, she focused her gaze downward, and her mind went blank. 


  Kurt’s hands on her breasts were cooler than her hot skin. She quaked and goose bumps emerged on the surface. 


  Since they’d met, Regan had worn the barbells Jon had pierced through her nipples the first month of their relationship. She hardly thought of them anymore, except in those moments when Kurt would tease them, twisting the silver until she would almost shriek. She had no idea that he had other plans for the adornment of her nipples or the rest of her body. The surprise was scary, but not in a bad way. 


  “I like these, Regan, but the rings are more versatile.” As he spoke, Kurt began unscrewing the barbell posts. “These are just one gauge larger, and should fit without a problem.” Removing the bar on her right nipple, he quickly pressed the end of the new ring into the tiny hole and pushed it through. There was some tug, as the gauge of this silver alloy was tight inside the space, but it gave freely until the end popped through the other side and he could place the captive bead between the two ends. Kurt repeated the procedure with her other nipples, leaving them both pierced with quarter-sized rings. 


  Regan could feel that last transfer of power from one master to another, as what Jon began, Kurt finished. The size was frightening but beautiful to see.


  “They will be sealed, Regan, as soon as I can be sure that your body will accept the metal.”


  What finality, she thought. 


  “Now for the others.”


  Kurt escorted his slave to the piercing table, laying her back on the hard metal surface. Bending her knees, he opened her thighs wide and nodded for two attending masters to hold them firmly, while he continued with the procedure.


  “I haven’t seen how this one responds to a pierce, so keep her tight,” he warned. 


  Then, as if he’d gone through the ritual a hundred times, he opened her labia, daubed the flesh with a sterilizing preparation, and grabbed a pair of forceps from the tray. “Edmund, if you’ll assist.” Securing a slip of her inner labia inside the clamps, he handed the instrument to the Steward. Then with a quick thrust he pushed a piercing needle through the sliver of flesh.


  Pain stung the slave’s unsuspecting nerves, while the masters holding her knees absorbed the tremors. With the puncture swiftly made, the sting eased off, and Kurt filled the new hole with a short stubby barbell. The weight already hurt, already tugged her crotch and stunned her mind. But it was a fresh feeling, and one easy to assimilate, one she loved. It came from her master, the man whose dreams were her dreams, whose fantasy was her fantasy, whose life was becoming her life. These marks were just the beginning of the imprint he’d make on her body—and thus her soul. She would relish this and those that followed. 


  Another quick burst of pain smashed through her unexpectedly. Before she realized what was happening, he’d already captured and pierced the second inner labia and had it driven through with another stubby barbell. When these wounds were healed, she imagined something even more astounding would dangle from the piercings. 


  For eight days, slave Regan trained in the sanctuary. She slept in her cell—except for those times Kurt wanted her to sleep with him. She was whipped morning and night, learned the postures of repose, submission and inspection, and otherwise served dutifully in whatever way she was instructed. Her days were long and arduous as she was forced to strain both body and mind in service to Kurt, the steward and the other masters who were assigned to her training.


  Every day the words of her commitment ceremony were repeated to her, to drill the truth of her choice deep into her psyche. She signed papers that rid her of any real worldly possessions, giving everything she once owned to Kurt. And when it was time for her to leave the sanctuary, she walked naked from the safety of this haven to the gatehouse where Tynan first received her. Then, dressed in a simple sundress and sandals, she accompanied Kurt Kingsley, her master, into his world and her new life. She would not return to the life she left behind.


  ***


  Regan could not forget her vows now, not with so many reminders of her days at the sanctuary staring her in the face. Tennyson Hallock’s home was little more than an upscale version of the haven where she pledged her life, loyalty and love to her master. The rings that Kurt had placed through her nipples were now sealed, so that the only way to remove them was to cut them off. There were rings in her labia as well, thick ones of the same gauge as the piercings in her nipples but not quite as large in circumference. She’d been fortunate to have such large inner labia to take the kind of piercing that Kurt loved. His intent was to stretch these flaps of skin larger than they naturally were; and his scheme was succeeding. 


  “I haven’t forgotten my vows, sir,” Regan replied to Kurt’s query. “But perhaps I have not been completely candid with you concerning my work at this house.”


  He nodded. “Keep going.”


  “I didn’t think it was much to worry about, sir. Many things arouse me. Including Tennyson and his games—I believe I mentioned that?” she ventured tentatively—not exactly sure she’d discussed her arousal with her husband. He didn’t reply so she continued, “The scaffolding is like bondage. Dominant men in general make my body squirm—you know that. The sex play with Marta couldn’t help but turn me on, because I wished that I were in her place. And the scene in the dungeon was so filled with sexual meaning that I would have been dead if I didn’t feel the powerful urges driving through me seeing those pictures. Yes, sir… I know this is what you want me to confess… I did orgasm during Tennyson’s soliloquy. My juices dribbled down my thighs. My body brightened with heat; and while I suppressed the feeling, I did have a full-fledged climax.” She looked at them all, desperately seeking absolution. “I am sorry that I didn’t admit it sooner, though I honestly didn’t think it was of great consequence. I guess I was wrong.” She knew she was wrong and there was no way to disguise her guilt. 


  Kurt stared her down. In fact, there was no master who did not drill her with judgement. 


  “Your orgasms, no matter how minor, belong to me,” Kurt stated.


  “Yes, sir.”


  “You had no right to find, seek or allow your own pleasure.”


  “Yes, sir.” 


  “And, you’ve had no guilt about this omission?”


  “Yes, sir, I have, but it seemed so minor…” Her eyes began to tear. “But, perhaps not so minor now that I see your face.”


  They weren’t even big lies, but they chipped away at what I thought was solid rock, and turned that rock into little more than desert sand.”


  “Since you remember yourself as a slave,” he agreed, “it’s surprising to me that you thought your heart could get away with this small ruse.”


  “I didn’t consider it a ruse.”


  “No?”


  “No, sir.”


  “For me it was as serious as any lie you could tell. Perhaps more so, because it was one that might have gone undetected.”


  Regan’s face screwed up unhappily, an expression she couldn’t disguise.


  “You have more to say?” Kurt asked.


  “If you would grant me just one question before you punish me,” she hesitated. “You are going to punish me?”


  “Oh, yes.” His response made her slave body quake—though not all her fear was unpleasant. “But you can speak.”


  “I don’t understand, sir, why this happened in the first place. Why you sent me to work for Tennyson Hallock. We even talked of it, how he seemed to be baiting me. I was forthcoming about that. I wonder, sir, what have I done that you would think it necessary to test me this way?” 


  “It is my right to test you any way I choose,” he answered evenly.


  “Yes, it is your right to do anything you want with me.”


  “Your fall from grace, Regan, is not as serious as what is behind it. And what is behind it is not all that surprising. We live in a world that does not acknowledge our lifestyle with any kind of understanding and support. We obscure who we are behind self-created visages and masks. However, if we want to keep the edge that drives us, if we want to feel those extraordinary fires of lust that come with realizing our passions—mine to dominant you, and yours to submit—then occasionally we need to take exceptional measures to see that we continue to enjoy what we love. 


  “It is my right as your owner to give you experiences that will examine your resolve. It is my right to be concerned if I think that resolve is failing. Just as it is my right to discipline you as I will now, and give you back the thrills you seek. I take my vows seriously—and I don’t really question that you do also—but we do need a few reminders occasionally and this is one of those times. You didn’t pass my test, so you will be punished. I’ll see what kind of slave you are by the time this is finished.”


  The tears flooding her eyes spilled free. Even so, she managed a clearly stated, “Yes, sir,” in reply. 


  “Until I tell you otherwise, you will obey and serve these three masters as unerringly as you serve me. Remember, your test will not be over until the four of us believe you are as humble and obedient as you were when we left the sanctuary and your first training.” 


  “Regan, up,” she heard Tennyson’s voice behind her. 


  She moved to her feet in a second, feeling a powerful surge of lust reach out to all four men. Is this what Kurt wanted? Could he tell how this moment resonated through the fibres of her surrendering soul? 


  Tennyson was the first on her—with a pair of wrist restraints immobilizing her hands and joining them together. Pulling her to a near corner of the living room, he pushed her face forward so her nose was practically hitting the plaster. He hoisted her wrist cuffs to a hook almost out of her reach; and then in a move that stunned her entire body with panic, he fastened each of her rings, those at her nipples and those hanging from her inner labia, to small latchhooks in the wall.


  She was bound to the wall without being bound, forced into submission, teetering on the tips of her toes afraid to move. There was not an inch of slack allowed, and from each pierced place the pain and the ache began. 


  Regan was left for nearly a half-hour pinned to the wall. Her shoulders twitched, and her bound hands ached. Every second was a struggle to endure. Each of her four piercings was strained in some way. To move a foot or joggle her hips, she felt another tug, another roar of painful sensation burst through her anxious body. 


  Behind her in the room, the masters considered her punishment—discussing extreme sadomasochistic tortures she’d never experienced. 


  The ache in her arms grew intense. She tried falling back, only to have her nipple rings stretch the holes so far that she feared the skin would tear. At her crotch the pain grew to a throbbing roar.


  “Please, sir.”


  “What was that, slave?” Matt—the kind one—jumped on her plea, standing at her ear, mocking her condition, pressing the thick end of a flogger in the crack of her ass. “Perfect slave that you are, you should be able to hold this pose for an hour—or have you become weak?”


  “No, sir. I have not.”


  “Then buck up, because you’re not done yet.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  An attempt to wipe the tears from her eyes was met with another jerk of flesh—all self-imposed, a product of this Dominant’s sadistic inspiration.


  “You haven’t had half the trauma and you’re already wimping out.”


  “No, sir.”


  “Then show us what we have to look forward to, Regan the perfect.”


  “I am not perfect, sir. I am faltering.”


  “Oh, I don’t think so. I think you’re doing just fine.”


  Matt—the kind one in the flannel shirt with the gentle manners—took three steps back, and unfurling his flogger, let the talons rip the air and land with a definitive jolt against the slave’s naked back. 


  “Yeeeeaaaawwwww!” She jerked, though the scream had nothing to do with the sensuous stroke of the implement. That and each successive strike of the flogger made her body sway, and the rings pull, and the tension magnify. 


  “No, no, please,” she howled, though there was no relief. 


  Thwack… slash… swish… thwack…


  Matt forced the dance of pain as he worked the flogger from her shoulders to her thighs and back to her strained shoulders again. 


  “Oh, no please.”


  “Quiet!” he ordered when he was tired of her cries. “Or shall I gag you?”


  Thwack… slash… swish… thwack…


  Her mouth clamped shut, her body absorbing every stroke and each mean rhythm as the cavorting ribbons of suede splashed against her skin in devilish abandon. 


  Her anguish swelled, until it was not just the strained slips of skin burning from the stress as they pulled taut, but her entire backside feeling an immense heat that would not go away—not for seconds or minutes.


  “Ah, sir…” she gasped, quietly letting her tears flow as she worked to hang on. 


  Thwack… slash… swish… thwack, again and more… more still… thwack… thwack swish… thwack…


  She screamed silently, mouth wide with her soundless anguish… 


  One final jerk, the flogger ceased. 


  So stark. So sudden. Her body moved as if another swish would land on skin. But there was none. 


  A kind and merciful hand moved between Regan and the wall, undoing hooks, easing tension, and rubbing off the strain to her skin. She collapsed for seconds into the arms of her rescuing angel—although he would not play angel long. “On your knees, slave,” Kurt’s voice hit like a blade of sharpened ice, and she was at his feet. “You’ll rest in Sir Hallock’s box until we’re ready for you again.” 


  Small rest that it was, Regan welcomed the fainting moments. She remembered crawling through the living room, into the foyer beyond her scaffolding and finally to the elegant subterranean stairway. She’d remembered the jail cell from her previous journey to Tennyson’s dungeon but not the hanging cage where she now dangled in the basement wind, subject to every current of hot air and cold draft. She hardly remembered climbing inside and being hoisted in the air. Six feet above the ground, she faltered looking down, so she kept her eyes closed, and her curiosity from knowing all the facts of this imprisonment. She knew the cage was crude and unpadded, as new aches surfaced while the old ones calmed. By feel alone, she could tell that it was no more than metal mesh made into a box about four feet square. Though there was little comfort in this temporary home, nothing struck her skin, and at least for a few minutes, her wounds could begin to heal and the throbbing in each piercing diminish. 


  Regan swung inside the cage for an unknown amount of time—long enough to wish herself elsewhere. Kurt’s bed at home would have been perfect, but she imagined that it would be some time—and many new tortures before she would indulge herself there. Although it was impossible to sleep in her confinement, she made every attempt to feign sleeping. Perhaps she could trick her mind. She was somewhat successful, finding herself able to drift enough so that the first jab of the bamboo cane in her side went unnoticed. 


  The second jab, however, practically lifted her off the metal rack. Luckily, the four walls and the roof of iron protected her or she would have fallen off. Jostled against the edge of the cage, she opened her eyes and gazed down at Clayton Lawrence who was poking her at will with the end of his slender implement. While he harassed her, the cage slowly descended from the basement rafters to the floor, finally settling on the cold concrete. 


  Looking like a cornered rabbit, Regan stared at the paunchy, balding man wondering from where he drew the nastiness appearing in his florid features. He’d never impressed her as a vigorous Dom; his temperament was much too mild-mannered for stern measures. Obviously, by the look of him now, either someone had given him a short course in mastery, or he’d been hiding his malevolence well. 


  “Let’s get you out of this cage. I can hardly punish you while you’re confined in here.” 


  Surprisingly, when Clayton spoke, he retained some of the gentleman Regan knew him to be. Though that wasn’t much comfort when she could feel the same sort of steely resolve that she witnessed from the other Masters assigned to her punishment. 


  Unlocking the cage, Clayton drew back the lid and offered her his hand, which she gratefully used to pull herself upright. 


  Regan spent her next six hours collared naked and on her knees, polishing Tennyson Hallock’s marble foyer and then the hardwood floor in his dining room—despite the fact that the room was normally covered with a thick Oriental carpet. 


  Every muscle in her body ached by the time Clayton Lawrence finally summoned her into the library, where all four masters had been playing poker. She’d been Clayton’s to punish all afternoon, and was still under his supervision. 


  “Have you finished the jobs I gave you?”


  “I’m almost done with the dining room; though I should buff it one more time.”


  “That can wait,” he said. “I think it’s time you had your reckoning with me.”


  “Yes, sir.” She looked expectant and dutiful. Any spirit of rebellion in her had fled. Feelings of discomfort simply didn’t matter anymore; she was in the submissive space of surrender where ego didn’t exist, only the command and her obedience to that command. 


  “Sometimes the simplest punishments get the point across; and this one will be simple. Come here.”


  Regan inched her way to Clayton’s side. Though curious, even leery of his plans, she wouldn’t waver. Hesitancy was beyond her now. The unthinking garments of the perfect slave clothed her in their protection. Life was easy from this perspective… and how wonderful the feeling of letting go. Any master could command her and she would consent without question. Not since the sanctuary had she been this free of the inhibitions that made her frightened—or caused her to think, when thinking only got her in trouble. 


  Wriggling forward in his chair, Clayton Lawrence’s legs formed a perfect resting-place for a penitent slave to take her licks. Nodding first to her master as a matter of respect; he then nodded at Regan before he tugged her by the hand and pulled her over his lap. 


  While tempted to giggle like a schoolgirl upended for a spanking, Regan suppressed the urge. This was no laughing matter—this punishment was not child’s play. To instill that point, Clayton held a broad flat paddle in his substantial grip, while his grim expression suggested that he’d show no mercy to a lying slave. 


  “Get your head about you, young lady,” he warned, “or you’ll see this wood again until you do behave yourself. Is that clear?”


  “Yes, sir.” Now upside-down, her muffled reply was not easy to hear.


  Smack! Clayton laid a good one on the center of her cheeks. 


  “What was that?” he asked.


  “Yes, sir!” she spit out more loudly. 


  “Better.”


  The paddle began its staccato beat as a steady barrage of strikes heated the globes of her rounded behind. She jerked, quaked and then struggled as the intensity peaked, backed down and then peaked again. He was an expert in the craft of warming a brat’s behind. Affording himself all the tricks he’d known, he kept the spanking going much longer than any of the other masters would have guessed his subject could survive the vehement onslaught. Just as she was about to buck herself from the man’s tenacious grip, he would settle her down with a few passive strokes… She eased then, with her desperate breathing becoming more normal. In those brief moments, Regan fantasized about the ending—about bowing at his feet, listening to another lecture and more verbal reprimands. But there was no lecture. Clayton Lawrence spoke with his paddle, not his voice. The small let up in intensity only led to another and more zealous crescendo of strikes. 


  Regan’s ass heated again, and then again, until it wouldn’t cool at all, and another strike would only sting, no matter how easily it was applied. She took the punishment with little verbal protest until that point when Clayton bore down for the last battle of the scene, when he leveled her with a flurry of strikes that seemed to have no end.


  “Ach! Augh! No! Please, sir, please, sir, please!”


  The blistering barrage went on until Clayton determined that the struggling slave had been properly punished. Finally ending the last volley, he laid his paddle on Regan’s sweltering behind, letting the two surfaces—her flesh and the hard wood—greet each other without the previous passion. She paid no mind to the unforgiving instrument, but felt the cool of the air begin to soothe the hot sting. The sting turned warm and her body billowed with the unexpected joy of sexual arousal making it difficult not to respond in a sexual way. This was not fair to feel this fire and desire its rightful conclusion. But fair is not a state of being a slave expects to feel. Fair is for the world of equals, not the world of masters and slaves. 


  “She belongs to you, Tennyson,” Clayton said at last, pushing her off his lap and to the floor. As her sore ass bumped against the hardwood, she would have liked to have let loose with a rousing ouch! Instead, however, Regan pinched her lips together and took a deep breath—while Clayton’s last remark finally registered. 


  She looked up and stared around the room, from Matt, to Clayton, to Kurt, to Tennyson and back to Kurt—and then without knowing why, Tennyson drew her gaze back to him. 


  “Livia,” the master called to a slave who was standing at attention in the corner of the room, waiting. 


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Take this slave to my room, secure her by the collar to the foot of my bed. She’ll spend the night there. You may give her a pillow and blanket, but nothing more.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  Tennyson turned to Regan. “Go with her now.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  Livia worked for Tennyson Hallock’s house wearing a simple skirt, blouse and white starched apron—looking not unlike the General’s prim maids; although Regan had already seen this slave in collar and chains, and knew her to be quite a slut when she was getting erotically punished. 


  Before leaving the room, the well-spanked Regan looked toward her husband as if she were seeking consolation.


  “He’s not your master now,” Tennyson noted as he saw the hope in her expression. 


  Meanwhile, Kurt shrugged—none of this was his choice now. With his judgmental eyebrow raised, he pushed her away with the cool blue chill of a wintry gust of air. She was discarded, the property of another master until she earned the right to be with her rightful owner again. “Don’t fuck it up, slave,” Kurt managed to say. “I can as easily divorce you as keep you as my wife.”


  Regan gulped, chagrinned and very much afraid. “Yes, sir,” she answered respectfully as the very idea of divorce turned her stomach into a sour knot.  


  Her eyes returned to Tennyson, but only as long as it took to read his thoughts. He had no more to say to her. 


  Peeling her sweaty nakedness from the floor, Regan retreated from the room on Livia’s heels, not looking back for answers or sympathy. Following the maid upstairs, she was quickly collared, leashed and secured by the neck to one foot post of Tennyson’s bed with nothing but a pillow and a thin yellow blanket for comfort. Thankfully, it was a warm night; although that did little to quell her agitated, empty stomach, or cure the creeping arousal that seemed to snatch away any peace the day’s punishment might have given her. Tied to the bed, she was reminded of the night she’d spent at the country inn, when her relationship with Kurt was fresh and new and full of wonder, mystery and desire. The memory had always been a pleasant one—but with her relationship teetering on the brink of collapse, that memory only caused her to worry more. 


  Doomed to spend the night on the hard floor, she imagined that it would be several hours before Tennyson would come to bed. By then, she hoped to be fast asleep. 




  CHAPTER TEN


  Slave Regan ate her breakfast from a bowl in the kitchen, while her hands were clasped behind her back, and the cold, unfeeling Tennyson Hallock stood over her impatiently. He had her leash in his hand, tugging it every few minutes to make certain she remembered he was there. How could she forget? 


  He had not left her presence since retiring for the night, at two a.m. just eight hours before. She’d been tied at his foot board long before he finally came to bed, forced to listen to the distant laughter of masters floating up the stairs. She lay on the floor waiting for sleep, but sleep wouldn’t come, not with her body gaining in arousal as the effect of the punishment sessions retreated into her memories, and those memories acted on her lunatic sexual self, which loved that kind of painful depravity. 


  She feigned sleep when Tennyson finally came into the room. Tucking her head into the pillow and snuggling her blanket, she’d hoped he would forget she was there. More vivid, though, was the hope he’d throw all protocols aside and bring her with him under the sheets where his erection would impale her aggravated cunt. Knowing that would never happen, she prayed that the sexual tension between them—what caused her undoing in the first place—would disappear enough so she could finally rest. She’d waited as he underdressed, as he read for nearly an hour turning pages in some unseen book, and then as he turned out the light and lay down to sleep. With the light extinguished, she opened her eyes to the darkened room and listened to the thump of her heartbeat, worrying that she’d spend the night inside her thoughts and not her dreams.


  “Regan!” She heard the sharp whisper of Tennyson’s gruff voice. 


  “Yes, sir,” she whispered back. 


  “Go to sleep, slave,” he ordered.


  How did he know she was awake? she wondered. Was it the way she breathed, or was she unknowingly, restlessly, noisily moving so he could sense her wakefulness? Could he read her mind? Feel her thoughts? Peer that intimately into her?


  She couldn’t risk asking, so she closed her eyes—and, as if the command actually worked to still her brain, her mind closed down a thought at a time, until there was nothing left but sleep. 


  Eating oatmeal from a bowl on the floor seemed as normal to Regan as any other act required of her. It was simple. Simple as being collared at the foot of a gruff man’s bed, simple as peeing in a bucket, and crawling from the bedroom into the bath, then to the kitchen where the rest of Tennyson’s house was eating from bowls with utensils, sitting in chairs at a civil breakfast table. She was no less than the servants in the house—they all were slaves. She was, however, now singled out for the extremes of humiliation—something any slave should expect and resign herself to. And Regan was resigned, knowing her trials would run their course and somewhere, by the end of her ordeal, she would feel more passionately and more beautifully the joys of her surrender and slavery than she’d felt in many months. At some time, that joy would attach itself to her master—the right one who claimed her heart and knew her soul and was ready to lead her for a good many days into her future. 


  When Regan finished the meal, she stared up at the impatient master above her. Her unfailing obedience to him was obvious. Even loyalty and devotion appeared in her attentive eyes as she waited for her next command. She needed no other master but Tennyson Hallock; she was his to command and use. 


  Tennyson peered back at her for several thoughtful seconds, then with a scornful air, threw her a towel. “Clean up your face,” he said. “Then, you can find your way to the library—on your feet. I think your knees have had enough of a workout.”


  The house was lonely in the morning hours. Somewhere clouded in her mind, the remembrance of the scaffolding and the fresco appeared to her. Was it just half-finished or were there just a few colors left to blend? It was hard to remember what she’d done an hour ago, let alone a day. Life confined itself to simple acts, simple orders for a simple discipline.


  In the library, Regan sat on the floor at Tennyson’s feet doing nothing. She watched a bug crawl across the floor, listened to the master sip his morning cup of coffee, and paid attention to her own breathing. Her body juices were on the rise, a fact that made her squirm in tiny erotic movements that Tennyson did not appear to notice, as he was preoccupied with the morning paper. What turned her on was the mystery—perhaps just the promise of things to come. Occasionally, the master glanced down at her, but he never said a word until he got up, rifled through a stack of books and finally pulled out a volume that he handed her. 


  “Read it, cover to cover,” he instructed. Leaving her beside his reading chair, he moved to his desk keeping himself occupied with paperwork for the next two hours. 


  While he worked, Regan read. The hardback book was old, the spine threadbare, a few pages falling into her hands, which she carefully put back once she read the words. She jumped in full throttle to an exposé of sexual conduct written in the 1930’s by several married consensual slaves. She liked Miriam best—or as this slave called herself, Mim—an easy slave name. 


  “I’ve been a slave so long, I don’t know what it is to be a normal person anymore. Hank gave me no choice when we married. I suppose for a while I thought he’d tricked me into giving everything up for him. But I haven’t regretted what has happened. To the world, we appear perfectly normal—except that I have a rather controlling spouse. Some women these days don’t go for fellows who like being in charge. They like their independence. Thankfully, I do not. 


  “Hank has his oddities—like keeping me naked most of the time. The house servants are used to me now, though I’m sure they thought it a little odd that the mistress of the house would be treated with less dignity than the hired help. I serve my husband like a slave, doing exactly as I’m told; even though it means that I frequently get whipped and often in the company of strangers and Hank’s friends. I have no friends of my own, which isn’t all bad. My chums from school were all too silly for me. Though it wouldn’t matter what I prefer now, the company of my husband’s companions seems perfectly natural. They think of me as his pet, more than as his wife. I give them pleasure—oh, not the kind you think. They like seeing me physically chastised and how that gives my body so much pleasure that I lose myself to the experience. Before I realize what is happening, the beating turns into the most exquisite moment of bliss. My entire body bursts in climax. As often as Hank whips me the same thing happens.


  “I live a curious life… and have no idea why my husband is having me write these things. He told me to tell the truth. He says it is for posterity, but who would read this and believe what I’m saying? People—women in general—don’t turn themselves into slaves. But it would appear that’s exactly what I have done, or what has been done to me. I am without moral qualms over any of this. It is simply how I’ve come to live. Would I have chosen this consciously—I’m sure I wouldn’t have, simply because I didn’t know that this kind of life existed before I got married. Would I choose it now, knowing what I know? I think so. I am pleasured and so is Hank. That makes our life perfect. What more could I ask?


  The pages before and after Mim’s narrative were filled with such stories, all by women who found themselves living similar kinds of lives, firmly controlled by their husbands. Why anyone would have conceived this confessional; and particularly been able to find so many women who could write about these things seemed impossible to Regan. She read each story, not bothering to think of herself, or with the idea that she lived the same kind of life. Her surrender felt different—more deliberate, even though there were many calculations made by her husband to bring her to this point. When she closed the book, Regan looked up at the clock realizing that she’d been reading for nearly two hours. Tennyson was no longer in the room—at least he wasn’t at his desk. She stared around, expecting to see no one—it was much too quiet even for silent, breathing bodies. To her shock, however, all four of masters were entering the room. On cue, perhaps?


  “You know your way to the dungeon, Regan,” Tennyson was the closest to her, and was speaking. “Go there now where your crimes began. Your punishment will end there. Stand where this debacle started, and spend some time thinking about who you are.”


  “Yes, sir.” Again she looked for her husband’s affectionate glance. Again, there was nothing. He was not the man she remembered loving, and she wasn’t sure where that man was now. Her only thought was obeying Tennyson’s order. Doing that, she scampered quickly past the four and found her way to the dungeon stairs. 


  Regan took her place in the center of the underground fortress where she’d stood before, listening to Tennyson warp her mind with thoughts that led to her small insurrection. Nothing had changed in the subterranean cavern … her plans for scarves, pillows and the soft light of candles went nowhere after they were first conceived. That should have been a clue that the plans were all a malicious ruse—a very good malicious ruse. 


  She was a fallen slave now, like a fallen star, no sky to cling to, no place to burn but perhaps here. Yet, Regan was suspicious of this moment, with a heart beating too rapidly, anxiety clutching her everywhere. She knew they’d saved the worst punishment for last, one from the most exacting master. And how appropriate; he was the reason for her fall from grace—if not the reason, then the catalyst for her undoing. 


  Regan waited, naked, lonely… with her body giving her away. The memories were strong. The picture just as vivid now as it had been when the dungeon master outlined his dream to her weeks before. In reply, her body chilled with a shiver of physical joy running down her spine and tickling her ass. The rings thread through her nipples perked from the cool and the remembrance of that verboten climax. She closed her eyes for just a moment, finding herself teetering as though she might faint. 


  Opening her eyes to restore her balance, she kept them open, staring carefully, looking at details she’d not seen before. Some meticulous slave had cleaned the room with a Navy spit and polish. Even the handles of the hanging whips gleamed; the floor was spotless; the carpet in the center looked brand-new. Metal bolts, handles and rings shone almost glaringly, the candles had been scraped of soot and the walls wiped down, the ceiling free of cobwebs. (Kurt’s apartment was not that spotless from Regan’s efforts, she noted silently.)


  “You paying attention to your assignment?” Tennyson was behind her. His voice crawled up her back like a fat brown spider. She could see the stairs from where she stood, which meant there was another stairway located elsewhere in the basement. 


  “Sir?” she looked around. 


  “Eyes forward,” he ordered otherwise. 


  She turned back. They were alone, as they’d been before… the same squeamish, agitated feeling of fright and desire making her insides tumble nervously. Her hands sweat and her head started to throb. 


  “Tell me about that day, Regan.”


  “What more is there to tell?” she replied. 


  She felt the smack of his bare hand on her ass. “That answer will not do!” he retorted. 


  “Haven’t I said it all?” she tried another kind of protest.


  He smacked her even harder, reminding her ass of the whipping from Matt Hardy’s flogger, and Clayton Lawrence’s brutish spanking. 


  “I want your answer, slave. You dodge me again, I’ll thrash you with a cane before we even begin.” He grabbed her hair and tugged it hard. 


  “I was turned on,” she blurted out. “This house, you, every little innuendo you’ve thrown my way. Haven’t I said it all?” 


  He yanked her head harder. “Don’t get angry with me, bitch!”


  She wilted instantly. “I’m sorry, sir.”


  “You’d better be. Your future depends on what you do right now.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “And blaming me for your mistakes is not a good way to start.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Maybe you could use your brain and tell me what would have averted your fall from grace?”


  “If I’d never come here,” she replied. 


  “That was not an option, slave.” And because he thought she was being flip, his fingers tightened inside her hair. She softened once again. 


  “If I remembered who I was,” she answered.


  “As a slave, what is the protocol for your position in another master’s house?”


  “I don’t know, sir.”


  “Guess then! What would an unfailingly, perfect slave do with desire roaring out of control?”


  “Stopped the scene,” Regan answered. 


  “Yes, slut. A slave would have that option—she could stop any man from moving on her sexually, she has that power.”


  “If that slave was not slave to that man.”


  “Just as you were not my slave.”


  “That’s what I mean, sir.”


  “But you didn’t stop me, did you?”


  “No, sir.”


  “You wanted me to go on.”


  “Yes, sir. I did.”


  “You were so selfishly engaged in your own pleasure that you forgot who you are. You forgot your vows to Kurt Kingsley. You forgot the written and unwritten rules of your sacred agreements. You smashed that in the face with your treachery.” He let go of her hair and waltzed around so that he could look her in the eye. “‘But it was such an innocent treachery,’ you’ll say. ‘I couldn’t help myself.’” He whined these remarks, sneering as he did.


  “Slaves are not weaklings! You know that, too! They are tough, determined, steady, patient and resourceful. A good slave knows how to pull away as easily as they know how to relent—when pulling away is what serves their master. You say this was a scheme to make you lose. That it was. And it was a very good scheme, Regan, because it taught you an important truth about how easily you fail. Even when you think you have your life licked, all the ducks in order, the cards stacked in your favor, you find out that you’re vulnerable; that you are woefully susceptible to failure; that you’re not as good as you thought you were. You have a weakness, a bad one, one that could well cost you everything you’ve become. You realize that?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “It’s up to me now. I could sell you in a heartbeat to anyone who’ll purchase your sorry ass. You’re good for scrubbing floors—with a little more training. You can even paint a decent picture on a blank wall. Hell, your cunt might even be pleasant to screw, your mouth a decent orifice to pleasure cock, and your ass a tight fit for a horny man’s dick. You don’t look half-bad, you keep yourself clean. Kurt says you don’t have any major bad habits. Shucks, I might buy you myself just because I know the merchandize. Wouldn’t have to play any guessing games. But I sure wouldn’t make you a fuckin’ prima donna slave. You’d taste what the real world’s like. Soon as the divorce is final, I could do that. Take you off the man’s hands without the hassle of an auction? It’s a possibility?” He looked at her thoughtfully as if she had an answer to his dilemma.


  She was, however, preoccupied in her thoughts. Divorce. Auction. Was he serious? 


  “You realize how you violated him?” Tennyson moved on. 


  She was thinking the question rhetorical so she didn’t reply. 


  “Answer me!” he roared when she was silent. 


  “Yes, sir.”


  “You don’t deserve the kind of life you lead. Most sex slaves don’t have a cushy life. They get beat, but not loved. They work their fingers to the bone for a pittance of a reward—if that at all. You, Regan, have lived a slave’s dream. And you fucked up.”


  His disgust was as thick as molasses. 


  “He believed in you. He trusted you.” He chuckled darkly. “We had a wager and he lost because of you. Good lord, no wonder he doesn’t want to have you back.” 


  Wager. What was this?


  Tennyson shrugged as he paced in front of her. “Of course, he couldn’t have you anyway because I won the prize.”


  His wretched sneer stabbed her in the gut.  


  “What a prize you are.” He shook his head. “No, there’s no percentage in buying you. Soon as I can, I’m going to unload you on the open market, hope there will be some Dom out there who won’t mind the used goods.” 


  This couldn’t be true!


  “You lost the game, slut. And it’s really too bad. I’ll miss you. Have to hire someone else to get that fresco done.”


  “No! No! No!” Her mind screamed, while her frantic heart was beating so hard she worried that it would explode. “You can’t mean this, sir? This must be a joke. Kurt loves me!”


  “Are you sure?”


  “Yes, I’m sure.”


  “Like he was sure of you?” he retorted with a twisted sneer. “Looks pretty pathetic to me now. But don’t worry, the worst is almost over. I’m ready to let you go. Soon as I beat you, I’ll have had enough. I won’t need to worry about you any more… Beating you will be my pleasure, now. I get to do it because I’m a sadist and I love taking a masochistic woman like you and making her pitiful body sing. And that’s exactly what’s going to happen. After that, you’re going to be alone on my dungeon floor with no one’s face to greet you.”


  “No, please! This can’t be true!”


  “Hush. I don’t want to hear your voice. I’m sure you’re panicked, as well you should be. You thought this was a little object lesson in lust and slavery and loyalty. So sorry, gentle Regan, this game was a whole lot more. It was for the big money, the grand prize. And you lost the wager. You lost your life. After I beat you, I’ll cage you up until I have a buyer and you’ll be out of here. 


  Her eyes screamed No!


  “You think I’m kidding?” he raised his eyebrows as he watched the tears flow down her cheeks. “While you were reading my little book, I was drafting the divorce papers so Kurt could dispense with you and get on with finding a decent slave. I wish this were just a joke, Mrs. Kingsley. But you were wagered on a bid of faith and you didn’t perform. Now give me your hands.”


  She shook her head, body trembling so much she was sure she would faint. 


  This was all a ruse, another game? Any minute Kurt would appear to bring her out of this horrible trial. 


  Without thinking, because all her courage had vanished and there was no strength left to fight with, she held out her trembling fingers for Tennyson to take. 


  The shock stopped her tears, and almost her heart. Though her heart did beat on, passively, without longing. A dead space filled her insides with emptiness. 


  Where were the other masters? She didn’t expect Kurt to be with her now. But even Matt and Clayton were absent. The veil of protection that always warmed her soul had disappeared. 


  Tennyson bound her hands and her feet, then ordered her to the dungeon floor. Hoisting her feet first, he suspended her from the ceiling, legs and arms wide, her body open for the floggers and Tennyson’s single-tail bullwhip. He would beat some life back into her, some cry, some torment, some of herself. It wouldn’t do for any slave to lose all her spirit—then they were truly worthless. 


  Only once before had Regan been inverted during a punishment scene. Now with the sudden feel of her body rising from the floor, her feet tugged into the rafters, she swelled with new fear—not the wretched one that gnawed her stomach with a fright so terrible that she could hardly breathe; but a fear that made her sexual insides merry with excitement. How could this be happening when her life was suddenly in shambles? Or was it in shambles at all? Was Tennyson Hallock no more than a charlatan delivering fear to frighten her back where she belonged? 


  Blood ran to her head, pounded like a ruthless locomotive in her ears and brain. With her body vertical to the floor, the first strikes of Tennyson’s flogger began to hit her skin. Circling her with the implement, he struck at will, avoiding any sensitive region but landing his blows against anything that it was safe to wound. She jerked frenetically, finding inside all her miserable gloom a swelling satisfaction starting to rise to the surface and supplant her anxious dread. This was punishment… like being pinned to the living room wall by her piercings or brutally spanked until she was hysterical, and punishment was made to right wrongs, set the world aright again. It was healing, self-serving, a necessary depravity… balancing the scales, and it was happening now. Surely there would be a better end to this nightmare than the one Tennyson wrote with this chastising dialogue. 


  “Yeessssss,” her body brightening with pain as he laid the flogger repeatedly on her ass and then lower on her strained shoulders. She wanted more. 


  He flogged her pussy, letting the impact of the whip turn her crotch into liquid fire. She wanted more. 


  “You’re on a roll, aren’t you, bitch?” Tennyson spat out. “And you’re thinking this is absolution. I know your mind. Well, it’s not.”


  Taking a long zipper of clothespins, he attached them in a chain across the base of her ass, and let them stay there while he roped her tits until the skin was stretched taut, and her pierced nipples bulged out. He squeezed clamps at the very tips of the hardening buds, happily listening to her shriek with pain. Each clamp bit like a claw, but that was not enough. Not this time. A third clamp closed around her clitoris, taking Regan’s pain to another level. She breathed hard and evenly as the onslaught of sensation rose, and rose more. 


  “Ah, gawwwwww, pleeeeeeeeeeese!” No more, not now, she added silently. 


  “Rough going, is it?” Tennyson taunted. 


  “Please, sir.”


  “Why should I give you mercy? What right have you to even think such a thought. You’re a slave. There’s no requirement for compassion and I feel none now.”


  He stood back, watching her body contort, seeing spasms in her belly and breasts, seeing her mouth protests in ways she didn’t dare voice. Then, with the adroit speed of a bird plucking berries from a vine, he zapped her ass with his single tail whip, expertly picking off one clothespin at a time. As each one snapped away, the pain spiked and she shrieked again. Taking them slowly he cut five from the base of her left ass cheek; then, reaching forward, he grabbed the remaining zipper and ripped it free.


  “Yeeeeeawwww… gawwwwwwwwd!” One, loud, guttural shriek shocked the air. 


  Then in front of her again, he snapped the clamps from the tips of her nipples. The impact of the single tail didn’t even hurt—but the blood rampaging back into each nipple was excruciating.


  “Noooooooooo,” the pain began her angry wail. Tormenting her clit, Tennyson teased the bulging, purple sliver of skin, scowling with what venom was left in his heart. 


  “You want this off bad, don’t you, slave?”


  “I want only what you want for me,” she cried the perfect slave’s reply.


  To which, he nodded almost kindly. “Good answer. Too bad it comes too late.”


  It is not too late, she delivered him a silent scream.


   “You’re thinking this is just a joke, aren’t you? That I’m not really this mean, nor is your husband giving you up. Divorce is a pretty nasty word for a slave who believes she’s earned some rights in the world becoming a wife. Frankly, I think the whole concept of marriage in this lifestyle is wasted. If you’re going to live with the values of a century ago, why cloud it with meaningless ceremonies? It takes away the true virtue of slavery, the right of a slave to be nothing but meaningless property.”


  As he spoke, Tennyson flicked the clit clamp with his finger—ever so lightly. Seems it shouldn’t have mattered, but each tiny movement of that wicked thing sent the pain shooting. 


  “Hate it, don’t you?”


  “Yes, sir,” she seethed.


  “How much do you hate it?”


  “Very much, sir,” she could hardly whisper now. 


  “Ah, then, let’s get rid of it.” He pulled the toy away.


  “EEEEEeeawwwwww!” 


  She panted afterwards, trying to get her breath; but Tennyson didn’t make it easy. He was on her again, the whip jumping out across her flesh, snapping streamers of pain, one after another. 


  “Oh, noooo, sir.” He snapped the whip again. “No, sir, no.”


  He wouldn’t stop because she said so. Another eight minutes of torture followed (though she was not exactly keeping track); until it seemed as though it would go on endlessly. She thought often of orgasm, and just as often pushed away the thought. Part of her was riding through the worst of it, endorphins kicking in to ease her through. An especially vigorous rip, she was shocked back to reality, then drifted when the sensation calmed and dipped below that subspace threshold. More endorphins, more letting go—but never enough to free herself. She only made the mistake once—never again. Even if she never saw her lover/husband/master again, if everything Tennyson said was true… even if the facts would send her penniless, husbandless, masterless into the future as sold goods, she wouldn’t make the same mistake twice. 


  Tennyson eased Regan slowly to the ground when he was finished with the torture. Throwing a blanket over her shaking body, he left her by herself some minutes, letting her climb back into some conscious thought. When he returned to the dungeon, he had the slave cage ready. This one was built for transport, so that the unknowing eye would have no clue what kind of livestock was housed inside. There were plenty of breathing holes in all four sides and in the top; otherwise the cage was cramped—a mean place for a recently punished slave. Before he shoved her inside, he gave her a sip or two of liquid, something sweet and replenishing. 


  “The transport will not take long,” he told her as he closed the top of the cage over her head. “As you’ve probably guessed, I did a lot of creative threatening while I had you in my dungeon. Your future has already been determined—that done days ago. I wish you well—truly. It might have been fun to take you myself, but I’m not sure I have the capacity for what you need. It would take a better trainer than me. The one you’ll have now will challenge everything you’ve been. Might take some time to believe it’s so, but I’m sure you’ll survive.”


  Surviving wasn’t hard, loving her life would be another matter. 


  Regan was too exhausted to worry about the future as she was coming down from her physical high. Her circumstances changed quickly, however, as she realized that she’d wake up in some unknown place. She was cognizant for a time of being moved, of a draft of air as she was taken outside and placed in a vehicle for transport. After that, the edges of reality started to soften and her mind began to numb. She thought, perhaps, Tennyson had drugged the juice he’d given her. Her instincts, sight and senses began to blur. Though there was nothing to see, and little to hear, taste or feel, it seemed as though she was losing consciousness… drawing away from herself a bit at a time. 


  ***


  After three years as his owned property, Regan Wheat married Kurt Kingsley in a ceremony surrounded by the evidence of her chosen lifestyle… one she’d built on for many years. 


  The couple was dressed in Renaissance clothes, taking their vows in the middle of a woodland grotto on the property of the sanctuary where she had been trained. She pledged to him her loyalty and faithfulness, her unceasing affection, her love, and her obedience—all of which she assumed would never be shaken, even by the capricious tests that real life threw to try the soul and its fidelity.  


  They pledged an unbroken forever, one she expected would go unmarred by the normal things that tear lovers apart, and wives from their husbands. She assumed a great deal because she had such trust, such faith in this man, her master. She knew—no matter what the circumstance—he would see her through any trouble. Her trust in him was unflagging; it would not die, and theirs would be an unbroken forever.


  ***


  The sheets on the bed were clean, smelling of the sweet outsides and breezes. Regan could smell the salty ocean, though she was uncertain why. 


  Her mind was a blank, waking senselessly as a few minutes of thoughtlessness ticked away. At first, she thought she was at home; but then she remembered, as her body ache began to rise, that she’d been punished, worked over, and very likely transported to another life. 


  Was that possible? 


  She opened her eyes, looking around an unfamiliar room. The décor was exquisite: natural colors, modern sleek lines of wood, glass and fabric. The gray sheets and black comforter were expensive and soothing. She sniffed. The aroma of fancy herbs greeted her hungry nostrils. Was breakfast waiting?


  Regan sat up in bed, looking down to see herself naked. She noted a few marks left from the beating—was that just a day ago? Or had her recuperation taken longer? 


  She stared around looking for answers to her question, spying as she did an envelope with her name printed across the back. She tore through it looking for the message. 


  “Get up, get dressed and ready for work. You have a new client. 6 Eldeberry Ave. (see map). Nine o’clock sharp. This is an important one, don’t be late! Love, Kurt.” 


  Kurt, of course Kurt. She hopped from bed, happiness floating through her like a fog, until she looked at the clock seeing the time. Now 8:01. 


  Racing toward the bathroom, she almost slipped on the slick tile; then she did lose her balance as she looked for the shower and found it around the corner. Gathering speed she suddenly found herself falling, not to the floor but into a pair of muscled arms. 


  She looked up, eyes glassing over in an instant. Kurt. “Hummm, ouch!” she said without thinking. His hand seemed to dig deep into her side. Must have found a bruise. Everything that had happened in the last few days was appearing to her all at once. 


  “You okay?” he asked. 


  She started to cry. 


  “I think so.”


  “Okay.” He was honestly smiling. 


  Her mind brimmed with questions. “I have so many things to ask…”


  He put a finger to her mouth, “And you will in good time. Right now, slave, you have a job to do for me and you’d better put on some speed and your beautiful face.”


  For one last second before he pushed her off, he stroked her face tenderly, then leaned in for a kiss. 


  “You love me still?” she asked. 


  “I’ve never not loved you, brat. Now go get ready.” He pulled her upright and pushed her toward the shower.


  Yes, yes, she would get ready for him and for her new client. And she’d let her questions wait until later. Apparently, her life was not aborted by her unfaithfulness—thank God! 


  As the water splashed down on her head, through her tangle of curls and against her welted, bruised and war-wounded skin, her heart glided free. Ah, yes! This was good. The fall was finally at its end. And Tennyson Hallock was right, she was in the hands of a better master than he, one whose devotion to her matched the devotion she had for him.


  In time, she’d understand all that she was to learn from this ordeal… not the least of which was that her trust in Kurt and her love for him had not been misplaced.
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