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  “A liquid prisoner, pent in walls of glass…” Shakespeare 




  Chapter One


  Harris & Hartley was three blocks down the street. I had ten minutes to make the trip with a portfolio of the most important drawings of my career tucked under my arm. Exiting my office building, a blast of Chicago cold wind whipped my face, and the damp pavement made me turn my heel. Splat! I was on the cement, looking up at six half-amused pedestrians, while the contents of my portfolio spilled, the breeze taking away a sheaf of papers like propaganda leaflets tossed into the sky.


  I failed to react until they were sailing down the street, where they met KC Gable—a hip looking twenty-something actor/biker/all around unusual person—who, at the moment, was the only one on the street kind enough to retrieve my valuable documents. 


  Witnessing his painstaking efforts to fight the wind—and do it with a manly poise which made it look as though he plucked paper from the air as a regular practice—I didn’t bother to rise from my awkward sprawl as quickly as I might have. He approached me, trying to put my drawings back in order while I stared at his muscled chest and the slight swagger of his slim hips. He was wearing leather pants and a white tee shirt. I’d never seen a man in leather quite so close. He certainly wouldn’t fit with my circle of downtown friends. KC’s dark hair was trimmed short on top, shaved close at the sides, while a neat goatee outlined his lips and chin. Peering into the depths of his brown eyes, the shudder of fright that went through me was distressing, since I had no idea where it came from. Men like him had never attracted me before. 


  “Thank you,” I said, as he held my papers in one hand and lifted me to my feet with the other. “Dickerson said I should wear a short skirt,” I started to ramble, as my less than graceful rise was hampered by the tiny skirt beneath my pert suit coat. I’m sure I showed my ass to half of Chicago. “Says it would distract their attention.”


  “Who’s Dickerson?” KC asked. (This all before I knew his name, or he knew mine.)


  “Oh, I’m so sorry, just my associate—who sometimes has no common sense, and neither do I right now. We have an important meeting…” I checked my watch hurriedly. “Three minutes. I will be late. Thank you so much,” I caught his eyes again, shaken even more. He was standing close, looking amused. I found his gaze unnerving.


  “I think I got them all. The papers,” he said pointing to drawings, as he noted my bewildered look. “You okay? You want to sit a minute, maybe? Have a cup of coffee?”


  “No, no, I don’t have time. But thanks.”


  “I was just going into the diner,” he said, pointing to McGill’s, a retro 50’s coffee shop where I often ate lunch.


  “No, thanks. I do have to fly—if I could.” I laughed.


  As I moved on, I turned back to see him staring at me. I waved, smiling, then turned to face the wind and fought my way down the street to Harris & Hartley.


  An hour later I returned to the offices of Ripley & Wingardt, Architectural Engineering, much less rattled and more composed. About to walk through the formal doorway—the site of my earlier reckless plunge to the ground—I suddenly gazed into the coffee shop window next door spotting my benefactor of the day. I smiled. He smiled back, and then, in a move so impulsive I have no idea where it came from, I changed directions. 


  A minute later, I was standing by his table. “You’re still here? Still offering that cup of coffee?”


  “Sure,” he said. 


  He was handsome, bold and refreshingly different from any man I’d ever been with.“KC Gable,” he offered his hand for me to shake. 


  “Gail Henry.”


  “Did you get the job?” he asked next as I slid onto the vinyl seat opposite his.


  “Job?”


  “Job? Contract? Assignment? Your appointment was about money?”


  “Yes, it was. And I’m not sure,” I paused. “I’m not sure I didn’t botch the whole deal.”


  “Rushed in late, your hair a little messed,” he turned his head to inspect my short red curls, “but not too much, it does go back in place pretty easily. But then there was the run in your hose.”


  I almost blushed. “I was in too much of a rush to change.”


  “You probably keep an extra pair of pantyhose in your purse.”


  He was amazing.


  “What is your angle?” I asked, nervously trying not to spill the coffee just poured in my cup, while at the same time inspecting my sanity. Why was I having coffee with this man?


  KC shrugged, saying, “Nothing. I observe, make judgments, and see if I’m right.”


  “That sounds pretty smug to me.”


  “Well, try me then,” he quipped. “We’ll see how well I do. Ask me what I’ve observed about you.”


  He intrigued me: the charm, the smile, the leather, the look of casual confidence as though nothing could rattle him. Even if he was impossibly young for a thirty-two year old professional woman, this could be intriguing. 


  “Okay, tell me.”


  “You’re an architect, that’s pretty obvious. But getting to your position hasn’t been easy. In fact, it’s been a fucking bitch for the past few years, maybe even longer. Sometimes you’re worn out. You’re often weary. And you never have enough time for anything. You have a wealthy family, but they’re distant and not too supportive; and I don’t think you’re in a relationship now—nor have you been for some time. Once, maybe twice you were serious about a man, but they were so complicated that you gave up and let your work consume you. You probably have a small but perfectly designed apartment in an expensive neighborhood. You eschew your family money and spend only what you make while a handsome trust fund/inheritance sits in the bank waiting for you to claim it.” He stopped abruptly, perhaps in response to my shocked expression. “Enough?”


  “That’s amazing,” I whispered so quietly I’m not sure he heard, but I know he understood. 


  “What did I get right?”


  “A lot,” I vented a deep sigh before beginning, “the overworked architect—which was probably pretty obvious from this morning’s fiasco, but the family, the men, even my apartment, you were almost dead on… I have, however, had four serious relationships, and almost married twice. But I haven’t had anyone special for over four years. There’s no trust fund—not yet anyway. But my parents are filthy rich and they travel everywhere but to Chicago—which is really all right with me. I see them in their New York condo once a year at Christmas.”


  “And your apartment?” 


  “One bedroom, loft style and it’s perfectly home. The most perfect place on earth, and usually the only place I really like to be.” 


  He smiled.


  “So, where do you like to be, KC Gable?”


  “On my bike or at the theatre.”


  “Really?” I’m not sure I was surprised, except that for a minute I think I viewed him as a regular person. These two bits of information put him in that other world again where I felt odd and uncomfortable. “What theatre?”


  “ACT—Actors, Creators and Technicians Workshop.”


  “I’m not familiar with it.”


  “Experimental theatre, probably not your interest.”


  “And why not?”


  “You have an interest in avant-garde playwrights?” 


  “No, at least not that I know of. But it sounds interesting.”


  “Maybe you should stop by.” 


  And maybe this was going too far, I was thinking. Overstepping the bounds of a friendly ‘thank-you’ sort of chat. I had little desire to pry into his world even though he seemed to have so easily stepped into mine. “Maybe,” I offered a vague reply. The moments intervening seemed uncomfortable for me, though KC appeared perfectly content. I finally asked, “Do you always do psychic readings on women you pick up off the street?”


  “No. Just the interesting ones. My occupation makes me curious to peer into people’s minds.”


  I really liked his gentle wit, the bold eyes, and beyond his obvious physique, his hands. I probably stared at them too long but I was fascinated by their strength. They were thoroughly masculine, and my imagination was inspired to take a few interesting flights of fancy wondering how they would feel on my flesh. “So, what do you see in my mind beyond the obvious,” I asked when I looked up again. It was an almost flippant question, which revealed much more than I asked for. 


  “You know I haven’t a clue about you, or anyone,” he sniggered, “I make up stories. Some probably hit the mark while others are so far-fetched they’re laughable.”


  “So what would you say is inside my mind?”


  “Honestly? I imagine you a sexual maverick inside your perfect apartment—a seething lioness underneath that staid librarian exterior.” (Ooo, that bit!) “You like certain crudities but you don’t tell your lovers what they are because they would shock them.” (How could he get this close to the truth without knowing me?)


  “What kinds of crudities?” I asked.


  “Oh, spanking, maybe bondage, perhaps, a fascination for leather—but then that might just be me. I love leather.”


  I was sure he did. The leather jacket at his side was expensive and well worn. But spanking? Why would he say that? This conversation was suddenly making my clothes itch and my skin hot. 


         “I think you’re scared of what’s inside, and that’s the kind of material we put in our plays. For a lot of people it’s their crazy emotions—but I don’t see you as an emotional person, not in the crazy sense.”


  “But I’m crazy about sex?” I tried to joke as I said it. 


  “Hummm…maybe not crazy, just pent-up because you don’t get everything you need. I’d see your mind being very quirky.”


   “But why would you mention spanking? That seems kind of odd.” I hoped he didn’t know the wild panic that suddenly grabbed my stomach and twisted it like a screw. 


  “Just came to mind.”


  “You ever spank a woman?” I made myself ask.


  “Few times.”


  “For what reason?”


  “Mostly for sex, and occasionally because they deserved it. Spanking was the simplest way of dealing with their neuroses. Some women need the discipline.”


  That word—discipline—made me quake as much as the mention of spanking.


  “You think women are neurotic?” I tried to squelch my rising feelings and sound sane.


  “No, but the interesting ones are,” he replied simply. 


  “My, you are quite a find.” 


  “Am I?”


  “I think so. But then, I really don’t know what to think about you.”


  “Maybe as a friend would be okay.”


  “All right.”


  “I know,” he chuckled. “Right now, you’re thinking, I hope my other friends don’t suddenly walk by and see me with this guy.”


  “I was not thinking that!” I retorted. 


  “Maybe not, but I’m not your usual kind of guy, or even your usual kind of friend.”


  “And maybe that’s okay.” I was actually telling myself this and believing my thoughts. But I wasn’t sure what I wanted to communicate to KC Gable. “How old are you?” I suddenly asked. 


  “Twenty-six. Is that a problem?”


  “It shouldn’t be?” I said, sounding flustered. I wondered why I bothered to ask. I may not know what I wanted from him, but I was turned on. I think my face was flushed and I tried ignoring that. But the grinding in my belly, that was something else. Luckily, it wouldn’t be obvious to him. “You know I’d better go. I’m late again.”


  “You didn’t seem to mind being late this time.”


  “No, I needed the break after that presentation.”


  “All bad?”


  “Not really, I think we actually sold the guy, but it was not a first class performance.”


  “I imagine it wasn’t.”


  He imagined many things. I shook my head in wonder. He just seemed to know everything about me from the inside out. On any other day, KC Gable was a write-off kind of guy. He would be forgotten long before my head hit the pillow. But either fate, or psychic forces, or just a little accident of life had pushed him in my path, and I knew I wouldn’t be forgetting him that fast—or the panic that was finally easing off. 


  “Here,” he said, pushing a business card across the table. “It’s the theatre where I work. If you want to drop by, you’re welcome.”


  “Thanks. And thanks again for rescuing me this morning.” I tried to drop some bills on the table but he pushed my hand back to my purse. 


  “On me,” he said.


  “Then thanks again.” I had to get out of there fast since I was quickly losing my practiced poise. My body and brain had not been this challenged or this excited in months. And my prior conceptions of the men who could seduce me had been abruptly altered.




  Chapter Two


  I concentrated on work the remainder of the day. Yes, Dickerson and I narrowly whisked by with our presentation, but we had a hell of a lot of work to do. With all that needed to be done, I still found plenty of time to remember KC Gable, to finger the business card I’d stuffed in my suit pocket, and remember the way the words spanking and discipline jumped out of the conversation and into my brain…and suddenly someone else was in my mind besides my maverick rescuer—Rossi the day we first met…when I was just twenty-one…


  She’d climbed to the third floor of the Architecture Building—knees shaking as she took each creaky step. The air in the upstairs corridor was sweltering, her skin beginning to sweat—May had been unusually hot. She only had two weeks left in this oppressive place—if she survived the next few minutes.


  “Professor Rossi?” she tapped on his office door. It swung wide open with one gentle knock.


  His back was to her, and hearing her voice, he turned around, his desk chair squealing.  


  “Yes?” He looked up absently, still preoccupied by the journal in his hand. 


  “I have an appointment.”


  “You do?”


  “Yes, Gail Henry? I made it with your secretary last week?”


  He consulted his book, thumbing through a page or two. “Yes, Miss Henry, I see you did. Sit down.” Rossi was an austere man—forty, with sharp Classic features. If anything, his age accentuated his physical appeal. Both lean and fit, the effect of age matured him, enhancing the profound essence of quiet authority he exuded well. “You’re failing my class.” He made the disclosure in a matter-of-fact way, which required his faltering student’s reply.


  “I wasn’t sure I was.”


  He thumbed through another book and then looked narrowly over his cluttered desk to assault her with his judgmental eye. “You are,” he confirmed. “And why is that?”


  Overcome with anxiety, she suddenly spilled out a monologue filled with remorse, confusion and dozens of details that the professor didn’t need to hear. She was on such a downward slide he just let her speak “…. I lost my text, couldn’t replace it until I’d wired for money—because I was overdrawn at the bank… and that didn’t happen until after the final was over … I borrowed one from my boyfriend’s roommate but he had to have it back before I finished my notes. Then the storm, the power was out for two nights, even the library had to close with no lights, so there was no way I could get the research books… or another text… ” she hardly took a breath of air then rattled on, “… I was hoping that you’d give me another day since I’m sure I could make up the work …”


  “I don’t think so,” he interrupted without raising his voice. “A semester’s worth of study cannot be made up in twenty-four hours. If you want to pass this class…”


  “I have to pass this class or I’ll get kicked out,” she whined like a grief-stricken child. 


  “If you want to pass this class,” Rossi continued without acknowledging her misery,  “you’ll spend the next four weeks in make-up sessions. I have two other students in the same fix. You’ll retake the final then. Shall I put you on the list?”


  “But I had summer plans…” 


  “Then change them,” he jumped on her remark, quickly silencing the beginnings of another rambling monologue. He sat back in his chair appraisingly, “You need discipline, Miss Henry. If you get nothing else this summer, you will get discipline.” According to the way he framed his words and the quiet force with which he spoke them, there was no doubt in her mind that plans would change, and her summer would alter, not to suit her frivolous fancy, but to suit the professor’s blueprint for her future.


  When KC Gable said discipline, I thought I was hearing Professor Rossi that first day. Something quickened in my body then, just as it quickened hearing another man in another lifetime—or so it seemed ten years later—in a totally different kind of body and attitude speak with such plain assurance about me. Neither man knew me well enough to make the assessment. But I took it at face value then, and was feeling just as sure of KC’s appraisal now. 


  I didn’t like the feelings that were arising with this reminder of the past, but I could hardly ignore them. I preferred, however, to think of KC Gable—as unlikely a disciplinarian as he was—than to go into my distant past and relive what I’d dismissed.  


  KC was in my thoughts more consistently than I would have ever imagined any man could be. Usually, finding myself attracted to a man with the sort of instantaneous rush of excitement I’d experienced with KC, the impact would slowly drift away in a matter of days. With my leather-clad rescuer, the opposite was true. My desire bloomed like new wildflowers prying their way through the dead grasses of winter. It wasn’t even the dangerous words he interjected into our conversation that lit the fires; but thoughts of his life—his experimental theatre, the leather, his classic Harley and the casual way he could talk about sex. I knew him only one half hour; and I knew I wanted more. I was attracted by his potential for wickedness, his willingness to skirt the usual lines that outlined life, and the way he stopped and lifted me to my feet without increasing my embarrassment—takes a certain class to do that. Perhaps I assumed too much about who he was, but I liked my assumptions. After all, I had no real social life, I wasn’t having sex, and until KC’s face suddenly became the central focus of my mind, I wasn’t even thinking about men—not seriously. I wasn’t living on the edge of anything—except, perhaps, my own sanity. I often called that sanity into question when my dazed life seemed like nothing more than a confused, blank slate of tired days. KC made me think, and fantasize, and feel alive.  


  I lived with my thoughts for nearly two weeks before doing anything. KC’s theatre card was dog-eared and dirty in my suit coat pocket—it changed from one to the other like a worry-stone I kept with me, or a talisman or charm to keep me safe. I kept telling myself I was going to call him, but I didn’t have the courage. I could only finger the slip of paper, commit the number to memory, and wonder if I weren’t being a little silly. My affections for the man seemed little more than a schoolgirl crush. I was swimming in the world of a child, feeling childish feelings, thinking childish thoughts. 


  I’m sure it was my subconscious that finally led me to him—that made me turn down an unfamiliar street in an unfamiliar neighborhood off anyone’s beaten path, and find myself staring at the ACT Workshop Theatre housed in an old warehouse. I pulled the card from my pocket as though I needed to confirm that this was the place. But I shouldn’t have needed any more clues as soon as I spotted a vintage Harley chained to the side of the building. The polished silver gleamed almost too brightly to look at, while my body determined the cycle’s owner not from reason and logic but general intuition. I’d never seen his bike but I knew this was KC’s.


  I never go to strange places alone. (If it weren’t for a few brassy girlfriends who drag me from my apartment with my legs kicking, I would go nowhere but work.) Wearing my grey flannel suit with the subtle pin stripe, I could be figured for an attorney, insurance salesman or even the stodgy architect that I am. Did I fit in KC’s environment? I felt like an alien on planet Xenon walking into the peculiar building.  


  On the outside, the aging brick was covered with ivy clinging so closely to the surface that it would never be pried loose. As I opened a brown, painted door beneath a small marquee, an unexpected feeling of emptiness hit my face like a gust of wind. I was in a narrow hallway, propelled down the length of it as though a poker was prodding me at my back. The walls around me were black, the air was black, and the ceiling seemed to stretch above me to a black forever. When I reached the end of the corridor and turned to my left, the blackness only expanded swallowing up an entire room. My eyes adjusted to the vast vacancy, soon making out the details of the space in front of me. It looked more like a warehouse than a theatre. There were chairs stacked in a far corner, and what looked like risers. And on the opposite walls more risers and platforms—these painted black—and a few oddball items I believe were props. My eyes drifted to the ceiling, knowing that it would never end; yet I found some definition to these upper reaches in a spidery web of metal beams and scaffolding where dozens of lights hung, pointed in all directions. 


  “May I help you,” a voice behind me asked. 


  I whipped around, expecting to see a ghost. Instead, a woman two feet from my face peered toward my eyes, kindly, wonderingly. She was dressed in a straight, black skirt, which framed her bounteous hips and stopped at her calves, and an odd-looking silky purple blouse, which must have been a remnant from her grandmother’s last garage sale. 


  “I’m Loni,” she added because I was too stupefied to speak. 


  “Hi,” I found my voice, “I’m looking for KC.”


  “Oh, yeah,” she nodded. “He’s here.” She didn’t sound so strange anymore, but young. She couldn’t have been more than twenty-two. “KC, hon, you have a visitor.”


  Her voice echoed through the cavernous nothing, apparently reaching its intended target, as KC appeared a few seconds later looking just as I remembered him.


  “Well,” he seemed surprised as he moved toward us.


  “Hon, I have to split,” Loni announced in order to excuse herself. “I have a math final I’m going to fail, but I have to take it anyway.”


  “At least you tried,” he offered sympathetically. She gave him a hug and a peck on the cheek while he gave her a squeeze; then we watched her leave.


  “Your girlfriend?” I asked the first question to enter my mind. 


  “No. Just a friend. Little daft, but a good actress.”


  “And not good at math.”


  “It isn’t a requisite for the theatre, only if you’re trying to get a degree.”


  I could understand.


  “So, you’re here?” He seemed to question my presence, though not to make me uncomfortable. I suppose he was surprised that I showed up, but likely not as much as I was astonished by my own unplanned act. “Want me to show you around?” he asked.


  “Sure.” That did seem reasonable and took some pressure off me, as though I were just an invited guest and KC was playing the gracious host. 


  I learned a good deal about his black box theatre that afternoon, how this shapeless void transformed itself a hundreds ways depending on the requirements of the play. They would be doing Shakespeare soon—a farce in 20th century garb. And after that, One Acts about sexual dysfunction. They could base one on my life, I immediately thought, but I wasn’t ready to say that sort of thing aloud. 


  I saw the scene shop, the costume racks and make-up mirrors. KC instructed me about stages, lights and the various ways he manipulated the emptiness of his converted warehouse. He even let me peek into the miniscule apartment where he lived. After the tour was complete, we stood in the center of the presidium stage he was about to tear apart. The focus of our conversation transferred to me. He asked no questions, but my appearance that afternoon was so unexpected that it required some explanation. I wasn’t sure what to say. But the energy driving my body felt as though the weight, speed and force of a freight train were barreling through my own empty cavern. It picked up speed the closer it got to its destination—the destination was my need. 


  “I stumbled here today,” I finally said. 


  “As in sprawled on the concrete like when we met?” he asked amusedly. 


  I attempted to look amused as well, and I’m sure I blushed. “No, more as turning into this neighborhood and finding myself looking at your theatre marquee.”


  “You believe in psychic influences?” he asked.


  “I don’t know. You think some hand outside guided me here?”


  “I don’t know,” he replied. “But I do think you have something to say.” There was a gentle edge in his voice.


  “I know,” I answered with a sheepish grin—there was that schoolgirl thing again. Couldn’t I just act my age! “It’s just not that easy.”


  “I’m an easy person,” he offered trying to commiserate with my dilemma. 


  “I know. And that’s probably why I’m here. You’re safe, and you don’t run in my circle of friends—I’d even be disappointed if you did. And this seems like the most anonymous place I could go.” All this said, I wasn’t sure KC was easy at all. There was too much underlying intensity in his spirit to call him easy or safe. I imagine his voice could cut like a knife. But looking around at his four black walls, having been inside them for nearly a half-hour, I was comforted by their anonymity. I was much more uncomfortable being in my tedious business suit than in KC’s black box. 


  “All that’s true,” he agreed with my assessment.


  “You mentioned something when we were having coffee at McGill’s.” I was struggling here but I would get it out. I had to, or I’d look foolish. 


  “I mentioned quite a few things when we talked.”


  “This was about sex, quirky sex I think you said. And you were right.” I paused, waiting for him to do anything that would stop me from proceeding, but he remained so openly benign—even gentle, as though his acceptance had the power to nurture me through my difficult confession. I would say his attitude was persuasively fatherly, although I could not relate this feeling to any experience with my own father. “You even mentioned spanking and discipline,” I almost choked on the words. 


  KC saw me start to stammer and he didn’t waver in his constancy. But he did ask, “Do you want to sit down, and we’ll talk?”


  Yes, I did. It would easier on my jelly-filled thighs. Either that or I’d be running from the room, and then I’d look really stupid. “Why not?” I replied.


  We were already at the side of the room. His arm at the back of my waist had gently guided me there, while the other pulled a chair from the cluttered stack. I sat on the chair; he sat on one end of a riser a foot above me, his legs dangling down, his mood as friendly and casual as it had been. I was still feeling like a confessing a child to this younger man’s fatherly calm.


  I didn’t find this any easier sitting on my ass, but I no longer felt as though I might panic, or, without warning, my legs would buckle under my weight. 


  “Whether it was an accident or your powers of intuition were particularly acute that day, you managed to hit squarely on two sort of sexually charged desires that have been with me for some time. If anything drove me here, KC, it was the desire to feel a man’s hand spanking my bottom. Am I a total fool to bring this up to you, or can you…” Suddenly feeling so foolish confessing this deep, dark secret to a near stranger, I couldn’t go on. Let him say something. 


  I held my breath, hoping he wouldn’t blurt out something totally, inanely juvenile, which would destroy the fantasy mood that was operating in my body right now. KC didn’t fail me. 


  “Can I, and will I spank you?” he asked. And then, without making me reply, he went on, “I’m sure I can. We have an amazing erotic thing going on here, Gail. I haven’t had anything like this happen in a long time.”


  Just his saying this made me shudder more, so profoundly, I wasn’t sure I could speak. 


  “It frightens you, doesn’t it?” His eyes seemed to clutch at mine as he spoke. “The desire has to be pretty powerful for a woman who never does anything inappropriate in her life to walk into a bizarre theatre and broach this subject with a stranger.”


  “Then, you don’t think I’m some sort of wacko?” It was a relief that he understood, but maybe even scarier to suddenly stumble into this unrequited desire after so many years. 


  “Maybe, but I’m use to wackos. I already told you that.”


  “When you gave me your card, did you think I’d come to see you?”


  “Truthfully, no. I did bait you—like one of my ongoing people experiments.”


  “Why me?”


  “Because I like the way you look, and I’m always curious about people who don’t run in my circle. Your world is about as strange to me as my world is to you. Whether the two find a way to fit together, I don’t know. But I do know when I’m aroused.”


  “And I arouse you?”


  “Oh, yes.”


   He was certain enough that I could feel the impact of his desire clawing at my crotch. My eyes were drawn to his thighs, the muscles, and the pouch of maleness that seemed to tent his pants even more as the conversation went on. I looked up almost embarrassed to have noticed.  


  “And, it was just a regular sort of attraction? You didn’t psychically see me getting spanked or something like that?”


  “Not really, maybe it was an intuitive guess, maybe just an accident. Does it matter?”


  “No, I guess not.”


  “But if getting spanked is what drew you to me, I have no problem with that. It excites me controlling women. Makes me a dangerous man, and I like that too.” There was something devious in his expression that made my body flutter even more. “I like living incorrectly—outside the bounds of politics and feminism and anything that puts people in pigeonholes. People die that way, and I’m not planning to do that. I figure if it’s in your gut you need to live it out. That’s why I do theater. It gives the human animal a way to express what’s not sanctioned. Though sometimes, as long as no one gets hurt, real life is even better.” 


  I was following his logic moving to my own conclusion, “That’s why murder’s good on stage, and sexual things are better in the bedroom.”


  He was impressed by my understanding and so was I. I knew exactly where this was headed. The door was open and I was walking inside a dream that might look like my past, though I stayed clear of that other entrance, and stuck to the now, to KC and me. We were occupying one single space, by then, knowing our minds were fused to the same picture, eroticism leaping on ahead of us, fantasy racing towards an end. 


  He pushed himself from the riser, and took my hand, pulling me to my feet. Exchanging places, his ass went down on the hardwood chair, while mine went over his lap. Every nerve in me jarred loose and my skin tingled as though he were blowing his breath across the surface. KC reached for the hem of my skirt—this one was not as short as the one I’d embarrassed myself in two weeks before. It was tight, though, and took some gentle tugging for him to raise it over my hips. That didn’t faze him. Each inch raised, my body fired again as though little rockets were going off inside me. With KC’s body fused to mine, and the heat from his crotch flooding my sex, I thought I’d get off before my ass was bared. He wouldn’t need to touch me more. But he did. 


  Having my skirt over my thighs, I waited at the ends of anticipation. I couldn’t have been baited more by any sexual scene. When his fingers caught the edge of my panties, and he jerked the fabric down my ass, I groaned caressing my pubis against his thigh. How obscene could I get? KC didn’t care. He didn’t stop either. When I would have been just as happy to have him screw me as spank my ass, he proceeded to the main event of our staged drama. Drawing back his hand, he whacked my behind with a firmness that brought back the past, and carved out new sexual territory for me. His slaps were steady. His unrelenting toughness unmatched. The sting was focused on the center of my cheeks, and though I couldn’t see, I felt the surface turning red, and wondered if he could blister me with just his hand. 


  Agony mounting, I struggled; but KC’s arm around my waist kept me still enough so that he’d strike again in the same burning places—one more time, then one more time… then again, and one more time—until even he couldn’t stand another whack at my ass. 


  “You want more?” he asked when he stopped. His palm massaged the warmth while I writhed against him. When his fingers slipped between my slightly-parted thighs, I opened them as far as they would go with my ankles half-bound by my panties. “More, Gail?”


  “Your hand, yes,” I managed to say. 


  He understood. Without really knowing how he maneuvered me into position, I soon found myself on my feet, my panties tossed aside, and my torso draped over the back of the chair. He was fucking me. The long stalk of an erection I’d managed to picture with some surprising accuracy was thrusting happily inside my cunt while I groaned and he responded with a throaty hum—all until his voice and body seemed to roar as he spewed thick cream into my clenched insides. 


  He was coming down from the wildest spasms of his climax, taking the time to reach around to my clit. He fingered the hard little bud, and when his cock finally slipped out of my hole, he fingered that, too, while his other hand slapped my ass. I orgasmed on the sensations of pain and being controlled. I orgasmed because my ass was hot and my pussy molten and grabbing for release. I have no idea how much I might have embarrassed myself with the nonsense screaming from my throat. But it didn’t bother KC, and he was the only one around to hear. 


  “You okay?” he finally asked.


  I heard his voice. My mind had been other than this room and it took some moments to find reality again. 


  “Yeah, I think so.”


  “My, you are pent-up, Gail. How long has it been since you’ve had sex?”


  “Two years since I’ve been with a man.”


  He looked shocked, and shook his head. “Good gawd, you need an orgy.”


  I couldn’t have agreed more, though I was embarrassed to admit my current sexual deficiency.  


  I give KC credit, he was as kind coming out of the scene as he was going in. “You’re awfully wet, maybe you want to clean up?” he suggested as he stroked my face with the back of his hand. 


  “Yeah, sure,” I said rather dreamily. 


  “There’s going to be people coming soon, how about you slip into my apartment?”


  I nodded.


  He led me to the hall behind the far black wall, and into the tiny room and his private bathroom. “There are clean cloths and towels in the cabinet.”


  I wasn’t sure whether to be embarrassed or happy. I desperately wanted to know what he was feeling, but he was right, I was a mess.


  By the time I put myself back together, there were two more women in the theatre, each dressed in the same deathly sort of attire that Loni had worn. KC was busy explaining something and I felt like an odd fifth wheel, the alien woman from that other planet. 


  I thought I should slip out, but KC intercepted me at the front door. 


  “Why are you leaving without saying goodbye?” he leveled his objection tersely.


  “You looked busy.”


  “So, this is just fuck and run?”


  “No, no, no, I thought that’s all you…” 


  “You thought wrong, Gail. I don’t screw every woman who walks in the theatre. I don’t do groupies, and I’m not the kind of man to fuck and run. Is that all you wanted?”


  “I don’t know what I want, but this was just so…” my words ran dry, “astounding.”


  “And being astounded is probably good for you. I want you to come back.” He looked sincerely worried.


  “I don’t know if I can,” I said as if I were drifting. A sea of sensation swelled around me.


  “You’re sure you’re all right?”


  “Yes, and I have to go—so do you.” I smiled and retreated to my Mercedes, feeling a tiny trickle of KC’s cum wet on the insides of my panties as my sore behind wiggled against the seat.




  Chapter Three


  If I thought this one impulsive spanking session would assuage the desire in me, I was a fool. If I thought KC Gable would vanish from my thoughts, I was an even greater fool. If I thought that Rossi had disappeared from my life, then I was truly kidding myself. My mind now swarmed with fantasies of spanking, of KC and Rossi. The essence of their effect on me endlessly colored my mood, creating submissive pictures of me in poses of surrender. The desire for exacting even ruthless discipline at the hands of such commanding personalities threw my body into a frenzy of physical excitement. Every minute of my day was influenced by this lust, the dreamy abandon having lifted my life above the mundane. My obsession became a friend. So much an obsession that daily, I repelled the desire to storm KC’s theatre demanding he spank me again.


  Rossi was less conspicuous in my thoughts, often appearing to me in the middle of the night when I’d awaken and a slip of his memory would return from some forgotten niche in the back of my mind. 


  She was seated on her drafting stool, wearing the plaid skirt he’d just purchased for her. It was more colorful than the greys and beiges he normally had her wear. She should have been pleased, though now the scratchy fabric on her recently caned behind was so annoying that she wanted to rip it off. That would be an egregious error, however, and knowing that, she endured this torment in silence, waiting for Rossi to lift his edict.


  She heard his voice behind her, “Gail, your attention, please.” His cold, clear words felt like shards of ice inside her brain. 


  “Yes, sir.”


  “I have friends who would like to see your ass.”


  She blushed as she turned around, seeing three pairs of eyes looking at her, admiringly, with interest and an undercurrent of lurid anticipation.


  “Here? Now? I was in the middle of this drawing you wanted to have me…”


  “Now!” he interrupted her abruptly. “Now.”


  How his eyes did gleam!


  “Yes, sir,” she answered meekly. She was filled with anticipation and her emotions raw. Though terribly embarrassed, she stood and turned to face the men. 


  “Now bend over the arm of the chair,” Rossi continued.


  She silently followed the command.


  “Raise your skirt,” he went on.


  She did as ordered, drawing the smooth, straight skirt up her legs and tugging it over her ass, revealing her naked behind. It was a pearly shade of white, which had been etched with no less than a dozen lines of red—imprints of the cane that Rossi applied that morning to correct her misbehavior. 


  “Once Miss Henry has been disciplined, I strip her of her panties so that she’s forced to feel the effect for as long as possible. Good woolen fabric has the tendency to augment the experience. This miscreant needs that sort of reminder.” 


  Three pairs of eyes stared at her bottom, seeming to heat the surface without laying a single hand on the wounded skin. She clenched inside, trying to suck her sexual juices back inside her cunt. To have these ghouls see them trickle down her thighs would just increase her shame.


  “I would imagine she would feel some tautness to her flesh in the next few days?” one of the gentleman speculated. 


  “I’m sure,” Rossi reported. “These will stay for some time.” 


  “Would it be too bold to request a paddling now?”


  Rossi seemed pleased, and moved immediately to a cabinet where he stored several punishment devices. Withdrawing the standard paddle from inside, he offered it to the man. A balding, pudgy fellow with a pallid complexion and a filthy smile stepped forward. Having removed his suit coat, he began rolling up the sleeves of his shirt. With a manner of authority settling on his face, he then grabbed the paddle from Rossi’s hand, addressed the submissive’s ass standing a proper distance away, and smacked her quivering behind with the flat of the implement. He was not unaccustomed to such rituals, having developed a decided flourish to his stroke. His pace was brisk, the smacks resounding, and the crisp sound that followed snapped like jolts of electric energy through the animated air. 


  The poised Miss Henry drew in her breath, grunting softly as the paddle hit. Though, with the rabid intensity of the pain increasing rapidly, this kind of holding back became more difficult with each blow that landed. 


  “Yeeeeaawwwwww,” she finally cried, while her red rear end jerked frantically. 


  “Some poise, Miss Henry,” Rossi shot out over the sound of the strikes and her distress.


  She tried to calm, but the pain on her behind was too rich to allow her any measure of control. Her cries were filled with “ouches,” “ows,” and mournful groans.


  Then, as abruptly as the paddling started, it ended.


  “Yes, she has a fine ass to punish,” the bald man said. “I’m sorry I don’t have a young lady to discipline who is as choice a female specimen as this one.”


  Should she feel complimented by this backhanded comment? Reduced to a specimen? Had her submissive tendencies come to this degrading conclusion? As long as she’d known Rossi, she had never been quite so dehumanized. 


  With the session over, she stood in the corner of the room for the remainder of the afternoon with her skirt raised, while her ass became inspiration for a long discussion between Rossi and his guests on the various merits and effective practices of corporal discipline.


  Later, she served the men their dinner—her attire properly restored—though when she ate her own meal, on Rossi’s orders, her skirt was raised so that her naked behind was forced to feel the prickly upholstered chair beneath her ass. 


  That night after the professor’s friends had left, Rossi informed her that she’d have more opportunity to expose her submissive inclinations for his associates and friends who shared his sentiments about the nature of women and their subjugation to men. Later still, he made love to her, planting his sturdy erection into a cunt that seemed to melt around it with the rich honeyed warmth of her desire. Powerful orgasms moved through them both, spending both their energies until they lay limply afterwards in silence. There were no words to speak at such times: Rossi would be content to know that he’d shared his message of sovereignty with her; she would be content to send her mind adrift and away from any significant revelations about her character that this submission implied.


  ***


  When I left KC Gable’s theatre, I wasn’t sure if I would go back. I was too confused to know exactly what I wanted, but once the obsession took over, I knew that eventually I’d give in. It was just a matter of time. Perhaps it would have been better for me to have returned right away. But I never did anything without dwelling on a matter until my obsessive imaginings could not be overtaken with reason. The day I finally decided to see KC again, I was a nervous wreck. I couldn’t go until I’d finished a major project, and the day just seemed to drag on, while my sexual juices burgeoned wildly. I might have been less apprehensive sinking myself into that blackness again, since I’d already taken those first uneasy steps. But I was clearly more frightened knowing what lay ahead. Of course, my excitement was at a peak. It had been peaking all day, after a night filled with crazy dreams. A full week since KC spanked me, I was a mess, but there was no question of waiting anymore. 


  Friday evening, six o’clock, I thought it was the perfect time. I walked into the ACT Workshop thinking that like regular people, KC’s day and week had come to an end. I even dressed the part this time, wearing the most unconventional thing I owned, a pair of black leggings I wear for exercising, and a baggy cinnamon-colored sweater that seemed to move with me like a child’s favorite toy. This was as offbeat as I could manage. Would he even bother to notice? 


  Obviously, I wasn’t very smart about my timing, not shrewd enough to know that theatre people lived for weekends, and especially for the night when their world of lights and sound and the drama of the human condition came to life on stage. I heard the voices in the hallway booming into the dark, and instantly realized everything that had eluded me. I almost stopped and walked away; but sensing the nature of their play and becoming intensely curious, I tiptoed down to the black box entrance, relieved to see that I’d only interrupted a rehearsal. 


  KC sat in audience, a half-dozen other people surrounding him, his eyes fixed to the action on the stage before him. I froze, remaining as motionless as the other observers. On stage, an argument between a man and woman proceeded flawlessly as though this was real life. 


  “You’re kidding yourself, Drummond, if you think I’ll love you with that attitude.” 


  She wore yellow silk, sexily falling off her shoulder as she stormed away from an actor with slicked back hair and an arrogant snarl of lust on his lips.


  “You love this attitude, slut.”


  “And you’re losing your mind,” she shot back.


  “Just like you lose control.”


  “But I won’t again,” she assured him, standing firm.


  “Don’t kid yourself, your cunt speaks.” He laughed and turned to an imaginary door that stood right where I was standing. 


  “No, wait, you can’t go, I know what you need from me, I do.” Her expression changed. But I didn’t get it—I wasn’t sure what made sense about the scene, maybe I hadn’t seen enough.


  The scene cut, KC moving forward to his actors. The black-haired fellow facing me turned around and listened as KC shot off a dozen quick critiques, and ordered it acted again. His manner was curt. He obviously wasn’t pleased.


  “Gail, come here,” he suddenly moved my way a foot or two and motioned me to his side with the same curt command.


  “It’s a bad time?”


  “Not at all. You should see this. We’ll be done in a half hour.” He pulled me with him into the audience, where I recognized one of the women who’d been in the theatre a week ago. I nodded to her pleasantly. Other than that brief moment of recognition, I remained ignored—a condition I welcomed. I could ease myself back into the atmosphere of KC’s world, saving my desire for later. 


  I watched the scene develop from the start. It was a play about desire, about a slut and a hoodlum who find each other by accident, and discover more than the elements of love. Their lust is crazily driven to extremes. She liked their sex intense, entangled and semi-public, in front of windows, in apartment hallways and back alleys. He liked giving her what she asked for. The parallels to KC and me did not go unnoticed; though, I’m not sure how much KC understood that. I wasn’t planning to tell him, but I had the strangest feeling that the forces of nature had set me up to see this snippet of theatre, sitting kitty-corner from the man who might become my serious lover, observing how my proximity to him in this enlivened environment was speaking to us both. 


  The half-hour rehearsal turned into nearly an hour. I watched KC work mesmerized by his almost exasperating attention to every tiny element of this play. Speech inflections, body language, positions, lights, facial expressions… he could pick the world apart with an eye that beheld every detail under his microscope and pass quick judgment. This was no egalitarian effort. KC ruled as an effortless Napoleon. My body quickened seeing such authority demonstrated, as my mind whirred, my heart beat hot, and my pussy clenched as though it was ready for sex. 


  I watched him argue with his actress in an exchange as intense as the one inside the play…


  “You need to understand giving up, relenting… it’s a softness, Christine. You can’t remain a bitch; you have to expose the difference. That’s what this play is about.”


  “Damn right I don’t understand it!” she snarled at him.


  “Why don’t you give it a try?” He snapped back condescendingly. “Pretend you’re drunk, totally dependent on someone to take care of you.”


  “Ooo, why did you cast me in this!” 


  “Because you wanted the role and you’re the best to handle it. Makes you pull the feeling from your core. It’s there.”


  “Yeah, you should know,” she kept sassing, tossing off her barbs as though the two had an intimate knowledge of each other that transcended this play. Had they been lovers?


  Listening to my fears, I was jealous and my body gnawing with need. 


  KC backed off into the audience, “From Lyle’s entrance,” he announced as he returned to his seat. 


  The scene repeated. She got it right this time; I knew without seeing KC’s face. I could feel her yielding because it troubled me, having hit the places Rossi colonized and KC now rediscovered.


  The rest of the rehearsal passed me by while my tangled mind lost its focus drifting from one scene and feeling in my life to the next. 


  “Gail.” KC was calling me from my reveries. 


  “Yes,” I looked up seeing that the company had adjourned for the night. 


  “How are you?” He had that same questioning expression he’d had the first time I entered the theatre, though he maintained the stern air of authority he’d displayed all evening. 


  “I’m fine, very fine.” I stood up, having trouble staring up at him. I preferred him eye to eye. 


  “You look lost.”


  “That play was…” what word, it didn’t want to appear, “… intense,” I finally decided. 


  “For you, I’m sure.”


  No, he obviously didn’t miss the parallels. 


  “You want to speak in private,” he said as fact, not question or suggestion. 


  I wanted more than that, and he knew exactly what I meant.


  “Yes,” I answered flatly. He could feel my fires. 


  “What’s the reason today?”


  “Overwhelming desire,” I answered.


  “All right. In the scene shop. Wait for me there.”


  There were three people on him asking questions, so I ignored mine and moved through the emptying theatre. A few stray eyes noted me, wonderingly. But I ignored them, and proceeded to the room behind the far back wall where a mass of sets were stored in some complicated order known only to the person who put them there. I peered from one corner to the other, seeing dozens of things that excited my imagination—saw horses, stray slats, leather strapping, rope…


  I heard a rustling sound behind me, the door open, and then a click as it closed.


  “Stuns the mind, doesn’t it?” KC suggested.


  I shivered as though a spider was crawling up my spine, then turned around. “I think so. But it’s pretty incomprehensible unless you know what you want.”


  “Do you know what you want?” he asked.


  “Has everyone left?” I deflected his question with my own.


  “On the way out. But that shouldn’t concern you.”


  Perhaps not. This moment felt as awkward as the time before. 


  “Is it about discipline, Gail, or only the sexual sensation?” he went straight to the point. 


  “Both, I think.”


  “What about discipline?” he asked. His face was grim, which made me wonder which man was the real KC—the reproving director inside the theatre, or the compassionate young lover. Whatever guise he was wearing, it was intensely sexual. We stood six feet apart, with KC staying put until he had the scene sized up and in his head exactly as he would play it out. 


  I answered understanding this, afraid of my own words, but not afraid to speak them. “Sometimes I need to feel constrained, controlled, taken down.”


  “You already seem that way to me,” he replied. 


  “But that’s not the way I am. You haven’t seen even half of me.”


  “You’re telling me you’re a wildly, reckless, free-as-a-bird crazy who needs to be spanked for being rebellious and bratty?” He strolled to a platform nearby and pushed up, his ass resting on the top while his feet dangled down.  


  “I’m more reckless than you think,” I said moving toward him, I took a seat on the platform, too, and I crossed my legs Indian style. 


  “In what way?” he asked. 


  “I’m going to lose my job.” I fingered the hem of my sweater like a fidgety kid.


  “Oh? Why?”


  “Focus. I’m losing focus.”


  “Maybe it’s the wrong job?”


  Looking up, I kept up the confession, “Sometimes I drink too much—at home alone.”


  “That’s not a good sign.”


  “I’m perpetually late for work.”


  “Go on.”


  “My attitude is not respectful. I feel myself taking chances like I hope someone will notice and get really pissed—so I’ll get really pissed and I’ll end up canned.”


  “You play these scenarios often?”


  “About as often as I think of getting disciplined. Like I don’t know which I really want.”


  “I thought you’d been the first-class architect for years now.”


  “I have, but it’s slipping. It feels as though I’m reverting to my old self—like I was before…”


  “Before what?”


  “When I was in college, when I was completely undisciplined, worse than I am now…” I didn’t want to talk about that time, so I switched back to the present, “I think I’ve lost my will to care. At least until last week.”


  “And the spanking changed that?”


  “It did. For a time.”


  “So, Gail Henry, you need a man to lay down the law? To check up on you, to father you, punish you and take control?”


  I sighed, “I think so.”


  “And you want me for that?”


  I shook my head, “I’m not sure.”


  The quiet swallowed us inside the silence. Our hushed words seemed almost inappropriate in the middle of this tense moment. I think we could have communicated as well with our eyes, but KC didn’t agree. He wanted me to say it in plain English. He seemed to climb inside my body and walk around looking for clues to determine my need. And yet, he knew exactly what I wanted, and so did I. 


  “So what are you sure of, Gail?”


  I took a deep breath. “That now would be a very good time for you to punish me.”


  “And that will cure you of your troubles?”


  “It might be a start.”


  He shrugged as I remembered him doing before, and hopped off the platform. Moving through his tangle of scenery, hunting for something, he came back with a two-inch slat of wood. It was flat, polished and about two feet long. I had no idea what it had been used for, but I understood its function now. 


  “Take off your pants.”


  I jumped from the platform, kicked off my flats, and quickly struggled my way out of the stretchy material. Meanwhile, KC pulled a sawhorse into the empty space. Once I was down to my red silk panties, he nodded to the device, “Over the end.”


  I wanted to say something like, “You sure don’t waste any time,” or “Is the sawhorse really necessary?” But I kept quiet and complied, positioning myself over the bar, my feet on either side of the inverted “V”.


  “Oh, no,” he said seeing my stance. “Your panties down.”


  He moved to my ass, while I put my feet together, then he brusquely tugged the waistband of my underwear and jerked them down. I spasmed, my pussy jarring as the power in his hand moved through me as stunningly erotic as if he were teasing my clit. 


  Stepping back, KC brandished his slat. I felt the air stir and the wood strike. Then, I jumped as the impact stung my ass. I bit my lip to prevent my cry. The next cut was just as intense as were the ones that followed in rapid-fire succession until my ass was ablaze, my feet were dancing, and I began my breathless, throaty cries. “Ah, sheesh, awwwww, yeeeeouch.” I moved so much he had to stop. 


  “Settle down, Gail. Now!”


  It was an order I followed, spoken with an intensity of command that tore through my body as intently as the slat that ripped my skin. 


  “You’re being punished, you deserve it, and I won’t stop until I’m ready to. That clear?”


  “Yes,” I answered meekly, while I was trying to figure why I’d initiated this scene. My pondering didn’t last too long, though; he whacked all my brooding thoughts from me, delivering a second round of punishment more painful than the first. Of course, it would be more painful! Spreading out across my ass, the flames of fire darted deeply under tissue, veins and surfaces, hitting sensitive nerves, lighting a ruthless fire of need and anguish that had me almost crazy for him to stop. Whether KC had some sympathy for the pain I was suffering, or he simply stopped because he wanted to, I’m not sure. I was only glad that he was done when he finally tossed the slat aside. 


  He stood back. I waited. My submissive pose became more intrusive in the empty interim. I expected he would be on me sexually, but he didn’t make a move. He finally spoke, however, “Up, Gail.”


  I was on my feet, turning around, and breathing a deep sigh, while the fire in my ass was raging through me at lightning speed. I needed some alleviation for my arousal, but I didn’t get what I wanted this time.


  “We’re not going to have sex again until you get this figured out,” he informed me. I’m sure I looked disappointed. “But you are going to straighten out your life. Do you need me to stand over you?”


  “Would you do that?” I wondered.


  “I probably would. I have no problem making your ass burn. Feels damn good to me. If this is what you need daily, I can handle it. Why don’t you think on it…sit on that ass and dwell on your desires—and not just the sexual ones? I think you have hell of a lot more going on than being a lazy, irresponsible, irritable drunk—which you really aren’t. Get some answers figured out, Gail, then come back and see me.”




  Chapter Four


  My body and heart dwelt on the question KC raised, but I had no immediate answer. I did pull myself back together, treating my life less recklessly than I had in previous weeks. In the back of my thoughts I could feel his final commands helping me keep focused; but it was not enough—not stern, harsh or determined enough to answer my inner turmoil. After a few days, I found myself beginning to slip back…I needed KC more. Even though, I was reluctant to see him.  


  Sure that he’d be questioning me if I suddenly showed up at the theatre, I avoided returning. And yet, as before, the more I stayed away, the more the drive to see him increased. Two weeks after our last meeting, I caught the theatre review in the paper for his latest show. Acting on impulse, I decided to go. Maybe if I had no answers for him, just being in the theatre would jar something loose.  


  Sure that I didn’t want to see KC before the performance, I timed my arrival at curtain time; surprised to see that the theatre was nearly packed. I was lucky to get a seat. With the chairs nearly filled in the black box, I had to take one at the end of the last row, high on a riser above the show. It suited my purposes. Perhaps KC wouldn’t see me. 


  I watched the show listening to the impassioned dialogue, though I heard with just half my brain attentive, letting this series of one act shorts breeze by me thoughtlessly. My mind was in other places. The substance of these plays made me anxious. My sexual desires were rising fast, but they were also troubled. At intermission, I almost left. But unexpectedly finding KC standing at my back with his hand on my hip, I turned abruptly, flustered. 


  “You didn’t say you were coming,” he noted calmly.


  “Spur of the moment,” I replied with a smile.


  “I’m glad you’re here. Enjoying the show?”


  “Yes, it’s wonderful.” That sounded canned and way too trite, but I figured he already sensed how distressed I was, so that the words I used really didn’t matter. 


  “You’ll like the second half even better.”


  “I will?” This conversation made it hard to leave, and with the crowd between me and the entrance hallway blocking my exit, I ended up staying, retreating to my lofty corner to suffer through the pain of more unsatisfied arousal. 


  Rossi’s eyes took his submissive student elsewhere, into another plane of consciousness—an overtly sexual one. Every time she stared at him, locked on to his imperious gaze, she was struck inside her cunt, and in the folds and slips of intimate skin, and then on her reactive ass—which responded to the very smallest stimuli. She could be in the middle of his lecture, buried in the back row corner of the amphitheater, listening to the sound of his voice, and his eyes would suddenly snatch her focus. Her poise would fly out the window like a bird from its cage. For several seconds the two would remain unmoving as though they were the only ones in the room. Some days the entire room would be staring at them both, knowingly. They’d gossip about what happened behind their closed doors. 


  She heard his voice everywhere because it was always in her mind—whispering orders and dispensing truth about her inner nature. She believed everything thing he said. Sometimes she tested his theories about her reckless nature and her need for exacting discipline. But over time, she quit bothering. He was never wrong. 


  The play was much too real—the man of authority and the woman on stage crying after sex… seeing their argument, the emotion sweeping through me was the same as I experienced just after my ass had been spanked. I was quaking so nervously by the time the lights went out on this last play that I could hardly move. By the time I managed to stand, there were a dozen other people boxing me into my corner. It had been my plan to duck out immediately after the last play ended; but before I could reach the door, KC was on me again. 


  “We’re having a theatre party, nothing special, want to come? Maybe we could find some time to talk.”


  “Oh! No,” I quickly answered. “I have to get home, mountains of work stacking up and I’m really trying to get back on track.”


  He nodded. “Maybe you’re cured of your malaise,” he wondered aloud.


  “Maybe,” I ventured, though I knew that wasn’t true. I’m sure KC did, too. I did have that mountain of work lying on my drafting table, though I was totally uninspired with the thought of spending the next four hours trying to find some vision to see it through. Even so, it made a great excuse to flee.


  “Then I’ll see you soon,” KC said. He was saying goodbye, having taken my hand in his and giving it a squeeze. 


  Soon, yes, I wanted to see him, too. Just not now. Not now.


  Slipping out the door, I tucked my head down in my coat to face the cold wind blowing on this miserable night. Heading toward my car, I suddenly realized that someone was at my side brushing against my elbow. I jerked, and looking up exclaimed, “Lavinia!” I hadn’t seen her in months. 


  “Weird plays, don’t you think?”


  “Different, yes.” My warm breath made a fog of steam around my face, while the cold air darted down my coat. I clutched the collar in my fist and held tight, watching Lavinia turn away from the biting wind. 


  “How about some brandy, pub up the street?” she suggested.


  “Sure, anything to get out of this cold.”


  Lavinia grabbed my free hand, and changing directions, facing into the wind we walked three blocks to a quaint and very busy roadhouse pub. 


  For the next two hours, I listened to Lavinia Somerset ramble about her last trip to Europe, her blue eyes lighting rapturously as she talked about the men she’d met. She was a bold, brash floozy with platinum hair, way too much cash in her pockets, and a willingness to open her thighs for just about any man. Traveling Europe seducing men was her favorite occupation. While she was a friend of my family, she’d long ago decided that I was much more interesting than either of my parents. Sometimes she’d run into them on her travels and tell me more about them than they offered me in their cryptic calls. 


  After running out of things to say, Lavinia began to rove the crowd with her eyes, looking for a man. When the late night music turned luridly sensuous, she began to dance, pulling me to the floor with her. Three brandies down, I was a little woozy for anything too vigorous, but you never said no to Lavinia. And she had her way with me this night. Well after midnight, I felt as though I were floating, moving in a sea of bodies nearly delirious. When the dance was slow, I’d find myself draped inside the arms of some handsome stranger while my groin moved erotically against his pants. I had the feeling I’d end up in bed with one of these lovely brutes. Would serve KC right, I thought disparagingly, letting me dangle alone in the middle of my sexual morass! My head filled with weird thoughts. And my feet just kept dancing on. 


  As the bar was about to close, I looked for Lavinia. I hadn’t seen her in some time. My car? I wasn’t sure where I’d parked in relation to this pub. But I had to get home. I was on my way out the door when a firm hand pulled me back inside. 


  “Know where you’re going?” It was KC’s voice. 


  “Home,” I said turning around. I was a little too befuddled by the hour to be surprised that he was there.


  “You’re not driving,” he informed me.


  “But I have to get home.” I tried to move beyond him. 


  “Then I’ll take you,” he insisted, as he grabbed my arm and led me into the cold night air. 


  “On the bike?” I laughed thinking the picture absurd. 


  “No, in your car.” We were halfway down the street, with me stumbling along at his side looking silly and undoubtedly drunk. The wind had kindly eased, the bite less vicious, though I wasn’t sure I could say the same for KC Gable.


  Though the cold had almost cleared my head of its fog, I was forcefully guided up the steps to my loft and pushed beyond the door by KC’s firm hands as though I would have never made it on my own. 


  “Taking a break from your work?” he asked as I watched him glance at the unopened portfolio on my drafting table. “Or did you never make it home?”


  “I ran into a friend,” I explained.


  “Yeah, Lavinia Somerset is just the sort of friend you need when you’re trying to straighten out your life.”


  “You know her?”


  “Once, intimately.”


  That announcement was a shock. “She got to you, too?” 


  “I got to her,” he turned the statement around which left me flustered


  “Why did you lie, Gail?” he suddenly changed the conversation on a dime.


  “Lie?” I shuddered seeing the way his brown eyes snapped at me.


  “About tonight. About mountains of work and getting back on track. You’re no more “on track” than when you left me two weeks ago. And you show up in my theatre and then brush me off. What in hell is this about?”


  “I don’t know,” I sputtered angrily. He was pushing hard, so I pushed back.


  “Yes, you do,” he snapped.


  “NO! I don’t!” I shouted. 


  I thought we’d fight, really fight. That it would feel good and clear the air, and I might be able to make sense of things by the time we were finished. But KC had something else in mind, and he was much more focused than I. He’d have his way, and I’d go along, finding myself, rudely pulled over his lap, once he sat on the edge of my sofa. My skirt was up, my panties were down and I was being spanked. Unlike the times before, I fought him. I kicked my legs and tried to wrench from his grip. In that battle, I learned how strong he was and what kind of physical power he could wield over me. I fought, but I didn’t want to fight. I cried, but I didn’t want to cry. I cursed and screamed and called him miserable names and he just kept going. 


  “Let go of me, bastard!” I was in a full-blown rebellion but he spanked me through every sassy retort and four-letter word. His steady gait maintained for what seemed like an hour, though it was probably just ten minutes. Then, having decided that he’d made his point, he brusquely stopped, stood me on my feet and rose himself. 


  Though my bare ass was throbbing from the skirmish, I resisted the urge to nurse it with my hand. It must have been beet red. My only consolation was that KC’s hand must be smarting, too. 


  Peering into my face, just inches from his, KC wagged his finger…“I want you at the theatre tomorrow morning, ten o’clock, not a minute later. Think you can make it?


  “Yes, yes, I will,” I managed limply. 


  “We’re going to talk it out, you’re going to give me answers, and there will be no argument this time. And, if you think I’m leaving you hanging, walking away without the sex your pussy cries for, well, you’ve been doing the same thing to me, bitch—leaving me hanging. It’s time we faced this head on. Understand?”  


  “Yes, yes, I do,” I whispered while I tried to back away. 


  “I’ll see you then, now get some sleep.”


  He turned on his heel and walked out the door, scowling, his anger still billowing like a cloud of dust. So much for serenity and calm and keen intuition. Trouble was, I wasn’t sure if this side of KC Gable didn’t excite me as much as his more reasonable one. My ass was still hurting when he left, and my sexual arousal was about to explode. Yes, twice now he’d left me hanging with all this internal energy with nowhere to go. And he was glad about it, too!


  ***


  I hardly slept that night, having already ruined a good night’s sleep with my evening’s antics. Even so, I had no problem rising early so I could make my appointment with KC. 


  I wasn’t sure what this meeting would accomplish, but I knew something had to get us out of neutral. I’d tell him something, make it up if I had to, anything to keep him around. I’d let him have me the way Rossi had, if that’s what would get us to bed. I’d been teased, taunted and turned on, but not fulfilled. He wanted something more of me than I thought I could give him, but that didn’t matter now. If I had to go down the old roads, I’d do that, too. 


  Everything that KC did just pushed me more firmly in his direction. 


  For the first time in years I really hungered for a man—hungered of the power and the forcefulness, the demands and the bliss of sexual thirst. I would have rejected any man in a business suit—a colleague, friend, and especially a professor. KC was an acceptable package. With him, my mind roved free taking lust outside the lines where my favorite fantasies began and ended. KC wasn’t Rossi. He wasn’t even close. And that’s exactly what I needed.


  Regardless of my determined resolve to see him, my poor bones were once again rattling with fear by the time I pulled in front of the theatre. Dread kept me in my car for several minutes as the startling reality of my last three weeks suddenly smacked me in the face as though I’d run into the warehouse wall. I wasn’t drunk anymore, or in some mindless, sober stupor, acting out of obsession—at least not now. I was conscious, realizing how crazy I must look trying to play in KC Gable’s unfamiliar world.  


  What the hell was I doing? This wasn’t me. Not Gail Henry? I didn’t play with fire—not anymore—I never stepped over the lines of decency—except maybe in the comfort of my own tiny loft where I could nurse my misery by myself. I didn’t spend my time in squalid neighborhoods, consorting with the fringes of society. I didn’t talk to strangers about the weather, let alone have them spank my ass and fuck my wasted cunt. 


  Most importantly, I didn’t allow myself to be ruled by my cunt the way men are ruled by their erections. My rules were fixed and certain. At least that’s what I thought.  


  I didn’t recognize myself, not the woman I’d been since meeting KC. But that didn’t seem to matter now. I went ahead—opened the door of the Mercedes and casually waltzed to the door of the theatre trying to forget the weird debacle of the previous night. 


  My excitement swelled and my cunt began to panic, clenching and tightening anticipating KC inside it again—even though I had no assurance that would happen—and probably more assurance that it would not given his frame of mind and past experience. 


  Anxious and excited, I tried the door, surprised to find it locked. I panicked. Flustered, I was unsure what to do. A back door perhaps? He just failed to unlock the front? Seized by fear, I tried to figure out what to do, when in the middle of my fearful musings, I finally spotted a note slipped in the crack of the door. At first glance, I assumed it was just a scrap of paper, on second glance, as it conveniently flapped in the breeze, I realized that it bore my name clearly printed on the outside. With a gentle tug, I had it free.


  “I’m sorry, Gail. This was an avoidable emergency. I tried calling, but you’d already left. Come tomorrow.” KC


  What?!


  Was this real? After all the passion of the night before, he was leaving me with this… this scrap of paper! The bottom dropped out of my newly manufactured world ten seconds later as I determined that KC, his theatre, and running back to my old fantasies had been a horrible mistake. I left. I knew right then I wouldn’t be coming back.




  Chapter Five


  My schedule was filled with appointments, a long list of meetings, and at least three hours blocked into work on blueprints for a tiny industrial complex that was taking up half of the firm’s resources. I buried my head in my drawings, coming up for air only to sit back and stare at my work from a different angle—and to take a bite of my tuna sandwich. A few times, I caught myself staring out the window at the grand hotel across the street. Sometimes I looked inside the rooms behind the glass and timber, wonderingly. If only I could peer inside their private spaces and see what went on inside. Every room was a little world, another drama. Was that what KC thought about so much? 


  As soon as I realized what I was doing, I immediately stopped. Thankfully, these indulgent reveries were becoming less frequent—especially since I was expending so much energy on cutting them out of my mind. KC Gable was just a passing fancy, nothing more. Three weeks, it had been a good rush. And I’d even turned the corner on my malaise, as he had called it; feeling freshly inspired to do the work that Ripley & Wingardt had hired me to do. This was one of my more lucid moments. 


  Hearing a sudden knock on the door, I absently said, “Come in,” thinking it was my secretary with more specs from my boss. I swiveled on my drafting stool doing an immediate double take seeing KC Gable standing in the center of my office. He looked as reasonable there as Banquo’s ghost. I even pressed my fingers to my mouth as if to squelch a cry. 


  “Did you get my note?” he asked. 


  “Yes, yes I did,” I said. My voice must have sounded much too haughty considering his reply.


  “So, when did you start with the rich-bitch airs?” he sneered and responded tersely. 


  “I didn’t know that I had,” I answered.


  “Listen to yourself, Gail.”


  Any wall I’d erected to keep him out was no more than paper-thin. He was rattling around inside me already. 


  “So you got my note. What happened next?” 


  “I decided not to see you.”


  “And why’s that?”


  I shrugged having no immediate answer. 


  “If that’s your decision, why didn’t you call and say so? I think we’ve gone too far for this shabby kind of ending.” 


  “I’m sorry. It was just easier,” I paused, seeing his penetrating stare unchanged, “and now you’re pissed, aren’t you?” I could read his anger as well. 


  “In a manner of speaking.” He moved further forward until he was standing right in front of me. Nervously, I blew a lock of red hair off my face and when it didn’t stay, KC took his hand and gently pushed it back. “I want the truth, Gail.” He almost looked worried about my answer. “Are you serious about what you wanted, or was that just my imagination? Has this three weeks and our talk in the theatre been about nothing?”


  “No, it wasn’t your imagination…” I admitted. “It’s not about nothing—it’s very real.” Yes, he was inside me and more pervasive than ever. 


  “Then let’s clear up the problem, now. No hesitations.”


  I was mesmerized, in an unthinking place.


  “You want the spankings?” he asked me. 


  I cleared my throat. “Yes.”


  “You want the discipline?”


  “Yes,” I replied. With every question, my body was moving full speed ahead, racing far faster than my brain’s ability to keep up. But it didn’t matter; any thoughtful consideration of his questions was unnecessary. I would have answered the same way.


  “And all the denial is just bullshit? Is that right?”


  “Yes. I guess it is.”


  He knew the answers. I didn’t have to speak. KC read from my brain, finding pages I’d marked ‘secret ’, exposing the truth. I suppose that’s easy with a woman as confused as I have been. 


  “If that’s so, Gail, then you need to decide now if you want me part of the picture?”


  I couldn’t answer. 


  “We’ve been seeing each other for three weeks. If all I am is an amusing sideshow, tell me now. I won’t try again. I won’t rescue you from bars, or peer into your soul, or bother you when you come to my theatre. I don’t like being rejected, especially by women who ask for favors. There are plenty of places in my life where I can play the fool. I certainly don’t need another one.” 


  “KC, no. It’s not a game, not a game at all. I was just afraid. After Friday night, I was petrified. It took so much courage for me to see you the next morning, and when you weren’t there, I… I couldn’t do it again.”


  He had his warm hands on my knees sending a flood of sexual intensity through my body. Every bit of me was quaking. All that I’d denied the last three days came pouring into my head and between my thighs. Even my bottom started to tingle. 


  “So, you so want more?”


  “In the worst way I want more.” 


  “From me?”


  “Yes, from you.”


  He stared around, I think for the first time noting the surroundings—my ultra modern office with its crisp lines and cold form. Banks of windows surrounded me on three sides. He humphed amusedly. 


  “A liquid prisoner, pent in walls of glass…” he mused.


  “What’s that?”


  “Shakespeare. Fits, don’t you think. Or perhaps you’re more like fire under glass.”


  “Pent?”


  “Wouldn’t you agree?”


  “Maybe so.”


  He laughed again, to ease the tension that seemed to be splitting the air. “I suppose I look as out of place here as you do in my theatre.”


  I breathed a little easier. “So what? Might shake a few people up to see you here, or you just might get called the new mail clerk, but I don’t care.”


  “You’re sure?”


  “I am.” I wasn’t even trembling, not my legs or hands. Though, my head was pounding and my crotch was frantic with lust. But I did want this man.


  “Good. Then tomorrow morning we’ll talk this out. I’ll see you at the theatre ten o’clock.”


  “I’ll be there.” 


  “And since you’ve pressed the point, I suppose here is as good a place as any to start your discipline.” He turned again as though he were looking for something. Having spotted what he wanted, he moved to my desk and swiftly confiscated my thick wooden ruler. 


  A shock wave of desire swept my system as though he’d just hit me with an electric cattle prod. “Here? Now?”


  “You know of any better time? This is one you’ve earned.”


  No. Of course not, I said to myself silently, while my mouth managed a hesitant, “No.”


  I stood. Everything in my was body quaking now, toes to knees to crotch to shivering shoulders. Spanked in anger has its own thrill; though it’s often gone too quickly to appreciate the feelings. Spanked for discipline was something else. Time makes the erotic feelings emerge and mine were soaring now. 


  KC sat in a straight-backed side chair while I zoomed to my intercom to inform my secretary that I didn’t want to be disturbed. I suggested that she go to lunch and she agreed. Then turning toward KC, I offered him a quavering smile. 


  “You think this room is soundproof?” he asked, as he motioned me to his side. 


  “I’m not sure how much.”


  “Then we’ll wait until your secretary leaves.”


  I felt only slightly better with that decision; but all my fears seemed swept away once I went over KC’s lap. He held me tightly to him as I recalled from the first spanking in the theatre. I felt his powerful warmth from the moment my thighs and groin touched his lap. My sexual juices started to flow so much I could hardly keep from squirming against him. 


  As he raised my skirt—and this time it was one of my shortest ones, Dickerson’s doing again—I felt the air on my skin, the immediate cool, and every small move of KC’s hand as he inched the tight fabric over my hips. Finding my panties in the way, he slowly drew them over my ass and let them dangle at my knees. Bared at last, my butt twitching, I waited, not daring to breathe. I remembered his hands. Every time I saw them they fascinated my imagination—even minutes ago when he gripped the ruler as he looked at my stunned expression. I could imagine the picture of us now—me draped over his thighs, KC picking up the ruler gently laying it on my ass… 


  I wasn’t wrong in my fantasy. He was as tender with the wood as he might have been with his bare hand—running it over the surface of my skin gently until he finally drew it back and let it fall with the swift flick of his wrist.


  Smack! 


  The burn was instantaneous!


  I sucked in air and refused to cry. No telling who might be outside the office. I could only hope for privacy, but it wasn’t guaranteed. The next strike landed with as much force as the first, and the stinging burn began to effect my body. He struck repeatedly, bringing the ruler down fast. He changed his pace and direction, and even the intensity so I couldn’t guess what he’d do next. For a time, his aim drifted to my thighs where the sting was so great I almost lost my cool and started to complain. Sensing my distress, KC held me tighter as my body started to rebel, my feet began to kick in maddening fury. “Hush!” He almost whispered the command, though it was an unbending one. He bore down harder now, his strikes repeated swiftly directly on the center of my ass, until I did cry out. I immediately swallowed my tiny wail. Then, seconds later, KC stopped. 


  As my labored breathing subsided, the erotic heat in me began to build. With KC’s hand on my hot ass, I couldn’t stop the raging torrent. I squirmed to meet his sincere caress, quite sure that my body was taunting him to the same state of erotic need; but to my distress again, there was no sexual climax to this spanking. 


  Having raised my arousal to a torrid pitch, he abruptly pushed me off his lap and had me stand. “Turn around,” he said when I was on my feet. My ass to his face, he inspected the damage, his hand merely grazing the skin. 


  I wanted to beg for his touch but I wouldn’t dare.


  “So. Tomorrow, you’ll be at the theatre at ten,” he reminded me. The order was coldly stated, and he started toward the door.


  “That’s all?” I asked with a pitiful whine as I turned back to him. He knew what I wanted and knew what it meant denying me. 


  “Yes. That’s all today. I have work to do, and so do you. Pay attention to your butt, Ms. Henry. Might just teach you all sorts of things this afternoon.”


  KC left me standing in the center of my office, bewildered once again. I was so in need of him, hating him for not screwing me on the spot that I almost failed to lower my skirt as he opened the door. Thankfully, I shook myself awake and quickly restored some decency. 


  ***


  In the morning, my journey to the theatre was much easier than any I’d made before. There seemed to be a certainty about our relationship that I now trusted. His thorough probing of my thoughts in my office had set me straight at last. Then his hands had done the rest of the work with both gentleness and the coarse severity required to discipline. I was no longer allowing myself the luxury of confusion. My mind was clear.


   Going to the theater in compliance to his order, every desire for this uncommon lust engaged brutally in my loins—nothing held back now. I opened the door and the door gave way, and the blackness poured on me again. The place seemed to swallow me whole. I felt released.


  KC met me inside the black box, and with a firm but comforting hand, led me to his apartment. I noted first that his bed was mussed with the look of erotic disorder as though he’d spent the night with a woman inside the messy sheets. Since KC took the lone chair for himself, his bed was the only place I could sit. 


  “Still scared?” he asked. He seemed much more pleasant than when he came to my office. 


  “Yes. Scared to death, but I am here.”


  He smiled warmly. “Good,” he replied as though I’d passed some exam.


  I don’t know how things changed from there. We were awkwardly drinking coffee one minute talking about a lot of nonsense neither us was really listening to—I think we were communicating with bodies and the backs of our minds where a more honest conversation was taking place—and then suddenly, we were on the bed, stripping clothes away and becoming close, closer than we’d been. We kissed. We weren’t just ass to groin or ass to hand, but face to face and cock to crotch. My wanting was immeasurable, a seeking sort of desire that poured out on him. I was so ravenous I should have been self-conscious, but I don’t think men worry about a woman’s passion in the middle of sex. KC certainly had no problem with my unrestrained behavior.


  Regardless of my own eagerness, KC was definitely in charge, exactly as I wanted him to be. He kissed me first before I kissed back. He struggled with my clothes before I searched to find his skin. He clutched my mound before I laid a finger on his cock. When I did find that hefty meat, my curiosity drove me down to explore it with my mouth and inspect it with my tongue. I drank its richness, tasted it potent salty, sweaty state, while my nostrils breathed the essence of KC inside my lungs.


  Maneuvering my bottom end with his hands, he had me straddle his face while I worked his prick with my mouth. He teased my snatch with his tongue poking me so I was shrieking and everything in me spasmed. Still, he did nothing but play his heartlessly sweet game of cat and mouse with my anxious pussy. As his stalk grew proud and the head became engorged with blood, my insides seemed to cry aloud. Still, he kept me titillated feeling as though I’d die without that cock’s first strike.


  When he finally pushed me around and we were mouth to mouth again, we locked so tightly in our embrace that I could hardly move. But I felt him firm between my thighs. He lay on top thrusting as my head fell back and my breasts arched to meet his lips, and I came, shuddering slowly. His ejaculation followed closely afterwards. Yes, this was like coming home, like finding who I am again. 


  KC’s apartment has the most amazing ceiling filled with a dozen theatre lights in the unusually high rafters. By daylight, there’s not much to see, not as lovers after sex lying side by side in a sunny room.


  “What’s it like here at night?” I asked, fixated on the possibilities those lights suggested.


  “You’ll see for yourself soon enough,” he answered 


  “Oh, that must mean I’m coming back,” I said happily. 


  “I thought we had that figured out,” he snapped at my remark as though he was annoyed I’d even asked. 


  I pulled up on one elbow so I could look at his face. “KC this is all really weird. I don’t do things like this and I’m not used to any man, let alone someone like you.”


  “I didn’t start it, Gail,” he reminded me. I fell back against the sheets. Suddenly KC was on top of me, taking my hands in his and pinning them above my head. My crotch went off again, wanting him. As he bent down to kiss me, I don’t remember, ever, knowing such tenderness. I was breathing hard, feeling as though he’d sucked me into him, looking him in the eye and being scared. 


  “Tell me, Gail, who started this with you?” he asked.


  “Who?”


  “Who was the first man who spanked you?”


  The question gave me instant shivers, tremors I’m sure he could feel with his groin locked tightly on mine. “That was a long time ago.”


  “Tell me about him,” he insisted.


  “I’d rather not say.”


  “Why?”


  “Because he’s in my past.”


  “As though the past doesn’t live inside you?” 


  I felt as though I was on the edge of a razor ready to slip. “Why’s it so important?” I wondered as my fear increased and my breathing grew more labored. 


  “Because I asked.”


  Because he asked, I repeated to myself. After such nurturing, loving tenderness, he was tugging at me; pulling, tearing, wrenching me away with him back in time.


  “You want to walk out on my questions?” he asked. 


  “No, I don’t want to walk out.”


  “Then answer me,” he smiled rather charmingly, like a handsome pirate, “Besides, you’re in no position to bargain.” I should have figured that, flat on my back, his body bearing down on me, weight, strength, animal intent overpowering me. Finally, knowing he had me conquered, he rolled away. And moving off the bed, he took a chair beside me, saying with the same enchanting smirk, “Talk, Gail. Just spit it out.”


  “I don’t know what to say.” I tried. I really tried, but the words forming inside my mouth seemed stuck, destined to remain garbled and crowded behind a locked door.


  Seeing me hesitate KC talked instead, “I thought we had this handled. That we  had decided what you want. I give orders, you obey,” he made his case calmly and I knew I’d already lost. “You want to argue with that, we’ll try the belt—it’s wide and leather and very effective. Or maybe a cane would get you talking?”


  “No, please,” I finally pulled up, resting my back against the headboard, while I pouted like a naughty kid. “You know I’ll never get to work this way.”


  “Oh? Is that important?” he shrugged.


  “Well, not really,” I confessed. “I took the morning off, just for you.”


  “See? I’m only giving you want you want.”


  I thought a long time before I began to speak. I stared at my toes and then KC’s face, then my toes again. I took a deep breath.


  “Rossi,” getting the name out was the worst. Getting that done, maybe I could do the rest. “He was a professor in the Architecture Department and my advisor. I did drawings, lots of them off the cuff, but nothing by the book. I hated studying. But I liked original design—except that my creations were too outrageous to produce, ‘undoable, impractical, he said. Filled with flaws and ignorant mistakes,’ I deign to quote. He was a particular man, with peculiar flaws; but I didn’t see any of them, especially since I needed his approval to get my degree—and I was in total awe of his skill and abilities as an architect. He was handsome, ruthless, unconventional, twenty years my senior and completely in charge of me. He began as my senior advisor, and transferred himself to my graduate classes. He insinuated himself into my life a piece at a time…” I stopped. How much should I say? Each remembrance took me further back, each word seeming to incriminate me as though I were confessing crimes not post-adolescent sexual confusion. 


  “Go on,” KC prompted me.


  “His first move felt like blackmail, though I knew he had been advancing on me for a good reason. I would have failed that semester at the end of my junior year, and I wouldn’t have gone back to school. I wouldn’t have had the guts or the tenacity to recover from the mincemeat I made of myself. I wasn’t on drugs, but it probably looked as though I were. I did hit the bottle occasionally, but I wasn’t getting drunk. I was lazy, and irresponsible, completely undisciplined, and scornful of anyone’s attempts to enforce rules with me.


  “But then, it came down to survival. I hated my parents. I didn’t want their money, and when I finally faced facts, I realized that without a career I couldn’t afford my life, and without some structure to my life I’d never have a career. Rossi got to that point with me in one very remarkable meeting…” 


  “You’re failing, Miss Henry,” the professor rounded his desk and strolled about his ungracious student. “Despite your attempts this summer, you are still only slipping by in this discipline. Perhaps that alone is the problem here, you think?” He came on her eye to eye. She didn’t blink, but she was shriveling inside worried that he spoke the truth. “You don’t think of architecture as a discipline, but a hobby you ignorantly suppose is going to pay you big bucks. You’re used to a pampered life; you’re used to your fancy clothes and jet-set summers and dinners in expensive restaurants. But the only way you’ll have that life now is to mooch off your parents. I was given to understand that you didn’t want that. You sat in my office a few months ago, practically crying your eyes out, pleading with me to keep you in the department in spite of your failing test scores and your less than adequate skills in sound architectural design. You promised me results; you gave me little. You took off in the middle of an assignment, offering me slipshod blueprints as compensation for my time. You should be embarrassed working alongside the other students who have worked hard and raised their grades. What’s worse—you just don’t seem to get my message.”


  “Oh, but I do now, sir; and I’m sorry.”


  “Sorry is not enough.”


  “But it’s all I can say.”


  “Maybe you should try waiting tables, Miss Henry, because that’s all you’ll be good for—though I’m not even sure you’d be good at that. You have no stamina. You have no focus. You can’t seem to organize anything, and you’re unreliable. Other than a smattering of artistic talent, I can’t really think of anything to recommend that I keep you in the department.” 


  She sighed distressed by his remarks, “I ask for just one more reprieve, sir. Just this one thing.”


  He waltzed about her trembling body inspecting every sensuous line—admiring, yes, but critical. Perhaps she was just too beautiful—gleaming auburn hair, naturally curled lashes, green eyes, and porcelain skin. He’d never seen a more flawless creature. He’d seen many lovely female students come through his department, but none had quite her allure. Still, he could feel her recklessness as though a cloud formed around her and she breathed discontent and frenzied misbehavior. There was a playful, even childish aspect to her restlessness, perhaps still a child inside her womanly frame. He was stirred by her as much as annoyed. 


  “And what assurance would I have that you’ve changed any of your bad habits, Miss Henry?”


  “I don’t know that I could give you anything but my word.”


  “That has proven to be worthless,” he reminded her.


  She gulped nervously, palms sweating, heart beating rapidly, even pounding at her temples. She knew she would come to this kind of miserable end eventually; by living as though some angel would suddenly swoop down to rescue her, she ignored the facts of her failure for months. 


  “I would try again, sir, more sincerely than I ever have.”


  He stood before her, hands behind his back, staring into her eyes—they were nearly the same height, though he seemed to loom over her with his impressive stance. 


  “The only way I would consider your request is if you’d put yourself in a strict probationary program with me, allowing me liberties with your life that you would not ordinarily give to any man.”


  “What would that mean?” she asked, feeling both bewildered and curiously aroused.


  “I have a rather anachronous point of view compared with the rest of this politically correct feminist-oriented university. I rarely, and I mean rarely, practice my beliefs with students; it’s normally not feasible at all, unless there is a strict understanding between the student in question and myself. I have found, however, with women like yourself, who have a difficult time with discipline and structure that utilizing some time-honored means of guidance—meaning rules and punishment–can often make a difference between success and failure. 


  “I make no demand for these measures, they would be completely voluntary on your part; you would sign an appropriate waver stating so, but if you need to pursue your future as an architect with this institution—a fact which you seem to insist on—the only way I would allow you to continue here would be in a program with rigid disciplinary standards, including appropriate corporal punishment for any failure to comply with the demands I’d make.”


  “Corporal punishment?”


  “As in spanked, paddled or caned on your bare behind.”


  “If I mess up?”


  “If you mess up,” he paused and then continued, “as well as when I see fit, just to keep your behavior on the straight and narrow. In addition, I would put some stringent limitations on your extracurricular activities, your study time and other areas of your personal life. I would, Miss Henry, own your existence until you complete your exams next spring. You would not only finish all the requirements of your senior year, you would, as well, make up what you could not adequately complete this year, including retesting in those subjects where your grades are marginal. You would be prepared for graduate study—which is almost required for the kind of work you want to do.” He stopped, took a deep breath, and finally finished, “It’s up to you. If you’d like, you can think about it for a few days, but no more than that. If you agree to this, we need to get started immediately.”


  Her mind whirred while her body seemed to fill with the strangest feelings of longing. Perhaps it was his attention to her, his willingness even to suggest something this astounding. As she considered the plan, her thighs and bottom began to tingle with a delightful physical sensation. All this took her completely off guard, as the whole scheme was utterly preposterous. And yet, she was seriously considering agreeing to the professor’s proposal.


  She thought fast, right on her feet—rash thinking was something she did do well, although it tended to get her into trouble. But with Professor Rossi? What trouble could there be in ensuring her future success? “I’ll do it, sir,” she answered him much faster than he expected.


  He nodded his head, truly amazed that she would agree. “All right, then. You understand that I will insinuate myself into your life until you’ll likely be sick of me. That might be difficult for you given the streak of independence that seems so important to you.”


  “Perhaps, perhaps not,” she replied. She was thinking in advance of the professor, measuring her physical and emotional response to the proposal and to him. Something in his manner had been intriguing her for months, though she’d ignored the erotic implications. He was a professor, but he was also opening a door… “I don’t know why I’m doing this, Professor Rossi, but I will. Maybe it’s foolish, but it couldn’t be any more foolish than a lot of other things I’ve done—like spending three years in this university and leaving with nothing to show for it. I need my career. My time is running out. I’ll be miserable if I don’t graduate.”


  “Well then, we’ll start today. You can take your first punishment now. Consider it a measure to wipe the slate clean so we can start fresh.”


  “Now? Start now?” 


  “Yes.” 


  “W-Wasn’t,” she started to stammer, ”there something I’m supposed to sign?” 


  “If it’s necessary, we can take care of that later,” he said. “For now, this will be private—off the record.” He had grabbed something from a nearby closet, a spanking paddle. She watched in anxious awe as he clutched it with a fierce resolve. Her heart leapt again, while her sexual body shivered in anticipation. “The building is empty except for the two of us,” he whispered. “This is about your becoming more disciplined, about learning to submit to my requirements,” he spoke so softly. Each word seemed carefully chosen, each awakening another place of sensation. She was enthralled by the look of his hand, and the paddle, even as her mind was enthralled by the sound of his voice. “I can get you what you desire. I can make your life heaven or hell. You’ll learn the most amazing things about yourself; more than you ever thought was there.” He paused, letting that thought settle with her. “I sense you’re already feeling it.”


  “I am,” she whispered breathlessly.


  “Mind you, this will hurt, but the implications will feel so good that you’ll come to accept the treatment as part of you. Now step forward, Miss Henry, to the front of my desk,” Rossi instructed, as he moved behind her. “I want you to raise your skirt and bend over. I’ll lower your underwear.”


  “I’m not wearing any underwear,” she blushingly answered. Her voice sounded so tiny it was hardly there at all.


  “Well then, I’ll have little to do but redden your ass.”


  Following the order, she moved the short two steps required. Anticipation made her legs weak and her hands trembled so that her palms began to sweat. Bending over, she slowly fingered her white denim skirt, and drew it over her hips. The material bunched about her waist. Her physical response was alarming. She had no idea that this would turn her on, but every feeling in her was sexual. He could have fucked or spanked her and it wouldn’t have mattered at the moment. 


  When the paddle struck, her first response an immediate, “Ouch!” 


  “Hush, young lady,” Rossi snapped. 


  The paddle struck again as a bright and stinging warmth spread across her ass. Another strike, the sensation became more vivid. More smacks, and she was struggling to stay put, struggling to keep quiet when she was about to scream. 


  The paddle struck again, until there were twenty strikes and a swathe of red across her ass as brilliant as the evening sun. 


  More and she might have been tempted to bolt the room—but temptation didn’t have time to breed. Rossi knew how far to take her, how to start and when to stop. He also sensed the desperate desire beneath her compliance. He understood her natural inclinations and the inner workings of her mind and what would lure her to him. He had so little to do to have her inside his grasp…


  I stopped talking, measuring the silence, wondering what KC would say, but I wasn’t about to say another word until he spoke.


  He squirmed in his chair—leather pants making a soft rustling noise. “This is only a tiny piece of the story, isn’t it?” KC said.


  “Yes,” I answered.


  “So what’s going on in your life right now that you need me?”


  “I’m not sure.”


  “Oh, but I think you are. You’re just chicken to admit it.”


  “Maybe. Couldn’t we just go on the way we have been for a while?” I suggested. 


  “We could.” But he wasn’t so sure. “Tell me about you right now?” he probed more. 


  “I’m confused,” I admitted.


  “And my spanking you will set you straight? My fooling with your life will cure you?”


  “It might.”


  “Okay, then, Gail,” he nodded. “You have a project to do, by when?”


  “Day after tomorrow.”


  “Then get to work and do it. One slip up, your ass will get the cane. You won’t be sitting pretty. That clear?”


  “It is.” I thought that’s what I wanted. This kind of toughness. I wasn’t sure though if it weren’t the consequences I was interested in—not the success.




  Chapter Six


  KC moved on me—hands on, deliberate and often harsh. Capricious and unexpected his appearances could not be clocked, but they were all heart-pounding moments of intense joy. He called, checking up on me during the day to make sure I was keeping promises to myself. He ordered me to the theatre some evenings, for the same reason. Usually then, we wound up in bed, and often not before he gave me vigorous spankings just for the hell of it, or because it simply pleased him to whack my behind and make it burn. It didn’t matter what he did for me, my arousal hit regular peaks of exhilaration, and I kept wanting more. 


  Like Rossi, however, he made up the rules and I followed along. I didn’t argue. Unlike Rossi, KC didn’t seem to need my total subjugation to his command. All he wanted was the truth in unadorned language. He wanted the stories, so I told him in bits and pieces, as much as I could handle. After sex, I’d talk until I ran out of steam and then he’d let me go, showering me in gentleness. 


  He also came to my apartment. The first time was just a week after my first confession at the theatre. He came at midnight after his show when I was ready for bed. 


  I answered the knock at the door with a smile; but it didn’t seem to be enough to change his surly mood.


  “Something wrong?” I asked, seeing his pained grimace.


  “Just about everything—looked more like opening night than our fourth performance. And where were you?”


  “I couldn’t make it.” It was just half a lie, but I wasn’t about to admit the whole truth with him glowering at me unhappily. “I had to finish this project Travis dumped in my lap this morning.”


  “Did you get it done?”


  “Yes, about a half hour ago.”


  “Good.”


  KC sauntered around the apartment; something was obviously on his mind. “You have an event this Friday,” he finally turned around with the statement sounding almost like an accusation. 


  “Yes, a cocktail party. You know about that?”


  “Lavinia—she seems to have some vested interest in our relationship.”


  This was news to me. “Really? I wasn’t sure she even noticed.”


  “She saw me take you home.”


  “Here I thought she’d left that night.”


  We waited, neither of us knowing what to say.


  “So you want to come… to the party?” I finally ventured cautiously.


  “Not if I have to ask.”


  “No. I just… didn’t think you’d be interested.”


  “You could let me decide that.”


  “Sure.” My mind instantly took flight, wondering what my world would think of him. This seemed a little too soon to take our relationship out of hiding, but then, who was I kidding? I’d never let anyone else know about us if I had my way. He was too young—which would look foolish to my peers. And his unconventional life—his bike, his theatre, and his look came from a realm light-years away from  mine. And yet, if KC and I kept seeing each other, I could hardly keep him a secret. 


  “It bothers you, the thought of showing up with me?”


  “No.” 


  “Don’t lie, Gail.”


  “Okay, yes,” I agreed to be agreeable. “You just don’t fit in. But I suppose that doesn’t matter.”


  “Why don’t we see what happens,” he suggested.


  We stood in the center of my living room not saying a word for some minutes. The silence was oppressive; and I felt as though I might smother to death. He was tense, I was tense. My crotch was crawling, I needed to fuck. Truth was, I wanted him in this sullen mood, taking me darkly, trapping me with his body, pummeling my pussy raw. But I wanted more than that. My ass seemed to plead for his abuse—his fire and force, and the determination coming from that black cavern inside of him. No, KC was not an easy man. His moods might be as quixotic and incomprehensible as mine. But I think I liked this alarming part of him as much as I liked his other, steadier side. “I think you need to use the belt,” I finally said to break the strain.


  “Think so, huh?” he replied being very noncommittal. 


  I nodded, biting my lip and started to quake with anticipation.


  KC went for the buckle at his waist while I watched the ceremony in awe. I saw him pull back the leather and pop the metal from the hole; then watched as the long strap slipped from his waist and one end of the belt unfurled to the floor. 


  He nodded to a nearby chair, one with a low upholstered back where I could rest my belly. I wish he were taking me over his lap, but this was not the time to argue. Planning to sleep in the nude, I was wearing my bathrobe and nothing else. In one swift movement KC plucked the silk with a swift jerk of his hand. Naked. Not a stitch, my first nude spanking, I remembered thinking. Though, there wasn’t time for thinking much of anything. The leather wrapped my ass with a sharp, crude smack and the punishment began. 


  This was a night for lots of firsts: nude, belted and ass fucked—the finale to the event. I took quite a beating with KC leveling his leather on my wanting buttocks until it reached that state of fiery bliss that found erotic ends. My skin screamed with heat. I couldn’t wait to have his erection inside my pussy. When he tossed the belt to the floor signaling the end, KC’s hands were on my ass, slapping the red flesh and making it sting even more. Then he pressed close to me, against my left hip, leaning over me to I could hear him speak, “You want more?” he asked as he swatted the hot flesh hard.


  “Yes, yes,” I was hissing, rubbing my ass into his smacking hand. “Ooo, ouch, my yessss…” my throaty voice filled with desire. 


  When he paused, his fingers slipped inside my cunt while my legs parted to allow their entrance. That was not enough, however. His fingers higher, he swathed my anus with the wet results from probing my pussy, then dipped them deep and slowly, letting me relax around the intrusion. My mind flashed back, remembering Rossi, remembering anal fucks and more than that, the crudities my ass endured at his hand. 


  “You want this, too, don’t you?”


  How could I lie? “Yes, but…”


  “No buts, darling. Let’s see how wide you’ll spread.”


  I thought I’d cum just hearing that remark and feeling the fingers driving deep into the opening hole. 


  “You did this with him?”


  “Yes.”


  “And loved it?”


  “Yes.”


  “And want it now?”


  “Yes, yes, please, your cock…”


  I didn’t have to plead my case as the truth was understood. Greeting my arousal with his own desire, KC took his lust, frustration and intensity out inside my ass. Having greased the pathway, I was seconds later forcefully entered with his thrusting member widening the doorway further. 


  Shrieking, I almost came at once. A few proud strokes of his cock, the sensation spilled over the edge. Then I came again as the spasms built to another peak while KC drilled the hole as far as his prick could reach. Hummm, he let loose a low growl, cumming, while my muscles squeezed the milk from his stalk. “Ah, yessss, yes yes,” he was telling me so I milked him more, while I wriggled my ass into his groin, getting to my own end fast. We moved as though we were one solitary being, so that when we finished, I didn’t want him to let me go. 


  KC didn’t want to let me go either; but it would have been impossible to stay so glued together with me draped over the back of the chair. As he pulled out, I thought I’d lost something; though I seemed to have regained some of his closeness as he put his arm around me and cradled my wasted body.


  Later, we sat in my living room facing each other on the couch. 


  “Tell me about Rossi,” he said, in a refrain I’d hear repeatedly, almost every time I saw him. I suppose I was ready to spill the truth because it came out so easily. After so many years avidly ignoring my memory of the man, and any scene that reminded me of him, my recollection came out fresh, as though it all happened in the last week. 


  “Rossi orchestrated my senior year,” I started speaking shakily as the images appeared inside my head. “He willfully crept into the corners of my life that aren’t supposed to be the province of a professor—or academic advisor. But then, he did warn me. He began by scheduling my study and work sessions, suggesting that I’d work best in his office environment. By Christmas I was going to the studio in his home for most of my architectural design. He had plenty of room. There was a weird thrill walking in the door of his house. The place was expansive with these fabulous windows looking out into the woods—glass, wood, air, space that seemed to breathe. I couldn’t think of anywhere that would be more exciting to inspire me.”


  I looked at KC almost believing he was speaking inside my brain, asking questions, so I kept talking.


  “It was more than just the house, though. It was Rossi, being close to him, feeling his fervor for his art, and his passion for me. I felt dwarfed by him, lured by his eccentricities. Behind our interactions, there was always the threat of his heavy-handed discipline, and behind that, the lust. It bred ferociously as soon as I stepped into his world. I seemed to lose myself inside the atmosphere, becoming just another element for him to manipulate. 


  “At least at the start, our relationship remained platonic. The corporal discipline was routine. Slip-ups, shoddy work, marginal test scores, just about anything was reason enough for him to discipline me. Most of my punishment sessions were precise and formal. I’d raise my skirt, bend over a chair with my palms on the seat, Rossi would lower my panties and deliver twenty-one smacks of a wooden paddle—he had at least a dozen he could choose from… 


  “I hated them all. The wood scorched my ass and turned it red in seconds. It produced an almost unbearable fire on my skin by the time he was done. I hated it so much that I was relieved when he pulled me over his lap and spanked me with the palm of his hand like he would a child. 


  “I soon discovered that there was a direct correlation between his own emotional state and how he chose to discipline me. The formal chastisements were devoid of passion—clearly instructional. But if my behavior made him angry, I’d be over his lap for a brisk spanking. I did something that really annoyed him, however—if I got mouthy, or curt, or grouchy—trust me, that didn’t happen often—Rossi would back off, turn to ice, then bend me over and use the cane instead of the paddle. 


  “He never used leather.”


  I sighed as my mind visualized that time…


  She was almost at the point of breaking down, where the eyes burn, and it takes some concentration not to flood the face with the gathering tears. 


  “You have too much going on in your life, Miss Henry,” Rossi said as she stood before him in the study at his home. “I called Mrs. John, your supervisor at work, and rearranged your schedule. She was quite accommodating. You’ll only be working ten hours a week instead of twenty.”


  “You did that!” she was appalled. 


  “Yes. You can’t handle more. I’d say you need to quit, but I know you seem to think you need the extra cash, so we’ll see if this works out. But… if the next two weeks don’t result in an improvement in your work, you’ll need to make some arrangements with your family trust to get your spending money from them.”


  “I will not!” she almost stamped her foot. 


  “I’m afraid you will. We’ve gone too far to stop now. I have your commitment, Miss Henry, and I don’t appreciate your questioning my choices for you. I don’t make mistakes.”


  “But…” she was livid, trying to hold back, though she wasn’t very successful in the attempt.


  “There will be no quibbling over my decision. I make the rules and you follow them.”


  “No! You’ve gone too far this time. You didn’t even consult me.”


  “I don’t have to. I have your best interests at heart.”


  “Sometimes I wonder.”


  “You do not question me, Miss Henry!”


  “Well I’m questioning you now.” 


  “And you should rethink that plan,” he said tersely. 


  She could see his anger rise the way dust rises around a snorting bull. In response, the roused young woman’s nostrils flared, and her eyes narrowed as the green hue darkened like smoldering embers. 


  But what had been fired in him seemed to suddenly slip from view. She quaked even more, as much from fright as anger. She’d never seen him this astoundingly taut—as a bowstring ready to snap. Her thighs quaked, panic setting in.


  “Come with me,” he ordered, holding out his palm.


  She could hardly move. 


  “Now, Miss Henry,” he said without raising his voice. 


  She tremblingly obeyed, finding that his grasp was not as cold as his eyes, or the expression on his handsome lips. It electrified her insides; and she could swear that her pussy was anxiously expectant of some sexual result.


  He pulled her with him into the private study he used only rarely. She’d peeked inside just once, and noticed only now that it had been fitted with two devices made strictly for the punishment of a misbehaving woman. One was a low bench, complete with straps. The other was a bar, which conveniently hit her at the top of her thighs and allowed for some measure of comfort for a submissive woman. Rossi gave her a firm shove in the center of her back. “Step to the bar and grab the lower rail.”


  She looked at him wonderingly, but he was unmoved by any attempt to enlist his sympathies. Doing as commanded, the once angered redhead turned docile and penitent. Struck by both fear and a sweep of erotic pleasure, she bent at the waist and reached low—almost to her feet where a smooth wooden bar was there for her to clutch. She held it tightly, seeing her knuckles turn white as her stranglehold increased with each anxious moment. 


  Her tight skirt took some tugging, which Rossi did himself. The feel of his hands aroused her more with the eroticism leaping frantically within, and yet, there would be no eroticism at all once he began her punishment. Efficiently pulling her white panties away, he let her naked ass enjoy the cool while he fiddled inside a cabinet and finally withdrew a sleek, thin, polished bamboo cane. 


  She winced, though the reaction registered more internally than externally. 


  Though he’d never used a cane on her behind before, she knew, just by his severe attitude that this would cut more deeply and burn more hotly than any punishment she’d known at his hand. Every muscle in her seemed to clench. Her rear cheeks drew tight, and the skin quivered imperceptibly. She grit her teeth and then closed her eyes.


  A sizzle suddenly stunned her ears. 


  Thwack!


  “Yeeeeeouwwwww!”


  Another strike, another sizzling thwack of sound and another agonized cry.


  Two lines of brilliant color seemed burned into her ass, rising as angry looking welts.


  A pause, and Rossi only geared up more zealously, laying a third, fourth and fifth stinging cut. She held her breath; squirmed and sighed, and still the number mounted…twelve, thirteen, fourteen… 


  “Ah! Sir, please!” she slumped, letting her hands fall from the bar and her knees buckle underneath her. 


  “Get up, now!” His response was crisp—as crisp as the next cut that landed on her backside. This one cut low across the middle of her thighs.


  “Yeeeeeeouch! Oh! No, please!” Sixteen, seventeen and eighteen followed quickly, delivered in a rapid fire staccato that had the struggling redhead dancing frantically, hoping to avoid the next cut, but not succeeding. 


  For the last three, Rossi returned his aim to the center of her fleshy cheeks and ripped new lines of woe across the already rising welts. 


  “You will not, ever again, defy me as you did today. Is that fact clear?”


  She could hardly whisper, and she certainly couldn’t reply.


  “Is that clear?” he demanded to know. 


  “Yes,” she murmured.


  “Yes?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “I will not accept your ungratefulness. That does not become you. Considering all that I am doing for you and your future, you need to give me your respect and unthinking compliance. Is that understood?”


  “Yes.”


  The miserable truth of this unpleasant afternoon became crystal clear in the minutes that followed. Yes, the pain was ever present, and with it a burning ache that would likely not disperse for days. But with all her misery, the accompanying feeling was intensely erotic. Her body grasped for something it didn’t understand but certainly needed.


  Having given his charge a righteous punishment, Rossi stood back to admire the lines of fire still apparent on her bottom. This was the only time she had rebelled against his efforts to control her; and seeing how she was now thoroughly vanquished by these measures, he knew the revolt had been effectively squashed. Rossi was content that any rebelliousness had been successfully caned from her being. 


  He spoke to her softly as she revived, “You may remove your panties and pull down your skirt. Then we’ll talk.”


  She followed dutifully; there was not a mutinous bone in her body. Once her ass was covered and her discarded panties handed to the professor, she took a seat in a straight-back chair, sitting in front of the man with a vacant look on her face. She felt as though she was outside her body, and she could see that body beating with passion, her heart racing. Her physical hunger was alarming though she took great pains to ignore it. 


  “I was also considering your graduate study this afternoon, Gail,” Rossi informed her. He spoke quietly, in a soft voice that seemed to honor the sensuous air left present after the tension fell away. “I was speaking with Professor McDermott about your future in the department. We agree that you’re on track for another year, and a fellowship. That would serve both your needs, the money and the study.”


  “Yes, I can see that,” she answered him agreeably.


  “You won’t need to work at all under those circumstances; and that is just as well, considering the amount of work this undertaking will require.”  


  “I suppose you’re right.”


  “I am right,” he rejoined. Then he smiled kindly. 


  Just gazing into his eyes she thought herself hypnotized. She couldn’t speak and had no idea what to think. How could he be such a cruel bastard and then transform himself into a compassionate friend?


  “See, my dear, you let me figure these things, I’ll handle your needs better than you can yourself. I’ve been doing it for months. It worries me that you don’t trust me.”


  “Oh, but I do trust you,” she suddenly found words.


  He thought a moment. “Perhaps so,” he nodded. “Now, come here.”


  She moved out of her chair, taking the few steps to his side hesitantly—but only because her intuition seemed to understand what would be coming next. 


  She went over his lap now far more easily than she’d taken the bar just minutes ago. And though her bottom ached and her skin felt parched and tight, she accepted what followed. Yes, it hurt, but this spanking contained a sweetness that only made the crude stripes on her bottom more deliciously enjoyable. 


  Pulling up her skirt now, he performed the act deliberately, letting them both relish all that the unveiling contained. Their emotions swelled. And as the first smack of his hand struck her wounded behind, she was moaning, almost delirious from the wonder of it. He began slowly, striking her bottom firmly, but there was no pain. The warmth spread, while the amazed young woman ground her belly and thighs into Rossi’s thighs as though inviting him to give her more. 


  Either she succeeded in the seduction, or he already had his lust engaged. And though the result was a first for them, it was not unexpected. The eroticism between them teemed with teasing expectations. They’d waited, ignored, set aside, thwarted and stopped in their tracks a dozen times. But not this time. When the spanking halted, Rossi clutched her to his groin as he massaged the wanting places between her thighs. She began to squirm excitedly in answer to the delicious sensations. As two fingers moved inside her wet cleft, she sighed, abandoning all restraints or decency, moaning fitfully as he brought her sexual energies to a peak. While he worked her wet interiors, his thumb pressed against her anus bringing out a new and vibrant fire.


  “Oh, my God,” she cried ecstatically. Yes, yes, she wanted him there. Such nastiness and such lust! “Ooo, my ouch, yessss,” she seethed. 


  “Relax, my dear,” he purred quietly, as his thumb drove deeper into the tight hole. “Someday soon we’ll fill this full. The splendor of your submission is only complete with this cavern breached.”


  She’d believe anything he said at that moment. One sensation climbed on top of the next, her body burned; the warm fire on her ass spread everywhere. Twice during this awesome assault of her nether regions, he quit the intimate probing and spanked her ass again, bringing back the rich hue of color. And then, as he had before, Rossi dove into the pulsating orifices, massaging her deeper and bringing the sensations to a peak again.  


  With his own needs rising fast, the scene abruptly changed. She was on her feet, her body bent over the chair as though he was going to punish her again. Instead, however, Rossi tore at the fly of his pants, dislodging his starched erection. Like the end of a spear, the head pierced her cunt, while at the same time, two fingers now made their way inside the puckering back door. 


  “Ooo, ooo, yes, um, yes,” she whimpered while her body clenched. She felt as though she were hanging on to the thin last thread of her life. 


  Then Rossi shot, his erection quick to deposit fresh male seed inside her cumming cunt, while the feeling in her anus amplified the reckless wonder of this uncompromising moment. 


  “Ah! This is so fitting, my love,” Rossi assured her as the two recuperated from the brisk fuck. “It will define us more clearly.”


  Yes, she was sure it would; though she had little to say now that the deed was done. 


  I stopped talking for a while as the memory became too troublesome. Why was this affecting me now? And why was I letting KC know the intimate details? The questions were reasonable, though my wondering didn’t stop me from proceeding with my story. “Rossi moved me into his house in the fall as my graduate studies began,” I continued. “He decided that I would be more productive if I were under his direction twenty-four hours a day. Of course, my job vanished just as he suggested it would. My fellowship paid what little expenses I had, and Rossi took care of the rest. 


  “He changed my wardrobe immediately—after he’d already made numerous suggestions and even demands for my attire. But once I was under his roof, he threw out the clothes he didn’t like, and then presented me with an entire wardrobe as though he’d had it waiting for the moment to arrive. I wore tight-fitting skirts and dresses—never shorts, pants or jeans. Most of the skirts had long hemlines, but there were always revealing slits up the sides or back. My blouses were silk and very sheer; and though they never opened at the collar, the fabric was nearly transparent so it showed the lacy slips and bras I wore underneath. It seemed weird having this man I only half knew buying me such intimate things; but then, that aroused me, too. 


  “The clothes were sensuous, even graceful, a bit old world. Regardless, they were all I had to wear. He liked unstructured bras that allowed my breasts to move, teddies, thin slips with nothing underneath—even corsets, though they became more common later on. He liked the look of garter belts, but they interfered with the smooth fabrics of my skirts, so he chose laced-topped stockings instead. I usually wore full-cut panties made of sheer silk—though never after I’d been punished. After I was spanked or caned, he left my bottom naked, so I’d sit all day with my bare skin feeling the tight fabric of my clothes rubbing my smarting behind. The scratchy wool I wore in winter made my skin crawl, but just as often the material acted like a pair of hands massaging my ass to another level of sensation.   


  “I belonged to him, like a child belongs to a parent,” I told KC in a breathy whisper. I paused seeing how he would react, but there was no reaction except his unruffled quiet. Feeling his steady calm, I had the curious feeling that he was affecting me as much as Rossi had—in many of the same ways. But it wasn’t the same; KC was not the same kind of man. He was certainly as dangerous—perhaps more so, since he wasn’t as predictable as my professor. My crotch was clenching against itself, feeling infinite and empty. I might have fucked a second time that night, but everything in me was tiring, slowly drifting into nothing. I sighed, stood, and shook out the kinks in my legs; then reaching for KC’s hand, I pulled him with me, as my lover let me lead him into the bedroom. We spent the night wrapped in a close embrace. 


  A few days later, KC escorted me to the cocktail party. I was wearing silk, upscale clothes that seem to remain untouched in my wardrobe these last few months when I felt more at ease in leggings, tee shirts and anything that didn’t shout elegantly virtuous. I lost my yearning for perfect respectability. KC made that sort of inclination seem ridiculously hallow. Unfortunately, I hadn’t kicked all my stodgy habits and this event was going to be difficult enough having KC there, without adding to the stress of wearing something too unconventional. If KC noticed I was backpedaling, he was kind enough not to rub it in. 


  For his part, my biker boyfriend was miraculously charming in the midst of my pretentious world. He wore black—no leather—but his black turtle neck and jeans might have been a full dress tux the way he had the eyes of every jewel-bedecked woman in the room fixed on him—and not because he was out of place. His chic, theatre sophisticated avant-garde persona was so deliciously arousing that the more mundane purpose of the event was largely forgotten. 


  “You’ve been dating?” Andrea Adams, one of the Ripley & Wingardt partners asked in curious amazement. 


  “Since early March.”


  “And we haven’t seen him?”


  “He’s been at the office a few times.”


  “You should bring him around more.” I thought her crotch would fall to the floor it seemed so heavily laden with desire. 


  “Yes, you probably will be seeing him more.”


  When KC was at my side, he held me close to him, with his arm around my waist. He’d whisper in my ear his barbs and observations, which were so amusing that I wanted to laugh out loud. I think we were seen as intimate lovers—an image that only heightened my own desire for him. When he reached to my neck and massaged it gently, or laid a hand at my ass, I was sure the dominant/submissive nature of our romance was suddenly broadcast to the entire crowd. As it was, the amazed admiration of my colleagues turned into an asset I never counted on. He kissed me once behind the ear, while Andrea Adams and three secretaries form the firm were looking at us from the corner of their eyes; I was sure that pussies were creaming panties. I wonder what they would have thought if they could have seen the way we spent our evenings locked in spanking battles and rude sex. 


  “I’m sorry I doubted your social prowess,” I told him as we climbed inside the Mercedes afterwards. 


  “You wouldn’t know, Gail, unless you’d walked around my skin for a day. I’ve been aware of my appeal for a long time—and the benefits of being associated with the arts—especially non-traditional ones. No different than the way rock stars have their groupies. People like what’s different, even though they have a hard time picturing themselves being anything but ordinary. I give them something for their daydreams when life gets dull.” 


  “So, how did I get out of that trap?”


  “Because you want more danger than the rest of them, and you’re more desperate to get it. And, you’ve had intimate experience with the bizarre. Rossi wasn’t exactly a commonplace man.” 


  “No, our relationship was no cliché.” 


  “And neither is ours. If we’re lucky, you’ll never get used to me.”




  Chapter Seven 


  I told KC all the tales I had to tell of Rossi and me. “Tell me about Rossi,” he would start; and without having to think about what I’d reveal next, the lurid details of my life with the professor spilled free. 


  Late one afternoon, I went to the theatre for what was becoming our usual round of spanking and sex. The event was as delicious as it had been the first time we tried the ritual—a fact that seemed pretty strange since I tired of other lovers easily. My bottom was still freshly warm and comforting when he asked the question, and the tale that followed rambled into a few of the more unsettling times with Rossi. I took care of my agitation by going blank as I recounted the pictures that appeared in my head. I felt as though I was talking out of a lifeless void. 


  “The regimen was strict and authoritarian. Most nights we slept in separate rooms. When Rossi wanted me for sex, he’d come to my bed, then stay awhile after the fucking was over; but he never stayed the whole night and I never slept in his bed.”


  “Never in three years?” KC interrupted.


  I nodded. “Then there was Meredith…” I suddenly blurted out, while wondering why I chose to mention her. I was too stunned to continue, but that didn’t faze KC; he simply waited for me to begin like he could wait forever. I finally found a way to start again, even as my stomach soured with the very mention of her name. “No one explained who she was,” I said, “she was just there—popped in and out like a nosy neighbor, though Rossi seemed to want her around. Maybe it was her age—she was nearly forty, beautiful, handsomely vampish with spectacular olive skin, and much more self-control than I could ever have. I couldn’t see why Rossi would be so attracted to her since she could not have been particularly submissive. But she was interesting. The two discussed the opera, which I knew nothing about and didn’t care to study. He’d take her to opening nights, and afterwards they shared coffee in his study, while I was still pouring over my work. She was friendly to me, almost sisterly, or like an older friend; and definitely respectful of my relationship with the man. She even knew about our disciplinary agreement, the sex, the spankings, everything. One night at dinner, while I cringed in humiliation, Rossi went into graphic detail about the two us as though she deserved to know. She seemed intrigued, but no more than if she were hearing about a normal history between a man and woman. 


  “Oddly, after some of their opera evenings, she spent the night in Rossi’s bed—having sex. I could hear them since they did nothing to mask the sound. What was I supposed to think? I suppose Rossi and I had no exclusive arrangement, but I couldn’t imagine screwing anyone else, even if it was no big deal for him.”


  KC didn’t answer my question. But he did note my hurt. “You want to go on?” he finally asked.


  “Yes, yes I have to! I need to get Meredith out of the way,” I answered as though I was ticking off pieces of the story bit by bit, and I couldn’t get to the rest until I’d revealed this part. I continued, “I remember it was after Christmas… Rossi and Meredith returned from the theatre for their usual round of drinks. Rossi called me from the workroom as he often did, wanting me to serve them something from the kitchen. I was in the middle of a very tedious but crucial part of my drawing and I didn’t want to stop in the middle. 


  “Rossi, I can’t now,” she said, pouring out her tiredness and a trace of exasperation. 


  “What was that, Gail?”


  “I’m trying to finish that assignment you gave me,” she lowered her voice, staring directly at the man, implying that he was the reason she couldn’t honor his request.


  “So, you’re revolting now?” his mood turned brusque.


  “No, sir, just very busy.”


  “You should have finished the work hours ago, Gail,” he snapped. “Get our refreshments now, and return with the butter paddle.”


  “Oh, Rossi, please.”


  The order stuck. It took little for her to see the power exuding from his expression. She turned abruptly and swept from the room nearly in tears, returning a few minutes later with everything he requested. 


  Meredith watched, casually appraising the scene as though this was something she was accustomed to seeing every day. There was almost an expression of mirth on her face; she was definitely not shocked. 


  Following form to the letter Rossi’s nervous charge stood before him and raised her skirt. Meredith caught the first sight of her panty-clad bottom and smiled in appreciation. And then as Rossi motioned to a convenient chair, the trembling young woman stepped forward, bent over and pressed her hands to the flat of the seat. Closing her eyes, she waited breathlessly as her accuser fingered the top of her ivory panties and gave the silk a rude jerk. Before the eyes of both the administrator and his audience, the expanse of Gail’s behind revealed a bottom that had just recently been caned—her second episode of the harsh discipline. It had happened two days before, when in the heat of a battle regarding an architectural project, Rossi’s anger suddenly froze cold and he ordered her to take the twenty-one. 


  That had been a horrifying ordeal—but this moment seemed to match it in intensity, having this peculiar audience of one viewing the entire play. Not that Rossi’s prize student hadn’t been punished before an audience before—there was that time with the gentleman at dinner—but she’d thought of Meredith almost as a sympathetic friend. There seemed no sympathy now; the woman was wholly absorbed in the activity, as though this were amusement provided for her entertainment. The soon-to-be punished young woman felt like a sideshow freak. 


  Drawing in her breath, she waited while Rossi appraised her ass thoughtfully, holding the wooden implement firmly in hand. Sometimes it took forever for him to land the first strike. Though when he did this time, his strike was sharp and angry. The broad butter paddle covered a good deal of her naked bottom, managing to smack both cheeks at the same time. He worked it freely over the bounteous mounds as Meredith watched the flesh jump and shiver as each strike landed and the submissive woman tried to keep her response to a minimum. 


  The number of strikes went far beyond the normal twenty-one. Gail wasn’t counting, but she knew when Rossi was playing out a vendetta. He just didn’t want to stop until that capriciously chosen moment when it suited him. Numbers be damned!


  Her ass felt as though the sun had blazed a thousand days on the surface, and in seconds, it would suddenly ignite with fire. It looked as miserable—red and streaked, with a rash of crimson blotches making the appearance raw and uneven. 


  Her tears began to flow as did her cries, “Rossi, please! Isn’t this enough?”


  He didn’t answer, only hit her harder. 


  “Ouch, goddammit!”


  He hated profanity, so this was inspiration for more. 


  The strikes continued in bold and brilliant form; then with a flourish of six heavily laid on swats he was finished. Laying the paddle on a chair, Rossi returned to place his hand on the girl’s hot behind. 


  “You’ll stay in the corner until I tell you, you can go.”


  This miserable practice was expected, but that fact did nothing to assuage her humiliation. 


  “I should do this to you occasionally,” Rossi told Meredith as they viewed the punished buttocks mirthfully, and the skin paled over the ensuing minutes. 


  The distraught young woman might have quit the scene over this humiliating exposition, but she’d become tied so closely to the man and his methods that there was no way she would ever rebel—not in her present state of mind. The submissiveness was in her blood, as though second nature. And she drew from it contentment she’d not ever felt. That Rossi controlled her life made living so much easier, even if it meant enduring this kind of indignity.


  “Is that the way you’re feeling now, content?” KC asked me.


  “Yes, it is,” I answered him, my voice hardly audible. “More than I’ve been in a long time.” I stared into his eyes feeling rather weak and lifeless. These confessions took energy, as though I had to draw from a deep well, and though they came pouring out, the effort to draw them to the surface still took work. 


  “And your work?” he wondered


  We didn’t talk much about work. KC assumed I was more productive, but he didn’t question me like a parent. True, I was much more focused on my projects, my energies were less restless and apt to spin in a hundred useless directions. However, I still felt as though my life was slipping from me, and I was holding on, grasping with my the nails while they were slowly breaking away. 


  “It’s not working, is it?”


  “What’s not working? Of course you and I are working,” I’m sure I sounded desperate. “Aren’t we?”


  He snickered mischievously. “Of course we are,” he said to placate my anxiety. “We’ll talk about it later.”


  “Talk about what later?” 


  “The ongoing dilemma inside your head,” he said, as he rose from the chair and pulled me to my feet. “Now, you have to go. I have a rehearsal starting in about twenty minutes; I can already hear my troop making merry. I’ve got a lot of ass to kick tonight, I’m sure you’re not going to want to be around.”


  “Oh, I don’t know,” I returned playfully. “It might be fun to see you vent your wrath on someone else.”


  He gave me a sideways glance. “I’m not hard on you at all, Miss Henry,” he declared “But if you want hard, I’m sure I can give you that, too.”


  “No, no, not now,” I said good-naturedly. “I’m exhausted, though I bet by the time you’re done tonight, I’ll be ready for… you know… anything?”


  “Asking a lot, aren’t you?”


  “I’m not asking for anything at all, I’m just letting you know I’d be more than willing.”


  He pushed me out the door gently, and I scampered through the black box quickly, nodding to his troop of players. I waited in the hallway before exiting the building, listening to the man scold, lecture and vilify his cast until I was sure they’d all be weeping. Maybe it was just an act, I wondered. Maybe that’s all KC Gable was.


  Yes, I was content. This relationship could go on like this forever and I’d be very happy.




  Chapter Eight


  I was doing dishes in my apartment, just rinsing the sink when I heard the buzz. It was KC on the intercom, “Got jeans on?” he asked. 


  “Yes, in fact I do.”


  “Great. Grab your jacket and come down here.”


  My interest piqued and my panties started to get wet. I did as I was told, racing down two flights of stairs seeing KC at the bottom, waiting. 


  “Have you been on a bike before?”


  “Bike, yes, of course,” we were starting for the door, “no, wait!” I stopped. “You mean motorcycle?”


  “The only bike I have, hon.” 


  “Oh, no.” I shook my head and backed away.


  He ignored my apprehensions, put his hand firmly at my back and pushed me out the door.


  After a quick explanation of what I didn’t want to do while on his bike, I climbed on after him, settling in to the comfort of his firm ass. Holding him around the waist, I tucked my face to the smooth of his leather jacket; just the smell made me want to claw for his cock. That being impossible, I let the aroma soothe me as we took off through the city, riding a reckless path through unfamiliar streets—riding nearly an hour toward the west until we broke into the open spaces. 


  “Where are we going?” It took that long to get up my courage to shout the question. KC answered but I couldn’t hear the words as the wind ate them with its blistering bite. As the day warmed, so did my spirit and I began to relax, feeling almost human again by the time we pulled into a State Park where we finally stopped the bike for good. 


  “Not bad for a novice,” he said as he watched my shaky body pull off the Harley. 


  “Sure, and I suppose I have to go back the same way?”


  He snickered playfully, “Unless you want to walk.”


  We went to the woods, hiking to a small clearing where I watched KC hunt through a stand of young trees for a sapling branch the size he wanted. 


  “You’re going to use it on me, aren’t you?”


  “Uh, huh? Any problem with that?”


  “No.” Of course there wasn’t. Nothing like riding a bike to shake the sexual juices, jar the insides, and warm the behind. My bottom was so frantic by then, that I was glad to know this adventure was actually going to end up in my getting screwed. 


  “Face the tree,” he said, pointing to a huge maple. I walked that way with my crotch feeling as prickly as the bark. “Pants down, hon, if you want the full effect.”


  The full effect of getting a birching in the woods, why not? My imagination couldn’t have been more pleased with this turn of events. Undoing my jeans, I pushed them down my legs, letting the denim shrivel at my ankles, then leaning against the tree and hugging the hefty trunk with my arms, I waited for the exhilaration to begin. 


  It started first right inside my crotch and on my tingling behind. I wondered if flies were landing or mosquitoes biting the way my skin seemed to itch just from the exposure to naked air. Close enough to rub against the tree, I couldn’t wait for him to start so I could wriggle my pussy into the bark with the plan of getting off. I’m sure KC figured just as I did.


  When the switch first sliced the air, my excitement climaxed, my whole body thinking it would cum the instant the thin branch landed. Was I ever wrong! The blasted thing was as bad as a cane. I was writhing against the wood, but it was hardly an erotic experience, at least until I got used to the uncommon pain. Sharp and biting was hardly the same as the warmly erotic. I believe I hated the feeling, but after a good ten or twelve cuts, I identified its sensuous qualities. I could see I needed more of this. KC was claiming new territory in my mind and scouring my body for more. The sapling thwacked and sliced my ass until I knew the skin was raw, though by that time, I was starting to like the feel and I hated when he stopped.  


  “Feel it, Gail. Put your palm on your ass and rub.” 


  Strange as the order seemed, I enjoyed the warmth as my hand pressed against my ass, and I found the skin as rough and wondrous as I imagined it would be. 


  “Amazes you, doesn’t it?”


  It does, I thought to myself. I didn’t need to speak for him to understand what I was feeling. As he moved on my backside, his warmth submerged with mine. His hands, his breath, the smell of a man’s sweat, the feel of the woods and earth and sky overhead, all cluttered together… I fell back on him and let go. He smacked my wounded ass with his hand—hard enough to hurt, but it didn’t hurt, and I wouldn’t have cared if it had. He fingered my cleft, looking for the wetness, then smearing the juices over my flesh, moved directly toward my anus with his fingers probing. 


  “You want it there again?” I murmured.


  “I always want it there,” he murmured back. 


  And he was there, my cleft rent, the darkness accepting him as though he belonged lodged in that submissive domicile. I moved from apprehensive to satisfied, without going through the pain that comes in-between. I was used to this abuse again, and it didn’t take as long as it had with my first initiation. I suppose some things the body never forgets. 


  I wasn’t getting to an end easily, though. Too much stimulation and not enough concentration. KC helped; about to cum himself, he reached to finger my puss, with thumb and index finger pinching my ripe clitoris. 


  “Oooooo,” I hissed. My gyrations jarred the cock in my ass. He squeezed more, deciding that my left nipple could use a similar dose of grief. Between the two, my cunt started to grab as though it was looking for something else. Another dick would have been ideal. But in lieu of that, I let him work me with his fingers, and demand a response. I wanted to scream, but even in these wilds I was afraid to let it loose. 


  Then it was there, suddenly—too fast, though. The jerk, the grind and the resounding shock spilled out quickly, and my climax was gone too soon. 


  The best was KC in my ass, and his arms holding me, and his ticklish breath on my neck, and the way he whispered, “I love you,” in my ear.


  “You think it’ll recover?” he was asking me a half-hour later when I had a chance to think again. 


  “What? My ass?”


  “Your ass and your poor tattered mind.”


  “I’m sure.” What I might have lost in climax, kept coming back to me in small waves.


  We sat on the ground eating Greek cheese and bagel chips. I couldn’t get enough I was so famished. I thought the serenity of the afternoon would just continue into the night, that for once I wouldn’t have to atone for the past with more confessions, but my life with KC was never that easy. 


  He peered up at me after a swallow of beer, “So what haven’t you said about Rossi?”


  As soon as he mentioned Rossi’s name, I could feel myself running up against a wall of fear. I knew what was coming next without having to think about it; though this was one piece of the past I found impossible to confess. I suppose I could have fudged and dredged up some innocuous but provocative scene that really didn’t matter a hill of beans to me, but I had the feeling that KC would know. “Haven’t I said enough?” I thought whining a little might help.


  He shook his head, “No. You’re like a witch, Gail, with a cauldron of hungers boiling at the surface. This one isn’t easy, I already know that, but you will spit it out.”


  “How do you know, anyway?”


  “I know because you’re easy to read; besides, half of me is a wizard.” Now he was trying to make me laugh, and I almost did. 


  “Actually, I’d rather we fuck again.”


  “And I’d probably rather fuck you, too. But I want to know what’s behind all your agitation. I want what’s in your gut, what you’re afraid to say. What weird, nonsensical indecencies have your life tied in knots.” He shrugged. “Then again, maybe this is worse than all the others and you’re too chicken to confess the truth.”


  “I am not chicken!”  


  “Then talk.”


  “First, you tell me why this is so important to you.”


  “It’s important to me because it’s important to you. It’s what people do for each other when they are in love.”


  When he said that, I was nearly in tears.


  “Besides, every time you tell your stories, the sex gets better.”


  “Oh, so this is really just a selfish exercise!” I jibed pretending I was angry—though I hadn’t forgotten what he said about people in love. My mock anger was just covering the love I had for him. 


  “So, Gail,” he returned to the original question, “what did Rossi do to you?”


  With the kind of prelude we had this day, I couldn’t balk any longer, though it didn’t make it any easier spilling my guts. 


  “I suppose I thought I was in love with him,” I began. “I knew I couldn’t live without his control—but I don’t imagine that was really love…After I’d been living with him for several months, he started remodeling the house and told me I couldn’t use my private bath, it was being renovated.


  “That didn’t surprise me, Rossi was constantly dabbling with his environment, changing things that weren’t right—a lot like the way he dabbled with me—always fixing what was wrong, or not quite right. His house was his creation and no different than the woman he was transforming with all his rules and regulations and the rigorous discipline. 


  “One afternoon I came home to find Rossi sitting with a man I’d never seen…”


  “Gail, dear, come meet Dr. Dwyer,” Rossi called her from the hallway as she rushed in after class.


  She was face to face with the ruggedly handsome doctor finding herself suddenly self-conscious and twittery like a schoolgirl having her first crush. He was thirty, maybe thirty-five, with thick blond hair that he combed back from his face—though it seemed it was destined to torment him, falling over his brow, partially hiding the rich blue of his eyes. Running his hand through his hair, he confined the unruly lock just long enough to reach out and offer her a hand. 


  “Gail,” he nodded with a measurable amount of smiling admiration.


  For her part, she almost felt like flirting, though she kept her impressions as primly bound as they were accustomed to being. 


  “Dr. Dwyer,” she greeted him. Though thrilled by his appearance, she was strangely stupefied by the meaning of his visit. Rossi never did anything without a reason, and she was afraid to hear his reasons for this man’s unexpected arrival. 


  “Dr. Dwyer is a gynecologist. He’s going to give you a complete physical examination. Something I think you need before we proceed with some of the more intimate acts that we’re destined to explore.” 


  She took one step back, appalled. What an extraordinary mouthful of information! It took some time for her to grasp the words, and by the time she finally did, she was already pushed toward the renovated bathroom. Following the two men into the white-tiled room, she spun around surprised to see it twice the size it had been before. 


  “Impressive,” the doctor exclaimed to Rossi as he examined the room. 


  “Functional, but artistically done,” Rossi said, agreeing and explaining at the same time. 


  The extreme white of the tile might have blinded the eye, except that the ferns hanging in front of a long bank of glass block windows muted the intensity of the bathroom’s stark look. On one side was a long sink, and at the end of the sink, the toilet. This one had a unique design, sitting at least five inches lower than a normal commode. Beside it was a standard bidet; and on the far left was a shower and tub. What was most unexpected, however, were two devices unusual for any bathroom—an upholstered leather lounging bench and an examination table—vintage 1950—with rounded edges, enamel surfaces, and a thick vinyl pad on top. 


  “Will this do?” Rossi asked the doctor. 


  “Perfectly,” he replied, “ And would you like to stay for the exam?”


  “No, I don’t think so. Gail will comply without hesitation. I have her well-trained.”


  She felt like a small child, faced with the enormity of a room that defied her comprehension—not to mention the ominous and unseemly nature of this encounter.


  “Rossi, what is this about?”


  “About your necessary submission.”


  “And if I can’t?”


  “Oh, you will,” he reassured her, holding her tightly in his grasp. “We’ve come to a point where we need to move forward and this will begin what comes next.”


  “And couldn’t we have discussed this?”


  “We never have before. You agreed to trust me, you have so far. Don’t let your trepidation steer you away. Dr. Dwyer is quite gentle, I assure you.” Seeing her hesitation, he pushed her toward the doctor with a decided nudge.


  “Take a seat,” the Doctor told her kindly, motioning her to the lounge. 


  While she followed the order, Rossi left the room and the handsome doctor leaned back against the examination table as though he were casually trying to put her at ease.


  The following minutes were filled with a dozen questions about medical history, which was a rather uneventful telling. He jotted a few notes, and finishing the interview, he said, “Let’s move on. You’ll need to disrobe and take care of any immediate need,” he nodded to the toilet, “five minutes?”


  “Yes, I guess so,” she answered apprehensively, then waited for him to leave the room. 


  Those five minutes passed in tense anticipation, not the least of which was produced by her great attraction for Dr. Dwyer. She felt his smile inside her body as rich as any touch of his hand. What would happen when he touched those intimate parts of her? Would she cum on the spot? Or simply melt into his handsome features, her lust brewing more wildly?


  Once alone, she followed his instructions. If this had been a doctor’s office there would have been a robe or sheet, but no such allowance for modesty was offered her. Naked, she quickly moved to pee, an act that was profoundly altered by the unusual porcelain toilet. She needed to squat deep to sit down in a position that was awkward and potentially embarrassing if there were someone to witness the rite—hopefully that wouldn’t happen, but she didn’t put anything past Rossi. The levels of his fetish for the unusual were deepening, and apparently her own as well. She was not refusing his commands.


  Just when she finally settled herself on the end of the examination table, trying to look less naked—as though that were possible—Dr. Dwyer walked in. 


  “Ah, you’re ready.”


  He seemed at ease, she was not. Despite a recent history of profoundly embarrassing punishment situations, she’d never been this blatantly exhibited. Perhaps he was a medical doctor, perhaps he viewed this as nothing more than a normal exam; unfortunately she could not. She could especially not convince her body to remain uninspired by the natural eroticism that seemed to permeate the space around them. 


  She tried smiling, but it seemed like such a nervous effort that she gave up and laid down against the vinyl-covered table. The cold seemed to climb inside her bones and she started to shiver. 


  “Relax, Gail,” her friendly doctor spoke. “This is hardly different than a normal exam. What you’ve learned from the professor in submissiveness would be good to recall now.” He had a gentle but firm manner—as erotic as Rossi’s mien could be at his most sensitive moments. He went on, ”As a yielding woman, this quiet surrender can be exceptional. Think of it that way, not your fear, since there is nothing to be afraid of.”


  Moving on, Dr. Dwyer examined her breasts, circling his three fingers around the flesh and feeling the delicacy of her nipples. A slight tweak and she jerked, drawing in a breath of air. From there, his hands seemed to massage as much as inspect her for physical imperfections. Despite her earlier trepidation, her body rushed gleefully as she finally found the doctor’s attentions, as well as his verbal reassurance, all she needed to relax. Her greatest difficulty now was not telegraphing the wildness that made her move her groin as though she were seducing him. If the doctor noticed, however, he did not indicate so, but kept on, journeying downward toward her pubic mound where he conducted a routine exam of her pelvic area before proceeding to the most intimate part of the ritual.


  Before continuing, he reached for surgical gloves, covering his hands with the latex snapping against his wrist. Then he pulled her legs wide, withdrew the metal stirrups from the side of the table, and instructed her to pull her ass to the edge. Unlike the equipment at her one previous pelvic exam, these stirrups fit at her knees, stabilizing the vulnerable pose more efficiently. She trembled less, though she felt as bound as she would be if there were ropes tying her into place.


  The doctor began inserting two fingers into her vagina, pressing them deeply into the mass of wetness, covering his hand in the tangy brew of female cum. She could already feel little spasms starting in her belly, and was sure that her parted lips and panting breaths were noticed. Working his fingers inside her, she felt a steady pressure rising. Still, he kept a professional distance in his attitude. 


  “Pull your bottom forward more,” he ordered. “I’d like your legs spread wider.” 


  Veering away from routine form, Dr. Dwyer withdrew his two fingers only to plunge as much of his hand inside her as would go. If he could have forced his whole fist beyond the opening, he would have; though, he seemed content enough to breach her with four fingers and a thumb. 


  “Relax, Gail.” His voice was mellow, the whisper soothing, though the feel of his hand remained frightfully intense as he widened the orifice beyond limits she had previously known. Rossi had a generous prick, but this determined probing seemed intended to prepare her for much more. 


  “Very good,” he announced when he finally withdrew his fingers. He turned to the sink where a number of devices rested on a tray, and finding the one he wanted, he returned to her, sinking a thick rubber shaft where his hand had been. The fat thing opened her as wide as his fist had; but it plunged far deeper, hitting her cervix at the bottom of her channel.


  She sucked in her breath. 


  “Hurt?” he asked. 


  “Yes, it does.”


  “And how about this?” He seemed to be twisting it inside.


  “Yes, even more.”


  “Then you need to relax.”


  She did her best, but that did little to mitigate the pressure of the filling penetration. Then, as though the penetration was not enough, the dildo seemed to expand, as the doctor pumped a squeeze bulb at the end of the probe, which enlarged the shaft, mainly to the sides. 


  “Oh, my, cannot…” she whimpered while her belly seemed to bloat.


  “You’re doing fine,” the doctor smiled as the dildo broadened. He felt her belly, pressing lightly on the surface. A rush of pleasurable pain made her wince.


  Finally withdrawing the thing he returned it to the tray, and followed with a large speculum. Inserting the cold metal inside her, he opened the device so that it stretched the chasm wider still. She thought the skin would break with the pressure he applied. Though, when he moved to examine the open space, the feel of his fingers was profoundly pleasing. She might have found this session painful, with the sensations so immense; but this was far more than simple pain. Coupled with the requirement to yield herself, her body and brain worked to accept the extraordinary moment, carving new places of surrender in her submissive psyche—a fact which the author of this session counted on.


  Finally removing the implement, he replaced it with a second dildo. This one was large as well, but without the expanding properties of the last, and hardly as difficult to manage. This one, he inserted and left inside. Holding it with one hand while her muscles squeezed the shaft, he went on to inspect her entire vulva.


  Her inner tremors rose involuntarily. And while he toyed with her clitoris, her belly was hardly able to endure the tender ministrations. Pulling back the clit hood, the touch of his finger to the sensitive tip almost made her jump from her skin. 


  “Look at me, Gail,” he said. “Focus your eyes on me.”


  This was impossible without acknowledging her furious sexual desire. He must have seen the thrill in her eyes. 


  “That’s it,” he said encouragingly while continuing with the manipulation of her palpitating flesh. “This part is almost over.”


  But the end was not over soon enough. As he fingered around the widened hole of her vagina—and because she couldn’t stop herself—she all at once felt her lower body reach that lovely peak of pleasure and rush right over the edge in climax. The dildo almost burst free, but as if the doctor was expecting her sexual response, he pressed on the end with a firm shove so it wouldn’t expel. She gripped it hard as the spasms came and went while her face bloomed with an embarrassed blush. 


  “I’m sorry,” she said. 


  “No need to apologize for what is instinctual,” Dr. Dwyer said kindly. “You’re only doing what is natural to you. You’re sexual responses are beautifully acute, Gail. Rossi will appreciate that.”


  Having removed the second dildo, he turned away. She heard the snap of the gloves; the doctor discarding this pair and donning a second pair for the next exam. Though, she could guess what came next, she waited for the doctor to spell it out… 


  “The anal exam will be even more difficult, but it is necessary considering Rossi’s plans for you. I know you’ll find the methods unusual, but you can trust me that we’re only doing this to ensure your health and safety. Nothing that happens here today will hurt you in any way; and if you relax as you have so far, you will have a most uncommon experience.”


  Was this not already uncommon? Was not her orgasm alarming? Its deep vibrations were still moving through her body in waves that did not seem to have an end. And he wanted more? How could she handle more when her next thought would be to scream for him to screw her?


  “On your knees,” he gave the order briskly, so she stared at him confused by the instruction. “Yes, your hands and knees, on the table.” 


  Peeling herself off the vinyl, the surface of her skin flushed with goosebumps as the cool air hit her flesh. Once in the grossly blatant position, she tucked her head between her arms to hide her face. How demeaning offering my ass this way! she thought even as her exhilaration continued to increase.


  She heard the water running in the basin, the sound of metal clinking. She was too afraid to look at the reality; though her imagination was good enough to discern the outcome of his labor.


  Feeling a sudden pressure on her sphincter, her fears were confirmed. As the doctor pressed the bulb end of the enema hose into her anus, she gave a sudden start, then eased as the slim shaft slipped deeply into the cavern. Moments later, she felt the pressure in her belly increase. The deep regions of her body were filling with the tepid soapy liquid, expanding, just as her vagina had expanded. But this, this was far beyond that in fullness. With one quick glance, she saw an enormous enema bag hanging from the metal rod. She looked away, afraid to look more. With the distress inside her body amplifying with each drop of liquid pressed inside, she struggled to hold on. Three times, the doctor stopped the flow to allow the spasms in her belly to subside. He stroked her back with a gentle hand, saying kind things to soothe her spirit. Hearing him, a little more of her resistance fell away with each word he spoke—until that moment when she felt completely at the bottom of herself, far more surrendered than even anal sex granted her in resignation. There seemed nowhere else to go. 


  For a time there was nothing but calm. The doctor’s hand massaged her rear gliding over flesh that was becoming dangerously aroused again. She sighed, groaned deeply, then felt a noxious gnawing in her belly. “Oh, sir,” she gasped.


  “You’re doing well. Just a little longer.” The next few minutes were agony while she fought with her natural instincts for elimination. It was clear the purpose of the ritual was to drive her more intensely into herself. Conceding to the descent, she managed even though she felt as though her bottom would suddenly burst. 


  “Oh, sir,” she finally gasped again, “please!” 


  “No, not yet,” the man advised her. “I shouldn’t have to punish you now, that would be especially grueling.”


  She had to agree, and so she drove back the pressure one more time until she felt her muscles accept, and the most intense spasms finally subsided. For at instant, she felt perfectly at peace. 


  It would seem that her surrender was complete at last. The doctor spoke, as he moved away from her, “Give yourself sometime to relax as you let this purge you, Gail. Then rest a little and I’ll return.”


  The release was its own bliss, a new pleasure, one so intimate she knew there was no way she could disclose the truth to anyone—ever.


  Afterwards, Gail sat now on the lounge, feeling the sensations in her body ease the longer she waited. What would come next? she’d wondered to herself. When the door finally opened, the doctor reappeared accompanied by the professor. She knew without having to ask that the exam was not yet over. 


  “Her bowels have been cleaned and emptied,” Dr. Dwyer informed the man.


  “Good,” Rossi declared. He seemed quite pleased, and coming to her side, reached down to stroke her face. “How soft you are, my dear. You wear such surrender well,” he smiled, while his eyes shimmered with lust, “and still, I can feel your body heat swell as though something is still bursting to be released.” 


  “Perhaps so, sir,” was all she could manage to say. She knew exactly what he felt from her; her groin was anxious for more though she couldn’t predict what would happen next. “On the table again,” he announced directly, “as you were before.”


  She scampered quickly to her feet, and climbed atop the examination table on hands and knees, feeling only slightly less embarrassed this time. But then, embarrassment does breed arousal. 


  A moment later the table jerked and she realized that it was slowly being lowered, the doctor turning a wheel at the far end, putting her in a position more easily accessible to both men. Would they take her sexually, was her first thought. 


  No, there were more indignities to endure—another examination of her body. This time, the doctor with fresh surgical gloves probed her emptied anal cavity. Then, as though he was measuring her for some unknown device, he inserted a number of rods into her ass, some reaching alarming depths. She shuddered with each penetration while her body seemed weaker as the probes impaled her. Finally, a fat metal device was thrust into the channel, lodging deep within. This one fastened to a belt that was secured around her waist, leaving the doctor’s hands free to commence with a second cleansing. Through the metal anal plug, an insertion tube delivered water more deeply into her bowels. This time, however, the sensation was not nearly as arduous or painful, since there was nothing left inside her to expel. 


  The feeling of fullness expanded as acutely as it had before, and went further still as the waters surged to her depths. When the two men decided that she’d had enough, the metal plug was stopped and sealed, while they moved on to begin the last chapter in this harrowing ordeal. 


  “You understand yourself, Gail?” the doctor spoke sternly with his voice turning grim. “This is your natural state, what you were made to be. You will take this treatment graciously because it is what you need to keep the troubled specter in you crushed. I’m going to take you further now, beyond the limits that you’ve allowed yourself.” He tapped the end of the metal device to emphasize the point. “And understand, that this necessary trial is only the beginning of a lifetime dance with your surrender. Are you hearing me clearly?” 


  “I am, sir,” she managed, even though she seemed to choke on the words.


  “In this you have no will, Gail, no say, no need to rebel. You may have your doubts now, but you will survive. Surely, you’ll feel great pain, but it will deliver you to the depth you need to go. Keep everything inside you now. If you start to scream or cry, I will gag you. You will be brought to the end of yourself—all your rebellious, fractious, petulant and discontented temperament expelled.”


  His final words were punctuated with a smack to her ass. Her body jerked, but she didn’t cry. 


  For sixty seconds the room froze in anticipation of what would follow. She heard only the shuffling of feet behind her, as the two men prepared themselves. Then, with a suddenness astounding as everything else during this amazing trial, she felt the smack of a paddle—this one definitely leather—descending in quick thwacks on her bare ass. Each strike not only raised the warming burn on her aching behind, they drove the probe deeper as though driving a stake into her heart, and then jostled the waters that remained to that point static in her bowels and belly. 


  She kept her mouth shut as though it were clamped with a vice. And though she could feel a natural tendency to grunt as the paddle struck, she squelched that sound, too. There was no sound in the stark and hollow room other than that of the paddle hitting flesh.


  This spanking was not a painful correction—at least not at first. The feel of the leather was almost welcome for a woman used to being paddled with wood, or cut with a cane. Her ass had been tempered over time to accept such vehement sensations, and with little effort feel them begin the startling surge toward physical ecstasy. She emoted lust now, her body billowing with a crude heat as her ass swayed to meet the leather. She gloried in each strike, not only raising her own sexual desire but inciting the two dominant figures behind her to crescendoing peaks.


  In time, the doctor moved away from her flaming rear, Rossi taking over the attack with another leather implement. This one, unlike Dr. Dwyer’s paddle, was a thinner, meaner looking two-inch wide strap, cut down the center, so it created a sharp, biting cut to the surface of his submissive’s skin. After several strikes, her ability to contain a cry was becoming almost too much to bear; but then the punishment changed again as the two men moved to either side of her ass, and took turns delivering blows to the poor young woman’s scorched buttocks.


  The rhythmic back and forth was acutely severe; but once becoming accustomed to the measured cadence of strikes, her punishment took erotic turns again. She could feel the path to her orgasm move steadily forward, as her body replied with lewd gyrations. Her belly seemed to distend with all it was made to endure. 


  So delightfully red and becoming raw, her brilliant cheeks beckoned the two men’s lust, until that moment when, unable to withstand their own excitement, the paddle and strap were laid aside and the doctor unfastened the anal plug to empty her ass for fucking. She was moved bodily, by the force of their hands, to the toilet where she flushed herself a second time, where she peered up at them in the midst of her erotic stupor. Their eyes were lust-filled and demanding. Hers meek, yielding and very lost. 


  Having determined that her ass was sufficiently emptied, the two then carried her back to the table. Mounting it again like a lowly animal, she was ready to be fucked. 


  By some previous agreement, the doctor was first to have her widened channel. After greasing it well, he forced his sizeable erection to her depths. Immediately, her breathless gasps changed to audible groans. Though no one cared now what sounds she made. The intention for the finish was all that mattered. 


  No wonder why they’d lowered the table. Her ass was at a perfect height for quick penetration; her body bent and usable. They asked for little else from her but the squeezing muscles of her well-prepared back entrance. 


  Her cries were extraneous. Her own lust ignored. 


  Even so, they couldn’t have stopped her body’s response—unless they tried hard. And men, urgent for their own sexual climax, didn’t have any need to stop hers. As Dr. Dwyer’s primed cock stirred in her, the finish was close for them both. Feeling him ejaculate, she felt the first burst of orgasm explode inside her channel. She was soon swimming in a sea of ending, thoughtless—absent to anything but physical sensation. “Ah, ah, ah, ah, ah…” her short, erratic breathing forecast her end. 


  The doctor finished with his half-limp prick dripping from her whole. Though as he pulled out, Rossi’s inflated organ was pressing forward into the channel. 


  She was cumming still, her body taking in the prick because it made her climax even better. 


  “Fuck me… fuck me hard…” she demanded. 


  Rossi met the demand, forcefully ramming her ass, and the somewhat revived doctor moved to her hidden breasts, and thrusting his hand under her chest, pinched a nipple firmly between his fingers until the final spasm shot through her, her ass thrashing back and forth. 


  Rossi’s climax finished them all—almost like an afterthought, but nonetheless, producing a resounding bellow from the satisfied man. 


  After he withdrew, the used woman collapsed forward, while the two men disappeared. 


  What was left was the tumultuous heat receding, the remnants of the scene—dildos, probes, the enema bag and the grease that soothed her narrow pathway—and a limp, empty and surrendered woman who slowly recovered in the white-tiled room, as the exotic ferns wavered back and forth beside the window. 


  I was nearly as exhausted at the end of my story as I’d been that day. Oddly, the telling seemed as cleansing as that amazing enema. I had little desire to say more, but there were loose ends to tie. I wanted a neat bow on this package of the past, one I had no plans of opening again. “Two days later,” I started speaking, “another unexpected gentleman appeared at Rossi’s house as I was arriving back from classes. Rossi motioned me into his main living room. Justine, his cook, was there, as well as John—a man who tended the gardens on the property.” 


  “‘I know we’ve not talked about this, but the propriety of our situation is likely to be called into question—soon.’  He sounded unusually formal, which made me puzzled by the unexpected scene. He introduced Judge Iverson who would be performing the ceremony. Ceremony? I asked him. We were getting married. Right there! No proposal, no ‘I accept’ from me. But married.”


  KC’s normally unruffled face looked almost as aghast as mine had that day. 


  “’It’s not so unexpected, is it?’ Rossi said. I can hear him now. He had this sort of silly serious look on his face. Of course, it was unexpected, but I was too flabbergasted to say anything. We’ll get it handled right here…he just babbled on.


  “Not much for romance… Oh, when we were making love he could be decently romantic, but not for our wedding. We exchanged a few lines, repeated a few statements to the Judge, Rossi put the ring on my finger, and we were pronounced husband and wife.” I stopped to take a breath. “I think he kissed me on the cheek, I tried to smile like a happy bride, and the whole thing was over in five minutes. Justine went back to the kitchen, John to his gardens, the Judge left. Rossi resumed his reading while I worked on some architectural drawings. The fact that we were married was no more than a minor blip in his regular routine. 


  “After my final inaugural into the depths of Rossi’s sexual desires with Dr. Dwyer and the wedding ceremony, there were a few distinct changes in our lives. I didn’t see the doctor again—I sort of wondered if he just went around initiating women to enema sex. But, as with most questions I had, I let it die. Rossi hated me probing about anything. He did, however, find other occasions to put me through the same sort of scenes. At least once a week, often twice, the enema ritual repeated. It was never quite as long or formal, but it normally ended with sex—sometimes anal, sometimes vaginal with a dildo in my ass. Every few months another man would join us as the doctor had. Then, the event would last an entire evening. I’d go through an elaborate anal ritual—enema, dildos, often a paddling and always sex. Rossi didn’t ask if I enjoyed myself, he presumed I did.”


  “And did you?” KC jumped in asking. 


  I waited to answer because I wasn’t sure what to say. I had to think back again and that was often tough, especially after I’d dumped my story and the memory faded. It only took seconds for me to return to real life, I was desperate to quit that other place. “Orgasmically, I’ve never been more shockingly satisfied,” I realized. “Emotionally, I felt…” what word would do? “…dispossessed, denuded…how’s that for a feeling?”


  “Probably honest,” KC replied. “You want to be treated that way again?” he asked. 


  “No. I won’t go down that road again, not with anyone.”


  “Then I won’t ask you to. We’ll just skip over that and move on to something else.”


  Was I relieved? I think so. But why was it so important to tell him this sordid tale?


  The more I confessed to KC Gable, the more I needed to be close to him. The ride home on his Harley was a reckless thrill. The evening was beginning, the shadows long, and my fear had turned into exhilaration. The buzz in my pussy was so intense as he walked me to my door that I pulled him inside the loft and attacked him.


  We made love in silence. His hands were tender, some kisses miniscule, others wide open and wet; and the beat of his body was like a drum inside my crotch. The punishment came as his hand smacked my ass while we groped bodies. He raised a good sting, leaving my bottom smarting, but there was nothing but love coming from that hand, and a lot of lust. I imagine that the tales of Rossi were becoming as arousing for him as they were for me. We had to fuck it out of our system to be free of him. At least that’s the way I felt. I suppose KC didn’t think him the demon I thought he was; but he didn’t have a crude past to hate and love the way I did. Then again, I knew very little of KC’s past. It seemed that our entire relationship was focused on me. In that light, it seemed terribly self-centered.




  Chapter Nine


  My clothes changed; my mode of transportation was as often a Harley hog as much as my baby blue Mercedes; my free time was free, not a brooding wasteland of worry and senseless wondering. I fit my career into the spaces allowed. Thought about it less, and did a better job when I was working. I spent more time at the theatre, sometimes just watching KC direct, get angry, cuss and fight with his brood of malcontent fellow actors. When he was happy, the emotion seemed to turn the place into a Technicolor wonderland. If I’d have told him that, he would have turned up his nose and rolled his eyes. Black was still his favorite color. Because of that, I wore pink and yellow to the theatre thinking that as blatantly rebellious. I’m sure he understood and thought this little mutiny apropos—and charming. 


  Spankings? They were regular, lots of fun and mostly sexual. Though, there was one late in the spring, that jarred me loose from a mellow and contented mood of lazy bliss. I arrived at the theatre Friday afternoon with the intention of doing some freehand drawings of sets for a play KC would being doing in the fall. It was KC’s idea for me to do some design work, since his intern was quitting and he wouldn’t have time before the season ended to find another one. My mind was flying. I’d read the play, visualized the possibilities for several days, and nervously began putting down my thoughts as his actors were rehearsing scenes for a special performance of the final play. I could ignore them, I’d seen Shakespeare enough to make it background music along with the thoughts in my head. 


  “Gail!” I didn’t hear his voice to start. “Gail!” KC repeated with a decided urgency I hadn’t heard from him in a couple of weeks. I hadn’t been “bad” in so long that the mood of punishment and surrender had sort of drifted away. Yes, I would still shiver if I heard a reprimand directed at someone else. But his irritated tone—directed at me, suddenly turned my juices free, pursuing those other twisted paths of fantasy.


  “Something wrong?” I looked up, seeing him standing below me on the stage floor—I was on a riser, a few feet above. He’d been working with two actors, who were now standing to the side. 


  “Tell me, what are you feeling?” His voice cut my core with knife-like precision.


  “Bewildered,” I answered truthfully.


  “What else, bitch?”


  Oh, this was rare! “Frightened,” came immediately to mind. 


  “Front and center.” He’d never used that command on me, but I knew the required response. A little of Rossi’s dictatorial verve was recalled in that moment—almost like a flashback of feeling, though it was KC I focused on.


  Putting my paper and pencil down, I moved to the theatre floor. “Get a chair,” he said immediately. 


  “Why?”


  I sensed the tension in his right hand as though he’d slapped my face; and the skin on my cheek started to tingle as though he had. I knew what he was going to do. But why?


  “Get the chair,” he circumvented my question with the order and so I scampered to obey. 


  A few moments later, I was over his lap, my skirt raised above my ass and my bottom being spanked while his actors looked on, dumbfounded. 


  I kept my feelings to myself, grunting softly as though it was a matter of pride to keep my agony a mystery. Body and brain still perplexed, I lived through the humiliating scene, clenching and flexing the muscles in my ass as his hand repeatedly hit the skin. The warmth turned quickly into a burn. He kept on, while I realized that his palm must be starting to ache. (I often wondered if KC had any feeling in his hand at all, the way he could go on so long striking bare skin.) 


  “Jeez, KC,” I finally seethed as my groin wiggled on his lap. He was making me hot, sexually hot. The two pairs of eyes witnessing the travesty only turned my burner higher.


  “Hush!” the quiet word seemed to snap in the air like the sound of leather hitting skin. There was something guttural in the delivery that scared me more. How long would he go on? If this was supposed to be sexual, then I must be turning him on, so I tried to make my struggle appear erotic. That worked for a time, but he was concentrating his smacks on the centers of my ass cheeks, focusing the burn on just two places. They were scorched and not feeling erotic at all. Even moving about didn’t change his target. Then, with a shocking abruptness, he stopped and pushed me to my feet, “In my office, now!” he commanded. I looked at him with my expression undeniably confused, but he wouldn’t acknowledge that. “Don’t waste my time!” he barked. 


  I took off, hustling to the black painted door at the side of the room. Just because I was so damned curious, I left the door open a crack so I could listen to what took place afterwards.


  “You feel the fire?” He asked his company. By then, there were three more actors—all of whom I was acquainted with—joining the dazed pair who were there at the start.


  The question was only rhetorical. KC waltzed about in front of them, launching into a lecture about power and intensity. “Did you feel the breathing, the verve, the animation? How alive? How thrilled? She loved every second of that scene and so did I. There was not a moment when we were not tearing at each other with a passionate fire—even as confused as she was. It was spontaneously bursting through her. 


  “She’s still here,” through the crack in the door I could see him point my way, and I shrunk back feeling as though in a second they’d be staring at me again. “On the other side of that door, she’s thoroughly focused on understanding what I just did to her. She’s embarrassed, feeling harassed, scared, angry… it’s all there. But there is not one hackneyed emotion rising. All her responses are rich and vivacious. Utterly alive! Don’t let your lives or your work falter in the mundane and commonplace. Don’t turn yourselves into cliché’s. Seize upon yourselves and the fire that drives you. If you can’t find the fire, then you don’t belong here. We don’t need the theatre to demonstrate a sluggish world—that world is all around us, everywhere we turn… lifeless, unfeeling boorish thugs populating this planet for no damned reason at all… Get honest, people. Find your guts, your pluck, your daring. Don’t ever come into my theatre listless. You’ll be out on your oafish asses.”


  He stopped, turned in a circle to eye them all. “Now rehearse the scenes again and let me see what you can do.” He strode off.


  KC pushed the office door wide then closed it behind him, closing them out as we heard the actors scuffle about trying to restore enough poise to recite their lines—with the passion KC demanded.


  He’d pretty much named the pertinent emotions rising in my stunned gut. I wasn’t sure which to settle on when we were finally face to face again. 


  “Why did you do that?” I finally said. 


  “Isn’t it obvious?” he answered as though he were annoyed that this was all I could think to say. 


  “You turn me into an object lesson?” Yep, it was anger surfacing. 


  He smiled. “You needed a good, off-the-wall punishment, Gail. We’ve been sailing through these sweet waters too long.”


  “I was rather enjoying the way our relationship was headed.”


  “Except that it denies what really gets your juices flowing.”


  “My juices have been flowing rather well,” I reminded him. 


  “Maybe.”


  “No maybe!” I jumped from my chair. 


  “Gonna attack me.”


  My fists were clenched.


  “I should.”


  “And what would you do?”


  “You want feelings? I should slap your face.”


  “Try it,” he baited me.


  The desire was real, I could already feel my palm connected with his face, the surface even tingled as though it just had. 


  “Go ahead, be honest, Gail. You have so much pent-up in you, it’s begging to get some satisfaction.”


  Remembering the serenity of the last two weeks, I wouldn’t have agreed with him; but just his saying so, I recognized the wellspring of my past desires was opening again, spilling free the Rossi stuff again. It had sat inside me, ignored and turned things sour like old milk left outside the fridge. It was pissing me off. 


  “You want to be as tepid as my actors, or do you want your life to crackle? If you want to slip back into your whining, dullard, self-absorbed funk, go ahead, but I’ll be leaving you behind.”


  That did it. My hand flew to his face, hitting him squarely on the cheek. After all I’d been through, confessed to him, and endured on my behind, he’d tell me that! 


  He slapped me back, abruptly shocking my whole aroused system.


  I wanted to cry; instead, I just stood there, dazed.


  “Don’t ever slap me again,” he said. Now he looked angry. What the hell was going on?


  “You told me to,” I blared.


  “I know, just don’t it again. It makes me really mad. And when I’m really pissed off, all I want to do is blister your behind. 


  I got it good that night—really hard and hot on top of what he’d already done in front of his audience. Living up to his word, he blistered my behind, first with his hand again, and when that got too painful for him, he picked up a wooden hairbrush and laid a vigorous burst of fire on my ass until I was screaming for him to stop. Only as he eased, did my cries soften. But the lament that followed was full of anguish. 


  As soon as KC stopped, he was all over me. He fucked me nasty, right in my ass end—a drilling as good as Rossi and the old doctor put together. My genius actor was much more inventive in the middle of a screw. KC liked to change positions; and his dick could last forever without exploding. In-between his bouts of fury, he prodded my sex hole with his fingers getting my vagina all worked up for more. There was a crashing conclusion as he let loose spewing all he had into me. Afterwards, there was lots of time to drift. 


  I worried sometimes that we needed to stop. We couldn’t take these passions any further. I worried, too, that I’d simply wear out.




  Chapter Ten


  A week after my public spanking in the black box, I was sitting by the window of my loft drinking wine, letting the tension of the last few weeks drain away—or at least trying to. My biggest project of the year was complete. There was not one earthly thing I could do to improve the outcome. At last, I could relax. KC had been finishing his latest play, and we had been too busy to see each other—though he was never out of my mind. KC missed me, too. He seemed to need the relationship as much as I did and would initiate our times together as much as I did. I knew I loved him. I trusted that he loved me, and assumed we were in a very good place. 


  Letting myself relax again, my desire for him was stirring in my body—everywhere—warm cunt, itchy ass and especially by brain. I pictured his face—the smile, the anger, the intensity, the calm—and his muscled body, and the two of us locked in some pre-spanking battle… My desire began to rant through me like an angry teenager so furious I was about to start playing with myself right there by the window. If I hadn’t been wearing a pair of stretchy leggings, I’m sure I would have been fingering my cunt. Jerked from my musings by a sound outside the loft, I let my mind come to, focusing on the sound of a Harley. KC.


  Looking down at the street, I smiled seeing his broad shoulders and the sexy swagger in his leather pants as he hopped from the bike and moved toward my building. 


  He knocked, then walked right in. “Hi!”


  “And how are you?” I said, as I moved from my chair into his arms. His kiss went to my crotch stirring up more thrills. His hand placed firmly on my ass seemed a signal of something to come, then he changed his mood abruptly.


  “Gotta talk, Gail.” He pulled away, and took a seat opposite mine as I sat down. “I’m leaving for the summer,” he suddenly announced.  


  “You are?”


  “I always do.”


  “And leaving me here?”


  “Only if you want to stay. You can come.”


  “Come where?”


  “I visit theatre friends and work at a Renaissance Faire until I’m tired of being on the loose. I’m usually home by the end of August to get the fall season at ACT started.”


  “And you expect me to go with you?”


  “Why not?”


  “I have a job,” I tried pointing out what was obvious to me. 


  “Quit.”


  “Quit?”


  ‘Yes, as in stop working at a job you hate.”


  “I never said I hated my job.”


  “Oh? Seems every time I see you, you tell me in more detail.”


  “I never do.”


  “Your words don’t need to spell it out, Gail. Everything else you do and feel says it clearly. This was never your job. It was Rossi’s.”


  “I think you’re taking my whiny self-indulgence too far.”


  “Am I? Think about it. What’s going on between you and me isn’t really about responsibility and irresponsibility. It’s not about getting control of your life. It’s about letting it go. That’s what you really want. You love me because I’m the most weird person you know; and you have a dark, nasty, crazy lust that needs me.”


  “I don’t dispute that,” I replied; though he hardly needed my response to continue his discourse. 


  “You’ve been trying to fit yourself into someone else’s shoes for years. That’s not discipline, that’s just stupid.”


  If I thought my body was hot before KC arrived, the effect of his lecture was making everything in me burn—my ears, my heart, my crotch, my ass—and especially my throat. I was afraid I would incinerate myself if he laid on another glaring truth. 


  “You like me because I make things up as I go—that’s exactly what you’re like if you strip away all the bullshit Rossi dumped on you. The only thing he did was point out your dark lust—and he probably just stumbled on that by accident. But other than teaching you how much you like your ass worked, he just tightened the straps of the family straightjacket around you so tightly that you couldn’t breathe no matter what you did.”


  “KC, I don’t know,” I tried to get up, but he wasn’t too pleased about that.


  “Get back down here,” he jerked my hand and pulled me back to my chair. 


  “Why haven’t you said this before?”


  “Because it wasn’t the time.”


  “And it is now?”


  “Yes, I’m leaving in two days.”


  “In two days!”


  “Yes. Two days. What’s wrong with that? Vacation. Or haven’t you heard of that?”


  “You could have told me a week ago, two weeks, a month. Why now?”


  “Now’s the time. Quit.”


  “I can’t quit.”


  “Yes, you can. You want to spend the next three months without me?”


  “No. But I can’t just up and leave.”


  “Yes, you can,” he repeated himself. “Your life’s all wrong, sweetheart. Ass backward. You dumped the good stuff in your relationship with Rossi when you left him—the sex, the spanking, the submission, the stuff that really turns your crank. You settled for structure and form—you had no substance left by the time you fell like a bag of bones on the street in front of me. Quit, Gail.” It was so simple for him.


  “I don’t know if I can.”


  He seemed to back down just when I probably needed him to go one step more. Having spent his passion, he slipped back to calm. “I think you can. But that is up to you. Why don’t you think about it? Give me a call, or drop by the theatre. I’m leaving Sunday morning.”


  “Why so soon? Even if I could go, how am I supposed to inform my bosses now? It’s Friday night.”


  “Surely one of them is working late. They’ll be there, won’t they?”


  I’m sure they would. “But… It i-it’s so, so reckless…”


  “That’s what you need. You finished your project, didn’t you?”


  “Yes.”


  “So, what’s reckless about taking off now? You have no commitments to other clients. If you stay, you’ll be starting Monday morning with a clean slate—maybe it should be  somewhere else. Think about it.” KC got to his feet, and was heading toward the door before he turned back to look at me again. “Think about it, hon.”


  “You’re not staying the night?”


  “No, I have a few things I need to close down before I take off, and I have to have my bike looked at.”


  “I might come just to say goodbye,” I tried that comment on for size, knowing that it was not what I was really feeling.


  “No, Gail. Not this time.”


  “Then will you call or write?”


  He sort of scrunched up his nose as if to say that those social graces weren’t part of his repertoire. I knew he wouldn’t be doing either one.


  “And when you get back?”


  “That’s a long time.”


  So many things to say, all converging at once, and suddenly my mind went blank. I let him walk out of the loft without another word. I was sure, convinced, certain what I needed to do—if I only had the guts. 


  ***


  I crept through the darkness—there was hardly a light on in the theatre. I could hear some moaning coming from the area behind the stage. Sounded like sex, but I moved ahead regardless, slowly making my way toward KC’s apartment.


  Yes, he was there with one of his groupies—he said he didn’t do them, but I had the feeling that he occasionally did. Now I knew.


  This one was a sad little thing who rarely wore anything but black clothes and purple lipstick. Her white face was oddly pale, as was her nakedness. She seemed to glow in the dark as I stared into the black-lit room. 


  I waited, not really sure why I didn’t just leave. I could have panicked, been angry or even jealous, but none of those emotions were going through me—except a little bit of jealousy just because I wasn’t in her place—I was very horny. I knew he didn’t love her, and that he loved me. I knew that we had no binding agreements. It had never occurred to me that he wasn’t having sex with some of his actresses. Thankfully, I could let sex be sex, and love something else. Maybe it had something to do with Rossi. That had been sex and very little love, so I understood scenes like this one. 


  She was cumming softly—Andrea. Pretty, just deathly looking in all that black plastered against her natural whiteness. 


  They finished shortly after I arrived. And seeing me at the door, KC slipped off the bed, still naked. A moment later, Andrea pulled up to him and wrapped her arms around his neck for a kiss, then she stepped away looking for her clothes in the dark. I could see with her ass toward me that it was pink.


  “You spank her, too?” I wondered aloud. 


  “I did tonight,” KC said. “Come on in.”


  “I decided that I want to come with you,” I said, paying no attention to the girl behind my lover. 


  “Good. That’s exactly what I want.”


  Andrea came back for another hug. “I’m gonna miss you…” she said, and turning to me, “miss you, too.”


  I nodded, KC gave her a kiss, and she went trippingly off toward the back door, letting the black of her clothes consume the pale white of her skin as she hurriedly dressed.


  “I guess I should have figured that you fucked them all,” I said as I watched her retreat. 


  “Not all of them, just a few.”


  “I see. And you still love me?”


  “More than I do any other woman, and especially if you’re coming along, yeah.”


  “Were you worried that I wouldn’t come?”


  “I was. You’re not always an easy woman to figure.”


  “But I thought you had me all figured out,” I jibed. 


  He shrugged, looking at the brand-new backpack falling from my shoulder.


  “That your things?”


  “Not too much, is it?”


  “It’ll probably fit. Ever been camping?”


  “Never.”


  “Ooo my, you do have few things to learn.” KC was happily amused.




  Chapter Eleven


  We were on the road three weeks, in campsites and hostels. I was in love with my life on the lam; this was the most perfect way to forget the city and experience my first freedom—Rossi, my parents, my career, architectural form, clients, Ripley & Wingardt and its dozen partners. Gone. Out of my world forever—at least in these first few halcyon days. 


  I was ready for anything new, letting the old slide away. Only once I thought about the way I left my job—and all my abrupt and hurried explanations for forfeiting my plum position. I sat one night face to face with KC in front of the campfire. Tears started to flow and he peered at me through the smoke. 


  “What’s going on?” he asked.


  “That was a really dumb thing, leaving,” I said glumly. These things had been stewing in me all day—you’d think I’d just started my period, but that was two weeks away. 


  “How so?”


  “It’s gone. Do you realize what I did?”


  “Yes. Liberate your mind.”


  “More like punishing myself.”


  He looked concerned “You’re not making any sense.” 


  “Maybe I am. Maybe I just needed a few days away to appreciate what I had.”


  “You want to go back?”


  I thought a moment and couldn’t answer.


  “Go ahead, I’ll put you on a bus in the morning if that’s what you want. But that will be the second stupidest thing you’ve ever done.”


  I didn’t want to ask him what the stupidest was… it seemed superfluous at the moment. 


  “If you need to punish yourself for the crime of following your heart, then why don’t you let me do it?” His eyes were making merry. “In fact, I’d be more than happy to strap your ass right now.”


  I refused to lighten my mood. Maybe I was baiting him the way I was glowering so miserably. 


  “Here, how about some soup?” he handed me a cup of chili—called it soup because it was too thin, he said. It was damned good, but I didn’t acknowledge that either. I toyed with it a little, and sighed. 


  “I will tell you one thing, Gail. You’d better change your mood, or I will change it for you.”


  “Yeah, as in spank my ass.”


  “You got that right.”


  Nothing was working. It felt as though I were digging a hole for myself, climbing right in and covering myself with dirt. A good hour of my miserable whining and sullen mood, KC finally decided he’d had enough, “Snap out of it, Gail!”


  I refused, stood up and started toward the woods. Before I realized what was happening, KC was on me. I’m not sure where my head was at—I had no clue what he was doing until he was at my side with his belt drawn from his pants and doubled inside the palm of his right hand. He drew me back to the old stump where he’d been sitting; and seconds later, I was handily over his lap, and my jeans quickly balled in a heap at my feet, effectively binding them together. He had my panties down and the doubled leather belt smacking my heinie so fast I didn’t breathe for at least sixty seconds. When I finally regained consciousness, I started to holler. 


  “Ouch, you ass! This is not what this is about!” I blared. 


  “Oh, but this is going to cure your mood!” he retorted.


  “It will not!”


  “We’ll just see.”


  I struggled hard, kicking, even though it was damned hard doing anything with my blue jeans still around my feet. I’ve rarely rebelled when KC spanked me, but this time I had a whole lot of anger behind my protest, and a lot of craziness to get out of my system. 


  “You friggin’ asshole stop!”


  “Ooo my, Gail, Rossi’d never you let you say that, would he?”


  “You bastard!” The belt whaled on my behind, scalding the skin.


  “Think that’s going to hurt me?”


  “Yeeeeeouch! Dammit, you ass!”


  He only paused or lessened his stroke when he thought I couldn’t stand more, then he whacked me even harder when I eased off. 


  I kept up my bellowing cries. Even from a distance the sound must have been quite something as it traveled through the night air into the forest. Had anyone heard? I couldn’t speculate on that. My only focus was how I was going to get off KC’s lap. 


  But my practiced disciplinarian had his own plan. Before I could lodge another protest, he started talking again, a diatribe that sounded like one of his know-it-all lectures.“You’re scared, Gail, and that’s okay. But you don’t need to throw away all your reasons for leaving, and you don’t need to mess things up between us. You were having fun. Let’s get back to that.”


  He was making sense even though I didn’t want to listen. There were a few whacks in-between his words—I’m sure to make it clear that he wasn’t finished—not yet, anyway. Then too, he had more to say. 


  “You’re second guessing because you don’t know what is going to happen with your life. For now, I’d suggest you just quit thinking, and quit planning anything.” Smack!


  “Yeeouch!”


  “I’m going to confuse you so much that your figuring won’t make sense anyway. The only thing that is going to make sense right now is my belt connecting with your ass.” Smack! He gave me plenty more swats that burned right through my skin—way inside. “If I have to lay this on every night, I will. Got that?” Smack!


  Yeah, I really did, but I could hardly sputter anything out, I was so exhausted. I slumped against his thighs hoping he was finally finished, and sighed, saying, “Yes, I think your cure worked.”


  “I knew it would.”


  He let me up after hearing that, whereupon I tried struggling back into my clothes, finally giving up. My jeans were in a tangle at my ankles and wouldn’t let go. I was laughing so much I fell to the dusty ground, hot ass first. 


  KC thought it was quite a hoot seeing me fight with my clothes. I was practically in tears, but that was all from relief. I felt much better with my cloud of gloom lifted. 


  That was the last night in three weeks I even thought about my personal dilemmas. KC suggested that I take a vacation from them. And, since I knew he’d only punish me again if I let my worries turn morose, I just ignored my life and let my days drift on thoughtlessly. 


  ***


  After making peace with my inner demons, I was ready for anything. I followed my lover along from one place to the next, traveling north in a zigzag fashion—obviously on our way somewhere, though I had no clue where “somewhere” was. I enjoyed not knowing—even though I was tempted to ask at least a hundred times a day.


  I was even less afraid of the Harley. Those jarring sexual feelings I had after a long ride led to lots of sex once we made camp at night—sometimes even before we put up the tent. We fucked behind bushes, in streams, makeshift showers at midnight, and finally in our first motel room. 


  The camping? It was the first time in my life I’d ever been in the wilds like this—so much darkness and fresh damp earth, and sky and trees and seductive air. I loved it, and hated it. And was glad after three weeks when KC finally suggested we spend the night in a motel.  


  Ah! This was luxury—a long hot shower and a soft, cozy bed. I enjoyed the outdoors, but I would relish this vacation from the backwoods and hard ground. 


  When I called home, a friend from Ripley & Wingardt talked frantically about not being able to reach me, and how could you just leave so abruptly. Are you really riding on a motorcycle with a kid young enough to be my son? Had you gone mad? 


  No, I wasn’t really mad. 


  And did you know that your parents were frantic, too? 


  Hum. After years of careful distance, my parents finally noticed I’d done something out of sync? This was interesting. I wondered how long they would worry. If they’d finally give up. Or if they’d file a missing persons report and I’d have half the country looking for me. 


  I decided to call them that night since the phone was so handy. They were in New York, which was a surprise, given that this was the middle of June, and they should have been at their estate outside of Paris. 


  “No, I’m not going back at Ripley & Wingardt. Yes, I was not out of my mind, and I’m too young for a midlife crises. No, Mom, I’m not depressed. I’m happier than I’ve ever been. I don’t need to see a shrink.” She didn’t understand. Of course neither did I, really. “Yes, he’s just twenty-six, but a very mature twenty-six.” KC smiled hearing me defend him. “No, Daddy, you don’t need to send a posse. I can handle myself. I’m thirty-two, not a child.” The conversation didn’t change, so I finally had to call it quits. At least they knew I wasn’t coming back for a while. Hopefully, they believed I was safe. 


  “So, why did you leave Rossi?” KC asked me the second night in the motel. 


  The question came out of the blue, a pretty decent shock after the rattling conversation with my parents.


  “I have to tell you now?” I grumbled.


  “Might as well get it out of the way. I’m going to hound you until you do.”


  Maybe it was apropos for the time—considering what this journey meant to me. Leaving Rossi might have been my last really independent act until this one—unless going to KC in the first place counts as independent.


  I let the memory rattle around in my head for several minutes. Then went to the tiny fridge and pulled out some Haagen Das—double chocolate, what my nerves needed for settling. After dishing up a bowl—offering one to KC that he refused—I landed back on the bed starting my reminiscence as KC was polishing his leather boots.  


  “I finished my master’s degree—all my ducks in a row, eggs in a basket; I’d passed with flying colors—happily. Even Rossi was happy with me, one of the first times he showed any great excitement with my success at the art for which he was a proven master. 


  “We were at dinner with friends, where he was toasting my graduation, and suddenly he spills out these great plans for me. He wanted to keep me under his control—more study, a sabbatical to study ancient architecture, and more technical work that he thought I needed to polish my craft. I froze hearing the monologue; and as soon as convenient, I excused myself to the ladies’ room. Even with a few glasses of wine in my system, my throat felt as though someone was strangling me. There was a noose around my neck; I couldn’t breathe. 


  Meredith joined me in the bathroom looking worried. I didn’t want her there, but where Meredith went she stayed until she was ready to leave. 


  “You okay, Gail?” Meredith asked the teary-eyed redhead.


  “No, I’m not,” she answered directly. 


  “Care to tell me what’s bothering you?”


  “Yes, I mean no…” this wasn’t coming out right. “You’re too close to him,” Gail finally declared.


  Meredith could be kind. Stroking the young woman’s face she peered at her sweetly, “Why don’t you tell me. I won’t say a word to Rossi.”


  Could she believe that? Or did it really matter what Meredith did with the information? “I don’t want him controlling my career anymore,” Gail said.


  “No?”


  “He owns me, and I just can’t…” She was about to break down, for five minutes fighting the certainty of that event. But then, she’d only smear her make-up and that would make a scene with Rossi later. He always noticed such things; and she didn’t want to go into the whole damned mess—at least not this night. This was supposed to be a celebration and she didn’t want her ass burning for her honest feelings. 


  “Why don’t you talk to him?” Meredith suggested.


  “I won’t do any good.”


  “It might.”


  “Never.”


  The older woman searched Gail’s face, while searching her own thoughts. “You’re not really happy, are you?”


  “Happy?” she shook her head, no. “I’m not sure what happy is. I’m happy to be done with school—except Rossi seems to have even more ready for me. I don’t want to live with him anymore. It doesn’t feel right.”  


  “Then, you’ve got to let him know.”


  “He won’t understand.”


  “That doesn’t matter. It’s his problem if he doesn’t.”


  “Why are you saying this to me?” Gail turned to her totally baffled.


  “Because I think your relationship has had a false foundation from the beginning.”


  “You screw him. Is that what you want? Rossi to yourself?”


  “Good heavens, no! I’m a sensualist. I like lots of men. Rossi is just an occasional fling. I have many more I prefer to his brand of fun. But he is good for certain functions. I suppose you probably think our relationship is pretty weird, especially having sex when his own wife is in the next room. Truth is, I have never thought of your marriage as real.”


  “Really? You think it was bogus?”


  “Oh, I’m sure it’s legal. But you never asked for it, you never really agreed. Am I right?”


  “Yes.”


  “Then it’s time to get out.”


  “And how would I do that? He controls everything.”


  Meredith’s face turned sly. “He doesn’t control your family trust. Why don’t you call up Daddy—just this once.”


  Gail was suspicious of Meredith’s motives, but she presented a solution so easy that it seemed ridiculous that she hadn’t thought of it herself. Where had her thinking been? What had her life become? One brief discussion with a friend and it seemed that the whole relationship with her husband, mentor and disciplinarian lover had unraveled before her eyes. 


  “I couldn’t wait to talk to Rossi. And of course, he ignored me when I first broached the subject of my feelings. But they were real and not going away. I’d begun to wonder if I’d been in a trance for three years—or if I’d been asleep and had suddenly awakened from a vivid dream. I felt conscious. Alive. And very distant from my husband. 


  “Rossi spent several days ignoring any effort I made to speak to him, and he was starting to piss me off. He wouldn’t listen. 


  “One night when Rossi was out late, I packed my bag—though I took very little because even the clothes he’d picked for me had begun to make me cringe. I took just enough to see me through a few days. By then, I’d have some new dresses and would throw these away, too. I left a note…


  “We’ve gone far enough. This doesn’t feel like a marriage, or a life. Daddy’s attorneys will be in contact. Thanks for what you’ve given me, but I can no longer be your project. Gail Henry.”


  “Brief. To the point. Abrupt. I never saw him again.”


  “Never?” KC asked. 


  “Never. He’d be too proud to fight me. In fact, I’m sure in sixty seconds he had me written off. He would have sat back and smiled, deciding that he’d finished creating me and was glad I was on my way. Next time he lectured at the University he would have to scan the crowd for his next victim.”


  “And did he?”


  “I don’t think so. At least not right away.”


  “Maybe he was more hurt than you thought?”


  I put down my ice cream spoon, letting it clatter inside the bowl. Then, after setting the dish on the table said, “I never thought of myself as a cold person, KC, but you know… I just don’t care what he’s doing.” My response was flip and proud. 


  “Three years… what an end,” he summed up this quick telling. 


  “Seems as though there should have been more to it. But there wasn’t.”


  “I’m surprised you could pull away so easily.”


  I shrugged. “One day Rossi controlled my life, the next he didn’t.”


  KC gave me a puzzled glance, which made me nervous. “Except that he’s never really left you.”


  I didn’t like that thought, but he was right. “Yeah, I guess so. But maybe he’s leaving now.” 


  ***


  A day later—after a lot of furious and comfortable fucking we were back on the road. I was happy to be in the wind again, letting it whip my red curls in my face. I was happy inside the unthinking peace with my arms around KC’s middle, my cunt to his leather-clad ass, and my heart beating against his back. 


  By that time, I had my own leather pants and was feeling deliriously deviant—almost part of his unconventional world. After the spanking, reprimand and this last confession, I was starting to feel free.  


  A day later, we arrived at the Renaissance Faire.




  Chapter Twelve 


  KC and I had our own tent waiting for us at the Faire—just as KC planned. On the outskirts of a thickly treed woods, which hearkened back to the Sherwood Forest of a child’s imagination; the faire was a place to step back into another world. Gaily-colored tents, stages, areas for Medieval contests, and craft booths like a Renaissance market rambled through the trees. Our tent, as were the others supplied for those hosting this old world escapade, was in a glen some distance from the others—conveniently out of the way for reasons I’d only later learn. 


  On our arrival, we were greeted by a company of happy revelers, dancers, musicians, vendors and actors—all KC’s friends. I watched as he sparred with the men, and hugged the women who lustily pressed against him as he playfully fondled their bodies. Something in the air suggested carnality—the humid summer, the threat of rain and the tepid temperature invited arousal. KC was aroused—and so was I. Who wouldn’t be, seeing these delightfully attired creatures in period garb—most notably dressed in long skirts, low-cut peasant blouses and leather cinchers that pressed breasts into full-flowering cleavages? If a nipple popped from its confinement, no one seemed to care. The randy wench might push it back or leave it exposed to tease the roving eye.


  These women were like luscious plums with bright faces and bodies scented with oils and fragrant cream. They hugged me warmly. Svelte and sensuous to buxom and robust, I could feel their effect inside my own body. 


  The counterparts to these Old-world wenches were their brutish bearded fellows—some as generously robust as their women, others tall, staunch, and fierce-looking warriors. They dressed in everything from chain-mail, to leather britches, vests and tights—with long suede boots.


  “This is amazing!” I whispered quietly in KC’s ear, after my body had been hugged by a good dozen souls. 


  “Guess what?” he whispered back, “these ladies aren’t wearing any panties under their skirts.” He snickered and slapped my ass. 


  That piece of information struck my cunt like lightening. After his saying that, I noticed often through my first day, other fair asses were getting a few good-natured smacks from their men-folk. 


  I knew this raucous hoot of prurient pleasure would make for a delightful way to spend my summer.


  “How many weeks did you say this goes?”


  “Three.”


  “Looks like lots of fun.”


  “More than you know,” he said, eyes twinkling. Swatting my ass for a second time, there was little wondering what he meant; though I was curious about what form our favorite fetish might take in this uncommon atmosphere. Little fears were creeping inside my thoughts, but everyone seemed to be having such fun that I threw the fear away and let myself enjoy the enchanting feast around me. “How about some new clothes?” KC suggested.  


  Exactly what I needed, I thought staring down at my sleeveless tee shirt and leather pants. 


  I started with a dress of lavender satin with purple ribbons hanging from the sleeves. The skirt was broad and swishy teasing my ankles as I walked, and I giggled like a little girl. Though, when I looked down to see my breasts, there they were right on top of a corset-like bodice, appearing to float on air, the flesh jiggling and my nipples about to pop into view. “Oh, my! This is something to get used to.”


  “I think it’s beautiful,” he exclaimed, “and you did take off your panties?”


  “Of course.” He wasn’t whispering, but I was.


  “If you start blushing now, Maid Galen, you won’t stop,” he told me. 


  I blushed anyway.


  The satin felt like gentle hands against my skin. It draped my thighs and threatened to get caught inside my ass if I bent over. This costume was for special occasions, KC told me. We bought a second costume for everyday—like the ones worn by the other women at the faire. It consisted of a pale blue skirt, a flowing ivory peasant blouse and a leather bodice piece that was finely tooled with a floral design—and fit quite confiningly around my middle. I wasn’t sure which costume I liked best. Either of them tossed me back inside the fantasies of my youth, cutting dangerously close to older themes of conquered females and brawny men who relished yielding women. I’d first thought that this faire would be a pleasant diversion for my summer—an apt occasion to celebrate my newest liberties. But everything I’d seen so far at the Sword & Tankard Renaissance Faire suggested that my sexual fantasies might get an unexpected workout in this place.


  There was nothing overt or sexual in nature happening the first two days of our stay—other than what KC and I enjoyed in the privacy our tent. However, I seemed more ravenous for sex than ever, a fact that didn’t bother KC in the slightest. While he worked on sets and ran the actors through the staged sword fights and jousting tournaments, I talked to the women, made my rounds at the market, and even helped one woman who was embroidering shirts to sell. I liked the quiet, and the peace, and even the subtle sexual climate that wound its way through everything that happened. 


  On the third night—Thursday, the day before the opening—the company had their own feast in the common tent inside our tiny private village.  


  Wine, ale, beer and lusty music turned the crowd of two dozen revelers exceptionally raunchy by ten o’clock. I was swimming in the laughter and the ale, KC doing the same, when the sound of a wooden gavel rapping a table suddenly stunned everyone to silence. 


  “Ladies, gents!” A voice boomed. 


  Standing at the front of the tent, Davis Norman looked like the natural leader of this Medieval circus with his thick, full-muscled body, a sizable beer-belly, and the strength of an ox. I’d seen him throw the hammer in the contests, his toss outdistancing the rest by miles—or so it appeared.


  Now, there was not an eye that didn’t stare his way, not a whisper on any man or woman’s breath.


  “Seems we have a reckoning, fellows. Time to take a few naughty asses to task.”


  The tent teemed with emotion—the women tittering nervously, while the men banged their tankards against the tables. 


  Davis beat his gavel again. “Quiet, or we’ll never get the punishment underway.”


  I heard that loaded word and my entire body quaked, from my tingling neck down to my toes. The feeling did not bypass my ass, which was now feeling a mellow warmth as though it were already burning with desire. 


  “Four wenches tonight,” he further announced. “Maids Gretchen and Carol, Mistress Lindsey and Lady Fuldaro, come now.” I knew Gretchen and Carol by those names, but Mistress Lindsey as Constance, and Lady Fuldaro as Kate.”


  “Maid? Mistress? Lady?” I whispered to KC sitting next to me. I’d heard these names for two days but only hearing them in this formal gathering did I think to ask their meaning.  


  “Chosen by their husband, or lover.”


  “Ah!” I nodded. KC seemed to require my quiet so I shut up and focused on the ceremony at hand, as the four flushed-faced women moved toward the focal point of the room—the empty food table, which had just been cleared of dishes.


  Davis gave the women an official nod as they took their places before the room. Gretchen and Connie were both big bosomed and big-assed women. If this was to be a corporal punishment—which I thoroughly expected—there would be plenty of flesh to redden on these two. Carol and Kate were much slimmer, though both had a healthy swagger to their hips and insouciant expressions on their smiling lips. I think they all were enjoying the exhibition, at least at the moment, although I could detect some nervousness underneath their proud exteriors. 


  “For breaches in general conduct, sassy mouths and less than servile attention to their duties, these four will inaugurate our straps and paddles gentlemen. I want no less than four of you up here to teach them a little humility.” 


  I quaked even more hearing those words. 


  A voice called out, “Bare their asses!”


  “In good time, Phil,” Davis answered in a firm, quieting voice. 


  The rustle of anxious energy circling about the gathered seemed to infect everyone present. Even the calm KC Gable was noticeably stirred by what was about to happen. 


  “Who will administer these beatings?”


  Jon Ripplinger, the Faire manager, and a fellow named Jack, who I hardly knew, jumped to their feet and moved directly to the side of the table, where the four women still stood looking out—not appearing particularly threatened by the proceedings. 


  “Who else, now? Two more,” Davis continued. 


  I watched a dark-haired fellow who I didn’t know pull deliberately from his chair, and waltz slowly to the front, then gazed at the remaining men in front of me wondering which one would be next. When the chair beside me rattled, I turned, startled, seeing KC rise. 


  My hand flew to my face, covering my mouth as though I needed to squelch a cry of surprise. 


  “Asses bare, Ladies and Maids,” Davis ordered as his gallery of disciplinarians stood waiting. 


  Expectant energy rushed through the crowd—especially rousing as the four women turned around, and untied or raised their skirts—depending on how the skirts were made. Knowing exactly what was expected of them since they’d obviously been through this before, they lay side by side bent over the rough surface of the table and grabbed with their hands for the far side. I’d never seen such an amazing sight as four pairs of generously fleshed ass cheeks appeared in full view of everyone. Each woman had her ankles locked together, which made each ass form into a human rendition of an inverted tulip. The petals from flower to flower were different in hue—looking like one creamy, ivory, white sheet of dimpled skin. I felt myself wanting to touch the quivering surfaces, but of course, that wouldn’t happen. 


  “Take your turns, gentlemen.”


  Jon Ripplinger began, taking a shiny two-foot paddle in his fist. Standing an appropriate distance back, he level the thing on the first behind, giving Carol a half-dozen sharp whacks before moving on to Constance. He took each ass in turn—delivering six smacks to brighten the skin. Then, once having all four women shifting painfully, he started in at random, going from one to the next in no particular order, moving so adroitly that one had to assume that he’d done this deed before. Jack stood next, appearing before the assembly with a leather strap in hand, his palm around the end. Even from where I sat in the furthest corner of the tent, I could see his hand flex and relax as he waited for Jon to step aside. 


  The ritual seemed to flow in a natural progression that everyone understood. Jack took his turn, letting his strap fly in a fierce cadence of strikes. He was much speedier, but no less efficient covering all these blushing tails with another round of woe. We heard the other women in the tent groan softly commiserating with their agony, while the other men seemed to watch almost detached from the proceedings, cheering silently for their fellows. 


  With Jack finished, the third man swaggered in the same amiable fashion to appraise the four warmed red bottoms. Having paused the proceedings, the women could rest—rest so much they actually grew restless, moving their weight from one foot to another, and even peering back to see what was going to happen. They knew soon enough, for with a unexpected abruptness no one anticipated, this third fellow pulled a fresh cut switch from his side and with over-hand strikes, laid some nasty weals from ass to ass to ass to ass. 


  My entire body shuddered hearing the cooing, groaning shrieks and cries. Three of them began to dance, their butts jiggling like rippling water. Only Kate seemed to keep her poise, but even she began to do a jig when the determined disciplinarian behind her focused on her ass alone until he got some visible response. Once switching back to take on all four again, the rough fellow completed the round swiftly making certain that these bottoms maintained their vivid color. 


  KC was last. Funny, how he could wear his calm even in the midst of the unsettled crowd. There was a belt in his hand, much like the one he’d spanked me with before the campfire. But this one was not his own, a borrowed piece of the same thick leather with a good snap and a deathly crackling noise as it hit the end of the table in a practice strike. 


  Perhaps it was my association with the man—the way I always viewed his virile prowess as the most sexually masculine thing I’d ever seen; perhaps it was my own arousal peaking; perhaps it was the animated crowd around me generating so much energy, but regardless, I found KC’s turn with these tarts to be the most astounding of this astounding exhibition. I believed the others around me did, too. 


  My body felt each smack he laid on these bouncing derrieres as if he were laying it on my own ass. My insides jerked and I’m afraid my outsides did as well. I don’t think anyone noticed; though, I was so focused on the scene that I wouldn’t really know. There he was—my boyfriend, the man who made my insides melt with just a stern look directed my way—punishing these voluptuously teaming Old-world wenches as though he were their master. 


  They were beginning to Ooo, and ouch and wail like crazy, their asses wriggling as the belt came fast, delivering pain over already scorched surfaces. You’d think that with the natural pauses in the proceedings, when one woman’s behind was allowed to take a break while another was being whipped, that this wouldn’t be all that bad a punishment. I’d been through a lot worse on my own, but these ladies didn’t see it that way. Soon they were all insanely squawking, letting the whole world know of their collective woe. 


  And then, too soon for me, the bawdy bedlam stopped.


  KC stepped back, took one last look at his handiwork and tossed the belt to a man at his side. Moving away from the front of the room, he retreated to the side of the tent, put his one foot up on a chair and leaned in listening to Davis’s final words. 


  “Be it known now, my fair collared ladies, that your behavior will be monitored in this fashion for the rest of the faire. The men in this spectacle are kings, and you are here to serve. From today on, sirs, you have free reign to punish a collared maid, a mistress or a lady as you see fit. Be just in your decisions, but by all means enjoy the wares this faire offers you.” 


  The natural ebb and flow of energy in the small space seemed to rise again with that proclamation—a wicked game of tease and spank had just begun. Davis smiled at the response and he ended the night, “And now, to all of you, we need some sleep.”


  The drinking began again, while the four spanked women remained displayed. Not until a husband or lover pulled them to their feet were they allowed to rise. Poor Gretchen had to wait for nearly half an hour while her longtime lover, Marcus, was out of the tent. When he finally returned, I breathed a whole lot easier. I guess that I imagined myself in her embarrassing position, her fat red ass there for all these eyes to see as the color slowly faded. 


  The evening wound down from this point. Still a little shocked by the festivities, I sat in the back of the tent by myself except for a few quick visits from several of my new female friends. Even the punished Carol was heartened enough to stop by and give me a goodnight hug. While I waited for KC to claim me, he talked to his male friends, occasionally glancing my way. He wore that darker aspect of his persona he used to rule his theatre, or when he was punishing me. After having done his duty to these women, he wasn’t returning to his more amiable self. I figured I’d take this time to settle myself and appraise the night’s activities. This event had certainly changed the nature of our three-week stay at the Sword & Tankard. If this kind of display happened on the third night, what would be happening in a week? Two weeks? By the end of the third week?


  In the midst of my daydreams, I suddenly found KC at my side. “Time to go,” he said. His voice sounded as stern as his look. 


  “What did he mean by collared ladies?” I asked KC when we were finally walking from the dining tent to our own.


  “You’ll notice, some of the female members in company wear the collars, others don’t…”


  “I assumed they were for decoration like any other necklace.”


  “Not exactly. Collared women are subject to the rules. Those who aren’t collared, aren’t.”


  “Who decides who’s collared and who’s not?”


  “That’s between the woman and her man. Choice mostly. For most of us, it’s a game we play each year—the women living out a little fantasy just for the thrill of it. For a few it’s a lifetime arrangement.” I must have looked puzzled because he went on to explain, “Sort of like you and Rossi. He ordered, you obeyed. Disobedience was swiftly punished.”


  “But it doesn’t feel like Rossi and me.” 


  “Maybe not. Perhaps it’s more real for these women than it was for you, so it doesn’t jar the senses so.”


  “And who are those in the lifetime arrangement?”


  KC snickered, looking appreciably more amiable than he had since the punishment. “I’ll let you guess.”


  “You won’t tell me?”


  “No. Watch carefully, you’ll know.”


  KC and I fucked more roughly than we had in days. I was venting lust like a teakettle vents steam. I thought I’d scorch my skin, I was that hot. I could think of nothing but KC brandishing the belt, raising it against my ass, the feel of the sting, the burn, and most curiously, the idea that there might be people around to witness my submissiveness and my punishment. I’d had an audience before, many times with Rossi, and then with KC at the theatre, but spanked here in front of a crowd was as though I was declaring myself in a public forum. The thought so aroused me that my crotch was perpetually wet and my bottom ached for abuse. 


  The next two days, I learned the ritual. Every morning at breakfast—usually six-thirty, long before the Faire patrons would be arriving for the ten o’clock opening—one of the collared women—drawing lots for the prize—would be chosen “wench of the day.” It didn’t matter if the woman played the role the day before; her name would still be entered into a bag of tiles that bore the names of all the possible candidates. I was told that no woman had been as unlucky to be “wench of the day” more than two days in a row. 


  Once the drawing and breakfast were over, the wench would be taken to the whipping post in the midst of our circle of tents. Her hands would be tied together at the wrists, her arms raised, and the rope attached to a nail above. Then, the back of her skirt would be untied, her ass bared and beaten with a paddle, strap or switch until it was quite raw. These scenes always produced a sizable crowd of the crew and entertainers. Following this travail, she’d be subject to the paddles, straps and switches of any man who decided he wanted to add to her punishment. For nearly an hour while the company was busy getting ready, or practicing for the day’s events this luckless wench endured the lengthy humiliation, until Davis, or his second in command, Connor, would let her down.


  The more bawdy displays like the one I saw the third night of our stay only occurred every other night—and then only if there was a misbehaving ass to punish. There were usually at least two, and once as many as five. Though there were only nine collared women in the company, there managed to be regular breaches in appropriate submissive etiquette that required reprimands. 


  In addition to these formal rituals, any collared woman could be singled out during non-performance times and punished by any male member of the company—as long as the act took place away from the paying customers. (These absurd practices occurred behind the regular activities of the day—a parallel theatre specifically for a parallel company of souls who were living in a made-up world where the present and past seemed confused. Of course, all in the spirit of good fun.) I didn’t witness many of these incidents since they usually took place in private. I had the feeling that there was often a sexual end to these scenes, though it took some time before I could confirm that fact. 


  My fifth day was a turning point. Gretchen and I were working, setting up a booth of fabrics that had to be taken down each night and put up again in the morning. This time of year in the upper Midwest, the threat of rain was always looming in the background of the summer heat. 


  “You enjoying our little banquet of indecent lechery?” she asked. Her fair breasts jiggled at the top of her bodice piece. She had the reputation for the most exposed nipples in the company. They were always wresting free, to which Gretchen would laugh, push them back into their confinement and go on her merry way. 


  “Yes, I am. It’s very different from my regular life.”


  “First time, huh?”


  “Sort of?”


  She looked at me curiously. 


  “The setting is totally new—and very refreshing. But the spanking…” I paused, but really didn’t feel at all inhibited saying, “it isn’t new at all.”


  “I see. But did you expect this?”


  “No, not at all.”


  She nodded her head knowingly. “I’d figure as much. KC Gable is a scoundrel.”


  “You’ve seen him before?”


  “Every year for the last six. We’re old pals.”


  “I suppose he’s familiar with every ass around here,” I ventured, hoping to hear more.


  “Oh, my yes! He’d be voted, ‘most liked to be spanked by.’”


  “Really?”


  “Oooo, yes, he’s a sexy man. Be glad you bagged him for the season.”


  The season? That rattled me. “Does he usually bring a woman?”


  “Always, a different one every year. I don’t suppose he’s mentioned them?”


  “I’ve never asked. And are they collared women?”


  “Of course.”


  I felt shamefully naked without a collar of my own. They were just simple bands, a few were made of leather, some fabric. But nothing like the S&M slave collars I’ve seen in leather catalogues. These were much more subdued. 


  “You know we’re not a hardcore crowd. We love our lust, and like it a little kinky this time of year. Then hardly think about it the rest of the year… well, except for those few who live it all the time.”


  She was a jolly one who was easily distracted. I was just about to get to some meaty questions when two fellows, needing Gretchen for the chorus approached us. She was a singer as well as fabric worker and could belt out bawdy drinking songs in her rich female contralto with a resonance to match any man’s sonorous baritone. 


  “So, am I just your date for the summer?” I asked KC at lunch. I knew this would sound testy and suspicious; but having dwelled on my conversation with Gretchen for three hours, I couldn’t stop myself no matter how distrustful the question sounded.


  “What was that?” he was honestly aghast. 


  “Am I just your annual date to the Faire,” I reframed my words.


  “This is a serious question?” he looked seriously baffled.


  “Yes.”


  His expression turned menacing, as though I’d stepped over the line. “Have you been talking to someone?”


  “Gretchen.”


  “Listening to gossip is pretty stupid, Gail.”


  “Are you avoiding the question?” I wondered aloud. I’m not sure why I kept pressing, especially since I knew we were headed for an argument. 


  “No, I’m not avoiding it, but I don’t have to honor it with an answer. Now, why don’t you come with me?”  


  “Where?”


  “Back to the village.” (We were eating at the main faire, in our own back corner of the massive tent. Dozens of faire patrons filled the tent so it was difficult to hear with all the commotion.)


  “Why there?” I asked. 


  “Unless you want to get spanked in front of all these people, I’d suggest that we take this war behind the privacy of our tent. Your choice.”


  Hell, I wasn’t going to tempt him in the midst of the crowd, so I took off behind him as he strode the quarter mile to the cast village. 


  “Ouch!” 


  He was smacking me hard with the palm of his hand. 


  Not wasting one fucking word, KC had dragged me inside our tent while I was trying to avoid this inevitable result. He had my skirt raised and my ass over his lap in seconds giving me a blistering hot spanking on a bottom all too anxious for the treatment. It had been some days—days before we arrived at the Sword & Tankard—since my last good punishment. The way I walked into this one so easily, I must have been baiting him to appease an obstreperousness that became more distressing every day.


  Smack! 


  “Ouch!” My fanny was hot, my skirts swishing around me, and his determination seeming to gather steam the more he worked my ass. 


  He let loose with a good dozen swats against the back of my thighs and I started to howl like a banshee. “Come on, KC,” I roared when I was sane, “it was a fair question!”


  “It was a stupid question,” he roared right back as his hand came down to flame my skin. 


  “Yeeeeeeouch!” He was hitting in the middle of my ass, right on tender skin, not one, two, even three smacks in a row before changing targets, but a couple of dozen. It hurt as much—maybe more than being spanked with a belt. 


  I could feel the anger coming through his hand—maybe he was a little pent-up, too. Of course then, he’d had his jollies with the ladies a few nights before. That should have worked some of his sadistic dominance out of his system, though this spanking belied that theory. 


  His anger was an intimacy we shared in times like these. When he was spanking me for the fun, or playing Mr. Cool Cold Correctional Officer punishing me for being lazy with my job, the anger was absent. But when the motivation was personal, when it was about the two us, when it was about my stupidity regarding our relationship, his emotion swelled right on the surface. 


  KC called it righteous indignation. I called it anger. Regardless, the feel of his emotions was sexy and it turned me on. I swear I could feel his erection growing underneath me the more he rained his strikes. Unfortunately, however, we didn’t often screw afterwards because he had some message to impart to me; and he didn’t want the sex to keep me from absorbing his meaning thoroughly. At that moment, however, all I could feel was the amazing lust coming from him, as though he were pouring on love. A strange sort of way to care about someone, but that was exactly what I was feeling. 


  My ass was ten degrees hotter that the steamy air—sweltering like the worst of summer days. 


  When he finally stopped, he pushed me off his lap to the floor, where I landed between his thighs, KC looking down at me with his black, narrow eyes staring into my wet green ones. Then, he started his lecture. “You demean our relationship again with insinuations like that, I’ll bruise that heinie of yours raw till you get my message. You understand? That was schoolgirl shit. If you don’t know how serious our relationship is then you’ve been living in another world from mine.”


  I tried to raise some objection but he cut me off.


  “No suspicions, Gail. None.”


  “What about Andrea?”


  “You know that’s nothing. It didn’t bother you then, or did it?”


  “No.”


  “Hell, if you don’t want me to screw around, I won’t. I don’t care. I can go either way. Sex is sex to me—except with you, and then it’s special. You know that, and you’re just being immature to say otherwise.”


  He shut me up more with every word. No way I could argue his points. 


  “Sure, I’ve brought women to this event with me for years, but that was other years. You’re the only one I’ve loved. Don’t forget that.”


  “Okay.” That was all I could manage in my creaky, guilty, sad little voice. 


  I was still horny, and my ass was hot, and the desire and emotion bursting through me had to have some physical end, though I wasn’t betting that I’d have one. The more we were eye to eye the more my sexual need intensified. 


  “KC, I want to be collared,” I finally said. It seemed as though that statement came from nowhere; but to be honest, I’d been thinking of it since he explained the collaring and the game between these bawdy brutes and their wenches. In fact, I could hardly not think of it since it was all around me every day. The collar had become a matter of pride with me. I was a submissive woman. I’d accepted that. I loved being spanked—I even secretly liked the thought of an audience. What better place could there be for me to take this lust to another level? 


  I’m sure KC knew exactly what would happen bringing me here. I’m sure he wasn’t surprised at all by my request. But still, he played it cool.


  “I don’t know. I’m not sure I want you to have one,” he finally said and he sounded serious. 


  “Why not?”


  “I’m not sure you’re ready.”


  “Ready for what? You think I can’t handle it?” my voice was rising. My turn to be indignant.


  He started to snicker. 


  “Are you toying with me, KC Gable?” I suddenly backed off.


  “I don’t know, am I?”


  Oh, I could see he was. I shook my head feeling very sassy seeing the irreverent look on his face. Damn! He made me horny. “Ah, KC, how about screwing my ass?” I asked. I moved up on my knees, leaning into him massaging his crotch through his leather pants where his cock was stiffening against my hand.


  “Nope. Not until after you’re collared.”


  “And when will that be?” I played more—hoping enough fondling would change his mind. 


  “Whenever I decide.”


  “Oh, make it be soon, please.”


  “No.” He said abruptly. “I plan to make you sweat.” 


  I’m sure it wouldn’t be too long; he was horny too, and wasn’t likely to wait long to satisfy himself.


  ***


  That evening was an off night for the calling down of naughty wenches. But that didn’t mean there wasn’t a randy show for the company to watch at dinnertime. I thought the meal would proceed as normal; it showed all the signs of adjourning early until Davis waltzed before the crowd and quieted them with his gavel. 


  “It’s come to my attention that we have a ceremony to perform.”


  I shuddered, believing it was my time, and so it was.


  “The Maid Galen,” he called to me, and I shivered so that I could hardly rise from my seat. “Get up now, we won’t hurt you—at least not yet,” he turned and chuckled devilishly under his breath. 


  I couldn’t even look at KC. I bit my lip, and grasped the seat of my chair as though there was glue I had to pry loose. Finally, rising to my feet, my poor thighs felt as heavy as lead. Somehow, I managed to make it to the front of the room where Davis was waiting with my collar.


  “Kneel,” he ordered, looking very officially into my scared eyes. 


  “For the duration of this Faire do you agree to all the requirements that wearing this collar will mean… that you will submit to the rituals that we hold dear… that you will conduct yourself submissively to all the company men at this gathering…and that you will graciously accept any punishment earned? Do you agree?”


  “I do,” I answered with a faltering voice. 


  “Do you agree to wear this collar as a sign of your submissive status?”


  “I do.”


  “And if ordered by a male member of this company to pay with punishment or sex, do you agree?”


  This element was new to me—the sex, now clearly spelled out when before I was only guessing.


  “I do,” I answered, hardly faltering this time.


  “Rise then,” Davis ordered.


  Taking the collar in his hand, I eyed the purple embroidered satin realizing that it would match both of my dresses. KC must have chosen it. 


  “The sign of your status, Maid Galen,” he nodded to it as he put it around my neck. From behind me, someone took the two loose ends in his hand and tied them together so the fit was snug. I was dying to see the effect in the mirror, but the picture in my head was good enough for the moment. 


  “So then, fellows, what’s my bid for this wench’s ass,” he turned me around in his hands and raised my skirt before the crowd. 


  My neck and ears turned hot as a red blush crept up my face to cover my cheeks as well—yet the tingle in my crotch was almost agony to bear. 


  Adding humiliation to my embarrassment, Davis bent me over so that the crowd could see my ass, nicely rounded and pristine. If they looked carefully, they could also see the dampening insides of my thighs where my sex juice was smearing on the skin its fresh wet dew. 


  “What’s my bid gents?” he asked again.


  The men shouted amounts—coins, usually quarters used for real barter in this fake kingdom. I tried not to listen. Was I worth much, or just your average twenty coin wench? During the heaviest bidding, I even heard KC’s voice shout out a few times. But he was not the last to call out a bid. 


  When the gavel struck Davis’ lectern, I was pulled upright and turned about. Here I thought I’d be punished right before the crowd. But no. 


  Connor, having won the auction, took me from the tent with his hand firmly grasping my arm. I looked back at KC who was smiling broadly as if to say, “Enjoy, my love.”


  I was scared to death—not that life-threatening mortal dread that chills the bones, but the panting, heart pounding, pussy clenching variety of fear that determines arousal. Mine was raw now


  We moved across the mid-ground between the tents, to one as far back as any in the company village. I played out the drama in my head as though enacting a scene from a play. Connor and I were the cast, and there were spectators all around us peering in the tent. 


  Though there was just the two us, it felt as though we were completely exposed. I’m sure there were a few at the faire imagining the scene in their minds—KC not the least of them. Then again, he might be off with some other saucy, collared wench.


  “You say you like your ass to burn?” Connor asked as his eyes gleamed mischievously. The mischievously vulgar smile on his face only lured me to our purpose more. 


  “Yes, yes, I do,” I whispered cautiously.


  “Good, for it will burn tonight.”


  His style was swift, almost brutal, though it didn’t last long—the saving grace. He put me under one hefty arm, raised my skirt with his free hand, and then taking a split end leather spanking strap, he tanned my hide in the old-fashioned way. Burn it did. Ruthlessly so. I thought some poise under duress was called for, but his repeated smacks all landed in the same place—right atop the worst of KC’s spanking the night before. My flesh heated quickly. Though I danced about in protest, and cawed like a noisy bird, it had no effect on the man. He had his agenda and would not be dissuaded.


  Connor was almost done too soon by normal spanking standards. However, he had his purpose—another lust, which for this brutishly handsome fellow seemed as important as the punishment. Tossing me over the back of a chair—placed there as though it were ready and waiting for the moment—he then unbuckled the belt about his britches, and withdrew a handsome looking erection. I only saw it fully engorged for just an instant—that glance stolen from the corner of my curious eye. The organ then disappeared, as it stabbed me with its first rude thrust. It was successful in its plunder of my cunt, finding it as though his erect penis were a homing pigeon. 


  “Ugh!” The first jolt practically sent me into the next tent, but Connor drew my ass into his powerful hands and clutched the spanked cheeks hard as he fucked me. I was too steamy not to feel the act orgasmically, and it was rapidly taking me over the edge. I grunted hard and so did he, and managed some ridiculous exclamations I’m sure he didn’t pay attention to. We were both exhausted by the time he pulled from me and tapped the last of his cum on my naked behind. 


  “You’ll do just fine, Maid Galen,” he said with a snicker as he collapsed to his bed, leaving me draped over the chair, too tired to move. I didn’t know what the hell I was supposed do now. But rising, I suggested that maybe I leave. 


  “Oh, no!” he pulled me to the bed with him. I sat. He lay. I couldn’t imagine anything more, but at least my body could recuperate. “You’re not done yet,” he said.


  “I’m not?” I wondered worriedly. 


  “Aaa, don’t look so concerned. You’ll get through the night.” He reached out and stroked my cheek affectionately. “KC certainly got a good one this time.”


  “He did, huh?”


  “Yeah, you’re one fine wench.”


  “Do you really think like this all the time? I mean wenches, brutes, men in charge, women yield?”


  He shrugged. “Only when I can get away with it. Rest of the time, I’m a lamb like most men.”


  “I see,” I said smiling. 


  “And now, wench, you have more duties to attend to.”


  Reluctantly pulling us to our feet, Connor dragged me from the tent into the dying light of the woods, even as I felt a trickle of his cum drizzling out of my cunt and down my leg.  


  “She’s all yours, gents,” my guide announced as he tugged me toward a small bonfire. KC was there as were five other company men, enjoying a smoke and the look of flames leaping and sparking the night air with fire.


  Before I could gather myself, there was another hand grasping at my waist, taking me from Connor and putting me over his lap. I was spanked again—another swift punishment to my angry skin. Then I was passed around the campfire, going over each pair of thighs in turn and receiving, not a lengthy, but certainly rousing going over. 


  I wasn’t sure I could handle much more by the time I got to KC, where thankfully—and to my surprise—my boyfriend didn’t take advantage of my ass just then. He was waiting for the privacy of our tent. He smiled, as the glow from the fire made his face look mischievously merry, “I think she’s had enough initiation, friends. She’s mine now.”


  “We don’t get to see her master take her?” one man protested.


  “Only if she really deserves the treatment,” KC answered.


  He was in ecstasy leading me back to our tent. I was a collared wench—broken in to the task by the rituals someone with a creative mind made up when this debacle started. This was totally absurd in the scheme of real life, but I couldn’t deny my ebullient mood. 


  “Enough on your ass, or do you need more tonight?” KC asked once we were behind the curtain of our tent. 


  “Oh, please can this be enough. I need another fuck.”


  He had no problem with my request. In fact, I suspected he figured the night would go this way. We were all over each other: naked, sucking, teasing, laughing and getting very serious in each other’s arms. I came twice more, KC once, and then we slept. I was exhausted, but I was still happily wearing my satin collar.




  Chapter Thirteen


  My first Renaissance Faire continued in the same boisterous fashion as my first tentative days of this wild event. I joined the sisterhood of collared females ready to bare their butts, take their punishment, and earn lots of perverted sex for their willingness to yield. I understood now why my fellow maids, mistresses and gentle ladies were easily led into this life. Every day was an exhilarating mystery of speculation. Whose name tile would be chosen in the morning? What man might find you napping, or speaking too sharply, or otherwise behaving badly? What women would be called before the company for public censorship and punishment? Weird thrills darted through me all day long as I waited with anticipation piqued. I couldn’t let my mind rest—not completely. 


  At first, I was filled with worries—when would I have my first incident? Who would that first dominant man be? And sex? Could I let myself be taken by any member of this company? These men were not the polished sort of lovers I usually desired—not even like KC. There was not a minute that I wasn’t watchful.


  “Gail, hon, you’ll never get your ass spanked being Miss Goody-two-shoes,” Carol told me one afternoon while we were on our way with Connie to the faire market with a new load of beaded necklaces. 


  “I’m not doing that!”


  “Oh, yes, you are,” Connie agreed with her. “Lighten up.”


  “I’m scared to death,” I admitted. 


  “Aw, c’mon,” Carol said. “What could be worse than having Connor Elsinore buy your ass, spank it till it burned, and fuck your cunny?”


  “Hmmm. A morning at the whipping post,” I suggested right way. I think I was worried about that the most. 


  “Oh, but that’s fun.”


  “And painful,” I was sure. 


  “Pain? You’ve been with KC Gable as long as you have, you know pain.” 


  Not to mention the years I’d been with Rossi, I thought privately. 


  “You know ‘pain’ from KC Gable,” Carol smiled, this little knowing, twinkle-eyed smile that brightened her whole face, “you have the best, honey.”


  Connie agreed—saying so with a similar look of lust on her face. “My only worry is that you’ll put him out of commission and make him an honest man.”


  “You mean keep him from screwing around at these events?”


  “I don’t think I want to change KC. If this is what he wants, then I don’t want to stop him—if I could stop him.” I shrugged. I wasn’t sure how much power I had over my handsome biker/actor/all around unusual guy. I was somewhat surprised that they thought I had such prowess. 


  I became wench-of-the-day the next morning—as though my two confidants had somehow rigged the game in my favor. They gave me knowing glances as they saw me take my place in front of the that dreadful whipping post. As KC came up to undo my skirt and bare my ass, I winced in fear. From any other man the act would have been routine. But from KC, it was a private intimacy he was sharing with the rest of the company, right out in the open, in broad daylight. His might, and stern invulnerability moved inside me in a lusty wave of command. I felt so small—but infinitely aroused. 


  I hoped it would be his hand taking the first shots at my ass. But he stuck with the declaration he made at my initiation—he’d only spank me in front of the company if I deserved it.


  Regardless of his plans, I had the full treatment at the post. In my one long hour of agony, there were no less than six men reddening my posterior. Some I loved for their almost sensuous style. Other spankings were frightfully painful—but very brisk. At least twice during the ordeal, I saw KC over my shoulder some distance off, arousing me with a firm and judgmental stare—almost defying me to misbehave. How could I, tethered to this post? 


  And yet, once the ordeal began, my nerves eased and the Old World spirit of my captivity took over. As I’d done on many occasions in the last week, I lived two lives: a real one, and this other one that belonged to another reality. I knew this one wouldn’t last; but as long as it did, I would enjoy myself. I was so terribly frightened of what would happen when the faire was over that I didn’t want to spend a single moment wrestling with those thoughts. 


  I survived the post, and then a few sessions with the players, taking me to task for tiny errs in behavior. In the middle of the day, I’d be called aside and abruptly spanked in some out-of-the-way corner. No sex, even though I wouldn’t have minded. I wondered if KC might have had something to do with this lack of sexual advances.  


  “Did you tell them not to screw me?” I finally asked him.


  “Who?”


  “Jack, Philip, Trevor.”


  “Getting your ass spanked but no sex, huh?” He snickered.


  “If I have to put up with the spanking, I just thought…”


  “No, I didn’t make them swear off your cunt. You must have just deserved the licking you got on the strength of your bad behavior,” he quipped rather happily. “Bottom a little sore?”


  “Yes,” I scowled—though not all that seriously. 


  That night he did me well—in the ass, as though reminding me who was in charge—even though there was no confusion in my mind before we began.


  As the faire continued, I had more randy sessions with our jocular male members—and finally two quick fucks, which delighted me thoroughly. I reported them to KC, who listened attentively to the accounts of my sessions. He was interestingly aloof when I was done, and said very little. Not once during the faire, however, was I called on to present myself for a public chastisement at one of the dinnertime rituals. Was I just lucky? Or again, was KC playing the puppeteer, pulling strings so this show would go exactly as he devised.


  The three weeks were nearly at an end, putting me into a curious melancholy. I don’t know what more I wanted from this Renaissance Faire. I was actually weary and looking forward to the end—but what next? I had no life, but what I had with KC. Could I just keep running around the countryside with no purpose at all? And what would happen when KC returned to Chicago and his theatre? He had a job, I had nothing. My fear of the future made me emotionalize strangely the last few days of the faire. I didn’t want to talk to anyone—including KC—though I found that my sullen even brusque attitude suited me just fine. I kept to myself, dilly-dallied about doing whatever I pleased. Though I looked busy, I don’t really know what I did. Since I’d never had any official position in the company, I’d floated around doing whatever was needed. But this aimless pursuit seemed almost pointless now, as my cohorts all had their assigned tasks and I only seemed to get in their way.  


  KC didn’t notice my lack of enthusiasm—at least so I knew. He was getting ready to strike the sets and put the woods back into their natural order. With so much to do, I left him alone and we saw little of each other.


  Maybe everyone was a little testy. There seemed to be an upswing in punishments. The last several days, the male members were more easily roused to take out their agitation on a convenient ass. I had mine spanked twice in the same day—not a half-hour apart. This on top of being spanked late the day before. These sessions served some purpose, taking the edge off my own dull mood, though they were not the rip-roaring jovial episodes I’d enjoyed earlier during the faire. And they certainly didn’t get rid of my burgeoning sexual energy. 


  By the time KC was ready for bed at night, he was almost too tired to fuck. Even a few aggressively randy attempts to engage him fell flat.


  KC didn’t respond to my unsettled mood, however, until I rattled off a few chaffed responses to his questions while I was in the middle of getting dinner with Gretchen and Connie. I did have my arms loaded with a pot of steamy soup, which he could have helped me carry. Instead, he left me to take care of the load myself while still drilling me on the whereabouts of his stage crew. “Hell, I didn’t know,” I told him, annoyed that he would even ask. He scowled at my reply, and took off.


  Later, he asked about clothes that I was suppose to have laundered that afternoon. “No, I hadn’t gotten to them,” I said, sounding snippy. 


  “Something wrong?” he wondered, having finally stopped long enough to address my swirling pot of agitated energy. 


  “No,” I almost snapped the response. My body was afire. Damn! I wanted to tackle him to the ground—and on any other occasion I might have. But this didn’t seem to be the time. 


  “I don’t believe you, Gail. If something is wrong…”


  “Something is not wrong…” I swore… though I changed my abrupt reply mid-sentence with my voice turning unusually sweet, “just a little tired.” I blew him a kiss. 


  “You’d better be telling the truth…” he advised.


  “Or what?” I had a feeling there was a threat attached to this warning and I almost wanted more confrontation just so I could end up venting what was rattling inside me. It seemed as though KC and I hadn’t had any real conversation about substantive things in so many weeks, that we’d forgotten the way our relationship worked.


  “Lies do not become you, Maid Galen.” He never called me by the name Davis conferred on me at the collaring. I think he thought it silly. Why now?


  “Why would I lie?”


  “Something is on your mind. And you will spit it out. Maybe not now, but you will soon.” He left me feeling as though the Sword of Damocles was hanging over my head, any moment about to come crashing through me. 


  That night, KC and I ate at separate tables, which shouldn’t have been a problem, except that I felt a gaping void between us—one widening each moment that ticked by without making amends. This was our next to the last evening meal as a company, and it evolved into one raucous blowout. I learned later that the ‘last night’ debauchery was as predictable as all the other ceremonies of this crazy affair.


  It began with a general display of six sassy asses—the most I’d ever seen at one of these ritual accountings. As Davis rapped his gavel and the ceremony started, KC stood at the side of the dining tent, arms crossed over his chest. He stared at me enough to have me frightened. But when the six were called to the front, I was not one of them. I breathed a sigh of relief, but then wasn’t so sure that I shouldn’t be even more wary. Something about this scene—and his mood—was suspiciously peculiar; though I wasn’t certain what bothered me so much.


  The spanking ritual that followed was one hell of a bawdy show. A little drunken feast with six bared behinds, flesh jiggling as it reddened with repeated punishment, and lots of lewd groping. I wondered if the affair would suddenly break free into a full-fledged orgy. For those participating, the spectacle turned into a wonderfully gleeful release. Even my wench sisterhood was having a terrific time with their red asses waving at their men for more. Seemed only KC and I—yards apart—were not affected by the raucous lechery. He appeared stone cold sober—even though I’d seen him down at least three beers. I’d had my share of wine, but I was sober, too. 


  Finally, as the laughter and the ritual began to wane, Davis moved to the center again, gavel in hand. Assuming he was about to proclaim the end of these festivities, I was moving toward the door, about to leave. To my surprise, I heard him call my name.


  “Maid Galen!” He spoke sharply and the crowd immediately quieted.


  “Sir!” I turned to him, expecting more of the jovial good humor that had characterized this night, only to find his expression uncommonly grim. The other men mirrored his mood; and the women, like me, were stunned and quieted, too. 


  “Join me here,” he gave the command. 


  Once gathering my wits, I tottered uneasily toward the front of the tent. “Sir?”


  “Did you think your offensive mood has gone unnoticed?” It was KC speaking as he stepped from the corner. I kept my eyes facing forward, afraid to look at him. I couldn’t think of anything to say. “Speak to me, Maid Galen.” His voice sounded like thunder in my ear and yet he didn’t raise the volume one decibel above his normal speech—his was a theatre voice that could carry into the wind with vigor even when he spoke in a whisper.


  Trembling so, I didn’t turn his way, but answered, “I didn’t realize that I was any more testy than the rest of this company.” 


  I heard some “ahs” from the crowd, and realized that my response had been a little too brusque for a collared woman, though there was no way to take back my words. A prickly feeling rose up my spine no doubt coming from KC’s unaltered gaze.


  “Look at me,” he ordered.


  I turned slowly. “I’m sorry if I offended you.”


  “You offend my friends and my life here to be so brassy.”


  I wondered just how serious this game was. I heard other wenches tongue-lashed in similar fashion, but there was no underlying mirth in KC’s delivery at all. Maybe he was just a better actor than his friends were.


  “My apologies to all,” I said politely. 


  “Apologies aren’t enough, Gail.” He was in me now, as though no one else inside the tent mattered but the two of us.


  But they did matter to me. It mattered that this was a private affair and all these eyes were staring at us, and listening to the reprimand, and hearing my heart beat anxiously, and sensing my crotch pulsing. 


  “I think it’s time you took your turn before the company. Obviously, you haven’t learned enough in humility and surrender.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “If you’re asked to bare your soul, Gail, whether in public or private, you will. Is that understood?”


  “Yes.”


  “You will not hide yourself as you have these last few days. You will not lie to me, or speak falsely, or ungraciously. Is that clear?”


  “It is.”


  “If you want to mend this sorry state, you’ll atone right now.”


  He nodded to the table, now empty of wenches sporting crimson asses. I guess I’d do this alone. 


  I shuddered more. I was almost faint. There was not a vein in my body not pounding as blood rushed to my head and into my crotch. 


  Taking my place, I bent over the table; and then reaching behind me, I slowly drew my skirt up over my hips, baring my ass—just as I’d seen the other women do. KC stepped forward with a belt in his hand. He stood to my left, close enough so that our bodies grazed slightly when we moved. It seemed as though electricity was raining off us in sparks. I felt his physical heat as much as I felt my own. Working quickly, he leveled the leather on my ass, the doubled belt smacking me sharply. Nothing sweet about this punishment. He was all business. KC paused once, but that was only to adjust his position so he could place his hand at the small of my back. More control. 


  He continued until my ass was blistered raw and he was getting some righteous pleas from me for him to stop. He went right on even longer, for a least a minute more, and then finally stopped. I slumped to the table exhausted. 


  “I’m finished with her gents. Feel free to add to my lady’s misery.” 


  He had done enough and stalked off, reaching the far doorway of the tent with my eyes following each step he took. 


  If only I could have run after him; but that was impossible. I was forced to endure the efforts of several more brutish fellows laying on their best before I was allowed to rise. By then, the entire company had truly tired of this long day. And finally, more from fatigue than any just finale, the event petered out until there was no one else who cared to punish me. 


  “Go to him,” Davis almost whispered to me. 


  Hearing his words, I stood, turned around, and noted that most of the company had dispersed. One last glance at Davis, I fled, looking for KC.


  An hour later I finally caught up with my boyfriend. After looking in our tent, and making a cursory inspection of the faire grounds, I found him sitting alone behind our tent, near the stream, looking at the moon. He was calmer than I’d seen him in days.


  “Have you been here all along?” I asked. 


  “Sure have.”


  “While I was frantically trying to find you?”


  “I thought your search was rather cute.” He must have spied me peering out of the surrounding darkness. 


  “Cute?”


  He smiled. That was a relief. 


  “Now, do you want to tell me what’s bugging you, or shall I try you over my lap?”


  “No, I’ll talk. I’m not sure if my ass can take any more.”


  The conversation reminded me of ones we’d had in the theatre. He listened, I talked. I spit out everything I could think of that had been gnawing at my insides. There was a lot of fear about the future, a lot of question marks in my path. And there was this driving need still battering at my insides, as though I hadn’t quite scoured out everything from my past. When I finally finished my lengthy, twisted and confusing monologue, and had said everything that I could possibly think to say, I stopped. Certainly there was something else, but nothing popped into my brain. This too was reminiscent of a dozen other conversations KC and I had in our brief past.


  KC was silent for a while; I could even hear him breathing. But I could hardly see his eyes for the darkness—another black box, though this was just a little more breathtaking with real stars not stage lights overhead. 


  “You want more, don’t you, Gail?” he said at last. “Something deeper than what’s here?”


  Straight to the point. I sure could count on him for that. 


  But then, it didn’t pay to be stubborn now, or balk, or shy away. I could still feel the ache in my ass—and probably would for days. Though I was feeling better having had my ass so deeply worked, and even more for having confessed, KC was right. There had been more with Rossi, and there was more I needed now. I don’t know exactly what the point was to KC’s schemes or my endless sexual needs, but it was clear to him and clear to me that my summer journey was not over. Hell, it was only mid-August. Though summer was waning, it had not yet reached its end. 


  “I do need more, KC,” I agreed.


  “Then you’ll get more,” he stated simply.


  “Where? Here?” I wondered.


  “The faire is over, Gail. But these people and this place aren’t the only playground I know where arcane rites like these take place.”


  “No?” 


  “Just a fair piece down the road…” he mused.


  “And what do I do about September when we return to Chicago?” I asked. 


  “Now how can I answer that? It’s not September. You never know, by the time you’re home again, you might just want your job back. You might want nothing more to do with me. You might be so sick of being spanked, you’ll never go over another lap again.”


  I couldn’t imagine any of those possibilities; they all seemed so far-fetched.


  “Never,” I answered feeling sure of myself. I had my lust instilled in me. I knew I needed more. If only I could arrange my life to make this bliss work every day. But that solution still eluded me.


  KC and I were about to begin the last journey of our long summer together. Sometimes if felt as though we were on a pilgrimage to secure my sanity and leaving the Renaissance Faire I was still confused. By the time I found home again, I’d have my answer; but not until I took the wildest ride of my submissive life.




  Chapter Fourteen


  We took the bike the northern route, across Canada, dropping back to the US in Maine, driving through the state until we were nearly at the border of Maine and New Hampshire. 


  In a little hideaway village, we stopped at the outskirts, picked up a six-pack at the local grocery, and then headed into the country, stopping at the top of a ridgeline that looked out on a breathtaking landscape of forests. Just yards away down a small dirt road was a cabin sitting on a rise, appearing out of nowhere against the dense growth of green behind it. 


  A few leaves whipped the air—autumn colored ones, prematurely grabbing at the wind, giving off the scent of the approaching season. My body replied with the sensuousness of fall so prevalent inside the air. It greeted me warmly, though, as if to suggest that some great change was on its way. 


  Stepping off the bike while still enjoying the vibration buzzing through me, I stared at the cabin wonderingly, trying to decide what I was seeing. Even with my expert architectural eyes, it took some minutes to understand that though this was a hand-made, rough-hewn cabin, it had been recently built by someone with an intelligent sense of design and a good deal of skill to put such ideas into form. 


  It was a simple structure built of stained cedar siding, though the trim about the windows and doors was executed in intricately carved patterns—just enough to soften the otherwise stern exterior. Most spectacular was a sunset of wood bursting over the front door like an open fan. And the door was hand-carved with a deer, a bear and fish drawn out of the massive wood. 


  “Karl and Susan Joyce,” KC said. He’d knocked on the door and waited.


  “Your friends?”


  He nodded. 


  With no answer, we scooted off the front porch, and rounded the side of the house where the land had been cleared and a summer garden sat laden with its harvest. My legs seemed to grab the earth, feeling the feral land drawing them down. The sensation settled my nervous insides. 


  A moment later, Karl Joyce appeared from around the far end of the house. 


  “Ha! I thought I heard the bike.” He grasped KC warmly, then pulled him along, ignoring me, while I padded on behind them as the two began to talk. 


  Karl reminded me of Davis—though he was even cruder in appearance than that rugged Renaissance Lord. His body was brawny and muscled, and his face tempestuous, with hot cerulean eyes that pierced like those of a falcon. One glance at me, I had to lower my eyes. With his reddish beard and unruly hair that skimmed his shoulders, Karl Joyce looked suitably attired in peasant’s clothes—leather britches—much less sleek than KC’s—a rough muslin shirt, and hefty work boots. Noting his appearance, physique and attitude, I had a feeling the Old World ventures of the summer had not yet ended.


   We moved together across the well-kept yard—everything about the place was as neat as a pin. The house sat by itself unadorned, except for a small green lawn around the back, and a meadow of grasses in front leading down toward the forest. Lining the edges of the vegetable garden, there were brilliant flowerbeds. And behind the house at the edge of the woods was Karl Joyce’s workshop. 


  I followed the pair inside the workshop, dutifully. Still, not one word of introduction from KC. But by then, I figured that there was some reason for this curious slight, so I kept quiet. 


  “You’ve enlarged it,” KC exclaimed seeing the sizable rectangular workspace—again, a rough-hewn, hand-built building. This one had worktables on two sides, racks and bins of raw leather pieces along one wall, as well as a number of leather and woodworking tools.


  Karl’s occupation was easily obvious, though none of this was explained to me. I stuck close to KC and kept silent, listening to Karl’s lengthy dissertation about his work and how much his business had increased over the last two years—he had hundreds of orders for fetish gear—he said that derisively, scoffing at the aficionados of S&M who haunted the sex clubs for scenes. 


  He also made more normal leather clothes—pants, vests and cowboy chaps, as well as bridles and saddles. His leather tooling was astoundingly intricate—that of a fine craftsman who understood his media.


  What KC wanted were costumes for the theatre.


  “Karl,” KC suddenly stopped him at a convenient moment and turned to me. “This is Gail.”


  “Yeah?” He didn’t seem to care. 


  “She’s a sub, but not like Susan,” my boyfriend added.


  Karl didn’t bother to say hello or shake my hand, but went on to discuss me with KC as though he were observing a new hound. “She was at your Renaissance Faire?” he asked.


  “Got a good dose of submissive lore.”


  “So, you’re training her?”


  “She was trained once.”


  “And she’s yours now?”


  “No, Karl, I don’t own her.”


  The fellow shrugged, almost smiling. “Let’s get a beer.”


  My status as a persona non grata remained unchanged throughout the afternoon. KC and Karl drank beer and discussed their lives with a degree of mutual respect common among friends. Nothing more was mentioned about Susan; I wondered where she was. I might have been bored by the visit except that Karl Joyce’s house was such a marvel of architectural wonder that I found my eye regularly confronted by some interesting angle or aspect of its design and would gaze in fascinated wonder. 


  The great room was a large open space with exposed beams, a high ceiling and more intricate carvings in the woodwork. A dozen times, I stopped myself from asking who was responsible for this marvel. I marveled in silence, while I sat some distance from both men. I’d taken the only chair offered me; one so far from the two men that I felt exiled in my corner alone.


  “Hi! My love!” A woman’s honey-coated voice abruptly stirred me from my thoughtless musing, and I turned to see a sensuous brunette no more than five feet tall appear in the kitchen doorway. She was in a rush, smiling brightly, as she quickly fixed an inch-wide leather collar around her necks. Moving quickly to her husband’s side, she slumped to the floor at his feet. 


  This was Susan, I assumed, though we weren’t introduced. If I’d been put-off, even a little frightened of her husband’s boorish behavior, she was a comforting sight on which my eyes could rest easy. Susan Joyce smoldered. Her skin was sun-drenched, a tawny brown, her eyes warm cinnamon, and her hair was pulled back off her face, fixed in a long dark braid that nearly reached her ass. I thought her the most erotic being I’d ever seen—not because she was pretty or even beautiful in the classic sense, but because she bloomed with energy, which seemed to billow from her voluptuous form, and her eyes, and full-lipped mouth, and the pose of reverence she adopted while sitting at her husband’s feet. It might have been my own rumbling body responding to her lush perfection, or, perhaps, she was truly this delightful. Had I had the chance, I might have melted into her, kissed her cheek and found warmth in her arms. This simple vision stunned me, and I found it hard to take my eyes from her. 


  “Sir,” her sweet voice intruded into the conversation, but not so Karl took any offence. He had his hand on her head, deferentially, while he gazed down. “Should I get dinner for you and your friends?”


  “Yes, and take Gail with you.”


  Ah! He did remember me! 


  Susan turned to me, and smiling, motioned me to follow.


  Normalcy seemed to return to my baffled consciousness once the two of us hit the kitchen. We chatted easily as women who’d just been introduced. She wanted to know everything about the Renaissance Faire, which was an easy subject to talk about. Even when the topic turned to the “rites of submission” as she called them, I had no problem detailing some of the scenes I’d seen and even endured. She flushed with excitement hearing my tales, just as I did telling them.  


  “And you’re new to these rites?” she wondered. 


  “In a way. I had a dominant lover… a husband when I was in graduate school, almost ten years ago.”


  “Did you?” She stopped chopping onions and looked me in the eye while dwelling on this bit of information.


  “And how did you come to leave him?” 


  “He wasn’t the right man—at least not forever.”


  “You’d think if you could give your heart to a man that you’d never want to take it back.”


  “I think the truth was, I never gave him my heart.”


  “Then you played games,” she said, almost scowling.


  “It was more than that. I needed his discipline, but where there’s no love, being subject to a man won’t last.”


  “I’ve never known anything like that,” she turned thoughtful, staring out the window to her gardens. She still didn’t understand. Though Susan was several years older than I was, she appeared far more innocent. “So, you’re with KC now?” she revived at last.


  “I think so.”


  She smiled, and we talked more, working side by side, as though we’d known each other for some time. When we finished preparing a meal of beans, meat, rice and Mexican vegetables, she happily re-entered the great room, stood behind Karl with her hands resting on his shoulders, and when the conversation took a break, announced the meal. 


  I understood them because I understood Rossi and me, and I understood what happened at the Renaissance Faire. But seeing these two inside their unusual life—the firm demarcations between dominant master and submissive slave, her happy, servile attitude, his strict demands, and the way they seemed to fit as one—I was enthralled and scared. Were Rossi and I ever like this to those who saw us? Was this what KC wanted? Why were we here? And why had my body begun to pant with unquenched thirst? It seemed that the quiet sensuousness of my soul had been enough until we roared into this strange world. 


  Susan wore dresses, never pants—even to work in the gardens. I doubted she wore underwear, though I wouldn’t know that for sure for some days. She held a part-time job at a daycare center—which seemed to be compensation for their lack of children. At home, she was the perfect domestic. She cooked, cleaned and tended the garden. In her husband’s workshop, she worked alongside Karl—responsible for much of the delicate handwork tooled in wood and leather. I learned that they’d met in college sixteen years ago. He’d been in his twenties, teaching life drawing, she’d been his student. I was uneasy noting the parallel between Rossi and me. Though the parallel seemed to fall apart from this point. For the first few years of their marriage, they’d been unacquainted with the lifestyle they now practiced, until Karl stumbled on a diary written by a submissive woman to her lover. It had struck him so keenly that he shared it with Susan. 


  “She fell in love with the life,” I was told. 


  Since that time, the couple embraced their life in its extreme forms. She never was without her collar at home, and never without a permanent ankle bracelet—even in public. 


  They called their home The Refuge—which I would not completely understand right off, though I presumed it was the Joyce’s refuge from a real world that would certainly frown on their chosen life.


  Our first several days in their home there was little show of extremes, other than Susan’s obvious obedience to her husband’s rule, and a set of routines permanently ingrained in her psyche. She deferred to him for all decisions—not as though she was mindless, but because she honored him for his guidance. Unlike my life with Rossi, there was not the disquietude in her manner—that constant wariness I remember clearly every day I lived with my professor. Susan was at peace, I never was.


  When I was alone with KC that first night, I had to ask him why we’d come.


  “He’s my friend.”


  “But you haven’t seen him in years… why now?”


  “We have business to conduct.”


  “That could be done over the phone as easily.”


  “No, more easily in person,” he countered while finally catching the drift of the conversation. “Besides, you said yourself, you needed more.”


  I stopped right there.


  “Don’t lie to me, Gail, their life arouses you. You need to find out why.” He had me there, tongue-tied, not a comeback that he wouldn’t write off as nonsensical, backpedaling fear. “When we’re done here, I’ll take you home.”


  “And if I want to run right now?” I asked. 


  He moved away from the dresser drawers where he was unpacking his clothes. Just the way he swaggered toward me with his eyes snatching mine made my skin burn. I felt as though I’d shrivel into nothing. “Then, I’d suggest you figure out what about this place has you so rattled. I’ve brought other women here—even reasonably submissive ones, and they either think Karl and Susan are sweet and arousing, or they find them laughable. Your response speaks for itself.”


  “KC, this is not the life I want!” I sputtered.


  “Hey, I didn’t say you did. But something has you jumping out of your skin in fear.”


  “I’m not jumping out of my skin!”


  He laughed. “You know, that’s why I love you, you can be such a nitwit.” He gathered me in his arms, conveniently reaching around to massage my ass while consoling me. “Why don’t you relax and let’s see what happens. No one’s going to eat you here, I promise.”


  Several days passed with little to distinguish them, though the spirit of The Refuge seemed to flow inside us both. My interactions with KC became more formalized, especially when we were with Karl and Susan. I began wearing my collar again, and the Renaissance clothes, and two other dresses Susan loaned me for my stay. I walked barefoot getting my toes dirty, worked alongside Susan in the house and garden, and spent the rest of my time while KC was busy with Karl, doing sketches of the woods, the house, the workshop, and my own designs—which seemed to flower in this feral environment. There was something both enchanting and savage about Karl Joyce’s refuge.


  Friday, the end of our first week in this deep woods retreat, the darker world behind this bucolic life emerged, suddenly slapping my face with the sting of reality. Lingering memories from the faire, mixed with memories of Rossi, hurdled through my brain as a night I’d never forget unfolded before me. 


  Karl Joyce and Susan would spend the evening heavily engrossed in the primal aspects of their relationship, joined by friends who shared their vision of the world…


  We woke that morning, finding Susan fixing breakfast in the nude, except for her collar and the band at her ankle. Her attitude was less animated and submission seemed to blanket her being. She was at ease with her nudity—serving her husband so slavishly was obviously not new. KC had no problem with the change, but I was nervous, fully expecting that any minute KC would suggest I join her. 


  “Is this easy for you?” I asked her when we were finally alone doing the breakfast dishes.


  “It wasn’t when we first started ten years ago, but it is now.”


  “And with friends around? I mean, I can understand if they’re naked too…”


  “I accept what Karl asks of me,” was her response. 


  “What about your family?”


  “They understand.”


  “They see you like this, too?”


  “Not naked, but collared.”


  My eyes must have bugged out. 


  “When we began, we dove deeply into this life. My parents are divorced. Karl’s mother died a few years ago, but his father still lives nearby. Karl talked to each of them separately, with me present, and told them how we intended to live. Respecting them, we keep the more extreme elements of our relationship subdued in their presence, but I wear my collar and follow his demands as I would any other time. Since they all live within fifty miles we have suggested that they call before they come.”


  “And they’ve never seen anything …”


  She smiled. “Just once. My mother crashed a scene. Actually, she was expected, but Karl wasn’t about to stop in the middle of a punishment. So, she observed a dandy of a spanking seeing my husband with me over his lap, his hand pelting me with a kitchen spoon. My behind turned as red as my blushing face.”


  “Dear God,” I gasped breathlessly. “But I can’t imagine you disobeying him.”


  Her eyes suddenly sparked as a mischievous expression crossed her lips. “We all have our time of the month,” she quipped. 


  “So what did your mother say?”


  “Actually, she found it amusing. Sort of giggled at me and made some remark about how she should have done this to me herself when I was a teenager. Of course, Karl agreed. And in private later, she confessed to me that she was oddly aroused. My mom’s a very frank woman. Nothing fazes her. Maybe in another life time who I am would have suited her, too. But never this time around… she’s been too beat on by men.” 


  “She didn’t find it perverse?”


  “She knows that Karl loves me. He shows it all the time.”


  I hadn’t seen much sign of that, but perhaps I wasn’t observing them at the right time. 


  The right time for seeing their affections was not that night, when The Refuge turned into a raunchy spectacle that would rival the Renaissance Faire any day.  More than a dozen of Karl’s friends showed up, mostly male and three maybe more four other women, for a bonfire and barbecue. “Last rites of summer,” Karl named it. He was all for naming major events of his life as rituals—finding ceremony in feasts of the flesh, no different than I observed at the Sword & Tankard. Yet, the rites practiced at the faire were this man’s daily passions, not a yearly event. Their games were silly and meaningless to him. He had little use for people who didn’t take this life to its logical ends. I suppose that’s why this couple needed to set themselves apart, off the trodden paths of the conventional and mundane. Their fantasy became that much more real in the middle of their woods—until it wasn’t fantasy at all, but as natural as the rain and snow that would soon cloud their corner of New England for the winter. 


  That evening, there was another naked female running about The Refuge, serving her dominant master just as Susan served Karl. The other women, while submissively inclined and accustomed to their host’s peculiar home, were not as radical with the lifestyle.


  It wasn’t long before the Susan and her naked friend, Johnna, were over the laps of any man who had the hands to take them. They submitted with laughter, screams and a few tears when the spankings got rough. They never balked, even when, for nearly twenty minutes, they went from lap to lap to lap, getting their behinds worked hard in one long session before the men gave them some rest. Their round bare bottoms glowed with color. 


  My own ass ached quietly in reply. And KC, who seemed content to remain on the sidelines watching, occasionally glanced at me. My ass ached even more seeing his look. 


  KC stuck with his friends for most of the evening until ten o’clock as things were really heating up. 


  Susan and Johnna were being given away to Karl’s friends for sessions in the bedroom. I heard their asses getting smartly spanked and the cries of sexual passion drifting to my ears. Even trying to ignore the obvious didn’t dissuade my body from replying to the screwing going on behind closed doors. 


  “You think you can last the night?” I heard KC’s whisper in my ear. His body heat swarmed in around me. With just his touch, I was shivering with desire and leaned back into him suggestively. 


  “We could go fuck,” I suggested.


  “Or we could just stay here and enjoy what you’re feeling.”


  “Oh, you are maddening!” I exclaimed.


  “And that’s the way you want me.” He nibbled my ear, and then made a tender line of kisses down my neck. His hand was at my ass again, squeezing gently. Oh! For one good crack of a paddle, my body languished hungrily. But KC moved away.


  A half-hour later we were all outside, gazing into the crackling bonfire while a crackling conversation began to snap around us. Several men were wanting more, and like me, the other women were restless. The guys started jawing about submissive wives and yielding women—about duty, place and humility at the feet of their men, and about Susan and Johnna, still humping on command inside the house. They were christened perfect bitches. 


  “A woman doesn’t have to go that far to be yielding,” Dale—boyfriend of Chris, informed the handsome blond-haired brute who’d spoken last. “If I told her, Chris would take your lap in a second,” he declared. 


  I stared at Chris and so did everyone else.


  “Then tell her,” another man taunted. 


  Dale stared at Chris, who, taking a calming breath of air, moved toward the blond-haired fellow saying, “Would you prefer me over your lap or the back of a chair?”


  His broad toothy grin could not have shown more pleasure. “My lap, lady, but hike your skirt first.”


  She snickered playfully. Then tugging at her short denim jumper, she uncovered her ass—she’d worn no panties—and waited as the rude brute admired her snatch of black curls before he grabbed her wrist and drew her over his thighs. 


  I almost had pussy juice dribbling down my legs (I wore no panties either) by the time his hand had briskly spanked Chris’s ass to a rosy shade.


  She oohed and ahhed as though she was about to come. When he finished with the spanking, he dropped his fingers into her cleft. They came up wet. 


  “Tease her more, she’ll cum,” Dale said.


  That’s all the invitation needed. Squirming against the hand invading her crotch, Chris came with the sound of her voice like rapturous music. 


  “Now, take care of him, Chris,” Dale ordered when she began to relax again. 


  She was about to drop between his thighs and pull out his dick, but her randy spanker wasn’t up for a public show. He dragged her into the house and got off there. 


  KC stared at me from across the haphazard circle of chairs. Everyone was there, but the two in the bedroom. Even Susan and Johnna were taking a break. I wasn’t sure there was anyone there who hadn’t screwed that night—except KC and me. 


  “Gail.” That’s all he said. His voice was low, the sonorous one that commanded in his theatre, that in an instant could boom commands, that had me wrapped inside him as soon as the sound struck between the thighs. My ears would hear the words, but my crotch felt the tremor rattle my bones and get inside my blood. 


  He nodded while I moved forward nervously. After all that I’d done this summer and long before, I was still shaking scared. 


  “She hides what’s real too well; and the dishonesty needs to end,” he said as he was staring at me. “I think she needs a reminder of who she is.” This was so like the faire, I thought.


  An instant later, there was someone at my back, and then a hefty hand on my shoulder guiding me forward. Before I could even turn around and face my assailant, I found myself over Karl’s lap, feeling his rough strength and stalwart dominance preclude all thoughts of submission I’d ever had before. There was no way to rebuke this event and its effect on me. Even so, I found myself resisting, just long enough to arouse his anger. 


  “Oh, don’t you play the saucy bitch with me!” he roared. “Thought I’d use my hand, but you fight me, we’ll try something stronger. Susan, get my slapper.”


  She was gone not sixty seconds, returning with the flat leather spanking piece, one he’d obviously made himself. I caught one glance at it, and that was enough. Though it looked like any three-inch wide leather, the ends were cut in four strips, and the leather itself was doubled like two ends of a belt, so when it struck its impact magnified beyond the usual. 


  As it stung my ass, the slapper seemed to grab my flesh and pull it with him when he pulled back. It hit like thunder, sounding like sharp claps during a springtime storm. Despite the hurt, his rigorous rhythm, and the unending steadiness of his strikes, my body was taking it in, even moving as though it wanted more. All this talk of spanking and submission for one long week, and the stimulation of this boisterous night, I needed this. Even the public show of my surrender fueled the fire. 


  KC planned this. I could see his hand in every move this night. He knew me well and he knew my need. I wondered if his instincts ever failed. 


  Karl set the beat and kept up the pace, settling in for a long session while the rest of the crowd watched my ass getting vigorously worked. Once he was finished, he didn’t have to ask—he had me commandeered in his grasp, following him into his bedroom. 


  The fuck was simple, a straight on pussy pounding with my legs above his shoulders. He made no effort to make me cum; but I did anyway, in the middle of his orgasm screaming almost as loudly as he was roaring. Yes! I needed this. 


  KC fucked me, too, almost as brutally just an hour later when we’d gone to bed. He hadn’t said much during the remainder of the party. And with my mind, if not my body, pretty battered by that after midnight hour, being silent was exactly what I needed. 


  The Refuge settled down after that unusual night, though it was not the quiet woodland bower it had been our first few days with Karl and Susan alone. This was their summer faire, an end-of-the-season romp of decadent pleasure. Friends came and went, women were collared, asses spanked and jovial orgies took place everywhere from the house to the lawns, to the meadows and the thick woods. Those that arrived often seemed as rooted in the way of life as their hosts were. The Refuge was their refuge, one extraordinary place where people actually celebrated their deviant fantasies, where no one judged, and no one took offense.


  The mood was easy, no pressure and few expectations—except those placed on a submissive woman by her master. Being collared—as all the women were—I did nothing without KC’s permission. The men ruled without apologies. KC, however, kept my sexual activities restrained as though he was saving me for something special.  


  I detected that there were other purposes, darker schemes lurking behind the shadows of these pleasurable days. Things I couldn’t see, perhaps private rituals of which I had little knowledge. KC and I seemed closer than ever, but it was a silent alliance, as though to talk of what was happening would break a necessary spell.




  Chapter Fifteen


  I heard sounds one morning—familiar ones, though I couldn’t quite identify them at first. The bathroom being next to our bedroom, you expect interruptions for normal bodily functions, but these were especially unusual noises, strange but nonetheless remembered ones. 


  When the sleep finally left my mind and I could think clearly, I realized that Susan was with Karl, submitting to an enema. My exhausted body suddenly thundered with confusion. I got up, swept into my bathrobe and left the house. Since my first turn in the bath, I’d ignored the obvious—a contraption in the corner, the rolling cart set to one side of the room, and a tall metal pole with a hook at the top. There was no other specific evidence of enema paraphernalia, but there didn’t need to be. Anyone familiar with the practice would have guessed the truth without needing more clues. And wasn’t it predictable that Karl and Susan would be as much into anal sex as they were other dominant/submissive rites? 


  It was the sounds of Susan’s pleasure that ripped through me most. I remembered my own, much too clearly. 


  I remained outside in the cool morning air, strolling through the garden, well away from the house so I wouldn’t have to listen. Having stirred KC from sleep, it wasn’t long before he was beside me. Just a pair of jeans and a naked chest—this wasn’t fair? I didn’t need this much desire going off in me seeing his muscled body.


  “Restless?” he asked. 


  “A little. It is a beautiful morning,” I said looking up into the brightening sky. 


  “Yeah, it is. A difficult night?” he wondered. 


  “Sort of.”


  We strolled together, my feeling fairly at ease as long as he didn’t say more, but I knew the quiet wouldn’t last.


  “Tell me, Gail, what made you leave Rossi?”


  I turned to him, looking a little surprised, I’m sure. “No fair, KC. You already asked that question.”


  “And you muffed the answer.”


  “How do you figure that?”


  “What made you leave? What is it about our stay here—and especially this morning that has you so rattled? There’s nothing here you haven’t done or seen before.”


  That was true, and yet, the worst of my past had suddenly returned to me, knocking at my empty places, finding them still vacant.


  “Like a fire under glass, a liquid prisoner, pent in walls of glass…” He looked calmly to the eastern horizon. “Why did you leave, Gail?”


  He was going to make me say it whether I wanted to or not. “I got scared,” I finally blurted out.


  “Yeah, you got scared. Of what?”


  I didn’t have to think my answer, I knew. “Of disappearing, being nothing, of losing myself completely inside Rossi’s vacuum.”


  “But that’s what you want, that’s part of your need. You can’t ignore it forever—at least not with me. I know the truth.”


  “I don’t want to go there.”


  “Oh, I think you do. You’re fascinated by Karl and Susan and what they live—you’re fascinated by Susan’s surrender.”


  He was right, but I didn’t say so. 


  “I want you to go back there, Gail. I’m going to give you to Karl for a day.”


  “No, no,” I shook my head. “You said you wouldn’t ask that of me.”


  His look was stern. “Do you love me?” he asked. 


  “Of course, I do.”


  “And you trust that I love you?”


  “Yes, I do.”


  “Then, I want you to do this for me. Not for yourself, but me.”


  Every time KC followed his intuition, I got what I needed. Though I didn’t want to do this, I would.




  Chapter Sixteen


  It was just a simple procedure. Something I’d been through before. 


  I stripped in front of both men. KC was there to watch, Karl to perform another of his many rites. This one, though, was drawn right from the textbook of my college life. 


  Although Karl had spanked and screwed me once, we were hardly intimate, or even friends. Every time I was in his presence, I started to shake. Now, taking off my clothes for this submission, I felt two inches tall in stature and infinitely small, though oddly excited.


  My body gave me away. Once naked, my nipples were enlarging, becoming quickly erect. Even in the humid air I felt the chill of these men’s eyes focused on my sexual attributes. My thighs glowed with sweat, the skin looking radiant, and the soft curls at my pussy seemed to be gathering with female dew. My desire for this was very real. 


  I stared at the necessary enema equipment knowing how much I wanted this repeat performance of my past.


  “This is made for one thing,” Karl said to KC referring to the frightful contraption. “To expose a woman’s ass. You’ll get an education here if you watch me work her.”


  “Then I’ll watch,” KC replied. 


  “You’ve had this done before,” he stated, speaking directly to me. “You’ll struggle, because I demand a lot of a woman in this position, but I will secure your surrender.”


  The contraption was just half a table—a metal one. As I laid my tummy and tits on the surface, I felt the cold climb into me, and goosebumps rise on my arms. They dangled down as I bent over, and Karl bound them, locking my wrists in cuffs attached to a lower bar. Bent at the waist, my feet then rested on another, leather-padded bar below. It was a simple posture and reasonably comfortable, my torso well supported and my head resting on the table. Yet, suddenly, with a sudden jerk, the table moved, raising my hips and ass lowering my torso, putting my privates in a much more vulnerable position. He spread my legs, bending my knees and fitting them into cuffs, which kept my ass splayed open.


  Karl was ready to let his big bag of soapy water flow into my ass.


  He talked to KC as he worked, in a lecture I refused to hear. I let my mind go—I remembered doing that before, with Rossi. Feeling was paramount, subjugation the one divine thing about this abuse. 


  Once my rectum was poked with a fat nozzle, the soapy waters flooded my insides, going deep and then deeper still as the liquid worked its way into the abyss. When I began to cramp, I cringed. Karl massaged my ass to ease the pressure, but swore I would take it all. My reason screamed in protest, but then the waters settled again, and he added more—until I was impaled with this liquid bath, and a deeper sense of my submission than I’d had even just days ago at the faire.


  “Spank her,” Karl ordered KC. 


  I’d already seen the paddle and anticipated its feel. Knowing it was KC delivering the blows I was initially relieved, thinking that Karl would be harder on me. But I’m not sure in this case. KC smacked the paddle off both cheeks with a vigor more intense than any I remember. The waters jostling inside me with each blow threatened to vent; but I clenched my muscles tightly and held on. I had no choice. I was bound; and I would succeed. What if I screamed that I couldn’t take any more? Would he stop? Or would he understand that I was just bluffing and give it to me harder? My fears circled around me as the agony increased, but I did survive, finding those surrendering seconds of bliss that are like paradise found for a submissive woman.


  The force behind KC’s assault was filled with his passion, and yet, the force of the swats seemed to love me in an unfathomable fashion. The more he spanked my bottom, the deeper he took me, the further I wanted to go. I was lost, swimming inside myself, discovering in this curious trial the depth of his love. 


  I knew before the session ended that I wouldn’t feel the emptiness I’d felt before. This wasn’t Rossi. This wasn’t that other lifetime. This was KC, and this was me. Just the two of us now—Karl had left the room though I don’t remember when.


  I learned the truth of such surrender, what had escaped me with Rossi. I could be deep inside this singular lust without losing myself completely—as long as there was someone to take me there and bring me back. I could enjoy the fire, and set it free. 


  KC watched the ending as I finally spilled the waters that so thoroughly cleansed me. There was an unexplainable satisfaction in this ritual—a quivering burst of sensation, of flesh trembling from the inside out—and humility in letting go—and even more, exposing this elemental act of nature before an audience—even if it was an audience of one. My humility was more poignant still because KC knew me so intimately. The love I felt for this young wise man matched the masterful love he tendered me.


  “You amaze me, Gail.”


  “I do?” I stared in wonder from my humble pose.


  “That you would share yourself with me this way.”


  There were tears burning my eyes, but a relinquishing smile on my lips.


  “You’ve denied yourself too many days,” he added.


  “Too many years,” I replied.


  In the aftermath, his arms were warm, and his cock fully rigid and unmerciful as he took me. Home had a new definition in my heart. KC a place inside it. 


  The ritual over, I figured it was time to leave The Refuge and head west. 


  KC mirrored my thoughts, and we left two days later.


  Epilogue


  KC and I split our time now between his tiny apartment at the theatre and my loft, since we are unsure which home we like best. Maybe we’ll keep both. I freelance my art—finding work surprisingly plentiful, if not as financially productive as Ripley & Wingardt. Doesn’t matter, neither money nor a prestigious career served me well. Instead, I’ve discovered my own visions again, and an absorbing fascination for set design—to which KC happily gloats. He says he loves my quirky plans, although we often fight about my interpretation of a play when it differs from his. But they are good fights, fueled by an art we seem to share and I grow fonder of each day.


  I’ve also started painting—oils, but I’m only getting started. I’ve even allowed the family trust to make a major improvement in the ACT Workshop Theatre—its philanthropic duty. There will be more soon. 


  KC remains the boss in my life, in charge, the wizard of the theatre—as well as being the wizard of my sexual unfolding. He’s taken my fire from under glass and held it before my eyes so I can see it clearly. Its permutations are enormous, but they are not fixed in one tiny sphere, as Rossi would have led me to believe. While they center on submission, and spanking seems to be the one constant—these are just the center of a vast sea of sometimes frightening desire. KC gets me over the rough spots. And once I settle, we only dive into that sea for more.


  Today, the black box is cool after an unusually warm October sun. I walk in not apprehensively as I first did, but not without a tingle of excitement rushing up my spine. I suppose I pissed him off—he was furious over the phone. I know I was stretching my authority, changing the stage formation without telling him. But I knew he’d argue if he didn’t see for himself how well my design would work. I know I’m right about this one, and I know I’ll win. But I have a feeling that I’ll only get my point across after I’ve been over his lap for long while, and turned into a squalling brat, kicking and screaming and begging for mercy. The way by body feels, though? I can’t think of anything I want more. 


  Once swallowed by the familiar darkness of the theatre, I take the hall quickly, hearing the sound of KC’s actors rehearsing the play. As I turn the corner, he has his back to me, but he turns abruptly like he has radar in the back of his head. Seeing the menacing look on his face, I know I’ll be getting it hard and hot on my naked ass—and very soon. My only question is: will he take me into the privacy of the scene shop, or do it right here in front of the whole cast?
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