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Part One






  Chapter One


  Honeymoon Blues


  Clouds hung heavy over London, a foggy rain dampening the air. Alain Danvers looked from the hotel window into the bleary lights of the city; he could almost feel the wetness on his skin, his brow, his hands, as if it were creeping through the walls, deliberately turning his flesh cold. Events of the last day – the last two hours, in fact – put him in a mood as grey and dreary as this miserable night. Twenty-four hours before, there had been a brilliant sun and blue skies to welcome them to England, and later after sunset, a rather warm evening for an autumn night in England. But how fast things change.


  Alain turned from the window and gazed around the empty hotel room, worried, perhaps; wondering where she was, definitely. His new bride Meredith had taken off in a fit of anger. Not that he hadn’t expected as much. This was to be their honeymoon, a stopover in England to visit a dear friend and then two weeks in Southern Italy, which was all he could spare in his busy schedule. And now, the two week honeymoon had turned into no more than an idle daydream, diminished to little more than a day. Maybe if he hadn’t answered the phone call as they were leaving for dinner…but of course he had, and the call was urgent. Unexpected developments in an ongoing and very sensitive investigation would force their return and a premature end to their trip. She’d been so excited. The new bride, flushed from the romance of her wedding…the quaint chapel…the long slim gown…the veil, the flowers…their first dance. 


  He was pissed, too, over the swiftness with which their plans changed. But this was the life of a Police Captain and their return to the States was unavoidable. Almost predictably, however, Meredith retreated to one of her more childish behaviors once Alain stated the facts and she fled the hotel room in tears. She should have just stomped her feet and screamed –  that might have felt better for them both. 


  Though their disappointment was palpable, he’d be damned if he’d run after her. Yes, give her time to stew awhile, calm down, come to her senses and hopefully return, that was Alain’s initial inclination. She knew better than to make him suffer, since he had plenty of ways he could make her truly suffer if he were so inclined. He’d rather she come back to him on her own; that would produce a much better result for them both. But forty-five minutes later with Meredith still missing, Alain was growing restless. It appeared that the new Mrs. Danvers, his beautiful brunette waif, was waiting him out; probably nursing a drink in the hotel pub. 


  But what if she wasn’t there? he wondered.


  Another fifteen minutes ticked by, restlessness turned to anxiety. Another dreary gaze out the rain-drenched windows. He’d waited long enough. 


  ***


  Meredith had walked in the cold London rain for over a half hour before finally retreating to the hotel pub. Her slight, well-formed body was shivering now, even after the long draught of brandy she’d gulped down. She could think only of how stupid she was, how her emotions had won her over, making her fly down the stairs like an ill-tempered six year old – the elevator just wasn’t fast enough. She’d stumbled on the last step and ignored the burning pain in her ankle, thinking she’d just walk it off while she drank in the fresh air. She hadn’t realized how bone-chillingly cold London could be on a rainy November night. If she hadn’t been so stupidly rash, she’d be snuggled close in her husband’s arms, soaking in the warmth of his body, enjoying the tenderness of his kisses. He was sometimes a difficult man and a hellish master, but he was so good to her and he loved her so. How she ever got him to marry her remained a mystery. The great difference in their ages was enough to have their relationship seem like an unlikely match. And yet, the age factor actually worked to her advantage. She was the submissive female he’d always longed for, while he was the forthright authority to which she was determined to submit. She was his project to love, to lead and to guide. But even though Alain had tried hard to reform her in the last several months, she was obviously still a miserable mess. 


  ‘Calm, you have to be calm, Meredith…’ she told herself. ‘When you’re calm, you go upstairs, you apologize, you make things right…everything will be just fine…’ She repeated the mantra hoping that eventually it would work, and she’d have the courage to return to their room. 


  Taking another swallow of brandy, she chanced to look up from her corner of the pub, past the drinking patrons and the long gleaming, well-stocked bar to the open door where instinct drew her eye. A shudder far colder than the London night caused her entire body to quake as she saw her husband gazing across the room. His being enveloped her immediately. This was nothing new. Alain’s most pensive, stoic expression was what she would have expected for the occasion. How like him in every way. A staunch Police Captain, a crack detective, a man of self-control, of handsome, classic good looks and an elegant breeding that made her middle-aged husband more beautiful to her than all the hard-bodied young studs women of twenty-four were expected to lust after. No man but Alain could make her shudder as she did now, or raise that tingle of excitement in her crotch, or ignite such a serious fear in her gut. Anxiety and emotion started to rise so fiercely that they were clutching her at the throat.


  Oh, how she wanted the next hour to be over! Her mind fast-forwarded to the moment when they would finally tumble in bed together and repair what had been broken between them in the last hours…and yet, the part of her that had singled out Alain Danvers as the man she needed, as a man she could dare love, would savor every one of the next formidable minutes facing what he had to say. She imagined the dressing down, the stern lecture, the punishment, the necessary pain and the eventual catharsis that would make everything right. This was how it worked between them. As her husband approached, her mind flashed through the scenes with another shuddering rush of energy. 


  Anguished tears formed in her eyes and her shoulders hunched up like a frightened child’s. She winced once he reached the table. 


  “You know, Meri, even when you look like a drowned rat, you’re still beautiful?”


  The comment instantly cut through the moment of panic with a bit of sanity.


  “Am I?” She sank back deeply into the leather booth and gazed up through wet lashes at Alain’s face. He seemed not half as angry as she expected him to be.


  “Of course.” He smiled. 


  “But you…you are angry, aren’t you?” She really needed to confirm this fact.


  “You’re right, I’m not too happy with your behavior.”


  “And…you’ll…spank me hard, won’t you?” she asked in her weakest voice.


  “If that’s what you need.”


  “I’m so sorry, Alain.”


  “I’m sure you are, Mrs. Danvers.” His voice had been low and comforting, but now there was an edge that they could both feel in a visceral way. “Come now.” He held out his hand for her and she slowly peeled herself off the leather seat, his arm going protectively around her waist as he led her upstairs to their room. 


  ***


  “You’re disappointed,” Alain began after pacing for several minutes before his penitent wife. If a dressing down was what she expected, he was certainly in the mood for it. Although he started with a simple retelling of the facts, just as he might when interrogating a suspect. “After the emotion of a dizzying romance and a wedding that almost didn’t take place, you’re finally here in London, alone with me…maybe it seems like the first time in weeks. And suddenly we’re going home before the honeymoon even begins…”


  She sat on the bed, in pretty much the same cowering position she was in when he found her in the pub. Her clothes were wet, her hair a straggly tangle of brunette curls, her dark make-up running down her cheeks. A sad little girl. 


  “Is that how you see it, Meredith?”


  The question made her look up. 


  “Yes, sir.” They both knew how right he was.


  “And because you’re so disappointed to learn that we have to leave, you take off like an angry three-year old who just can’t have her way. You leave me in the room for an hour, wondering where you are. As it turns out you’ve taken off into the London night, which I wouldn’t call safe, and then don’t have sense enough to come inside once you’re drenched to the skin. I expect more from you Meri,” the tenor of his lecture became more intense. “Good god, you are my wife now, and though I know that will take some getting used to…and though I realize that you still have a ways to go in maturing, I did expect a little more from you tonight.” 


  Obviously, the emotion of the last weeks had gotten to him, too. He had not expected so much anger to rise over this very simple misbehavior. She’d committed far worse crimes since they’d been together. Her impulsive behavior was almost expected given the circumstances, but once down the road, they both knew there was no turning back. It was how it worked between them.


  “I’m just as disappointed as you are,” he went on as his emotions continued to rise. “I wanted this honeymoon more than you know. Work has been hell the last year…and you have been my one bright spot. But we both knew that we were practically sneaking away to get the time together. We talked about what might force me to suspend the trip. You knew the possibilities before we left. You knew and still you react like a spoiled brat!”


  “You’ve spoiled me, Alain,” she quietly accused him. 


  He could feel the thunder behind her subdued manner, that feral burning in her gut that almost felt like an attack. 


  “Have I spoiled you?” That was an intriguing thought, enough to make him stop pacing. “Is that because I haven’t punished you for all the rash and petulant behavior of the last couple weeks? Is that spoiling you?”


  “I don’t know.” She shook her head, unwilling to commit herself. 


  She often got like this just before he punished her, when she acted as meek and clueless as a brainless twit – which she wasn’t. He knew she was baiting him and maybe that pissed him off more than anything – maybe. But it was certain that an impasse like this had only one solution. He was fuming, his sadistic soul feeding off the natural masochist in her. 


  “Well, I certainly don’t want to spoil you now. This will be punishment earned. Now get up!” 


  Meri quivered for a moment, then rose on shaky legs, hardly able to keep her balance with her feet still tucked in four inch heels. Her wet clothes still clung to her skin, so that she should actually welcome his next command, “Take off the clothes.” She probably wished that she could shed the terrible chill as easily.


  Slowly she stripped, layer after layer of soggy garments dropping to the floor until every one down to her bra and panties were heaped up in a messy pile and Meredith stood before him naked. Seeing the way she trembled, it would seem that the cold chill had still not fled.


  Although Alain appraised her judgmentally, it was difficult to ignore the physical lust that his nude wife routinely ignited in him. How easy it would have been to break the spell of master and sorry penitent. She was a long-legged, lithe and sensuous beauty, with a face he could stare at for days and not tire of. Her features were perfectly sculpted, the dark and deep set eyes, the perfectly formed mouth, the high cheek bones. 


  No! No!, not this time! he vowed, and he ended his admiring reverie. He’d forgiven her lapses on too many occasions in the time leading up to their wedding. It was a tense time for any woman. What he realized now was that Meri had likely needed a little strict discipline during those testy days, but he’d let much go by without comment. How could he have messed this up so badly? he wondered for just a moment before he clipped off his next order. Like a soothing balm the words of dominance came back to him. This was what their relationship was built on and this was where they needed to go.


  “On your knees, to the closet, bring the ropes back – in your teeth,” he added for good measure. “They’ll be in my bag.”


  He could see that she was glad to move – the shivering girl suddenly turned into a frightened but excited woman as she quickly dropped to her knees and crawled toward the closet where her husband kept his bag of tricks. Alain watched her with a master’s critical eye. The skin covering the rounded orbs of her sensuous behind was flawless – no one would ever have known that he had on numerous occasions welted that pretty derriere so severely that it had taken many days to heal. With the mind of a sadist he imagined the pleasure in doing that now. He could be the loving husband later; right now Meredith had much to atone for. 


  On reaching the closet – its door wide open – Meredith naturally reached with her hands to open the zipper of his traveling bag, until he shot off unmercifully…


  “I said your teeth, Meredith!”


  Maybe it was possible, maybe not, but she would certainly try. Meri shuddered anew, but she did attempt the feat and was finally successful in drawing the zipper across the top of the bag, which allowed her to nose her way through it until – though blinded by the cavernous dark closet – she felt the scratchy hemp tickle her cheek. She bit down, coming up with a coil of rope that wasn’t easy to extract. Alain thought she looked a little like a determined puppy as she tried to pull the rope free.


  When at last she had her prize, she crawled back to his feet and sat back on her heels with her head raised and the hemp dangling from either side of her mouth. 


  Alain grabbed the rope. “The end of the bed,” he nodded toward the large bed.


  Meredith scrambled fast, positioning herself as he’d trained her to do, with her legs spread wide and her hands behind her back. Obviously, he was going to bind her. 


  Making quick work of the project, he had his wife’s feet securely tied to the bedposts within seconds. However, he took a little more time to fashion a simple harness around her neck and shoulders, which allowed him to bind her tied hands uncomfortably high against her back. 


  “You start to make a lot of noise, I will gag you,” he warned. “We are in a hotel room and the walls are thin.” He had his hand in her hair, twisting it in his grip as he gazed down at her worried face. The energy pouring from her ramped up body invigorated his blood, his muscles, his imagination. He shoved her head back down and stepped away. Having previously withdrawn his belt from his pants, he had it doubled in his fist in no time, and coming down against her upturned ass with powerful swipes that filled them both with a wildly erotic rush. He could feel her hurt, see how she tensed, watch as the skin began to pinken and then turn a darker shade of scarlet. Seeing her futilely attempt to struggle free enlivened him more; he paused only to catch his breath and admire his handiwork before laying in on her again. 


  As the punishment resumed, Alain listened to her whimpering. He could tell she was in much distress – a fact particularly pleasing for a sadistic man. That his complaints were well justified only made the punishment more satisfying. When he decided that she’d had enough, he used the belt as a lasso and pulled her upright, speaking tersely in her ear. “We’ve been down the road of your hasty exits too many times, Mrs. Danvers. You married your master, and you married a sadist – of your own free will. You might remember that when you’re tempted to walk out in a huff, defy my orders, and behave like a selfish brat. You got that?”


  She nodded, but was too afraid to open her mouth to speak. 


  He dropped her back to the mattress and untied her ankles from the bedposts, then with a sharp crack of his hand to her punished ass, he ordered her up on the bed. He crawled up after her and moving in from behind, grabbed her precious mounds of spanked flesh and drilled her pussy with violent force. 


  Her bound body thrashed back and forth. “Ohmygod!” she vented, “fuck me, Alain!” She was still fixed inside her emotional rage, but fast becoming as connected to sex as she was to the painful punishment. Her inner muscles squeezed her husband’s cock, milking his erection while drawing it more deeply into her body to make it one with her. “Fuck meeeeee, Alain!” she raised her voice strong and determined now, unconcerned how loudly she screamed.


  As Alain came, he held her fast to him and pumped his seed, driving it toward her womb, then finally threw her off and collapsed to the bed exhausted while Meredith sunk into a wasted heap. 


  Still bound, she struggled to get close to her husband, with no help from him. 


  “I am so sorry, Alain. It was so stupid of me to run off. I knew it, I really did. I promised you and I let you down. I just don’t know what comes over me.”


  His anger disappeared with the punishment over. 


  “I promise you, Meredith,” he said on turning toward her. “We’ll not go this long again. You’ll get your kinky punishments long before my emotions build to such extremes. Once we’re home, we may be husband and wife, but your training is just getting started.”


  “Yes, sir,” she smiled as she often would when his Dom talk aroused her. He could clearly see that she was aroused now and very much in love.


  “And I will make this up to you,” he went on. “There will be a honeymoon, I swear. As soon as the mess at work clears up – it may be a few months, certainly not until the spring, but for every day until then we will celebrate being married. We can do that much.” He cradled her neck in his hand and kissed her passionately on the mouth. She gave back as best she could while still tightly bound. 


  “I love you, Captain Danvers.”


  “And I love you, Meri.”


  “So, do you suppose, sir,” she spoke very sweetly, “that you could untie me now?”


  “Why? This uncomfortable?” he quizzed her, smirking light-heartedly.


  She nodded.


  He reached around and loosened the rope harness until her hands released, pulling free of the straining bondage. However, her wrists remained bound together.


  She briefly tried to jerk them apart, then asked: “Sir, please?”


  “Maybe I’d rather have you bound all night.”


  “This is the last night of our honeymoon. It’s hard to love you with my hands tied. And I really want to hold you.” 


  She was wearing him down. She often did. The innocent eyes, the impish smile, the sweetness of her beauty; it was tough to still be mad at her.


  “You know, Meri, as long as you say things like that, I’m going to have one hell of a time being your master.”


  “Really?” He was already freeing her hands, which made her giggle under her breath. 


  “Don’t go expecting me to be so nice all the time. You’ve earned a lot more than you got tonight. A little more redemption is in order. I’ll be nice now, but consider the next few months a honeymoon in bondage – every minute of it, until I can finally take you on a proper honeymoon. By then, you will have earned it. 


  She giggled again and snuggled into his arms. They wrapped her tight and held her close, while her hands moved over his warm flesh. Kissing was pure joy. The lust would build during the night and they’d make love again, but for the moment, their world had been patched up, a little bit repaired – at least enough to bring them home where the challenge of their new life would really begin. 


  He wasn’t lying when he told her that her submissive training would begin again. Before she put on her clothes the next morning, preparing for their flight home, he dressed her in a tight-fitting harness of rope that she would wear under her clothes. It thread right through her crotch, and pulled with every move she made, as if his firm hand were touching her every minute in a constant reminder of her submission.




  Chapter Two 


  Dodging Bullets


  “On your back, Meredith, against the bench!” Alain’s voice rifled through the steamy air of his garage/workshop, while the sultry beauty clung to the orange, plastic chair. She was naked except for the tall high heels, her sultry beingness teetering on the edge of defiance and submission.


  Unflinching, Alain met her gaze with his imperious one. Looking on was his friend from the police force, Robbie Carvello. 


  “You’re my toy, just like this car,” Alain added with a dismissive air, comparing his wife to the vintage black Packard currently sitting covered by a protective tarp just feet away. He knew his curt language sent a thrill through her sex-hungry body that, despite her fears, touched a longing ache deep within her loins.


  “Alain?” her soft voice appealed to his kinder side.


  But kindness was not what she really wanted nor what he would give her.


  “On the workbench now. This is where I tinker with my toys and it’s your turn now.”


  A small sigh escaped her lips, then she took a deep breath and obeying her husband’s command, she stepped lightly from the chair and walked with a tentative yet graceful gait toward the bench.


  She recalled how the evening began…it was one already full of surprises; even now she had no idea what Alain planned to do, and why. But she’d clearly been driven toward surrender as each significant interaction took her one step closer to the present moment…


  It was late January, a Friday evening, Alain had walked through the front door while Meredith was still painting at her easel in the studio just off the kitchen. In the back of her mind, she recognized the familiar sounds of Alain’s arrival, and probably would have ignored him for the moment since she was so engrossed in her painting. But there were voices, unexpected voices. She immediately realized that something was wrong—had she forgotten something important? She ran for the door and looked into the hall, seeing Alain with Robbie Carvello, hanging their overcoats on the hall coat rack. 


  “Oh, my god!” she gasped, clamping her hand over her mouth. 


  “Meri?” Alain looked at her strangely. 


  A vivid recollection like some deep and terrifying force caused her to step back. “I-I forgot…” she started with a breathless whisper then abruptly stopped. 


  “…That you were cooking dinner tonight for Robbie and me?”


  “Yes, sir. I’m sorry,” she rushed in to apologize. “I got all involved in my work and the idea of it just flew right out of my brain. I’m a witless wonder, Alain. I’m so sorry. Let me make something quick…I’m sure there’s something I can fix…”


  “Meri, stop,” Alain’s calming voice reached out to halt the rambling discourse.


  “Yes, sir?”


  She suddenly stood up straight, in proper form as she’d been taught, while Alain took a moment to appraise her. His clear blue eyes were a bit cold but nothing that she wasn’t used to.


  “Since you’re not ready, let’s not bother with dinner here, Meri, we’ll go out. You have five minutes to get dressed—go on now.”


  She hesitated a moment then started toward the stairs with every intention of racing away, having figured that she’d somehow dodged a bullet this time. 


  But then her husband’s voice leapt up and grabbed her back. “Meri.” Not terse, his tone was utterly calm. He didn’t like to raise his voice and she knew that very well.


  She turned, “Yes, sir?”


  “Your overalls.” He nodded to the only garment she had on. For a split second she looked at Robbie Carvello whose eyes were as fixed on her as her husbands’ were. 


  “Yes, sir.” She slowly moved back down the stairs and toward the hall. 


  “You can drop them right there,” Alain added before she could disappear into the privacy of her studio. She knew very well that the paint-covered overalls were not allowed anywhere in the house but her studio.


  She stopped with her backside still facing the two men, hesitated just briefly, then fiddled with the clasps of the overalls and let them drop to her feet. The elegant lines of her backside came into view, everything from the youthful muscles in her shoulders to her tight waist, her rounded ass and long, lovely legs. 


  “Now turn around,” her husband instructed. 


  Trembling with embarrassment, she finally turned back, giving both men a 360 degree view of her body. Alain nodded. And looking completely frightened by the revealing display, Meredith suddenly tore off up the stairs, refusing to hear another command – if there had been one. There was not. 


  “You sure nabbed a beauty!” Robbie commented when she was out of hearing distance. Robbie Carvello was a smaller man than Alain. Dark hair, dark complexion – probably of Southern European origin – cocky and handsome with a keen wit and sharp, excited eyes. He had just one brief moment to view his colleague’s naked wife, but he’d seen all he needed to appreciate the young woman’s physical assets. She was a looker in his book. Sometimes there were big payoffs sharing a few sexual kinks with a friend like Alain Danvers. This was obviously one. The two men went back a long way…through quite a few years when it was Robbie supplying sub females to tantalize his friend. But this time, Alain had really hit the jackpot. And married too! Robbie wondered how a man as closed with his emotions could manage to draw in a gorgeous female like Meredith Shaw – Meredith Danvers now. “So, you’re going to let her off the hook that easy, huh?” he wondered. They both were still staring at the empty staircase. “I mean you promised me a home-cooked meal. Not a good showing for a sub in training,” he feigned his indignation. 


  Alain turned to his friend, “You mean am I going to punish her for not having dinner on the table as planned? Trust me, you didn’t miss much,” he wryly commented on his wife’s cooking skills. “We’ll just play this by ear. There’s plenty going down tonight that will have those pretty feet quaking in her shoes. She’s got more on her plate than she knows.” He smiled, self-satisfied. “Besides, she can suffer all evening long wondering if I’m really letting her off the hook.”


  Robbie appreciated that kind of quiet sadism, shaking his head. “You are one sorry bastard, Danvers.”


  Alain sighed. “I didn’t used to be…or at least I wasn’t for a long time. But to have those desires conjured up now by my wife, I’m feeling rather lucky.”


  Meri wasn’t even a second late coming down dressed for dinner. If Alain said five minutes, he didn’t mean even ten measly seconds longer. A comb through her hair, a small black sheath and nothing else but a pair of four inch heels and she was ready. She even had enough time to freshen her breath with a swish of mouthwash, paint a fresh outline around her eyes and dust on some shadow. She stuffed her earrings and lipstick into her purse for the drive to the restaurant.


  “You look beautiful,” Alain greeted her as she moved down the staircase a transformed woman. Elegant and sophisticated. Everything that she wasn’t in her overalls. 


  “Thank you, Alain,” she took his hand and kissed his mouth very lightly, then walked out the door and to the street where she took a seat in the back of the car. Meri furtively finished her primping there, while Robbie and Alain rode up front and talked the whole time about work. Pulling up to the curb in front of the restaurant, Robbie jumped out and graciously opened the door. He gave the new Mrs. Danvers one more long glance as she exited the car, seeing her long, shapely legs appear before his voyeuring eyes. Just fuel to inspire him later that evening, he thought, as he politely nodded to Alain’s wife.


  Dinner at the neighborhood bistro was excellent as usual. The wine was superb. The conversation easy. Meri was almost free from anxiety, which was rare for her under such circumstances: being out for an evening with two cagey male dominants. However, even though the two men had put her at ease, there was the persistent nagging thought that this evening was just way too easy.


  “So, Alain, you going to let me see that old car of yours?” Robbie asked, changing the discussion from the latest movie releases to something closer to home.


  “Hardly much to look at. I’ve hardly had time.”


  “But still, I haven’t seen it in over a year…you were working devilishly on it last winter.”


  “I was.” The vintage Packard was his one hobby other than kinky sex, but Meredith’s presence in his life had pushed his other passion on the back burner for many months. 


  Later, when the threesome arrived back at the house, Alain sent Meredith to get their drinks, while he and Robbie went to the garage workshop where the Packard was stored. Alain pulled back the canvas to reveal the shiny black exterior. Not a speck of dust. It gleamed so bright that Robbie could see his face in the well-buffed shine. 


  “Wow! What do you mean there’s not much to look at? You nearly have it done, Alain. Isn’t it time to finish it off so you can ride around town looking like the haughty bastard you are?” He poked him in the ribs with an elbow. 


  Alain looked fondly at the car, “Maybe before the winter is over. There’s still quite a bit of work to do on the engine. I want her purring like the fine machine she is.”


  “Hello there!” Meredith was at the door with a cheery smile, bearing a small tray with two Scotch on the rocks. 


  “Thank you, darling.” Alain greeted his wife with a generous smile, took his drink and handed the other to Robbie.


  “Oh my, Alain, you’ve never shown me!” Meredith walked around the vehicle with a look of childlike shock. She reached out, but then abruptly pulled her hand back, afraid to even touch it. “This is beautiful! I didn’t know. Can we take a ride? Please?” She looked up hopefully.


  “If the engine were running I’d say yes, but it will be a bit yet.”


  “Oh, dear. You’ve never said a thing about it to me.”


  “I haven’t had the time,” he smiled, giving her a wink. He moved in to spread the tarp back over his prize toy.


  “I take up all your time, don’t I?” Meredith purred, as she snuggled into his side.


  “It’s a worthy pastime,” he said, pleasantly. But something about the way he viewed her now signaled a shift in their previously jovial evening. For a moment the husband and wife seemed locked in their own private world. Though nothing was specifically said to alter the mood, the cool air in the workshop seemed to heat fast. 


  When Robbie picked up on the change, he finally broke the silence. “So, what do you say, Alain? The workbench good enough?”


  Alain withdrew from his wife and considered the long, sturdy workbench that sat between the Packard and the workshop’s far wall.


  Meri looked a little flustered, then a shudder of fear swept through her like a bolt of lightning. For the first time, perhaps, she gave her husband’s workshop a quick once over, no doubt looking for some clue that might tell her what came next. There were no tools of the sadist’s trade hanging right out in the open, so it appeared that this wasn’t another dungeon – Alain had a perfectly good one in the basement of the house if he wanted her in that kind of way. Still, there was a strangely ominous feeling working its way to her clattering bones. “Is this…?” she started and stopped. Her heart began to thump so madly that she couldn’t speak. She couldn’t stop the feeling that she was about to be punished for her unfortunate lapse of memory. It wasn’t like Alain to forget any slight on her part – she was being trained, he often repeated to her when she wondered why he had to be so rigorous in his demand for her obedience. “Alain…” her small voice tried again. 


  “This shouldn’t be that hard, Meri. Robbie has already seen you naked once,” he came back calmly.


  “What shouldn’t be all that hard?” Her raspy voice was barely above a whisper. When his hand reached out to her, his touch felt like fire against her skin. She was too petrified to object as he moved in close and reached to the hem of the black dress. He pulled it up, and finally flung it off over her head, then tossed it to the concrete floor.


  “Let her keep the heels, they’ll be a nice touch,” Robbie suggested. 


  “A nice touch for what?” she blurted out.


  “Shush…” Alain hushed her with two fingers pressed against her rose red lips. “Now’s the time to pretend that you’re the perfect submissive. Show me how you’ve learned to surrender. Go down deep inside and find the acquiescence to get you through the next few minutes.”


  “Few minutes of what!” she blurted, hardly calmed at all. 


  “Hush!” his voice came on stronger. “Did you listen to what I said? You didn’t, did you? Now, go climb up on that chair while Robbie’s getting the equipment ready.” 


  Equipment! She sought out the old plastic chair for the scant support it afforded, and watched in dread while Robbie dug into a black bag he’d brought with him. She was unable to see what he laid out on an adjacent table – maybe she didn’t want to. But when he snapped a pair of latex gloves over his hands, she almost fell off her shaky perch. 


  Alain reached out to steady her, and for a moment stroked her back affectionately. When he let go, he stepped away and assumed his firmer guise. He knew that in his wife’s flagrant imagination, a nightmare’s worth of horrors were already taking place. 


  Finally, when Robbie laid a towel on one end of the workbench and nodded at his friend, Alain set the scheme in motion…


  “On your back, Meredith, against the bench!”…and the die had been cast.


  Lying back against the hard wood, Meredith focused on the present moment with continuing trepidation. 


  A toy? he’d said. Like the Packard beside her. To be tinkered with…


  “Alain…” she mouthed his name, but no sound came out. 


  While she suffered, her husband worked efficiently. He’d taken off his suit coat and was busily pulling her arms up over her head, tying her wrists together and then anchoring the ropes at the base of the table. Her long legs dangled down at the other end – of course there was nowhere else to put them, which made the position uncomfortably strained. Her breath was short, her body heaving with anxiety, but the rush of excitement the situation produced turned her nervous jitters into something dreadfully erotic. Already she could smell the fragrance of her sex wafting through the open air. Any touch against her crotch would have been like an electric shock and she might have spontaneously erupted into an orgasm. She wasn’t that lucky. 


  When Alain finally moved to the far end of the bench, he grabbed her legs by the knees and pushed them back, spreading them to expose her crotch – from the bud of her clitoris to the tight rosette of her anus. 


  “Alain, please!” She was about to cry, but he silenced her quickly. 


  “Meredith! Your surrender is your gift to me. I thought you would handle this better.” 


  The subtle admonishment seemed to strike her where it was most effective, easing her moment of panic just as it was intended to do. 


  While Robbie waited on the sidelines, Alain began to bind her legs to the workbench so she could maintain the legs splayed position without a strain. Finally, he moved to her side and forced her frightened eyes on his. He placed his palm against her cheek, giving it a soft smack. 


  “Oh, I wish you’d punished me right then. It would be all over now,” she cried.


  “If you think this is about dinner, it’s not. It was all planned weeks ago.”


  “What was planned?”


  “The piercing.”


  “Piercing!”


  “Shush.” He moved his hand to her belly and pressed there. “Look at me, Meri. Look in my eyes. When I claim you are my toy, my trinket, I mean that. Your body belongs to me. Or did you forget your vows?”


  “No, sir. I…ah…just…”


  “Shhhhhhhhhhh. There’s no reason to cry.”


  Though she nodded her consent, she could not prevent the tears from forming in her eyes. 


  Alain’s fingers moved even deeper into her crotch, threading their way between her pubic lips and fastening against her clitoris where he gently pressed the small bud. Just this simple touch and he could feel her energy drop deep in her belly.


  “We discussed this weeks ago,” he reminded her, “when you were happy to imagine your body pierced for my pleasure.”


  He worked a finger slowly against her clit, expanding what was already beginning to throb in that excited place. 


  “But I thought it was just sex talk…” she breathed out remorsefully. 


  “Of course, it was sex talk. But it was also real.”


  “But, Alain, you said you’d never do anything this drastic—I mean without first—” she started to ramble on.


  “Hush,” he whispered quietly. He was a man given to subtleties, with just the set of his mouth he conveyed firmness and amusement; a softness to allay her fears, and a resolve to assure her that he would not be backing down despite her fears. He knew his wife was filled with longstanding desires that would only see fulfillment if he were to take the reins and make them happen. On her own, she would easily back down, which was why he didn’t give her many choices when it came to how they played with their sadomasochistic kink. He went straight to her heart; he knew what she truly wanted. He had also combed the depths of his own depravity and shared that with his wife-to-be. She vowed to him when they made the decision to marry that she’d erect no barriers to prevent him from realizing his longstanding desire for a submissive female in his life. Every step he took with her since that day had been a test to see if the enthusiasm for submission she spoke of was truly real.


  Still, there were times like this when he could feel the fight in her, when she’d grasp at anything to change his plans. 


  “For a wanna-be submissive, you seem to be waging quite a war with yourself. I’d suggest you stop thinking for once and let me do that for you. This is my game, Meredith, my rules. You just let go and be at peace.”


  “Yes, sir.” She was very much consoled by the time he was finished with the preparations. Something seemed to change in her during the exchange. While his simple words had talked her down, the gentle fingers on her pubic slit slowly moved her to an erotic state of mind where everything began to be a little fuzzy. Her eyes softened almost deliriously, her heartbeat slowed and her breathing deepened. Her entire body seemed to sigh, and at that moment he turned her over to the waiting Robbie.


  The man knew his kink well. He understood the plan and swiftly executed the piercings that Alain wanted. A lot for Meredith to take in a single night, but who was he to argue with the scheme? While Alain ran an affectionate hand through her hair, Robbie teased each nipple into tight knots, judged the location with his bare eye, then aimed with the needle, swiftly piercing it through the small brown buds. 


  Meri arched her back each time, letting out a small but plaintive cry as her body spiked with pain and then finally settled down. 


  “Now was that so bad?” Robbie smiled at her mockingly.


  She gulped, and refused to speak. 


  “Just a couple more and we’re done,” he said.


  Learning that there would be more, her eyes went wide in wonder, but she said nothing. Her endorphins seemed to have taken charge so that even as Robbie Carvello moved between her legs and fiddled with her inner sex lips, she showed little cause for concern. She moaned as his gloved fingers probed her, as his digits came up wet with her juices. He tugged at her sex lips several times, feeling the flesh and making his plans. Meanwhile the aroused subject seemed to have found a steep slide into the valley of erotic desire. She made no sudden moves or protests now. Even when Robbie pulled off one pair of latex gloves and replaced them with another, even when he tugged at her inner labia hard, she barely seemed to notice. Even when his needle pierced right through the small sliver of pubic flesh she hardly uttered a noise. Her body flinched to be sure, her back arched again, and she opened her mouth in a silent cry, but that was all. She seemed to absorb the pain and let it work its way through her body, gathering steam for an impending climax – perhaps. 


  As he pierced her other inner labia, her body spiked again, and her hips involuntarily shifted back and forth. 


  “Hold still!” Robbie ordered, and she finally settled so that he could push the rings through the piercings and set the captive beads.


  Watching the delicate procedure, Alain was certain that if Robbie had kept going with more piercings, she would have been driven toward an urgent climax with the next sharp stab of a needle. As it was, she was left with a violent need to come. 


  With Robbie finished, Alain moved in close and gently tugged each new piece of body jewelry, as if he were claiming it as his own. He finally began toying with her hole and clit, letting the massage take her exactly where she wished to go.


  “You think you need to come?” he asked her. 


  “Oh,  Alain…oh…please, sir, if you would…” she could barely speak, but the desire was clear. Already here hips were thrashing back and forth as the feelings inside her moved fervently toward that sweet moment of crisis.


  “Some day, I will tie you down so tightly that there will be no way you can move even a muscle when I’m playing with you. How would that be?” he said, this time grabbing not the ring but the sore labia where she’d just been pierced. He squeezed hard, causing a sudden rush of pain to rocket through her body. 


  “Ohdeargod…” she gasped. Tears were streaming down her cheeks.


  “Maybe I don’t want you to come now. Maybe I want to take you first, or let Robbie have you, or not let you come at all.”


  “Sir, please!”
“Wouldn’t that be adequate punishment for your lousy memory, Mrs. Danvers?”


  “Yes, sir,” she replied, though her face twisted into a pained grimace.


  “You wouldn’t forget dinner next time, would you?”


  “No, sir.” Her voice was strained, and her back still arched, as that fine river of pain extending from her tortured labia went on in an endless stream. “I’m sorry, sir.” She became more desperate.


  “But you still want to come?”


  “Please, sir…” she barely gasped as he continued to deliver the small, but very effective punishment.


  “Then you can beg for it.”


  Oh! What a sadist he was!


  “Please, sir, I do so wish to come, if you’ll permit me. I’m so very close.” 


  There were times when Meredith followed no pattern when it came to orgasms. Alain didn’t lay down strict rules, when she could and when she couldn’t. Maybe a day here and there, if he wanted to make a particular point, when he would forbid her from masturbating. But he preferred no long list of hard and fast regulations in this area, which always kept her guessing. But there was no guessing about his intention now. She was his to control and no matter how deeply her body yearned to finish off this dreadful torture with a fevered climax, she would rein in her desire until he gave his word. 


  “More, Meri,” he answered her plea. 


  “I’m so frantic, sir. It hurts so much. Please, please, I promise I won’t forget anything again…I swear…” she was regularly given to overstatement, “…Oh, dear god, I can’t hold on.” In addition to the pain inflicted on her poor sex flesh, Alain had begun to tease her clit and vagina with his other hand. “Oh, but I can’t…” she swore.


  “You can and you will until I give my permission,” he shot right back, without letting up. 


  Part of him wanted her to fail because failure would mean more punishment. A turn with the whip or the paddle. A night in the closet bound and alone. With his mind now bent on sadism, he could think of no finer ending for this night than to see her punished before she was allowed a physical release. 


  He could always pull away from her and force her to wait, tie her to the bed and make her body grovel on air the entire night. So many options. But it would take a split second decision to initiate that plan – he’d almost taken her too far and a decision needed to be made now.


  With no warning given, Alain stopped the endless rain of pain, with his fingers moving deeply between her freshly pierced labia to her molten vagina. He thrust several into her wet love hole and began to fuck her hard, while taking her clitoris between two fingers and squeezing the sensitive bud.


  “Come, Meredith,” he said quite calmly. Even then, he recognized the signs of her climax in the physical responses of her body. Taut as a bow, body strained, for a brief time seizing up then finally releasing as her pussy exploded with its sex juice and the voice of her climax rising into the air. 


  “Ah, ah, ah, aaaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhhhhh! Yessssssssssssssss…”


  When he finally removed his hand, her body was still thrashing against the workbench, her pussy still spilling juices on the towel beneath her ass. 


  Alain and Robbie watched her, each man feeling an electric jolt in their crotches, their cocks surging with need. 


  “Damn! That’s inspiration!” Robbie exclaimed. “And lucky you, you’ll be taking her up the ass instead of using her pussy while those rings heal.”


  “Oh, I think I can have her from behind in her puss without doing any damage.”


  “You just be careful.”


  “When have I not?”


  Robbie smiled. “So, the deal is still a go?” he asked, as he was cleaning up and the ravaged female recuperated from the scene.


  “I have every intention of reciprocating, my friend,” Alain replied. 


  “Ella’s special,” Robbie said. “I want her to be as special as Meredith is to you.”
“I think she already is.”


  Robbie grinned slyly as they continued to casually converse without a thought to their bound victim. 


  Meredith was coming around, her ears picking up the strange dialogue between the two men. As much as she was sexually sated, she felt some reason to fear. The furtive words, the implications. The mention of a woman. What did it mean? She strained to hear more, but their voices began to soften into sounds so hushed that she could make out only a word or two. Their backs were turned, and they were near the door. Robbie was obviously leaving. “You tell me when,” she finally heard her husband say, “and thanks for tonight.” 


  “You be sure she keeps them cleaned…a little salt bath…”


  “She will.”


  “Good. So we’re set then…the middle of next month as we planned,” Robbie said. Then the two moved from the workshop through the house to the front door. 


  Meredith had been left alone and bound on the workshop table, hearing nothing else once they’d left the room.


  ***


  A sensuous and blissful fog settled in around Meri’s mind during the aftermath of the piercings, and seemed to remain with Meredith for many days. She carefully nursed her new piercings, getting used to the feel of them, the soreness, the pain, which was sometimes welcome, sometimes not. 


  When Alain wanted her, he’d have to satisfy himself with her well-trained mouth, or take her doggy-style from behind – not always his preferred form of making love, unless, of course, he’d just punished her ass. After punishment, the cruder form of sex seemed perfectly natural. After the genital piercings, Meredith had expected more anal sex, since his access to her pussy was limited. Alain had hardly ever toyed with that special place – special because it always aroused her greatly and frightened her to the same degree. The pain she sometimes experienced during anal sex was nothing like the pain she felt during other submissive sexual acts. To her, being taken in her backdoor seemed a very submissive, very primal act, of surrender. Thankfully, Alain had always appreciated that fact and tread gently. Yet, given the necessary adjustments that needed to be made in order for the piercings to successfully heal, it seemed surprising that he didn’t exercise his desire for anal sex more frequently now. She even thought that her husband might be holding back, and she wondered why.


  After the shock of the night with Robbie Carvello and his nasty needles had worn off, Meredith finally admitted what a wild ride that evening had been. The rings that pierced her nipples and inner labia were beautiful adornments she secretly treasured. Within hours they’d become signs of her master’s dominance over her life. She’d stare at them in the mirror, then carefully toy with them in anticipation of what Alain would do once the piercings healed. At first, she kept the pleasures to herself – until one evening days later when Alain caught her admiring the rings as she looked in the full-length mirror in the master bath. Apparently, he’d been there for some time, watching. 


  “So, what do you see there?” he finally spoke.


  She jerked around, backed up and instinctively covered her breasts and crotch. “Oh, Alain, don’t! You surprised me!”


  “Did I? Something wrong with admiring my wife?”


  “No, nothing at all,” she replied with an embarrassed smile.


  “So, what do you think of them?”


  She thought a moment, uncoiling from her bound up pose and looked back in the mirror. She smiled again, rather sheepishly, then turned back toward her husband. “They belong to you, like I belong to you.” Her face was flushed, and the aroma of her sexual body seemed to rise up around her in a fragrant aura. As her eyes darkened, she moved toward him like a horny sex goddess and began to loosen his tie. Her kisses were warm and wet, her lips like soft cotton against his face. He let her have her way with him – up to a point. As she unbuckled his pants and pulled his belt free, she put the sweet-smelling leather to her nose and drank it in, then giggling, she wrapped the belt around her neck and went on to unbutton his shirt, her hands seeking his muscled chest. For a man his age, his body was still hard and firm, so sexy to her roaming fingers. His masculine energy seemed to pour into her. Though she was the aggressor in this unusual moment, he was very much in control. As long as she pleased him, she could continue with his blessing. 


  “You know how much you turn me on, Alain?” she purred as she took his face in her hands and kissed his lips.


  “Certainly not half as much as you arouse me,” he returned. He was amused in that subtle way he had, his lips forming something just shy of a smirk. Still, she sensed what he was feeling, and pressing her hand to his crotch, felt his throbbing penis jump with life. 


  “Hummm,” she reacted.


  “You like it so much, you get on your knees and suck it.”


  He needed no more than to give her a gentle shove and her knees sank into the thick carpet, her hands reaching for his zipper. When she pushed his trousers to the floor, he parted his feet enough so that she could feel for his balls between his legs. She gently rolled them across her palm, while her mouth opened wide and took in his rising erection.


  Once his passions were fully roused, he was not so gentle with her. He grabbed her by the back of the head to keep her mouth tight to his crotch and his erection suckled deep. His cock impaled her to the back of her throat, until he finally let her back away to lave the erection and his dangling testicles with her artful tongue. Her lips, her mouth, her fingers, avidly worked him to a powerful hard-on. By then, the aching was too fierce for more foreplay. 


  Pulling her to her feet, he thrust her to the bed and climbed on after her. Using her hair as reins, he ravaged her cunt with hard thrusts until he spewed his cream into her spasming pussy. He held her ass against his crotch, groaning until the last of his spasms had died away. Having exhausted himself, he brusquely threw her off. 


  “Sometimes you behave like no more than a common slut,” he exclaimed, when his breathing finally returned to normal. 


  “Is that wrong?” she innocently asked. 


  “No, not at all.” 


  He’d turned off the lights in the bedroom so she couldn’t see the expression on his face,  but she imagined that subtle, satisfied smirk was clearly present. 




  Chapter Three


  Boot Camp


  The training Alain promised on their truncated honeymoon was an ongoing venture. 


  Most days, while he was at the police station, Meredith worked on her paintings in her studio. Her white overalls had become a mess of colors, permanently stained, like the purest reflection of her scattered soul. She rarely wore anything underneath them, no t-shirt, no underwear, never a bra, occasionally a pair of panties – but only during her time of the month. Alain didn’t even have to make this an order; she thought this one up on her own and he certainly didn’t mind. She made quite a sexy picture for him to gaze on when he came home from work – the disheveled Meri lost in a world of color and brush strokes and endless daydreams. Sometimes she’d come bounding out to meet him, only to put the brakes on immediately before their first embrace. She’d learned the hard way, when an exuberant fling into her husband’s arms left a swath of paint across his suit coat. He’d been a very good sport about it…though she’d cried remorsefully over her stupid blunder. More recently, if she heard the front door open and Alain rustling about in the foyer, she would move from the studio into the hallway, and stand in the doorway, casually disconnecting the straps on her overalls, so they’d slide neatly to the floor. More than once a quick trip to the bedroom followed immediately, or maybe they wouldn’t get to the bedroom at all – the den, the living room, the kitchen, the stairs – wherever Alain wanted to use her to let off steam after a trying day – they were almost always trying days.


  Being trained required Meredith’s full attention – something difficult for a dreamy romantic. There were always sessions to endure, rituals to obey and Alain’s orders to follow – enough to make her realize that she should keep a ‘boot camp’ mentality about her life until she was told otherwise. She had to be on guard, never knowing when Alain would demand her ‘front and center’ for a critical inspection. On such occasions, she learned to act fast, to draw herself from an artistic stupor within seconds, lest she earn a few swift strokes from his very nasty cane. Standing before him, she knew what he expected. She’d shed her clothes, put her hands on her head and wait for further instructions. 


  Sometimes she was ordered to the kitchen to cook dinner. Sometimes she was ordered to the dungeon or den or some other place to take punishment just for the sake of her being punished – because for Alain and Meri punishment turned to pleasure. 


  Sometimes, they simply made love. 


  There were times when she read her husband’s mood enough to realize that he was pissed about work or some other matter having nothing to do with her. She became his whipping girl, the whore he picked up off the street, the balm to soothe his troubled nerves. He rarely explained himself, although he did apologize one time when he thought he’d gone too far into a whipping scene.


  “It’s really all right,” she said, through her heaving sobs. He’d just whipped her with a braided cat o’nine tails and singletail whip, stopping only after he’d drawn blood and left a deep red welt across her ass. He held her tight to him cradling her head in his hand. 


  “No, it’s not all right,” he countered her brusquely.


  “But it is, Alain,” she pulled back enough to see his face. “I am your submissive, your slave, if you wish. You can’t separate me from that truth.” It was always times like this when she could be wholly his with no reservations and not a shred of fear. He’d taken her down that far and in that subspace wonderland she was so comfortable, so much at home that there was nothing to which she would not acquiesce.


  In Alain’s mind, this was a dangerous place for any woman to be – dangerous for him as well. To take her there was a sadist’s dream, an easy place where he could revel in the darkness of his sexual desires. But she frightened him with her talk of such abject submission, a submissive that gave and gave and gave and asked nothing for herself. 


  Thankfully, these times were infrequent and the more mischievous and petulant Meri was likely to appear, giving him enough resistance to keep their Master/slave exchanges truly challenging.


  She often cleaned house in the nude at his command, her body bound with rope as she scrubbed the kitchen and bathroom floors. During weekends when Alain was home, he enjoyed watching her beautiful body as she moved around the room – gritting her teeth, sometimes even seething with anger – which he was quick to cane her for. Other times, there was a more erotic and playful spirit about her; she’d giggle as he teased her with the cane, and even welcome the sharp sting of a smarting thwack. 


  When he retained the services of a housekeeper, Meredith initially had a fit. Mrs. Langshire was a woman Alain had known for many years. She was a pleasant, dark-haired female in her late-thirties, with a voluptuous body and a straight-forward and earthy personality. She could be the take-charge type, but she had a healthy respect for the master of the house and a true willingness to serve him well in the role assigned. Although it was not clear if they’d ever been intimate, it was quite clear that she was well-versed in the acts of sadomasochism and submission that were part of Meredith Danvers’ daily life. The story was: Mrs. Langshire had been married to her master when he suddenly died of a heart attack. Nearly a year later, she seemed to have recovered from her initial grief, and yet, the effect of her loss was evident on those rare occasions when Meredith would find the housekeeper staring off into space with a tear in her eye. 


  Despite Meredith’s initial irritation with the intrusion of a stranger into her married life, Mrs. Langshire seemed to fit seamlessly into the household as if she’d been there all along. She thought nothing of folding clothes while watching the submissive Mrs. Danvers scrub floors or polish the silver in the nude. If Alain asked her to ‘closet’ his wife for the afternoon, she made sure it was done. This closet treatment was something that Meredith particularly hated. It was always punishment and usually for some sassy remark that earned her an hour or two – or more – in the punishment closet in the kitchen hallway. Tucked beneath the stairs, Meri could barely stretch out, the air was close and her incarceration was uncomfortable and unwelcome. Even the daydreams that would come to her so easily in other submissive situations seemed to evaporate in the closet’s stale air. She was just too uncomfortable to relax. Though she was always relieved when her sentence was over, she was never happy. One time, when she was let out, she snapped miserably at Mrs. Langshire about the fact that she’d been all scrunched up for the last hour with nothing but a thin pillow to comfort her on the hardwood floor. The gentle smirk and lifted brows on Mrs. Langshire’s face immediately conveyed to Meri the last thing she needed at that moment. She abruptly turned around to find her husband standing just a foot away. 


  “Well, if it’s a problem being all scrunched up for an hour with nothing but a thin pillow, you can do it without the pillow.” He stepped out of her way, indicating that she’d just been sentenced to another stint under the stairs. 


  Despite her husband’s obvious irritation, Meredith snapped. “No, Alain! I won’t!” She turned tail and headed toward the back stairs. 


  Unfortunately, the ever-present Mrs. Langshire just happened to be in her way, and Alain was able to grab Meri back before she could safely flee. 


  Alain didn’t like back talk. For that she was thrust over the kitchen table and spanked with a spoon until her ass was hot and throbbing, and streams of sorry tears poured from her eyes. Then it was back in the closet for another hour of penance. This time, when she was finally released by a very kind Mrs. Langshire, she was all sniffles and remorse. 


  “You’d better soothe the waters with the boss, because he’s not happy with you,” the housekeeper told her.


  “He’s not?” she snuffed.


  “Something about your behavior getting way ‘out of hand’,” the woman tried to recall Alain’s words.


  “But it’s not out of hand!” she practically stomped her feet in protest.


  “This is training, girl,” Mrs. Langshire patiently reminded her, while putting a comforting arm around her waist. “It will be over soon enough and you’ll find yourself missing all the attention. Just remember, Alain is so sweet on you, I see where he lets you get away with things, then gets pissed because he does. It’s just one of those bad nights you have to live with. You go now, crawl to him on hands and knees – he’s in the den nursing his Scotch – give him one hell of a blowjob and you two will be laughing like newlyweds and groveling all over the bed before the night’s out.”


  “We are newlyweds,” Meri dryly remarked. 


  “Then go act like one.”


  It was times like this that Mrs. Langshire’s presence in the house soothed away the rough waters that rose up when tempers flared between husband and wife. Meredith soon learned to appreciate that guiding hand – maybe this was exactly why Alain had hired her in the first place.


  That night, Meri did as the woman advised and despite her festering irritation, she coyly crawled along the carpet into the den where Alain was earnestly pouring over some papers at his desk. He looked up seeing his wife, a blank expression on his face as Meri tried to draw him from his work. Although he hardly seemed moved, a little thrill rocketed through Meri’s body as she fixed on his stern expression and all that was behind it. His dominant aura began to affect her as it always did, so that it soon became a challenge to soften his sour mood. She played coy and charming and beautifully remorseful as she crawled around the desk and settled in at his feet, kissing his shoes, then slowly making her way up his legs until she was kneeling between his thighs, earnestly gazing into his implacable face. 


  “You think I can forget your misbehavior with all this sweetness?” he finally spoke.


  “I was kind of hoping you would.” She ran a delicate finger along his crotch, hoping to feel some result from her exhibition. Sure enough, there was a little jolt of erotic energy rising from his cock. 


  “You must be taking Mrs. Langshire’s advice.”


  “Is it working?”


  Finally…finally, the sensuous smirk and the kind, knowing eyes. 


  “Oh, go on. Get up to bed, brat,” he dismissed her quickly. “I’ll be up there directly.”


  Mrs. Langshire wasn’t all that bad, after all. Meredith finally got over her initial embarrassment – times when she had to perform in front of the woman, or found herself getting dressed down by her husband while the housekeeper looked on. Knowing that she had a friendly face and a little practical wisdom at her side, she soon accepted the woman’s presence in good spirits. 


  What Meredith didn’t realize was that the housekeeper was there for more than soothing the rough waters of a new marriage. Meri would find out soon enough.




  Chapter Four


  Payback’s a Bitch


  The moon was full and round and lit by a million surrounding stars. They strolled along the water’s edge, arm in arm, Meredith basking in the quiet darkness of the frosty winter evening and her husband’s undivided attention. He’d called earlier in the day, surprising her with a trip to a friend’s lake house. Saturday night and all day Sunday, not a soul, not Mrs. Langshire or a cell phone or a briefcase of work to come between them for twenty-four hours. 


  “This feels like a honeymoon,” she said contently. “You suppose it will be like this when we actually…you know, get to sneak away?”


  “I hope so.”


  Though they were wearing flannel and parkas, the wind was picking up and they retreated to the cabin, where they snuggled in by the fire. Meri picked at his jeans, her mind retracing events of the past weeks until she stumbled on that odd conversation…


  “You know, Alain, I’ve been puzzled by something. You know that night when Robbie pierced me?”


  “What about it?”


  “Well, I was still lying on the workbench. I’m sure you thought I was out of it somewhere, but I, well, heard stuff.”


  “Like what?”


  She pulled out of his arm and turned so she could see his face. “Something about ‘reciprocating’ and a woman named Ella, is that Robbie’s submissive? You have some plans for the middle of this month, which would be now?”


  “You did hear more than you should have,” he remarked.


  “What’s it mean?”


  He didn’t answer right away, carefully considering his response. Then, finally he gave up the truth, “Well, you will know soon enough, might as well be now. I made a trade. In exchange for the piercings, Robbie Carvello has asked me to train his new submissive, Ella.”


  “Train her?”


  “For anal sex.”


  It took just a second for Meredith’s inquisitive expression to darken. Her face became a picture of shock. “What—?”


  “You look spooked.”


  “So, you’re going to do it? Train this girl?”


  “I am.”


  “But…but…” she didn’t finish. She wanted to say, ‘what about me?’ but never found the words, at least to offer up her protest in any cogent way. 


  “But what? You don’t like the idea?”


  “No, I don’t.”


  “And why is that?” 


  She was all anxious now, trembling as she fell back inside her husband’s embrace. But what could she say? He had to know that this infuriated her, although she tried very hard to be calm. “Well, sir, it just seems like that’s an awfully intimate thing for someone who’s not…who’s not your own…”


  “It’s a favor for a friend.”


  “That’s quite a favor.” She was all huddled up, staring at the fire, afraid that she’d just blurt out the wrong thing and start something she could not take back. 


  “And you’re obviously upset,” he said.


  “No, no. I just…” Her thoughts flew fast before her mind…her submissive training must have worked because she could answer every question she might pose about his scheme before even asking it. She knew that the way their relationship worked he had every right to take on the training of a friend’s submissive, if he were so inclined. She’d have no say at all in the decision. That didn’t mean she liked it. But she did back off from more probing questions. 


  “You just what, Meredith? If you have an objection, say so. That doesn’t mean that I’m going to change my mind.”


  “No, no. It just took me by surprise, that’s all.” She gulped back her emerging tears. “So, how long is this training supposed to be?”


  “Two weeks. That’s it. Certainly you can put up with sharing me for that long… although you’ll hardly be sharing me in any meaningful way. My interactions with Ella will be for one purpose only, and that’s it.”


  “So, why exactly would Mr. Carvello choose you for this job? I mean, we don’t have anal sex very often, I wasn’t sure you were particularly interested…”


  “I know a lot about training women for anal service. Past experience, long before you. Robbie knows that. How I choose to have sex with my wife is a completely unrelated matter.”


  This didn’t settle well. She knew he had a history in the BDSM world, but up until now it was never discussed. Even when he offered to give her the details of that time, she told him that she didn’t particularly want to know what kind of sexual activities drew his fascination during those years. The more she knew, the more she’d have to worry about.


  “Why doesn’t he do it himself?” she went on. 


  “Because there are times when a Master needs to give his submissive away for something specialized like this. There’s more objectivity. Plus…with Robbie, he knows he can be too impulsive and someone more rational would do a better job. The man occasionally loses it when he’s dealing with his own submissive. He’s had enough bad scenes to realize that now. I’m doing them both a favor.”


  “Would you give me away?” Meri wondered.


  “I already did…to Robbie. I wouldn’t want to pierce you myself. I’d be sure to botch the job.”


  “But that was just a night.” She was trying very hard not to sound argumentative but it was becoming increasingly difficult.


  “And this is two weeks. You will survive it, Mrs. Danvers. Ella doesn’t mean anything to me, except as a good friend’s submissive who needs a little friendly push in a direction she’s having some difficulty with.”


  He made it sound so simple, like it happened every day. But Meredith knew that if it was so simple, her husband would not have been called on for the job. 


  “How about you put it out of your mind, Meri. He pulled her head around and lifted her chin, his lips taking on hers until she forgot her jealousy and they began to make love. If anything, the revelations of the last few minutes only made her own erotic fervor intensify. She didn’t care who this Ella was, but she would not be taking her place. Never! And Alain better understand that!


  ***


  Alain walked in the front door to the startling and almost violent sounds of crashing and grunting and screaming, including a string of four letter words. Tracing the noise to Meredith’s studio, he immediately moved there and for a moment stood in the doorway, watching his wife throw paint cans against the wall, her entire being lost to a physical rant like nothing he’d ever seen before. There was a smashed antique mirror, ruined canvases and paint splashed everywhere. None of this was of particular concern to Alain; it was his wife’s raging anger that made him remain motionless, shocked and turned speechless by the astonishing display. 


  “Meredith!” his voice suddenly boomed over the crazed racket. “Meredith!” It took a second thundering roar before reality brought the flying paint cans to a halt. The room fell silent while Meredith stared at the far wall, her body heaving from exhaustion.


  “Meredith, look at me,” his voice had quieted.


  He waited far longer than he should have before she finally turned. 


  When she did, he saw that her eyes were swollen with tears, and her pale face was streaked with black mascara.


  “What in God’s name have you done?”


  She bit her lip, unable, unwilling to speak.


  He cautiously moved closer, but stopped before he reached her, refusing to rush in and console his obviously troubled wife. She needed to speak first. Although he had a good guess on what this was about, he wanted to hear the truth from her. 


  “Are you all right? Tell me.”


  “Yes, sir,” he could barely hear her reply. 


  “And no one’s died?”


  “No.”


  “No one’s hurt you?”


  “No, sir,” she shook her head. 


  “But you’re angry.”


  She looked a little stunned. Her chest heaved again, as if she recalled why she’d had the fit. 


  “Yes, yes, I’m angry.”


  “About Ella, is it?”


  She seemed surprised to hear him nail it so succinctly. “Yes, sir.”


  “Well, Ella’s going to happen whether you like it or not. This is the last thing I hoped to see from my submissive wife. What on earth am I going to do with you?”


  The remorseful child took charge where once the anger had been. The cocked head, the bit lip, the sheepish look of want in her tear-filled eyes. “A spanking, maybe?” her face grimaced speculatively.


  He considered the statement thoughtfully. “Is that it?”


  She didn’t speak.


  “Answer me, brat,” he demanded.


  “Yes, I guess so, sir.”


  He let her sweat it out for several minutes, staring at her, collecting himself, getting his mind geared up for the next half hour of punishment. He had so wanted to sit in his den, relax with a little TV, a ballgame, maybe, dinner…anything but this. He didn’t even have the housekeeper that night – probably why the scene happened in the first place; it was Mrs. Langshire’s day off and his wife had been alone. 


  “Then take off the overalls and crawl up on the table. When I’m ready, I’ll let you know.” He walked out of the room to finish recovering from the shocking scene. In so little time she’d gone from a raging maniac to a sniveling child. Had she gone mad? 


  Meredith waited in the midst of the mess and silence for a long while – long enough for her to fear that Alain would never return. Her naked body shivered from the chilly air and her knees ached from the kneeling position on the hard bench. All this while the walls of her beloved studio seemed to scream at her with the same angry words that she smashed into them with such violent force. 


  She was scared, so very scared, and nearly crying by the time that Alain, just a half hour after he’d left, re-entered the room. When she turned her head, she saw a stoic and determined face – one she knew very well. He’d already taken off his suit coat and rolled up his sleeves. Gripped in his right hand was a long, four-inch wide fraternity paddle. 


  “Oh, no! Not that!” she cried under her breath as her whole body clamored to get down from the table.


  But Alain was too fast. He lunged forward, jerking her back by the hair. 


  “This is your choice, Meredith. Left up to me, you’d probably be in the closet all night. But since you insisted, you’d better not move, and you’d better graciously take every swat.”


  She hated every fucking smack of that dreadful paddle. The wood was mean and hard and unforgiving. It stung, it burned, it felt like fire on her tender skin. And the damn thing made her scream as it bounced off her bottom a good two dozen times before Alain finally quit. 


  Instead of tossing the paddle to the side, he moved toward the door and hung it on the wall. 


  “That’s where it stays,” he informed her, inviting no argument.


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Now, you’d better start cleaning up this mess. I don’t want to see you again until everything in this studio is in its place. Is that clear?”


  “In its place?” she queried carefully.


  “In its place, yes. Not like you usually leave it, but as if it were my studio, not yours. I’ll leave that for you to interpret. If you don’t get it done by the time I’m ready for bed, you’ll spend the night right here.”


  ***


  At five minutes to midnight, Meredith scampered up to the master bedroom and knocked on the closed door. 


  “Sir?” She peeked inside, seeing her husband propped up in bed reading a book. 


  “You’re finished?” he asked. The kind and typically cool-headed Alain Danvers greeted her.


  “I am.”


  “And if I were to go down there, I’d find your studio spotless?”


  “Yes, sir,” she nodded. “Well, as much as it can be spotless, but you have to know that I hate it that way…”


  “I’m sure you’ll have it back to normal soon.” She grinned. “Now suppose you tell me exactly what’s going on inside that wacky head of yours?”


  “I’m an idiot,” she said contritely. 


  “No, you are not an idiot. And that’s not an explanation. Come here.” He motioned her toward him. 


  She made up the distance at a playful run and dove into his arms, hoping for a long, comforting hug. She lay facing him with her arms around his torso and her head buried in his chest. Alain let her snuggle in, but he didn’t let her ignore the question she’d not yet answered. 


  “I want my explanation,” he said, pulling her back enough to scrutinize her eyes.


  Meredith gulped down the bad memory that gnawed so deeply in her gut…this wasn’t the past, this was the present, this was Alain, this was her kind, steady and faithful husband.


  “I don’t have a good one…I just started dwelling on the woman that you’re going to train and I felt myself starting to get angry and before I knew it, I started flinging cans. It was childish and stupid, and I’m so sorry. I know it’s not much, but it’s all I have to tell.” She said this with as much conviction as she could muster, hoping that he believed her. “Please, Alain, can’t we let it go. I promise I’ll behave myself. Please?”


  Alain sighed and shook his head. She was trembling in his arms, frightened. He could sense that there was still much that she was unwilling to confess. Maybe another time. “You know, it’s late, I’m tired, and it’s easier to trust you than probe all your motives at this late hour. Hear me clearly, though, I’m trusting you to lose the anger. That kind of temper is dangerous. This is your one and only warning. You get worked up over this again, you will regret it. Ella will be here in the morning, and I expect you to treat her with respect. You don’t have to do anything else but that. She’s my project and you have no reason to concern yourself with her. Is all that clear?”


  “Yes, sir,” she answered evenly, although her brows were still knit with worry.


  “What are you thinking, Meri?” he asked.


  “I do have one question, sir, please?”


  “And what’s that?”


  “Are you – are you going to…to fuck her?”


  “I don’t know, Meredith. I just don’t know. It’s not in my plans, but if the situation dictates, it’s a possibility. I’m sure you don’t like that, but it’s the best answer I can give you.”


  “Oh.” She sunk back into the comforting warmth of his broad chest, but her mind was beginning to spin again. 


  “I will tell you one thing,” Alain added, “whether or not Ella and I have sexual intercourse, it will have nothing to do with my love and desire for you. You are my wife. Ella is no more to me than someone else’s toy. The only way I’ll waver in my feelings for you is if you do something to make that happen.”


  She shot up quickly. “Oh, I would never, Alain!” 


  “Good. Now let’s get some sleep.”


  ***


  Ella arrived early the next morning. However, Alain had already left for the police station. 


  He’d received a call at six o’clock that pulled both husband and wife from a sound sleep. He was immediately disturbed by what the caller said. To Meredith it was obvious that it had something to do with work, and she listened worriedly as he spoke in clipped tones to whomever was on the other end. Her own concerns seemed to rise as her husband’s did. 


  “Is everything okay, Alain?” she asked once he put the receiver down.


  “No, dear, everything is not okay?” An odd mix of concern and frustration appeared on his face. 


  “What’s wrong?”


  He sighed deeply, smiling at her kindly, though it was a half-hearted effort with his mind obviously spinning as he got ready to leave the house. “It’s nothing to worry you about. Things happen. Investigations go bad. It’s a messy job. And this is one of the messy times. I’ll be fine, but I have to leave now. You suppose Mrs. Langshire is up?”


  “Do you want me to wake her?” 


  “Yes, please do, and make me some toast, I need something to eat.”


  With Alain gone for the day – a Saturday – it was up to Mrs. Langshire to follow the master’s  instructions regarding his new trainee. Once Meredith awakened the housekeeper, Alain and Mrs. Langshire conversed outside the kitchen in tones too low for Meredith to hear. She gathered it was all about Ella. Although Meri was curious, she had a feeling that the less she knew about the training the better. The trouble would be keeping her inquisitive mind from seeking answers to those questions that were best left unasked. 


  When the doorbell rang at ten o’clock, Meredith answered, seeing Robbie Carvello on the doorstep with a young woman at his side. She was smaller than Meri had imagined she would be; red hair, fair skin, with a tight compact body and breasts bigger than her own – not to mention a very lovely rounded rear. All this was clearly exhibited by the purple knit dress clinging tightly to Ella’s curvaceous body. She might as well have been naked for what it failed to hide. Although Meri recalled having dressed as slutty on several occasions in the past, the scant attire along with the whorish platform heels gave Meri every reason to judge the young woman as one of ‘those’ subs. Robbie seemed quite proud of her, and smiled warmly as he led his submissive into the house. 


  “I hear old Alain is doing overtime down at the station today. Tough luck there. Fact is, I better report in myself just in case, which is why I decided to go ahead and bring Ella here. Mrs. Langshire can take over, right?”


  “Of course,” Meri replied. “I mean I guess she was left with instructions. She turned to Ella, “I’m Mrs. Danvers, by the way, your trainer’s wife.”


  “Pleased to meet you.” The redhead held out her hand in response, to which Meri gave it a perfunctory shake, already feeling the awkward fact of the woman’s presence in her home.


  Meri didn’t like her, she knew that right off. Something in her manner, although she couldn’t quite put her finger on exactly what it was.


  “I’ll get Mrs. Langshire,” she said and she turned toward the kitchen. 


  “I’m right here,” the housekeeper called from the hallway. She hustled into the foyer and moved directly to Ella, giving the girl as thorough an inspection as Alain might have, had he been there. 


  “Take off the dress, please,” she said directly. 


  Rattled by the abrupt command, Ella looked at Robbie, who had subtlety disengaged himself from his submissive. “This household owns you now, girl. And you’d better behave. You hear?” His voice had seemed to drop and the tenor of his being became far more crisp than Meri had remembered him being. She recognized the haughty guise of a dominant male with a shudder of her own.


  “Yes, sir.” Ella dropped her head and did a little curtsy. 


  “So the dress?” Mrs. Langshire prompted. 


  “Yes, ma’am.” Her face was flushed, her eyes darting about the room, taking in all three others present with a look of fear and excitement. A deep breath and she finally reached to the hem of her dress and lifted it over her hips, then her chest, then off over her head. She confirmed everything that Meri had guessed about her very firm and lovely shape, from the full but very perky breasts with their brown moons and tiny nipples to the lovely curves of her hips and ass to the neatly trimmed pubic bush where her legs came together in an inviting ‘V’. Though there was little left of the dark kinky hair, as Meri had guessed, there was enough to see that she was not a natural redhead. In fact, Meri couldn’t be sure what was natural about the young woman. She guessed that Ella’s breasts had been augmented to make them jut out so commandingly.


  The redhead was exactly the kind of woman that Robbie Carvello would be attracted to, a kind of seductive Playboy style brat. But what about Alain? Would he find her appealing? Meredith wondered. Although Ella may have acted like a subbie – she had the posing and facial expressions just right – in Meri’s mind she was just playing a role for the fun of it. Underneath the demure charm was something far different. If Robbie thought he had a true submissive in this young and sexy nymph, he’d be surprised to learn otherwise soon enough. Meredith had spent enough time observing in public dungeons and private parties to know the difference between a masochistic ‘bottom’ and a genuinely submissive female. 


  Whether true or not, this was information that Meri would keep to herself. Unless Alain became as smitten with the redhead as Robbie was, he’d see the truth for himself. But, for that brief exchange in the foyer, Meri played her role perfectly as the politely submissive wife of Captain Alain Danvers, graciously welcoming the guest in the absence of her husband. Underneath the thin façade, however, she felt a noxious pang of jealously rise up and bite her quite meanly. This was exactly what Alain would have chastised her for and for that reason he must never know.


  “You have a fine one here, Mr. Carvello,” Mrs. Langshire said. “I’ll put her to work right away, get her used to the protocol in the house. Capt. Danvers instructions were quite clear. I’m sure we’ll get along just fine.”


  “You have the training collar?” Robbie asked.


  “Yes, right here.” The housekeeper pulled from her large apron pocket a two-inch leather collar that she efficiently locked around Ella’s throat, the padlock shutting with a definite click. Considering the stunned look on the girl’s face, it was apparent that this was not what she expected. Her lips were sexually pouty and her body was giving off pheromones in a heady stream, but her wide round eyes were filled with fear, as if she suddenly realized that this training was not just fun and games.


  “Well, you can go now, Mr. Carvello,” Mrs. Langshire said. I don’t think it’s a good idea to belabor saying goodbye. I know Alain will keep you posted on her progress. Right now, this girl needs to get on with her training.” The efficient housekeeper had clearly taken charge.


  Robbie smiled, gave his sub a perfunctory kiss on the mouth, all too brief for her, and moved toward the door. 


  “Nice to see you, Meri,” he said cheerily. “I’ll be back soon.”


  He nodded to the three women and moved out through the front door. 


  Already, Mrs. Langshire was leading Ella into the kitchen. 


  Meri, meanwhile, remained in the foyer staring at the retreating forms. Mrs. Langshire had not fooled her in the slightest about being a submissive. She had likely been a good submissive to her husband, but she would have made quite a Female Dominant. Though Meri had much to consider, she felt a little safer knowing this, and she tottered off to her studio for a morning of painting. Of course, she planned to mess it up a little before she began.




  Chapter Five


  Training Ella


  Alain was buried in work, gone for most of the next forty-eight hours. Meredith only saw him in the dead of night. He arrived home at three am, gave her a tender kiss and fell into a deep sleep until the phone rang – his wake-up call – at six thirty. 


  “So, soon?” Meri stretched in bed as she watched her husband move quickly to his feet. 


  “’Fraid so.”


  He hopped in the shower, shaved quickly and was getting dressed just as Meri was finally getting out of bed.


  “When is this going to end?” she asked as she watched him step into his trousers. “I mean you have to sleep longer than three measly hours.”


  “I’m taking catnaps at the station.”


  “But that’s not enough.”


  “I’m sure it’s not. But this is just one of those times…”


  “One of those times when what? What is going on?”


  “You don’t want to know…besides, I will be here tomorrow, maybe even by dinner tonight.”


  “Really?”


  “Yes. And how’s the training going?”


  “The training? How should I know?”


  “Ah! I thought you might have been curious enough to watch.”


  “Well, I can’t get around it…I means she’s there doing all kinds of chores I used to do, which isn’t so bad. I get more time to myself.”


  “That’s good. And what have you been doing with yourself?”


  “Painting, and I went shopping yesterday – ” her eyes gleamed mischievously.


  “And what did you buy?”


  “Just a new pair of really sexy shoes…and a dress.” She looked for his approval.


  “Is that so?”


  “I wish I had time to model it for you.”


  “Oh, you will, but I’m afraid I have to leave now. I’ll call you later.”


  He leaned down and kissed her warmly on the mouth, then turned to leave. Meri watched his retreat from the side of the bed.


  Meri waited for a minute, expecting to hear the front door open and close. When she heard none of the familiar sounds she associated with his leaving, she padded to the top of the stairs, listening to a conversation below. The voices traveled very clearly. 


  “I’m Mr. Danvers, Ella. I understand that you’re settling into my house with little problem.”


  “Yes, sir. Mrs. Langshire has been very kind. So has your wife.”


  “That’s good.”


  Meri tiptoed a few stairs down, wanting to see as much as she was hearing. In the doorway of the foyer her husband stood looking down at the redhead Ella. From her perch above, Meri had a perfect bird’s eye view of the scene. Her husband’s hand was placed gently against the submissive’s left cheek in a way that recalled a dozen such incidents in the last year and a half when he’d done the exact same thing to her. Everything in Meri’s body seized up. This was the kind of affectionate gesture that should have been reserved for her alone, not readily given to a stranger. Meri’s heart beat rapidly, she wanted to fly down the stairs and feel that same tender touch against her cheek, but she was frozen on the stairs unable to move. 


  “Your official training sessions will begin tomorrow, Ella, barring anything unforeseen. Until then, you think about what your master desires for you. Even though you are here to be trained, this is still very much about you and Mr. Carvello.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “You’re trembling,” Alain noted.


  “Yes, I’m very scared, sir,” the girl said.


  He’d dropped his hand to his side. “That makes a lot of sense, but being the submissive female that you are, I’m sure you’ll take this training to heart and make your master proud.” Just like Alain not let a submissive give in to their fear. The thrill behind the exchange sent a palpable response through the girl, and Meri. Meredith shivered on the staircase, feeling her own pussy pulse erotically, while in her gut a terrible jealousy burned hot. 


  “All of you have a good day,” he finally said, then he turned toward the front door. “That includes you, Meri,” he said on gazing up the stairs. 


  Meri shrank back, shocked to realize that her husband had been aware of her voyeuring from above.


  ***


  Alain deliberately left the den door wide open as he began the first session with Robbie’s submissive, Ella. He had no intention of hiding what took place behind closed doors, which would only stir up his wife’s jealously. Hopefully the full disclosure would allay any fears. If jealously were no longer an issue, Meri might just be curious about what he was doing. Even she had noticed that their relationship had somewhat skated around anal sex. This was by design. Alain felt that this highly intimate form of sexuality should be treated with a certain respect and great care. Until this point, he and Meri had only engaged in anal sex on a few occasions – although that didn’t mean that in time, he wouldn’t eventually explore it much more thoroughly. There was a certain mystery in that kind of surrender for submissively inclined females and he wanted Meri to understand what a powerful experience it could be. He wanted to reap that delicious darkness, which would mean saving anal sex for special occasions when the mood was just right. He figured that Meri’s experience of Ella’s anal training might work on his wife’s desires, until she reached the point of craving the act.


  In the meantime, Ella’s two week training was serious business for Alain. Caution was very important – this was what he’d preached to Robbie. His friend finally seemed to have understood after numerous missteps in this area that anal sex was not easy for all women, and it was not something he could rush. If the girl was so reluctant he would have to take her slowly. He’d be sure the steps were firm and certain, that the demands were unequivocal, but she’d be well prepared for what was expected of her. 


  So far, Ella had proved to be willing and compliant in matters around the house. She did her assignments well, she wrote in her journal at night, and she accepted the intricate bondage dresses that she was required to wear. This was where his friend Joanna – Mrs. Langshire – provided her able assistance. The woman was far better, far faster than he was at tying the intricate knots that made up an elaborate bondage dress. He favored this sort of physical discipline over corsets and harnesses. Rope was a crude and demanding kind of lover that put a female into an unbroken mindset of submission, taking her deep into her natural desires for surrender. It seemed to work well for Ella too, although his busy schedule hadn’t yet given him the opportunity to interact with her.


  “You’re nervous?” he acknowledged, speaking to the girl in his typical kind and cool manner. While he sat back in his leather chair, the shivering redhead stood before him with her fingers laced behind her neck and her elbows wide. She wore nothing but the rope dress that Mrs. Langshire had just completed, one that cut tightly around her waist, her hips and large breasts, making the two bountiful orbs jut out even more than they normally did.


  “Yes, sir.” She stared off beyond him, for the moment looking more robotic than human. 


  “Look at me, Ella,” Alain ordered. 


  “Yes, sir.” She stared down, revealing much about herself in the way she reacted. It wasn’t so much her behavior as it was the underlying attitude. He and Joanna had spoken about this several times already, comparing notes about the girl. The housekeeper was a keen judge of character when it came to women who hung out in the BDSM world so he respected her opinion. While Alain liked his colleague a great deal, and he’d been great fun at parties in the past, Robbie Carvello had been unfortunate in his relationships. He could pick out a good sub; one he could collar for a few weeks of wild S&M fun, but any tries at a serious relationship had always turned out disastrous. The jury was still out on Ella, and so far, she was too compliant to have any complaints. Only time would tell.


  “I know the training hasn’t been much so far. Tonight, that changes.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “While you’re here, you’re going to learn to take some pretty sizable anal penetration. Your master wants you as eager to be taken up the ass as you are currently eager for oral or vaginal sex. He says you balk. Do you know why?” 


  “No, sir.” She shook her head. “I try and I start to freak out.”


  “I’m sure you do. But while you’re here, there will be no freaking out, no balking, no fighting. All that nonsense starts up here.” He tapped his temple. “Unless you’ve had some really bad experience with anal sex, which Mr. Carvello says is not the case, then your responses are what you tell yourself. It’s all in your mind. If you relax, this doesn’t have to hurt…not in the slightest. Within a week, I’ll have you opened so wide, you’ll be shocked. You’ll be turned on more than you ever have. You’ll be begging your master to take your ass.”


  The girl looked at him shocked. 


  “I know you don’t believe me, but that really doesn’t matter. It only matters that I’m sure of the outcome. What you need to do is submit as your master has trained you. Drop down into that subspace, or wherever you go that removes your inhibitions and I’m sure you’ll do well.” He took a deep breath and moved forward in his chair “So let’s begin. The spanking bench behind you, Ella…” The redhead tentatively peered around. “Put your knees on the bottom bench and drape yourself over the top, tummy down.”


  “Yes, sir,” she replied, her voice strangely faint. Although she looked a little numb as she moved toward the spanking bench, she followed the order without any hesitation. 


  Alain quickly had Ella tied down to the bench with ropes he thread through her bondage dress. Already, he could feel her shudder with excitement. His body quickened deep at his core seeing the lovely redhead so submissively posed. When he reached out and stroked her  trembling flesh, his body reacted instantly, his cock rising fast – something he’d have to rein in now. 


  He’d need his wife before the night was out. With his sexual juices raised to this kind of splendid high, he’d need the sweet brat to siphon off the sexual energy that was created in such a scene. He hoped that Meri would behave herself and not create issues with him or the girl. Though he had his worries. Since Ella had been in the house Meri had not been her normal self. She seemed at a loss as to what to do, when being her elfish, inquisitive self would have been just fine. He probably should have ordered her to watch the scene instead of letting it be her choice, unfortunately he was too far into this first session to stop the action now and bring her into the room. 


  For the moment, he let thoughts of his wife slide and focused his attention on his alluring subject. The valley of Ella’s pretty sex was as beautiful as it was soft to the touch. He almost regretted using the surgical gloves instead of his bare skin. But he had reasons for that too. Just the small sound of snapping them over the hands sent a thrilling shiver through a submissive-minded woman. It worked with Meri; it worked with Ella, adding a measure of fear and thrill, an edgy and verboten feeling to the event. The more he could wrap a submissive’s impressionable mind in a mystery, the better chance he had to get the desired result. 


  When he finally laid his gloved fingers along her anal cleft, he felt her flinch, experiencing a tremor transmitted to him through his hand that went all the way to his crotch. When he fingered her vaginal slit, a tiny moan escaped her lips. Running his hand along the cleft, Ella’s juices began to flow – nearly enough to lubricate his way into the dark interior beyond her virgin anus. 


  She accepted his fingers with a sharp gasp, then abruptly clenched up: “Oh, no! Please don’t.” The protest was expected, exactly the same resistance that greeted Robbie in this situation. “Please don’t make me do this… Please, I can’t!” she started in.


  Alain didn’t say a word in reply. Instead, he reached for the paddle on his desk and began a hard and vigorous spanking on the young sub’s pretty behind. Before the suddenly frantic girl could catch her breath, he abruptly stopped and probed his way beyond the tight sphincter with one finger going quite deep into her rectum. As he hoped, the resulting response was far different from the first one. “Oh, please!” Her words may have been the same, but her groaning was clearly erotic. He kept probing with a gentle pistoning action that soon had her entire body engaged. 


  With his free hand, he began to work her clitoris, combining the action in both erotic places into one powerfully stimulating force she was unable to fight off. 


  “Ohmygod!” she began to moan more fervently, her ass undulating as much as it could while she remained lashed down to the bench. The ropes creaked as they rubbed against the hardwood while her cries rose in volume and the sound of her pleasure filled the air. 


  Suddenly, Alain pulled his finger from her ass and swiftly replaced it with a small anal plug. The girl gasped, but his constant attention to her clitoris and the opening of her vagina kept her arousal high and her mind from thoughts of rebellion. Knowing she was very close to an orgasm, he backed off with the teasing so she was sure to hear what he had to say.


  “I’d suggest that you remember how you’re feeling right now, Ella. This is what anal pleasure is all about. You’ll take more than you ever expected and learn to love it – that is, if you expect the relationship with your master to continue. Let’s hope for your sake that you learn to love it as much as your master does.”


  When he finally pulled both hands away, he left the poor girl to suffer without reaching the finale she longed for.


  “Mrs. Langshire!” he called for the housekeeper.


  The woman was quickly in the room. “Yes, sir?”


  “You’ll add a rope to keep the plug in place until it’s time for her to sleep tonight. Then I want her tied down so that she cannot masturbate while she’s in bed. If you have any problem winning her cooperation, you call me. I’ll be right down the hall.”


  “I’m sure there will be no problem, sir,” Mrs. Langshire smiled. 


  “Yes, I’m sure as well.” The two confidents made certain Ella heard this. “Tomorrow, prior to our session, you’ll have her ready for me. I want her washed clean, inside and out. I’ll attend to her when you’re done.”


  “Yes, sir. I’ll see it’s done.” Mrs. Langshire took over, while Alain pulled the latex gloves from his hands and tossed them in the trash. The first session was over, after which he made his way directly upstairs to find his wife.


  Alain found Meri in the bath…


  He sauntered into the bathroom seeing his wife luxuriating in the bubbly bathwater, with her dark hair piled atop her head, the gentle waves lapping at the hanging tendrils. “You should have stayed for the training, you might have enjoyed it.”


  “Alain?” She sat up with a splash and turned around.


  “Did you hear what I said?”


  “You mean about observing the training session? Yes. But I’m sure I wouldn’t have enjoyed it at all.” Though she sweetly turned the phrase, the words were as fake as Ella’s bounteous tits.


  “Well, at least for now, that decision is up to you,” Alain wryly commented. “Just understand that those sessions will be highly erotic. As stoic as I am, an aroused woman will arouse me, especially if I’m the cause of the stimulation. I want you in bed now.”


  She was initially slow to respond, then the reality of what he’d just said seemed to whack her upside the head. “Oh, yes, sir,” she jumped up and scrambled from the tub, grabbing a towel to dry herself. With her hair still dripping, she jumped in bed. “So, how do you want me, sir?” she greeted him with a coy grin. 


  Alain had to laugh. He’d pulled off his tie, shucked his trousers, and at the moment was unbuttoning his shirt. “I think your pussy will be just fine,” he answered. 


  By the time he climbed up on the bed, his erection was stiff and Meri’s eyes were wide with wonder at the passion that seemed to drive him.


  He came at her vehemently, first pounding her between her legs as she lay back against the mattress. Then he flipped her over, raised her ass and began pummeling her pussy while kneading her ass cheeks with punishing force. The determination behind the fucking had her groaning while his cock pistoned in and out, and his thighs slapped against her thighs. She was initially confused and overwhelmed…too besieged to think, but feeling something ominous from this almost violent taking. Only then did she wish she’d been in that room downstairs to watch the first session. 


  What had taken place? What had him so aroused? Had Ella come on to him? Had the bitch made a pass at her husband? Had he returned the advance? Was he only barely able to hold her off? What a fool she’d been to haughtily keep to herself while her husband was playing around with another woman. She soon became so lost in her worries that her own orgasm fell away, just a pale shadow of the vibrant sexual finale she was used to. 


  When their sweating bodies finally broke away, she wondered if Alain noticed her lackluster climax. Or was he still lost in his daydreams, thinking of the redhead?


  She clung to him tightly that night to remind him that she was still there. But that didn’t stop her from worrying that it was Ella he was thinking about and not her.


  The days of Ella’s training moved into a regular pattern. In the morning Mrs. Langshire would give the girl an enema – a private session that Meri had no interest in. This was followed by a brief moment to rest and settle her body, which was then followed by the discipline of her assigned chores. With Meri, Alain had used routine housekeeping chores as a training tool. Ella would do the same, in some cases going over the same territory she’d just cleaned, just as Meri had done on many occasions. Toward the end of the day, an hour or so before Alain was expected home, Mrs. Langshire would take the girl into the maid’s room where Ella slept and carefully grease her ass. Then she’d insert an anal plug into the girl’s rear that was slightly larger than the one she’d worn the day before. Ropes, a tight thong, or a simple leather harness was used to keep the plug in place until later in the evening when the session with Alain would begin.


  While Ella trained, Meri went about her day doing the same things as usual. Painting, reading, shopping some, and occasionally visiting with friends. As much as Meri tried to ignore the presence of the other woman, the aura of their visitor seemed to permeate every room in the house. Or perhaps she’d just invaded Meri’s mind so profoundly that she could never forget that the girl was there and interacting with her husband on some level every night. For the first three nights, Meri sweated out the sessions in another part of the house, too afraid, too embarrassed to watch, though still intensely curious.


  Just like the first night, when each session was over, Alain would arrive in the master bedroom and take her with the same vigorous need that had obviously welled up during the training. His time with Ella created such a strong need in him that he required her immediate and very submissive body to satisfy his raging lust. He came in Meri’s pussy as he had before, and once all over her face – something he’d never done before, certainly not in such a demeaning display. Surprisingly, he ignored her ass – almost as if that erogenous zone had disappeared from her body.


  Alain didn’t talk much afterwards, which only made Meri more fearful of what was really going on in his den. 


  On the fourth night, curiosity overwhelmed her too much to retreat upstairs as she had every other night. Meri stayed on the main floor trying to look busy. Then after Alain and Ella disappeared into his den, she furtively peeked in the room, keeping herself out of sight. At one point, hearing something, Alain turned around and Meri silently scrambled into her studio. 


  She was just about to forget spying on the pair, when she suddenly realized that she could hear much of the conversation in the den, especially if she stood against the wall that  adjoined her studio. The conversation was even more clear when she opened the storage closet and slid down under a four foot high shelf, her ear against the thin wall. She might as well have been inside the room. The ‘Oooos’ and ‘Ahhhhs’  and ‘No, Sirs,’ and ‘Yes, Sirs’, the smack of his hand against her ass when she apparently tried to fight, then the groaning pleasure that ensued just afterwards – it was all woefully clear. 


  “It’s too big!” she heard Ella protest.


  A smack of his hand on her ass. “You’ll survive, my dear.” 


  Was that an affectionate ring in his voice? Meri wondered. If only she could see Alain’s face, she’d be able to tell.


  “Oh, my yess…yes, sir…” The girl’s tone seemed to change on a dime.


  Whatever her husband was doing was obviously having a strong effect. He was taking her boldly to a climax. Meri could feel it in the air, that pregnant air attacking her in the groin, sending a painful spasm through her lower regions. Her own body heat was at a furious edge, but she was as furious as she was aroused. As the arousal and anger collided, she became so agitated that she had to remove herself from the closet fast or she might have been beating on the walls. 


  She made a careful exit from the cramped space, then fumed miserably about her studio, until the sound of the phone ringing jarred her from her wretched state. Pressing her ear to the wall, she heard Alain speaking. The clipped commands were not unexpected, but the fact that he would have to leave was. She needed him in bed, she needed him the way he needed her, and realized that if they ever had sex that night, it would be hours away. 


  Damn it! Damn him! Damn her!


  “Mrs. Langshire,” Alain called out when he hung up the phone. 


  Meri waited long enough for Mrs. Langshire to find Alain in the foyer, then Meri appeared herself. 


  “Ella is finished for tonight. If you’ll please remove her from the bench. I have to leave right now.”


  “Right now?” Meri asked. 


  “Yes, right now, Meri. Don’t bother waiting up for me.” He gave her a quick kiss on the cheek and was out the door without another word said. 


  For the next three days, the household was all amiss. Alain was gone for much of the time, and when he was home, he gave Ella an hour of his time for a training session, during which Meri listened from her closet hiding place. He left directly after the session the first night. The other two nights he stayed long enough to have sex with his wife, taking her almost brutally. The first time, he found her in her studio and practically jumped her from behind.


  “Alain, please!” She turned, immediately frightened, though she had no idea why.


  He hadn’t even bothered to close the door, but she knew exactly what he wanted, everything communicated through his lust-filled eyes. She could feel his arousal in her belly, gnawing at her as much as it must have been gnawing at him. 


  “I have to leave, but I’d prefer to have you first.”


  “Of course,” she said thinly. “Have me.” She stood as if in a trance. 


  The minimal foreplay over, he threw her into the work table, jerked up her dress and screwed her from behind. He kissed her afterwards, his lips hard and passionate, his breath still like fire. His hasty exit, the sudden absence of his warm body, left her nearly in tears.


  The next night he stayed long enough for sex, he captured her in the upstairs hall, grabbed her wrists and held them tight to her back, while he thrust his cock into her throbbing slit, pinning her firmly against the wall. That night, she was so horny that the sudden, explosive action made her come spontaneously. She didn’t want to hold back and she couldn’t if she’d tried. The whole house heard her erotic screaming and she didn’t care. In fact, she wanted Ella to know what they did as husband and wife. She wanted her imprint on the halls and rooms of her husband’s house, not the interloper Ella’s. Her loathing of the girl was becoming more apparent every day.




  Chapter Six


  Catfight 


  In the days that followed, testy moments between Ella and Meri seemed more common than civil ones. Meri took every opportunity to criticize the girl’s work. She inspected everything with an eagle eye, sure to find something amiss. 


  “When Alain trained me, I got it right,” Meri snipped when she spotted a puddle of water on the floor after Ella had done the dinner dishes. 


  “I’m not done yet,” Ella snapped back.


  Another day – “How about doing the counters over. You missed a bunch of grease by the stove.” Ella didn’t say a thing, but she grudgingly did what she was told. 


  Their snippy comments were out of Mrs. Langshire’s hearing distance, thankfully, or they would have both been marched in front of Alain the next time he was home. The housekeeper wouldn’t have put up with the sniping any more than Alain would have.


  Then there was the day that a smug Ella turned to Meri as an equally arrogant Mrs. Danvers was getting something from the refrigerator – Mrs. Langshire was rummaging around the garage looking for some tool, so they were in the kitchen alone. “Too bad Sir hasn’t had the time to play with you, Mrs. Danvers. Especially since my sessions with him have been getting so…well, you know… involved. I know what he’s working up to and I can’t wait.”


  “Working up to what?”


  She giggled, very purposefully. “He’s going to screw my ass.” She looked as if she was practically in love with the thought.


  “I thought that was supposed to be your master’s job.”


  “Oh, yeah sure, Robbie will do me…but I’m betting Sir won’t be able to resist. I mean he’s already getting so close. He fucked me with three, or maybe it was four fingers last night. Whatever it was it was damn fine and the man was getting into it. He tries to be so aloof,” she practically purred, “but I know when a man’s turned on.”


  “I thought you hated anal?” Meri shot back, her eyes like two piercing arrows.


  Ella laughed cheerfully. Meri had never seen her quite like this before. But it didn’t shock her. All that Meri had believed about the girl seemed to rise to the surface of her normally subdued personality and took over the submissively posing female, turning her into something very different than the woman she pretended to be in the Danvers’ household. “Oh, you have no idea…” she came back with the purposely vague and sassy comment. By that time, Mrs. Langshire was coming in through the back door and the conversation died. 


  This was all the ammunition that Meri needed to focus her venom on Ella. Although, this was not something as contrived on Meredith’s part as it was the unconscious ‘green with envy’ rage that naturally rose from feeling superfluous to Alain with this other submissive in his house. 


  When Mrs. Langshire was out of the house, the subtle claws of feline power came out scratching – like when Meri popped downstairs to get her underwear from the laundry and found Ella sorting towels.


  “My lingerie?” Meri asked, not seeing the pile she expected to find anywhere on the counter.


  “Oh, yes, right. You put it in a hot dryer, did you know that? I thought it was a little strange, but then that seemed to be what you wanted…so…” The girl fished through a pile of clean laundry and pulled out Meri’s shriveled underwear. 


  “A hot dryer? I don’t remember doing that. Ever!”


  Ella stared at her, a Cheshire cat grin plastered on her face…” 


  Meri swiped the underwear and went upstairs to dress. 


  As soon as Mrs. Langshire returned to the house, Meri had to leave; she was late for a lunch date with a friend. She didn’t have time to think about the nasty exchange with Ella. However later, when the memory of that prickly exchange came back to her, she felt the full force of Ella’s viciousness and realized clearly what a rival the bitch had become. The things she could have said, should have said were still knocking through her brain when she woke up the next day. She’d be damned if she’d let the little slut win any battle in this house. 


  So it became a matter of small things…household items out of place, as if Ella had misplaced or even swiped them…alterations in a recipe that caused her cake to fall…adjustments to the timer that scorched the dinner rolls…sugar in her husband’s coffee, something he determinedly despised – no one fucked with the man’s coffee. Meri made certain that these small things were creatively accomplished without anyone seeing the culprit. Mrs. Langshire would be left to assume that Ella was getting much too casual with her chores and Alain would soon find out. 


  After a few days of carefully executed sabotage, Meri could almost see the distress on Ella’s face. Any minute, she expected that the girl would be punished for a long string of faults; some weren’t even Meri’s doing. The girl was coming unglued.


  Then finally there was the night when Meri snuck into the kitchen while no one else was there. The pot roast was cooking on the stove. She ‘adjusted’ the seasoning, setting the salt back on the counter and skipped off. It didn’t matter that Alain’s favorite dish was ruined, hopefully Ella would be too. 


  This was the first dinner he’d eaten in the house in days, and of course, he noticed the problem right away.


  “I didn’t touch it, sir,” Meri said, without batting an eye. 


  Mrs. Langshire and the trainee were called in, and though Alain was kind enough, he was hardly happy. 


  “Let me taste?” Mrs. Langshire took a bite. “That’s nasty!” She turned to Ella.


  “Hey, not me this time,” Ella said, her eyes lighting evilly. “It was Meri. I saw her with the salt shaker, pouring it on…I mean I thought she was maybe overdoing it…but who am I but a trainee?”


  The swiftness of Alain’s anger was shocking. He turned directly to his wife, “Meri—” 


  He didn’t have to say another word. He’d already decided. Accused. Tried. Convicted. Before she could say a word. 


  She was caught without warning, a terrible liar, whose face showed innocence or guilt with little effort. Every time. Without Fail. Once confronted, all was lost. Alain knew the truth and she wouldn’t dare deny it.


  “But she’s a bitch, Alain!” Meri blurted out. “She’s a fucking bitch.” The rage was all around her like a dragon’s sour breath. She had so much more to say, but seeing the look on her husband’s face, she didn’t dare start. 


  “Mrs. Langshire, the wooden spoon from the kitchen,” Alain ordered.


  “Yes, sir.” Mrs. Langshire padded toward the kitchen and returned quickly with the old antique butter paddle with the long handle and the fat mean end.


  “That’ll do.” He swiped the paddle from the woman’s hand and turned to his wife. “Up.”


  “But sir!” She looked up mournfully.


  “Don’t you dare, Meredith,” that warning tone again.


  “But you haven’t heard what I have to say—”


  “There’s nothing you have to say that I want to hear.”


  Never had a rebuke cut so deep. For several seconds she stared at him, until something jarred inside her body and she rose to her feet. Trembling, embarrassed…all her careful conniving and now she felt as transparent as glass. The humiliation of it was the worst. There before the devious Ella and Mrs. Langshire. 


  She was shoved to the sideboard, pushed over the end, her skirt swept aside, and the butter paddle raining blows on her ass until her cheeks glowed red and hot. 


  She thought her husband would never stop, but of course he did. And with the punishment over, he drew her to her feet. 


  “Now sit down, I have more to say.” He turned to the small audience, composed as ever. “If you will excuse us, please.”


  Mrs. Langshire was ready to go, and because Ella hesitated a bit too long, she tugged the girl by the arm and led her out.


  When Alain turned back to his wife, Meri’s hands were folded neatly in her lap. Her head was bowed, but she hardly felt subdued. Her smarting butt was painful to sit on, and if anything, her anger only had more ammunition. But that hardly swayed Alain. He was pissed, and the feeling wasn’t going anywhere. Not yet.


  “If you think that I punished you because of tonight’s dinner, you’re wrong,” he started in. “Your ungracious and accusatory behavior toward Ella has not gone unnoticed. Your jealousy has hardly been kept under wraps. If you think it has, you’re truly naïve. And if you think I’ll put up with this a moment longer, then you don’t know me very well.”


  “I-I’m sooo—”
She couldn’t even get the words out of her mouth before he’d interrupted her. “I don’t want ‘I’m sorrys’. I want a change in attitude. And I want that now. Tonight, you’re going to change places with Ella. You’ll sleep in the maid’s room tonight. Ella will be with me.”


  Her jaw dropped as she heard the sentence. “Alain, no! Please! You wouldn’t!”


  Resting his hands on the table, he leaned forward and looked her directly in the eye, “Yes, Meredith. I don’t want another word from you.” He waited a moment, as if making sure that she got the message, then he stood up straight, calling out, “Mrs. Langshire!”


  The woman promptly appeared in the doorway.


  “Yes, sir?” 


  “Mrs. Danvers will be changing places with Ella until further notice. Move Ella out of the upstairs maid’s room. Meri will be sleeping there tonight.”


  The woman was surprised, but she took the announcement in stride and left to make the arrangements. 


  “I’d rather you just hauled me off to the dungeon,” Meri said mournfully.


  “I’m sure you would.” 


  “You don’t know how embarrassing this is! You don’t know what that bit…”


  “Don’t say another word unless you’d like to spend the next two hours in the closet before the rest of your punishment begins.”


  She shut up fast. 


  ***


  Meri lay in the maid’s room down the hall; the one that had been hers for several months when she first lived with Alain before they were married. Then, it had been a special place. It was close to the man she loved, inside his house, near to his heartbeat, and the sensuous darkness of the man that held her so enrapt. Often he bound her to the bed where she sweated out nights alone with her desires attacking her in the groin and no way to satisfy her growing lust. But even these tortures had their own satisfaction because the man she so desired was attending to her. She would never fight him then as she did now. He held her every thought, every feeling, every act in his grasp, knowing exactly what was right and what she needed at every turn. 


  She could almost feel those same feelings rise up as she lay in the maid’s room, but that sensation was only brief. The memory of the disastrous dinner refused to quit repeating inside her brain…over and over, a miserable mantra for a hellish night.


  He came to bind her to the bed himself, roping her hands first and tying them off to the headboard’s iron bedposts. He splayed her legs apart and tied them to the foot posts, left and right. His mood was typically formal, considering that this was punishment, but his anger seemed to have fled. 


  When he turned to leave, he left her cold and naked without a blanket. 


  “Alain, please, sir, couldn’t you at least cover me up?” 


  He stood at the doorway looking back. “Not tonight, I can’t. Suffer through it. It will do you good.”


  “But Alain please!”


  “Don’t make me gag you, Meredith. If you start hollering, you’d better have a very good reason.”


  He left the room and Meri to the miserable night ahead. 


  Her night in the maid’s room might have been as erotically pleasing as all those many nights before she married Alain, but as if a spear had been thrust into her side and hung there in a gaping wound, there would be no such pleasure while she lay in the tiny room and her husband was with another woman in his. 


  The conniving bitch would sleep in her husband’s bed. Was he fucking her too? Was that it? She could already see the girl’s gloating face, the triumph written in her saccharine attitude. The fucking little bitch was trying to put a wedge between them. She knew. Instinct. Woman’s intuition, it was all so plain to Meri now. And Alain had fallen right into that cunning woman’s trap.


  Meri was awake for hours, her mind tortured by the thoughts of what was taking place in the master’s bedroom. She sobbed for a long while, and then must have fallen asleep. When she woke again she could hear sounds from down the hall. Alain had left the door open so she could hear it all…the crack of his hand, the smacking sound of wood on flesh…the female’s cries…the moans…the groaning anguish of an aroused submissive. Tears streamed from Meri’s eyes as she listened. 


  Then the house went quiet except for the ticking clock in the downstairs hall. The sound seemed to travel right up the stairs and into her room…but that was all. It didn’t even chime the hour. Maybe that was a good thing. She’d have no idea how many more hours she’d have to wait in anguish. With nothing else to do but agonize over her troubles, she fell asleep. 


  ***


  When Alain arrived in his bedroom, he found Ella laid out on the bed, reading a magazine, as if she’d been doing it every night for weeks. 


  “What in the hell are you doing?” 


  The girl jumped from the bed. 


  “Oops! Sorry. You snuck up on me.” She giggled and hung her head.


  In the most obvious display he’d seen so far, the bolder Ella that lurked beneath the surface of her submissive posturing was systematically tucked back into hiding, replaced by the small movements and gestures that characterized her adopted role.


  “I don’t even recall having invited you into my room.”


  “But I thought…I mean I heard you tell Mrs. Langshire that I’d be trading places with Mrs. Danvers.” She peeked up at him sheepishly.


  “That was not exactly what I meant, Ella. I meant only that my wife would be sleeping in the maid’s room. Where you sleep will entirely depend on how I’m feeling after our session tonight.”


  The girl’s eyes lit a little, the seductive chameleon she was. 


  “For the moment, I have much to do and I don’t need you in my way.”


  After fishing through his closet for a few lengths of rope, he bound the girl’s hands behind her, joining them to the rope dress. Then leading her out of the door, he ordered her to her knees and proceeded to bind her bent knees to her torso, so that she was curled up on her side in a tight little fetal ball. 


  “You think you can be quiet?” he asked. 


  “Yes, sir.” She looked up at him meekly. 


  He could hear her mood in the despondent tone of her voice and sighed inwardly, satisfied. This was obviously not what she expected, although it was certainly what she earned. “Long as you’re quiet, you won’t need the gag; you start sniveling, crying or shouting out, all that changes. You might spend your time thinking about why you’re spending the next two hours outside my bedroom door. You might even have some answers for me when I finally let you go.”


  Having stated his aims, he closed the door, leaving Ella to wonder what had gone so horribly wrong. 


  It was after midnight when Alain finally opened the bedroom door and found the girl just as she’d been the last hour, twisting in frustration one minute, then lapsing into an almost sleepy state the next. It took a few moments for her to realize that he was standing over her. As she looked up, he could almost see a bit of hope in her lovely green eyes. 


  While Alain would have been more than happy to have the cunning Ella stay there all night, the bondage was too restrictive for so many hours. He let her loose and allowed her the next few minutes to get the blood flowing through her body again. While he waited, he sat on the end of the bed, his only instruction to her had been, “On your hands and knees, Ella.”


  Once she was at his feet, he used his cane to tease her, watching with some fascination as she jerked and jumped every time he ran the tip of the thin bamboo down her flesh. 


  “We need to get a few things straight, Ella. As in, I know that this is just a game for you. You’re very good at acting the part. You have all the important poses right. You even mimic the submissive attitude with some expertise. But you’re not on 24/7…that would be impossible for you, wouldn’t it? And when you’re not on, you’re a bold and brassy bitch who’s just in the scene for the thrill of it. You’d be lying to Robbie if you told him you were in this Dom/sub relationship for real. What could possibly be worse than having to put up with a dominant man for the rest of your life? I’m sure that would be impossible for you. Once the kinky fun’s worn off, you’ll move on to something else.


  “And this whole thing about the anal sex being so tough.” He chuckled under his breath. “I’ll bet you’ve been fucked in the ass by a dozen men and haven’t balked once. So why now? Tell me.”


  He stopped long enough to allow her to answer, and when she remained silent, he poked her in the side with the tip of the cane. “C’mon, sit back on your heels, lift your head and tell me. I want to hear it in your own words.” 


  The girl moved into a sitting position with her ass resting on her tucked feet. She seemed unusually subdued – and in a real way now. 


  “A girl tries all kinds of things to get a man,” she started, that little chip on her shoulder so plainly evident now. “I like Mr. Carvello. A lot. He turns me on. The whole submissive thing is kinda new but I followed along for the fun of it, like you said. So when it came to anal sex,” she shrugged, “well, it just seemed like I was too easy. The subbies I’d see around me were acting all freaked out by what their masters wanted them to do… so I freaked out for the fun of it. That make any sense?” 


  Alain tried not to laugh. “Maybe it does. And maybe you can be admired for being so creative, for trying something you know little about. Maybe Robbie will like that when he knows the truth—”


  “You’re not going to tell him!”


  “You must think the man’s stupid. Maybe blinded by your sexy body and your ability to seduce. If he doesn’t consciously know what’s real, he certainly knows inside. He’ll come to his senses. If the truth hasn’t already dawned on him, it will. He’s very inquisitive about your training and I don’t lie when I’m asked.” 


  “Geez thanks, I’m fucked!” she spat.


  “Maybe not, it’s really your choice how this goes from here, but I didn’t want to play anymore games with you. And more than that, I wanted to set you straight about a few things. My wife isn’t sleeping in the maid’s room because of you, she’s sleeping there because she is a true submissive and she needs to learn an important lesson.” There was not a hint of amusement in his manner now, just Alain’s ruthless candor. “I love my wife and any desire you might have to make her look bad…well, you’ve been found out on that, just like she was caught in her own lies. You’ve been crossing the line in my house and that stops now. Forget the playing and the posturing. We’ll complete the training without it. That clear?” 


  “Yeah, right, clear as a bell. But you’re going to complete the training?”


  “I promised Robbie two weeks, so I’m giving him his two weeks. That’s just two more days. I’ll have two days to finally break you. I wasn’t lying when I said I’d take you far and open you wide. You get another lesson tonight, then there’s the finale. Maybe before I’m done, you will be dying for what comes next, and when I finally turn you over to your master, you’ll think seriously about being the woman he wants, the woman he truly needs. If you honestly know what that means.” He paused as he rose to his feet. “Time to move on, slut. You get the beating you deserve. Up against the chair,” he pointed to a overstuffed reading chair in the corner, one perfect for draping the female form. 


  Ella looked as sexy and sumptuous as usual with her torso reclining over the top of Alain’s reading chair. Her ass was pertly on display, her rounded ass cheeks almost inviting the sharp stinging cane. The cuts came swiftly, an even twenty that left cruel welts across the girl’s creamy skin. He paused several times before he was done, and every time he came back, the little slut seemed to have gone deeper into the punishment and the pleasure. Her crotch rocked across the top of the chair as if she was actually getting off. If she’d done that long enough, she might have climaxed, but the scene wasn’t about her satisfaction, but his. Once he threw the cane aside, he lifted her ass a little higher on the chair back, and then snapped a latex glove on his right hand. After steadying her with one hand, he began to probe her ass with the other. Her cleft was well-lubed, his fingers easily sliding in, one right after the other, until there were four going up nearly to his knuckles. She took it all without a complaint. He would be widening her ass even more before he was finally done, but that would be for their final night.


  Groaning and mad with lust, Ella’s body reeked with a feral kind of ‘fuck-me harder’ energy. Alain continued to abuse her ass, relishing every minute, until it seemed that her tight inner muscles were giving way completely. Withdrawing his hand, he had the final and largest anal plug ready to stuff inside her ass. Her moaning cry came from deep in her gut – the anal plug was much larger than she expected. While her body tried to refuse it, he countered her attempts to push it out with her inner muscles, shoving it in all the way until the flat base was lodged against her anus. He used ropes to tie it in place, knotting them to the bondage that circled her body so that she’d feel the thick plug all through the night. 


  Ella slept on the carpet in a corner of the master closet with her training collar chained to an eyebolt in the wall and her cuffed hands chained to a second bolt in the floor. She was left with very little room to move. Alain considered this a satisfying finish to his day. With both his submissives securely bound for the night, he finally collapsed to the bed and fell into a sound asleep. Training females was almost as difficult a task as being a police captain.




  Chapter Seven


  Lessons In Surrender


  In the morning, Mrs. Langshire released Meri and Ella from their respective prisons. Each was told to bathe and then get on with their day as usual; nothing further said about the night they’d spent. Alain had gone in to work early, probably leaving plenty of questions unanswered – especially for his wife. 


  He decided to let her stew. She needed a few sobering hours to contemplate her missteps. 


  Meri spent the day in her studio doing sketches of the trees outside the tall studio windows. Despite the budding spring leaves, the images she sketched were stark and bold and a little frightening. Everything like her sullen mood. Had her world become so bleak? Her marriage so strained? She wished that the hellcat in the kitchen would just be gone, but there were two days left …two long and lonely days to suffer through until the bitch was gone. 


  When Alain arrived home, it was late, nearly eleven o’clock. From the outset, Meri could see the strained look on his handsome face. The usual glint in his eye was just not there. 


  She stood at the doorway to her studio waiting for him to say something, and finally he peered at her once he was finished glancing through the daily mail left for him on the hall table. “You’re still up, still working?” He looked surprised to see her.


  “I guess I lost track of time,” she replied.


  “I’m hungry. You think you could find me something to eat?”


  “Sure. There’s leftover meatloaf. How about a sandwich?”


  “That sounds good. Bring it upstairs with a glass of cold milk, will you?” 


  “Yes, sir.” 


  He moved straight for the stairs without another word. 


  Despite his somber mood, Meri’s heart was lighter than it had been all day. 


  She watched him eat, sitting cross-legged on the bed and simply staring, wondering, fishing through her thoughts for something to say. Nothing sounded right. 


  “So, you’ve had a tough day, right?” she finally decided on something neutral. 


  “Yes.” He sighed heavily.


  “Then I don’t want to bother you.” She reached for the tray on his lap seeing that he was finished eating.


  “Well, that’s an opening line if I ever heard one. I’m guessing you do want to bother me. You want to discuss last night. You want your questions answered. Am I wrong?”


  “No,” she answered sheepishly. 


  “Well, I have every intention of doing just that.”


  Meri waited while he stood up and moved to the closet to change his clothes. He came out moments later wearing a navy blue robe. Back on the bed, he pulled her toward him, but not all the way into his lap, he wasn’t ready to be that close. 


  “Ella didn’t sleep in this bed, if that’s what you’re so concerned about. In fact, she didn’t even sleep in the room. She was chained in the closet, not too much different than you being chained to the bed in the maid’s room. I actually think you got the better deal. And, I didn’t screw her. She’s a seductive little bitch, but she’s not my type.”


  “No?”


  “Too manipulative, too calculating. At least when you’re misbehaving, it’s so obvious that it’s almost charming. Besides, she’s not my wife, you are.”


  “You must think I’m a dimwit, huh?”


  He laughed. “I’m not even going to honor that remark. What worries me, Meri, is the jealousy. The fact that that woman down the hall, who’s back in the bed where she belongs turned your world upside down. I find that remarkable and a little sad. She pushed you Meri, she found your weakness and pushed…don’t be surprised if you see that kind of behavior again from other women. Some women can’t help but try and drive a wedge between a husband and wife. It’s a game they play for no other reason than to see if they make it happen. Ella’s one of those women. I doubt if she would have wanted me if I’d thrown you off. But she loved the challenge of trying, even though it was hardly more than a thought.”


  “So you knew she’s been faking?”


  “Even Robbie knows she’s faking, pretty much. This entire two weeks has been to see how well she submits, how far he could go. The anal – that was her game with him and it was useful, but she was hardly an anal virgin when she came here. Whatever happens from here is up to them and it certainly doesn’t concern us. There’s just one more night to suffer through and then she’s gone.”


  “I’d be lying if I didn’t say that I’ll be glad when she’s out of this house.”


  “I’m sure. But how about getting back to your jealousy. Tell me about that. The truth.”


  “The truth?”


  “Yes, the truth. Somebody hurt you, Meri?”


  One minute the conversation was rolling along quite nicely and suddenly he smacked her in the face with a question so right on that before she could think, there were tears streaming from her eyes.


  “I guess I really hit the mark.”


  She nodded, sobbing.


  “Come here.” He opened his arms, and she fell easily inside their comforting warmth. She wished he’d just forget about the answers he wanted. She cried in his arms for a long while, until he finally prompted her again. “Who was it, Meri?”


  “An old boyfriend…in the scene…” she spoke between breathless sobs, “he brought in another girl…to be trained. Living right there in our apartment. Pretty soon, he liked training her more than he liked being with me. He was screwing her all the time. He finally told me that I was too new, too fresh. He liked her better because she was bolder and she did things that I wouldn’t do. He fell for her and I was out…” 


  “And Ella brought all that back?”


  “I guess so. I was so scared…and pretty silly, huh?”


  “Very silly, young lady. I’m not that man. And you’re not even the same girl you were then. I’m your husband and I love you. I have vows to you that will last until the day I die – unless you plan to break them. You bring to my life more than a thousand Ellas could bring. I just wish you’d bring less of the childish temper and juvenile behavior. Including the attempts to spy after you turned down my invitation to observe.”


  “You knew about that?”


  “You’re no better at spying than you are at lying.”


  She smiled weakly. 


  “It’s over, Meri. I mean it. Jealous rages, the distrust, the sneaking around. Never again. Not in my house. You got that? Have a little faith in me, a little faith in yourself.”


  She nodded, hardly able to look him in the eye.


  “Now, I want your word on it.”


  “I promise…I am so sorry…”


  “No more sorrys, Meri. You ever get into a silly fit like this again, your temper ever takes the kinds of turns it has in the last two weeks, and you’ll be grounded for eternity.”


  “You mean that?”


  He thought a moment. “Figuratively, yes.”


  ***


  Alain and Robbie had been sequestered in the den nearly the entire afternoon. They even ate their evening meal in private, served by a curious but politely silent Meri, who tiptoed in and tiptoed out, given little more than a nod of Alain’s head to dismiss her. 


  She was a little nervous, but not half as nervous as Ella must have been, given that she was likely the topic of conversation and would be the subject of the night’s demonstration. 


  Alain had already given his wife a strong dose of his imperious domination, which was intended to take her through what might be a trying day before the whole thing was over and the despised Ella was finally out of their lives. He didn’t say much about what would happen that night, but he made it clear that she was to behave herself and keep her attitude in check. Knowing she could achieve this best when she was in a submissive frame of mind, he began their day with an unexpected lesson in surrender, one shocking enough to hold her attention. 


  “I’d like to see you in the downstairs bathroom, the one off the laundry,” he’d told her as she was walking out of the master closet in her robe.


  “The bathroom?”


  “That’s what I said.”


  “Sure.” The curt order came as a surprise, and he left her to wonder what this might mean. The strangeness of the command coupled with his tone of voice, had her feeling anxious, although his hasty exit closed the door on further conversation.


  Once she finished bathing, she combed out her wet hair and put on a silky robe, taking the backstairs to the kitchen. When she reached the bathroom behind the stairs, she pulled up short in the doorway, seeing that an old massage table had been pulled into the center of the unusually large room. On the top was a leather bolster. The floor and the walls of the bathroom had been tiled in black and white subway tile, which immediately took one back to the early 20th century. There was a toilet and sink on one side, and apparently there’d been a claw foot tub in the far corner. But that was long gone. The massage table was normally in its place, pushed against the far wall. The only time that Meri had seen it pulled to the center of the room was on the rare occasions when Alain’s masseuse friend came to the house and gave him a vigorous rubdown. At the moment, the table had been lowered to about waist height, ominously suggestive – not to mention the leather bolster strategically placed at its center!


  It took but just a second or two for Meri’s mind to figure out why Alain wanted her there at that hour. Then suddenly she recalled that every morning for the last two weeks, Mrs. Langshire and Ella would disappear into the back of the house. When she remembered why, a wicked chill darted up her spine. 


  “Up on the table.” Alain’s touch caused a shiver all the way to her bones, when from behind her he gently pushed her into the room. 


  “What are you going to do?”


  “I think this is more about what you’re going to do for me.”


  She hated when he was so vague, but she had the distinct impression that it would be better not to ask any more questions. 


  What took place then was a bit like a surreal dream. From outside, the intermittent sunlight of the spring day threw the most beautiful dappled shadows against the white tile. Clouds altered the shadows in strange and magical ways, while Alain’s fingers seemed almost beastly, like fire on her skin. He pulled the robe away, leaving her naked, then without speaking helped her to climb on the tabletop on hands and knees, her legs spread, her tummy settling comfortably over the round bolster. 


  “Alain, I-I…” Her nerves were edgy as it was. This seemed so embarrassing, so intimate, even for a woman whose husband had a very intimate knowledge of her body. He’d never done anything like this before. 


  She heard the sounds of running water and shuddered in places she never connected with her sexuality, even though there was a remarkably erotic aspect to this unusual scene. As she gazed back briefly, she saw him hanging an enema bag filled with water onto a tall hook that dropped from the ceiling. The long rope of tubing was crimped to hold back the flow of water. With the preparations done, he moved to her side and began to stroke his hand lovingly down her back. When his palm met her ass, he gave it a gentle squeeze, then abruptly, a firm smack. A dozen smacks, maybe more followed at a steady clip until she felt the warmth spread across her skin. Soon that sting began to heat and turn into real pain. Just before she was about to moan, he stopped and took up a vigorous massage of both ass cheeks. The heat and passion of that forceful play sent sexual spasms through her belly; a grinding, needy eroticism flowed. Soon, she was grinding her hips and ass under his palm, seeking more, hoping that she might forestall his plans.


  His fingers began to drop into her anal cleft where he made no excuses for diving deeply into the private places of her body, places he owned, places he had every right to use for his enjoyment, whether he chose to punish the tender flesh or make it revel in the titillating pleasures of sex. 


  Her pussy was velvety soft, sodden with juice, dripping with the liquid of her sex and her desire. He plunged his fingers in deep and sent her body soaring, seeking the climax that would have followed had he continued even another few seconds. He pulled back before she was able to reach that finale and began smacking her ass again, even harder this time. But now the hurt was climbing inside her body and going to the very deepest levels of her physical arousal. 


  “Oh…my…gaaaaaaaaawd!” she vented, lifting her head and seeing the swirling, dreamlike quality of the room reflect her own dreamy state of arousal. 


  When he stopped again, his fingers plunged into the crevice, this time going directly for the tight rosebud of her anus. Warm lube dripped down to coat the dry places, so that when he shoved his fingers inside, they entered easily. Her body seemed to open even further until her cleft was splayed unnaturally wide. In a blatantly crude display, as if she were encouraging the degrading treatment, her body involuntarily moved with the action of his impaling hand. She felt driven into her most vile sexual fantasies, shamelessly humiliating herself in her husband’s eyes. And yet, her husband was the author of her debasement.


  With this aggressive play, the action of his fingers relaxed her sphincter; there seemed to be nothing she wouldn’t allow him to do. Endorphins flying, she was on her way to the perfect finish, but again his hand pulled away just before the climax was upon her.


  Suddenly, it was the long nozzle piercing her anus and driving into her rectum. Then the strange feeling of water rushing into her body. 


  She clenched up. 


  “Alain—” just a soft and muted protest. 


  “Shush, it’s just warm soapy water, nothing more and you’re going to be just fine. This won’t take very long.”


  Meri wasn’t so sure. The oddest sensations fired off inside her, a grumbling that seemed to go deep to her soul. At the same time, she experienced an astonishing bond with her husband, something so profound that she couldn’t name it. He demanded this of her and she was willing to go exactly where he led, even if it seemed curiously unnatural, she had no desire to rebel.


  “Ohmygod, this feels so…weird.”


  “Weird, is it?”


  “Uh, huh.” The dream state of her mind made talking almost impossible and pretty much useless…she had no words that fit the situation, and soon even her conscious thought seemed to drift away.


  Alain soothed her with the palm of his hand as the water continued to flow into her body and began to settle there. After a few minutes the churning sensations started up, she began to sway, her ass a pretty picture undulating before Alain eyes. He loved seeing her willingly let go to be everything he desired of her. It had been a tough two weeks for them. Work had been a strain, the investigation tough and dangerous – Meri had no clue. The tension just compounded every day. And there was Ella, an intrusion he initially welcomed at the start, but would be glad to see leave his house. She’d been far more than he bargained for. At least he’d earned a few favors from Robbie over this one that might come in handy in the future. 


  But to have Meri like this now, to have the impish, rebellious, often troubled little nymph so totally within his control seemed like the perfect way to bring them back to the relationship they both treasured. Nothing was more pleasing for him than witnessing her profound surrender as the water rushed into her body.


  By the time the enema bag was completely empty, Alain could see that Meri was already becoming physically distraught with fullness in her belly. 


  “Please, Alain, I think I have to… you know…” she begged.


  “Relax, you’re not ready yet.”


  “Oh, but, I am, please!”


  “Shuuuuuuuush.”


  He spoke with quiet calm, his hand stroking her rounded behind until he felt her settle again and go further into her submissive self. After a few minutes more, however, the spasms in her belly flared again.


  When it seemed she’d reached the limits of her endurance, he said at last: “You can go now. But be careful.” He helped her from the table to the nearby toilet then backed away to the open door and stood to watch. 


  As the waters rushed from her body, Meri felt the last bit of resistance in her fall away. Although she felt a little silly, squeamish and embarrassed because Alain was standing right there, this was a heavenly place for her, so rare and so welcome. 


  When she finally looked up, her lips formed a small sheepish grin. Alain’s expression was serene and loving, only adding to the feeling of peace that had replaced the agitation of the last two weeks.


  “You look much more relaxed, like the weight of a thousand Ellas has just been lifted away.”


  “I think I feel that way,” she mused.


  “I’m glad. Now you’ll clean yourself up and spend some time relaxing. And stay out of your studio, I think you need a break from that too. How about a walk in the park?”


  “That sounds wonderful. It’s such a beautiful day.” She dreamily looked out the bathroom window beyond the trees, seeing the blue sky and dark clouds of the spring morning swim before her eyes. 


  “Just remember, this isn’t finished yet,” he warned her. “We have the day ahead, then tonight we can finally celebrate in bed.” 


  “Ooo, Alain, I can’t wait,” she giggled sweetly.


  The shadows of leaves fluttered across her face. He could have dived in to her and not come up for hours, but he did need to get going. 


  “So, I have things to do,” he relished a last glance at his beautiful wife, “I’ll see you soon.”




  Chapter Eight


  The Final Act


  Around seven o’clock the doorbell began to ring, and Robbie and Alain emerged from their furtive meeting in the den. Several friends were escorted into the living room, which had been arranged for a small and private demonstration. 


  This was one occasion that Meri would not miss. Alain specifically stated his intentions and when Meri entered the room, he showed her to a seat next to his leather chair. Robbie and Ella were sitting together on a loveseat across the room. The others present were seated in a loose semi-circle of chairs and sofas, all facing the same massage table where Meri had been that morning. The table looked quiet different in the more subtle light of Alain’s masculine living room with all its leather and paneled walls. The soft yellow glow had enveloped the area around the table, while on the fringes were shadows too deep for the eye to penetrate. 


  Sitting beside her master, Ella looked as nervous as Meri had ever seen the girl. She knew this scene was all about her, but having an audience was probably not what she had expected. When Robbie pushed her from the couch, she held back, looking at him with sorrow filled eyes. “Please do I have to?” she mouthed. 


  “Yes, you have to, urchin. You do this, you pass the test. That means more months in my company. You don’t pass, then I’ll have to send you to the training school I mentioned.”


  Ella’s whole face formed an anguished grimace at that idea.


  Meri wanted to smile. She had no idea what Robbie was referring to when he mentioned ‘training school’ but it didn’t sound good, and it was certainly frightening for Ella. Probably something she very much deserved.


  At last relenting, the reluctant submissive rose from the couch, although she suddenly adopted a snooty air about her, and moving sassily to the massage table, climbed right on and wiggled her hips as if she was inviting the witnesses to partake of her treasures. Her tight black dress was too short to adequately cover her behind, which left a good deal of her anal cleft exposed for her audience. It appeared that she’d worn no panties. 


  “Alain—” Robbie deferred to his friend. 


  Meri greeted this development with a bit of shock, and as her husband rose from his chair, she had the intense desire to pull him back. It was the first flutter of anxiety she’d felt all day. Feelings of utter bliss had been with her since the enema in the white and black tiled bathroom. She felt closer to her husband than ever, but this, this was traitorous and it immediately made her squirm uneasily. 


  All eyes were on the breath-taking picture of Alain Danvers’ imposing aura sweeping over the humbled girl. He lifted back the hem of her dress to reveal her naked bottom, no anal plug impaling her now. After snapping a glove over his right hand, he stood to the side, lubed the girl’s anal cleft and began a deep and intimate probing of Ella’s ass. His fingers slipped inside with hardly a gasp from the girl. Then he worked steadily, without the care or gentleness he used when he’d similarly explored his wife’s behind earlier in the day. 


  He worked fast and determinedly, entering Ella’s body with his hand…three…four fingers, then his knuckles working their way inside insistently, while the distressed gasps of the young woman accompanied his efforts. The audience saw her seize up several times and then relax. They heard her whimper and if they were especially sensitive, as Meri was, they smelled the girl’s pheromones rising all around them. Something seemed to explode from her body when Alain’s fist finally crossed the tight threshold and plunged into the dark cavern, fucking the girl as a hard cock would. She initially seized up so tightly that her resistance was apparent to all. But Alain gave her no room to balk, driving in and out of her back channel until it was obvious that her sex was engaged, not just her fears.


  She began to cry and thrash about, the climax coming on fast. She bucked savagely uttering a string of four letter words that dashed any hopes of anyone seeing her as demure and naïve. “Fuckme, fuckme, fuckme…” the guttural exclamations rose with force, while Alain drove on inside the girl, relentless, sadistic – until the climax finally shook her to the core and she collapsed against the bolster almost fainting from exhaustion. 


  The room seemed to freeze for a time. Even Alain needed a breather to come down from that nasty high. 


  “I think she’s ready for you, Robbie,” he finally said, withdrawing. He ripped off the glove and tossed it into a nearby waste can. “Use her well, this one needs some hard riding to keep her in line.” A long sigh and he sat back down in his chair. Then looking to his friend again, he said, “Your turn.”


  In the quiet moments that followed, Robbie stood up and moved to his submissively positioned slave Ella, giving her ass a good squeeze. “You did okay, brat. You can rest now.”


  “Can I?” Her voice seemed very small, as if for at least a few minutes, much of that sass had been knocked out of her system. 


  Robbie helped her off the table and guided her toward the couch. Then he looked directly at Meredith Danvers. 


  “Your turn. On the table.”


  Meri gazed back in shock. “What?” She turned to Alain for an answer.


  “You heard the man.” His voice was as hard as his reprimanding voice: the one that made her both shudder with excitement and want to flee in fear. 


  “But I thought—”


  “I told you not to think so much,” he reminded her. “Now do as you’re told.” He brooked no argument; and she was given no choice.


  Meri’s mind was in such a stew…that he would ask this of her now seemed so cruel, and yet, her thoughts were in such a jumble. Her mind flashed back to the morning in the tiled room, her submission there and the tenderness he gave her then. How could this be possible now? And yet, this was what he wanted. He expected her to rise from her seat and take up the place that Ella had just vacated, submitting to Robbie just as Ella had submitted to him.


  Despite the fact that she was feeling punished – and for no reason that she could pinpoint, she carefully removed herself from the chair and walked forward. The table and bolster had a familiar feel, not that it was a welcomed one. How embarrassing that there were six other people in the room with a clear view of her ass. It didn’t bother her when it was Ella in that defenseless position, but with the tables turned, she felt much differently about the degrading exhibition. She adjusted uneasily to the demand, and when Robbie’s hand purposefully parted her knees wide open, she had every reason to wince in despair. 


  A bold and swaggering dominant, Robbie smacked Meri’s ass, bringing out a bright red color on the cheeks of her lustrous behind. Had he known how sore her ass was from her session with Alain that morning, would he have spanked her so hard? She had to wonder – but the speculation would have to take place another time. He was on her so aggressively that Meri could hardly catch her breath let alone think. She was almost about to scream for him to stop the nasty spanking. But then he abruptly paused to snap on a latex glove and pour Astroglide down her anal crack. 


  She’d get exactly what she feared, and was a little hurt to know that it would be Robbie’s hand, not her husband’s, to first violate her so deeply. But the decision had been made, and she would surrender without objection. No time for further thought, Robbie’s fingers were opening wide her tight sphincter. A hushed murmur of comments circled the room as he first impaled her. She didn’t dare listen, since she was certain to be more embarrassed than she already was to hear what her audience had to say.


  The pressure was incredible. Worse was the feeling of being stripped down to nothing but the two round globes of her behind and the private fissure between them. Suddenly, a strange man’s fingers pushing their way beyond her anus – right in front of her husband! She could feel his eyes on her, like all the other eyes in the room, heating her body, invested in her surrender, sensing her pheromones begin to rise, and her body give off the scent of lust and sexual hunger. Yes, sexual hunger, as if she actually wanted this to happen!


  Deeper, further inside, driving into her forcefully, the hand kept up its mission. She was open, as if her body wasn’t even hers anymore, but theirs. And Alain’s. Alain’s. 


  The pressure would not end, and at some point she realized that Robbie’s entire hand had thrust inside the small space, demanding something of her, although she had no idea what it was. The pain and pressure seemed as unbearable as the humiliating exposure, but her thoughts seemed to drift on their own, unwittingly taking her to places she’d never been before. The rising tide of an orgasm began to build. Although the strange feelings in her body seemed to have more to do with a dark, immovable force than it did with sexual pleasure. Surfacing like a giant wave, it poured over and through her, bringing on shuddering spasms that wracked her entire body, then at last fell away…her consciousness falling ever deeper into a beautiful subspace of pleasure, until Robbie’s hand finally slipped from her body and, like Ella before her, she briefly passed out. 


  Meri was awakened with a shake of his hand. She thought first that it must be Alain at her side, but no, it was still Robbie. The room had changed, people were milling about, there was conversation, something not nearly as subdued and serious as before. Like a party all around her and she was just an ornament – or yesterday’s news. She began to move her limbs, shaking out the heaviness. They’d felt like lead. She immediately noticed how her ass was empty, but strangely lonely; she missed what had been there. But she was sore too. So much strain. 


  Moments passed in a fuzzy haze; she was on her feet without realizing how she got there, then falling into Alain’s arms. She remembered very little about the next half hour. She recalled the guests leaving, but who they were or what they said failed to stick. Her mind retained nothing of that vague time. She settled for feeling the warmth of her husband’s body and his guiding hand to lead her where she needed to go. Without it, she doubted that she could have walked on her own power.


  For a split second during those final minutes of the evening’s soirée, her consciousness awakened enough to see that Robbie and Ella were slipping through the front door and into the night. She remembered only that she’d offered up a gentle wave of her hand as they waved goodbye to her. When the door closed, she was much relieved. 


  “I think it’s time we went upstairs,” Alain said.


  It was still early…just ten o’clock, she noted when she passed the hall clock. 


  In bed, Alain was all over her. A day of seduction and pent-up lust released on her. Despite the soreness she felt in her wounded bottom, she knew what she desired most.


  “I want you to screw my ass, Alain,” she said. Perhaps her first real words all evening. 


  “I hoped you would. I probably would have had you there regardless, but it’s just nice not to fight.”


  Hearing that, she moved around on the bed facing him. “I don’t want to fight about anything, Alain. Never. Not ever again.”


  “Nor do I.”


  In his eyes was the feral look of a man who had just one thing in mind. 


  She let him lead, his hands commanding her, until she was positioned on her hands and knees, and he was there behind her with his erection entering her ass, beginning the long slow fuck that would take them to the climax of this night.


  A long, difficult two weeks had ended…as it should.


  Part Two 




  Chapter Nine


  Lydia


  Meredith came bounding into the house, moving directly into the den, totally out of breath. Her dark hair was mildly mused from the brisk wind, the curls framing her face like a dark halo. Her eyes burned with excitement, which always seemed to give Alain a pleasant erotic jolt. 


  “You look happy.”


  “Oh, I am. My friend Liddy called. I haven’t heard from her in months…maybe a year, oh god, it has been over a year.”


  “Liddy?”


  “Yes,” she stopped and thought a moment, “I probably never told you about her. She’s the woman who first took me to an S&M dungeon.”


  “Really? And this was how long ago?”


  She thought back. “About four years maybe. We even lived together for a few months. We’re having lunch tomorrow.”


  “And where’s she been?”


  “Oh, everywhere. Mexico, South America and even Northern Africa. Isn’t that amazing? She has very connected friends.”


  “Her boyfriends?”


  “I’m not sure.” Her brow furrowed, lips forming a frown. “The last one I know of was Jimmy Peralta, but I’m sure she’s had a dozen since I’ve seen her. You’d hardly call her monogamous.” Meri laughed.


  The name, Jimmy Peralta, sparked his interest. 


  “So her name is Liddy…she have a last name?”


  “Morrow. Lydia Morrow. She’s so much fun, although you’d probably find her a little too brash for your liking.”


  “And it’s been a year since you’ve seen her?”


  “This is starting to sound like an interrogation, Alain,” she joked.


  “It’s not, I’m just curious. And I am a detective by trade, I guess it’s hard to leave that aside when new names pop up in your conversation.”


  She smiled and moved around the desk and into his lap. She kissed his nose, his face, his lips, long and lingering on the taste of his skin and the scent of his aftershave. His breath was a different story. “You’ve had a beer.”


  “Went out with the boys after work, bucking up a moral. You have a problem with that, Mrs. Danvers?”


  “I don’t have the right to, do I?” she came back cheerily. She was in a very good mood, cuddly and warm in his arms. She then remembered his last question…“It was over a year since I last saw Liddy, just before we started…you know, being together.” Alain ran his hand through her hair, which for some reason made her feel safe. “I only saw her briefly, she was in and out of town too fast. But she’s here to stay for awhile, she says, and I can’t wait to see her.”


  “Just no dungeons with the woman, public or private.” 


  Meri raced through her thoughts as she processed that statement and finally stated as if it were quite obvious, “Of course not. I’d be a very bad girl to go anywhere like that without you.” She looked at him and smiled. 


  This was exactly what he wanted to hear.


  “So, you have a nice lunch. Perhaps you could bring her around and introduce her. I like knowing your friends.”


  “I’m glad you do. You intimidate them all, you know. I’m sure it’s the age thing, and the fact that you’re an unapologetically dominant man, which most women don’t understand. Or maybe it’s the submissive female they don’t understand. Of course, they don’t know you like I do…that you’re really a pussycat at heart.”


  “Am I now?”


  “Well, sometimes,” she said, giving him another kiss. “I bet you won’t intimidate Liddy though, she doesn’t let anyone scare her, especially men.”


  “Then she’s not submissive.”


  “Oh, never! But she loves to ‘bottom’, used to sell herself as one sometimes.”
“That’s an interesting pastime.”


  “She’s like me, she likes sex.” She squirmed on her husband’s lap, feeling exactly what she wanted to feel: his cock broadening under her ass and throbbing against it. 


  “I assume you never sold yourself, but guess I haven’t asked.”


  “Alain…this is me, your Meri. Would have scared me to death to sub for a stranger.” She rested her head on her husband’s shoulder and sighed. 


  “Well, you go have fun, enjoy yourself. I’ll probably be working late tomorrow.”


  “Again?”
“Again. Never ends, does it?” He tried to be light-hearted in her presence. In fact her bubbly manner had clearly raised his spirits. But it didn’t make up for the dark clouds still hanging over his working life and the fact that he needed to get back to the station.


  ***


  The restaurant was packed, but it did not stop Lydia from greeting Meri with an enthused hug. She let her body teasingly relax into her friend’s in an overtly sexual way – right out in public. This was not unexpected. With a gentle shove from Meri, Lydia stood back and the two women eyed each other for the first time in over a year. 


  “Hey there, girl, you look beautiful as usual,” Lydia exclaimed. She gave her friend a thorough inspection. Meri had worn tight blue jeans, a white t-shirt and four inch heels, which made her seem to tower over the more diminutive female. Her untamed locks were pulled back off her face and into a messy ponytail. Her make-up was sparse, just black eyeliner emphasizing her deep-set eyes. There was no doubt, however, that Meredith Danvers’ perfectly sculpted face glowed with happiness.


  Lydia was everything Meredith remembered, from the streaked blonde hair, to her thin brown brows, blue eyes and full red lips. She was sensuous, sexy, flippant and filled with sass. But was there something more edgy in her mood that Meri had not seen before? 


  In typically commanding form, Lydia dragged her to a quiet corner of the busy restaurant and the catching up began. 


  “Married life seems to agree with you.”


  “I’m in love,” Meri replied. “What can I say?”


  “And maybe you’re more grown up. I see a maturity there I don’t think I’ve seen before.”


  “I guess that’s good. Alain would probably be happy to know you’ve seen a change.”


  “But you haven’t gone vanilla on me, have you?”


  “No,” Meri laughed at the absurdity. Thoughts of the nasty fisting just weeks before still made her insides tremble. “If you only knew.”


  “So, what is he, huh? A hard ass? One of those nasty bastards who peer down their noses in judgment? I know that little girl, daddy thing always used to get you all excited.”


  “It’s not exactly like that. But I guess the difference in our ages works for us. And I suppose sometimes he can be very parental.” She smiled winsomely. “But that’s just part of what I love.”


  “Yeah, I’ll bet you love it, especially when he’s spanking your ass.”


  Meri blushed. 


  “And, I’ll bet your hot body works for him too, little darling. There isn’t a man on earth who wouldn’t want inside your pants. This guy must have been special to have plucked you from the single category and turned you into his wife.”


  “That’s the kind of girl I am, Liddy. You know that.”


  They ordered sandwiches, and ate while gabbing about the last thirteen months; where Lydia had been in all her travels, and the details of Meri’s courtship and wedding. 


  “So, hey,” Lydia suddenly consulted her watch, “I have to split now.” She started to rise then sank back down. “Say, how about you come with me? That way we can spend more time together. I just need to drop something off at a friend’s. You can drive. I don’t have a car yet. Hugo says he’ll have something lined up by the end of the week.”


  “Hugo?”


  “My guy, sort of. He’s a great fuck. Not much to look at, but he has plenty of money, which I don’t, so I keep hanging around to keep him happy. His place is just a mile or two, won’t take but a minute to take care of this.”


  Hugo’s place was a long five miles in another part of town noted for old brick front apartment houses mixed with light industry: a squalid kind of neighborhood. A place Meri had never been before. Hugo’s place wasn’t really his place at all but a grim looking office, or maybe just a rough hang out sequestered behind a plain metal door with an innocuous sign on the front. 


  “What is this?” Meri asked. There was a lot about this little expedition that just didn’t feel right. 


  “It’s where I find Hugo and give him the package.” 


  Lydia rapped on the metal door while Meri waited by the car – she didn’t even want to leave it alone in the neighborhood. Whoever answered the knock opened the door wide to let her inside. “C’mon, Meri, no one’s going to bite,” she laughed. Meri reluctantly joined her. For reasons she never quite understood, she had little will to resist Lydia’s easy authority. The two women passed into the dim space beyond the door, where from somewhere beyond the small entrance Meri could hear the hard beat of rock music. The smell of smoke nearly bowled her over. 


  “Geez, what is this place?” she asked again. 


  “What’s it look like?” Lydia took her hand and led her through several corridors, down steps and finally into a large dimly lit room. It’s purpose was clear as glass. All around her, Meri felt the trappings of BDSM sex jumping out to greet her. Rope and whips and clanging metal chains. Naked females, beaten males, the smell of leather, incense and the sweat of hard-working Doms and subs.


  “It’s a dungeon!”


  “Of course, it’s a dungeon.”


  “I’ve gotta go, Alain’s going to be pissed when he finds out I’m here.”


  “He’s not going to know, Meri, because we’re not going to tell him. Don’t be so fucking paranoid.” 


  There was that edge she felt before. A brittle Lydia that seemed almost threatening to her now. 


  “How about I just wait here?” Figuring that she was standing at the entrance, if she didn’t go any further, she wasn’t technically in the dungeon.


  “And how about you come with me?” Lydia wasted no time arguing. She took Meri’s hand again and pulled her deeper into the cavernous spaces of the room, until she found the man she wanted in the far corner, sitting at a table with several other scruffy males. Beards, tattoos, assorted piercings, dressed in denim and leather; they were a far cry from the careful polish and authoritarian presence that marked Alain Danvers’ dominant persona. They were treacherous and unguarded men, but in their own way, they gave Meri a heinous and thoroughly frightening thrill, even if she wanted to turn tail and run.


  “Hugo, this is Meri, my little sub friend from a few years back.”


  Hugo was the biggest of the men, burly, fierce and dominant with a mean scowl, heavy jowls and a particularly unkempt beard. He was definitely not the kind of man that Lydia used to hang with, and he practically made Meri drop her jaw.


  “Sub you say?”


  “Yes, but hands off Hugo, she has a master,” Lydia informed him. “Someone you don’t want to tangle with!” 


  “So, you got my package?” He sat back in the seat and gave Lydia the once over.


  “Sure.” She smiled sweetly. “Don’t I always deliver?” She dug into her purse and pulled out a package wrapped in brown paper. 


  Hugo swiped it from her hand and handed it to the man beside him. Then his attention returned to the two women. 


  “You two kiss?” he wondered.


  “What do you mean?” Lydia asked.


  “I want to see you kiss her.”


  “Yeah, sure, we can kiss.” Lydia whipped around and moved on her friend with the same erotic intent that characterized their first hug. This time, she ran her hands over Meri’s body in a little slow dance. Closing in she began to make love to Meri’s mouth with her lips. Too shocked, too scared to pull away, Meri let the woman kiss her.


  “Oh, you can keep doing that all day, bitch,” Hugo crooned. His dark eyes were eerily lit and the gravelly music in his voice communicated his lust.


  Suddenly, Meri backed away. “Liddy, please. I really need to go.”


  “We will, we will,” she pulled Meri back, whispering quietly in her ear. “I can’t afford to piss off this guy, so just play along, please.” The kisses began again. 


  It was not that Meri didn’t enjoy the feel of Lydia’s soft lips. She did. And if Alain had ordered her to make love to the woman, she would have without balking. The excitement of a female so close and so alluring, so familiar and desirous made her entire body come alive in new ways. But this was infidelity as sure as picking up a guy in a bar and screwing him in the parking lot. She’d given up impulsive moments like this for a steady relationship with her husband, and this was just not right.


  Still, Meri could tell that Lydia was scared, practically trembling with fright as her mouth continued to seduce her and her hands continued their sensuous play. She was scared, too.


  She made a crucial mistake, however, momentarily gazing toward the big man, seeing that he’d withdrawn his cock from his pants and was beginning to jack off. Meri instinctively backed up, earning her a scowl from Lydia. “Honey, I need you to do this, please,” the blonde pulled her back, whispering again. Lydia kept on going, leaving Meri with little else to do but keep kissing.


  “Hey, you two, get down on your knees and take care of this,” Hugo finally interrupted with a barking command.


  Only then did Lydia turn away. Her frightened face instantly morphed into a lush smile, and doing as she was told, she dropped to her knees and crawled toward Hugo’s crotch. 


  “Hey, baby, you only get me today,” she purred seductively, “but I swear I’ll make it worth the trouble. While Meri watched from the sidelines, Lydia took the fat pink erection into her mouth and began to lick and suck and tease the head, before her mouth seemed to swallow it whole. 


  “Denny, you whip the slut’s ass, while she’s taking care of me,” Hugo said, pointing to  Lydia’s bobbing rear end. “Whip it hard; I want you to make that nasty ass hurt. She’ll suck me even harder.” His eyes moved to the panicked Meri with undisguised lust. “You know, I should string that little bitch up by the thumbs and beat her ass.”


  “Hugo, you don’t want to do that, honey, trust me,” Lydia purred again, as she continued to work the big man’s dick. He was getting beyond the point of no return, when nothing but getting off mattered and making Meri submit was no long necessary. His large hand was inside Lydia’s blonde locks, forcing her mouth to take his meaty organ all the way to his bush of pubic hair. 


  Following Hugo’s orders, Denny moved behind the kneeling blonde. All it took to have her ass exposed was lifting up her short skirt. As soon as he got going with a riding crop, leaving mean-looking marks on her pristine behind, Hugo was pumping into Lydia’s mouth and about to shoot. The stunned Meri watched as his lips pulled back in a scowl that showed his teeth. Then he opened his mouth, groaning as he came. His hips bucked hard into Lydia’s face, his cock shooting a generous amount of hot cum she was forced to gulp down.


  Done, Hugo shoved her off, then gazed up at Meri.


  “You were lucky this time,” he pointed at her accusingly. “Next time, I’ll give you the beating you deserve.”


  Meri backed away scared, while the intrepid Lydia recovered quickly. 


  “And you don’t bother coming home tonight, girl,” he said. “I got things happening, you understand?”


  “Sure, honey. I’ll lay low.” She smiled. Saying nothing else, she grabbed Meri’s hand and before Hugo could call her back, the two had retreated through the maze of corridors until they were finally on the street again. 


  “What the hell was that?” Meri shouted, with the anxiety of the last few minutes falling out all around her. “Lydia who is that man?”


  “I’m sorry, Meri, I really am. You’re right, I shouldn’t have taken you there. But trust me, Hugo was just having a bad day. He was pissed. I gave him what he wanted, he’s okay now.”


  “Well, I’m leaving. Are you coming with me or not?” Meri climbed in the car and started the engine, feeling a need to be as far away from the place as possible. 


  “Of course, I’m coming with you,” she said, and she climbed into the passengers’ seat. “Really, I mean it, he isn’t a bad guy.” 


  “You can’t prove that to me. Good Lord, if Alain ever found out, I’m doomed.”


  “Nothing happened, sweetie. You’re just fine.”


  Meri sighed. Clearing her head of that dreadful place she headed back toward the center of town. 


  “So, where am I taking you?” she finally asked.


  “How about your house?” Lydia said, without batting an eye.


  “My house?”


  “You heard Hugo. He’s got things happening tonight. In fact, if it’s possible and I don’t mean to be an imposition, I really need a place to stay for a few days. I swear I won’t do anything stupid. I’ll walk the straight and narrow. Your Alain will think I’m a schoolgirl.”


  “Liddy, you look desperate. You can’t tell me that that brute didn’t shake you up.”


  “No, he didn’t, not that much. I’m used to guys like him. I just don’t want to be around him right now. He’s got stuff going on that, well, let’s just say, it’s better I stay clear. Plus, he doesn’t want me around anyway. So what do you say?”


  “Well, I guess it would be all right. It’s the first time I’ve had anyone of my friends visit.”


  “I’ll be good. I will.”


  “Just nothing about today in front of Alain.”


  “My lips are sealed.”


  “And don’t tell that man where you are! If Hugo showed up—”


  “C’mon, girl, I’m not that stupid.”


  ***


  When Alain arrived home that night, Meri met him at the door, looking very nervous. All day, she’d worried over what he would think about a stranger in his house. There was no doubt that his home was his castle, that he relished the quiet, the privacy, the sequestered haven it became when his working life demanded so much. He’d always been very careful about who and who he did not allow inside. How he’d greet the news regarding their houseguest, Meri wasn’t sure.


  “You remember you said you wanted to meet Lydia?” she opened tentatively.


  “I do.”


  “Well, she’s here. In fact, if you don’t mind,” she rushed on, “she’s going to stay here a few days.”


  “Is she really?” He turned back after hanging his coat on the hall tree.


  “She’s just gotten back in town and her living arrangements fell through.”


  “Does she have a job?”


  The question took her off guard. “Gee, I don’t know.”


  “You don’t know?”


  “I didn’t ask. We were so busy talking about other things.”


  “I see.” 


  She waited for him to say something more and when he didn’t, she tried again: “So, is it okay?”


  “I suppose. But let’s not make this last long. As the recent past suggests, we prefer our privacy.”


  “Oh, yes, sir. I understand perfectly.” 


  He seemed to be pacified, but then she found him looking at her with that inscrutable stare of his. Made her feel like there were bugs crawling up her skin. Worse yet, like Alain was fishing around inside her head for what had not been said. Was she really that transparent? Was he really that good at reading her? She’d hoped to ignore the nagging feeling in her gut, the guilty one about her day’s adventure in a forbidden dungeon, but she had a sinking feeling that a lie would be difficult to suppress and Alain would only find out eventually.


  “So, is there something else?” he finally asked. 


  She warred for several moments, trying to decide to lie or tell the truth.


  “Well, yes, I think so. But could we go into the den, please?”


  “Of course.”


  By the time he was shuffling through the mail on his desk and she was standing in front of him, Meri realized how she set this up all wrong. If she’d not made such a big deal about it and just blurted out the truth, her knees wouldn’t be knocking so badly and the confession caught in her throat. 


  “You were going to tell me?” he finally had to ask. 


  He stopped what he was doing and peered attentively through his glasses waiting for her to speak. 


  “Oh, Alain, I feel so horrible. I swear, I had no idea this was going to happen. Lydia had to run an errand, give something to a friend of hers. She asked me to drive her. I had no idea we were going to end up in a private S&M dungeon. I thought it was some kind of business office, and suddenly we’re in this building and, well… it was a dungeon and I don’t want to lie to you. But nothing happened. I mean she gave the guy his stuff and we left. That’s all. I swear.” Her knees were still knocking but at least the truth was out – or most of it.
“So, why are you looking so scared?”


  “You said no dungeons, and wouldn’t you know that’s exactly where Liddy took me.”


  He looked mildly amused. “If that’s how it happened, I have no problem. But you might want to mention my rules to Lydia. Just so she’s sure about what I expect.”


  “Oh, I already have. She knows I was upset.”


  “Then you don’t have to be upset anymore. In fact I’m pleased. The old Meri would have tried the hide the truth.”


  “She would have, wouldn’t she?” Just a little guilt remained, but she was able to handle that. 


  Over dinner, Alain was quiet, hardly interjecting a thing into the conversation. He observed instead. He was also mulling over his own concerns as much as letting the chatter between the two women hold his interest. He had his thoughts on Lydia Morrow. That wasn’t a hard call. He made snap judgments easily about people’s character; a necessary part of his job. He even knew that Meri had reservations about the suddenly appearing Lydia. And that was good. But beyond the obvious there were other troubling factors surrounding their guest and her sudden re-appearance in Meri’s life.


  “Lydia!” Alain called their guest from inside his den and watched the mop-headed urchin head his way. He knew she was alone. Meri had headed to her studio when after dinner Lydia said she wanted to make a few phone calls in her room.


  “You wanted something?” she poked her head inside the den. 


  “Yes, a word with you, if you don’t mind.”


  “Sure, Cap’n,” she said with a saucy smile. She moved right in and plopped down in Alain’s overstuffed easy chair, sighing big.


  “So, tell me about yourself?” He sat down on the couch opposite, leaning forward, casually nursing the last of his Scotch.


  She looked at him suspiciously. “Like tell you what?”


  “You seem to pop into Meri’s life off and on, I’m just curious.”


  “This some kind of interrogation?”


  “Just a friendly chat.” He even smiled.


  “Yeah, sure.” She had every reason not to be convinced by his easygoing candor that this was just a ‘friendly chat’, but she had little choice when it came to answering the man’s questions. “I took off with a guy for a few months…think that was after you two hooked up. The guy got wasted too much so I spent some weeks with Stanley. He’s an old pal from my dungeon days.” 


  “Your dungeon days?”


  “Yeah, that gets people when I say that,” she laughed, like it was a big joke. “But I guess not a man like you.” He stared at her blankly. “I worked in the dungeon, like it was a real job. Scrubbing floors, collecting cash at the door and washing out the toilets. Oh, sure I’d get snagged for a little sub duty once in a while, but I’m not much of a sub. A good masochist, maybe, but just not much of a sub.”


  “Yes, I can see that.”


  She smiled, eyes lit like the devil’s.


  “So, is that where you met Jimmy Peralta?” Alain asked.


  “Jimmy?” She sat up a little straighter and looked at him warily.


  “Meri mentioned his name, said he was an old boyfriend.”


  “You sure this isn’t some interrogation?” She cocked her head quizzically.


  “Very sure. Just curious. I’m a police captain, you’re friends with my wife, and suddenly after months god knows where, you show up on our doorstep. It begs for a good explanation.”


  She peered at him slyly, her eyes just narrow slits. “’Specially cause I was once sleeping with a thug like Jimmy Peralta?”


  “Makes sense to me. Why don’t you tell me about Jimmy?”


  “You hunting for him or something?”


  “Someone’s always hunting for Jimmy Peralta.”


  She pulled up even straighter. “What can I say? He was a thug, and really nasty in the dungeon, which wasn’t half bad for a slut like me, but what he did on the street scared me, especially when he was pulling out switchblades and a gun. I split, I swear. I left him hanging and haven’t seen him since. That was months ago. I’m sure he didn’t care I was gone; there was always some dimwit bitch who was happy to share his bed.”


  “And you haven’t seen him in what? A month or two?”


  “Oh, hell, it’s been over eight months at least, Cap’n.”


  Alain quietly mulled the information, while Lydia grew increasingly uncomfortable and was soon squirming nervously in the chair. The sound of the creaking leather seemed to fill the air.


  “Hey, I’m not gonna get Meri into anything, I swear.”


  “But you had her in a dungeon today, which is where I don’t want my wife without me.”


  This was a surprise. “You mean she actually told you we were there?”


  “She did.”


  “I guess that’s good. I’m sorry about the whole thing. It wasn’t anything, really. Hugo was being an asshole; he likes to show his swagger to his underlings, but nothing happened to Meri. I wouldn’t have let it. I swear.”


  “That’s good to know.” The congenial Alain suddenly vanished and he took on a most Dommish manner as he spoke next. “Because if you take my wife anywhere she doesn’t belong, you pull her down to the places you like to go…you’ll be out of here so fast you won’t know what hit you.”


  Lydia shivered with that strong talk shaking her to the bone. “Ooo, you are good,” she said with a nervous laugh. “You really do have the Dom thing down. I can see where Meri would get mesmerized by that voice and those eyes and your crisp air of command.”


  He stared at her coldly. “This isn’t about Masters and slaves, dungeons and submission. Meredith is my wife. I’m a high profile cop. I watch where she goes. I want to be sure that you and I have that understanding. You do anything to compromise her in any way and you’ll find that my reach is long and deep.”


  She cocked her head as his words registered. “That’s a threat, isn’t it?”


  “Take it any way you like.” 


  “Well, consider your message delivered.” She started to rise from her seat. 


  “Sit down, Ms. Morrow. There’s one more thing.”


  “Ooo, yes, sir!” she smirked sassily and sat back down.


  “I am the master in this house. You stay here, you keep your nose clean. I’m not above taking any female to task who dares defy me. Considering that you have a familiarity with lifestyle practices, what I mean should be plainly clear.”


  “Hey, you don’t have to talk in euphemisms, Cap’n. Just say you’ll beat my ass. That I get.”


  “Appears I don’t need to say anything. You know exactly what I mean.”


  She waited a moment then finally said. “So, you think I could be dismissed now?” She turned the phrase with a fresh dose of scorn. She’d gotten cocky now; a purely defensive move. But she was also shaken. Maybe surprised more than anything. She rarely crossed paths with men like Alain Danvers.


  “As long as we understand each other.”


  “I understand perfectly.”


  Lydia stepped into the hallway only to find Meri standing there as if she’d been waiting for her. 


  “You were talking with Alain?”


  “Yeah, just shooting the breeze.”


  “About what?”


  “Aw, he just asked me a few questions, like where I’ve been lately. How come I haven’t been taking you out to tea and the theatre.” She laughed, a flippant gleam in her eye. Then she cheerfully dashed up the stairs, leaving Meri to wonder what that was all about. 


  ***


  At the police station the following morning, Alain brought Robbie and his assistant Joe into his office. 


  “I’m not sure if she was telling the truth or putting me on.”


  “But she’s Jimmy Peralta’s ex?” Robbie chimed in. “A man who has a long rap sheet, a named ‘person of interest’ in the thorniest investigation we’ve got going. Suddenly, she appears on your doorstep with all the shit going down, the threats and warnings, Alain. I’d be worried. You want us to bring her in?”


  “No, I don’t think she’ll tell us anything that hasn’t already been said. If we leave her be, she might just lead us someplace useful.”


  “What if she’s a plant?” Joe added.


  “I thought of that. The timing is pretty strange. I want a complete background check.”


  “And we tail her?”


  “Closely,” Alain added. “And check on a man named Hugo. He can probably be found at an S&M dungeon in the old north district.


  “I think I know the one you mean,” Robbie said. “I thought that went out of business.”


  “Meri was there yesterday.”


  Robbie’s eyebrows lifted.


  “My wife can sometimes be easily led, in case you didn’t know.”


  “Well, it’s a good thing she’s got you.”


  Alain turned to Joe. “So, you know what you have to do?”


  “Got it, sir.” He was about to leave.


  “And one more thing?” Alain called him back.


  Joe stopped at the door. “What’s that?”


  “My wife. You’d better keep an eye on her too. But keep it subtle. I don’t want her to know.”


  He nodded. 


  When Joe left, Robbie sat down, dropping the official distance that separated the two men. They were just friends now. 


  “If I were you, I’d get her out of here for a few weeks, Alain. This isn’t sounding good, especially with what the guys in the field are saying about Peralta and the man who’s jerking his strings.”


  “That’s what I’m thinking. I don’t want to alarm Meri, but I have to protect her at the same time. I may make a few calls. I need a safe place, somewhere no one can track her.”


  “Maybe it’s time to call in a few old favors,” Robbie suggested. 


  “Yes, maybe it is.”




  Chapter Ten


  Interrogations


  Lydia left early the following morning, taking a taxi, saying only that she’d be back later in the afternoon. Alain was already at the office. With the house virtually empty, Meri worked in her studio; she had plans for framing several paintings she’d just finished for the gallery showing later in the month. 


  Late in the afternoon her cell phone rang. Lydia was on the caller ID.


  “Hi there! Coming home soon?” Meri asked. 


  “Hey, I need a ride, can you come get me?” Lydia said. 


  “I thought you were taking a taxi?”


  “Sorry, I ran out of money.”


  “You sound weird, Liddy.”


  “I’m fine. I just need a lift. 206 West Concord. It can’t be more than a half hour away. I’ll be waiting for you outside. It’s a business office, Meri. No dungeon in sight,” she gave up a terse laugh


  “I’ll be there soon as I can.”


  Meri had to look up the address in the phone book. She didn’t recall West Concord, however she discovered that the area was not far from Hugo’s dungeon. This really didn’t feel good, but still she set off. What could be so bad if Liddy was waiting for her outside?


  It was already getting dark by the time she was crawling through the unfamiliar area of town trying to find the right address. Amongst a few rundown warehouses and 1960’s looking office buildings, there were converted loft apartments, a coffee house and a building that housed art galleries for struggling artists. All this signaled an on-going renaissance in an area that had once been just another decaying part of the city. But despite the recent changes, the place still gave Meri the creeps.


  She drove slowly, hoping she’d see her friend, but there was no Lydia anywhere. She combed the 200 block of West Concord for fifteen minutes, studying addresses carefully, finally spotting what appeared to be an office building still in use that had to be number 206, although it wasn’t specifically marked. She tried Liddy twice on her cell phone, no answer. Should she go inside? She was often so naïve to possible danger, that it just passed right by her internal radar. But this time was different. Maybe it was that dungeon trip from the day before still bugging her. 


  She sat double-parked in front of the building for several minutes unable to make a decision. Her feet felt like jelly and she wasn’t even sure she could walk. While her stomach did flip-flops, every warning bell in her brain was going off. She even had the sinking feeling that someone was tailing her car. She didn’t dare get out, but she had no idea what to do.


  “Damn it, Lydia, please!” she pounded the wheel, trying to compose herself and figure out what to do next. Just when she decided to head for home, her cell phone rang, scaring her witless.


  “Meri? You here yet?” she heard Liddy’s familiar voice.


  “I think so. I’m outside, where are you?”


  “I’m going to be a minute, just come inside.”


  “I’d rather wait here.”


  “Dammit, Meredith, you are so exasperating,” she came back, obviously annoyed. “Just get your butt up here.”


  “Okay, sure. I guess I’m just spooked from yesterday.”


  “Well, this isn’t yesterday and it isn’t Hugo’s dungeon.” Her irritation seemed a little irrational, since she was doing her friend a favor, but it wasn’t unusual for Lydia.


  “Okay, I’ll be there. I just need to park.”


  “It’s on the second floor, suite 210.”


  “I’ll be right up.” Meri found the closest parking place, and pulled her car up to the curb. 


  As she opened the door, a fresh gust of spring air rushed in with the smell of something sweet. Buoyed by the feeling, it seemed to replace her jitters, if only momentarily. 


  She didn’t like the looks of the building; its squared off lines were cold and uninviting, but she could see that there had been recent renovations and it was now well-kept and clean. The company names listed in the small lobby sounded legitimate. She began to wonder why she had been so scared. Then again, Lydia had never actually explained why she’d gone there in the first place.


  Taking the stairs to the second floor, she found suite 210, knocked on the door, then stepped back and waited for someone to answer. 


  A minute passed and she was about to knock again when the door swung wide open. 


  Hugo’s huge face greeted her. “Well, well, well, if it isn’t the cute little thing from yesterday. Why don’t you just come right in?” He didn’t wait for Meri to move, he pulled her into the room and spun her around, his large body looming over her like a great behemoth. He seemed to have cleaned up some from the previous day, but his aura was just as sleazy and forbidding and eerily titillating. Meri trembled but she did her best to hold her ground and not let the man upset her.


  “I’m here for Lydia. Where is she?”


  “She’ll be along shortly, we just wanted to get to know you better.” He smiled darkly and placed his large hand against her pubic mound. Meri instantly cringed and backed up, but another man was at her back. 


  “No! Please! Where’s Lydia. I have to go!” She tried to escape their grasp, but Hugo was much too big for her to overpower, and whoever was behind her was solid as a brick wall. 


  “No, I don’t think you have to go at all. Hugo’s not gonna hurt you. I mean what is ‘hurt’ when it’s a little masochist who will appreciate our fun and games?”


  “Get away from me! If Lydia isn’t here, I’m going.”


  “Well, maybe you think that, but you’re going nowhere, honey,” Hugo purred right in her ear, pressing himself again her. 


  Meri’s mind spun to dangerous places. Hugo’s hand was in her crotch, fondling her in a way that made her body recoil in panic – that was the first response, but something else was triggered inside her, something primal and very sexual that seemed to rise above her fears. His hand moved deeper between her legs, but Meri was far too scared to fight it off; she knew she wouldn’t win. Tears streaming down her face, she felt Hugo’s invading hand far under her skirt, pushing her panties aside and fingering her slit with an expertise that had her involuntarily spasming. Her own body gave her away. “The little bitch is wet, goddammit, she’s wet!”


  “Please don’t do this!” she cried. 


  “And why not? I mean, we could have some fun here, huh?”


  “No, please, sir. I can’t!”


  “Ooo, listen up, she called me ‘sir’. The little tart’s been trained.” There were others in the room, but except for that unseen mammoth being behind her, she’d paid scant attention to anything but Hugo since she was pulled inside the office. Suddenly, her mind focused more sharply. Except for one desk lamp burning on the far side of the room, the office was dark, especially at its blurry edges. She could, however, see lurking in the shadows several other men. “If you’re like your friend, Lydia, you like getting your ass beat. Am I right, Mrs. Danvers?”
Dear god, he knew who she was! “Please, let me go.”


  “Sure, I’ll let you go, but not until we’ve had a little fun. I know who you are, bitch, which is what makes you such a prize. Nothing could be hotter than to screw the wife of a police captain. Your old man thinks he can bring us down, but he has no idea who he’s dealing with.”


  She was feeling faint, her eyes burning with tears and her heart beating so rapidly that she could feel it pounding in her ears…the nightmare just wouldn’t stop.


  “Let’s see if we can give Captain Alain Danvers’ little wife a good time, shall we, boys?” 


  He waved some man forward, who exchanged places with the looming Hugo and grabbed Meri’s hands, roped them together in about ten seconds, then hoisted them in the air high above her head. Her skirt was yanked down seconds later, then the stocky brute with the smarmy smile and day’s growth of beard came at her with a knife. 


  “Ohmygod!” She backed up as far as she could go, which was not very far considering that she was bound.


  “I suggest you keep your mouth shut, pretty lady. If you know what’s good for you, you won’t say a goddam thing. You got that?”


  Obviously too scared to talk, she only mouthed a silent, “Yes…”


  For a moment, the man with the knife at her throat scowled, then his lips broke into another disgusting smile. Without those nasty faces, her mind recorded the fact that he was actually quite handsome, young, cocky and full of swaggering ego. He reminded her of an ex-boyfriend…what a time to flashback. Even the smell of him appealed to her; nothing like Hugo’s sweaty stench, but an aftershave she recognized and found pleasing. 


  For a moment, she thought he might kiss her. What would happen if he tried? Instead, he stepped back and started slashing her blouse and sweater with his knife, piece by piece removing her clothes until she was left in a pale blue bra and panties, writhing before the eyes of at least four men, and maybe others she could not see. Whoever had been directly behind her was no longer there, having disappeared into the dusky obscurity of the room. 


  Any second she expected that her bra and panties would be ripped away – but not yet.


  The hot bit of leather seared her skin, a crop or singletail she couldn’t quite see, leaping out at her from the sidelines. 


  “Yeah, watch the pretty girl jump,” Hugo’s voice, and likely Hugo delivering the stinging cuts. 


  Jumping wasn’t all she did. Her body leapt on the sensations in damning ways. By the way her body undulated before them, the voyeuring men knew exactly what she was. They couldn’t help but see how dementedly aroused she had become…with each flick of the instrument her body sang. 


  “Goddam, you’re fun, Mrs. Danvers. We’re just going to have to keep you around.” Hugo again, while the snaps of his whip stung her everywhere: thighs and ass, shoulders, back, and then as he moved around to her front, her belly and breasts as well. Then others right across her pubic mound left stinging wounds that throbbed much deeper than the punished skin. “Yeah, boys, we have a live one here. Let the little slut dance.” 


  She saw his grin and turned away, too humiliated to look him in the eyes. 


  “I’m going to have to give Lydia a raise for bringing this little gem on board.” 


  ***


  On the street outside, two unmarked cars were parked, their occupants staring at the building, waiting, watching for Meredith Danvers and Lydia Morrow to emerge. Ten, fifteen minutes went by, Joe finally called the station again and spoke with his boss. 


  “Nothing happening, Captain Danvers. Should we go inside?”


  “Yes, goddammit, get my wife out of there!”


  At the station, Alain had slammed down the phone and grabbed for his coat on the way out. 


  ***


  Meri’s nipples were clamped behind the piercings where the flesh was especially tender. The pain was real and hard to take. What was worse was how it shot through her body, infecting places that came alive with the biting stimulation. Even this was not enough for these sadists. Her nipples rings were threaded with narrow rope, which was strung high above her head, forcing her breasts up, and her feet onto her tiptoes. The ropes’ ends were dropped over a dangling hook and weighted down with lead weights, creating an enormous tension through her breasts and pain that fed her crotch. 


  With their victim hardly able to gasp for breath, the beating began again with Meri’s tortured body dancing before their hungering eyes. It was clear that the men were becoming aroused, and within minutes she’d be giving up her crotch for them to fuck. That was their plan. Even the naïve Meri knew that. Between rounds of punishing blows, they took turns pushing aside her panties and shoving their fingers into her nether holes. She was made to lick one man’s juicy digits as a reminder of how turned on she had become. Her body refused to lie. But what if she’d been dry as a bone? Would it have mattered?


  The torture seemed endless…she feared letting go and allowing the sensations to take their natural erotic course. Hold on, Meri, hold on! a beleaguered voice inside her mind screamed commands to keep her sane, but the delirious feel of so much stimulation began to wear her down and her conscious mind began to drift as the physical sensations grew increasingly more sexual.


  Into the confusion of pain and arousal, Meri found her mind keying on some new and startling stimulus: the sound of loud shouting voices from somewhere outside the office, growing louder by the second. The mood in the room shifted suddenly and the attack on her body abruptly ceased. She was no longer the center of attention, and when the commotion finally died down, she found herself alone in the room, as if her attackers had vanished into thin air. 


  All was dead quiet for several seconds, then the whole house seemed to explode. Other hands were on her, releasing her from the bondage and throwing a thin blanket around her nearly naked body. She looked up, seeing Robbie Carvello. 


  “Oh, my god!” Never had she been so happy to see the familiar face. Collapsing into his arms, she buried her face in his chest and let him carry her from the building. She knew she’d been rescued and yet for the next several minutes, her world was off its axis. The sounds of men barking orders, of Lydia’s high-pitched voice, and squealing brakes. The bizarre minutes passed as quickly as they began. Then her mind woke up to find herself huddled alone in the back of a police squad car that was zooming out of the neighborhood and into the night. The last thing she heard Robbie say was that she was all right…‘You’re going to be just fine, Meri. You’re going home.’


  ***


  Rather then take the two rescued women to the police station, they went directly to Captain Danvers’ house, were the interrogations began, first Lydia Morrow, who was questioned for over an hour while Meri waited in the living room, watched over by a female officer from the station. Meri had been allowed to grab some clothes to wear, but the instructions from Det. Carvello were specific: she was to remain in the living room until it was her turn. 


  She’d seen Alain only briefly when she first arrived at the house. He embraced her, holding her close and stroking her head with his strong, sure hands. “Thank God, you’re all right.” As much as he was comforting Meri, he was reassuring himself. 


  She wanted to stay inside his arms all night and never leave. She wanted him whispering assurances to her until she finally feel asleep. She wanted to understand deep in her heart that she was safe, and this was not just a dream from which she’d awakened only to find herself in Hugo’s hands again. 


  But as much as this was a heartening reunion, there was also important police business that drew Alain from his wife’s fierce grasp. 
“You wait in the living room, darling. We’re going to speak with Lydia first.”


  “Can’t I just watch from the corner. I swear I won’t say a thing.”


  “No,” he answered. “Go on,” he nodded toward the living room, then turned and disappeared into his den. 


  Meri could hear very little from where she sat, but there were voices raised, Lydia’s and Robbie Carvello’s, Joe Wilkes as well. She heard nothing from her husband. 


  An hour later when the den door finally opened, Meri looked out to see Lydia being hustled into another part of the house. Her friend briefly glanced into the living room, but her face gave away very little – except for the puffy eyes and the grim set of her jaw.


  “Meri,” Robbie came to the living room door. “May I see you now?”


  She scooted quickly from the room and across the hall where the somber scene before her eyes made her want to flee the scene. Of course that was impossible, and at Robbie’s direction, she sat trembling on the couch. While he sat in her husband’s reading chair, Joe Wilkes, her husband’s aide paced the room and Alain stoically watched from behind his desk. 


  The emotional energy in the den seemed to be banging off the walls. Questions came at her from right and left, from Robbie Carvello and Joe Wilkes. Her mind was a bewildered blur.


  The interrogation seemed to last forever, every detail of the entire incident probed with the practiced delicacy of Det. Wilkes questions, Robbie Carvello’s cutting commentary and Alain’s immovable silence.


  Meri’s every glance at her husband was filled with remorse, her heart waiting hopefully for some sign that the nightmare would be over soon and she could race back into Alain’s arms and stay locked inside his embrace until this horrible night had turned to day.


  What had she done wrong? she wanted to scream at them all. She remembered so little from that miserable scene in the low lit office. Nothing that seemed useful to their investigation. She tried to think and her mind would wander. 


  Every time, Robbie brought her back with a curt, ‘Meri, let’s focus.’


  He asked the questions now, a steady stream of them leaping out at her, attacking her like the cuts of a whip attacking raw flesh. Her mind was raw like that; it had been wounded too. He wanted names and places, information that Meri didn’t have. The only facts she could share were the things they did to her body. He made her repeat the details of the sadistic nightmare, not like he was getting off on what so closely approximated an S&M scene. Even so, the effect of her admissions was profound. From a corner of her mind that was locked in on her husband’s guarded emotions, she could feel every word she spoke register in his body, and register badly. 


  Not that she was physically hurt. Far worse things had happened to her in the name of pleasure – or punishment. Even now, her body was feeling a strong erotic pulse she could not shake. She knew that Alain was feeling it too, despite the way he so remotely observed the proceedings. 


  Finally, they gave up their attempts to pry loose her memories. She obviously had no more to say. 


  It was nearly eleven when Robbie and his small team of detectives quietly left the house. Just Meredith and Alain remained in the den; Alain behind his desk, he hadn’t moved in nearly two hours. Meri was curled up in his leather chair. 


  Before Meri could leap on him, Alain called for Mrs. Langshire.


  “Yes, sir?” Like a stalwart matriarch she’d become, her strong spirit seemed to hold the fragile moment together. Certainly she must have had a zillion questions about the frenetic scene in Alain Danvers’ normally serene household, but even under these strange circumstances, she met the mood with tenacious composure.


  “I’d like you to get Lydia for me. She is still here?”


  “Oh yes, sir. Det. Carvello said that I’m to make sure she stays. Of course, with policemen stationed outside the house, I don’t think she’ll be going anywhere tonight.” 


  Alain nodded, agreeing.


  A subdued Lydia arrived moments later looking much less rattled than when Meri saw her last. Standing in front of Alain’s desk, she was the first to speak. “Hey, Cap’n,” she started in typical Lydia form, though she was much more subdued than Meri had seen her in a long while. “I didn’t get to tell you how sorry I am about all this. I really am. This was not supposed to happen.” Then she turned to Meri, “Hey, girl I never should have…” Her face was filled with remorse. And even Alain with all his subdued emotion could feel the sincerity of her small speech.


  “I suspect you are sorry,” Alain answered. He remained closed and guarded, unwilling, or maybe just unable to let out the emotion that had been roiling inside him since the messy hours of the night began.


  “So, anyway, sir, if you don’t mind…I mean I really appreciate the hospitality, but I really think it’s time I spilt. I mean after tonight. I guess I’m supposed to stay here till morning.”


  “There’s no use leaving at this late hour. But yes, after tonight, I think it would be a good idea to find someplace else to stay.” He paused, giving her an astute once over. “And where do you plan to go, Ms. Morrow?”


  “I’ve got a really straight friend here. Sarah. Meri knows her. She’s that ‘heart of gold’ type. She’ll let me crash with her for a few weeks. I hope.”


  “You know, you’re still very much in danger?”


  She shrugged it off. “I’m always in danger. That’s how I’ve lived the last two years.”


  “Well, unless you have a death wish I’d recommend that you watch your step, stay clear of your old haunts and find some new friends. You have no idea…”


  “Oh, I do, sir.” Lydia jumped in. “I know Hugo. I know his friends. I know what they can do.” She wasn’t sassing now.


  “That’s good.”


  The tension was so thick it could have been cut with a knife. Even Meri’s bones were shaking. Fear tasting bitter on her tongue. Fear, disbelief and a thousand questions. She still didn’t know exactly what had happened, what Lydia’s role had been or how she’d been rescued. Since she hadn’t been allowed in the room when Robbie was interrogating Lydia, she had no idea what was said and no one was talking. Now this guarded conversation only alarmed her more. 


  “Listen…” Lydia looked sheepish and very young, the years she’d piled on seemed to have peeled from her face. She nervously thrust her weight from one hip to the next, looking as if she was fishing for the right words. 


  “Is there something else?” Alain finally had to ask. 


  “Yeah, there is,” she laughed nervously. “You don’t…you don’t suppose you could just go ahead and…and beat my ass, like you threatened to do?”


  For the first time in what seemed like hours there seemed to be a shift in Alain’s expression. If anything, the mood in the room lightened, if ever so slightly. “Feeling guilty now?” he wondered aloud.


  “You don’t know how much,” Lydia sighed heavily. “I mean I brought this on Meri,” she glanced at her friend, “I swear, I never wanted that. I was just so desperate…”


  From where Meri sat, she thought Lydia might actually cry, but Meri had no intention of saying anything that would make the woman feel any better. 


  “So, what’s your poison, crop or cane?” Alain asked.


  “Dang. I don’t know. Whichever hurts the most, I guess.”


  “You looking for a catharsis or absolution?”


  She thought a moment. “Both I guess.”


  “Well then, bend over, Ms. Morrow. And Meri, you leave the room.”


  “Leave the room?” Meri blurted out. This was not fair. She’d waited so long to understand what was going on, now she’d have to wait again. “But—”


  “I said leave the room,” he refused her attempt to argue.


  Feeling rudely dismissed, Meri swiftly fled into the hallway, though she immediately stopped there. When she turned around, she saw Alain at the door, pushing it closed. 


  With not an ounce of strength left, she plunked her ass down in the middle of the foyer, facing the den with its brutally closed door. Her husband might as well have slapped her face. 


  And why not wait there? She had no where else to go. No where better than right there, to wait for whatever happened inside the den to be over. 


  ***


  Lydia’s legs were spread, her ass was bared. She was bending over the desk as ordered, with her skirt raised. 


  It takes a lot not to admire an ass and body as taut and beautiful as Lydia Morrow’s, but Alain had not a single aroused thought go through his brain on seeing the sight laid out before him. Not even that little tickle of dominant excitement when he picked up the cane. He swished the rattan through the air, hearing the subtle noise, and that gave him some satisfaction. But it was all business, all punishment, all with the snap of his wrist, followed by the sharp attacks on the penitent Lydia’s proffered ass. He marched the cuts down her rounded derriere, directly over wounds already healing there. She’d said she’d been worked over by Hugo and the boys before Meri showed up; that she’d only given the men ammunition for going after Meri – when at their insistence she’d called Meri on her cell and practically ordered her into the building. She regretted ever involving Meri in her tainted life. 


  Twenty cuts. A pretty hefty number considering how hard Alain was striking his victim’s rump. Lydia was good. Stoic. Immovable. Not a sound crossed her lips but maybe a low grunt. 


  She might have been stoic on the outside, but on the inside it was another matter entirely. Alain could feel the woman sobbing internally, waves of emotion starting to pour from her hurting body as the punishment went on. He gave her an additional four or five cuts after the initial twenty – he’d actually lost count. But even Lydia seemed to want more and he wanted to give them to her. He wanted whatever load of emotion buried inside the brazen woman to work itself free. She might stop acting so recklessly. She might curb her rash impulses after this incident…she might. Although he held out little hope that would happen. Women like Lydia seemed to be attracted to bad boys and bad men and the thrill of beating them at their game. But too many women failed in this. Too many ended up dead, or in the streets broken. 


  He had no connection to this woman other than her connection to his wife, but he still cared about what would happen in her sorry life. Maybe this was because of Meri…maybe he saw Meri in the same down and out place this girl was in, if he and Meri hadn’t found each other. His wife would have never survived a Hugo and his boys…or Jimmy Peralta and all the worthless swine that used women the way they’d used Lydia. Lydia herself was just barely hanging on. Maybe one caring man, one punishment would change her. He could only hope.


  With the punishment over, Lydia’s emotion seemed to let loose. Alain could hear her crying softly as she remained draped over the side of his desk. 


  He let her cry for a time, then finally said, “You can go now,” bringing the girl back to her senses. Lydia hesitated for a moment, collecting herself enough so she could face him, then she pulled up straight, managing a weak smile. 


  “Thank you, sir.”


  “You’re welcome, Lydia.”


  “That was a nice touch,” she tried to laugh. “Having Meri leave the room, so it’s just the two of us?”


  “Still trying to make light of a serious business?”


  “No, no. It’s not that.” She shook her head. 


  “It needed to be just you and me,” he said, unruffled by the veiled allusion to impropriety. 


  “I didn’t mean anything by it. I guess I’m just not used to decent men. Maybe you are one, maybe you aren’t, but you’re the closest thing I know to a man I can trust.” She wiped tears from her eyes. “Thank you, Captain Danvers. I feel much better, I really do.” 


  “Then I’m glad it’s worked. Go on, up to your room. Get some rest. You have some decisions to make in the morning.”


  “Yes, sir.” Lydia started to leave then turned back smiling. “And hey, don’t be too hard on Meri. It wasn’t her fault.”


  “What happened here was between you and me. What’s going to happen next will be between Meri and me. You can be sure that she’ll get exactly what she needs and wants. I know my wife.” 


  “Cocky bitch that I am, I wouldn’t have said this before I got here. But seeing you two together, I’d have to say you’re right. She certainly deserves better than me, and she got that in you.” She shrugged, as if a little sad for herself. “Good night.”


  Lydia opened the door and immediately shrank back. 


  “Damn, girl! What the hell are you doing sitting there?”


  Meri looked up from the floor “Where else was I supposed to go?”




  Chapter Eleven


  Twisted Logic


  She wanted to break down in tears. She wanted to fall into his arms. She wanted him to beat all the nastiness from her. All that those men had done to her…she wanted her husband to do more and reclaim his territory. She was only mad that he had waited so fucking long to act. 


  Maybe that was her fault…


  With the den door open, the surprised Lydia had skirted right past Meri and up the stairs. When Alain appeared, she was already on her feet. Her emotions had changed as she listened to the frightening sounds of Lydia’s caning. Every thwack she heard clear as a bell. For every one she shivered. Her being longed for the same, but even more were the questions that demanded answers. 


  “Alain, please,” she started to cry. She fell into his arms seeking relief from her last few minutes of torture. For the second time that night he held her close and stroked her soothingly, affection and feelings of relief flooding through them both. But just as it had been when Robbie brought her to the house, the embrace ended quickly. 


  She was still shaken by what had happened with Hugo and being safe in Alain’s arms only seemed to break the dam of her emotions. But right now, she needed something more than kisses and easy platitudes of love. 


  “What just happened, Alain?” she asked, when she finally pulled away. “And please, don’t beat around the bush with me. I want to know the truth.”


  “The truth was, Lydia Morrow was taking money from her ex-boyfriend in exchange for getting him close to you. From the very outset, this was the plan, although I honestly don’t believe that Lydia understood exactly what was at stake. The point was to rattle me. To make me see how far they reached. They wanted me to back off an investigation that has been on-going for months. The same investigation that spoiled our honeymoon.”


  “Ohmygod!” she gasped. “I had no idea! I can’t believe Lydia would do anything like that. She wouldn’t. I know she wouldn’t.”


  “She had no idea the scheme she was involved with, no idea how dangerous it was for you or me or even herself. And it’s still not over. Hugo and the other men that were abusing you, they managed to flee before we could get to them. When I had you two followed—”


  “You had us followed?”


  “As soon as Jimmy Peralta’s name surfaced, yes. They are all out there still…not a thing has changed. We didn’t have enough backup, just enough to scare them off and get you and Lydia out safely.” He sighed heavily. “Is that enough of an explanation?”


  “Yes, I guess,” she replied, haltingly, “I suppose it has to be… I just can’t…” She closed her eyes trying to calm herself, but she just wasn’t calm. She was fidgeting, her nerves on edge. Every cell in her body shook with fear, all welling up from a dark place where the monsters in her mind worked freely. 


  They both understood exactly what would happen next. 


  “It’s either here,” meaning the den, “or in the dungeon,” Alain finally said. 


  If Lydia was chagrinned by the events of that night, Meri was twice as humiliated and twice as needy. Her body ached to be free from the pent-up emotion of the aborted scene with Hugo. She needed a physical release and she needed absolution. 


  In the bedrock of the house was the basement, and in one corner a wine cellar, in another a place where Alain punished his wife when he wanted to be especially brutal – or the effect of the cellar heightened the drama of the scene. The thick, mortared rocks that made up the walls in that corner were especially rough and dungeon-like. However, there was none of the accoutrements in the space normally associated with the S&M dungeons Meri knew. 


  When he gave her his orders, she was more than willing to comply. She was in the cellar quickly, her clothes stripped away.


  Meri shivered waiting for Alain to appear. She did not have to wait long – just long enough for the chill inside this subterranean lair to seep inside her body.  


  He strung her up to a hook that dangled from the ceiling, then he began to punish her in much the same way Hugo and the boys had punished her in the office.


  Unlike that incident, however, Meri let go. She didn’t have the grit, the fortitude of Lydia who could submerge her feelings and hold on to the bitter end before letting her emotions speak. Meri cried from the outset, almost sobbing, even as the hot erotic fire between her legs – which she’d squelched in the company of those brutes – flowed freely now. Finally, it had a safe place to vent without shame.


  “Ohmygod!” she threw her head back in rapture, her screams, her spasming belly climaxing even as Alain continued to whip her, going over the same hurting territory that the other men had covered. She counted every strike as an act of love, even though she knew that it wasn’t love that was foremost in his thoughts. 


  Alain’s motives were hardly pure. He’d been hurt, pissed off and humbled that night. He’d seen his wife suffer because he could not protect her. He’d seen her act foolishly, perhaps, but then he had not apprised her of the possible danger. And, in his mind, that was his fault. 


  So, he made her suffer now? Was that reasonable? In their world, this twisted logic worked.


  Again and again the spasms took her body places she needed to go. She thrashed about, uncontrollably, until finally Alain was on her, lifting her body into his arms and pressing his cock into her pussy. Meri shuddered again as that velvety space between her thighs closed around his heated organ.


  Their hard climax stunned them, and for a long while they remained fused together as the spasms in their bodies continued on, then finally died away.


  After releasing Meri’s arms, Alain led her to a cot where they slumped down, too tired to stand up any longer. It was a convenient place to rest, one Meri remembered well, although that memory was not particularly pleasant. One night months before, when she’d been especially naughty, he made her sleep there all night long as punishment, a fate almost as nasty as being sent to the hated closet.


  This night was different. While Alain sat on the edge of the cot, Meri sank to his feet and buried her head on his knees. She was still gasping for breath, still feeling the shocking spasms in her body explode like small fireworks. 


  “Can we sleep upstairs, sir, please?” Meri finally asked, her voice almost pleading, as if he’d deny her this much.


  “Yes, we’re going to sleep upstairs in our own bed.”


  “And in the morning, this whole, awful night will have only been a bad dream?” 


  “I wish that were true, Meri. I wish that were true.”




  Chapter Twelve 


  Gotham Manor


  Meri was eating breakfast in the sunroom, feeling much revived, although the aura of the previous night still seemed to be hanging heavily over the household. Lydia was up and gone before Meri had pulled herself from bed. She didn’t even say goodbye. It was up to Alain to tell his wife that she had been escorted to her friend Sarah’s. 


  “Maybe she should have just left town,” Meri wondered aloud as she stared up at her husband, who’d just leaned down to kiss her. 


  “She can’t leave the area just yet. She’s a material witness. She’ll be questioned again about her connections to Jimmy Peralta and his connections to Hugo. The DA will go over her deposition…”


  “Go over her deposition? Is she being charged?” Meri had been sipping her morning coffee, then poured a cup for Alain when he sat down. 


  “That’s up to him, but probably not.” He started in on his bacon and eggs. “I imagine that she knows enough as a witness to keep her out of jail. Although what she put you through, I’m surprised that you’re so concerned for her.”


  “I guess I never think ill of people.”


  He laughed. “You certainly didn’t have anything good to say about Ella.”


  “She was different,” Meri said, grimly. “Lydia and I have been through a lot together. I knew things weren’t good the moment I saw her at the restaurant. I just had no idea it would be anything like this. But there I go again, naïve little me, thinking that my friends will never hurt me. I mean that creepy Hugo…” she winced for about the hundredth time.


  “If it will make you feel any better, Lydia was in way over her head. She may talk tough, but she was as gullible as you might have been, when it came to Hugo and his schemes.”


  Meri sighed, her thoughts moving away from the scene of the night before. She stared at her husband; he was already dressed in a crisp white shirt, tie neatly tied, ready for work.


   “You have to go into work so soon? I was hoping we might have a few hours to ourselves. I really need that…”


  “Actually, we’ll have more than a few hours together, you’ll have me for the next twenty-four hours whether you like it or not.” He went on eating while Meri looked aghast.


  “I will! Really?” In her excitement the vague uneasiness left by the previous night seemed to have finally disappeared. 


  “We’re going for a long ride in the country…all the way to the coast?”


  “You mean that?” 


  “A friend of mine has this amazing Gothic house you’re going to love. Old books, fine art, nooks and crannies, beautiful gardens. You can even bring a few small canvases and some paint if you like.”


  “It sounds wonderful,” she said cautiously. “But will I have time to paint? We’ll probably be there just a few hours before we’ll have to come home.”


  “No, you will have plenty of time to paint. You’ll be staying with Lawrence Underhill for a few weeks, until this business here is finally resolved.”


  The blood instantly drained from Meri’s face. 


  “A few weeks! Alain, no!” Signs of her coming unglued rose like big red flags.


  “Don’t, Meri,” he had that warning tone. “I need you away. I need you safe. And I need to get this investigation over. You will put a smile on your face, behave yourself and make the best of it. The time will go by faster than you think.”


  If she hadn’t had such an amazing night of hard and nasty sex, she might have argued more, but her course seemed inevitable. Instinct told her this was the safest thing that she could do. She only had to remember Hugo’s snarling face and any protest seemed absurd.


  “Damn, I don’t like this!” she said with a scowl. “But…I will be good. I promise.”


  “Thank you. That’s what I like to hear. Besides, Lawrence Underhill didn’t buy an old Gothic house just because he wanted to hang out with ghosts.”


  She thought on this a moment, then her eyes lit up. “Oh, I see. Let me guess… he’s one of your old lifestyle friends and he has a long line of humble sex slaves at his beck and call?”


  Alain snickered. “Just one right now, I think. And a trainee.”


  “What I’d give to know all the dirty secrets in your past,” she mused. 


  “I thought you didn’t want to know.”


  “Well, sometimes, I’d kind of like to just peek—” she immediately changed her mind, “No, no. I’m better off not knowing. I can’t change what’s already happened, can I?”


  Alain just smiled. 


  ***


  Meri hated the house at first sight. This was some builder’s dream house, set on a point that jutted into the Atlantic, on most days nearly surrounded by water, and connected to the mainland by an old concrete bridge. For Meri the Gothic mansion was too much of everything to be called fashionable, or elegant, or even eccentric. Too many arches, too many turrets and creepy gargoyles, too much tapestry inside, dark angles and grey walls. The moldy smell of cold stone was everywhere. She supposed for a house to epitomize an era of masters and slaves it would have all these dreary features. But the somber mood on this overcast spring day just seemed to bring her spirits down, especially when she hoped to enjoy the adventure with her husband. All she could think of was his leaving her to this nasty house for an undetermined amount of time. 


  The one bright spot on her first cursory tour of the property was the cheery garden where she planned to spend a good deal of her time. She made this decision in her first half hour at Gotham Manor. (No, that was not actually its name, but it might as well have been.)  While the house itself seemed dreadful, even on this dreary day, she could see that spring had emerged from the cold ground. The garden was blooming with tulips and columbine, the daffodils already past their prime, the peonies starting to form their tight round buds. Sadly, this seemed like the only thing to cheer her up as she got her first glimpses of her temporary home.


  When they arrived, a pretty housekeeper had answered the door, greeting them with a cheery hello. Her appearance was rather formal for the middle of the day: a long dark dress, under which she was obviously wearing a boned corset that made her posture straight and elegant in an Old World sense. Old World too was the way her brown hair was pulled away from her bright face into a bun behind her head. She was at odds with a typical 21st century female of her age, which Meri guessed was about twenty-eight. But her attire, along with her respectful and submissive attitude seemed to compliment the old house.


  “Good morning, Priscilla,” Alain had addressed her. He’d obviously met her before. 


  She curtsied politely and smiled. “Sir has asked me to let you in. He has some important business to attend to. He said to make yourselves at home. There’s a fire in the library, or maybe you’d like to give your wife a quick tour?”


  “Yes, I think we’ll do that,” Alain agreed. “We’ve been driving for several hours and we could use the walk. 


  Thus, while they waited for Mr. Underhill to finish his business, Alain had given Meri a basic tour of the house and garden. She saw all the main rooms, including the library, the dining room and kitchen. Then as they walked through the upper gardens, and Meri was momentarily buoyed by what she saw there, it started to rain. They moved back inside just in time to see their host coming down the impressive hand-carved stairway and into the foyer. 


  “So nice to see you, Alain. Sorry about the circumstances.” He moved forward almost eagerly and shook his hand. 


  Lawrence Underhill was a stunning man, and not what Meri had expected. Alain had told her that he was nearly seventy, but one would have hardly guessed that fact, given his robust vitality and a general ability to amuse and entertain. He had the large girth of a man who enjoys his food, and a broad smile behind a full and very greying beard. And charm, it exuded naturally from what Meri was to discover was a very ‘big’ personality. She instantly took a liking to Lawrence Underhill.


  “We’ll hope that it won’t be for long,” Alain said.


  “Of course not. I’d rather have you here too. But,” and Lawrence turned to Meri, “I think I can keep this little thing in line while you’re gone. We’ll have a delightful time.” Though the sky had not lightened in the slightest, Meri’s dour mood seemed to have lifted just with the appearance of the man. She could feel that simmering dominant aura about him that she was so easily attracted to. Thankfully, he seemed much more like her husband than the nasty brutes she’d recently been subject to. He gave off a wise confidence that instantly put her at ease. At the same time, she felt uniquely titillated knowing that she would be staying in a house where there was a distinct hierarchy amongst its occupants. The two females she’d seen, Priscilla and a young woman named Nelle, were clearly subordinate to their master, though she was uncertain what roles they played. Lawrence was kindly condescending to them both, receiving their respect and their dutiful obedience. This was not a lot different than the way things worked in her own home. Although Alain tended to be rather lax with Meri; he only treated her like a servant when he was trying to make a point or she was being punished. But now in this environment so removed from her normal life, the strict roles in Gotham Manor and the spooky ambience of the house began to work on the submissive Meri, submerging her in romantic fantasies she long relished.


  Unthinkingly, Meri gave the man a little curtsy, blushing as she smiled. 


  “I think my wife could use a little quiet, a more stress-free environment like you have here. Hopefully by the time I come to fetch her back, I’ll be less stressed too.” 


  “You should retire, Alain,” Lawrence declared. “It’s worked wonders for my disposition, as well as my private life, as you can see.”


  “I’m afraid I don’t have your family money to back me up,” Alain returned, a little grimly. “Besides, I don’t know what it’s like not to work.”


  “He’s always been driven,” Lawrence said as an aside to Meri. He took her arm, and escorted her into the library and the warm fire. Winking impishly he added, “At least he’ll have one night to relax. We’ll see what kind of fun we can stir up for this overworked policeman.”


  Meri grinned. 


  By then, it was mid-afternoon. The men were served drinks. Meri a cup of tea. 


  Although the library was reasonably casual and the men were completely relaxed, Meri felt it necessary to sit on the edge of her seat in a rather prim fashion. She wasn’t yet sure of her role, whether she could be as unguarded as she was at home. She waited for some hint from her husband, but none was forthcoming. For the most part, she was ignored as the men discussed several cases that Alain had been working on. Given Lawrence’s insight into police investigations, it was obvious that he’d either been on the force or in the DA’s office. She wasn’t sure which.


  While the two men talked, Lawrence Underhill would occasionally look Meri’s way and wink mischievously. Alain, on the other hand seemed to be unwinding from the stress of the last few days, and he was content to bask in the opportunity to relax in the company of an old friend. Meri didn’t feel comfortable injecting herself into their conversation and spent her time, as she often did, just observing. 


  “So, Alain, after dinner I think we should give Meredith the complete tour of the house?” This took Meri by surprise and she immediately perked up. “I’m sure there is quite a bit you haven’t showed her that she would be interested in seeing. What do you think?”


  “I don’t know how interested she will be,” Alain said. “I think the secrets in your house might be a little challenging for my wife at this point.” He looked at her. He was quite serious but there was that sly amusement in his expression that instantly set her nerves on edge. Not in a bad way. But when he said ‘challenging’ she had the feeling that Alain had more in mind for her in Lawrence Underhill’s home than just a safe place to stay. 


  “So what do you think, Meredith?” Lawrence asked. 


  She gulped. “I don’t know what I think. You have me a little nervous, sir. In fact, I don’t even know how to address you properly.”


  “Sir never fails when a submissive female is speaking to the master of the house,” Lawrence responded. “That will do for now.”


  She suddenly shuddered visibly. 


  “Have I rattled you so much already?” he asked, jokingly.


  “I’m not really rattled that easily,” she replied. “But I am intrigued and maybe a little excited.” With the delicate movement of her hand, she self-consciously pushed a lock of stray hair away from her face. She’d bit her lip, still smiling, and bowed her head in a sweet submissive way. 


  “She is captivating, Alain. How fun to have a genuinely submissive female in our midst. So often we find ourselves fighting with women who haven’t a clue what real submission means.”


  “Did I mention she can be an ornery brat, too?” Alain interjected, his gaze returning to his wife.


  “Oh, but brats can be punished,” Lawrence said. “We’ll have some fun tonight. How about Priscilla show you to your room? Then after dinner, we’ll see what kind of mischief we can scare up in this old place.”


  He tugged on the bell pull by his chair and within a minute the woman came scurrying into the room. Again, curtsying. “Yes, sir?”


  “Show our guests to their room, Priss. Then go see that Nelle has started dinner. I’m famished.”


  “Yes, sir,” she bowed and graciously motioned Alain and Meri to the door. 


  “He’s amazing,” Meri giggled, once they were in their room.


  “I thought you’d like him.”


  “Although I’m kind of glad you’re not like him.”


  “Oh, Lawrence knows he’s playacting, but he makes the lifestyle, all those rules and protocol fun. Sometimes he’s a bit much.”


  “But I’ll be fine here, Alain. I know I will.”


  “That’s what I want to hear from you.” They stood in the center of the large bedroom, two lovers kissing tenderly. A fierce fire was growing in her belly, her arousal clamoring for expression. 


  “You don’t suppose we could let off some steam right now, I’m so hot.” Her hands were all over him, her lips unable to stop kissing. 


  “Waiting’s good for you.”


  “Oh, Alain, I’ve waited so much in these last few weeks,” she whined. “You’re just being mean now.”


  “You have no idea how mean I can get,” he smirked. She hadn’t seen him quite this playful in some time, and it was a little scary now, in this new environment, with strange people and who knows what kind of nasty kink available. And yet, isn’t this what titillated her the most? 


  Time to spread her wings, perhaps.  


  
Dinner was a trip. Nothing like she’d ever experienced. 


  Lawrence’s two slaves were appropriately dressed in tight corsets, stockings and high heels, their breasts totally bare above the corsets’ tight cinctures. While Priscilla was free to move and speak, Nelle wore a tight-fitting ball gag in her mouth and was hobbled at the ankles, so that serving dinner became an arduous and almost laughable task – for her audience, if not for Nelle.


  “Hurry up, girl!” Lawrence bellowed commands frequently, while wielding a crop to emphasize his point. His hits were not good-natured slaps but strikes against the thighs and buttocks of his miscreant. With every cut, the girl jerked in surprise, several times almost losing her balance and toppling to the floor.


  “She’s being trained,” he announced to his guests while she was standing next to him. “But I’m not sure the little tramp – and trust me, she is a tramp – I’m not sure she’ll survive. I do demand a lot.” He smiled broadly and looked directly at Meri, whose eyes widened in a moment of panic. “Sassy and reluctant bitches don’t cut it with me,” he continued on, “not unless they can demonstrate flawless obedience, and can prove their usefulness as a worthy sex toy. Plus, they’d better have a randy spirit while they suffer a good beating. I don’t like wimpy subs. This one here has got a long ways to go.”


  He’d continued to peer at Meri so intently that she figured she should say something, but all that she managed was a wilting, “I see.”


  He chuckled. “You don’t need to worry, Meredith. I’d never have cause to use these measures with you. After all, you’re Alain’s property, not mine.”


  “I think I’m glad about that,” she replied. Although she looked toward her husband hoping that he agreed. His noncommittal amusement told her nothing. 


  In addition to being served dinner by the two corseted females, they were treated to a brief punishment demonstration. While they were eating their main course, Lawrence put Nelle’s head and wrists into a dangling yoke where, still hobbled, she remained until the three were finished with their meal. Just before the dessert arrived, Lawrence rose from his seat and using a paddle and then a cane, he gave the gagged female a sound punishment. Every strike of the paddle, every cut of the cane made Meri wince. Poor Nelle struggled through the entire ordeal, tears streaming down her cheeks. Though she moaned mournfully behind the ballgag, she made no other sound. Meri could easily imagine herself in that position and she was sure that she would not have liked it. This was not fun and it certainly wasn’t a joke. Nelle’s punishment was meant to hurt, to make a point and deter whatever bad behavior had earned this frightful rebuke. 


  “You can take her place,” Lawrence suddenly stopped, his eyes immediately zeroing in on his female guest.


  She quickly looked at Alain and then back at Lawrence. “I-I don’t think so, sir.”


  He suddenly broke into laughter. “Got you there, did I? Don’t mind me. I certainly wouldn’t take liberties with another man’s female unless I was authorized.”


  Meri didn’t even want to look at her husband after that comment. Her intuition told her that Alain just might suggest some kind of arrangement with the man that would be as painful and demeaning as what this poor woman had just been through. Considering that, she submissively shrank back in her chair and smiled. 


  ***


  After dinner there was another round of drinks in the library. This time Meri was served a glass of wine. On top of the two she’d had at dinner, she was feeling a little tipsy by the time the conversation between the two friends died and they turned their attention to other matters. 


  “So, I think it’s time for the tour,” again, Lawrence abruptly changed the conversation. 


  Both men stood up, and so did Meri, once she got her bearings. In fact, Alain had to steady her once she was on her feet. 


  “I think I’m a little woozy,” she admitted giggling.


  “You’ll be fine, just hold on to me,” Alain said.


  To Meri’s surprise they started by going upstairs, not down. She’d had more than a few clues that there were extensive dungeons in the bowels of the house, and she was curious, if not a little afraid to see them. She had strong suspicions that before the night was out, there would be some sort of hard play between she and her husband – and maybe Lawrence Underhill. Erotically speaking, she was aroused and very much anxious. 


  But to suddenly find herself journeying upstairs, not down, had Meri especially intrigued. She had no idea what horrors might be lurking in the rooms above the first floor. The room in which she and Alain were staying was one of several guestrooms along a hallway at the top of the main staircase. But there were other hallways branching out from that one, and short flights of stairs, and places that seemed to take positively evil turns in the strange house. At the end of the guest wing, Lawrence took a sharp left and they were soon climbing a winding staircase to the third floor, then taking another short flight to a landing and a door that looked like something from a hobbit’s shire. Bulging. Rounded at the top. It was quaint, yes, but a little threatening. In the upper center of the door was a square peekhole, and across the peekhole were thick iron bars. Meri didn’t know whether to laugh or be afraid. 


  “This was actually here when I purchased the house,” Lawrence looked back at them. He had to bend his head to go through the doorway without getting bumped, which made it all the more a curiosity. Instead of some magic land beyond, however, they found themselves in the tall stone turret, the highest one in the house. There were windows all around, a stone floor and walls and thick iron eyebolts everywhere, plus a dangling apparatus hanging from the ceiling. It was obvious what Lawrence used this room for. 


  Meri stared around, seeing a small bed on the far side, next to it a chamber pot. The perfect place for a captive maiden to while away the hours of her imprisonment until she was miraculously rescued by prince charming. She looked back at Lawrence in awe.


  “You get sassy with me, you’ll end up here,” the man’s eyes narrowed in on her threateningly, only to morph seconds later into a mischievous twinkle before he broke the mood with laughter. Meri was unsure when the man was actually serious. So much turned into a joke. She’d never met a dominant man quite like him. 


  “He’s quite a character, isn’t he?” she whispered to her husband while Lawrence was off adjusting something in the overhead suspension gear. 


  “Indeed, he is,” Alain answered. 


  “I hang them upside down here,” Lawrence announced while gazing admiringly at his equipment, “the really bad ones. Then I beat their asses to a pulp. Upside down and spread gives me great access to those randy little twats that can’t behave themselves. Every one of my subs wears a chastity belt because I want them hot, I mean raging hot by the time I get to fuck them. Sometimes, just removing the chastity device, they start to come. But I make sure that doesn’t happen. A few hard swats to their pussies and it knocks the arousal back just a step. Though by the time I get them suspended here, they’re coming just from being beaten.” Lawrence smiled broadly, pleased with himself. “So, what do you think, Alain?”


  “I think you’re more demented every time I see you.”


  “I am, aren’t I? But what’s a horny old man like me going to do with the rest of his life? If you can’t enjoy yourself doing the things you love right up to the end, what’s the point?” He sighed, a little sadly, Meri thought. But then he started toward the door. “So, it’s down the stairs, but let’s take the back way. It’s much more fun. There are secret staircases all over this house.”


  Part court jester, part dirty old man, part bad-ass sadist, he was quite a man. Meri still liked him, in spite of the fact that she had every reason to fear him. 


  ***


  The dungeon was as Alain remembered it from the last time he was in the Underhill house; the haunting sounds of whipped women and groveling slaves could still be heard, if not with his ears, with his inner self that had played inside these underground rooms on many occasions in the past. Certain things come back quickly, as if one found themselves walking back in time, the steps become familiar, the attitude well-remembered. A memory as possessed by ghosts and painful feelings as it was wonderfully chilling, when thrills of the sadistic kind were still new and exhilarating.


  He watched his Meri as her eyes took in not one but the many dungeons that Lawrence had created beneath the house. Her eyes lit on the strangest of things. When she saw the manacles hanging from bolts in the wall, she moved there directly, and put the iron collar around her throat, spreading her hands wide against the wall, her eyes closed, as if she were recalling a dream of her own. Alain recalled how he’d whipped her brutally in his own cellar; maybe she was remembering that scene just before he proposed to her. 


  “Is that what you want? To be bound to the wall and beaten?”


  She suddenly opened her eyes. “It gets inside my bones.” The entirety of her beautiful body seemed to shake. She was dressed in a pretty floral dress she just purchased, and looked wholesome and out of place in this dank and dreary dungeon. 


  “Looks lovely around her throat, doesn’t it?” Lawrence commented. 


  Alain moved forward letting her remain voluntarily pinned to the wall, while he carefully teased her with his fingertips.


  “I’m already wet, Alain,” she purred. “This place is really doing nasty things to me, and then you only add to my torment.”


  “You think this is torment, girl? You’ll know torment before I’m through with you.”


  Already he could see that coming here was a good thing for them both. Not only would she be safe, she could safely revel in her fantasies, which would, oddly enough, keep her out of trouble. The more she fit herself into Lawrence’s routine, the more she’d keep from dwelling on his absence. 


  He placed his hand on her crotch and carefully inched the hem of her dress up until he could finger his way beneath it to that warm wet valley between her thighs. Placing his finger against her clitoris, she stiffened. 


  “Oh, please, yes,” she uttered, breathlessly begging. 


  “You’re going to let the slut have her way so easily, are you?” Lawrence asked.


  “Not on your life,” Alain immediately withdrew his hand and turned to his friend. He spoke to his wife without looking at her, saying: “There’s more for you to see, Meri. When and if you get to come will be up to me.”


  As he walked on, Meri removed the collar and scampered along behind him while they continued into the torture chamber, the largest of the dungeons with some of the more unique and diabolical of Lawrence’s sex toys. Alain and his host watched as Meri circled the rack several times, like an innocent child bending and peering inquisitively at the odd structure, trying to understand how it worked. 


  “I could give you a demonstration, Mrs. Danvers,” Lawrence proposed.


  “Oh no! I don’t think so!” she jumped back reflexively.


  “No? I thought you were an adventurous sex slave, willing to do anything.”


  “I do what pleases my husband, sir,” she looked directly at the man and announced. 


  “My, you do have her well-trained, Alain.”


  He was privately pleased, and amused. 


  “If while you’re here, Meri, Mr. Underhill wishes to bind and torture you on this rack, you will let him. Is that understood?”


  “Yes, sir.” He could see her lower lip quiver. “It’s just, sir…awfully frightening.”


  “And isn’t that what you love?”


  “Yes, sir,” she was forced to agree.


  “Then enjoy what you feel.”


  “Yes, sir.” He could see the accompanying shiver and that sexual response affected him as it usually did. His cock stirred with renewed vigor. 


  Meri moved to the outer circle of strange devices that were placed along the perimeter of the dungeon. A spanking bench, a St. Andrew’s cross and several other pieces of familiar BDSM furniture were blessed with the tentative touch of her hand. Alain imagined her running the possible scenarios through her mind. But when she came to the punishment chair, the thing startled her. Her hand went to her mouth and she instantly took a step back.


  “Oh, my God!”


  “Funny, you should focus on that one,” Lawrence moved in closer to explain what she was seeing.


  The piece was hardly a chair in the usual sense. The seat was simple, made of two wooden slats positioned at a ninety degree angle, though they were not joined together. They would support a subject’s thighs, while the ass end hung off the back. The slats were supported from below by a triangular base and legs that held them roughly twenty inches from the ground. Surrounding the simple seat was a frame, two posts positioned on either side connected by two beams; one at the top of the posts, the other about half way down. Connected to the center of these beams was a 6” wide slat that served as the back of the chair, against which the submissive’s torso could be bound. Attached with chains to the higher beam was a standard looking yoke that could be lowered to fit around the neck of the unlucky victim and restrain their wrists. With the feet tied to the bottom legs of the punishment chair, the back strapped to the upright slat and the head and wrists locked in the yoke, the subject would be at the mercy of whomever demanded such physical surrender. With the legs spread and the pubic area wide open, the genital flesh, all the way back to the ass, would be vulnerable to punishment. So would the breasts, which would be thrust upwards by the tight constraints.


  It was obvious that Meri saw all this because she noticeably quaked, much as she did while inspecting the rack, though Alain could feel an even deeper attraction – and aversion – to this means of torture.


  “This is terrifying!” she announced, looking from one man to the next.


  “Lawrence calls it his punishment chair. I guess you’d better be careful crossing him.”


  “I wouldn’t dare!”


  “Unless,” Lawrence interjected, “you find your masochistic inclinations to be sufficiently titillated into desiring a few moments in this sort of captivity?”


  “Oh, I’m not sure my fantasies would ever go that far!” Meri blurted out in her defense.


  “Don’t be so sure, wife,” Alain said. 


  “You’re scaring me now.”


  “Well, it’s too bad that I can’t stay here with you. If I could, I would be binding you to everyone of Mr. Underhill’s playthings so you could enjoy its thrill. Tonight, the pillory should do just fine.”


  “The pillory?” she looked around, not seeing anything that looked like the kind of pillory she’d seen in other dungeons. 


  “It’s through here,” Lawrence guided them to a small stone anteroom that held just this one device.


  Away from the other bondage furniture it seemed rather innocuous all alone. 


  As she approached the alcove, Meri looked over her shoulder for some specific sign from Alain. 


  He nodded her forward. “You know what to do, Meri,” he said. “You may look innocent, but we both know you’re not.”


  She smiled rather sheepishly and, moving into position, placed her neck and wrists in the openings provided in the standing pillory. After Lawrence Underhill pulled the upper piece down and locked it in place, he pocketed the key that opened the two firmly shut padlocks. This left Meri bent forward just enough to show off the graceful lines of her backside. Though she was still fully clothed in her pretty spring dress, her submissive confinement was enough to have both men’s lust – as well as Meri’s – bounding off the cold stone walls. 


  “I thought you might want to inspect my property,” Alain coolly told his host, who was more than eager to move on the lovely Mrs. Danvers, settling himself just off her left ass cheek, his right hand pulling her dress up off her behind. 


  The man had only one thing in mind, and went directly into the valley between Meri’s firm thighs, his fingers probing both orifices causing her to groan. He thrust his fingers deep, using them like cocks to bring her body heat to an alarming peak within just seconds.


  She was panting and puffing, the vicious edge of her arousal fast turning orgasmic. 


  “She’s a randy tart, isn’t she?” Lawrence commented to his friend. 


  Alain nodded, enjoying the sight of his wife with another man’s fingers buried in her pussy. A pleasurable sensation darted up his arm, as if it were his own fingers probing his wife. “If you’d like to bring her off—” he said.


  “What a delight that would be,” Lawrence nodded. 


  The Dom’s three fingers continued the violation until the gasping, writhing Meri could not hold on any longer. Obviously, fueled by fantasies that rose up spontaneously in a place like this dungeon, she seemed unable to hold back the orgasm that crashed around the man’s invading hand. She moaned as the spasms moved swiftly through her body, then sighed deeply at the finish. She would have wilted into a sweaty, satiated heap if she hadn’t been locked inside the pillory.


  “Well, that, Mrs. Danvers, was your first mistake,” Lawrence abruptly pulled his hand from Meri’s crotch. “You must have permission to come in my house. I didn’t hear you ask.” He was not joking now.


  “I’m sorry, sir, I had no idea,” Meri alertly came back, realizing her error.


  “Well, you know now. And just so that message sinks in, I think you need to pay for that transgression. Alain?”


  “Go right ahead,” he said. “She might as well learn now. This is your house, your rules.”


  Lawrence had a paddle and cane ready as if he’d anticipated the punishment long before Meri’s unauthorized come. Taking the paddle in his fist, he advanced on her quickly, warming her bottom all the way to her thighs until she was screaming and stamping her feet in a mad rage.


  There was something uniquely satisfying for Alain watching his good friend punish his wife. He could sense that he would deal effectively with Meri, without overstepping his bounds. This was important to know. Too much had happened in their short marriage that had traumatized his wife. She needed discipline. She needed an outlet for her sexual needs. But she did not need a man who would try to usurp his own role as the master in her life. He knew Lawrence would not. 


  “You don’t think this is fair, do you?” Lawrence paused to question her.


  “No, sir! I don’t!” the rattled Meri spit out. She gave the pillory a good strong shake, which only made her suffer as her head and wrists tore at the wood structure, getting her absolutely nowhere.


  Her feisty reply only earned her another round of swats from the nasty wooden paddle. 


  “Dammit! That hurts!” she finally screamed. “Alain, please!”


  The spanking stopped immediately, while Alain addressed her plaintive cry with his calm but curt remarks. “This is Mr. Underhill’s house, his dungeon, his rules. I would have thought you heard that, Meredith.”


  “But I don’t know the rules!” she cried. 


  “A good submissive anticipates, they think on their feet, they are cautious,” he went on to explain. “They don’t jump to conclusions and they observe carefully. You failed just now. But you’ll have a golden opportunity to learn these things while I’m gone. You take great care and I’m sure you and Mr. Underhill will do well together. But don’t you dare come crying to me about what goes on. It’s all on you. In your hands.” 


  His blunt talk seemed enough to finally subdue the unpleasant snit. He’d effectively put her in her place and she knew it.


  “Yes, sir,” she snuffed.


  Alain’s hand was on her ass, feeling the warmth there, that warmth transmitting itself to his own crotch. While he’d given his friend a taste of his wife’s treasures, he had no plans for sharing her further that night. It might be days, even weeks before he’d see her again and he had his own plans for her that night. To him, maybe not to Meri, but to him this scene had just been a playful warm up that he would take advantage of all night long, as long as he had the stamina. 


  “I think you planned to finish this off,” Alain finally broke away and turned to Lawrence. 


  The man nodded and moved in with the cane, leveling six quick cuts against Meri’s punished bottom. These she took silently. It was a struggle but she managed. 


  Alain was not surprised. Meri hated being corrected for something she didn’t know about. Yes, perhaps they’d tricked her, giving her no specific instructions. But everything that Alain had told her was true and he was sure that his wife would be careful before she acted rashly in Lawrence Underhill’s presence again. Meri was a quick learner. If she was scolded for a fault, she would take pains to change her behavior accordingly. In that way, she was intensely proud of her submission and making him proud had been an important goal. 


  When Meri was finally removed from the pillory, Alain stared her down, until he had her full attention and the sheepish look he expected to see.


  “I think you owe Lawrence an apology.”


  “Yes, sir.” She moved to her knees and bowed for the master of the spooky house and the dreary dungeons. 


  “I am sorry, sir,” she said.


  Her humble act was a bit unexpected, but Alain liked how she wore her submission with such beauty. There was little that could suppress what was so inherently true about his wife.


  “Ah!” Lawrence responded. He was in a forgiving mood. “I think as Alain says, we’ll get along just fine. I’ll acquaint you with the house rules come morning. You follow me now, I have more to show you.”


  Meri didn’t look particularly ready for more, but after deferring to Alain for his consent and receiving his nod, she followed her host into another part of his vast domain. 


  ***


  Meredith’s eyes brightened as she entered a much more inviting room than the ones she’d just experienced. Although the walls were constructed of cold stone, someone made an obvious attempt to alter the ambiance in this one. Sconces burned cheerily on all four walls, and a thick Oriental carpet covered most of the stone floor. There were tapestries on two of the walls, which softened the hard effect, and surrounding the perimeter of the room were chairs, and in one corner an elegant lounger that encouraged one to stay. However, the real focus of the room was three enormous trunks that held center stage. When Lawrence sprung the hasps, each one seemed to burst at the seams. Each was filled with dozens of amazing costumes, lace and leather, satin and latex, from hi-tech bodysuits to romantic period costumes to dozens of beautifully designed corsets and bustiers. Collars, cuffs, chains, elaborate gags, masks and head gear seemed to pour out over the carpet as if begging to be picked up and used for some kinky purpose. 


  “This is amazing!” Meri gasped in delight.


  Memories of her last few minutes of suffering seemed to have vanished as she eagerly dove into the array of dungeon finery. 


  “You have everything!” she announced, looking up at the two men like a kid at Christmas. Alain had taken a seat in one of the chairs, while Lawrence strolled around her smiling, observing Meri’s buoyant responses to the surprising contents of his trunks. Peering into a treasure chest filled with dresses, she seemed to spot something of particular interest, and her hand sunk a little deeper until she finally pulled out a rose-colored dress. In fact, there were three rose-colored dresses, all the same, all long gowns with long sleeves and high collars, but very strangely constructed. It took some minutes for her to make sense of them. Finally, she exclaimed, “These are Roissy dresses!” She looked at Lawrence in shock. 


  He simply smiled, while Meri continued to inspect her find.


  The three garments seemed to be rather normal female gowns, made to fit tightly at the middle, with skirts that flared below the hips. But what made them distinct was that the entire bosom of the dress was missing – a style unique to a famed training institution described in the infamous bondage novel, The Story of O. A submissive female wearing one of these would have her breasts blatantly exposed.


  The collars of the dresses came with padlocks and tiny keys, in fact on closer inspection, Meri discovered the dresses were deliberately constructed so that they locked in place with several simple locks – at the waist of the skirt, the cuffs and the back of the neck – all added features missing from the original description in the book she’d read. Lawrence had taken a little poetic license to create his own version of the Roissy dress.


  The simple gowns were as alarming as they were beautiful. 


  “Perhaps you’ll get an occasion to wear one,” Lawrence remarked.


  She bit her lip, not knowing how to answer him. 


  “You really have my brain all screwy now,” she finally laughed because she was too overwhelmed to do anything else. 


  “I like to collect pretty things, it’s what excites me,” Lawrence let the precarious moment slide to ease Meri’s fears. “The corsets are probably my favorites,” he said while moving to another trunk where he showed her what he had in mind. “In this house, I expect to see my submissives corseted. Perhaps there is one that you particularly favor?”


  As Lawrence and Meri interacted, Alain watched his wife, noting the peculiar shiver that darted through her body as she absorbed the man’s message. While she first seemed to jump right in like a famished woman having just discovered a feast of fine food, she now backed away a bit and very cautiously continued to sort through the clothing. She moved from trunk to trunk and back again, in awe, gingerly handling each item her fingers touched with great reverence. 


  “This one,” she finally stated. She pulled out a pale yellow corset made of the finest satin; soft to the touch but stringently boned so it would lace tightly against a woman’s midriff. It looked just her size. 


  “That one I love,” Lawrence commented. “Picked it up in Paris a few years back. I think it’s too often overlooked, but it doesn’t surprise me that you’d find it pleasing. Certainly fits your personality perfectly, Meredith.”


  “Does it, sir?”


  “In the morning, you can try it on and show me. Have you ever worn a corset?”


  “Not really. I’ve had bustiers, but nothing as elaborate as this.”


  “Alain, I’m surprised,” Lawrence exclaimed.


  “That was to happen on our honeymoon in Europe.”


  “Right. Too bad about that.” And to Meri: “I think you’ll find that a day strictly corseted will change your life. It will certainly affect your attitude, not that yours is in need of any serious adjustment. Just a little fine tuning, perhaps.”


  “Meredith will love it, won’t you?” Alain said. 


  “I-I really don’t know, but it has long been a fantasy,” she eagerly pointed out. She was almost giggling with excitement.


  “Then in the morning,” Lawrence said. The man then sighed, looking curiously tired for one who’d had so much pleasant stimulation. “If you two don’t mind, I think I’ll grab Priss and we’ll be off to bed for the night. I’ll see you once the sun’s up. No hurry to leave here. Stay as long as you like. If you’ll just close up the trunks before you leave and turn out the lights.”


  He swiftly moved away, almost rushing to be gone and leaving his guests concerned.


  “Is he okay?” Meri asked.


  “He’s had some medical issues recently. I think he’s just tired. It’s been some time since he’s had guests. I know he welcomes you, you’re not the kind to put a strain on any dominant. You might keep this in mind. But don’t say a thing about what I’ve just told you. He’d be pissed at me, knowing I’d disclosed that to you.”


  “I will be very careful, Alain. And I’m sorry I got so, so… you know, mad earlier. I still have a hard time being taken by surprise.”


  “Then that’s something for you to work on while I’m gone. I’m sure there will be surprises, many of them while you’re here. Be patient. Be cautious and considerate, and this will be over before you know it.”


  She moved from the carpeted floor and into his arms, huddling in his lap, feeling her way inside his embrace. The warmth of her body seeped inside his own. He didn’t want to leave her here. He absolutely did not want to leave her. But he didn’t want to lose her either. This was the safest place for her, far from the nasty animals that had been lurking around his life for the last few months. Get them behind bars and he’d have her back, just as soon as the threat was over. 


  Alain sent Meri to bed once she’d cleaned up the mess in the trunk room and all the pretty things were back where they belonged – except the yellow corset, which he had her carry upstairs – although it would wait until morning. He stayed in the dungeon for a few minutes more, scouring about for what he needed, then he swiftly exited the familiar place, giving one last glance at the cavernous spaces where he’d so often played in years past. It seemed strange to him now, a little deja vu. Seeing his wife inside the crude confines of the stone walls was particularly bizarre, although he couldn’t be sure why. None of the dungeon trappings should be upsetting to her; she had plenty of experience in such surroundings. 


  Perhaps it was the instinctual knowledge that Meri would have never survived the kind of bawdy parties that once went on in Underhill’s den of iniquity. Or maybe more to the point, knowing his wife was prone to jealous rages, she would never have been comfortable with the man he’d been during those libertine times. He’d thought little of those years until returning to Lawrence’s dungeon stirred up the potent memories. But they were best left in the past. 


  The melancholy sweeping him now was almost palpable…and yet, maybe he was wrong to think that far back for the source of his poignant mood. Perhaps this wasn’t a melancholy arising from his past, but a deeper sadness over having to leave his wife when he wanted most to be at her side, protecting her, enjoying her company and relishing the vibrancy of her youthful spirit that had so infected his life. 


  No clear-cut message was forthcoming regarding his current mood. 


  Thus, tossing his dour thoughts aside, he doused the dungeon light and moved up two flights of stairs to find the object of his affection waiting for him in their room. 


  Alain crept into the dark room finding Meredith standing by the window, dressed only in her slave collar. He hadn’t even realized that she’d brought it with her. Months ago, just before their truncated honeymoon, he’d given it to her on a night much like this one. He wasn’t much for slave ceremonies or collaring rituals, in fact, he wasn’t a stickler for that kind of ornamentation. But this finally-crafted collar made of glove-soft leather and shiny steel had attracted his attention when he was combing a leather store for the right nipple clamps. He impulsively bought it with the idea of using it to signal his need for her total surrender. He’d only had her wear it twice before: once when he first presented it to her, and shortly after they returned from London when Meri had become overwrought and he used it effectively to calm her high-strung spirit. He demanded that she put it on, and instantly she got his message and put her behavior in check. 


  In recent weeks, however, Alain had been so distracted that when other occasions arose when he might have used the collar for its magical properties, he simply forgot that it existed. To see it now ringing Meri’s elegant throat, he understood that she must have felt the need for it. Was she trying submerge her anxiety over his leaving? Was the collar a reminder of her subjugation to him? Or was there some other meaning behind it that he’d have to explore?


  As he moved across the carpet, his feet made the faintest of sounds. But Meri noticed, even though she didn’t look his way. He felt her tremble on a visceral level, far more than noticed it with his eyes. Both their senses were acute, their nerves excited, their darker inclinations stimulated by their evening in Underhill House. 


  When he reached her shivering body, he moved in close behind her, his lips at her ear, his nose drinking in her scent: the perfume, the sweat, the pheromones clinging to the air around her. His fingertips grazed her skin, tracing a delicate line down her arm. When he abruptly grabbed the collar at her throat, she seized up in a moment of panic, as if for just an instant she’d forgotten who was there. 


  “You must have expected some exceptional surrender tonight.” 


  He felt the blood throbbing in her veins, every gasp of breath, every beat of her heart, how her sexual body enlivened with desire.


  He kissed her neck, feeling a ravaging spirit overtake him. How he wanted just to use her. Fuck her and leave her. Fuck her and walk out of the house without a word. That was the old Alain; the one that had fucked in this house before, treating women like property to use, then to sell or give away. And was that not what Meri wanted too? Was that not the most servile of her slavish desires? Or was this just his desire, not hers?


  Fantasies, however potent, are simply not practical, nor do they necessarily reflect the whole of any man or woman’s desire. 


  But he did fuck her – the act was as inevitable as his solemn mood.


  His hand moved from her throat to her naked ass, parting her ass cheeks and swathing her sex juice high around the tight opening of her anus. She gasped, knowing only then what her behavior had provoked in him. She needn’t wait long. With his pants down and his cock hard, he bent her forward, pried her cheeks apart and thrust, savagely screwing her until he came, little thought to her own pleasure.


  He grunted like an animal; he held her ass cheeks, twisting her flesh in his fists; and he found the result he lusted for. What she gave him with her willing surrender spoke to the depth of his emotions. The regret. That maddening melancholy. Even the feelings of dread and fear that accompanied the danger driving them to this place of safety.


  Had she felt the same emotions?


  He fucked her, but he didn’t throw her off as the old Alain might have. His love for her far exceeded that kind of rampaging and depraved desire. 


  Instead, he pulled her up and stood close at her side, a hand still gripping her left ass cheek in a gesture of ownership.


  “Did you come, Meri?” he coldly asked.


  “No, sir.”


  “And that is what you’d like, I suppose?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  He could sense her tears, though he did not see them in the darkness. 


  “Then come!” He started to slap her pubic mound with sharp, stinging slaps – forceful, demanding and insistent. “Come, Meri,” he ordered again. 


  He felt her struggle with the command, but she dared not utter a single protest, as the pain began to work through her body. By putting on the collar, she’d set the tone for this moment and she understood what she faced. This was what she wanted; there could be no doubt.


  The slaps came harder and faster, and when he paused, Alain pushed his fingers into that molten doorway and pressed them against her clitoris, rubbing it hard. 


  “Ah, noooooooooo,” she finally vented aloud. “Ohhhhhmyyyyyygawwwwwwd!”


  Her head fell back, exposing that long and beautiful neck, and the slave collar that ringed her throat. She slumped against him, her body undulating as it moved rapidly toward its climax. 


  When he began spanking her pussy again he didn’t let up for a long time. He could feel the pain almost tear the arousal from her body, but just before she lost that sweet erotic edge, he stopped the punishment and sought out the sodden valley again with his probing fingers.


  This time, he pinched her clitoris. At that very instant, he felt the spasms break loose and her orgasm give way. Convulsive shudders wracked her body as it came alive with pleasure. Even as fiercely as he pinched her clit to extend her torment, there was no stopping the orgasm that finally released through the pain.


  When she slumped into his arms like a weakened kitten, all he wanted to do was hold her tightly to his chest, but instead, he let her slide gently to the floor where she grabbed for his legs, unwilling to let go. 


  “Oh, Alain, I already miss you!”




  Chapter Thirteen


  The Leaving 


  Meri was late to arrive in the breakfast room the following morning and she dreaded being scolded, worse yet, punished for being tardy. It really was not her fault. She failed miserably putting on the corset as Alain demanded she do, and finally had to seek Priscilla’s assistance. The lovely woman hustled into her room. Seeing Meri’s distraught face she smiled warmly. 


  “You really can’t do this by yourself, but then, they wouldn’t tell you that. They just like to see us suffer,” Priscilla joked light-heartedly.


  “I’m getting that impression,” Meri said, feeling very much relieved to find another woman there to share her moment of misery. 


  Priscilla stood behind her and carefully cinched the laces of the yellow corset, her fingers tugging them tighter and tighter until Meri could barely breathe.


  “Dear God! I think you have it too tight!” 


  But Priscilla refused to loosen the tight cincture. She circled her instead, stuffing her fingers into the top of the corset to see how much give remained.


  “Nope. This is perfect, any tighter, you will have some breathing problems, but any looser, you’ll have Lawrence cinching it himself and I don’t think you want that.”


  “I suppose not. But I can hardly take a breath.”


  “You’ll get used to it and the corset will give some the more it warms from your body heat. Now look in the mirror.” Priscilla pushed her to the freestanding mirror, then stood back and admired the striking Mrs. Danvers in the beautiful corset. “I wish I had your graceful height,” Priscilla sighed deeply.


  “Oh, but you do look so beautiful,” Meri turned and smiled, feeling a friendly warmth sweep around them both. 


  “I’m really glad you’re here. Lawrence won’t be absconding with you the way he does Nelle, so I’ll have someone to talk to once in a while. Although I don’t want to impose on you. I hear you paint?”


  “I do. But I have to be in the right mood, and with Alain gone, and under these circumstances, I think I’d be happy just to scrub the floors.”


  “Oh, don’t say that to Lawrence or that’s all you’ll be doing,” she whispered.


  “Okay, then I won’t say a word,” Meri laughed, whispering too. But then her face suddenly seemed to loose all its color as she caught sight of the clock on the nightstand. “Oh, my God, I’m late! Alain said nine o’clock sharp, it’s fifteen minutes after.”


  “Then you’d better run. I’ll see you later.”


  Meri sped off, running down the stairs to the first floor and entering the room breathing hard, her lips finally forming a sheepish grin as she pulled up short in front of her husband and Lawrence Underhill.


  “I’m sorry, sirs. I was having a little problem with the corset.”


  “You don’t look as though you’re having a problem,” Lawrence remarked.


  “Very becoming,” Alain said, surveying his wife’s shapely form.


  Meri noted the subtle amusement in his expression and knew everything was okay. 


  That is, everything was okay until it was time for him to leave a few hours later. 


  Meri had hardly seen him during the morning. After breakfast, he and Lawrence hibernated in the library, while Meri assisted in the kitchen with the breakfast dishes. She’d then been given permission to go upstairs and find a dress to wear over the yellow corset; it was much too cool in the damp house to be running around with so few clothes, even if she did look like a beautiful ornament in her new corset. 


  Lawrence Underhill was correct, however, Meri could feel a definite shift in her psyche with the corset tight around her middle, lifting her breasts high to make them seem much bigger than they naturally were. She put on a blue knit dress with a scooped neckline and a softly draping skirt that reached nearly to her knees – a dress that Alain had tossed into her suitcase. He must have wanted her to wear it. 


  One glance in the mirror and Meri could see that her body looked entirely different with the corset on underneath. Her shape was more defined, her posture more erect and her attitude more deeply submissive. This pleased her. For the first time since their whole ordeal began, since Alain announced that she’d be staying with Lawrence Underhill, Meri felt a distinctive calmness take over. She felt more centered and composed than she’d been in a long while. Her submission seemed appropriate for the situation, clearly a duty to her husband and their relationship that she could not, in fact, would not want to disregard.


  She returned to the downstairs of the house intending to join Alain and Lawrence in the library. Tentatively knocking on the door, she waited for a signal to enter. The formality of Underhill House, like the corset, made her instinctively hold back when at home she felt free to barge right in. She was surprised when Lawrence actually answered the door himself. Smiling broadly, he motioned her inside.


  Seeing Alain again, Meri’s sex was immediately on edge. More than ever, she was powerfully attracted to her husband and his dominance. Maybe the house was working on him too; maybe inside its walls his demeanor changed just as hers had. The differences were nothing obvious, just subtle but substantive alterations that had a stirring effect. In truth, he seemed more dominant and more alluring to her than he’d been in the last few strained months. Perhaps, in part, the weight of his currently stressful situation had abated by his bringing her to this place. Perhaps having her safe at last brought out that sweet beastly nature of his. Or perhaps it was just the house, sending his psyche back to its instinctively dominant roots. Was he now like the man he’d been when he and Lawrence partied in those old dungeons years before? She was just a little curious.


  No matter what the cause of this shift, Meri was not quarreling with the outcome. After Alain arrived back in their room the night before, and so stunningly took her in the ass, they’d had sex twice in the middle of the night. Their sleep had been rocked by disturbing dreams and they seemed to fall into each other’s arms for comfort. Simple comfort turned quickly into pleasure and pleasure into a savage eroticism. Meri wanted more of him even now, but she sadly sensed that Alain was getting ready to leave. 


  “You’re going, aren’t you?” she said, wistfully. She could feel her tears about to break through her calm reserve.


  “Not yet,” he looked up and smiled. 


  “But soon?”


  “Yes, soon, Meri.” She stood beside him and he took her hand affectionately. “As soon as I put a few things in order.”


  She wanted to sit in his lap, or next to him, or at his feet, anywhere she could be close and her hands could touch his body and feel his feral spirit calming her. How swiftly her mood had changed. That calm composure she’d experienced while admiring herself in the corset seemed to have abruptly disappeared.


  “So, what’s out of order?” she wondered aloud.


  Alain chuckled. “It’s just an expression of speech, love. Come sit,” he motioned to the seat beside him on the couch. “I have a few instructions for you while I’m gone.”


  Meri could already guess what they might be.


  Alain took her hand again, then peered into her eyes with an expression so soulful and serious that she shuddered before he even said a word. “While you’re here, you are subject to Lawrence’s control and his discipline. You’re not Mr. Underhill’s slave, but you will do as you’re told. If he has chores for you to do, do them and be gracious about it. Other than that, you’re free to read or paint or walk the garden or visit with Priscilla. Your time is your own. I want you to be your submissive self, but I also want you to enjoy your stay.” 


  “Yes, sir.”


  “And remember, behaving yourself means that you follow the house rules. If you don’t, you can count on being punished, same as you would be at home.” 


  She glanced briefly at Lawrence Underhill who was standing behind the couch observing. She looked a little gloomy.


  “Hey, don’t be so sad,” Alain drew her back, “this isn’t a prison and you’re not a prisoner here.”


  “Well, except that I can’t leave, can I? I suppose they pull up the drawbridge at night.” She tried to be light-hearted amidst her sadness.


  “No, there is no drawbridge here, but no, you cannot leave. Just remember why you’re here.” He gently lifted a stray hair from her face.


  “To be safe,” she replied.


  “Yes, to be safe,” he said succinctly, then his mood lightened somewhat and his eyes lit teasingly. “I also think the discipline in this house will do you good. Humbling maybe, but that should feed right into your kinky fantasies.”


  “Oh, it already has,” she admitted. She shifted in her seat, feeling the tight corset press in around her. 


  “Good.” He took a moment to give her body a studied gaze. “By the way, you look beautiful with the corset underneath your dress.” His smile was as lewd as it was sincere.


  “Too bad you won’t get the benefit of it right now,” she chided.


  “Yes, that is too bad.” His eyes had a merry, playful aspect. “But I do have something to leave you with, a little reminder of me. I certainly don’t want you forgetting who owns you.”


  “Oh, Alain, how could I forget that?” 


  “Just to be sure.” She was more than a little curious now. “Lawrence is going to fit you into one of his chastity belts. You’ll wear it, especially at night to keep your naughty hands off your pussy.”


  “Alain!” She jerked her hand from his. “You’re kidding, aren’t you?”


  “No, I’m not.”


  “But—that’s like punishment!”


  “It’s not punishment at all if you take it in the right spirit. You’re likely to be quite aroused, but you also won’t be sneaking around and getting off.”


  “You mean I can’t come until you return?”


  She heard Lawrence laughing behind her and she hated that.


  “If you’re a good girl, Lawrence will help you out as he did last night. You’ll get your pleasure and you won’t burst at the seams. You might even find the chastity inspiring.”


  “I doubt that,” she pouted. 


  “Of course, if you want to be a brat about it, you can just do without coming at all.”


  “No, no, no! Please!”


  He laughed. 


  Finally, he pulled her close and kissed her hard on the mouth. The feeling moved downward to her pussy, clenching her sex with renewed arousal.


  “Alain, I’m as turned on as I was last night,” she quietly confessed, her voice barely above a whisper. “I came three times then, I don’t think you know what you’re asking me to do.”
“I do know what I’m asking. Restraint, Meri. This is a time to be at peace and what I’m asking you to do will make that happen. That I know.”


  She looked doubtful, but he was paying no attention. He stood up and pulled her to her feet. “Lawrence,” he looked to his friend, “she’s in your hands, my friend. It’s time for me to go.”




  Chapter Fourteen 


  Damn Chastity!


  “Alain, you have no idea!” she whined into the phone unhappily. It had now been twenty-four hours and she was already sick of the master’s chastity belt – or cage, or however the hell Lawrence referred to the nasty contraption that kept her hands away from her perpetually spasming pussy. 


  “You’re having a problem?” Alain asked, calm as ever.


  “I hate this damn thing!”


  “You mean the chastity belt?”


  “Yes, I mean the chastity belt.”


  “Then you’re just resisting its charm.”


  “Oh, be serious!” she glowered.


  “I am serious.” And he sounded as if he were. “You need to ratchet down the gloom and doom, take some time to calm yourself and you will adjust.”


  “And if I don’t?”


  “Then you’ll be miserable.” He was not budging an inch. “Although I’d rather not see you that way, there is only so much I can do from here.”


  “You can have Lawrence take the wicked thing off!”


  “You know, you’re getting awfully mouthy, Meredith,” he reminded her with the same cool resolve. “You think because I’m ninety miles away that my hand doesn’t reach that far?”


  “I’m sorry,” she instantly changed her tone. “I’m just so…so…missing you!”


  “And I miss you too. But if you don’t settle yourself down, your life will really be hell, because I’ll make sure you won’t get off until I see you. Trust me, you won’t want to wait that long and you won’t want to have pissed me off that much.”


  “You mean you’d actually do that…?”


  “Tell Lawrence not to let you out of the thing? Yes, that’s exactly what I’d do.”


  She was thinking how hateful a circumstance that would be – enough to call up a host of four-letter words – but she wisely held her tongue. “I guess I haven’t done a very good job adjusting to this situation,” she said instead. “I’ll try harder.”


  “Do us both a favor, Meri, relax. Don’t try to do anything. Go paint. Put your mind on something else.” 


  “Yeah, sure, I can do that,” she replied disheartened. “So, how are things there? The house must be lonely.”


  “It is. Even Mrs. Langshire has deserted me. Off to her sister’s for a couple weeks vacation.”


  This fact secretly pleased Meri, though she didn’t know why. 


  “I am working a lot of hours,” he went on, “so if you were here, you’d hardly see me. I’m sure there are many more fun things to do there.”


  “Right, sure…” she didn’t bother to sound convincing, and this time Alain let her dour mood slide right by. 


  “I think, I’m losing the signal,” he finally said. “I’ll call tomorrow.”


  ***


  The chastity belt remained through Meri’s afternoon and into the evening hours, much to her distress – although as Alain suggested, she attempted to turn her attention to something else. Her attempts were hardly successful. Not only was the tight steel around her crotch uncomfortable, but the nasty effect the chastity had on her submissive psyche was alarming. She couldn’t figure out why Alain thought this was such a grand idea. It was a damn nuisance as far as she was concerned. 


  At dinner, Meri and Priscilla sat at the table with Lawrence, while the trainee Nelle served the meal. Meri was just getting settled in her seat – not easy to do with the steel crotch piece digging into her pussy – when Lawrence spoke. 


  “Please, dear, stand up.”


  “Me, sir?” she pointed to her chest. 


  “Yes you, Meri.”


  And she stood, pushing her chair away. 


  “Come here now.”


  It was just two steps and she was at the man’s side. When his hands went up under her dress, her body suddenly lurched forward and she gasped. 


  “Easy now. Just hold up your skirt so I can give you a little reprieve from the belt.”


  “Oh, yes sir, thank you!” She was excited now. 


  She thought she might come on the spot, the way her host’s warm hands moved adroitly about her crotch as he unlocked the belt and finally set her free. She had the feeling that he was deliberately grazing his fingers along her pubic cleft to tease her clit. 


  “Aroused, are we?” he even asked. 


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Well, enjoy your freedom for awhile. But no getting off!” he warned. “And you’ll be locked back up when it’s time for bed.”


  “Yes, sir.” She could only hope that before the evening was over, he’d give her the orgasm her body fiercely craved. 


  Without the chastity belt, the delicious feel of her naked crotch squirming against the wooden dining room chair nearly made her come. If she’d only been a little more discreet, she might have pulled off the feat without being noticed. But her movements were not that inconspicuous. 


  “You’d better watch yourself, girl,” Lawrence warned at one point, “or it will be your ass burning from the cane, not your pussy from a good come.”


  “Yes, sir.” And she stopped the squirming, hoping her arousal would subside. 


  ***


  The submissive Nelle was being trained by Lawrence, though it had not been specifically stated for whom or for what purpose. It was clear, however, that the master of the house had been given free reign with the young woman, unconditional permission to inflict the worst and most painful punishments on the girl. 


  “She’s being trained to orgasm from the pain of her beatings,” Priscilla had quickly explained to Meri in a hushed whisper. They were in the kitchen alone after dinner was over that night, washing dishes. Nelle had already been ordered to the dungeon. 


  “And does she? Does she come?”


  “Some. But apparently not enough. Her master is a true sadist. I don’t know if any woman could be so masochistic as to find arousal in the punishments he metes out. You should hear her scream.”


  “Does she love the man?” Meri wondered.


  “She serves him, slavishly. I’ve only seen them together once, but I think she fears him more than loves him.”


  “Priscilla! Meri!” the sound of Lawrence Underhill’s booming voice rose up through the cellar stairwell.


  “Yes, sir!” Priscilla went to the doorway to answer his call. “We will be right there.” She quickly finished wiping up the counter, then she and Meri scooted down the stairs. 


  Although this was only Meri’s second time in the bowels of the old house, it felt familiar, and strangely welcoming. She peered into rooms where she’d been before, the trunk room, the pillory alcove, the vast stone torture chamber with all the nasty equipment. Then she moved into a room just beyond the others, one she’d not seen before. Its bare walls and bare floor – including a telling drain hole in the center – simply gave her chills. She and Priscilla pulled up short at the entrance waiting for further instructions as they looked on the scene with Nelle and Lawrence Underhill in the center of the forbidding room. 


  What Meri had failed to note was that Priscilla had removed her dress before she actually got that far and was now standing at attention in the doorway, wearing nothing but her creamy satin corset. She held her head high looking so very elegant with her hair swept up in a bun, and her hands clasped behind her at her waist. The position thrust her chest out so that her large breasts defied the eye to ignore them. If that were not enough to raise a stir in any room, Priscilla’s nipples looked like two red bullets jutting from her round tits. As provocative as the sight was, Lawrence gave her a quick look then turned his attention to Meri.


  “Meredith, what’s with your dress?”


  “My dress, sir?” Meri gazed down befuddled at the blue knit dress with the scooped neckline. “Is there something wrong with it?”


  “Only that you should have removed it before you arrived.”


  “I’m sorry, sir, I didn’t know.”


  “Then I suggest that you take the time to know what I expect of you? Remove it now.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  Meri struggled out of the dress in a frantic move that seemed to only tangle the garment before her body finally let it go. She backed away from the entrance to the room, let the dress fall in a pile outside and then moved in close, side by side with Priscilla, adopting the same posture as the man’s own submissive. Not once did Lawrence take his eyes from her, a fact that made every nerve in her body come alive with the humiliating excitement.


  “Very good,” Lawrence finally said, after taking a long drink of Meredith’s almost crushing beauty. “And are you faring better with the chastity belt removed?”


  “I hadn’t thought about it, sir.”


  “Well, think about it now.” 


  “Yes, sir, I suppose it’s very pleasing being free of it right now.”


  “Well, then enjoy. But if you so much as put your hand to that place, you’ll be taking Nelle’s place on the chair once I’m done with her tonight.”


  “Yes, sir.” Seeing the poor submissive Nelle bound to the dreadful punishment chair was enough to make her heart bleed and obey the master’s order. 


  After making his threat, his charming smile returned. “I thought you two might want to witness this since it’s so rare that this chair is used. And it’s quite an awesome sight.” He sounded more like the host of a fancy garden party than a sadistic bastard about to deliver some hard punishment to a helpless female.


  Nelle was, in fact, quite an awesome sight. She was seated on the chair, her thighs securely strapped to the horizontal slats, her legs spread wide, her knees bent and her ankles tied to the chair’s legs. Her back had been pushed upright against the vertical slat that was connected to the surrounding frame. Straps at her waist, then above and below her breasts held her firmly in place. The yoke had been lowered, and her neck fit snuggly between the beams. Her wrists were likewise fitted into the appropriate holes on either side of her head. Seeing such fearsome bondage gave both women a rude start. Meri’s blood rushed through her body, simultaneously hot and cold, while from between her legs she could feel a terrible throbbing in her sex.


  Lawrence used short whips with many braided falls to punish Nelle’s crotch. He stood at her side and repeatedly aimed for the area between her open thighs, making the leather snap against her pussy and curl up to bite the tender flesh of her pussy. 


  Her body jerked and the chains of the yoke jangled as the girl thrashed back and forth in response to the vicious pain. She had, surprisingly, not been gagged, so that every moan and whimper that escaped her lips only added to the clamoring flood of sound. It was apparent that she was attempting to hold back her distress, but Lawrence did not scold her if a nasty blow caused her to wail in protest. The chair creaked with the strain of her body jerking from the beating. That, too, added to the savage vibrations in the steamy air.


  Meri could not look at the woman without wanting to be in her place – if only for a moment of fantasy. The sub’s wild vibrations made Meri’s body crawl with erotic fervor – but there was nowhere to take that fervor. Permission had not been granted for her to play with herself. She felt a similar agitation coming from Priscilla next to her. She sensed the woman’s pulsing crotch, the slight movement of her hips, and saw for herself how Priss’s full lips were parted and her breathing was becoming labored as she watched the arousing scene. 


  In time, it became all too clear that Nelle was reaching the angry crisis of her sexual arousal. Her chest heaved with each vile blow, her body strained against the leather straps. She tugged so hard that the rope used to tie off her thighs and ankles made rough indentations in her flesh that would likely last for hours after. Then there was the anguished cry of coming. While Lawrence was still beating her, the endorphins in her body engaged and she moved fitfully as the torment overcame her.


  Finally, Lawrence stopped the thrashing, dangling the falls of his whip between Nelle’s open thighs as he watched her coming body spasm until she could spasm no more. She seemed to pass out.


  Leaving Nelle to recover on her own, Lawrence moved on to the two females still standing nearby. 


  “Ah, how wet you are, Mrs. Danvers!” he exclaimed on pressing his hand to Meri’s crotch. She nearly came spontaneously, but his fingers fled the scene too quickly. “Too bad you can’t come. It’s back into your chastity belt come bedtime.” His eyes sparked evilly, a playful smirk across his lips. 


  “Oh, please, sir, tell me you’re just kidding?”


  “Oh, dear,” his face was the picture of distress, “I wish I were kidding. But I have my orders. Alain was quite specific when he called me earlier.”


  “Oh my, no!”


  “Sorry, love. If you behave yourself now, you might just get your fondest wish – but, sadly, not tonight.”


  It wasn’t until then that Meri realized how much Alain was still pulling the strings in this little drama. She had to suffer without the release she craved while Lawrence moved on to his own submissive Priscilla and gave her the fondling attention that brought her toward an erotic edge. With Priscilla’s hands still obediently clenched behind her back, Lawrence’s fingers adroitly moved to her sex, rubbing aggressively until Priss finally collapsed against his arm and convulsed with the treasured release. 


  “We’ll have more of this in bed, love. I’m damn horny,” he whispered loudly enough for the envious Meri to hear. 


  ***


  The following afternoon Meri spoke to Alain when he called. 


  “I got your message, sir.”


  “Message? What message was that?”


  “I won’t complain again – about the chastity belt. In fact, I think I’ve finally found some peace in this place. I worked very hard on it all day – after a miserable night. I hardly slept and I was up at seven. But I’ve kept to the gardens and the painting and managed to lose myself in them so what happens in my crotch is just the fuel for my inspiration. I hope that makes you happy.”


  He small speech sounded a little too rehearsed, but Alain ignored that.


  “I’m happy for you. I’m happy you’re settling in.” He paused, sighing. “I am missing you terribly.”


  Hearing this, she set her own concerns aside. “The investigation not going well, Alain?”


  “Just frustrating. Nothing I can talk about now. Paint something for me. Something I can put on my office wall to remind me of you.”


  “But I paint everything for you, Alain. You can have any of the paintings for your office wall.”


  He laughed. “But I want a new one, something I haven’t seen. You’ll do that for me?”


  “Of course. I’ll do anything for you.” This didn’t sound like the Alain she knew. “Are you sure you’re sleeping well enough? Eating right? I could come home and take care of you…?”


  “Sleep and food don’t matter to me as much as your safety. You stay there and don’t worry about me. I’m back to my old bachelor habits.”


  “I hope not all your bachelor habits.”


  He laughed again, sounding more normal now. “You needn’t worry. I mean I eat on the run and sleep when and where I get the chance. I haven’t the time to run around on you even if I wanted to, which I don’t.”


  She didn’t need the reassurance, but it warmed her hearing him say this. “I’ll be here when you need me, Alain.”


  “I’m sure you will. And, Meri—” 


  “Yes?”


  “If you don’t hear from me every day, don’t worry, please.”


  “Okay…is there something I should be worried about?”


  “No. Just in case I get tied up here.” She heard the strain in his voice again.


  “I love you, Alain,” was all she could think to say.”


  “I love you, too. I’ll see you soon.”


  She wished this were true, that he’d see her soon. But she understood that he was only stating his wishes. Reality was a completely different thing. 


  That night, the three submissives in Underhill House were in the dungeons with Lawrence again. This time there was a grueling scene with Nelle on the rack, her body tied to its four corners completely splayed. Priscilla, meanwhile, was tied to the cross and roughly caned for some offence, which remained undisclosed. Then as Lawrence went back and forth between the two women, delivering blows that made each of them scream, Meri looked on from the sidelines once again, apparently doomed to be nothing but a voyeur. The chastity belt had been removed, and again her body took in everything she saw in an erotic way. She would have crawled on her knees and offered herself to the man if she thought that would influence his plans for her that night. 


  When he finally exhausted himself, leaving the two females with the remnants of a pain-induced orgasm, he finally turned to Meri. 


  “Come here, girl,” he said, opening his arm for her. She moved swiftly into his embrace, while his hand fell to her crotch and began to fondle her there. The mere touch of his fingers along her clit, a gentle rubbing between her sex lips and a bit of toying with her vagina was enough to have her turning toward him, burying her climaxing cry into his chest. Again and again, the spasms jerked her every which way, until she was finally so overcome that she slumped to the floor.


  “Oh, thank you, sir!” she gasped breathlessly, clutching worshipfully at his legs.


  “Thank, Alain,” he said. He’d bent down and fondled her mess of dark curls, then grabbing them, he pulled her to her feet. “You go undo Nelle’s and Priscilla’s bondage, have Priss join me upstairs and send Nelle to her room. Then it’s off to bed with you. You can lock the chastity belt on yourself.”


  As he had three nights before, Lawrence seemed unusually tired, giving scant notice to whether Meri carried out his orders. He didn’t have to worry; she obeyed every one – including the one that locked the hated chastity cage around her crotch. She didn’t dare to disobey that order, having the eerie feeling that somehow Alain would know.


  Once Priscilla and Nelle were on their way upstairs, Meri tidied up. After putting all the ropes and whips and sex toys away, she hustled to the cellar door to turn out the lights and go upstairs herself. By then, a creepy feeling was making its way slowly up her back. The empty rooms seemed to spring with ghosts…or perhaps it was the image of Alain trailing right behind her, watching her every move. She couldn’t get out of the dungeon fast enough, but when she reached the top of the stairs and moved into the kitchen, she pulled up short. 


  She was still wearing the corset, although she carried her clothes in her hands. As soon as she saw the strange man standing by the sink, she tried to cover her exposed body with her discarded dress. 


  “Sorry,” he said. He looked at her straight-on, unruffled by her appearance.  


  “Who are you!” she blurted out.


  “Dawson. Mick Dawson. The caretaker.”


  “Oh my!”


  She inspected the man quickly. Middle-aged, about her husband’s height and weight, and like Alain, there seemed to be a powerful man beneath his clothes. He was quite scruffy though, a rough beard and tousled hair. His hands were a bit grubby too, reminding Meri of once when Alain had been working on the Packard and he came inside with grease everywhere, including under his fingernails. It was obvious that this Mick Dawson was not as meticulous as her husband was with his grooming. 


  “No one said there was anyone else on the property,” she declared, still unnerved by his sudden revelation.


  “Been here all along. You just ask Priss or Larry. I keep to myself, but I make sure this place doesn’t fall down. You wouldn’t expect the old man to do it on his own now, would you?”


  “No, I suppose not. But I didn’t expect you and I’m I… I need to be going upstairs,” she nervously fidgeted with her scanty attire. 


  “Whatever you need to do, miss. I just came to see if there were any leftovers from dinner.” 


  “Yes, well, there’s a bowl of stew in the fridge.”


  “Sounds good. You make it?”


  “Oh no! You wouldn’t want my stew. Priss made it.”


  She watched a minute, unable to move as he opened the refrigerator door and peered inside until he found what he wanted. He turned to her as he moved to the table with the leftovers. “You need anything, miss…uh … ’fraid I don’t know your name—”


  “Meredith Danvers. Mrs. Alain Danvers.”


  He nodded as if something suddenly made sense. “Well, you need anything Miss Meredith, you let me know. My house is right out back. Can’t miss it.” He grinned, then turned away, rummaging through a drawer for a spoon.


  Meri took the opportunity to head for the back stairs, hoping that Mr. Mick Dawson didn’t notice her white, naked ass as she retreated from the kitchen.




  Chapter Fifteen


  Something Wicked


  Another few days went by much as Meri’s previous days of confinement in Underhill House. And then the wind whipped up. 


  The trees blew until they were nearly sideways, then came springing back upright, only to be driven down again by another fierce gust. One day after another was much the same for several days. Eerie sounds whistled through the trees and even the timbers of the old house, making it more frightening than it already was. For hours that whistling wind worked its way into shivering bones and caused chills to race up the spine as if something evil was about to descend on the scene, or maybe just come stalking them from the depths of the dungeons…


  …which was why when the big front door banged open just as it was beginning to rain on Meredith Danvers’ seventh day in the house, everyone at the dining room table – a small tableau of Meri, Priscilla and Lawrence – suddenly jerked up in shock.


  “Hey there, Uncle!” a loud voice boomed from the front vestibule, followed by the sound of footsteps striding across the stone and the noise of giggling females. “What a night out there! If we’d been a minute later, we would have all been drowned.” A dashing male dressed in a dripping Macintosh, jeans and a cashmere sport coat burst into the room with a big but weary smile. He tossed his coat on a chair and strode forward.


  “Eric!” Lawrence’s face recorded his shock. “What are you doing here?”


  The newcomer had a strong, manly but well-heeled attitude, like a wealthy adventurer or a ship’s captain. His rugged face suggested that he was nearing forty. He had a distinctive flare that appealed to women, and especially, at the moment, a dark-haired female, who after shucking her wet coat, followed Eric into the dining room and snuggled into his side. The two moved toward the table, Eric taking all the time in the world before answering his uncle’s question. He sat down at the far end of the table, pulled out a second chair and propped his feet on the seat. “Well, Uncle, we were in the neighborhood,” he finally said. Leaning back in his seat, he peered up, sighing heavily. “Do you suppose we could have some brandy? It’s fucking cold out there,” he said with a jovial grin.


  The dark-haired woman had taken a seat beside him. But there were others in their party: a man and woman who straggled in less boisterously and were content to observe the scene from the doorway, obviously waiting for some clue from Eric before daring to go a step further.


  At Eric’s plea for brandy, Priscilla immediately tried to jump from her seat, but Lawrence pushed her back with his hand. 


  “There’s brandy and the usual spirits in the sideboard, help yourself,” Lawrence motioned to the large buffet where his well-stocked bar was located.


  “Lola please,” Eric nodded to his girlfriend, “and something expensive, please. I don’t feel much like peasant fare tonight. Rich and warming would serve me well. Lawrence usually keeps the bar filled with the finest, don’t you Uncle?”


  Lawrence spent the moment gathering himself. He was obviously disturbed by the unexpected intrusion of four people into his house. Finally, having overcome his surprise, he spoke calmly, “I can’t recall having invited you, Eric. Did it occur to you that you might want to call first, see if it was convenient? I though you were in Mexico?”


  “Oh, I’ve been back for months. As for tonight, sorry, guy, I didn’t expect to run into the inclement weather. I planned to show my friends around the old place, maybe take a turn in the dungeons and then leave. But given the horrid conditions out there, this is the spring storm from hell…” he said as an off-handed joke, “…I didn’t think you’d mind putting us up for a night.”


  Lawrence smiled faintly as he looked at his new guests. “Well then, perhaps, it would be the polite thing to introduce me to your companions.”


  “Oh, how unmannerly of me!” Eric declared. He turned in his chair and waved his two friends forward. “This is Roger and Rose, from New York. They are in the lifestyle scene, real players, though they seemed to have found roots in each other. We hear that a wedding might be forthcoming.” He smiled fatuously at the timid couple, who seemed a little in awe of the effusive Eric and his grand show.


  “I’m sorry, sir, if we’ve bothered you,” Roger moved directly forward and shook Lawrence’s hand. He was a straight-laced, stiff upper lip gentleman, nothing remarkable about him except for his impeccable manners. “Perhaps there’s a hotel nearby where we could stay? And yes, this is Rose, my fiancée.” He introduced the slightly plump but pleasing looking redhead on his arm.


  She bowed in a submissive manner, making the pecking order in their relationship quite clear. 


  “Oh, don’t think of it!” Lawrence came right back. “I’m pleased to have you, just a little surprised. You’ll forgive me if my nephew’s zeal occasionally takes me aback.”


  “I think I can understand,” replied Roger.


  “And you, Miss Rose, how lovely to meet you,” Lawrence managed a gracious smile as he appraised the lovely redhead.


  Eric suddenly popped up from his chair and dragged Lola from hers, advancing on the master of the house. “This is Lola, Uncle,” he announced with some panache, “and she’s not my fiancée. But we have great fun together, don’t we?”


  “I’m pleased to meet you,” the dark-haired Lola smiled, which seemed to soften the naturally hard expression on her face. To add to the woman’s stern look was short, spiked hair, severe black make-up, and lips painted a vibrant crimson to match her long acrylic nails. She was dressed in black as well, with her svelte body looking as if it had been poured into her tight turtle-neck sweater, slim pants and high-heeled leather boots. A pair of gold hoops dangling from her ears were the only thing to break the monotony of her harsh appearance. 


  “Have you known my nephew long?” Lawrence asked. He’d finally become the gracious host with a little of his intrinsic charm coming to life.


  “Just a few months, but like he said, we’ve been having the time of our lives.”


  “And kinky too?”


  “Oh, you bet! But there’s no one here going to put either of us in chains, if you know what I mean?”


  “I’m sure I do.”


  Eric was already distracted from the conversation. He’d broken away from Lola’s grasp and was gazing in Meri’s direction. “So, you going to tell me who this ravishing creature is?” He looked directly at her, his eyes already coveting her beauty with a fond smile. “Another of your submissives, I assume? I hope?”


  “She’s not mine at all. This is Meredith.” He hesitated just a second before adding, “Meredith Danvers.”


  “Meredith Danvers,” Eric repeated with just a bit of awe. “I believe I’ve heard the Danvers name before.”


  “Of course, you’ve heard the Danvers name before, boy, this is Alain Danvers’ wife.”


  “Wife? Really? How did the old boy get that lucky?”


  Meri blushed, not knowing whether to be flattered or afraid. She also didn’t know what to say, but since he hadn’t actually addressed her, she said nothing. The newcomer was as amazing to her as was her host. She felt strangely titillated by his dynamic personality, but was at the same time wary. She could not quite figure out what was behind his ebullient, good-natured display, or decide if it was entirely sincere. In that way, he was a little like his uncle, but she wasn’t certain the man was as benign as she knew Lawrence Underhill to be. 


  “And so can I expect to see my old friend here too?” Eric asked. 


  “Meredith is my houseguest, while Alain is taking care of police business.”


  “Ah! He always was a workaholic. But to leave a creature so stunning as this one with Lawrence Underhill,” he paused, “it does set the mind to wondering, doesn’t it?” He laughed as if he’d made a joke, then looked at Priscilla, almost as an afterthought. “And how are you, my dear? Keeping the old man in line?”


  Priss bowed her head and blushed self-consciously, something that seemed easy for women to do when overrun by the man’s aggressive manner. 


  Later in the kitchen, Meri whispered to Priscilla, “You met him before?”


  She hesitated then replied. “We know each other yes, but it’s been a while since we’ve seen him. His visit is a surprise. Eric Ravenly here again…as you might guess, he’s quite the player.”


  “And he’s so…so…” Meri couldn’t quite put words to her thoughts. The strange feeling of titillation was uncomfortable.


  “Charismatic?” Priscilla suggested.


  “Yes, charismatic. A Dom, I suppose?”


  “Oh, absolutely,” Priss said almost breathlessly, her mind momentarily far away. Remembering perhaps?


  Meri stood back and stared at her a moment. “You’ve been with him, haven’t you?”
Priss giggled. “Yes,” she blushed, too. “In fact, he brought me here. It’s how I met Lawrence.”


  “Really? So, why aren’t you with him now?”


  “Because, Eric Ravenly is still playing the field. He likes too many women to suit me, and for some weird reason when I came here and met Lawrence, all the deciding was over. I knew where I wanted to be and who I wanted to be with. Eric may be quite a force, but, trust me, he was easy to give up, when I had Lawrence to take his place.”


  “Well, I have no interest in him,” Meri retorted, “but he does spark things up a bit, doesn’t he?”


  “That he does.”


  Later that evening, Meri went off to bed to read, although the howling storm made it difficult to concentrate. Except for the wind, all seemed silent inside the house when she tiptoed down the stairs on her way to the kitchen. But then, just as she reached the front vestibule, she heard voices, rather loud voices coming from the library. Lawrence and Eric were quarreling. 


  Though she could not make out any distinct words, the sounds and the energy coming from the room were ominous, and sent her flying toward the kitchen fast. She wanted to hear no more. All evening long she suspected that there was something about Eric Ravenly’s appearance at Underhill House that disturbed Lawrence. She understood that there were often disputes among families and she wanted no part of it. She was already disturbed enough that she’d been unable to get through to Alain on his cell phone. The storm was playing havoc with more than just her mind. And now this.


  In the morning, Meri woke to find the house in disarray. At first, she thought it was the new guests disturbing the normal order in the house. She soon discovered that the storm had reeked more havoc than she first believed. Mick Dawson reported to the household while they were gathered in the dining room for a breakfast of cold cereal, that the power had gone out in the night. The generator would only be able to power the essential needs. They’d stoke up the fireplaces for heat and use candles for light. The refrigerator was already hooked to the generator as was Lawrence’s respirator – which apparently he needed. Priscilla announced that he’d fallen ill during the night and needed bed rest. No one was to disturb him. 


  “Well, I should still go see him,” Eric jumped in right away. 


  “I don’t think that’s necessary,” Priscilla determinedly held him off. “He’s sleeping peacefully now.”


  “I promise, Priss, I will be the picture of low-key decorum.” 


  “Well, maybe when he wakes up. Just don’t wear him out, Eric. Please.”


  Eric seemed to have adopted a more formal persona than he’d displayed the previous night. His jovial good cheer had lasted well into the evening. But Meri wondered if the argument she heard in the library after the rest of the house was in bed had anything to do with Lawrence’s sudden illness, or the change in Eric’s mood.


  Eric was not the only one to have a personality shift overnight. The submissive Priscilla’s behavior was far more authoritative than Meri had seen it since she’d been at Underhill House. And with that shift, she’d imparted to Meri a subtle message about when to be submissive, and when it might be necessary for a lifestyle sub to be more assertive in their behavior. Thinking that it might be useful, Meri tucked this information away as a wise reminder. She intended to keep to herself and let the household adjust as it would to the circumstances resulting from the storm. It was a mature idea for a young woman who normally looked to others for guidance. A sound plan, she thought. Unfortunately, it was doomed to fail when she was unable to raise her husband on her cell phone. 


  She sought out Priscilla first, learning that she was staying with Lawrence in his room and she had no desire to disturb her. She finally located Lola in the library reading a book, while Rose and Roger were playing Scrabble. They all looked up when Meri entered the room. 


  “You look awful!” Lola declared. “C’mon, there’s no reason to get upset. We can’t do a damn thing but wait out this miserable storm.”


  “I was hoping to call my husband.”


  “I’d give that up. That caretaker fellow returned to the house a few minutes ago announcing that the cell phone tower is down and that bridge connecting us to the mainland has washed out. We’re like ten little Indians stranded in this spooky house.” 


  Meri unwittingly stepped back as if some powerful force had just pushed her in the chest. She thought a moment, then said, “Except that there are only nine of us –  if you count Mr. Dawson.”


  “Hum. Right you are,” Lola said with a hard smile. Her gaze seemed to envelope the younger woman for a moment, and in that moment, her eyes appeared to soften, which was another of many things that had made Meri uneasy. “Well, regardless,” Lola went on, “you might as well park your behind in here where it’s warm and hang out with us. I promise, we won’t bite.” She patted the seat beside her. 


  “Yes, thank you,” Meri said. “I’ve been reading a book. I think it’s over here—” She moved to the bookcase and found the novel she’d been reading. She was nearly halfway through. Earlier, she’d tried to paint, but was too restless and the weather too erratic for her muse to engage. “So, where’s Eric?” she asked, as she took a seat in a chair by the fire, deliberately putting as much distance between herself and the rest of the houseguests. 


  “He just went in to see Lawrence. That Priscilla is like an armed guard. You’d think the old man was deathly ill.”


  “So, you don’t know how he’s doing?” Meri asked.


  “No report yet,” she replied. 


  “I certainly hope he’s alright, since it seems we’re stranded here.”


  “Things could be worse,” Lola pointed out. “We could be without firewood, or food, or a good stiff drink. But it looks like the larder in this old heap is full, so we can make do for as long as it takes for a rescue. Besides, think of how much ambience these oil lamps will add to the dungeons.” The malevolent spark in her dark eyes made Meri shudder.


  Meri couldn’t for the life of her think of the dungeons or sex at a time like this. However, a half hour later, when Eric Ravenly appeared at the library door with a guarded smile on his ruggedly handsome face, her body quickened strangely. This was not something she wished to feel, so she set that wicked sensation aside, hoping that nothing in her behavior communicated an inappropriate attraction for the man.


  Nelle had followed closely at Eric’s heels, which meant that the entire household, except for Lawrence and Priscilla were gathered in the library. It was an occasion that Eric did not let go to waste; in fact, he seemed to have a speech all prepared soon as he viewed the familiar faces. 


  “Well, friends, it looks like we’ll be hanging out here until the storm wears itself out and that cell phone tower is repaired. At the moment we have no way to get through to the mainland. But, we’ll make the best of it. I have been able to speak with my uncle, if only briefly. He’s made it quite clear that we’re to carry on without him. 


  “Since he’s now unavailable and since I am as much a master in this house as he is, I’ll be taking charge. During tense times, I think it’s important to keep a strict decorum. We’re all familiar with the protocols of the BDSM lifestyle, we’ll just continue with what we are familiar with. There is certainly no reason that we cannot implement a similar protocol to the one that my uncle most recently employed. We have a trainee here. I think Nelle’s training should continue uninterrupted, and we have a submissive houseguest in Meredith Danvers, who has been under Lawrence’s guidance and protection in the absence of her husband. That too does not need to change.” He looked directly at Meri. “Mrs. Danvers, you’ll simply defer to me rather than to Lawrence.”


  The more the man spoke the more nervous Meri had become, until the moment he made this last announcement when she suddenly blurted out. 


  “Wait! I don’t see why we need to follow any protocol at all. We’re all adults, even the submissive ones here. I say we just suspend the usual routine. Certainly we can get along as equals until Lawrence is well again…or we’re rescued.”


  All eyes in the room were instantly on her, Eric’s in particular narrowed on Meri with enough intensity to make her shrink back in fright. 


  “Mrs. Danvers, my uncle has already placed me in charge with the hope that his house will run as smoothly as it normally does. The decision has been made, so you’ll just need to put your personal feelings aside, as a good submissive would, and give up control to me.”


  Something gnawed angrily in her belly on hearing the man’s bold speech. But compelling as it was, she could not stop herself from arguing once again.


  “I understand how you feel,” she stated calmly, “but I have no reason to believe that my husband would authorize this move.”


  “No?”


  “No, sir. I’d rather opt out of your game and simply keep to myself. I won’t make trouble if you’re worried about that.”


  “Is that so?” He cocked his head and smiled, rather wickedly Meri thought. Damn! That cocky smile, that rude self-assurance. She hated the way they made her body stir. She was a sucker for ‘Dom-talking’ men with haughty attitudes and this man was no different. In fact he was worse than most in eliciting an erotic response from her.


  “Well, I think differently, Mrs. Danvers,” he came back, prepared not to budge. “I’d like for you to tell me the rules for your tenure in this house.”


  “I-I’m not sure I wish to do that—”


  As if on cue, the library door suddenly creaked open and Priscilla slipped in behind Eric. She moved around him to join in the scene. 


  “Priss, dear, exactly who I wanted to see,” Eric turned to her.


  “I can only stay a minute,” she said. “I hate leaving the master alone.”


  “Of course, you have your duties. But while you’re here I could use a few details clarified.”


  “And what would that be about?” She seemed as suspicious of the man as Meri was, probably with good reason.


  “First, with your uncle’s authorization, I’m taking charge here, and like troupers, we’ll continue with Lawrence’s plans, which include his plans for these two young women.” He referred to Meri and Nelle. “The only one I’ll exempt is you, since you need to take care of your master.” 


  The lights suddenly went on in Priscilla’s mind, and she looked at Meri briefly. “So what is it you want to know?”


  “I basically know the routine with Nelle, I’ve seen my uncle train females enough to know what he’d do.” He smiled at the shivering young woman, but then turned his attention on Meri. “What I don’t know is the arrangement he had with Alain Danvers for his wife. And Mrs. Danvers seems reluctant to say.”


  Priscilla hesitated, but only briefly. She made her mind up fast. “I can’t tell you how Mr. Danvers would feel about your taking charge of Meri since I don’t know him all that well, but he did want Meri to be subordinate to Lawrence, just as I am to him. She was to wear the chastity belt all night and during part of the day, whatever Lawrence decided was right. The point was that she was not to come without permission, especially by her own hand. Lawrence had the right to bring her off, to punish her if he thought it fit and to have her take part in the normal business of the day, chores, serving, that sort of thing, as well as any scenes in the dungeon. She was with us twice when Lawrence wanted to play. She was not a slave, however. Except for her few chores, she’s free to do as she pleases with the rest of her time.”


  “I see. And sex?” Eric asked.


  “I’m not sure what rules were in place about sex, but I do know that Lawrence would not have had intercourse with her. He would have considered that inappropriate. I do know that Meri was to speak with her husband every day and she did so until we lost phone contact. I think Mr. Danvers was still very much in charge of her. I know nothing other than that, except that Meri has been a very pleasant and cooperative houseguest. I can’t imagine her balking at your suggestions without a good reason.”


  “Yes, and thank you, Priss. You’ve been very helpful. You can go back to work.” His tone was curt and dismissive, but Priscilla seemed anxious to leave the room and so she did. 


  “Well, Meri, there you have it. Did Priscilla say anything that you do not agree with?”


  “No, she didn’t.”


  “Then you know your orders.”


  Although she was anxious to object, but she didn’t know quite how. Then Eric interrupted her train of thought.


  “What I don’t think you know, or appreciate, is that your husband and I are old friends. Our friendship is nearly as old as Alain’s is with Lawrence. I’m well aware of how your husband trains his submissives, what he expects, how he thinks, his attitudes, even his favorite fetishes. I have no intention of going beyond the boundaries that Priscilla has just described, but I do intend to take charge of this household, including you. I expect you to submit just as I’m sure Alain would expect you to under the circumstances. I’m sure you would not want to disappoint him by defying the natural order here. He gave you to the master of Underhill House, and today that master is me. If you have anything else to say, I’d suggest that you say it because I intend to move along from here with a little object lesson in discipline.”


  Meri trembled. Her mind was in a frightful stew. Eric Ravenly’s words were so persuasive, his behavior overtaking her objections with ease. He brushed off her own attempts to take charge of her personal status and put her in a place of submission to him with frightening ease. To know that the man was friends with her husband; that seemed to be the final claim to win his advantage. 


  “I-I have nothing else to say, sir.”


  He nodded, his eyes connecting with hers for a good long while. His imperious stare drove that final claim all the way to her heart and sealed it there. “Get up now and take off your clothes.”


  “What!” she barely spoke above a whisper.


  “An object lesson in discipline. And you’re the object with whom I choose to make my demonstration.”


  Suddenly a thousand objections broke free in her mind, but she wasn’t able to voice even one. Her hesitation cost her. 


  “Hum…” he glanced back at the others. “It seems that our little house sub here would like a few hours in a cell. You want to add more time to that?” he asked, turning back to her. “If not, take your clothes off now.”


  It seemed that her body reacted to the order before her mind did. She jumped from the chair and worked quickly to remove her clothes. She stopped once she laid her dress aside, but Eric nodded for her to continue so she removed the corset too. Apparently he didn’t have the same corset fetish his uncle did. Stripped of everything but the chastity belt, she found herself naked before the four new houseguests and Nelle, self-conscious of her diminished position and nearly in tears. 


  “What’s this?” Eric mocked her. “Tears? Is that good sub behavior? Do they suggest that you feel shame? And is shame even worthy of a submissive? It would seem that poor Alain has a ways to go in training his wife.” Her tears burned all the more. Eric paced around her, winding her stomach in an angry knot with each revolution he made. “And I see that we’re not done stripping you. Roger, please,” he motioned to his friend. “Undo the chastity belt for me. I want to see what this woman has to offer, all of it.”


  Roger came forward and took the key that Eric dangled before him. 


  “I do like the rings,” Eric said, teasing each of her nipple rings with a finger. When he gave each a good tug, Meri winced.  


  With the chastity belt stripped away, Eric could see her nether piercings too. “Are those more rings, Meri?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Show me. Use your fingers. Open your pussy wide so I can see.” He stepped back for a better view.


  Meri’s fingers opened her outer labia wide to reveal the hidden rings. It had seemed like months, not days, since she touched herself in that private place and while the sensation was welcomed, the searing eyes of Eric Ravenly were not. 


  “Yes, that is very nice. Nice to torture. I’ll have to keep that in mind. Now, over the bar.”


  He pointed to the punishment bar on the far side of the room. There were actually two bars, one that would cut across the crotch and a second lower one for the hands to grab hold of while a punishment was being delivered. Meri obeyed without question now, only wishing to get the ordeal over with. It did not help that her pussy was throbbing hotly and in need, and that in the back of her mind the only thought she could entertain was one of Eric Ravenly thrusting his organ in that throbbing cavern. She screamed internally to stop the feeling from overtaking her, but her efforts were not effective until she felt the sudden, searing snap of a leather tawse striking her ass. Again and again the vile thing smacked against her rear. It felt as if it were tearing her skin apart. Meri did her best to remain stoic but all was lost when he came down in a fast repeated cadence that not only had her dancing on tiptoe, but had her pleading with him to end it. 


  When the punishment was finally over, Eric pulled her off the bar himself and brusquely led her from the room to a punishment closet, where he intended to shove her inside. Before he did so, he scowled evilly. “Cuffs please!” he called out. Roger arrived a moment later with a pair of handcuffs. 


  “We can’t have you getting off, can we?” He pulled Meri’s hands behind her back and snapped the cuffs on her wrists, making it impossible for her to reach her pussy. She was then shoved into a closet, very much like the one beneath the stairs at home. Could he have known how she hated being sentenced to closet time? Or was it just a lucky guess?


  By then, however, her heart was racing so fast, her body so on edge, and her thoughts in such a jumble that she was actually glad to be all by herself, utterly alone in the dark. Any distance she could put between herself and Eric Ravenly was welcome. She had to think. She had to clear her head. And she had to stop her body from betraying its vulgar passions.


  ***


  It became Lola’s task to remove Meri from the closet. After the woman opened the door, she stood at the entrance with her arms crossed over her chest, a cunning smirk across her lips. 


  “I can’t wait to get a piece of you myself.” She stared down while Meri stared up at her. The light in the house was dim, nothing more than flickering candlelight since the sun went down, which made the woman almost glow evilly, “But you’re free for the moment.” She thrust the corset and dress in Meri’s face. “You’d better get dressed. Master Ravenly wants dinner served in no more than an hour. It’s up to you and Nelle to get it ready.”


  Seeing Priscilla in the kitchen preparing a plate of food for Lawrence, Meri descended on her angrily. 


  “Why did you give me up that way? You didn’t have to tell Mr. Ravenly what you knew about my stay here.”


  “I’m sorry, Meri,” the flustered woman came right back. “I couldn’t help it…I had to consider him the master of the house, or my complicity with you would have been mutiny. I can’t afford a breach with my master should that have angered him. I’m sorry, but I think if you let go whatever is holding you back, you’ll have a decent time with Eric. He can certainly wrap a submissive’s mind in mystery, and isn’t that exactly what we love?” 


  “It just feel so unfaithful.”


  “You felt that way with Lawrence?”


  “No, not really.”


  Priscilla looked at her strangely. “Then, you’d better check whatever it is that you’re feeling for Eric. He should be no different than Mr. Underhill to you.” 


  Her keen observation was pointed enough to sting right where it hurt most. 


  “I guess you’re right,” Meri said, then she watched the woman leave. 


  ***


  The dinner was not half as bad as it might have been…sandwiches were easy enough to fix in the dark, and at least the task kept her busy. 


  Afterwards, she wanted only to go to bed and be alone again. All through dinner Meri had the feeling that Eric was going to zero in on Nelle and leave her be. This was good news. Once the dinner table was cleared and the kitchen was reasonably clean, she took off for the upstairs of the house, with plans for spending the rest of the evening in her room. 


  She took a moment to peer out of the upstairs’ window and search the inky darkness for some sign of light. There was just a small glimmer of one in the tiny house below. Mick Dawson’s, she guessed. 


  “Aha! I found you!” Eric’s voice leapt out at her from the darkness of the upstairs hall. The sudden shock made her body jump with fright. Although she recognized his voice, the sound of it had changed once again. Not the jovial interloper of the night before, or the austere dominant of the afternoon, but a voice more alluring and seductive that played with her mind, making every nerve in her come alive. 


  Meri tried to turn around after the panic passed, but she found Eric Ravenly standing too close for her to move. And his hand was on her ass, first drawing the hem of her dress up then fishing his way into the sensitive area between her thighs. 


  “I had forgotten that you need a little release before you go to bed,” he practically purred.


  “That’s really okay, sir. I’m just fine.”


  “Are you?” His lips were at her ear, so very close, his body so intensely erotic. “I have the chastity belt here, but I thought I’d bring you off before I put it on.”


  “No, sir, you don’t have to.”


  He suddenly gave her sore ass a firm smack. “It’s not your call to make, Mrs. Danvers. Seems that my little demonstration in the library should have taught you that much.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  The more he played with her, the more her body heat roared to life. Unbidden desire leapt to the surface. Soon, she was undulating against his hand, shamefully revealing her desire.


  “No, please!” she tried to wrench away when she realized what she was doing.


  He smacked her ass again, and pulled in even tighter. “No, Meri, you’re going to come like this. Right here. I’ve said so and my word is law.”


  The feel of his hand was too sensuous, too welcomed for her to protest again. Had it been Lawrence Underhill, she would not have warred with her emotions. She would have accepted the pleasure and let her body succumb to the lovely feelings. But this man was very different from Lawrence Underhill.


  “Oh, dear,” she finally sighed, falling back into the man’s hard chest, realizing only then that his cock was hard, that it was throbbing against her ass, transmitting his body heat into her body and turning a simple release into something so much more. He kissed her neck and ran his tongue along her throat. Her only thought was how much she wanted that hard erection banging at the doorway of her pussy. “Oh, please!” she nearly begged. She needed more than just his hand. He teased her clitoris and gently pulled the labia rings, sending spasms through her entire belly. “Please…” A protest or plea? She couldn’t be sure which. 


  “Please what? Mrs. Danvers,” Eric whispered in her ear. She heard the distinctive zzzrrrrppppp of his zipper going down. 


  Her body instantly seized up. “NO!” The shock of her objection sent him reeling back and she turned around. “You can’t have me like that. Punish me all you want, but it’s wrong and if you know Alain, you know it’s wrong.”


  He was still too close for her to feel safe and she tried to shove him further back. 


  “My, you are an amazing woman,” still the voice of his arousal speaking, though behind it, she heard his annoyance surface. “I won’t fuck you now, but don’t think that I don’t know what you were feeling, what you’re still feeling, Mrs. Danvers.” He liked throwing her married status in her face. “I’ve known too many subs not to recognize true arousal, not to know their thoughts. I can peer inside their minds and read them like a book, and yours is just not that difficult. Too bad,” he sighed. “You could have gotten off in grand style, now you’ll have to suffer through the night and hope that I might give you an opportunity again.”


  “I’d rather suffer, sir, than do anything to harm my relationship with Alain. You may have the power to ignite a woman who is already at the edge of sexual arousal, but I have no intention of giving into a man who is not the one I’m married to.”


  He appraised her with a raised eyebrow and a swarthy smirk. “Oh, you think you have your desires in check, but I wouldn’t be so smug. There’s a lot here that you have not yet seen or experienced. And I’m still the one in control.”


  That said, he closed the chastity belt around her crotch and set the lock.




  Chapter Sixteen


  A Night in the Dungeon


  The following day, the weather conditions had changed with the storm finally beginning to abate. But there was no good news on their access to the outside world, or Lawrence’s condition. Both remained the same. That afternoon, when Eric was holding court in the library, he called Meri down to join them. While the others had chattered amongst themselves and played games in the library during the afternoon, Meri had stayed in her bedroom and read. It had been her plan to stay as far away from Eric Ravenly as possible.


  However, having been summoned to the library, she felt obliged to obey, even though she worried that Eric might challenge her again. As much as her mind was determined not to let him win, she felt weak in his presence, increasingly weakened each time she saw him. Between the memory of the assault the night before, and the wicked chastity belt, her sexual feelings were running so high that she could barely stand herself. If only he’d just teased her pussy until she’d come and not demanded intercourse. 


  “Meri, how nice to see you!” Eric declared when she entered the library. The same jovial man from that first night appeared with a sunny grin that could only have her wondering what would happen next. 


  “You summoned me,” she reminded him. 


  “I did. You belong here with us, whether you think so or not. How about a glass of wine? It will soothe your nerves. You’ve been much too stressed, and I should have realized that yesterday.” He graciously handed her a glass of rich merlot, then turned for a playful banter with Nelle. As before, he focused on the trainee, which was a welcome circumstance for Meri. While she drank her wine, Meri watched Eric interrogate the trembling Nelle about her desire for pain. He made her recount in detail the sessions she had with all the men who’d previously beaten her. 


  While the others in the room found Eric’s playful dialogue fascinating, Meri could only see the distress in the poor girl’s eyes, and the red blush rising on her cheeks. With the intimate details of her fetish described for all to envision, the girl dreaded each probing question. Meri’s heart bled for Nelle, but she had her own problems to deal with. Remaining on the sidelines, she did her best to blend in with the woodwork and keep the focus off of her. 


  As soon as she finished her wine, however, Eric’s radar got wind of the fact and he abruptly turned around. “Mrs. Danvers,” his eyes gleamed, hooded and sexual and fraught with desire, “I want you to go downstairs to the trunk room and bring me back the Roissy dresses. You know which ones those are?”


  “Yes, sir, I do,” Meri said weakly. Without objection, she hastily made her retreat. She’d have been a fool not to know what he had in mind. Things could be worse, she supposed. He could demand she and Nelle run around naked. The Roissy dresses would hardly be as revealing. What worried her most were the dresses themselves and their effect on her. As soon as she’d seen them, she’d secretly fantasized about wearing one of the daunting gowns as a demonstration of her submission. She’d imagined what fun it would be to serve her husband dinner with her breasts blatantly on view. She could imagine his playful response and the wicked sex that would follow. She even found some delight in the thought of serving dinner to Lawrence Underhill, and the witty commentary that would entertain his guests. But to wear the dress for Eric Ravenly, that was a completely different matter. 


  Dinner was served an hour later with the submissives Nelle, Rose and Meri each locked into one of the Roissy gowns, each with breasts rudely bared, the trio making a stunning statement of erotic beauty as they moved gracefully about the dining room. All three shuddered with embarrassment when they first appeared to the small audience of Lola, Roger and Eric, but as the evening wore on and the wine flowed, the submissives’ embarrassment seemed to subside, and the eroticism of their submission took hold. 


  Meri thought it was a little crude that a full-fledged party was going on in the midst of Lawrence Underhill’s grave illness –  which in itself was so secretive. She hardly saw Priscilla and when she did, the previously friendly woman was nothing like the one she served with prior to Lawrence’s relapse and Eric’s arrival. And now, under these unfortunate circumstances, Eric intended to have a raucous night of sexual play. Meri could do nothing but submit as the other women did and hope that she could hold off Eric Ravenly’s advances. Once again, he’d focused his attentions on Nelle, as if that would throw her off. But she’d be foolish to think that he was no longer interested in making her another one of his conquests. Men like Eric had no problem moving from sub to sub and taking as much as they could from each, only to go back and start all over again.


  While Eric’s attention was on the trainee, Lola seemed to have her eyes on Meri. All during dinner, the woman appeared to be seducing her. Telling glances, devious smiles, a hand intimately placed on her thigh or ass when Meri was serving Lola food or drink. Once Lola finished eating, she rose from her chair and stood behind Meri who was then seated at the table eating her own meal. Reaching down, Lola began to fondle Meri’s bared breasts in an obvious display of her intentions.


  “I really think we should do something about these, don’t you Eric?” she queried her friends. Meri blushed hot from the way the woman tugged at her nipple rings. But she said nothing. The woman was breathing on her neck, running her tongue about her ear, knowing intuitively that stimulating these erogenous zones would have Meri’s cunt creaming. 


  For a moment, Eric considered Lola’s suggestion, then he came up with an inspired plan, “Perhaps we should have a contest. See which instrument of torture makes the biggest show on a submissive’s tits. Crop, cane, flogger, paddle? We can each choose our weapon, inflict the damage and compare the results.”


  All three women flinched knowing what the next hour would bring. 


  Just minutes later, they were lined up in the dining room with Nelle confronted by Eric holding a tawse; Rose the target of her fiancé Roger’s wooden ruler; and Meri feeling a gleeful wrath from Lola as the stern Femdom sliced a cane baton through the empty air.


  Suddenly, the pain came raining down on all three, and the tearful, sobbing pleas began. Their once pristine flesh was beaten and punished and cruelly marked until Eric finally called a halt. 


  The three Doms stood back and admired the heaving chests of their sobbing subs. Nelle’s and Rose’s breasts were a solid rash of red, while Meri’s showed individual welts from Lola’s cane cutting deeply into her white skin. 


  A cheerful Eric doused them all with a wash of vodka, and watched his victims wince. “Looks like you could all use another glass of wine,” he said, then he started pouring from a freshly opened bottle of Pinot Grigio and handed out wine glasses. After that, he moved from sub to sub, mauling their punished flesh just to see how much they whimpered.


  “Arouses you, doesn’t it?” he said to Meri. Before she could reply, he moved on to Nelle, pressing his mouth against hers for a long, deep kiss.


  By then, the air bristled with sexual energy, the arousal so thick it could be tasted on the tongue and felt between burning thighs.


  Meri’s third glass of wine went down easily and a fourth quickly followed. Although she hated the spinning feeling in her head, it seemed to shut her conscience down, and remove Alain to some far place in her psyche that almost disappeared from view.


  “So, now it’s to the dungeon,” a seductive Lola moved in on Meri, kissing her lips with a fervor to match Eric’s. Her intent was clear. She wanted sex. And the inebriated Meri was ready.


  ***


  The free-for-all of kinky sex began in the torture chamber, where Eric put Nelle on the punishment chair and began a harrowing demonstration of his sadism. The assault was bold: Nelle screaming, Eric striking her breasts and cunt with increasing fervor until the pain-slut began to respond erotically. While Nelle suffered, Rose was immobilized on the rack. In time, Eric moved Nelle to the cross and Rose took the sub’s place on that brutal chair. 


  For a different and more artful show of Dominance, Lola preferred her submissive strung up in an open area where she had access to every bit of Meri’s naked flesh while she worked her over with a whip, a cane and a braided flogger. Meri’s long, lean body soon gleamed with sweat. In time, her strained face softened and her hips began to move to some erotic music playing inside her mind. Her arousal was plainly evident once again.


  The scent of pheromones joined with musky body odors, incense and candle smoke to weave a cloudy haze that curled about the room. The scene soon took on the look of an opium den and for a long while, it seemed as if the known world beneath Underhill House was moving in slow-motion, having slipped into an altogether different reality.


  Meri’s mind had given up control as soon as the first cut of Lola’s cruel whip landed across her back. What had been done to her breasts was now done to her ass, her thighs, her belly, her shoulders, until her body was screaming for an orgasm to bring her relief from all the pent-up desire. But the bitch Domme only teased her. Occasionally, her hand would graze Meri’s privates, enough to toy with her but no more. Or she’d kiss her bound sub’s lips and leave the scent of her body for Meri to savor. But each time, she went back to her task, laying on her dark abuse with a sadism that rivaled her male counterparts’ sadistic needs. The dark-haired bitch, in her sleek leathers and high-heeled boots, reveled in her demented dreams just as Roger and Eric reveled in their subs’ tortured bodies.


  There was no rhythm in Lola’s delivery. She worked erratically, taking Meri from the beginnings of an endorphin rush and cruelly jerking her back to the hard reality of a biting cut across her breasts, or high against her thighs. Meri’s wine-soaked mind would have been easy to lure into subspace; Lola could have brought her off with the whip or flogger alone. But the Domme had other ideas.


  “You want it, don’t you, slut?” the siren purred in her ear, while she ran her red nails across Meri’s flesh, enjoying every anguished jolt of her victim’s body.


  “Yes, ma’am, I do,” Meri whispered breathlessly.


  “You suppose you want this too?” She held a thick purple dildo to Meri’s lips.


  Meri failed to understand what the woman meant. 


  “Lick it like you would your husband’s cock,” Lola ordered.


  The first few tentative licks seemed very strange; Meri had never done anything like this before. 


  “I said, lick, slut!” Lola suddenly pulled back and slapped her face. “Lick it like you mean it!”


  Meri tried again more aggressively this time, hating the taste of the latex, but strangely loving what the forced submission did to her hungering body.


  Soon Lola began to fuck her mouth with the dildo, beginning a steady in and out as if the fake prick could actually get her off like a real cock. 


  “Yesss,” she hissed. “That’s it, girl.”


  Finally deep in an erotic subspace, Meri’s lips and tongue lovingly lapped the inanimate object – for her mistress, for Lola, because Lola commanded that she obey. It had been a long time since a woman brought Meri to this place of surrender and she didn’t question it now…not the woman, nor the dildo, nor the fucking of her mouth. Losing herself to a dominant erotic force was what she did unconsciously, without a thought of protest in her mind, what she’d been doing since the first inklings of sexual surrender surfaced in her psyche, so very long ago.


  Suddenly Meri felt herself pulled from the bondage, and pushed down the dungeon corridor, farther than she’d been before to where the long hallway opened into another room. A half dozen mattresses were pushed together into the center, making the purpose for the room instantly obvious. A rude awakening.


  Meri recoiled at the sight, pulling out of her subspace stupor enough to feel her entire being panic.


  Lola sensed the change.


  “Don’t sweat it, girl,” the Domme whispered from behind, with her seductive voice and sensuous hands, drawing Meri back to her place of surrender. “Take a breath, Meri,” her voice was calming to Meri’s ears. Her perfume smelled so sweet, and the incense in the room was so erotic, so overpoweringly erotic. “Don’t worry, my darling, no man’s cock will spoil your wedded pussy. My cock might, but it’s just a nice fake.”


  Lola’s crotch was at her ass, moving in an undulating rhythm. Her hands moved down her body, down hips and thighs, across her breasts, until the woman was finally falling to her knees, prying Meri’s ass wide, while her tongue went deep into the fissure. She began to come as Lola’s mouth began to work. By the time the persuasive Domme had Meri spread out on the mattress, her lips pressed to her submissive’s wet cunt, Meri was getting off for a second time. One come followed another with her body rising and falling with Lola’s delicious erotic movements, until the woman finally crawled up her torso and brought her own cunt to Meri’s face. Once there, she transformed from a seductress into a scowling harlot, ordering her victim to suck her off. 


  “Eat me, slut!” she gazed down with the ominous eyes of a predator.


  Meri obeyed without thinking, returning favor for favor, her tongue and mouth buried in the woman’s strong smelling snatch. It took little to have Lola almost coming against her mouth, but suddenly that was not enough for her, and the Domme abruptly pulled off of Meri’s mouth. 


   “You ever been fucked with a strap-on, slut?” she asked.


  “No, ma’am.”


  From behind her Lola pulled out a strap-on harness and the purple dildo. “Well, there’s always a first time, honey. And tonight is yours.” She started fitting herself into the straps, talking the whole time. “You get to come the right way. Even if it’s not your husband’s precious penis, you’ll get off, trust me. My little friend here will have you screaming all the way to your pretty toes. This time, I’ll be screaming too.” She finished with the final buckle, showing off the penis, bobbing threateningly at her crotch. Meri stared up at the enormous thing until Lola backed away and it disappeared. 


  The first thrust blind-sided her, coming on so fast, so strong, so hard and rough, and hitting her so deep that she cried out, “Oh, gaawwwwwwwd!” Her insides felt as if they were being beaten, but the effect was as astounding. She started to cry as she came, her heart filled with shame, her body filled with heat and lust and unrepentant desire. She heard her own voice begin to bellow, “Fuck me!” loud enough to bring a snickering Eric Ravenly from the other room. 


  Above her, scowling with sadistic pleasure was Lola, hips rocking in a steady rhythm, her face twisted into a grimace of pure ecstasy. Something about the strap-on arrangement was obviously as physically pleasing to Lola as it was for Meri because the outrageous Lola was getting off.


  Soon the entire mattress room began to vibrate as they were joined by the others. The scene was like an orgy, though it was not a real orgy by any means. The three couples stayed faithful to each other, Roger with his Rose, Eric enjoying the tarty little Nelle, and Lola in charge of a rapaciously greedy Meri, who might have come more than all the rest. 


  Both Lola and Meri moaned and thrashed as their hips and cunts bucked in a frenetic tango. They reached erotic heights that had them both shaking, until, worn out, they finally collapsed into each other’s arms to rest.


  For a long while they lay listening to the groaning, grunting fucking noises in the mattress room. Then Lola whispered, “Damn, your husband is one lucky Dom.” The declaration gave Meri a rule jolt. Lola hadn’t meant to bring Meri back to thoughts of Alain and what he’d say about this scene. Meri didn’t even want to think about the consequences, how her conscience would eventually force her to confess her own desire, and what awkward moments would follow as Alain learned the truth. Her mind swept through places she dared not visit, while still tenaciously holding on to the feelings of pleasure she enjoyed as she submitted to the amazing Lola. For a while, thoughts of Alain disappeared again and her mind glided on the pleasant memories. Her eyes closed and she listened to the sounds of sighing release that rose up all around her. She might have even drifted off to sleep, but suddenly something intruded on her peace – a hand grabbing at her arm, not Lola’s hand, but someone else’s pulling her from Lola’s grasp. 


  When Meri opened her eyes, Eric Ravenly’s face was just inches from hers. She felt his hand on her ass drawing her naked body into his naked body, his hot erection pressed against her thigh, moving in-between her legs, aiming for the target she refused him just a day ago. Her eyes widened in horror and her insides recoiled, becoming almost instantly nauseous.


  “No!” she practically screamed as she pulled away. 


  “She’s had enough, Rave…you come fuck me if you need more,” Lola was there to tug him away.


  Eric looked down at Meri, scowling, “You know, I’m beginning to think you’re for real, slut.” No pretense now. Just stating a fact. “Though I doubt that the man deserves you.” Then he turned away.


  Meri lay alone while the fucking went on. Then as her mindless stupor began to fade reality took hold. She was cold, lost, and very much alone once Lola was off having sex with Eric. Unable to stay there another minute, she slipped from the mattress room without being seen and made her way through the dungeons, tiptoeing up the stairs. 


  The upstairs of the house was cool and silent except for the faint groaning sounds rising up through the walls. Like a thief looking to steal a pound of peace and quiet, she tiptoed up to the second floor. She would have gone into her room to hide had she not glanced down the hall seeing Priscilla standing by Lawrence Underhill’s bedroom door with her back to the wall. 


  She’d been crying. 


  Meri approached her quietly. “Are you okay?”


  Priss shook her head sadly, biting her lip to hold back more tears. 


  “He’s fading, Meri, and I don’t know what to do,” she looked straight at Meri, her eyes filled with anguish. “If I can’t get him out of here and to a hospital, he’ll die. I’m sure of it and Eric doesn’t seem to care. Something about fate and his time may have come…the man has no compassion in him at all…I don’t know what to do. Goddammit, Eric’s even locked the outside doors, not that there’s an answer for this outside. He’s playing D/s mind games while his uncle is dying!” She sighed disheartened. “I feel trapped. There’s just nowhere to turn.” The aggressive Priscilla that protectively flared up days ago to protect her master seemed to have vanished, replaced by a weeping, stunned and grief-stricken female Meri didn’t recognize.


  “I’m sorry. I don’t know what to do either,” Meri said sadly. 


  “There’s nothing to do, nowhere to turn,” Priss vented. She bucked up once again. “Sorry to worry you about this. I’ve got to get back to him…smiling of course, in case he wakes up…”


  Meri nodded supportively. “I suppose I’ll try and get some sleep.”


  “I hear Eric is playing in the dungeons,” Priscilla said as she started to open the bedroom door.


  “Yes, they are all downstairs.” 


  “So why are you here?” 


  “I don’t think I was needed any more,” Meri said.


  In Priscilla’s once dead eyes there was a flash of life, “Oh, don’t be so sure,” she retorted. “The man has a hard, cruel streak. Don’t be surprised if he comes back. I’d bolt my door.”


  There was no bolt on the door for Meri to set. More nervous now than ever, she kept watch under her covers, listening intently to the sounds of the house: the creaking noises, the rowdy laughter down below and eventually Eric’s loud voice rising up the stairs. 


  Curious and scared, Meri finally tiptoed out of the room and peered down the staircase, seeing Eric Ravenly with a bottle of wine that he swigged in huge gulps as if it was a pint of ale. She could tell by his slurred speech that he was drunk. 


  Kneeling crouched by the staircase, Meri’s heart beat rapid and scared. The man kept acting as if he were about to mount the stairs, but Lola and Nelle kept pulling him back. They were drunk too, pawing him, kissing him, making him laugh. Then he ordered Nelle to her knees between his legs to suck his cock. The man was rapacious, either that or on Viagra to be in such a state and still so hard.


  Meri should have fled then while his mind was fixed on the two women, but she couldn’t take her eyes from him and the raunchy scene. Something about him, even when he was boorish and drunk, seized her hungering crotch, hungering still…even with all the coming. Was she as repugnantly addicted to the sex as he? Her mouth watered, her pussy came to life again; sore and aching from Lola’s dildo as it was, she wanted more.


  Suddenly, as if Eric knew he was being watched, he turned his head in her direction and looked up. Their eyes met. Seconds slowly ticked by. Then a malevolent smile appeared across his lips. 


  “Why, it’s Mrs. Danvers!” he shouted. “I’ve fucked the others but I haven’t fucked you!” He lifted up the wine bottle in a mock salute, and Meri suddenly took off. She knew how this would end and was sober enough to stop it – if she could. 


  Her room would be no safe haven from the man, or her own betraying desires. Thinking fast, she rounded the corner that headed toward the third floor turret. She would be trapped there, but she also knew the way out: the secret stairway, the second floor entrance, right where the hall and the upper stairway met. 


  Her hand sought the spring latch in the paneling and the doorway abruptly snapped open enough for her to tuck herself inside and have it closed…hopefully before Eric realized what had happened. If he’d seen anything, she was doomed; certainly, he knew about the small maze of private passageways that worked their way through the house. 


  Slipping into the darkness, Meri had to think fast, going by feel, not by sight. It was pitch black. Her bare feet were silent on the stairs and she heard nothing, nothing from inside the house, no voices, no thuds and, thankfully, no one behind her. Every step of the long journey downward was terrifying, but having committed herself, she had no choice but to continue.


  She finally reached the cellar level of the house where the secret stairway leveled off and turned into a hallway. Where it led, she had no idea, but she could sense that the space around her had brightened, and the air was fresher, as if she was coming out of a dark cave. Eyes straining, she actually saw a door handle a few feet in the distance, the light had changed that much. She rushed forward and turned the knob, bursting into the out-of-doors, immediately assaulted by the scent of the cool, crisp night. 


  Stars were everywhere above, the storm had passed. And spring. All around her, a feast for her senses. Blossoms wafting fragrant. She drank in the breeze and the moon and the canopy of light that beamed down from above. Her heart was still beating fast, but she sensed freedom all the way to her bones. 


  Meri moved fast along the soft earth, as if running away from mortal fears, until she came to the small house with the single candle burning. She burst in the door without knocking. 


  “Mr. Dawson!”


  The man turned from his reading and sat up with alarm.


  “The master is fading fast Priscilla tells me. Is there any way you can contact someone, anyone? Please tell me it’s possible!”


  Dawson jumped up, looking worried. “I thought the worst had passed. Ravenly led me to believe…”


  “No, sir. I just spoke with Priss, not a half hour ago. Could you please try?” She looked toward the old instruments in the corner of the room that in recent years had been replaced by the internet and cell phones, none of which could reach them now.


  “I’ll try again and see,” he said, giving her little hope.


  But as she waited listening to crackling noises over the crude radio equipment, she began to hear some signs of hope. Minutes later, she breathed a relieved sigh.


  ***


  The morning brought the thunder of winged beasts, beating against the sky. Lawrence Underhill’s houseguests stepped out of the house to find the sun shining brightly as they watched an air rescue helicopter land in the open space beyond the house. After a flurry of activity during which Lawrence was brought out on a stretcher with Priscilla at his side, the aircraft lifted off again with both inside. Not more than five minutes later, a second chopper dropped to the earth, while Meri stared with her hand above her eyes, guarding them from the blinding sun. Once on the ground, the familiar figure of Alain Danvers jumped from the craft and moved her way. Her heart leapt with joy and she sank into her husband’s arms and wept. 


  ***


  Inside the house, Meri sobbed freely, while the others milled about watching, no one sure exactly what to do. 


  Alain finally spoke tersely, “I need some time alone with my wife, if you don’t mind.” All this time, he had kept a keen eye on Eric Ravenly. Now he ignored the man as he led his wife up the stairs. 


  The torrent of words began as soon as the bedroom door closed behind them. “I’m sorry, Alain, I tried so hard…They seemed to take me off this planet to some place I’ve never been sexually. I know I did things I wasn’t supposed to do. I’m so ashamed. I couldn’t help myself. There was so much wine that I couldn’t think. I know that’s not an excuse. I swear I pushed Eric off me, but I just didn’t know what to do with Lola…I just didn’t know what to do. I love you, Alain. I swear I do.”


  Even a day later, Meri could not recall Alain’s words from that morning, but she could remember how she felt to be with him again; how he folded her inside his protective arms and held her. Whatever she’d done while he was gone didn’t seem to matter to him at all. He didn’t want explanations or details, though she gave him many, needing to vent the entire story as if that might release her from the damning truth.  


  When she was done with her confession, he simply smiled and held her, stroking her back as she cried and saying in a soothing Alain voice, “It’s all right, Meredith. Everything is okay now.” 


  The two spent the afternoon sharing the same bed, no chastity belt, no corset or Roissy dresses, just his warm body connecting with hers, wiping away any trace of the others who had been with her so intimately. 


  In the late afternoon, he finally rose from bed, washed up in the small sink in the corner of the room, then he put on his clothes, tan trousers and a navy blue sweater. As Meri watched him dress, she thought how handsome he looked, how he wore his dominance so easily and she needed that now. 


  “I have some necessary business to take care of,” he finally announced. 


  “Oh, Alain, please, can’t we just leave?”


  “We’ll leave soon enough,” he replied. He was quite terse, his mind clearly preoccupied. “You stay put.”


  She watched him leave, but grew more anxious by the second as she heard him retreat down the stairs.


  Refusing to stay put, she popped up and quickly dressed, then tiptoed down the stairs, stopping outside the library where she heard Alain and Eric conversing. With the door cracked an inch or two, she could hear their conversation very clearly.


  “Does it surprise you that I’d find your wife ripe for the taking?” she heard Eric first. 


  “I would have thought that kind of depravity would be behind you,” Alain replied.


  “Well, you have your lovely wife to thank for my restraint. I thought of all the despicable things I might have done with her, and believe me, the list was long. Thinking of that last time, what was it? Ten, twelve years ago? Part of me would have enjoyed every depravity my horny mind could invent. But it was quite clear that she is a ‘wife’ to you, not just a sub female that you tease and toy with. She actually loves you, you sorry bastard. As much of a bastard as I am, I found this strangely persuasive.”


  “Persuasive? And exactly what does that mean?”


  “I decided not to be a bastard. That look of innocence on her face, it’s really quite natural and moving. And maybe my old ways aren’t working like they used to. Maybe time has given me a conscience. Even all the venomous things that were said the last time we were together didn’t quite have the sway they once had. All my plans for a cunning revenge started to seem rather pointless. Maybe it was just the number of years and how those years put a new face on the truth. I pulled my punches, Alain, I let Lola have her. I punished her once but any penetration was between Lola and your bride. 


  “Oh, she might tell you otherwise…like I was on my way to rape her, but I was so drunk by the time I got to that point last night, that I passed out on the stairs before I even got to her room. I understand, she went sneaking down the old hidden stairway to get away from me, though she really didn’t have all that much to fear.”


  “You’re so certain of that? That she didn’t have anything to fear?” Alain asked. 


  “You’ll never believe me, I know that. I’m just a despicable rake to you. But remember, so were you at one time.” He laughed. “I’m surprised we never dueled. Wouldn’t that have been a hoot? But you always had the prestigious job of yours for cover. I’ve just been the itinerant playboy all my life. I get so little respect.”


  “What Meredith did last night was escape the house because she was frightened of you,” Alain answered him. “She also went to Larry’s rescue. You may congratulate yourself for your magnanimous behavior toward my wife, but as usual, you have a very selective recollection of the facts. What may be worse, however, is the way you had so little problem hastening your uncle’s trip to the grave. If Meri hadn’t initiated that short-wave radio call last night, it may have been a dead body lifted out of here. Think about that, Eric.”


  “Well, I guess your Meri behaved herself rather courageously for a sub,” he generously conceded. His voice seemed to have weakened, though the bravado was still there. 


  “She’s not just a submissive, she’s a fine woman,” Alain came back quickly. “She’s daring, she’s brave. And even amidst her internal conflicts, which are many, she’s always trying. Always trying to please me. She succeeds in that far more than she’s ever failed. You were taking advantage of her just as you’ve always taken advantage of women whose minds you could easily bend. I really don’t think you’ve changed there. We’re going to leave this place as soon as we have a ride off and I know that the others here will be safe. As far as I’m concerned, Ravenly, I’d be happy to never set eyes on you again. That is one thing about me that hasn’t changed since the last time I saw you.”


  Meri could only imagine the expression on Eric’s face. Something smug she was sure. His ego couldn’t take much more beating. Her next move needed to be a fast one. Detecting that Alain was about to walk out of the library, she dashed up the stairs to her room. 


  “You’re breathing rather hard,” were Alain’s first words to her when he returned upstairs to the bedroom, just a minute after she arrived there. “I hope you heard every word I said down there.” He raised his eyebrows, knowingly. 


  Meri smiled sheepishly. “I couldn’t help myself, Alain. I just had to know what you were going to say to him. Punish me if you have to, I really don’t care.”


  He shook his head. “I’m not going to punish you. For once, I’m glad you misbehaved, although it’s getting to be a regular thing with you…if I forbid it, you’re bound to dive right in.” He chuckled under his breath. “The truth is, I meant every word I said about you. I’m proud of how you acted, of your taking charge when it needed to be done.”


  “Well, that might have been accidental, Alain. I fled more in fear than a need to rescue Lawrence. I’m just happy I could do that, too.”


  “Let’s not be splitting hairs. It’s over now, and as soon as we can get off this island, we will.”


  Epilogue


  Honeymoon In Paris


  It began like a beautiful dream…the flight off the island in the helicopter, Alain telling her he’d taken a leave of absence from his job and then, just days later, the flight to Paris. No cell phones, no interruptions, no police force, no need to hide, no Eric Ravenly, no gangster thugs.


  The second night of their honeymoon he set her down on the bed. “I think it’s time I told you about my past,” he said. “You deserve to know after this.” 


  Her mind was already swimming from the delicious wine and her head a little bleary, so that when he began to speak, the images in her mind seemed like a daydream, a fantasy, but not like they were actually real.


  Her mind heard the gist of it, while her heart listened to what was beyond the story of his sordid past…“We were an incestuous little group then…” he began, “there were women, many of them, many of them submissive and willing to be beaten by rough sadists like me…we were petty…exchanging females…days in brothels, fist fights…drunken orgies in country houses, like Underhill House, where we rarely left the dungeons and kept our subs in cages like beasts we tamed for sport. I’m not sure any of it was consensual, but the women were so high on alcohol and endorphins that it didn’t matter what we were doing…” He stopped for a moment, thinking back, searching for more, then continued on. “We held grudges…played ruthless games to best each other, and then Ravenly began to fall off the edges of his own common sense…things started to unravel and get ugly…the fun stopped…and one night ten years ago, a woman we barely knew – Ravenly’s latest sub, a pretty blonde with a body that loved to be bound in rope…” he sighed, shaking his head, the despair still real. “She fell off an old bridge while we were drunk and out of our minds. She nearly died…if she hadn’t been rescued she would have been…” 


  The remorse was felt in his every breath.


  “Who went in the water after her?” Meri asked, when he didn’t say. 


  “I did…” though he said it without being proud or smug. “Even after that, Eric wanted to carry on as if nothing happened. I exploded on him and his dangerous lack of self control. I ranted on until I finally realized much to my shame that I was speaking to myself…” he looked Meri straight in the eye when he said this. “We split up carrying hard feelings with us…and mine have only hardened over the years. These were not my finest hours, Meredith. They are the reason I left the BDSM lifestyle for so many years, why I’m reluctant to share this nasty kink with anyone. Why I was so reluctant with you. I’ve been cautious and you have no idea how sorry I am that you had to deal with that man. You have no idea. I never would have taken you to Underhill House if I’d known there was even a remote chance he’d be there. As far as Larry knew, he was in living Mexico, had been for several years.”


  Tears were swimming in Alain’s eyes as his words registered in Meri’s heart. She took his hands and held them watching him closely as a tear fell down his cheek. He’d finally stopped speaking and then with his arm sweeping around her, he pulled her tight to his chest and held her close. Looking toward the window they watched the lights of Paris glistening through the open window. Spring was rampant in the scrumptious air, the fragrance of the city wafting in on a warm breeze.


  “How about another glass of wine?” he finally said. 


  “Humm… I’ll be happy to pour you a drink. Scotch, right?” she asked. “Why don’t you sit in the chair where you can really see the city.” She practically pulled him from the bed and set him in the overstuffed easy chair. Then she made him his drink from the small wet bar. He could see her from where he sat. She was aware that he was watching her closely, staring at her long legs and her bare crotch with its dark, trimmed pubic hair. It peeked out just below his wrinkled cotton shirt – she’d put it on after they’d had sex. Whatever it was about a man’s dress shirt bringing out the slut in a sexy woman was certainly true for Meri in Alain’s mind. He watched her with an expression that was smug and amused and even stern. There was a twinkle in his eye too; he was having a very good time, the best he’d had in a long while.


  After handing him his drink, Meri looked at him coyly, like a pin-up doll posing cutely. Then she dropped to the floor and crawled with hips rolling like a street slut’s as she made her way to the closet. She opened his toy bag with her teeth and drawing the zipper across the top, she fished around for the rope. After tugging it loose, it trailed behind her as she brought it to him in her mouth. 


  “Tie me up, Alain…” she said, after he reached out to take her offering. “I don’t care about your past, I never have. Who you were then isn’t who you are to me. I want to be your slave now, as much as ever. As much as I want to be your wife.”


  Alain toyed with the rope, his fingers rubbing across the rough fibers. The truth stirred him, and his cock responded as was typical for a Dominant man face to face with a woman like Meri. What more could she have said? How utterly perfect she could be without even knowing what she was doing. He wouldn’t dare disappoint her now. 


  “I guess, then, it’s time I tied you up and give you that beating you no doubt deserve.” His voice had hardened but not his eyes or his heart.


  The rope wound its way around her body, her breasts, her middle, her shoulders, until he had her hands captured and bound as well; until he could sling her to the bed, pose her on hands and knees and, prying her ass cheeks apart, take her up the ass. 


  When he entered her, her soft moan was heaven to his ears. And when she came, her entire body shuddered, bringing on a thunderous orgasm of his own. 


  Alain’s heart ached with a fierceness he could not understand. What she’d done to him, he still could not fathom. 


  He watched her bathe after the bondage and the sex; seeing the exquisite way she squeezed water from the sponge onto her glistening skin. She was humming a tune he could scarcely recall, though it was familiar to him. Standing in the doorway of the bathroom, he was content for a moment to simply watch, and listen, and smell her fragrance. Once deciding that it was time to make up the distance between them, he was naked in seconds, sinking into the deep tub behind her, his face nestled in the fragrant crook of her neck where the scent of her made him almost drunk with love.
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