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  Chapter One


  


  Walking up the steps of Miriam’s broad front porch removes the clutter from my mind, stills my soul and allows the flutter of nerves in my tummy to extend downward toward my crotch where the sensuous thoughts of submission have their origin. I often feel more at home here than I do in my own house. Miriam’s grand Victorian home is beautiful in its own right, worthy of the praise it has earned, but it is not the sumptuous house itself that transforms me, but what happens inside its doors that has drawn me back to its welcoming ambiance once again.


  I began my day flushed with arousal, with my hand between my legs and my thoughts centered on the one desire that refuses to be silenced. I am sure the dreams that inspired this waking masturbation were themselves inspired by weeks of self torture—although I am a masochist to some degree, and torture in this case is strictly of the mental sort.


  The first stirrings of my current agitated state had their beginnings in the fall, when I felt a familiar sensuality arise in me when we harvested the garden. The feral scents, the loamy earth, the taste of the dirt from a fresh plucked carrot all converged at once, drawing me into an inexplicable feeling of surrender that I often experience when my bare feet are firmly planted in the soil. Accompanying the emotional submission that arose in that unbidden moment was a fierce masculine presence that overwhelmed me with embracing arms and a significant authority over my being. I felt an elemental transformation, where in my thoughts, my attitude and my behavior, I became an acquiescent slave, ruled by this significant masculine energy and its firm hold over me.


  Does this sound like nonsense? Of course, it did then and it does now. That domineering phantom does not exist. There is no body, no face, no physical form, no real voice to this male presence—even though I seem to hear it speak to me. Despite my vivid impressions, however, this unseen lover is strictly a product of fantasy. This is what I told myself as I tried to restore my sanity that fall afternoon. This is what I always say when I attempt to shun its erotic power. I shook off the feeling and went on with my task, while in the back of my mind I found myself enjoying the strange experience.


  On one particular fall day, I was alone in the garden digging potatoes when I felt a certain shift in my being. A familiar one. Unlike previous experiences with this curious phenomenon, on that day I had no desire to stop the sweet rush of surrender as it hit me squarely in the gut. I practically orgasmed on the spot, and then spent several minutes enjoying my imaginary friend and the words his whispering voice interjected into my thoughts. This phantom Dom embodies the essence of authority, compassion and wildly wicked lust. I desire all three, and the more I dwelt on those significant elements the more I relished their beauty, the more my body, mind and emotions craved the real thinga real dominant man to enter my life.


  The sad result of that brief episode has been the desperate emptiness left gnawing at me when the erotic feeling eventually passed. But since then, the desire for surrender has become acute, and I have nowhere to turn for the real life experience of surrender that my being longs for.


  I have considered that this seeming need is a product of some psychic hole in my life, the consequences of grief and the stress of a busy life. Though I’ve often wondered if the events of the last several years are responsible for these dreamy flights of sexual pleasure, I know better than to place much emphasis on my daily affairs.


  The huge hole in my life was not caused with the death of my husband, who had the audacity to die three years ago when he crashed his motorcycle into a tree. Nor is it due to the rocky relationship with my twenty-one year old daughter, or the fact that my teaching job has been less than fulfilling over the last year. What aches inside my soul has everything to do with sex, and the peculiar twists it takes inside my private fantasies. The genesis of my aberrant lust began so early in my life that I can’t recall when I first felt it grip me as scenes of abject submission played through my thoughts. For years I consigned that lust to a small corner of my life—either late at night or early in the morning—when from a discreet hiding place in my mind I’d withdraw my kinky fantasies and let them run wild until I achieved the orgasmic release my body so greatly needed.


  Having a husband, children and a job teaching freshmen English at the local community college have always been my excuses for not addressing this lusty kink. But with Tony gone and my youngest child, Sam, a very independent eighteen year old, my excuses have vanished—which is what brings me to Miriam’s broad front porch and compels me to ring the bell on this sunny April day. I shudder thinking what obscene things I might set in motion by this visit to my friend, but after weeks of trying to quell my desires, I find myself in the one place where wishes like mine can be made real.


  Miriam is a professional Domme, a woman I’ve known since college when we lived on the same floor during our freshman year. Even then she stood apart from the rest of the incoming freshmen with her unshakable self-confidence and earthy charm. She shunned the usual traps of freshman life—drinking, parties, skipped classes and the woeful lack of focus found in many first year college students. She completed her BA degree in three years, her masters in anthropology in a two year program and was on her own by twenty-three prepared for the rest of her life. I have yet to know what about her field of studies has to do with her current life and the profession she’s chosen. Although the connection may seem remote to some, I’m sure her study of anthropology has something to do with her choice of careers. Miriam has never impressed me as someone who does things purely for the personal satisfaction.


  Miriam answers my knock within a few seconds, opening the door with an inviting smile and her shapely body dripping with erotic intent. She stands nearly six feet tall in her stocking feet and much taller in the stilettos she commonly wears. Her voluptuous form is so pleasingly sexual that I sometimes think I’ll fall into its luxurious cushion and melt into a liquid climax. Today, her auburn hair falls in a smooth cascade around her shoulders—normally it’s swept into a tight bun at the back of her head. She absently tosses it over her shoulder when it falls in her eye, then reaches for me, welcoming me into her arms for a generous hug.


  “So good to see you, Marlena,” she purrs in my ear before pulling away. Her dark eyes flash a look, suggesting she knows the purpose of my visit, but I know she won’t say a word about my mission until I’ve spoken about it myself. “You said you wanted to catch up,” she repeats the gist of my message to her two days before.


  “It’s been a while, hasn’t it?”


  “Humm,” she hums aloud, “I believe it’s been three yearsnot counting the obligatory Christmas card, and that brief lunch we had last fall.”


  This is a small dig. I’m not a great correspondent—but then neither is Miriam. And yet even she will acknowledge that our relationship has passed the test of time, when ‘catching up’ hardly takes but a few minutes.


  Miriam’s grand old mansion rises three stories high, and like many houses of its vintage, there’s a sweeping porch across the front wrapping around one side and a tall round turret off the second story. Ghost stories about its previous owners were common until Miriam swept them aside with a broad broom and took up residence, declaring that stories of ghosts, goblins and other assorted legends were strictly overblown. She spent the next ten years turning the creepy mansion into a stately example of turn-of-the-century architecture, while at the same time generating an entirely new series of rumors to add to its beguiling charm. Although she went to work immediately restoring the mansion to its past glory, it was the extracurricular activities that inspired gossips to speculate about her evening soirées with numerous male and female visitors. While she may have had the whole town buzzing about strange sexual activities, she went about her life with such inherent poise that no one dared confront her to her face—in fact, she was able to mute the self-righteous, charm the pants off most men and convince most women that she was a prime example of the successful modern day female.


  Today, she leads me into her private parlor, as opposed to the larger sitting room on the other side of the entry hall. I feel a bit smug having such easy access to this restricted room. More than once, I’ve seen the Domme lash out at those who’ve tried to enter without the proper authority and the scene was never pretty. Several years ago, one poor girl on her first day in the house became so lost that she mistakenly stumbled into the parlor while Miriam was serving tea to three guests, including me. The price of the girl’s ticket out was a swift six cuts of a bamboo cane administered on the bare pink skin of her upper thighs right in front of Miriam’s guests. The irate Domme gave an awesome demonstration that none of us would ever forget. She nearly drew blood and made no apologies for that fact. Denise and Christine who’d joined me for the afternoon were appalled as usual. As usual, my crotch was fluttering anxiously with arousal by the time the second cut landed. Of course I never shared that fact, but Miriam knew.


  Although she’s often scared me with her chosen lifestyle, she’s never scared me away. Unlike many of our college friends who long ago wrote her off as too strange to bother with and too peculiar to understand, we seemed to be a seamless fit of personalities—probably because I’m determinedly acquiescent, while she is a woman firmly in charge. In college I secretly hoped some of her aplomb would rub off on me. In Miriam’s world, all relationships whether male/female or female/female come down to one person in a dominant role, the other taking a submissive one. The nature of our own relationship was clear from the first day we met.


  This is why I come here now—to have what I can find nowhere else. A few seconds in her parlor and the aura that shrouds her world settles in around me. My mind shifts in attitude, giving into a submissive point of view—once here I understand who I am without second guessing myself. I wish life was that easy in the outside world.


  After a few glib moments of pleasant conversation, Miriam sighs, sits back in her ornate Victoria chair and says: “So Marlena, are you going to beat around the bush this time, or get straight to the point?”


  In an instant, we both flash back three years and recall the circumstances of our previous meeting in this parlor. Recalling the two occasions on which I sought her professional help, a blush rises on my cheeks. Those times were very similar to now, when my pent-up desires needed more than bedtime fantasies to take the edge off. Taking her question to heart, I blurt out succinctly, “I need a man.”


  She rides over my announcement with a knowing smile and a patronizing, “I’m sure you do.” Without turning her attention from me, she rings the tinkling bell at her side and pauses to listen for footsteps. The gentle tapping of shoes comes seconds later, then the knock on the door.


  “Adrianne, come,” she says.


  Even though our meeting is of a business nature, she’s in her more casual mode, and finds it necessary to stiffen her bearing as the young woman walks in the door.


  “You need me, ma’am?” Adrianne curtsies politely.


  “A pot of tea, Earl Grey and some shortbread. The lemon ones, please.”


  “Yes, ma’am.” Adrianne is a pretty girl with a mop of yellow blonde curls, dimples and a sweet grin she’s learned to tame when speaking to her mistress. Otherwise, she’d be bubbling over with infectious enthusiasm—too much for a haughty mistress, even though I’ve always thought that Miriam was amused by the young woman’s cheery disposition. They must like each other since they’re still together after five years. The girl slips out and we’re alone again.


  “So, you need a man,” she starts in, not missing a beat. “I assume a dominant one, since with that ridiculously perfect figure of yours and that gorgeous face, you could probably bag a vanilla man in any bar on any given night.” She gives me the once over, her eyes narrowing with concern. “What is this? You running marathons again?”


  I pull back. “No. Not really, there was a half-marathon last fall…” my voice peters out as I blush again. “I suppose I’ve been a little compulsive lately about exercisetakes the edge off.”


  “Well, if it takes the ‘edge off’ why are you here?” Typically blunt, of course. I need that now and it’s one trait of Miriam’s personality that I particularly like.


  “There’s more of an edge these days than usual,” I say.


  “Any particular reason?”


  “No. But I’ve finally accepted the fact that my fantasies are never going to go away, and it’s about time I addressed them head on.”


  Her dry smile is expected, although I sense some affection behind it. Once, when we were much younger, she made a pass at me, which so totally freaked me out that I didn’t see her for months. We laughed about it when I finally broke the ice again, but I knew she wouldn’t make another such attempt at intimacy. She was too proud to be rejected again. But I also believe that she still harbors some feelings for me, and that there’s more behind the affectionate glance than simple friendship. The way I’m feeling now, I could probably submit to her sexually if I allowed myself, but that would still be avoiding what’s most important. It’s a man I need, not a female.


  “Address the issue head on. What a novel idea,” she muses.


  I take her sardonic comment as typical Miriam. She would have had me divorce Tony a long time before he died. In her world, relationships come and go with ease, but that’s not so easy for me.


  “However, you’re in luck today,” she moves on. “I have a special on one-night stands and weekend rendezvous. I’ll pluck a few from my files and let you look.”


  I shake my head. “No, no, not a one night stand, not a weekend or even a week. The entire summer. I want to be a slave for the entire summer—” I see her wary look and stop. “What? Am I asking the impossible?”


  “You might be,” she says cautiously.


  “But you’re still in the match-making business, aren’t you?”


  “Heavens yes. But for you—” She stops abruptly.


  “What do you mean, for me?” My gut begins to grind, as if I’ve just consumed a liter of Vodka and a dozen stuffed jalapenos. Yet, there’s something else, too: an unmistakable tickle in my crotch that rises far above the noxious churning in my belly. The reality of my mission hits home with the thought that Miriam might not be able to provide me what I’m looking for. Still, I need this badly, and I need Miriam to come through as she has before.


  “What I mean, Marlena, is that matching submissive females with dominant males for long term contracts is not easy. Especially when it’s a friend I’m placing. Not all arrangements are successful—everyone understands that from the start. Frankly, I’m surprised that after all this time, you’re ready to go to such extremes. To put yourself into an arrangement for three months?” She sighs and shakes her head. “An entire summer is a long time—especially if you were to end up stuck in a bad situation. You can’t just walk away if things get too rough, or you lose interest, or the guy smells like garlic every time he demands a kiss.”


  “You’re trying to talk me out of this?” I expected her to be a bit surprised, maybe, but not this.


  “I’m giving you a reality check.”


  “I’ve already done that sufficiently.” I’m pretty irritated. “I’ve run this by every ‘reality check’ I can think of and nothing so far is bad enough to stop me. Besides, I thought you were the matchmaker with the sixth sense about what your clients need—doms and subs.” I even heard her say that once. “Don’t you weed out the unsavory sort? I thought that was your job.”


  She glowers darkly for a moment, unused to criticism coming from me, even if that criticism remains rather veiled. “Yes, I weed out the unsavory ones. And yes, I have an uncanny ability to put the right people together for their personal needs. But this is not a simple process. And the length of time you’re asking for, three months?” She shakes her head warily. “The kind of feelings you have right now, that stirring intensity of desire thrives on quick fixes, savage weekends, perhaps a week or two of playing slave. But three months? That would be an unusual relationship even for me to arrange. Few of my clients are looking for anything more than a month. Just think about what you’re asking—realistically. Every man has bad habits; they are full of them. Every damn one of them can be a bore from time to time. And I simply can’t be in their dungeon for every session with the whip, or in the bedroom when you’re being fucked.”


  “And why would you think I need that kind of surveillance?”


  “You’re still such a novice, Marlena.” She’s obviously exasperated. “You’ve had so little experience. Have you considered what happens once the thrill has run its course? When that first flush dies off and you look at this man, seeing not just the crusty dominance you love, or the cold chill of desire that shakes you from time to time, but the warts, and bad breath, and the flaws that are soon flying in your face every second. Think of the strain of following rules you’ll suddenly find silly and superfluous.” She’s surprising emotional as she rattles on with.


  “You sound as if you’ve been through a ‘bad’ experience of your own.”


  “I have.”


  “You mean you played slave to some man?” I’m incredulous.


  “I was Winston’s slave for two years,” she states evenly, though I sense the hard edge return: the physical tightening, the twitching jaw, a cruel depth to her smoldering eyes.


  “Really?” When she bought the house twenty years ago, Winston, a man I found cocky and self-righteous, was her partner. I knew she’d eventually kick him out and she did after two years. “You were his submissive?” I’m totally boggled by the idea.


  “I was his slave,” she emphasizes the word. “I knew I was nothing but a Domme, but he convinced me that I needed to see the BDSM life through a slave’s eyes, that I could never understand the submissive mind if I didn’t give in to my own submissive inclinations, which he believed were quite strong. He was wrong and I was young and foolish enough to believe him. When I had enough, I threw him out, but then you know that.”


  I knew the break up was a rough one, but I knew not to ask how much back then, and she never mentioned a word about why they abruptly went their separate ways.


  “So, being a slave is utterly stupid for you. I get that. But you and I are polar opposites, Miriam. What you abhor, I crave. Don’t you see that?”


  “Of course I do. But I think you’d be better off with a man who you meet on your own. Even on-line, if you play it smart, you can find decent guys. Build a relationship. Work into the kink. Do it the old-fashioned way. You’ll be much better off.”


  I can barely believe what I’m hearing. “Here I thought you’d be more than willing to make an arrangement considering how you are always out to protect me.”


  “I am trying to protect you, darling. My service is not perfect…”


  Her hesitation is getting under my skin. The more she pushes me away, the more I dig in. I feel like I have to plead with her.


  “But we could try it, couldn’t we? You do have men available, right? Somewhere in your files there has to be the right male dominant for what I need.”


  “I wouldn’t bet on it,” she quips.


  “What? All the good Masters already taken?”


  “No, there are a number of available men. I still think you’re better off looking elsewhere.”


  After spending weeks getting up the courage to see her, my mind is now spinning with the thought that she’ll reject my request flat out. Then what will I do? The idea of navigating the relationship waters in search of the right Dom hasn’t even crossed my mind. Probably because the entire idea is too much for me handle. Making choices has never been my strong suit and having someone else do the work seems so much simpler. Miriam herself has told me plenty of times that she knows me better than I know myself, which is exactly why I want her to do the dirty work.


  “So, you won’t even try to help me?” The frustration is making my body burn, but I dig in again. “I’m not looking for romance, Miriam. This isn’t about the rest of my life. It’s about one summer and my fantasies. It’s about turning off my mind, turning everything I am into a man’s humble servant, being disciplined, punished, bound, beaten, sexually used…living the dreams in my mind that won’t go away, no matter what I do.” Damn! Just saying the words turn me on! The tickle in my crotch has turned into a ferocious furnace of lust. “Yes, I might hate it, but I also might love it. And it can’t just be a weekend or a week. I need time, a long string of days so I understand submission, so I understand myself, so I finally get a real world version of what’s been part of my soul since I can remember. You trust these men, don’t you? If you didn’t then what good is your ‘service’ to any woman?”


  I can see her displeasure in the way she shifts in her chair and the biting hardness that, for a moment, appears in her smoky eyes. “Yes, I trust my gentlemen friends,” she replies deliberately, as if she’s in the process of calming her ire. “But do I trust them with you, is the question that I have to ask.”


  “What? Am I in a unique category of sub? You’ve always led me to believe that embracing my submissiveness was a point of strength, not weakness. What about me would give you reason to doubt my worthiness?”


  “I don’t doubt your worthiness. I just doubt that you really understand what you’re asking. Even a week can be a long frightful hell when a D/s relationship doesn’t click. An entire summer? You’ve had enough misery in your life in recent years. I have no desire to add to it by leading you into a bad decision.”


  “Maybe it won’t be a bad decision. Have you considered that for even half a minute? No. Just try me out, Miriam. Allow me to show you that I have whatever it is I need to make this work.”


  Again, she shifts in her chair, and we both wait as Adrienne arrives with the tea and cookies. Is this what she thinks of me? A tea and cookies sort of friend?


  Adrienne pours the fragrant tea into Miriam’s fine china cups, the ones with the delicate rose trim around the edges. She serves her Mistress first with a deferential bow, then hands a cup to me with a giggling smile.


  “That’ll be all, my dear,” Miriam quickly shoos her off.


  As soon as the parlor door closes again, I jump back into my arguments. “I thought this was exactly what you want for me.”


  “But are you sure you’ve thought this through?”


  “Yes!” Bitch. Haven’t you heard a thing I’ve said? She can be so damn obtuse it drives me crazy. “I know the dangers,” I continue, while trying to stay calm. “But I also know myself. I think it would be a lot more dangerous to ignore my desires than it would be to jump in. Yes, it has to be the right man. I know that. And maybe I won’t be able to find the right man. But if you won’t even bother to open your files—” I stop there, struggling to make my point.


  She’s so deep in thought I can almost see the wheels turning in her brain. The years have added lines to her very striking face, and while I think they only give her a more mature appearance, perfect for her life as a Domme, the lines seem to deepen now with her weary look.


  “So?” I venture timidly into the silent void that’s suddenly come crashing down around us.


  At last she sighs and her stiffly regal bearing eases. “Oh, my dear girl, you have always had a way of getting under my skin. I hate that.” And I hate it when she calls me ‘girl’, but I don’t react. Could it be I’ve actually moved her? “I’ve never seen you like this. Not ever.”


  “So?”


  “So,” she sighs heavily, “you win. You’ve won me over. We’ll charge right in.” My heart’s practically bouncing off the walls. “But…” she glowers again. “I’m not going to make this easy on you. You’ll do everything that any of my sub clients are required to do—whether you like it or not. No special favors.”


  “I don’t want any special favors.”


  “You say that now.”


  “I won’t give you a second’s hesitation.”


  “Right,” she throws some sarcasm behind the word. “Just remember. You can back out, change your mind, alter your profile or give this up at any time. That won’t bother me in the slightest. But, since you’re so determined to see it through, let me warn you. You’re not going to like everything I ask. But, unless you suddenly run into something so offensive that you simply can’t do it—at which point you’d better come right out and tell me—I expect your willing cooperation. No hesitation. No long string of questions. No hedging. No excuses. Are you getting this?”


  “I am.”


  “You start being submissive now. You start being a slave now, not the day you meet your master.”


  “I understand.” I’m gloating inside.


  “And a few cautions.” My god, will this never end? “Don’t accept an arrangement just because you think you should, or you think you need to, or it would be good for you. Don’t let some Dom talk you into a scenario you have concerns about. I know this has you creaming your panties—and that’s good. This should be turning you on.” I snicker, agreeing. “I don’t doubt you’ll be orgasming when you finally start reading the profiles.” She has no idea; I’m practically salivating already. “And that’s not bad. You should be aroused, highly aroused. But you also need to keep your head about you. This is an important decision. You need to look at the profiles with a rational mind. Go over them carefully, take out that fine tooth comb and read every, every, every word. Don’t get lost in the pretty pictures. If the man says he wants to ride you like a pony, you’d better imagine yourself with 175 lbs riding on your back. If he likes caging his slaves, you better expect to live in one for weeks at a time. If he says he’ll beat you, you’ll be sore and bruised by the time he’s done. I don’t allow blood, but like I said, I can’t be there to stop a man in the middle of a sadistic orgasm. Take nothing for granted. Ask questions. And don’t assume these men are just into the mind fuck. They’re not. Any qualms, any reservations, stop right there. That clear?”


  The drumbeat of desire inside me is picking up speed, growing stronger with her every word.


  “Yes, perfectly clear. I promise, I’ll be rational and prudent and everything else I’m trying to avoid for the summer.”


  She smiles at my attempt to lighten the mood. I’m sure she’s still suspicious of my motives, but I have won her over. “All right then.” She picks up her teacup and takes a sip. Her air of authority resumes again. “I’ll schedule you for an appointment for Friday afternoon.”


  It is Monday now. “Couldn’t I, maybe, peek at your files right now?”


  She laughs out right. “No, Lena,” she speaks patiently. “This isn’t a night or a weekend, it’s a summer. For long term arrangements like this one, the process is entirely different from what you went through before. The requirements are more exacting. Plus, I need to do a preliminary search. You’ll complete an application and several prerequisites on your next visit. Between now and Friday I want you to compose a totally candid statement about what you’re seeking to accomplish in your summer of slavery, and why this is so important to you. This isn’t for me. This will become part of your on-line profile for potential Dominants to see. I need that on Friday.”


  At the moment, we’re not friends but business associates. I feel the shift in Miriam’s manner, just as I feel myself shift into a lower submissive gear that requires patience and respect. My respect for Miriam is a given. But my patience grows thin when I’m consumed by so much anxiety. This is a dream that has haunted me for years. If only that magical, mystical male presence that embraces me in the garden could step from my dreams and become real. Since I know that doesn’t happen in real life, it’s frustrating that I can’t peek at Miriam’s files now. However, we have traveled pretty far today. After the rocky start, I should be happy that she’s considering this at all.




  Chapter Two


  


  I’m too keyed-up to write. Nerves fried to the bone. Stomach jittery. My brain just won’t work. Attempts to draft the statement are completely wasted. I start and stop a dozen times, frustrated by my inability to convey my submissive sentiments in the way I truly feel them. I know my efforts aren’t entirely wasted—every failed attempt just adds to the smoldering desire rumbling deep. The perfect treatise will eventually come. But probably not until Thursday night after a frenzy of masturbation—I can feel that desperation even now. I’ve suffered this way before, until whatever is blocking my thoughts finally shakes loose and allows the passionate truth to surface. If I’m true to form, in less than ten minutes, I’ll have penned a real gem of a statement with plenty of persuasive reasons why being a man’s sex slave is the most right and sane thing Marlena Lucci can do with her summer.


  Wednesday afternoon. The phone rings, Miriam calling with a Friday appointment time of five p.m.. “And I’ve scheduled you for a physical exam tomorrow morning at ten.”


  “A physical?”


  “You don’t think I’d offer merchandise without checking to be sure that it’s in good working order?”


  “Of course not. I’ll be there. Just tell me when.”


  


  ***


  


  The doctor’s office is in one of the newer medical buildings connected with the University. I expect to wait, since I have a feeling that the doctor is fitting me in as a favor to Miriam. However, when I arrive, I don’t even take a seat. I’m immediately taken to the examination room by a fast-moving aide who dispenses with me quickly and moves on to someone else.


  “The doctor will be with you shortly, Mrs. Lucci,” she smiles tersely, then leaves me to my fraying nerves.


  I wait, sitting on the end of the examination table fully clothed. While patience has never been my virtue, I’m rewarded for the attempt with the doctor arriving in less than five minutes. He’s not at all what I pictured. I’m thinking crusty, middle-aged and distinguished; instead he’s young, tall and, by the look of his muscled body, very virile. He’s also as arrogant as any doctor I’ve known, as if he’s made a study of looking sexy but unapproachable.


  “Mrs. Lucci,” he speaks as he enters. After giving me a quick once over, he moves to the sink to wash his hands. “I can’t conduct an exam if you’re fully clothed,” he adds in passing. As he’s drying his hands, he stares at me, as if he expects me to jump to my feet and begin disrobing. But I’m a little too shaken to speak or move.


  “S-so, you want me to undress now?” I manage to blurt out.


  He’s obviously annoyed. “How about we cut to the chase here. I’m a close acquaintance of Miriam Peron. I know why you’re here and what kind of examination this will be. Modesty at this point would be counterproductive to your intentions, Mrs. Lucci. So let’s get on with it, shall we?”


  “Yes, sir, certainly.” I move off the end of the table and to the far corner of the room where I begin to remove my clothes under the man’s watchful eye, trying hard to appear relaxed, when I’m actually trembling so hard that I nearly lose my balance trying to get my shoes off without falling on my face.


  The doctor stands, arms crossed in front of his chest, his eyes trained on my every move—or so it seems. As soon as I’m naked, he motions me back to the table where I lay down and he assists in positioning me—cradling the back of my thighs in stirrups, leaving my crotch hanging open and completely uncovered. No sheet. No gown. I’m a slave here, too. This is something to get used to.


  “A little further forward,” he adds before he’s satisfied. I inch my ass forward so it’s nearly hanging off the end of the table and even then he pulls it another inch.


  I breathe deep, trying to settle, but every touch of his hand sends another tremor of arousal through my horny body, and I can’t hold back my physical response. This is totally embarrassing for me, although the cold practitioner seems immune to my physical reaction. I imagine Miriam as a fly on the wall watching my every move, every emotion, every facial expression. She’s testing me, I’m sure. I won’t let this rattle me, I won’t. But when the doctor’s fingers move into my vagina, my entire body quakes with a mini-orgasm that would be impossible not to see. Still remote. Still unfazed. This is all too weird.


  However, he’s soon moving his fingers in and out of my pussy as if he’s fucking me—I assume that is exactly his intension. When he finally withdraws his hand and turns away, I watch as he pulls a pair of latex gloves from the box on the counter and snaps them over his hands. A chill rushes down my spine. When his gloved fingers begin probing my slit, he stops briefly at my pussy, gathering its juices, then moves downward to my anus. I expect some degree of sensitivity from a trained doctor, but he exhibits none as he abruptly shoves three fingers into my taut asshole.


  “Ouch!” I muffle the tiny shriek.


  As the doctor’s fingers move within me, they set off a wave of new sensations that I’d not counted on being so erotically charged. My breath is short, my chest heaves. I’m afraid I’ll be coming in seconds. But then he abruptly withdraws his hand, slaps my thigh and orders me to turn over. “On your hands and knees.” He removes my legs from the stirrups and steps back.


  Turning over, I settle myself on the exam table with my naked ass open to the draft. More probing of body parts begins, including insertions in my vagina and ass. I begin to suspect that this vulgar examination is intended for the sole purpose of demeaning me—which it manages to do with some success. I’m ashamed, embarrassed and blushing.


  Finally, he pulls his hand from my crotch, announces we’re done, and after discarding the gloves, he heads for the door.


  “Should I-uh stay for a consultation?” I cautiously venture. I’ve already scrambled from the table and am reaching for my clothes.


  He looks back, his face a blank slate, “Miriam Peron is paying for the visit. I’ll consult with her. You can get dressed and go.” He walks out, leaving me stripped of dignity and any semblance of human connection. I realize this is part of the world that I have entered with my request for Miriam’s services. I wouldn’t be surprised if she urged the doctor to be especially cold with his examination, but rather than putting me off my plan, my submissive desires have only amplified. I could try to deny the effect but my body refuses to lie to satisfy my lingering sense of propriety. A trickle of pussy juice runs down my thigh, and in the tepid air, I catch the scent of my rising pheromones. This has been a heady aphrodisiac, even if I didn’t need one. If I had the time, I’d get off before I leave the exam room, but I’m just not that brave.


  


  Late Thursday evening I begin the writing assignment. After several attempts that I immediately erase with a click of the delete key, my brain finally clicks in and completes an honest, soulful attempt to explain myself. It’s one a.m. when I finally finish, print off the document and after carefully folding the paper, retreat to my bedroom where I tuck the statement into a zippered compartment in my purse.


  Looking in the bathroom mirror moments later, I stare at my tired face. I need to sleep. But suspecting that my over active mind will make for a restless night, I grab a bottle of sleeping pills and down one. No use suffering needlessly.


  


  ***


  


  After being ushered into Miriam’s parlor by the cheery Adrienne, I wait nearly fifteen minutes before ‘The Mistress’ arrives dressed for a session in her dungeon, wearing a hip-hugging plush leather skirt and a beautiful, purple brocade bustier that pushes her voluptuous breasts into a seductive cleavage. I can barely take my eyes off the alluring sway of her billowing flesh. Still, I’m impatient and nervous, about to sputter out something that I’m sure I’d regret, as Miriam nestles her firm behind into the dainty parlor chair. Seeing the flushed look on her face, I suspect she’s been beating some poor fool in the dark bowels of the house. The men she dominates in her tiny fiefdom—those that I’ve managed to glimpse coming and going over the years—all seemed like bland and uninspiring pretty boys that have no appeal for me. But then, this is Miriam’s world, not mine. I long ago accepted that her sexual needs were intrinsically different from mine—however, I no longer think of her as just another kinky slut when I could easily say as much about myself.


  “Are you as nervous as you look?” she asks. Her smile now sublime, even blissful.


  “Nervous? Why on earth would I be nervous?”


  “I don’t know, darling, I just sense that you are.” She sits back like an elegant queen and continues“Relax, sweetheart, and take a deep breathlet the rest of the world fall away…” Her voice seems to have dropped an octave with its mellifluous vibrato easing me into what I acknowledge is a terrifying moment. I had no intention of honoring my apprehensions and I worry that any display of panic will cause Miriam to withdraw her support for my quest. The incense that typically permeates the house seems stronger today, wafting through the room in a great wave, working like a drug to ease fear and strip away the inhibitions of the timid. I feel so much better after a few cleansing breaths. “So,” she shifts even further into her Domme role, “do you have your statement prepared?”


  “I do.”


  “Good. That’s a good sign. Although,” she smirks, “I bet you wrote it late last night in a crazed frenzy. Am I right?”


  Although I’m normally put off by her smugness and typically ignore it, it’s more difficult today, knowing the mission I’m on. “It wasn’t easy,” I sidestep the direct reply. “But that’s not because of fear or nerves. I wanted to say the right thing.”


  “And I’m sure you did. But we’ll get to that later. The first thing we do is the photoshoot.”


  Just the mention of the word is cause for alarm. “Photoshoot?”


  “A complete, personal and graphic illustration of your physical assets,” she explains.


  Even the words she uses are alarming. “Is that really necessary?”


  “Yes it is,” she begins, her tone condescending. “I mentioned last week that the process for long term arrangements is totally different from the sort of short rendezvous I arranged for you before. You’d better drop any assumptions you have right now if you expect to go through with this.”


  “Of course, I expect to go through with this. I have every intention of going through with this,” I snap. I try not to sound indignant, but it’s clear that the building anxiety has made me edgy.


  “All right then, on to the photo shoot. Since the physical body is a good deal of what these gentlemen are purchasing, it’s up to me to give them as vivid a picture of you as possible without your actually meeting face to face.” She must see how I initially flinch, although I’m not sure if it’s revulsion I feel or excitement. However, just the idea of being so dehumanized ramps up my desire. “Sounds demeaning, doesn’t it? It’s meant to. You are not in Kansas anymore, honey. So, don’t expect to be treated like the self-sufficient and free-thinking female you are. Are you sure you don’t want to try match.com or what’s the other one—eharmony?”


  “Stop it, Miriam. If the photoshoot comes next, then let’s get on with it.”


  “Very good.” She gracefully lifts herself from her chair and motions for me to follow as she moves toward the back of the room.


  Directly behind her parlor through several panels of thick burgundy drapes is a small photo set with walls covered in a black matte fabric and nothing but a plain bare stool sitting on a raised dais about five feet across. I pause before I enter. I’m suddenly feeling as if I’m going to be swallowed up by a huge black hole.


  “The entire session will be videotaped,” she says as she points to an opening in the back wall. Beyond the opening are several cameras aimed directly at the dais. “There will also be a series of still shots. Some men prefer the video, others insist on the stills. Most ask for both.”


  Everything about that idea has me quaking in my shoes with excitement. Sure I feel a tinge of fear, but that’s swept aside the moment it arises. I’ll jump through whatever hoops necessary to have what I’m after.


  “What I’m going to do, Marlena, is stand off camera and direct you through a series of poses. Just follow my directions. This is pretty straightforward. Nothing complicated.” She seems to be in true Domme form, which is still something to get used to; I suppose I’ve never really seen her ‘at work’. “So, up on the dais,” she motions to the raised platform, “and face the cameras. You might scoot the stool to the side for now.”


  I follow her instructions, standing in the center of the platform, and wait for more. As much as I’d like to display a little poise under pressure, I can feel the anxiety gaining on me. Without my realizing it, I’m wringing my hands like a cornered kid caught with his hand in the cookie jar.


  “Hands at your side,” Miriam remedies the problem with the stern instruction, “and let’s try to keep it natural. Let them see who you really are, not who you think they want to see. Be yourself—all the awkwardness, nerves, jitters, shaky legs, shamefaced blushes. Don’t try to edit anything.”


  Suddenly, the spotlights go on and I’m bathed in an intense white light, and the incense I noticed when I first entered the house suddenly becomes so strong that for a moment I can barely breathe. The effect of the light and the smoke nearly unhinges me completely. Seconds later, I come to my senses as Miriam continues with her directions.


  “The cameras will begin in ten seconds.” She points to a simple schoolhouse clock with a thin red sweep hand that’s hanging on the far wall above what appears to be another door, although I don’t see any doorknob. In fact, everything beyond the blinding spots appears a little out of focus.


  Ten seconds is not long to calm myself. I take a deep breath, staring down but looking at nothing in particular as I hear a soft whirring noise begin.


  “This is the photo exposé for Marlena, subject #27. April 10th,” Miriam announces as the recording proceeds. “Look toward the camera, Lena, and then slowly turn around.”


  Simple enough. I complete the rotation and come to rest staring straight forward once again. My eyes seem to have adjusted some to the glaring light. In the back of my mind I try to imagine how the men on the ‘other side of the camera’ might be viewing me, if they could see me now—which I assume they can’t. For one shattering moment, I wonder if one of the lenses peering through the opening is a webcam transmitting images directly to Miriam’s website.


  “This isn’t a live feed, is it?”


  “Hush!” she practically barks, then adds, “And what if it were?”


  She might as well have slapped me across the face. Mine flushes with shame, turning hot in seconds as I understand my error. I assume the question is rhetorical and take another deep breath to calm.


  “Now, remove your clothes. Slowly,” she emphasizes. “Not a striptease but an unveiling.”


  There are tears welling up in my eyes as the immensity of the moment hits me. This is much like the previous night, when suddenly a whole sermon about my sexual self poured from my mind and into the document file. I was crying then too. This is crucial. This is defining. I know how the act of stripping away my clothes will take me into the humble state of a lowly slave. The shudders jarring my body have little to do with nerves and much more to do with the desires that have been welling up inside me for so many sexually impoverished years. I’ve all but forgotten Miriam; everything else falls away, everything but the sound of her voice as I begin to disrobe.


  I lift my pale green sweater off over my head, then push the black skirt down my hips until it falls to my feet. Standing in panties, bra and shoes would seem like enough of me for these horny men, but even I know they won’t be satisfied until I’m stripped bare. Each article of clothing tossed to the side takes me deeper into a slavish feeling. I remove my bra and my breasts fall free unencumbered. My nipples tighten into hard buds almost instantly, as if someone just pumped a stream of cold air into the tiny room and I’m reacting to the chill. The audience will see the blushes, the darting eyes, the cautious smiles—just as Miriam suggested. I gulp back tears, fend a rising panic, and then slide my fingers inside the waistband of my panties, slowly drawing them to my knees. I trimmed my pubic hair before I went to bed last night—a premonition of what was to come? I wonder silently. However, I quickly discard the speculation and raise my foot to remove a shoe.


  “No, leave them on,” Miriam stops me with the gentle command. “And turn around again as you did before.”


  I complete the single revolution on the dais and come to a stop with eyes focused forward. I’m feeling rather proud that I managed all this without any hesitation—in a pair of heels, no less. The physical attributes of subject #27, have now been successfully recorded and I’ve handled myself in good form.


  I think we’re done, but Miriam suddenly launches into more instructions. “Now, if you will turn around again and bend over.” I’m taken off guard and briefly flustered.


  “You thought you were finished?” she questions me with an air of amusement in her voice that leaves me embarrassed.


  “No, ma’am,” I reply.


  “Then do as you’re told, slave girl.”


  The admonishment stings, but my body seems to love this too. With little choice but to proceed, I turn and bend as she directs, feeling my will, even my thoughts submerging into the sound of her husky voice.


  “And spread your cheeks,” she says.


  The vulgar act repulses me, even though I somehow knew she’d order me to do this. I shudder deeply, feeling the humiliation all through my body. In fact, somewhere in my mind, in acute detail, I see how this scene plays out and how I react as the demands become more undignified and degrading. I grab my cheeks and pull them wide. Tears begin to flow again—just a tiny trickle that slowly makes its way down my left cheek. Every nerve stands at attention. My belly grinds with lust. My most private parts are on display—everything this forty year old body has to offer is there for the masters to view.


  I think of the strangest things as I wait for another instruction. Is my muscle toned? The skin firm? My weight acceptable? What beauty I knew as a girl still visible? The questions come quick and unrelenting, though they suddenly disappear when Miriam’s voice interjects another command.


  “Now on your knees, your hands behind your head.”


  With my backside still facing the cameras, I drop to my knees and complete the pose. Again, I wait and the questions resuming at a frantic rate.


  “And turn…” she says.


  Turn on my knees? My uncertainty makes me hesitate to start, then I begin to move and in small degrees begin inching myself around until I’m facing the camera again.


  “Arms out to your side, palms up…”


  I extend my arms.


  “Now drop to your hands and knees and crawl.”


  I crawl, trembling as I make one revolution around the dais. It seems the incessant questions are falling away as my mind centers on the authoritative tone of Miriam’s voice. The instant I start to be offended by what she asks next, I move to a deeper, more surrendered place—a step at a time as if I’m spiraling down to the very depths of my being. I swear the spots that light the scene are dimming and everything is growing dark—the room, the dais, methe smoky vision of Miriam off to the side.


  “Your chest to the floor, your hands locked behind you…”


  I think only of her words and what they mean to me, how they will reconfigure my body into another strange posture.


  “And now on your backlegs spreadcrotch to the camera…”


  I complete the pose as the tears roll freely down my cheeks, dripping to the carpet below.


  “And open your pussy with your hand…”


  My fingers tremble as I do. But the shock of my gathering arousal sends a spasm through my hungry loins.


  “You’re aroused?” she asks.


  “Yes, ma’am.”


  “Then play with yourself.”


  I can hardly stop myself as my hand moves to my clit, my cunt, and the moist folds covered in my sexual juices. I no longer worry if a thousand eyes are taking in the raunchy display—my only aim is to come and come hard. To release the pressure. To let the raging inferno explode and the pleasure begin. The climax is on me in seconds, but seconds before it erupts, Miriam’s voice interrupts the rhythm of my fast working fingers.


  “Play but don’t come…” She raises her voice slightly, and my hand instantly withdraws.


  “I said play,” she sounds irked but I fail to respond.


  “Play with yourself, #27,” her voice rises up like that of a stern prison matron.


  At last my hand returns and the masturbation continues until I know that even a gentle rub or the merest touch will bring a thunderous orgasm crashing through my body.


  I pull my hand away, but she only repeats the command.


  “Play but don’t comeplay but don’t comeplay but don’t come…” until I’m ready to sock the bitch in the jaw.


  Frustration builds. I can barely playThen, suddenly…


  “Stop!” The command comes like an angry shout and I’m greatly relieved. “On your feet,” she demands.


  My naked body begins to rise while my arousal eases off. Fuzzy headed and nearly faint, I stand before the cameras, waiting for another command.


  “Physical inspection of #27 is complete. Phase Two begins.” She speaks as if there is someone behind the scenes listening to every word. I must assume there is. The effect on me is chilling and I spiral down a little bit more. Debased. Humiliated. Still greatly aroused.


  “Move the stool back to the center of the dais and sit on it #27.” I follow the order without hesitation this time. “You have your statement ready?”


  “Yes, ma’am.”


  “Then begin now.”


  “Begin?” I turn to question her, speaking like a humbled slave. “But it’s in my purse, ma’am.”


  I can’t see her face, but I can sense her smug smile through the gloomy lights.


  “This it?” She steps forward. I see the folded paper in her extended hand.


  “It was in my purse,” I tell her.


  “Exactly where I found it,” she says.


  Should I have known to bring it with me?


  “Read it aloud, #27.”


  I take the paper from her hand and open the folded note, as a new rush of worries crowd my mind.


  Read aloud. Read aloud! How can I possibly do that?


  And yet, some other someone, who seems to have invaded my body, acts in my stead. She reads the familiar words and begins to speakand the very things that poured from my psyche last night are recorded for my anonymous audience. “Some days I feel as if I’m living a lie…that the wife and mother I’ve been for nearly twenty years has been a fake, a farce, an elaborate prevarication to hide the real me.” My voice is halting and my hands quake so much that the printing is barely visible as I attempt to read my statement. I hardly recognize the sound of my voice. “I function decently in the world, but I’m hardly happy. Hardly fulfilled. I laugh, but it’s not a full laugh. I cry, but I’m ignoring the real tears. I have sex but I realize only a fraction of the passion.” No, it’s not someone else talking and I have not been invaded by a phantom. This is me. These are my words. This is the naked truth about myself I’m imparting to an anonymous world. Despite my misgivings I’m determined to spit this out. I look up, smiling bashfully, and finally continue. “I hurt, but the ache is so deep and its source so obscure that I fear I’ll never find out what it requires of me. And what would it mean if I did?”


  I pause and read the next sentences silently. I recognize every word, in fact, I’ve committed them to memory, I know them by heart. Without bothering with the paper, I look toward the camera and spill out the rest. The fact that I veer way off script doesn’t seem to matter.


  “The grieving for my dead husband is over…my children hardly need me nowand it’s time that I found what’s real for me. Yes, I’m frightened. Yes, I’m unsure of what I’ll find. Or if I’ll even want what it is I believe I’m after. But I have to know and I have to begin now. It can’t wait any longer. No other time is better than now…


  “I know it starts in my heart and in my imaginings, but from there it’s worked its way through my body. It’s in my blood and my muscles, in every breath I take—surrender, humility, having a strong and authoritarian man ruling over me. I ache for that. I ache for long hours of service laboring for my masterI yearn for a reprimand when I falter, punishment when I fail, the guiding hand of a master, and,” I gulp down a heap of hesitation, “the sexual lust these depraved things breed in me.”


  I feel the heat behind my words and how is rises through me until I feel as if I’m burning up. My face flushes, my palms sweat, my anxious heart beats so fast that I need to pause to calm myself. A couple of deep breaths and I continue…


  “I-I need to be some man’s slave in order to begin. It can’t happen any other way. I’ve tried to relieve this ache in other ways, but there is nothing that will satisfy this hunger other than surrendering to a master.”


  I shrug as I stare blankly into the camera. Surely I have more to say, but I can’t seem to find my thoughts. Then, suddenly, the final words tumble from my mouth. I pour heart and soul into each one. “Do I expect this one summer will give me all my answers? No. But it’s a place to start. Even if it turns into a disaster for me, I won’t back away from any commitment I agree to; I’ll submit until the arrangement terminates. I wouldn’t have it any other way.”


  I don’t exactly recall what the paper says in conclusion, but it seems I’ve said enough, and since I can’t seem to squeeze another thought from my brain, I stare at the cameras, waiting to hear from Miriam that I’ve done enough for now.


  


  ***


  


  I spend a restless, sleepless night sweating with lust and tangled in sheets that eventually put me into an elaborate bondage. I have to fight to get free. My mind freefalls into scenes so intensely wicked that I’m tempted to phone Miriam in the dead of night and call off the whole ridiculous plan.


  The alarm jangles noisily at 7 am, and I jerk upright, realizing that I must have fallen asleep for at least an hour or two. The morning brings me a little more sanity than I experienced during the night, and thoughts of reneging on my decision disappear once my mind clears of that nighttime stew.


  After the long session with Miriam yesterday, she encouraged me to spend the night at her house, since we’ll meet again this afternoon. I declined her offer, needing the comfort of my own bed after the grueling experience on the dais. That meant another fifty mile drive today. But today is far different than yesterday.


  It’s Miriam’s files of dominant men I lust for, and as soon as I down my first cup of coffee, I can feel the arousal spark inside my loins. A sly smile creeps to my face. Naughty, wicked and depraved thoughts fill my mind. Knowing I’m one step closer to realizing my dream, I take off for Miriam’s far sooner than I need to. Perhaps my eagerness will be a sign of my sincerity and play well with her. Even though I painstakingly followed her commands while making the videos, I could still see the doubt in her eye as she walked me to her door. Even when she embraced me in a warm hug and watched as I hurried down the porch stairs, I could feel her reservations.




  Chapter Three


  


  The afternoon begins with our sitting in Miriam’s parlor, where once again the incense is curiously intoxicating. Today she’s wearing leather slacks, a staple in her wardrobe I’ve seen often, and a crisp white button front shirt; still plenty of cleavage showing, along with a peek of her lacey black bra. How she pulls it off, and manages to look perfect regardless of what she wears, I still don’t get. She always leaves me feeling a little dowdy.


  “I have a proposal to make, Lena,” she begins. “One I think might be very attractive for you. It would not be exactly what you had in mind for the summer, but I think you might have the results you desire without the risk. When the summer is over, you’ll have a good grasp of submission, female slavery and the wide range of possibilities that entails as you think about your future.”


  She sounds so professional, so rational, like any of this is rational.


  I gaze at her suspiciously. I’ve noted since I gave myself to this venture that Miriam is more aloof with me, more into her role of Domme, exuding the same kind of stern authority she displays when she’s speaking with her own slaves. I’m not particularly comfortable with the change since I had no intention of altering the nature of my relationship with Miriam just because I’m seeking a D/s relationship through her services. However, I can’t be surprised that she’s donned the role she’s so accustomed to when dealing with submissives, male or female. It’s comforting to know that she has my safety in mind as I navigate in her world—even if I find her behavior annoyingly patronizing.


  “What kind of plan did you have in mind?” I remain polite.


  “Since you have the summer free of obligations, why not move in with me? You’ll be here as one of my slaves…” She sees how my jaw tightens, and immediately interjects, “just hear me out before you start spitting nails.”


  “Sorry. I just…”


  “Just need to hear me out,” she issues a stiff reprimand. Meanwhile my jaw remains clenched as I listen to the rest of her offer. “There’s no getting around the fact that I’m mistress to anyone who stays in this house. We can’t avoid that. However, rather than working with you directly, I will bring in a number of dominant men. You’ll have a chance to serve several in all the ways that dominant men require. You’ll note their different styles, the varying demands they make, the sex they require. You won’t have any more freedom in this arrangement than you would with a single Dominant. In fact, I expect the commitment you make to me to be as binding as it would be in any other arrangement. But you will not have to suffer the rough consequences of an imperfect fit for any longer than a few days.


  “Although don’t get me wrong; this won’t be kindergarten BDSM. It will be the real thing, just in a different form from your initial vision.”


  I’m about to answer back, but again she holds up her hand to stop me. “If you have questions about the arrangement I’ll be happy to answer them now. If you agree that this is the perfect solution for you, tell me now. But I don’t want you dismissing the idea without giving it some serious thought. Even if you’re sure that you want an exclusive arrangement with one man, I want you to wait to make that decision until after you’ve seen the alternatives.” She’s said her piece and sits back looking very pleased with herself. “Any questions?”


  I hesitate to answer too quickly as if I’m dismissing the gravity she’s assigned to her query, but I really do know my own mind on the issue. “Questions? N-no, not really. I think what you offer sounds generous, even intriguing. And I promise I’ll consider it.” I might as well be crossing my fingers as I tell her this, because I can’t conceive of submitting myself to a woman, not even one as alluring as Miriam, not even if she includes a long line of dominant men in the arrangement. “But you did say that you have several men who showed some interest in me, and I’d like to take the next step, whatever that is.”


  She expels a breath of air, perhaps revealing how perturbed she is with my lack of enthusiasm for her plan. “All right then,” she continues without skipping a beat. “Let’s adjourn to the viewing room.”


  We take a twisted trek through Miriam’s old house, through two rooms I’ve never seen before, and finally arrive at a small room in the back of the house, furnished with a table, a desk chair and a computer.


  “Go ahead and sit. It’s all ready. There are three very good possibilities that contacted me this morning. All showed some interest in you.”


  My body instinctively jerks as soon as she says this. “You mean they’ve seen thethe video?” I blush as if the men are actually in the room.


  “Yes, of course.” She smiles. “Along with nearly twenty other men.” Oh, my. “Startling, isn’t it? If it makes you feel any better, the files my clients view are not downloadable, at least not at this point. But this is what you expected, isn’t it?”


  “Of course…” my faltering voice must give me away.


  “This is the reality of the world you’ve entered…”


  “Yes, I know. The fact that it’s filled with surprises, even shocks, isn’t that the idea—in part?”


  Her smug grin warms into something more pleasant, more like the Miriam I know.


  “Well then, let me tell you about them. The first is looking for a six week relationship with a submissive female. I know that’s less than you want, but both he and the arrangement are so attractive that I didn’t want you to reject him without looking over his file. You’d be traveling with him through Southern Europe as his sex slave and companion. He wants someone as intelligent as she is beautiful, which makes you a perfect candidate.” Imagine. Someone wanting me for my mind, when I thought it was my body I’m selling. “He has a wide range of sexual appetites as you’ll see in the file. Most involve bedroom activities, since he’s not particularly interested in revealing his kinky lust to a wider audience. That doesn’t mean that a little public humiliation or ‘sharing’ won’t take place. However, that would likely not be the norm. He’s Italian, but speaks English fluently.


  “The second man is a rancher from Montana. Probably one of my wealthiest clients. He’s dashing, fun, loves parties, orgies and just about any kind of sexual activity. He’ll likely charm the pants off you before he demands you take them off.” She chuckles to herself as if a private memory has just passed through her mind. “While the demands he makes on you could be pretty intense, dominance and submission is generally about fun for him. He won’t be the grave and mysterious master, but he will expect strict obedience. And he will punish fiercely. He is an off-the-cuff sort of man, which makes it difficult to actually describe the kind of life you’ll have with him. But I’m sure his file will give you plenty of information to make your decision.


  “And finally, the third Dominant male is an Englishman, an actor of some renown—not a superstar, certainly, but an accomplished renaissance man with a variety of talents and interests. He’ll be the straight-laced gentleman sort of Master. He’s likely to be the most rigid, the most likely to ‘train’ you. He’s looking for a female domestic to serve him while on hiatus from acting roles. I’ve made arrangements for him six times in the past, though this is just the third one of this length. I can guarantee you’ll work your fingers to the bone and you may not like him much at the start. But he does have a magnetic charisma that can bring a submissive female to her knees as she burns with desire.”


  Having finished the introductions, Miriam walks to the computer, turns on the screen and shows me the three files minimized at the bottom.


  “Dinner here is in an hour. I told Adrienne you’ll be joining us. Take all the time you need to review the files. If you need more time after dinner, that’s fine too. Be sure to pay attention to the specific questionnaires they require you complete. A lot can be determined about them from the questions they ask. You won’t be answering those questions now, but you can view them. You’ll also see a complete profile of their sexual and lifestyle preferences. Pay close attention. If they say they like fantasy rape scenes, you can expect you’ll suffer through one. If they are into rubber you can be sure you’ll be wearing rubber before your stint is over. If they are into water sports…consider how you feel about being peed on.” Seems I’ve heard something these cautions before. “Note anything that might make you squeamish. You’ll find a table and pen in the drawer in case you want to take notes. You’ll need to commit as much as you can to memory in the next hour. There will be a time to review the files again, but my privacy agreement with my clients states that no information about them will be printed, nor will these files be obtainable in any way other than right here at this desk. So, do you have any questions for me?”


  I can think of none. “I-I don’t have any now.”


  “You ready, then?”


  “As ready as I’ll ever be.”


  She nods, casting me another warm smile, and turns to leave—although she turns right back.


  “One final thing. You don’t need to accept my personal proposal, but you needn’t settle for any of the three you see here. It’s not unusual that a submissive will go away without finding the right man even after considering a dozen possibilities. There’s no requirement here. The decision is entirely yours. And until you’re lying bound in their home or hotel room so you can’t move, there is nothing that can’t be undone.”


  


  ***


  


  I stay the night in Miriam’s creaky old house, taking the same room I use whenever I visit. In my previous visits, I’ve generally ignored most of the ‘lifestyle’ activities that take place here—even though I’ve harbored a curious fascination for them as well. However, the reason for my visit now precludes me from glossing over the dom/sub protocol as a bunch of silly rules. I pay close attention. I watch the mood of Miriam’s subs as they follow their Mistress’s commands. I put myself in their place. And while Miriam may think I’ve dismissed her proposal to spend my summer within these walls, I can’t stop thinking about how that would feel. I must admit the safety in the familiar lures me in, causing me to reason that agreeing to her offer would surely be enough. Wouldn’t it? Enough to satisfy my present longing? The lust? The need? The fire that burns so deep that I’ve awakened crying at night with the physical pain of unanswered longing? It would be much easier for me if I accepted her proposal. I could wrap up my submissive yearnings into a tidy sum of affairs, of handpicked dominants who are sure to ruffle my peace of mind, punish my body and offer me uncommon adventures into the erotic. Sounds a bit like a travel brochure. I have to laugh at myself for this absurd mind trip. But then I think of the trio of dominant suitors, and my excitement zooms to a thrilling peak. Plans for a summer with Miriam vanish.


  All three of her candidates bring a titter of arousal when I first open their profiles. The Italian looks like a movie star, while the American has a certain rough cowboy bravado, and the distinguished looking Englishman has an authoritarian air that causes my entire being to shudder so deeply that I feel an orgasm about to spontaneously spring free. Obviously looks will not be the deciding factor; they are all physically appealing. My mind quickly wanders off to scenes of me as their abject slave, with all the sordid twists that might mean. I’m tempted to masturbate, but then I heed Miriam’s advice. She stopped me in the hall just before I went to bed.


  “Don’t give in to your sexual desires too quickly tonight, don’t squander the momentum.” She placed her hand on my pubic mound transmitting her calming warmth to that agitated place. I’ve never let her touch me so intimately—not that I’ve fended off repeated advances. She’s only made a pass once and that was not exactly physical. Now, though, the feel of her hand steadies the slow-moving anxiety that has been burning in me all day and I regret when her hand withdraws. For the first time in our twenty year relationship, I can see myself welcoming her into my bed. But tonight’s not a night for a lesbian tryst.


  


  My night is a long one. I lay awake for a long while. Hours pass by in a dreamy daze as my mind swims through a confusing sea of images, details, data, descriptions. Everything is mixed up. I can’t sort one man from the other. I want to steal down the hall, down the back steps and to that small room at the back of the house where the computer sits idly waiting for me. But as soon as I feel the temptation nearly draw me from bed, I recall seeing Miriam, key in hand, locking the door and pocketing the key.


  Sheer fatigue finally puts me to sleep, but sleeping brings dreams of the twisted sort, where reality takes strange guises and nightmares hang on the sidelines waiting for the perfect instant to strike.


  When I awaken, I’m sweaty and chilled. It hardly seems like I’ve rested, however once my conscious mind takes hold, there is one thought clearly in my brain, one man whose image I cannot shake. He ambles back, waltzes in, comes riding in on a great big steed threatening to whisk me off.


  While my conscious mind zeroed in early on a different candidate for my summer of decadence, every time I steer my attention to another of the trio, I’m drawn back to my dreams and the man who emerged from my confounding sleep.


  I spend the morning at the computer, pouring over the files againa second more detailed look, the one denied me during my restless night. I force myself into another thorough inspection of the other two candidates, just to be sure I didn’t miss something compelling that would change the direction of my choice. I play a teasing mind game for over an hour, denying myself even a peek at the dispassionate face I long to see. Finally, I open the file and allow my eyes to linger on the image of the man who owned me the moment I first gazed in his eyes.


  Authority. Compassion. Lust. The base elements of my desired Dominant drip from the screen, infecting my body with the essence of this one man. A slow creep toward obsession begins and builds in strength the longer I stare into his deeply moving eyes. I believe I know him at his core, as if he’s been with me all my life. How absurd! As soon as I shake off the notion as silly romanticizing—Miriam would tell me that—he sweeps back inside me, grabs my sex, rips it to orgasmic shreds and spews me back, breathless. This from just his picture, just his image—actually it’s about five images I page through, in various poses, with varying expressions. In each image, I can see the base elements of the man I need residing there, and suddenly, I can’t even imagine another man who could draw me in with the meager data I have to choose from.


  I sense some stirring behind me. “You’ve been in here a whilegetting lost?” I hear Miriam over the buzz in my brain.


  Turning, I see her at the door. “Yes, I am getting lost, aren’t I?”


  She sees the computer screen beyond me. “Door number three?”


  I turn back to the screen with tears in my eyes. “Yes,” just barely escapes my lips as my eyes light on his face again.


  “I was afraid of that,” she says.


  “Afraid?” I don’t understand.


  “Sometimes you just know…” her voice peters out faintly as she stares at him, too.


  “Something wrong with the man?”


  “Not if you’re seeing his picture there isn’t.”


  “Then why would you be afraid?”


  “Afraid for you, Lena. I can handle any man.”


  “And what are you not saying?”


  I wait for an eternity to pass as she considers the question. Finally, she moves into the room, and parking her behind on the corner of the desk, she stares down at me—the Domme, the Mistress, the advisor, the friend. I feel her quavering. For a brief moment she seems as delicate as the thin china cup she holds in her hand. A hairline crack in her impeccable façade. For a second I think she’ll shatter. Finally she sets the teacup aside and becomes herself again.


  “What I see here…it’s not just the actor, is it?” I suggest.


  “No. You see the man in those images. Just as he is. Benjamin is a mysterious force, at the same time as obvious and straightforward as they come. I know the contradiction isn’t logical, but I can’t describe him any other way.”


  “You’ve met him?”


  “I have several times.”


  “You’ve been his lover?” Just the question causes my heart to race.


  “I would have liked to have been,” she laughs. “But we would have killed each other if we’d gone down that road.” I confess, I’m jealous of their apparent intimacy, though I’ll keep this to myself. “But what this tells me is that perhaps you’re more ready than I expected.”


  Now I am confused.


  “For what you’re really looking for, he’s the obvious choice,” she explains. “The fact that you could see that says a good deal about where you’re at with your submissive desires. That eases my mind.”


  “I really can’t explain what draws me to him.” I continue gazing at his penetrating stare. “Some things in his profile are alarming, but there’s nothing to dissuade me. Nothing.”


  “Well then, I have my answer. At least a preliminary one. There are still some steps to be taken. Your communication with Benjamin will determine if the arrangement proceeds. And certainly nothing is written in stone…”


  But even I can feel the resignation in her spirit; the certainty of my decision is as clear to her as it is to me. I know it’s time to move forward.




  Chapter Four


  


  Journal


  Subject: Marlena Lucci


  Occasion: Viewing of subject’s profile


  Initial impression: She’ll be moody, show her feelings on her sleeve for me to see and inspect. Emotions will tear at her and challenge us both. Whiny, cross, hurt, but desiring – the words that come to mind right off. It’s unlikely she’ll be manipulative as so many are. And intelligent, thank god for that; should we get to the point of having an intelligent conversation at least she’ll have something to say. Soft, nurturing, an authentic submissive for a change. I suppose it’s what I’m in the mood for this year. But on the other hand, it gives me a raw thrill to imagine her hair disheveled, her face streaked with dirt, her mouth set grimly on her tasks, a flash of dismay in her eyes. Ah, so I’m burning at the crotch to bed her! …as if the inherent beauty were not enough. Of course, beautiful women are known to be the worst submissives, thinking they can trade their looks for compassion. Thinking they can control or at the very least influence outcomes, training sessions and the like. I doubt this will be the case with Mrs. Lucci. I can already hear Ian complain that she’s too soft for manual labor, but I believe she’ll handle it far better than he figures. He certainly won’t mind using her ripe body for his own recreational sports if we get to that. 1st of May: BL


  


  ***


  


  15th of June


  


  My journey to England begins with a last night at Miriam’s. I think she wants me close by in case I have any last minute jitters. She knocks on my door at eight in the morning and hands me a box when she enters the room. “These are your traveling clothes, purse and shoes. You’ll find Benjamin’s credit card in the wallet, and an envelope with detailed instructions for when you arrive at Heathrow. The name and address of the hotel, that sort of thing. There’s contact information in there as well. He covers his bases well,” she says with a wry smile. “Barring anything unforeseen, I suspect you’ll be safe in his hands soon enough and won’t need to bother with anything but being the good slave. I noticed his instructions about your travel are quite specific. Follow them to the letter. Of course, you have your ID, passport, a credit card of your own—for emergencies only—and your plane ticket. Add a tube of lipstick, if you like. That’s all you’ll need for the trip, and all he wants you to bring.”


  I’ve already learned that he’ll supply any clothes I need to wear, which makes me suspect that I won’t be wearing very much. At least I’ve prepared myself for the possibility, and while it gives me the jitters to think about it, I also find it rather liberating.


  I’m shaking as I take the box from Miriam and open the lid. Until the moment she handed me the box, I had no idea that I wouldn’t be wearing my own clothes on the trip. On top, beyond a small mountain of tissue paper, is a linen sheath dress in a beautiful fuchsia color. The style is simple and not particularly revealing, though it’s strictly in fashion. I might have seen something like it in the latest J. Crew catalog—perfectly tailored with a bit of ruching at the bodice to give it some contour. It’s more expensive than I can afford myself and not at all what I anticipated. I would have expected something much more risqué.


  Beneath the dress are a pair of silver snakeskin pumps with four inch heels and a purse to match. The fact that the shoes are not stilettos eases my mind—four inches will be tough enough after years of avoiding high heels in favor of more sensible shoes. All this is quite a surprise. After so much email discussion with Benjamin about domestic and gardening activities, his choice in clothes is quite a departure from my expectations.


  What is missing from the box becomes obvious as soon as the tissue is on the floor and I’m staring at the empty bottom. No bra, no panties, no hose, no underwear at all.


  “This is it?”


  “Minimal, isn’t it?”


  “Where are the underclothes?”


  She smiles rather slyly. “I think the message is you won’t be needing them.”


  I suddenly feel as if I’ve been punched in the belly. Breathless, I take a step back.


  “I’m traveling from here to England in nothing but this dress?”


  “If you’re going to live with Benjamin for the summer, yes.”


  “Oh, dear.” My worried look breaks into a terrified smile.


  “Backing out?”


  “No!” I come back forcefully. “But this is real, isn’t it?”


  “Yes it is.”


  “You knowas horny as it’s making mewhat if,” my voice lowers to a bashful whisper, “what if I’m so aroused that I wetwet the dress?”


  She laughs. “My god, the things you worry about. I’m sure he’ll understand.”


  “But I wouldn’t want to ruin it.”


  “I wouldn’t worry. I don’t imagine you’ll be wearing it long—I mean after you arrive.”


  Her amusement keeps me from totally flipping out. But my arousal continues to spike. It’s nearly painful now. The minimal clothes are quite appropriate considering the purpose of the trip I’m about to embark on, but never did I imagine that I’d be traveling so ‘light’. I figured the game commenced as soon as I was safely in Benjamin’s country cottage. Obviously, I was wrong. The game began the moment my eyes met his.


  “It’s rather bold of him, isn’t it?”


  “He’s an actor. Would you expect anything else?”


  “Maybe not.”


  “Just let the desire build, dear.”


  “Oh, I don’t think you need to worry about that. I can hardly stand myself right now.”


  “And right now, you need to dress. We leave for the airport in a half hour.”


  “Oh dear!” My empty belly is nearly nauseous. “Do you suppose I could get a piece of toast? To settle my stomach.”


  “Sure, I’ll have Adrienne bring it up.” She exits the room, door closing behind her with a soft click.


  


  ***


  


  I can hardly believe how much the dress, the shoes and the purse change me. I’ve been stripped down, minimalized, my comfort disregarded and the strings that connect me to my real life severed. Never have I been so utterly alone. And now braless, pantiless and walking nearly naked through a busy airline terminal, I feel as though the whole world knows, not just that I’m wearing nothing but a pretty linen dress, but that I’ve signed a three month slave contract with a man I’ve never met. I’ve become the goods my master ordered from the internet. The domestic he needs to clean his house and sweep his barn, the woman who will tend his summer garden. All chores I grudgingly do at home, I’m volunteering to do for this man—all without a say about how many hours I’ll toil, how I’ll be fed, bathed, housed, or how I’ll be used to satisfy the master’s sexual lust. I’m the woman he’ll train, discipline, punish, and beat to assuage his inner sadist. Benjamin was pretty frank about that. And I’ll have to stop thinking of him as Benjamin. Master and sir need to come trippingly from my tongue, although I really doubt I’ll have a problem with that.


  He’s already my master; I have become his slave. My desire for him has only swelled as the reality of my choice creates an almost painful arousal in the lower regions of my body.


  I walk through the airport as a slave in transit. I sit on the plane mindful of the role I’ve chosen. I feel small and powerless one minute, in complete control the next. It’s boggling; these opposing thoughts intersect with me smack dab in the middle. I expect to be reduced even further and this fact thrills me even more.


  I absently thumb through a magazine on the plane, aware of the people around me, aware that I’m different from them. In a class by myself. This satisfies me in ways I cannot measure, even though I’m really not sure why it does. Across the aisle, the dark-haired woman in the cool blue dress looks at me deliberately. When I look back at her, she smiles. “Love your dress. Did you get that in New York?”


  “Thank you. No. It was a gift…” from my master…


  The woman probably wonders why I’m blushing. She smiles again then returns to her paperback.


  I sit back, close my eyes and dwell on the reality of my mission with increasing anticipation. I find myself squirming in my seat. On opening my eyes, I see a strange look coming from the man beside me. I take a deep breath, smile pleasantly, then lean back and close my eyes again, this time determined to keep my inner sex life less obvious to those around me.


  Disembarking the plane, I’m lost in the flurry of activity that zooms around me and it takes some time before I’m able to orient myself and figure out where to go next. At least there’s no baggage to claim—although I still can’t help but feel a little lost without more to hold in my hands, with just this dress, these shiny shoes and the thin purse.


  When I’m finally about to exit the terminal, I realize that despite the pleasant forecast, the day is a gloomy grey and the sky has opened up. There’s a fierce wind and blowing rain. Maybe I can grab a taxi without getting wet, and I suppose if I were going directly to my hotel I could avoid the worst of it. But Benjamin has instructed me to stop by a shop prior to checking in and then walk the remaining distance, apparently several city blocks, to the hotel. Without a rain coat and umbrella, I’ll be drenched for sure.


  I gaze at the downpour, a bit distraught. Oh, what the hell!


  I have his credit card inside my bag and though it takes me several baffling minutes to make a decision, I finally head back inside to find a store on the concourse with suitable rainwear. I purchase a lightweight coat and collapsible umbrella—all the while thinking that for all his careful attention to detail, he seemed to ignore the likely possibility that it might rain. Maybe it’s a test? I finally hire a taxi and head for my first London destination. And what if it is a test? Would a slave go without or take the initiative as I have? Damn! This is all too confusing. My mind’s spinning so fast I can hardly keep up. I have to stop the rant that’s turning me into a blithering idiot. I finally settle my thoughts, deciding with some determination that buying the raincoat and umbrella is perfectly logical under the circumstances. If I’ve done something horribly wrong by charging the items to his account, I’ll just deal with it later. That decided, I sit back in the taxi and take a deep breath. Although, honestly, there’s nothing that will settle my fraying nerves but maybe a good stiff drink.


  It’s just going to be this way, Marlena, I tell myself. The refrain repeats until I feel some of the tension ease off. I stare out the window looking at dreary scenes of London appearing in a wet mélange before my eyes. If only I had the timeI’d walk in the rain, soak up the atmosphere, happily explore the city as a neophyte tourist. Instead, I wait until the driver pulls up to the curb, I pay the fare, open the door and step out on the sidewalk.


  S. Reid & Co. The name plate is modest and a bit battered by the years. With the front facing windows papered on the inside, there is little clue from the outside of the simple brick building regarding what I’ll find inside. Quite frankly, if I weren’t on orders from the master, I wouldn’t set foot in the place.


  I turn the doorknob, hear the jangle of a bell on entering, then for several seconds attempt to figure out exactly what this place is. My eyes sort through the tangled mess of leather and buckles taking up the space before me, hanging on the walls, dangling from hooks that descend from the ceiling, and cluttering up lengthy work tables, where obviously someone was at one point busy with this strange activity. I know enough about the kink world I’ve entered to guess that this would be the place for pony gear—the sort of bridles, bits and harnesses that human ponies wear when trotting around show rings and playing sex games with whip-wielding masters. The smell’s intoxicating, enough to make me a little dizzy. I grab at the doorjamb to steady myself. My worry intensifies, and because there’s not a soul around, I’m tempted to walk right out.


  On a small counter just inside the door, there’s a small tattered paper sign. S. Reid & Co. Custom Tack. Is this where I’m supposed to be? I’m getting a little dizzy staring into the cavernous shop, then suddenly a man strides in from between two heavily laden work tables. Has he been here all along? He’s an older man in his fifties, perhaps, with a mass of unruly salt and pepper grey hair that, at first glance, gives him the look of a mad scientist, a hermit, a backwoods recluse with sanity issues. However, when I finally look into his grey eyes he appears perfectly sane.


  “You must be Mrs. Lucci?” he greets me as if he’s been expecting me all day. His thick brogue is quite elegant and very charming.


  “Yes, yes, I am.”


  He glances at the antique clock hung against a pillar between two fancy bridles. “Plane a little late?”


  “Just a little delay for the rain.” He sees beyond my eyes—the raincoat, of course. Thankfully, it’s still coming down in buckets and my excuse for the coat—if I need one—seems perfectly apparent. I don’t know why I’m worry about that. He’s not Benjamin Lyons. Even so, the way he stares at me has me scared that I’ve done something terribly wrong. But then he turns his attention elsewhere.


  “Michael Dooley. I make this stuff.” He speaks in a thick brogue, referring to the


  leather gear. “How about you come with me, lass?” He turns away and leads me through the maze of tables and machinery into the back room behind a curtain, which separates this space from the main room of his establishment. The chaos continues in this smaller space where the smoky scent of leather is thicker still, and the windowless atmosphere lends a creepy feel to the small space. Alone with a strange man. Vulnerable. Defenseless. Scared shitless. I wait, shaking in my shoes, feeling curiously faint for just a moment until the feeling passes.


  “You look petrified, lass.” He peers at me overtop the spectacles perched on the tip of his nose.


  “Must be jet-lag.” I try to instill my speech with a little confidence, though I’m not feeling comfortable with this at all. And yet, to admit how scared I am may not be wise.


  “Well then, this shouldn’t take long. Just going to fit you into the harness, the gentleman’s orders.” I have no idea what he’s talking about, and I must look confused, because he quickly adds, “Mr. Lyons, Benjamin Lyons, your master?”


  “Yes, yes, of course.”


  “Good man you have there. Known him a long while.” Mr. Dooley is plainspoken. Seems like a decent man. “I must say, he does pick the pretty ones,” he adds as he moves on to find whatever harness he’s made for me.


  My bashful thank you gets lost in the noisy rattle of chains and Dooley’s shuffling feet. I follow the man with my eyes as he rummages through the murky shadows.


  With my apprehensions already running wild, the news that I’m about to be fitted for a harness sends my fears soaring to new extremes. If this is what the master wants, then I’m obliged to follow his instructions—even if I’m wary as hell. But this is more than just following the man’s orders, and though I’m mindful of that fact, I need a few deep breaths to calm myself and allow my mind to take me back to the reason I’m standing in this shop in the first place. Surrender. Submission. The firm hand of a dominant malethe ideas converge on me at once and some of the raw anxiety falls away.


  “’Friad you’ll be getting a rude start,” the man calls to me from the rear of his shop. “You’ll need to strip down for me, lass. Ya certainly don’t want to be wearing the thing over your clothes.”


  “Where can I find the dressing room?” I call out.


  “Sorry, ain’t got one. You can strip down right there.”


  Strip? I’m going strip here? Now? I don’t know if I have the nerve to do it.


  Michael Dooley steps even deeper into the disorganized abyss until he finally disappears from my view altogether. I hear him rustling around, chains rattling, a few clanks and clatters, then he finally emerges from the black hole with a snarl of leather straps ominously dangling from one hand.


  He sees me still fully clothed, the rain coat, the dress underneath, and flashes me a reproving look.


  I look at him sheepishly. “Sorry, if I’m reluctant, sir. But I’ve never met you. I’ve been in a foreign country for less than two hours, and if you don’t mind, the whole idea of doing this has me petrified.”


  “As well you should be,” he answers evenly. “But this is one time you’re going to have to blindly trust. Think about it, Mrs. Lucci. Now’s not the time to get cold feet. You’re in my back room, and if you have a mind to flee this place, don’t you think I could haul you back without much fight? I could put you in chains so fast your pretty head would spin.”


  He has a point. He’s a muscled man with six inches on me if he has one.


  “And what would that get you?” he goes on. “A good thrashing from me fer certain, and another from Mr. Lyons. Like I said, I’ve known the man a long while and if it’s a matter of trust, let me say there’s not a master in England more respected than your Mr. Lyons—in certain circles of course.”


  My apprehensions continue to ease, and the longer he rambles on, the more I defer to the inevitable.


  “If you had a world of masters to choose from, you couldn’t go wrong with this one—long as you understand the rules. He’s rough, he’s demanding, but he’s fair and there’s no finer fellow around. I mean think of it, Mrs. Lucci. The man takes as big as risk as you bringing on an unknown female to service him. What’s to keep you from running off to the papers and causing a scandal?”


  The gag order, I want to tell him—signed by my own hand—and Miriam’s wrath, which is the last thing I want to face. I think back a few weeks to one thorny moment between us when she made it clear that while I trusted her enough to find a suitable master, she needed to trust that I wouldn’t do something foolish that would threaten her business or her clients. The whole reason I entered into the arrangement is because I trusted Miriam’s judgment. So why do I hesitate to remove my clothes? Why is the raincoat still buttoned, still dripping with water? Why am I frozen in place?


  I’m at that fateful juncture where I either stride forward with some confidence, or flee in a panic and give up the entire scheme.


  Dooley waits for me, casual as you please, his ass resting against the workbench, the tangled harness still dangling from his hand. He looks like he could stay there all daybut with my mind still as tangled as that tangle of leather in his gnarled hands, something inside me, that inexplicable force responsible for the fateful decision to do this in the first place, suddenly kicks in and with timid hands I begin removing my clothes.


  “Not like I ain’t see a naked beauty like you, Mrs. Lucci,” he smirks, though it’s not a lascivious but a playful one. “All in a day’s work,” he goes on, as if this light banter is going to ease me along.


  After discarding the raincoat on a nearby chair, I carefully reach back and unzip the dress, then let it fall to the floor, where I quickly bend over, sweep it up and deposit it in the chair with the raincoat and my purse.


  Naked. Naked, shivering and afraid. A strange man’s eyes are riveted on my body. When he approaches with the harness, I can’t help but tremble and yet as he begins to fit his strange creation over my quaking body, I feel the warmth growing in my nether regions. I don’t know whether to cry or leap for joy. Instead of either I stand unmoving, feeling the touch of his hands and drinking in the smell of leather. As he harnesses my body in his prison straps and metal, I realize that I’m rapidly moving toward one of the most extraordinarily sexual moments of my life.


  The desire leaps up so fast, I’m afraid I’ll spontaneously orgasm—wouldn’t that be embarrassing?


  When Mr. Dooley finishes, he turns me around and points to a grainy mirror some five feet away, buried in a corner behind a chair piled high with leather scraps. He pulls back the chair and when I step before the dim glass, there I am. The first impression gives me quite a jolt! I’m dressed in nothing but a brown harness, and not just any common harness, but one made of supple leather that fits so snugly it’s obvious that it was made especially for me. I immediately recall the afternoon that I stood naked in Miriam’s parlor and she took exacting measurements of my body. That experience alone was jarring, but I had no clue that this would be the outcome of that activity.


  I suspect that the piercing, which finished off that unusual afternoon, was on his orders, too. Once my measurements were taken, Miriam took me to her medical room, where, after I was laid back on the table with my legs in stirrups, she pierced and ringed me twice: one ring above my clitoris, the other to the rear, just below my tailbone. I was stunned at the time, but despite the barrage of questions I leveled at her, Miriam refused to give me any information about the reason for the piercings. She implied that this was standard procedure, so I was left thinking that until this very moment.


  It takes some moments for my eyes to adjust to the image reflected back at me. Leather straps criss-cross my body like a spider’s web, lifting my breasts to accentuate their size and shape. They look more bold than I’ve ever seen them. That’s the first shock. Next is the nipples—standing out like blinking neon lights. Below the waist, my smoothly shaved crotch emerges as another obvious focal point, specifically meant to entice the eye the way it’s defined by the surrounding leather. The clit ring seems to open my labia, allowing for a detailed display of my pink and swelling clitoris. I have the urge to turn away and ignore the emotions converging on me—too much to handle in a single day would be a sensible excuse. However, the woman in the mirror is as beautiful to my eye as she is frightening, and for a long while I’m too transfixed to utter even a faint gasp.


  “What do you think, lass?” Mr. Dooley interrupts this curious reverie. Like me, he seems to have focused on that lurid place between my legs.


  “I’m sorry, I don’t know what to say.” My voice so faint and small.


  He leers a bit and nods. “Takes your breath, huh?” I suppose he’s trying to make this go down easier. “Common reaction. But you’ll get used to it.”


  I shake my head. “No, I’m not sure I will.”


  He shrugs and moves off. “Suit yourself, Mrs. Lucci. But you’re done here. I imagine you want to check-in to your hotel?”


  “Yes, yes, I suppose I should.” At last, I turn back to the cluttered room. “If you’ll just help me out of this and package it up; I’m to take it with me.”


  He chuckles to himself. “Sorry, but I’m not the one with the keys. You’ll have to wait for Mr. Lyons to remove it.”


  “Keys?”


  “Yep, everything’s locked in place.”


  “Locked?”


  “Don’t look so stunned.”


  “I-I just…” just stumble all over myself trying to get the protest out, but there are no words for how this takes me down another rung.


  “Like I said, you’ll get used to it.”


  I have my doubts, but what I can’t deny is the damn thing’s erotic effect.


  While Michael Dooley goes back to work, I don the fuchsia dress and turn to the mirror to see that it sufficiently covers every piece of leather in the elaborately fashioned harness. No one will know but me—and Mr. Dooley—what’s underneath my clothes. But I’m feeling so vulnerable and aroused, I’m sure everyone will know.


  I’m suddenly overcome by the need to escape this place. The walls, the leather, the strong scents push me to the door so fast I can hardly say goodbye. I doubt Mr. Dooley cares. He’s probably chuckling to himself as he watches me flee.


  As I step out of S. Reid & Co., I get no relief from the anxiety that pushed me forward at such breakneck speed. Though the rain has stopped, the raincoat stays while I walk ten city blocks in the four inches heels toward the hotel and the safety of my room. Nothing about the last hour eases the mental strain; only when I’m in my room with the door closed and locked do I feel any sense of relief.


  Normally, I’d be impressed by the plush surroundings; the quaint boutique hotel couldn’t be more charming. Chintz. Florals. Sweet scents. Polite English maids. Attentive butlers. However, the contrast between me in my constricting harness and this proper English world couldn’t be more glaring even if I’m the only one who is aware of it.


  I remove the dress rather than wrinkle it more, but I refuse to look at myself in the mirror until I’ve had a while to settle. By morning…certainly by morning, I’ll have adjusted some. It won’t be so new, so strangealthough strange hardly describes how I feel. I’ve just time-warped into the surreal where one world and one set of rules coexists with an unfettered one where human harnesses and slavery are as normal as tea and crumpets. If Benjamin Lyons was planning to stun me my first day on English soil, he did a damn fine job of it.


  I lay down to rest, and for an hour I drift on a steady stream of disturbing thoughts—each more arousing than the last. I try to wipe them from my mind, but no amount of meditative practice—which I used to be so good at—will still the chaos my fears have made of my rational mind.


  When the phone suddenly rings, I jerk upright, briefly disoriented by the pretty but unfamiliar room. The phone continues to jangle noisily until I finally manage to pick it up.


  A timid hello from me and the caller answers back.


  “Mrs. Lucci?”


  “Yes.”


  “Benjamin Lyons.” The voice on the other end is forceful and direct.


  It takes a moment for my cautious answer“Y-yes. Yes, sir?”


  “Your first night in London. I thought I’d take you out to dinner. Will a half hour be enough time to get ready?”


  This was not part of his original instructions and I’ve had no time to prepare. No time to get used to the idea of meeting him now. Now? Now! Any calm I acquired over the last hour has suddenly flown right out the window.


  “Yes, certainly,” I manage. “Should I meet you downstairs?”


  “I’d rather come to the room to pick you up. Half hour. I’ll see you then.”


  My heart thumps madly. I’ve imagined dozens of scenarios about my first meeting with the master, but this was not one of the many that have occupied my thoughts for the last couple of months.


  A half hour! I can feel the panic ganging up on me—rising from my belly right to my throat. I need to get ready is the first thought that pops into my head as soon as I put the receiver down. Then, suddenly, I’m rushing about the hotel room, ironing the dress, washing my face as well as other pertinent places. One whiff of my crotch, I’m reminded that it’s been a long while since I showered at home before leaving for the airport. A shower would be preferable to a wet washcloth, but I certainly can’t get the harness wet. The flurry of activity continues until I’m nearly out of breath. Even putting on the shoes becomes a laborious task. My feet are in rebellion, unwilling to fit into the only pair of shoes I have. I grimace as I gently ease into the heels and feel the soreness return to the balls of my feet.


  Yes, Lena, you can do this…


  Just as the dress falls over my shoulders, there’s a knock on the door and I immediately freeze.


  He’s on the other side of the door and I’m panicked. For several seconds, I’m unable to move until, at last, the adrenalin kicks into gear and I finish zipping up the fuchsia dress.


  I’ve seen the master’s picture, in fact, I’ve studied it carefully over last several weeks. I’ve been to bed with it; ran with it in my back pocket; and gazed at it while eating vegetable salads in my kitchen. His visage is so burned inside my cranium that I can bring it to mind with little thought. Still, I step back, momentarily in shock, when I finally open the door and see Benjamin Lyons standing before me in the flesh.


  His powerful energy precedes him. The distinguished Patrician features and firm body reek of the authority I’ve been seeking. But there is so much more about him than his inherent command. His eyes draw me into him with a degree of compassion I had not quite expected of the man, at least not so soon. He could melt me on the spot with his kindness. Although I suspect that with just a small shift in attitude, he could as easily stun me with the hard authority of his role as master. My heart beats faster still, my loins rush with desire. I’m completely speechless at this jaw-dropping moment.


  “Are you all right, Mrs. Lucci?”


  I see his concern and am embarrassed now.


  “I-I’m, I’m fine.” My cheeks redden until I feel like I’m burning up. “Just nervoussurely you understand that.”


  “Well are you hungry?” he asks.


  “Not at all, sir. But I probably should be.”


  “Well then, let’s go.”


  As we walk through the hotel he places his hand on the small of my back, guiding me, keeping me steady, owning me with the simple gesture. Even this delicate touch is curiously erotic, setting off a wave of desire that causes my sexual body to respond.


  As he guides me through the lobby and onto the street, he launches into a mundane conversation about my trip, the accommodations, the weather. He asks questions I can field without little thought. I suspect he knows exactly how petrified I am; and perhaps how sexually excited as well.


  The street is busy at that hour so little more gets said until he suddenly stops not more than four or five blocks from the hotel, and opens the door leading into a Japanese restaurant. The place is high-end, high tech modern in its sparse Oriental design. Without waiting to be greeted by the maitre’d, Benjamin moves me toward the rear of the establishment with his hand still firmly in charge, resting against my back. When that warm palm falls away, he motions me to sit on one side of a black leather booth while he sits down on the opposite seat. I feel the absence of his hand with a brief wave of despair.


  We are met by a waiter pouring water into tall goblets. Then Benjamin orders a long string of items without bothering to look at the menu, or ask me what I’d like. At the moment, I really don’t care what I eat. I study him further as he speaks. Everything he does comes with a degree of confidence I feel from few men, as if he owns the world—or certainly everything associated with him. The waiter bows curtly and smiles, then moves away, while I’m still trying to keep my jaw from dropping in awe. He’s done little to settle my ragged nerves, but everything possible to send my lust frantically careening forward to our first time in bed—although I have no promise we’ll ever get to that point.


  “Your accommodations adequate?”


  “Oh yes, very nice. Although I’ve hardly had a chance to enjoy the room. I was lying down when you called.”


  “Jetlag will effect you for a few days, but you’ll work through it.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “And the harness? Dooley tells me there was some reluctance to put it on.”


  Blushing again, “I was nervous, sir. Just stepped off the plane and the harness was so completely unexpected. I guess I panicked when Mr. Dooley told me to strip. But I-I did adjust.”


  There’s a bit of a sly smile on his lips—I think. Although I have no idea what he’s thinking; he’s very difficult to read.


  “Do you tend to panic when you’re given an order?”


  “I don’t know. I’ve never thought about it. Maybe when I’m under stress?”


  “And you’re panicked now?”


  “It comes in waves.”


  “When you realize what a daring thing it is you’ve done?”


  “Yes, sir. Something like that.” He sees me wringing my sweaty palms. Just nerves, I know. When I catch myself, I try to stop, but nothing seems to ease my nervous agitation. I’m cognizant enough to realize the importance of this extraordinary moment, one fraught with desire, expectation, apprehension and fear. And yet it’s wildly erotic, too. The delicious feelings flowing through me come on in huge swells rising up through my entire body. I taste the lust on my tongue, feel the yearning through my fingertips. Has he any idea what he’s done to me?


  It would be so much easier if we could skip the preliminaries and go straight to the bedroom, which I know won’t happen. Nor would it be what I came here for. I wonder if Miriam was right, that I’m not meant for the life that awaits me. Maybe what I really need is just a good man to love me.


  “But you’re also aroused,” Benjamin interrupts my mental madness. It’s clearly not a question, so I just bow my head and blush again. Something’s got to break the tension; I can hardly stand myself.


  The server arrives with enough food to cover the entire table, and Benjamin busies himself for several minutes dishing up sushi, steak and vegetables, listing as he does the items he’s putting on my plate. Then he sets the plate in front of me and dishes up his own. I politely wait until he takes the first bite before I take a bite of my own.


  The silence is killing me, but I have no clue what to say and am thankful when he finally offers up another question for me to chew on.


  “Tell me about the harness.”


  “Tell you about the harness?” I wouldn’t know where to begin.


  “Yes, tell me about the harness.” He sounds annoyed.


  My hands immediately go to my lap as if I can think better with them there. I can’t seem to focus on my food and speak at the same time. This seems like a particularly submissive act, but then, I’m in a particularly submissive mood. I wiggle a bit remembering how the harness confines me, how with every small movement, I can feel it binding against me at some point, underneath my arm, around my middle, along my inner thighs, across my breasts. The tug is inevitable, and erotic. The plunge into the abyss of submission inevitable as well.


  “Well, let’s see…at first, I found it so tight that all I could think of was ripping it off. I might have if it hadn’t been locked on.” I smile nervously, my cheeks warming. “But since we’ve been here, I’ve almost forgotten that I’m wearing it. I feel it tug when I move, but little more than that. Perhaps it won’t be as invasive as I think.”


  I can see he has his doubts. “And perhaps it will be as invasive as you fear.”


  “Yes, you might be right,” I concede. All he had to do was call attention to the harness and the damn thing seems to have tightened as if someone were screwing it to my flesh.


  “But let’s forget first impressions, Marlena. Go a little deeperthink about the harness, think what it says about you and what it tells you about me.”


  He dips sushi in the dark brown sauce, pops it in his mouth, then sits back waiting for my reply.


  I try very hard, though it takes some time for my thoughts to gel, for me to find something intelligent to say. Even then, I’m not sure I’m making any sense. “I’ve never felt quite so constricted, maybe a better word would be contained ? I suppose that sounds a little silly, but it’s as if you have your hands on me, it’s you holding me so tightly.”


  “And how does that feel?”


  “Well…” I can’t stop the bashful blush.


  “Go on, spit it out.”


  “It feelsum…amazinglye-erotic.”


  “You’re hot now?” His steely blue eyes drill me.


  “Very.”


  “Wet?”


  “I’m sure I am.”


  “But you don’t know for sure. Let’s not guess. Find out.”


  “You mean like…”


  “I mean open your thighs and finger your pussy.” His tone strikes a harder edge and I shudder. Then, as awkward as it is, I raise the dress enough so I can open my thighs and reach in for the evidence he wants. When I bring my fingers out gleaming with juices he nods, then returns to his meal, while I sit and watch. My stomach is too nervous to even try another bite of food.


  He finally stares up, and sees me not eating.


  “If you’re not hungry, then play with yourself. You probably need the relief more than you do food.”


  “Really? Here?” I protest—without really wanting to.


  “Yes. Masturbate for me.”


  Oh fuck! I stare at the busy waiters moving deftly through the restaurant delivering meals, taking orders, coming out to refill water glasses, and I wonder how I can obey the order without being noticed. Benjamin, meanwhile, follows my every glance. He must see the gears turning in my mind, the stops and starts, the misgivings, the desire to flee, then the desire to relent, pass through me until I’m utterly frozen unable to do a darn thing.


  “Perhaps I need to make the demand more difficult…” he suggests as he casually pops another sushi in his mouth.


  “No sir!” The threat is enough to get me moving, for my legs to fall open one more time and my hand slip into the wet folds of my pussy. As soon I lay a finger on my clit, I feel the tension rise up and an orgasm surface as if it’s been waiting all this time for me to act. If only I’d masturbated in the hotel room rather than trying unsuccessfully to sleep—although at the time, I had no idea I’d be making this command performance at dinner. Although I try to be discreet, I feel as if I’m laying myself open to the entire restaurant of sushi eating diners. However, after little more than a minute of furtive play, I’m too far gone to stop the impending climax; I simply don’t care who sees or how I look. Although I maintain some degree of propriety, I realize how my body quakes as the orgasm suddenly thunders into a pleasure-filled ride on my hand. I hear the gasp of breath, the enormous sigh. I sense my head rock a bit, then with the last tremors still moving through me, I primly right myself and come back to the world, to Benjamin Lyons and his steady gaze, which, at that moment, is as compassionate as it was when I opened my hotel room door.


  “Better?” he asks.


  “I think so.” He casts me a doubtful look. “Yes, I’m very much better. I am.” A degree of agitation has drained away. My heart is not beating so fast, and the queasy feeling in my stomach that has been with me all day seems to have eased.


  I worry about what he’ll demand of me next, but then he starts up an innocuous conversation about art and theatre that diverts us from the more prickly subject of harnesses, masters and slavery. Good sport that I am, I politely pick at my food until Benjamin calls an end to the meal, pays the check and we leave the restaurant.


  He leads me back to my room with the same claiming gesture of ownership he used earlier in the evening. Once we are at my door, the tension in me starts to build again. Will he leave now or accompany me inside? So many unknowns stretch out before me, and I’m trembling so much that I simply can’t fit the key in the lock.


  “Forget that for now, Marlena,” his voice suddenly overrides my efforts. I stop and am about to turn when I feel his forceful hand shoving me into the closed door. With his other hand he lifts the back of my dress and I feel the draft of air against my naked skin. For a moment, he fingers the harness straps he’s exposed, then his exploration shifts to the crack of my ass, with his hand running deftly down the center, sliding over my sensitive anus then moving deeper into my cleft where he finds my pussy leaking sex juice down my leg. A few thrusts of his hand into my vagina and I begin to spasm again, losing myself for a moment until I become aware that my master is directly behind me, pressing his erection in the opening his hand just vacated. I cling to the door as the forceful thrusts beat against my back. His cock is like a strong drink, this feeling intoxicating. I have no mind, no will of my own, and not an ounce of modesty. I think nothing of the fact that we’re in an unguarded hotel corridor, well within vantage point of anyone who emerges from the elevator or one of the other rooms that line the hallway.


  Still we fuck. As if we’ve been waiting for thisnot for weeks but years. As if this kind of desperate urgency prevails over propriety, over the threat of being discovered.


  Is he desperate, too, or just showing me who’s in control?


  I sense when he’s about to ejaculate and bear down—nothing wrong with making a good first impression. Although he emits a few significant grunts to break the silent sounds of the impromptu sex, I can tell when he’s about to come by the changing tension in his powerful body. Oppressive. Dark. Needy. Exhilarating. I’m swept up and held by that power as our shared climax crashes through our bodies, as he slams me into the door, again and again and again. I’m alarmed by that forceful power, even though I feel myself bending to that power, yielding to its demands.


  I am his. I am his slave. I can ask for nothing better than this of my summer.


  If only I could be content with that. For all its crazy twists and unexpected surprises, the day has actually ended well. I should be happy with my first day as Benjamin Lyons’s slave. But, already I’m worried that after this awesome start, the rest will be little more than a long anticlimax that, in the end, will leave me disappointed. I’ve been a terrible fatalist all my life, and knowing this, I force the unwelcome thought from my mind. No second guessing now. I will not run the risk of destroying the very thing I’ve moved heaven and earth to have.


  When he finally withdraws from me, I peel myself off the door, and recall the room key still clutched inside my fist. But when I try the door again, I’m still too shaken to make it work.


  “How about I help you?” Benjamin gently suggests. He reaches out and covers my shaking hand in his. Tears well like puddles in my eyes.


  I look back. “Am I screwing this up completely?” My cry must sound like a plaintive wail.


  “You’d do better if you could relax,” he says kindly, “but I don’t imagine that will be easy under the circumstances.” As he opens the door, his one hand returns to the small of my back, and its calming effect is almost immediate. I move inside expecting that he’ll follow but it quickly becomes clear that he intends to leave me for the night. When I turn around, he reaches out and lifts my chin with his hand so I’m forced to meet his gaze.


  “I’ll be round about seven in the morning. Be ready to leave.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  Our mingling juices are sliding from my pussy and down my leg. Yes, I am his. His until summer’s end.




  Chapter Five


  


  Journal


  Subject: Marlena Lucci


  Occasion: First Meeting


  Despite her claims of previous submissive experience, the anxious Mrs. Lucci is as fresh and untried as a nineteen year old. I find this particularly fascinating as in any other area she exhibits mature ideas and a clear grasp of her opinions. As I hoped. She is very wanting; the desire almost screaming from her body. It’s been a while since I’ve had my cock harden so stiffly while in the company of a slave. I’ve been feeling almost bored by the prospect of another groveling female to tend to for a summer. I’ve questioned my motives about this since the contract was signed. In fact, I almost backed out, knowing that I have rehearsals starting in September. Do I really have time for this? However, I’m seeing now that Mrs. Lucci might be a more entertaining subject than I first thought. I doubt my summer will be wasted. I’m even looking forward to that miserable training stage with an excitement I’ve not felt in several years—not since Madeline. But this one will not be like that little bitch.


  There will be a war of nerves for a while; I’ve come to expect it from these arrangements. But I’m much impressed by the lack of inhibition in the restaurant. I would have been happy with half the performance she gave. And her surrender in the hallway—just as impressive. That is not to say she wasn’t scared to death both times. In the restaurant she must have been overcome with sexual need to climax so quickly. As I figured. I had serious reservations about raping her at her hotel door, but she took that without hesitation. The woman cries out to be contained, to be driven, tamed, disciplined and punished—a crazy means to liberation from a dreary life, but this is what she asked for, what she needs and what she’ll get. The 17th of June.


  


  ***


  


  I feel the morning coming on me fast, too fast. I’ve hardly slept. But I refuse to be late, so I rise at six and call room service, ordering tea, a muffin and scrambled eggs. I hardly ate a thing at dinner and once I was settled after that amazing evening, my stomach was grinding all night. Normally I enjoy Japanese food, but I would have been a whole lot happier with mashed potatoes and pot roast.


  6:30. There’s a knock at the door and suddenly I’m shuddering all over again, as anxious as ever. Earlier I found a complimentary terrycloth robe in the wardrobe. Since I didn’t bring luggage or a change of clothes, I hadn’t even thought to look for a robe when I arrived. It comes in handy now—rather than answering the door in just my harness, or trying to scramble into the fuchsia dress. I’m afraid the dress looks a little worse for wear after my spending so many hours clinging to that precious garment. When I took it off last night, I noticed cum stains near the hem, and gently tried to wash them out.


  Although I expect to see Benjamin at the door—arriving early just to fuck with me—there’s a crisp looking butler standing in the doorway holding a garment box in his hand.


  “For you, Mrs. Lucci, from Mr. Lyons.”


  I smile and accept the box with a smiling thank you.


  Inside is a card, explaining:


  For our trip today. BL


  Beneath the heap of tissue below the card, I find a slim beige skirt and a blousy blue linen shirt that’s meant to tuck inside the waistband of the skirt. Like the fuchsia dress it’s smart, chic and exactly my size. Surprisingly, the brown leather straps of the harness cannot be seen through the material, which was my only reservation when I first glanced at the pretty blouse. Beneath the clothes are a pair of brown leather flats and I smile, relieved. My feet are still numb from walking in the silver pumps.


  Benjamin arrives at exactly seven o’clock. He smiles when I open the door, apparently pleased by what he sees. Then he walks right in.


  “What about the dress? What would you like me to do with it?”


  He glances at it lying on the bed, along side it the silver shoes.


  “Just leave them there. But the purse?”


  “Yes, right here.” I grab it from the dressing table.


  Taking it, he inspects the contents, seeing just what he authorized, except for the small journal I tucked inside before I left. I’ve been journaling for years and couldn’t imagine not having something handy in which to write down my thoughts. However, I’ve written nothing so far, since I wasn’t sure I’d be permitted to keep it. Seeing his expression change, I know he’s not pleased.


  “What’s this?” He pulls it up, eyes glowering.


  “My journal.”


  I watch as he thumbs through the empty pages.


  “And so far you haven’t recorded a single thought?”


  “Oh, I have plenty of thoughts, but I was worried that you wouldn’t permit it so I hesitated to write anything.”


  He mulls the idea a moment, then finally shrugs as he stuffs the journal back inside the bag.


  “You can keep it, although I don’t know when you’ll have a chance to use it. Let’s go.” He takes my arm and whisks me from the room, down the elevator and out the door to the street where his car is waiting. I hesitate for a moment, stunned by his choice of automobiles. As the efficient valet opens the passenger door for me, I can’t help but think, as I slide into the seat of the red sports car, that Tony would have loved a vintage Porsche like this one. It’s a sexy ride, adding a certain savoir faire to the drive that I did not count on. Inwardly, I smile, outwardly, I’m trembling enough that even the casual observer is sure to notice.


  


  ***


  


  The rain and grim skies of the previous day have given way to a bright sun and fluffy cumulous clouds that march across the sky like big fat lambs. Benjamin gives me a pair of large sunglasses and a blue flowered scarf to tie around my hair as we set out toward his country house. For a while, I feel giggly inside, like a movie star taking off for a tryst with her lover—a dreamy lover, a verboten affair. Just my imagination is enough to have me moist with arousal.


  We hardly speak as he quickly navigates his way through busy London streets and finally sets out on a highway that takes us through an industrial area, and once free of that, leads into the rural countryside. I am so fascinated by what I see that I hardly hear Benjamin when he speaks. He finally lays his hand on my thigh and squeezes it, bringing me back to him.


  “I’m sorry…” I jump at his touch. “I’m just so mesmerized by everything.”


  “That’s what I get for taking on an American slave,” he drolly replies. “You understand the touristy moments will come to an abrupt halt very soon.”


  “Yes, sir. I won’t forget myself.”


  He suddenly reaches inside the blouse and feels for a breast, the left one. He gives it a mild squeeze and then tweaks my nipple so hard that I gasp. When he withdraws his hand there’s a smirk on his face and a twinkle in his eye. The cheery expression only lasts an instant, but it’s enough to warm me for the moment, even as my smarting nipple reminds me that our relationship is not one of equals and I’d better get used to this strange man taking liberties with my body anytime he chooses.


  We stop at an inn for lunch. I’m famished now. And unlike my dinner at the Japanese restaurant, I eat the fish and chips Benjamin orders with great relish. The conversation is all about food to startmy garden at home, which he seems quite interested in, and my views on food in general. I hopped on the bandwagon for fresh foods and lean meat years ago and he seems to appreciate that fact, though he gives up few personal details of his own. The conversation segues into a few more innocuous areas. I admit, I’m distracted by conflicting sets of feelings, by arousal and uncertainly, by the bustling pub, and so many British accents, some of them so thick that I can barely make out what’s being said. Benjamin is distracted, too, with several people who, on recognizing him as the well-known actor, stop to chitchat about previous performances. His smile broadens for these fans in a way I’ve not seen. He displays a warm-hearted good nature that belies the darker man who’s destined to rule me for the next three months. There is some relief in seeing that beyond the crusty exterior he’s displayed for me, there is another man with the charm and wit to beguile even those who are casual acquaintances.


  We spend an hour inside eating, then for the next hour I sit in the garden outside the inn and wait while Benjamin makes several phone calls on his cell. Although I cannot hear what he says, and frankly wouldn’t want to, I can see him from my garden perch as he waltzes absently about the perimeter and speaks in heated conversation one minute, then in a more pleasant tone the next. He’s animated, forceful and direct. His eyes narrow with concern, widen in surprise, and laugh when he’s amused. This would be the normal man, I think to myself; the one that appears for his friends, his business associates and family. Considering that I’m in a different category of relationship, I don’t expect that wide range of emotion when he’s dealing with me. Even so, he’s already exhibited for me a diversity of moods that suggest he is not a one-dimensional man but a far more complex personality. This would be exactly as I hoped.


  As I wait for him in the inn’s lovely garden, it hits me how much I’ve assumed or taken for granted in making the arrangements for my summer. Miriam was right; choosing a Dom from an internet file is pretty much a crap shoot. I have a good deal more information about Benjamin Lyons now than I’d ever have combing the details of his on-line profile. I still don’t know what kind of master he’ll be, but I do have a few pertinent hints, and after seeing him in several social settings, I’m much relieved that heis the dashing and authoritative man I hoped to find.


  


  ***


  


  Our long drive to Benjamin’s cottage comes to a surprising end, not as we drive into the yard, but several hundred yards before the house comes into view. At a turn-off along the road, there’s an old stone fence and a wooden gate—standing open—and a small stone guardhouse just inside. The long drive runs down a sloping embankment toward a thick stand of trees. Peeking out just beyond the treetops is the crest of the cottage’s steeply sloping roofline.


  The car abruptly lurches forward, coming to an abrupt halt.


  “Out!” he orders in his gruff voice.


  I immediately scramble from the car, while Benjamin sits passively behind the wheel waiting for me to respond.


  “Around here so I can see you,” his next order, and I make my way around the side of the Porsche.


  “Now the clothes.” He nods.


  “The clothes?”


  “Yes, remove them.” It’s the last thing I want to hear, but perhaps the one thing I expect him to say.


  Questioning the command would just be stalling for time, and I fear any hesitation will only annoy the man, but I’m shaking so hard that I find it difficult to act on his order—not a lot different than at S. Reid & Co. Is this a patternlull me into a false sense of wellbeing, then stun me with a sudden shift that’s sure to set my heart racing? We haven’t known each other 24 hours and already a pattern of behavior is emerging.


  He regards me carefully from the car, as just off the country road dithering about what I’ll do. I know I’ll relent and I finally do, though I gulp down heap loads of fear as I begin removing my clothes. Once again, I have to set aside my inhibitions, but at the moment, I seem to be on some sort of automatic pilot that ignores misgivings and barrels right into the very territory I so fear and love.


  The blouse, the skirt, the shoessuddenly gone. I’m left with the harness alone, which covers nothing that the more demure Marlena would wish to hide.


  Although we’ve already shared a number of firsts in our brief relationship, the most notable being our first fuck, I realize that this is the first time my master has seen me naked, in the flesh; the first time he’s seen my breasts and ass up close, the mole on my back, the scar on my hip, the sensuous curve along my waist—that Tony once called the most perfect sight in the universe—and the vee of my pubic mound, which seems to jut forward so obscenely that I can’t help but cover it with my hands in shame.


  Obviously that was the wrong thing to do because Benjamin immediately snaps:


  “Remove your hands, slave, and don’t ever cover yourself like that again!”


  Like a slap to my face, the curt reproof registers in my anxious belly and then drops to my crotch, which seems to take undue pleasure from his bristling reprimand.


  I gulp back tears and a heap load of turmoil, as I fend off the barrage of complaints my fears throw up to stop me. “Sorry, sir,” comes my muffled reply.


  He regards me critically, while I wait in hopes that no one will come ambling along this country road and see me next to naked. When he finally orders me to turn around, I do. It’s not a passerby I fear now, but Benjamin himself. His eyes are on my every move, boring holes through my back, climbing at will through my thoughts.


  “Now turn and face me,” he orders next.


  I can barely meet his eyes with mine.


  “You said in your profile that you’re a runner, that you’ve run long distance marathons and have spent hours in the gym. I’m sure that’s the case by the look of you. So, it’s time I had a look at what you can do.” He reaches into a crevice behind his seat and pulls out something he throws at me. A pair of running shoes lands at my feet. “The road’s too rocky for bare feet. Put them on. The cottage is a mile down the drive. You’ll take it on foot.”


  I feel a change in his mood, starting with a degree of impatience in his manner that drives me to the ground for the shoes, and has them tied within a minute. I pop up waiting for the next command—a nod of his head as he motions to the driveway stretching before me.


  Jogging nearly nude—I never realized how erotic the activity could be until I put one foot before the next and begin to run. As I reach my normal jogging speed, I’m aware of the muscles in my thighs and ass in a way I’ve never been when wearing running clothes. My breasts rise and fall against my chest and I strain more than normal. This short mile is nothing in my running life, but this isn’t that life and these are hardly the same circumstances. It’s nerves, I’m sure it’s nerves that tighten my chest, that make me breathless long before I should be. Although I’m not the kind to crack under pressure even when I’m racing, this is such an extraordinary thing that I fail to find the freeing feeling that running gives me, the burst of energy, the mental high—although quite honestly, a single mile would hardly do that on any ordinary day. I hate the fact that I can’t make a better show of it for this man. Of course, with Benjamin and his red Porsche cruelly goading me from behind, I have good reason for a less than stellar performance. Reaching the cottage is a relief, though I fear that relief will not last long.


  The house is stone, beautiful and old. Vines crawl up one side, the shady side, while the other side is bathed in shadows making the house glow bright in the late afternoon sun. The yellow orb has sunk low in the sky, enough to suggest that we’ve passed by the afternoon and have arrived at evening in this ancient place. I wonder where the hours have gone. I wonder if there’s some sort of magic working in this feral place. The light is deceiving but the smell of the earth and the barnyard are not. They practically knock me down with their heady scents. I’ve never smelled England before, not the countryside, not the earth, and not the air above, that in this evening hour seems to dance with a fairy-like glimmer.


  My musings are brief and too romantic for these circumstances; in fact I need to come back to reality remembering where I am and how I’m dressed, and why I happen to be standing here.


  So many places in this scene draw my eye and invite further inspection, but my attention finally focuses on the barn that sits on the opposite side of the yard, where chickens peck at the dirt and a pair of geese strut like bossy overseers. I hear a lowing cow, the whinny of a horse. The smell of fresh grass in the air. The scent of sweet flowers drifting on a breeze. If I close my eyes I might easily be at home.


  “Ian!” Benjamin shouts, as the car door slams. Seconds later a man emerges from the barn wiping his hands on a rag. This must be Ian.


  He’s older than my master by at least ten years, with a short, stocky body, greying hair, and sharp eyes that dart about suspiciously as he appraises me like he would newly purchased livestock.


  “Better muscles on this one,” is his first comment. Otherwise he doesn’t seem to care much about me.


  “She’ll be with you in the barn for now,” Benjamin tells him. He throws him a set of keys. “Remove the harness and scrub her down before it gets any later. I’ll be out for the inspection when you’re done.” He moves directly toward the house without another word for me and I’m left in the hands of this crusty stranger, my mind reeling from the absurdity of the bizarre moment.


  


  While I stand in the shower pit by the side of the barn, Ian’s calloused hands work me over with soapy water and a rough scrub brush as if I haven’t washed my body in weeks. Not an inch escapes the vigorous cleansing and no orifice is left without his thorough probing. I had not realized how sensitive my skin could be, when just the touch of his fingers makes me jumpy inside. I want to succumb to what is fast becoming a fierce arousal, but this is all so new, and Ian so unfamiliar, that I’m unable to relax for a second and allow my energy to run free.


  After soaping my body, hair and all, he turns on a cold hose to rinse me off with a blast of water. I cover my face with my hands to ward off the stinging explosion, but the rest of me feels the assault like a thousand stinging bees have chosen this one moment to attack all at once. Once that vicious stream of water stops, I stand dripping wet, waiting for what comes next and dearly hoping that there will be something warm to wear at the end of this. The evening brings a chill I won’t be able to shake off without a warm fire and something to protect me from the cold.


  Ian has disappeared into the barn, and I wait so long for his return that I finally fear he won’t come back. But just as I’m about to take off in search of him, he returns with a towel and a blanket.


  “Dry yerself with his,” he thrusts me the towel, then shakes his other hand and the blanket. “You can wrap yourself in this for now. C’mon in, the stove will warm you up until the master gets here.”


  I’m allowed to sit by the woodstove to warm, although the interlude lasts only a couple of minutes. Just as I’m getting some warmth back into my limbs, Ian slips in behind me, grabs the scratchy blanket at the neck and rips it free—not without my tugging it back before I realize what’s he’s doing. I look toward the door and see Benjamin standing there. His once starched white shirt is open at the throat and the sleeves have been rolled up just below his elbows—all very sexy to this submissive female. However, it’s the formidable glare in his eyes that has me quaking as I rise. I’ve not been ordered to, but I sense the command before it blisters the air.


  “Getting soft, are we, Ian?” he speaks to the stableman.


  “The chill in the air, sir. Thought she should warm up a bit before you get on with things.” He explains himself without apologizing, a trait of his straightforward manner I appreciate. It suggests a long and respectful relationship with ‘the master’ and the comfortable informality they share.


  “I’m sure she’s warm enough for now,” the master says. The air grows more prickly with his edgy voice. I become more unnerved.


  Ian wastes no time. Moving directly to me, he shoves me toward an open space just to the side of the fire. Close enough for warmth, I hope. This seems especially important since Benjamin has left the barn door open wide so that the evening chill sweeps in with even the smallest breeze. While I stand immobilized by the sheer weight of the moment, the stableman cuffs my hands, circles my throat with a wide leather collar and raises my hands high above my head where the rings in the cuffs are attached to a two foot long bar dangling from a beam above.


  I always thought I’d lose my nerve, and my arousal would go with it once I actually found myself dangling in bondage. But I confess, I’m wet. Damn, if my sex juice isn’t leaking down my thighs.


  The master circles once, casting his keen eyes on my subtle movements, on body parts, the whole picture when he steps back, and, worst of all, on my own teary eyes. He sees my chin tremble, the childish biting of my lips, the line of sweat that’s formed on the upper one. Why did I ever think the air was cold? Suddenly, I’m burning up.


  After a first rotation, he starts around me again with the same the studious glare. This time he stops behind me and moves in close, grabbing my neck with his left hand, my ass with his right, squeezing fiercely. I jerk up, seething from the sensation of pain. As the hand at my ass makes a slow, deliberate slide down my anal crack, I feel the heat in me build, and my desire soar. I’m panting, trying to keep myself from coming but that becomes more difficult with every breath.


  “You’re about to climax…” he observes.


  “Yes, sir.” My breathy reply is barely above a whisper.


  He gives my rear a good hard smack. “Don’t. Unless you’d like your cunt caught in a chastity trainer.”


  “Sounds odious,” I spit out, realizing too late that I’ve actually voiced my thoughts.


  He laughs darkly. “I’m told it’s like putting electrodes on your clitoris and in your cunny. First sign of arousal, you’ll get a shock that’ll knock the climax right out of you in a second flat.”


  My eyes grow huge. “You wouldn’t, sir!”


  “I would.” He slaps my ass again just to emphasize his point, and that just makes not coming at that moment much more difficult to pull off.


  Control, Marlena, control. It’s my own inner voice of caution reaching out to instill a little self-control. But it isn’t easy restraining a fire as explosive as this one. Deep breaths. Calm your mind. You can do this, Marlena…you can, you will…


  The master’s hand, which slides deeper toward the molten valley, is so close to detonating an orgasm that I bite my lip even harder to feel the pain. Pain seems like the only thing that will stop me from coming. But then Benjamin’s hand draws away and the turbulence subsides—a least for the moment.


  Except for a few brief occasions in the last forty-eight hours, I’ve managed to avoid the intensity of his stare and all that is beautiful and cruel behind it. I can’t do that now. When he moves in front of me, he’s just inches from my body, our eyes less than a foot apart—no escaping his matchless aura, or the vast well of sexual energy that pours from his body into mine. Just his feral look will make me come. I swear it will. My arousal peaks again, urgent, demanding, insistent. Oh please, please! Not now! He’s not even touching me and I’m about to explode. Another deep breath and the immediate crisis passes but that is little relief. He holds the key to my success or failure. It’s on his whim that I’ll be sent over the edge against his direct orders or win a reprieve. Does he know this about me? Does he realize the power he has to control me—to control something as intimate as my orgasm?


  I suspect so.


  Suddenly, he’s touching my face with the tenderness of a father. I shudder and try to avert my eyes.


  “Look at me, Marlena.” His voice is barely above a whisper.


  “I can’t!” I shut my eyes so tight that nothing will make them open.


  “Yes, you can.” He’s being very gentle. Too gentle. Why the hell doesn’t he just whip me. Send on the pain, please!


  “No, I can’t. Not without coming,” my voice rises as the anxiety builds.


  This time his voice is firmer. “Look at me, slave!”


  I do—because a good submissive follows orders—even if it sends another surging spasm through my groin, even if I’m doomed to fail and come without permission.


  With his eyes gazing deeply into mine, Benjamin presses a hand to my belly, the heat of it infecting me in seconds. While I was sure I’d come with even the most meager touch, I find to my surprise that the opposite is true; his firm hand seems to steady me rather than ramp up my arousal. Not that this is not intensely erotic. I feel the slow pulsing of his body through his gently resting palm. I’m momentarily unnerved but then all my frantic concerns seem to fall away as Benjamin’s energy moves into me like a balmy breeze.


  “You’re going to do as you’re told, Marlena,” he speaks in an even voice, with an energy that matches his physical bravado. “You’re not going to come. You’re going to look at me and allow your arousal to simmer beneath the surface as I speak. You know the consequences of failure, and you will not fail.” I’m amazed that he is so sure, when I’m obviously not. But I’ve seemed to tap into a new submissive gene that has me as compliant as the man suggests. “Listen to my voice, Marlena, and don’t miss a word. This is important. You understand?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Good.” Not once do his eyes stray from mine and I dare not glance away. I don’t think I’m even tempted to try. “I’m going to explain exactly how this relationship will work. I know you’ve had conversations with Miriam Peron about the protocol here; I know we’ve exchanged communications about the very same things. But just so there’s no question in your mind what I expect of you, let me make it clear one more time. This is how our arrangement works: For the next three months you will be my slave. My sex slave. My house domestic. A common farm hand—depending on the day, my mood and the need. For all practical purposes, consider yourself owned, as surely as I own this barn and the horses in it, the cow, that woodstove, and every item on this property. Save Ian, of course. When given a command, whether it’s from me or Ian, you will obey it without question. You will do as you’re told without hesitation. You will keep a civil tongue, and you will pour every bit of passion that you’re feeling right now into being a conscientious slave.” I take in every word and my body responds with increasing arousal, and yet, that growing arousal is well-contained by Benjamin’s hand pressed against my belly. “You’re likely to hate a good deal of what I do to you. In fact, you might even hate me long before these three months are over. But, hopefully, there will be more than hate between us; I’d much prefer we exalt in this arrangement not grind it out to the bitter end. However, that said, what you feel and what you think are not of my concern. So, when this gets rough and you’re tempted to walk out—as if that would be possible—you’d better dig in hard and remember you’re a slave, not a free woman. You push at me, I’ll push back. You defy me, you’ll be punished. You challenge me, I’ll meet that challenge with more ammunition than you can fend off.” He pauses, and for a moment our staring eyes connect on an even deeper level. “Am I scaring you?”


  I gulp for air, as if I’ve been holding my breath all this time. Maybe I have. “You have me petrified,” I can barely get the words out.


  “Good. You should be scared. That means the message is sinking in. It’s not one you should take lightly; it’s too crucial to this arrangement to get lost in the midst of your precious fantasies. Be clear on this point. I’ve gone toe to toe with bitches and won handily, so handling a fainting submissive like you won’t be all that hard. Any battles you wage, I will win and you will lose.” His lip curls into a terrifying sneer. “Trust me, if it’s battles you’re after, go right ahead. I’m ready for battle any day. Nothing stirs my sadist more than a petulant and misbehaving slave. And while my better self might hesitate to beat you, the sadist won’t. Where the easygoing Benjamin might bend the rules, the sadist won’t. And in settings like this one, where you willingly give your body over to me, I will rule with an iron fist and the sadist will have plenty of you to enjoy.”


  As he rattles off each declaration, a sensuous darkness emerges from his eyes and seems to grab at me. I feel it in my beating heart, in my throbbing temples and tired eyes, in my clenching gut and spasming sex. He’s all over me like an infestation—of the most virulent kind. I’m eating it up like candy.


  I know he wants me scared and I truly am scared. But on the flipside of fear is the thrill that brought me to this place. Overcome by my emotions, I lurch forward, setting off a noisy clattering of chains above.


  He sneers again, his eyes growing colder still.


  “Let me warn you, while you hang there quaking on your bare feet, while your mind tries to wrap itself around this message, there is nothing you can do to prevent the noxious beast in me from arriving on the scene. You will be taken down to the bare essentials of your driving lust. We’ll see then if you’re really slave material, or just a bored housewife in search of a fantasy. I hope that’s not the case. What a sad waste of time that would be for both of us.”


  His probing eyes continue their reign as his words flow through me. The savage arousal is still with me, stronger than ever, but still contained by the master’s unambiguous orders. That’s not to say it won’t come roaring back with little provocation and turn on me with an unbidden orgasm. But for the moment, I feel reasonably controlled.


  “So, you understand me, slave?”


  “Yes, sir, I do.”


  Suddenly, he’s gone. Stalked off. Conversing on the sidelines with Ian in such low whispers that I can’t make out a single word.


  He returns while I’m restlessly shifting my weight from foot to foot, chains rattling lightly. This time his hand goes straight for my crotch, cupping it in his warm palm.


  I’m fucked. I shudder spontaneously. Knowing the weight of his no coming command is still bearing down on me, I try to hold myself in check as the glut of sexual feelings rages to life like an unruly bear.


  “You’re struggling with yourself, aren’t you?”


  “Yes, sir, I am.”


  “But no coming. You think you can hold on?” He asks the question with a sneering smile. I was confident moments ago, but I’m not so certain now.


  “Oh, sir, I’m not sire I can…” I shake my head.


  “Well then, make sure.”


  “But I’m so aroused…”


  “So what if you’re aroused. You’re supposed to be. But you’re a slave. You don’t come without permission. That should be perfectly clear now or was my last speech a waste of time?” He crushes my sex in his grabbing hand and jerks it hard. Again, I’m thankful for the pain.


  “No, sir, it wasn’t wasted. I understand your order.”


  “And you’re going to obey that order, even when I make you miserable doing so.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  Once his fist eases its grip, his fingers move adroitly over the sensitive flesh setting off small spasms that I don’t believe he can sense—at least I hope not. The torment continues, and as it does, all the arousal that was stuck on hold for so many minutes, leaps forward once again and I come dangerously close to giving up…


  I close my eyes, as if that will actually help.


  But suddenly, Benjamin’s hand is at the back of my neck. “Did I tell you to close your eyes?”


  “No, sir.”


  “Then don’t.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Feel the arousal, but don’t come. Don’t clamp down. Don’t send it away. Let it roil through you, let it grow in strength. Let the brilliance build…”


  His words are passionate and driven. I react to them, wanting to please him, wanting to get this right, to not failalthough it’s by a thin thread I’m holding on and not careening into convulsive spasms.


  His caressing hand massages my breasts, then drops low to slide along my belly as it returns to my crotch and he cups my pubis again. “Very good, slave,” he whispers his approval. “See? And you thought you had no control…” The deft movements of his massaging fingers generate heat that travels outward from that fiery place between my legs. I’m submerged in that fire, containing it at the same time, and even surprised that I’m actually holding back without willing the arousal away. As before, the man’s command is the key to this small victory.


  But when his two fingers are in my pussy, and his thumb sits firmly atop my swollen clit, I buckle from the instant of pleasure. I’m fucked for sure!


  “Oh, my god,” I gaspI don’t dare sputter another I can’tbut it is exactly what I’m thinking as a strong orgasm begins to peak. This is too muchwith his fingers and thumb on sweet spots that aren’t easily controlled. I’ll never hold out. Never. I’m reduced to begging for release. “Please, sir, may I—”


  “No, you may not come!” he jumps on me hard, shaking my crotch as he does, which only makes the sensations more strident. “Look at me,” he orders.


  I do. All I see is his eyes and his stern expression. The virility. The sexual power. The compassion, the authority, the lust I want from him, all there. He draws me in and I am his. I’ve already yielded to these brief stare downs, but they were nothing like this. Nothing as intimate as this remarkable moment.


  He begins to pleasure my pussy and my clit with his skillful caress, with pinches and soft slaps, tugging on my labia, and then a sudden, urgent fucking. As if he expects his entire hand to fit inside me, he plunges in with at least three fingers inserted deeply in my vagina. Meanwhile his thumb is rubbing my swollen clit so I can hardly bear another stroke. Any other day, I’d never be able to hold back the rush of energy that rises, but today, for this one moment, I can. Something bigger than me is in charge. Whether it’s Benjamin’s imperative or my inner determination, I can’t clearly say, and even though I want to come, though my body begs for it, I know I can’t now, I won’t.


  He strains me to the breaking point.


  “That’s it, you’re doing finekeep on…”


  I keep on. In a moment of frustration I stamp my feet and violently shake my head.


  Suddenly, it’s: “Lena, stop!” firing off like a clap of thunder.


  I stop. It’s his words again and the commanding tone, and his eyes, his darkly threatening eyes. “You don’t want to fail me.”


  “No, I don’t want to fail you!”


  For a moment he says nothing. The silence between us builds in intensity. Chains rattle above. Our feet shuffle on the old boards. A horse snorts from somewhere in the barn. The watching Ian stands on the sidelines, arms crossed over his chest.


  “All right then, slave,” the master’s voice rises again, firm and commanding, “go ahead…let yourself feel pleasured. I might even let you come.” His fingers work vigorously, massaging my g-spot until I want to scream. His thumb on my clitoris practically burns my skin. While he proceeds with utter certainty of my success, I’m a basket case of desperation.


  “You feel it build?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “And you want to come?”


  “Oh, yes, sir, please!”


  “But only on my command.”


  “Yes, only on your command.”


  Again he makes me wait. The seconds are too long in passing. Finally, he gives the command I’m after with a chuckling snicker. “Give me your climax, slave girl. Come now.”


  The words are hardly out of his mouth….


  My mind loses all control and I let the climax rip from my cunt, from my clit, from my throat as I shout, even from the top of head as the tingling sensation of orgasm rises upward from my crotch. The glorious feeling doesn’t quit for a long while. For a long time I writhe in anguish, shaking the chains above me and groaning fiercely with each new spasm that takes me to another shuddering peak. “Yes, yes yessssssss….” I hear myself hissing and seething. When I buckle over, I’m jerked back by my cuffed wrists.


  In time, I realize that the master’s hand is calm as it rests against my pubic mound, just as it did before. No playing fingers, no deft moments, just the steadying presence of his energy settling me down, drawing me back to my body, to the watching Ian, to this little barn in England with its horses and cow and the smells of the barnyard permeating my senses. My weary mind returns as well.


  The depth of compassion I see in Benjamin’s eyes nearly stuns me for a moment when our eyes meet again. But that moment is quickly over. He steps away and is gone. I see him retreat, and a wave of grief passes over me. After this first big test of my submission, it’s good to know that I’m still longing for more.


  


  I sit on a stump before the old wooden stove taking in the heat and allowing it to cure me of the chill that rushed in as soon as the master left. I clutch the blanket Ian gave me, not so much because I need it to ward off the cold, but it gives me some semblance of modesty in this immodest place.


  Ian joins me some minutes later carrying two plates of food. One he sets on the ground for me, the other he’ll eat himself. He takes the old chair, a creaky one with a high back and peeling paint. There’s a small footstool where he rests his feet. He owns this barn, I suspect, owns it in the sense that this is the place he works and lives and calls home. And me? I’m just an interloper in his small kingdom, something to deal with, to wash and feed and put to bed like he would any of the other creatures he tends.


  Maybe he’ll use me for sex too. I wouldn’t mind that.


  I watch him eat from the plate and drink beer from a crude mug, my eye following every draught he takes. What I wouldn’t give for a beer of my own right now, but my longing look does nothing to persuade the man. He peers at me off and on, then finally says, as if I need the explanation. “You eat from the plate, on the ground. Until the master says otherwise, you’re nothing but another animal to care for.”


  My mind plays back that word ‘animal’ with a subtle shudder, though it’s hardly as offensive as I would have expected. Something has shifted in me. I’m still not sure what has happened to this demure school teacher from the States, but she’s little more than a faint memory to me now. Her reactions and reflexes seem barely noticeable and the slave who replaces her I’m just beginning to know.


  


  ***


  


  Journal


  Subject: Marlena Lucci


  Occasion: Inspection in the barn


  I’ve already had Ian suggesting that I was too softNo whip, sir? as if he’s mortified, like I won’t be beating her plenty before the summer is over. No, this inspection covered all the important matters I’m concerned with. And I can see that her head space has already changed. She’s not going to fight the idea of slavery, not too much, anyway. And sex won’t be a problem. That’s easy enough. What happened today was a good challenge for her. Good that she won—I wouldn’t have wanted to get rough with her so soonThe training will take care of itself once it’s underway. Once she’s rolling in mud and muck, tired to the bone and dragging her feet just to reach the end of her day, she’ll be ready for a good fight, and the punishment that Ian’s waiting for. I’m itching for that toomarking herputting her in tearsseeing the way the whip dances along her body and how she reacts.


  She’s muscled. Takes care of herself. This is good. Better than most.


  But I’m tired tonight. Need to sleep.


  And a reminderShe’ll have Tessa’s garden party on the weekend to shake her up. Need to call Tessa to confirm.




  Chapter Six


  


  I wake, jerking upright in a second, my face cold and wet.


  “You don’t hear me the first time when I call you, a glass of water does the trick every time.” Ian greets my grumbling frown with a grim smile.


  I jump to my feet, only to have him grabbing my hair and yanking me toward a row of bridles and harnesses lining one of the barn’s walls. I see my own harness amongst the rest. A quick reminder. I am just another animal to him. Would Benjamin think that too?


  As expected, Ian plucks from the wall the maze of leather straps and chains that I wore underneath my clothes when I arrived. He fiddles with the thing a moment, then bends down with the contraption open, allowing my legs to slip into the appropriate holes. As he rises, the straps move into place around my hips and waist, then he continues until the shoulder and breast portions are tight. Finally, he locks each of the nearly invisible locks and, once again, I’m locked in my leather prison. For an instant, I feel nothing but hatred toward the vicious garment, but as I feel its snug fit tugging on my body, the warmth in me grows and I can genuinely say I welcome my pleasured response.


  “Normally you’ll be sleeping in it too,” Ian informs me. “But the master was feeling unusually kind last night.”


  I don’t know whether his statement warrants an answer, so I say nothing. But the idea that Benjamin was ‘unusually kind’ does tend to make me a little jittery. I didn’t find last night’s inspection ‘kind’ at all—although it had a pretty amazing finish, one I’m still trying to understand. I’d do a lot better if I could sip a mug of steaming coffee while I ponder the meaning of each subtle and spectacular shift in that long drama, but a slave can hardly expect that kind of luxury.


  “You’re lucky to have the rings done before you got here,” Ian continues to comment, as he drops to his knees between my open thighs. “You’d be damned sore if the master had waited to pierce you when you got here.” Up until that moment the purpose of the rings was lost on me, but I get a strong feeling that I’m about to find out why they were so important. I flash back to the medical room in Miriam’s house, to my bare shaved pubis and my spread legs, all trembling and nervous as she zeroed in on me with her diabolical needles. I swear she was getting off! My domme friend loved every second of that piercing—and I guess I did too.


  I cringe as Ian begins to tug at the rings. The dang little things sometimes get all twisted up in my panties—though there are no panties to complicate the issue. He starts fiddling and I’m getting all edgya little tug herea little pain there. Suddenly, he announces dispassionately: “There. Done. Easier than I thought.”


  “What’s done?”


  “Bigger rings.” Yes, the rings do feel heavier than the others, and I’m wondering how they look. “For the plowing harness,” he adds.


  “Plowing harness?”


  He snickersthe first sign of emotion so far. “Yep. You’ll be plowing the garden. Got a lot to do in the garden in the next couple days. The rains, warm days, weeds’ll take over if we don’t get it done.”


  He attaches several new leather pieces to the harness from behind, then swaths the outside of my shaved vulva with a thick clear ointment.


  “Do you mind if I ask what that’s for?”


  “You’ll know soon enough.”


  Obviously, he’s not going to tell me.


  He moves on, attaching an inch and a half wide leather strap to the rear of the harness, then passes it between my legs, threading it through the aft and forward rings as he does. He finally brings it forward and buckles it into the waistband in front. The strap does not fit snugly to my crotch, rather it’s loose enough so that it will chafe when I walk—making the purpose of the ointment clear. Once he’s finished, he tugs on the harness from behind, testing the new pieces. Seemingly pleased with the results, he pulls something from the wall of horse tack that makes me shrivel inside when I realize what it is.


  Adds new meaning to the term animalwhich I have obviously become in my slave life.


  He buckles on a leather collar with fittings that attach to the upper portion of the harness, then shoves a bit in my mouth, fitting the bridle over my head until it settles in place and he locks the device from behind.


  Everything he does diminishes me. I’m beginning to feel as if I’m in a quirky amusement park, on the downward slide of an enormous rollercoaster. I wonder if I’ll ever surface again from this craziness. I should be horrified, and at some level, I’m sure I am, but on a deeper level I’m feeling intensely aroused having myself stripped of everything that makes me human and reduced to this freakish nightmare.


  Ian steps away, searching for something, and returns with a pair of tall leather boots and thick socks. “You can put these on yourself,” he says, then backs away to watch me slide my feet into the socks and then pull on the boots. They reach nearly to my knees.


  “We’ll get you hooked up now for practice in the paddock,” he continues, “then it will be out to the fields with you if the master thinks you’re ready. For the first few passes, I imagine he’ll want to observe. Although he might take up the reins himself.


  This is all the information that I need to have my heart palpitating and my brow in a sweat. The scent of my rising pheromones reminds me of the beast I have become. You would think after the magnificent orgasm last night that I would have had enough for awhile. But my new life doesn’t work that way. My humiliation only breeds more arousal; it’s almost painful to me now. I’m back in the same desperate straights I was before Benjamin calmed the wild uproar with the palm of his hand. Now, there’s nothing to calm me, but with my task so new, and me so terribly nervous, the arousal sits off to the sidelines momentarily on hold as Ian leads me through my first tentative steps as a human pony.


  In the paddock, my harness is hooked to the plow and for what must be nearly a half hour, I trudge around the ring with Ian, whip in hand, urging me on until I reach a slow but steady pace that pleases him. I’m aware of the strangely stimulating feelings in my crotch—the lubricant, perhaps? Maybe it’s just the friction. Either way, I’m much too preoccupied with other matters to pay attention to what’s happening between my legs. I’m so focused on every instruction Ian shouts out—getting one foot in front of the next as I haul the heavy plow behind me—that for several minutes I fail to realize that Benjamin has joined us, that he’s standing by the paddock fence appraising me with a careful eye. He’s dressed in work clothes, jeans and a simple brown shirt, open throat and rolled up sleeves, just as he was last night. I’m so startled by his presence, so unnerved that I stumble—just the second time today. I’m nearly in the dirt when Ian’s quick hand reaches out and rescues me from the awkward fall.


  “Sorry.”


  He grunts then steps back, flicking his buggy whip at my shoulder to get me moving again.


  I continue forward, concentrating carefully on every step to avoid another blunder. I’m painfully aware of Benjamin’s eyes. All that staring confrontation last night comes easily to mind, putting me back in the same mindset of surrender I was then. The erotic tingle in my belly rises fast. But at the same time, I’m appalled by what I am, how the master sees me in this strange get-up, and I can’t stop myself from blushing when my eyes chance to meet his gaze. Thankfully, I’ve not been ordered to stare at him as we did before and I quickly look away.


  After another pass around the paddock, Ian stops us directly in front of where the master is standing.


  “She’s stronger than she looks,” Ian points out. “She’s managed to pull this thing with all the extra weight, I should think once the plow is actually in the ground we might get something done.”


  “Good. I was right then.”


  “You were this time.”


  “Then let’s take her out to the garden.”


  Extra weight? It takes a moment to compute what they’ve done. They added extra weight just to test me? What the hell do they think I am! I squash that rebellious thoughtor maybe it just shifts to the edges of my consciousness along with the burning arousal in my crotch. There’s so much emotion running through me that I’m beginning to worryabout losing it, about breaking down, running off, crying, screaming, raising a fit—not all that unusual for me when I’m really under pressure. Determined not fail this test, I bear down and focus my concentration on plodding forward. I’m fairly sure that the extra weight remains because the going is just as rough as it was before. I may feel like an old plug horse, but we manage to make our way to the main garden, with Ian flicking my back at intervals as he would a plodding horse.


  My first glance at the garden alarms me. Stretching before me is a broad expanse of earth at least three times the size of my garden at home. There are rows and rows of vegetables moving down the slow curve of the hillside. Not far in the distance is a line of trees, and what appears to be a fence beyond the meadow that separates the garden from the woods. I’m boggled by what I seeand I’m to till this, when he probably has a good horse inside the stable that could do this far better than me? Ah yes, I’m not in Kansas anymore. I flash back to Miriam’s warning. I’m in England. I’m a gentleman’s slave. And this is what I’ll do for him because I’m the good, strong, hardworking female he demanded. I have a lot to prove, not just to Benjamin and the stableman, but to myself.


  This is a strange reality. But then, all this was disclosed in advance, if I recall correctly, spelled out right there in the fine print of Benjamin Lyons’ on-line profile. The master I’ve chosen likes seeing his sub females plowing the garden in pony gear. I wonder if I would have been doing this if I’d arrived on a cold spring day?


  The whip reaches out and lashes me hard across the shoulders. I look back, seeing Benjamin with the reins and whip. The shudder of fright and excitement that bursts through me is nearly orgasmic—as aroused as I am, I’m not sure anymore what qualifies as a real orgasm and what is the body’s natural foreplay. I’m counting on the master not seeing how I quake at the sight of him behind me, and so I quickly turn back and plod forward as I’ve been doing for nearly an hour. I’m almost shocked to find that the plow is not as ponderous as it was earlier—the weights must have been removed. But again, I feel the lash jerk me back to the task.


  “Maybe more practice with the extra weight,” he shouts at me, frustrated by my slow progress. I try to pick up speed, and am apparently successful enough not to warrant more weight or the stinging leather. The whip is not painful in the way I expect it to be—at least it’s a sensation I can stand—but it is effective in reminding me that I’ve been turned into a lowly beast.


  I do well for my first pass down the long garden row, then make the turn at the bottom successfully and press on. On occasion, I look back enough to see the furrows and the upturned weeds in my wake, though I don’t dare look at the master’s face.


  I think practically, as a gardener would, and get lost in this huge garden of plants growing robust and healthy on this sloping hillside. I smell the dirt—a better incense than any concoction of herbs. I almost wish I could do this barefoot, that I could sink my feet in the dark loamy soil and feel it clinging to my skin. Even without that, the waves of energy that rise up through my legs give my body the same deep satisfaction that I feel when I’m in my garden at home. And that dark masculine presence that inspires my submission is here now, in this garden, not in a phantom form, but in the form of the man who’s steering the plow behind me.


  That singular thought literally throws me off balance. Maybe there’s a rock that shifts my balance or a misstep on uneven ground. Whatever the cause, suddenly, I’m on the ground, the plow twisted behind me as I fall into an exhausted stupor against the damp earth. When I open my eyes, Ian is on my right side, the master on the left, both staring down at me.


  “You all right?” Benjamin asks


  I think a moment, feel for all the pertinent parts, check for pain. There’s no damage to report. Even when I move, there’s hardly a twinge, maybe in my left ankle, but it’s not much.


  “I’m fine, sir. I’m sorry, I lost my balance.”


  “You lost your concentration, slave,” the master bites off tersely. His look has gone from concern to irritation. But reaching down, he carefully pulls me to my feet, then orders me to take a few steps to test my feet and legs.


  He studies my movements carefully. “Any pain?”


  “No, sir.”


  “None? Don’t be coy about it.”


  “No, sir…well, perhaps a twinge in the ankle, but it’s nothing really. In fact, I’ve pretty much walked it off.”


  He studies me a moment more then says: “Good, let’s finish the row.”


  I continue forward in the same even but meager pace. The master’s lash comes crashing down against my back several times urging me to pick up speed. At one point, he drops his aim and gives my ass a nasty crack. That one practically sends me to the ground again, but I quickly right myself. With each strike of the whip, I feel another wave of humiliation, another wave of shame, another spike in my arousal, leading to another orgasmic clenching of my belly.


  My steps aren’t as sure now. Maybe the ground in this part of the garden is more irregular than the first row. Or maybe it’s me. I know I need to concentrate, but I find my mind lagging behind my will. My tired body has begun to resent each step. While I am in good shape, the workout is far more strenuous than what I’m used to. The strain is agonizing and though I manage to get to the end of the row, it doesn’t happen without a few more stumbles—none, however, that put me on the ground. Even so, I sense the master’s impatience as he steers the plow behind me.


  When at last the row is done, he unhooks the plow from the harness. “To the barn, slave. Now!” I get my first real glimpse of him since my inelegant tumble. His eyes have lowered to a menacing glare.


  The displeasure is written all over his face, in his body language and in the cold snap of his voice. This too arouses me. The submissive female in me has longed for the kind of hard reprimand that I feel from him. I need to be taken down this way. How many long nights have I suffered in bed, masturbating to the righteous indignation of a dominant man like the master. I’ve felt the reprimand, the chastisement, heard the scolding, the dress-downing, psychically felt the physical punishments I’ve earned. I’ve used that shamed energy to fuel the best orgasms I’ve ever had in my nighttime masturbations, but those experiences were only creations of my inner mind. I have an uncanny ability to put myself in the middle of these fantasy scenes and make them feel real. But now that reality has caught up with my fantasy life, I’m terrified.


  I move to the barn as quickly as I can, though I nearly stumble again when I suddenly realize that I’m no longer hauling the heavy plow. The master is ten paces behind me with his savage energy pushing me forward. I don’t dare slow down until I reach the barn, and when I get there, Ian meets me, motioning me toward him.


  “Don’t!” The master’s crisp command immediately stops Ian from removing the bridle.


  The stableman looks up, questioningly.


  “She’ll suffer with it on today—at least until we’re finished here. Perhaps it will remind her who she is.” He seems terribly disappointed, which makes me terribly disappointed that my first assignment has come to this. Have I failed so miserably? Can I be blamed for one measly misstep? Is there no mercy for the horrific ache I’m feeling? No brownie points for a good effort? Or, perhaps this is all just a drama to fire-up the master and give him a good excuse to whip me. He doesn’t need an excuse, my being a slave is excuse enough, but maybe this is just part of his game.


  “You want me to string her up?” Ian calls to him.


  “Better you bind her over a couple bales of straw. I don’t want her flailing around like a puppet until we know for sure about that ankle. But it’s time she feels what it’s like to be punished for poor performance.”


  I’m stung by the barb, diminished again. But there’s no time for wallowing in my failure. With a calloused hand, Ian pushes me into a corner of the barn, then over bales of straw that were obviously placed there specifically for this purpose. He ties each limb, each wrist and leg, with rope he attaches to some hidden ring or eyehook in the barn’s walls and floor. What I hadn’t seen before but am seeing now are dozens of places where an animal or slave can be tethered, a chilling discovery.


  I think it’s just Ian and me in the cozy corner, then suddenly, the master rushes in, a hand grabbing for my hair and pulling my head back so he can see my bridled face.


  “There’s nothing you could have done to make this a success,” he takes some pleasure in telling me this. “You were doomed to fail. I saw to that. The heavy weight on the plow was bound to take you down, and it did.” He snickers almost evilly. “Not as good as you thought you’d be?” His amusement continues. “Just couldn’t get perfect, could you?” Even if I didn’t have a bit in my mouth, I wouldn’t know what to say, which is one saving grace to this awful ache in my jaw. “Of course you plan to be a perfect slave. Isn’t that right, Marlena?”


  I look at him frantically.


  “Speak, slave. It’s not impossible.” He shakes my head for emphasis.


  “I vwant to preese you, suh.” It’s the best I can do.


  He hears the gist of my reply. “Right. And pleasing me means taking beatings whether you’ve earned them or not. You need to be beaten. You’re thinking too much. Too much in your head. You’ll do better when your mind’s vacant, and the American housewife actually becomes a bonafide slave. You’re not there now, but you will be.”


  He lets go my hair and backs off. I see him stride toward the wall from which he pulls down a leather lash. It’s not long, maybe three feet; not wide, maybe an inch. I can’t imagine that it’ll hurt much.


  But I’m quickly proven wrong.


  In the master’s hand, the leather strap is vicious. With the first strike the pain is brilliant, overwhelming my senses with a single strike. I twist reflexively, which puts his next strike against the side of my hip, the end wrapping around it and stinging the inside of my thigh.


  I howl, writhing crazily, only to have another nasty cut wrap my hip and bite my cunt.


  “You’d better stay still or you’re in for one hell of a hard time,” he warns. He punctuates his message with another rude smack. I get the message. I stay in place and don’t move beyond a twitch, which means through most of the beating the lash lands squarely on my bottom—or across my out-stretched shoulders. In either place, the sting is miserable. Soon as one cut lands he gears up for the next. Each strike is powered by the master’s strength, and what I come to realize is the sadistic streak I’ve been warned about. That truth explodes in my mind and has a strange power to alter the pain into something I can manage. Maybe I’m just getting used to it; maybe he eases some; maybe I’m numb. I don’t have answers. But I do understand that if I’m to survive for three months as his slave, I’d better find some way to enjoy these moments because I’m sure there’ll be many more.


  This little knowledge goes a long way. I’m guessing that the masochist in me kicks in. The pain soon shifts: it’s not so brutal; neither is it as cruel or savage, and as I breathe deeply, I soon realize that behind each cut is something intensely erotic, part of the shift, too. By the time my ordeal is over, my pussy is rubbing wantingly against the scratchy straw and a strong climax threatens to tear through me. If only the master would continue another minute or so I could find the bliss my body desires.


  But then he stops me cold with a blistering, “Don’t you dare come, slave!”


  The order stills my body. In fact, I hold my breath, afraid. I’d give anything if he would touch me, if he’d lay his palm against my skin as he did yesterday and I could feel that comforting warmth again.


  But he strides off, returning the lash to its hook on the wall. “Let her rest here an hour, then feed her, hose her down and put her back to work. There should be plenty of shit to shovel and weeds to pull in the flower garden.” It looks as if he’s about to leave, but then there’s one more thing. “Until I say otherwise, I want her in the chastity belt. She doesn’t need to come. The usual protocol.” Then he’s gone.


  


  The hour spent tethered to the bales of straw ticks slowly by. When Ian finally releases me, every bit of skin that’s touched the rough straw is so prickly that I itch all over and can barely stand myself. Getting out of the harness and bridle are torture, and when my feet begin to dance beneath me as Ian carefully releases each lock, he brings me up short with a cruel smack across my ass. Delivered overtop the master’s bruising lashes, that smack packs quite a wallop.


  “Ya don’t stop your dancing, I’ll take the paddle to your ass. You want that?” He delivers another stinging strike.


  “No, sir!”


  “And don’t be calling me sir. I’m not your ‘sir’; the man in the house is, not me. I’m just Ian. You may start to think I’m as bad as the master, and you know what? I am. Just something more to deal with. Two bad ass bastards for the price a one.”


  When he finishes with the harness, I’m washed downthen led to the feed trough, as Ian calls it. I stare at the thing hardly believing what I see. In the back of my mind, I hear Miriam’s voice once more reminding me that I asked for this. This specifically? I don’t think so. But it’s a reality I’ll deal with. Two stainless steel bowls are set side by side in a crude wooden frame. One bowl holds water, the other contains what looks like table scraps; scrambled eggs and hunks of toast. It’s all cold by the time I take a bite, and not very appetizing, but I eat enough to fill the hole in my stomach and leave the rest. While lapping water from the dish like a dog, I brave my slow descent into slavery with a degree of resignation I expect, at the same time find increasingly amazing. I’d have never thought this yesterday, but there’s something curiously satisfying being reduced this way. Humiliation, like everything else about this demeaning treatment, is a drug my body seems to feast on.


  When the meal is over, I rise to my feet and Ian dresses me in the harness; he thankfully leaves the bridle hanging on the wall. That won’t last forever, I’m sure. I imagine I’ll be bridled for long hours while I’m here if I’m to till that entire garden. However, even without the bit between my teeth, I can feel the tug against my mouth and the soreness at the corners where it rubbed. What I wouldn’t give for a little cream to soothe the skin.


  The chastity belt the master ordered is much as I’d expect. It’s basically a leather panty that locks neatly into the harness and keeps my privates completely unavailable to the touch.


  “What if I have to peeor you know?”


  “Shit? What if you have to take a shit?” Ian comes right back.


  “Yes…?”


  “Tell me. Otherwise, you either hold it or shit and piss all over yourself.”


  Ian only chuckles with amusement as he sees my consternated look.


  “You think he’ll have me in this long?” I dare ask.


  He shakes his head and walks away. He’s already given me my orders. Clean out the stalls, lay down new straw, then weed the flower garden, which unlike the vegetable garden I’ll do on hands and knees.


  I’ll have plenty to do.


  


  ***


  


  Journal


  Subject: Marlena Lucci


  Occasion: Plow Training, first session


  It’s been too long since I’ve lashed a woman’s back like I did today. I should remind myself to find a bottom to beat more often. It invigorates me. She invigorates me. Weird. I’m not certain why this one affects me as she does. Beyond the physical appeal, which is striking, I must say, I see a novice who could prove interesting before these three months are over. I’m not betting she’ll last—maybe if she can get beyond the first few weeks, but I have my doubts. Frankly, I hope this does work out. I don’t like these arrangements to fail. No one feels good about that. However, I won’t tolerate the turmoil I feel from her. She’ll have to settle down, tuck all that angst away.


  My first impressions of this slave—she’s well-meaning, but inexperienced. I doubt she has an honest fix on her own sexual needs. Given what I’ve seen, it’s my intention to give her hell these first weeks, blow her out if it comes to that, see if she’s worth the rest of my summer.


  Todaythe plowing, she was extraordinary, missteps foibles and all. Far better than the last little tart Miriam sent my way. And what a sweet and willing slut she isif she only knew how much of one. I have my hopes for her, but then I’ve been sadly disappointed before, so I’m not about to count on anything.




  Chapter Seven


  


  I work my butt off. The physical labor is intense, more grueling than I ever dreamed possible—not that I was dreaming about slave labor when I signed on for this arrangement. I can hear Miriam’s ‘I told you so’ now. ButI’m not giving up. I’m not! And he will not break me, even though the master seems determined to try.


  It’s been five days now. Each morning I plow until I simply can’t take another step. Usually it’s Ian behind the plow steering, although every day the master shows up to observe. Just the sight of him unnerves me. My lust goes crazy and I feel a determined ache in my heart, as if I expect something from him that I know he’s not prepared to give. I may have erred in choosing a man whose physical appearance alone exudes qualities that make me weak with longing. I become defenseless in his presence, exposed and inadequate. I’m suddenly vulnerable to a man who is unlikely to reciprocate with a similar compulsion.


  Yesterday, he took the reins again, and punished me through an entire three rows—the most I’ve done in any given day. Plowing is a completely different experience when it’s the master striding behind me. I felt triumphant when we were finished, and detected enough of a pleased glimmer in the man’s eye to send my arousal right past my fatigue and on to dangerous fantasies that have been rattling around my head since I first laid eyes on the man. Miriam cautioned me about this, but I seem to have very little control over these romantic musings. Maybe if I shun them enough they’ll go away.


  Ian, on the other hand, treats me as he would any other farm animal—almost tenderly when he’s taking care of me; and brutal when he lashes me if I move too slowly. He’s consistent to a fault, never veering in emotion. However, while most of the time, I’m just another animal in his barnyard, he’ll occasionally spout out something about the garden or the weather or the animals, knowing full well that I’m human enough to understand every word. I gather he appreciates my company. For a crotchety stableman, he can actually be rather sweet.


  So far, my life in England is simple, well ordered and not particularly sexual—at least in a practical way. I may remain in the chastity belt most of my day, but that does not stop me from feeling the sexuality that springs naturally from my subservient position. At least with no way to pleasure myself, the simmering arousal will get no added stimulation from me, and I won’t need to worry about the master’s edict about not coming without permission.


  So far, I’ve managed my bodily functions well, and thankfully, Ian has no need to see me soiling the confining leather panty. He takes care of my bathroom requests without argument and removes the belt with a quick turn of the lock. Eating is another matter. I need plenty to keep my body functioning at this high level of activity, but while there is always enough in my dish to satisfy my hunger, I find it difficult eating from the trough and rarely consume but half of what’s there.


  Once I’ve eaten the midday meal and had an hour’s rest, there are the other chores: shoveling shit, weeding, tending the animals. Much of what I do in the afternoons is actually pleasant, although every day I deal with sore shoulders and tired legs and a physical weariness that becomes all-consuming. In time, in time I’ll adjust, I tell myself.


  


  It’s the sixth day. Today the master didn’t show up for the morning plowing, but I find him waiting in the barn when Ian and I return from the garden. He watches closely as Ian removes the harness, the bridle and the boots, then hoses me down outside, and pats me dry. He’s there to see the stableman rub my body with a thick cream that smells a good deal like the liniment I have at home. The stench is the same and the warming effect is one small thing about my life that I look forward to. Once I’m sufficiently cleaned up, Ian dresses me again in the harness and locks on the chastity device. My nerves are prickly, agitated. I can barely stand the master’s eyes as he looks on.


  He watches me eat, studies the way I drink, and once I’m finished, dismissed by Ian to do the rest of my chores, he leaves the barn without saying a word. All I can think of as I do my afternoon chores is Benjamin Lyons and the glacial glare of his mesmerizing eyes. I’d give anything for the chance to stare into their depths the way I did on the night I arrived at the cottage. The extraordinary eroticism that passed between us still haunts me. But since that day, he’s not touched me in an intimate way, and any sexual feelings are ones that spontaneously arise from my urgent need.


  


  ***


  


  On the eighth morning, which I believe is a Saturday, the master arrives at the barn and awakens me with a hand shaking my shoulder.


  I look up through bleary eyes, thinking it’s Ian, surprised to see Benjamin staring down at me. “Sir?” I sit up directly.


  “On your feet!” He rattles off the stern command and I’m on my feet in an instant. I’m surprised again when he begins to remove the harness I’ve worn all night. With a few clicks of the locks, the harness straps give way. The chastity belt drops too, then the master sends me off to the slave latrine just outside the rear barn door. I do my morning business quickly and return.


  “You’ll have a break from the plow today,” he informs me. Then, he shoves me toward the barn door and on to the house. Not once have I seen the interior of the quaint cottage, and I don’t get much chance to inspect the master’s home now. I catch a glimpse of the old plank floor and the ageing walls. The cottage reveals the rustic elegance I’ve been picturing in my mind since ‘country cottage’ first caught my eye in Benjamin Lyons’ profile. But before I can take in any further details, he shoos me down a corridor and into a washroom.


  “Take a shower, wash your hair and put on some make-up. You should find some suitable in the cabinet beside the sink. Feel human for a few hours, Mrs. Lucci. This will be a rare opportunity. There’s a dress for you on the back of the door that should fit. You’ll find shoes and jewelry as well. You have a good hour before we leave, so take your time.” He turns to leave.


  “And if I’m done before the hour is up?” I ask.


  The question takes him off guard, and he ventures a smile. “I should be in the sitting room. Look for me there.”


  My hour in the washroom should feel like heaven, but I’m so nervous about what comes next that I’m too jittery to enjoy a luxury I’ve not had in a week. I say luxury—compared to being hosed down and scrubbed by a man’s calloused hands this is luxurious—however, the washroom has few amenities to make the experience a real treat. Still, there is scented soap and hot water and a big fluffy towel to dry myself when I finally exit the shower dripping wet. I managed to shave my armpits and pubic mound clean of the stubble that’s grown over the last week. But with little room to maneuver in the boxy shower, I shave my legs while sitting on a stool. There’s scented cream to soothe away the dry spots on my skin, and a decent tasting toothpaste. The stuff that Ian gives me tastes nasty.


  My hair feels like silk, and the sweet scents in the air make me feel like a woman again.


  The dress the master has hung for me behind the door is a beautiful blue-green, another simple sheath, though this one has a low bodice, and when I bend over, anyone looking can see right down the dress to my bare breasts and cleanly shaved sex. A pair of blue and white pumps sit on the floor below. I find a pair of matching earrings on the table beside the sink.


  Staring in the mirror, I hardly recognize myself. I haven’t seen my face in eight days, and I’m surprised to find a woman far more relaxed and lovely than I expected. The physical weariness that has been a constant since I first began plowing the garden appears nowhere on my face—not in my eyes or brow or on my lips. There’s a depth to my expression that I’ve never seen before. Do I understand this? No. I wish I’d taken a glimpse in the mirror before I showered, when I was still the earthy savage from the barn, but I was too scared for that.


  I pace the washroom floor for a minute or two, nervous, wondering if my hour is up. What the simple washroom lacks in luxury, it makes up for in size. There’s plenty of room to pace, plenty of space to gather my wits before I walk out the door. Only now do questions surface about where we’re going for the afternoon, and what we’ll be doing. I’m not particularly anxious about this. Eight days under the master’s rule has taught me that I’ll know all I need to know when the time’s right. Slaves have no need to worry.


  Finally gathering up my courage, I exit the washroom, and immediately spot the master at the opposite end of the corridor near the door.


  He looks at me, not with a smile exactly, his lips don’t turn up at the corners; he’s not the kind of man to grin broadly. But there is a gentleness in his expression and a look of pleasure on his face that immediately makes me self-conscious.


  “What is the expression?” he says, “You clean up well? I’d almost forgotten what a lovely woman you are to look at.”


  Stunned by the compliment, I mumble something that I honestly can’t remember once it’s left my lips. I’m still too shaken by this flattery.


  


  The master and I sit side by side in the red Porsche as we wind our way through the pretty countryside. The sun is warm, the air breezy. The landscape seems to stand out almost surreal in contrast to the deep blue sky above. June couldn’t be any lovelier than this. We’re both lost in our thoughts, and there’s little conversation, until we finally veer off the main road and onto what I gather is the drive leading into an estate. I believe the marker at the driveway entrance indicated that fact, but it rushed by too fast for me to read the attached plaque.


  Once we round a corner that circles a stand of tall trees, I spot a palatial mansion before my eyes. It takes my breath away, and I jerk a little, gasping to myself.


  “Spectacular, isn’t it?” Benjamin acknowledges my surprise.


  “It is.”


  “My friend Tessa is having a garden party this afternoon. You’ll be serving.”


  I suck it in, breathing through my disappointment. It was wrong of me to assume that this journey was just a Saturday afternoon ride in the country, and the idea of ‘serving’ at a garden party has me immediately undone.


  We stop at the top of the circle drive in front of a mansion that must extend at least fifty feet in either direction. I don’t recall when I’ve been in a home so large or imposing. It’s all very intimidating.


  “You say I’ll be serving here?”


  “You shouldn’t have a problem with that. You follow orders well.”


  I suppose I do. “It’s just…”


  His voice lowers. “There’s no ‘it’s just…’ about this. You’re my slave. Do as you’re told and you’ll be just fine, not that I should need to assure you of anything.”


  “No, sir, you shouldn’t have to.” I try to buck up my courage, but it only seems to be draining away. All the way up the long front steps, my nerves make me worried I’ll stumble in the four inch heels.


  As soon as we enter the house, my eyes widen as I stare at the overstated opulence. I can hardly take it in. My eyes immediately travel upward to the elaborate chandelier and the beautiful painting in the ceiling. But before I can take in any more of this magnificence, a smartly dressed woman wearing tan slacks and a cream silk shirt rushes toward us.


  “Ah, finally. You know, Ben, I’ll hardly have time to get her in a corset and ready to work. You really should have timed this better.”


  He smiles, ignoring her mood. “She’ll do fine, Tessa. Marlena has proven to be very adaptable. She handles stress well.”


  He’s got to be kidding! I manage to refrain from blurting that out loud. He’s already shoved me toward her, and once the woman lays her hands on me, I know I’m hers until this ordeal is over.


  


  A flurry of activity goes on around me. I’m stripped down to my naked body, then a creamy white corset is cinched tight around my middle—I can barely breathe—and with silver tray in hand, I’m shoved out toward the formal gardens where a well-heeled crowd of guests mills about chattering about whatever wealthy people at garden parties chatter about. The laughter is civil, the discourse polite. Too stuffy for me. For a moment, I feel as if I’ve walked onto a Hollywood movie set, or, even better, been transported into one of the many English novels that I’ve avidly devoured over the years. However, wearing nothing but high heels, a corset and a polite smile on my lips, I’m hardly your typical character plucked from the pages of a Jane Austen novel. Tessa’s last command to me was to ‘smile’, and I do my best as I carefully maneuver amongst the guests, serving champagne. It’s not exactly easy with a dozen glasses on the tray and me so nervous that my shaky hands can barely keep it level. I know it’s just my imagination, but my naked tits seem to be right in my face every time I bend over.


  The only saving grace about this bizarre performance is realizing that I’m not the only nearly naked female serving at this garden party. Some fifteen feet away I spot a young blonde female with a silver tray half-filled with hors d’oeuvres. I’m a little ashamed of myself seeing the ease with which she moves around the patio with her cute curtsies and deferential smiles. But I could never copy her endearing style; I left that sort of cloying performance in my twenties. I only hope that I can do this with some grace and not provoke the master with my clumsy efforts.


  Gatherings like this—and I’ve been to a few that might mimic its grand style—normally make me nauseous. I abhor ostentatious displays of wealth. However, I realize that now is no time for me to dwell on the politics of wealth. This must be a kinky crowd if they’re so comfortable with the exhibition that Miss Blondie and I are making. It takes a bit before I realize the number of eyes that have fixated on my breasts and how the tight corset thrusts them upward so they jiggle like two balloons bobbing on air. I really don’t have the time to blush with the humiliation I feel, but when I catch Benjamin’s eye, I can’t stop my cheeks from reddening, and I nearly stumble into one of the guests. Just my luck, the bossy Tessa with the stern eye sees the stumble and glares reprovingly.


  I automatically mouth a silent ‘I’m sorry’, but she’s already moved on.


  I bend slightly, serving the last glass of champagne to an elderly man in a wheelchair. He seems innocuous enough, but not only does he clear my tray, he manages to tweak one of my nipples as he does. I smile sweetly, taking a deep breath as his fingers pinch ever tighter on the tender flesh. “You know I was once a hell of a sadist with a whip?” he whispers to me.


  “I bet you were,” I say, plastering on a smile as he continues to squeeze down on my nipple and I continue to flinch.


  Tessa saves me from more, giving her geriatric guest a little pat on the hand.


  “Sorry, Simon, but I’ll be needing her in the kitchen.”


  Grumbling, he downs the champagne in one gulp, hands me the glass and wheels his chair around, taking off for the other side of the patioin fact, he seems headed straight for the voluptuous round ass of a willowy brunette wearing a snug fitting pencil skirt.


  Miss Blondie and I are ushered back into the kitchen while Tessa seats her guests at a table in the sunroom. Not your ordinary sunroom; this one must be a hundred feet long if it’s a foot. And yes, there is plenty of sun streaming through the west facing windows. The blinds need to be drawn just right to allow the guests to enjoy the beautiful vista beyond the broad windows without the sinking sun blinding the eye.


  Tray after tray of food is handed to Miss Blondie and me from the butler pantry, to be passed around the long table of guests. There’s too much to do to bother with thinking, although in the back of my mind, the thought that I’m royally screwing up keeps me anxious and on my toes. I feel as if I’m standing on the edge of a cliff in these pretty high heels, about to teeter over the edge into an abyss below. This is a strange kind of fright, something that I can’t quite understand, but it effects me nonetheless. When I get to the master, who is sitting between two women he appears to know very well, my nerves almost get the better of me. My tray of desserts shakes, and I find myself biting my lip just to concentrate on my task. He seems to pay no particular notice to me, but when I turn to leave, I feel his hand on my behind as if he’s giving me a reassuring pat—or perhaps a controlling one.


  A few minutes later, I’m coming from the butler pantry with another tray of desserts when one of the guests tries to enter the kitchen just as I’m negotiating my way through the door. Of course I’m the one who comes up looking clumsy and foolish. I manage to cling to the tray, but the haughty condemnation I feel coming from the brutish oaf leaves me shame-faced. A glance at the master’s sour expression unhinges me more. I go on with my duties and try to put the skirmish out of my mind, however, I’m certain that the whole incident was arranged to embarrass me.


  “Rosaline, Marlena, if you will.” Tessa claps her hands, startling the room silent.


  I’m flustered at first. Then I see across the room where Miss Blondie, Rosaline, has moved to her Mistress’s side. I move that way too with my tray still half filled.


  “On the sideboard,” Tessa nods to the orate cabinet on the near side of the room, and I quickly deposit the leftover desserts there.


  I follow Rosaline’s lead as she stands waiting for Tessa’s further instructions. She comes to attention with her hands clasped behind her and her bare chest shoved forward, as if anyone could miss her pretty round tits. I adopt the same posture, but without the same effect. I suspect there’s been some surgical enhancement of Rosaline’s anatomy. Her breasts are twice the size of mine and stick out from her chest, firm and hard, like two perfectly shaped plaster of paris molds. Standing next to her, I pale in comparison to the saucy minx’s nymph-like youth. My body never looked as perfect, although I’m rather appalled that I’d even attempt to compare myself to this dazzling twenty year old.


  Tessa is all pumped-up now, looking very much like a Domme to rival Miriam’s prowess. She addresses her guests, rattling on about basic proficiency, duty, deportment, and the well-trained slave. Our efforts were passable, but just barely, she says. She points out missteps and errors, a lot of silly stuff, I think, but hers is the yardstick by which I’m measured, and I’ve obviously come up short today. Not that I thought I was a sterling success. This was a rocky start at best. But then it is my first timeand considering the circumstancesNo allowance is made for being suddenly dumped into this situation without a clue about what the proper protocol would be. I know to expect nothing better, but I am annoyed, realizing I’ve been set-up to lose once again.


  I can’t bring myself to look at Benjamin as I suffer through the slings and arrows of Tessa’s rant, and am almost glad when she asks if there is anyone who’d like to do the ‘honors’. Thankfully, it’s not the master who volunteers to punish us. A male and female are picked from the eager company, and rise in full dominant form to accept the role. Their hostess shows them an array of punishment devices that I barely glance at, then she steps away to let them do their work.


  The next few minutes fly by in a frenzy of punishing activity. Both Doms are utterly cruel, slashing at ass and breasts with a fervor I’ve never felt. The coldness in the execution leaves me gasping and when I finally double over in pain, I don’t fucking care if it isn’t proper form. If the master wants to complain about my ‘deportment’—a word I’ve heard a few too many times today—he can go ahead. The mood I’m in now? I’d bark right back at any complaint with a long list of objections.


  No, this is not a slavish attitude, and I truly hope that the objections, which I feel in every bone of my body, won’t be as apparent to the watching audience as they are obvious to me. In truth, it’s Benjamin Lyons’ opinion I worry about. I don’t care about the rest of this haughty crowd. I’m doing this for him, keeping silent for him, sucking it up for him, taking the punishment for him—everything for him. Although I hardly understand why, I know it’s important for me to care what he thinks, if only to spare myself more pain.


  The whip is finally put back in its place. The cane the Domme used rests beside it. And Rosaline and I continue to stand side by side, our hands locked behind us at our waists, our breasts pushed forward in the same obvious way. Now, however, the tender flesh is streaked with red welts—Rosaline’s worse than mine. Neither bare chest is a beautiful sight, unless you’re a sadist in love with the look of a well-whipped slave. I can only guess what our poor asses look like. Mine’s still smarting from the last horrific cuts of the cane. I desperately want to see the results for myself. Just imagining the red welts against my pale white skin sends a sudden shudder through my body.


  Apparently the punishment is enough to satisfy the guests. We’re left standing in the dining room for further inspection as the party breaks up and begins dispersing about the house and patio. As Benjamin passes me on his way to the door, he leans in whispering:


  “Difficult to hide your feelings from a room full of strangers, isn’t it? Takes practice.”


  I’m left with his smoky scent lingering in the air about me. His obtuse remark burns my ears, sending my mind in a tailspin worry.


  


  ***


  


  The master and I are nearly half-way home before either of us speaks, and I’m surprised to find it’s me who breaks that awful silence. I’ve been replaying the afternoon over and over in my mind until I think my head will explode.


  “I’m sorry I fucked up so badly, sir,” I blurt out. “I’ve never done anything like that before.”


  “You’ve never done most of the things you’ve been doing this last week,” he comes right back.


  Having no idea what to say in reply, I sink back in a sullen silence and try to clear my head, concentrating on the scenery.


  


  When we reach the cottage it’s nearly dark, the shadows are long and the setting sun is just a thin shard of light in the western sky. The master parks in a small garage near the cottage where he keeps his Porsche. I exit the vehicle as he does and expect to head to the barn for the night, when he suddenly pulls me back and slams me face forward against the garage wall. The scent of the damp stone fills my nose.


  With amazing dexterity he removes my dress in one quick flick of the hand from the hem to my head. Then while his left hand keeps my head smashed against the wall, his right moves to the valley between my thighs. My breath is short, my heart racing.


  “Miserable afternoon, wasn’t it?” he says in a terse whisper, his lips at my ear. I feel his breath. I smell his essence, an earthy, pleasant odor.


  “Yes, sir,” I gasp.


  “All those eyes on you…gawking at your bodystaring at your tits. And youa slaveno right to object…no rights at all. Ordered about, pushed around, demeaned, disgraced, humiliated by a room full of people you detest. Even on a good day, you’d despise them.” He takes the side of my ear between his teeth and bites down. My arousal instantly spikes. Then he lets go. “Have I missed the mark yet, Marlena?”


  “No, sir.”


  “But you’re aroused, aren’t you?”


  “I’m aroused because you’re playing with me,” I tell him.


  He gives my head another firm shove into the garage wall.


  “Don’t lie to me, slave. This afternoon aroused you. You want to deny that?”


  “No, sir.”


  “The welts aroused you.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “And all those eyes aroused you.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “So, what is it you want now, slave? Tell me.”


  If I could shake my head I would but it’s held against the stone so tightly that it cannot budge.


  “Tell me what you want, slave.”


  “I don’t understand what you’re asking, sir.”


  My desperate heart beats faster still.


  “Yes, you do. You know exactly what you want. Say it.”


  Say it. Say what?


  “Say it, slave. What is it that will satisfy you now?” The only movement in the garage is a scurrying mouse and the master’s teasing fingers. The instant that he first touched me in that private place, my desire soared. I could easily orgasm, but I hold back as I’ve been taught. He is no help. I can barely concentrate enough to think as he thrums the sweet spot at my clit, and presses a finger against the g-spot just inside my vagina.


  “Oh, dear god, please!” I quietly vent. “You can’t keep doing this to me!”


  “Doing what? Teasing you? Of course, I can. I own you.” He withdraws his right hand and smacks my sore behind. “Now, tell me, it’s really not that hard. Tell me what you want, slave.”


  There is only one thought in my head. Only one response to his question. Only one. But I don’t dare spit it out.


  “Say it, slave! Go ahead, tell me…”


  I’m tired, sore, confused and growing madder by the second, and suddenly too defiant to hold my tongue, too fucking tired of this to put the brakes on.


  “I want you to fuck me!” suddenly spills from my mouth in a heated whisper.


  Soon as I say it, I feel the master’s response through his probing fingers and the firm hand still pinning me to the wall. To my surprise he pulls his hands away, although he remains close to me, tight against my naked backside.


  “You want me to fuck you?” he asks.


  “Yes, sir, I want you to fuck me.” As if he didn’t hear me clearly the first time.


  “If you want to get fucked, then you’d better beg.”


  I’m stunned. Fear. Confusion. They creep in again. I have no idea how to beg, what he means, what he’s after, what I’m doing with this man in the first place. And yet, with the small hope that I’ll get my wish and release this frightful heat building in my body, I slowly slide down the cold stone wall, and when my ass hits the dirt, I spin around and grab his pant legs, looking up, in hopes that he’ll be looking down.


  I see his face in the shadows, the firm crease of his mouth and the hardened eyes. Is there nothing about this man that doesn’t seduce me?


  “You, this place, these things I do. I am so aroused, so stimulated, so pent-up, please, please, sir, fuck me, use me, take me…” I cling to his legs, then run my hands up his thighs, reaching toward his crotch, “…and…and ifif you could be so kind as to allow me to comeI am begging you, I am. I am your slave. But if you want a sane slave, pleasesir…”


  Our eyes lock amid the shadows. His as remote as ever. He reaches down. He takes my hand. He locks his fingers into mine and tugs me to my feet.


  Once I’m finally standing, he lifts me up and, while clutching my ass cheeks, his hard erection slips into my slippery hole and begins a slow, sensuous ride. I warp my arms around him, holding myself tight to his chest.


  He fills me, uses me, bangs me hard, and within seconds he frees the clamorous come that has been waiting days to be released. I convulse against him as the intense spasms attack in ferocious waves. With my head tucked to his shoulder, I cry with relief. Although the first orgasm is not enough One second I think the climax over, and suddenly a new wave of convulsions strikes. A new surge of pleasure washes through me. We bang so hard and fuck so violently, that I’m afraid my back will be bruised from the stone. But I hardly care. I can barely breathe and I hardly care about another breath. Another wild round of spasms strikes my lower regions and I’m off again.


  The feel of the master’s hard cock is almost magical. I want to love it, suck it; I want it in my ass and mouth. I want him invading me, raping me. Using me until there is nothing left of me to usenothing left to take. Where this comes from I have no idea, but swimming in this glorious sea of eroticism, I know I don’t want it to end.


  I feel the master’s urgency build. His forceful thrusts go deep. And then he’s gone, too, consumed by the passion we share, groaning, clinging, hanging on until the last spasm flames and finally dies away.


  As he releases me, I slump back to the ground, exhausted.


  “Don’t wipe yourself,” he tells me. “Let the cum drizzle down your leg. Let it remind you who you belong to. In the long hours of the night when your mind starts to wonder if you’ve made a huge mistake coming here, remember this moment.”


  I look up through the dim light. “Oh, but please, couldn’t I wash off? I’m wet, sir, and in the dirt…”


  He seems to take this as a joke, half smiling. “Sorry. You’ll have to live with it until Ian hoses you down again.”


  He reaches for my dress, which landed on the car when he tossed it there, and moves to the garage door. Looking back, he adds before he walks out. “By the way, I thought you were superb this afternoon at the party. But don’t get too cocky, slave. Don’t think I’m unaware that you came just now without asking permission. You don’t want to forget that I have a memory like an elephant. You never know when this will come back to haunt you.” The overhead light shines down on his face, and I see a snicker of amusement. “Now, I suggest you crawl to your bed and get some sleep. You’ll be up at five.”


  


  ***


  


  Journal


  Subject: Marlena Lucci


  Occasion: Garden Party


  What a fuck that was…some man knew what he was doing when he broke her in. Or maybe she comes by sex naturally. Now if we can only get beyond the battle with herself we might enjoy each other for the rest of the summer. It must be the maturity of years that has changed my point of view on females. I found myself gazing at my slave far more than Tessa’s new tart. She’s pretty, but brainless. Sono sense getting ahead of myself. I consider us lucky that she didn’t break form and split that ridiculous scene this afternoon. I don’t know whether I’m disturbed or pleased by her begging…I asked for it, of course. But there was something in her desperation, something in her sadness…She scares me a little and I’ll have to think about that.




  Chapter Eight


  


  “Get up, now! Out of bed.”


  This is how he greets me. It’s some ungodly hour before dawn and the barn is dark, save one small light above the door to Ian’s private room. The cool morning air is thick with the scent of dew. Usually it’s Ian raising me from a sound sleep, but I get the master this morning. I open my eyes, startled, and bolt from bed, thinking that something is wrong. I stand at attention with my arms behind me, staring straight forward like I did at the garden party.


  “Ian tells me you’re not eating enough,” Benjamin abruptly blurts out. “He thinks you’re losing weight.”


  “Oh, no, sir, I’m sure I’m not!”


  “And one good look at you, I say you are. Why are you not eating? The food may look a mess, but it doesn’t taste bad. I know because most days I’m the one who makes it.”


  “Oh, but I am eating. I eat a lot.”


  “Not enough to keep the weight on.”


  “All right, sir, I’ll eat more.”


  “Yes, you will, you’ll finish everything in your bowl at every meal. Is that clear!” He points a finger at my face. It makes me cross-eyed to look at it.


  And, of course, I have to open my mouth with a silly explanation. “It’s just that I find it a little hard to eat from the food dish…” I know I’m whining, but I can’t help myself.


  “Hard? You say the arrangements I’ve made to feed you are unsatisfactory?”


  “No, sir, I didn’t say that.”


  He doesn’t hear me. “Maybe this will be easier.” He goes directly to the food trough where he removes the bowl with my morning meal still steamy and warm, and dumps the entire contents of the bowl on the barn floor. The floor’s been recently swept—I know because I did it. But this is my food, my meal!


  “Maybe that will be easier. Now eat.”


  “You mean now? That?”


  “I mean exactly that. Arms behind you, if you have to crawl around the entire barn to do it, you’ll eat every last bite. Now eat!”


  For a moment I’m too stunned to move. But seeing no evidence that he’ll waver in his command, I finally bend over and begin biting at the spilled food. He watches silently. The air about us seems to scream with my raw emotions—fury, humiliation, disgrace plastered to the walls as my enmity toward the man comes to a full boil. The fact that he’s staring attentively at every bite I take further fuels the upheaval. When he suddenly moves away, I look up, seeing him swipe two weapons from his treasure trove of punishment devices. Once he’s at my side again, I feel the first strike of the cane as it lands squarely across my ass cheeks. I jerk upright, anger reeking from my pores.


  “Did I say stop?” he bellows.


  “No, sir!”


  “Then get moving. I don’t have all day.”


  He lays another few cuts of the cane to my bare behind then waits for me to hustle back to the spilled food. Any thought about dirty floors and sanitary conditions are swept from my mind. I’m eating up every speck I find, while a malignant burning sensation begins to form in my gut and spread outward. Again the blows land, this time from the whip. I picture my ass raw, scarlet, welted and bruised, damaged by every new strike. Despite my anger, despite my indignation, despite the triumphant thought of suddenly standing up and calling a halt to this miserable show, my pussy is wet and I’m beginning to feel my body eagerly desiring more. Is my desire for humiliation so strong that I’ll put up with this indignity?


  Even worse, I can’t hide my arousal. When the master stops punishing me, he makes a graphic stab at pointing out how wet I am by inserting the cane’s narrow end into my cunt and twirling it about, teasing that flicker of arousal to a full flame.


  “You’re so damn easy to master, Mrs. Lucci, I would think by now you’d accept what this does to you.”


  I could still spit nails, but I also feel my ire waver. I want to argue back, but the ready harangue that’s on the tip of my tongue seems to vanish with that darn cane working its wonders on both my ass and my pussy.


  I eat. I bite up the last of the food and finally sit back against my heels staring into the dreary void before me. He moves in front of me, my eyes never wavering, then with the juicy wet tip of his cane he raises my chin.


  “I should probably make you eat off the floor for the next week, slave. But, hopefully, this demonstration will be enough to make my point. You will eat every spec of food from your food dish, every meal in its entirety, or that is exactly what will happen. If you ever hope to eat like a normal person in my company, I suggest you change your behavior now, including a change in your attitude. Unless you like being beaten and humiliated this way.”


  “I don’t like it at all, sir.”


  “And that is arguable, given what I’ve just witnessed. But I think we’re now on the same page. Am I right?”


  “Yes, sir. We’re on the same page.”


  “Very good.” He turns toward Ian, who at some time during my ordeal emerged from his room and stood observing at the doorway. “String her up and flog her. After she’s been cleaned up, we’ll proceed as planned.” With another glance at me, he turns on his heel and stalks off.


  


  ***


  


  The rains began some days ago, the same day I ate my meal off the barn floor, suffered through a nasty flogging from Ian, and was then ordered to the cottage, where the master’s plans for my domestic service began. I ran across the yard without a stitch on, dodging fat raindrops and landing at the door with muddy feet. The master was ready for me, however, pointing to a bucket of water and a towel he’d placed just inside the entry so I could wash my feet.


  As soon as I finished, the master was there to fit me into a stiff corset—my official attire while in the house. I’ve learned that the harness is strictly for the barn. The corset is midnight blue, made of beautiful silk brocade, similar in style to the one I wore at the garden party. Like that one, the boning is nearly inflexible, cinching me into an hourglass figure, clipped tight at the waist, while my breasts are forced high and forward, resting above the top like two ripe melons. I don’t fully appreciate what the corset does to my figure until I get a shocking glimpse of myself in the window glass. I’ve never seen my breasts look so huge.


  At first I thought the change in tasks would be welcome, that serving the man in a more intimate setting would bring me one step closer to the more intimate contact with Benjamin Lyons that I’d been hoping for. Unfortunately, my tasks have only increased in number. I’m still in the harness, plowing, shoveling shit and doing my other garden work. Now I’m also cleaning his house top to bottom, nearly every day on hands and knees, scrubbing floors and toilets, and dusting every surface until there is not a spec of dirt left—not an easy thing to do in the country where the air is alive with dust and ash ready to settle on tabletops and counters as soon as they’re clean and polished to a shine. Although the master isn’t wearing white gloves as he inspects my work, he might as well be. He can spot every mote I’ve missed. At least the constant rain cuts back on the worst of it, but there’s plenty of errant dust to catch the master’s attention. He uses the cane with so little restraint that I recoil just seeing it in his hand. My poor behind is constantly sore, constantly bruised.


  Other than getting a first real look at the cottage and its furnishing—mostly on hands and knees—my time inside the house has been unremarkable, except for one unexpected find I discovered as I was dusting his extensive library of books. Tucked in the far corner of the massive bookcase in the sitting room, I found a neat row of six slim leather-bound volumes next to the histories, diaries by the look of them, their spines printed with the titles: Subject #1, following by a dateSubject #2, followed by a date one year later, and so on. One day, while the master was out in the yard and I was alone in the cottage, I ventured a peek at one of the books, and learned that he’d apparently recorded his thoughts about the ‘subject’ of the diary, another slave from what little I could gather before I was forced to stuff the book back in its place as the master strode back inside. I didn’t dare get caught with the open volume in my hand. On a subsequent day when I had a moment alone, I peeked into the volume labeled Subject #6, which was undated, wondering if this one was about me. Clearly it’s not. The subject’s name was Diane, a woman from a small town south of London. The first page was all I bothered to read.


  So, does that make me Subject #7? Or have there been others since #6, perhaps not worthy of a diary of their own? Does he even have a journal detailing my time as his slave? The cool detachment of his writings, the reference to female submissives as ‘subjects’, the idea that he’s racking up subs like trophies, has unsettled me as much as the hard labor I’ve been assigned. It’s all a little creepy if you ask me. But like many of the disturbing things I’ve suffered through in my three weeks in England, I try to let that mental anguish go and remember why I’m here in the first place.


  


  My days have a new routine. I go back and forth from barn to cottage as the master and Ian direct, changing my costume with each change of venue—as if it’s easy getting the harness and corset locked on to my body. It isn’t.


  The work seems to be piling on and I’m so exhausted by the end of the day that I barely have the stomach to eat—although I do, religiously. I consume every bite of food in the food bowl. I’ve even licked the sides just in case he wants to be a real stickler with his rules. I’m dirty too. It’s rained now for four days straight, not every hour, but it might as well have. The yard between the cottage and barn has turned into a muddy swamp that’s difficult to navigate. The two men must think that my running from house to barn while it’s raining will be enough to wash my grimy body. It’s not. I’m smudged with dirt, my hair disheveled and my whole body reeks with a stench that is wholly unpleasant to me. Of course, if I’m suffering with this stench, then Ian and the master are as well.


  


  I wake on the seventh day of this miserable weather, hoping I’ll catch a glimpse of the sun, or hear the sound of a bird chirping about the morning. However, the first thing that greets my ears is the patter of rain on the barn roof. After my morning rituals, minus the hosing down and scrubbing, Ian orders me to the cottage and I begin with the same thorough cleaning of the master’s house I’ve done now for seven days in a row. I’ve grown increasingly distraught by my current circumstances, and as the agitation in me builds, I’ve found that getting to the mentality of surrender is nearly impossible. Once that state of mind was the balm to soothe me through the rough patches. I experience little of that now.


  For the last two days when the master has been nearby, when I sense him striding about, or listen to his orders, my entire body bristles and the raw anger that has been churning in me begins to surface. I can barely hold my tongue. On the other hand, I have no idea what I’d actually say to him if I did volunteer my thoughts regarding this nightmarish life. I can’t count the number of times I think back to Miriam’s warningsif he says you’ll be cleaning house and working his farmRight. Yes. I have that now.


  I think what’s worse about this arrangement is the master’s biting commentary. The quick jab, the ready derision. Your corset’s too loose…the toilet needs a better scrubbing…you missed the stains in the sink…the spots on the entry rugthe list goes on. I get the impression that he’s testing me to see how much I can take. His jibes are meant to sting, meant to demean me further, take me down to where even I’m thinking that I’m nothing but the lowest of slaves, good only for this grueling labor. If only we had sex once and a whilethat thought gave me hope for the first days of this long stint, but I’ve pretty much given up believing that he even wants me for sex. Was sex at the hotel and in the garage so unpleasant that he doesn’t want to bother? I can’t believe that’s true, but what else can I think?


  I crave sex. My body is practically bursting at the seams for some relief, but every night I sleep with the leather chastity piece covering my crotch. I’m chained to the bed with my hands behind me. There’s no way to get myself off. No way. I’m crawling with desire and am suspect of everything the master says and does that involves me. Is this toying and baiting and teasing what really gets him off? I’ve begun to think so.


  Day eight of this nonsense, I wake on my own with an urgent need to pee. There’s never been a bucket by the bed, I’ve always had to wait for Ian to drag me from bed to the slave latrine. Of course with the chastity thing covering the important parts, a bucket wouldn’t do much good without Ian removing the crotch piece. Every other morning, there’s been no problem with the stableman’s timing. Today, however, I’m out of luck. Ian is nowhere around, and with the pressure building, I’m starting to panic. My anger rises too.


  “Ian, please!” I call out.


  No response.


  I call again. Louder this time. “Ian!”


  Still, he doesn’t appear. I’d be worried if I weren’t so damned uncomfortable. All I can think about is my need to pee. I finally lie back hoping the urgency will ease off. But it doesn’t.


  I’m about to burst my seams. Then hearing footsteps at the door, I turn to see Ian’s face at the barn door.


  “Oh please!” I’m begging now. “I really really have to go.”


  “Ya, do huh?” He ambles forward as if he has all the time in the world.


  “I can’t hold it any longer.” My desperation grows by the second.


  He seems to get my point, but he fails to act with any urgency. By the time he finally gets to me, unlocks the chains and pulls me to my feet, I know I’ll never get to the latrine in time.


  Is this what he wants? What the master wants?


  I’m so agitated that I can’t think clearly. My mind’s a mess. My emotions raw. And my body can’t stand the strain. It’s not a matter of choice anymore. I can’t wait a moment longer. No relief in sight, my body gives up its fight and lets go. I pee all over myselfon the leather crotch piece first, then the piss finally spills down my legs to the barn floor and I end up standing in a puddle of my own urine.


  Damn him! Damn him! Damn him!


  Seeing the puddle, Ian steps back and shakes his head. “Master’s not gonna like this.”


  “As if I fucking care!” blurts from my mouth before I have a chance to think.


  I know I’m doomed.


  Unflappable as ever, Ian proceeds to remove the harness—very slowly. Not that it matters now.


  “Go get the hose and hose this down,” he orders when he’s done.


  Ah, yes, at least I’ll get my smelly body washed off.


  But when I return with the hose, Ian watches as I hose the piss down a drain about ten feet away, then he takes the hose from me. “Go on with you to the cottage, the master needs you there.”


  “Could you hose me off first? Please…” I’m really trying to be polite.


  “Not until he orders me too,” he states flatly.


  “You’re kidding!” My anger takes a darker turn.


  His eyes shift menacingly. “And yer doing yerself no favors, lass. Get on with you.”


  


  I storm the cottage. When the door bangs back on its hinges, I relish the sound. I’m a bomb just detonated, the fallout spreading wide about me. And he’s right there at the kitchen table, thank god, not ten feet away, looking up from his morning newspaper into my glaring eyes. There’s nothing but hate coming from them now because that’s all I feel.


  “You have a problem, Mrs. Lucci?”


  “Oh yes, I have a problem,” I bite off each word not caring how they sound. “I’m standing here with my own piss running down my legand I don’t fuckin care that it is. If you wanted to find my breaking point, you have today. I hate this! I hate you! You swine! You fucking bastard!”


  For a man his size and age he can move with amazing speed. Before I can put the exclamation point on ‘bastard’, he’s in front of me and I feel the stinging slap of his right hand on my left cheek. I don’t know whether I fall to the ground in shock or if that slap has driven me there. Nonetheless, the next thing I know I’m staring up at his grave expression from a humbled position below.


  “You are my slave, are you not?” He glares at me.


  I grumble something neither of us can hear. He gives me a shove with the toe of his boot. “I asked you a question, Mrs. Lucci. You signed a three month contract with me, did you not?”


  “Yes, I did.” I refuse to call him sir.


  “You agreed to be my slave?”


  “Yes.”


  “And abide by all the terms stated therein?”


  “Yes.”


  “Then obviously you weren’t serious about the arrangement. You can’t be taken at your word. Your signature means nothing. Which means this arrangement is nothing but a sham. Is that what you’re telling me?”


  “No, no, that is not what I’m saying!” I shout back.


  “Then suppose you tell me what you are saying.”


  His manner is brusque, but he’s utterly calm as he pulls out a chair and sits down waiting for my answer.


  I’m momentarily flustered, but as I catch a whiff of my piss-stained body, the anger wells up again. “Yes, I was serious when I agreed to this. And I expected a serious relationship, but what do I get? Oh yes, the hard labor I expected, the demeaning treatment, the sexual use—though I’m beginning to think that you really don’t have much attraction for me considering the number of times you’ve bothered with sex. I certainly didn’t expect a cold-hearted bastard for a master. And that is what you are.” Spite boils from my gut. I hate every word that blurts from my mouth, but I can refuse none, deny none. The more I say, the more I want to spew. Every line feels like vindication. “I saw far more humanity in your profile on Miriam’s website than I see here. More humanity in the emails we exchanged. You know, you really ought to win an Oscar for your performance in London that first night. So seemingly caring, so urbane, so masterly, so tender and rough without going too far in either direction. Everything perfectly executed, perfectly timed and choreographed to woo me in so you could get to the meat of your nefarious plans.


  “The only thing I’m left to wonder is if there is anything human left in you at all. I don’t think what we’re doing here means a damn thing to you. I’m just another drama for you, another actor in your newest experimental theatre of the macabre, a guinea pig, a test subject. The way you get your jollies when you have nothing else to do. You’re the director of your own little play. You act, I respond. Nothing deeper than that. Nothing more meaningful. When this is all overlet’s see, what am I? Subject #7 or am I #8…? Whatever. You can put the record of my stay here in your little journal and tuck Mrs. Lucci, whatever the hell number she is, in your long line of playthings, next to Miss #6 in your trophy case.”


  For just an instant I see a flicker of emotion in his eyes. It lasts but a second. Even when the obvious emotion disappears from his face, I can feel his body vibrating—much like mine was a few moments ago. Now that the crescendo of emotion has passed, I focus on him. I’m aware that his once passive eyes grew darker the longer I vented my rage. They are stormy now, with clouds and wind whipping inside the depths of the cool blue irises. As the authority he exudes captures me again, the tension in my chest eases and the anger in me dwindles away. I’m feeling spent, but there’s still more I need to say.


  Feeling defeated, I speak with a heavy heart. “There’s no joy for me in thisand as far as I can see there is none for you either. I’m sorry I’m not what you want. I’m not the slavish little critter you expected. But the fact is, I don’t want to be another female lead in your summer show, another puppet whose strings you pull. I had this crazy notion when I read your profile that you were the man I needed to realize the submissive woman in me. But you’re not that man and this isn’t the submission I signed on for. And that was my mistake. Miriam cautioned me about making erroneous assumptionsbut I guess I’m just too damn old and pig-headed not to expect something in this for myself. I’ve raised two children, given myself to a marriage that was only half satisfying. I am no martyr but I do know what it means to be selfless. This summer was intended as a selfish indulgence, for me, for Marlena LucciI may be here to serve you, but I expected something in return.” There are tears welling in my eyes. I realize the significance of what I’ve just confessed—and Benjamin does too.


  He shifts in his chair and at last responds. “Sounds self-defeating, when you consider that you signed on to be treated exactly as you’ve been treated.”


  I shake my head, baffled. “Yes, I know.” Suddenly, I’m wondering if all the horrible things I’ve just said about the man would have been best left unsaid.


  “You have anything else you want to lay on me. Do it now.”


  I think a moment but my mind’s a blank. “No, no sir, there’s nothing…”


  “Good. I’ve heard enough.” He rises to his feet and pushes the chair back in its place, then calmly moves to the stove and turns the burner on the kettle. I’m on the floor. Waiting, wondering what to do.


  When he says nothing more, I can’t keep quiet. “So what? I pour my guts out to you and silence is all the response I get?”


  He turns toward me. “I have nothing to say to you now. But you are quite right. It’s time you bathed. You can use the washroom you used before.” He points to the hallway behind me. “There will be clothes to wear on a hook outside the door.”


  “Clothes?”


  “Yes. Put them on. Certainly, you haven’t forgotten how.”


  He leaves me, baffled by everything that’s taken place since I walked in the door. I don’t understand myself, or him, but I do understand that I’ll finally be getting the bath I’ve been longing for. Maybe that’s all I really need. As I take off down the hallway toward the washroom there are tears streaming from my eyes and a huge sob caught in my throat.


  


  ***


  


  When I finally emerge from the washroom, I’m washed clean, hair combed to a shine and dressed in the skirt, blouse and sweater that were hanging on the hook when I finished my shower. It’s the strangest feeling to have clothes so close to my skin. It seems human, natural, but it doesn’t feel right.


  I find Benjamin in the living room reading a script—and suddenly all the nasty things I said about his empty character come racing back. Do I regret my rant? Should I apologize? Hold my ground? Seeing him now, he’s as much a mystery to me as the first day we met. I realize that I don’t know this man at all.


  “Excuse me, sir…” He looks up from his reading. “Um…what would you like me to do?”


  “Hum. Let’s see. How about you fix yourself something to eat if you’re hungry. A cup of tea if you like. Help yourself to whatever you find. Just wash any dishes when you’re done.”


  “May I fix you something?”


  “No, thank you. I just ate.”


  “And after I’ve eaten…?”


  His head is already in his reading, and I hate to disturb him, but I’m utterly lost at this moment.


  “After you’ve eaten you may do anything you like.”


  “Sir, I’m sorry. I don’t understand…if you could just say something…anything.”


  “Something to ease your conscience? I’m afraid I can’t do that. You’ve called into question everything this summer is about for us both. As far as I’m concerned, the arrangement is over. However, so no one can accuse me of acting rashly, you will sleep on this for the night. In the morning, if you expect to stay here, you’d better give adequate reason why I should continue with you as my slave, not that it’s likely to change my mind after what I’ve heard from you today. If you had anything to take home with you, I’d have you pack your bag right now, but then that won’t be necessary, will it? You come with nothing. And that’s how you’ll leave. Tonight, you can sleep in the small bedroom at the end of the hall. There’s plenty to read here in the library, though I ask that you consider the slave journals my private writings. They are not intended to be shared.”


  “Yes, sirI never should have…”


  The storm has left his eyes, and in its place there is the compassion that I felt from him the night we first met. The same authority. Even the lust. All there, intact. And here I go, quivering with desire.


  However, the harder man resumes his reading. I feel extraneous and unwanted, and following his suggestion, I quickly make myself a sandwich and head upstairs to the small bedroom where I intend to stay.


  It’s not yet eight o’clock on this new day and already I’ve harangued the master I’m supposed to bow to and been ordered, at least figuratively, to pack my bags. I’ve also lost an anchor, lost my way, and have no idea how to repair what I’ve damaged, or if I want to bother in the first place.


  


  ***


  


  Journal


  Subject: Marlena Lucci


  Occasion: Rant


  Worse than I expected. She’s honestly left me stunned. I have much to consider at this point, and so does she. What choice did I have but to rip the rug out from under her? No slave will pull that trump card with me and expect that I can be manipulated into changing the arrangement to suit their fancy. If that’s what she really wants. I can easily say she’ll come crawling back. But I don’t know that. I am beginning to believe it might be best if we end things here. I doubt that I can give her what she truly wants. However, there is a part of me that is still challenged to try. The morning should bring some clarity. But right now, I need to sleep.




  Chapter Nine


  


  Morning arrives with a peek at the sun shining in the bedroom window. I bolt from bed, restless and uncomfortable. It’s not a very good mattress, but it’s certainly more comfy than my bed in the barn. Still, it’s not mine, and it’s not right, just as the clothes aren’t right, and nothing feels right as the day brings back the memories of my last twenty-four hours.


  I do my morning businessthough I refrain from using the upstairs bathroom. Again, it’s not right that I invade the master’s private spaces. Instead, I tear off for the washroom behind the kitchen—a rare luxury after having been forced to use the crude latrine behind the barn. Having shunned the clothes Benjamin gave me to wear, I exit naked, running smack into the master himself.


  “Oops, I’m so sorry.” I stumble back.


  “Where are your clothes?” he asks.


  “Upstairs.”


  “Better put them on.”


  “But not if I’m going to stay.”


  “Who says you’re going to stay?”


  “I was hoping we could talk. Please?”


  He appraises me thoughtfully. “So talk.”


  “Here?” Right here in this crowded hallway—with the coats and the slickers, the umbrellas, the boots, the buckets, the brooms?


  “Can you think of a better place? Perhaps you’d feel better if you were on your knees?” I feel the biting sarcasm, but I swear there’s more behind his brusque speech than just the stark coldness I’ve felt before. Now isn’t that just like me? The romantic at heart. I’m kidding myself to think there’s been an overnight transformation. That he’s changed, that I’ve changed, that something fundamental has altered in our spirits and by some good fortune we can pick up where we left off. Still I try.


  “Maybe where we were yesterday…”


  “Me in the chair, you on the floor?”


  “If that would be all right?”


  He shrugs as if he really doesn’t care, then like a gracious host, extends his arm as a signal for me to pass. There’s a good deal of sarcasm in his gesture which I choose to ignore. He follows me into the kitchen, but instead of pulling out the chair as he did yesterday, he continues on to the living room where he sits in his reading chair. I follow him this time, choosing to kneel before him on the floor. However, now that I have what I asked for, I’m not sure what to say and it takes a prompting nudge from Benjamin to get me talking.


  “So, do you have something to say, or not?”


  “Sir, I…I…” I stop, take a deep breath and try again, “I could rattle off some easy apology for yesterday, but…but I don’t think that would have much affect on you. And the truth is, I’m not sure how sorry I am or what I’m sorry for. I was so miserable, so cold and wet and stinky and tired and exhausted that I just broke. If driving me to my limit was your purpose, you certainly succeeded. However, if the situation were the same today, if I had to do it over, I’d probably react the same way. The truth is, I do feel horrible about the way the day ended and I do want to stay. Very much. And I’m not sure why, except that nothing about the last twenty-four hours has felt right—not the clothes, not the bed, not getting my own food or peeing in a toilet. I can’t believe I’m saying this, but I don’t feel right being left on my own. To leave here now, I’d be an utter failure in my own eyes, and that is the very worst thing. I need to see this through, I want to with all my heart. It’s all I could think about last night. I barely slept. I want to, need to, honor my commitment to you—if that is possible.


  “I know this is out of my hands and all your decision, but if you could forgive me for the breakdown, if you could see that I’m sincere, I’ll gladly put on the harness or corset, I’ll plow your fields like a lowly creature, I’ll scrub your floors and pull your weeds and clean your house, and do it without argument…”


  “And without anger?”


  “Yes, sir, without anger. I will. I swear. This matters more to me now than it did when I was trying to convince Miriam. Please, please, sir”


  I could go on but he stops me with two fingers laid gently on my lips. “Shush. You’ve said enough.” He sits back. “Now it’s time for me to speak and you to listen.”


  “Yes, sir.” I do so with baited-breath.


  “We’ve been together for three weeks. I honestly thought you’d make it to that point without the uproar that erupted yesterday. You were doing so well. But,” he shrugs and sighs, “two weeks and six days is enough training to keep me satisfied. Enough to prove your sincerity. I must say you do pack a punch when you’re provoked.” I can almost hear his laughter but his even spirit remained unbroken. “Yes, I’ll consent to let you stay.”


  My whole body sighs.


  “But first,” his voice rises, “let’s get this clear. You are a slave to me, nothing more. Your obedience is demanded, and punishments for your missteps will be severe. Nothing about that has changed. Normally, I’d move you seamlessly through your three weeks of training into a less demanding role. But since your behavior yesterday was so rash, misguided and vengeful, you’re going to have to suffer a few more days of hard labor to get your mind back to a place of surrender, and allow my own emotions to return to normal. And this timewhile you surrender to me, think if it as surrendering to the woman who walked into Miriam Peron’s house and demanded she help you with this arrangement. Do it for that woman. No one acts selflessly. No one. Not in matters like these. You may think of me as unfeeling, even inhumanbut there is a man inside this flesh and he is aware of why you’re here and what you need. You trust that, you’ll get to the end of your three months without a problem.”


  He takes a breath and eases further into his chair. Some of the fervor I feel from him has subsided and my own anxiety has fallen away. But in their place is an awkward silence and the awareness in me that this incident has done nothing to temper my slavish desires.


  “You say you want more sex. Well I want that too.” As he says this I see a flicker of lust in his blue eyes, and then his whole being seems to move to that place. “So, slave…” Even his voice reflects this change. He stares ate me and I know exactly what he wants. “How about you show me how eager you are to please me?”


  Although appreciating the subtlety he uses to frame in his demand, I visibly gulp, knowing what comes next starts with me. Although I’m sure I’ve read his intentions clearly, oddly enough, we’ve never been in this situation before. I’m so nervous I hardly know where to begin.


  But the beginning comesas my hands shake and I tentatively reach out to touch his pant legs. Slowly my fingertips inch their way up from his knees to this thighs to his warm crotch, where I feel the pulse of his erection inside his pants. I work eagerly to undo the zipper and, gulping again, reach inside seeking his bare flesh, his cock. Its musky odor wafts toward my nose as I release the organ, and rising up further on my knees, I bend down and open my mouth, reaching out with my tongue to slowly lap the crown and then the underside of his thick head, working my way down the shaft to his hairy balls. The dark nest of hair exudes feral scents and raw sex, and while I drink in that potent aroma, his cock pulses with a beat that moves through my grasping right hand into my body where it spreads enough animal energy to produce spasms in my own crotch. I’ve never felt connected to him this way, so close, so where I belong. I want this more than I’ve wanted anything for myself and the urge to please him rises above my own desire. Perhaps my first real selfless act since I’ve been here.


  My left hand cradles this heavy sac, rolling his balls across my palm. I feel his body respond, the subtle squirming, the throaty groan, the building of his powerful energy. I bend down for another kiss and all at once the urgency of my own desire sweeps away my hesitations, my reservations, my fear. I go down on his organ with no restraint, swallowing it whole, drawing it into the back of my throat, fending off the urge to gag, and forcing myself to fuck it, fuck it, fuck it till I feel his climax grab hold.


  My body takes charge as my mind checks out. I back off for a time, remove my hands from his organ, and clutching the arms of the chair, I begin to sway before him like a slut in heat, taunting him with my breasts, licking my lips, pulling him in with steamy eyes. Then zeroing in on his organ, standing like a sword, erect and hard before me, I take it in my hand again. I know I have him. I know his lust. I feel it inside me, all through my body, through beating heart, and wet crotch and hard nipples and salivating mouth.


  He is a feast laid out before me. Just the taste of him sets off small spasms that grow into bossy ones, that throw my body into convulsions. The more I come, the more my mouth works his cock, the more I suck, the more I want. A frenzy of passion builds in me. One I’ve never known and never needed until now. But I need it now. I need his cock to feed on, like an intravenous line going directly into my veins. The sex-starved female in me is ecstatic and the submissive me is at home right here with my tongue laving his organ, my mouth sucking, my throat opening as the master’s body moves toward its release. Suddenly, he moves on me. He reaches out, grabs my head and holds me in place as he shoots streams of come into my mouth. I’m swallowing as fast as I can, relishing every gulp as his essence slides down my throat.


  Panting breathlessly, I pull away while he swaths my face with the remainder of his juices. When he finally sits back, I sit back, too. My face is slick with his juices; his scent clings to my body. It’s a perfume I savor far more than I do the sweet scent of roses or freshly mown hay.


  He rises from his chair not a minute later, pushing me back against the rug before the hearth, parting my thighs wide with his palms. He crawls between my legs, and clutching my ass from underneath, he pushes my sex toward his lips and begins to suck. His mouth is fierce, much like mine was minutes ago, but even more so as he sucks from my sex one shattering orgasm after another. The convulsions take me into a new nirvana. I can’t stop. I never want to.


  By no definition could I consider the master servicing me as I served him. He takes as much as he gives. He demands as much as I receive. While he’s obviously between my thighs, sucking my sex, this is clearly a power fuck—and he’s on top.


  I know who owns me. And that crap about being selfish or selfless just flies right out the window, useless musings. All that was mental masturbation. This is the real us, I see that now, and there is no doubt who is in command, and what this slave needs.


  


  Sex is done too soon and reality encroaches far too fast. What I wouldn’t give for a couple of hours just to savor this feeling of redemption. But my life in England restarts as abruptly as it first began.


  “Your trial run starts now,” he says as he stands over my wasted body, tucking his shirt back in his pants. “Get up!”


  Still feverish with heat, I slowly rise, while the master takes off for another part of the house. He’s gone several minutes, leaving me baffled by his absence. If I’d been more cognizant I would have realized what came next, however, it’s all too clear on his return when I see clutched in his left fist the familiar tools for punishing a wayward slave.


  “Against the stairs, Marlena!” his voice booms like thunder with the sound of my name crackling in the heated air. The order sends me fleeing toward the open staircase. “Arms high!” he adds.


  I stand riveted against the side of the staircase with my hands raised above my head, grabbing the spindles of the banister—notably, my right arm is much higher than the left as it rises with the upward flight of the steps.


  “You let go, even once, and I’ll bind you to this for the rest of the day, beating you at will,” he warns.


  “Yes, sir.” He won’t need to worry about my letting go, I’d fall to the floor if I weren’t hanging on with this white-knuckled grip.


  He lets go with the razor strap, punishment raining down like knives upon my back and ass. It’s all hurt to start. Nothing but pain. And I think if the master had his way, there would be nothing but pain and suffering for me in the next dozen minutes. I cry, I even scream when he changes to the whip and begins to flick the tail end between my thighs, ruthlessly aiming for my wet sex. The capricious tassel laps at my flesh, digging in where it hurts the most on tender skin, then intermittently nipping my clit as if he actually could aim that accurately. He must because the tassel strikes squarely on the sensitive nub more than once and my entire body shrieks every time I feel the bite.


  My screams continue. I thrash back and forth as much as I dare. But he’s not moved. Why be moved if I’m a slave?


  I must enjoy it for that very reason, and strangely I do. It seems to hurt too much as the pain crushes any chance for pleasure. But I hold on and dig in and pray for some relief.


  Release. Let go. The words come crowding into my brain in a steady mantra, hammering their message until, at last, something magical comes over me and rather than pain, there’s pleasure in every strike of his whip. This nightmare turns into something satisfying beyond my dreams, beyond my meager experience as a submissive female.


  


  The exhilaration goes on for a long while in subspace time, then the master suddenly stops, so abruptly that my body continues with its fitful orgasm for several seconds after he lays down his tools. I finally wake up from the delirious stupor realizing that he is tucked in close to my punished ass and wounded shoulders. His left arm goes around my waist, his right hand clutches my right ass cheek.


  “You’ve never come like this before,” he says. A statement of fact, not a question.


  “No, sir.”


  “You’re an exquisite woman, Marlena Lucci. A better slave today than you were yesterday.”


  “Thank you, sir.”


  “No need to thank me. Just stating a fact.”


  As he pulls away, he takes me with him. I rock back against his chest, wishing he’d cradle me in his arms. But he only holds me steady until I can stand safely on my own.


  “Get to the barn now, slave. You’re back in the harness until further notice.”


  I get a swift swat on the rear, and though I’m still a little shaky, I make it back to the barn without incident.


  ***


  


  For the next three days, I have a refresher course in all the activities that have kept me busy slaving for Benjamin Lyons the last three weeks. I perform them by rote: plowing, gardening, tending animals that I’ve grown to love. I see little of Benjamin during the first two days, but just often enough to tease my reactive body and whet my sexual appetites. The longing for him runs deep, but each day I patiently put it aside, remembering the hopes he raised in me following our explosive confrontation.


  The master leaves me as Ian’s chore. As I expected, the dispassionate stableman handles me the same way he has every other day of my three week tenure. Our routine is a familiar one that is comfortable for us both. The sole difference for me now is knowing what I might face when these penalty days are over and my life as Benjamin’s slave picks up at a new place. That gives me hope.


  These are not easy days, however. The weather shows its ugly hand again. Sporadic downpours keep the yard and gardens a muddy mess. Dirt clings to my unwashed body. My muscles ache worse than they ever have. And Ian, for his part, is not one bit kinder with the cane or straps if he feels the need to punish me. I’m proud of the fact that not once does the vitriolic anger of the previous days arise in me. My need to submit is so far under my skin that it’s no longer just an idea to strive for; it’s a working reality of the woman I’m becoming. I see my earlier misery, the anger and the outbursts, as what was necessary to get me to this place. At the same time, I shudder to think what would have happened to me if I had walked out his door prematurely.


  It’s been a long day of slogging through the garden, half of it in a drizzling rain that’s colder than any I remember since this began. As the evening comes and I sit by Ian’s stove wrapped in the woolly blanket I can’t stop myself from shivering. I’ve been sneezing so much I’ve had to ask Ian for a handkerchief. After giving me what I need, he leaves me be for awhile. Although we speak little when we are together, I sort of miss his company. But maybe I’m too tired to care tonight. Sitting on my cot, I finally tip to my side and curling up in a ball, I close my eyes.


  “Hey there.” The master’s voice arises inside my dream. Then I feel the touch of his hand against my shoulder. I jerk up, awake.


  “I’m sorry, sir, I fell asleep.”


  “You’re sleeping in the house tonight. C’mon.”


  As I struggle to rise, I feel his arms go under me and lift me away. Then with my head tucked against his warm chest, feeling his warm, beating heart, he carries me into the cottage and lays me down on a bed. “You rest for a minute, I’ll be right back.”


  I stare around, trying to understand exactly where I am, and quickly realize that the small alcove that houses my bed is along the corridor that leads to the downstairs washroom. Double pocket doors open up to the cozy space where there is room for just a twin-sized bed, a light hanging on the wall above it, and a small stack of shelves at the foot of the bed, if I had anything to store there, which I don’t. However, lying on the shelf I see the small journal that I’d put into my handbag. I haven’t seen it since the day we left London. The fact that it’s sitting on the shelf before me brings such joy to my heart that I smile bigger than I have in days—maybe since I’ve been here.


  “When you have a chance you can use it, if you like.” I was unaware that he’d returned.


  I look up. “Thank you.” Then gazing back at the journal, I realize that I have no idea what I’d say on those blank pages. I’m not sure I can reduce this experience into meaningful words.


  “But first,” the master interrupts my musing, “you need some rest. And here, drink this.” He drags in a chair from the hallway, sits down and hands me a cup of steaming tea. “Drink it all; it should warm you up and help you sleep.”


  I take one sip and feel a strange burning all the way down my throat.


  “This isn’t just tea.”


  “It’s about half brandy.”


  “Thank you.” I smile.


  He stares at me, I stare at him. A rash of goosebumps break out across my arms.


  “C’mon, keep drinking.”


  “It’s rather hot.”


  “All the better to ward off the chill.” Funny, he didn’t think of that while I was slogging through the cold mud. But even this sardonic thought falls quickly away in the face of this unexpected moment of kindness.


  Sip by sip the brandy-laced tea warms my insides, the chill goes away and I feel my mind begin to descend into a sleepy fog. “This tastes very good.”


  “Good.”


  “Does this…maybe…. mean that the punishment’s over?”


  “Maybe.” He lifts his brows. There’s a bit of amusement in his expression that makes me want to smile again. Something tender passes between us, and when he lays his hand on mine, my entire being feels the electrical charge pulsing from him into me. “Finish it…every last drop.”


  By then, the tea has cooled, so I gulp the rest, at which point Benjamin stands and drags the chair away. He reaches for something just outside my small sleeping space; a moment later, he snaps a metal collar around my neck and hooks the end of the connecting chain to a hook on the wall.


  “You can free yourself if there’s an emergency. Otherwise, you sleep, my little slave. I’ll wake you when I want you up.” He walks away, leaving my mouth agape, and a trail of lust in his wake connecting his sexual body to my own.


  


  ***


  


  Journal


  Subject: Marlena


  Occasion: Adjustments


  While her swift turnaround is what I predicted, I’m amazed by ease with which the transformation takes place. I’m moved by her. These are silly games we play, I think at some level we both acknowledge that, but it’s really not a game now, is it? Since I’ve allowed this relationship to continue, despite my continuing misgivings, I suppose I’ll have to address the issues this raises for me. I didn’t ask for this. Damn, Miriam Peron! She knew this, she had to. She certainly knew the subject well.


  Not much I can do about that now.




  Chapter Ten


  


  It is nearly noon. I don’t learn that until I’m on my feet and so in need of peeing that I unhook the chain and take off for the washroom. If that pisses off the master, I’ll deal with it then, but I’m not about to pee myself again. When I finish on the toilet, I let go a sigh of relief.


  In search of Benjamin, I make my way into the main part of the cottage. Passing through the kitchen, I peek into the sitting room. He’s no where around and I’m not sure where to look next. His antique clock has just chimed the noontime hour.


  “What are you doing out of the bed?”


  I whip around to see him little more than a foot away.


  “I’m so sorry but I really, really had to peeso I…”


  He laughs. “Didn’t like pissing on yourself?”


  “No, sir.”


  “You hungry?”


  I nod.


  “There’s some warmed-up soup on the stove. Go eat. But I want you in bed the rest of the day.”


  “In bed? May I ask why?”


  “Because you’re my slave, you need to rest. Sounded like you were catching cold and I don’t need that. If you’re going to hassle me on this, I’ll give you twenty of the cane and tie you down so you will stay there.”


  I succumb to his threat. “Yes, sir.”


  The soup is basic: beef, broth and vegetables. Not seasoned well, but it is as comforting to me as the brandy was last night. I’ve poured myself a mug full, and take a few gulps standing up, almost afraid to sit at the table. I move to the kitchen door and see into the living room where the master is writing at his desk in the corner by the front windows.


  “Sir?”


  He looks up. “Where would you like me to eat?”


  He thinks a second. “Right here, on the floor by the fire would be fine.”


  While I’m naked as the day I was born and the weather outside is as gloomy as it’s been for the last two weeks, I’m warm as toast now. I drink the soup slowly, not just savoring the food, but savoring everything else about this uncommon moment. I’m not as nervous as I’ve been; the chaos of the past few days seems to have reached an end. Quite possibly, this is the most comfortable I’ve been with Benjamin Lyons since we first met.


  He takes a break in his writing, going into the kitchen where I hear him rummaging around, then he emerges with a plate of cheese, crackers, grapes and a shortbread cookie. He hands it to me. “I think you need a little more than soup.”


  “Thank you.”


  This is heaven. What we have between us seems simple and comforting. It’s difficult to believe that after a month of emotional chaos and physical strain, our life together could come down to such a simple moment of domestic bliss.


  When the master sits in his reading chair with his newspaper, the memory of sex with himright here in this roomon this ruggives my sex a fresh jolt. As if that hungry bear has been sleeping, it now awakens needing to be fed.


  However, I feed my body first.


  I eat from the plate, daring to gobble down the shortbread before I begin with the cheese, the crackers and the grapes.


  When Benjamin finally sets the paper aside, he rises to the edge of his reading chair. “You look about done. How about you get back to your bed, slave. If you want to pick out a book or two to read, please do. And don’t forget to hook that tether to the wall. I’m giving you a day to rest, but that doesn’t mean you’re to forget who you are.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  I rise to check out his collection of fiction just as the master comes back with a question.


  “I’ve been meaning to ask, do you cook?”


  I look up, a bit bewildered. “Um, of course.”


  “As in cooking real food, not tossing pizza and burgers in a microwave?”


  “Yes, sir, I can cook. Real food. I used to throw dinner parties for dozens…”


  He cuts me off. “Good. What would you make for tonight?”


  “What do you have?”


  “Chicken…vegetables from the garden…”


  “No problem, just let me know when you’d like to eat?”


  I see a snicker cross his face. “If I decide to turnover tonight’s meal to you, I’ll let you know.” He stalks off.


  


  ***


  


  Human acts creep back into my life a bit at a time. First it’s the cooking and routine domestic chores around the cottage—no more cleaning daily, no white-glove checks for dust, no scurrying from house to barn on weary legs. I feel almost human, sleeping between clean sheets in a real bed, eating at a table and, on rare days, wearing real clothes, like jeans, t-shirts, or, on this day, a summery sundress, white with cascading blue flowers down the front and back. I also have sunglasses, a broad-brimmed sun hat and sandals, all of which make me feel as if I’ve just stepped from the canvas of a 19th century painting against the backdrop of rolling hills and fertile fields.


  We take a picnic lunch into the countryside beyond the gardens, walking at least a mile along a path to a secluded grove of birch trees where we dine on fresh baked bread, garden veggies, cheese and a bottle of red wine. Afterwards, we lie, half in the sun, half in the shade, staring into the leafy trees above. I try to rest my eyes, but my pulse begins to race and the deep lust within my belly keeps me anything but settled.


  Suddenly, he’s rolled on top of me, though not before he pushes up the dress and uncovers my breasts. He dives into them as if he’s devouring flesh. He quickly finishes stripping me down to nothing, then settles in between my open thighs with his cock erect and ready to fuck.


  It’s been two weeks since the dramatic shift in our relationship took place. Since then, he’s made up for the lack of sex of our first month. I think I’ve been taken at least twice every day…on a whim when he interrupts some domestic chore to toss me over the back of a chair, thrust me up against a wall or bend me over the kitchen table. He uses me like he would a whore, only to leave as soon as he’s done. If I manage to fit in a request to come, he usually gives me his consent. Some days, though, it’s a flat, “No you may not!” I don’t know which turns me on more.


  Some evenings, when he actually pays attention to my savage desire, we roll about his comfy bed for nearly an hour fucking this way and that until we’re both exhausted. There’s rarely a time I don’t get spanked or abused in some demeaning way that feeds my submissive obsessions. I’ll crawl for him as I have on many occasions, but now it’s all sexually driven to provoke and seduce him until he’s so fired up that I’m swiftly fucked, or made love to, depending on his mood. I’ll suck his cock while on my knees, demeaned by the rough way he treats me as he forces his organ down my throat until I gag. He slaps my face, and I’m practically coming on the spot. But I don’t dare get off until he gives me permission. Sometimes, he goes dark side, and his fuming sadist will haul me into the barn for punishment, or string me up against a tree. He’ll whip me into a subspace heaven, then use my mouth or pussy or simply come all over my face.


  Today he mauls me under the birch trees. He sits on my groin and slaps my breasts and face until he finally falls forward to kiss the reddened skin, pouring on the passion until my body can no longer hold back. Don’t come, slut. Don’t comehe repeats until I’m so crazy to release that I have to beg.


  “Please, sir…”


  “Don’t come.”


  I wait ten seconds. “Please, sir, I need to release.”


  “No!” he practically shouts, his voice filled with a threat I don’t dare ignore.


  “You horrible man!” I spit out, impulsively. Even he knows I’m just kidding.


  “Oh, you think I’m horrible. Perhaps I should show you horrible.”


  “Oh, nonononono, please! I’m sorry, I didn’t mean that, I’ll make it up to you if I could only come.”


  “You’ll make it up to me now.” He backs off, rises up again and begins another torment of my sore tits. Pinching my nipples between his fingers, he doesn’t let up, and I’m driven further toward a precipice from which I cannot pull back. The orgasm comes on me so swiftly that those first glorious bursts of sexual climax send me away, adrift. I lose my way in the delirium. However, all this pleasure is tainted by my failure to wait for his command. And knowing this, once that reckless wave passes and I’m less agitated, I let my arousal slide away. When I open my eyes he’s staring down at me.


  “Well, that was willful disobedience if I ever saw it.”


  “I’m sorry. I couldn’t stop myself.”


  “Of course you could.”


  “No, I couldn’t!” I’m in the mood to argue. Although I have no idea where the argument might lead, I can’t stop myself with that either. I’ve been so terribly cautious not to make a misstep during the past two weeks that I’m suddenly dying to toss off the caution and do something terribly wicked. Perhaps that’s a sign of my familiarity with the relationship and the fact that I trust it so completely that I’m willing to take a chance.


  “You think I should bend the rules?”


  “Yes, sir, I really do. I mean you can’t expect me to be perfect, can you?”


  “No, but I have a razor strap for that. And a good belt when one’s nowhere to be found.” There’s an evil glint in his eye. One second it all feels like play, the next, I’m trembling in anticipation of something truly nasty. He unbuckles his belt so fast you’d think he was a magician. But instead of laying the thing on my ass until I’ve been properly punished, he wraps it around my throat and squeezes, cutting off the steady stream of air.


  My eyes widen in alarm. I’m sure there’s a hefty dose of panic in the expression too, but it’s mostly the rise in arousal that has me so amazed.


  “You’re not going to kill me, are you?” I gasp as the belt tightens ominously against my throat.


  He looks down at me smiling. “That would be self-defeating, don’t you think?” And he loosens the belt.


  “Yes, very.”


  “Then I won’t bother killing you today.” He abruptly pulls off me, taking the belt with him, and rises to his feet. “C’mon, my slutty slave. We have places to go, and unfortunately they’ll require that you wear clothes. Better put the dress back on.”


  


  ***


  


  After hiking back to his property, we take the sports car out and drive out through the country until we pull up to a stately country house, nothing terribly big and showy like Tessa’s, though the grounds are covered with flower beds that make the master’s look like an amateur project.


  “May I ask where we are?”


  “This is the home of my friend, Evelyn Burns,” he says as he raps on the door.


  It opens seconds later, and we’re greeted by a small dark-haired woman who seems delighted to see us.


  “Oh, I’m so glad you brought her. Quite a lovely slave for her age, don’t you think?”


  “She’s worked out well, Evelyn. And since I promised…”


  Promised what?


  She takes my hand, draws me into the center of her foyer, then steps back for a careful inspection. I feel little more than the master’s latest trinket—which I suppose is what I am. Does she come with all the bells and whistles? She appears to be pretty impressed by me, the way she pets me and purrs with glee. When she turns me around, she starts feeling up my breasts.


  “You mind if I remove the dress?” she asks Benjamin.


  “Not at all.”


  Seconds later, I’m naked again, with a nosy female poking me between my legs, pinching my nipples and bringing her mouth to my lips for kisses so seductive that I swear I’ll break the rules again if she doesn’t stop—and fast. The master stands off to the side with a look of mischief in his smoky blue eyes. Once Evelyn has me worked up, he says, to my great shock:


  “How about your strap-on, Eve?”


  “Oh damn, that would be a wild ride!” she exclaims.


  After she shows us into her parlor, she takes off for elsewhere in the house. Only when she’s gone do I get a chance to actually look at the pretty room—something to take my mind off the strap-on. The room is bright. Yellow all round us, as though the sun’s come in to sit a bit before sliding over the horizon for the night. And flowers, bouquets of fresh picked flowers, roses and daisies and ones I can’t name, make the air smell like a flower shop—like death and funerals, like weddings and beginnings. I’m in love with the room, though not particularly in love with the mistress of the house. If she’s coming back with a strap-on, then I’m definitely unsure of how I feel.


  Once she arrives I’m further startled, but I behave myself, rather than spit out the very thing I’m thinking. Evelyn had been dressed in a pale yellow sheath and matching heels; now she’s wearing a black catsuit, thigh-high boots, and there’s a thick black dildo bobbing between her legs. Her eyes gleam viciously in this remarkable transformation from gracious English hostess to wicked domme. She’s the epitome of dominance as if she’s just read Miriam’s book on female supremacy—if there were such a book.


  “Now how shall I take her, Ben?”


  “This is your fantasy, my dear. You tell me.” They spar back and forth about possible scenarios while my mind drifts into other things—her use of floral and plaid prints in the drapes and upholstery, and attempting to identify the odd yellow flowers I see outside her window—anything to take my mind off Evelyn and that bouncing strap-on. I can’t even look at it without wincing.


  “On the lounger, slave!”


  I’m suddenly jerked back to the room by the sound Benjamin’s voice. I think I recall Evelyn saying the same thing to me before the master had to shout to get my attention.


  “Oh, I’m so sorry,” I apologize.


  I get a fierce look from Benjamin, then follow his eyes as they come to rest on a cream colored lounging settee ten feet away. It’s the kind with the sloping back where women of leisure recline as they entertain their minions. I’m quite sure I’ll be doing a different sort of entertaining. But what does he mean by ‘on the lounger’? I struggle with the question as I move that way, and thankfully before I get there, I have my answer.


  “Taking them from behind is always fun,” I hear Evelyn considering the options, “but I’d rather look her in the eyes when I screw her.” Her voice deepens when she says ‘screw her.’“Then on your back,” the master looks toward me.


  I gingerly lie down on the cushioned surface, very well aware that I’m already juicy with lust—even if this is the unwelcome sort of lust—and I fear messing up the elegant upholstery. Since no one seems worried about it but me, I open my thighs and prepare for the assault.


  Evelyn’s stiff dildo is nothing like the master’s erection. There’s no give, no fusion of cock and pussy, no blending of energies. I look up as she sinks the fake prick in my juicy come-hole, wondering what kind of satisfaction it would be for her since she can’t feel a damn thing. Not a single squeeze, or pulse from my reactive body. Hers is small, wiry, too sleek for my comfort. Even her breasts are small; I’d often thought it might be nice to make love to a woman with a voluptuous chest where I could sink into the pillowy warmth and breathe in the soft female aroma. That will not be Evelyn.


  She’s all about banging my pussy with her hard cock as she stares down with spiteful eyes and a contemptuous grin on her lips. Who the hell is she seeing when she stares at my face? It’s not me. I’m certain of that. I couldn’t possibly have done anything to piss her off.


  To make this even more like the rape it has become, the master stands above me, gripping my hands firmly in his—which is the only positive thing about this savage scene. I want to hate it. I want to hate her, but the experience is more complex than this one single emotion. Despite my revulsion, the stirring in my loins is unmistakable, the hammering has its affect and I feel a climax gaining on me so fast, that I know I’ll explode into orgasm if the fury of her forceful movements continues much longer. And of course it does.


  Her scowl is vicious but exhilarating. I want to avert my gaze from those pitiless eyes, but when I try to turn my head, I hear the master behind me issue a warning. “Don’t you dare look away, slave! Stay with us. Focus. Look in her eyes as she uses you.”


  He might as well have slapped me in the face. But I do as I’m told and, thankfully, the vixen is headed toward her own climax—how that works, I still don’t know. Then at the moment she arches her back and dives in for the final blast, screaming at the top of her lungs, my own body shudders beneath hers.


  “Oh, yes, you fuckin bitch,” she roars. There’s a beautiful anguish about her final moments, a softening of her face, and finally a sigh of contentment as she sinks into me. The dildo slides from my pussy—undoubtedly soiling the lounger where it touches. I can’t do a thing about that. But her femininity is restored and I, too, breath a sigh of relief. Not a minute after she collapses against me, she pops back to her feet grinning happily. The cum-stained dildo still bobs lewdly at her crotch. “How about a little tea to restore ourselves?” she says, and without hearing a reply, she takes off for elsewhere in the house.


  


  When Benjamin and I finally return to his car, nearly two hours have passed since Evelyn left me in a pool of juices on her lounger. The rest of the afternoon was pleasant enough, sipping tea and chatting on her veranda surrounded by her glorious gardens, however, I’m not sure I’ll ever warm up to the woman again after what’s happened today.


  “You didn’t like that much, did you?” the master asks once we’re miles from the Evelyn’s pretty estate.


  “No, sir.”


  “Why would that be?”


  “I feel no affection for her, not one bit. She wasn’t even particularly attractive to me. Not that I’m averse to sex with women. I’ve never indulged myself that way. I-I just didn’t get into it much, until the end.”


  “I could tell.”


  “And could Evelyn?” This worries me.


  “I doubt she noticed.”


  “I hope not. I wouldn’t have wanted to you know…”


  “Displeased her?”


  “Yes, that’s it, or displeased you.”


  “You didn’t displease me and as for Eve, I doubt anything you did would have mattered much. Once she’s into her strap-on, there’s virtually nothing that gets inside her. She’s a wild cat. Of course, you could see that. I’m sure any displeasure she felt from you only added to her own enjoyment. She doesn’t require a willing victim.”


  The subject is dropped as we continue along the maze of roads that eventually leads us back to Benjamin’s cottage. I doubt that the master gives it a second thought, meanwhile I’m obsessing on the word victim. Questions tumble into my brain until I’m obsessing about the scene so much that I can’t keep myself from asking: “Why did you have me submit to her?”


  It takes a while for him to answer. A few more twists, a sharp left turn. I know we’re only a few minutes from the cottage. Finally, he says. “You’re my slave. You do as you’re told. My reasons shouldn’t matter to you.”


  “But they still do.”


  He laughs. He is in a good mood. “Then how about thisI wanted to see you getting ‘screwed’ by a woman and Evelyn does that nastier than any female I know. At least in a scene like that one.”


  “What other kind of scene would there be?” I wonder aloud.


  “One that lasts hours or even days, that would leave you whipped, bruised, and raped in all three available places—and probably limping for the next week.”


  “That’s scary. So why did you choose this?”


  “You’re pretty nosy for a slave.”


  “You’re still answering questions, so I’ll keep asking.”


  Still, his amiable mood has not changed.


  “If I should ever choose to leave you whipped, bruised and raped in every hole you have, I’ll do it myself, not let someone else have all the fun.”


  Hearing that, I let the matter rest—at least with him. It’ll still be on my mind tomorrow, however the explanation pleases me so much that I think I’ll savor the response quietly before I try wrangling more information from him, if at all.




  Chapter Eleven


  


  “You have any theatre experience?” Benjamin speaking.


  I’m on the floor, on the rug where we fucked, reading Tolstoy. Resurrection, a novel I managed to avoid in college. Even Benjamin questioned the choice of such weighty reading during a season like this. But I explained, “It helps if I can absorb myself in something so rich and complex that it drives every other thought from my mind.” He was duly impressed.


  In response to his question, I close my book with my finger holding the place, and look up. “Theatre experience? A little, but mostly when I’m teaching…reading plays, that sort of thing. I wouldn’t call it real theatre.”


  “Come here, you’ll read Fanny.” He shoves the script toward me, and with eyes wide, I accept it, my hands trembling as I do.


  “Don’t look so scared, you’re just going to read lines so I can rehearse this.”


  “I hope you don’t expect me to act.”


  “You might do better than you think. You do plenty of acting here, and quite well, when you have to,” he points out, grinning slyly.


  I’m not sure about this, but it is a novelty I think I need to embrace with good humor. Better than putting on that harness again.


  “Oh, and get yourself something to wear. You’ll distract me looking like that.”


  I’m wearing nothing but the corset I wear every day.


  “Exactly the way you want me,” I say saucily as I stroll away, hips rolling a bit as I walk. I know if he had a whip in hand that I’d have it cracked sharply against my ass.


  Playful moments like this one happen with more frequency as the weeks pass. We’ve come to the end of our second month together and all the despair, the willfulness, the questioning, the tense moments between master and slave have pretty much passed. There’s still the master’s occasional snapped retort or booming command. But they are much less frequent, and every time I hear the authority in his voice, it stops me in my tracks, and is followed by a desiring shiver darting up my spine.


  The blue and white sundress hangs in the hallway, along with several other articles of clothing that Benjamin has me wear when necessary. I toss the dress on overtop the corset and return to the sitting room. Then on Benjamin’s instruction, begin reading Fanny’s lines.


  The scene is a tempestuous one between a man and his lover. Benjamin’s ‘Martin’ is not a particularly nice man, but the character has some of the same swagger and grit that the master has. My ‘Fanny’ spits out lines, defending her positions, but it’s clear to see that she’ll lose the battle. I wonder if this is supposed to mimic us, but thinking on this a bit, I realize that it’s just a play, that this is Benjamin’s job, and I’m simply helping him learn his lines.


  He’s deeply absorbed in the character. In fact, as soon as he begins to speak, the character of Martin emerges from the man I know—a piece of him, perhaps. Though I can see some similarities, this is not Benjamin Lyons I’m conversing with but a new man. And a frightening one.


  I find myself moving into the character of Fanny, like I know her, as if I’ve walked in this woman’s shoes. I could say these lines as if they were my own. I have felt like Fanny, emotionally abused, ignored, disrespected. But it’s not the master I would think of as the abuser, but my husband. Albeit, Tony was a good deal more subtle; he had more charm than this domineering character.


  Unexpectedly, I find myself beginning to cry, which takes Benjamin completely out of character. “Are you all right?”


  “You didn’t know this would happen, did you?” I sputter, unsure what to feel.


  “Know what?”


  “How personal the reading would be?”


  “No, not really.” He’s obviously baffled.


  “But it is personal. I didn’t expect that. Maybe I should be less involved?”


  “Yes, maybe less involved than you are now. I’m sure my director will have his own take on Fannywhich may not be your own.”


  “Right.” I grin self-consciously. “I’ve never done this before.”


  “But you’ve felt like Fanny?”


  “I think soif I get the idea of her correctly. But it’s not what you think.”


  “And that is?”


  “Martin reminds me of my husband. He just wasn’t so obviously boorish, but there are chilling similarities.”


  “I see.”


  We continue to rehearse, and though I do my best to stay unmoved by these lines, the realness behind them cuts close to the bone. In the next scene, he shouts so I shout right back. The energy between us heats up fast. I feel it in my crotch. My sex moistens, my gut churns with surprising passion, and I’m finding a strange feeling of satisfaction as I say words like asshole, bastard, idiot, swinewords I never use to refer to anyone—with the exception of my recent blow-up with Benjamin. But that was under unusual circumstances and I don’t even think of it now. I’ve always been so nice, but I am not nice as I play Fanny. The haughty, irritating Martin comes at me and I’m a bitch on wheels right back at him. T the master does nothing to stop me. The fury we generate fills the room, fills the air, fills me. I know how this effects Benjamin’s character but I have little idea how it effects the man. It says right in the script, Martin slaps Fanny’s face.


  Suddenly, the sting is there, right on my cheek. The slap stuns us back to reality. In fact, Benjamin looks almost stricken by what he’s done. We back off and take a deep breath, but the effort to calm ourselves has little effect. He comes my way, but not to slap me, instead, he presses my face between his hands, leans down and kisses me hard on the mouth. “Get back to yourself, slave. No more Fanny.”


  “I don’t know how you do this.” My voice is weak and uncertain. I fall against his chest, allowing him to hold me, then he pulls away and with a lascivious look in his eye, he takes my hand and leads me up the stairs to his room.


  “Take of the dress,” he orders.


  I remove it while he watches. The air’s so close I feel as though I can taste every atom and know what it means. Sex. Lust. Passion. Anger. Tendernessfill my palate. I gulp them down as I watch Benjamin strip before my eyes. He practically tackles me to the bed, and the ravishment begins. He starts with his mouth on my sex until I begin to climax, then he’s in my pussy with his cock, and as fucks me hard, I throw everything I have right back at him. He reaches back and slaps my thighs. He bites my lip and I bite right back. He bites even harder till I shriek, then he turns me over and jabs my pussy from the rear, continuing the fuck in a belligerent, demanding way. He’s slapping my ass cheeks left and right, my thighs until they burn. Then he pulls my hair until I shriek again. Is this how Martin and Fanny would fuck? As the fingers of his left hand slide down my anal crack, he stops at my backdoor, inserting a finger, then two, then three until I realize that he’s going to take my ass. He’s not done this before, which surprises me. But even this I’ll succumb to; I want him there. His fingers breach the only place he’s not yet taken and I know I have to have his cock there, too.


  I am amazed by the sensations. Sex is very different with his fingers in my rear, but the fucking there doesn’t last long enough for me to have the full effect. He turns me over onto my back and slides into my pussy as he did before. Just when I think he’s about to come, he makes yet another major shift. With his arms around me, he rolls to the side and completely over, so I’m on top and he’s below. The fucking resumes with the same fierce emotion, the same brilliance.


  “My, my, my. It’s the middle of the day and you’re already screwing around. What a life!”


  Everything suddenly stops. Benjamin, me, his cock, my pussy. The voice is new, coming from the doorway, and I see, as we both look back, that it’s attached to a fine looking man of about forty years who’s leaning against the doorjamb grinning ear to ear.


  “And what the fuck are you doing in my bedroom, George!” the master roars.


  “Looking for a good time?” the man jokes.


  “You want to join us?” He sounds serious.


  “That’s not a bad idea.” He’s a rakish fellow with dazzling eyes and the smooth look of a man who’s bed pretty women for the sport of it. I’m almost surprised that there is not one hanging off his arm right now.


  “No, it’s not,” Benjamin agrees. “You can get to know my new slave first hand. Just started priming her for anal. I’ll let you break her in.”


  “What…?” I barely whisper.


  “So, you really do want a third?” The suave George waltzes toward us, tossing his suit coat to a chair, yanking off his tie and discarding his shoes. Then he climbs on the bed behind me. The master’s cock is still stuffed in my pussy, as the newcomer’s fingers tease my flesh with a soft caress. The sensation feels rather good, but I find myself cringing as the long fingers slide down the crack to my backdoor. “You want to see if she can take two at a time. That it?” he asks.


  “She’ll do fine, just go slowly,” Benjamin tells him. “Probably better for your prick to christen her ass than mine.”


  George needs no further invitation. He hops off the bed just long enough to strip away his pants and shirt, then he’s on the bed nestled between my legs before I can mount any sort of protest—although I have no idea what I’d say. One extraordinary moment has leapt atop another; the only thing for me to do is recall the submissive imperative I’m bound to follow and slide back into my slave self. It’s not as difficult as I expect; this man fits neatly into our relationship with hardly a wrinkle, and I find that very strange.


  The subtle movements of Benjamin’s cock are soon eclipsed by the head of George’s cock pressing firmly against my anus.


  “Got any lube?” he asks. “I really don’t want to hurt her.”


  “In the bedside cabinet.” Which he’s incapable of reaching.


  George lifts off the bed again and finds the lube in the first drawer.


  The sticky, slick stuff is enough lubrication to allow him to easily enter my ass. First, he works the opening with his fingers until I’m used to the odd sensations. Then he begins with his cock. The master has a thick, substantial organ; George’s is somewhat longer, but it’s also slimmer in circumference. The head’s just millimeters inside me at the start—he’s being very gentle—but as he presses more firmly, I feel a strange pressure in me build. My pussy is spasming, my ass is clenching. I have no idea if I can do this. That fact must be obvious in the strain on my face as I look back at the man in fear.


  “Damn, she’s beautiful!” I hear George exclaim. Somehow this eases his entry even more. I must respond well to flattery.


  “Look at me, slave.” I hear the master’s voice and jerk back. As soon as my eyes light one Benjamin, my apprehensions fall away. “Deeper, George,” he says.


  I go back and forth from cringing to relaxing, from panicked to feelings of pleasure. As soon as George’s erection is lodged as deeply as the master’s, the two men begin fucking me, slowly at first, then as they sync together in an uneasy rhythm, they pick up speed and I feel liked I’m being torn end from end, loving every exhilarating in and out. They shove. They pummel. They drive so deep I hurt from the inside out. George slaps my ass as his organ works like a hard-hammering piston, meanwhile, the master grabs my hair, keeping my attention focused on him.


  “I think I’m going to come!” I find myself shouting.


  “Not without permission.” The master shakes my head holding a fistful of hair.


  “Yes, sir.” But I’m barely holding on. So much commotion, so much pleasure. Such a huge contrast in styles. I don’t ever want this to stop, but I know that I’m reaching the point of no return very quickly and I need Benjamin’s permission now.


  “Please, sir!” I’m getting desperate.


  “Control yourself!” He yanks my head again.


  Breathing deeply, I focus my attention on the two men with their conflicting demands, but my mind spins out. I see myself looking down from the ceiling as they tear at me, stretch me, use me, oblivious to my own rising need. Their cocks bulge within my small, private spaces. They batter me until I know that neither one can last much longer.


  Benjamin ejaculates first. He grabs my sides in both hands and wrenches himself against me, coming; seconds later, George clutches my ass cheeks as if he’ll rip them apart and begins to groan. I’m shouting out, “Please, sir!” And then the miracle arrives, when he shouts “Come, slave,” triggering convulsive orgasms that continue until both men have finally finished and their cocks wither and fall from my body. I’m left still coming, my pussy writhing against my hand, while the master and his friend lie back to catch their breath.


  “So pleased to make your acquaintance, Ben’s newest slave,” George speaks first. He turns on his side toward me, props his head on his hand and absently toys with my nipple. He smells like expensive men’s cologne, and sweat.


  “Marlena,” I introduce myself.


  “Yes, and I’m George. But you already know that.”


  Lying between the two men, my attention bounces back from one to the other.


  “So, how about we all get dressed, then get something to eat,” Benjamin chimes in as he lifts himself from the bed. “You know, we were just rehearsing and look what happened.”


  “Best rehearsal I’ve been to in a year,” George chimes in.


  Talk of food brings me to my feet as well, but before I can get to the door, the master grabs me back and spanks me with the flat of his palm, very hard.


  “What’s that for!” I object.


  “Because I want to.” He brings me around so we’re face to face, although his left fist is still clenching my right ass cheek. He drills me with one fierce eye. “Behave yourself, slave!” I take it as a warning.


  “Yes, sir.”


  He lets go. I adjust the corset, which was almost sideways on my body, then take the stairs down to the kitchen.


  


  ***


  


  George is an old friend of the master’s, a playwright and director. My intuition about his character is not wrong. He’s just as charismatic as my first impressions of him, and just as sexy as the sex we shared.


  Sharing sex becomes the theme of the next few days. When George and the master aren’t talking theatre business, they use me any which way they can. I’m bound to the bed and fucked, bound to a tree for a similar kind of action, then one very windy night, I’m strung up in the barn with an elaborate scheme of ropes that leaves me comfortably dangling in such a way that any orifice can be used. For the first time I’m gagged. The relaxed atmosphere of the last couple days has given me plenty of opportunity to talk, ask questions and generally act more normal and less like a slave. Occasionally, the master reminds with a quick swat on the rear that I’m getting too casual with the slavery, but even he seems caught up in the cheery spirit that George brings with him. For the rope suspension, however, my small objection about the position of a rope ends with a gag slapped in my mouth. It stays there as the men complete the bondage and begin to work me over. Even George takes up the whip, and gives me plenty of vicious strikes which hit the mark so expertly that I have to reconsider my assumption that he’s not into S&M. He’s an expert with a single-tail.


  There is nowhere on my body that does not take their painful blows, then when the fucking begins, it’s the same free-for-all, with the men exchanging places. Even Ian joins in and the gag comes off. However, my mouth is so quickly stuffed with George’s throbbing erection that I’m as gagged as I was with the rubber ball stretching my jaws wide apart.


  Despite the vigorous physical workout, despite the pain, and even the cruelty in their use of me, I’m deliriously happy when my weary body is finally taken down and the master carries me into the house and to his bed. He chains me there, then goes down to the sitting room to drink Scotch and smoke cigars.


  I hear them talking down below. These walls are thin and it’s easy for sound to carry in the cottage. However, though I hear my name once, I have no context for that part of their discussion since I can’t pick up any further details. The laughter. The murmuring voices, their easy camaraderie. That I hear. It’s a relationship of old friends, sparring adversaries, at times, but very good friends to be so easy with each other in something as intimate as a threesome. I’m jealous of their relationship. I obviously want more from Benjamin Lyons than I’m allowed to have.


  


  ***


  


  It’s morning. I awaken in the master’s bed with the collar around my throat and the corset around my middle as usual. I’m chained to the bed, as I have been for several nights—since we started rehearsing the Martin and Fanny play. We’ve slept together every night for nearly a week. Even though George’s visit is a little exhausting, the master has screwed me every night without George in the room. A sexual nightcap. As master and slave. A reminder for me who’s still in charge. However, I’m not inclined to forget; I may love this sex more than any other we’ve shared. In the dark, with the moonlight streaming through the window, we work our way around his bed in a silent but passionate embrace. His heart beats with mine, close, as if they are one; his lips fit tight to mine as we begin a string of a thousand kisses. Our legs entangle. His cock takes either pussy or ass—I’m freely fucked in both now, loving both. This is as perfect as my slave life will ever be. Yet even as I feel this, the thought lurking in the back of my mind is that this summer is winding down. Soon it will be over.


  


  “I have meetings in London for the next few days,” Benjamin announces to me, as I watch him packing an overnight bag. “George will be staying with you while I’m gone. I know he’s not the master that I am, and you’ll probably have an easy time of it, but he will be your master in my stead, and what he says is law. Just remember that he’s only standing in for me. You’re still mine. You belong to me. You’re my slave, and you’ll respect that fact.”


  “I can’t imagine doing anything else.”


  He smiles. “All right then. I’ll be back on Friday.” It’s Tuesday now.


  “Yes, sir.” I’ll miss you, I want to add, but don’t. I’m afraid of even thinking these things. This feels like a dress rehearsal for the real split that comes in mid-September when I return home.


  


  Benjamin is quite right about the difference in tone of my next three days. Without actually saying a thing, George lifts most of the restrictions I have under the master’s authoritative rule. I don’t feel good about this; it seems awkward and strange and very naughty, but I’m having so much fun that in the end I can’t see the point in fighting it. After all, he did leave George in charge, and I’m doing exactly what the man wants. There’s no tight-fitting corset, no bondage, no chains, no rules that I can tell. There’s no cleaning as well—although I make sure the kitchen is regularly tidied up, and that nothing gets too grossly out of order. I want to make sure that I can spiff up the place in less than an hour just before Benjamin arrives Friday morning. I know my plan sounds calculating—that’s the naughty part of it. He said he would leave London early and arrive back here by lunchtime. I should have plenty of time to make things right.


  Meanwhile, George and I take the horses out and ride through the countryside, stopping by a lake for a picnic lunch. He takes me right on the beach where earlier we dipped our feet in the cool water. I’m rightly concerned about being naked in such an open place, especially when George groans barbarically as he comes, and I turn to see, not more than a hundred feet away, a couple of hikers approaching. I quickly take my clothes into the bushes to dress, and the next minutes are filled with laughter as George and I come down from a very fine high.


  I think I’ve had too much wine.


  But then the wine continues to flow into the evening hours and as George and I lounge in the sitting room after dinner, I have quite a buzz. The first since that shot of brandy in my tea some weeks ago. A glass of wine or a beer for dinner has not been that rare since I started sleeping in the house, but when Benjamin doles it out, it’s never enough to have me wobbling on my feet, or dizzy, or unable to navigate the house—as I am now.


  Sex is on the rug before the hearth…a first with George. But that’s only because we’ve been christening every other room in the house with his cum and my sexual screaming. We’re much more low key tonight. A little too drunk to be entirely effective, but not so much that his cock doesn’t manage to fill me brim full before we lie back and lounge some more in a blissful aftermath. This is so easy, too simple for me, but I have to consider how nice this is. I admit, I’m a little smitten with this man, not that I think there could ever be anything between us, but he does provide a glimpse of what one could call a more normal sexual relationship. He provides quite a contrast with what I have with Benjamin Lyons, and I know because my arrangement with the master is soon coming to an end, I will be thinking about where my life will go once I’m back in my Midwestern farmhouse. Someone like George could be a lot of fun, a little kink, a lot of good sex, maybe that’s all I need.


  George, for his part, has nurtured these thoughts. In fact, he almost acts as if he’s smitten with me. It’s not so much what he says that has me wondering—though there are a few well-placed comments about my stopping over in London before I head back to the States. However, it’s how he acts that has me questioning his intent, the way his hands are all over me; much more attentive than the master’s. I like the attention, the compliments, the way he makes me feel as if I’m the only woman on earth. I realize that what I have with Benjamin is much deeper and more profound, for it touches all those verboten things that have gnawed at me for so many years. Yet, I wonder if a ‘George’ in my life will be where I turn my attention next. However, for the night, my slightly inebriated mind, puts all that away. I’m far too relaxed to consider something so important now.


  We’re in a languorous and contented place, sitting on the floor and reclining with our backs against the sofa, getting amorous again, a little kissing and groping that feels as though we’ll be screwing again in a few minutes, when, suddenly, the noise of something rattling outside draws our attention.


  In an instant, the kitchen lights go on, with the strong overheads bathing the sitting room, and us, in a lurid gleam. Still locked in an embrace, we stare up, expecting to see Ian at the door. Instead, there’s Benjamin.


  “What’s going on here?” he demands.


  George and I laugh as our clinch breaks, but within seconds, I come to my senses. I’m sitting up, pushing myself away from George and trembling in response to the threatening expression on the master’s face. I still haven’t answered his question; I have no idea what to say.


  Looking directly into my eyes, avoiding George altogether, he levels me with an accusation that has my mind instantly reeling. “It looks to me as if you’ve spent the last three days thinking, rather happily I would guess, that you could ignore the rules and your training, while you and George have a grand time screwing. Meanwhile my house goes to rack and ruin and you’re looking like a drunken floozy.”


  Drunken floozy?


  I jump to my feet, wobbling as I do. I fail to recall that I’m not in the cincher, but wearing a see-through nightie that George pulled from his suitcase the night that Benjamin left. I shiver before him guiltily. And his fiery emotion draws me in. Without giving it a thought at all, I’m regretting everything I did the last three days.


  “Oh, no, sir! I would never be so presumptuous to ignore your rules.”


  “No? How about you look me in the face and say that.”


  I stare at him unable to speak as the seconds tick by, then finally sputter out, “I-I’m sorry I can’t, sir.” I’m so close to tears.


  “That’s what I thought.” The disappointment and anger I see on his face comes raining down on me with their heavy indictment. I’m guilty as charged, and this moment is all the trial I’ll get. “Go to the barn.” I’m aware of how shaky I am, and the booze doesn’t help, so it takes a thundering, “Now!” from him to get me going. “And take off whatever the hell it is you’re wearing.”


  George chimes in with a glib, “Hey, that cost me a pretty penny!”


  I mumble a weak ‘sorry’, toss the nightie in George’s direction, then head out of the cottage on my wobbly feet.


  Ian greets me in the barn, unaware of why I’m here.


  “You got a problem?” he asks while casually sauntering from his room into the main part of the barn.


  “Oh, yes she does,” the master answers for me.


  I hadn’t realized until now that he was directly on my heels, followed closely by George, whose chagrined look is nothing like my sheepish expression of guilt. This is all a joke to him, and as soon as I read that on his face, I realize what a fool I’ve been.


  “Bind her to the beam,” the master orders Ian.


  In the next few minutes, my hands are strung up to the truss above, while my torso is pressed against the post that rises from the barn floor and to connects with the hefty beam. I’m bound against it in several places, so I needn’t worry about floundering in my drunken state, then the punishment comes hard and fast from the first strike to the last. This is no pleasure beating; there will be no subspace high. A thick leather strap tans my hide in the good old fashioned way, until my skin is throbbing and seared with his heated anger. When he changes tools, his whip begins to sizzle and I feel nothing but pain, both his and mine. Against my back, against my shoulders, against my ass and thighs. Every cut accuses me, blames me, hurts me because I have hurt him. I want it to end, I want it over, but not until the master has given me everything he feels. I don’t know if that’s possible, but I want whatever pain he’s dealing with to have its say and be gone.


  The punishment is over much more quickly than I expected, then the overhead tether is loosened and I fall to ground. My stomach is a miserable mess, I’m about to wretch, and when the master asks me where the corset is and demands I go find it in the cottage, I flee the barn, stopping just outside the door to dump the contents of my queasy stomach before I pick myself up from the dirt and head to the house. There’s no time, I know this, but regardless, I stop at the sink to wash my face and mouth. Then I grab the cincher from the wall in the hallway and return with it to the barn.


  “I understand you’re drunk,” is the first thing out of Benjamin’s mouth.


  I’m not feeling as drunk as I was an hour ago, but I can’t lie. “Yes, sir. Although I don’t remember any rule against that.”


  Hearing the comment, he bristles, then lays a slap against my face.


  I should have kept my mouth shut. The worst thing in the world is seeing the master’s eyes and knowing what’s behind them. There’s no game in this, no drama, no theatre, this is real. His real feelings falling out all over the barn and infecting everyone who’s here.


  “I’m so sorry…”


  “Like that means anything to me.” He takes the corset from my hand, and quickly has it locked around my torso with the strings pulled tighter than I’ve ever felt them; I can barely breathe. “Get back to the cottage and started cleaning now.” I linger a second too long. “Go on!” He gestures with his arm and his flaming blue eyes.


  I run.


  


  It’s eleven o’clock when I begin a thorough cleaning of the cottage.


  While I work downstairs, which needs the most cleaning, the three men stay in the barn. Then, as if on cue, Benjamin and George come waltzing in just as I climb the stairs with the wash bucket and mop to continue cleaning the second floor. I pause on the stairs as they enter, in case the master has something to say.


  “Are you finished?” he calls up to me.


  “No, sir.”


  “Then why are you stopping?”


  I don’t reply, but I race up the stairs and get straight to work. On my knees. In the corset. Barely breathing. But working as efficiently as I know how, while a baleful of laughter rises up from below and permeates through the house. Are they laughing at me?


  When I get to the small bedroom, the last on that level left to clean, the master is there. He stops me in my tracks. I didn’t even know he climbed up the stairs, despite the fact that it’s impossible to ascend them without the usual squeaks and groans of the old wood. I guess my concentration has been completely focused on my task.


  I look up. “Sir?”


  “Get on the bed, slut!” he demands, and he throws a bolster to the small twin mattress. Once before he took me from behind while I was draped over that fat round pillow. That was a very different day. But I know what he wants.


  I quickly move to the bed and adjust the bolster so it’s at the end of the mattress, then I drape my body over the top with my feet on the floor, my legs spread. That was all the positioning necessary on the previous occasion, but this time he quickly binds me with rope, my ankles to the base of the footboard and my cuffed wrists stretched tightly forward and bound to the headboard above. My mouth is gagged with a ballgag, and my eyes are covered with a thick blindfold that allows not even a sliver of light to shine through. Then, for the kicker, he drags the bed away from the wall, me with it, angling it so my ass, the obvious target he has in mind, is right in the center of the room.


  “Like the welts,” I hear his voice, as a hand runs over my punished cheeks, and gives them a firm squeeze.


  “Very hot.” It’s George replying.


  “Well, then use her,” the master says brusquely.


  I imagine he leaves the room, but I can’t be sure. What is quite clear as soon as I feel cold lube being drizzled down my ass is that I’m going to get my ass well-screwed. George starts; his cock is unmistakable to me now. I expect some finesse from him, given the way we’ve been together the last few days. But there is none. Other than a few jabs with his fingers to spread the lube inside me, there is no foreplay. He delivers his long, stiff erection in one swift shove, then fucks without stopping until he comes—and he doesn’t come fast. I suffer the indignity of the long anal taking, and by the time he finally withdraws, my ass is sore and dreading the impalement of another cock.


  I know at some point the master will use me too, but it must be Ian who takes me next. He’s as adequate in the erection department as either of the other two men. And he’s just as bold, just as ruthlessly straightforward. I wouldn’t expect anything less. He does take less time, however. Unlike George he has no need to ‘make a statement’; he gets the job done and leaves soon as he’s finished.


  A long silent interlude follows Ian’s leaving and the master’s next comment. I’m convinced that he’s not even in the room. There’s not a creak, a foot step, a sigh, a cough. I detect no masculine scent. The air feels as empty as my heart. I’m alone, despondent and wondering if there is any possible way this can be fixed. I don’t dare try to excuse myself by coming up with a bunch of excuses, even in my own mind; I already know that none of them feel right. There was always a little piece of my consciousness that didn’t feel right about the egregious way I threw off Benjamin’s rules and went diving into my own pleasure. Hardly a second that passed during the last several days when I wasn’t worried that my fling with George would come to a bad end.


  When the master arrives, I know it. There’s not a question in mind when he enters the room. I hear the footsteps up the stairs, the squeak in the hall floor, and the sudden feel of his essence filling the empty space around me. I know him by feel alone; he’s as obvious to me as he would be staring at my face.


  He goes directly for the bottle of cold lube, squeezing a steady steam of it down my ass and into my anal cleft as he parts my cheeks wide. Like the other men, he wastes no further time preparing me for his organ. It drives deep with the first thrust and doesn’t stop until I feel the throbbing muscle ejaculate inside me. Just knowing it’s the master using me arouses all my senses—although I expect nothing pleasurable in return.


  Time continues to pass on this miserable night. Before the ropes are loosened and I’m lifted to my feet, I realize that I’m completely sober. My head is clear, and I can see every foolish thing I’ve done, every silly assumption I’ve made, and the folly in nurturing my attraction to the superficial George.


  As soon as I’m on my feet again, the master orders me to the floor with an abrupt command. He clamps the heavy collar around my throat, attaches a leash and practically drags me crawling into his room. The leash is fixed to the bedpost, and while he climbs between fresh-smelling sheets on the comfy mattress, I have the hardwood floor as my bed.


  I don’t know how I do it, but I manage to fall asleep with nothing to cover me and no pillow for my head. This is a hard, cold, way to end my day. But I’m feeling as if I deserve no better. A glance at the clock; it’s nearly 2 a.m..


  


  Some time before dawn, there’s a gentle tugging on the collar that brings me out of a sound sleep. At first I’m confused, unsure what’s happening. Then I feel the master’s hand reaching down and pulling me up and into his arms. We sleep the rest of the night in a fierce embrace and wake with sunlight streaming through the window, across the bed, across our bare feet. I feel the warmth of the sun all through my body; the chill of the previous night has passed.


  Something that I lost between the master’s leaving and his return has been restored. Though he isn’t exactly smiling, I can tell by his lighter mood that I’ve been forgiven. I may have more penance to pay, but I can be sure of this much. If these small clues aren’t quite enough, the slow lovemaking that brings us into this new day answers any further worries. Shortly after he withdraws from me, he nudges me from the bed.


  “Get up, slave. It’s time to eat. I’m starved.” So am I.


  


  The master, George and I eat together in the kitchen, as we did before Benjamin left for London. There’s a little turbulence in the air, things not quite the same between the two men, if I’m guessing right. Both are quite kind to me, which makes me hope that I have pretty much atoned for my mistakes.


  “George and I are going riding before he leaves,” Benjamin announces as he rises from the kitchen table.


  “Yes, sir.” I’m already at the sink doing dishes. I look back at him and smile.


  “One more thing, Marlena. Turn around and look at me. This is important.”


  I wipe my hands on a kitchen towel and turn to face him. “Yes, sir.”


  George stands watching us from the door, emotionless. I don’t like that he’s there observing, but I can do nothing about it.


  It’s a grave look I see on the master’s face, far more stern than he’s been so far this morning. “A reminder to you,” his voice lowers appropriately as he drills me with his eyes. “Ours is not a vanilla relationship.” He speaks slowly for emphasis. “It’s not a relationship of equals or even an openly shared arrangement. This is a Master/slave relationship and that is what it will continue to be until the day you walk out the door on your way home. You’d do well to remember that.”


  “Yes, sir,” I answer meekly.


  He gives me one last reproving stare, then turns and walks out. A cheery George is at his side, already chattering away, business as usual.


  


  ***


  


  George left late today. I hardly bothered to say goodbye, and I was very relieved when he finally hopped into his Mercedes and roared off.


  The master and I are left on our ownjust Ian around, but he’s as comfortable as an old shoe and, as usual, he’ll keep to himself.


  These are the best days. The turmoil of George’s visit has passed. Benjamin and I rehearse the play as we have before. We drink wine in the garden, eat the harvest we’ve gleaned, and fuck and screw and make love like new lovers. I’m still his slave, but it’s more about sex now than it is about keeping his house groomed to perfection. I can’t imagine life any better than this, but it comes with the pain of knowing that the end of the summer is clearly in sight.


  


  ***


  


  Journal


  Marlena Lucci


  Occasion: The futuredare I even say that?


  This is obviously not what I was thinking when I made my request to Miriam. But I’m so far down the road with this woman that I guess there can be no turning back. I’ve been trying to figure out for the last week, who exactly set this up. Miriam? Maybe somewhere in the back of her devious mind she had this figured. But I doubt even she expected so much from this arrangement. Marlena? No, she’s just a confounded submissive—what she’s likely been all her life. Maybe it’s a scheming god responsible for this twist of fate—now there’s one to ponder. A god who’s decided that it’s time for me to find one woman on which to vent my passions—all of them. I feel as much a slave to her as she is a slave to me. What irony! I don’t like that much, but what to do about it? That’s what I have to decide.




  Chapter Twelve


  


  September has begun. My time in England is coming to an end. I feel that every day I awaken next to Benjamin Lyons and realize that our final days are slipping by too fast. I hate endings. And as for this one, I never imagined how these three months would end. I never considered that I’d be filled with so many mixed emotions, so many conflicting desires. I want to stay, I want to leave, I want to be with him forever, but I’m not at all sure how that world work, if it could work. I have a family at home and he’s in England. It seems impossible. And on the other hand, I’m not really sure what he’s feeling.


  For the first time the word love seems to be on the tip of my tongue. It’s razor sharp and bound to cut hard and deep. But the closer we get to the final week, I know that I can’t let the summer end without letting the word, and more importantly the feeling, slip out.


  I wait, thinking that Benjamin will approach the subject, but he doesn’t, so I let the days crawl by until the last week begins. Just seven days left.


  We ride out on horseback to one of the master’s favorite picnic places. I’m corseted and collared, a stiff reminder that I am still his slave. I’m also wearing jeans and a t-shirt. But once we dismount and tie up the horses, those are discarded and Benjamin takes me directly to a tree. His crisp bravado is clearly in charge and once again I’m quaking with lust. I never seem to come down from this glorious highnot for many days, I haven’t. Not since George left.


  After ordering me to the huge oak tree near the stream, he announces.


  “I’ll be right back, after I’ve found a suitable switch.”


  “A switch! Did I do something wrong?”


  “No. You’re my slave, remember that? I have a right to use you any way I want. And the thought of giving you pain is making me hard.” He rarely describes his thinking so precisely. I’m loving it, at least until he says, “Besides, I won’t have you around to beat much longer.”


  I’m stung the moment he says this, but as far as I know, he doesn’t see how my emotions rise. After all, I am clinging to the tree, as ordered, and can easily tuck my tears away and out of sight.


  The thrashing is ruthless. His sadist has come out to play and I find the miserable switch much worse than I anticipated. It has the sting of a whip, with a bite like the cane’s stern thwack. Though it seems to rip me apart, there is something in each cut that I find joy in, an exhilaration from beginning to end. Maybe, for once, I actually put my own hurt and misery aside. I do this for him, the most selfless thing I can do, and the satisfaction I feel in that ends my turmoil. Our spirits seem to collide, or maybe they are on the same wavelength. Whatever it is, when he finally stops and pulls me from the tree, the passion that fuels our sex blooms so much that I’m crying when the fucking is finally over.


  “Are you all right?” he asks when he sees the tears.


  “I’m fine, I think. The sex was…talk about being moved to tears…” I try to laugh it off, but the tears keep streaming from my eyes.


  “But it’s more than that, obviously.”


  “I suppose so.”


  “So are you planning to tell me?”


  It’s not as if I’m fumbling for a line hereI know what I need to say. I just need the nerve and when my nerve seems to fail me, I finally just forget the fancy stuff I’ve been rehearsing and spit it out. “I’m in love with you, Benjamin and I don’t know what the hell to do with that…”


  I bow my head and pray he’ll say something that I want to hear.


  “So what’s the problem with saying that?” He reaches out, tenderly stroking my hair.


  I look up. “This wasn’t supposed to be about love. Maybe in the back of my mind I had this little hopebut I really tried to take Miriam’s cautions seriously. I did. I guess they didn’t work. My god, I shouldn’t have even said that.”


  “But you did. And I’m guessing it took a lot of courage. More than I have.”


  I cock my head. I’m not sure what he’s getting at.


  “Love’s a word that I’ve managed to avoid for a long time,” he continues. “I’ve been wondering for quite a whilesince your pal George slapped me in the face with it just before he leftabout that very thingabout love.”


  “He said something?”


  “He accused me of being in love.”


  “So are you?” I can’t hide my surprise.


  “How about we back up for just a moment. There is something I should share with you. You remember…it’s been well over a month, that savage harangue of yours?”


  “How can I forget?”


  “Well, those accusations about arranging this like a drama, my ‘experimental theatre of the macabre’ if I recall your exact words. You have no idea how much you nailed me with that. You were right. I’m an actor, a charlatan, a provocateur. I love to provoke, manipulate, then stand and watch how my subject responds, how my slaves respond. I’ve been doing this for years. I set the stimulus in motion and kick back to see the results. Does she embrace? Cringe? Get angry? When I beat, screw or humiliate? How much can she take? How far can I take her into her own demented fantasies?


  “But then came you. You’re the first female who saw through my game. It’s probably why you’re still here. That harangue of yours? Any other sub I would have sent back without a second thought. But you are different, Marlena. You know more about me than you likely realize. You changed me. You changed the game. I certainly wasn’t going to tell you that weeks ago when there was so much time left on the contract. But you’re still here because you are an exceptional woman to get inside me the way you have, andbecause I’ve grown to love you.” His eyes are moist. I can hardly believe what I’m seeing. “So there, I’ve said it.”


  I have no idea what to say. I’m left speechless, staring at the master’s face trying to absorb what I just heard, but it’s just a muddled mess inside my head.


  “My godthis is not what I expected you to say.”


  “You want me to take it back?”


  “No!”


  “Good. I couldn’t even if I wanted you to.”


  “So, what do we do now?”


  He pulls the stray hairs off my face, leans in and kisses me against the mouth. “Nothing right now. Let’s just live with the word love for today, since we’re both a little uncomfortable with it. We have a week to decide what we do once it’s time for you to leave. Does that work for now?”


  “Yes, yes, it does.”


  I like this. I like not having to think about it now, and having a week to look at my future a whole lot more hopefully than I did yesterday.


  


  ***


  It’s night, it’s late. And just when I think that we’ll be headed off to bed as soon as I’ve finished a last wipe of the kitchen counters, I turn to see Benjamin standing in the doorway, with his face as grave as I’ve ever seen it.


  “You have a phone call,” he tells me, the phone in hand. “Come on upstairs when you’re done.” He hands me his cell and leaves the room. I hear him on the stairs and know he’s gone up to bed.


  There have been periodic calls between home and this cottage since I first arrived. They have always rattled me a little, because I can think of little way to integrate my life as the mother to two grown children with the life I live here. Thankfully, my children haven’t needed me this summer. They seem to be perfectly happy with the absent mom; at least I’ve had no complaints. Not even one, ‘gee mom, isn’t it time you came home?’


  However, there’s something odious about this call, at this time of night. I saw it in Benjamin’s face. I feel in my heart right now.


  “Hello,” I begin, trembling, waiting to hear Sam’s sunny hello, or Hayley whine about the last little thing that didn’t go her way.


  It’s my son this time, and as I fear, it’s not good news. As I hear his deep gravelly monotone calmly recite the facts regarding the automobile accident, my heart seizes up as it hasn’t in nearly three months. Soon my knees are so weak that I sink to a chair when I can no longer stand.


  As I listen to him speak, my mind begins to drift toward home and as it does, something vital in me drains away, in its place someone else awakens.


  


  Minutes after hanging up, I’m standing in Benjamin’s doorway, still hardly able to stand.


  “Hayley’s been in a car wreck. She’ll be fine. But I have to go home, now.”


  He nods, grimacing with emotion. “I’ll make plans for your trip right now.”




  Epilogue


  


  I’m living with jet-lag, the fierce emotions of an out-of-control, very messed up daughter and the indifference of a son who’s so busy with his own life that his sister and I are more of an afterthought than a responsibility. I resume my classes next week, which I’m not prepared for, and on top of that, I face a garden that I never planted, wondering what the hell I did with my summer.


  Oh yes, I remember now. England. Benjamin Lyons. I could return there in a heartbeat, to that beautiful place, and the feeling of surrender, and the master who said he loved me just before I was ripped away. Sometimes I think if I close my eyes for a moment, and imagine I’m there, I’ll transport myself back to the sensuous sexuality of those final days. Sometimes, I wish the word love never crossed our lips.


  Regardless of where my imaginings would lead, I can’t escape the reality of the present moment. My life is pressing down on me, needing me, and during all the chaos of my return home, sexually slavery is as far from my universe as Saturn and Pluto. I’ve spent the last three days dragging myself to the hospital, trying to keep my daughter sane, while sorting out health issues, and the legal mess of her driving while under the influence and getting in a car crash that nearly took her life. Thank god, she will recover and no one else was hurt. Still, I see my future as months of hassles, legal fees and nursing my drama queen daughter back to health. This isn’t a pretty picture, and there’s nowhere in all this to hope for a transatlantic romance with the one man who might keep me sane through it all.


  I speak to him every night. He lets me rant, although I try not to—already I feel him weary with my whining. Even though I try to keep the conversations positive, I’m not used to navigating this relationship outside the confined parameters of Benjamin’s cottage.


  “I’ll be in New York the end of the month, you’ll visit me there,” he said, as we said our goodbyes at Heathrow. “We’ll talk about the future then,” he added, reminding me of what we’d said at the stream on the last picnic. However, he hasn’t mentioned New York or my meeting him there since I left England, and I have no idea what he’s thinking about that possibility now. I worry that the trip will never happen, that like so many things, the best intentions are dropped in the wake of too much worldly interference. At the airport, I could already see the future in his eyes and his attitude. He had a play to begin, a life to resume, just as I was being hauled back home to face my own future, and all I could think about at that moment was seeing Hayley alive, putting my arms around her and holding her. Even then, I knew how impossible a future for Benjamin and me would be.


  Perhaps the fact that we didn’t get our last week to hammer out the details of our future was a foreshadowing of the harsh reality our fragile relationship faces. I have little hope that we can take what we had at the cottage and turn it into something that lasts beyond the end of the year. It’s been just a handful of days…but I need to be honest about how this will end.


  


  I’m sitting on the kitchen stool, thumbing through Bon Apetit for something fun and different to do with the basket of fresh veggies my neighbor Germaine brought by this morning. She did the sane thing this summer and stayed home to tend her own garden. She thought I spent my summer in England doing research on an upcoming novel. Now, she’s a lifesaver—without ever knowing why. Her scrumptious vegetables and her sage advice will help me through this. She’s done that before for me. And at this point, I’m taking any help I can get.


  I feel like a wreck, but I’ll get over that. I’ll put my life back together. Maybe if I’m lucky I’ll get that New York tripand have a few last dazzling days with the master before his play is over and he’s back to England for good. But my summer of slavery is over, that can’t be disputed, and it’s time to resume my life. I’ll pick up the pieces as I did with Tony and move forward. And for the present moment, if I could only find something exciting to do with carrots, potatoes, onions and the beautiful greens that sit draining in the sink, I’ll be happy. At least for a few minutes I’ll be happy. Something as simple and normal as that seems like a good place to restart my life.


  I’m expecting Germaine to drop by with some mail she forgot to give me, so when I hear her knock, I slide from my stool and saunter casually to the door with the magazine still in my hand.


  I open the door, rather absently. Then look up.


  Immediately I step back. It’s not Germaine on the other side and I can hardly believe what I see.


  “Benjamin?” I back further away, shaking my head, my whole body is shaking. I try to smile, but I’m so shocked“What the hell are you doing here!”


  “I needed to see you.”


  “You did?”


  “Yes, I did. We didn’t have those last few days together, and I missed that. Our phone conversations aren’t addressing the issues for either of us. And I’m not the kind of man to let something good slip from my grasp just when I’m clear it’s something I need. After listening to you the last few days, I got the distinct feeling, that you need me here as much as I needed to see you.”


  “I don’t know what to say.”


  “How about you invite me in?”


  “Oh, god, the house is a disaster.”


  “As if I care. Are you going to invite me in or not?”


  “Of course, come in.” But he doesn’t get very far. I’m in his arms before he can get beyond the front hall, snuggling into his chest with tears streaming down my face.


  


  It’s hours before I stop shaking inside, before the phone calls from the hospital stop, our haphazard dinner is over, and we can sit on the porch with a glass of wine and actually talk. I’m still rattled and I still can’t believe he’s here. The reality of the two of us sitting on my back porch in two old rockers, looking at the mess of my garden is definitely peculiar.


  “So what about our future, Benjamin?” I guess if he’s come all this way I can at least open the discussion.


  “You know you can call me Ben now, if you like.”


  My face scrunches up with disbelief. “Maybebut that will be something to get used to.”


  “Then get used to it. Your future is with me, Marlena. I have no idea how it’s going to work out, but we will do this.” He is so certain. I’m still not. “Don’t look so doubtful. We’ll get through my play and your daughter’s convalescence and we’ll figure things out like rational people do. But unless you’ve changed your mind about me and what you need, I think you and I better stick together and make this happen.”


  I shake my head in wonder. “You know this is the last thing that I expected, but it’s the only thing I’ve really wanted.”


  “I know. And I’m in the same boat. You have any other suggestions about where we go next?”


  “No.” I shake my head and shrug.


  This seems like all we need to say and for a while we just sit in silence and ponder that.


  However, this empty space in the conversation only stirs up trouble. There’s a familiar something stirring in me that comes on fast. I’ve become so accustomed to the longing, the arousal and his presence in my psyche that with him here beside me, in this very unlikely place, these feelings suddenly rush back in and sweep me up.


  “We aren’t going to drop the slavery thing, are we?” I suddenly blurt out.


  “You want that to continue?”


  “I’m not really sure, but…”


  “Hum…I think you are sure.”


  “Why’s that?”


  “You think I didn’t notice when I hugged you that you’re wearing the corset?”


  I blush. “Guilty as charged, sir. I haven’t been able to take it off. I triedbutwhen it’s cinched around my waist, it feels like your hands are on me. I know that sounds silly…”


  “Maybe it’s silly, but it also tells me a lot.”


  “That I still belong to you…?”


  He doesn’t need to say a thing. I can see the answer in his eyes.


  I sit forward in my rocking chair, staring at him, feeling as much anxiety in me as I felt on any day in England. Suddenly, impulsively, I’m on my feet before him, striping off my t-shirt, then pushing my jeans down over my hips. Wearing nothing but the corset, I sink to the porch floor between his open legs, relishing the depravity I feel being on my knees before him.


  “You sure this is safe here on your back porch?” he asks.


  “As safe as being naked in your barnyard, sir. You won’t be seeing neighbors strolling into my backyard, if that’s what you’re concerned about. Frankly, I wouldn’t care if they did.”


  He nods. There’s some amusement first, then a look of lust gathers in his eyes and deepens. They spark with a feral light I love.


  “I think we have our answer about the slavery. We’ll work out the details later.” He reaches out, grabs my hair in his fist and holds on tight.


  I feel like he’s entered my body and taken charge again.


  “You have a cellar beneath your house?” he asks.


  “I do, sir. Or there’s the woodshed,” I point to the shed across the yard.


  My heart’s racing so fast I can barely breathe.


  He looks toward the yard and the shed, then lets go my hair and rises to his feet, grabbing my hand and pulling me with him. “Since I expect you’ll be screaming soon, you probably won’t want to do that out in the open. Just show me the way to the cellar. I can think of nothing I’d rather do now than lay the whip on your behind. As for you, you need a good beating, slave. If I’m in a generous mood, you might get something for yourself after I’ve taken what I want.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  My mind is still awash with questions. My life is still a complicated mess. But I’m smiling inside for the first time since I left England, and now my eyes are shining with tears.


  Maybe there is hope for a happily ever after here. I’m not holding my breath. But I’m on my way to the cellar with the master behind me, with my master behind me. I’ll let that be enough to consider for one day. The fact that Benjamin will be in my bed in the morning, waking up beside me, changes everything.
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