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  Chapter One


  As we lie in the autumn sunshine, my lover’s thighs move warmly against mine. A hot sun beats through the bedroom window. The bed is damp from sweating bodies, the tan complexion of his, the fragile and unblemished pearl of mine. His dark chest hair glistens. I kiss the skin and taste its salty tang. I watch, peeking down at his crotch, seeing the affluent package of testicles and penis stir as my fingernails lightly tease the wrinkled balls. He shimmies and his erection grows more abundant. I think of its force in me, butting against the end of my vagina where the cervix stops its penetration and the insides of me scream. How I ache!


  He moans contentedly when my hand covers the shaft and holds it tightly, while slowly moving up and down. The head appears then disappears as the untrimmed foreskin glides with ease to hide its secret and then expose the rudeness of it before my eyes. My crotch snaps, the sensations abundant, enveloping me from cunt to chest. I’m tempted to circumvent more foreplay, to climb on this pulsing prick and ride it to my ends, but another desire supercedes, and I move to suck the head, to let my tongue dart about the rim, my lips to slide along the skin. His perfume fills me. One long drink of it and I move faster, burrowing my face into his thick black hair as his cock bores my mouth until I threaten to gag. He’s thinking little of my comfort now, but demanding his pleasure. 


  He pushes me around so my cunt lights on his face. As his mouth moves on my throbbing vulva, his hands squeeze the plump cheeks of my ass. His tongue reaches for the center while I’m going down on him faster as my arousal builds. This furious rhythm makes me think he’ll soon splash his cum on my face. But I want more. I want his dick in me, the thrust, the jab, the to-the-hilt breach of me. I want it harder. Faster. Fuller. 


  Pulling off, I swing about to initiate the strike and he rolls me over. I’m tempest tossed across these sheets, erection stabbing me to my sexual heart, deep against my cervix, fucked soundly. Legs parting like a randy whore, I let his boldness turn me into little more than a grabbing orifice. I don’t hold him because there is no need, he holds me while I clutch the sheets beside me, nails driving into the flesh of my hands through the silky bedsheets. 


  I gasp something ungodly in reply to his ghastly groans. Then we pant in unison until that final surge with him spewing as though he plans to impregnate me. 


  I am not yet finished, and thankfully, he moves in me while I writhe. He draws his wilting prick in and out while I grab for the spasm, that final jarring step to the end—before everything spills out and I can’t hold back, and my body flees downward, cunt clenching. I’m out of breath, thrashing back and forth.


  I finally draw my lover down to me, sweaty skin to sweaty skin, nakedness groveling softly as the final jolts of pleasure appear and then drift on, until there are no more. As we surface, reality hits with a less pleasurable jolt—one we didn’t count on.


  “Perhaps you should kiss your friend goodbye and send him on.” The words don’t immediately register. But when they do, I turn to see my husband, Heinrich, standing at the bedroom door.


  ***


  “How long has it been, Anna?”


  How cold he is.


  “Six months,” I answer almost proudly, though I’m a mix of confused thoughts—fear, defiance, and bedlam trying to take hold. I should cower in the corner, or fall down to my knees and beg his mercy. 


  Heinrich has no compassion for me. He clearly sees how I wither before him, hoping I’ll find some emotion in him, some rage, perhaps. I imagine beneath his sheet of ice something burns. But not so I can see. Maybe that’s what he did with his last hour—contain himself so he could now let me shiver before his cold blue eyes. Then too, perhaps he knows this mood in him tempts me, how the cold creates an erotic fire that will eventually drive me mad. In that madness, he’ll leave me longing because he’s just that kind of man. Then too, I am the adulteress here. I’m a selfish woman, wanting more than I’ve likely earned.


  I swear I didn’t set him up to find me—even if we were fucking in the bed he shares with me. Heinrich was out of town for two weeks, in the middle of his business trip. I spoke with him two nights ago, and he made no mention of returning early. Was he suspicious? He gives me no explanation, but now sits in his creaking leather chair before the fireplace, staring upwards critically. My heart beats fast in anticipation of his grilling me. It’s been an hour since he surprised us in the doorway and I’ve had all that time to worry about this confrontation.


  Ian’s visit should have been a safe playground. We’ve done it before, when it feels good to mock my husband in his own bed without his knowledge. I used to wonder if Heinrich could smell my lover’s fragrance in the room or on the sheets—I deliberately didn’t wash them—and then wonder why the room seemed strange. Noting his responses, I suspect he had no clue of my infidelity.


  His blonde hair is mussed, not a good sign. I watched for a time from the bedroom as he ran his hand through the groomed locks, looking unlike himself—troubled. Now, I stare at his crotch thinking I might see it pulse beneath his pressed blue jeans, but they fit tightly on his slim hips and show nothing of the bounty that hangs there—when it has a chance to hang. His jaw twitches—all the firmness of purpose enhancing a handsomeness that never ceases to make me tremble—even when I hate him, or he’s angry. I first fell in love with Heinrich because he looks like he stepped from a movie, or the pages of a fashion magazine. I could see him holding Rita Hayworth in his arms, his full lips meeting hers. When he smiles—not the smirking one that accompanies his critical eye, but lets loose a charming one that flashes brilliantly when he’s getting his way—I disappear inside that smile. My limbs begin to quake, and I grow soppy between my thighs. I haven’t seen him smile at me like that for months. He offers it willingly to those he woos, but not me. It’s a much different feeling than now as I witness this chill, a magnetic eroticism that has the power to hold me there when certainly other women would throw the bastard off. Obviously, we’re not happily married and haven’t been for some time.


  “Heinrich, I’m sorry.” I hope he can see that I’ve been crying. I snuff making sure he’ll notice and make an extra effort to look contrite. But of course my remorse is ignored.


  “Take off your robe,” he orders.


  “Take off my robe?”


  “Yes. Take it off.”


  “You want me now?” I wonder.


  “Don’t talk, Anna.”


  I shed the silk. Still sticky with Ian between my thighs, I wonder if Heinrich can tell. I certainly hope so. This will be the end of us—an end I often manufacture in my dreams. I want him to hurt like he’s hurt me. To feel the blade of despair cut inside his heart, the way his has cut at mine. As much as I relish the thought, however, I can’t think of hurt now, not when he stares at me the way he does. I didn’t expect this response and it has my heart beating so fast, my stomach so on edge I’m nauseous. 


  “On your knees.”


  I obey, without thinking, a command I’ve obeyed a hundred times in a marriage that lives for desperate times. When we practice our dark sexual secrets, we seem to know each other best. These moments define who we’ve become, and suggest we have no other way to give, no greater gift to share than these sadomasochistic rituals. 


  I bend to the floor and clasp my hands behind me, below the small of my back. I wonder how I look. Once, he took a picture of me like this, so suppliantly posed. There are graceful lines, a trim kind of beauty Ian would say. I’m not sure what Heinrich thinks of me like this. 


  Then too, Ian would never see me so reposed—I don’t play these games with him. Sex with my lover is relentless but not the dark feast of beauty it is with my husband. Ian wouldn’t have me this way. He loves looking into my wide-open face, loves seeing how my smoky eyes spark. I think my face too flat and plain, my features too small. But he sees a gentle beauty there—I can tell by the touch of his tender hand. He runs his thumb on my pink skin as though he’s trying to wipe away a smudge of rouge. I wonder if I could be more sultry if I grew out my brown hair. But I like it short, this inch or two of sass makes me feel young and kid-like, sometimes boyish. Ian never complains, and neither has Heinrich. Ian never would, but if Heinrich thought it stupid or unattractive, he’d be sure to tell me. I wish I were more voluptuous, but in the one scant compliment I recall from my indifferent husband, he says my body is simple, which makes it all the easier to adorn in whatever way he chooses.


  Heinrich’s on his feet at my side and I feel a lash tickling the skin at my hips. I keep my hands pressed tightly to the small of my back, my naked ass slightly raised. It took some time to learn this pose for punishment, but I know it well now. 


  Perhaps I’ve misjudged my husband. Perhaps he won’t throw me out, but looks only for compensation, penance, retribution, vengeance. And if that is so, if all he wants is to punish me, I know we’ve set in motion a lengthy period of atonement. I’ll feel this blessed pain for weeks, even months until he’s satisfied. I’ll give up Ian, and be a more dutiful wife. But what then? Start over again with another lover when Heinrich’s finally pacified and I’m bored and lonely? 


  The lash darts about my skin, licking the side of my thighs, running along the crack of my ass, teasingly stroking my shoulders. I shudder as the feelings move toward my crotch where a beautiful pulse of energy begins.


  Heinrich snaps the leather hard, and I shudder as a bright burst of pain settles in me like a shower of sparks inside my body. Another and the sensation deepens. Another and I moan. 


  “I rather you were silent, Anna,” Heinrich’s voice cuts as keenly as his lash. This is not an opinion, but an order.


  Thwack!


  It splats across my raised ass and I struggle to get away. Heinrich makes me settle before he begins again, and then he doesn’t care whether I squirm or fight. He punishes me hard, letting his fury flow through his hand into the brutal leather. I fight this misery, and attempt to contain it, but it’s all so erratic. There’s little to delight in, though I know that when he’s finished my cunt will be on fire, clenching for something to fill the void. It would astound me if he gave me any physical release in the aftermath. I clench in hopes that this lash alone might bring me off, but I am so far away, shrieking—much to Heinrich’s dismay. He strikes harder.


  And then I beg, “please no more, please.” This is a heartfelt cry, my soul trying to grab at his.


  Suddenly he stops. I flinch; sure he’ll strike again. Sensing that he’s finished at least for now, my body collapses to the thick carpet beneath me, as though I could snuggle into it for comfort.


  When he lifts me from the floor, he has a rope in hand. Wrapped about my wrists that rope tells me much. This scene will take some time and my punishment is not over for the day. Moving on me with an intensity I treasure, Heinrich draws me into the bedroom and thrusts me over the end of the bed, tying the rope to the headboard above. His hand begins to fondle my crotch. His fingers play at my pussy and my ass. He works them beyond my sphincter, and that backdoor spasms. I imagine his cock replacing those fingers. His mastery of my physical responses has me dreaming of climactic ends. I can already feel an orgasm about to crash within. This comes quickly, and I think I might have tricked my husband into giving me more than he planned, but with the swiftness of a wildfire crashing through a dry canyon, he backs off.


  Thwack!


  A slicing bamboo peals away my thoughts of cumming, replacing it with a pain that bites hard. I shriek, just once.


  I writhe on the hard metal bedrail getting nowhere in this awkward pose. The sensation of each crack roars through me and I beg. But he doesn’t listen. What I say is only gibberish but it must communicate my agony. Pain supplants reason. Intense, sharp, burning pain. My ass is scorched, hotter each time the bamboo strikes my ass. 


  Suddenly the frenetic tempo changes as several cuts streak across my shoulders. I feel him subdue me. With these new rivers of sensation, another world of surrender opens. How can he manage to lay them precisely where he wants when I’m thrashing so violently? How does he know me this well, except that in these brief seconds we are so immersed in each other, we cannot help but think alike. The cuts to my shoulders tame my will to fight. I’m falling, growing smaller, tinier each second as another blow delivers me downward. On my ass, the cuts punish. On my shoulders, they make me humble. I could weep with this feeling of abdication. But it’s at this moment Heinrich stops.


  The silence in killing—like dead weight descending around us. The air seems hot so we can hardly breathe, and for a moment—just seconds I suppose—I think of us as two images from a still life on canvas. He’s whipped the life from us both and we are nothing more than empty shells. 


  When my body begins to feel again, when a draft from the open window tickles the heat on my marred skin, I squirm ever so slightly on the bedrail and Heinrich speaks.


  “I think this time your self-indulgence exceeds my own,” he tells me coldly. “I want you gone by morning. I trust you won’t take anything that doesn’t belong to you. Bernard will draw up the divorce papers and I’ll have them sent to the bookstore.” 


  With a quick sleight of hand, he unknots the rope. Leaving me lying over the end of the bed, I wait to hear the front door click before I struggle to my feet.




  Chapter Two 


  “Shall we toast my freedom from the lying bitch?” I ask.


  “Toast your separation?” Bernard asks back.


  “No, my divorce,” I correct him quickly.


  “Divorce Anna if you will, Heinrich. But I’d advise against it.”


  “Why? She’s a slut.”


  “And are you not the same? You screw other women.”


  “Yes, but not so she doesn’t know. I don’t do it on the sly. I don’t hide my passions, and I’ve never wanted something from a submissive that I couldn’t get as easily from Anna. Besides, she loves this man.”


  “Maybe she loves him, Heinrich, because you’re unlovable.”


  “I haven’t changed a wit in four years of marriage.”


  “And you should have,” he declares. “You should have developed something deeper than just your S&M.”


  “It’s all we had.”


  He stares at me with his big black eyes like he’s going to win me over to his cloying point of view. Bernard is a handsome black man with a heart like a lamb. Eyes that make women melt, and he’s usually sincere about it.


  “Are you sure that’s all you had? Or were you both too lazy to see if there was anything else to make of your relationship?” he asks.


  “She lied, Bernard. Snuck around like a little cheat. She played the game all wrong.”


  “Marriage is more than a game.”


  “Not for us.”


  He sighs, hating me. Ah, my efficient attorney is far too romantic for me.


  “She humiliated you,” he just keeps going. (Suppose that’s what makes a good litigater, he doesn’t stop.)


  “I’m won’t be humiliated, not by any woman, least of all Anna. Yes, I suppose I’m partly to blame. Maybe I didn’t screw her ass enough. I’ll acknowledge that. But I won’t have her in my life any longer. Draw up the papers.”


  “Could be a cry for help, you know.”


  “I’m not a psychiatrist.”


  “She doesn’t need a psychiatrist, but a husband.”


  “Frankly, I think that’s a perfectly good solution. If she wants to bare her soul, let her talk to a counselor, or better yet, a priest—they don’t charge.”


  “You are a cold bastard.”


  “Like I said, I haven’t changed a wit, and I don’t plan on changing now.”


  He looks at me as though I’m crazy. Perhaps I am. But I can’t see what good a lot of introspection is going to do.


  “I’ll have the preliminary papers by the end of the week, then you can take a look at them.”


  “Don’t dawdle.” His face breaks out into a wide, white toothy smile as though he’s going to take control of my future and manipulate some reconciliation. “She wants this as much as I do, trust me. Didn’t take an hour for her to be out of the house and on her lover’s doorstep.”


  He turns in his seat and sighs. “So, what are your plans now?”


  “Right now?”


  “What do you want to do with your life?”


  “I want to get a divorce. I want to sell that little hovel in the woods…”


  “Why not give it to Anna?”


  “Never. And immediately, there’s a lovely little sub in my office that I plan to cultivate.”


  “Another Anna?”


  “There are no other Annas. She has a corner on the market.”


  “You don’t see any blame for yourself in this impasse with her, do you?”


  “She knew what she was getting, and she loved it. She should have been happy. If she wasn’t getting enough attention she could have spoken up.”


  “I’m not sure why I like you, Heinrich,” he says with a sly smile. “Perhaps because you are cruel where I am not, and I can live through your demented mind vicariously.”


  “You think you’re not cruel when you have a submissive ass to ream?”


  “Not the way you’re cruel, my friend. I’ve always believed that surrendering women need both heartlessness and love. The paradox is much more fascinating than cruelty alone.”


  “So, you think I have no compassion.”


  “Not often.”


  He’s likely right. But I do love. I loved Anna, and always gave her what she needed. She knew that I could do no more.


  ***


  Delia’s heard about the divorce and my prurient lifestyle and can’t wait to wiggle into my affections. I send her my charm every opportunity I can, and then intersperse it with a chill that keeps her perpetually guessing. She won’t understand where I’m coming from, her delicate brain is easy to toy with, and so I do. Even Anna was never this naïve. I can imagine having Delia in chains and leather within weeks—but it will take months to cultivate what I really want. It wouldn’t be worth it if it took less time. She wouldn’t be dampening her panties at the thought of me. Or going home to masturbate thinking of being under my rule. Or absently scratching our names together as though I’ll make her the next Mrs. Keller. One wife is quite enough for me. 


  Delia’s femininity is quite different from my wife’s. Where Anna is slender, this one’s voluptuously robust. Her features are less demure, her attitude exuberant and infectious. Her chest is full enough to bury a face, and her thighs ripple beneath the short skirts she wears. Her long hair is quite unruly, a mass of dark curls. And her black eyes would seem to bore into a night like candles in the darkness. But then, I’ve never seen her at night—or how the attitudes and costumes of my nighttime activities would wear on her. I imagine quite well given her fondness for clothes of cryptic colors. Every day she wears her cashmere purple sheath, and I watch how the tight knit clings to the curve of her hip, I think of how that hip will take a whip cutting its side, or coiling around that hip, slicing into the tenderness along her lower abdomen. Or, when I see the two spheres that define her ass into such succulent melons, I envision the way they’ll be swathed with crimson, burning richly with such intensity she’ll have to fight me, regardless of the fact that she won’t win any war we wage. I’ve found myself too many times eyeing Delia’s body parts, noting the tiny protrusions of her nipples, the allure of her eyes, and the elemental parts of her lower body that speak to me every time I pass her at work. She’s waiting for me to crack her ass with the palm of my hand, but she will wait some time for that to happen. 


  Once the eye contact screams for something to happen, then I’ll make my move. Until then, I’m content to let the little bitch stew.


  ***


  Needing to let off steam, I spend some time at Tethers. The joint’s too damned smoky, but the promises are good for some reasonable sexual diversion. 


  I can tell what’s going to happen the minute I step in the door and the little seductress, Leah, is climbing on my side, her wet naked cunt pressed to the leg of my blue jeans. She wears too much eye makeup on her pretty face, but makes up for it with her open smile, all colored in red. She wears her bleached hair short, in silver/white spikes. Other than her overly painted eyes, there’s little else but a harness of straps, a fat black collar with silver rings and ankle boots with rings to tether her. She’s a walking advertisement for this establishment, and I’ve always liked the look.


  “Heard you kicked Anna out?” she says with a fake pout like she’s always the last to know.


  “Heard the whole story?” I ask her.


  “No, none of it. Bernard won’t breathe a word.”


  “Good man.”


  “So, was it messy?”


  “No. I don’t let things get messy. It’s simply over.”


  “My, you’re short on details? I’m disappointed.”


  “You won’t be after I flog your ass. It’s been some time.” I look down at her bright limpid eyes, the brown a lovely chestnut hue. She’s tight to my side, the little thing, not so little. She may only be a small five feet three, but she packs power in her velvety form. She’s not as voluptuous as Delia, but she certainly has assets any man would treasure. What’s better yet is that I have no vested interest in her, nor she in me. 


  It’s so hot in the smoggy lounge that we move directly into the cavern. Leah’s eyes light when we reach the circular rack.


  “Has your pussy been beaten lately?” I wonder aloud as I think of her legs splayed for me, blood pouring to her head as she’s bound for me upside down.


  She smiles, while I feel her firm body wilt on my arm. 


  “My ass always loves you, Heinrich.”


  “But it’s your pussy tonight or nothing at all. I’m feeling especially mean.”


  She stares into my eyes for some seconds as though she’s deciding if I really mean what I say. She wonders if she will change my mind. As many times as we’ve played together, she should know better than to question me. I dispassionately watch her decide. There’s always a sub on the floor, or in the cavern, that likes it rough. Leah knows this too, knows what she’ll give up being coy, cute and manipulating. I extricate myself from her warm grasp and move on, only to have her catch up with me seconds later. “May I reconsider?”


  “You can decide to be a bitch or be submissive, but the decision better be now.”


  She looks meek, and I grab a naked breast.


  “Yes, sir,” she submits so willingly I wonder what made her balk to begin with. “On the floor, sir?”


  “No, on the rack. And don’t say another word. Better yet, I think I’ll gag you.” 


  “Is that safe?” she asks.


  “Hasn’t it always been before?”


  “But you’re breathing fire, sir, and I wonder…”


  “Wonder if I’ll vent my wrath for Anna on you?”


  She shakes her head yes.


  “It’s been over six weeks. And if you think I’d let my feelings for one sub cloud my judgment, then you shouldn’t be playing with me at all. If you have nothing else to add to this conversation, I’d suggest you retrieve a ballgag.”


  She smiles, content with what I’ve said and starts her retreat.


  “Oh, but on your knees,” I order, and she drops immediately, padding to the sidewall to find a proper gag for a loquacious sub.


  The circular rack has an “X” cross in the center. I strap her in face first. With her belly to the crosspiece, she rests her crotch on a rod high between her legs. It will play havoc with her spread labia until I turn her upside down and let her hang. The rod removed, I’ll have an empty crotch of soft brown curls to torture. As the plump folds of skin nestle against the rod, I snap metal clamps two inches long on the fleshiest part and turn the screws until I see her wince and hear a muffled protest behind her gag. The weighty metal elongates the flesh, pulling it down a little more each second.


  Her arms strain to reach the cuffs above her, and I tighten them down so the bones of her back become visible. There’s enough flesh there to take a good crack of a whip, though I’m more interested in her crotch right now. 


  Repeating the stringent bondage with her ankles, I have her trussed up like an insect. Taut, the cords of her muscles become visible. Leah sighs like this is comforting, while her crotch nestles into the hard wood, happy to have this most delicate part of her protected a moment longer. She opens and closes her eyes dreamily, as though she’s reverting to some fantasy—out of the closet of many, or perhaps remembering the last time she was bound to this rack. 


  Leah’s been coming here longer than I have which makes her its oldest member. She should own the place. I know, however, that she reserves her appearances for her alter ego. In her other life she bears no resemblance to the woman that’s seen here. Classic control freak in the boardroom, I wouldn’t want to go up against her in a business deal. Word is, she eats men alive and loves every minute of it, then suddenly turns tail on herself and pays penance at Tethers. There’s no suggesting a permanent relationship with any man because she could never decide what she really wanted. It’s not mine to care if this lifestyle suits her or not. Right now, she’s going to be whipped. 


  Having Leah secured, my passions begin to rise. I lied when I told her this had nothing to do with Anna, but I suppose she’s already figured that. There are always ulterior motives in these scenes. Even if it’s subtle, the subtext of our lives cannot disappear as though we become clean slates. In this place we write in bold and brilliant strokes. My passions will leave imprints on Leah’s mind and body so she’ll remember this scene fondly the next time she’s in the boardroom wreaking some injustice on a feeble man with no balls for the tough fight. 


  As I turn the rack, I do so slowly, seeing how her body settles with each crank, how her ungracefully bound breasts change form with every degree until 180°degrees from the start, they jut out nearly straight, nipples slightly enlarged as the rings that pierce them dangle with weighty charms. Her body settles at last into the shoulder straps, and I remove the rod between her legs to expose her cunt. I watch her breath. As I move around the rack, I see the anxiousness in the lines of her face. It’s odd to see such fear in Leah, as though this time means more to her for reasons I don’t understand. 


  Floating a soft and many taloned deerskin flogger over her thighs and pussy, I watch her crotch grind as though she’s seeking orgasm already. My cock stirs more freely, but it will be ignored for awhile. I drive her mad with the gentle flogging until I see the movement in her body change just slightly. Anna was quite like this. The vibration is so subtle, some can’t see the difference; but it’s at this moment that I’m most inside a submissive’s whispering body listening for to it speak. 


  Her eyes are closed, her mind drifts off. When I abruptly rip the labia clamps away, she screams. Rushing blood is difficult to bear. She twists desperately, going nowhere. I follow through with a cane rapping at the insides of her thighs, at her pussy straight on, in the gentle places, atop her clit, and in the crevice laying several hard where her pink anus puckers. She roars behind her gag and I back off waiting for some sign to stop. There is none, so I begin again. The deerskin eases her pain for a time and the discomfort subsides. I can see a visible clenching in her crotch where the spasms are beginning. I let her build for several minutes while my flogger continues its gentle journey, and then with a snap of the wrist I lay it on hard, and follow it quickly with a more cutting whip. This leaves welts beside the marks of the cane. The strike is erratic. I center on her ass for awhile mindful that she takes this with much more poise than she takes it on her pussy. 


  There are shudders, vibrations of pleasure in us both. My cock pulses to the same beat she feels. I know when I lay the cane on her again and follow with deerskin, and then the leather, the combination will end with an orgasm. She’s fought hard for this one, the climax ripping like an angry animal tearing at her body.


  Seeing her face afterwards, Leah seems as frightened as she was before it began. Some demon has her riled. But she can’t take more.


  Bringing her upright, I let her equilibrium return and take away the gag. Undoing her bonds, she collapses into me. Sixty seconds of tenderness in my arms, she drops to her knees and removes my dick from my jeans. Covering the shaft with her hand, I watch her red mouth cover the head, her bright fingernails move with ease as the blowjob continues beginning to end.


  There’s cum on her face, more staining the leather harness with globs of white. She smiles, the first sign that she’s content with this. For a time, I was concerned. I don’t go beyond any submissive’s boundaries, least of all one as willing as Leah.  


  “Maybe what’s troubling you should stay at home,” I suggest lifting her to her feet.


  “That obvious?”


  “Yes.”


  “You are a gem,” she snickers as she pats my cheek. 


  She’ll tell me no more than I’ll tell her of myself. We are closed books except for these brief moments. There are few women I want to take to these lengths. Anna was one. Delia replaces her now. But at least for an hour, Leah’s a decent substitute.


  ***


  Delia’s standing in front of me as I sit at my desk. I’m thinking unrespectable thoughts and very happy about it. She has no clue, however, what’s in my mind since I’m staring out the smoke/grey windows talking on the phone. She waits with reasonable poise though I sense her becoming concerned as I put her off. I note her anxiety with pleasure, seeing her nervous expression reflected in the marble surface of my desk. Finally laying the receiver on the cradle, I turn to stare upward at two soft dark eyes and that mass of unruly hair.


  “Tell me, what it is you want from me, Delia?” I ask. My voice is cool and my comment purposely vague. 


  “Mr. Keller, I am sorry about the lost documents,” she immediately rushes in. “I swear, they were on Finnegan’s desk. I don’t know what happened.” She looks as though she’s going to cry.  


  I nod. The documents were already found, but I’ll let her squirm through this one before I let her know that.


  “And what else is on your mind?”


  “Sir?”


  “Your body language is no accident, Miss Rose. Now we either address the issue of your unseemly habit of exposing yourself as inadvertent and I reprimand you; or we speak about it honestly.”


  “I thought you were…” she stops. Of course, she’s embarrassed.


  “Thought I was what?”


  “I must have made a mistake.” She fidgets nervously.


  “What kind of mistake?”


  She bites her lip. Cute trick.


  “I assumed you returned my interest. Oh, but I’m very sorry.” She blushes, her neck a rash of red.


  “Let’s assume I want your sexual interest, Delia, I’d prefer a more subtle approach. Let’s dispense with the overt foreplay in the office unless you want to thoroughly embarrass yourself. If there is anything between us we’ll keep it strictly between you and me.”


  “I’m not sure what you’re saying.”


  “I’m saying if you want my attention, you can have it. As much as I have to give to any woman right now—which is very little. You certainly know that I’m not a genteel lover. Whatever rumors you’ve heard I’m sure are true. I’m looking strictly for women that need to yield. Without that, there’s no point in going further. If that interests you, then we’ll go for coffee some afternoon and talk.”


  Her eyes become more seductive as I speak. I’ve hit the mark. 


  “I’m sorry if I’ve been so obvious,” she looks chagrined. “It’s the way I get a man’s attention.”


  “Well, you certainly got mine.” I’m thinking of the day she bent over next to the Xerox machine. Drawing her short skirt high, there was her lovely round bottom with just a thong bikini to prevent my seeing everything from anus to clit. “From now on behave yourself in the office, and do as I say. I’ll see what we can do about that coffee break.”


  She’s dismissed, certainly reeling and light-headed.


  A week later, I’m deliberately brusque with Ms. Rose as I dash through the office, tossing a slip of paper on her desk. “Coffee, The Arbors, 3:00 p.m. Makes excuses, you won’t return the rest of the day.”


  I don’t stop to gauge her expression, but find a pleasing one when I see her at The Arbors waiting for me. It’s 3:15.


  “Sorry I’m late.” I take a seat across from her and order a latte. She’s slowly sipping her mocha. 


  Though our table is in the corner we are not alone. The café is filled with businessmen and women, a few college students, and what appear to be artist types with faces burrowed in thick books of scholarly dissertations. In the midst of this crowd hardly seems like the place for personal revelations of the sort we’ll discuss, but I have a fascination for setting submissives on edge in disconcerting situations like this one. I’m too jaded in these efforts, and a little too tired to take an initiate who can’t easily get by this kind of discomfort. I’d rather blow her out now, as waste my time and find her balking when things are supposed to get interesting—when it’s time to take off clothes and bow, and offer me a willing ass and a body ready to take a lash.


  Though a “Leah Sands” would be much easier given my laziness, I prefer an untried innocent to veterans of these practices—as long as they don’t cause me too much stress.


  Delia stares around nervously. Sitting primly, she stares at me over the top of tiny, round, wire-rim glasses that perch at the end of her nose. Her long hair is loose so that it almost hides her face. When I saw her in the morning, it was neatly clipped at the base of her neck. She wears a grey tweed suit with a deep “V” neckline that plunges downward, cleavage hidden behind a pale blue line of silk. Her skirt is short—enough to keep her from crossing her legs, so she sits with them clamped tightly together, almost looking like there’s a poker up her back. 


  “Did you find a good excuse to leave the office for the afternoon?”


  “I hope so. I mentioned to Miss Crossley a Doctor’s appointment I forgot to tell her about.”


  “And she wasn’t annoyed?”


  “She’s always annoyed about something, but there was an emergency in the mailroom that was more important than my skipping out for the afternoon.”


  “Well, then, Delia,” I lean back admiring her loveliness, “Tell me what you’re looking for.”


  She stares at me blankly.


  “Tell me your fantasies.”


  She takes a deep breath and her chest shimmies underneath the silk. “I know you’re into S&M,” she starts.


  “How’s that?”


  “Other than the rumors, I have a friend that’s seen you at Tethers.”


  “A friend with a loose mouth. That is a private club.”


  “I understand that.” She jumps in as though she needs to defend herself. “And I don’t think she goes there anymore. I have a feeling her loose mouth cost her a lot with the man that brought her. She’s been trying to get back in the scene for months without much success. Oh! But I wouldn’t worry, she had little to say about you except that you were there looking quite ruthless—though that ruthlessness didn’t seem to be focused on any one person.”


  “Delia,” I interrupt. “If the whole world knew my sexual inclinations I wouldn’t care.”


  “You wouldn’t?”


  “I don’t shout them from the rooftops, but I’m not going to be embarrassed by them.”


  “It always seems like a deep secret to me,” she begins to blush as I’ve seen her blush before. I find it charming. I worry only that she’s too much like Anna when I first met her. 


  “Don’t worry, I intend to keep your activities a secret.” She seems relieved, but her anxiety doesn’t go away and as she fidgets with her coffee cup, I’m afraid she’s going to spill it. “Tell me what fascinates you about S&M?”


  She stares away, eyeing the crowd around us, then turns back. “You’re purposely making this hard.” I can see her lip trembling.


  “Am I?” I reply. If I’ve been kind so far, it’s only to keep her from panic. But turning aloof now, I put some distance between us as master and initiate, and keep her apprehensions fresh. “Just answer the question, Delia. Focus on me, look at me. Forget who’s around you. Trust me, they’re lost in their worlds and don’t care about ours. What you say they could hardly hear, and if they strain that much, perhaps they should know. They’ll get an education. Now part your thighs for me and answer the question.”


  Her eyes grow wide as she hears her first real command, but I sense her exalting in her surrender as she follows my instruction.


  She starts reluctantly. “It—S&M—has been in my thoughts for some years. At first, it was just a simple little fantasy of being tied. Then these other things began to appear. And when I…” She pauses and the blush on her face expands. “When I masturbate, these scenes start popping up out of nowhere. I imagine all sorts of things happening to me.” Her eyes are glued to mine as though we swim in our own world. I keep my distance in attitude but all that I desire for myself begins to creep into my system arousing what fascinates me most. For a time I couldn’t keep my mind from Anna when my darker impulses began to appear, but now I’m imagining Delia in bondage, and I’m satisfied that I’m turning the last corner in distancing myself from my wife.


  “What does “all sorts of things” mean?”


   The energy between us intensifies. Her body is ablaze—her eyes steamy, her lips wet. She’s panting softly as her ass starts to sway against her seat. Perhaps she doesn’t realize how this turns her on as she wiggles her cunt into the red vinyl chair.


  “There are,” she hesitates, “whips, long slender ones. I imagine they bite, but I don’t know exactly because I’ve never felt one against my skin. And… you want me to go on?” She perspires a bit on her upper lip. 


  “In detail, and unbutton your jacket.”


  She sighs, her chest heaving so her breasts jiggle again and the silk shimmies over the top. She wears no bra; so as she unbuttons her jacket, I see her nipples begin to tighten into knots underneath the delicate chemise. “Sometimes I have ropes tied across my chest, my breasts strangely contorted. I lie on a rack, strung to four corners, I bow at the feet of a man who stands over me. Sometimes he wears black riding boots and jodhpurs, other times the clothes of an old English Baron, sometimes the leather pants of a biker. There’s incense in the air—except the times I’m in a forest. And then recently I’m in a high-rise—like the office—in fact…” she falters with her voice no more than a whisper, “your office, tied over a chair or to bolts in the wall. Last night… I was stretched to the four corners of your desk, on the marble top. The cold of it climbed inside me, while you heated my ass with a strap.” She sighs. “This is so embarrassing.” Her concentration wavers, and she stares around again, suspecting that the eyes of all the patrons are fixed on her. 


  “Take off your jacket, and open your legs a littler wider. And please go on.”


  She jogs her coffee cup just enough so some spills into the saucer. She pushes it away hardly having drunk much.


  “Your stomach unsettled?” I ask.


  “Yes, it is.” She struggles to remove her jacket aware how obvious her breasts become with nothing but the silk to cover them. Each move to comply with my orders makes her more jittery and me more aroused. These first moments with a submissive are some of the most divine I can create. Delia is as natural as any young woman I know. She parts her legs and her skirt rises while she worries if anyone in the room will notice. “I… um…” each word becomes a struggle. She has no idea how exhilarating this will feel when she’s done. Confessions like these are good for the soul. “I have so many thoughts that just swim through me, but no experience.”


  “None?”


  “Little.”


  “Tell me about what little experience you’ve had.”


  She bites her lip so hard I wonder if it will bleed. Exposure is a mean sword.


  “A boyfriend—a few months ago. I asked if he’d bind my hands to the headboard of my bed.”


  “And did he?”


  She smiles, “Yes.”


  “What did that feel like?”


  “Like I wasn’t getting enough. All he did was make love to me like a school kid and we ended up laughing.”


  “What was missing?”


  “Oh, the fantasy, Mr. Keller,” she turns serious.


  “The whips, the chains, the leather—the ruthlessness of a controlling man?”


  “You know my heart now,” she says.


  “I knew it long before we began, Delia.”


  The first signs of relief appear on her frightened face as she sees that our conversation is coming to an end.


  “Are you wearing panties?” I ask, as I reach for my wallet.


  “Yes.”


  “Then before you leave the restaurant, take them off here at the table. When I think you’re ready for more we’ll talk again.”


  “That’s all?” she looks aghast. 


  “No, it’s not all. But you’ve had enough for one day. No expectations, Delia. What might happen is likely to be far different that you imagine.”


  After paying the bill I get up and walk away, knowing that she stares at me, brooding silently as she thinks of how this relationship will proceed. She’ll be agitated about it all day, masturbate about it all night, and eventually, in a week or so, just before I make my next move, her despair will eat away any confidence I’ve given her today. 


  As I walk out on Delia Rose, I am supremely happy to be moving away from the unpleasant past of Anna Keller.




  Chapter Three


  Ian grabs me from behind and I jump three feet—at least that’s the way it feels. I stop chopping celery for the chowder. This kind of surprise is dangerous with a knife in my hand. With his lips at my neck, his breath tickles my skin, shivers run up and down my spine. I didn’t realize how horny I was, or how much I’ve been holding back.


  “Ooo, yes, you can do that more,” I breathe out softly. 


  “Like that, huh?” 


  I turn in his arms, my body sort of oozing into his warmth. I run my hand through his dark hair, and watch his lips turn into a smile. Pressing his groin into mine we tango as we kiss. I feel his erection against my thigh. Hot. His throbbing makes my insides throb. The ache begins to burn in me. I want it there, the thrust, the pounding, relentless good sex. I want my mind far from my restless thoughts.


  My hands move to clasp Ian’s swelling pouch, while his cover my breasts and gently squeeze. More avidly, we’re beginning to strip away clothes—pants, panties, bra, and shirts drop to the kitchen floor, where they’ll remain while we awkwardly make our way into the living room. He sinks to the couch and I drop between his knees. His prick taunts me and I can’t jack it fast enough to suit either of us, so I push him down and climb on, crotch covering the swollen thing. 


  “Yes, do it!” Ah. Wiggling in I want it tighter, harder, the rhythm faster, his hands on me demandingly. He’s too easy on me, I need him slapping. “Ian, fuck me,” my voice lowers as my cunt burrows harder into him. 


  He begins to abuse my flesh and the pain from his clutching hands descends to my cunt.  


  “Ooo, darling more.” My ravenous need drives me. Moving so frantically, we fall to the rug below, Ian on top, the prickly fabric roughing up my skin as we go like animals on each other. He slaps me sparingly, and I want more, but his kisses prevent me from voicing that desire. 


  He groans with me. My cunt clenches tightly, and as he thrusts I feel the head of his prick reach the end of my cunt. When he turns me over, I press my head to the carpet as he kneels between my splayed thighs. His dick has more room to work me as he fucks me like a bitch hound. We seem to howl more profusely as though the position alters the mood just that much more. I grab the carpet, my knees feeling the hardness of the wood floor underneath. Ian parts my cheeks and starts to play with my asshole.


  “Oh, yessssss,” I urge him on. But he’s too timid there. Must have burned some other woman going forcefully in her reluctant ass. But not mine, how many times have I told him that mine loves the abuse. “Yesssssss.”


  I can feel him move away from any hint of foreplay. His prick can’t stand more, while my cunt could take a dozen orgasms tonight. Where did this need come from? 


  I’m cumming, spasms ripping at me as I milk his ejaculating prick. “Yesssssss,” he seems as crazy as I am. I can’t contain it or control it. This should linger for minutes, but the climax abruptly jerks and falls away and Ian’s dick withdraws as his erection dwindles. 


  Oh, yes, how sweet of him to put his hand there, to pinch my clit and run his fingers inside the wet hole. 


  Collapsing forward, I’m half on the prickly carpet, half on cold wood, my nipples feel a smooth surface, my crotch the oriental rug Ian bought in Paris—we’ve just stained it with cum for the second time.


  “I hope you want more tonight because I can’t be finished,” I tell him anxiously.


  “You are a bottomless pit, my dear.”


  “And don’t you like that?”


  “Oh, yes.” We’re on our backs, uncomfortably so, but too languid to move, we pull a pillow from the couch and remain where we are. His fingers run along my bare side, ticklishly. I feel it in my groin and turn on my side to nestle my crotch on his thigh. 


  “Oh, not so fast,” he tells me, “Lie back.” It sounds like an order to me, so I settle back against the carpet, while Ian takes his own sweet time being playful. Running circles around my nipple, it begins to swell and tighten, and then dipping a finger in a glass of yesterday’s wine still sitting on the coffee table, he makes it wet and blows on the forming knob until it chills erect. Repeating the measures with the other nipple, I have these two silly mountains on my chest, hovering over the soft flesh underneath—that flesh jiggles with Ian spanking it softly. I want to tell him to do more, and start to speak, but he gives me this commanding sort of look—uncommon for my gentle professor—so I relax letting him do all the work and all the deciding. This is a good thing for me and I think for him as well. Maybe we can carve out new territory here because I hate getting bored with sex. 


  I adore his smile because it looks as though he adores me and I adore people admiring me—like Heinrich never did.


  “Arms above you,” Ian orders.


  I’m getting that dreamy feeling of being brutally cared for. I slowly close my eyes and listen only to the sound of his voice. His deep baritone resonates in me so I feel it all the way to my toes.


  Ian grabs my cunt and holds on tightly. Moving over me his tongue and teeth graze these erect mounds on my breasts. I shudder, anxious for his passion to explode but I must think faster than he does.


  He begins to massage me slowly, and I’m muttering “more,” only to have his hand covering my mouth as he whispers, “Quiet.” He should gag me if he feels that way, but I can’t even suggest that. This becomes more difficult as my energy begins to flag and all that sweet eroticism strangely fades away. When he grows more bold, the sensation returns and my body screams even though my voice is silent. My frustration mounts with my inner fires so raw. With too much tenderness the arousal dissipates, revived only when he does something brutal, then falls off more completely as his touch turns sweet. 


  Descending from this bondage fantasy, I bring Ian to me and kiss his face. “Not so horny as you were?” he wonders.


  “Oh, you are terrific, love, but I guess I’m more tired than I thought.”


  “Then we’ll go to bed.” 


  He’s right. It’s late. We’re both tired, and maybe if I sleep, I won’t worry that I’m missing anything. Though, as soon as he’s asleep, I masturbate to the thought of being bound again.


  I’ve been thinking about Bernard for weeks now, since I saw him at the hearing, taking Heinrich’s place because Heinrich was too damned busy to attend his own divorce. I know it was just a simple matter, but I wanted him to see how extraordinarily happy I am now—not so he would fret, but so he’d be jealous. I bought all new clothes, things he’d never seen, and he has the gall not to appear. To hell with him! 


  But then, there is Bernard.


  Black men like him intrigue me because they seem different from me, like foreigners from other places, and exploring their bodies makes me feel as though I’m exploring other lands. Bernard has always fascinated me, but because I belonged to Heinrich, he’s never laid his hands on me. I would think about him topping me in a bondage scene. I’ve seen him work, whisper things in the ear of his submissive, and felt her jolt with arousal. His thick lips would be adoring as they kissed me, even if it is a delicate kiss. I want to slavishly massage his body, stroke his hands, run my fingers tenderly along his palm as though I’m reading his future. 


  I’ve seen his cock only once, just before he planted it inside his lover’s ass. The kinky hair, the dark color, the blooming shape that turned into a black spear when it was fully engorged. I saw it just that once when I was tied and otherwise preoccupied, so I couldn’t take the time to focus my desire on it before it disappeared. But I’ve thought about that dark erection a hundred times in the middle of sex with Heinrich and Ian, and other dominant men my generous husband gave me to. 


  Bernard and I are friends, before we were forced to be enemies on the other side of legal papers. Though even the day of the divorce, he looked at me with the same inherent kindness that he’s always had for me, and a little sorrow, because he thought he failed to prevent this ending. I think he was more disappointed than either Heinrich or I that we came to this miserable parting. And he made it clear that his serving as opposing counsel had no bearing on our friendship. He is infinitely kinder than most dominant men I know. He goes far beyond a simple “top.” Hate that term—tends to force people into strange sounding roles that seem so very sterile. Bernard is not a sterile man; he breathes so passionately about so many things. I know he has his lady fair, as he sometimes affectionately calls Makaila. She’s an exotic Polynesian woman with long dark hair and amber skin, with tender hands and gentle eyes. She’s been Bernard’s submissive for nearly ten years, and they’re settled with their affections in a way Heinrich and I never were.


  Nights like tonight, I go to bed disappointed, missing something that doesn’t come to me anymore—since Heinrich quit having me. If I could just talk to Bernard, feel the presence of him in me, perhaps that would satisfy my need for this submissive lust; if he would give me one of those infamous parental lectures, treat me like a kid, make me feel just a wee thing, let the energy of him bloom in me, perhaps that would be enough. Though, if he were to take me darkly, run me through the paces my body begs for, that would truly be satisfying. I don’t want another Heinrich. All the pitfalls to finding a good dom—I don’t want to go through the frenetic and tedious process of peeling through the layers of a man to find one that knows who he is. I need a man that dominates instinctively. I have all the affection I need from Ian, but he’s not a dom. I can’t instruct him. He just has to know, and I’m squeamish every time we try to go down those paths. He has no idea how dark I become, how beastly servile my strange need requires. 


  Is it a requirement? Is it a need? Every day that passes I fear it more. I’m sure that Heinrich means nothing to me now. But I’m beginning to recognize the truth nearly three months since my last taste of bondage and abuse—that last night with my husband. I don’t think I can live without it. How to have it and keep Ian is the question. The only thing I seriously consider these days is going to Bernard in secret when the need arises and letting myself unwind slowly in his gentle steel-like hands.


  ***


  It’s been nearly a year since I was at his house. The brownstone in the quiet city neighborhood disguises a good deal with its pleasant exterior facing forward, putting a common façade on an uncommon playground. I’ve been here only three times, this the third. Usually, I’d see Bernard on more neutral territory—at the clubs. And several times he came to the house in the woods. But I think I remember most the scenes in this house. The first time Heinrich brought me here just after we got married, I was put on display as my husband’s new trinket. We were still madly in love with everything about each other—not just our mean sexuality. Heinrich was celebrating his thirty-first birthday, and I was just a nubile innocent at twenty-three with a passion for menacing sexual adventures. 


  I could hardly keep my eyes off my husband’s good friend as Heinrich made me strip off my clothes, bring myself to Bernard’s feet and kiss the floor. When I stood again, I almost wilted from his awesome inspection of my body. He was looking for details, his black hands soon moving adroitly over my skin as though I was slave flesh he was considering for purchase. 


  His smile was as charming as Heinrich’s, his wit as dazzling, but then his race lured me in as well. I was so wet by the time he finished his examination, the man had only to finger my cunt for several seconds, and I came on his hand right in front of my watching husband. I was sure I’d be punished for being so bold and unstrained, but Heinrich was pleased.


  “Eager little tramp, isn’t she?” the first words from Bernard’s lips that I remember. “You’ll fight like angry cats, friend,” he told Heinrich. “Make certain you stay on top.”


  “I don’t worry about that,” my husband answered him. “She knows what she needs and likes.”


  Three years down the road, there were many meetings with Bernard, even times when we were alone together when our affections for each other grew into friendship. He was like a father—on two occasions cleaning up the dizzying mess I’d become when Heinrich was on an awful tear. He wouldn’t actually side with my husband—though he never spoke badly of him. Instead, he’d lead me back to my true desire. After holding me while I cried, he then pushed me away and gave me a tongue-lashing with his keen eyes burrowed into my soul. He suggested that he’d punish me himself for being so silly and so weak. Oh, I trembled at the thought of that!


  Given our past relationship, it was only natural for Bernard to welcome me.  


  With the restraints of keeping a marriage intact lifted from my thinking Bernard supplants any other dominant in my mind. Perhaps I exalt him too much. Perhaps I don’t know his imperfections; he seems so perfect side by side with my flawed husband. I go so far as to wonder if he’ll give up Makaila for me—though that’s a ridiculous thought. And, I certainly don’t want to make any trouble for him. But for just one hour, or even a few minutes, I’d like to listen to him speak. I’d like to let him lecture me again, or counsel me. That’s all I ask.


  When I made the appointment to see him, he was a bit surprised, but he agreed without asking why. I as mount the steps to his house, I have to think of what I’ll say to him, how I’ll answer the initial question. I could speculate that he already knows what I’m going to say, but he’ll have me spit it out, lay it all on the line.


  “I’d like you to take me into a scene, Bernard. I want you to top me. I’d like to slave for you.” There are a dozen ways to say it, they all mean the same thing. I’ve gone over them in my mind repeatedly, and wonder exactly how I’ll tell him the truth. I guess I want a whole lot more than just his stern lecture.


  “Anna, how nice to see you!” he greets me in his conservatory with his arm going around me for a generous hug. His lips meet mine and I’m ready to drop to the floor at his feet. Instead, I stand back and smile. Though he scares me, I could melt into him now. “How are you?” He backs up and sits on his pruning bench where he’s been clipping his prized orchids. “Sit,” his hand motions to the chair behind me. Taking a seat, I look up at his open face and feel more yielding. I’m sure he reads exactly what’s in my thoughts. “This is a surprise.”


  “Am I wrong to visit an old friend?”


  “Not at all.”


  He strikes a causal pose, one tight ass cheek and his leg resting on the bench—an open posture that draws me in. My face is at his crotch height unable to take my eyes from where I know his black dick resides.


  “So, what brings you here?”


  I sigh. “I would think you could guess.”


  “Guessing sometimes gets you in trouble, better you tell me.”


  I get brave, “I’m missing the scene.”


  He nods as though it’s no surprise. “Runs deep in you, Anna.”


  “It does.”


  “You want your husband back?”


  “Oh, good lord no!”


  “You know I think your divorce was a mistake. You had all the right ingredients, just needed a little coaxing to make it a real relationship.”


  “I didn’t come here to go down that road.” He sees how I flinch at the very mention of my marriage.


  “Then what is it you want?”


  I think for a moment, unable to speak. All those words and phrases I practiced, and none come out but the one word that matters, “you.”


  “Me?”


  “I need it nasty, Bernard. My whole being is so wanting. I used to count on a good thrashing to ease my inner turmoil, but it’s just day after day of waiting for something that is not going to come. Do you know how many weeks it’s been? Not weeks, but months. I’m living with a man I love, but he only knows half of me, and only has half of me to love.”


  “And you can’t tell him the rest?”


  “No, no, no,” I shake my head. “I can’t make him into something he’s not and I refuse to try.”


  “So, you’ll cheat on him the way you did Heinrich to get the other side. Seems like the flip side of your marriage. Not fair to anyone.”


  His words are stern and reproachful. 


  “I’m only asking for it once and while. Or maybe just once, until I get this figured out.”


  He considers for awhile, just staring at me like his eyes could bore through oak—and I’m just a slender sapling with no roots at all.


  “You haven’t atoned for your crimes yet, have you? Washed away the stain of your infidelity?”


  “I hadn’t thought of it that way, but perhaps not.”


  “I think you’d better feel it that way. You’re feeling empty and unfulfilled because you didn’t treat your marriage with any respect. You committed adultery and now you’re paying in loss and sorrow. I should just let you just stew in your misery.”


  “Bernard please.”


  “You are a selfish and scheming woman, Anna. Charming as you might be you have no scruples. That’s what’s dangerous about you.”


  Though I’ve felt this kind of rebuke from him before, I sense bitterness from him I didn’t plan on. Before, his lectures were like a game we played. But this is no game—as though I’ve truly offended him. There was none of this during the divorce. He could have laid into me a dozen times but he certainly held back. Feeling as though he’s pinned me to the wall, I attempt a counter attack, “Is Heinrich any different?” 


  He points a finger at me and rises from the pruning bench. “We’re not talking about Heinrich, we’re talking about you.” The glare in his black eyes alarms me. “If you really are the woman you say you are, you don’t need a husband, or a compassionate lover, or even me. You need a harness, a dog collar, and a leash, so you can crawl at some dom’s feet for a few months and forget that you are a person at all. You need to slave for a master who will show you no mercy. You need a sound paddling at dawn and dusk everyday, a good thrashing at noon—then you should be left in a closet the rest of the time.”


  He walks around his conservatory, getting lost inside the melange of plants. There is a reckless, seething energy about him that I’ve seen only once before when he was furious with Makaila for disobeying him. As he slowly makes his way through his jungle, he finally emerges with his feelings more restrained and says, “Please excuse that outburst. It wasn’t planned.”


  “But that is what you feel,” I reply.


  “Oh, it is. Adultery of body or mind pisses me off.”  


  Through the entire divorce, no one ever put my actions in such a conventional light—took offense that I’d cheated on my husband. I thought about it, but no one else ever said a word, as though the infidelity didn’t really matter anymore. It mattered to me sometimes and even more now that I realize how much it matters to Bernard.


  “I can’t defend myself,” I say.


  “No, you can’t.”


  “Is there hope here, or have you given up on me?”


  “I should. Should make you just live this way, or send you to a man who might actually knock some sense of decency into you.”


  “But you won’t?”


  “I don’t know what I’ll do, Anna. I will consider your suggestion and get back to you. If anything happens at all, however, understand this—you don’t balk, you don’t disobey and you tell your lover everything.”


  “What?” I can’t believe he means that.


  “Are you serious about him?”


  “Yes, I think so…”


  “Then you tell him everything.”


  “And if I wasn’t serious, I wouldn’t have to?”


  “No. You’ll tell him regardless.”


  “That’s impossible.”


  “Then it’s impossible for me to help you.”


  “No.” I’m in tears. 


  “Yes, Anna.” He lifts me to my feet with his hand, then runs that hand through my hair, staring at it as though he’s fascinated. 


  “You are harder than Heinrich.”


  “I’m a better man,” he admits without shame. “And understand, if I’m inclined to do anything with you, I will tell your husband.”


  “You’ll tell him? But he’s not my husband anymore.”


  “But he is my friend.”


  “What difference does that make, you take women all the time?”


  “It matters to me because it would matter to him. The fact that you don’t like that is another strike against you.” 


  He’s being a bastard while he’s being kind. Though he walks me to the door affectionately holding me to his side, he lays down impossible ground rules, making it clear that he won’t budge an inch. There’s no way I can meet his demands and I realize it was stupid of me to come. He’ll be telling Heinrich and I’ll feel like a fool in front of my husband should I see him—though that’s something I certainly don’t plan on.




  Chapter  Four


  The first time I chain and whip Delia, the extremes of the circumstances almost make her panic. But it’s a good scene. We’re in the cavern at Tethers inside a small subterranean alcove away from the rest of the activities. 


  I knew it shook her when I mentioned at work that we’d be going out for the evening. She had other plans which needed to be canceled, and I could see she was in a tailspin before she left the office that night. Her clamped dark hair was falling loose as though she were anxiously tearing it out of the tortoiseshell clip. There was a damp spot on the skirt of her dress, pussy juice saturating a quarter-size spot in a very embarrassing place—if she’d been aware that it was there. I was tempted to tell her, but she was already too undone to take more sexual input. Her impending evening was enough to unhinge her after what I’d already put her through that afternoon.


  I invited her into my office where she sat in front of me, at first quite pertly—expectantly awaiting some order, and then quite disconcerted when I finally told her what I wanted her to do.


  “So, do you masturbate now about the two of us?”


  “All the time, Mr. Keller.”


  “Then do it for me now. I want to see what you look like.”


  She didn’t just hesitate; she totally balked for two uneasy minutes while trying to decide if I was really joking. And because I didn’t say another word, she finally understood that I was completely serious. 


  “Right here in the chair?” she blurted out.


  “That’s just fine. Raise your skirt and let me see how your fingers move on your cunt.”


  An inch at a time her skirt moved up her legs. I didn’t mind the slow process since her raw innocence was a seductive charm all its own. The flesh of her bare white thighs caused my crotch to jolt, and as she pulled her thong bikini aside to expose a blanket of jet-black hair. I had the urge to go to her with my hands and find what was inside that dark fur. I didn’t have to be that bold, however. She parted the sides of her pussy for me and found the center with a long middle finger, the shiny red nail disappearing inside for a while then returning to the surface as though it were coming up for air. 


  She leaned back and closed her eyes, though I made her open them, “I want you to remember I’m here.”


  The reality made her blush, but she obeyed—a good sign for the future. I know this was a tough assignment. But apparently not too tough—she was obviously quite horny. Her hands worked her crotch, pulling labia, pinching her clit, fingers running down her thighs and back to the center again where those painted nails disappeared again and again. After five minutes she began rubbing herself in earnest, while several fingers continued to jab at her insides. With her eyes focused on me, my expression was grim—as relentless and unbending as she wanted it. Kept her from fleeing in fear. Her hands poured over her flesh, getting wet from precum, and then that slight black bush bucked high, ass off the chair altogether, as though she were reaching for something to draw inside the hole. Her gasp of pleasure was muted, and there was a little cry, then she slumped back down in the chair. Realizing that her eyes had closed while she climaxed, they popped open suddenly to stare at me. 


  It was then I knew we’d get serious. And I had no intention of waiting. 


  She’s come far quickly. I suggested she wear leather tonight—if she had anything, and it didn’t surprise me to find her dressed in a short leather skirt and halter when I picked her up at her apartment. The club almost makes her faint the moment she walks through the door. I give her an hour to adjust to the surroundings and feel her relax just as I decide to act. Her first scene will be one she’ll never forget. This will be hard on her, so much stimulation coming all in one day. But she can’t stand more waiting as much as that would please me. 


  The snap of leather on flesh resounds everywhere tonight. Fierce scenes are going on in all directions, even one Delia can see as she hangs for me in our more secluded retreat, her arms gracefully above her head, tethered with ropes to a hook a few inches from the wall. Her generous and now very naked body shines in the dim candlelight, the skin gleaming and flawless against the dank background of stone. She twists gracefully, waiting for me to use the whip in my hand. There are tears and fear in her eyes, and she grits her teeth breathing deeply so her chest rises and falls in an uneven rhythm. Silver clamps dangle at her nipples, others cut the flesh of her labia. I watched her hold back her response to the pain as I turned the screws to tighten them to her flesh, and now see her silence become more difficult each time I slap her pussy. 


  “Turn around and press your face to the wall.”


  As she obeys, I stand back with my buggy whip and wait until she eases again. Then with a quick flick of the flexible little instrument from hell, I snap it meanly on her buttocks and her body jolts. She gasps loudly. 


  When I repeat the strike, another slight scream of terror joins the others in this cavern of slaves and masters. The strikes come fast now—my arm and this extension of it feeling fused to what she gives back to me in terror and pleasure. The whip sizzles, her body jolts. Red lines begin to appear, one after the other on her fleshy buttocks, and then her thighs and on her milk white naked back. Everything in her shivers as she cries. I wait for her to stop me, her safe word suddenly screamed. But she can’t. For the all the ruthless energy I pour out on her, she loves it and wants more. Never have I seen an initiate so willing in a first session. Her response electrifies my body.


  I stop with one last powerful stroke across her welted ass. Her feet dance wildly and her terrorizing cry stings my ears. I move to her side as her body stops its wild gyrations and her breathing calms. She twitches as the air around her tickles the roughed skin. When she feels my palm on her ass, she twists again, her empty pussy thrusting forward against the stone wall. 


  “Ride it, Delia.”


  She answers pressing her cunt against the cold, looking for anything that will slip inside and send her orgasm over the top. I reach for the crack of her ass, and part her swollen cheeks.


  “Oh, my noooo!” there’s another kind of agony in her voice as my fingers finds her anus and press against the unyielding opening.


  “No anal sex?”


  “No, sir. Never.”


  “My, then, we’ll surely have to do something about that, won’t we?”


  “Oh, please not that.”


  “Such fear,” I mock her.


  “But I can’t.”


  Smack! My hand hits her ass. “A slave makes no excuses. And any master worth the title wouldn’t listen to a submissive beg for mercy. You’ll do as I say, or be punished. Is that clear?”
“Yes, sir.”


  “How about your mouth? You have as much objection to that as you do to getting fucked in the ass?”


  “Oh, no, sir.”


  I sense her relief as I move on to a new subject.


  “Then prove it, slave.” Loosening the ropes that bind her arms, she drops to her knees on brick floor, and with hands still in manacles, she seeks to free my cock. Though she struggles nervously with the zipper, the stalk is soon moving down her throat as she slurps the precum and tongues the surface with a wet tongue. With her voluminous hair threaded through my fingers like a vine, I control the blowjob: her ability to suck, the need to swallow and the ejaculation as it first starts down her throat, and then, as I withdraw spewing, the thick liquid spilling out on her face and breasts. She looks at me longingly as she cleans the last from my cock. 


  For a moment, I stroke her face, remembering the texture of a woman’s soft skin, and the memory of such softness touches me strangely, but I’m not sure why.


  “Bow for me, Delia.” There is little force in my voice now, but she obeys without hesitation, kissing the bricks at my feet with her wet lips.


  Her willingness amazes me still, and I wonder how far she’ll go, how much humiliation she can endure. 


  Taking a leash from the wall, I attach it to her collar, and my initiate, on hands and knees, joins me in a stroll around the cavern showing off her punished flesh.


  The night is a rare one. So much sadomasochistic activity in this dank underground overwhelms my once virgin maid. We watch as other subs are whipped,. Men and women are strung up to racks and alcove walls like the one where Delia hung, bent over rails and chained in suspension, a whip sizzling in this heated air making every moment a painful torture. One particularly nasty scene in the enema chamber makes her shrink in fear as she sees a fat nozzle plunged into a female ass. She shrieks almost as much as the subordinate slave who takes the sudden rush of water into her bowels. Delia’s fear climbs at every turn. Her scratched knees hurt almost as much as her ass. And though she figures there is little more that will happen to her this night, she’s shocked to suddenly discover me tugging her toward the top of a platform where she’ll undergo a careful inspection of her wounds.


  The fem/dom, Enigma, who’s acting hostess for the night, takes the leash from me and jerks hard to get her to the top of the three-step podium.


  “Let’s have a look at your punished ass and this wet cunt.” 


  Enigma’s the queen of the night in black vinyl—not my particular choice, but she looks ravishing dressed this way. Then of course, she would look ravishing in anything. Her shocking red hair frames a face of noble arrogance. She steps out boldly in thigh-high boots that gleam in the fluttering candlelight. Her vinyl corset holds two proud breasts, while her nipples, pierced with gold bars, jiggle at the top. The rings that dangle from her ears drip with crystals like water splashing down a canyon. There’s a bit of a circus tramp about her extremes, but no one can quite match the dramatic vitality of her green eyes, or the way she wields her command in this place of power and abdication.


  “First night?” she asks as she tugs Delia’s collar. The slave cringes. She’s on all fours catlike, her back is slightly arched, the most heavily punished of her flesh prominently on view.


  “It is,” I answer for her.


  “My, Heinrich, she took a lot of abuse. You are a nasty devil.” She speaks so sweetly, but there’s hardly much sweetness in the way she runs her burgundy nails along that punished skin. My slave holds on silently, but with great effort as the pain and exposure continue to humiliate her. She’s aware of those that watch with curious eyes burning into her wounds as if to make them more raw. Enigma’s nails run along the crack of her ass and my slave shudders more. “You missed this tender place.”


  “Would you be that cruel on a first night?”


  “Maybe,” she answers. Delia shrieks aloud with a nail biting the door of her anus. “I bet you wonder how that will feel?” she leans over with burgundy lips to Delia’s ear and whispers loudly. “Does this bother you?”


  “Yes, ma’am.”


  “Oh, I’m so sorry,” she croons without an ounce of sincerity. “You are a delightful one.” She takes a handful of Delia’s hair and jerks down so her shoulders hit the wood and her face is pressed to the hard board of the podium. Her ass juts out like a lewd offering.


  “You didn’t do much damage to her back, or work her thighs as hard as I would have.”


  “I’m not you, Enigma. And Delia’s not yours.”


  “Delia, humm, delightful name.” This dom’s too proud to ask for a scene with my slave. Though even if she did, I wouldn’t permit it. Delia won’t be returning to Tethers soon—this mini initiation has its purpose, but I’d rather we have private sessions after this one. I imagine that she’ll agree with me once this embarrassing performance is over. 


  Still, my plans for Delia don’t prevent Enigma from greasing her middle fingers with lubricant and probing Delia’s virgin target. You’d think the slave was being ripped apart the way she jerks and groans unhappily under her breath. 


  “I’m being hard on you, I know, my dear one. But if you want to play in this world of ours you have to withstand a good deal of abuse. The sooner you learn to enjoy, the better.” 


  Abruptly withdrawing her fingers, there’s another gasp from the brunette, and Enigma is distracted by other matters. 


  Jerking the leash, Delia slavishly crawls from the perch to the floor, and then up the stairs to the main room. While her clothes wait for her there, I don’t allow her to dress. Instead, throwing Delia’s coat over her shoulders, she’s forced to walk from the club clutching her wrap awkwardly in front of her. 


  “Think about what’s happened tonight, Delia. The world I want you for is not a pretty place. It’s filled with treacherous people who will want you for nothing more than their own pleasure. But it’s a beautiful place if you allow it to get inside you. I hope this is what you were seeking.”


  Her silence doesn’t bother me as much as the look in her eyes. Though, when she speaks her message defines the night for me as I hoped it would.


  “I’m petrified, Mr. Keller. But I’ve never felt more myself.” That sounds like a contradiction, but it’s not unlike what I’ve experienced from Anna and dozens of other submissives I’ve known. 


  “Tonight, Delia, before you sleep, inspect your wounds carefully and masturbate to the feelings that arise. Let your mind take you where it will and don’t block what appears. You’ll tell me the details on Monday.”


  Opposite the door to her apartment, she climbs from the car still clutching her coat around her. She struggles to keep the rest of her clothes inside. Still shuddering, still frightened, the sight is riveting. I can’t look away. I don’t think I’ve ever seen anything as beautiful as this. Not since Anna. Forgetting that bitch in favor of this beauty, I know I’m ready to begin again. I haven’t lost the dark edges of my character, or the ability to bring out the darkness in those I command.




  Chapter  Five


  This day is filled with such tedious activity, the sort that doesn’t particularly challenge my brain. I can’t keep from focusing on Bernard. At times like this, I think about him constantly. My mind drifts from the bookstores inventory sheets to the remembrance of our last meeting a week ago. When I masturbate at night, or make love to Ian, all I can think of is when he might consent to give me what I need. I swear I can’t live without this. But it’s not going to happen the way things stand now. 


  I know the rules, and those rules condemn me to a lifeless void. I haven’t breathed a word about these things to Ian, but it’s been on the tip of my tongue a dozen times—just to see if I could make that kind of confession. I think he knows in some respects after some of what I told him about Heinrich. But that was so filled with bitterness and hate, I’m sure he thinks that there was nothing redeeming in my marriage, least of all my skewed sex life. What little he does for me in slaps to my ass, or a demanding attitude, pale next to the real need. 


  I may have to resort to something drastic. The more the fire in me builds the more the obsession takes over. I can see myself closing the shop at noon and hiking down to the leather boutique, it’s just down the street. Cavenor would know where there are hot parties these days and where Heinrich and Bernard won’t be. Why does just thinking about this feel sleazy? I’m not breaking any vows to anyone. Oh, maybe Ian, but he doesn’t count. That’s what Bernard doesn’t understand. What he doesn’t know won’t hurt him.


  My body screams for something and by lunchtime I can’t help myself. I take off, letting my assistant, Catherine, mind the store, while I slip out the back entrance, down the alley to the backdoor of Cavenor’s Leathers. This is sly, isn’t it? No one will see me enter, no one see me exit. Even if being here isn’t criminal behavior, I still act like it is. The smell of the merchandise assaults me in seconds. I hear chains rattling in the front room and moving down the stucco hall of the crumbling building, I peek beyond the doorway. Ah, the noise is just Cavenor handling bondage apparatus. Funny, after all this time I still shiver at the sight of it as though it were my first sighting. 


  “That you, Anna?” he says seeing me from the corner of his eye.


  “Hi,” I walk boldly inside and plant a kiss on his cheek. He has a beard the look of a day’s growth—the kind purposely left that way. His butch hair is the same. There’s a three-inch ring in one ear lobe so he looks like a pirate most of the time. Leather pants, leather vest, what more could anyone ask of the proprietor of a fetish leather store. His face is usually blank—though he sometimes smirks—and his eyes never seem to change from their flat impassive look. But seeing me, he actually smiles for just a second before his expression returns to this austere one I’m used to.


  “Haven’t seen you in months. Hear you cut loose from the bastard,”—he never liked Heinrich, though it was his party where we met when I was just a blank-late submissive with a thousand fantasies. I think Cavenor had plans for taking me and I got swept away by the charm of the handsome Heinrich Keller. “You look rosy as ever. Who’s reddening your ass and putting you in chains these days?”


  “No one, that’s why I’m here.”


  “Oh, you want me now?”


  “Actually, I was wondering if you knew of anything interesting and uncomplicated I could do—anything that steers clear of my husband and Bernard, preferably on the other side of town. Too many people know too many people around here.”


  “Why the secret?”


  “I don’t want to make explanations.”


  “You’re divorced, honey.”


  “You wouldn’t understand. But can you think of anything that might intrigue me? A private party perhaps?”


  “I could rent you out.”


  I turn up my nose. “That’s not exactly what I had in mind.”


  “You can have me?”


  “That either. You know the two of us wouldn’t work out.”


  “I don’t know that at all.”


  “Anything else?”


  “Maybe. Might be a little risky.”


  “In what way?”


  “Party. New fellow. Nicky Salter. Wear something outrageous. He’s into costumes, showy; I’m not sure much real action. But you might like the company, and maybe arrange a scene if you’re lucky. Your old friends aren’t likely to even hear about this one, let alone show up. Heinrich’s been back at Tethers, hear he has a new woman.”


  “Really?” I search my feelings for some flutter of jealousy but feel nothing. 


  Cavenor scratches an address on a slip of paper and hands it to me then returns to his chains. “Tell the fellow at the door I recommended you.”


  “You going to be there too?”


  “Late, after midnight. You’ll want to be there by ten.”


  “Thanks.”


  I give him a hug once he’s untangled himself from his chains and bondage gear. Taking a final breath of his murky air, I split out the back door and return to my bookshop. This way I can spend the rest of the afternoon thinking about something other than my “old” friends.


  The party is a bust. At least for what I want. 


  Getting there, I skip out of Ian’s apartment, telling him I have some late inventory work I need to do at the store. That’s okay with him, he’ll be working on the Internet all night, some stock stuff that’s got him rattled. I know he’ll be buried in that world long into the night. My fetish leathers are in the bag I carry—just a short leather skirt and bustier. A little silver jewelry and I can walk into any bondage scene and feel completely at home. Certainly this should do for a party of newbies who are testing the S&M waters—or even those that only play at this sort of thing. I change at the shop and take a taxi to the address Cavenor gave me, arriving at a party that is exactly as predicted—maybe even worse. No, these are not serious S&M players, let alone people like me who need this lifestyle. Oh, there are some interesting sorts, lots of naked body parts—asses, cunts and breasts; pierced nipples, labia, frenum, septums, ears, eyebrows and lips; tattoos everywhere; paddles, whips, and canes dangling from waist belts. Still there’s not a real crack of a whip all night long. After nearly three hours, I realize that nothing more than teasing will take place the rest of the night. This is no more than a costume party. Drives me up a wall. 


  Nearing the end of my patience, I approach one interesting looking fellow who has all the moves of an accomplished dom from a distance, though he turns to jelly with me. I tease a little as I might have done the night I met Heinrich, but any seduction turns into nothing more than straight sex when he says, “let’s cut this scene, this stuff’s a little weird.”


  “Then why are you dressed that way?”


  “I like leather,” he says, “but this crowd is too extreme for me.”


  “Extreme?”


  “You don’t think people really like all this bondage stuff?”


  “Yeah, I think they might.”


  “Like who?”


  “Like me,” I say as I walk away. Bet he’s a closet sub, and that thought makes me shiver to the core.


  I can’t stand this kind of anticipation all for nothing, so I decide to leave. As I’m on my way out, I spy Cavenor. He shrugs at me and mouths, “I’m sorry,” as he sees me about to leave—despondently so. By the time I’m in the street, he’s at my shoulder.


  “How about coffee?”


  “Great idea, but I should probably change first.” I’m looking down at my tiny bustier and short skirt. “Or maybe we could just brew some at the bookstore.”


  “Sure.”


  Over coffee we talk about everything that doesn’t really matter to me, like scene gossip that I might have missed, and nothing about my fractured sex life. Then he suggests again that we go to the shop where he’ll take care of me. I graciously decline. 


  It’s nearly four o’clock before I arrive home. Ian is still working and he’s surprised that I’m so late once he sees the time.


  “I fell asleep,” I tell him as I put my arms around him and give him a sleepy kiss on the cheek. “And I’m ready for more. You look tired, how about lets go to bed?”


  “Good idea,” he smiles.


  We slip off to bed; both too tired to make love, though the agitation in my belly has grown by leaps and bounds. I probably should have taken Cavenor’s offer and let him have me for a night. But he’s too much like a big brother, and I get squeamish, not at all turned on by the idea of him topping me. We just talked like good friends. There’s really little I can’t tell him, because he knows so much about me. I suppose it’s good to have people in your life you can say that about. Just friends.


  ***


  I’m shelving books at three in the afternoon. The autumn sun pours through the windows heating the store till I’m really to turn on the air. But no. It’s fall. I want the windows open and the fresh October breeze. I hear the door bang, but thinking that Catherine’s in front, I don’t bother to stop what I’m doing and see who’s there. Seconds later, I’m feeling someone breathing down my neck. I jump, startled, and turn to see Bernard. He’s visibly angry.


  “What the hell are you doing!” he blares at me in the loudest whisper he can manage.


  “I should ask you the same question!” I whisper back as loudly as I can.


  “You have a backroom here?”


  “Yes,” I say, leading him through the storeroom door and closing it behind us. The air is close inside with no open windows. A shaft of sunlight blares through one hazy pane of glass, dust particles dancing in the insubstantial beam.


  “You’re mad, how come?” I ask as I face Bernard’s imperious gaze.


  “I was hoping this might be a time for you to reform yourself. To take stock of who you are and your insatiable and impatient need for self-serving sexual drama.”


  “I have an insatiable need for sexual drama?” I leave out the self-serving purposefully. “You really think that about me?”


  “Yes, I do.”


  I never thought that about myself.


  “Out in leathers with strangers on a Friday night?”


  “Yeah, I was, and what’s wrong with that?” I still haven’t figured out where this conversation is leading. “How did you know, anyway?”


  “You think you can go anywhere in this city’s underground and word doesn’t get back to me. You’re not exactly an unknown in the leather community.”


  “It was a harmless party, Bernard,” I find myself needing to plead with him because this comes across as an accusation, “nothing happened, I swear. I left early, had coffee with Cavenor, that was it. And why the hell am I defending myself to you? You turned me down flat.” I’d never speak to this man so boldly if I thought I had anything to gain from being with him. But I’ve given up hope. 


  “You want me to punish you, Anna? You be at the house at 7:00 tonight. I suppose the problem I have with you is that I care. You will not go doing stupid things just to get under some dom’s rule.”


  “I didn’t do anything stupid!” I spit out.


  He doesn’t reply, but walks out the door leaving me completely dazed. 


  ***


  My insides are like jelly, my legs like putty. Long before I make the trip to Bernard’s front door, the atoms in my body have conspired against me and I can hardly move. My crotch feels as though something’s clawing to get out. The labia are raw, the clit swollen, the hole a fountain of juice. The anticipation of my next hours makes my brain so dizzy, I can’t think. I keep tripping up on stuff around the store and Catherine’s getting pissed—and that’s a lot to say for the calmest person on the planet. 


  “What the he’ll eating you,” she suddenly barks at me in frustration.


  “Hey, you’re working here, I pay your bills. Put up with me,” I snap miserably. It’s my final word.


  She glares at me, pink little cheeks all hot. I glare back and walk away. Unable to cope with my present misery, I leave the shop by four. Maybe Catherine will quit before I return, but I don’t really care. I figure a warm bath should soothe some of my stress. But I don’t dare masturbate even as aroused as I am. I want to take all this bristling energy into the scene.


  Arriving at Bernard’s door, Makaila answers my knock. Sometimes, I find her a strange companion for a dom like Bernard. She seems too submissive—too yielding. Does that even make sense? I don’t think so, she’s supposed to be submissive. But I figure Bernard would want a wife who’s more of a challenge for him. Someone like me. Still, Makaila seems perfectly content, and I’m certainly far from that. 


  I kiss her cheek warmly.


  “He wants you in his chamber right away,” she tells me.


  “I thought as much.” I suspect this will be pretty business-like. He’ll abuse my ass for an hour and probably get off inside it before he’s through. I’d really like something more inventive, but after the way he looked this afternoon, I figure the scene he has planned is an uncomplicated punishment. At this point, I don’t really care; I’m getting what I want. How I managed to provoke such a response in Bernard pleases me. I suppose I don’t realize my own power with him. Some men are so easily led, and I rather like that. But I’m sure he’ll make up for that minor weakness with some very nasty cracks to my ass which will make me wonder if I’m in my right mind doing this. All to a good end, of course. Clean me out of all the restless bogeymen who have been rattling in me for weeks. 


  Bernard’s house breathes class. Decorated in cream and tan that contrast with dark woodwork, there are expensive paintings everywhere you turn, and I find just moving from one room to the next besieges my eyes with such beauty I’m tempted more than once to stop and stare. For just an instant, my desiring body seems less important than what my eyes can see. I breathe in this atmosphere knowing that it is supremely Bernard—all of him seems to appear on the walls: the dignity, the charm and elegance, his delicate affections and his severe side. From the forbidding black and white photographs of bound women, to the tender pastel landscapes and the vividly colored abstracts that ricochet off the eye. 


  In contrast, the chamber is a straightforward punishment room—unadorned to the extreme. The walls are of white tile, trimmed with the same dark crown molding that appears throughout the house. On the floor, covering the oak hardwood is a simple jute mat. It’s a terror to the knees of a submissive in a lowly repose—I remember that from personal experience. Makes me cringe even now. The centerpiece of the chamber’s furnishings is a white enamel table that can be used in a variety of ways, quite eloquently as a rack on which to stretch a submissive on their back, or in various positions bent over and tied. It is fully fitted with leather straps and heavy buckles, ringbolts and a variety of extensions that are used for appropriate positioning. There are rings and chains hanging above that can work in tandem with the table to put a victim in the most arduous kind of bondage. Also in the room are an antique pedestal sink and a metal pillory in one corner consisting of a hefty metal post with a cross bar at shoulder height, and a second bar to hold the wrists and neck of a slave in place. I haven’t had the pleasure of being so posed, and look fondly at the table rather hoping that some punishment associated with that is what Bernard has in mind. There’s a long cabinet in one corner—its contents unknown to me, and one wall is filled with every kind of punishment device one could imagine: canes, paddles, straps, clamps, ropes, chains, bridles and various pieces of leather. It would take some time to decipher how all of these things are used. Just a glance at them and my body turns a degree higher in anticipation and impatience—though I give Makaila no hint of how stressed this exile from my true reality has made me.


  “He wants you naked,” she says.


  “Of course.”


  I stare at her for some seconds before I act, feeling curiously nervous in a setting that should be easy for me. I realize now that I’m alone in this. There is no Heinrich to whisper orders or command with a booming baritone—or nudge me forward when I balk at some other dom’s command. Was he some comfort when he was with me? I’d have never guessed, but it appears I’m suddenly a little lost without him. And yet, Makaila’s gentle smile is enough to put me at ease and I begin to disrobe. Shoes, skirt, blouse, black bra and panties. Even the garter belt and stockings I so carefully chose for this scene end up in a pile at my feet. I scoop them all into my hands, and looking around for a place to put them, Makaila relieves me of the task and takes them herself. 


  “I’ll put these in the closet just outside the door.”


  Returning, she motions me to stand on a bar at the base of the table, just six inches above the floor. The table hits me at the crook of my thighs, and with a gentle shove from Bernard’s favorite pet, I’m guided to bend over and rest my belly on the table’s cold flat surface. She pushes my legs firmly against the front of the table, and forces me to part them so I’m barely standing on tiptoe. With wide leather straps high on my thighs, she buckles each leg in place, while I lean on my elbows patiently allowing her to put me in bondage. Securing my ankles with metal cuffs and my waist with another wide strap, I am immobile from the waist down, prepared for her to make my upper body similarly fixed.


  Makaila moves with ease. I’m sure this is not a new task for her as she’s been with Bernard for some years, knowing well from personal experience the tricks and permutations of torture he employs with the submissives that offer themselves for punishment and pleasure. He masters many, but handpicks his victims. I should be grateful he’s taking me, but all I care about now is diving into the pool of physical misery from which I’ll emerge reborn. It seems like eons, not just a few months since I was last made this small. She takes my hands in her soft ones, and with a gentle but determined tug, pulls me down, my breasts spilling off the table, my shoulders, head and arms stretched downward to the floor. Both hands are tightly cuffed with metal, and chained to a ringbolt at the base of the table. There is a metal collar around my neck, fitting so I feel each breath as it moves through me. 


  The comfort I feel in such a rude position nurtures me beyond belief. I smile to myself for the satisfaction I gain from being this selfless. Everything else in my life floats away, like the leaves of fall float from the branches downward. I’m moving downward, more content still to feel Makaila’s hands at my ass. They move with a grace I treasure, even as I realize what they intend to do. She creams my anus with a thick cold substance that smells of pungent salve. I feel it sting just slightly as it penetrates my skin. As she presses it inside my ass, the membranes warm, then become more heated until my entire ass seems ablaze from the inside out. I feel my pores expanding, the sensation in each something brilliant. For some, this might sting like the devil; to me it is bliss. 


  She inserts a slim rod deep into my ass with something icy on the surface. This augments the stimulation, the heat just short of painful. Once the rod’s withdrawn, she begins to work her greased fingers in the hole, first one, then several breach the tight barrier. After the fingers, she begins with larger rods. As each settle inside, she works it until I’m thoroughly accustomed to the penetration. With the last rod withdrawn, the emptiness that remains lasts only a few seconds before she plunges another, larger rod into that darkness. The first several, I manage easily. Though, the anticipation of the next leaves me with a little dread. For all the times I’ve endured such tests, I am still apprehensive. She applies more cold/hot salve and I’m soothed and burned in the same instant. Then with a jarring breach that leaves me gasping, she inserts a thick plug in my anal hole.


  “Pump it hard, Makaila,” I hear Bernard’s voice. Believing it was just this lovely woman and me alone, I’m strangely wracked with embarrassment to know that the master has been watching my preparations. I open my eyes to see him standing near the far wall to my side, arms crossed, the classic expression of a determined master written in every feature of his dark face. I am naked, in bondage and impaled slavishly before him.


  In response to his order, I realize this is no mere anal dildo inside me, but an expansion plug, attached to a small hose and rubber pump. She squeezes the bulb and the plug inflates. Each time the fullness in me increases, my anus widens and my insides seem to grow, conforming to the shape that molds me to its growing size. I think I can take no more and gasp aloud, “Please, I am full!” I may sound pitiful, and gain Makaila’s sympathy. Though I can’t see her face, I imagine her staring at her observant master waiting for some clue to continue. I gaze toward him myself and see him unmoved.


  “She’s faking,” he says as  he strides to her side. Without seeing it, I picture how his black hand holds the bulb, how his firm, large fingers squeeze down not once but several times in quick succession.


  “Oh, my lord no!” 


  “Get used to it, Anna!” he snaps at me. Right into my guts. His words cut like daggers or the shot of a rifle, while this plug balloons enormously—at least that is what the pain tells me.


  He pumps the bulb again, and what measures my body took to ease into the sensations disappear. This is too much. I’m sure I can’t take more. I moan, hoping he’ll hear my distress. Perhaps he does, since he abruptly drops the bulb and moves away.


  This pressure plug has two sides. An inner and an outer. I’ve only held one of these once, and that was for a deep anal cleanse Heinrich administered nearly a year ago. There is a bulb outside my ass nearly as large as the one within. It fits as snugly at the rear door and prevents me from any attempt to expel this before I’m given permission. It’s like holy hell bearing the sensation, but I know I’ll have no mercy from Bernard. Isn’t this what I asked for?


  He’s about to leave the room and me alone when he turns at the door. I can see him again from the corner of my eye. “I’ll let that settle in you a while, and then we’ll get on with things. I hope you made your excuses with Ian for tonight. I doubt you’ll be going home.”


  Jolted back to reality, I remember that Ian has no idea where I am. He’ll expect me home by ten o’clock, and be in a panic if I don’t call soon. 


  Good lord, the bastard’s set me up!


  Though I’m struggling for some solution to this predicament, the agony of my ass soon supplants my worry over Ian. The pain is rich, but the feeling grows on me with each second that moves slowly by. The pressure in my bottom ceases to attack me. I can even wiggle, just slightly and then feel the sexual pulsing in my groin as I connect with my wild erotic urge. My cunt throbs again, like it did before all this began, when it was just fantasy pushing me and a promise that has never failed me. Though the muscles in my thighs and shoulders begin to ache, I can’t complain. Yes, this is what I asked for. How appropriate that Bernard is like every dom that’s taken me—Heinrich and the few others my husband allowed to have me—those who thrive on giving a submissive a bit more than they counted on—and a good deal more than they expected in discomfort and pain. This gives them their dominion, and a reminder to a submissive of who’s in control. 


  When Bernard returns, he feels like a breath of winter entering the cold white room. It’s as bright as a new snow—sterile as an Arctic day inside these walls. But when he dims the lamps the tile glows like a pale gold sun, and the mood begins to change. 


  He moves around the table so I can stare at him. 


  He’s been my friend, my dear dear friend, and a kind face at the worst time of my life, a firm but honest representative of my former husband. Now he masters me. The scene suddenly feels terribly intimate in ways we’ve never managed between us. The eroticism that arises in the midst of this amazes me. He squats beside my bent torso so he can look me in the eye. 


  “Got yourself in quite a predicament here, haven’t you?”


  “I have, sir.”


  He shakes his head. “Don’t call me, sir, Anna. I’m not your master.”


  This disheartens me.


  “You’re here because you need this, because you’re a miserably selfish woman that needs to be punished. I am angry with you beyond words. And I should dismiss you altogether, but our past precludes that. You will, however, take what I give you in the deep measure I believe you need. And you will report this to your lover, just as I instructed you before.” His eyebrows narrow. “I’ll do it myself if I suspect you’re lying to him. You’re not going to skirt this, Anna. You’ll be strapped and caned tonight and perhaps again in the morning. After that, I’ll determine when you’ll next visit, if there will be another one.”


  He moves quickly out of my sight behind him. I hear him at the wall of implements, but I can’t see what he pulls down. I’m imagining the strap he mentioned. 


  Waiting is grueling punishment. My heart flutters, my tummy tosses about the crackers I ate before I came. They were supposed to calm the butterflies, though now they settle sourly in my stomach. For one brief moment, I panic and struggle to move out of these impossible bonds. But then, the air stirs behind me.


  Thwack!


  “Yeeeawwwww!” 


  The leather connects to my rear so astoundingly; I’m dizzy from the sound and pain. Again and again, the strap connects with my ass cheeks. Each strike stirs the dildo in my ass, making it feel as though Bernard’s pumping the bulb again and the plug is expanding once more.


  This must be a short strap he uses, for it doesn’t rap my ass wildly, but with precise strokes, those to my left cheek and those to my right. The pain brightens in each. I imagine the skin flushed and turning scarlet. He goes on and on in one fluid motion after another, naturally pausing for several seconds for us both to take a breath. Yet, before I can gain any measure of relaxation he starts again, the agony repeating itself over and over, until something in me lets go. I drift on this crazy high, like I’m floating on drugs, way out somewhere I can’t explain… pictures, colors, faces, pain nothing more than sensation. I drift and then return, drift more… then there is nothing for several seconds, everything in me clenches and falls away, and I realize that Bernard has stopped the barrage and is now removing the plug. 


  In its place, he inserts another that is nearly as big, but this one won’t expand, it’s firmly fixed, and inflexible as the master that plunges it inside me. It stays inside, bound with a strap that attaches to my waist belt. 


  Finishing, he holds a cane in his hand and comes to my side so I can see it. The slim bamboo will cut the skin if he’s not careful. Since he’s never mastered me before, I’m not sure what kind of behavioral lapses warrant that kind of extreme. But it won’t really matter if he cuts the skin or simply mars it. The effect will be the same. He’ll leave marks that will not quit for several days, and make certain that I explain myself to Ian.


  “Twelve, Anna,” is all he says.


  Once more behind me, Bernard stands for some seconds with eyes so strong I feel them boring into my hot skin. 


  The bamboo sizzles. It strikes its mark. I gasp for air, and another lands.


  Twelve times, he wages battle on my ass. Twelve times, he wins.


  There’s no drifting out of consciousness here, no spasming gut, or orgasmic satisfaction.


  This is all in the mind, a psychological riddle I cannot explain. But thereafter I am washed clean.


  Bernard leaves me bound and alone. I wonder where Makaila is. I haven’t seen her since before he began with the strap. The emptiness of the dim room gathers around me, so it gnaws at my insides—as if whispering the truth about my current predicament—husbandless, masterless, living lies with the man I say I love. Bernard’s schemes have their purpose, and having drilled his message into me, I begin to cry.


  Makaila appears out the dark shadows. I don’t know whether she entered the room or was here all along—I heard no door open and close. Then too, she’s a quiet and mysterious woman, who might even walk through the doors without them opening at all. 


  With the deft movement of genteel fingers she opens buckles, releases straps and unlocks the cuffs that bind me. As I begin to stretch the life back into my limbs, she toys with the bulbous prick in my ass—the one I’ve almost forgotten. Once my ass is finally empty, she pushes me through the chamber door into Bernard’s private den. 


  He waits for me there, with three other men—all lighting cigars. I almost choke as I breathe too deeply the thick smoke that moves languidly my way. I stand before him, my nakedness appraised by them all. The three take their time inspecting my punished ass. I have little idea what they see, but I can assume it’s well striped from the cutting cane.


  “For your lover’s sake, I’m letting you go tonight,” Bernard tells me.


  Hearing this, I don’t know whether I’m relieved or disappointed.


  “You’ll go home and tell him the truth about you. I suppose showing your ass should be enough.”


  “I can’t do that. What if he thinks you’ve abused me?”


  “I have. And you will show him how much.”


  “What if he thinks…”


  “Don’t think, Anna. You think too much. It had been my plan to give you to these three men tonight. And they’ll be disappointed to learn they’ll need to satisfy their libidos elsewhere. I think, perhaps, your present reality is more important than immediate passions. Take care of it.”


  I’m thinking calmly, everything in me wiped out but the clarity of an empty mind. There is no emotion. What little is left is just the raw stuff of sexual passion, and that is not some turgid roar as it’s been for countless weeks. It settles in me sweetly.


  “I can go then?”


  “You can go.”


  I think it would be fitting to turn about and stalk off, but here I stand naked before the three, suddenly quite embarrassed. My clothes are on a chair nearby, so there’s nothing to do but dress before the leering eyes that stare my way. Bernard busies himself with other things, but the cigar smoking three enjoy each move I make to get dressed. They’ll manage to glimpse every feature they’ll miss tonight, including my cunt. I could make a grand show of getting dressed, but I really want to leave while this feeling of peace is still intact. It gets more difficult as my anxiety about Ian increases.


  Finally dressed, I turn to Bernard. He’s pouring brandy for his friends, but seeing me finished, he leads me out the door into the foyer.


  I turn to him imploringly as I’m about to leave, “Why is it so important to you that I disclose the truth to Ian?”


  He eyes me as sternly as he has all evening, “your poor ethics cost you your marriage to Heinrich. I think it’s wise to consider the price you pay for dishonesty.”


  “But it was much more than my affair with Ian that spelled the end of my marriage.”


  “It spelled the end, trust me. You wouldn’t be in the position you are now if he hadn’t caught you fucking your lover. You would never have had the courage to end it otherwise.”


  He’s not going to change his opinion no matter how much I plead my case. “No, I suppose you’re right. Perhaps it was divine intervention that brought Heinrich home that night.”


  “Perhaps,” Bernard says with a nod of his head, an inscrutable barrier closing our conversation.


  I leave Bernard’s house with that thought in mind wondering exactly how I managed to have my husband discover me with Ian. In one respect, I was perfectly happy with the situation—a husband to master me and a lover to love me.


  When I reach Ian’s apartment, it’s nearly eleven. I can’t believe so much time has passed, but then, I wandered for a bit before going home, afraid of what I’d find there. It’s surprising that in all the time we’ve been lovers Ian’s only glimpsed a few small remnants of a scene with Heinrich. No cuts, no great welts, none of the deep bruises I’ve suffered. I take great pains to prevent his knowledge of my darker side. Oh, yes, I thought I was being causal, waiting for him to ask me about certain mars in my complexion. But there have been many times I begged off seeing him, waiting for the worst to clear, and even then, hiding myself in the dark afraid of what he might say. He’s the kind of man to be shocked by these extremes and have no idea why any woman would put herself through such mistreatment. This will shock him.   


  He’s in his study on the computer when I arrive home. I wait calmly at the door for him to acknowledge me. When he finally looks up, I smile.


  “Ah, I’m glad you’re home. You didn’t leave a note and I worried.”


  “Did you call the shop?”


  “Yes, and you weren’t there.”


  “I’m sorry Ian, but I…”


  “Come here,” he interrupts.


  “Are you mad?”


  “Mad, no. Just worried. Where were you?” He holds his arm out for me and I move to his side. He hugs me around the hips with an embrace so firm I feel every bit of tightness in my ass from the wounds that remain. 


  “Ian, I need to tell you about me.”


  “And what’s that?”


  “I’m more than I appear.”


  “Oh?” He looks concerned, a natural response seeing how terrified I am. Yet he gazes at me innocently inquisitive, and what I have to tell him spills out all at once—not in the measured careful way I planned.


  “There’s a side to me that needs satisfaction. The dark, rough, submissive side. It’s what Heinrich gave me and what I miss since the divorce. Tonight I went to Bernard’s, Heinrich’s attorney and my good friend. He took care of my need.”


  “What need?” He’s still puzzled. 


  “Heinrich and I were heavily into the S&M scene,” I explain from a different perspective.


  “I see.”


  “Yes, you really should see.” I pull away and tug my skirt above my waist. “This is me too, a very masochistic side of me,” I say as I show off my ass. There are several welts remaining from the cane, and bruises beginning to appear. He touches the skin and shrinks back as though this might reach out and grab him.


  “All this time. All the months I’ve known you, you’ve been into this?”


  “I have.”


  “And Bernard made these marks?”


  “Yes, he did.”


  “How?”


  I turn back, and draw a chair to his side. My bottom feels sore against the hard wooden seat, but ignoring that, I reach out to him and stroke his cheek affectionately as I speak, telling him the story of my evening on the table, of the fierce anal probing and the strap, the cane and Bernard’s insistence that I tell him everything.


  Drawing away from me, Ian rises to stroll about the room. I’ve upset him and the silence between us is killing.


  “You say you had to go, that perhaps your foul mood of late is because you’re not completely satisfied, is that right?”


  I shake my head yes.


  “And you’ll do this again?”


  I can hardly spit out my faltering, “yes.”


  “Why didn’t you come to me about your need?”


  “Because it would have been wrong to expect this kind of thing from you.”


  “How do you know?”


  I shrug. “I can’t explain, except that dominant men have a certain way about them that is not you.”


  “I suppose. What you’ve done to yourself doesn’t particularly intrigue me. I find it frightening that you’d put yourself through this kind of abuse. I suppose, I should give Bernard credit for making you tell me. How did you plan to keep me in the dark?”


  “I don’t know. I don’t think that far ahead.”


  “I guess you don’t.”


  He’s pissed, but he doesn’t show his anger in his voice—just in the twitch of his jaw and the feeling of hurt I read in the worry lines of his arrogant face. The silence stretches out before us—a quiet so profound neither one of us knows when it will end. 


  “I shouldn’t have told you,” I finally conclude and I rise to leave.


  “Oh, no,” he objects. His expression alone makes me take my seat again. “You were right to tell me—or rather Bernard was right to insist. I suppose you never would have. Makes me feel like a real idiot. I suppose some afternoon I would have come home unexpectedly and there’d you’d be tied over my dining room table, some prick smacking your ass while you were being fucked with a foot long dildo. Better yet, I might have surprised you at the shop one of the nights you’re there, working late,” the twist in his voice makes me cringe, “I find you pressed against a bookshelf, gagged, bound with ropes, some leather clad stranger running a lash over you…” He stops and stares at me. His anger is quite apparent now. “Yes, I think it’s a good idea you told me so when I feel your skin and find welts there I’ll know why. Looks to me as though we’re headed down the same path you went with Heinrich. Just a different direction. Cuckolding me for this… this… “ He stops speaking, glaring into my scared eyes.


  “I’m going to lose you, aren’t I?”


  “You might. I’m not sure how fond I am of having a lover who needs what I can’t give. Could be my problem though. Too much ego.”


  This sarcasm is so unlike him.


  “You’ve given me a lot to think about, Anna. And if you don’t mind, I’d rather sleep alone.”




  Chapter Six


  “Tell me how you’ve been,” I ask Delia as she sits before me in my office, trembling nervously. It’s been several days since the scene at Tethers. In that time, I’ve caught her glance many times as I walk through the office. I’ve given her scant attention and have seen how she is increasingly more wary of me. I suppose I do this kind of distancing out of habit, though I feel that habit breaking down. To look at her I see such loveliness. I could bask in the glow of her face, lose myself in her eyes, in that expression of adoration. I recognize the scent of her perfume and without looking, know she’s near. More often than I’d like, she’s in my thoughts. 


  “I thought you’d forgotten me,” she replies. She looks so sad.


  “This won’t be like the other relationships you’ve had,” I remind her.


  “I know that. I was only hoping that we might…” she shudders and stops speaking. Her dark hair shines, a soft contrast to my stark office with its cold and rigid lines. She’s left her billowy curls loose and I want to run my hand through them, to grasp them tightly as we make love.


  “You’re wearing your hair differently,” I comment. She smiles. “I like it.”


  “Really?” Her face brightens, some of the tension easing.


  “I do.”


  “We’re going to dinner tonight and the theater. That’s if you have the evening free?”


  “Oh my yes!” her face lights with a luster than makes my heart pound.


  This fresh face of innocence pushes me when I had no plans for being pushed into love.


  ***


  We’re spending evenings together in my apartment. I’ve been living in boxes since giving up the house, and find Delia indispensable for getting the place in order. I didn’t have the stomach for it until now. She’s a whiz at decorating and I let her have free reign, thinking I’ll have her move in soon. Her touch keeps traces of Anna from appearing. Her choices are different, her taste less classy, more eclectic and arty. She finds several new paintings that give my home a different perspective, which it needs.


  We spend the nights in my bed. Before the first, however, I take her to Cavenor’s for some personal items she needs, most importantly her collar. When we’re alone, she puts it on as soon as we’re in for the night. The leather is rigid, but not uncomfortable—and simple, the black strap highlighted by three silver rings. It buckles behind her neck where a small hasp locks it. I keep the key. We purchased a harness as well, one tailor-made by Cavenor himself, with straps that cross her abundant breasts and push them high, a waistband that holds a dildo strap that bisects her cunt and ass. It works well as a chastity harness if I order her to wear a dildo in her cunt; or it serves to widen her ass with plugs, making her ready for my cock. She cringes when I force anything at that door. Being careful, I ease her into her anal duties slowly. I have her sleep with the harness some nights, a small plug in her ass to remind her even in her dreams that she’s mine to use as I wish. Though she winces at these demands there’s not been one command she’s disobeyed, and she rarely balks. I draw from her a need that was so close to the surface of her consciousness that I wonder how she could have lived so long without seeing it met. 


  Her obedience has been remarkable, and yet, I have to punish her tonight. The thought arouses me as it will her before we’re through. Though first, she’ll be terrorized. Regardless of how compliant a submissive is there will always be that initial breach in form, that flagrant or unconscious act to test the firmness of a master’s resolve. I think this was more deliberate than accidental or unconscious. This morning, I ordered her to wear her harness to work, under her clothes. She went mad with excitement. Her body was so erotically alive she was primed to seduce any man on the street. But when I ordered her to keep a plug in her ass, and that plug was larger than any she’d used before, her expression turned frantic.


  “You can do this, Delia.” I felt her ass and the empty hole, and helped her climb into the harness and secure the plug inside.  


  “It won’t last the day here,” she assured me.


  “Oh, I think it will.”


  “And if I can’t stand it?” She looked so desperate.


  “Don’t balk, my sweet,” I told her kindly. 


  Though still disgruntled, she finally yielded and gave up her objections. When we met for lunch, however, the plug had been removed.


  “I couldn’t stand the pressure,” she told me pleadingly.


  “So you took it out without telling me?”


  “Was it necessary to tell you?”


  “You know it was.”


  She’s devastated by my anger, and it doesn’t stop during the entire lunch. I leave her with a curt, “I’ll expect you tonight,” and let her stew in fear until I get home to deal with her.


  She’s waiting for me when I reach the apartment, sitting demurely on the couch reading a book. She looks up at me as tenuously as a guilty child does.


  “Is your plug in your ass?” I ask.


  “No, it’s not.”


  “Then take care of it now.”


  She bites her lip and flees to the bedroom. I interrupt her as she’s bending over the side of the bed, wincing as she stuffs the plug back in her ass. Taking over, I give the flat end a good shove, “ouch,” she winces, and I cinch the strap tightly.


  “You can stay right there.”


  She looks at me puzzled.


  “I don’t take kindly to your disobeying me and when you do, you’ll be punished.”


  Her eyes grow enormous, and a visible tremor shakes her body.


  Retreating to the closet, I pull out a wooden paddle—one that resembles the old-fashioned school variety with a sturdy handle, the business end eighteen inches long and four inches wide. The shellacked surface gleams so brightly you can almost see your face inside the shine.


  She’s bent over the bed, palms on the covers, feet together, her legs clenched tightly, her posterior like two sides of a heart with those sides divided by a black leather strap that fits tightly through the crack. Each strike of the paddle will jolt the plug she hates so much. She’ll get used to the sensations if I have to work her ass daily. I swear she will beg me for it before we’re through. 


  I see tears forming in her drippy, childish eyes. They should move me, but if so, I’m only moved to act on this feeling of betrayal.  


  “I didn’t think you would,” she tells me.


  “You didn’t think I’d punish you?” I almost laugh because the idea amuses me so much. “Well, now you know otherwise.”


  I haven’t spanked, strapped, caned, or paddled her since the night at Tethers. And I know she looks forward to another session of extremes, but this won’t be it. If she finds some physical satisfaction from this fine, but it’s not in my plans. 


  I strike with lightning speed, tearing into her bottom with a firmness I only use on such occasions, letting my righteous indignation rise to fuel the paddling. She’s agonized instantly. This paddle smarts, the sting rough enough to have her near tears, though she sheds none. It’s more a clenching, hollering, teeth-gritting battle between us. Of course, I’m the declared winner from the beginning.


  Her ass cheeks burn with a red-hot flame. I’d love to place a hand on that hot skin, but not this time—unless I change the rules with Delia, and turn this punishment into something erotic. The urge I feel inside moves in that direction, but I continue with the paddling. With a few pauses, some stops and starts, I deliver a good ten minutes straight of punishment that should make her ass sore enough to feel tomorrow. The red will fade fast and perhaps leave a few streaks, but it’s not marks I’m after this time. If she defies me again, I will cane her and raise a few welts. 


  Into the rhythm of my stroke, I watch her writhe. After pausing, I begin again more forcefully. She contains herself for the first few strokes, and then she turns frantic. Her feet dance like the devil, her voice becomes more anguished, and she begins to twist and turn looking as though she’s about to throw herself on the floor out of the way.


  Finishing off, I level several to the center of her cheeks, and when I stop, she breaks into tears and falls on the bed.


  “Now, how about fixing dinner?” I suggest to her coldly.


  She’s hurt and there’s sorrow in her expression, but I resist the impulse to take her in my arms. It’s what she wants, but I don’t believe it’s what she needs.


  At dinner, I make certain she sits on her bare behind. She blushes, finding this both wicked and embarrassing. Then she spends the rest of the evening working in the kitchen arranging cabinets as though she’s too chagrinned to be near me. When it’s time for bed, she’s still surrounded by cans and bottles and serving dishes. I can tell she’s been crying. 


  Approaching her from behind, I reach out and stroke her face and hold her in my arms. She begins to sob. The feeling between us is gentle and nurturing. It’s been a long time since I’ve felt such tenderness for any woman, and I’m amazed by the emotions of love that move through me.


  “Some of these things are hard for me, Heinrich.”


  “I know that, darling. But you’ll learn. It’s not yours to decide anymore what you’ll do or not do. If you’ve made a choice to be with me, then you’ve given up deciding many things.         You need only to submit.”


  “And I like that,” she says, “except when …”


  “Except when you become afraid?”


  “Uh, huh.” She speaks softly as she lays her head back lovingly against my chest. One hand holds her; the other caresses her face, and slowly makes its way to her breast and then her lovely mound. I hold her there, my fingers gliding over that warm place, feeling the strap secured between her legs. Though it prevents me from finding her clit, I can still feel how her body pulses. Her need for sex is as great as mine. 


  “Keep your harness on until I get to bed. I’ll be there soon.”


  I give Delia some time to settle in bed, and when I find her between my striped navy sheets, she undulating in some dream world. Though she’s frustrated by the strap that keeps her pussy hidden, she tries nonetheless to pleasure herself.


  “Jumping the gun, aren’t we?” I ask with a smile.


  “Oh, Heinrich, I’m so aroused.”


  “Are you now?” I climb in bed and turn her on her side away from me. Lying behind her, I hold her tightly to my chest, letting the warmth of her punished ass creep into my groin. My dick begins to stiffen as her ass moves back against it.


  “I can’t do much with the strap between my legs,” she says. Of course, what she wants is the plug withdrawn. 


  “No, I suppose you can’t,” I agree; though I make no move to unlock her harness. I have her breasts in my hands, and shoving the massive volume of black curls aside, my lips press the nape of her neck. She quakes to have me kiss her there. I find the spot exceedingly exquisite. That lovely indentation seems to have its own pulse, a hidden spot of pleasure that sends a shiver darting down her spine.


  “Ooo, my darling Heinrich. I love this.”


  “You’ll love everything you feel tonight.” My hand moves to the crack of her ass, fingers pressing on the strap so she’ll feel the penetration just that much more.


  “Oh, please no….”


  “Shush.” I cover her mouth with my hand, and she takes my fingers in her lips and sucks them. Her body begins to buck as though she’s already climaxing. She’s a woman of paradoxes, what she loves and hates getting all messed up together. Most submissives seem to have this trait. I begin to ease the strap, and with my key undo the tiny lock and buckle. She heaves an enormous sigh as her ass is freed of the impaling plug, though she’s distressed to find my greased fingers playing with the empty space. “Shhhhhush,” my whisper anticipates her apprehensions. She’s been stretched well, far beyond what she realizes. Letting three fingers breach her sphincter, they slip in easily and work the hole with grease, priming her for what’s to follow. “Relax,” I whisper more. Each time I speak, a little more anxiety falls away and I feel her body tension ease. “Relax.” She closes her eyes dreamily. With one hand at her cunt, the other at her anus, we move together in unison as though I’m inside her. As she eases within my grasp, I slowly move my fingers from her backdoor and press the head of my penis into the opening.


  She gasps, tensing as though her body is suddenly on alert.  


  “Relax, Delia this doesn’t hurt.”


  “Ah, but it alarms me.”


  “Let it pleasure you instead.”


  I feel her body take another downward turn, as the presence of my erection in her ass becomes less troublesome. It slides in deeply, effortlessly, filling her full. Her tight inner muscles massage my prick. Though she may be prone to flinch, I’ll finish here regardless. She moves with me now, with the surrender seeming to claim her again. The cavern expands and contracts in its own way, as she feels me move in and out evenly and without pain. 


  “Ah! Heinrich, this is heaven!”


  The intensity of her sensuous exclamations increases as I play with her moist vulva, running my fingers through her pubic hair, and down into the deep hole between her thighs. I press a finger against her female bud, “yes, press harder there!” 


  The sonorous sounds of our voices rise together, the pulse of our hearts, the panting, gasping for air builds, until I’m clearly fucking her ass as determinedly as I would her cunt. She flinches several times, spasming. 


  “Ah, Heinrich, no, yes, please, please, ooo, my…” more thrusts and she has more to tell me. My movements increase and her senselessness continues. Still, impaled within her, we change positions—Delia on her belly, coming to her knees, my knees between her thighs. Her head and shoulders fall to the sheets, her ass end high in my squeezing hands. It clenches and flexes, and I see her reach to finger her clit. Harder, deeper inside her, she screams, but not from pain but the building fire.


  Reaching my own plateau, my climax hits me like a shock wave. I feel myself explode and then Delia’s ass explodes all around my cock as she starts to cum. We jerk together for some minutes until we’re both finished. 


  This is an ungraceful pose we’re in with Delia’s backside splayed and her ass rent while I’m about to collapse. I hold her with what strength I have left and we finally tumble to our sides. She’s in my arms, like a child, almost in fetal position, head tucked to my chest. 


  I raise her chin so I can see her face.


  “So, my love, you survived your first ass fuck,” I say pressing my lips to her forehead.


  “I did, didn’t I?”


  “And you came?”


  “Yes, I came.”


  She’s exhausted. Withered like a flower that’s been trampled underfoot. And still she smiles warmly.


  “I’ll take you there as much as I take your cunt or mouth. You’ll become so used to it you won’t balk. I’ll slide right in without so much as a whimper from your lips. You’ll welcome it, Delia, because it’s what pleases me.”


  “And it pleases me too.”


  I’m glad to hear that, and we lie together until it’s time to sleep. 


  For the night, I tether her collar to the headboard of the bed. I bind her wrists together as well as her feet. She’ll sleep like this for some weeks if she wants to sleep with me. On the nights I don’t fuck her ass, she’ll wear a dildo in her behind of ever increasing size. She needs to be prepared for other cocks larger than my own, so when it’s time to give her away, she’ll be ready. She may still balk at these measures, something in her still reluctant, but the worst is over, and I hear no overt protests or sense any squeamishness. With this orifice christened, she’s on her way to a better heaven with me than she’d enjoy without this kind of sex.


  My life with Delia seems blissful in these early weeks. She’s given up her apartment because she’s never there. The situation is strangely like getting married and putting two lives together. The remembrances and flashbacks are sometimes haunting. 


  Though she seems an ideal submissive—far more compliant than Anna was at her best, I find her attentiveness to me profound—so profound that I need to create some space between us. At times, she’s like a clinging vine that takes great nurturing—and a little pruning. This sometimes puts a strain on me. Since I enjoy my time alone, I put up walls she’ll only breach when I am ready. She’ll have to get used to this too, but I’ll see that she does. I wonder sometimes if this distance isn’t as painful for her as accepting my cock in her ass. 


  Delia loves the romance of our relationship. Reminding me of my past with Anna, I sometimes wonder how long that will haunt me. 


  We have candlelit dinners that turn into bondage scenes that may last all evening, her appetite is insatiable. When I particularly need a rest from her, I invent scenes to keep her bound and gagged and out of sight. Though she relishes this treatment, it makes me restless. The energy she exudes is so potent, it seems to reach out to me, luring me to her, the memory of where she is, the straps that bind her, the gag that silences her; the dildos that I’ve thrust inside her darkness call to me from her captivity. What respite I have from her constant vigilance turns into another kind of vigilance as though she’s peering curiously into my brain. 


  We take quick lunch breaks in odd places near the office where I fuck her ass while holding her hair; or, pushing her to her knees, make her swallow my erection until I spew all over her face. We communicate with eyes alone when we’re with other people. Those around us know we’re involved, but they think our relationship a bit bizarre, our world a very private one. I wonder sometimes if she’s sucked me in to her world more than I’ve brought her into mine. I know that I adore her and believe this is love. But it’s hard to know what love is when my heart remains guarded. I don’t want to give her illusions about where this relationship will be in ten years, or even five—or even in six months. Though she asks for nothing but what satisfies me, I wonder what kind of traps she’s laid.


  Bernard tells me we need to stretch out again beyond ourselves and I’m sure he’s right. I’ll have her at his house for a soiree he’s planning with his friends. We’ll see how far she’s come since Tethers.




  Chapter Seven


  As though I have an in-born clock, my body sends me to Bernard in a two-week cycle. I don’t initiate these meetings; he seems to know as the energy in me builds what I require. He has me come to his house again, two weeks after the first session. This time the punishment is straightforward and simple. No bonds, no ropes, no cuffs, no clamps. I bare my ass and take a spanking from his hand, feel the evil of an inflexible paddle, and then find myself ripped apart by the strokes of his cane. The next time Bernard accosts me at the bookstore, sending Catherine away, closing the blinds, locking the door and hanging me up in front of a bookcase blindfolded. (I remember Ian’s vision as though he were forecasting the future.) My black dom works me with a cane baton. I seethe, suck in the pain, and find it never reaches that pinnacle I adore so much. But I’m like a rag doll when it’s over, collapsing into the warmth of his arms wishing we could stay like this forever. He kisses my forehead and I fall in love with him one more time. 


  It’s time for me to move again. After I returned from this latest session, I told Ian very little except that I’d been with Bernard again. He took one look at my ass and turned away. When he felt the wounds as we were making love that night, he turned away a second time, and we stopped before we had a chance to get too far. I knew the relationship died that day, and it’s just as well. I won’t live without what makes me feel alive. I drifted into this atypical pairing, and so I’ll drift out. Taking an apartment near my bookstore, life becomes less complicated. 


  When I tell Bernard that Ian is old news, he asks me to lunch.


  We’re sitting in a French café, eating oysters, clams and Caesar salad—all Bernard’s choices. He orders chocolate cream cake for dessert and expresso. The energy that passes between us is definitely sexual, the mood affectionate, the conversation sparse but intimate.


  “How is Makaila?” I ask as the last bite of chocolate melts away in my mouth, into just the trace of something pleasingly sweet on my tongue. 


  “She’s very well, asked me to say hi.”


  I run my finger on the rim of my demitasse cup and look at him from the corner of my eye—a flirtatious gesture. “I suppose winning you away from her would be a real problem?” I speculate.


  “Impossible,” he replies.


  “Hummm, that’s what I thought.”


  “We’re not suited for each other,” he states flatly, staring at me over the top of his glasses.


  “And why do you think that?”


  “I need someone less restive.”


  “If you took the chance you could see just how peaceful I can be. Nasty sex sucks all the impatience from me.”


  “I’m sure it does, but then it just returns again, Anna. You’re not my type as beautiful, charming and unique as you are.”


  “That’s quite a string of compliments.”


  “All true.”


  Oh, my! How he smolders, the attitude of him almost pristine, but not priggish. He’s starched shirts all the way, elegant collar and cuffs. I think of Heinrich when I see him, because he’s the same in many ways, though the difference is obvious. It’s not the color of his skin as much as it is the vibration of his presence. Perhaps I used to feel this from my husband, but it was so long ago, I’m not sure I’m remembering anything right about those other times.


  “So what is charming about me?” I ask.


  “Your laughter, your wit, when you quit frowning and fuming about your miserable life.”


  “I don’t complain about a miserable life,” I object.


  “Now that’s a lie,” he assures me, “you do it all the time.”


  He doesn’t say it as an accusation, and coming from him so affectionately, I’m not put off as much as I should be. 


  “So what is unique about me?” I move on.


  “Your sexuality, your bookstore and your hair,” he rattles these off like he has them written down on a legal pad and checks them off as he goes.


  “My hair?”


  “Yes, I like it, but have you ever thought of letting it grow?”


  “It won’t grow long like Makaila’s if that’s what you want.”


  “But it might change the way you feel about yourself—and your life—if you change your hair.”


  “I never considered it. No one’s ever made that suggestion.”


  “You’re a womanly woman, though sometimes you do things to push away your femininity.”


  I never considered that either. I think for a minute before I speak again. He’s said a lot in a few words, and suddenly I’m thinking of a complete overhaul, time to reinvent myself. I did so with Heinrich. Perhaps now, post Heinrich, I need another incarnation in order to get away from the past; so much still lingers in spite of my attempts to call my life new.


  “Is this why you’re buying lunch, to tell me this?”


  “I’m telling you because you’re a friend. I’ve been damned hard on you. A lot has changed, and perhaps it’s time you thought about other men. You can only have me in short bursts because that’s all I can handle of you, Anna.”


  I want to blush but instead I laugh at myself a little.


  “I want you at my house Friday night.”


  “Another session?” I ask. It will have been two weeks.


  “Perhaps. We’ll see what happens.”


  He’s being purposely obscure. “You know I hate being teased.”


  “Really, and why’s that?”


  “I want to know what’s happening.”


  “So this will eat you alive because you’re not in control?” he cajoles happily.


  “I’m never in control.”


  “Oh, bullshit.”


  “Woah. You never say that.”


  “Only when it applies. You thrive on being in control even when you’re trying to submit.”


  “That’s not true.”


  “Are you trying to make me angry?”


  “No.”


  “Well, then, just be at the house Friday night. Seven sharp.”


  “Any particular kind of attire?”


  “I think nude and leather will do. I’m sure I can find something suitable hanging around the house. You can change when you get there.”


  I smile. “See, you’ve already told me a bundle.”


  “Then too, I might just want to hang you on the wall as trinket for the party I’m having.”


  “You’re having a party?”


  “You’ll find out when you get there. Oh, and come in through the back entrance. You get to the alley from 28th Street.”


  “And why’s that?”


  “Because groveling slaves don’t deserve the front door.”


  He gently covers my hand while he speaks, one black, one white, lying on the table next to our dirty dessert plates. This eye contact mesmerizes me. I don’t want our lunch to end and I have the feeling he feels the same.


  As we leave the restaurant, I’m surprised to find Bernard taking my hand as we jostle our way through the crowded street. We walk two blocks farther then I’d need to go, but then it becomes clear he’s on a mission of some importance. When we dart into the entrance of a well-worn hotel, my heart begins to dream fire, my loins burn. 


  We check into a small room on the third floor, walking silently up the three flights, out of breath at the top. He begins kissing me as we reach the landing. I’m kissing back. He’s taking off my clothes while I explore the buttons of his shirt, frantically trying to get inside. We’re half undressed by the time we get to room #311, and stand with the door ajar as he finishes removing my sweater and undoing my bra. His eyes take in my breasts as though he’s never seen them before, and I worry that he’ll judge them too pale, too small, too tenuous. I watch his hands on me, the firmness with which he moves that gentle darkness on the white of my skin. 


  When he pushes me inside the room, the rest of our clothes fall away as though they disappear with no effort. 


  Moving on the pink chenille bedspread, the clench is anxious, the force torrential like a downpour in spring that soaks us to the skin. My hands can’t get enough of his cinnamon flesh. The scent of his sweat and perfume make me hunger for him the way I’d hunger for elegant food, mouth watering once I catch its aroma. I go down on his meat, taking it all in my mouth and drawing it back out see his erection grow. The head looks dark and brutal. He slaps my ass much more playfully than he ever has before. It burns, but in a way I love, I want it more. As his mouth moves on my cunt, his tongue pokes into the center and his lips suck the clit till it swells anxiously. Then he pulls my labia with his teeth.


  “Oh, more, more, more, more, yesssss.” I breathe in. 


  Bernard groans when I twist away and his erection breaches me. I’m sitting on his dick dancing, swaying, wishing I had long hair like Makaila to drift like an ocean wave over his skin. Is that why he loves her so? 


  I squeeze down with my cunt as I buck on his crotch. His hands reach for my breasts and he squashes them with his fingers so I think he’ll tear them off. 


  When I drop to his chest, the velocity increases. Our lips meet again, tongues diving inside so deeply we seem to be exchanging places. We are fused together, no space between us, no room for compromise, no getting around the truth of this lust. It’s wholly an animal thing, and love and light and darkness blending into one being. 


  As his climax nears, mine starts to burst in me around his cock. It brings him off, and the pulse and beat of him jar me deep in my belly. We’re inseparable thereafter. And I can’t move. I lay with him, wondering if these minutes will turn into hours, into days, into forever. But it all suddenly ends when Bernard pries himself loose from my arms.


  I lay beside him on my back, out of breath. 


  “I’ve never fucked that hard.”


  “See why we’d never make a good match?” he replies.


  “That’s no proof at all,” I retort. “Why not this? What’s wrong with what we have?”


  “It wouldn’t work for me, Anna” he says kindly. “I love Makaila with all my heart. I could only give you half of what you want.” That’s all he has to say and the truth makes me sad.


  “So, what will Makaila say when you tell her about this afternoon?”


  “She’ll ask me if I had a good time. I’ll tell her every detail and she’ll get so hot, she’ll beg me to fuck her.”


  “And will you?”


  “Most likely. She’s difficult to turn down when she’s so aroused.”


  “No jealousy?”


  “None that I’ve ever experienced. We met long after my sexual inclinations were entrenched. She has no reason to think I’ll change and has showed no aspirations in that regard.”


  The silence that descends is peaceful. I pray it won’t end. Though when it does, I watch him dress, memorizing the images I see, of Bernard naked, then half-clothed, then fully dressed. He smiles at me as he finishes dressing, then his lips descend to kiss my mouth one last time. I know it won’t happen again.


  “Thank you, Bernard.”


  “You’re welcome, though I think I got as much as you.”


  “I hope so.”


  When he walks out the door, a steady stream of tears falls from my eyes, until the pink chenille beneath me is soaked where my cheek rests on the pillow.




  Chapter Eight


  I arrive at Bernard’s back door. It’s Friday, two minutes past seven—I had a hard time finding the alley, so I’m late. The wind whips about my legs, yellow leaves pouring from trees like rain. One catches my lip and I brush it aside with the back of my hand.


  Makaila greets me in the entry as though she’s been waiting for me. She pulls away my coat, smiling as she does. Her hands are warm while I’m still trying to warm myself inside this house. 


  Moving through the dark backsides of Bernard’s home I catch the scent of incense like the season, like musk and secrets and the wind sweeping this autumn night. The floating vapors draw me into a room where Makaila and I are the only ones not wearing masks to disguise identities. She takes me into the center of the room where a dozen pairs of eyes behind those masks peer at me from behind murky shadows. The incense is stronger still and I begin to tremble as Makaila removes my clothes with her genteel fingers. I remain alert and watchful, trying to understand the scene, but these forms of men and women move around me like shadows and nothing is recognizable. She takes away my sweater, lets my skirt drop to the floor, but leaves my black bra and the matching, lacy garter belt. She cuts away my panties with a knife as though they’re offensive to this sexual crowd. Then I stand alone on a carpet of deep burgundy staring at my shoes—four and a half-inch spikes that will hurt like hell if I spend my night on my feet. I sense something lowered from overhead and look up to see a tangle of leather and chains descend. Makaila clamps a metal collar around my neck—one with a velvet interior to ease its fierce pressure. Metal cuffs encircle my wrists before they’re raised high above my head. It’s no surprise when Bernard’s little Venus kneels at my feet with a rigid bar to spread them apart, and clamps my ankles tightly so they won’t budge. I am immobilized.


  A pink rubber ballgag opens my mouth wide, my teeth sinking into its soft texture. Then a blindfold settles in over my eyes taking away my ability to see. I rather like the fact that the decision to look has been taken from me. Once muted and sightless, the hands begin, Makaila’s and others, stroking, caressing, slapping, teasing hands. There are men and women at my side and kneeling on the floor—those who comb my flesh vigorously and those who give to me softly. My arousal increases as one lovely mouth captures my clit from in front, and another parts my ass cheeks, rimming the back hole with a practiced tongue.


  This happens silently, in a strange vacuum where I can hear only the sound of rustling clothes, a cough, the occasional whisper, and my own voice groaning and sighing. My world feels and smells, but there is no sight and no taste but the rubber of the gag.


  The sensations of climax quickly swell in me and my body responds to these, swerving, and swaying as it will, falling into the erotic pleasure as I hang here bound. When all this feeling is suddenly swept away and the hands are gone, I continue seeking satisfaction, bucking toward the empty air. Realizing that they will not touch me, my body calms.


  I feel the first lash on my skin, and everything enlivens again. Reaching out to me from nowhere, snaps of searing heat scorch my skin. I struggle to cry and only a muffled groan comes from my gagged mouth. A lash, a whip, and a cane strike from every direction—on my ass, my shoulders, my calves, my thighs, belly, and breasts. Salty tears sting my face inside this mask. I twist to get away from a bite on my right side only to feel a buggy whip nip my left breast. A lash lands across my pubis and the warmth spreads. It centers in just one horrible place when another strike tears at my skin. When they pause, I wilt. When they begin again, I dance like a marionette on strings. I’m sure every inch of me is covered. And all that matters is that another strike will land, jolting me into that crude and lusty place of satisfaction. Whoever holds the cane is the most cruel—and yet, I dwell on every cut this phantom etches into my skin. In the back of my mind, I want another, and another, and another… 


  When the pain withdraws, I feel more hands, these at my crotch alone. A woman’s on her knees moving on my pubis. Her fingers dance over my groin as she kisses my enflamed pussy lips adoringly. She parts my labia and plants her mouth at my clitoris sucking. I feel my climax brew again, but when she presses her fingers inside my cunt, the feeling of my inner emptiness annoys me. I lunge at her as though I’m silently asking her to breach me. The more I beg with my body, the more those fingers move deep inside this wet portal. There are other hands coming from behind, toying with my anus—though it is the woman at my vagina that intrigues me most. The orifice expands as she urges it wider with her probing. She wants more, just as I do. She wants all of her hand slipping into the interior, while I beg for it prodding deeper and deeper. I widen more. I want her there. Then suddenly, there’s a deliciously painful burst in my vagina as her whole hand slides inside.


  She fucks me senselessly with her fist, the fullness beyond what I know from men. I feel as though I’ll fall apart. The climax changes, the feeling of it altering from one centered in my clit, to an energy that goes beyond the boundaries of that inner sanctum. As it descends, there are fingers from behind joining the hand in my belly, as if two fists might fuck the orgasm from me. Though my mind might see that kind of finish, the end stops short of that extreme. I cum. Wrenching, crying and clenching. The jolts are bright and sharp and gone too soon. I fall exhausted in the bonds, drifting. With this lover’s hand withdrawn, I feel that much of what she gave is lost. I want it back, but know that this is all I’ll have.


  When the ballgag disappears a miserable thirst replaces it. My body aches to be set free and I anticipate that anxiously. But when the blindfold vanishes, all my discomfort fades. The shock before me sends my conscious mind reeling—time’s confused, the past and present uncertain now. I stare dumbfounded at the man before me. It’s Heinrich’s eyes assaulting me and Heinrich’s face. The cane is in Heinrich’s hands and I know now who authored this scene. His gaze on me is expressionless and cold, stabbing me in the gut. He calls to the woman at his feet, a rapturously beautiful creature with mane of black hair and the look of love for Heinrich on her splendid face. 


  “Return to me, Delia,” I hear his voice. As she pads to his side on hands and knees, I realize that my former husband’s new submissive lover has fisted me.


  ***


  “You are a contemptible, miserable, fucking ass!” I blare at Bernard, as I barge into his study the next morning. 


  “And why’s that?” he asks.


  I’m hardly awake, having slept somewhere high in Bernard’s bright monolith, finding the warm sun prying the sleep from my eyes. I bolted from bed too quickly remembering my night, and now my heart pounds so hard, my fury so rich I can hardly spit out my words. I’m also a little dizzy.


  “Why was he here?” I demand from him.


  “Heinrich? Because I asked him.”


  He speaks calmly while I do not.


  “And he knew I would be?” I ask.


  “It was mentioned.”


  “Mentioned how?”


  “I don’t think Heinrich has stopped enjoying the way you look bound, or how you respond to the lash, or the look of you in ecstasy. He especially enjoys seeing you suffer.”


  “He’s thrown it in my face—and you as well—with his new beauty at his feet, fisting me.”


  “Looked to me as though you were having the time of your life,” Bernard quips.


  “But I did not plan on this.”


  “I told you I’d tell him about us.”


  “But you didn’t warn me!” I snarl. “You didn’t give me any clue that he’d be the master running the show.”


  “Oh, there were many masters taking care of your body.”


  “But he was one with the cane, the one whose cuts I remember the most.”


  “Isn’t that interesting?”


  “How could you betray me like this?”


  “You’re the one, Anna, that asked to blend my world with yours. Heinrich is part of my life. It was only a matter of time. And let’s remember, my defiant one, when you beg a master to take you, it’s not yours to decide how that will happen. Or have you forgotten the very basics of masters and slaves?”


  “I can’t live with this.”


  “No? Then maybe our meetings should end.”


  “Maybe they should,” I agree. I should be sad, though I’m not now. I’m still burned from the inside out, my outsides still smarting from the strike of my husband’s cane. And that hurts the most.




  Chapter Nine


  I am proud of Delia, so beautifully passing this necessary test. There was not a hint of jealously, just the exquisite nurturing lust to give Anna what she needed. Was it revenge to assume this role? I suppose. But look what satisfaction the lusty bitch enjoyed? I know her lines so well, the curvature of her spine as she twists in bondage, the elemental expression on her face. I see her without having to see her eyes, the expression inside when she cums from pain—or the hunger she feels as a woman’s fist slips inside her wanting hole. I even knew what fire-breathing harangue she’d unleash on Bernard. She’s not said a word to me. Her eyes were filled with fire from the inside, though she seemed empty from without, like something was missing. 


  Delia slaves for us this morning, serving breakfast in Bernard’s conservatory. She was well-used last night after Anna was put to sleep. The party descended into a free-for-all. There was a good deal of interest in my new slave and she took care of at least four men—but I didn’t bother staying to see it all after she brought me off first. 


  It took some prying to get her from bed this morning, though most of the house was awakened by the sound of Anna slamming doors. With my shrewish ex-wife handled, the settling quiet is welcome. Delia serves our morning meal with an elegant grace—one that grows each day I have her in my command. She carries herself proudly, but never haughty. Those men, like me, who stare at her, receive a lovingness she shares with all.


  “It’s a shame we need to punish her,” Bernard tells me. We sit side by side eating; three other friends also spent the night. Delia starts, hearing the word punish used concerning her. She wears a small black skirt and high heels, and a sweater that wraps her full bodice tightly, coming to a “V” to show the depth of her cleavage. The lace of her stockings peeks out from underneath the skirt as she moves—and especially as she bends over. When she does in our direction, we see her cunt, naked and glistening as if she were just fucked—though it’s been at least six hours now. I would reach out and grab it, but we have other business to conduct here before we get back to sex.


  “Have I not pleased you?” she turns around to ask me with a whimpering look on her face, her dark eyes sad, but not anxious. She’s pleading.


   “Come here, darling.” She obeys. I take her hand while she stands in front of me. “You did superbly last night—which was a spontaneous surprise. But my real reason for bringing you here was to punish a few sins of your last week.”


  “I was cross with you, wasn’t I?” she remembers.


  “Very.”


  She winces. “And reluctant for you to…” she stops, “breach my ass.”


  I raise my eyebrows. She’s dead on. 


  “Bend over Bernard’s stool.”


  Her shudder makes me quake inside. I know how that feeling is attached to her cunt, how that will ache with readiness, and then too, how much she’ll be disappointed that it won’t be her cunt that takes the brunt of this beating.


  She obeys dropping to her knees on the stone, and draping herself over the leather hassock, with her hands reaching forward to steady herself. Her thighs part just slightly, the position serving to bare most of her ass. The rest Bernard uncovers with his hand, giving his guests complete access to my slave’s behind, and the portal between her cheeks. 


  Bernard spanks her briskly with a fat kitchen spoon, the spanking followed by three others—I’ll reserve mine for later. She takes punishment on her thighs from Malcom’s doubled belt, George’s tooled leather paddle, and Everett Duncan’s fierce right hand. The round-robin continues until Delia’s ass is cherry red and looking raw. Noting her suffering and her need, Bernard begins the rape, first prodding her unyielding hole. She eventually relaxes and takes the whole of his dark prick deep within. She shrieks, but the shrieking subsides as his tender hands work her flesh and ease her fear. Though he makes this breach a simple one, she’s welcoming the rest by the time he’s finished. Four cocks drive inside her, four spew, four pairs of rough hands add to her misery, squeezing her ass cheeks when the climax hits. 


  I see her expression change, her fear, her pleasure, and her remarkable willingness to surrender display itself one more time. My heart gets tangled up inside her, as though she’s pried me open. Places in me come alive, I’ve not felt since… since Anna and I were a good deal younger than we are now.




  Chapter Ten


  I see that your bookstore is for sale. In the event that you’re serious about leaving the city, I can recommend you to Lowell Lockhart. He lives near Welliston. The town should suit you, and considering your dilemma, I’d suggest you get in touch with him. He will be rough on you, but I think that’s what you need, sweet one. What Heinrich could never do, and I won’t, he can. Call me, Bernard.  


  The note arrives by private messenger, which seems like just another sign of Bernard’s scrupulous character. He scrawls the message in his bold handwriting and I finger the crisp paper for some minutes before letting it fall on my desk.


  Lowell Lockhart. The name sounds forbidding. I haven’t seen Bernard since the morning after my night with Heinrich and his new lover’s delicate fist. It’s been nearly three weeks. Though everything about my body aches, I live dispassionately, hardening myself against the kind of tactics Bernard used in that last scene. I’ve refused to meet him; not that he’s actually pursued me. I turned down the one meeting he suggested, and have regretted it ever since. Would he have apologized? Promised not to bring Heinrich into another session so we could go on as we had before? I doubt that. I never get everything I want the way I want it. Why should I expect that now? And why should I expect that this Lockhart would satisfy me?


  I leave the note loose on my desk so that it flutters to the floor when a gust of air through the window sends it sailing. It lands at my feet while I’m trying to stock a shelf with new arrivals. I smile, thinking it’s Bernard’s gentle way of telling me to heed his message.


  ***


  It feels good to escape the city. The breeze through the window, the light streaming through the sunroof, the air crisp and alive, I’m almost feeling horny. Actually, I’m very horny, but scared. I wrote, rather than called, Lowell Lockhart. I needed time to think, not wanting to make this another of my many impulsive moves, which have only put me in situations I can’t easily back out of. Heinrich was an impulsive move—which alone should suggest caution.


  Lockhart lives a hundred miles north of the city, this the perfect time of year to travel with the changing colors of the trees at their peak. It’s rapturous—the scent of burning leaves hitting my nose, and the wood smoke trailing from tall chimneys. There’s the aroma of things left on vines decaying in the fields along the drive, of unpicked fruit from an abundant harvest. Little witches and goblins will be out shortly, scouring the towns and villages, dressed for parties and disasters. This is a spooky climate I’m enjoying, and my mission seems as spooky as all the rest on this October day. 


  I see the signpost Bernard indicated in his directions—a carved piece of wood set in a landmark of stones to signal Lockhart’s driveway. From the road I can’t see the house. There’s a forest of trees between where I start down this path and whatever is on the other side. I see no sign of any structure. Oddly, the landscape reminds me of the house in the woods that belonged to Heinrich and me. I loved that house. So much energy, so much time spent there loving what we made together. Where is all that now? Auctioned off, paying the mortgage on my bookstore, which a scant six months later I decide to sell. Nothing’s left but the better memories and the painful ending.


  I’m told there’s a shop for sale in Welliston—perhaps another place to begin. I wanted to tour the town first, but I misjudged the distance, and have to hurry to Lockhart’s house if I plan to be on time.


  This meeting arranged though our handwritten letters feels like some romantic story from the past: arranged over time—my note to him, his in return, and then my acceptance of his invitation to meet.  


  Lockhart’s driveway winds through the woods for nearly a half-mile, then breaks out into a clearing where the house sits. 


  I’m initially warmed seeing a ponderous old brown shingle—a house that seems more fitting for a city neighborhood. Though, except for the fact that it’s so massive, the style is like some cottages I remember at Brandywine Lake when I stayed there as a kid. This one, however, is two and half stories tall and very handsome. There’s a great front porch and a staunch turret on the right hand side of the second floor—the turret’s peak topped with an elegant spire. I get so lost in my admiration of it that I neglect to see the man sauntering down the front steps to greet me.


  “Mrs. Keller,” a tall, broad-shouldered man with wire-rim glasses moves adroitly to my side to shake my hand. 


  “You have a beautiful home,” I say as I turn to stare at him, suddenly as awed by who he is as I am by his house. 


  “Come with me,” his arm goes around my waist as he leads me inside.


  We sit together in his parlor. It’s a long room that stretches across the front of the house, two walls paneled in oak; the rest papered with a dark and age-stained floral print. The room is filled with furniture, bookshelves packed with scores of paperbacks and leather-bound volumes. There’s a cluttered desk, landscapes painted in oils, and so much warmth by the fireplace, I wish I could curl up with a book and snuggle in for the day.


  It’s easy to forget why I’m here and simply relish the surroundings. I’m immediately drawn to this place, and sure I’ll see much more of Lockhart’s house. 


  The man himself is handsome, but not pretty in the way that Heinrich is, or elegant like Bernard. He is quite subtle for his size, a little wistful, with grayish hair that’s a little long and slightly mussed. His face is compassionate. The way he looks at me instantly makes my crotch tingle—an enveloping sort of attitude climbs right inside my limbs. You’d think he’d been mastering me for years.  


  “Brandy?”


  There’s a decanter beside him, and after I nod, he pours a glass in the sifter next to his.


  Once he hands the brandy to me, I take a sip and settle waiting for him to speak. “Perhaps, you could tell me more clearly your reasons for needing me.”


  “Certainly.” I hesitate, then jump right in though there’s an anxious quaver in my voice, “your letter was brief, Mr. Lockhart, perhaps as brief as mine. You already know I’m a submissive…” I pause, “And I need a new man… a new master in my life.”


  “You’re in need of a training master,” he says quite bluntly, much more to the point than I am. 


  “Bernard thinks so, despite the fact that I’ve been living this lifestyle for most of my adult life.”


  “And how many years has that been?”


  “I’m twenty-eight now. I considered my initiation began when I was twenty-one. Though that was rather rocky.”


  “Rocky how?”


  He is so perfectly mild mannered, I can hardly imagine him cracking a whip, or thundering a command. 


  “I played in some S&M clubs for two years, with some rather strange results.”


  “Strange?”


  “Some of the scenes were what I needed, others desperately wrong. It was difficult to know what I was getting changing from master to master.” He seems to understand.


  “And then?”


  “I met Heinrich, my husband of four years.”


  “And he mastered you.”


  “Very well.”


  “Very well? Then why are you divorced?”


  This seems embarrassing to admit but I go on without hesitation. “I wanted his heart, and that seemed closed, more closed each year, to the point that I don’t know if he has one. He’s a selfish man, and I’m told I’m the same.”


  “Are you?”


  “Yes.” Lockhart does make me honest.


  “Who else has been your master?”


  “Only Bernard, and he won’t call it that. He took me in several scenes, but then Heinrich showed up with his new lover—his new submissive. I’m not good enough to handle that kind of competition, so I decided that a change of venue would be helpful. The alternative scene in the city is too small. I know all the nooks and crannies and personalities. There wasn’t anywhere new to go.”


  “Or, perhaps, the wounds of your marriage are still fresh? Otherwise, it would make no difference if he were there or not.”


  “Perhaps so. Maybe that’s what Bernard was trying to tell me.”


  “He thinks you need to be trained, Anna.”


  “Yes, he does.”


  “And what do you think?”


  “That I’m a very good slave. Yes, I’m sometimes recalcitrant, and selfish. But it’s a lifestyle I love. I’m not asking you to love me—although I’m still looking for love.”


  “And if I can’t give you love, will that still work for you?”


  I think for a long minute, time seems endless in Lockhart’s house. This is an unhurried place and Lowell Lockhart puts no pressure on me for quick answers. I take another sip of brandy and set the glass on the table.


  “I know I need a change. I inherited a bookstore when I was twenty I’m an excellent businesswoman, financially secure. I write and paint and give lectures on Art History. Most people would think I’m very successful, especially for my age, but I’ve become settled. Perhaps too long and I’m restless now. Yes, I’m looking for love and sexual fulfillment. But most of all right now, I’m just looking for some peace in my life. I thought I might have it with the man I loved after Heinrich.”


  “The man that made you an adulteress and settled into your husband’s bed?”


  I’m startled that he knows this. “Yes.” I clear my throat nervously. “Ian was not a dom. If I could have anything sexual right now, it would be finding the peace I get from being submissive and filling that sexual need. Eventually, the love will come… I think… Eventually.”


  Lockhart nods then rises from his seat. For a man of such size he moves with grace, strolling to the windows to look out, then moving to a cabinet he pulls out a cane. 


  His grip of the sleek black rod holds my interest so that I can’t take my eyes away. He whisks it cleanly through the empty air and I wince at the vile and lovely sound.


  “I’ve been told I’m an unlikely man for a master.” He pauses. “I’m not really sure why—since I’ve mastered the art of dominating women so well. I do know I’m strict, demanding, and thorough with my slaves. And I undoubtedly have what it takes to master you, Anna Keller. I am sometimes affectionate, but I’m always exacting. I expect the women that serve me to be wholly dedicated to me, while at the same time independent within themselves. I’m not looking for a permanent relationship, marriage, or the hassles involved with personal attachments.” He looks at me almost sorrowfully—as though there’s a great passionate story behind his words. “Yet, in truth, I do become attached to all my submissives, and it pains me when they move on. They do, however, all move on. And so will you.” He plays with the cane, running it along his palm as I stare in wonder. “The fact that any arrangement we create will not be lasting only heightens the drama. It demands we be passionate and all consuming on the sexual and psychic plane. Does that make sense to you?”


  “Yes, it does.”


  “Good.” He moves again, taking up a new pose, staring at me. “You would not live here—at least not all the time. I cannot take that much intrusion in my passive life. When I want you here, you’ll be here. When I tell you to go, you will. The roles we play will be clearly determined and you will not overstep the boundaries I establish. I will indulge myself with you in whatever way I choose, inside or outside this house. I make the rules, you live by them. I dictate, you conform. I won’t tolerate disobedience, and will punish you only once for any error. There are no second chances. You’re out if your resistance goes that far. You give yourself over to me completely and I will define your life. Other matters—like how you make your living—do not concern me and are yours to control. Though, I would suggest some flexibility in that area for obvious reasons. There will be days when I’m very demanding of your time, while other days you’ll fend for yourself. I assume you’ll want some activity of your own beyond this relationship that will please you?”


  I nod. His unassuming appearance has not changed, but as he speaks, I can see the dominant emerge in the frank way he outlines our arrangement.


  “You are a pleasing woman, Anna, and I’ll enjoy training you. But I’d suggest that you take a tour of Welliston and be sure it’s where you’d like to live for the next two years.”


  “Two years?” This stuns me. 


  “At least. The way Bernard describes you, it will be as necessary to unlearn your bad habits as it will be to create new ones.”


  I’m so flustered I don’t know what to say.


  “Brain addled?” he asks looking quite amused.


  “A little. You speak of our relationship as something short-lived, but then you suggest two years.”


  “Two years is an honest assessment of the time I’d like to spend with you. Of course, that could change. I could wake up one morning and decide I hate you around, or some other woman might catch my eye, and I’d send you packing in favor of another sub.”


  “But this is a commitment, isn’t it?”


  “More than you planned on? You need to be trained. If you accept that fact, then you figure what time you spend with me is a commitment to yourself. I suspect you’ve been running from one thing to the next too rapidly. That in fact, you still have some uncertainty about your primary needs. Though you were married four years to a dominant man, sometimes learning to be submissive is not the place to also be in love.”


  I’d never thought of it that way.


  “You have made your choice, why waste our time worrying over it?” He comes to me and kneels on one leg beside me, his hand reaching to my face affectionately. He runs his fingers through my short hair. “This will have to grow.”


  I nod agreeing, so swept up by his respectful attitude and kindness, I can’t imagine not agreeing to anything he says. He is like Bernard, and yet kinder still. Two years, a hundred, it seems at this moment there is no amount of time too great to give to him. I’m wary of the way both these doms think I need training, since I’m not sure what that really means. But he knows I’ll surrender, and my choice is made.


  ***


  It takes three weeks for me to move my things north to Welliston. The shop was not a perfect match for me. I wanted another bookstore, and this is more a curiosity shop with lots of novelties that I wouldn’t personally want to lay my hands on. It will take more time than I figured to get the place in shape—order stock, rearrange shelves, and do a major redecoration of the main room. What I do like are the multi-pane windows on three sides; the light that comes into the shop from all angles; and the warmth of a small woodstove in the corner, which removes the wintry chill from the air. Considering the way Lockhart describes my training, I’ll have many hours to fill on my own—at least at the start. This work will be a blessing. Better to be busy than worry over my next meeting with my master. The store should give me a break and a little liberty in my thinking.


  I hire a young woman to work with me. It’s my plan to have Ellie trained to do everything, should Lockhart’s demands keep me away for several days. I minimize my life, turning the rooms above the shop into an apartment. It’s been done before so there is already a bath and kitchen. It will require some renovation, but at this point, I’m not averse to living out of boxes or in cramped quarters. Right now, the simplicity suits me. 


  As soon as I arrived with all my worldly goods, I called Lockhart to tell him I was getting settled. He said he’d call me soon. It’s been two weeks now and I anxiously wait, hearing nothing from him so far.


  I spend most of my days in the shop getting things arranged for the opening I have scheduled in three weeks. I have this miserable thought that in the middle of the process, I’ll suddenly be rent way from it and forced to dive into Lockhart’s passion. Yet, as difficult as that will be for the businesswoman in me, the submissive is crying for our first session. I can’t even imagine what he might have planned.


  Just as I anticipated, a week before the opening, I emerge from a stack of massive boxes into the shop’s main room to find Lockhart strolling casually about, hands in pockets, staring at the mess. He has his back to me but hears me enter.


  “Getting anywhere?” he asks.


  “I suppose.” I’m practically panting. Breathless already from the physical exertion of unloading a half dozen crates that arrived today, Lockhart seems to take the rest of my sparse breath away. I’d forgotten how he towers over me with his kindness of heart and his large size.


  “Here, let me.” He takes the boxes I’m carrying from my arms and sets them on a table. “Do you have a man around here to help you?”


  “No. I suppose I should have. But I think Ellie and I can manage. Most of the heavy stuff is done.”


  He nods, staring out the bank of windows that look out on Lake Welliston. Autumn is long past, the landscape now stark, the barren branches of a thousand trees lift up toward the sky, like Pentecostals praying. There seems to be something penitent about this winter world so sapped of life. Even the blue, cloudless sky seems grim and unrelenting. 


  “Do you have some time now?”


  “Now? Time?” I stare around me. “Yes, of course. I could use the break.”


  “Is your Ellie here?”


  “No. She’s at lunch, but I’ll leave a note. How long will I be?”


  “No more than two hours.”


  I scratch something on a paper and pin it to the door, then exit my shop with Lockhart, his hand at my back like the perfect gentleman.


  We walk several blocks in the crisp December air. The town is quaint with a charm that feels comfortable. It’s a place I can manage. I never thought there would be such a difference from the city. Even knowing that Lockhard has incredible commands for me to follow, I’m easing into this so that it hardly seems like an effort at all.


  We move along the sidewalk as though we’ve been friends for years. He tells me about the shops, gossiping about people we pass—slyly revealing detailed intimacies so I wonder where his information comes from. 


  I learned from Ellie that Lockhart is the town eccentric. He’s been a major contributor to the library, and the small theater—even acting in several major roles to great reviews. He’s a champion of civil liberties, which makes him too liberal for many in the town. But no one bothers him. He’s erected a protective barrier around him that keeps people from getting too far inside his life. Some think he might be gay, which I find amusing, because that certainly isn’t my impression of him. Those that know him better find his libertine love life a rich source of gossip. But it’s clear his interest in the darker sides of sexuality is not commonly known—if at all—except by the very few who share his taste for our perverted underworld. Thankfully, Ellie knows nothing about the bizarre lifestyle that goes along with Lockhart’s libido. 


  When we’re almost on the edge of town, Lockhart darts into a small shop—the apothecary—so the name on the door indicates. The shopkeeper looks like an aging hippie with long grey hair tied in a ponytail and clear blue eyes. He wears a well-worn East Indian shirt and Birkenstock sandals.


  “This is Anna,” he tells the man.


  “And I am Colin,” he informs me, holding out his hand for me to shake.


  “I want her in rings.”


  “Ah, how many?”


  “Five.”


  “I have no idea what he means until I’m led into the back of the shop, to a small display case with piercing jewelry underneath the glass.


  “You’ll do this all at once?” Colin asks.


  “Might as well. It takes some time to heal these things.”


  Without consulting me, Lockhart chooses five gold rings from the display, two pairs of matching size and a third a little larger than these four. The master lays his cash on the table and five sealed packets emerge, along with five needles all in hermetically sealed packages. The sight of the needles seems to pierce my consciousness with the reality of what the master plans. My head’s dizzy, so I lean on his arm for support.


  He puts the bag with his purchase in the pocket of his coat, and we head back into the December air. I am much less relaxed than when we left my shop, anxiety doubling inside my stomach. A block or two down the street, he stops, opening the passenger door of a pale green Mercedes that must be at least two decades old. Still, it carries with it a weighty importance, and the smell of leather inside reminds me of the leather that has collared and bound me in the past. We drive through town, down the highway for a mile and turn off at his winding drive. The closer we get to his house, the more my body quakes. He glances at me several times as though gauging my nervousness.


  “You have done this before? Piercing?” I wonder aloud.


  “Yes, several times.”


  I was hoping he’d give me a more detailed explanation, but with none, I turn silent and introspective. 


  Heinrich would like this move. We’d talked of piercing, brands and tattoos—all of which would have intrigued me, but there was nothing permanent pierced, etched or burnished into my skin—perhaps because our relationship wasn’t destined to be permanent. If I were to take that metaphor seriously, it would mean my relationship with Lockhart is permanent—though we both know that is not the case. 


  In his house, I watch him casually throw his bag of trinkets on a table by the door. He hangs my coat on a coat rack packed with winter parkas and woolen scarves. Leading me through a hallway to the back of the house, I find myself in a bright sunroom that faces south. Like my shop it’s banked on three sides by dozens of windowpanes, perfect rectangles of glass all side by side by side. The sun pours through these panes—many of them beveled, so like prisms the reflected light makes rainbows everywhere. The room’s been painted white; and so contrasts the rest of the house, I feel as though I’ve changed worlds, altered planes of energy, transformed in matter and composition so I’m now existing in a place wholly different that the dark and mysterious house of my master.


  But still, he’s here with me, behind my back, his gentle hand on my shoulder to comfort me. He reaches to the bottom of my sweater and begins to pull it over my head. These hardly seem the surroundings for a first scene with him. I’ve thought only of his cellar, or attic, or even the cluttered living room where we had our first interview. It would be so easy to make any of those places match the darker designs we both have in mind. 


  Here, in this white room, there’s a sterile quality—not unlike Bernard’s white-tiled chamber. Yet, there is more here: the out of doors, the barren vines and the stark trees reaching in like fingers and claws, the intense sunlight pouring into the room. The sun is warm on my bare skin. 


  Lockhart unfastens my bra, letting my breasts spring proudly free. Then he sits behind me to remove my jeans. As he inches them over my hips, he finds I wore no panties. Does that mean I am bolder than other women? Is that significant to him? Because I can’t see his face—or his crotch—I have no idea how he responds to this first unveiling. I help him as I struggle out of each pant leg, and then, because he’s given me no other orders, I remain facing into the room with Lockhart behind me. 


  I can feel his eyes peer into me, and his warm breath on the small of my back. He strokes my skin tenderly, delicately running his right hand from my shoulders, down to my hips and over my protruding buttocks. He cups one cheek in his palm and squeezes. I want to fall back into his arm. My insides are mad with desire that suddenly leaps from my body. There’s so much erotic tension between us, and all that’s been suppressed for weeks now pours from me like a thunder-driven shower. I’m sure he feels how my body explodes. And I can’t help myself, as my ass moves into his hand wantingly.


  Lockhart rises and then walks around me to view my naked front. He smiles, but doesn’t touch as he takes this first look at the body he’s agreed to master.


  “Yes, five rings will be just fine.” He has his fingers at my pussy, opening the labia so he can see what’s inside. Then, he moves to the side of the room, and pulls out a green metal examination table, what, until that moment, struck my eye as an objet d’art, an antique from the 1930’s. Obviously, it is fully functional. 


  “Here,” he reaches into his pocket and pulls out a flask. A shot of whiskey tastes awfully good and reasonably settling on my anxious stomach. I’m lightheaded almost seconds later as though I’d just consumed three shots, not just a quick swig. I take another and return the flask to him.


  “On the table, Anna.” The order is firm.


  I sit for a time with my legs dangling down childlike, while Lockhart pulls on surgical gloves and carefully marks my nipples for the piercing. He seems practiced at this, though that does little to put me at ease.


  “Now lie down,” he orders. 


  “Will there be blood?” I ask.


  “Very little. More at your labia than anywhere else.”


  “Not at the nipples?”


  “Only a trace, perhaps.”


  He raises my arms over head, and secures the wrists in malleable cuffs that tighten like steel. My legs go into stirrups—the kind that support the upper thigh and the back of the knees. He pulls them wide apart. Exposed. Vulnerable. Cunt sticky wet. Mind turning reasonably groggy. I feel like an experiment in terror prepared for some devious torture.


  I can watch only a fraction of his careful ministrations. When I see the clamps, I shut my eyes. 


  “No, Anna. Keep them open.”


  Open? How? I stare out the windows as though that might comfort me. While I feel the metal clamp clutch my right nipple firmly, Lockhart tells me to relax. 


  I hear the tearing of the sterile packet. But refuse to watch. I feel it all, and see it so clearly in my mind that I don’t have to watch. 


  Suddenly, a swift, sharp pain thunders downward through my crotch—like a fireball brightening everything inside me. Lockhart moves to the other side of me and repeats the ritual. Another thunder of pain whooshes from my breast to my crotch. My cunt throbs in a maddening pulse. I feel him fiddle with the piercings, securing the gold rings through my nipples. They ache abundantly, but it’s not an unwelcome feeling. 


  As he finishes, he strokes my brow, looking down on me with kindness. “You’re doing beautifully.” 


  “I’m turned on,” I say whispering.


  “Of course you are. I’ll let you rest a bit and remove your pubic hair so I can get to these others.”


  “All of it?” I wonder aloud.


  “Yes,” as if I didn’t know.


  Lockhart froths my snatch from stem to stern with shaving cream. The feel is cool and the minty fragrance pricks all my senses. Everything in me is alive, and yet the whiskey he’s given me takes away the threatening edge of hysteria. I’m in this peaceful, senseless wave of energy, enjoying every swipe of his old-fashioned razor as it scrapes away the hair from my cunt. Though I’ve kept my crotch neatly trimmed, he shaves further back than I’m used to going. There will not be a hair anywhere from my belly to my anus. 


  As Lockhart finishes, he lays a steamy towel on my crotch, then turns away to prepare the three remaining needles to pierce my genitals. “A lovely cunt, Anna. Ready for more?”


  As if I have a choice. “Why not?”


  I expect his fingers pulling at my clit or labia, but their first task is much more basic. He’s bringing me off with his hand, taking the top off all this roaring energy. My body falls back for a time in the cumming, my hips wiggling as they will. They are fired with heat. Each resplendent wave that jars me settles me more. I drift in the sensation, and am almost surprised to suddenly feel a stirring pain shriek through me; he’s pierced the hood of my clit, and the fat thing swells like its going to supplant the rest of my body. The harsh burst leaves me weak, and everything in me trembles. 


  As the pain dies off, he inserts the ring, then moves downward to my inner labia.


  There is some device holding my pubis wide so I feel a tickle of air on the inner skin and the fluttery petals of my hole. Did he have any clue that these inner folds are as large and prominent as they are? Heinrich said they are a sign of sexual prowess, an indication of the prominent role that my cunt will play in my life. His reasoning seemed sound and I’m proud that I have such distinctive sexual features. I love when they’re noticed in the middle of a shared scene. Perhaps, Bernard told Lockhart how well I was equipped—unless he simply guesses well. I’m already certain that the man is profoundly intuitive. He asks so little, and knows everything. He secures my obedience without my understanding how. I know enough not to question. 


  The concoction of liquor, sexual arousal, and numbness that describes my state of being allows me to take the final two piercings with hardly a gasp. Not that they’re not felt—they are perhaps the most intense, but I’ve become used to the jarring puncture and the pain doesn’t seem to linger as long. It joins the rest in turning my body into a bold and torrid fire. 


  I lie for awhile recuperating from the heavy sensations—getting my bearings and becoming a little more sober. Lockhart cleans the rolling table, removes his surgical gloves, and discards the empty packets and the used needles in the trash. He’s mindful of me, looking my way several times with a smile on his face.


  “There’s been no bleeding?” I question him again. 


  “Humm, just a little, but it will be over before you leave.” He looks at my snatch. “I think you should wear panties, though. I’ll see if I can find some.” Undoing my wrists, he then hands me a mirror, so that while he’s gone I can look at my new jewelry. It seems as much a part of me as any feature of my anatomy—as though it belonged here all along. As I stand, I feel a heaviness in my crotch, and a throbbing ache in each breast.


  “I usually do these over time, but since you’re such a practiced slave, I’d rather not waste weeks extending this out. Getting the preliminaries out of the way, we can begin in earnest soon. You’ll spend some time taking care of these. They’ll need to be bathed with salt water daily as they heal. You’ll keep them clean with disinfectant and antibacterial soap. I’ll inspect them regularly to see how they are doing. It will take six weeks to thoroughly heal the genital piercing, and much longer for your nipples. But in that time, allow yourself to enjoy them.”


  By the time he’s finished his instructions, I’m on my feet completely dressed, feeling only slightly woozy. Still I ache. 


  “How do you feel?” he asks.


  “I’m not really sure,” I answer.


  He’s close, his body breathing with mine as we stand together in the sunny sunroom looking into each other’s eyes. He leans in and kisses my mouth tenderly. “Then take some time to sort out those feelings. We’ll talk about them later.”


  My body wants him. My brain screams for his body pressed to mine. I can hardly stand this intimate closeness. My first thought is to throw myself at his feet and beg. Yet, I remain quiet. 


   Lockhart reaches to my short hair and plays with it affectionately. “Let’s let this grow out. I think I’d like it long. As far as your clothes, I want you in skirts, your crotch available. Be ready any day for me to call on you, though it might be weeks between my visits. I come when I’m moved. So far, you’ve been a compliant slave. I trust this willing obedience will continue. Your only function is to do what pleases me.” As he speaks, his voice seems to deepen, his eyes become more intense, his focus more keen. He becomes more masterful and I quake feeling a surge of passion in me rise. “You’ll think first of me, Anna. Put all other thoughts outside your mind. You have no other master, no other reason to be alive. I own you. These marks define you as mine. You belong to me. Your body, your mind, your will, your purpose.” He wraps a shroud around me that draws me inside him. I hang on to his next word. “In the next few weeks you’ll need to arrange your life to accommodate the times I want your undivided attention—when you’ll serve me in this house. Your young employee must be able to handle your business without you. Is that understood?”


  “I assumed as much, so I’ve been making those plans.”


  “Good.”


  As I stare into his face and breathe him into me, it’s difficult to think of doing anything but serving him. At this moment, I am his and I have no fear. Will this feeling last forever? Will it prevent my natural defiance? I can be a miserable sub when I’m in a mood, like a wild stallion that needs to be broken. Now, I’m as subdued as a child asleep. Perhaps the defiant child in me is simply napping. I can’t be too careful with this master. Though he comes on so mildly, I feel the steel behind him. Though at first, I couldn’t imagine him with a harsh tone of command, I can now. It will be all I dream of until I hear the first punch of energy strike my ears and engage my humble response.


  He takes me home in his Mercedes. I’m in a daze while he’s talking casually about the history behind the landscape we pass by, as though we have nothing more than a platonic relationship. The day is growing older now, the shadows longer, clouds taking away the cloudless sky. My body throbs in five places; these piercings claiming all my physical and emotional attention as I know they will for some time. I won’t feel them without feeling Lockhart inside me, and that is as he designed.


  “I’ll be calling you soon. Let yourself understand what you feel. These are my marks; they are a sign of permanency that will never disappear. You will always know who gave you these and for that reason, I am your master and always will be.”


  In the days that follow, I bathe my new jewelry in the way Lockhart instructed. I think of him each time I do. The rings move with me, tugging, sometimes biting—ever present the first week and then less so as that first week ends. I fondle them before the bathroom mirror thinking of Lockhart behind me when he fondly stroked my naked back. I think of him owning me, and surely, he does now; there are few thoughts in my obsessive mind but ones of him, and what will happen next.


  On the first week anniversary of my piercing, Lockhart enters the shop late in the afternoon. I’m alone, Ellie gone for the rest of the day. My great Grand Opening is underway, but it remains an understated event in this small town where few things disturb the regular quiet of this cozy hamlet.


  “You’ve made great strides with the place,” he says, admiringly. “It looks great.”


  “Thank you, there’s still a lot to do, but I needed to get a few customers coming through the door.” The shelves are stocked with books and there are assorted trinkets on one wall, a coffee bar that serves expresso, mocha, and cappuccino. And with that, I decided we have enough to handle. Seeing it through Lockhart’s eyes, I appreciate what I’ve done. It’s hard to assess my efforts when I’ve had such tunnel vision—thinking of little more than my sex life. I’ve lived each day going from one task to the next with little thought. This work is easy for me, while being submissive to a new master is a task that scares me. 


  “And Ellie, how is she?”


  “She’s perfect. Works almost at my pace. She’s responsible—at least so far. And has lots of fresh ideas that seem to spur me when I’m at a loss.”


  “You’re often at a loss?”


  “I’ve been thinking a good deal about you.”


  He doesn’t reply, but peruses the shelves as though he’s actually interested in buying something. 


  “I suppose I can special order from you?” he asks.


  “Anytime.”


  He nods, then looks back at several volumes of art photography, only to whip around a moment later. “Your piercings?”


  “Yes.”


  “They are healing?”


  “Very well.”


  “So, let’s have a look.”


  I stare at him a little uncertain what he means. “Right here?”


  “Yes, right here. Raise your sweater.”


  I should be wary of someone walking through the door, but where we stand, there’s a hefty shelf to block the view. Following Lockhart’s instructions, I lift my sweater above my breasts. As I do, he moves forward and pulls the lace away to reveal my nipple. Tweaking it ever so slightly, I jerk. Inside I’m screaming, but on the outside I remain firm.


  “Hurts?”


  “My, yes.”


  “And your clit and labia?” He peers down at my crotch.


  I raise my skirt exposing my nakedness, breathing anxiously as I do, sure any second the bell on the door will jangle and I’ll be flushed-faced greeting my next customer. Thankfully, that doesn’t happen. As before, Lockhart gently fingers the skin about my piercing and tugs lightly on the rings.


  “Keep them clean,” he says. “Every day.”


  “I’ve been religious about that.”


  “Very good.” He lets my skirt and sweater drop back in place. “I’ll be bringing weights to hang on them, to keep the stimulation lively.” I’m shivering as his voice takes on a deeper resonance, and his eyes become less kind. 


  The shop bell tingles and he backs away.


  “Soon, Anna Keller,” he says as we move out from behind the shelves. He exits while I greet the woman who’s walking past him through the door.


  Two weeks later Lockhart returns bringing the weights he mentioned—beads really, though they are heavy enough for me to feel a dramatic difference as he puts two each on my genital rings. The nipples are still in the process of healing, so he’ll wait a while longer before adding weight there too. 


  His visit is brief; though a burst of passion jars me as his fingers work quickly to open the balls that hold the rings in place. He quickly adds the tiny pieces of gold and clamps them shut. Now when I walk I feel the same sensuous ache I felt when they were new.


  “Your Ellie will have to handle the shop next week, or it will need to close. I hope that won’t be a problem.”


  “It shouldn’t be. This is what I planned on.”


  “Very good, then. On Friday evening, you’ll join me at the house. I think it would be easier if you drove yourself.” His smile is again gentle, his manner kind. I still await the fire and brimstone that threatens beneath his mild surface, but still this gentleness seduces me.


  My initiation is filled with subtleties that work my mind without my realizing. Truly, he’s done very little except pierce me. Yet, I can’t remember when I’ve felt so owned and taken care of.




  Chapter Eleven


  Delia is exceedingly submissive. I notice this most when it’s just the two of us together. With other people, she sometimes balks. I assume that’s because of her inherent shyness. She’s like a delicate flower. Often she needs guidance—especially when I’m not at her side. But when I am, her degree of surrender is brilliant and passionate. 


  She loves to expose herself. Our second excursion to a leather boutique took us to a higher-class shop than Cavenor’s crude one. Her eyes light with little stars as she runs her hands along the halters, bras, and tiny skirts she sees. She burns a hole in my pocket with all that I end up buying. But for the pleasure of seeing her attired this way in public, I have little problem parting with my cash.


  Her favorite passion—and one of mine—is the slow tease in a restaurant. She dresses with little subtly, her well-endowed bodice beautifully disclosed by her revealing choices. And her shapely legs look good in dark stockings. She wears no panties, her skirts then hiking high as she sits. The possibility of someone seeing her wispy cunt hair is all the more likely when she turns to her side.


  I order each move—when to cross her legs, when to open her thighs, when to raise her skirt. She blushes as though embarrassed, but we both feel the heat this generates in her. Transmitted to me, it takes little time before my cock is pulsing. We tease for awhile; her sly smiles and coy expressions often make me wonder where this little vixen came from. By the time we escape to the car, it’s hardly necessary to order her mouth to my crotch. She unzips my pants and pulls out my erection, ravenous to take it in her lips. Not that I’m not happy about her enthusiasm, I often stall her, force her to remove her clothes in the car so I have her vulnerably naked, so I can run my fingers on her snatch—see the way her aroused body shivers, or being meaner, slap her thighs and pull her pubic hair. If I’m particularly nasty, I pull out a collapsible cane and snap it rudely anywhere I choose. She has turned in her seat at my command, leaned over the back and then masturbated herself while I lay a dozen cuts on her ass, of course, this works best when the car’s not moving. 


  Tonight I’m particularly inspired. She’s wearing a black lycra skirt that clings to her ass, showing the crack of her behind since there’s nothing underneath but her thigh-high stockings. She wears a small sweater across her breasts, baring her midriff below. It’s an evening in late April—but the air is unseasonably warm for this time of year. As soon as we leave the restaurant, she wants to dive into my erection, expecting I’ll play with her crotch until she gets off. This time, however, I make her wait. 


  “No, you sit there, hands in your lap.”


  “Oh, but…” 


  “Don’t,” I level her with a nasty stare that only excites her more.


  I drive to an adult movie theatre—this is an especially seedy place, though I know the owner. I hear a nervous rattle from her throat as we pull up to the curb in front of the entrance and she guesses what’s going to happen.


  “I’ve never been in a place like this.” She shows the fear she feels, her brow knits tightly with worry.


  “Then, there’s always a first time.”


  Delia titters, her proud exhibitionist resolve a little unraveled. Yet, reaching under her skirt, I find her pussy is as wet as usual.


  “You’re afraid?” I ask.


  “A little.”


  “Well, if it makes any difference, I’m not going to leave you by yourself.”


  That’s hardly any comfort, but I hear no further protest.


  The theatre’s dark, the men inside just shadowy forms. I remove her coat from behind while Delia gathers a necessary breath of stale, smoky air and then struts down the aisle of twenty rows until she reaches the front of the theatre. She moves to the center of the row, while I watch the eyes of the men behind us move from the movie screen to the sight of a real-life woman looking remarkably like a whore. 


  “They’re all staring, aren’t they?” she whispers.


  “I think so.”


  We settle into our seats and gaze aimlessly at the grainy color film of cunts, cocks and asses, which seem to swallow the place whole with their enormous size. I sense several customers moving closer—two to her right who stare directly at my slave. She looks shyly at them, then raises her sweater, her breasts in nothing but a tiny slip of white lace—a bra too small for her large tits. As her nipples poke above the rim, she stares down at them, then at the men. She winks like the flirtatious brat she is and taking the purple buds between her fingers, she pinches them—enough so we all see her shudder.


  Delia jerks to feel two hands on her shoulders from behind. They massage her there for a few seconds while she tries to relax. She gazes down to see they are the hands of a black man.


  “Do I know him?” she’s immediately thinking it’s Bernard.


  “No, but I do.”


  She relieved, though I can see her anxiety mount as those hands begin an exploration of her breasts, covering them with their warmth and pinching her nipples just as she did.


  The black stranger moves with ease, bringing her to her feet as he climbs over the theatre seat behind her. She’s created a circle of admirers, eyes that fervently gape in amazement—though Delia’s as astounded by what she does as those who watch. I sense her wanting to push the new lover away, but when she looks at me, she sees the command in my eyes, and willingly yields. 


  She’s in Calvin’s hands, sitting on his lap facing forward, her body being combed by his darkness. He’s Bernard’s brother—but the opposite in style from his elegant sibling. Calvin looks as though he’s come from the jungle, with his many ropes of long hair twisted into a complicated braid. His eyes simmer with a crude dark light. He presses his hands against Delia’s inner thighs and pushes them apart so he can feel her wet warmth with his fingers. Her admirers stroke their dicks—some bold enough to remove them from their pants while they watch the real show. 


  Delia’s head drops back against this lover’s shoulder. Seconds pass, and she’s deeply inside her body, shivering. While Calvin massages her crotch, her body bucks against him, and Delia’s juice pours over his hands. It’s clear his dick is ready—like all the others inside the theatre. Lifting her off his lap, she’s as limp as a rag doll. Turning her around, Calvin takes his cock from his pants and she climbs on that savage organ. The head is small while the spear widens into an erection as large as any she’s had before. Nestling into him, she writhes erratically, as her mouth moves down to his kiss face, his mouth, his closed eyes, and his smooth black cheek. He forces himself on her and demands she meet his need, though she’s hardly holding back now. Calvin has this effect on women. 


  I think she’s cumming in multiples, one ends, and another begins. Her cries get stronger, her contortions more unpredictable. He draws his face into her chest, while her hands grab at his thick braids. 


  “Oh, yes, yes, yessssss,” she hisses, then her head floats back on air and she moans with a gentle, “Ahhhhhhhhhh.”


  Calvin rides her hard. She seems to scream, but it’s not from pain. He squeezes her ass roughly as he shoots and as the end comes, Delia’s in a faint, falling into his chest rocking as his dick ejaculates. She undulates as his body jerks upward and then relaxes.


  “Ooo, slave flesh like you needs it randy,” he chuckles as he pushes her away. She peers down at him while he smiles—a broad, toothy black grin. “My brother thought you would be good. And you are.” He smacks her ass, and Delia awakens from wherever she’s been. 


  What a raunchy brat she is! I love her, and so do Calvin and this audience.


  She looks around at the gathering crowd as they wait expectantly. Too bad, they’ll be disappointed. There’s not a cock among them I’d trust her with, so she throws her clothes back over her body, tossing a satisfied glance at her black lover and a playful snicker at the rest. 


  “Ooo, you make me do such naughty things,” she purrs to me when we’re in the car. 


  “Yes, and now you can go down on me.”


  She hardly has the strength but wouldn’t dare not honor my request. 


  “You think I should punish you for being such a slut?” I ask as she unzips my pants. 


  “Hummm, perhaps,” she muses as her head disappears into my lap, her hands flying toward my dick.


  She is particularly inspired by what’s just happened, and gives me head so greedily, you’d think she had not come at all. She sticks with the blowjob all the way home—as long as we can manage it and drive the car at the same time. I wait to get home for the rest. Taking her soppy cunt from behind, Delia cums again, spasming sharply with her whole vagina as I jerk. It’s especially good to have the timing right. I sometimes think she’ll milk me dry.


  After we’re too exhausted for more, she lies inside my arm.


  “He was wonderful, Heinrich.”


  “Is that so?”


  “Oh, yes. I’ve never had a black man.”


  “I know.”


  “Oh, but I shouldn’t want anyone but you.” She looks up at me sadly as though she’s done something terribly wrong.


  “It’s unrealistic, Delia. Remember that.”


  “But why? Why can’t it be just you and me?”


  “I don’t think I’d be happy.”


  “You wouldn’t? Just with me?”


  “It’s a good reason to play in the culture we do. We can have other partners without regrets or subterfuge.”


  “Oh, I see.”


  I know she doesn’t like this. “Don’t be hypocritical. You love what you did with Calvin this afternoon. And I wanted you to want him. He’s different than I am.”


  “But you won’t give me away often,” she says as if she’s reassuring herself.


  “No, no, I won’t. Besides, I’ll have to punish you for that much enthusiasm. That should damper your eagerness a little.”


  “Punish me how?” she asks.


  “I’m trying decide. When I do, trust me, you’ll be the first to know.”


  It’s the next day before I wreck havoc on her. Neither of us believes the punishment is real. But I am feeling particularly nasty. She relished Calvin even more than I imagined she would. And Calvin—he’d have her any time she was offered. A call from Bernard the next morning confirmed that fact. Of course, he generally loves women in any package they come in—in any way they’re given, offered, or he can take them. His foreign appearance and the accent he’s cultivated from spending most of his life in Jamaica make him particularly appealing to women who love what’s exotic.


  I punish Delia beginning with bondage. She sits in a straight-back chair with her hands roped behind her, while her legs are spread and tied to the legs of the chair. Her neck is collared with a with a four inch leather strap that makes it impossible for her to look down, to see how her breasts sit proudly atop a black corset, her nipples bared. I attach a ribbon of clothespins across her pushed up flesh and they rise and fall like an ocean wave as she breathes deep and anxiously. Each new pin is another new sensation, a fresh striking pain that soon settles in with the others creating an abiding roar of discomfort.


  She looks into my face, begging with her eyes. I’ve ordered her not to speak, and she bites her lip trying to get my attention and some mercy. She knows this will hurt even more before the scene ends. The tiny rope behind these pins will rip away in one brutal tear, leaving a swathe of pain that will pound through her for minutes. Until then, she waits, as the tension builds. The skin at the top of her breasts grows more taut and strained with each new acquisition to her collection of tiny tortures. When there are fifteen clothespins pinching her undulating flesh, I stop. 


  “It’s what you want, Delia, enjoy.” My sub pants anxiously as the pain steadily rises at each crimped pin. 


  She becomes frantic seeing me walk toward the door, “But Heinrich!”


  “Shush! You bark at me, I’ll only add more.”


  “Oh, no!” She clamps her mouth shut seeing my glare, and I walk out of the room to let her linger with the agony for a while.


  Sometimes I think Delia’s too cloying and attentive. She needs to off and I need to enforce my distance. These scenes ensure that. She may sulk and whine, but she’ll stay clear of annoying me for a few days, as long as the residual pain from this ribbon remains to jar her memory.


  By the time I return to the bedroom, Delia’s frantic, wondering just how long I’ll stretch out the scene. She peers up at me as though she’s profoundly hurt, and bites her lip in mortal dread as I reach for the rope that connects the clothespins. 


  With the other hand, I touch her soft face, play with her black curls, and then wipe a bead or two of sweat from her lip. 


  “Are you telling me you don’t want this?”


  “I do, but I’m afraid.”


  She should be. She has no idea how this will hurt since it’s the first such ribbon she’s been required to endure. A pin or two at a time is all she’s managed. With all these now, she’s actually doing quite well. Though I only left her for ten minutes, to her brain, it must seem like forever. 


  I tug at the end of the rope, play with it teasingly, then with an abruptness she’s come to expect from such things, I rip the clothespins open—all fifteen in a matter of two seconds. 


  She screams and her body clenches as though she’s just endured electric shock. The pains send a burst of passion to her crotch, and she’ll be horny for hours because of this sensation. 


  When her sensibility finally catches up with her, I’m between her parted thighs, toying with her quivering vulva, poking a finger in the wetness there. I rub lightly, then feel deep spasms coming from her. She can’t move but hardly an inch, and the climax rises fasts and bursts over the edge into pleasure. Her head thrashes back, and for a time, her pink bruised tits jiggle heavily, and her groin expanding and contacting until the sensation finally dies away.


  Delia’s body drapes me languidly as we move to the bed. She’s inside my arms, so pliant I think she might just melt. 


  “I love you Heinrich,” she whispers repeatedly in my ear as we move together. I find the warm wet froth of her cunt as welcoming as her arms.


  My body presses into hers as she welcomes me.


  “Please, my love, never leave me.”


  “I have no plans to change a thing,” I assure her.


  Sometimes it feels as though all I do is whisper words to calm her fears and keep her pacified.




  Chapter Twelve


  I enter Lockhart’s brown-shingle relic quaking. The rest of my life is finally beginning. After all these months of waiting, after all this tense anticipation, I worry that I’ll find him less than my mind imagines. I wait in the living room for some minutes before he addresses me. He’s busy on the phone, arguing over the price of something rare—though I have no idea exactly what he’s talking about. It sounds as though he’s haggling over the price of flesh—slave flesh. I wonder if he’s a trader in the black-market. Though if he is, there’s been no sign of it in my previous trips to his house. Then too, those were both too brief to know the truth about how this master lives. If he is as Bernard says—one of the very best and worst, then his involvement in underground activities doesn’t stretch the imagination. 


  “On your knees, slave!” 


  Lockhart’s voice awakens me from my reverie as it thunders loudly in my ear. Scrambling to comply with the order, I take the floor in seconds, shoulders and face to the carpet, hands behind me, ass raised. “Why are you wearing clothes?” he barks.


  “I …” I start to explain.


  “Take them off!”


  I rush to undress, thankful there’s just a skirt and sweater to remove. I assume he’ll want me in bra and stockings.”


  “Everything, bitch,” he orders. I was wrong.


  Quickly removing my underwear, while gazing at a maestro’s baton in the master’s hand. He clutches it with a mean grasp, fingers flexing and tensing as though he plans to use it soon.


  “Where’s your collar?” he asks.


  “I have none,” I speak quietly.


  “So true,” he mocks me. He throws me the requested item, which I immediately grab in my hand. “Before you arrive here, put it on and don’t dare enter this house without it. Unless I instruct you otherwise, you’ll strip naked but for this leather and kneel here on the carpet to await your instructions. Is that understood?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  He waltzes to my side, sits in a chair above me, pressing his boot to my head as though it’s become a footstool. My ass waits for the feel of the baton, which I’m sure will swipe at the fleshy orbs.


  “You don’t speak unless I ask you to speak. You eat nothing unless I give it to you. In this house, you are nothing. You have no identity, no will of your own, no life, but what I give you. You have no name, but slave. I am your master and you will serve me. You will learn your trade, slave. If this is your true calling, we will find out soon, for you will fall in love with me. If it is not, you’ll soon hate everything about me and walk out.”


  Lockhart removes his boot from the back of my neck, and reaching down, he clamps a one-foot leash to my collar. With it, he pulls me to my knees between his thighs. 


  “Find my prick and give me head.”


  Because I tremble so, I fail to obey fast enough.


  “Relax, slut, or you will be perpetually punished,” he spits out while staring into my eyes. His are no longer mild. 


  Before I can hurriedly right my wrong, he pulls me over his lap and with the baton lays several dozen cuts across my ass. I gasp as the biting pain bursts through my body, but everything happens so quickly, I don’t have time to do anything but relinquish. Pushing me back to the floor, he has me continue with his original demand.


  I fumble less, opening the fly of his trousers pulling free the erection that will be the object of my pleasure. His sprouts with fullness, little need for me to enlarge this proud one. Yet, as my mouth goes over his purple head, I see the whole thing rise more boldly, the six inches swell another one or two—yet, I can’t truly evaluate the size, or even the shape. Lockhart’s hand is at the back of my neck, forcing my face downward. I smell his damp and musky groin, relishing the pungent fragrance. The taste of my master becomes pleasurable—and I know I’ll soon long for it. I give him what he demands, working hard so he will reach his satisfaction. 


  Soon, his hand is backing off its force, his fingers tangling inside my hair which is now a full five inches long since he ordered me to let it grow. More freedom to work his prick, I taste it from its fragrant base to the smooth skin of the head, running my tongue along the rim and around the top. He makes no sound and I don’t dare look up to see if what I do pleases him. I have only his responding body to know how much he enjoys what I do. The man I thought to be mild and gentle has suddenly consumed me in the heat of his commanding aura. His size looms fiercely above me. I become small and cared for, but infinitely humble as I surrender. 


  As his cum shoots down my throat, I gulp the thick substance, enjoying this first taste of him and relishing his potency. He pushes my head from his crotch while there is still cum on my cheeks, and I sit back humbly waiting for more.


  “Hands behind you,” he says settling back into a post-cum trance. He sounds less cruel. 


  I wait, letting my humility shine. My body pulses longing for its own satisfaction, but I fear it might be some time before the master gives me any pleasure at all. My head is bowed, looking to one side at the shiny leather boot that was pressed to my neck, while my breasts protrude proudly with my hands bound by his command. My feet begin to ache as my ass presses against them. I can feel the juice between my thighs become sticky. Though I’m naked, my body burns hotly.


  I expect another brisk command, and am surprised to hear his tone change. He leans forward in his chair, and reaches for my chin. Raising it, he gives me permission to look him in the eye. “You’ll find my dinner in the kitchen. I’ll eat there, set a place for me.”


  I hesitate. I have no idea where the kitchen is, though I suppose that wandering the rooms behind this one I’ll find it. Lockhart seems to read my mind, however, and points behind him. “Though that door.”


  Jumping quickly to my feet, I find the bright yellow and black kitchen is far beyond my expectations for this old house. It’s sleek and updated, as though the master of the house enjoys preparing food himself. 


  There’s a fine looking roast warming in the oven, potatoes and winter vegetables on the side, all simmering in juices that make my mouth water. I didn’t think I was hungry, but the desire to eat suddenly grinds at my empty stomach. I find a tossed salad in the refrigerator, cutlery in a drawer near the table, and because the upper cabinets have glass fronts, I can easily find a dinner plate and glassware. The old dinette is vintage, a yellow laminated table trimmed with chrome, and four pale yellow vinyl chairs that look as though they were purchased just yesterday—if the year was 1950. I glimpse my collar in the chrome and remember how naked I am. There’s a steady pulsing in my body making every nerve-ending jump with fire. I have Lockhart’s dinner on the table in five minutes, and find him striding through the door just as I fold a linen napkin and set it beside his fork 


  “Sit,” he orders me. 


  I have no idea what to do with my hands. They feel foolish the way they rest uselessly in my lap. Under normal circumstances, I’d be eating along with him. But that wouldn’t please him. He wants to feed me, bite for bite. I take each one he offers, savoring the taste simply because I’m not certain if I’ll have another one. Heinrich did this with me for one long week two years ago—when I complained because I was gaining weight—and tired of hearing me grumble, he took over my food. Not a scrape, not a bite, not a single morsel crossed my lips unless it came from his fork. I was miserable though Heinrich was amused. And I never complained to him about my weight again. 


  In Lockhart’s house, I’ll need to squelch my urge to panic. Perhaps it is just this one meal he intends to dictate. 


  For two weeks, I serve Lockhart slavishly. His demands and rules are numerous, and I’m prone to forget—or even question if he’s given me instructions. It’s a good deal to remember especially when my most important task is to surrender to him. He’s says it will get easier—usually after I’ve been punished for some breach of his rigorously imposed slave etiquette. 


  He wakes me at dawn, before the sun has a chance to grow pink in the sky. Since I’ve been bound before I sleep, he needs to free me from whatever restraints he used the night before. Often, it is just my collar tethered to the footboard of the bed. I sleep on a mat with a thick comforter to cover me. My bones seem to grind into the floor because the cushion is so thin, but I haven’t had a problem falling asleep. I’m exhausted by the time I can finally rest. Sometimes he binds my ankles and wrists—this when he thinks I’ve been especially lax. 


  I wake with my eyes peering through the darkness, assaulted by the light of the candle he holds before my face. Other days, I’m driven from sleep by the blaring light in the hall, and my whole body instantly comes to attention. As soon as I can move, Lockhart pulls me over the end of the bed and flails me with a thick bundle of lashes. By the time he’s laid several dozen strokes on my shoulders, thighs and ass, I’m wide-awake. A cold shower follows this morning ritual. When my master removes my collar and thrusts me under the icy stream of water, the opposites of hot skin and cold water collide, sending rivers of sensation careening through my veins, so much I can hardly stand them. Afterwards, I stand under intense heatlamps as Lockhart dries me with a warm bath towel. Once he replaces my collar, my day begins. 


  I’m a scullery maid, serving wench, and housekeeper, working twelve hours a day. I break to eat what Lockhart’s content to give me, and to satisfy him sexually—which might mean passionately making love in his bed, or being used in the mouth or ass as briskly as he can get off. If I cum, he seems pleased, though he makes no effort to see that I’m satisfied. 


  There are a thousand rules to remember, how to wash his clothes—taking care to separate them properly, look for stains and scrubbing certain items individually. His kitchen is a deathtrap for a negligent slave, full of pitfalls everywhere I turn. He has a place for every item—the system carefully coded in his head. But with no written instructions, I have to go on memory. I try making pictures in my mind of where things belong so I won’t forget. There are specific ways to wax and polish his floors and the thick oak banisters, as well as explicit instructions for washing the windows and disinfecting the bathroom. I wonder if he has some obsessive/compulsive neurosis that demands all this—or if it’s just because this serves his purpose in training his sex slaves. There are so many things to remember and work to accomplish every day that I don’t have the time to think of anything else. 


  At any moment, I might find myself hauled over the back of a chair, the sofa, his lap, or just ordered to bend and touch the floor. He’ll deliver a thorough spanking, paddling or caning on my ass—I swear the implement has no particular meaning. It’s simply the one that’s most available at the time. Once he’s finished, he tells me how I’ve erred. A glass out of place, a banister too dull, a floor left wet, a speck of dust here or there. I can never be perfect, and after several days, I realize that is not the point. These practices put me in Lockhart’s world so the details of his life consume me—the way I’m delivered from my own life into his. I’ve quit thinking of myself because I have no time for anything that frivolous.


  My day ends near ten p.m.—sometimes before, if I look especially sleepy. There is no relaxation planned, no television or books, just an endless amount of work until he tells me it’s time to stop. If he wants to use me sexually before I sleep, he takes his pleasure. But always, before I’m bound and tethered for the night, I go over the bedrail and take another punishment. In the morning, he always uses the lashes, which do nothing more than warm my skin to a sensuous blaze. But at night, the implements vary just as they do the rest of the day. He’s seems fond of a school paddle with holes, or the cane if he plans to be particularly vicious. On lighter days, he’s satisfied with a belt or other lengths of leather—straps, tawses, and whips. 


  There are no S&M scenes in this painstaking ritual. There seems no need, since he sees no specific reason to give me any pleasure. I trust this will change. For now, however, he is training me to serve him. Though his demands are great, and the punishments alarming in their number and severity, this structure for my days has certain merits. I tend to drift, to lose myself, to think of nothing but my master and his next demand. 


  ***


  I wake on the fourteen day, knowing that only because Lockhart pointed out the fact the night before when he put me to sleep, as though this is the hallmark for something special. Though, the same ritual of punishment and cold shower begins my day, when that’s finished he leads me to the bright sunroom where he pierced me and sits my bare ass on the table. He has generally ignored my piercings since I came here—except to make certain that they are properly cleansed. He plays with them now, as though he’s considering what he plans to do with them. Finally making his decision, he opens each of the five rings, removes the additional beads that weight them down and adds new, heavier ones. 


  “I think you’re ready for these,” he tells me. I feel the change immediately, the way they tug so heavily. I’m reminded of the weeks I enjoyed the feel of the fresh piercings while I waited for them to heal. 


  “I’ll add even more soon. Get used to them.”


  I spend most of the day in the kitchen. He has a special dinner in mind and I help him with the cooking, though this feast is his creation, not mine. He talks some, and I answer when asked. This has not happened in all the days I’ve been here, and it seems a little strange. It takes some time to answer even the simplest questions, as though I’m reentering the real world again. What conversation we have is so completely different than the master/slave conversing we’ve done, it takes time for me to think. Nearing the dinner hour, Lockhart dresses me in a short leather skirt, lacy thigh-high stockings, and a leather halter with zippers to expose my pierced nipples—all in black. Later, when his guests arrive I realize his purpose for the meal, my dress, and the more normal conversation.


  Five gentlemen join Lockhart for cards and other diversions every Thursday evening. They talk, joke, tell stories, and occasionally shoot pool—so I’m informed—though this doesn’t happen the first time I serve the party. After several rounds of cards, it’s nearly eleven o’clock and I’m growing weary. Occasionally during the evening, I’ve been asked questions which I’m obligated to answer. Most of these are quite personal—some especially about my decision to be Lockhart’s slave. One man in the group has a slave like me at home, while the others are simply content to observe what their friends enjoy so much. There is enough double entendre to assume that I’ll be serving them all personally before my relationship with Lockhart ends. 


  On this particular night, they’re easy on me. Just one, a very horny man with horn-rimmed glasses takes me into the sunroom—now dark with shadows—and plants a rigorous but not hefty dick into my ass. He holds my head by the hair—something that would have been nearly impossible for me to endure a few months before. 


  I am exhausted, but a little troubled by the time I go to bed. I see things changing and worry what that change will mean.


  It’s time to return to the shop and what I believe to be my home, though I’m not really sure right now what home means. 


  “You’ve done well, Anna,” Lockhart tells me as he leads me to my car. “For a time, your life will become more normal, but it’s imperative that you do not forget the lessons that you’ve learned while you were with me these two weeks. You’ll need to remember everything I’ve taught you, for the same demands will apply when you return to my house. For just an instant, the man I first met in his house and at the shop, who pierced my nipples and returned to nurture them, appears again. The mild-mannered kindness and gentle eyes hearten me. I wonder about who he is, even though I know it’s not good to speculate or even try to pry.


  As I leave, I’m drained, but entirely at peace, jarred by my swift return to a more civil world.




  Chapter Thirteen


  Months later, at the close of summer…


  Delia often claws at me, and my response to her manner turns me cold. She clings and clutches so much I begin to wonder just who is in control of this relationship. When I find my mind drifting backwards in time to Anna and her less oppressive style, I know it’s time to act. 


  Bernard suggests, rightly, so I believe, that she needs another master to scare her a little. He recommends Calvin, and I agree. The way she mentions the incident in the theatre makes me think she’s both frightened of him and aroused. The combination seems appropriate for what I want. Calvin decides that three weeks should do, and I can’t wait for a little freedom. She sticks too close and makes me edgy.




  Chapter Fourteen


  When Lockhart comes to the shop, I am Anna. When I’m in his house, I am slave. I drift gently back and forth on Lockhart’s whim, serving him on demand, pressing my face to his carpet, raising my ass for punishment, submitting to bondage and his Thursday friends. I don’t seem to think or feel the same anymore, and I don’t know why. My life breezes by like I’m always just a little drunk. Lockhart is always in the back of my head speaking to me. 


  In my shop we talk of Proust philosophies, Yeats bleakness, Picasso’s many periods and Beethoven’s dramatics. I order books for him, which he browses, making comments, engaging me as a real woman, a real adult in an adult world. The made-up one we live in his house seems then a vague dream. In my shop, he drinks my espresso, sitting at my table while I serve without slavishness, nothing but the Anna smile on my face. I still feel this need to be humble—it seems he’s built that into my body bit by bit, command by command, by paddle, by cane, by bondage and by rules—his endless rules. 


  Every time I’m with him, I renew the vigor of my submissiveness, my loss of self looms around me. And now, it’s pervaded even my own kingdom, as though I don’t really have one anymore—or need one. 


  Strangely, any kingdom that I could call my own has mutated. I care less about the shop because Ellie runs it so well. When I’m in it, I feel as though I’m playing house. I order books, dust a little, wear an apron when I’m working at the coffee machine, and with the rest of my time, I’m painting, or writing stories on the computer in the back room, in a tiny little corner where I look out on the lake through tiny windows. The bursting creativity alarms me. But I don’t think about it—it just happens. 


  I suppose I really don’t think much anymore. I serve Lockhart, and while I do, I’m being served—everything else is taken care of. 


  It is September; Lockhart’s in the shop asking me if I know how to ride a horse. I tell him yes, and remember back to my youth. When I was sixteen, my family owned a mare that I rode bareback daily—though it’s been several years since I was on a horse.


  He nods as if this means something important. I don’t find out what until days later when he whisks me from the shop. His mood is jovial and kind, but forceful. I’m warned just by his attitude that I’m to obey as conscientiously as I would if I were in his brown-shingled house. 


  We drive into the country going through an endless maze of turns, which mixes me up completely. I have no idea where we are. I haven’t been anywhere since I arrived in Welliston except the town and Lockhart’s house. 


  Arriving at a horse farm, I recall our earlier conversation in the shop. These animals are beautiful, young, and proud. Laying my hand on their flanks, I feel their energy vibrate up my palm and through me. As my cunt begins to throb, I realize how horny I’ve become.


  “Is there one you particularly like?” Lockhart asks while the young and brawny stable-master stands at his side.


  “Is there a reason you ask?” I ask back.


  My effrontery offends him.


  “Because I want an answer.” His reply is terse.


  “My eye is on that dapple grey filly.” She reminds me of the shadows in which I live, but I don’t offer this information to Lockhart. He seems pleased enough with my choice.


  “Then you’ll ride her,” he says.


  I smile, knowing how my loins burn to have this substantial thing between them, and how they’ll quake feeling her energy rise into me. 


  “Can you ride bareback?” he asks.


  “I have many times.”


  “Good. Then remove your clothes and I’ll help you mount her.”


  I look at the stable master about to blush. I’d think this request would shock him, but it doesn’t in the slightest. It takes some moments for me to recover. I confess I haven’t balked at anything in so long, I feel terribly guilty. But having little choice in the matter, I know I’ll relent. Then too, Lockhart’s order does excite me and I tremble as I disrobe. I’ve done nothing as outrageous outside Lockhart’s property, and this has me both rattled and scared, in addition to being wet between my legs. 


  Once naked, my collar suddenly appears out of nowhere. It’s quickly slapped around my neck and buckled tightly—I assume it’s my master’s way to remind me of my place. Climbing on the filly, the feel of the animal at my crotch makes me spasm; and with my master’s smiling go-ahead, the filly and I trot out into the paddock. Getting used to the ride takes little time. Except for the feel of bare skin to bare animal flesh, and the fact of my nudity in this odd place, I am back in a world that is familiar to me. The air on my limbs touches every nerve. This horse and I are bonding in a peculiar beastly way. She is like me, and I like her.


  Lockhart rides out of the stable on a chestnut stallion and we take off toward the pasture beyond. My hair is flying behind me—no, not Lady Godiva yet, it’s only to my shoulders. Yet, the feel of the breeze inside it enlivens me more. I’m far ahead to start, but gathering my submissive wits about me again, I slow my pace, until my master catches up.


  “Ah, I can see we need to bridle this willfulness of yours,” he announces as we walk the horses side by side to a small lake where they take a break to drink. He seems so light-hearted I’m not sure if he’s serious. Such a breach at his house, if anything could compare to this, would warrant a hefty punishment. Then too, it’s not for me to fear anything with my master—my only job is too accept.


  ***


  The day after my ride on Willow—the dapple-grey filly—Lockhart summons me from the shop by phone and I’m at the brown-shingle within the hour. I feel anxious. I’m sure that it has something to do with the day before, and I’m not wrong. He takes me to his own stable where I find Willow waiting for me. In another breach of etiquette I exclaim aloud, “You bought her for me!”


  “I love to ride, and even more so with a naked woman at my side. You’ll have your freedom on her, but you’ll pay a price for that.” I’m astounded and excited all at once, until he finishes his announcement. “You’ll be trained for a bridle and bit of your own.”


  I shudder and my knees knock. I’ve heard of pony slaves, but never imagined myself trained as one.


  My education comes quickly. As each day goes by, I serve more and more in the stables. At first, I’m naked as usual, wearing just my collar. I groom all of Lockhart’s horses including Willow. Until this change in my ritual, I was only vaguely aware that the stable even existed. It is, however, quite a modern one, heated, with both inside and outside paddocks. Great pastures and woods extend miles beyond, much of which is Lockhart’s own property.


  Working in the stable, I’m expected to obey as diligently as I do in the house, and am punished in the same swift and thorough manner if I fail to please either Lockhart or his stable-master, Juno. Juno has all the rights that Lockhart claims. He’s as apt to lay a cane or strap on my ass, as apt to order me to bow at his feet if I rile him. Though he may not be the masterful kind of man that Lockhart is, he is a gruff and wiry fellow whose earthy eyes can bore holes into me as easily. He appears to be Lockhart’s age, somewhere in his forties but by the look of his expression, his life has been quite hard. His face is craggy and often tired, though his chest is muscled and compact, and his hands provoke the same surge of desire I often feel when I gaze at any master’s strong hands. I’m not sure if he likes the fact that I’m serving in his domain, but I do my best to please him because that pleases Lockhart.


  A week after this new training begins, I’m taken into the tack room and measured for my own harness by a professional harness maker. A tall man in leather pants fingers me at will, pinches, squeezes and pokes, all of this arousing me sexually. It’s been so long since I’ve had real sex that I think I’ll break into a climax in seconds. 


  But, when I feel a rod suddenly driven into my ass, I’m alarmed as he presses and presses until I squeal. Lockhart’s looking on with a grim expression of warning, suggesting that I don’t want fight this if I plan to save my ass some pain. I’m measured for a bridle and bit, finding myself almost in tears with the picture of me so tethered. This does alarming things to my cunt, something that the harness maker realizes when he puts his hand to my crotch and finds it flowing with juice. He slaps my cunt for good measure, then moves on. My vagina is measured as well. I can only assume that this harness will be a fully equipped device with plugs to impale me in both orifices.


  The custom gear arrives just days later, and with it, I take another step into this stable world. The harness becomes my only clothes. Even on the few days I’m allowed to return to the shop, Lockhart instructs me to wear it under my working clothes. Thankfully, the straps are of smooth and supple leather. Though it fits snug to my body, it doesn’t bind. It has been perfectly made. There’s a band about my waist, a piece that divides my crotch in two with places for dildos to attach front and rear. Two straps run up my back and an open-breasted halter fits in front. Chains attached to the sides of the halter thread through my nipple rings as though my master had this planned long ago. The rings from my labia are often pulled wide to open my cunt. Depending on Lockhart’s whim, I wear a dildo in my ass or pussy, sometimes in both places—that’s when he’s peeved with me. Occasionally, I wear none at all. Most days, working around the stable, I wear knee-high black boots with a hefty two-inch heel. They are comfortable and appropriate for the work I’m doing.


  Once the harness arrives, I spend my nights on Lockhart’s property in the stable, in my own stall. There’s bed of straw and a bucket I use for a bathroom. I’m tethered to the stable floor each night by my collar and a length of leather. I’m afforded some measure of movement, but only what is essential. There is one measure of sanity in this: in an emergency I can easily remove the leash and free myself. 


  Every day, I wake to the same punishing treatment on my ass that I receive in the house. More often now, Juno administers this first flogging. I then go to work cleaning stalls, shoveling horse manure, feeding and grooming the animals. Once a day, usually when Lockhart finally appears, I bathe in a tub of warm water, using the same kind of scrub brush I’d use on the horses. 


  When that’s finished, usually in the afternoon, I dress in the harness again and we ride. The excursion at this hour soothes me, as does Willow and Lockhart’s more lighthearted attitude. There’s a freedom riding into the pastures—letting my eyes gaze on the sun-parched earth. I think of my fate as though this all seems reasonable—another autumn of my life and I’m being trained as a pony slave, discovering the feel of this as right as any previous moments of grateful servitude to the masters I’ve known.


  I see the pony cart in the indoor paddock and almost long for the feel of being hitched to the small contraption—my bridle, my bit taking me further into this natural world. I can only assume that eventually Lockhart will train me in this too.


  On the day I’m first bridled, it’s a miserable one. The night was frosty and I wake cold and crabby. There’s a blanket in my stall, but it’s not enough with the change of seasons. Even in this heated stable the chill climbs into my unclothed body—I suppose through the damp earth beneath me. My attitude is sullen when Lockhart arrives to see me. I say nothing, but he knows. I’ve been his slave for nearly a year now and he understands everything about me—every nuance of my face and body—every peculiar inflection in my voice that suggests I’m upset. 


  My mood won’t lift. I sense for a time that he’s hoping it will subside on its own so he won’t have to force a confrontation. But when I can’t seem to stifle my disquiet, he pulls me from shoveling shit and thrusts me over a rail.


  “I will not have a petulant slave!” he announces just before a hefty strap hits by bottom. I’m still sore from where Juno delivered six rough cuts of the cane to my ass this morning, and fight the strapping, pawing crazily at the floor. I don’t even attempt to hold off my anger—which is not like me at all.


  Seeing a war about the break loose, Lockhart suddenly stops with the strap and backs away. “Juno, get the bridle and bit. This one needs some new lessons.” 


  In short order, I find my harness of straps fitted over my head, and a heavy metal bit run tightly through my mouth. There are reins attached to the sidepieces at my jawline, and with a buggy whip in hand, Lockhart orders me to the paddock. There’s a bit of a nip in the air—though the master doesn’t seem to mind—then too, he’s completely clothed while I am almost nude. Though my boots stick in the wet mud, I’m forced to walk at a brisk and high-stepping pace circling near the paddock fence. If my step’s not high enough to please him, I feel the buggy whip at my back. If I don’t move fast enough, he strikes my calves. I’m in tears as I strut before Lockhart’s whip and Juno’s eyes. It’s intensely humiliating this first time, though the longer I’m forced to endure this, the more I find my brain and body relinquishing. I can even imagine braving this proudly, with my head held high and my chest thrust forward, nipples erect. I imagine the cart behind me, and many eyes watching me in my majestic splendor as a well-trained pony slave. I’m exhausted when this first session is over, and thankfully led back to my stall where I can rest and let my tears flow free. 


  As I attempt to restore myself, Lockhart is at the door of the stable. “What caused your mood, slave?” he asks, almost kindly.


  I peer up at him and answer honestly, “The ground was cold last night, and I got chilled.”


  “Well, then I’ll get you more blankets and a better pallet to lie on.”


  I long for a more sympathetic solution. Though this is perfectly suitable, and I’m sure my need will be taken care of before I lie down again to sleep. 


  My training increases from this point. With the days much colder moving into October, I spend an hour every morning and an hour in the afternoon going through my paces in the indoor paddock, drilled repeatedly in proper form. I’m punished when I grow weary or frustrated. When I’ve made a particularly poor performance, Lockhart will have me bow over one end of a bale of straw, and straddling me facing my ass; he’ll lay a good dose of correction on my cheeks. Often he uses a cane, though just as often a leather strap.


  When I perform well, he treats me with chocolates. 


  We still ride when it’s not too cool. Lockhart presented me with a grey woolen cape that keeps me cozy even on brisk days. I know I’ll miss this when the weather becomes too raw—it’s a substantial piece of freedom in a world where I have no freedom and no will. I guard these hours passionately.   


  I’ve become accustomed to this life, hardly wondering anymore what is happening to me—if there is anything beyond this, beyond the peace and surrender that have taken over my life. Only when I’m off the bridle at the store do any recollections of the women I used be return. I can’t exactly call this happiness, but it is contentment and a great side of me flourishes fulfilled. I have the sense that this won’t last forever but I have no idea when it will end. Lockhart gives me no clue. He seems as content as I am. 


  I still write and paint, though my equine life gives these activities a different feel and a different look and different words. I read little of what I write and share it with no one. The paintings seem to sit on easels for day until Ellie discovers them and insists we display them in the shop. I’ve sold several and this hardly phases me. Nothing seems to distract me from the simple slave life I live.


  Lockhart’s Thursday guests join in the spirit of my training. Often, when they visit, I’m given an extra training session in the indoor paddock. Tired as I might be, I strut and prance, and take the snaps of the buggy whip to my skin with the same degree of resignation and delight that I have when it’s Lockhart wielding the whip. 


  I’m used sexually, just as I have been before. Though now in the stables, I’m more likely taken over rails, or lifted against walls and soundly fucked. This is all the true bodily pleasure I’m given, and I’ve learned to let the sessions bring me satiating orgasms.




  Chapter Fifteen


  It took some time to arrange Delia’s stay with Calvin. Longer than I anticipated. He needed to be out of the country until January, so we decided not to begin with her until the end of the month. Having spent one hour at lunch interviewing my sub, he suggests six weeks not three. He says it will take that long for him to have any influence on her at all. He plans to woo her with several short meetings, spaced a week apart, then have her move to his house by the end of February. 


  “Then, I’ll be quite rough with her,” he tells me smiling broadly. “Especially at the start.” His black eyes are filled with undisguised charm.




  Chapter Sixteen


  I realize now what Lockhart’s been priming me for. There’s a competition of sorts between masters and their pony slaves. Because Lockhart has his indoor paddock, it’s the perfect place to hold the event, although it’s often still miserably cold outside. It’s just the middle of April and spring won’t really break out for another month.


  I discover that my master is quite fussy about the details. I’ve been practicing arduously with the cart for nearly two months, carrying heavier and heavier loads. In that time, my shoulders have become stronger and my heart beats more steadily. I work in earnest on this, since it seems the more effort I put into the task, the more I ride Willow in the afternoon.


  On the Saturday of the event, Lockhart wakes me himself. Rather than feel the sting of a lash, I’m immediately taken to be bathed, my hair shampooed and my entire body creamed with something sensuously soft and scented with the fragrance of wildflowers. My master attends me through all of this, as though he is waiting on me, not me on him. It’s amusing because he keeps tickling me, and I quickly discover that he does this on purpose.


  The best part is the warm bath of water. I soak for nearly a half-hour—this is not a matter to rush. He wants me relaxed, not agitated and fearful.


  My hair grows past my shoulders now, a thick mane of sleek mahogany. Though for this special occasion, he fixes it into a braid so it will be out of the way. After I’m soaped twice with a scented lather, he rinses me with a stream of warm water—usually it’s cold and this is quite a luxury. He pats my body dry, and wraps me in an enormous towel before he applies cream to every inch, every nook and ticklish cranny. 


  I’m surprised to find a new harness to wear. This one is identical to the one I’ve worn daily for months—except for inlays of polished silver that make it shine. My collar is new as well, a silver one, studded with a ruby colored crystal. My excitement builds as he puts me in confinement. Without the straps to bind me now, I’d feel lost and very naked. But with this new harness, I feel particularly special. Once it all fits tightly, but for the strap between my thighs, another surprise greets me when Lockhart pulls out a generous dildo attached to a bushy horsehair tail. 


  The excited anxiousness in me deepens as my eyes fix on the amazing sight. I’m moved even more as he has me bend over and presses the greased rod into my ass. The enormity of its size astounds my physical sense, and this body cavity reshapes itself to allow the rod to settle pleasantly within. I relax profoundly; there is no choice to but to surrender with every atom in me. My poor cunt feels left out, now so empty and ignored. 


  Bringing me upright again, the remaining buckles of the harness are closed and locked. But unlike my other harness, this one has a new twist. With the dildo tail attached directly to my collar, Lockhart pulls the strap tautly, so my entire torso is forced to jut out, and my breasts with their fettered nipples protrude nobly from my chest. This posture is remarkable, this confinement daunting. 


  The bridle and bit follow—also new fancy ones, that I’ll wear as proudly as I wear the rest of my attire. My boots have been polished to a fine black gleaming shine. I wish I could see myself in a mirror—though, this stable has no such vain luxury—then too, it is not for my own pleasure, but my master’s, that I’m displayed this way.


  I know I look as haughty and arrogant as I feel.


  I’m drunk with my new power by the time I strut to the paddock on Lockhart’s leash. He whips at my calves in a reminder of strict form. There are three other pony slaves and their masters there—all as fancily attired as I am. I’d stop to look at them, but with a push from the buggy whip at my side, I take my place as ordered beside the others, and stare forward.


  From that moment on, I feel a little intoxicated and my role as pony slave takes over my brain and body. The exertion of our workout is enormous. It seems twice is demanded of me, and because I realize the importance of this spectacle, I pour all of my determination into the effort. I feel the crack of the whip often, but it only eases my frail nerves. I work in tandem with the other slaves, and work even harder to conquer them in a race of slaves and pony carts. We are inspected, prodded and punished for any flaws, and when the first several grueling hours are over, I’m put to bed to rest. 


  The late afternoon session is a repeat of the morning, though there are other guests—some I recognize as Lockhart’s Thursday friends, and still other people I’ve never seen. I can’t pay attention to them, but instead must focus all my faculties on the show that I perform. 


  For a time, I’m taken with the other salves to a dais where we are one by one inspected and fondled by both men and women, attired in everything from smart business suits, to elegant riding gear—jodhpurs, silk shirts and woolen coats. As we’re closely examined, our pony cunts grow hot, wet juice dripping down our legs. We feel the smack of paddles, the cut of canes, our nipples tugged until we can’t be silent, and hands prodding the dildos that impale our asses. Form is all-important, and breaches of etiquette are summarily punished. I shudder deeply at each swish of a cane or whip. Whether it strikes my skin or not, or that of another pony slave, I feel the pain in trembling waves as though it is my own body being whipped. 


  Exhaustion carries me pleasantly into the night, and I sleep with the other pony slaves in the stable, waking for a second day of the exhibition, to find more grueling hours of practice and performance. We are little more than trained animals at this exhibition. Our plain food is served on platters on the floor. We eat and toilet with our hands tied behind our backs. We’re cleaned and groomed by our attentive masters in the same way we’ve attended to our master’s stallions and mares. I can’t imagine any world but this—to think of anything beyond it would be silly, and only make the task of surrendering more difficult now.


  At the end of the second day, I’m nearly delirious. I know I’ve both succeeded and failed in Lockhart’s eyes, but I have withstood my first public scene and conquered a good deal of fear. As the other pony slaves and their masters disappear, I feel strangely playful with my Lockhart, and he seems willing to accept that mood.


  “You’ve performed well,” he says placing a white chocolate in my mouth. It melts away, and like an aphrodisiac, has me suddenly so sexually hot I’m ready to rape him. The idea is ludicrous, but as he starts to remove my bridle and bit, I find my hands reaching out teasingly toward his body. He smiles. “Feeling frisky?”


  “Oh, sir, I am.”


  His fingers are glorious, in every way they move against my bare skin and over the straps of the harness. I’m moving toward him for more, feeling crazy—and very drunk. The empty portal between my legs cries for something to fill it. 


  “You’re quite aroused.”


  “You make me so.”


  “This life becomes you.”


  “These days have made me hot and way too bold. I’m sorry if I’m too forward—,” I rush on almost unthinkingly, saying so much more than I’d dare to speak on any other day, “but I would die for you to hold me, sir. For your cock to press my cunt—not my ass—though I’d take anything, I swear, and never complain.” I’m clenching; spasming so hard, I know it will only take a little to have my body rocking with orgasm. “I’m so in need.”


  Before I realize what’s taking place, the harness is completely off, except for the strap that holds my tail inside me, and the silver collar that attaches to it. Lockhart throws my cape around my body, and then leads me briskly to the brown-shingle, up the stairs to his bedroom. It’s been months since I’ve been in his bed—I can’t remember back that far. He removes the tail and dildo, leaving me with a strange feeling of emptiness. It’s been a long time since I had nothing in either orifice. Am I lost? Am I dreaming? I can’t even remember being at the shop. I think it’s been three weeks, but I can’t be sure. I recall giving Ellie notice of my plans to be away, and then departing as though I was closing the door on that part of my life forever. 


  When Lockhart removes the silver collar, I’m so naked, I’m nervous and frightened, and it takes his powerful arms around me to hold me still. His mouth presses mine, our lips opening wide. He feels my skin and I jump lively in each place he touches, all pleasantly sore from the physical corrections I’ve taken over the last two days. My ass has born the brunt of my punishment, and in his bathroom mirror, I’ve seen the results: lines from the cane, bruises forming beneath the flesh, and places that were roughed up with the paddle. Now, those places burn with desire, that desire climbing into my body, burrowing deeply so the arousal I feel goes much beyond just skin and tissue. It hits my veins in rivers of fire. My cunt clutches as though there’s something inside to squeeze, but it remains empty for a good long while as Lockhart’s hands caress me with a passion I’ve never experienced from him before. He clutches my ass, strokes my breasts, and kisses them with tenderness. He’s climbed into my intimate spaces as though seeking out another piece of me to own—when in fact I have nothing left to give him. 


  I return his ardor diving willfully into his muscles, into his thighs, to his cock that feels so familiar in my mouth. I know it well. My nose nestles for a while in his balls, while he receives and I give with gracious abandon, losing myself again in the smell of my master, in the way he groans in reply to my touch and kisses and hums of pleasure. He runs his hand through my hair, pulling out the braid so it falls free in a willowy mass of waves. Drawing it across his skin, I see how he shivers. I scratch his sides while listening to his mirthful reply. My lips descend to his nipple and I suck just as he’s so ardently sucked mine. We float together for a time in our exploration. At first, he is the aggressor and then I am. We move back and forth in this simple give and take of lust. And then he’s inside me, big and bountiful, as though his cock is reaching for something and I’m his ticket for transport to an unheard of world. 


  We are animal, beastly, and we are one. 


  For two hours maybe three, we collide this way. 


  Then he cums inside me. I feel the great pulse of it, and a swoosh of energy as though I’m nothing any more. Nothing.


  We lie together with no energy for more, and then sleep like any normal man and woman after sex—contentedly.




  Chapter Seventeen


  I’m surprised to find I await Delia’s return anxiously. I’ve missed her. Her hair, her smile her exuberant body, her willing submissiveness, and even the way she fawned all over me. I miss her adoring eyes when they swim with lust for me. 


  Her time with Calvin was much longer than any of us expected it would be. I heard from Bernard that she balked miserably for nearly two weeks, until Calvin was able to break her fear and the intense sorrow she felt being abandoned by me. 


  After that, after accepting that this was truly what I wanted for her, she gave in to him, and consented to be trained in a new way. In spite of his rather unusual lifestyle, Calvin is still a rather traditional master—almost in an old world manner. His rules are strict, and punishment for infractions is severe. He would give her fewer choices than I would, and control her more thoroughly than I found necessary.


  To have her back after nearly two months away, I can’t wait to see her. I wonder how she’s changed—if she’s changed. And if so, will her heart still beat as strongly for me as it did before? All this makes me wonder why I sent her away, and I’m unused to such feelings. 


  We meet at the train station in the midst of a rush hour crowd. She climbs quickly into my arms and I whisk her away. She wears her bright red coat because it’s cold and I wonder what’s underneath—though I don’t find out until I get her home. I like the feel of having to wait. As soon as she unbuttons it for me, I see her in leather—a white corset, stockings, and tiny pale pink panties with lace rosettes on either side.  


  “You’re gorgeous.”


  “Oh, I missed you!” she exclaims. As we fall into bed and make love, I notice right off that her style is more reckless, a little more brisk, and bolder. “Have you missed me?” she asks.
“How can a master miss an errant slave?” I retort in a haughty though playful mood.  


  There’s little time to talk. I revel in her breasts, thinking that I hardly remember this bounty here. The two seem to melt against my face and then become wet from my lips kissing the silken surface. As her nipples stiffen, so does my erection. She’s on my cock impetuously, swallowing more easily than before, taking the whole of it down her throat. Then, when I ask for her ass, she sighs, but there’s no sign of misery on her face, and she turns around so I can have her rear. 


  With little foreplay, I enter to the sound of her delightful purring. I take her as rudely as I would two months before, but she doesn’t cringe, and the oohs and aahs are musical. 


  ***


  “Tell me about the master, Calvin.” I ask her as we lie in bed staring toward the dark shadows above us.” 


  She turns on her side and I see just a trace of starlight reflected in her eyes. “What should I tell you?”


  “Everything.”


  “Didn’t he report to you, Master made me think he would?”


  “He did. But I want to hear about it from your own lips.”


  “Ah, where should I start!” I can see she’s excited to speak.


  “The beginning.” 


  “Oh, can I say everything I was feeling, even if you might not like it?” Her eyes twinkle almost merrily, though she’s still wary of how I’ll respond to what she tells me.


  “I want to know everything, Delia. Leave out nothing.”


  “Well, then.” She clears her throat. “I was horribly angry when you first put me on the train to him. I even contemplated getting off at the wrong stop and leaving the whole scene forever. I thought I’d just come back to you, surprise you and beg you not to insist on this. I was pissed. Furious. All I could do was cry for two days. And Master wasn’t kind at all. He was pissed too, and I took a number of punishments for whining so. He laid into me hard with a terrible wooden paddle. My skin was scorched and it hurt for days. He made me parade around his house nude—showing off my wounds to everyone who was there. He wanted the humiliation to get inside me so I’d become a more willing slave.” 


  She winces in remembrance, then sighs, her eyes squinting up thoughtfully, as though she’s trying to remember back and is finding it difficult.


  “After a few days my routine was set, and I was adamantly against it. We fought—not in words, but determination. I refused to give in to him with my heart. Though he forced my body to comply, I was willful, cold, and sometimes petulant—but that only earned me extreme measures, which I hated…”


  “What was extreme?” I interrupt.


  She looks chagrinned, but excited to tell me. “He bound me, put me in a closet and left me for long periods of time. He has these tiny tweezers he’d apply to my nipples, and they bit into my skin so painfully that I screamed. But it was mostly the extreme bondage and the way he’d leave me that finally made me surrender.” She’s almost in tears. “I hate that. I can stand all sorts of pain, but not being abandoned.”


  “And so things eventually changed?”


  “I guess they did. They had to, but I’m not certain how. He was steady, the same day after day. I would have thought a man so clever and exuberant would be fun to serve. I’d see him dancing deliciously with other woman—he’d have these entertainment nights at the house… Before I gave in, I’d be looking on wishfully, watching master enjoy himself without me. He dances divinely, his sensuous hips move with such ease…” Delia drifts from one thought to the next as she remembers back. Her face is animated and full of joy. Her eyes brighten with sparks, and occasionally darken when she talks about the pain. “Anyway, back to me, I’d see him with so much charm. But with me, he was ruthless and unbending. I tried to plead with him, pour out my passions—sometimes it was only with my eyes—but nothing moved him. Master is a very duplicitous man. I don’t know how it happened exactly, but my will finally seemed to drift away. He’d wake me early in the day, have me flogged… which was a wonderful experience, because he had this suede whip with dozens of thongs. It awakened me with this beautiful energy, but then…” she bites her lip, and begins to fidget with the sheets. I take her hand in mine and hold it so she’s forced to focus on me. She looks in my eyes, nervously. “Master punished me for my halting attitude. He used a cane, marked me many times. Then sometimes he’d tie me and spank me with a wooden paddle so hard… Time turned me inside out. And then one day I forgot about being annoyed and irritable. I forgot about you as much,” she blushes, “then my good times with Master began.” She keeps talking in this beautiful monologue, and I’m intrigued by her animated eyes and the sound of her voice. Her passion makes me wonder if it was wrong to have sent her to Calvin—not wrong for her, but wrong for me. 


  “He mastered me well, Heinrich. His scenes were very nasty. He said he needed to remind always of being submissive and doing as my master ordered me. I learned a good deal about being less possessive. I know I can possess no master—only serve them.”


  I see she’s changed. She’s a more confidant submissive, which makes her more appealing than the clinging vine I sent away. 


  In our first scene since her return, Delia seems to float. I tie her arms above her head in the living room where she’ll dangle for a while as I watch admiringly. She wears a cream white corset, which makes the hourglass of her bounteous flesh pour out above the lace edge, while her waist is firmly clipped at the middle. I use a long lash of leather thongs, covering her body in strokes, then change to a more biting whip, and still another more intense until she’s pouring heat, the sensation in her soon driving into me. Her skin is marred with red stripes and marks and rashes everywhere. I hold in her my arms upright as I fuck her cunt and thrust a dildo in her ass. She cums just as I do.


  I see the changes in her. Delia’s body moves into this with great ease, she takes the pain with little complaint, and her determination to submit bears a different quality as though she’s not as needy and slavish with her affections—they are instead, in a more proper and appealing form. I think my Delia is exactly as I would have created her in the beginning—but still, I’m worried. I don’t understand why, but I suspect she’s not telling me everything she’s feeling.


  ***


  It’s been three weeks since Delia left Calvin and we’ve resumed our life together. I left for the office early this morning, Delia still in bed. I awaken her with a kiss and she looks at me, her face a bit strange before she smiles.


  “You have a meeting this morning?” I ask.


  “No, that was canceled,” she tells me.


  “Ah, then I’ll see you later.”


  At ten o’clock, Delia’s still not at work. I call at eleven, after a lengthy meeting kept me from trying her earlier. She answers the phone in the apartment, her voice strange. “Would it be possible for you to meet me here for lunch?” she asks.


  “You’re being vague, my dear,” I answer her with a stern voice.


  “I know, but I can’t talk about this over the phone.”


  “This? This what? And why aren’t you at work?”


  “It’s okay, I have it handled. Just come home, please.” She’s pleading as she used to, and that gnaws at me unpleasantly.


  Rearranging my day, I’m home at twelve-thirty. As I open the apartment door, I’m surprised to see her luggage in the hallway. She’s heard me enter, and stands in the doorway of the living room with a winsome smile on her face.


  “I’m leaving, Heinrich.”


  “So it appears.”


  “I didn’t realize how much Master got inside me until I’d left him. I never meant for this to happen—and truly, I don’t want to hurt you…”


  “Hurt me? Why should this hurt? I half expected it to happen,” I quip as though I don’t care.” Certainly, it’s not the first time a submissive has fallen in love with a interim master.” I know I need to be cold. It’s in my nature. It’s how I survive. It’s how I master women, though something in me hurts strangely. I’m not sure what I feel by this rejection. I shouldn’t feel anything—she’s just a sub, and can easily be replaced.


  Delia looks confused by my response.


  “It’s a risk we take, my dear,” I rattle on, “and as impressionable as you are, I can’t be surprised.”


  I can see her in tears, as she speaks, “This isn’t hard for you at all, is it?”


  “Hard?”


  “My leaving.”


  “I don’t think so.”


  “I guess I should have figured that.” A tear escapes and travels slowly down her cheek. “I do still love you, Heinrich. But you’re cold and aloof and distant—just like you are now. I can’t live with that. I just can’t.”


  “I see.” The accusation is familiar. “Well, then, I guess it’s better that you go.”


  “Yes, it’s better.” She looks at me again, her eyes soft and wet.


  It’s on the tip of my tongue to draw her back to me. I know it would take very little effort to do so, but I can’t seem to make myself. I’m not sure it’s wise to change her mind. I wonder if I can tolerate a woman who needs so much from me. “What are your plans?”


  “I’m returning to Master.”


  “I see. His temperament suits you?”


  “I’m sorry, Heinrich, but he has a heart big enough for me.”


  “Then I wish you well.”


  The final kiss is brief. Before we can spend another moment saying our farewells, the taxi driver has buzzed the apartment, and she has to leave. “There are a few boxes I put in a corner. There will be someone calling for them in a day or so.” 


  “I’ll have them in storeroom downstairs,” I tell her.


  “Thank you.”


  She’s gone and I still don’t know how to feel. I don’t know what to think—except that this can hardly surprise me. The way her eyes light when she speaks of Master, the way she calls him Master still, the way she seems to drift away from me in the middle of a scene, and when she returns, how she holds back her thoughts. 


  There’s this awful pain in my heart, an ache that weighs on me heavily. All I manage to do is slump into my chair and stare into the blue sky outside the windows. I think of her, and then I think of Anna and the ache expands.




  Chapter Eighteen


  It’s nearly fall again. My days drift on as Lockhart’s pony-slave. But as the weeks go by, I realize that I’m spending more time at the shop and less with my master. I’m more often in his bed, and less in the stable. I wear clothes more frequently—even in the house—and spend fewer hours shoveling shit and wearing a pony harness.


  Despite the way my life alters, I never disobey my master—the thought of doing so would never arise in my consciousness. And on a whim, or if some inflection in body or voice displeases him, he still strikes down on me with fury. I’m still punished when it’s necessary, but the necessity is as rare as a summer breeze in winter.


  I don’t miss the extremes—all this seems appropriate as our time together reaches that magical two-year mark. I can sense a change coming soon. 


  I feel as though I’m climbing out of a cocoon, arising with great wings and I’m restless. 


  We’re in the shop.


  “How would you like to spend less time with me this winter?” Lockhart says after we share our thoughts about Expressionist painters, Munch, and Gauguin, over a cup of expresso.


  My response is guarded as I’m accustomed to deferring to his opinions, “I think that would be fine,” I manage to reply.


  He nods. “It’s time for you to reenter your world.”


  I look at Lockhart, knowing that I don’t love him. I respect him completely and I will for the rest of my life honor him. But for our relationship to remain the same would probably not suit either of us. I imagine the end will feel strange, but not painful. We will have lost the need for each other. 


  The worst part about this is picking up with the rest of my life. He’s eased me into the change a week at a time, but when my life with Lockhart is finally over I imagine I’ll be lost without something I’ve come to trust.




  Chapter Nineteen


  The following spring…


  I was initially worried moving back to the city—my thoughts suggested that I should simply find another place altogether. Start so fresh that I’d feel like a babe in the woods, no baggage of any past to haunt me. But then, returning to visit my friend, Joanne, I realized that two years away cleared out all that murky stuff that drove me to my master to the north. Besides, I love the city, and the gallery that Joanne’s boyfriend, Cameron, needs me to run, and the loft apartment on the second floor with two big spacious rooms and a garden roof that reminds me of an English country garden. I can think of Lockhart the minute I step out on the patio. And I can also think of the promise a big city brings for finding that next man in my life. Not that I’m anxious. Lockhart took me beyond that.


  Oh, my submissive yearnings are ever present. I made one trip to Tethers a week ago. But as soon as I crossed the threshold, I knew it wasn’t right. I left in a half-hour, deciding that I’ll post a few inquires in the Internet personals and sees what comes from that. I’m not desperate as I was when I left Heinrich, or when Ian turned me out. No. I can wait. I can be peaceful with myself, and not need to run in panic to Bernard, or into the arms of any man.


  Cameron has arranged a loft warming for me. He and Joanna insist. He tells me that I need to get a social life—I’ve scoffed, but they’re probably right. They know about my sexual inclinations, though they don’t share them. They also know that I’m being patient this time. They see that I’m taking time to rebuild my life and make a lot of things new. I may scoff at their concern, but I’m actually glad they’re here to help.


  It’s a brilliant Saturday in April, and I have a thousand things to buy for my party tonight—Cameron didn’t handle everything, though he’s doing all the food, and that’s a relief. 


  I carry two bags of groceries from the corner store, staring up at the sky wondering a little wistfully what the rest of my life is going to bring. With my eyes refocusing on the path in front of me, I suddenly stop on a dime. Heinrich Keller is walking toward me, just as surprised to see me, as I am to see him. His blond hair is slightly tousled by the wind—though in a way, that unkempt look sits well against his well-groomed perfection. His face remains clear, arrogant, and handsome, and my heart starts a little anxiously. “Hi,” I’m the first to speak. 


  “And hi to you,” he says back smiling, his bright charming grin is as powerful as I remember it to be. “Your hair, Anna, you let it grow.”


  Yes. Of course. It was at Bernard’s, well over two years ago, long before Lockhart, when my husband saw me last with my short spiky hair. “Yes. I did.”


  “It looks lovely.”


  “Thank you.” I’m almost blushing. He has such charisma. His eyes are full of life, and yet, he’s not quite the same as I remember him. I can’t pinpoint the difference, but I’m sure it’s there. “So, how are you doing?”


  “Very well.”


  “And Delia?”


  He’s slightly rattled. “We ended the affair some time ago,” he says, unusually chagrinned.


  “Oh, I didn’t know.”


  “So, how are you? I guess I knew you were back in the city.”


  “Bernard told you?”


  “He did.”


  “Yes… and here I am,” I’m not sure what to say, although I find myself not wanting to end the conversation. “I’m having a loft warming,” I finally spit out. “Joanne and Cameron Michels—you remember them? I’m running Cameron’s new gallery and have taken the loft above it.” I point down the street.


  “Really, that close. I just live a few blocks away.”


  “Why don’t you come?”


  He looks puzzled.


  “To the party. Tonight. It’s very informal.” I can’t believe I’m asking him.


  “You want me there?”


  “Why not?”


  He can’t figure this out either. The invitation astounds us both.


  ***


  I never thought my new apartment was small until I tried packing a hundred people inside. Joanne and Cameron think I should make all these people fast friends. It’s a great idea but also impossible in one night. I find myself running from place to place, playing hostess more than getting to know my neighbors, and the friends of the gallery, and Joanne and Cameron’s handpicked guests. I literally bump into Heinrich at about ten o’clock. It’s the first I’ve seen of him and I’m actually surprised he showed up.


  “Oh, have you been here long?”


  He consults his watch. “About an hour.”


  “My, how did you slip past me?” I’m staring into the blue of his eyes. My right hand reaches to brush the hair from his brow. 


  “Actually, I’ve been staying out of your way.” He grins.


  “And why would you do that?”


  “I’ve been enjoying the look of you from afar.”


  What is he doing wooing me like this? My crotch is getting hot—little tingling sensations almost making me giddy. I feel flirty like there isn’t four years of pain and a divorce between us. 


  ***


  I sit with Heinrich on the patio, side by side, in the dark, staring into the night and at the stars and city lights. There’s hardly a chill in the air—even at twelve a.m. He asked me to dinner because he had to leave my party before we had a chance to talk. I couldn’t do dinner soon enough to suit me, so I asked him to a late supper in my loft. We’re getting along strangely well, talking about everything but what’s really personal. I can’t remember when I felt so comfortable with him.


  Maybe because it’s midnight, because it’s our second bottle of wine and I’m feeling so pleasantly relaxed that my questions start to take a different turn.


  “How long has it been since you broke up with Delia?”


  “She left almost a year ago.”


  “My, a year. Is there a new woman?”


  “No.”


  “I find that hard to believe. You’ve always had someone in your bed.”


  “I got burned, Anna,” he says, his voice unusually soft. 


  I can tell. This isn’t the Heinrich I remember—admissions   as small as this one would be impossible in the past. I want to look in his eyes, but I’m afraid.


  “Burned in what way?”


  “I sent her to Calvin because she clung to me like a weeping vine and it was smothering me. But after she returned, she only stayed a few weeks. Then she left, her choice, because I didn’t have a heart open or big enough for her. Apparently Calvin did.”


  I finally turn to him. “And it hurt?”


  He turns to me. “Yes, it did. Like the past coming back to haunt me.”


  “The past?”


  “It hurt when I found you in bed with a lover, and it hurt when you left.”


  There’s something strange going on between us, I almost want to cry. “You never said things like this before.”


  “I guess I’ve become more vulnerable.” He paused. “I suppose that’s what a woman wants—even a submissive woman?”


  He touches me inside myself—like his hand is reaching in, and my heart feels the gentle massage. 


  “Yes.”


  “I’ve been numb, and angry and pretty sad for months—in no place to think about another woman.”


  “And no scenes at Tethers?”


  “No scenes.”


  “Not a single one?”


  “None.”


  “You miss that?”


  “Maybe. But I’m not racing down that road again.”


  “So what would make you start over?”


  He shrugs. “I’m not sure. The right woman, I suppose.”


  We remain silent while I get used to all he’s said. Heinrich seems curiously peaceful. 


  “You’ve changed, Heinrich,” I tell him. 


  “Is that good?”


  “You’re softer, and kinder and more open.”


  “Not the hard ass I used to be, huh?” he looks amused. “You suppose that’s all gone?”


  “Oh, I hope not. I mean…” I blush again, and try to hide my face. I feel myself flirting with a man I once loved—and maybe still do. Certainly the lust remains. I’m hot everywhere, a million desires surfacing all at once. I look back at him, straight into the deep blue of his eyes. “Would you do a scene with me?” I wonder. My lips part as I lick them wet. I’m breathing heavier and there’s a sharp spasm in my belly, my cunt clutching. As I wait for him to answer, I’m afraid he’ll say no.


  “Bernard tells me you were with Lowell Lockhart,” he alters the mood with the comment.


  “Yes, as his house slave and stable pony,” the admission seems embarrassingly self-revealing.


  “Tell me how he trained you.”


  It’s a simple request. I’m under no obligation to honor it, and yet I begin the story as though both of us know I’ll tell him everything. “He was strict, methodical and there were million rules to follow. I was punished often, even for the smallest things. I gave to him and little to myself. Frankly, there wasn’t anytime for that. His world consumed mine and he consumed me. He owned me. I suppose when he thought I was ready—what made me ready I’m not sure—he finally began the training with harness and bridle. I learned to prance proudly, to wear my bit with determination and humility. He practiced me endlessly.”


  “I’d like to see that.”


  And I’d like to show him, but I don’t say so. I can’t tell him, not yet.


  “I took a great deal of punishment for any error and I learned how to follow the discipline rigorously.”


  “And did you like that life?” he asks.


  “No, I didn’t like it. But I needed it. Excuse the pun, it reined me in.” I try to laugh, but Heinrich looks so serious. “I’ve been writing and painting more because of it.” 


  “He took away the edge in you,” he says. “You’re a more peaceful woman, Anna.”


  I want to cry again.


  “So, does that mean you’ll do a scene with me?” I’m still hoping.


  “And pick up where we left off? No.” He shakes his head.


  “No?”


  “A scene? No, Anna.”


  “Ah…” How do I hold in my disappointment?


  “But maybe we can start over. I’m not good at being intimate like this, but I know I don’t want a lot of meaningless scenes with subs that come and go.”


  “I like that. I don’t want it meaningless between you and me. I know it wouldn’t be easy, it might even be the stupidest thing we’ve ever thought of… “


  “But we could try,” he finishes my thought.


  “Yes, we could,” I agree. “I can be less sniveling and selfish and testy. I don’t feel that way anymore.”


  He nods as though he believes me. “And I hope I’m not as remote, Anna. Getting sideswiped by Delia taught me something.”


  ***


  The shop is closed for the night. I’m working with a single light on in the back. It’s hardly visible from the street. I hear his footsteps somewhere behind me, and my body bristles, the hair on the back of my neck tingling—, as does my pussy below. I gave him a key a week ago but had no idea when he’d come to me. I’ve waited expectantly for him each night, and gone to bed disappointed but still apprehensive and hopeful. He could show up anytime, or perhaps, not at all. That would bother me most.


  I know him now, by the soft footfalls, the scent of him, the way my breathing changes, the sixth sense I have to know that Heinrich’s near. 


  By the light over my desk, I finally see an alteration in the shadows around me. I stop my pen mid-stroke waiting for his next move, staring ahead into the dark.


  Suddenly a whip hits the chair beside me, talons flying. I jump, then settle back eyeing at the slender thongs of leather that are scattered over the wooden seat. He’s still not said a word, and I feel commanded to silence. I want this more than I’ve ever wanted anything. I want Heinrich. I want him again as my master, and I want the love my dreams promise—from him.


  He draws the end of a cane down my back. My body jumps, twitching everywhere. Then he draws closer, tossing a collar on my desk. I reach for it hesitantly and because he doesn’t stop me, my nervous hands draw it around my neck and buckle it tightly. Though before I finish, he speaks, “Don’t do this, Anna, unless you really want it all.”


  “I do want it, love.”


  “I don’t want the hurt again. If you accept this now, you commit everything. You make promises to me that you won’t break. They’ll be no other men but me and you will not leave.”


  “You’re the one I want,” I tell him.


  “I love you, Anna.”


  “And I love you, Heinrich.” My voice is barely a whisper, though my soul sings loudly.


  He comes so close; I can feel his chest against my back, his breath going in and out in an easy rhythm. He clutches my neck where the collar fits snugly, and with a simple movement of his hand, he indicates I rise.


  Cameron’s gallery could not be more perfect for an S&M scene—all the shiny metal, the ring bolts and eyehooks, even pulley’s. It’s a fascinating fabrication, a cozy warehouse style, if that makes sense at all, where shelves hang suspended, and dividers make alcoves, and modern divans are interspersed amid the exhibits for guests to lounge on while they observe the artwork we display. Paintings hang on partitions, or are simply suspended in the air. Endless possibilities stir the imagination of a sub or dom, and Heinrich is as inspired as I am. I know how his mind works, though I don’t know the exact method he’ll use to bind me.


  “Take off your clothes,” he tells me. I still haven’t seen his face, or how he’s dressed. I find this thrilling, as if a stranger is mastering me. The fear rises steadily and the excitement makes my belly churn. 


  I’m soon nude, standing in an alcove made of several partitions, an unused pulley and ropes dangling overhead. Cameron and I just changed the design this morning, eliminating the suspended shelf that once floated in this spot. We left the rope to hang because we were too tired to take it down. How convenient for my master.


  When it’s time to bind my hands, I’m turned around, given my first glimpse of Heinrich in six days. I look for distinguishing features on his face that might tell me if the man that came to dinner a week ago is still the one that will dominate me tonight. Giving him back my life, I want to be sure of what I do. In his eyes there is the dark cold I know well—what thrills me, drives me and keeps me content. His jaw is firm and the coldness of his dominant mien flows around me in the icy silence we share. He binds my hands with rope—carefully, his movement skilled from much experience. I think I could sink into him now and simply disappear.


  Attached to the dangling rope with a clamp, he then draws down on the end and my body pulls up tight until I’m on tiptoe. 


  “Rings are nice touch,” he says as he toys with the tiny baubles that pierce my nipples. He twists them gently until I wince. 


  I’ve almost forgotten them; they are so much a part of me now. I think briefly of Lockhart, but I can’t remember his face. I focus on Heinrich, watching as he meticulously threads smaller ropes through the rings, at the nipples and my clit and labia. Drawing the loose ends together, he tugs down.


  I gasp


  “Hurt?”


  “No, sir.”


  He tugs again.


  I gasp louder.


  “Hurt now?”


  “Yes, sir,” my pained response.


  My husband walks away, out of my view. Returning he holds a music stand in his hand which he sets directly in front of me. Raising the height of it to just above my chest, he then draws the ropes over the top, and ties the ends to a loose metal pulley. When he lets go, the weight drops, swinging six inches above the floor. A shriek escapes my lips as my nipples and pussy are jerked taut and painfully stretched before my eyes. I hold back my cries because I know he wouldn’t be happy hearing me protest. Letting the pain move in me, it soon spreads beyond the tightness I feel. I think I can manage this feat without a great cry of protest, but when he comes at me from behind with his multi-taloned whip, I’m jerked back and forth, each movement rudely awakening new pain throughout my body. The lashes excite me, but the jerking to my rings drives me mad. I want to be lifted from this scene, transported elsewhere, there’s too much to handle all at once. 


  ***


  Anna writhes for me struggling with the pain she feels. That pain gets inside me, making my cock respond with a vigorous pulse. It jolts against my jeans. I see she’s beginning to panic as she teeters at an uncertain precipice. I climb in her mind knowing how she wants more—and less—at the same time. If I can take her further, I will.


  Her backside reddens a deeper and deeper crimson with a beautiful rash of stripes and welts, and her ass looking wicked as the skin darkens and her inner heat climbs.


  Just as I think I need to stop, when she shrieks loud enough to worry me, I then hear her voice draw back inside her. She reaches the edge in pain, and the ecstasy begins. Her voice drifts and turns into a delicate whimper. She moans, as her whole body sighs. She begs for more, so I continue. And with more, she stays high; the natural drug flowing through her veins won’t quit. 


  I feel her fire and need her. But how time has changed me too. I need more than just the sight of her punished flesh, or the sound of her agony, or the arousal I get from connecting a whip with her ass and shoulders. Her soul’s in my blood and won’t let go. I know now that I’m in hers, and we will not let this love go.


  ***


  I feel myself coming down from somewhere. Heinrich’s squats in front of me, detaches the ropes from the weighty pulley, and the pain eases. In its place, there’s the hot sensation of my punished body. He kisses me and I kiss back. He runs his hand lovingly on my skin and I think I could faint into him, into his beauty and his resolve, his mastery, and the love I feel from him pour out to me. 


  He massages my arms as he removes them from bondage, then we move up the stairs to my loft, and into my bed.


  We dive inside the messy sheets, his cock quickly swelling as it pulses strongly in me. This passion makes me breathe again—as though I’ve been holding my breath for weeks. I can’t clutch him hard enough, hold him tight enough, and kiss him deep enough. I need to climb inside his skin and become him, take away the hurt we shared and the emptiness that remained. 


  He is my master, the one that matters, and yet, he’s still like a child at times—just as I am. 


  I awaken in the morning, and he’s sitting in a chair across from me staring into my sleepy eyes. Heinrich’s dressed—black suit, crisp white shirt, red tie. ‘What a hot stud,’ my friends said when I first showed up with him when I was twenty-three. In seven years, he’s hardly changed. His good looks melt me, his smile arouses my crotch, his body brings out pure lust, and now there seems to be more than that. 


  “Are you leaving?” I’m almost feeling desperate because I don’t want him to go.


  “I have work to do,” he looks at me a little coldly and I worry.


  “Yes, of course. And you’ll come back tonight?”


  “I’ll come back when I feel like it,” he says, as a good dominant would, with a hint of irritation in his voice. And, yet, I see a little twinkle in his eye.


  I feel like a playful kid with my heart suddenly bounding and rebounding.


  “I need a good dominant, Heinrich. But more importantly, I need you.” I reach out my hand and he stands. Moving closer,he takes my palm in his. 


  “I know that, Anna. I’m afraid Bernard was right again,” he muses whimsically. 


  “If we’d only listened before.”


  “No, dear. Now’s the time to be together. We needed to live through other worlds so we’d understand the one we have. It may be rough for both of us for a while, but this time we’ll get it right.”


  I believe him. I believe in his vulnerability and mine, the tentativeness, the caution and fear we feel right now. I am not the same person anymore, and neither is he. We seem like old friends and brand new lovers, and the world is fresh and life is new and ready for us.


  “Better behave yourself while I’m gone, or I’ll have to punish you tonight,” he tells me in his most austere voice.


  “Oh, you are coming back tonight,” I giggle happily as I pull up on the bed and give him a hug.


  “Watch yourself, Anna,” he says as he pushes me back, “Don’t get too haughty.”


  “Oh, never,” I assure him. 


  “Remember, I have a year’s worth of dominant lust to satisfy. It’s been a long time.”


  “Oh, my, I am in for a treat.”


  After we kiss, he’s gone, leaving his scent on the sheets and in my living room and beside my desk, and in my hair and on my skin. His indelible imprint just won’t fade away. It once grew faint. But it will never disappear.
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