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  Introduction


  Rowena Dulciat, the daughter of Darthganton, the lord of 22nd century Prussia, rebelled against her lineage and sold herself into sexual slavery as a statement of independence. Then, the sex trades—legalized since the dawn of the century— were prone to flagrant abuses. Women trafficking in sex were rarely there by choice. Their profession was reviled, yet tolerated since it served its purpose keeping angry and impatient men civil. For a woman to make slavery an occupation of choice had been unheard of; though at the time Rowena made her capricious decision, sexual slavery was becoming fashionable for the really daring. And for the political woman, the sex trades were a legitimate and lucrative means of support.


   Selling her body was never intended to be anything other than a playful lark for the lusty young temptress. She never desired to make money, or even make a statement for the rights of slaves and women. Her impulsive choice was in defiance of the tyranny of her father pure and simple. And yet, in the end, the rebellious daughter spawned a revolution.


  Rowena was the sexual icon of her times. With her body she paraded carnal lust before the eyes of a world that would have preferred to look the other way. And with her potent pen and inspired prose she made predictions about the political fortunes of the powerful that had an uncanny way of coming true.


  Hers was a unique mission that had no purpose at all in its inception; though she instilled in the mass consciousness of the race an understanding of sexual power that could not easily be dismissed. However, in the end it was not the sex she flaunted, but her psychic power that brought her demise. Sought after by warring tribal lords, she was kidnapped by the most ruthless and smuggled into the mountains of Prussia on the eve of the year 2120. She resurfaced only briefly when her last writings and her journal were published. And while she wrote about her abductor in glowing reports, the real truth about her abduction has never been confirmed. The nature of her mysterious disappearance was the source of speculation by romantics and historians into the new millennium.


  Rowena lived for anarchy, chaos and sex. Her bold life influenced the behavior, thoughts and governments of her century, reverberating throughout civilized society. But by the dawn of the 23rd century, a backlash ensued. Those countries most effected by her outrageous life, those in the southern and eastern climates of Europe, instituted strict policies on sexual activity, regulating sexual slavery with complicated legal contracts and even requiring covenants between personal partnerships, almost a return to the long ceased ritual of marriage. The effect of these agreements was to divide society into those who practiced sex as libertines, and those who had sex for little more than procreation. Displays of sexuality were forbidden in public; and slavery with all its accompanying behaviors remained behind the doors of bordellos and private homes, within the law, but beyond the obvious eye.


  This outcome was Rowena’s legacy. But one she never would have desired. Her journal was banned for decades. Much later the scarce volumes that survived became priceless finds for collectors. But while she was reviled by the institutions she challenged, and her name was written out of most histories, another legacy remains. The power of her sexual prowess has become legendary, and the story of her escapades still haunts the collective consciousness with its dark imprint.


  Perhaps the power of that second legacy will let her speak again. Perhaps Rowena Dulciat’s revolution is not doomed, perhaps the seeds of it still exist somewhere in the archives of a Paris antique shop where her words can still be found amidst the pages of her once outlawed journal. C.D.




  Chapter One


  Along a row of dusty books in the archives of Gatov’s shop, I found the slim volume between a 21st century historical treatise and a book of poetry—Yeats the poet’s name on the spine of the yellowed piece. Pulling out the journal I wanted, the pages of Yeats fell like dry leaves to the bare oak floor. I stooped nervously to pick them up and shove them back into their cloth cover. Replacing the poetry, I tucked the journal under my arm and ambled into the depths of the store, keeping a furtive eye out for anyone who might have followed me. Though that prospect was unlikely, I was still wise to keep my activity a secret. I’d seen this journal once before, that time only capturing a single glance at Rowena’s illicit prose when the book had been waved in front of my curious eyes, denounced as one stepping stone on society’s pathway to hell. To have found another copy of her journal in my brief lifetime made it seem as if I was predestined to hear her message regardless of the judgment heaped upon it. It’s as though Rowena calls to me from the past, from my grandmother’s generation. I often imagine that she speaks to me alone.


  With fingers trembling, I opened the frayed pages afraid that they might turn to dust before I could read the printed words. There in the dark corner of Gatov’s shop I began to read. Sinking down in a corner window seat, where just a shard of sun struck the opening page, I read with exhilarating expectation her first words.


  … As the 22nd century dawned, I was hawked as “good, used wares” in a Prussian storefront. Flaxen hair, unblemished skin, breasts to pour over for hours, and an ass that will take whatever abuse a master chooses to heap on it both inside and out, so the advertisement for me read.


  Boheme bought me for silver, the second time I was sold as a sexual slave. Though perhaps it’s wise to recount when I was first purchased, for it might shed some light on my frame of mind as I enter into this new arrangement …


  At that time I was bought by Charlie Hustle, when the Agreements were first allowed, when there were still protest marches against slavery, but when slaves like me were beginning to find personal liberty through the collars and chains we’d chosen to wear.


  Charlie was loose with me. I was educated at the cocks of thieves and murderers, who would have murdered me if I hadn’t been such a willing slave. There were still so many women on the slave market that had been coerced, blackmailed and quite literally forced into servitude, usually for economic reasons. I suppose I was initially no different than my sister slaves. My benefactor, Ryne, picked me up in a bar, knowing I was ripe for the marketplace, a runaway with easy standards and a fresh though not virgin body. Ryne had no idea where I came from, or that he could be jailed in a heartbeat if the wrong person discovered whose daughter he’d brought into the trade. He didn’t ask questions and I didn’t give him any answers.


  Ryne bought me the black dress and the string of pearls I wore when he thrust me on the stage at the auction. The only explanation he gave me was I was on my way out of poverty. “Use yourself well, you’ll be sitting on gold if you’re any good.” I knew I wasn’t poor and I didn’t care about gold. My needs for this life have a much deeper meaning, even if the meaning is still unfolding day to day.


  That day, I remember how the lights blinded my eyes, a dozen fixed on me and four other women who walked along the runway, while men beyond the lights decided whether they’d make a purchase, or wait for the next auction and better flesh. I don’t know the fate of the other women since I was led to a private booth where Charlie Hustle waited to inspect me. He asked me to take off the dress. A size too small I had to struggle with the zipper on the side. There were beads of sweat running down my back, like the pearls that hung between my breasts in front. The room was hot, and Charlie’s eyes only added to that heat. I stood before him in nothing save that fake strand of beads and black ankle boots.


  “You’ve had more than one man?” he asked, feeling my crotch—I assume to see if I was still a virgin, which, of course, I was not.


  “Yes,” I answered, feeling embarrassed by this exploration, but not ungrateful for the rousing massage.


  “Several?”


  “Three,” I replied.


  “Lovers or just fucks?” he asked.


  “One was a lover, the others were not.”


  He pressed his fingers to my bum hole. Turning me to the side he pushed me down so I was bent over. He pawed me like meat, shoving several fingers inside my tight rear channel.


  “Taken here?” he asked.


  “No.”


  “That can be handled. How about your mouth, you suck cock?”


  “Once,” I admitted.


  “You’ll get used to it. How about trussed?”


  “Excuse me?”


  “Tied, bound, manacled?”


  “No, never.”


  “Whipped?


  “Not for sex.”


  “How would you feel about that?” he asked me.


  “I don’t know.”


  “You like pain?” Seizing a nipple between two fingers he squeezed it, then twisted it until I cried. “You’ll get used to that, too.”


  I thought he’d use my ass that afternoon the way he kept probing me there. The sensation was unlike anything I’d ever experienced. I realized then the personal reward that anal sex would bring, though the opening was dry, untested and seriously tight. When he stopped I sighed my relief.


  Charlie bought me as a gift for his friends and business associates, not that he didn’t use me himself. Almost every day I brought him off, often with my mouth or in my ass—he broke me in to that. But never in my cunt. All the things he’d asked me about in our interview, bondage, whipping and pain, weren’t his fantasy. He just wanted to be sure I wouldn’t decline his friends their own pleasure. It’s a good thing I liked it rough, those thugs were chilling at times. I was strung up to rafters and flogged, my pussy pelted with shots from leather straps, my limbs bound in a dozen ways, and of course I was sexually used by these men with hungry appetites for the sexually demeaning and grotesque.


  My initial response was shock. My world so far was pale in its rendition of the sexual act—just open thighs and a thrusting prick and that was all there was to it. I didn’t realize until the day I was first strung up and flogged that I had a sexual response of my own. I have to give the perpetrator credit, he was incredibly astute in the art of discipline and pain, not like many of the others who followed him. He had bulging muscles, which I watched him oil so that they gleamed in the light of the dank cellar where I was tied. I don’t remember his scent. But the smell of leather and burning lamp oil permeated the stone-walled room with such a pungent aroma, I’ll always remember that combination with a sexual jolt.


  He used a cat on my flesh, in-between whispered words that cast a spell of darkness about my brain. I found an empty place in me where strange and inexplicable thoughts emerge. As he spoke, speaking to me in words dripping with lust about how he was going to love me into pleasure, he slowly drew the talons over my anxious skin, delicately. When he finished, he snapped the lashes, letting them strike so deep I cried. Then, with the handle of his tool, he prodded me between my legs, making me dance on the laced strips of leather as though I were dancing on a cock. He shoved it against the opening, as if he expected it to be submerged by my flesh, swallowed whole. But that handle was much too big to penetrate my lady-like orifice.


  Unlike the men who followed him, he took his time. I thought it hours, but had no way to judge. My flesh cried out for more as my body peaked. I didn’t want to go over the edge so quickly because there in my mindless physical bliss, I saw more than stars and fireworks. A blank darkness hit my heart. Like having opened a door to another world, I wanted to walk around in that unreality, wherever in my psyche it resided. But the climax came and died away, and there was just the dank room and the shiny-skinned master awaiting his finale. Untied afterwards and slumping to the floor, I brought his erection into my mouth and savored each drop of semen that spilled out on my lips.


  He was the best in my initiation to sexual slavery. The rest who followed did much the same with ropes and whips and cocks, but none with the finesse of this man. My gratitude for his careful attention remains with me for it was the first clue that this occupation would take me to unexpected places.


  With his words prompting me, I learned to receive humiliation and pain and find the physical triumph in that. I learned that I was made for this kind of life, when before it had been little more than a kid’s prank. This one dominant man made all the abuse at the hands of Charlie Hustle’s indigent accomplices something that inspired me. I’m sure I wouldn’t have known even half the satisfaction I’ve realized if I hadn’t submitted to those delicious whispers. I’d have never known the first stirrings of that other-worldly dimension floating inside my thoughts.


  “Ah! My cherie, feel my heart against you and my groin. Beat with me. Let the pulse overwhelm you. Dive down. Faint. Let me inside you. Beat with me”


  Even as I write those words they have the power to woo me to sex and engage my aspirations to greater things than me alone.


  Charlie Hustle used me until he used me up. Then I was out on the street; he didn’t see anything to gain by taking me to an auction. Only the fresh flesh was taken before the crowds, the rest of us were deposited in the squalid regions of the city. Though I was supposed to have a pocket full of money, mine were empty. I’d been a slave for Charlie in Paris, Brussels and Lyon, but was picked up on the street shortly after Charlie quit me and was taken by train to the Prussian capital. So close to my native territory, I feared being recognized, but I wasn’t given the opportunity to protest. My abductor would have never believed me if I told him who I was.


  I was stupid to fall for this new slave master’s lies. Probably because of the last scenario with Charlie, I was weaker than usual, my mind not functioning. Otherwise, I would have walked right out of that dangerous neighborhood and found another life. But the last flogging, the last abuse and the final fuck left me so bruised and battered that I looked good for nothing but a workhouse. If I’d have looked in a mirror then, I’d probably have given up on myself.


  That’s how, just days ago as a new millennium dawned, I happened to be in the Prussian storefront with a dozen other used women, waiting for a savior or a demon to pluck me from that milieu and take me into the next.


  I feel lucky now to have been chosen by Boheme, when he could have chosen far fairer and less used women than me. It might just be my imagination, wishful thinking perhaps, but as he carefully made his purchase—and he was very careful—I felt some connection with this man, even with his soul. Sometimes, however, I wonder if I haven’t gone a little crazy after the three years with Charlie, so crazy I’m imagining things that are simply not true.


  There was no longer sunlight coming through the window shining on the corner window seat. The afternoon had withered away. Sounds of people hustling home, while heard on the street, did not reach my quiet corner of Gatov’s shop, so I remained undisturbed. I could have read until I finished the journal, but there were no lights near this cramped berth, and I was already straining my eyes to see. Besides, after what I’d read, my crotch was anxious for something I wouldn’t dare to do, even if this secluded nook seemed private.


  By my watch it was nearly six. Gatov would close the shop in a few minutes, and I was afraid that I’d lose my opportunity to read the rest of Rowena’s words. On hearing the proprietor’s footsteps, I impulsively stuffed the journal into my pants. I couldn’t chance putting it in my bag where it might have been found. But I could be reasonably certain that I’d arrive at my apartment with it undetected. The huge sweater I wore over top of my pants would hide the bulky shape at my belly. Apt place it was for Rowena’s journal.


  “You’ve been here a long time,” Gatov said. The aging clerk had always fascinated me. A substantial man with a virile body, he seemed such an unlikely candidate to spend hours with these old things from before the last reorganization. “What’s so fascinating about my shop?”


  “Many things, from a reporter’s mentality,” I replied. “I’ve been lost in here before.”


  He nodded, understanding my interest in the past considering his own.


  “Can I assume your research will amount to something?” he asked.


  “I’m not yet sure. I don’t know if my editor is as interested in the topic as I am. I doubt I can get anything about Rowena Dulciat and her revolution published.


  “But it might be interesting to see.”


  “Yes, for those of us that value who she was.”


  Gatov nodded, as if saying he understood my longing for that other time. “Well, you’ll have to leave, I’m closing.”


  I nodded this time, and gathering my things I exited the shop returning to the real world and the present century.


  I was glad that many of the artifacts from Rowena’s time were now considered treasures even if they’d been contraband when they were new—contraband even fifty years ago. At least now, times have changed, society is a little more enlightened. These things can be admired and studied and collected for their monetary value, even though there are many who still consider Rowena’s thoughts as dangerous as they were in her time. To have the journal, the manifesto that spawned such a great uprising, in my possession would have branded me a libertine, a moniker that I was not yet ready to assume. Of course, to take the priceless work from Gatov’s store would brand me a thief as well—a fact that could draw a greater penalty to me than my lust. Though Rowena had begun to assume a favored status for the avant-garde, it was still safe to assume that singing that rebel’s praises might have an unfortunate affect on my social standing. What I planned to do with the journal, other than read it, savoring each word like a blessing from heaven, I wasn’t sure. All I was certain of was that without my knowing why, it became imperative to me that I peer into the journal and know the woman who remained in my heart a private hero.


  There is such a strata in my century. Often I’ve wished it were different, like when the sexual servitude and slavery of women and men were not regulated as thoroughly as they’ve come to be. Then, it was possible to be both a libertine and an ordinary woman. Some things could be done in secret, and no one would know. Knowing that it’s necessary for women to declare themselves one way or the other, I felt caught in a duplicitous lie. To the world, I remained pure from tawdry lusts. And yet as these things bubbled to the surface, I wondered how long I’d keep the driving need in me quiet. I was afraid my journalist’s instincts to publish my thoughts would eventually get me in trouble.


  Going home that night, I found my partner, Logan, reading the newspaper almost as furtively as I’d been reading the journal that remained lodged in my pants. I told him I had to pee, which was an excuse to rush to the bedroom where I could hide the journal. With the volume of lust safely hidden in my treasure chest beneath the second loose board under the bed, I threw the heavy wool rug back over the compartment. Completing my turn in the bath, I returned to the dayroom to greet Logan.


  He’d been after me to make our relationship official so we could receive the benefits of a partnership contract. Giving me a hundred reasons why we should take this step, I could still not see one good enough to sway me. I was content to share his room and have sex with him as often as I could engage him in the act. He was much steadier than me; and I considered him a good foil from my more exotic talents and choices. We often joked that he kept me from flying away, or worse yet, going crazy.


  Horny as I was at the moment, however, I planned to make him a little crazy before I returned to a more sane existence.


  Straddling his lap, his newspaper crunched underneath me. I leaned in, my long dark curls, floating in front of my face, my black eyes peering out from underneath, my red lips moving closer to his lips. With a kiss to his mouth, he accepted my advance without much protest even though he was annoyed that I’d interrupted his evening ritual with the wide world of news. By evening, I’d always had enough of it. After long hours on the paper editing copy, I was too fed up with it to read the final results. I certainly never paid any attention to the stories I’d written. Even so, at least part of the message always seemed to seep into my brain cells anyway.


  I did a lap dance on Logan’s thighs, one that reminded me of out-moded flicks that are posted on the telly wire, some hacker retrieving them off the old Net. They are grainy pieces, but erotic ones of women in little sequin brassieres and thin bottoms, pushing their groins into men’s. You can only assume the penises are hard, or becoming that way—just like Logan’s was at that moment—and they’d be getting skin to skin, erections slipping inside slippery holes. I wish public places like those hadn’t been outlawed. But they say we have a safer sexual climate with the regulations and sex businesses strictly in private. Being a journalist, I’d hear stories of places like the ones in the pictures; they’re still considered private, but it hardly takes much to get an invitation. In my mind, while I danced on Logan’s lap, I was thinking of being in one of those sex joints.


  It took a while for Logan to respond to me, not physically, but mentally. He hated interruptions. The ruse was only good if I could short circuit his other plans with enough erotic enticement to have him sexually activated. I planned to take him off to bed, or at the very least, get a good ride on his erection right where he was, whatever happened fastest because I had such a rip-roaring need. He put up with me and my sex-crazed behavior. Though I knew that I rode a fine line between having him as a legal partner, and having him bolt on me.


  “You shouldn’t be doing this,” he told me.


  “Why not?” I spat like a sassy cat. I was in heat, tearing off my sweater so he could see my breasts and press his head between them. Logan particularly loved that part of my anatomy so I knew he’d get past his objections. Just in the nick of time too. I felt the first orgasmic wave when he buried his face between the bouncing mounds. When his hands squeezed hard, I jerked hard against him, my head dropping back so I felt my hair tickle my rear.


  Logan shot off afterwards groaning softly. He pushed me off just after he came. I’d crumpled his paper.


  “You might want to get a hold on your lust,” he said, as he looked up at my nakedness.


  He was zipping his pants, zipping away all that fine meat. I might have licked it dry if he weren’t in such a hurry to get it over with.


  “Why?” I asked.


  “Because you’re dabbling in dangerous territory,” he said.


  “Dangerous, why? It’s between you and me.”


  “It defies the regulations. Sometimes I think you’d rather play in that element than the proper one.”


  “You mean, I’d rather be a sexual deviant?” I smiled naughtily at him.


  “Yeah, look at you.”


  “Well, wouldn’t that be a fine fix? You find out something nasty like that after you’ve signed papers linking me with you for the next five years.” I waltzed away, sashaying my bouncing ass before his eyes.




  Chapter Two


  “Chloe, get your ass in here!” Ginnis barked across the city room over the telly conversations that made the room a din of aggravated sound.


   I looked up over the top of my rimless glasses seeing my editor looking like a fat devil as he stood flushed faced in front of the foreman’s office. There was a new administrator. Damn! What a moment for introductions.


  Five minutes later—five minutes too late as far as Ginnis was concerned—I was settling into the leather office chair in front of a wide wood desk I’d viewed from my side a dozen times in my stint on the paper.


  “Max Gatov,” an official looking sort of guy stood to shake my hand. I rose just enough to accommodate his need for this formality.


  “Gatov? Humm. The name’s familiar,” I said, thinking it odd that he shared his name with the proprietor of my favorite antiquities shop. “So you’re the new magistrate.”


  He looked almost as if he was going to laugh at me, calling him magistrate.


  “Administrator,” he corrected me.


  “Yeah, I know the routine,” I said.


  “Cockiness makes for good reporters,” he stated. He was complimenting me and commenting on my lack of formality. Max Gatov was a sure of himself know-it-all. Having him pegged from the outset, I knew all I needed to know about him to figure how I’d treat him. Though he did have supreme power over me as a lowly beat reporter and copy editor, I wasn’t going to let that get in the way of my personal schemes. The paper was one place where a slightly off-beat woman like myself had a lot of latitude. There was so much rough stuff on the streets we reported, no one expected me to be prim and polite the way good women are suppose to be.


  “Thanks,” I replied.


  “Let me inform you, Chloe, is it?”


  “Chloe Duchet, yes.”


  “I’m a hands-on administrator. Which means, I’ll be looking over your shoulder much more than you probably want me to. Don’t be hassled by it, because I’m not going to change the way I work. I have a reputation of getting loose organizations like this one running smoothly.”


  “I didn’t realize that we didn’t run smoothly,” I added to the conversation, showing off my flippant frame of mind.


  “I don’t think that anyone around here knows what smooth is,” he said.


  My god, he was breathtakingly stern. He had professorial arrogance: brown close cropped hair, a burrowing pair of eyes, the appearance as black to me as the bottle of new ink on his desk, and a sculptured face so handsome that it was hard to look at and not feel a little embarrassed—much the way you feel embarrassed when you’re caught looking at someone with a disfigured body. I tried keeping my eyes from looking too fixed. The saving grace was his elegant cool, which would keep me and everyone else perpetually distant. He said “hands-on” but I knew what he really meant. He’d be as hands-off as all the other administrators until something didn’t go his way. Then he’d barge in with fear flying to the four corners of the city room and blame the mess on the peons like me who do the lion’s share of work with little guidance and lots of freedom because we’re used to having to make our own decisions.


  “I’m game for whatever you have in mind, Gatov, or is it Max? Be straight with me.”


  “Either one’s fine. You’ll be calling me a lot less complimentary things before our association is over.”


  “Hey, we’ve hardly met and you’re speaking of endings?”


  “I only meant that to make a point.”


  I challenged him as much as I could. I wanted him to think I was a challenge, not readily won over, a woman he’d have to either coddle, or out and out fight for control. Though I can be very easy, I refused to lose ground with any man. Still, I wouldn’t go too far, since I suspect he had the authority to fire anyone who he thought would be too difficult for his plans.


  “Do you always walk in the door and warn people away from you?” I asked him.


  “I walk in the door and take control,” he replied. “I know newspaper people, trained observers. You’re casing me out as much as I’m figuring you out. You’re stubborn, willful and hardheaded, with a sad streak of vulnerability and inherent kindness to people you like. Don’t think you’ll get away with anything on me, Ms. Duchet.”


  That information hit me square in eye so I’m sure he saw how startled I was. I recovered easily. I left his office not knowing if I wanted to screw the man out of his job, or get screwed by him in bed. I had the feeling that either act would be one hell of a good ride.


  ***


  I came home to “Logan the Morose” that night. Seeing his moodiness, I went to the bedroom to get off by myself while furtively perusing the pages of Rowena’s journal. Letting my hand dip between my thighs I was happily in other worlds, just that first sight of the journal making my belly spasm.


  10/23 - Boheme’s nothing like Charlie. He told me right off he wants me for a personal slave not to give away. I take it he’s wealthy, the diamonds he wears. I’d never seen diamonds until I saw his, but my intuition told me that they’d look like stars if they were close enough to really see. He held my hand so tightly in the car that I could feel the jewelry press against it, a ring digging into my flesh. I told him I wanted a closer look, thinking my curiosity might interest him. He said he’d be giving me my own.


  My quarters here are plush. The house is ancient, built some time at the turn of the 20th century. I’m not surprised it survived the fires. Some fore-thinking individual crept even further back in time to design this place like a truly ancient fortress. While the stone walls are cold, Boheme keeps fires burning in all the rooms. My suite consists of a bedroom, which has been fully fitted for a number of activities I’m sure he has in mind for me, as well as a bath and a closet of clothes that I’m not yet allowed to see. My bed looks like a lavish oasis, though there are reminders all around me of the harsh realities that I’ll face. A whipping post is central in the room, with a dozen rings and eyehooks at different heights. A small seat on one side suggests the variety of ways in which the post can be used. There are also many hooks and chains hanging from the rafters and embedded in one stone wall. A second major apparatus is in the corner, a wide leather bolster implies some highly submissive positions draped over the comfort of the horsehide cushion. A locked cabinet with glass doors displays cuffs and crops and whips that will soon move my body in the ways my master designs.


  I couldn’t sleep last night for the ghosts and nightmares that appeared before my eyes when I closed them, and even when they were open. Feeling the anxiety in my stomach so rich, I would have rather had Boheme use me to the limits before I tried some sound slumber. He told me we’d begin today. But the morning has already dawned and he’s not yet arrived. There’s nothing here to clock the time, but I imagine that it’s nearly mid-morning by the look of the day outside my window. I was relieved that Boheme would allow me my journal. Actually, I think he was fascinated by the fact that I’d want to chronicle my life as a slave. For me it’s more of a diversion than anything, a way to put my thoughts at peace in a place where I have no one to share my soul with.


   10/24 - Ah, how twenty-four hours changes things. My first session with Boheme and his bag of tricks began yesterday afternoon and did not end until daybreak today. He began by giving me an odd liquor which I was required to drink quickly even though it burned my throat. Bending me over the edge of the bed, I took a shot of Devil’s Spice in my ass. This pellet was a large one, so I was clued that the session would be long. Charlie’s thugs would give them to me regularly, but theirs were a poor quality. I knew Boheme’s would not be.


  After my master was sure that the drug had taken, he had me straddle the seat at the whipping post so I could rest my ass, while my legs were wrapped around the post and fastened in cuffs to a low eyehook. My arms, lifted above my head, were attached high so I was stretched taut. A wide leather strap around my back pulled me tight to the post, the thick wood rod separating my breasts. Boheme, having left me there, did not return until the liquor and drugs had their full effect. Then, with a few changes in my position, I was stretched taut standing against the post to take the first flogging. That beating was rich. I couldn’t see the implement, but I imagined a many taloned cat. Boheme was efficient with his stroke against my skin, so there was no place save my head not rewarded with a vicious sting.


  When he was finished, his hand fondled the roughed up skin, and like that master years before, his whispers filled my ears with desire. “I’ll whip the other side soon, my darling, those breasts, the swell of your belly and all that is below them to your knees. It’ll feel as though you’ve been struck by lightening. Of course such love happens only when you’ve earned the privilege of that pain, only then.”


  I desired it then. In my youth I might have begged for the favor. But more seasoned now with submission, I know how futile it is for a submissive to beg a master for anything when it is the master’s whims and the submissive’s desires that keep the union alive. I had to be satisfied with having my rear channeled cleaned. Filled full of fluid in my bowels, I was refastened to the post, required to stay there for what seemed like an hour. Boheme gave me two tall glasses of ale before he left me so that soon, not just my rear, but my belly was in agony awaiting release. So humbled. So depraved. Tears ran down my cheeks as each minute passed and the ache became more complete, more all consuming. When he came to release me, I should have figured that he wouldn’t be content to let the waters pass without another painful treatment. This one was a spanking to my bottom alone, delivered swiftly with a wooden paddle until I was sure all my bodily fluids would suddenly gush forth. Perhaps my master was telling me of my power to endure. I did hold on to the body waters and passed them only when I was ordered to, releasing them into the shiny brass pot that sat waiting nearby.


  Boheme watched the whole time, making the humiliation more real. There was no emotion in his eyes, nor any suggestion if he was pleased or displeased with my efforts to obey him. Once I finished, he brought me back to the post again and planted a thick rod in my ass. This time he tied my hands around the post, my feet below, and there I was to remain alone in the dark.


  While I was still cognizant I thought of my position as this man’s slave, wondering if my days would all be filled with this kind of reviling treatment. If he was intent on submerging my identity, he was already succeeding in that effort. Layers of myself seemed lost, falling away one by one. Thinking I might be reaching that bare core of my being, I wasn’t sure whether to rejoice or despair. At some unknown hour I fell asleep, drifting into endless dreams with pictures of one horror after another. They blended into a montage of images, so I believed that they would never stop but keep repeating over and over until I went mad.


  I fell asleep as Rowena had, lost in her thoughts and nightmares making them my own. I jerked awake, realizing that Logan hovered over me. Having taken the journal from the bed where it lay opened, he read, his response chilling.


  “Where did you get this?” he asked.


  I snatched the forbidden book from his hands and clutched it tight to me. “None of your business.”


  “Why do you have it, Chloe?” You would have thought someone died by the morose look of his dark features. There was no handsomeness left, just anger and judgment pouring from his eyes, heaped on me.


  “Because I wanted to read it.”


  “You’re one of those …” he spat out.


  “Those what!” I spat back.


  “Whores.”


  “There are no whores, there are only women,” I leveled my best response at him.


  “Sure. That’s the way the rules are, but everyone knows better. Is this the life you want? Is this why you’re always after me to take your ass and spank you? Why you climb on my lap and play slut? Why you dream up this depravity to trade for virtue?” He spoke with such disdain.


  Unmoved, I replied, “What would be the harm in it?”


  “I hate it Chloe. I hate the way you come on to me now, throwing your lust at me. She was not a saint,” he said pointing to the volume in my hand. “She was a woman who groveled at the feet of men and ruined them. She took sacred things and defamed them. Nothing but a depraved tramp who pretended to know things so people would pay attention to her.”


  “You believe none of her visions?”


  “I think her visions were a hoax.”


  “I’ve never known you to be so cynical.”


  “You bring a book like that into my home, I get honest. Lose it somewhere, Chloe.”


  “Maybe I’d be better off moving out with it,” I rejoined, the first nasty thought that came to mind.


  He turned back to me after he was almost at the door, and nodded. “Yeah, maybe that would be better,” he said.


  “You want me to move out?”


  He thought a moment. “Yeah, yeah I do.” I know it was relief that I saw on his face.


  ***


  Gatov called me into his office two days later. It would seem that I was pissing off every man in my life, friend or foe, and I could hardly tell which was which anymore. Seeing the administrator’s pissed-off scowl, I told him that he spent far too much time frowning, that his handsome features just didn’t look right with such grimaces on his lips. Of course he wrote that off as useless information.


  “You always disappear for days?” he asked.


  “Days? I’ve been away two. I had to move out of my apartment, and Logan was in the mood to make it a slow, painful parting.”


  “Legal arrangement?” he asked.


  “No, it hadn’t gotten to that.”


  “Well, I am sorry, but that still doesn’t excuse the fact that someone had to sub for you.”


  “I suppose that’s inconsiderate of me?”


  “I suppose you’d better take care of your personal problems and be here at work when you’re needed. Unless you’re practically dying you’re so sick, you show up.” Gatov pulled a copy of the previous night’s paper off his desk and tossed it to me. “I need you to check out these purveyors. Several new ones, the paper doesn’t want to run bogus advertisements. See if they’re legit.”


  “I thought you had an investigations department for that?”


  “And I thought a young woman posing as a neophyte would be better.”


  I looked at the ads for sexual services thinking I should be more irate being put on this non-productive task. Certainly he couldn’t have known where my recent sexual desires had been lurking.


  “Should take two days.”


  “Why me?” I tried a little annoyance.


  “Because you don’t show up for work for two days, I figure I can give you any damned assignment I want and you’ll do it. It’ll only take a few phone calls and a meeting or two.”


  This wasn’t a good thing letting him take the advantage over me. But I was duly chastised. Taking the paper in hand I disappeared for the rest of the day inside my cubicle, making bogus phone calls to sex lines and various slave trade operators. By the end of the day, I knew that this had been a totally futile effort, all the ads checked out. I bet that ‘Investigations’ had already looked into all of them, and this was nothing but penance to Max Gatov’s wry sense of justice and twisted sense of humor. But what an interesting penance it was.


  I spent most of my evening shoving boxes from room to room in my new apartment. It was a spiritless place, not like the bright rooms that Logan and I shared—that I’d so thoughtfully chosen when were new lovers in love with ourselves. Then, Logan would do most anything to please me sexually, though I wasn’t asking for the kinky things that are more in tune with my real desires. This new apartment was ten blocks from his, I figured an ample distance. It’s only saving grace was its age. Liking the feel of old things, the place certainly had an ancient atmosphere, even if it was bleak. The heat pipes clanged like someone got up every morning at five and took a sledge hammer to them. At the sink, the water dripped like the rusty spout of an old faucet, one slow lazy drop of water at a time. Grabbing my consciousness when I was about to fall asleep, I’d wait anxiously for the next drop to fall, and the next and the next until I’d propel myself out of bed to find some way to stop the aggravation.


  When I got tired of the process of moving in, I cleared a path to my lone chair, the one I had to fight Logan for. I’d have died rather than give it up. Getting cozy inside its high arms and cushioned back, I rested my feet on a carton filled with towels and let my mind drift as my eyes moved from one statement of my life to another, one box to the next, one material thing after another. All the accumulated wares of my existence really amounted to little, I knew that. What I knew I was seeking was something for my soul. I would have given up all these trappings for a decent fuck right then.


  The newspaper lay beside me, the one I’d thrown into my bag when I left for home that day. A page of sleazy advertisements beckoned my eye again. None of the ads were clearly bogus, though everyone knows that the gratification promised is far less than what’s delivered. But it wasn’t my job to make those judgments. Only one of the ads really enticed me, and that one had held a lock on my fascination ever since I first read it:


  Sexual Services


  Contractual Arrangements for Submissive Females


  Excellent Remuneration


  Telly: 205-20-60547


  Howath, Limoges


  I thought of Rowena reading the words, wondering if she’d have responded to such an advertisement if there had been one available to her. Her journal was casually thrown into my bag. Funny how I’d gotten so loose with the thing. I suppose having left Logan it didn’t really matter to me if I was caught with it.


  10/25 - I did not go mad. Some moments before dawn, Boheme returned and unlocked my bonds. My limbs ached from being stretched in such awkward ways, a fact my master cared little about. He did deposit me on the bed, after he allowed me to pee. The comfort of the bed’s warmth nurtured the weariness in my arms and legs; but I’d be reminded for the remainder of the night that I was a slave. Raising my arms above my head and parting my legs, I was secured again before he drew the blankets over my nakedness.


  10/26 - Boheme decides my fate daily, so I’m always caught off guard by his schemes. Yesterday, I was chained all day over the leather sawhorse. I couldn’t even make an entry in the journal. I’m afraid I was forgotten in this room of mine. With the door left open, I heard social conversation down below, Boheme informing his guests that he had a new slave. I thought nothing more of it until later in the afternoon when the guests traipsed up the stone steps so they could view me.


  “A fine hind end. Durable I imagine for a lot of things.”


  A rough hand played freely with my ass.


  “Is her back door tight? Would be a pity to stretch it too wide, making it lose its best quality.”


  “She’ll take a decent beating on these mounds.” My rear cheeks were slapped.


  “I know you take these slaves personally, Boheme, but should you need a second, I’ll offer myself.”


  “Frankly, she seems plain, needs some decoration.”


  To that comment I heard Boheme for the first time. “The decorations start tomorrow.”


  As I write now, I’ve just finished my first session with the artist. After three hours with his painstaking needles I now have a delicately drawn vine of ivy tattooed around my right breast. While I eyed the man a little bewilderedly, he leaned into my ear, and with a gravely whisper informed me that the vine will trail down my entire body to my toes, making a particularly intimate excursion about my genitals.


  When the session was complete, Boheme came in smiling broadly, reminding the man who worked on me that there was another matter that needed to be addressed. Recalling my master’s instructions, I was told to hold open my mouth, and deliver my tongue to be pierced. That is where my first diamond now rests. The assumption is that I won’t need my power of speech enough to worry about any consequences this act might have. As it is, I know that I’ll have some difficulty eating for the next few days.


  With each piece of myself that Boheme controls, I’m reminded how I felt at that first dominant’s hands, the one who created such a state of lofty bliss.


  Boheme tells me he’ll whip my ass late this day, his intent to see how much I can take before I pass out. I know I don’t faint easily so I’ll be enduring a great deal.


  10/28 - It has taken me two days to recover from the punishment. After my session with the artist, the ivy now at my navel, Boheme tied me over the leather saw horse and began the systematic thrashing of my backside. The blows began with leather lashes at my shoulder, talons and biting edges wrapping like my tattooed vine around my sides, only to be drawn away and then laid on in some different pattern. My back screaming for this to end, my master descended downward spending what seemed like an hour raising the pain on my buttocks. To make the feelings more vivid, but fraught with sexual promise, he affixed a bendable rod in my cunt. Each cut of the lash, crop, cane and paddle made that rod move delightfully in that opening. I screamed at the top of my lungs by the time the cane was striking me. Afterwards, I moaned as if I was about to climax. When the caning ended, the paddling began. Then I felt that desire for heaven once more. Odd, unintelligible pictures populated my brain, things from outside myself that I could never have known appeared before my inner eyes. I cast each picture out, wanting nothing in my head but the knowledge that my tortured body would soon spasm; and in that place deep between my legs where I carried the proxy prick, I would burst, delivering me into the hands of a satiating orgasm.


  I’m happy to report on these pages that I was successful in my mission to feel the climax. But I confess, the pictures plague me now as I lay lonely in bed, their meaning troubles me because I saw the murder of Darthganton, as his new bride looked on in horror. If that were to be, the order of things in our world would instantly change; and perhaps there would be no order at all.


  It made me cringe reading of Rowena’s first vision: the one no one was privy to until long after it came to be; the one that seers and prophets refer to as the “lost vision”; that cynics consider a ploy to substantiate a psychic gift that was never proven; and that doomsayers point to as the beginning of the end. Of course the judgment woven about that vision’s conception—in the middle of this woman’s orgasmic feast—makes it a controversy that will never die. Historians continued to argue the point. However, I’ve noticed that in this century’s most recent rendition of history there is little said of Rowena. I’m afraid she’ll eventually disappear altogether and I think that is a circumstance our world should never see.


  Reiterating my opinion of this issue to myself, I gazed once again at the advertisement lying on the box I was using for a table.


  Sexual Services


  Contractual Arrangements for Submissive Females


  Excellent Remuneration


  Telly: 205-20-60547


  Howath, Limoges


  My hand picked up the phone without even thinking, my loins were clawing me inside. Rowena clawed at me, the journal clawed at me, the lust and darkness clawed at me. Once hearing the man’s voice answer, I was bold enough to ask for what I wanted.


  “Tell me what I do to make a contractual arrangement?” I asked him.


  “You meet with me, “ he replied.


  “Where and when?” I asked.


  “I’m at the beer hall in the village every day at six. Ask for Sergei.”




  Chapter Three


  Gatov tossed the notes on my ad research in front of me. “This a thorough report?” I’d been trying to get through six stories that had to wait until I completed this ridiculous investigation. He was standing awkwardly close, so he could see in my telly screen. I hate men looking over my shoulder so much I’d bark at the ones in the building who tried doing that. I was about to do the same with this man until I remembered he was my administrator. I calmly turned off my telly screen and turned so he could see my face.


  “It’s as thorough as it’s going to be,” I answered.


  “I expected a few face-to-face encounters with these purveyors,” he said.


  “And I didn’t give you any, did I?”


  “Ms. Duchet, you realize that you’re close to losing your job.”


  “Am I?” I shot back happily. “Then I’m doing just what I wanted to do.”


  He wasn’t fazed.


  “If it means anything I’m meeting some guy, Sergei, from this ad tonight.”


  He raised his eyebrows. “Why that one?”


  “I was throwing darts at the paper last night and that’s where the thing landed.”


  “I see.” He wanted to read more into my explanation than I was letting on. Let him try. He’d never know if it was personal or not, because I’d never let the man inside me that much.


  ***


  Sergei’s beer hall looked the same as all the others. A long flat bar, a half dozen drafts, a scattering of tables in an otherwise empty room. No food, no service, get your brew at the bar and that was it. I remember reading somewhere that women used to serve drinks to men, sometimes half naked. That would have been a terrific world for me, sauntering about a beer hall with a tray in hand, my body provocatively attired, offering more than just a good drink to soothe men’s passions. Why my mind raced to such things, I’m not sure, except that I know it had every thing to do with why I made the appointment in the first place. Actually, it wasn’t an appointment at all, since Sergei didn’t seem to care if I showed up or not. I’m sure he didn’t wait with a beating heart and hot loins. He probably had a dozen women a week call on the ad and never show their faces. I asked for him at the bar and was pointed toward the back of the narrow hall.


  Standing in front of his table, I waited for him to look up. “Sergei? I called you last night?”


  Once he gazed up at me, I had a full appreciation of Sergei’s appeal. He was a swarthy man, bushy dark eyebrows, hair alike, a dark complexion and a heavy beard, that he’d shave in the morning, and by five would show a thick afternoon shadow. Though he was sitting, I suspected he was only five feet ten or so. His husky body was strangely alluring, what I expected from a master. He seemed much less refined than Rowena’s Boheme whose picture in my mind was distinctly aristocratic. Even Charlie Hustle would have had more polish than this Sergei.


  “Humph.” He cast me an amused smile, and someone sitting next to him slipped out of the chair as though he’d been given a clue to leave.


  “Most women are older than you, how old are you?”


  “Almost twenty-three.”


  “That’s too young for this,” he declared flatly.


  I hadn’t planned on his objections. I’m a good looking woman who men enjoy watching even if they do it in secret. I know my sexual charms and I couldn’t fathom why he was about to dismiss me on account of age.


  “I’ve been on my own since I was sixteen,” I told him.


  “Ever turned a mount on the sly?” he wondered.


  “No. I’d rather keep it legal if I’m going to do it.”


  “Not as dangerous,” he seemed to be agreeing. “We’ll talk if you like, but understand, I’m very particular about the women I put on contract. The money’s too good to throw away, and I can’t have some romantic young bitch coupling with a guy the first week out. It happens all the time in the trade. But it won’t happen to me. I write that into the contract, first thing.”


  “I just left a relationship, I’m not looking for another.”


  “That’s another bad way to start,” he said.


  I was annoyed by his negativity. “Do you want to talk to me or not?” I asked, letting some exasperation show.


  “Sure I’ll talk, but I make no promises.”


  “Maybe I won’t want to make any promises either,” I said. I took the seat opposite his, not the one at his side.


  “So what kind of contract do you want?” he asked.


  “I have a job, and a life. I want this strictly sexual, part-time, and the more deviant the better.”


  “You’d better watch that language,” he warned.


  “I want what’s legal. The bondage and whips. Women, multiples, the variations thereof. What else is there?”


  “Legal, huh,” he nodded. “I’ve got a lot of call for what’s not these days. So where do you work?”


  “The news office.”


  “You’re not doing this as a reporter?” His face bore an angry scowl. But that was natural since journalists had reputations as worthy as lawyers.


  “No. It’s strictly personal. I’d like to keep my job, put in the hours we agree to, evenings and weekends work fine, but I’m flexible, since my hours at the paper can be adjusted.”


  “I don’t do less than two years,” he said. “Though I rather have you three.”


  “Two would be fine.”


  “And you’re opened-ended sexually? I can’t have it any other way.” he asked.


  I looked perplexed until it dawned on me what he was asking. “You mean anal?”


  He nodded.


  “I can learn,” I said.


  He shook his head toward the negative. “I don’t think you’re ready.”


  “But we don’t know, do we? Isn’t there a trial period? I go through your trial, if it’s not going to work, I’ll back out.”


  “Sorry, that doesn’t happen. Oh, it’s possible, but I’ve never known it to happen. And I don’t want to be bothered. No, we’ve both got to be sure before the contract’s drawn.”


  “Then I’ll be sure.”


  He eyed me with such suspicion I figured it a fifty-fifty chance I’d get what I wanted. Part of me couldn’t believe I was actually begging to sign my life away to this unknown quantity for the next two years. But the longer I was in this man’s presence, the more certain I became. I know he could feel that. How much I’d longed for this to satisfy my fantasies and satiate my flesh. All that was silently nurtured inside me couldn’t remain locked up forever. I knew I was walking into murky waters, but I could see no other way. The world had opened the way for me, Logan disappearing so easily and without much pain at all, and Gatov’s assignment there to stir the boiling pot. Giving my sexual faculties to this man for pleasure and money gave me a power over my life I never expected to have. Though I’m sure that Sergei would have thought me crazy to have breathed a single word of this.


  “You think you’re sure, but have no real clue,” he said. “No woman does until they’re in the middle of it.”


  “And do most regret it?” I asked.


  “Most compromise their visions of this life,” he said. “Regret? Probably not.”


  “Then I’ll compromise too.”


  Oh, how he viewed me with twin beady eyes, staring so soullessly into mine, I thought he might push me back right out of my chair.


  “You know this stays with you all your life,” he went on. “You’re branded by it so it’ll never go away. Most of the women who sign these contracts just get in deeper, whether it’s with me or I sell them to another master.”


  “How’s that?” I was genuinely curious.


  “It’s my prerogative, as long as I enrich your contract 10%, I have the right to sell you to whomever I choose.”


  “And do I have the right to decline the transaction?”


  “You’re a sex slave, not a free person. That’s what you and the rest of you young tramps don’t understand. You may think you’re the same person when the contract’s been executed, but you’re not. You belong to a different species, and there’s no turning back.”


  He was saying this to scare me away, but I liked that kind of talk, that kind of finality. I liked the fact that I was walking, even leaping into this. My entire body responded, sounding an internal alarm that signaled a new direction for me.


  “So when do we consummate the contract?”


  He’d been staring into his beer stein, and without moving he lifted his eyes to peer into mine. Then sitting back, he shook his head with that look of exasperation that suggested he’d never get rid of me. “I’ll tell you how far I’ll go today. You take care of a few friends for me on the sly, no charge, and then I’ll decide. Give me your telly number and I’ll arrange something in a day or two.”


  I could see that was the best offer I was going to get, and I counted myself lucky. Men on the sly? Far more dangerous than having a contract on my ass. But I’d agree to it. There was a challenge in that alone, proving to this naysayer that I was worthy of the amoral life. Who was he to get in my way?


  I went home and pulled Rowena’s journal from its safe place, so her life could once again give me courage.


  11/19 - Boheme in so within me, I feel as if I’m not a separate being anymore. I await his affections every day, glad for the torture he heaps on me. The tattoo is nearly complete, this vine of ivy running from my breast, down my belly, winding erotically about my genitals and down my left leg. Sometimes it feels as if it’s an actual vine, tickling me as I move. I am naked most of the time, so this permanent ink has become the only clothing I wear—clothing no man, least of all my master can remove. There are diamonds now in my outer labia and rings hanging from the inner ones, to draw attention to that place.


  The day I was pierced with the jewelry is the only time I’ve been food for other men so far. Boheme obviously prefers to keep me to himself. For the installation of these decorations however, two nights ago I was clothed in a satin gown, a brocade cape pulled over my shoulders. Taken to a house by the river, I was thrust onto a metal table while there were seven, perhaps eight men standing around me. My hands were tied over head, my abdomen strapped down so that my ass dangled over the edge of the cold surface. Raising my legs so they too were secured overhead, my sexual parts were laid out like meat at a feast. I wasn’t wrong to assume that the men would take turns with me. But there was a ritual to this taking, in Boheme’s mind an initiation to my calling. Candles burned around my bed, tall tapers nearly two feet high so I felt enclosed by fire. Each prick that spilled its warm fluid in my vagina took its time before it broke loose. There seemed to be no end to the merciless drilling. By the time their collective sexual rage was spent I ached, with every inch of me crying out for relief from the discomfort of the bonds. While momentarily relieved when my legs were loosened, the pain became more distressing. My thighs were held down with serious hands, while the man in the middle worked on my genitalia. Parting my outer labia, that well used place was splashed with stinging ointment. I recall tears falling from my eyes, as the abuse began to send me westward to that curious dream state. (Why my visions come from the westerly climate, I’m sure is symbolic. Who doesn’t associate the Americaas with enlightenment and chaos. How often I’ve dreamed that going there, sailing across the blue waters would bring me freedom! But freedom from what now? What more freedom could I have than this state of rapture?)


  I wasn’t cognizant of the rest of the ceremony, just bits and pieces. When the needles pricked my interior labia, I might have cried; but in my inner mind where my immediate feelings dwelled, the vision took an abrupt turn: from a rollicking sexual theatre to one of chaos, people running in the streets, fires burning down the state houses. And then out of the fires there was a place of opulent white where I was naked at a garden party, my sex manipulated so that with a smiling face, I reported more visions to priggish guests who meandered on the cool green lawn.


  I awoke to the scene of tall candles burning around me, the plump flesh of my outer lips jerked hard by tongs, which flattened the thick fold before the needle punctured through it. The act repeated with the second labia, those sensitive folds of flesh and blood were raw and swollen, throbbing from sexual arousal and throbbing from the marks that bound me even closer to Boheme.


  In the middle of the night I was returned to my bed in my torture chamber home. Boheme leaned over and kissed my lips, a first kiss from my master. I’m sure he expected my silence as always. I rarely spoke. The piercing of my tongue made my words seem awkward to me, even though I could speak plainly. “My love?” I addressed him when I never had before.


  “Rowena?” He was surprised to hear my voice.


  “You should know that the sex brings me visions,” I said.


  “Does it?” He looked amused. “How interesting. Perhaps we should talk about that sometime.”


  It has been two days and I’ve not heard from my master in all that time. I’m sure he’s remained away because I’m so dreadfully sore everywhere around my crotch. I can’t touch myself that I don’t gasp a little inside. Warms baths give me some comfort. I’m lucky to have the large porcelain tub in the pristine tiled room next to the chamber where I sleep. It’s the one place where I feel like a queen mounted high on a throne. When I’m there, I think. The water coats my skin with its fragrant dew, oozing into me, and my mind takes trips to relax my soul. Submerged in the delicate liquid, the five pierced places between my thighs give me some clue as to how I’ll experience their rewards when they heal.


  I feel that my master will call me to him any hour now. If not, I’ll have to find the opportunity to speak with him about the visions soon, the way they haunt me in the daylight hours and return to me when I sleep.


  I met my first mount in an alley by the theatre just after the last show let out at midnight. I watched the flick, trying to get my nerves in check, knowing all along that the man would be somewhere in the place, perhaps scouting me out. He’d know me by the red beret I was wearing on my dark hair, by the shocking red lipstick on my full lips. When I left the theatre with the crowd of people, busily rushing home after the last act, I spotted a man with a gray overcoat leaning against the brick building, just around the corner from the theatre entrance. Nodding to me, I obeyed his intent.


  “You’re Sergei’s girl?”


  “Yes.” So urbane. The man didn’t meet my expectations. I figured him for a money man, someone with lots of cash to spend on very little. Stores had been bleak this season, but then not necessarily bleak in the sexual trades. He introduced himself as Kulkarin.


  It surprised me when he manacled my left wrist like I was already slave flesh. If we were caught in this precarious position we could have both been jailed, but there was no one to see us at that hour, especially when he led me back into the inky blackness of the dead-end pathway, and then through an opened door of a tenement apartment. Kulkarin had sex with me in the back corridor of the building just inside the door. Pressed to the wall, he raised my skirt, stripped away my panties, and bent me over just enough so he could enter me. Slapping my ass until it stung, he then fondled the rear opening as his erection glided in and out of the wet space.


  “You’re a virgin here?” he asked me about the back door.


  “I am.” I knew he was going to breach me there, but I would withstand the act. I led Sergei to understand I was serious about this. And of course this was the master’s test.


  After splashing the cleft with something cool and slippery, Kulkarin’s fingers began the penetration, working their way into the tight, uninitiated space. A strangely exhilarating feeling followed. I don’t recall ever feeling quite so submissively inclined or willing to surrender as I was with this crude violation. The way I moved my ass against Kulkarin’s fingers told him I wanted more.


  And yet, when I felt the head of his penis press against my sphincter, I almost screamed because I knew it wouldn’t fit.


  “Relax.” His voice was mellow. “Relax, Duchet, and it will go in easier. It will go in,” he assured me, seeing the way I trembled. Just the feeling I was looking for: one being subdued and conquered, forced to give, even when it pained me.


  I was surprised how when the head of his cock was pressed against the door it suddenly gave way so his penis could slip inside without a cry from my lips. He’d made me ready. With the erection lodged deep, I felt it pulse, then move slowly while a painful agony rendered the moment a useless one for any pleasure of my own. Then, perhaps my pleasure had nothing to do with the matter. I was in training as a whore. No one, least of all this man, cared if I enjoyed even an instant of this taking.


  And yet, there was a gift for me. Sparks flew in my brain and body. I felt wild and happily freed. Exactly what I was looking for. There was in me the joy of doing what I wanted with my body. The thrill of living out the desires of the dark realm had only been fantasy in the past. This put me on a perpetual high from which I didn’t think I’d ever come down.


  “You might make it in Sergei’s world,” Kulkarin said as he withdrew, rapping his still hard erection against my pained rear end. Following that, he slapped my ass with as mean a smack as I think he could manage. Undoing the manacle still about my wrist, he left me in the hallway without another word. Still bent over, my sore ass bared, I finally came to my senses and hastily left the building through the front door, not the alley.


  ***


  The next two set-ups were less frightening. The first of these mounts I met in the bustling cafe of a large hotel. Once the preliminary introductions were complete, he took me to a room on the fifth floor, not his room but one bare of any personal things. This is how I’d imagined such affairs, in sterile environments where nothing matters but the consummation of the deal. Watching me disrobe, the brown-haired man on the bed requested I make the process slow, a lazy sex dance. With an active imagination I let music play in the back of my mind, wishing there was real music, while I accomplished the act. Thinking of bordellos of old, of pandering clubs and those strip bars that are ever present in my mind’s eye, I fashioned myself the purveyor of the sex trades of old, one of those grand whores who gave my beloved Rowena inspiration.


  This event was mindless and uninventive, but I made it as exciting as I knew how, figuring that every detail, or at least the final outcome would be reported to Sergei.


  The third mount was much more to my liking, why I wanted to enter the slavery agreement in the first place. Sergei had given me Ezra’s address one morning when he’d slipped into the newspaper office and found me shocked to see his face in a setting where he did not belong. Though it wasn’t unusual to have visitors in the city room, I had a terrible time keeping this quick meeting casual. My hand seemed to tremble uncontrollably taking the paper from him. “He’s expecting you for lunch,” he informed me.


  “Lunch? Today?”


  He looked at his watch. “When do you usually get off?”


  “Whenever I want.”


  “Then he’ll be expecting you at twelve-thirty.”


  “But the time? I have to be back.”


  “This won’t take more than forty-five minutes, and Ezra lives close. Don’t be late. He’s a very punctual man.”


  I watched Sergei leave, stared down at the paper and the address printed there, then looked back to see the last glimpse of him as he disappeared into the elevator. A strange sensation, like something crawling up my neck made me turn the other way, only to see Max Gatov staring at me from the other side of the room. Seeing no expression on his face, I wondered what he was thinking, or if perhaps he knew my visitor? That was a chilling thought.


  Ezra lived two blocks from the newspaper, in an older but very elegant apartment building made when wood was still available for building. I loved the way the floor boards creaked in the entryway, even though I could see that they were virtually worn away from years of use. I’m sure the substructure of this building had to be shored up with metal and concrete, though it was pleasant to see that someone cared enough to take those measures. Feeling the wood molding on the doorway—it was still oily from being polished—the pleasant smell remained on my hands like perfume. Thinking of that I smiled to myself, only whores wear perfume anymore.


  On the third floor, I knocked on door number 332. A silver-haired man answered the summons. He stared at his watch, nodding. Apparently, I arrived on time, because he showed no displeasure.


  “In here please, Miss Duchet,” he said, clicking his heels behind him so formally, I mistook him for a butler. On the walls of his living room there were pictures everywhere of military campaigns, plaques indicating awards and decorations the man had won, dozens of smiling and frowning photographs of stern men consummating the ends of battles. Ezra himself was dressed in military pants, which I recognized from the open wars. He’d been at Coitroun and Marchett and the Prussian highlands, places in a school child’s history book. I saw photographs of journalists whose lives were the stuff of my aspirations, though there were no more wars, these campaigns made sure of that. The whole world would keep the peace after the Coitroun blood-bath.


  “Let’s get on with it, Miss Duchet. If you’ll disrobe I’ll begin.”


  “Disrobe?” How abrupt. I was wrong to question him. Seeing the disgust on his face at my hesitation, I nervously began to unbutton my coat, letting it fall to a chair behind me while I went on to complete his order. Pulling my white blouse from my pants, I shivered as Ezra impassively looked on me. While he waited, he leaned against a table, content to stare as each button quit its loop and the two sides of the blouse fell to the side. The garment slipped off me with a shake of my shoulders. Undoing the belt of my pants I lowered the zipper and the soft fabric dropped to my feet. Stockings, bra and pants suffering the same fate. My pile of clothes ended up on the chair behind me, while I stood shivering and naked before this uncommunicative man.


  “A little slow, but you’ll learn,” he commented as he came to me, taking my wrists in his hands and drawing them over my head. He pulled them through tight fitting loops hanging from a beam in the ceiling. With a pulley, he raised me higher still, so I was on tiptoe when he was finished. A million thoughts raced through my mind, from the absurd—as in what could he possibly be doing with me? to the mundane, as in how will I possibly be back at work by one-thirty for my conference with Max? All thinking ceased, however, when the first strike of his lash hit my skin. Then, I was in Rowena’s land, thinking of her alone, allowing the prima donna of masochism to dance inside my brain. I’d been waiting to taste pain like this, rich, full and lingering. Each stroke of the lash against me was laid on separate from the one that went before, giving me ample time to feel the full effect. Across my back, my ass, thighs and calves, and then my belly, breasts and sex in front. Within minutes I was writhing as much as possible within the bonds, encouraging him to strike another blow even though I knew that it would only be more painful than the one before. At intervals, Ezra stopped long enough to fondle my genitals and poke his fingers in both caverns between my legs. Starting again, Ezra’s blows became less painful, more exuberant with the pleasure delivered.


  Picking up the pace of the attack however, the man’s style changed so there was no break between blows. I tried to keep up with the rush created in me, but that became impossible. Rather than moan, I was screaming. And with each bit of anguish, another tear dropped from my eyes and ran down to my chin. Those tears tickled my skin but there was no way to wipe them away. Every once and awhile, I’d look up to see the clock on the wall and another minute tick by, thinking all the while that the timepiece was moving in slow motion, or that real time had stopped, leaving me there forever in this suspended place of agony. When at last the man finished, I hung for a while limp, twitching—the air itself stung my raw skin.


  “I think that’s all I need to make my report to Sergei,” he said watching my prayerful attitude as my eyes begged him to let me go. “I’m afraid it might be painful for you to work the rest of the day. But that is part of the life you want to live. You’d be wise to consider this carefully before you make a final decision.” Ezra lectured me a while longer as he paced about me, looking at the results of his work. I could see my breasts myself. They looked as though they’d been clawed by a cat. Little places where the skin was broken were smeared with blood, drying. I imagined that the rest of my body would bear the same marks, especially my ass where he’d spent the most energy.


  Finally letting me down, my arms felt like dead weights. “I suppose you’ll be expected back at work in fifteen minutes,” he said, rhetorically. “You’d better dress quickly so you won’t be late. Clicking his heels again like the military man he was, he left me, my nakedness, and my marred body to decently restore myself.


  One glance in a mirror on the far wall, I saw quickly that, while the skin on nearly every part of my body was raw from the lashes, there were no other broken places, no blood to clean up. Dabbing a handkerchief in a glass of water, I washed away the smeared blood on my breasts. Seeing that these places would heal, I put on my bra and the remainder of my clothes quickly, wishing that I didn’t have the meeting with Max at one. I’d have never returned to the paper that afternoon, and there were lots of reasonable excuses I could give.


  ***


  Less than an hour after I’d been released from the bondage in Ezra’s house, I was sitting in Max Gatov’s office staring pleasantly at my administrator. By then, every pore in my body burned from the discomfort, though most of my distress was from the agitated sexual energy that I’d had no time to take care of. I had the strangest sensation through the whole meeting that I was sitting naked before the man, sure that he could see my back and breasts with all the fading welts still showing in their criss-crossed patterns.


  “Who gave you the authority on these articles?” Gatov said, throwing a file of my work in front of me. “Devil’s Spice? The Angel Wars? Where’d you get the sources for the illegal trades?”


  “I don’t reveal sources.”


  “To me you will,” he said.


  “You don’t want the articles, I’ll take them to another publisher.”


  “You know that’s impossible,” he said, reminding me of my agreement with the paper.


  “Well, then I’ll bury them in my grandmother’s back yard,” I quipped. I picked up the file with an angry swipe of my hand.


  I could hardly breathe sitting in the close confines of his office. Feeling as if someone or some thing was sucking the air out of the room, I was frantic to get out into the open. My mind was reeling back to Ezra’s house and the feeling that surged between my thighs; though I knew that Gatov wouldn’t take kindly to me spreading my legs and asking him to fuck me. And I was too pissed at him to offer anyway.


  “I want a story on Darthganton’s great grandson, the one who’s just been appointed the bishop of Prague. He’s in town giving interviews. You shouldn’t have any problem getting into one of his press sessions. Just a straight-forward story, simple, no smut.”


   “Sure, whatever you say,” I replied, trying not to sound as angry as I was. I started to rise.


  “In a moment,” he stopped me, motioning me to remain in my chair. “I think you should know, Chloe, the budget for this part of the paper is being cut back, and I’ll be letting people go. Your name is on the list of those that I have to consider.”


  “You’re considering letting me go?” I asked, appalled. Used to getting all the gossip of company affairs, this one took me completely off guard.


  “Nothing’s definite.”


  “So, you’re giving me a prime story with one hand, and then going to rip it from me with the other?”


  “I said, nothing’s definite. Just fair notice.”


  “And how am I suppose to take “fair notice?” I could see I was much too pissed off for his tastes, but then I really didn’t care. The sexual ache turned into a simple ache throughout my body and my life. Down to the very essence of me I ached for something I still did not yet know, but desperately needed.


   “You take this politely, with a civil tongue and a good deal of grace, or you’re writing your own dismissal,” he advised me, adding a degree of firmness to his voice that I couldn’t help but understand. I really was almost on the chopping block. I had the feeling that Max Gatov was enjoyed watching me squirm as I went before the knife. He’d like nothing better than to see me let go, so that he could be claimed the winner in our challenge match.


  “I don’t plan to take anything politely,” I told him. “And not with a civil tongue. And grace? Well, it’s not a word that’s been in my vocabulary. I’ve been at this paper longer than a lot of the women on the floor. I don’t have the university degrees but I have the experience, and I write circles around their wooden prose.”


  “Writing isn’t everything, Chloe,” Gatov returned, his voice that steely calm that I hated so much. “If you listened to yourself, your mad rhetoric, maybe you’d understand why you’re falling off the edge in your life.”


  “Falling off the edge, what a sweet sentiment.” I laughed. “The way I see it, all you want in a news staff are pretty-faced, submissive robots, churning out drivel so the paper never gets in trouble.”


  The comment made him smirk. “Well, you already have the pretty face Chloe Duchet, it’s just the submissive that needs some nurturing,” he replied with a sarcastic twist. The supercilious grin made my blood boil so that I left the office without receiving his formal dismissal. I didn’t care.


  I don’t know why we fought this way from the first moment we were in each other’s presence. Perhaps the age old theory of reincarnation had something to do with it. In another lifetime, perhaps during the last century’s war, we were in a bloody battle on opposing sides, so that in this lifetime we could enjoy our poisonous confrontations.


  Rowena’s Journal was in my hands the minute I arrived home and had the door locked behind me. She was my place of solace, the spirit that understood me. While I lay back on the couch and read her words, I could imagine her sitting on my shoulder, whispering to me of that other life, that life I’d take on as soon as I had the imperious Sergei convinced. I hoped my lunch with Ezra had been enough to convince him.


  11/20 - I never realized how devastating it is to be ignored, if not ignored, at the very least, left alone. Every hour I wish Boheme would come to me, if only to put me through another test, another of his horrifying sessions of pain. I miss the pain, the attention, the affection that comes through and the visions. Even when I masturbate I can’t seem to find that mysterious place that draws out the curious pictures. The pictures are frightening and I worry about them because they seem important. I would have thought that Boheme would have understood that when I spoke with him, but so far he doesn’t seem to realize their possible impact.


  11/21 - Boheme has still not come, and I find that my pen has dried up. I have so little to say.


  11/22 - I wait still.


  11/23 - When I heard him rattling at my door at dawn I woke instantly from the anxious stupor that gripped me all night. I couldn’t sleep soundly, because I’ve slept too much already with too little to do. I knew he was about to approach me, I can see inside his brain and know that. I even dreamt that he came two nights ago, but my being soundly asleep, he’d tiptoed out. I knew if he came in my room again, I wouldn’t be that lax, I’d be sure to hear his entry.


  “Rowena, how are your rings?” he asked, as he pulled me from bed.


  Seeking the answer himself, he began playing with my labia, tugging at the pieces there to see if I’d wince and how much. There were pained expressions on my face, little jolts because all the places are still sore, but not too sore to manipulate. I’d masturbated plenty of times.


  “They hurt but in a pleasant way,” I replied.


  “Then perhaps you’d like to join me for the day?” he said. “I have guests for tea, ones that you can serve who will appreciate your adornment.”


  The thought of leaving my chamber thrilled me. To spend sometime downstairs, where Boheme lived the rest of his life, excited me so much I must have looked like a silly youth as I watched him go to the, as yet unopened, closet and withdraw a dress for me to wear. At least it was somewhat fashioned like a dress, though it was clearly designed for a sex slave. Drawing the filmy fabric over my head, the silk dropped around me, the feeling of it strange.


  The green gauzy garment was quite complimentary to the green ivy on my skin beneath it. Tying a sash about my waist, Boheme adjusted the material in front where there was a slit from the floor to my waist. Drawing the two sides away my jewelry became the focus of any man or woman’s eye. Diamonds and gold highlighted the wet dew collected there so I had the vision of it gleaming in the lights of Boheme’s parlor, even though I’d never seen that place before. I was to remain barefoot, a slave insignia. Taking the time to paint my toenails a green to match the dress, my master found my attire complete. Affectionately, he fluffed the blonde curls around my face until they were as he wished.


  Before we descended, however, a collar was placed about my neck, a gold one. The tall encumbrance fit snugly, though not enough for me to worry about. Led downstairs with a chain fastened to that collar, I stayed two steps back from my master and entered his drawing room. It couldn’t have been later than nine a.m., and yet it was already filled with guests.


  “Ah, what a lovely one,” I heard one woman exclaim.


  “You want her Dolly?” Boheme asked.


  “Of course. I want to feel these toys of hers. New, aren’t they?”


  The woman wasn’t hesitant at all, coming right up to me with her polished fingernails, discovering every treasure my master had placed on me. She gave each sensitive place a sharp tug and I tried not to gasp, knowing that would displease my master. And yet, he didn’t seem at all distressed with me when I let loose with a terrific cry, as the woman’s nails jabbed at my clitoris.


  “She’ll pleasure you,” Boheme suggested.


  “Would she now?” She looked me straight in the eye. Woman to woman, I could tell she was thinking devious things, ways she’d like to use me. I know she was trying to decide just how much she could get away with having my master so close by. “Would you mind if I slapped her here?” she asked, patting my sore crotch with the palm of her hand.


  “That would be painful, but she’d withstand it,” he answered. He glanced at me as if to say that I could take what this woman dished out. He expected that of me, and knew I wouldn’t fail him.


  “So, should I punish her here, or in private?” she wondered aloud.


  “I say here,” another voice entered the conversation.


  And so it was agreed.


  While I was laid back on a divan feeling the lovely cushion behind me, Dolly knelt at my side and parted my thighs wide.


  “You will keep them open, dear,” she advised me. “I’m just the sort to resent any disobedience. I know how much you’ll want to close these to protect your pretty pussy, but it won’t be nearly as much fun for either one of us if you do.” Her sugary voice was enough to make me want to wretch. I’m sure that any day I’d prefer the attention of a man to the dominant attentions of a woman. There was a vicious streak in this one, and looking up at her I was sure I’d get a thorough taste of it. Having no intention of crossing her, I kept my thighs wide apart, even as they dearly wanted to draw together in anticipation of the first smack. With saucy eyes full of glee and a dark heart in charge, she drew back her hand and then spanked it against my pubis with an angry slap.


  “Ah, no!” I moaned.


  She struck me again, and then another time. Instinctively my thighs were about to draw shut. Instead however, two woman on either side of me took my ankles in their hands and held them down, as surely as if there were cuffs on them. I could feel their longs nails digging into my skin.


  While these women secured me, Dolly slapped my pubis more, and then at least a dozen times in an angry blast as if she had some ancient vendetta to avenge.


   “Hand me a leather,” she said. Reaching up, she waited for a suitable implement to appear. The first that crossed her palm was a strap with four cut fingers at the end. In order for her to wield it properly she came around to the end of the divan and struck me squarely down the center hitting the tender sensitive skin about my rings. Each strike against the diamonds made it feel as if they would cut right through my flesh.


  I cried with each blow, trying to engage some compassion from her, even though I was careful not to be too belligerent with my pleas, should I upset Boheme. Still, some strikes were so hard, that I angrily struggled against the women that held me, and those who had taken up positions at my head to hold my unruly hands. How I wished I could cover that tender spot. All the while I looked at Dolly’s face, knowing that half her satisfaction was seeing the misery in mine.


  After a time, the woman’s eyes changed. Whatever thrill she had from me was gone, and she looked oddly bored by the activity. “There,” she said at last. “That should be enough to keep you happy.” Rising, she was off to some other diversion. I was no longer her concern. One of the four women who had acted as my shackles, having more compassion than the tormenting woman, moved between my legs taking her place. Though instead of causing more abuse to my genitals, she bent down and laid her mouth on my clitoris to soothe it. With the sensuous tongue bath proceeding, first from that kind woman and then two others, I orgasmed. My scream was nearly as contorted and wild as the scream in response to Dolly’s brutal attack.


  When my climax finished, I was forced to rise. And for the remainder of the day, I was at the beck and call of twenty women. None played with me the way these first had. Most took little notice of me as I served everything from tea to ale, to brandy and Indian Firewater that three daintily decked out ladies drank in stiff shots as though they were in competition. By the end of the afternoon I was weary and the party’s festive atmosphere was dwindling away with the receding light. When Boheme came to me, whispering in my ear to see him in his offices, my heart was gladdened, just because I assumed that I would be able to rest.


  Never having been in my master’s private rooms, I was dismayed to see what greeted me; for while the first was little more than a sitting room, a peek into the more inner sanctum revealed a torture chamber far more chilling than my room. Two racks were the focal point, and I shuddered knowing that eventually I’d be spread out on one of these. However, I had little time to peruse the other features of this chamber. With Boheme having entered the room, I turned my attention to him waiting to comply with his next demand. And yet, all he required of me was to sit near him in the sitting room.


  “Your progress pleases me,” he said right off. “I should think you’ll be ready for more extreme measures soon.”


  “More extreme?” I couldn’t help myself from questioning him aloud.


  He didn’t reply to my question, but went on as he desired. “I’ve been pleased to see that you take punishment well. Strange how some women like yourself find such solace in the abuse of the flesh. I’ve often wondered if it has something to do with the guilt of your body’s power.


  I shook my head unable to answer his philosophical question. The mystery defied me too.


  “So you say that the sex gives you visions?” He asked the question that for days my ears had been burning to hear. Suddenly spoken, I was surprised to hear him speak to me not as his slave, but as an equal.


  “Yes, yes I do.” The recollection of those strange occurrences shot through me, beginning an ache deep in my groin, which seemed to be associated with the memory.


  “So tell me of them,” my master asked.


  “You’ll probably think I’m going insane, I’m worrying about that myself—and not because I don’t want this arrangement with you. But what happens in my mind defies all understanding. The first time the pictures appeared, I saw Darthganton dead. And then, the day I was pierced I saw visions of the streets in anarchy. There was a new preacher, a blind man with a staff who seemed to be able to calm the rocky waters.”


  I shivered feeling the power of the words I spoke as if I was writing the future. And to my amazement and relief Boheme seemed as taken with my curious musings as I was, for I saw him shiver noticeably.


  “You believe these things are about to happen?” he asked.


  “I have no idea, except that if I were to bet on the outcome, I would bet my life on my visions coming true.” Saying that there was such power in my voice it startled me.


  “I can see you would,” he said as he appraised the intensity of my feeling. Drawing into himself, he appeared to be contemplating the pictures I’d spoken of.


  The remainder of the evening was as strange as the rest of this strange day. We talked for nearly two hours, Boheme extracting from me the intellect that I’d swallowed up in favor of a sexual life. He asked me what I write about, why I need the journal. And I answered every question with the honesty he expected. Further questions were about my life, why I’d allowed the slavery to overtake me, “when it’s obvious to me that you’re no mere piece of flesh, but a woman of intelligence and substance.” He told me that from the first time he’d laid eyes on me, he sensed I was different, “Frankly, I’m not used to procuring slaves in storefronts. I was only there by accident, and when I saw you, your eyes bore a quality that struck my imagination…”


  He wanted to know many things about me. While I didn’t tell him of my parentage, I explained my past to him, how I happened to be pushed into the trades by Ryne, and how that first dominant man who had taken me while under Charlie’s mastery had given me a clue to the existence of my visions.


  I thought we might have talked all night long. His presence was comforting; and to have the opportunity to give my thoughts voice, for the first time in so long, my animated story was happily embellished. When it was time to retire, he took my hand, lifted me to my feet, and insisted that I stare into his eyes. “We’ll see what visions there are to come, Rowena. I have a feeling there are more.”


  I know there are more, the very idea of them sends such a sharp jolt through me, I’m sure that there are pictures just waiting to be seen and voiced, though I still do not understand why I have them, for what purpose I’ve been blessed or plagued.




  Chapter Four


  Sergei and I met again in the same bar, at the same table as that first meeting. He’d called me on the telly at work when I was in the middle of finishing a story. The intrusion into my day took me off guard initially; but after I realized what it meant, what another meeting with Sergei said about my mission, I could hardly work for the anxiety his curt words spawned. “I’ve made my decision,” he’d said. “I’ll be at the bar in the village.”


  I found him in the beer hall, and repeated a scene much like the one several weeks before: me standing before him, waiting for him to either dismiss me, or invite me to sit. This time, he was alone. Pulling out the chair next to him, I had my answer.


  “If you’re still willing,” he started, “I’ll have the contracts drawn. That in itself will cost you one month’s work. When they’re ready, the terms will be read in the presence of a magistrate and witnesses so it’s clear that you make this choice of your free will. You know that you give up some basic rights?”


  “I understand that.”


  His eyes narrowed as if he didn’t believe I truly understood, but he went on. “What are the terms you want?”


  “Terms?”


  “How long?”


  “I’d decided on two years.”


  He nodded. “And you said you prefer integrating this livelihood with your present life?”


  “I’d prefer that, yes.”


  “I should warn you that is difficult to do. I make demands. If you cannot meet them, then that’s a violation of the contract and I’m not obligated to pay you. I assume that the monetary benefits are important to you?”


  I hadn’t really thought much about the money, even though I knew it was generous. But answering him, I naturally agreed.


  “In order to be paid, the contract requires your absolute compliance with me in all matters. Understand that, because I don’t want to have you barking at me otherwise a few months from now.”


  “I can’t see that I will.”


  He chuckled under his breath. “Yeah, you all do before long.” His cynical amusement turned into a snicker. “One thing you’ll come to understand, Duchet, the contracts are set up for the benefit of the master, not the slave. Any violations on your part will not be missed.”


  I nodded, expecting nothing less. Why this grim conversation filled me with such overwhelming desire, I couldn’t understand, but I could think of nothing other than placing a good part of my life in this man’s hands and walking the same path Rowena walked. There was no way I’d turn back, no matter how he tried to dissuade me. I sensed that Sergei felt that resolve.


  “And what about the pay?” I asked.


  “You’ll receive in total 100,000 culiars. 1,000 a month as a stipend, the balance at the end of the contract, provided you’ve fulfilled all the agreements. If there are some provisions or violations, they’ll need to be redeemed by more service until the entire debt to the contract is paid. Contracts are never shorted by either master or slave. For the kind of arrangement you’re speaking of I’ll require a minimum of twenty hours of your service per week. You can’t plan on that in any particular form. You’ll most likely work in the bordello, but I haven’t yet decided. There will be times when the entire twenty hours will be served at one stretch, other weeks it will be served sporadically. Actually, I rarely take submissives in this kind of arrangement any more. I’d prefer them full time, but …”


  He didn’t finish his sentence, telling me why he’d go outside his rules to make this contract with me. Interrupted by a man anxious to speak with him, I was dismissed, Sergei telling me that he’d schedule the hearing for one week later to the day, a Wednesday at noon. A card with the court’s address was pressed into my hand. “And one more thing,” he said as I started to leave. “You’ll need two days free if you sign the documents. Arrange that with your employer.”


  I nodded and left the bar.


  ***


  For three days after the meeting with Sergei, I dove into my work at the paper thinking I needed to do that in order to keep my decision firm. Afraid that my overactive mind would try talking me out of the contract, it was best not to let my thoughts become cannon fodder for legions of self-doubt to massacre. Besides, my body had all the answers. My flesh needed this, my spirit required it.


  The only voice I wanted to listen to was Rowena’s. Hearing her devilish laughter, the way she mocked the world with her stories, I knew she was drawing me into her from her grave. Whatever path it took to reach the sexual/psychic places she’d traversed, I would follow. I never expected to feel the visions that she reported. Mostly, I just wanted to feel the peace in the dark realms of my sexuality where I never had any fulfillment. I expected this long slow love affair with that element of me would resound forever through the rest of my days.


  The paper was great solace that week. News in the outside world was frenetic, sending all the reporters chasing. Writing assignments like mine were put aside in favor of getting my editing done. That was good, since it was such mindless work. I hadn’t had a run-in with Gatov in days and I was grateful for that. Though when he finally caught up with me, his message to me was unexpected.


  “I’m not happy about the circumstances, Chloe Duchet, but it appears you have a champion in the higher echelons that’s overruled the reassignment I planned for you.”


  “Reassignment?” I asked. “I thought you were going to fire me?”


  “No, actually I pegged you for a position in processing.”


  “What? I have been out of that department for two years.”


  “Well then, you can be glad you’re not going back.”


  “You really hate me, don’t you?” I said seeing the disappointment on his face.


  “No, Duchet, I just like annoying you.”


  I thought he was serious and then he smiled, although it was not a kind smile.


  “I planned to have you supervise the night crew.”


  “Good god!” I scowled.


  “A lateral move,” he reminded me. “Though it’s been blocked.”


  “Good, that’s really good. Because I would have quit,” I said, still bewildered by the whole scene. Stomping out the door, I was left to wonder what I’d really done to piss off Max Gatov so much, and who it was that protected me from going back to the past. Supervisor or not, I would have quit, and he understood that.


  Tuesday before the contract meeting, I had another date with Rowena. How she seemed to smile at my nervous predicament. I thought of her having been swept off the street with little choice of her fate, while my choice was so deliberate. She was mocking me I’m sure, her goading ways prodding me for the moments when I was about to falter. Her journal had become such a gift. When I first stole it I’d planned to take it back to Gatov, the antiquities merchant, but there was no way. It bore my fingerprints on the cover, and there were a dozen places where I’d had to tape the pages back together, practically rendering it worthless as a salable antique.


  I planned to fall asleep reading her words, and I did.


  11/30 - All these days since my conversation with Boheme have been so crazy. I hate that because I haven’t be able to write, though I think there is some method in my master’s omnipotence over me. For long hours I find myself naked, tied to chairs in the downstairs room, made to look like an ornament rather than a woman. My mind reels, thoughts come and go, though it isn’t visions coming to me, just useless thinking. The worst was yesterday when I wore rods in all three sexual orifices and was tethered to the wall of Boheme’s office. He came and went around me as if I were nothing more than a painting on the wall, or at best a lifeless statue. When I’m not bound for his pleasure in the downstairs, he keeps me tied to the whipping post in my darkened room. There the emptiness of my existence is so extreme, I think some moments that I’ll lose my sanity. Though when this madness becomes the most acute, I suddenly feel his hands on me, an orgasmic wave whipping through me like a cold March wind.


  Only once in this time has he taken any pleasure for himself. I was lying on my bed after long, aching hours in bondage. Kneeling over me, his erection was placed at my lips and I took that rod deep until I choked from the sperm that filled my mouth. I’m aware, with a jealous streak of desperation, that my master pleasures himself with a half dozen nymphs that run about his house. At his beck and call, these luscious young examples of nubile grace, bathe him, massage him and make love to him, even when he’s at work.


  The night Boheme used my mouth, I was able to speak briefly after he’d finished. “Have your other slaves been through the trials I go though?”


  “No, just you,” he replied.


  I could have questioned him more, but he was annoyed with that first question, so I didn’t speak again, and watched him walk out the door.


  Most of these nights my hands have been tied to the bedrails so even if I had the desire to write, I wouldn’t be able to. After having had such an opening conversation with Boheme, it hurts me to find him so unwilling to do anything except reduce me to this servile state—the purpose of which remains a mystery. Every day that passes, I begin to think more and more that his vile and inhuman streak is paramount in his essence; and that the intimate evening we shared was just an interesting curiosity for a man who wants only mind candy and confections for his flesh.


  12/2 - I’m recuperating. The bed feels like down from a hundred young geese and wild birds. I rock on its surface to soothe myself, letting my mind float free. It’s been this way for nearly twelve hours since Boheme brought me back upstairs.


  Yesterday, when I was sure I would be treated to the same deleterious state I’d known for days, I was instead taken to the rack I’d seen in the sideroom off his private salon. There were no fresh faced women cavorting around him to make me jealous, it was just Boheme and me.


  Climbing on the apparatus, I lay on my back. A narrow bed was all that was available to support my spine, though it had been cushioned enough so it wasn’t initially uncomfortable. I could feel the desire in my belly and loins as he spread my legs out wide exposing the center of myself. My hips, half off the end, seemed suspended like a ball floating in the air. My pubis throbbed awaiting the torture that would follow. My arms, like my legs were strung out on either side of me, following the rails of the rack. Tied down, I was at my master’s mercy. My high-collared neck seemed stretched beyond its limits, but protected from the major assault that would begin. Boheme was very careful with the bondage.


  Beginning with clamps, he placed ones on my nipples, others were attached to the baby soft tissue about my breasts. More still were affixed to my labia. The inner labia rings were pulled tight and anchored down so that with any movement at all I’d feel a firm tug.


  “You’re wet,” Boheme noticed with fingers prodding my vagina. I think he realized that I was a mere caress away from a climax because he withdrew them abruptly. If I could have reached with my cunt to feel any stimulation at all, the edge would have spilled like water spilling over my thirsty lips. Denied, I waited for more, my body impatient for I could feel that strange state beginning to shape my mind’s thoughts.


  The effect of the clamps became more apparent the longer they pinched my skin. Dull aches turned into pain, and that pain moved in rivulets, through nerve ends, feeling as if it was burning me and I could stand no more. When a clamp was withdrawn, I screamed. The blood flowing back to that famished flesh burst with pain, which brought a shock to my system. I was in tears.


  “You want more, don’t you?” he said, whispering to me with such affection, the tears turned sweet.


  Another clamp on my thighs, I was sure I couldn’t tolerate it. Jerking, I was instantly reminded of my pulled labia, the rings feeling as though they might tear through the skin. I couldn’t move without another new pain racing towards my brain as more clamps were placed about my breasts and belly then attached to wires that strung me up like a vine against a trellis. I’m sure the ivy that adorned my body looked as if it were being jerked about by a rude wind.


  When I opened my eyes again, there was my master with a long tapered candle poised above me. I shrieked expecting an excruciating burn, though my fears were not founded in truth. The hot wax, like all the other torments was just a new aphrodisiac. Dripping candle wax down my chest, Boheme’s face gleamed in the eerie glow of that flame as if he was a sorcerer, not a man at all.


  There was such desire to squirm within the bonds, though I knew any movement would only bring a fresh burst of sensation. That desire became so great, the tears that flowed were a plea for more from my torturer. I quivered in anticipation of each burn of paraffin dropped on my skin, the torture not in the pain but in the waiting. With the fingers of his free hand, Boheme carefully fondled the damp folds between my legs, reminding me of the end that would result. Yet once again, when I was about to climax, he withdrew the stimulation.


  This time, however, with his withdrawal the climax didn’t stop. The orgasm trickled through me, a lovely moment before the aches and spasms returned. It was only a prelude. In some regards that orgasm didn’t go away but remained with me, heightening my body’s sensitivity to the implements of torture. My mind swam, reaching an altered state. Visions began, a stream of them in an unending dance. I heard words from statesmen not yet born. I saw the remnants of bloody battles, names like Rigor, Epsentium, and Ruel appearing as my inner self wondered who these people were? Had they even been born?


  When I wasn’t seeing savagery, that pain and pleasure, hand in hand, took me on a journey through the most brilliant garden of a country cottage where the smell of roses and the morning mist were wafting toward my nostrils.


  And then all at once, like wiping the slate of myself clean, like a chalkboard being washed with cool clear water, everything ceased.


  I thought perhaps I’d died. And yet, I wasn’t floating to heaven. I wasn’t even outside my body. Instead, I felt myself in my normal human form. And when I opened my eyes, with my reason returning to reality, I found that all the clamps and wires and candle wax had disappeared. There was just Boheme staring down into my eyes.


  “You were breathtaking to watch,” he told me. “You writhe inside yourself, scream so beautifully, I could watch you like that forever, my love.”


  Such tenderness!


  I beheld his face thinking that he must have seen God through me, his expression was so glorious.


  And for me, such peace. Aware of my body, I still felt the throbs, the pulled, clamped and pinched places, which were no longer pulled, clamped and pinched. The memory of them lingered so sweetly, I was anxious to touch myself.


  “What visions did you see?” my master asked me.


  “I recounted the names, those I recognized and those I didn’t. I made a clean sweep of all the activity of my inner brain, telling him about the chaos, how Prussia will die again, how the French and the Czechs and the Slavs will combine their governments into one.”


  He looked at me astounded, and then almost amused at how absurd the thoughts were. Removing all my bonds, he lifted me from the rack, and brought me upstairs. He laid with me, I think his amusement still quite apparent on his lips, though he said nothing of it. Instead, he became a lover to me with his hands combing my flesh with a lover’s zeal. Though there was not a place on my body that did not ache, I answered his eagerness with my own heated reply. As if my atoms merged with his atoms we drifted in and out of a conscious and a sexual state for some time, until at last he’d been satisfied, and we both slipped off to sleep.


  Though it was hours ago now, I can still feel his hands and smell the perfume of his sweat. My flesh still throbs everywhere, and in my thoughts, the absurd pictures of a general mutiny reign like some crazy circus.




  Chapter Five


  The sky a muddy gray, the morning fog having just lifted, I was disappointed that this day, of all days, didn’t appear more friendly. After all, I was taking an enormous leap in my life, and I would have liked it to greet me with a few encouraging signs. The weather was not one.


  A sign I did pay attention to was the lightness of my step, product of my breezy mood. I awakened happy and relieved that this day I’d be signing the papers to begin my sexual life. At the steps of the courthouse, I looked up to see not just the muddy sky, but a falcon streaming across the gray. That was my second sign, seeing that strange bird in a place so far removed from its habitat. Was that falcon me? I wondered smiling. Like the falcon, I was outside my normal habitat and the feeling refreshed me. No, I didn’t really need the weather and signs to signal the rightness of this decision, all I needed was the inner conviction, the knowledge that after years of pondering my true identity, I was now acting on it.


  Inside the tired structure there were endless halls to walk down until I found Cubicle A-32. The room was at the end of the hall at the very back of the building, smelling of must as if it was not used often. I hoped someone would open the window, but since all I saw were grim faces when I gazed inside, I didn’t think it proper to ask. I wondered why so grim, when I was elated by what would take place that morning.


  “Chloe Armenia Duchet?”


  There was a magistrate behind a desk looking at me over the top of his glasses. His black suit was smudged with something white on the cuffs, probably the remnants of his morning pastry. Seeing the heavy gavel beside him I sobered a little.


  “Yes, sir?” I said rising from my seat.


  “You’re here to sign a sexual contract?”


  “Yes sir.”


  “The laws require that the contract be read in full before you sign anything. You’ve been appointed counsel to advise you of any matters that are unclear to you. Is that understood.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  I gazed briefly around the room: at Sergei who sat silently at a table by the left wall; at his counsel, another grim faced man; and at my own counselor, a woman with auburn hair swept back off her face in a poufy pompadour, and eyes that bugged out so much I had the image of them popping from their sockets. Her dress was gray, austere like the sky that morning, the only sign of life her red red lips, thick ones, which would be fascinating to watch should they speak. She nodded to me in an official way and I nodded back.


  The magistrate cleared his throat. “In the matter of Chloe Duchet, we read this document as full disclosure of the agreement made between said Duchet and Sergei Romanov, as member of the Bach Consortium.”


  I raised my hand and the magistrate stopped, looking at me annoyed.


  “May I consult?” I asked timidly.


  “That’s the point.” He nodded toward my counselor.


  I whispered to the woman next to me my question. She whispered back though not so quietly that a tuned in ear wouldn’t hear.


  “The Bach Consortium is an organization of contract holders that will oversee this agreement. They would rule in any conflict, though that’s rarely allowed. Mostly they exist to give more power to the masters.”


  I nodded. The magistrate, satisfied that I had my question answered, started again.


  “It’s being agreed that you, Chloe Duchet, will give up to Sergei Romanov your rights to your sexual body for the period of two years, commencing on this day, 10/10/23. Passing the rights on to this man you enter into a master/slave relationship governed by the following rules:


  “One,” he cleared his throat again, and then paused to light a smoke. Not until he’d puffed twice on the thin black stick did he continue. “You freely give yourself for sexual purposes to this master for a maximum of thirty hours per week.”


  “Wait,” I raised my hand again. “I agreed on twenty.”


  “The document states thirty,” the magistrate nodded toward the woman at my side.


  I turned to my counsel. “It’s customary to give the maximum allowed, not minimums. Chances are it’ll average about twenty-two to twenty-five. But the masters all want the leeway to go over the allotted times, so they are not in violation of the terms.”


  “But that is not what I asked for.”


  “You won’t get it any other way,” she told me with a heavy sigh.


  “All right.” I addressed my response to the entire room, and the magistrate started again.


  “Is that agreed on, thirty hours maximum?”


  “Yes.”


  “For those hours, the contract holder will give you ample notice of his demand for your time, so you can arrange your priorities accordingly.


  “Two, you will willingly in all situations submit to the sexual demands of the master and his agents or mounts. Activities allowed can include penetration of the mouth, vagina and anus by objects of the flesh, that is male penises, or by commonly used implements designed for such penetrations. Foreign objects not designed for such purposes will only be used if a separate agreement is reached between contract holder and slave. In addition, the subject of this contract agrees to submit to all other bodily sexual acts to include bondage, discipline for instruction, pleasure and punishment, water baths, enemas, multiple sexual partners and penetrations at one time. Methods of discipline authorized by this contract include the application of clamps and pincers, spanking, flogging, whipping on the flesh of the buttocks, thighs, back, breasts, belly and pubis. Implements authorized by this contract are leather goods specifically designed for punishment, bamboo and flexible canes, and wooden paddles. Discipline is to be administered in such a way as to not permanently mar the skin. Deep welts and cuts are forbidden.”


  The magistrate cleared his throat, looked up at me, and then began again. “Three, alterations of flesh may include tattoos to cover no more than ten percent of the skin, applied to body parts at the discretion of the contract holder, though not to in anyway cover the face, unless a separate agreement is reached between the master and slave. Further alterations may include the piercing of nipples, navel, ears, nose and genitalia. No marks, cuts or other alterations may be made to the slave’s flesh.


  “Four, administered under the supervision of this court, a metal rod with the insignia of the contract holder, heated at an open flame until it burns red, will be pressed to the skin of the slave’s upper left buttock for the purposes of leaving a permanent indication of slave status. No other branding will be allowed, except by a separate agreement between master and slave.”


  My loins quivered at these words, as though the steel rod was waiting for me that instant. Sergei had said I’d be branded, though I hadn’t realized that he meant that literally. I closed my eyes for an instant imagining the act with a hunger burning a hot place in my belly.


  “Five.”  I was awakened from the momentary stupor by the sound of the man’s voice as he continued. “It’s agreed that all commonly outlawed sex acts will not be required of said slave, and would put the contract holder in violation of the agreement.


  “Six, once this contract has been fully executed, said slave gives up all rights to initiate any other casual or contractual agreement that might conflict with this contract, i.e. commencing a sexual/physical relationship with another man or woman.


  “Seven, in return for said slave’s services, said slave will receive 100,000 culiars, 1000 paid monthly, the remaining amount in one lump sum at the end of the term.


  “And eight, should said contract holder determine that this slave is no longer of use to him, he is authorized to sell the contract to another party, as long as it means no less than a ten percent increase in the value of the contract for the slave. Should the contract holder be unable to sell this contract with the agreed terms, and still wishes to terminate the slave’s services to him, he may release the slave of their obligations and pay the contract in full.”


  Each paragraph of the contract had the power with just its words to enslave me more as I let each phrase work on my brain and my body to take me into that desired place.


  “Finally,” the magistrate continued, “any abandonment of the slave, or abuse may be brought before the authorized relations council for your sector to adjudicate, however it is to be understood by the slave…” At this point the magistrate took off his glasses, sat back in his seat and fixed one eye on me as if it would bore right through me. Rather than reading from the document before him, he spoke far more personally than was warranted. “You understand, Ms. Duchet, that in signing this document, you sign away many of your God-given and legal rights to do with your life and your body as you please. You place yourself outside the obligations and benefits of state law. This court cannot convene for you, argue on your behalf, or have any jurisdiction over any complaint or violation you might suffer. Save any act that directly threatens your life, you are at the whim and mercy of your master and the relations council.”


  Stern stuff he spoke of and yet I knew I’d ignore his admonition. My heart was beating rapidly, feeling as if it was actually caught in my throat. I coughed, and turned to my counsel. She looked at me with the same severe and judgmental eye as the magistrate, although she knew full well that I wouldn’t change my mind. I turned my gaze back to the man before me.


  “I do not advise any man or woman to take up this life, even though it has been sanctioned by our society as a means of meeting a need in the population. These contracts are pieces of paper,” he picked mine up and waved it towards me. “Signed or not, they do not in any way acknowledge the potential demeaning effect that this life may have on you and your future. You are young, Ms. Duchet.” He put the paper down and looked for something specific written there. “Just twenty-two?”


  I nodded.


  “The brand itself that will be applied to your body will for the rest of your life signify to future partnerships outside the trades that you have participated in such a contract, and that your body has been goods for sale and squander, that you will have, no doubt, been the sex partner of many men. Some would say that it indicates how little regard you have for yourself. It is not my place to discourage you from this choice, in fact, I go outside the bounds of my position to have this lecture.” He looked over at Sergei who sat impassively watching the proceedings, looking as if he couldn’t care less about the outcome. “But, I cannot in good conscience let you make this choice without stating my abhorrence of this way of life.”


  He stopped speaking, letting the last of his words linger in the air like the putrid smoke that burned from the tobacco in his hand. There was utter quiet in the room. My mind was spinning, not because of his warning, but because I was so filled with expectation and desire. He was a fool to try talking me out of the decision, but I could see why, in a fatherly sort of way, he’d made a bid for my not taking up the pen.


  “Is it your decision to sign this document?” he asked at last.


  “Yes, it is, sir,” I replied, just a half smile on my face to indicate that I appreciated his attempt to sway me. Still, there was a haughtiness in my voice that mocked him as well.


  Counsel leaned in to me. “You’re sure of this?”


  “Yes.” I looked at her without a single degree of wavering. She sat back impassively and crossed her arms in front of her. “Is there some reason I should not?” I whispered.


  “You don’t want to be discouraged, do you?” she asked.


  “No. But if there is something in this contract that is suspect, it’s your job to tell me.”


  “There is nothing out of the ordinary, if that’s what you’re asking. As far as I can see there are no loopholes that jeopardize you in any untoward manner. Regardless, however, you’re playing with fire.”


  I wanted fire. I wasn’t scared of that. Turning back to the magistrate, I repeated my intentions. “I’ll sign it now, if that’s what’s required.”


  The man nodded to a clerk at the door, who removed the document from the magistrate’s table and laid it on the desk in front of me. With my counsel and the witnesses looking on I signed on every page, initialed each item, and gave my thumb print at the end to make the document fully legal. The clerk, taking the papers to the other side of the room where Sergei sat, had my master do the same.


  When the signing was complete, the papers were returned to the magistrate’s desk, and then witnessed by the pair who had watched the ceremony so closely.


  “It will be understood, Ms. Duchet, that while the spirit of the document begins this hour, this contract is not fully enforce for two weeks. The waiting period is available for you to reconsider your decision. During that time you will live under the terms of the contract following all it dictates at your master’s discretion. You will not be branded, however, until that last signature is made after this period is over. Please understand, that you are until then, protected by this court and have the opportunity to take full advantage of your option to rescind your signature. Is that clear?”


  “Yes, sir, it is.” Then, as if the man was tired of the proceedings and defeated, he stood. “Please rise,” he told me; and I did with my counselor standing with me.


  “The manacles please,” the magistrate ordered from the clerk.


  In the first of many surprises that would begin from that day, the court clerk approached me with chains that were wrapped around my waist, cuffs attached to my hands and affixed to the heavy chain that rested at my belly. A second set of cuffs and chains bound my ankles together so at best I could only walk in short steps.


  The satisfaction of this act moved like an orgasm through me; though I admit my fear was as intense as it had been for days with the reality of my decision suddenly clear to me. At the same time, I was exhilarated, imagining the raw acts of debauchery that I’d have the pleasure to know.




  Chapter Six


  The alarm by my bed rang for minutes, not seconds before I slammed my hand against the vibrating appliance, squashing the button into its back, so the sound buzzer ceased to plague the air with its crazed roar. Six-thirty, I saw through one opened sleepy eye. I could call in sick was my first thought, the theme song of all the other excuses for not going to work that traipsed through my brain. Then, of course, it was meeting morning. I don’t show up, Max Gatov would have more ammunition to dismiss me. I ached everywhere, having crashed into bed just four hours before after spending nearly forty-eight at the ruthless hands of my master, Sergei. My initiation. I couldn’t think about that time now, at least not consciously, except that I was sure that the events since the contract signing would appear in my thoughts without effort every waking hour of the day.


  Viewing myself in the bathroom mirror, I noticed all the marks that I’d missed the night before when I returned to my apartment too exhausted to pay much attention. Thin lines appeared on my breasts, looking like cat scratches. More on my belly and those on my thighs required the caressing of my hands to experience how they felt. The thin baton that left these reminders appeared in my mind, along with the swift arm that reared back with it in hand and came crashing down to deliver the punishment. Wincing at the memory, it still brought a steamy satisfaction between my legs. Moving my hand between my thighs, I discovered a pool of wet heat there. I drew my labia apart, looking at the pink without, the purple within, and the welt the small cane left just to the right of my clitoris. I could still hear the scream in my head and feel the pulsing throb that didn’t stop for nearly an hour. Though seeing that welt looking more civilized in daylight, it still had the power to create a delicious sensation of submission.


  The skin there was sore and swollen, but not enough that I couldn’t play with myself, not enough that I couldn’t find a spot to soothe the engorged flesh and produced a profound orgasm. Just to take the edge off, I told myself. I imagined masturbating all day because thoughts of my first hours of slavery would never be far from my mind.


  After cumming, I thought to turn around and see what remnants remained on my back side. There the reality set in anew. My bottom was a mass of thin red lines and roughed up skin and bruises. The effect took me off guard, not so subtle as my front side. I remembered being lashed on my ass. I remember the cane and how I howled, and how my ass had been worked hard with dildos, not cocks. I don’t remember everything, but I know that I’d withstood a good deal of pain, and like Rowena relished it. When I wasn’t being whipped I’d been bound by ropes and there were still some small indication of those ridges on my ankles and wrists—but they’d almost faded away.


  On the way to work, I looked out of the train car at the whirring landscape, remembering how the two days and two nights had whirred by in a blur. There must have been something in the drugs Sergei gave me that made me woozy the whole time, but I still felt fully functional, fully able to appreciate the things I endured. Chained and tethered, I’d been taken from the courtroom into a holding cell where the bonds were unlocked just so my clothes could be removed. With the chains replaced, I recalled most how cold that cold steel felt against my skin. To protect me from the cold, a cape was zipped around me like a shroud from my manacled ankles to my shoulders. Once I was in the transferring wagon however, the cape was removed and my naked ass was on the cold steel seat. A strap pulled around me was buckled so in the event the vehicle lurched I wouldn’t be thrown off the slippery seat.


  I had expected Sergei to take personal possession of me, and was surprised by this unexpected turn. It wasn’t until later that I learned that contract holders were required to first receive their slaves in their residences, one of many meaningless regulations aimed primarily at making sure that the trades remained out of public sight. The wagon drove me directly into a basement level garage at Sergei’s property. Helped from the vehicle, I was escorted up a long flight of stairs, and then another, to a lonely room where I waited.


  Arriving at work I had to put thoughts of the last two days aside. There was a moment when I wondered what point it was to maintain my regular job when the 1000 a month, twice my pay from the newspaper, was more than enough to sustain my life comfortably. Something in me was not as dedicated as Rowena. I held on to the belief that while I would dally in the things of the flesh, I still needed the stimulation of friends and work. If I were to live only for my flesh, I was afraid for myself and my sanity, no different than my heroine feared for hers.


  As I waited for the elevator, I sensed there was a smile on my face and a blush on my cheek. There was some kind of triumph knowing what marks my body bore. They were now covered with clothes, but if my peers could see them, what would they think? They would never have believed the woman I really was.


  Up the elevator, to the left, I was surprised to see that the meeting had already started.


  “Duchet, you’re joining us?” I heard Gatov’s sarcasm, as I slipped quietly into my seat.


  “Did the time change?” I asked.


  “Announced yesterday.”


  Good, I was covered. “Maybe someone should have tellied the change to me,” I replied.


  “That would have been a good idea,” Gatov said. He went on with the meeting while I, bruised, marked and aching from the soreness let the feel of my slave’s body settle with me. This I could tolerate, I was certain.


  “Chloe, Chloe. Duchet.” Someone shook my arm and poked my side, their sharp voice penetrating through my nap. I looked up to see Gatov. “I know I’m not a scintillating speaker, but certainly you could do better than that. I hope this isn’t a hangover from spirits.”


  “No, no, I think I might be coming down with something,” I suggested to him. “I didn’t sleep well last night.”


  “Then perhaps you should forget the parties and get your rest.”


  How fatherly, I thought. I might have said it aloud and sarcastically, but I held my tongue.


  I worked on the telly, sitting at my machine until I was bleary eyed from editing copy. I ran across my intro to Rowena’s story there, and read some thinking I should take it out of the data bank. But ever more, my kindred sister reminded me of the bond we shared, the one soul that would understand the feelings that remained with me every minute, as the little wounds made my body twinge and occasionally shots of pain made me wince. She would have understood the private passion that was nurtured by those small pains. Part of me wished I could be collared right there in the city room for all to see. What would the stuffy Gatov think of me then?


  It had been several days since I’d dived into Rowena’s journal and I realized how much I missed it. As I quickly went on to other things in my machine, I decided I needed another date with her soon, very soon, so I could share our common life.


  Lunch, more work and then dinner. At six I was home in my apartment again and asleep in bed. Not until my third night back at home did I have time to read Rowena’s thoughts again.


  12/12 - Some evenings I’m allowed to eat at Boheme’s dinner table, either with other guests, his other slaves or with him alone. After so many days, one after another in the torturous occupation of meeting my master’s fetish needs, this civilized activity seems a little absurd. And yet I relish every one of these opportunities to be with the man, even with the jealousies that sometimes arise when I see him affectionately stroking another submissive’s cheek, or running his hand up their thin dress to fondle their pubis.


  Tonight was different than all the other nights. We were alone, Boheme deep in troubled thought all through the soup, duck and potatoes. Not until we were served the fresh greens did I hear him speak to me.


  “You told me sometime ago that you envisioned Darthganton’s death?” he questioned me.


  “Yes, I did,” I replied.


  “In your vision, how did he die?”


  “I saw him walking in a marketplace with his body guards. His bride, my …” I stopped realizing what I was about to say, “his second wife was at his side. The bullets pierced his chest, knocking him off his feet. His face was contorted, his eyes looking as if he just couldn’t believe …” My voice trailed off. Boheme didn’t have to say a thing for me to know what had happened to my father.


  He shared my dumbfound expression as he responded to my vision. “The papers are reporting that Darthganton died that way in the Prussian quarter of the marketplace. Last night.”


  “Then he’s gone?” I said. My heart felt as though I’d swallowed lead, and that it was descending to the pit of my stomach. I’m sure my face paled. Instantly correcting my attitude, I added in an even voice, “Well, that’s good, the bastard deserved to die.”


  Boheme noted my vehemence. “Such views for a slave.”


  “You said yourself that I am no mere slave,” I reminded him, reminded at the same time that I’d never offered my opinions or raised my voice to this master. Thankfully, he didn’t appear bothered by my bitter appraisal.


  “How long ago did you see this vision?” he asked.


  “When you first brought me here.”


  “The name Ruel has also appeared in the papers, a youthful reformer from France who has invaded Prussia. Perhaps there is something to your visions after all.”


  “I never claimed there was, I’ve only reported what’s appeared to me.”


  “But we’ll have to keep these visions coming.”


  12/29 - There have been more days, many of them, where my master binds me and draws the mysterious pain out of my limbs and those sensitive places associated with my sex. Each time, my mind parades a battalion of pictures through my head. After each session he tells me to write down everything, having given me my own desk in his offices to do this. He reads the results while I watch his face light in recognition of the names and events that I see. Sometimes he smiles, often he scowls, but rarely does he comment on the content. He does make certain that I am bereft of any news about the world outside his house, so those things won’t contaminate the product of my sexual mission.


  In recent days, he’s taken to abusing my dark channel. Every morning I rise to begin a routine meant to set the mood for my day. I work out vigorously at Boheme’s command. He says he doesn’t want my muscles to atrophy from so little activity. For nearly an hour my body is limbered with deep stretches and then I continue with a repetitious series of exercises, which leave my heart beating fast. At the end, he gives me a tonic to purify my inner body, and then my sphincter is penetrated with a thick rod from which a stream of water flows to cleanse me thoroughly. I hold the waters within me long past the point where the sensation is excruciating and the pressure to eliminate them engages every activity of my consciousness. If I show any distress with the process, he paddles my ass hard, instilling a little more courage in me to hold on. He says the pain without will take my mind off the discomfort within. When he’s assured that the treatment is complete, I rush to take care of the great need, and find myself admitting every time to a feeling of purification.


  After my morning workout, Boheme encourages me to write for several hours, even if it is something not particularly associated with my visions. He must be intuitively linked with me to know that there will be remarkable results. I have been fashioning a treatise in my mind about the true nature of human sexuality, and how this joyous gift has been prostituted, suppressed, institutionalized and perverted for the purposes of power and old men’s fears of losing it. I revel in these words, knowing that it was my own father, the despot Darthganton, who championed the manipulation of the sexual energies of youth for his own political advantage. I am relieved that I have now turned my hatred into the constructive pursuit of the truth he squelched.


  Boheme reads my words with his eyebrows raised in curiosity, while at times peering through his reading glasses at me with a narrow stare. He says little, then with a wave of his hand bids me return to my chambers. Once my writing period is over, I’m ready for his ministrations. For days, I’ve been forced over the horsehide saddle with my thighs stretched out wide so he can take full advantage of my posterior orifice. He’s made it his devout purpose to stretch the tight opening, so it becomes as willing for penetration as my pulsing vagina. Rods of thicker and thicker width are pressed inside. I scream with pain when he thrusts hard. Though slowly, I’m becoming more accustomed to the assault, my body naturally allowing these foreign things inside. Boheme abuses me, sometimes several times before he’s finished, cracking paddles, canes and whips against my ass, so that place is perpetually marred and bruised. As one set of bruises begins to heal another fresh set appears. Looking in the mirror during my bath, my body warms happily seeing these marks. I wonder sometimes if some day a welt or two will become permanent. I think that would only be just, considering this occupation.


  Once the punishment to my rear is complete, I’m raped by whatever men Boheme can rouse for the activity. Because he often has houseguests staying with him in his bawdy environment, it’s easy to find cocks willing to do his bidding. Yesterday, because there was no one else available, he brought the gardener to my chamber while I was tied over the hide.


  “She’ll take you in her ass,” my master told him.


  The burly hulk of a man was pleased. His erection was as bold a one as I’d ever had in that dark region. He opened me wide, and a great burst of pain and passion overtook my brain—which had become bored with this endless process of abuse. I struggled to accommodate the man, since I was eager to please both my master and the gardener’s vigorous cock. Our joined cries were guttural, like the copulation of two animals in heat.


  Duly inspired, so too were my visions that poured through me this morning like a hard pounding rain of summer.


  12/30 - Boheme tells me of the carnivals marking the beginning of the new year. I looked at him longingly as I was about to sit down to write this morning. There seems to be an unspoken connection growing between us that doesn’t require words.


  “Don’t worry, you’ll not be disappointed with the start of the year. And you’ll not disappoint my friends.”


  “You’ll be giving me away?”


  “It is my right,” he reminded me, sounding haughty.


  “I know.” Actually I was pleased.


  It seemed that there was more work to my days than carefree enjoyment anymore, especially since my master finds my visions and my writings are essential to our daily lives. Thoughts of a stage where I dance, where men come to me and suckle at my breasts and fondle my pubis and rings with their tongues was triggered in my mind. I wonder if it was another vision.


  Today Boheme sat down in his chair as he usually does while he waits for my freshly delivered messages to the world. Normally he’s quiet as a mouse reading a book while I work, but not this morning.


  “I’ve published your treatise on sexuality,” he told me, just as my hands were poised to begin.


  I jerked around in my seat. “Published where?”


  “In the underground paper, though it’s hardly underground anymore. Most people are reading it above the others because it tells truth where the others try to cover up the facts.”


  “What truth? What’s happening?”


  “You already know. As you predicted there’s a general uprising in the wake of Darthganton’s death. A regular war for power. I’m afraid it’s been very bloody, though it is exciting.”


  “I would have thought he’d have aides and ministers who would step in?”


  “They’re weak. I’m afraid our supreme lord populated his ministry with knaves and unimaginative dullards. They are dying like flies after a freeze.”


  “Did Darthganton’s family die with him?” I asked.


  “No one knows for sure. There are rumors that they are in exile, but it’s all speculation. Some say his first wife was murdered in her sleep, and his bride escaped in the commotion that reigned when the bullets took him down.”


  Boheme’s answer generated a profound sorrow in me. I’d seen it all, but not my mother’s death.


  “Then there is anarchy,” I said, knowing before he replied what answer he’d give.


  “Just as you saw.”


  “And the names, Ruel, Rigor and Epsentium?”


  “All warring rebels, generals of the various factions.”


  “And how was my treatise received?”


  “There are hundreds of people clamoring to know who you are.”


  “You’ll tell the world about me?”


  “Oh, not yet. I’ll keep them guessing.” There was a devious smirk on his face, as if he was thoroughly enjoying the game we were playing with desperate masses in the outside who craved some explanation for this twist in history.


  “I suppose that’s safer,” I commented.


  “For now,” he replied. I wondered what was on his mind to look so cagey, but it wasn’t my place to ask. “Perhaps we’ll unveil you at one of the pagan feasts. That would be appropriate, don’t you think?”


  The minute he mentioned the pagan feasts I saw myself in that milieu, another vision perhaps, naked and dancing before the fire pits, bringing on men to copulate with me. Boheme saw the way my eyes locked him out, knowing that I was in the middle of a reverie.


  “What are you seeing?” he asked.


  “Myself, my future,” I answered him. Though at the moment I didn’t really want to speak too much about that future, the way a trail of fear was winding its way around me like the vine on my flesh, though this vine seemed to have the power to tighten so it would strangle me.


  1/3 - Three days to recoup and I’m still reeling. Oh, my master had great plans for me, taking me down to the brothel district. It was too cold for me to cavort as I would have liked, in some sexual costume to show off my vine and the jewelry. While we celebrated in the street, after the bells tolled the new year, we stepped inside the old monolith, which was used a century ago as a church. Disrobing me, he filled me with wine, succulent rich wine that dripped down my chin and down the vines. He set me free into the orgy, where my body commingled like a fairy sprite with the unclothed bodies of the debauched guests at this festival of carnal appetites. Two things linger with me from that night, so I’m hardly able to keep the images out of my thoughts. Then, of course, why would I try to drive them from me? I remember happily being tethered to a high bench. Used as a dining table for a feast of food, my flesh was as delicious as the morsels of meats and breads and chilling custards and sweet pastries that filled the stomachs of the revelers. Someone ate cherries from my opened portal. Someone tugged my rings until I screamed, and someone drew fancy lines down my body with raspberry sauce. I only know the flavor because they started with my mouth so my lips could taste the pleasure.


  As I enjoyed their feast of me, I remember thinking that I’d have to comment on this in my next writings. If these thoughts made the papers perhaps someone would recognize who I was. What a delightful idea being known as the paragon of sexual excess, better than being a purveyor of excesses in violence and judgment. My father saw his death because of that.


  At the end of the night, perhaps at dawn, perhaps it was even hours after the dawn, I wouldn’t have any way of knowing, I found myself in the middle of a luxurious bed in a candle lit room. The bed was draped with golden gauze around its high posts, and a dozen feather cushions teased my skin with softness. Joined there by two men, perfect specimens of manhood with glistening muscles and erections, these two would stretch my imagination to have them as much as they’d stretch the orifices they’d use. Flying high on spirits and the Devil’s Spice, which regularly made its way into my system through one portal or another, I could think of nothing more than having these two within me at the same time. Taking their flowering stalks in my mouth to make them fully charged, I took turns keeping them firm until I was ready for the finale. The two fine mouths at my cleft with two fine pair of lips kept my hips dancing as they brought forth the juices that would soothe the way. First came the long, hard stalk in my vagina. Draping my body over this flaxen haired vision of perfection, I then felt the dark man pressing himself against my backside. Ooo, he was an impatient rebel. He would have forced me if I hadn’t been so willing. I liked the force of course, knowing that I had no choice but to give in to these men. With the blonde already securing his place, a slow and steady penetration of the rear door began. At that point, I could be thankful for my lessons from Boheme—he’d made me ready. Even so, the breach between my thighs was an instant of agony, especially when both cocks drove to the very furthest reaches.


  I know there were protests on my lips, though none were answered.


  This pair made me full, made my heart beat fast, my temperature rise degree by degree, and my skin feel as if it would burst. They used me as though they had plans to destroy me, but I turned that destruction into their greatest hour. Pumped, fucked and taken, I fought back until the two were more weary than I was. Limp afterwards, we passed out and I dreamed all the visions that eluded me, my slumber tying up loose ends of a revolution in my brain.


  I’m still reeling now, my only worry is that I’ll be quick enough to put these things on paper before they disappear and I can’t find them in my thoughts again.




  Chapter Seven


  I was going to be branded, and the days crept along to the end of my trial period and that fateful moment. The closer it got, the more I wished that the court hadn’t given me a way out of my contract. Not that I wanted to change my mind, as they hoped, because I know I wouldn’t. It was just more stressful to have to make the decision one more time, after I’d already made it a dozen times since I first decided to meet Sergei. So far, being a sex slave, there was little different in my life. Sergei called me once, and I spent the night with him while he and his friends played dice to see who’d screw me. Every time a man won, I was taken into a bedroom and fucked. Nothing pretty, though I did like being used as a prize. One man winning twice couldn’t get it up the second time. I tried helping him out, and then just to preserve his ego, I managed some good sex sounds that his friends could hear beyond the thin door.


  The second time I did my master’s bidding, I met a man in the bar that Sergei frequented. The out-of-towner took me to his hotel room and screwed me.


  I had the feeling that Sergei was waiting for these weeks to be over before beginning anything important. Waiting didn’t suit me though. I would have much preferred to keep my body busy every night or know that I had something to look forward to for the week’s end.


  Arriving at Sergei’s quarters on the appointed day of the branding, I was taken from his house in chains as though I’d never left. The strange rituals of government never made sense to me. He’d instructed me to wear a dress nothing else. My legs were nearly frozen that cold day, but that wasn’t my master’s concern. Led into the courthouse on a tether much as I’d been led out, I stood before the same magistrate, this time not required to sit and listen to another lecture. My counselor stood behind me some distance off, though I had the feeling that this was just part of the script. She wasn’t obliged to even speak to me, and she’d make no effort to do so. Sergei stood at my side instead.


  “Your final signature is required to complete the document prior to being recorded. Are you prepared for that?” the man asked.


  “I am.”


  Turning the papers to me, the manacles at my hands were unlocked and I bent down to initial and sign in three additional places on the contract that already bore my signature. Following me, Sergei did the same.


  “Remove the manacles and clothes and take her for branding,” the magistrate’s voice boomed. Like passing sentence, the truth rang out loudly as though he wanted the whole world to know.


  My first thought was that they’d remove my clothes right there with the counselor, magistrate, witnesses and the clerk looking on. Though that wasn’t the case, it was almost as bad. They moved me into a vestibule to strip me. Then I was led naked and tethered at the neck, into a room where the branding iron was heating. There, the same witnesses and the magistrate himself were sitting as my audience waiting to view the ceremony. Only my counselor was absent, apparently I didn’t need her anymore. Sergei stood behind the three that looked on, having already given the brand master his iron.


  The brick room was as cold as ice at its fringes, heated in the center by a furnace of coals. My bare body shivered even in the heat, the chilling edict and the damp weather outside the fire’s warmth moved into my bones, so I thought they’d rattle against each other. Gazing at the fire and the glowing rod, my eyes began to water from smoke and tears.


  “Might be better not to look, miss,” someone whispered in my ear—either that or I said it to myself. Unfortunately, no matter how I tried, I couldn’t look away from the hot coals or the fiery red intertwining circles that made the symbol of Sergei’s dominance.


  “Kneel,” the command was given, and I knelt.


  A padded bar was provided for me to rest my knees, and the two lower limbs were quickly secured with straps so that they couldn’t budge. I was pulled down against a sloped wood panel about five inches wide, the wood fitting between my breasts though it cut into the skin. My arms were drawn forward and secured as tightly as my legs, and a wide leather strap was affixed about my torso. There was no way even one muscle could budge an inch.


  “If she’s secure, proceed,” I heard the magistrate’s voice again. I’d turned my head so I could see no ones eyes and let my cheek press against the wood while I grit my teeth. Shuffling sounds around me, and the sound of the bellows fanning the fire made me believe that the rod was being readied. Though I had no real desire to see the glowing metal again, I made the mistake of opening my eyes to discover the rod in the branding master’s hand. He moved away from the furnace toward me. Seconds later, the searing heat shot through me and my cry lifted into the air. Though I was surprised that the pain I expected did not materialize.


  From that moment, my life began an odyssey that would take me into the uncharted waters of a deep sexual ocean, there to swim with Rowena. I remember it clearly, even to this day. At the instant of the branding I saw her face smiling at me.


  I was now Sergei’s alone. The court had dispensed with me, and my master took me home. Just an hour later, he was in my apartment with me to settle me, giving me spirits, and insist that I stay in bed for the day.


  “You’ll be working in the bordello three nights a week, two will depend on the schedule of whores. I’ll let you know in advance. And then Saturday you’ll spend the night and stay Sunday until the crowd slows.” This led me to the obvious conclusion that Saturday was the day most men needed a woman’s cunt and had the money and time to go after it. “I’ll check the brand next week to see if it’s healed enough for you to start. Tomorrow though, you see this man.” He handed me a card with a name and address. “He’ll tattoo your ankle.”


  “What time?” I asked.


  “In the morning before you work.”


  I shook my head. “It would be better to go now,” I said, starting to rise from bed. “I have meetings in the morning.”


  He looked at me, surprised to see my willingness to put aside the obvious pain of the brand. “Suit yourself, just remember that your contract supersedes your job.”


  “I won’t forget,” I assured him.


  Though I was tired and sleepy and the brand ached enough to take pain pills, I dressed and left the building to find the person at the address on the card.


  ***


  The tattoo artist was a load of information. He knew I was a slave because many of Sergei’s slaves had been tattooed in the same way.


  “You choose the trade, or let him talk you into it?”


  “He talks women into it?” I replied. “He tried talking me out of it.”


  “You don’t look the part,” the bearded man said standing back to eye me.


  “And why’s that?”


  “I don’t know. You just don’t look like the other girls that get this treatment. It’s a pretty tattoo though, these little flower buds around the small of your ankle. I remember him picking it out. Sergei wanted something delicate but recognizable.”


  “How many women have you tattooed this way?” I asked.


  “A dozen maybe.”


  “That’s all?”


  “You have a curious master there. Some slaves he just squanders on soldiers and riffraff. Others like you he’ll be using for the prime stuff. Should count yourself lucky, you might survive your contract.”


  “If you’re trying to dissuade me from the life, your arguments won’t make a difference.”


  “Not much point in that now, is there?” He was still working on the tattoo, neatly, painstakingly coloring my olive toned flesh so I thought the blending was quite lovely. This could have been the mark of any women. It wasn’t just slaves that wore such ornamentation, I told myself. Though it had been some time since I’d seen any peer bearing a permanent mark. Frankly, I didn’t care what my peers at the paper thought about it. What I did with my body was no concern of theirs.


  “Bet you were branded yesterday, seeing the way you wince?”


  “This morning,” I corrected him.


  “Back for more so soon? You’re a tough one. Probably why he agreed to one as young as you.”


  “He doesn’t say much to me one way or another,” I said. The artist continued with his work, and when he finished, he placed his implements back on the tray then moved back to me. I was about to jump off the table; but before I could, the artist’s hands began to tug at the hem of my dress.


  “You know he pays me with your cunt.”


  I wasn’t surprised. Understanding what was expected of me, I laid back on the table and spread my legs.


  ***


  I sat in Gatov’s office at the end of the week, waiting. Pissed me off that he ignored me while he took several calls. As I waited I gazed at my ankle admiring the tattoo artist’s work, but most of all I thought of how this permanent painting of roses around my ankle made me feel. I was going to the bordello for the first time that night, my nerves prickly in anticipation. This, of course, was what I’d been waiting for for nearly a month.


  What I wanted most was a man to run his fingers over the brand on my ass. The skin around the wound still felt tight, but that was a lush kind of tight, like Rowena would describe the sensation following a good lashing where welts remained.


  “The Rowena story is still on your telly,” Gatov said finally looking up from his work and into my eyes.


  “How would you know?”


  “I have access to all the files.”


  “That one’s personal,” I reminded him.


  “But you’ll erase it. We can’t give the impression that this paper’s moving in that direction.”


  “Who’s going to know? It’s under my code.”


  He shrugged. “There are break-ins enough to worry about that file being found. Erase it, Chloe. This afternoon.”


  “And if I don’t?”


  He stared at me and shook his head. “One wonders what goes through your brain.”


  “I’m sure you’d like to know,” I replied. “Don’t worry, it’ll be in the trash so to speak, within the half hour. Is that all you want?”


  He looked at me as if he planned to say more. “Yes,” he finally said after scrutinizing me with a painstaking eye.


  “Thanks.” I was up and out the door.


  Max Gatov might have had the power to remove my thoughts on Rowena Dulciat from my files, but he had no power to remove thoughts of her from my brain.


  I began in the bordello that night. Arriving at the unmarked building, stepping inside its doors, the sense of liberty I associated with my new life swept through me. My loins were instantly engaged in the thought of how I’d spend my night giving pleasure.


  “You’re to go to the attic,” the hostess said when I identified myself. Apparently identification wasn’t necessary, since with one glance at my ankle the woman could see that I belonged to Sergei.


  “Will Sergei be here?” I asked the lush brown-skinned woman. She was an exotic female with eyes like a jungle cat, long curly hair that stood out in great volume from her head, and clothes looking like little more than someone’s breath on a foggy day. Translucent and shimmering they offset her body beneath, hiding nothing, but even more, highlighting everything that was important to the clientele of this bordello.


  “No. Sergei almost never comes here. Just reaps the rewards of your service.” With her hands on my shoulders she turned me right to left inspecting my face and running her hands through my long hair. “So full and dark. You have a mysterious look. You’ll do well here. I’d like you in the rooms now, but Sergei wants you upstairs.” She pushed me toward a gilded staircase on the other side of the marble foyer. “Three flights up.”


  “So, what do I do?” I asked her bewildered.


  “It’ll come naturally,” she replied with a generous smile. “Once you get there you’ll know.”


  I took the stairs slowly, hanging on to the banister with tense gripping fingers, taking my time getting used to the surroundings. Elaborately decorated in a mix of periods from Renaissance, to the 1920’s, to the nouveau 2060’s, I caught the atmosphere of the place, feeling much how I felt inside the antiquities shop. Women in all states of dress moved lithely up and down the staircase and halls, many casting wondering glances at me. Many ignored me, too, as they fawned over the men who purchased them for the night. Passing from the first floor to the second, the sound of distressed cries struck my ears. From behind closed doors submissives were being whipped. The noise of whips crackling through the air and paddles smacking against flesh provided a remarkable spark to the fire already burning in me. I watched as one humbled, tethered woman, crawled at her master’s feet while he strapped her ass all the way down the hallway until they disappeared into a room.


  “You’re new?” I heard a female voice behind me. I turned around.


  “I am.”


  “Fresh meat’s always in high demand. Yours will be choice.” A woman with a short but very wild black mop of hair pinched my cheek. “So young.”


  “Everyone seems to feel that way, though I don’t feel particularly young.”


  “Ah, but you are. Just look at the place.”


  She felt behind my back. At first I couldn’t figure out why, until I realized that she was stroking the uneven place on my flesh where I’d been branded. “Still hurt?”


  “Not really.”


  “You’re Sergei’s,” she said, seeing the wreath of flowers at my ankle.


  “And you too?”


  “No. Heavens no. And glad for it too. He’ll work you hard.”


  “That’s what I want,” I said haughtily.


  “Let her go, Cece, she’s got work to do.” The hostess from the foyer was passing by us, giving Cece a sharp smack on the ass. “You’ve got work to do too or Pierre will have you whipped.”


  “Only if you tell,” Cece snapped back. The hostess left us with a smirk, I about to continue my journey upwards. “Watch out for her. She’s never loyal,” Cece told me.


  “Who is she?” I asked.


  “Kiri. She’s Sergei’s favorite.”


  “His slave?”


  “For ten years.”


  I continued up the stairs to the final staircase leading to the attic. Pushing open the door at the top, I entered a room of some size, notably unfinished, which was quite a contrast to the elegant rooms below. The rafters of the house were exposed, the wood floor bare, and the only furnishings were a series of beds pushed together in several places where a dozen men or more were taking their pleasure with the women there.


  Standing nervously by the door for some minutes, I wasn’t sure how to proceed. But just as Kiri had suggested to me, that quickly changed, when from the corner of one eye, one naked customer spotted me. As though he were expecting me, I found him at my side, helping me strip the clothes from my body, while several others on the bed stopped what they were doing to look. Left with a silk chemise, I was pushed to the mattresses, propelled on hands and knees onto the lumpy surface where I was swiftly poked by a stiff erection.


  The men in the attic were brisk and decisive. The women yielding, expecting to be used. On my back I’d have one prick at my mouth another in my cunt. They wanted it tight around their cocks. And they wanted passion back. It helped to groan when I felt the pleasure for myself. Of course that was natural.


  In the first several hours in the attic, I changed partners many times, my body, my sweat and my juices mingling with the bodies, sweat and sexual juices around me. It took some time to feel my own response, for fear and nerves. But then, I had the overwhelming feeling that I’d just left the planet altogether, died perhaps. With such feelings, the sexual desire in me let loose. Drawing the men to me, I was the favorite whore of the hour. Even when my ass was breached, I was wanting that. Climaxing didn’t matter as much as maintaining myself on an inebriated high, ready to come if I chose, ready to give more if that was required.


  In one lingering moment of that first orgy, another woman jumped up from the bed and pulled me with her by the hand, both of us tearing away from the men who took up with other women in lieu of us. Outside the attic, we went down a half flight of stairs and through a small door I would have thought led to a closet.


  “Why here?” I asked.


  “Even whores take breaks. This is where we go,” she said. “The name is Indian.”


  “Strange name? Is it real?”


  “Sure. I was born in the Americaas.”


  “I’ve never met anyone …” I replied amazed, thinking that I should have noted that possibility just by seeing the lovely woman’s blonde hair and fair Nordic skin. And yet there was nothing about her, even the way she spoke, that gave her background away. Just a slight accent remained in her speech, but I wasn’t educated enough to recognize it right off. “My name’s Chloe.”


  She smiled at me warmly, while her eyes made a lusty perusal of my naked body.


  “Here, you might want this,” she said throwing me a blanket. “The place is damned drafty.”


  We sat in dusty armchairs, drinking creme soda, which had gone flat. Regardless, the liquid tasted good and soothed my throat. There were fresh peaches to eat, an unexpected find, and bread and chocolates and cheese. This was unlike any meal I’d had before. Being ravenous, I ate until I was stuffed. I’d never eaten a meal in the nude, though it didn’t seem unnatural. And while Indian and I satisfied our hunger, a half dozen other nearly naked women came and went for the same reason.


  Relaxing afterwards, the fair-haired woman moved closer to me. Kneeling down before my legs, she parted them so she could come closer still. “Do you mind?” she asked. Her long fingers played with my hair much the same way Kiri’s had. With her hands on my skin I forgot that I’d spent the last three hours having sex with men. “You know they like to see women make love.” Stroking my face, her long nails tickled their way down my neck. She paused when she reached a nipple. Taking the tiny bud between her fingers I felt the pressure when she pinched it, and the resulting jolt between my legs. “You will make love to me when we go back?”


  “I don’t know, is that …”


  “It’s expected, Chloe. You grow used to these things when you work here. And believe me you’ll need it.” She knew a good deal more than I did about being a slave. I trusted her. Not only that, she was easy to be with, not as startling as Kiri, or as flip as Cece on the stairs. I felt as though I knew her well, perhaps because we’d been in bed together for hours already, even though we’d hardly touched. I remembered resisting her efforts to get close in the orgy attic, but that was because I thought it my job to pay attention to the men. After this conversation, I decided to follow my instincts.


  Picking up the cool soda can from the table, Indian ran the wet metal over my breasts and then between them. The opposites of body heat and cold aluminum made it unclear what response to make. My body shivered either way. “If you like, we can do this for them.” Leaning in so that the can was pressed at my belly and between her breasts, she raised her lips while I lowered mine and we kissed. Long and wet and teasing, the kiss lingered while I enjoyed the smell and taste of her, her breath still bearing traces of peaches.


  When she felt my body’s physical reply, Indian pulled at my hips to draw my genitals to the edge of the chair. Making her way down my torso with her lips, when she reached my pubis, she parted the thick labia and began sucking my swollen clitoris. I bucked on her face, pushing my crotch against her mouth. A few seconds and I was gone. Repeated orgasms swept through me. Ones I’d never counted on after being thoroughly satiated by cocks just a half hour before. I amazed myself, being so utterly yielding. There was nothing in my imagination that I wouldn’t do.


  Later during that break, I found myself entwined with another woman, Coletta, her hands ravenous to feel my flesh, while Indian cuddled at my back and held me so completely that I couldn’t help but actively engage in the lesbian sex. My face was pressed into a Coletta’s cunt, my lips encouraged to play, and my body as used and coerced as it had been with the men. It didn’t take long to understand that behind the sexual activity of doing our master’s bidding, there was another world of female lust inside the walls of the bordello. There the passions were strong, and bonds could be created, and for all the suffering we might bear as slaves to men, we could find sex and tenderness and the genteel fragrance of a women to soothe the aches that men could simply not fathom.


  I was schooled by both men and women for two weeks in that attic, made by both sexes to accept whatever was demanded of me. This seemed so simple, so completely natural there was little to balk over, very little to fear after that first night.


  Sergei was wise enough to give me the period of initiation in the attic before I began to work the rooms below. When I arrived one night and Kiri sent me to a first floor bedroom, I knew that Sergei had found me ready to move on with my duties. The first floor rooms were for simple fucking, much less inspiring than what I enjoyed in the attic. These private men wanting private moments with a woman could be downright tedious, others interesting only because the men themselves had something interesting to say. They were rarely sexually inspiring. I only spent two weeks on the first floor, before it was time for me to graduate once again. Then, it was Sergei himself who introduced me to where I’d spend most of my hours as his slave.


  Moving from the first floor rooms of the bordello to the second and third floors was a sobering change. From fresh neophyte to well-used whore in little more than a month, the shock of the second floor subdued my eagerness and turned me cautious. There, I was hired out for sadomasochistic sessions, the prey of dominant men and occasionally a dominant women all paying for permission to take the terms of my contract to its limit and sometimes beyond. These were usually regular clients of Sergei’s who relied on my master to provide them with the kind of flesh they required to live out their fantasies. Great care was taken to see that I dressed and acted the parts I played. I never realized how important the specific details of a fantasy could be to keep the arousal high and make the session a success. It was far more of a job than I ever imagined. Unfortunately, my own pleasure became subordinate to the pleasures of the doms who ruled me during those hours.


  My favorite client remained nameless to me, though he could speak my name with such passion I thought he actually knew my heart. Every Thursday evening at ten o’clock I’d find my way to a room where we’d play out his fantasy. Arriving there, the room would be empty except for the traces of his presence: the smell of his perfume, cigar smoke and cologne, the handmade lace he’d bought for me in a Paris Salon and an instrument that he’d use to work my flesh. Dressing sometimes in black, sometimes in gold lingerie, I’d wait for him looking out the window onto the lawn outside the bordello. This was all according to his orders, and I was suspicious enough of this devious man to figure he’d be making sure my face was in that window at the exact time. Ten minutes, fifteen, sometimes even a half hour would pass before he’d finally sneak up behind me on cat-like feet, enter my encircling aura and touch me, his hands always first on my thigh. By then the anticipation of his breath on my neck, his kisses down my back and his tongue running its way along the lace, would make me climax on the spot. Just grazing his hand over my pubis, the roar of desire would leap out. I’d fall into his arms as the orgasm swept my body clean.


  Then, he’d punish me for my “impatient longing that couldn’t wait”—those were his words. I’d present myself humbly before him, usually on hands and knees. After being paddled or flogged or cut with a cane, aroused again, I’d be forced to wait while he used whatever portal suited his fancy. His long cock probed any place deeply, until I gagged, or cried in pain when the erection hit bottom. Then, before he left me, I’d masturbate while he watched, his eyes peering down at me from out of the darkness like some silent specter. My anonymous dominant drove through his fantasy with such reckless force, such energy, it never failed to sweep me inside it. His darkness stayed with me, keeping my loins hot for hours, sometimes for several days after. A trick I used to get me through the boring or the simply painful ones was to think of him and the next time we’d be together. There wasn’t anybody to climb into my mind and tell me I couldn’t think about whatever I wanted.


  To fail to please a dominant client was disastrous. As far as I know that happened only once, once that was reported to Sergei. Thoroughly punished for that failure, I was smart enough not to get into that kind of trouble again.


  I have to be honest, that failure was more like a mutiny, and an unnecessary one when I remember how it began. For days, I’d been at the mercy of seven men, who took delight in torturing me as often as Sergei would let them have me. As far as the agreement for only two nights a week and Saturday, Sergei stretched the limits, ordering me to work the bordello seven nights straight. By the seventh, I was exhausted in spirit, mind and body. I couldn’t keep one mount straight from the last, and the fatigue showed in my attitude. Whores were punished for a bad attitude, so it was a gamble to act snotty with my first date on Saturday. I thought the man might understand, he’d been screwing me for weeks, giving me the impression that he liked me as a person almost as much as he liked the sex. But then, he didn’t like me fucking with his personal fantasy, and I really screwed this one beyond repair. When I was supposed to be humble, I fought him, thinking he’d like a battle as long as he won. When I was suppose to come on to him like a tiger, I remained aloof, thinking that he’d understand that I couldn’t always perform on demand. And when he questioned me about my unexpected behavior, I made the mistake of confessing my exhaustion. He couldn’t care less if I was on my death bed, he’d hired me to perform.


  We went through a bad ending to the session, though when I left him, I thought I’d repaired the damage sufficiently—even offering a free hour or two on the side the following week, which seemed to please him. Not hearing any more about the incident, I figured it was all in the past. But I was wrong.


  The night Sergei stormed into the bordello the place was instantly paralyzed with fear. Whores who didn’t even belong to my master were cringing back into corners to get out of his way, all afraid that he was after them. Only once had I seen the man angry, the ugly sight something no one would want to see again. Seeing it repeated, it became especially terrifying knowing his wrath was unleashed on me.


  “Duchet!” I heard his voice rise into the stairwell. He made this entrance early in the evening, knowing that my night’s work hadn’t begun. It took some moments to realize that he was calling me, in particular to pull myself out of Indian’s affectionate arms where we were making love in the whore’s attic hideaway. Barging into that supposedly scared territory for slaves alone, he drug me from the room, my natural and unfortunate response to flail my arms and cry as if he was already beating me. Hauled down the stairs into the master’s quarters, I ended up being thrown to the floor of the salon, only to cower in the corner, as Sergei nailed me to the wall with his scowl, while several other masters and Kiri looked on.


  “Put your slave ass in the corner and don’t move,” he barked. “You won’t be working tonight, bitch, maybe not for weeks.”


  I watched, awestruck as he turned toward a wall of tools tacked in military order, each implement hanging equal distance from the next. Funny what one remembers in moments of abject fright. Pulling a whip from the wall, Sergei chased me into the corner with it, and though it didn’t actually strike my skin, I was sure any second I’d have a welt rising where the end had cut into my flesh. As his eyes bored into me, I saw the darkness of his mien more evident than I’d ever seen it. What had attracted me to him was disturbingly apparent. In full blown power, Sergei was breathtaking, not the man amiably subdued to fit into a world where civility counted for something. He was also dangerous this way. Locked in his gaze I watched him loop the whip in his hand, turn away from me a second to retrieve a second implement from the wall, and then turn back. Moving toward me again a step at a time, I sensed him motioning me silently towards a door. Inching that way, encouraged by his silent stare, I quickly scampered through the opening into a private vestibule.


  One look at the room and I knew I was in the infamous punishment chamber where slaves take “instruction” from their masters. The room was furnished with a rack, nothing more. Thinking that this punishment would be a private act between master and slave, I was aghast to see a number of masters, Kiri and two other women I didn’t recognize standing in the room looking on at the two of us. As I climbed up on the rack, an intuitive guess at Sergei’s wishes, I paused only to hear him confirm my worst fears.


  “Face up, bitch, you’ll watch every stroke.”


  Oh! How he poured his venom on to me, I almost fainted from the surge of energy that met my own alarmed heart. While I first figured he’d have some help securing me to the rack, I discovered that while others watched the confrontation, this was his alone to execute. Quickly jerking each of my limbs to its fullest degree, he bound my ankles and wrists with rope, my spread eagle body vulnerable for the attack to follow. To my utter dismay, my master was able to stretch my limbs apart even more. Installed underneath the struts of the rack were devices to spread the movable bars wider still. The pain of the position became instantly obvious.


  “Don’t you dare close your eyes,” Sergei warned me as he stepped to the end of the rack and glared his poisonous anger into my eyes. Drawing back a cat of a dozen vile strands, the full muscled force of his arm brought the tool down so it connected with my offered flesh.


  The tears were instantaneous, as were my cries. More cuts followed, each one deliberately laid on as my master’s eyes continued to keep my consciousness captive. My body heaved with tears, jerking with each strike of the vicious strands as they lapped about my arms, legs and belly like the sea laps at the shore, irregular and unpredictable. Stepping further away from me, I knew his plan and begged with ever fiber of me praying for mercy. Not swayed by sentiment, he let the leather strands cut deep between my legs, into the tender skin, some to torment just my thighs and belly, others to hit squarely on my cunt. Five or six such cuts, I screamed with each one. Then Sergei was between my legs, with clamps to hold the outer labia, each clamp was attached to a chain. These protective folds were pulled apart, exposing a ripe bud and the warm wet hole.


  Moving away from me again, I shrieked before he even laid on the cat. When it was leveled at my interiors, the pain of it forced me to close my eyes as I tried to withdraw from the horror. If not physically, I took my thoughts, my heart, my desires and my attention and fled to some safer place. By then, Sergei wasn’t as interested in forcing my eyes on his. Content that he’d seared me body and soul, he laid on the last of the cuts to my inner home, and then stopped—even while I waited to scream again.


  My eyes remained closed until I felt his hand grab my hair and jerk down. With eyelids flying open, I found him staring into my eyes. Not one iota of his rage seemed spent. The same nasty scowl and breathtaking power greeted me.


  “You don’t own yourself anymore, slave. You don’t own your body, your sex, this cunt.” His fist grabbed my pubis and jerked it. “You’re my chattel, my property. This is my cunt, these are my breasts.” He held those too with a bruising grasp. “These are my lips, my face.” He slapped my cheek. “This is my hair.” He pulled the locks with another sharp tug. “I own you. The hours that you are my slave you are mine. You obey every word from my lips, every command I give, every order you’re given. And you give back to me what I demand. I will watch you, you unruly whore. You’d better watch your ass, your tongue, and your cunt if you desire to live. I will chew you up until there is nothing worth left of your body or your soul to save. Don’t tempt me any more than you already have.” He held my face so firmly in his grasp that his fingers were cutting into the skin and I feared he’d crush the bone.


  Turning to the watching crowd, he scowled. “Use her as you like then cage her for the rest of the night. She’ll spend the next two weeks in the stocks.”


  Sergei brusquely exited the room taking with him a whirlwind of smoke that he’d expelled like a fire-breathing dragon. Remaining was just the afterburn, my tears and his reverberating words.


  ***


  When I emerged from the cage that night, Indian rubbed my burning body with oil to soothe the flesh.


  “He is the worst you know,” she said.


  “Worst?”


  “The most chilling master. They say he whipped one slave to her death, but I think that was only a rumor he started himself to keep his slaves in line.”


  “I was just tired,” I gasped with a sigh.


  “In this world you can’t afford any failings. Some days you think you can do anything, you get too cocky and let your guard slip. Never trust a master, never trust a mount, never trust anyone in this house or outside it, not even me.”


  Without Indian saying so, I’d already come to that conclusion.




  Chapter Eight


  How unfortunate it was that every time I wanted to escape my daily activities at the paper, claiming some ailment, I felt compelled to go to work anyway. The deadline looming over me this time, I couldn’t afford to miss. But while other times, I’d managed to buck up and get through the day with little obvious grief, the day after the punishment proved a lot harder. Pulling myself from bed was like trying to tug an angry bear from its den, there was little energy in my bruised body and limbs, and no mirth on my face. I figured when I got inside the doors of the newspaper building, I’d find a way to smile and be polite, but the first copy boy that thwarted me. I snapped. I followed suit the remainder of the day, setting barbs into every man or woman who was unfortunate enough to cross my path.


  Since I ached everywhere that my skin touched clothing, I spent the day wanting to rip my clothes away so I could climb into a steamy bath. My only recourse was to barrel into my work until the project was finished, and escape out the back door early, hoping that my absence wouldn’t be noticed.


  The only thing that didn’t suffer from my previous night at the bordello was the work itself. I’d often worried that whoring and slaving would effect my writing. Punishment might be disastrous. But I was duly impressed when I found the results in that arena ran contrary to my fears. My prose was razor sharp, my wit biting and my observations astute. Even Gatov commented on the improvements I’d made. Though he didn’t give me any direct compliments, my original stories made their way to the front of the paper with more frequency. The one I wrote that day was no exception.


  Unfortunately, the day after my punishment, I wasn’t able to escape the city room until nearly seven o’clock. It seemed that every attempt I made to leave work was met with another small dilemma, most frequently one initiated by Gatov himself. I began to wonder if he somehow understood my predicament and this was just another way to infuriate me. When I finally left, I cried all the way home; and so weary by the time I reached my apartment, I forgot the bath, and Rowena’s journal that I was planning to read, and everything else that I wanted for my night off from the bordello. Falling asleep, I expected to sleep until morning, which is exactly what happened.


  With dawn coming at five a.m. that next day, I was surprised how refreshed I felt at that hour. Awake before I needed to be, I wasted no time thinking about what might happen to me that night as Sergei’s slave, but I picked up the journal instead.


  2/6 - Days are passing so quickly now. Boheme and I have settled into a regular ritual. Sex, writing and passionate discussion of the visions that come from the dark designs of Boheme’s fantasies played out on me. I don’t need the sex that much to instigate the visions anymore. They come to me in dreams, when I bathe, and even in those times when I’m allowed to walk the gracious garden of Boheme’s home, something that for months I only saw from the window above. I wondered, before I had the chance to see it close for myself, if that garden might be the one that regularly appears in my visions. With my first real glimpse at the meandering footpaths and flowers however, I realized that it was not. Still, it gives me a feeling of tranquillity to add to the heady mix of sensations that have become my life.


  4/8 - Boheme continues to publish my writings. I have expounded in detail on the role of sex in the living world. I have chronicled, relying on Boheme’s extensive histories for my facts, the sometimes covert and sometimes obvious ways that human sexuality has been controlled, shut down, reviled, and nearly destroyed by spiritless men with no dicks, no passion, no spirit and a handful of lies they base on “godly” inspiration. (My father was one of those men, though I’ve not yet revealed that fact to either Boheme or my eager readers.) I haven’t found women as guilty of perpetrating these lies as men, though they are guilty of letting the men get away with their crimes against nature.


  I think of God often in the process of producing my shocking diatribes and whimsical poetry on the sexual nature of existence. The God I worship is a flagrant hedonist like myself who could never have created this world unless he, or she, as is likely, didn’t revel in the things of the flesh, in food and drink and the copulation of one body with another.


  I’ve been surprised by the response to my meandering thoughts, both by Boheme and the public that I’ve reached. My master tells me that there are many who write stern lectures, even to the underground papers, denouncing my ideas. But apparently there are more, many women in fact, fanned by the flames of discontent, who suggest their inner fires burn with unspent, unrealized passion that requires its fulfillment. I fantasize about appearing in the bedrooms of countless households where these pent-up women have become liberated, and their vaginas and breasts and the breath from their lips are beginning to speak to the hungry but uninventive erections of their partners. I dream of creating explosions of fire, unions of wildly commingling desire and appetite, where in the end, sweet and intimate peace follows and love pours forth.


  Love, you might ask? Where would love be for a sexual slave? Ah, there has been something taking place so tender and precious that I cry easily thinking of it. This benefit of my odd arrangement with my master has brought us together on levels of understanding I never knew existed. As often as Boheme is cruel to me, continuing to unleash his devilish deeds that leave me bruised and breathless, he is kind. The intimacy shared between us leaves me whole and healed and at peace. If I were to have guessed in my wildest dreams that this outcome of our arrangement would lead to this end, I would have thought myself insane. Of course, at the time of my first days with Boheme, and certainly in all my days before that, I had no clue that there were such pieces to life and my existence missing, unheard of and not yet imagined. My consciousness contains so much now it bubbles over with mirth and darkness, with joy and love, with fear and fulfillment. And what I realize for my lover: he is as bewildered and awestruck as I am, but as wholly grateful that he read that special something in my eyes and purchased me for silver.


  5/27 - My prose has changed over these months, from hard-line, angry lessons about the betrayal of the species by the ignorant, to something much more sweet, to poetry in the form of prose with delightful metaphor and even lyrical verse. There is a jubilant song inside my bones and flesh when I write. I am so sure of my treatise on the verdant sexual nature of human kind that I no longer have to browbeat my readers into understanding the truth I write. I find that I can wrap it in glorious verbiage that explains it more clearly than raging rhetoric. I’ve been telling little sexual stories to explain myself, and Boheme tells me that there is such a plea for my identity to be exposed that he can hardly contain himself. The editors of the papers insist that he reveal me. (Now it’s not just the underground paper that publishes my work. The stories and lectures have been picked up by the legitimate papers because the public demands it. )


  One editor suggested that it is Boheme himself that writes these things—but he scoffed at them. They know it isn’t true, but they are grasping everywhere for an explanation. I know my love relishes every attempt they make to get at the truth; and I know as well, in the back of his mind, he visualizes that moment when I’ll be revealed. I’ve already seen that moment, or at least the results. I see the picture so clearly at the carnival in mid-July. Being the bawdiest of the pagan rites makes it the perfect occasion to bring Rowena out of hiding. Because of me that carnival will be the most reckless in decades. When the feast has become an institutionalized moment of subdued revelry, this year will return it to the havoc, the utterly beautiful chaos of celebration that will mark a new era. The excitement fills me and the power of it inspires the visions even more.


  Midsummer’s Eve - Ah! that day passed, some two, three days ago. I’m not sure. I think the Devil’s Spice and spirits are still lingering in my vanquished body enough to put me in a perpetual state of intoxication. But I know that I must write of that night. The spectacle! The brilliance of it! I had no idea what my master planned for me, but I know he’d been designing those hours of my unveiling with the plans of a skilled architect.


  The maids that often breeze about Boheme, the ones that still leave me with a jealous streak to see them fawn over my lover, bathed me in the hours before the revelers began to take to the streets. I was a queen, not a slave to these trivial young women. The fragrant oils, the kisses, the delicate touch of their hands on my skin, such exhilaration I’ve never known. One slight maid, so in awe of me, washed my feet with her tongue. Shivering in reply, that tongue moved slowly up my legs until it found how wet I was in my center. There, lapping at the warm door, pushing way inside, the girl and I met in a soft orgasmic wave, an interlude of just a few brief minutes before my bath resumed.


  The costume Boheme had made for me was of golden silk that shimmered as my gold hair shimmers, as my cheeks and breasts and loins, dusted with gold, shimmered in even the dimmest light. The gossamer robe was meant only to enhance the public image of me—as if I were some goddess that had just descended from on high to bless the world with wisdom. When the procession in the streets would first begin, it would be subdued enough for something this pompous and promising; but as the night wore on, I knew that I’d fling the garment aside in preference for my natural state—since it is that natural state of physical and sexual grace that I preach about to my adoring audience of admirers.


  I was still in awe of what I’d already generated around me despite what my visions had seen. And when I first stepped out in the sultry summer evening, dressed in this ethereal gown, I felt as if I were joining a party of the wicked for the night, but I didn’t realize how much that party was in honor of me.


  I rode in a cart pulled by massive horses like a chariot from ancient times, that chariot gilded in gold. At my sides in that cart were two glorious specimens of manhood clothed in loin cloths that bulged at their crotches. We threw confections to the crowd in the streets that surrounded the cart, and to the watchers who viewed us from the sidelines. Then these two men and I made love, the pawing and caressing visible to everyone. In a seductive dance I lured them in, all of them, the two fortunate ones in the cart and those without, and even the guards who surrounded us fending off those that were too eager to get to me.


  We rode from the palace steps to the Gardens of Turoth where the orgy would commence once the goddess of the night had blessed the festivities. Of course the goddess this year was me. And of course I began the revelry by taking the first cock of the night right there in front of the throng. One man held me down, while the other worked me, then they changed places so that for nearly a half hour we gave the world the show that it had been waiting for. My body went off somewhere in the middle of it. I don’t remember exactly what took place. I only have the film of it posted on the wires to remember it by, that film giving me a clue as to how I looked with the most virile of men using me as I was meant to be.


  Once the orgiastic feast between the three of us finished, I rode the chariot alone, deep into the gardens, dancing to tunes of instruments and the voices of flesh satisfying flesh. My nakedness was paraded before the eyes of thousands who had sought their first glimpse of the purveyor of sexual truth. I didn’t deny them anything. They’d sought me out and loved me, while I knew in my heart I was no better than any of them. I’d simply been stripped to my core in a way few people ever know. Groveling there, forced to reside in that abject territory, I’d seen the reality of myself and encountered the truth.


  Others will follow me into the future. I saw them dance with me just nights ago in the wooded glade and the meadow and along the manicured garden paths and in the field where those seriously into their body’s delight drank and laughed and made love in lusty abandon for nearly two days.


  The crowd drew lots to partake of my loins. Though I’m no more worthy than any other woman, Boheme knew that the revolution of lust that we’d begun was best served by my willingness to serve those that loved me.


  Only now am I coming back into my senses. Sometimes I’d rather throw off my reason altogether and remain in the debauchery. (They tell me it still goes on, this mid-summer feast, and might well continue for the remainder of the month. If it lasts that long I’ll have to join them in the gardens again.) But I know that I have much yet to write, much left in my visions to speak about, and all my faculties will be required for that task.




  Chapter Nine


  Cigar smoke poured into the anteroom where I waited for my turn, so thick I almost choked. I couldn’t imagine what that other room would be like where all this poison was produced. I’d been told this was a general auction, my fellow slaves in the bordello knew all about the auctions, and this obviously wasn’t the cultured kind where the best flesh was put up for sale. After just five months in Sergei’s service I was surprised that I was no longer considered prime. Indian advised me that it had nothing to do with being “prime flesh”, it was pure and simple a business move. Cece told me not to worry, it really didn’t matter how I was sold, or where the transaction took place. “All auctions are exercises in humiliation.”


  “You’ll think yourself as useless as a dog on the street by the time you’re finished,” she said, drawing her pink painted lips into a sly smirk. “Then of course some of us like being treated that way, don’t we?”


  Cece knew my darker purpose for being in the sex trade. She was one who only liked conventional sex, unless she wanted to be punished; then she’d do something to piss off her master, Darian, and he’d go off on her with a vengeance. About every six weeks she’d have one hellish night with him in one of the third floor rooms. Two days later she’d come back smiling. That was all she could tolerate of the hard stuff.


  I wasn’t sure I wanted to be treated like a dog, but I didn’t think there was anything I could go through worse than the trials I’d already survived. What concerned me was the suddenness of Sergei’s decision. One day I’m his slave, the next told to report to the general auction. When I saw my master in the hallway of the bordello the night Kiri informed me, I tried to find out just what had happened. He gave me one rare smile and said, “It’s strictly business, Chloe, nothing else.”


  Just a few weeks after my infamous mutiny, I wondered if that had anything to do with it; but by the expression on his face, I decided not to even bother asking. Once that punishment was over, and I’d returned to my regular routine, nothing had been said. My favorite cohorts in the trade told me there were rumors that Sergei was in financial troubles and needed to bail out of several contracts, mine being one. My first feeling was rejection, but then, rejected by what? There was no affection between us, never would be. I suppose however, I felt as if I belonged to him.


  Waiting for my turn in the auction room I had lots of time to think. At that moment I felt more like a slave than I ever had, since the choice in the matter seemed taken from my hands. Even though I knew the possibility always loomed over my head, I never anticipated or believed it would happen. My life those several months had been more fulfilled than I’d ever experienced. There was little that daunted me in the bordello and certainly not in my job at the paper. My ongoing war with Gatov was destined never to cease, but that had become almost as ritualized as my nights as a whore. What this change signaled had me scared. It wasn’t the auction, the humiliation, none of that mattered as much as the potential for altering the lovely balance of sex and living, which now seemed second nature.


  “Chloe Duchet!” A gruff voice woke me from my thoughts.


  Looking up, I eyed the smoking, bald-headed man at the auction room door as did the three other women waiting with me. None of us knew whether to be relieved when our name was called or not. Though hearing mine, I knew I was glad to get the waiting over with. I tried telling myself that this was a good thing for me; being sold enriched my contract, which was never bad. Some slaves made a bundle at these auctions when the bidding turned into a battle. That was why I tried my best to look as sumptuous and alluring as I knew how, considering that I was wearing a slave robe. Unfortunately the long-sleeved black dress with neat ties at the breasts, cunt and ass was not the most flattering, but then that wasn’t exactly its purpose. The ties were undone only when the audience paid for the privilege of seeing the slave’s assets. Nothing in the sex trades was done that didn’t bring money into someone’s hands, even if it wasn’t always mine.


  The lights on the stage were so blinding that there was no way I could see the faces before me. I sensed a room full of haggling men, by the low dull roar I knew the room was large. They barked numbers that made no sense to me, and then some all-out war broke loose and an official sounding voice was required to quiet the crowd. After the room settled into that same dull roar, I was ordered to step to a two foot high platform, helped there by the man that escorted me. At least his hands were warm and protective while I climbed the few steps.


  So high above the men below, I might have felt like a princess in my position, but all I could think of was the likelihood that I’d topple over if the smoke got any thicker inside my head.


  At one point my attendant poked my side and whispered for me to undo the tie at my breasts. That undone, the material fell away and my breasts were exposed. Asked to turn around, I followed the same instructions when it was time to bare my ass, and then later my cunt. Each step in the unveiling caused my body to shake a little more. For all the exposure I’d had in my months as a slave, Cece was right, this was different. Anonymous, sleazy and hot. “You’ll think yourself a useless dog…” The lights, like furnaces scorched my skin.


  The first words I could clearly understand were uttered when the exposure was complete. “Begin bids,” a big voice boomed over the noise, and I waited breathlessly for the rapid fire bidding to begin. But then, before anything else could be said, before the crowd could make their pleas for me, a second voice, strong and clear from far back in the room roared out, “125,000!”


  A deafening hush followed.


  Then there was a collective, “ahhhhh,” and then the clamor of noisy chatter resumed. Feeling a tug at my dress, I looked down to see the attendant motioning me off the platform; the auction for me was over.


  The sparse room where I waited was cold. I’d redone the ties to my dress, thinking that might be some protection against the draft that came in through the window. Still I shivered. When I was finally summoned, I followed the attendant as he walked down a dank hallway to the exchange room. Sergei was already signing the papers, standing in front of a desk transferring ownership rights to the man who sat there. I couldn’t see my new master at first. Anxiety clawing in my throat, my head pounding with a dull ache, I was surprised how this transition was affecting me, when I’d tried to remain so aloof. In my mind I figured my life would go on as before, nights and weekends in the bordello, just a new man to answer to; and yet my intuition told me something different. I know I wouldn’t have been so scared if that weren’t true, if an extraordinary change wasn’t taking place.


  When Sergei moved aside, I expected some finishing remark between us to end the stint of our shared lives, but seeing the face on the other side of the desk, my eyes were instantly fixed on them, and I could look no where else. I was aware that Sergei brushed by me on his way out the door, that there was a jumble of activity as the officials prepared for the transfer and my signature. Against the backdrop of that commotion, I felt a tightness in my body, as if I were, to the accompaniment of spooky music, walking down a dark corridor with someone staring at my back.


  My mind could not compute what had just taken place. Could not, for all its struggle to make sense of it, understand why Gatov, not Max Gatov my boss, but Gatov from the antiquities shop was sitting in the seat as my new master.


  “Sign here, Duchet,” the magistrate said. The attendant’s hand went to my rump to me push me forward, since it was obvious that I couldn’t move on my own volition.


  “Sign?” I looked about bewildered while I took the pen in hand.


  “Here.” Someone pointed out the place.


  I scrawled my signature on the line, and then stood back, my eyes returning to the man from whom I’d stolen Rowena’s diary.


  “This is a proxy purchase,” I was told by the magistrate sitting next to Gatov. I must have looked confused because he went on to explain. “Mr. Gatov is acting on behalf of his son, Maximillian Gatov. I believe you know him already?”


  “Max? Max Gatov?” I whispered.


  Gatov behind the desk nodded. “You’ve been eyed by him for sometime.”


  Gatov. The man I sparred with daily, whose venom poured out on me in an unending stream, who threatened me when I challenged him, who held my job over my head with a knife ready to cut it loose? Max Gatov who I despised as much as he despised me? But with whom I was beginning to think some regard had been generated in the midst of our endless battle? That Gatov was the son of this man? And that Gatov had purchased my contract?


  I felt as though I just opened my soul for the world to see, and its blood, its precious fluid was pooling up at my feet.


  “Why didn’t he come himself?” I asked.


  “Because he runs a newspaper office,” Gatov the father replied.


  Was that meant to remind me I was not at my own job that afternoon, or was it just a simple answer to my question?


  “I think everything is in order, Ms. Duchet,” the man next to my new master’s father informed me. “You have anything else for this slave?” He turned to Gatov.


  “No, I believe that will be enough. My son will contact her as he wishes.”


  While I continued to stand before the desk, I watched the man push away from his chair and rise. Shaking the magistrate’s hand he left the room, while my eyes were fixed on his exit the whole time.


  “You’re free to go,” the magistrate told me.


  “Free, that’s it?”


  “Simpler than the initiation, isn’t it?” he made small talk with a smile.


  “Yes, yes it is,” I agreed. My head was swimming still, as if I’d taken a dozen shots of spirits. With a deep breath and a quick smile at the official, for he had other slaves to process through that afternoon, I left the room, choosing to walk a dozen blocks in the cold afternoon drizzle before I grabbed the trolley to take me home.


  I’d told Gatov, my boss, that I had personal business, a doctor’s visit, when I asked for the day off to attend my auction. The fact that he knew what I was really doing stung me hard. I could only assume that he knew even more, a whole lot more. He knew what his father had told him about my research at the shop. And he no doubt knew of my choice for the sex trades from its inception. Information traded between master and master put them all in the same fraternity, this one the Bach Consortium to which they both belonged. Slaves trades between members in the guild could be as easily executed as mine had been.


  The fact that there had been no bidding war, not even one man trying to top the generous bid, suggested that Max Gatov had his purchase arranged from the start.


  And the fact that he didn’t attend suggested that this was just another in a long line of measures he’d used to gain control over me. However he wasn’t content to control my body, he wanted my mind and everything from my soul to the toes of my feet.


  Arriving at my apartment, I lay in my bed and stared at the ceiling. The chain attached to the bare light-bulb there swayed with a current of air passing through the room high above me.


  Did they know I’d taken Rowena’s journal from the shop? Did they know everything? In the back of my mind I was hoping that this was all a dream and I’d awaken with it all undone. Hours later, thinking there might be some solace for me in the journal, I opened it once again.


  9/22 - We traveled about the French countryside and are now in Cannes. I’d never seen such sights and Boheme is like a tour guide showing me everything. The vacation is exhilarating, taking me away from the long days I spent doing the important work of a prophetess and visionary slave. Being made public, though my identity and the particulars about my life are still masked in mystery, there’s been more demand for me. The press and my audience know they can get to me through Boheme and were constantly after him wanting private sessions for everything from sex to personal readings of the future. I wasn’t sure that was how my gift worked. That I could simply turn on some spigot and everything that there is to know about an individual will pour out. I’m afraid that if I’m put on the spot, I’ll fail miserably and be accused of being a charlatan. About the visions I’ve seen, I am no charlatan. I tell the truth as my eyes see it. And I know enough not to cloud that truth with questionable practices that don’t seem natural to me.


  Boheme, sensing my fears, decided that after the carnival, a holiday would serve us well. I can still send my articles to the papers if they need more material to run. With that in mind, a few weeks ago we slipped out of the house to a waiting vehicle and were driven to the train station where we disappeared into Boheme’s private car. That is why I haven’t written in the journal for so many days. When I discovered that I’d forgotten to pack this treasured piece, I raised a fit with my master; and after he admonished me because I wouldn’t make due with a substitute, the dear man had these precious pages sent to me.


  We spend our days on the beach at Cannes warming in the sun. We sip fresh fruit drinks in the daytime and brandy at night. Some evenings we dance to the sounds of local musicians, and eat the most fascinating food until we’ve stuffed ourselves. The only sexual activity I’ve engaged in is with Boheme, my master, lover and dear confidante. He’s become almost jealous of me, wanting my passions all to himself. I confess that I love being loved this way. My heart wells up with feelings so rich, so rare and precious to me.


  And still, I sometimes miss his abusive streak. I have a hunch, however, that once I feel that darker passion rise in me, Boheme will feel it in him, too. Before long I’ll have my long-awaited feast of pain.


  9/28 - Just when I thought Boheme had given up on the vile abuse that began our lustrous affair, I’m aptly reminded how we began, reminded of my place, reminded that I am still a slave. First and foremost, I am a slave …


  We left Cannes yesterday, taking the train north headed out of France altogether. The feel of the train gets inside me, the gentle sway, the cachug, chug chug, the smell of fuel and the landscape that passes so fast I can never gauge from where we’ve come or understand what lies ahead.


  Last evening, I was settling in to read a book, while Boheme sat across from me in our cabin reading his. Like two old shoes. I looked up to wonder if something important had slipped through our fingers. When there was a knock on the door, I jumped half out of my skin. Boheme answering the knock with a gentle yes, the door opened and two men and a woman appeared.


  “Is she ready?” the woman asked.


  Boheme nodded.


  “Ready for what?” Just a month before I’d have never asked when a sudden change took place. The assumption was always in the forefront of my thoughts that I could be swept up at any minute and be used for sex. This was so far from my thoughts last night, I found myself protesting as the two hulking men pulled me from the comfort of our private car and took me toward the back of the train. My last glimpse of Boheme, he bore a stern expression that I’d seen many times, an admonishment to behave myself like the good slave I am.


  Past the parlor and dining cars to the very last baggage car, I was pushed to a chair and told to sit there, and not move. Obviously we were waiting for something. When the train began to slow and lurched to a stop, I almost fell off my seat. I was held there only by a strong hand on my shoulder. With no windows in this car, I couldn’t see out to understand where we were. But it wasn’t minutes before three men climbed on board, coming in from the outside letting the heavy door behind them bang.


  “You have good flesh to offer?” my companions were asked.


  “Prime. Just look at her.” The bodice of my soft dress was abruptly ripped from me, the torn thing hanging limp while my naked bosom showed.


  One raised eyebrow on one interested man, he nodded as if he was pleased. Pulled to my feet, there was another swiping at my clothes and I was standing naked in the presence of them all.


  “She’s highborn, according to her papers,” one of my companions said, handing a packet to the men who stared at me.


  Perusing the documents, he stuffed them back inside the envelope and handed them back.


  “The train leaves in two hours, she’ll need to be back then.”


  “My master’s in the station house, this should take no time,” one of the men informed those who’d claimed me from Boheme.


  Transferred from one group of three to another, I wondered how many times I’d be passed along before I reached my final destination. I didn’t have long to think about that, however. With a cloak thrust over my shoulders to cover my nakedness, I was taken from the train car, and escorted inside the station. I could see by the bustling activity throughout the large building, that this was a major city. Tucking my head inside my cloak, so that I wouldn’t be easily noticed, I managed to avoid the glances of most people as I was led through the main staging area into a corridor and then to a room behind the offices. Once inside the room, my job was simple. The cloak removed, my escort backed away and I stood as an offering before the waiting man.


  Such arrogance greeted me, I can’t remember when I’d seen that kind of expression. “I am Ruel,” he said.


  I recognized the name and face from long before the time they became recognizable. “And I’m Rowena,” I replied, exchanging haughty glances.


  “So you are?” His smirk was both charming and frightful. The man was massive in build so much taller than me, I could easily have felt dwarfed. And such stunning eyes, green I think was the color; though they appeared to change depending on how the light hit them. His hair was like mine, a flaxen gold, though his did not shine as mine did. Brushed back from his face his features stood out boldly, the strong nose, wide mouth and furrowed eyebrows. Ruggedly handsome, just as I knew Ruel would be, just as my visions had told.


  “You’ve gained notoriety for a slave,” this leader of one faction of warring rebels continued.


  “So I have.”


  He looked as if he admired me, and then his face turned into a scowl.


  “But you’re still a slave and I’m still Ruel.”


  I noted that with a nod of my head.


  “Tell me how you knew to write about me.”


  “I explained that in my treatise.”


  “But I want to know how it was my name came to your mind.”


  “When I saw your face in my visions, your name instantly appeared next to it. I can’t explain how this happened. It simply does,” I answered. “I saw the details of your life, ones that I’ve never published.”


  “What were those?” He asked looking curious.


  “I saw the way your father beat you when you were a child. How your mother stood by and didn’t raise a hand to stop him. How you harbored your hate and anger, while you cultivated a personality that would charm people into doing as you liked. I saw how you vowed to turn your past into a revolution against the state, how claiming to be the only sane choice for the sake of peace, you seek to woo people to you. You hold them enthralled by your gift of persuasion, tell them that you’ll be the reasoned answer to their fears. You give them hope, because giving them hope gives you power and control over them, which is what you want more than anything.”


  “You see all that?” He looked impressed and annoyed.


  “And more.”


  “Tell me more.”


  “I also know your darkness, that blackness of anger, regret and pain that remains in you. I know what motivates you, Ruel, and it is not the kindness of your heart. You are not a magnanimous man.”


  “Humph,” he chuckled under his breath. A sneer on his lips I almost recoiled from. “So, you want to enter Prussia?” he said with an abruptness that took me off guard.


  “Yes,” I agreed. “If that is what my master has planned.”


  “Then you’ll have to get by me, slave. On your knees.”


  Only then did I appreciate my nakedness, and the sexual facts about our meeting. I was an interesting commodity being Rowena, but I was also a slave. To cross the border into Prussia, I was the barter that gave our train safe passage.


  Ruel pulled a thick, meaty cock from pants that he forced between my lips. Seconds later, it slipped down my throat as if the man was trying to choke me. With both hands he pulled on my hair to force my face into his crotch. Something I’d done a thousand times was nauseous until I finally relaxed. With words inside my brain to remind me who I was, I finally relented, letting my own anger go. Once it passed, the rebel sensed it and withdrew.


  Dragging me to my feet, Ruel lifted up my body as if I was a downy pillow, and then moving toward the cold outside wall, he pressed me to it with his body. Ruel’s cock going inside my opened cunt thrust and thrust again. His groans were harsh, his harsh hands ruthless, and his lips against my mouth something I surrendered to without a protest. For twenty minutes I was pounded by that large prick. Only when he stopped to slap my breasts was there any reprieve from the vile attack. When he finally finished off, it was with his chest pressed to mine and our lips bound together. For an instant I was left to wonder if somewhere in this lifetime or another I hadn’t had this body and this man before. He was as familiar to me as my lover waiting on the train.


  “You are a pleasure, Rowena, Goddess of Sex,” he said with a scowl as he dropped me to my feet, my vagina dripping with his sperm. “We will meet again, you can be certain of that, when we both have more time to pursue this.” Rapping his wet cock on my side, he slipped it back inside his pants. “Do what you wish in Prussia, but know I can’t protect you or your company. It’s dangerous out there.” He looked as if he was about to leave, but turning back, the perpetual sneer greeted me again. “You will take care of my men before you go. It’s been a long time since they had the opportunity to have a female body as fragrant as yours. What we get in the hills and trenches are just the filthy whores this war’s produced.”


  I was only left alone for a few minutes, then joined by several men. I took them in turn, doing what I was trained for. At first I was afraid that I wouldn’t make it back to the train before it was time to go. But Ruel was quite right, these men had not had sex in some time, and they all were quick.


  9/24 - We’ve traveled further into Prussia than I’ve been since Boheme bought me, farther than the capitol, into the mountains. I left these mountains several years ago to change my life. And how it has changed. How the mountains themselves have changed. This territory had been the seat of my father’s power, but with him dead the seat of power moves with whatever lord or rebel is heard the loudest. Boheme told me we were traveling in this place because of the lovely atmosphere. He wants to know if the high elevations will affect my visions. I think that’s a strange idea, but then my life is strange, why expect anything less?


  We quit the train yesterday in a small town whose streets and buildings look familiar to me. For a moment I wondered if it was the village of my birth. But then it struck me that we’re just in a neighboring town where I spent some of my wild youth, before the rebellion in me stuck and I left home. The palace where my parents lived is only a few miles away. Boheme has said we’ll be leaving in the morning, but before we do, there’s a task that must be accomplished. He was quite clear about that when we dined at midday. Resting after the meal, my master suddenly popped up from his chair and motioned me to follow him. We walked together hand and hand for a least a mile, coming to a graveyard, unexpectedly taking its path.


  “Why are we here?” I asked.


  “Graveyards are peaceful, don’t you think?”


  “I suppose,” I replied, looking around at the mountains and the green grass on the hilly slope and the stones that marked the dead.


  “I thought perhaps you needed to see this place, just once.”


  I didn’t realize what he meant until I stared down at two graves with a freshly placed stone. “Elibris and Johanna Dulciat” the dual stone was engraved.


  “Darthganton’s grave,” I said.


  “And your mother’s?”


  “You know?” I turned to him shocked.


  “Perhaps I too see visions,” he said.


  “Why did you bring me here?” I asked.


  “You have no reason to rebel against your father anymore. You won, my love. You needn’t be a slave to any man, least of all me. I wanted you to have the chance to cut the ties to your past.”


  I stared from my lover/master to the graves that bore my parents. “They buried him with my mother, that surprises me,” I observed.


  “While his bride still lives.”


  “Does she?”


  “Somewhere in hiding the rumor says.”


  “They’d love to kill her I’m sure.”


  “Dead the moment her face resurfaces,” he agreed.


  “I wonder if this makes me vulnerable?” I asked him.


  “No one will ever have to know who you are, Rowena,” he said kindly.


  I was crying in spite of myself, crying for my father, who’d been blind to truth and blinded by power. He’d loved me as little girl. I used to sit on his lap and he’d sing me songs while I bobbed up and down on his knee. His eyes would capture mine and hold them in their dancing light. Thinking of those moments, I realized whose eyes mimicked Elibris Dulciat, Darthganton. They were Ruel’s. That was why the man was so familiar to me. No one’s sure who killed my father, but I believe it was Ruel, killing the man most like himself. This belief isn’t a vision, just my female intuition making a heart-felt guess.




  Chapter Ten


  For two days I waited for Gatov, my boss, to make his move. Not a word was uttered nor eyebrow raised, nor one indication at all made to me that he even knew I was now his sexual property. For a time I thought perhaps I had just dreamed those several days, that I still belonged to Sergei, and was seriously endangering my contract with the man by not showing up at the bordello.


  Thinking that, I’d then shake myself awake and remember the truth. Gatov the father, Max Gatov the son, and my signature on the new contract. When a telly message appeared on my machine indicating a bank draft for 1100 culiars deposited to my account, I knew for certain.


  It was late in the afternoon of the third day, I was sitting at my desk typing copy into the telly, my mind at least for that moment free of thoughts of everything but the work in front of me. As sometimes happens at that time of day, my eyes drooped, then closed and I was jerked awake by my body trying to take a nose dive to my desk for a brief nap. Jerking my eyes wide open, I realized that Ginnis was at the door of the foreman’s office, motioning to me. Already half the primary staff was on its way for some unscheduled meeting, and I, sleepy as I was, lagged behind. Bolting from my desk, I made up the distance to the private office and entered with the others.


  The meeting was a no-count one, procedure changes, and a lecture from Gatov meant to highlight a few sloppy policies that our tired minds had succumbed to. Duly admonished, we were dismissed. I hadn’t even thought about my seat inside the office, how far it was from the exit door; but when it was time to leave, I knew I’d be the last to go. Maybe subconsciously I planned it that way. Make the man declare himself. If he thought he’d have me on pins and needles he certainly had.


  “Chloe.” As I was about out the door, I heard his voice, but questioned that he’d actually spoken. Turning around I looked to see if my mind was playing tricks or I was right.


  “Sit down,” he motioned me to the chair before his desk. He eyed me for a few minutes then spoke, “My father completed my purchase of your contract a few days ago, as I’m sure you’re aware. I’ve given you a few days to get used to the idea.”


  I appraised him back, suspicious as always. “No,” I shook my head in disagreement, surprised by the venom I was still able to pour into my words. “You’ve given me a few days to squirm, live in dread and fear, and to torture myself with expectation.”


  “Is that what I’ve done?”


  “You want me as a slave, I’m a good one,” I continued to speak boldly. “Use me as you will, I’m yours.” I never would have spoken to Sergei this way, but there wasn’t much to stop me.


  He laughed. “This is going to be a good match, Chloe Duchet. A good match.”


  I didn’t see it that way, but then I wasn’t going to argue the point. Chloe Duchet was a slave, and slaves didn’t do themselves any good fighting anything. I’d still spar with Gatov, but I’d also relent. I had no choice.


   “I have two other slaves,” he went on. “They work the bordello in the old ghetto. Before I place you there, however, you’ll stay with me. You’ll move into my house tonight. I’ll have movers pack your things and bring them.”


  “No,” I replied to his plans with an unexpected look of fright.


  “No? I don’t think you have the right to question me.”


  “I was told the contract would be the same as mine with Sergei.”


  “And it is, except for a few changes.”


  “I wasn’t told of any changes other than the money.”


  “Too bad, the magistrate must have been in a hurry.”


  “Oh, I think it was done on purpose,” I countered him.


  “Think what you like. After we’re home tonight, I’ll pull out the document and we’ll take a look. I don’t want you to think you’re being taken advantage of, because I’m sure that isn’t so.”


  “I assumed you were a despicable ass, but … but this is still my life,” I charged. “Except for sex, I am in charge.”


  “And just a few other matters.”


  “Well, then, maybe you should spell out the changes so there won’t be more that hit me in the face like a brick.”


  “Actually your living arrangement was the only one,” he answered. “The arrangement makes you available to me whenever I want, which is exactly what you agreed to with Sergei. He just didn’t choose to exercise his rights with you the same way I intend to. The thirty hours maximum still stands, you’ll just be serving it in a more immediate way. Besides, you can give up your apartment. Save the cash.”


  “I don’t want to give up my apartment.”


  “That’s pretty ridiculous,” he suggested.


  “But I have a personal life.”


  He smirked. “Like reading the diary that you stole from my father’s shop. If it’s that you’re worried about, I’ll be sure the treasured volume is delivered right into your pilfering hands.”


  My face was hot, instantly blushing from embarrassment.


  “If you think that my father didn’t know from the very beginning that you’d taken it you’re a silly fool of a woman. Actually, he found it quite amusing your secretive measures to extract it from his shop without his knowing.”


  “How would he have known?” I found myself asking, when I really didn’t want to. I was sure that I’d only have more humiliation heaped on me hearing the answer.


  “The value of my father’s goods requires measures to ensure him against thieves. There are cameras hidden in every corner of the shop.”


  Damn! How foolish I was not to consider that possibility. I was a passionate, obsessive and reckless woman the day I took the journal.


  “So he’ll want it back?”


  He chuckled. “No. He just wants the satisfaction of seeing the results of your research when you’re his to screw.”


  “You’ll give me to your father?”


  “I’ll give you to anyone I want. That is the nature of the arrangement.”


  Not an argument was available to me. I sat in the chair in front of the man trying hard to keep from crying. He couldn’t see that, ever. I’d never let him see the pain or the humiliation in my face. But maybe he already had. In the long silence that followed I was determined not to break. I’d leave that for him, not giving him the satisfaction of knowing another thing about my current state of mind.


  “We’ll be leaving in an hour. The vehicle will be ready downstairs.”


  “Is that all?” I asked.


  “For now.” His phone rang and I was out the door before I heard him answer.


  My first night in Gatov’s house he showed me to my room and told me I’d be eating there. He had guests, and I wasn’t yet ready to entertain for him. Never in all the time I’d been a slave to Sergei did I feel as captive as I did at that moment. Lying on the bed in the strange room that was now my room, I’d been swept away from everything that was dear to me. Max Gatov seemed to know how much that would unsettle me. I thought of Rowena’s Journal, buried with the underwear in my bureau. It had been one of the rare days I hadn’t brought it with me to work. I guess I’d left in a rush that morning. Without it, I felt lost, and worse, had the feeling that I’d lost her life forever, that despite what Gatov said, I’d never see her words again.


  I missed the bordello. I missed sex. The hours ticked by with me hoping I’d be used by some horny man. I finally fell asleep with my loins aching, and I didn’t have the heart to touch them.


  Three days. Three long, horrifying days I lived in limbo. Gatov, as cold as ice, kept me as a useless, unused chattel. Removed from my possessions that he’d promised me, forced by the contract to sleep in his forbidding house, the only pleasure I could take was at my job, where he reigned over me as well. I begged for any assignment that got me out of the newsroom and on the street. I’d even become a mail clerk if that meant that I’d spend less time in proximity to my new, devious master.


  Returning home from work on the fourth day, I noticed several things in my room that I recognized, notably my clothes, toilet items and a few books from my bookshelf. At first I thought the journal wasn’t there, but to my surprise, on opening one of the bureau drawers, Rowena’s Journal lay inside among my sexy underwear as if whomever removed the clothes and brought them to my new home, had no idea that a priceless piece of history was in their hands.


  Picking up the journal I carried the book to bed assuming that I’d have some time to read before I went to sleep. I was wrong. Just as I was opening the cover I heard a knock on the door. Shoving the volume under my pillow, I said, “Come in.”


  “So, are you settled?” Gatov asked as he strolled to my side.


  “Of course,” I replied with a smile. How polite he was being.


  “I’m glad. I will require you services downstairs tonight, but you’ll have to dress for it.”


  “In what?” I asked rising from the bed.


  Going to my closet, he briskly went from one dress to the next, not seeming to find anything suitable. Opening a second closet on the other wall, I watched him repeat the process, though this time he was rifling though clothes that were not mine, at least they were not the ones that I’d purchased and owned. “Here,” he said, throwing a dress on the bed. “There are shoes to match in the closet. Ten minutes, look ravishing, and no underwear. It’ll only get in the way.”


  When I took the stairs to the first floor of Gatov’s house, I walked gingerly in the open toed pumps I found in the closet. The only ones available, there was little choice but these. I wasn’t used to the shoes so it wasn’t easy.


  In the hallway I had no idea where I was suppose to go since I’d never been in this part of the house. The white of it was startling, almost blinding to my eye. An intensely stark home built of white painted concrete and metal struts, there was little warmth inside, especially in the sterile hall. Finding no clue to my master’s whereabouts, I was about to start opening doors, when Gatov popped his head out of one and I followed him.


  On the other side of the door was a spacious living room. The furnishings were antiques, which provided an interesting clash of styles in the stark white house. For a brief instant I enjoyed the smell of wood smoke and the fire leaping behind the simple grate. It was almost unheard of to burn wood anymore.


  Three men sat in chairs about the fire, while I was led between them, Gatov pushing me into the center of the room.


  “Look at me, Chloe,” Gatov ordered. As stern voices go, his could sound lethal—dictatorial and masterful. I tried letting my past associations with him go, pretending that he was anyone but the man I’d been fighting for months. Just another master, no one that mattered. The idea was sound, but unfortunately the execution of it was impossible. I looked at his handsome face. His features, with their unabashed sexual darkness so easily displayed in this setting, loomed ever more intoxicating than they were in the newsroom. I was practiced at ignoring the sexual accompaniment that went with being in his presence. Practiced perhaps at work, but not practiced standing before him and the audience that watched us. Palms sweating, heart beating, I waited for another direction, while he seemed content just to let the stare between us be enough.


  “Remove your dress,” he finally said in a voice so quiet and so stern, I might have believed that he was speaking in my ear. The rest of the room could have vanished and there was just the two of us face to face with all the spite and anger and age-old war that had prevailed in our testy relationship.


  Remove the dress. Yes. Remove the dress. The words kept repeating and I kept thinking them and remained standing motionless not obeying them, but not yet refusing. It felt as though I’d be taking off every bit of dignity to unclothe myself in front of a man I knew in such a different way.


  At last my hands found the strength to pull the thin straps of my dress from my shoulders. A tug or two and it was over my breasts, moving down toward my waist. More, and I wiggled in it a little to push it over my hips. Then with a firm shove the unveiling was complete. The blue cloth lay at my feet, bunched around the blue satin pumps.


  Quiet again, I had to wait while the room of four men scrutinized me.


  “My, she’s charming. You say, Max, she’s been slaving for five months?”


  “Nearly six.”


  “Turn around, girl,” the man said.


  Gatov nodded, and I obeyed, more than happy to turn so their eyes weren’t on my face and my glistening cunt.


  “Not a mark. Hummm. You say your father made the contract?”


  “Just did my bidding.”


  “And a good price you insisted on.”


  “She’s mine, gentlemen. My prize. Turn back around, Chloe, and get to your knees.”


  That done, my bare knees sank into the carpet, feeling its prickly fibers scratch my skin.


  “Crawl to them and take their cocks,” he ordered next. “Suck them dry.”


  I made my way to the first horny man, aware the entire time that Max stood over me as if he had a lash in hand, and was about to beat my backside if I faltered at all. He didn’t need a lash, his eyes were enough.


  The first man was ready for me, his penis growing. With lips wrapped around his stalk, I sucked his rod until it was stiff. Once I completed that, the other two men surrounded me, all three acting as one man. From cock to cock to cock, my mouth swam between them, giving a vigorous blow-job to each. When one seemed about to peak, I moved on until the next was ready to climax, and then the next. The round robin continued until I felt the first bath of cum spew on my face, then all three finished within a few seconds of each other.


  “That’ll be all, Chloe,” Max told me. Nothing more said, I was dismissed. For a slave it was an easy night. I’d have been dammed happy to have had something more for myself, but my master was contrary enough to keep me waiting.


  After midnight that night, I knew because I’d heard the clock in the hallway chime the hour just before I drifted off to sleep, my bedroom door opened and Gatov moved inside. At first, only half awake, I thought he was just there to look at me, like a father might look at a young child. Playing possum, I lay there without moving, waiting for him to leave before I’d stir at all, but he didn’t leave. Coming to the bed, he drew up my hips, so I was on my knees. His erection was obvious the way it bobbed hard against my back. I knew it would poke me hard and it did. In as much need as I was, so deprived of sexual affection for days, I climaxed just as my master did. Hearing the sibilant sounds of my pleasured voice, and feeling my cunt squeeze hard, he knew what I couldn’t deny. By then, I didn’t care. I might care in the morning, I might care on Monday when I’d face in him in his office at work. But I didn’t care in the middle of the night. The orgasm was mine, all mine. If he was part of it, it was only his cock and nothing more.


  When he withdrew from me, I expected him to leave without a word. However at the door, I heard him speak. “Marchan will wake you in the morning, Chloe. At five thirty. He’ll whip you before your day begins. The ritual will continue every day except Saturday. Only when the lash starts to contain the vehemence within you will that change.”


  Marchan, a handyman/gardener/driver/valet to Max Gatov came every morning like a bell tolling the hour. At his whim, he choose one particular part of my anatomy to suffer. I was whipped there thoroughly, though not long, just long enough for a blush to appear, and some stripes to show and the skin of my breasts or ass or thighs to bear the rash for several hours, after which it would usually fade.


  Working with Gatov was the cruelest blow. To see him daily, to often ride with him to work and then pretend I was nothing but a copy editor on his staff made my days tense. Perhaps the lashings in the morning were necessary to calm me down. Even though I might masturbate at night before I slept, there was no real reprieve. I was not getting what I needed.


  One afternoon at work, Gatov ordered me into his office. “Did Marchan whip your breasts this morning?” he asked.


  “Yes,” I replied, still feeling the discomfort.


  “Let me see the marks,” he asked.


  “Here?”


  He nodded.


  The activity in the newsroom proceeded outside the windows and the opened door of the foreman’s office. Gatov knew he was stretching my limits to have me expose myself in this vulnerable place. I suppose he thought I’d balk at the command. But I was proud of who I was and I refused to let him know how I suffered from fear those long moments.


  Buttons easily undone, my breasts were exposed to his eyes revealing the pale marks that lingered from my morning’s episode with Marchan.


  “Pull them from your bra,” he said, when he hadn’t seen enough.


  My hands followed the command, taking each fragrant mound of flesh from the lace that confined it. The exposure was more complete with each orb bearing at least three lines that were easily distinguished, and several other faint ones.


  “He marked you well,” Gatov observed. Impassive and cold, the nod of this head led me to believe that this exhibition was complete “You can go.”


  The spasm between my legs moved like an earthquake moves in a lovely wave, rippling from the center of myself, outward. I know I would have responded to him, if he’d advanced on me sexually, but he chose instead to let me suffer with the rawness of desire for the remainder of the day.


  After two weeks of this ritual morning humiliation, Gatov came to me after midnight again. Again he watched me for sometime while I pretended to sleep; though I’m sure he could tell that I was awake. When he began to speak, he expected me to hear him.


  “You know, Duchet, Chloe…” he said my first name more softly than the last, “if you hadn’t already chosen the life as a slave I would have recommended it to you. My first impression of you was a distinctly sexual one.” He’d approached the bed; I could tell by his footsteps drawing near. “Then, perhaps you have no idea the aura you exude, the darkness that precedes and follows you. You’re hard with me because I know you too well. Sometimes I think this war we have is unfortunate, but perhaps it will only enhance what will happen later.” I remained motionless as my master’s words caressed the air and traveled beyond my ears to a place where I hear within. He moved to the bed, where I felt his hands pull on me as they had the time before when he used me for sex. “I find your hatred of me all the more intriguing because of that well-spring in you from where it comes. We will be ravenous lovers.” He picked me up and turned me in his arms, our eyes meeting for just an instant before mine closed him out. Pressing his lips into mine, he cupped my pubis with his free hand. An audible gasp generated a more intimate fondling as I felt his fingers play about the folds of my sex. So brisk, that swift orgasm stunned me, but not Max, my master. In the black of the room, I could make out a tender smile on his face. He fondled me more, taking more of the wild unleashed passion and bringing it to the surface. Again, I climaxed.


  “So beautiful, Chloe, so beautiful,” he murmured. “There will be more tonight, many more.” Fondling me again, I was at another peak, though this one he used for himself. Dropping me to the bed, the robe about him fell away and glistening with sweat, his firm muscled body descended to mine. My legs parted, a natural move to accommodate the thick erection that pressed into my vagina. We played like lovers, moved like lovers, kissed and clawed and moaned like lovers. He was right. I came and came again. With no seeming end to the rush of energy pouring through me I thought the night would never stop.


  “You are beautiful,” he whispered over and over, as though he was in awe of me. I was in awe of him. This would change my view point of the man I despised. How could I despise him when he treated me to such delicious ends? I could love him if this didn’t stop. That idea hurt the most, that I might have been wrong about Gatov, about Max.


  And yet, I was glad to know that my anger wasn’t completely vanished. When a tiny speck of it surfaced again, reminding me that I still had reason to detest him, I almost smiled with happiness. “I hate you,” I managed to say, as he lay next to me, both of us wondering if we’d make love again or simply fall asleep.


  “I know,” he said. “But you don’t hate me here.” He held my pubis affectionately in the palm of his hand.


  “No,” I admitted, my voice as soft as his.


  “Then we can put the hate away for the rest of the night,” he said. “You can despise me in the morning.”


  In the morning, Max was gone. I don’t imagine that I slept more than an hour or two. And as every other day for the past two weeks, except Saturday of course, I was awakened by Marchan hovering over me with a lash in his hand.


  “This morning?” I offered the first protest I’d ever given him.


  “Your master’s orders,” he reminded me.


  “You’ve seen Gatov this morning,” I asked.


  “I did, in fact,” he said. “He told me to lay it on especially hard, and be sure to whip both your breasts and ass.”


  The hatred that had been diminished by the gentleness of my master’s gentle hands, welled up again as I lay with my hands clutching the metal headboard. With my beasts bared, I let that hatred build with each cut of the leather that struck my tender skin. On my stomach, the fury was doubled as the lash did its work on my ass. If I had considered altering my opinion of Max Gatov when dawn first broke, I’d changed my mind by the time I was ready to rise and dress for work.


  I rode to the newsroom by myself that day. It was just as well, because I wasn’t sure I could hold my tongue. To call me beautiful, whisper such affections in my ear, bring me to such exquisite climaxes, a half dozen of them, and then to order another beating, I found the man unconscionable. Once at work, I found that he wasn’t there. He’d be in meetings until evening. Just as well, I thought to myself, the anger in me having turned to an abiding rage.


  Before I began my day’s job, I perused my messages and some of my unfinished work, stumbling again on that piece I’d written about Rowena Dulciat, the one that despite Gatov’s orders had never been purged from my files.


  Looking the piece over, reading it word for word, I began to expand on it, for nearly two hours hammering out more commentary on Rowena’s thoughts and prophesies, offering a quick-witted editorial that I knew was some of my best writing. I was bucking the entire climate of sexual thinking to publish this piece, with its bold indictment of current sexual mores. But that was the purpose. I lived in a world that forced women in one of two sexual personas with no middle ground. Some day that would have to end.


  The finished piece was just shy of explosive. After all, I wanted to be heard. With it done by noon, I sent it to the editorial page with a forged note from Gatov to print it. The transmission was accompanied by the proper password, one I’d discerned while I watched Max working just a few days before. I’m sure he didn’t know I could pick up his keystrokes so easily. At the time, tucking the information in the back of my head, I thought it might come in handy. How prophetic I was.


  ***


  “You conniving bitch!” Gatov seethed under his breath as his eyes shot their venom into mine. It was just a day later. I was standing haughtily in front of his desk, answering for my crime. Only when his lethal glare didn’t stop was I tempted to be afraid. Though I remained unfazed by his anger. “This will get you fired.”


  “What does that matter to me?” I said, taking the moment to revel in my proud triumph. “Do I detect some hurt?” Sarcasm too.


  “You detect only a reprisal you’re not going to want to face, Duchet.”


  “Go ahead, string me up and beat me. I’ve been through that before and I’m not afraid.”


  I know that I surprised him.


  There was a knock on the door, Gatov answering gruffly, an underling of the administrator peering in at us from outside. “There have been at least two hundred telly messages on the machines,” he said.


  “And?”


  The man moved inside the door, glancing at me, then turning back to his boss. “The ones you expected are among them. It doesn’t look good for anyone in the newsroom, but then, the overwhelming opinion is not unfavorable. Mostly women in that category.”


  I smiled to myself, but I didn’t want my expression too mirthful, not yet. A few quick messages was not necessarily the tide of the reaction to my inflammatory piece. I couldn’t gloat too soon.


  “When I’m finished with Duchet, I’ll take a look at them.”


  “But Ivanov wants to see you.”


  “I’ve had three talks with him already today,” he grumbled. For a moment I thought he didn’t remember I was there to see his anxiety so obvious.


  The phone rang and he answered. After a few quick comments, he looked up at me, and then put the receiver down.


  “You can return to your desk,” I was informed.


  “Someone overrule my dismissal?” I asked in a voice sounding like sugar.


  “Yes,” he replied directly. “Unfortunately, it would be a liability.”


  “Who decided that?” I asked.


  “Out, get out now,” he ordered me. “Your telly’s been altered so there won’t be any more of yesterday’s temptations. Now get your work done and go home. You’ll pay for this there.”


  I was only slightly smug, still unsure what the final assessment of my rash act would be.


  I was in my room reading Rowena’s journal when Max came to see me that night. Unlike his earlier mood, his wrath was subdued or at least set aside. Replacing it was a cool not unlike him, but it was an eerie feeling that moved in me as he sat down at my side. I had the feeling that he could strangle me as easily as he could talk peaceably.


  “Your efforts to dissuade me as your lover will not work, Chloe. You’ll move into my room, sleep with me, eat at my table and serve me as I choose. As well, you’ll be my personal assistant in the newsroom If you do it out of duty as a slave it doesn’t matter, that will be the nature of our relationship. Your early morning whippings will continue, as well as others at my discretion, any time of the day I choose.”


  “I’m not obliged to give you that much,” I reminded him.


  “That is true. But you will, unless of course you’d like to take this up with the council.”


  “We all know they’d rule in your favor,” I reminded him and myself.


  His smug smile couldn’t be contained. “It is still your prerogative, but I’d warn against it. Those slaves who have tried that method not only lost their case, most lost their dignity in the process. If you thought the auction was demeaning …”


  I didn’t need to hear anymore; I knew it was useless to fight him. Though I couldn’t help but wonder why it was so important that I succumb. Why would he want me when all I could feel for him was disgust and fury? I suppose he knew there was something behind those feelings that he wanted; but at best, it was a shot in the dark to think I’d ever have any regard for him. I couldn’t respect him. At least that is what I thought.


  When he left me, my heart was so heavy I wanted to cry. But for some reason, there were just no tears. The only peace I might have was in the pages of the journal under my pillow. But I was almost afraid of even picking it up again, being so close to the end. I knew it wouldn’t be a happy one.


  10/5 - I sit here now writing, my body limp, my heart torn into pieces.


  I know I should chronicle this last horror exactly as it happened, but I’m afraid of the pain that is going to surface. I can already feel it rise in me. The ache is so deep …


  We were on the way out of the mountains. After I washed my psyche clean of my father’s ghost, we decided to stay a few more days than we originally planned so I could heal the associations I had with my homeland. I regret that now, wondering if I might have saved us the peril into which our train and our lives were headed. Nearing the Prussian border I was beginning to feel some exhilaration over leaving the dour feel of this territory. Despite the good that the journey had brought me, I knew my life would be happier spent outside my homeland. And yet returning to the home I knew with Boheme, I wondered if my second sense and yes my visions didn’t already suggest the major change that was abruptly on us. For days I’d had trouble seeing with the same clear vision that I’d been seeing the future. I know now that I’d been looking in the wrong place, looking for a life with Boheme, an extension of the months we’d spent together with our growing affections.


  As we continued through the small hamlets and cities toward the border, we stopped at regular way stations to have our papers checked along with all the other travelers. The procedure seemed routine, though at each stop I was anxious from the moment the train halted until it started again. The anxiety became more pronounced until atop one small mountain pass where the train was detained, I sensed a presence, like a cloud suddenly passing over my heart. The anxiety ceased but was replaced by a heaviness descending all around me. The feeling was soon explained when two men with pistols entered our cabin. There, before my shocked eyes, they aimed their guns at Boheme, and while he looked at them, not in horror or even surprise, but with an odd look of peace, they shot him in the chest. Two bullets pierced his suit, and with his soft eyes staring toward me, he slumped against the side of his seat.


  I screamed. I wanted to fly to my lover to take hold of a piece of his withering spirit, but I was denied my passion. Grabbing me on either side, the two men drug me from the cabin and pulled me out of the train. Forced into a car, I was whisked away to another fate I cannot even now begin to see.


  If my vision was opened perhaps I could see what lies ahead for me. But as I lay now on a cot high atop the mountains in a rebel stronghold, I am blocking that vision. I suppose I am afraid. Afraid of the power, the ugliness, the pictures that might challenge all that I have hoped for. The papers have said that I’ve begun a revolution. I can see that I’m a part of it.


  Right now, everything is so bleak and vague. I know that is because I’m grieving for my Boheme, my master and my love. Even writing this on a piece of scrap paper with a pencil I’ve had to chew down to find lead to write, I’m worried that my work is lost forever, that the journal is gone. I’ve told my captors that I need my personal papers back, but I have no hope they’ll be found.


  10/7 - One small glimmer of hope. My journal was returned to me. Ruel brought it. I’m sure he’s the only rebel that would value it. Having heard of my appeal, I was impressed that he went out of his way to see that it was in my hands again. He brought it to me just an hour ago. I suppose I’m glad it was Ruel who kidnapped me, but that means he also had Boheme murdered. Taking the life of both my father and my lover, I wonder what that means?


  “I’d suggest you keep writing your prophesy,” he told me. “People have come to expect it.”


  “Even if it is something against you?” I asked.


  “Is it?”


  “I can’t say. Since I’ve been kidnapped, I haven’t had the visions,” I said.


  He looked worried.


  “You’ve said they are sexually inspired?” he asked.


  “In the past.”


  “Then perhaps that’s the way to begin them again.”


  He left me not saying more than that. So far no one has come to abuse me, make love to me, or even speak with me. The only abiding prophetic thought I have is my fear for this journal I hold now on my lap. As soon as it is possible I’ll see if there’s a safe way I can have it returned to France, to the underground paper, even if I cannot accompany it.


  10/8 - Ruel came to me last night. He wanted me as his lover. Of course I was compliant. That is my station as a slave, and I am now his. I thought I’d be hateful to him considering how he’s twice ripped my life apart. Though I can’t claim all that much grief over my father’s death, he certainly has driven the light from my once bright and gladdened heart having ended my days with Boheme. With the grief of that master’s life still with me, I thought I’d rebel against Ruel’s desire to have me. Strangely though, I was surrounded by his arms and by a body, fully virile, his loins fused to me alive with fire and fight. Locked inside his overbearing presence, the satisfaction and the climax moved me in ways I remember only rarely with other lovers including my dear Boheme. There was nothing harsh, or vile or painful, simply demanding; though I found myself as demanding of him as he was of me. With his erection driven deep to my core, we roved about the bed like savages. Clutched so tightly, there were times I could hardly breathe, and then others when a cool wind whipped through the atmosphere around us and my lungs filled with fresh air. All the grieving seemed to cease. I remembered Boheme’s face as he died, seeing bliss there not fear, as if he knew that moment was the right moment for his days to end.


  Such feelings tearing through me, I more eagerly devoured Ruel’s body, relishing every place my lips tasted. I traversed each delicious piece as though I were being treated to a grand feast. He was pleased with me, giving me everything, seeing to it that my climaxes were brilliant, and the smile on my face was at peace. When we were finished, he stared into my eyes, and then kissed me quietly, compared to the many other raucous ones.


  “You may be in the midst of your sorrow, Rowena, but you are where you belong.”


  I have no doubt he is right in that appraisal.


  10/10 - This is the last entry. How apropos considering that there are just a few more sheets in this volume to write on. Ruel tells me we’re going further into Prussia, back into the deep mountains. There his band will regroup. There have been some skirmishes where he’s lost many fighters. I tell him I see peace about to break, but that is all I see. I have no idea who will win the battles or who will win the war. The blind man still looms in my thoughts. But I still haven’t connected him to the unfolding. Ruel is anxious for me to give him something more concrete, but I cannot. He asks who this blind man is, and I tell him he’s not a single man, but many. That he is a spirit that can take us to beyond what we see with our eyes. I’m not sure he understands, though I’m not sure I do either.


  Ruel’s made love to me each night with the same furor as he did the first time; and I’ve responded with the same passion, as if he, not Boheme, was meant to be my life’s love. I cannot explain this but I know it is so. I will go with him without a protest, knowing that even though I considered Boheme’s home mine, it does not belong to me and there is nothing there for me now.


  I have asked that Ruel see to it that this journal gets back to the editors of the underground papers. I fear that it might be lost forever if it goes with us into hiding. He’s in awe of me enough to do that, so I am finishing this with the prayer that it will make a safe passage into the hands of someone who will treat it with due respect.


  I have been plagued these last few days with just one vision. It continues to gnaw at my brain though I want to shake it off. Boheme would whip me for that, but then he’s not with me, and I haven’t yet begun to share what’s in my mind with Ruel. This vision is a personal prophesy. Unlike those that have had to do with the wide world beyond me, this one touches my soul and mortality. I see pictures of myself, some of the present, while others reach far into the future. What I know for sure is that, in another lifetime I’ll return … my words will live beyond this life, they will touch many. There will be those who will revile them, even as I’m reviled now. However, the truth of sexual power will outlive my life, and I will return, if not once, many times. But certainly, I will return.


  I’ve feared this vision, afraid it means I’ll be the next murder victim of this revolution. Though as we prepare to make the trek inward, I have to let go that worry, and remember that I’ve not in any way planned this life of mine, or my visions—at least it’s not been a conscious planning. Neither am I a victim. I embraced this life somewhere at the beginning of my days. The rebellion from my father, the sexual quest for my body’s pleasure and the great dreaming and visions that have followed. I’ve denied none of it. I feel at peace now, knowing that whatever end these next days take me to, death or a new and different life, I have done the work that I was meant to do, been the person that the reigning gods intended for me to be. I will greet whatever happens with the same peace with which my dear guide, Boheme, faced his last adventure. If the world hears nothing else from my pen, it can know that I am grateful to all who appeared on my unholy path of lust, as I’ve sought to make lust holy. I retreat into the dark wilds of the broken lands with my spirit high.


  Remember only that I will return … To all who read this, I speak affectionately, Rowena Dulciat, daughter of Elibris and Johanna Dulciat, Darthganton’s child.


  I wept at the end. I knew I would. Closing the dog-eared cover my tears dropped to its surface. More than ever I felt Rowena speaking to me at this particular hour, faced with the dilemma of my servitude to Gatov, to Max. I couldn’t fathom how she so freely accepted Ruel as a new lover. I think she was a saint to be so honest and willing with her love. If she could do that, when her entire life was in ruins, then perhaps I’d have to take another look at my master and understand what it was that my contract with him really meant.


  When I read the words, I will return, repeated in the journal, it struck me, knowing the bond that I have with this woman. I must admit the many times I’ve wondered if I wasn’t my mentor come back to life. Except that if that were so, I wouldn’t be as hesitant as I am, as suspicious, and so inclined to control every step I take in my life. If I was Rowena I’d be seeing visions, and so far that hasn’t even been my wish, the way I fear them.


  ***


  Just as Max informed me, his rough treatment of me continued. Every morning as I was still in his bed, Marchan came to play havoc with my flesh. And then, nearly every day, Max would call me from my desk just outside his door where I sat at my new post. Taking me to a place in some vestibule, or up to the deserted tenth floor of the building, he’d make me disrobe in front of him and whip me himself. Twice there was someone watching. Once, another man did the honors. I handled the beating without passion. Oh, yes, I cried because of the pain, but I tried not to let them effect me. I tried remaining cold to the threatening passion.


  While I slept every night in my master’s bed however, he did not have sex with me. Every night I wanted to crawl to his warm body and allow him to caress me as he had that one night. Though I could sense my own resistance to him breaking down, I was afraid he’d reject me. It had been a mistake to have created this awful impasse. But even though Rowena’s example, giving herself to Ruel, haunted me with its conviction and beauty, I remained reluctant.


  More than a week after this new routine began Max called me into his office. I supposed that it was for another whipping, but I was mistaken.


  “You need to write something else for the paper. Something to augment your Rowena story.”


  “A retraction?” So far the paper had not responded to the frenzied reaction to my story. I knew the call for a response was more necessary.


  “Not exactly. Something more in line with a toning down of your message. Something that will soothe the waters not get the public riled again.”


  “I see.”


  “You do know your antic has been of great concern to the upper echelons,” he said, almost looking amused by the fact.


  “I don’t regret it.”


  “Perhaps you shouldn’t.” His odd look of amusement became more obvious to me.


  That was the first indication from Max that he didn’t see things quite the way the hierarchy of the paper did. I was buoyed by the notion that he might have an independent mind. I don’t know why for sure, but I suspect that little break in his cold facade was just enough to send our relationship along another path.


  That night, when my body ached for him, when I thought I wouldn’t be able to stand another night in his lonely bed, he came to me and made love. Even from the first grab he made for my flesh we seemed like two lost pieces of a puzzle fitting together. The ropes that held my bound mind loosened, knots disentangled. In my loins, heart and head, I felt freedom replace the nagging tightness that I’d nurtured since Max purchased me from Sergei. Rowena’s surrendering words appeared to me over and over in that first hour; and then they simply remained as part of my essence. Perhaps Max Gatov was my Ruel, perhaps my Boheme. In either case he was the destiny I was to follow and it was time for me to accept that fact.


  Our first coupling was as passionately wild as the first time we’d made love in his bed. But what followed was something quite different. Though the night was dark, so dark I could hardly see my toes at the end of the bed, I could see Max’s eyes, the disquieting glimmer of them as they peered at me out of the blackness. While he held me transfixed, he tied my hands above me to the head board of the bed. Likewise, he secured my feet. Gently, he ran a many tailed cat over my flesh, between my parted thighs and across my breasts. Dangling the talons above me, his face poured out as savage as the inky blackness around him that seemed fed by demon’s breath. A quick jolt of his wrist and the talons struck like cat’s claws, the bitter ends driven into my skin. The leather landed everywhere, and no where special. And though I jerked hard in anguish, I still held on to his eyes, as if I were safe inside them. Safe perhaps from what was happening inside my head. Again and again, the cat bit my body to tease and cause me pain. To the edge of a climax, to the point of the peak, then he withdrew so the surge would die. Again the build-up, again the let down. Only when I struggled with it, begged him to finish, swore to him my allegiance, “Max, my love, more,” I urged sincerely. Only then did he let me soar over the edge. When my eyes closed I was flying low inside my mind, careening through the spasms like a boat careens through the white waters of a raging river that flows into dark canyons.


  Opening my eyes, Max’s held me tenderly. This Max Gatov was not the man I believed him to be, but gentle, passionate, with me every instant of the climax, every instant of the finish and every instant of that glorious end, where just the simple touch of fingertips sent another orgasmic wave on its way.


  “Sleep, Chloe Duchet, sleep sweet,” he murmured in my ear as he undid the ties on my feet and hands. He didn’t untie me altogether, however, but kept my hands bound all night so I’d remember the freedom of sex at his hands. He slept next to me, his last words remaining in my thoughts. Sleep, Chloe Duchet, sleep sweet… .


  ***


  Two days after Max asked for my non-offensive statement for the papers, I presented him with my best offering, hoping that he’d keep it intact, though expecting him to mark it with red and return it to me to be re-written. He barked at me from his office door, and I knew I’d get a good tongue lashing for this effort by the sound of his attitude. Inside his office, he waved for me to close the door. Looking down at his desk, his face remained dour, and I cringed.


  “You’ve written little here to placate the hierarchy,” he said, showing no emotion. He began to read …


  “Rowena Dulciat threatens stability and order because she represents freedom and change from the constricted thinking that binds the loins, that very lifeblood of our existence. She brought that freedom to her time a century ago, and she can bring it here now. It need not be a revolution of blood and guns, but a revolution of truth, where honest women and men acknowledge themselves and the bodies we were born to enjoy. Her revolution need not lead to chaos, there need not be pain to insure ourselves the benefits. We need not make this a bloody physical battle, just a quiet victory. 


  “When we live, separate from our natural sexual states, we hamper our ability to function fully, we cast suspicion in our relationships, breed unwholesomeness in bedrooms and condemn the children we create to lives as slaves to this unnatural existence. When we take away the duality of womanhood that leaves us either whores or women with virgin loins, we give ourselves back our lives, our purpose and the pleasure we were born to enjoy. Rowena Dulciat was no devil, no evil witch. She scared us for the power she demonstrated; holding a mirror to her face to reflect back the truth.”


  “I suppose it’s too strong,” I said, as he finished. I was about to reach out and take the paper from his hand.


  Staring me squarely in the eye, he shook his head, “That really doesn’t matter, Chloe. It’ll be what I print.”


  So soberly said, I had to run his words back through my mind a couple of times to make sure I fully understood his meaning. Still, no change in his expression, not a smile, a quick amused smirk, not any usual Max Gatov inflection. “Then I suppose I’ll get on with my editing?” I said.


  “Do that.”


  That’s all my master wanted, and I left his office not knowing what I felt about him or about the conference we’d just had. I think he was giving me his respect, and a good deal of faith. My words could be as inflammatory as my first submission. But that didn’t seem to matter any more.


  ***


  That night, my body burned from candle wax and sexual desire. I spasmed from his forceful entry of my ass, and then I slept exhausted until I woke up screaming from the nightmare that clutched my brain like a vise.


  “Chloe, Chloe,” Max whispered softly, having heard my screams and coming to me. He’d not slept with me, but in the bed in the next room. He had his arms around me, his lips tenderly to my ears, which stung like they were on fire the way they burned hot. “Chloe, Chloe, it’s just your dreams, just your dreams.”




  Chapter Eleven


  I was at my telly, peering into the black and white screen, when the message popped up in color. I smiled, having just retrieved a major section of my personal writings that I thought I’d lost. I quickly went on to other things, knowing when I had a moment I’d go back to the next treatise I was writing for the paper. Max didn’t know about this one, and I vowed to myself that I wouldn’t try to get it published without telling him. After my last successful plan to gain his passwords, I was leery of doing it again, now that my relationship with my boss and master had changed. Though I still intended to get this piece in the paper one way or another.


  “Ms. Duchet?” the mail boy was at my side.


  “Yes,” I said looking up, absently taking the package he handed me.


  “You have to sign for it,” he said.


  Sign? That seemed odd. I never signed for packages, then too I never remember getting something personal. This 8 x 10 inch parcel was marked with a confidential sticker. That was enough to finally draw my attention from my work.


  As the mailboy left my side, I tried opening the package, my fingers tugging at one end, but it wouldn’t give. My scissors slipping under the tape, I carefully snipped it, and finally drew the two sides of the parcel apart. Something wrapped in tissue was wedged inside. Pulling it free, I realized there were two books. A paper fluttered to the floor and I bent down and scooped it up, suddenly taken with the idea that I needed to keep this mystery to myself. Grabbing the parcel and the dropped note, I casually made my way to the end of the office and an empty conference room. The door closed behind me. I felt more comfortable peeking at the package’s contents in private.


  “My dear, Ms. Duchet,” the note began. “Please forgive the informality of sending these volumes to you without warning; but I feel that I don’t have much time left to find someone suitable to keep them. 


  “If you’ll bear with me, I’ll start at the beginning, introducing myself as Sophie Ruel, granddaughter of Rowena Dulciat and Ruel, the founder of the modern Prussian state.”


  Sophie Ruel, Rowena’s granddaughter. With the shock, my heart began to beat so rapidly I thought it might jump into my throat. Shoulders shaking, fingers trembling, I looked beyond the note to the two worn volumes in my hands. I recognized the first as Rowena’s journal, written in long hand. The original? And the other, a second journal perhaps. My eyes burned with tears so I could hardly read the remainder of the note.


  “I came upon these journals amid my grandmother’s personal items, which she’d secretly stored in the house where she and my grandfather lived until their deaths. She told me of them with a solemn promise extracted from my twelve year old understanding, that I should return to the house when I was over the age of consent and retrieve these volumes to keep. She said not to allow her own daughter, Labonnae, to see them, telling me that my mother would not understand the contents, but that, in time, I would. In my youthful idolization of my grandmother, I took her words as fact and kept them as my special secret. Such was the relationship I had with her. Then, I knew nothing of her past and how she came to know my grandfather. 


  I have kept this diary of her later years, as well as her earlier one. She told me the first was published to great thunderclouds of controversy and banned in many places while it was revered by those who truly understood its message. She told me how she parted with her precious words, scared that she’d never see them again, and then how one day, after it was finally in print, an anonymous Frenchman knocked on her door and handed back the original handwritten version. I could tell by the look in her glassy eyes that man had brought her a piece of herself she’d thought lost. 


  I have read the original and the second, though I haven’t known what do to with them, until I saw the articles you printed. Your words so reminiscent of Rowena Dulciat’s, I knew these volumes belonged to you. I trust that you will know what to do with them. Quite truthfully, they scare me, for all they imply about my grandparents and the savage facts about their lives. That she was such a warrior for truth still amazes me. When I knew her, she was simply the dear woman who stroked my head when I was sick and read to me fables from an old book. 


  Knowing that you have these, I’ll go to my grave with a peaceful heart. I was beginning to think that I’d have them buried with me. And yet, I’ll never forget the day she confided her secret to me. She told me that she’d be needing these books in another life when she returned. Such a dreamer! She could see such things. I advise you not to be surprised if a woman in another guise shows her face to you some day and asks for her property to be returned. 


  If I were you, I’d keep your knowledge of them quiet, but I trust you’ll make the right decision regardless. In any event, I hope they will not be a burden but a blessing. 


  I go now in peace. Affectionately yours, Sophie Ruel.


  Wiping my tears with the back of my trembling hand, I took a deep breath not knowing where to begin. The urge to rush home and bury myself in the pages was so strong, I was sure that I’d flee the building. But then I felt someone behind me, and on instinct turned around. Max was standing over my shoulder, having entered the room so quietly I didn’t know he was there.


  I jerked letting out a little scream realizing his eyes had been glued to the note in my hand.


  “Shush!” he said coming around. He knelt on one knee in front of me, his hand taking mine in his as the two rested on the journals. There was no way I could hide the truth from him.


  “You saw this?” I asked, offering him the note.


  “Most of it.” He glanced at it again quickly and then back at me.


  “And, what do you think?”


  “I think the journals belong to you.”


  “And why’s that?” I asked.


  “I am a man driven by fate, just as you are a woman driven by yours.”


  “Are we the incarnation of these people?” I asked looking down at the books.


  “Does it matter if we are? Or does it matter more that we have finally come together where we belong?”


  “You’ve felt that?” I asked.


  “I think you would have, too, if you allowed yourself to feel it.”


  “And how long have you known?”


  “Since that first sparring remark, since the first time I looked you squarely in the eyes, since the moment I detected the cloud of irrational rage rising in us both.”


  “Why do we detest each other?”


  “Perhaps we don’t,” he countered that thought. “Perhaps we never did.”


  I’m not sure why, but staring into Max’s face, the thoughts coming into my brain were precisely clear. Where I refused to listen in the past, I was listening now, hearing what the voices in my brain were trying to tell me, what my dreams had tried to impart in their nightmares.


  “Her child? Her daughter? A reincarnation of Rowena herself? I’m not sure I am any of these. But I know that she resides in me, Max. You’ll have to live with that.”


  “Yes, I’ll have to live with that,” he answered me, his gaze steady and certain without a trace of haughtiness.


  ***


  My days are filled now as Rowena’s once were. I read the old journal and the new one. It’s hardly new having been written so long ago. I thrive on every word of truth her hand penned, just as I thrive on my own words. I write and publish bits and pieces that the world can handle. Though the world’s a different place, and these are not revolutionary times, I cannot stop the activity that I was born to pursue. Just as he controls so much of my life, just as Boheme controlled the flood of Rowena’s visions to the world, Max has taken control of the words that I write. We are unified in this mission.


  And he comes to me now in our private times, as despicable and as gentle as his counterpart Boheme, as savage as his mentor, Ruel.


  In the nights after the journals appeared his dominance over me became more pronounced, but I didn’t fight it anymore. The surrender was inevitable. All that he designs for my body, imitating Rowena’s tortures, plays out on me, to bring us pleasure and my mind more thoughts to write about the next day.


  One night I remember above all the rest, he took me into the dungeon of the house, a place I’d never seen. To my shock this underground cavern was as detestable in an old world sense, as the dungeons of medieval times. He told me later that the house was deliberately build on the site of an 11th century castle, the dungeon rebuilt but remaining true to the original. The stones there are mossy from dampness, and though it was summer and a sultry humid day outside, this chamber gave my naked body a cold chill.


  “It’s too bad there are no carnivals anymore, no places where I can take you for the public to view, where your lust can be a statement of the truth.”


  I might have agreed with him, thinking of Rowena’s carnival, but his mood scared me. How dark my master and my lover became in the shadows. How so unlike the man I worked with in the newsroom. Then I suppose, I too am a transformed woman when I’m on the verge of sex.


  I knew he’d bind me. I’d been bound many times before, my psyche feasting on the way that kind of capture forces every sexual desire to the surface. He used ropes this time when he usually uses leather straps or metal chains. They were bound about my ankles, about my wrists which were strung up taut, and about my waist where the ends were looped through hooks embedded in the wall on either side of me. My breasts were bound with criss-crossed ropes. Sticking out from my body, they looked crude and unnatural, turning flushed from the tight constraint. Clamps attached to the nipples dangled down heavily, tugging so the pain was constant. More ropes were run through my crotch and pulled tight as though he intended to cut the skin. He made certain that I was as confined as possible, unable to move without causing horrible distress. More pain, and more tears constantly threatened to spill from my eyes.


  He abused my ass, first whipping it soundly. That procedure done, he flailed my shoulders. The submission beat into me, I began to feel the thoughts pour into my brain, ones that lifted me from the scene for just an instant, before another stroke of the lash brought me back into my pained body. Repeating his efforts on the front of my body, my already tortured breasts took more, as each cut of the lash that struck the clamps made me cry out. I pleaded with him, but he remained firm in finishing the master’s ritual, which required the last place struck—my pubis—be struck until the skin of it was raw and the clit peeking through sent brilliant lightning to the center of myself.


  As he walked away from me, I smelled a strange odor, and was afraid for an instant that it was my own flesh burning, but that was a premature thought. It was just she smell of the iron getting hot in the fire, the one that my master drew from the embers and showed me. His initials on that rod glowed red before my eyes.


  The prayer on my lips was inaudible.


  “A brand beside the first one,” he informed me. “Mine.”


  Moving to my backside, he found the mark and in an instant it was over, the smell of my flesh drifting to my nostrils before it passed on. With this mark I knew I was forever his.


  I had little time to assess the impact of that moment, Max was anxious to finish what he started. And yet the only orgasmic end that followed was Max’s fingers thrust inside my rear door. If he could have fit his entire hand there, I know he would have.


  “I should find a woman made for this,” he whispered to me as he fucked me hard with those invading fingers.


  The slut that I am, I imagined two women, and two small fists pummeling me hard—though I’m afraid that reality often fails in the face of a good fantasy.


  The moment of orgasm went on as if it would not end. And I don’t remember all that came afterward. Only that Max’s arms were around me, his spirit hovering, taking charge of body, mind and soul. I know he made love to me on a cold stone bench, that other men appeared, offering me cocks that I pleasured without protest. I know that I ended this carnival of sex in the warm bed we shared, with my lover’s hands reminding me with each caress how he’d abused me and how that abuse has turned to love.


  In the whispers of lovers between nightfall and dawn, Max told me that he’d read Rowena’s journal when he was a child in his father’s shop.


  “I knew someday she would come to me,” he said. “And I knew when I met you that she’d arrived.”


  Out of the dark wilds of our frenzied love, I knew then that Max Gatov is my Boheme and my Ruel, and I’ve become his beloved Rowena.


  I kiss him now with my whole heart, thinking that I know now what Rowena knew about sex and visions and love. So intricately entwined, like lovers themselves, these are what the world clings to, what beyond all strife and emotional torture we bear, make the journey of life worth the ticket to travel on these paths, so we can take the learning of our days into the home outside this world where our spirit happily abides.


  My mentor’s vision has come true. Rowena has returned in me, and a thousand times over in the guise of a thousand women who have followed her into their own passions.
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