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  Prologue


  Labyrinth is not so much a place as a state of mind; the domain of men who worship the female sex and with the same gut level passion reduce them to little more than sexual playthings. This is our feeble attempt to control the female species—a feat that remains impossible to accomplish with any permanency. By their very definition women cannot be controlled, defined or defeated, but simply allowed to flower with careful manipulation … drama, mystery, a bit of the occult all practiced in our arcane labyrinth. We hate and love women with the same breath, nurture and tear them apart with gnashing teeth. We own, we conquer, but we cannot posses; any man here who would say otherwise lies—for sport, perhaps, or just for show. An arrogant and, I think, misguided attempt to impress other males who are easily awed. 


  How long we can hang-on to this little labyrinth of interconnected fantasies is anyone’s guess. My guess? One day we’ll all awaken and what we are, what we did will be stripped from our psyches, purged from our thoughts. Perhaps a whisper, a distant echo of a rapturous female voice will remain, hauntingly so. Perhaps just the fragrance of desire that rides in on the nearest breeze. Or, perhaps, we’ll be lucky enough to have even these whispering remnants of our longing eradicated from our dreary minds, bringing us a welcome if not dismal peace. 


  Until that day, the labyrinth will convene from time to time, arising out of unmet need, and driven into existence by the quiet roar of lust awakened, lust which will refuse to be denied its chance to speak.


  Alec West




  Chapter One


  The phone rang. She answered quickly. Kathryn was routinely in a rush—the life of a stockbroker with far too much to do and so little time. 


  “Kathryn. Thayer here,” the voice on the other end spoke abruptly.


  “Yes, I recognize your voice, darling.” She smiled to hear her husband’s deep baritone, then flipping her dark hair back with a flick of her head, she cradled the phone on her shoulder and went about poring over the client’s file before her. “So, we’re going to dinner with Rob and Lauren tonight?” 


  “No. I canceled, although we will be going out.”


  “Wait, those plans were made weeks ago—” She opened a file on her computer while waiting for her husband’s reply.


  “Something’s come up,” he said.


  “Could you be less vague?” she said absently, as her eyes scanned the screen.


  “Less vague? No. I’ll pick you up at work. I’ll have your clothes with me; you can change in the car.”


  As this last piece of pertinent information dropped into place, a half dozen small cues in the short exchange between husband and wife had melded into a single fact. 


  Her face paled, drained of its vibrancy as if a ghost had just passed through her body. She stiffened briefly, then all the nervous stockbroker energy that took over at eight o’clock every weekday morning seemed to melt from her body. Her eyes were strangely dreamy now. If one were looking on they’d have seen the svelte thirty-something female take off her black rimmed glasses, and emerge from her cocoon of proper business protocol to become the fluid Kathryn of the evening hours. 


  She took the phone in her hand, her voice deepening as she spoke. “I’ll be waiting for you on the curb, six o’clock.”


  “Five-thirty,” he countered. 


  “Yes, of course. Five-thirty.”


  In another part of town, Jewel Brody was bent over her sewing machine, turning the hem on a pair of suit trousers, when Billy Brignace placed his hands on her hunched shoulders. 


  “I got a call,” was all he had to say, to have his girlfriend seize up and turn enough to see his face. 


  She looked alarmed. “Darlin’, I have a stack of stuff to do? I could never—” she bit off the last of her retort before she finished.


  Billy just smiled and moved away, sitting on a nearby table so that his feet dangled a foot off the cement floor. “So what? You hang out here for another three hours, then go home to Frank, huh? That’s how you want to spend your weekend?” He was smug and brash and all knowing, sporting a cocky smile.


  The picture of her beer swilling, pot-bellied husband jumped into Jewel’s mind.


  “Besides,” Billy went on, looking almost evil now, “You’re as pent-up as a caged flea.”


  She let her thoughts fix on Billy’s caged flea, and her big chest heaved and her eyes started to smolder darkly. A shiver shook every bit of voluptuous flesh. Though her thick blonde hair was a tangled mess and her clothes a little rumpled she was still a stunningly sexual woman.


  All around her sewing machines were humming, just as hers should be. But she couldn’t be less interested now that her concentration was broken. “You know how much I want to fuck you, baby,” she told Billy in a breathy whisper. She looked around self-consciously, then back at Billy.


  “And what else, Jewel?” His eyes got darker as he watched her respond.


  He could almost see the gears working, memories flooding into her brain in rapid succession—as if flipping through the kid’s view master. Her breath grew short and tiny beads of sweat formed on her upper lip. It was no wonder they called the place a sweat shop; though on that particular day it wasn’t all that hot. Nothing like it would be in mid-July when the old swamp cooler kicked in. Though it was already mid-May, spring had not yet turned into summer. It had to be more than the temperature making her sweat.


  A small smile formed on Jewel’s full pink lips, and she batted her lashes like a tarty street girl. “So, I guess I’d better get myself ready, hadn’t I?” she practically purred.


  With raised eyebrows, Billy replied, “I guess you’d better.”


  Lana McCarron looked like a million bucks in exercise shorts and a tiny tank—which did wonders for Dominick’s libido. He sat with his ass against the hood of her silver Prius, cocked his head and watched her tall and stately form move across the parking lot toward him, a walking wet dream; a latter day Rita Hayworth, all curves, voluptuous angles and bedroom eyes. Her round behind was a treat to squeeze; but a good smack on that haughty rear and she was like putty in his hands, another smack and she’d be coming. As she got closer his big lips formed a sly grin. The chocolate brown of his smooth bald head was almost blinding in the late afternoon sun. 


  “You have your weekend free?” he said, although he already knew that she had every weekend free for him. She’d stopped a few feet in front of him, hands on hips, looking incredulous. 


  “Free? Me free? You think you can just run me down on the spur of the moment and I’ll come running. Darling, really—” And there was that smile, the mocking one, as she sashayed around him and moved to the driver’s side of the car. 


  Dominick jumped up and moved in behind her.


  “Your ticket to paradise just got punched, girl. Roundtrip fare all paid.”


  She’d been rummaging around in her sloppy black purse, looking for car keys, and suddenly jerked upright, momentarily struggling with his message.


  “What was that?”


  “You heard me, bitch.”


  “I really wish you didn’t call me that,” she came back, her voice dripping with sugarcoated disdain. Volumes of silky red hair fell free as she loosened the bun and gave her head a sensuous shake.


  “Only because you know where it leads.” With his finger he traced a delicate line from the crook of her neck to her waist, seeing her body seize up in a trembling shudder. “Take it or leave it, Lana.” He bit off the blunt remark—as if she really had a choice—then backed up and sauntered toward the far side of the parking lot.


  He hadn’t gone ten steps when her voice ended his retreat. “Dominick, wait! Please!”


  He stopped but didn’t turn around. 


  “You know, love, I’ll get this arranged—” much sweeter now, “—I just need to make a couple of calls.”


  He turned now. “Well then, you make ‘em and make ‘em fast, cause you got about sixty seconds before I leave.” He sauntered toward his car leaving her scrambling for her cell phone. 


  Three days before…


  “Miss Poulin, thanks for meeting me.” He beheld her with a pair of eyes so fixated on her loveliness that it would suggest she was the only person in his world at that particular moment. She was one of several females in Perot’s tiny boulangerie where he gallantly held out a chair for her, although the dancer was the only woman he saw. Even now with quaking nerves, her waifish beauty surfaced with a luminous glow.


  Alec West was a big, bold impressive man. Handsome, yes, but solid like a fortress, and thus scary for a girl of twenty-six like Evie Poulin. He made her tummy flutter and something deeper roil within her loins. 


   The coffee house was noisy, but their corner of it was quiet enough to talk. 


  “You know, Miss Poulin—Evie—you have admirers, me being a big one.” His smile was broad and friendly, belying the true nature of his mission.


  “Really?” A pink blush brightened her naturally pale face. Her ash blonde hair was fixed in a messy bun atop her head, held in place by a Vintage tortoiseshell hair stick, a present from her grandmother Poulin, during a trip to Paris three years before. “You’ve seen me dance?”


  “Maybe five times now, and just last weekend, Peter and the Wolf.”


  She smiled. In fact, she beamed. Self-conscious and unable to contain the blush; flattered until her ears burned.


  “But there was another time two years ago, a much darker ballet. I found it enthralling and your performance, well-reviewed as I recall. The depth of your emotion seemed so genuine, so real.” He paused while she searched her thoughts to remember back that far. “Dracula, was it not?”


  Her face turned ashen. “Yes, it was.”


  “What? Did that disturb you?”


  “No-no. Not at all.” She shook her head; she was flustered now, with her barefaced lie sitting before them like a malicious sprite there to tell her tale.


  “Ah, Evie,” he reached out and took her hand. “You can’t pull a fast one on me. You’ve heard the phrase, what you are speaks so loud, I can’t hear a word you’re saying? I paraphrase Emerson, I believe.”


  She blushed again, bit her lip and drew her hand back, stuffing both hands in her lap like a penitent child. “I’m sorry, Mr. West, you make me very nervous.” She could hardly engage his eyes with her own. In fact, she was about to excuse herself, and only hesitated because she could not do so without feeling like a fool. 


  “I suppose you should be nervous, given what I know about you—or maybe I should say sense about you. I can’t say I have a hold on all the facts, but—”


  “And what do you presume to know?” she managed to look up, dreading what he’d say, and yet almost jumping out of her skin to hear him offer his observations.


  “You have a natural earnestness about you, you work hard, but you like to be managed—” the word seemed to scream at her “—because your head is so often in the clouds you find it difficult to navigate the nuts and bolts world that requires so many decisions from you.”


  She gazed back startled, as if he’d just punched her in the stomach. “My god, how would you know me so well?”


  “It’s my business to know.”


  “Your business? Exactly what is your business?” At the moment she couldn’t even recall when they first met or why she’d agreed to this date in the first place.


  “I acquire things.”


  She shook her head, puzzled.


  “Or you could say I bring people together. I make deals happen.”


  “And that has something to do with me?”


  “No. Nothing to do with you. Except that I had a feeling you might be a good candidate for a little gathering that I’m hosting.”


  “Oh?”


  “So you can consider this an invitation to my soiree, begins Friday night.”


  “A dinner party?”


  “Much more than that.”


  “I don’t understand.”


  He spoke in deliberate, modulated tones, enunciating each word as he leaned in and forced her eyes on him. “Let’s say it’s all about that darker side to your character, Evie, that cauldron of desire you clutch with white-knuckled determination. Perhaps you’d enjoy playing in that venue rather than keeping your distance. It’s all very safe. What do you say?”


  She was quaking deeply by the time she managed to stammer, “W-well, I don’t know. It’s, it’s all so very vague.”


  Alec West smiled, and once again moved for her hand which had risen to the tabletop. This time, he would not let it go until she accepted his invitation. 


  ***


  “So, you delivered the invite?”


  “Of course,” Alec replied 


  “Exactly how did that happen?”


  “I took her to coffee,” he answered. “She’ll be on my arm Friday night.”


  “She consented just that fast?”


  “Of course. Women like Evie never turn me down.” 


  Behind Alec’s comment the caller could hear the smirk even over the cell phone.


  “But I understand that there’s a long term boyfriend.”


  “Just a convenience. Girls like Evie like to be attached for safety’s sake.”


  “And you’re sure you have her cooperation?” There was just the slightest tremor of concern in his voice. 


  “You know she’s an easy mark. You wouldn’t have wanted her otherwise. I just wrapped her moldable mind in a bit of mystery and had her squirming in the chair. I imagined it blistered red against the white backdrop of her pretty round ass. I could have mauled it as we were leaving Perot’s; all I have to do is put my arm around a mark like Evie and I have them feeling all gooey inside.” 


  “Are you going to pass her on or take her for yourself?” the next obvious question, the caller’s irritation showing. 


  “Dammit man, you know she’s yours. Don’t go getting your nuts all in a wad; I like my women a little more raw than fainting beauties like your dancer, even if she was fun to woo.”


  “And what did you tell her about the labyrinth?” 


  “That I thought she might be interested in an adventure of the hedonistic sort; a bit of a retreat, celebrating sexual freedom, a very adult party. No strings, no pressure, of course, just a willingness to drop a few inhibitions…if she’s so inclined.”


  “And her response?”


  “She blushed, of course she really didn’t stop blushing the entire time. What a charmer she is! She said that she’d had a big fight with Joel—her boyfriend—and it would serve him right if she went away for a night. Just remember, we’ve got to nurture this one carefully.”


  “And you’ll do that like the master you are.”


  “I’ll keep her on the edge of her seat in anticipation.” 


  The caller could hear the chuckle behind the comment before the connection was severed.




  Chapter Two


  Kathryn


  Cold and naked I crawled to the door in chains, not that I could see where I was going. The red sash must have looked like a streak of blood across my eyes; it was so tight that my head began to throb and my blinded eyes ached. My knees hurt too, encrusted with ally gravel and city dirt, which was all I could discern about where I’d find the labyrinth that night. The sound of traffic rushing by from city streets was a dead giveaway that we’d not gone far. 


  The chains? Those were new, awaiting me in the car when Thayer picked me up at six o’clock. He’d been miffed enough to make me cool my heels on the sidewalk for a half hour. By the time ten minutes ticked by, I’d realized his game: I’d be in for another twenty minutes of chagrinned patience.


  The thick iron collar fit tightly around my throat, delivering me to the land of surrender, a place I often find difficult to navigate. I balked when I saw the rest of the shackles, only to have Thayer stop the car, turn around and look me in the eye angrily.  He gave my face a stinging slap. “If you want to know if I’d put you out on the street naked, Kathryn, you can try that attitude again. Or you can put the chains on and let them do their work.”


  Who was I to argue? 


  There were rough iron shackles for my wrists and ankles, the pairs connected with thick chains that not only weighted me down, they made sure that I’d make plenty of noise during that brief crawl through what I believed was an alley. Another chain went around my waist; another was attached to the choking collar, then was thread between my legs and up my back to be hooked to another ring at the back of the collar. The design was crude, but it was effective; by the time Thayer’s beat-up Hummer came to a lurching halt, I was traveling in another plane of existence. Some women get lured by the mystery, I get bodily thrown into a place of surrender. Thayer has little finesse. But that certainly doesn’t stop the magic, or the excitement of a trip into the labyrinth. 


  The music was grinding, hard metal, but strangely erotic and taking up the beat inside my crotch within seconds of moving from the city noise into the labyrinth’s uncivilized domain. 


  I felt hands on me almost from the first moment, fingers in my mouth, a hand on my ass and probing deeply into my anal crack. I’d left the asphalt at the door, finding the remainder of my crawling journey nearly as difficult as I navigated a hard wood floor. There’d be bruised knees by morning. I’d been leashed like an animal; one sharp tug on the leash, which I presumed was being handled by Thayer, and I came to an abrupt halt. After crawling up three stairs I imagined myself on a riser where those mauling hands could have easier access to my offered body. At least the cushioned top was softer than wood. 


  Someone’s hand roughed up my hair, then pulling my head back, the head of a penis presented itself to my waiting lips. The stench of a man’s crotch was a heady aphrodisiac causing my mouth to salivate and my lips to open as they sought out the fleshy organ. I toyed with the head, using the fellatio skills I’d been trained to use. But suddenly, all my careful skills were whisked aside with the huge member unceremoniously shoved into my mouth. I immediately gagged. But the huge organ wasn’t going away. The man who owned it lunged again and again, drilling my mouth so fiercely that I could barely breathe. My nose was nestled against the base of his organ, pressed to a hairy crotch and forced to stay there by a pair of hands clutching the sides of my head and using my ears as handles. So intent was I on the man at my mouth that I hardly realized there was another one working the opening of my ass, his fingers invading the sexual places of my body until my pussy flowed with juice and my asshole was lubricated for the sex that was certain to follow. Even my underside was molested, breasts pawed by a crude hand until I shrieked—as much as one can shriek with a cock clinging determinedly to my throat. 


  The penetration went on until I was not only stuffed at the mouth, but a thick male organ impaled my ass and my cunt was savaged by probing fingers. My mind had settled into a hazy delirium where the sound of the pounding music matched the rough beating of my body’s orifices, until I’d nearly passed out from the frenetic attack. My resistance diminished like crumbling leaves in a wet gutter. That gone, the mood of the night began to infect me with a hedonistic fervor for more: for another cock, another hand, another pair of lips to please, the scent of another man to shock my senses back to life, or perhaps, the sensuous softness of a woman’s body to soothe away the physical cruelty committed by my sadistic lovers. 


  One crashing orgasm led to another, then another, then to my screaming into the sweltering night air; I found myself rolled onto my back, my limbs askew and the chains half gone—though the shackles at my wrists and ankles remained. The red sash had disappeared so that when I opened my eyes, I saw Thayer staring down at me through the murky haze of the labyrinth. 


  “What a fucking slut!” He shook his head in mock disgust; his way of diminishing me further.


  Even if I’d wanted to speak, I wouldn’t have dared open my mouth. 


  The screams of a coming woman, perhaps the agony of her pain, were all the labyrinth would tolerate from their sexual ‘properties’, as we were fondly called. I’d learned this fact the hard way on my first excursion into the shadowy depths of that lusty lair.


  The first time a stranger referred to me as ‘property’, I’d risen up with fists clenched, blurting out an unwise, “How dare you!”


  The man was within his rights to knock me down with the back of his hand, although Thayer did it for him. 


  The look of shock on my face hardly phased my husband. I knew he had a dark brooding side; war does that to men, but I’d never seen it surface—not like that, not aimed at me, his beloved wife. Ten years of marriage had taught me that my husband was a complex creature with passions I could barely understand, though I always thought I’d made a reasonable attempt to do so. 


  When out of the blue one Sunday afternoon Thayer made his first and not so subtle inquiries about my inclination for sexual adventure, I could sense that much of his time spent brooding had been aimed at his own perverse inclinations. Until that day, the kinkiest we’d been in bed was anal sex—maybe a once a month adventure—and a little light bondage, as in tying my hands to the headboard of the bed while Thayer teased me with a feather or his fingers. He finally worked me up to a short-taloned leather flogger, which I later learned was far more playful than painful in its impact. At first, I was pretty pissed off that he didn’t allow me to return the favor and tie him up, but from early on during our simple experimentation it became clear that I would not be the one tying the knots or wielding the whip in my marriage. I accepted this. It wasn’t a huge surprise to me that Thayer had a bit of a sadistic streak, although it was always something we joked about rather than took seriously. A little light-hearted banter would ease any tension and we’d be off on another subject. I was actually proud of myself for being so damned cooperative, making a quick assumption that what rankled hotly in my husband’s soul needed occasional expression. If I could be of service, why not? However, I never dreamed that the ‘occasional’ expression would be taken to a place where the extremes of sexual perversion were not just innocuous experimentation but a serious game.


  In his first forays on the subject, Thayer said he’d met a man, a member of a loosely knit organization that arranged sex parties; would I like to try one? 


  Yes, he said the whole thing in almost the same breath. My immediate response was: ‘Are you fucking kidding!’ To which Thayer flatly stated without a bit of emotion, ‘No, I’m not.’ 


  I stormed out of the bedroom, and we were estranged for the rest of the night until I had some time to think through my response, his motives, and the strange way the proposal effected me. 


  “Does it mean that I have sex with other people?” I asked him. I stood at the den door, where I later found him reading the evening paper; my arms were crossed in front of my chest, as I defensively waited for further details. 


  He looked up, peering at me over his newspaper and above his reading glasses. “If it’s out of the question, I’m okay with that,” he said. The almost ominous quality of his earlier demeanor seemed to have vanished, and I stared at matter-of-fact old Thayer, calm and serene as ever. The man was steady if he was anything, and he loved me, that I knew. I knew too that this was not a mid-life crisis; something deeper had spawned his interest. 


  “I was actually thinking the idea sounded, well, interesting,” I offered, as if I’d truly risen above my pervious turmoil. It took me a lot to get that statement out, but once I’d stumbled over the words, I was pretty happy I’d told him the truth. “You just took me by surprise. I never had any idea that something like what you’re suggesting would cross your mind. You’re normally pretty protective of me. The old ‘look but don’t touch’ kind of thing.”


  He chuckled, knowing how right I was.


  Finally, he put down the paper and considered me thoughtfully. “This is different, Kathryn. And I don’t blame you for being hesitant, I was too. But then I felt as if the whole idea opened something in me that I’d been trying to resist. They call it the labyrinth. I’m not sure why, but I do know that you may find every kink in the book there. I also know that it’s not a equal opportunity club, if you can even call it a club at all. Women are treated as playthings, and for some, as if they are no more than properties. There’s S&M, bondage and lots of sex. If we go at all, it has to be your choice, and you have to be willing to submit to what I ask of you. You either play by the rules or we don’t go. If I knew more, I’d tell you, but I think that pretty much explains what it’s about. I realize it’s not much to go on. If it had been anyone but Alec suggesting this, I’d have passed on it and never mentioned it to you.” 


  “Alec?”


  “I’ve known him since college.” He observed me for nearly a minute while I mulled this information finally adding: “No pressure, Kathryn. I swear.”


  “But if you really want to try it, why not? This isn’t some sort of lifetime commitment, is it?”


  “Not that I know of.”


  A deep breath, a smile on my face. “Then we’ll go.” 


  I slipped into the room, making my way into his warm lap where he cuddled me close, wrapping me in his big affectionate arms. We kissed until our kisses led us back to the bedroom where we made love again, our passions fueled by the unseen energy of the labyrinth already working its way through our horny bodies. 


  I came out of my sex-soaked trance and was jerked to my feet with a tug from Thayer. He’d attached the leash to my collar, and while I had a break from the frenetic sexual activity, he led me around like his prized pet. During the quiet moments, I had time to collect myself and get a good look at my surroundings.


  The labyrinth is never found in the same location twice—at least not in my several years experience. I’ve been taken to various estate homes—some the ostentatious overstatement of the filthy rich, some ramshackle old houses with charm and bad plumbing. Just as intriguing was a Spanish hacienda, the ruins of an army fort, and, in the dead of winter an ancient hunting lodge with the scariest staircase I’ve ever climbed on hands and knees. There’s always music—heavy metal, string quartets, sexy jazz; I don’t know who sets the stage but it always fits the mood. And yet, the sound that most remarkably sticks in my head as I think of the labyrinth is that of barking dogs. These canine sentries guard against the world outside, which has no place within the delicate balance of the labyrinth’s movable walls. I’ve come to find some comfort from their vigilante service, though I wonder if that comfort is more psychological than real. If the dogs are there to warn the unsuspecting, and plant a quiver of fear in the hearts of the women who are part of the proceedings, they certainly do their job well. 


  It has become clear to me that whoever creates the labyrinth in its many incarnations ensures its secrecy and has protected its activities from intruders, and even the long arm of law, with more than several vicious dogs that ward away the indigent and the curious that might happen on the scene. 


  How all this works is just mere speculation on my part. I know that Alec West has something to do with it, and a man named Mr. D’Lancy, though for the life of me I don’t ever recall meeting him. It makes me wonder if he exists at all. 


  Any attempts to wring facts from my husband have failed. He either ignores my inquisitive probing, or shrugs as if he doesn’t have a clue how these events are pulled off. Knowing Thayer, he knows plenty, at least enough to feel safe himself and sure that I will be safe as well. I sometimes wonder, however, if other women who find themselves in this offbeat world feel as safe from harm as I do. I have Thayer. Who do they have protecting them?


  On a more upbeat note, I like to imagine that somewhere there’s a magician stirring a pot and casting a spell, one that weaves its way like an insidious fog through the minds and bodies of the labyrinth’s players, drawing them to assemble for a night of riotous perversion and returning them to their lives with that significant piece of them that the real world leaves longing finally feeling some degree of satisfaction. Conjured through the careful manipulation of shadows and mirrors, I sense the labyrinth as a dangerous inebriation, even though I’m sure it’s no more perilous than a couple of cocktails or a relaxing joint on a Friday night.


  On this occasion I found myself in a converted warehouse, although it was not clear exactly how the large space was being remade—subsidized apartments, upscale condos, an office building? No clue as I crawled across its wood floors, although the shining surfaces looked as if they’d been thoroughly refurbished, which led me to believe that this was not some slapdash renovation. The walls were enormous, the partitioned rooms quite large, sound hit my ears in strange ways coming from all directions. Some conversations I heard distinctly, while much of the din was just a constant roar of noise. After a time the surrounding atmosphere became so chaotic inside my head that I let my mind check out and my body lead. I had done that before with good results. 


  But wasn’t that exactly what I wanted—a place, a time, a circumstance where Kathryn could quit being Kathryn, quit being the stock broker, the wife, the self-made woman, the dynamic force in a power-oriented world? That would make me the labyrinth’s cliché female: assertive working woman by day, harlot by night. A cliché I frankly don’t mind.


  I know that many of the other females there didn’t share my situation. Did I know this because I’d spent time with them talking ‘labyrinth’ over coffee and donuts? Did we lunch together every Tuesday noon and share ‘labyrinth’ gossip? 


  Of course not.


  I know what I know by instinct. Seeing women baring their bodies is seeing them bare their souls, their lives, their warts and subtleties. Seeing them beaten, crying, pining for more, begging for the soul deep satisfaction that comes from playing amongst the damned and the extreme, tells me volumes about who they are. All the facts about them read like the pages of an instruction manual. I know them; they are my sisters, my fellow slaves to unspoken lusts, even though we’d never speak to one another should we meet on a city street. 


  Jewel was there that night with Billy. By the time we arrived at their scene, she was already on her knees, weeping, her head in her hands as Billy berated her for some supposed crime. My opinion? Lots of made-up stories arise to give the heavy stuff a decent rationale. Like the burned dinner, the overdrawn checking account, or being caught running around on her husband—that would be a laugh, since Billy is not Jewel’s husband. I know this because I listen carefully to the innocuous conversation, the ones I’m not supposed to hear but I do anyway. I pay attention. The entire scene intrigues me, plus there are the dead hours of these long nights when I recoup from one scene of exhausting sex play and must regroup for the next. As demanding as the constant action sometimes is, even I need a break, even Thayer can appreciate that. 


  Dead hours can get boring without some way to spend my time. 


  I think. I listen. I form opinions that will never be voiced. I even make up stories for my sister sex slaves, only to learn, if I’m lucky to stumble on real facts, that I’m not far off the mark about these women.  


  One important opinion: regardless of the events that might damn a labyrinth property to a hard night of sexual abuse, the stated ‘criminal’ acts of which they are accused are just excuses, what sadists and masochists do to justify their need to give and receive the extremes of pain. There should be no need for excuses, but I know for some that heightens the experience. They are living out their dreams, their secret fantasies in ways the real world never allows. At its heart, this is simply a wonderfully creative, deviously deceptive, but in the end basically transparent game of pretend.


  Jewel wept with great emotion—and that was  real. As always, she suffers true pain. I imagine her life is a miserable one; something was murmured once about a drunken husband. Which causes me to wonder, is her masochistic play at the labyrinth an act of revenge for her? Or the way she eases the pain in her life? Does she need this sort of night to soothe away the ache that her real life gives her? I believe so, in part, though I believe there is something deeper, too. She is possessed by this. I see that truth on her emotive face, and all the make-up and all the pretty smiles cannot mask that fact. When the make-up and the pretty smiles fade her screams remain, her tortured face turns savage, her eyes grow wild, and she begs like a dog to feel another lashing stroke of the whip tear into her body.


  It’s good that Billy loves her—which is something that is quite clear to all. But like every other man who belongs in this crowd, Billy is a sadistic bastard. I watch Billy and Jewel with fear and awe of something so shockingly brutal and tenderly moving that I’m prone to clutch my throat, the anxiety in me grabs hard as I breathlessly watch their startling interaction.


  In the warehouse he repeated what I’ve seen from him before. He stalked her first, a slap to the face followed, then derisive remark. 


  “Look at you, slut! Yeah, look at you, weeping like a baby.” Another slap and her sobbing grew richer and more self-absorbed. “You deserve your tears,” he mocked her. “You like them, you need them. Tell me that’s so.”


  She hesitated, preferring the bath of tears to a glance at his face. But that is not what Billy wanted and he used the tip of a riding crop to raise her chin so she would look him in the eye. 


  Finally, after constant balking, there was an anguished: “Yes, yes I need them, Billy!”


  She sobbed more, tears streamed from her upturned face as Billy refused to lower the crop. 


  There are no safe places in the labyrinth, no place to hide. Everything is exposed. 


  “You want it hard?” I asked.


  Sobbing still, she said: “Yes, Billy. Yes, sir, I want it hard.”


  “You want me to beat you?” He always makes her be specific.


  “No-No!” She shook her head and closed her eyes, but he was right there with her, denying her denial. 


  “Look at me!” he snapped like an angry terrier.


  “Yes, sir.” Like the true supplicant her hands were in praying position. 


  “And what is your crime tonight?”


  “I’m a lousy wife and a miserable mother. I steal stuff. Money. I’ve taken his money.” Her anguished face was filled with guilt.


  Taking her husband’s money because he wouldn’t give it to her otherwise—this little tidbit of information came to me a year ago when I heard Billy talking to Thayer as Jewel was coming down from a subspace high.


  “You disgust me,” Billy sounded angry. 


  He slapped her face several times, then jerked her chain and forced her to her feet. She rose to stand teetering on a pair of ridiculously high spike heels that no woman could master—a fucking sadist’s dream. With her collar shackled to a hanging hook, she was forced to her tiptoes, forced to stay steady, even when Billy smacked her big breasts back and forth with the palm and back of his hand until both were bouncing madly and gloriously red. 


  “You just don’t know how to behave, do you?” The question just rhetorical.


  He started smacking her pussy, making her dance on precarious tiptoes, wobbling, wavering, reeling from side to side while he barked an ill-tempered, “Stand still!” Then he continued the abuse in the same vicious way, knocking her off balance again. Finally, he moved in close and grabbed her by the collar, the two going eye to eye. “I said, stand still.”


  “But I can’t, Billy!” she cried. 


  “Well then, maybe you need some help.” He turned his head and called out to someone off stage in this little drama. “Lower the yoke!”


  From above them both, the crude confinement yoke descended, swaying much like the hook that held Jewel up by the collar. Trading the hook for the yoke, Billy enclosed his sub’s neck between the wooden slats and secured her wrists to either side of her head, well out of the way of further punishment. 


  “A spreader bar!” Billy called out next and one appeared like magic from the cloaking shadows of the room. While her feet were secured widely apart, Jewel was mercifully lowered enough so that she didn’t choke. But that was small consolation, as the beating began in earnest; blows laid against her pussy as if—being the most offense part of her body—it deserved the vile punishment.


  I was so in tune with her torture that I could feel each striking lash as if it were striking me. I could feel the tears that flooded from my eyes and imagine myself in her place—I’d been yoked and whipped once. But Jewel was special, so capable of turning pain into pleasure that I had no doubt that within minutes, her being would skyrocket beyond the building to places unknown, to a realm the world can’t see or feel in any other way but through the lashing of a whip expertly laid against defenseless flesh. The unity of vision between Jewel and Billy held a sizable crowd enthralled, until the transformation began. Before it was over, there would be a euphoric look on Jewel’s face; her heart would come shining through and someone in the crowd would utter the obvious truth, “What a goddam angel!” 


  Damned by God! But still an angel, that’s Jewel. 


  If I could have known that feeling myself, I might have gone through the same rough machinations. But that was not me, that was not my labyrinth. 


  I’m basically just a slut, who loves sex and being fucked into oblivion. 


  I saw the arriving couple before anyone else gazed in that direction. Thayer and I just happened to be near the front entrance when the new girl walked in on Alec West’s arm. 


  First, though, I should tell you about Alec West. The man’s a real rake—not the garden tool—but as in lecher, libertine, womanizer, a basically profligate male slut. Inside the labyrinth the man demonstrates a beguiling charm that is difficult to resist. His blue eyes crackle with amusement in the company of women he’s trying to impress…or woo…or manipulate, and his smile is so evocative of a man with obvious motives. He’s the kind that starts with subtleties then moves on with force as necessary. He’d rather bring a woman to her knees because she wants to be there, although he has no problem getting her there with the back of his hand against her face—if that’s what it takes. 


  You don’t want to cross him for any reason. He’s ruthless about everything from wooing women to business transactions, something I’m an expert about myself, and why I happen to know the man outside the labyrinth. I’ve crawled on my knees to suck his cock and he’s gotten off with a sigh of supreme satisfaction. But that first time in the labyrinth, I nearly panicked and ran from the Spanish hacienda when my eyes came to rest on a face that was all too familiar—although we’d not yet had any business dealings amongst ourselves. As soon as Thayer saw the horrified look on my face, he had to jerk me back to reality, sensing why what I’d seen was so disturbing. “If this is to work at all, Kathryn,” he said, “you can’t panic when you see someone you recognize. Trust me, he will never mention what happens here outside these walls.” Thayer was right. Two days after our first labyrinth weekend was over, I found myself in a corporate boardroom with Alec West. Not one expression of recognition appeared on his lips, in his eyes, or across his brow. Although if there had been an acknowledgement of our past association – with me on my knees and his cock in my mouth – I think I would have had the upper hand. Why? Sex is power. And I consider myself pretty damned powerful when on my knees. I may give satisfaction on demand, but it remains mine to give or take, and you can’t tell me that a man given to subtleties like Alec West won’t be able to tell what kind of mood I’m in by the subtleties of my blowjob. If anything, it was a positive experience to face him two days after my first wild weekend of illicit sex. I could feel the power rising up in me as we sat staring eye to eye, negotiating a deal with far-reaching ramifications that had nothing to do with where or why we first met. But oh, what a shrewd bargaining chip my weekend’s experience had given me! I certainly wasn’t going to be turned into a spineless ninny taking orders from horny sadists. Neither he nor any man who frequents the labyrinth could slay me. 


  But I digress here…getting back to my point…


  Alec West is ruthlessly disarming, and so charismatic that his powerful presence will draw the attention of everyone in the room before a single word has leapt from his mouth. It’s no surprise that he’s the man in charge, or at least he appears to be in charge of these arcane sexual rites. I know there are others, but he’s the face I see, the voice that always resonates with me most, the man who dares to put his mug-shot in the line-up of likely suspects for the title of ‘man in charge’.


  Perhaps he’s just a front for more powerful men. That would be fitting. 


  I will say, though, while West couldn’t interest me less outside the labyrinth, inside it he makes me quake from my toes to my shivering shoulders to my quivering cunt. His voice will cut me with a knife; his derisive barbs go straight to my heart. He plays the game better than any man, and when it is his cock that I’m told to service, I become more slavish in spirit than I could ever be with any man—including Thayer. 


  I worried about this the first time, when at his feet, I felt an utterly devastating swoop of submission overtake my cheeky insolence. He looked down on me like I was filth he could walk on. Fact was, I wanted him to walk, hike, traipse, tramp all over me, until I was smashed to smithereens. 


  I’d never felt so small as when he ‘suggested’ that I lick his boots—boots with a tux; made quite a statement. I laved them like they were his cock; in fact, I was thinking of that organ the entire time, forgetting there was grease and dust and god knows what kind of real filth clinging to the leather. Finally, he jerked me up by the chain leash and looked me in the eye, sneering with great meaning. 


  “Oh, I’m going to have fun with you, pet.” 


  The bastard called me pet.


  My gut may have recoiled in anger, but my tummy turned hot and my crotch wet. He couldn’t have demeaned me more. 


  And there was Thayer watching like a supreme God, taking instructions from a master. Not that Thayer actually needed instructions; he did pretty well with his natural ability. Thayer did the ‘God-like, critically observing thing’ very capably, making me feel like dirt in the most amazingly erotic way. How could that be erotic, you ask? What a paradox for the modern woman. I just ate it up like the grand joke it was and followed the script to its natural conclusion. 


  He called me pet and I wanted to spit in his face. But of course he was just getting started with the taunting barbs. “You ever had your cunt reamed with a man’s fist?” he asked.


  The question exploded in me like a rifle shot. “No!” I looked at him horrified.


  “How about your ass?” he drove his questioning deeper still.


  “No!” I shook my head, fear clutching strong inside my belly.


  “Well, I’m going to do both to you,” he informed me without batting an eye. His tone like ice dragged up my spine. 


  My mouth gaped open, a response that prompted him to laugh at me with brilliant scorn. Then he turned to Thayer. “Ass or cunt first? Your choice.”


  Without a moment’s hesitation, my husband replied, “Her ass.”


  “The ass it is.” The man was pleased. 


  Realizing what was about to take place, my entire body filled with terror and excitement, and my ass end began to throb as if it had been waiting through eternity for that very moment.


  He dragged me to a nearby bench, where I was forced to kneel on the kneel on the lower bar with my torso bent over and resting easily enough on the padded bench—the only easy thing about the ordeal. 


  My mind worked with mantras left and right. Relax Kathryn. Go deep, Kathryn. Surrender, Kathryn. Go deep, let go, Kathryn. And finally, simply, Submit, Kathryn, submit. 


  West worked fast, as if he had places to go and things to do and more worthless females to abuse. He bathed my anal cleft with a warming cream that grew hotter the more he worked his fingers along that great divide. Finally, he began to ease his way inside my ass, talking as he worked. Leaning in, he whispered nasty things in a not so quiet voice. “I know you, pet. Ball-busting broads like you are all alike.”


  Jab! Suddenly, the entire inside of my ass felt as if it had been invaded by a beehive; the sting hot and unrelenting.


  Again and again, the jarring fingers of his right hand plunged into my backdoor while I loudly bellowed, “God nooooooooooo!” 


  He abruptly grabbed my hair and pulled my head up, staring into my face. “Shut the fuck up, pet!” The way he tersely bit off the word pet, he must have known how much I hated even the vaguest reference to a subservient beast. 


  But wasn’t that exactly what I was? 


  I snapped my mouth shut fast. My eyes burned with tears. My heart beat violently, and my poor pussy just lapped up the energy as if it were fuel for the damnedest orgasm I’d ever have. 


  Once West shoved my torso back against the bench, he took a position at my behind, fingers jabbing their way into my entrails, widening me far beyond what was reasonable or safe. Obviously he didn’t care if he left me damaged—although I was not left permanently scarred, I was sure I would be. He kept on drilling me with fervent and unending jabs of his invading fingers, adding comments as he went along.  


  “Once I start I never stop. You get the whole fuckin’ fist…the whole fucking fist. You hear that, pet?”


  Thinking the question was just rhetorical, I didn’t answer, which turned out to be the wrong thing to do. 


  With his free left hand he grabbed for my hair again and pulled up, though this time I couldn’t see his face. “I spoke to you, slut. When I speak, you answer. Do you understand…you get what I’m after?”


  “Yes, I get it!” I called out. 


  “What was that?”


  “Yes, I get it!” I repeated. 


  He shook my head again. “How about one more time. And do it right.”


  Do it right? Do it right? What the hell did he mean?


  “I got it. I did. I swear,” I tried again. “What the hell else do you want me to say?”


  Suddenly, his hand pulled out of my ass and he grabbed for whatever was lying around that would get his point across. Hard-smacking wood—could have been slat or a railroad tie for all I knew—whatever, the weapon came down on my behind again and again and again, maybe a dozen times until not just the inside of my ass was burning but the outside was scorched to a crisp. 


  “To me you’re a slut, a trashy pet, a cheap whore. To you, I’m SIR. That’s getting it. Now tell me again.”


  I’d swallowed so much pride by then that I was choking on it. But strangely enough, my voice lowered as my psyche took another nosedive. “Yes, sir, I got it,” placing special emphasis on the significant word.


  Damn him! I didn’t get a single compliment for finally spitting out the words he wanted to hear. Instead, he went right back to fisting my ass. 


  Whether it was the words, the attitude, or just a physical adjustment between the first drilling and the second, when his fisting hand resumed its work, he dove deeper into my body as if he were blazing a trail with machete and hatchet. Whatever mantra I’d been reciting seemed to pave the way for my inner body to ease its staunch grip and allow the man inside. When he finally slipped the whole of his fist inside, I grunted unhappily, but as I had a hundred times in the process I eased into the remarkable feeling of submission that engulfed me. The time for subtleties had long since past; West fucked me hard, so determined, so focused that it felt as if he were reaching for some particular end. Despite my cries to the effect that he back off, punctuated with an appropriate, ‘please, sir,’ he refused to stop, until at last, the savage sensations became orgasmic, and I was coming out of my ass end. Totally freaky. I was flying beyond myself to God knows where, pleasure bounding through my body in waves. Whatever I was screaming communicated my hard-earned bliss and the obvious fact that I didn’t want it to end, even though I fell limply exhausted when West finally withdrew his hand.


  Next thing I knew, I looked up to see that he had disappeared and my beloved Thayer was standing in his place, gently massaging my ass. 


  I groaned, greedy with a lust still fresh and very much focused on my ass, urging him on with every gyration and enthusiastic sound I knew, save directly asking him to fist me too. 


  “You want my fist inside you, is that it?” he finally asked—likely so he could hear me beg.


  My behind was squirming like an excited pup. “Yes, sir.”


  “Deep, like West’s fist?”


  “Yes, sir.” I would not forget a ‘sir’ this time and risk distracting him from what I wanted.


  He massaged my fleshy cheeks more aggressively and toyed with my anus until I wanted to scream for him to just get on with it! But alas, he didn’t enter me; he just kept goading me with his teasing fingers. 


  “You don’t want to stop this, do you?” 


  “No, sir.”


  “And you want this fist inside you?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “All that hurt, all that pain?”


  “Yes, yes, please, sir!”


  “No stopping?


  “No, sir, no stopping. Thayer, please, I’m begging you!”


  “Yeah, well, maybe another time,” he finally said. “But in my time, not yours,” as if he was filled with spite. 


  I suffered the letdown in tears, my heart still begging, even though my disappointment was abruptly mitigated by the next best thing: Thayer’s hard cock. He pulled in behind me and thrust to the far reaches of my insides with a raging erection that banged away inside my ass until I was screaming and he was grunting in the throes of a powerful orgasm. I couldn’t argue with how that scene turned out. In fact, I could actually feel my body coming down from its delirious high, and in the bleary aftermath of our climax, I looked up to see a crowd of watching faces.


  Initially, I was embarrassed to be the center of attention. But there was a smug, self-satisfied feeling too. I scanned the crowd looking carefully through the foggy smoke of the labyrinth seeking out one particular visage. No, I’m sad to say; West’s face was not among those in the crowd and I slumped back, closed my eyes and let myself recover. 


  Why was it so important that the man be watching, I’m still not certain. 


  That was my first experience with the great and powerful West. It was pretty easy to conclude that no man had ever had such a profound effect on me, or had been able to control me so thoroughly. When it comes to getting me sexually charged up, West is a real wizard.


  But, I must repeat, NONE of that subservient, submissively groveling feeling remained when the spell of the labyrinth was broken. I’ll be damned if I know how that happens, but it does. I don’t ask questions. I don’t go that deep. I see what I see, observe what I feel, but beyond that I don’t let myself brood or try to make any sense of it. I’m quite sure that whatever magic the place evokes for me would be shattered with too much insight. 


  When I saw Alec West two days later in that stuffy boardroom, there was not a tickle of desire, a submissive feeling, not even the smallest flutter of arousal. 


  I had reason to rejoice, but I couldn’t take the time. I got down to business fast, started off with a bang and didn’t stop until I had all the cards I wanted from the man’s deck and could walk out of the room with a smile on my face, and a deal that put money in my bank account.


    In the outside world, we are equals in power, in that other world I am just another woman for him to use at will, and I can be content with that. 


  Again, I have digressed…and must return to that night several years down the road, when we were in the converted warehouse, and West arrived with the new girl on his arm…


  What was odd from the start was that they’d come through the entrance at all, given the hour. By that time of the evening, the doors of the labyrinth are locked. No admittance, no exceptions for the tardy—at least that was what I had always been told. Apparently West was powerful enough in the hierarchy to warrant this exception. 


  Soon as I figured that out, I turned my attention to the girl.


  She was exceptional, yes, although she looked nothing like the girls I’d normally seen with West. His preference leaned toward aggressively slutty types with fake blonde hair, long polished nails and tits that were manufactured on the operating table—firm as grapefruits and hard to squeeze. 


  This girl was pretty as a sonnet, lithe as an aria, like a breath of air—you know, the one you feel against your cheek that makes you turn in wonder, only to see that nothing’s there. 


  I watched her stunned face and instinctively grimaced. She looked at me, in fact, she watched me carefully for several seconds. Me: naked, crawling and no doubt looking a little savage after all that furious fucking. Awe? Fear? Revulsion, maybe? It’s hard to describe the exact expression on her face, but when she whispered in West’s ear, I had the feeling it was something like, “Please, get me out of here! Please!”


  If that was what she said, West ignored her plea. He whispered something back, likely something reassuring, and then barged right into the room with a smile on his face and the trembling female still on his arm. He wasn’t about to let go his arm—maybe she thought she’d be eaten by wolves, or taken captive by a gang of horny males. (I remind you I do, sometimes, make up stories when real facts are lacking. I know nothing about what actually was discussed between the two, so what I suggested above is just a guess). 


  Timid but poised, the girl walked with some assurance, even if she was clinging a bit obviously to West’s arm. I studied her, trying to figure her out. She wore clothes only a small girl like her could wear—ones that made me think she was a fashion model, she had that kind of sultry air about her, so it made sense. The smooth leather skirt was quite short, rising to mid thigh, while her silver tank top clung to her body, showing small, rounded breasts and tiny button nipples. She had the kind of trim figure any young woman would die for. Although she tried hard not to look self-conscious, several times she tugged at the hem of her skimpy skirt, unhappy with the way it continued to ride up nearly to her crotch. I found her uneasiness sweetly charming. 


  But who was this vision? And what the hell was she doing here?


  Thayer and I watched the two long enough to see that West was giving her a brief tour of the kinky warehouse where a lot of sleazy sex and sadomasochistic sex acts were continuing with such unabashed exuberance that the girl must have been wondering if she’d just landed on another planet. Thayer, following his own agenda, moved me with him into what would probably be considered the labyrinth’s main room, where after sidling up to the bar, he ordered up a drink for himself and a meager water for me. While lowly old me sat back in chained silence, Thayer sat on a barstool and discussed with another man a loud-mouthed redhead named Kylie, who at that moment was bound and gagged at the man’s feet. Kylie was generally considered one of the bitchiest females to ever come through the door, but she was a heavy player, which made the men of the labyrinth suffer through her obnoxious behavior—just another excuse to give her the punishment she deserved they would derisively gripe. 


  On hearing the conversation between the two men, I got the feeling that Thayer would be whipping her soon enough; at least if he were acting according to his usual plan. Nearly every season at the labyrinth, after he’d tasted the night in various ways with me, he’d get to the meat, the heart of his own lust. With all the stimulation around him, the sadistic Thayer would have to emerge. And because Thayer’s sadist was particularly brutal, it would be rare for him to wield his whip against my ‘delicate’ flesh. As for me, I’d rather be fucking than getting my poor body bruised. I don’t care what kind of spiritual high the masochists report, I go to the labyrinth to experience pleasure, not pain, and there’s nothing spiritual about it.


  As usual during such a lull in my own activity, my mind drifted a while, then all of a sudden a commotion broke out above me. I looked up, and as I expected, Thayer was hauling the knee-kicking Kylie by the scuff of her neck to a brick wall. In a flurry of efficient movements, he bound her face forward so her body was spread out like a five-pointed star; feet wide apart and her arms reaching toward the heavens. Her face remained smashed to the brick; she didn’t dare move. 


  I crawled forward, as far as the tethering chain would allow and peered through the legs of the gathered audience, watching as my husband picked up a whip and began laying it on the grunting redhead’s exposed backside. She was a plump, voluptuous woman whose flesh jiggled each time the whip struck. She groaned rather than cried, and despite the serious depth of pain she must have been enduring, she began writhing against the scratchy brick, as her body responded erotically to each cut of that dangerous whip. A rash of red stripes began to appear on her back, buttocks and upper thighs, producing a picture of pain and cruelty that held the avid audience captive. 


  But while the crowd was content to focus on Thayer and Kylie, my back row seat on the floor didn’t afford me but small glimpses of the scene, so I turned my attention elsewhere. It just so happened that West had returned to the main room with his waifish date still clinging to his arm. As they studiously watched Thayer and the whipping scene, I watched them. West’s hand strayed purposefully over her backside, causing the beauty to quiver noticeably, then that wandering hand drifted to her small rounded ass and squeezed it enough so that I could see his knuckles whiten. In response, the girl’s body appeared to seize up, with her discomfort obvious, and yet, she didn’t once try to wrest herself from the man’s grasp. He continued to grope her body intermittently, producing a similar nervous and yet pleasured response. Although she became more aroused as West’s groping continued, she was clearly self-conscious about her own physical response. With her pretty face now a bewildered muddle of dread and embarrassment, she kept furtively gazing around to see if anyone noticed.


  Her conflict played through me in familiar ways. After all, I’d been in her position plenty of times: frightened, careful, self-absorbed and painfully aware that the display was going on where dozens of people could see. Not easy for a woman who had been taught to be discreet and demure. Yes. I could have once described myself as discreet and demure. But I had the strange suspicion that this svelte beauty would not relinquish those parts of her character as easily as I finally did, if at all. She was naturally timid, I was not. I’d simply stuffed myself into a common gender role, and have since then credited Thayer and the labyrinth for releasing me from that dreary prison of rules. If the girl came back…IF the girl came back, would her demure façade prove to be a fake—something easily dispensed with? I doubt it. There seemed nothing fake or misleading about her behavior.


  I watched as she suffered through moments that were as painful for her as what Thayer was doing to Kylie was painful for our little masochist. Finally, and just when I thought the girl was about to flee in panic, West turned away from Thayer and Kylie’s scene, and with all his attention once again focused on his date, he moved her toward an adjacent wall directly across from where I was crouched on the floor and chained to the bar. 


  When Alec West wants something from a woman, he is as smooth as any man I know. He must have had all his suave charm engaged to have the frightened girl so clearly within his grasp, so easily conquered. With a command that makes me cream my panties just to think of it, he had her pressed to the brick, facing out, looking up at him willingly. If she expected a rash of tender kisses, then she was in for a rude awakening. 


  Although West’s large body was in front of hers, the angle from which I looked on allowed me to see that he was moving on her with some force. The tender touching was quickly over. He held the girl at the back of her neck, clutching her head in his hand, while the other hand began to move adroitly from breasts to belly, to under the silver shirt, then under the leather skirt. Alarmed, she quivered nervously, trying to pull away, but West’s hold on her was fierce. 


  When she closed her eyes and bit her lip, he snapped angrily, “Look at me, slut!” and then shook her head with his commanding hand, forcing her scared eyes to open on him. 


  It was amazing that I could actually hear him over the other sounds in the room, that I could see so clearly from fifteen feet away. I might as well have been under his feet gazing up at them; it seemed that real and that close, the intensity of the pair so engaging that I didn’t dare turn my head. 


  As he moved on her crotch, his hand fished its way inside a pair of pale pink panties, squeezing forcefully enough to have her gasping for breath, her head attempting to roll back and forth, while she spoke a lot of nonsense I couldn’t make out. Just moments later, the rough foreplay was over and West’s fingers, the same fingers that had at one time been lodged deeply inside my ass, were ramming their way inside this China doll of a girl, who not more than an hour before had entered this realm of furtive dreams with no clue what she faced.


  She looked as if she was barely hanging on—a fact that had me terribly excited, and kept my eyes riveted on their scene.


  West looked for all the world as if he were hurting the girl, as if he’d split her tiny body in two. But as he continued to drill her with that magical hand, her body seemed to give way, much as mine had done on previous occasions. A wounded bird-like whimper suddenly stung the air, although I doubt if many in the room bothered to listen since most stood with their eyes and ears glued to Thayer and his brat. But West and his novice were of more interest to me. I lusted for them both. I could almost feel myself directing their scene with my mind. I wanted him to take her hard, abuse her with force that would bring tears to those lovely eyes, a grimace to her brow and mouth. Where had such sadistic feelings in me come from? I had no idea. This was a first. 


  Perhaps it was the girl, so wispy and delicate, coupled with West, huge and powerful in comparison. I saw him overtake her with the passion of a despot, the cunning of a Machiavellian God, the savagery of a brutal war lord intent on ravaging the innocent. I wanted to see him lay waste the spoils of war, this girl the prize he would pillage, plunder and soil beyond redemption. When he was done with her, when she lay wasted, no more than a used up pile of skin and bones left in a heap on the hardwood floor, I’d be there to fist her ass, just as mine had been fisted. All her virginity would be stripped away; me, yes me, Kathryn, executing the final indignity. If I could have crawled that fifteen feet I would have offered my services to the master. 


  I was so caught up in the scene that I failed to sense the presence of a man standing above me and directly to my left. As men go, he was the most enigmatic of those I’d been subject to inside the labyrinth. In fact, I cannot recall the man’s face at all. I know only that he had powerful hands, a wonderfully deep voice and a hard body, highlighted by a prick that seemed to go on forever—like being fucked by some mysterious entity capable of invading a woman deeper than any mere human. Common sense would tell me that he is as flesh and blood as anyone inside this place of secrets, but a fertile imagination tells me otherwise. Too many times has he invaded my space, taken up residence in my body with startling command and after using it for his own satisfaction, walked away as if he’d just drifted out on a gust of air. I’d stare around to find no one. No trace of the man. Not even his scent—which is a heady aroma that should linger long after he is gone. But all attempts to recall that distinctive perfume have been annoyingly ineffective. I’m left with no more than an insubstantial memory that fades from my mind all too quickly. 


  As I was waiting for my own night to proceed, that distinctive scent should have tipped me off immediately, but I was held so spellbound by the couple on the far wall that any other thoughts that might have come knocking on my mind’s door were summarily turned away. The first and only clue that I was to be assaulted came as a brilliant flash. A searing red scarf was slipped over my eyes and tightened around my head. I panicked first, then breathed deeply, only then catching the subtle hints I’d ignored. 


  A red scarf over the eyes is an instantaneous call for submission from any labyrinth female finding her eyes so blinded. Once West used the device on me, but just once. He’s been less theatrical since that time, preferring the direct approach when using me for his sexual pleasure. In that regard, I think we have an unspoken understanding: as long as I consent to Thayer bringing me to these events, as long as I want to play in West’s world, I don’t dare balk. Frankly, I wouldn’t want to. But I’m also not swayed by a red scarf—at least one tied by his hand.


  However, this unseen lover was another matter all together. I knew his scent, the feel of his hands, the strength and urgency of his cock, though I’d never seen his face. 


  And then, his deep voice invaded my thoughts, as soon as the red sash was secured over my eyes. “It would seem you have far too little to do with your hours here, Thayer’s female.” 


  I found his awkward reference to me quaint, but effective. 


  Calling me Thayer’s female—my body shuddered. Does this suggest that he thinks very little of me? That is his right. In fact, it is common in this venue, although I’m not so sure he falls into lock step with those who find demeaning females their favorite sport. I do suspect he likes my uncluttered style of fucking cock, straight forward, enthusiastic, nothing fancy. I never hesitate when a hard cock meets my lips—or for that matter, my ass or my pussy. 


  With my tethering chain finally unhooked, I was lifted to my feet, and in a move I did not expect, my captor lifted me up with his enormous arms, put me over his shoulder and carried me away through the maze of rooms, on and on we traveled through the labyrinth finally arriving at a place of quiet where I was plopped down on a mattress. I lay sprawled out waiting, with the red sash as secure as ever. 


  Moments later, his body descended on mine with all his familiar aspects as welcome as ever: his large lips and the sexy hips, the strength of that heady fragrance, and the rising pulse of his erection beating against my inner thigh. 


  May I suck it? I lifted up my prayer only to have it answered. Maybe I’d actually said it out loud, although before he presented the thick organ to my salivating mouth, I would have expected a slap across my cheek for speaking without being properly addressed. I erred once in that regard, expecting that the strange intimacy the mystery man evoked would allow me to fudge on the rules and speak plainly. Wrong! His slap stung worse than most. And that stinging crack was followed by a hard hand-spanking on my upturned behind that at first I thought was just a continuation of the reprimand. However, he kept on for far longer than I expected, the passion behind his slaps as nasty as the passion behind his raging cock. When he finally fucked me, it was up the ass, so quickly and so violently that it seemed I’d been taken by a demon not a human. Afterwards, I was discarded like a worn out toy. I learned there were no exceptions to house rules, not even with a man who I’d incorrectly assumed was a little more genteel than most. 


  That night in the warehouse, he was about as genteel as a freight train as I lay sprawled out on the mattress. He came down on me like thunder and swept through me like a storm, his hard body lunging into my cunt for a little ferocious foreplay, then he pulled out, rose up on me and stuffed his organ into my mouth all the way to my gagging throat. He coached me through a rough space, where my throat would not give in. I knew I wouldn’t win the war with his prick—but this kind of sex is tough for me, no matter how far gone I am. Again and again, he stuffed his organ back into my mouth, demanding that I deep-throat him all the way to kingdom come. 


  “That’s it, girl, suck my dick like you mean it.”


  From past experience with me, he knew this was a sticking point, which I suppose was why he always made me suffer through the mouth fuck first. Put her in the mood of surrender—that’s the way a dominant man thinks. And sure enough, as soon as he was ready to come, I was finally yielding to his demand. 


  At that point, he wanted to finish off in my cunt. Often it is my backdoor that gets the attention from this master, but on that particular night his organ slipped neatly into my pussy. Then while holding me fiercely to his chest, his lips working my mouth with a steady stream of wet, invasive kisses, he carried me from one side of the mattress to the other, across rumpled sheets and valleys of pillows and the rough terrain around the dangerous edges of the bed, until I began to come without stopping in one sharply cresting wave of sensation building to the next. Exhaustion finally forced me to pull away. 


  Instead of grabbing me back, my mystery lover rose up on my body, forcing my mouth to open one more time, and spilled his copious seed inside my mouth. The taste was sweet, the scent of him pouring over me in such a way that I wanted to start all over again, but as so often happens with this man, he was gone too quickly to initiate anything new. He whispered in my ear before he left the room, “Crawl back to where you were before; your master will be wondering where you are.” His large hand grazed my cheek, affectionately, I like to think, setting off another wave of pleasure. The longing, the grief in me was palpable. Come back to me please! I tried to call him to me, but by then he was gone. 


  You would have thought that the red sash would have finally been dislodged in the melee of our groping bodies and the identity of my lover revealed. But maybe the sash was magic too. It never once budged from my eyes, the knot never loosened, and I finally had to fling it away once I knew the man had left. I knew because his scent no longer lingered in the air, not a single trace. 


  I left the sash on the disheveled mattress and did as I’d been told, crawling the labyrinth on hands and knees until I finally found myself back where I had started. The journey was not nearly as meandering as I thought it would be, in fact, it was a pretty straight shot through one playroom, a short hall and there I was, staring at the bar in front of me, and the crowd dispersing from Thayer’s scene—at last. 


  I scrambled to get back to where he left me, feeling a little guilty as if I’d done something wrong. Fact was, with the chain unhooked, Thayer would have known right off that I’d not stayed around the entire time. However, I wouldn’t have been surprised to learn that the assault on me had been prearranged. 


  I watched for several minutes while Kylie’s master and Thayer conferred. The poor girl was wrapped up in a blanket, leaning into a woman who was there to soothe her back to life. For once there was no ballgag, no strip of duct tape across her lips, or a pair of wadded up panties roped inside her mouth. The redhead was surprisingly pretty in her state of disarray, her face as fresh and soft as a young child’s, her innocence making her seem like the girl she must have been in her teens before whatever made her so obnoxious took over.


  Although Kylie and Thayer had drawn my immediate attention, I did look for West and his little blonde, but that far brick wall now hosted a gathering of players drinking beer and waiting for more action. West and the girl were no where around…or so I thought. 


  “Aw! Kathryn.” Hearing West’s voice, I turned to find him crouched beside me. “You know, if you’re a good slut, I might just let you have the girl.” He grinned. All the sarcasm, jubilation and arrogance was meant to taunt me, but just looking into his eyes, my inner body started to spasm again. Had I no shame? 


  I wanted to say something, but I held my tongue, besides, before I could think of a terse comeback, he was half way across the room and Thayer had arrived. I looked up at my husband’s face. He seemed reasonably serene, although I could see a glint of lust in his russet brown eyes. Something in me swelled large and happy at that moment, knowing that he could have had most any woman in the labyrinth that night, including the now compliant Kylie, but still, he wanted me. 


  My reaction was instantaneous. This was turning into a six panties night—the number I would have needed had I been wearing them—to soak up the juices that were leaking from my turned on, cock-happy crotch. 


  After giving Thayer a hot go-round of sex, I was bedded down in one of the cages in the properties stockroom. Such crude appellations like ‘properties’ and ‘stockroom’ force a woman further into the mindset of demeaning surrender. However, the properties stockroom is a very real place. The facilities were only rudimentary—cages, a bottle of water—maybe—and a piss pot if you’re lucky.


  Throughout the night certain chosen women were taken from their cages and led away, only to return an hour or two later—or not at all. In times passed, I have laid awake nearly half the night waiting for the returnees, for a peek at their faces, whether smiling or filled with a dreary expression. Some bodies were ragged, others jubilant. Some were whipped as severely as I’d seen Kylie whipped, others…well, I could make up more stories about crimes and offenses, doing time for perceived faults, or taking punishment they’d undoubtedly earned, but by the time I reached that night in the warehouse labyrinth, the stories in my head had petered out. I had little confirmation of facts and very few hints to whet the appetite of an unenthusiastic muse. Sleep, even in such an uncomfortable space as the harsh metal cage into which I was unceremoniously thrust was more welcome than a night of speculation. 


  I drifted off to sleep several times and slept soundly for a while, only to be suddenly awakened by the shrill sound of a crying female. This was surprisingly unusual, as this was not the normal kind of crying in response to a sexual release or an answer to the hard pain of a physical beating. This was weeping, a soul-felt sobbing that seemed to awaken the entire stockroom. Metal cages rattled, wooden ones creaked. Dozens of eyes looked out through thick bars as the girl stumbled forward, barefoot and naked, carrying a wad of leather and silver under her arm that seemed determined to slip from her grasp. 


  West’s girl?


  It appeared so. 


  Her hands covered her face, though they hardly hid the red of her swollen eyes. But that was not the most startling part of her sudden appearance. As she stumbled along, a large dykish matron followed her with a cane in hand, whipping her ass to keep her moving. 


  “On your knees, princess,” the woman bit off sarcastically as she laid an angry swat on the girl’s tender ass. There was hardly enough padding there to protect the poor thing. 


  I don’t remember ever wanting to object to anything as much as I wanted to object to this. No, it was not the first time I’d been witness to such a scene. But for a novice! Was there no decency at all? Made me want to spit in West’s face. This had all the suggestion of that big man’s darker personality. But then to leap to that conclusion would just be me making up another story to explain the unexplained. I regretted that I’d earlier wanted to see the girl taken down to nothing—as though I and my imagination might have something to do with what had just happened to her. That was impossible, wasn’t it?


  Miss newbie was shoved into one of the empty cages, a metal one that had to be pretty uncomfortable for her thin body. After the dyke locked her in, the woman suddenly whipped around and looked directly at me. 


  “If you’re tempted to play little mama to this one, you’d better not. She’s under orders and you wouldn’t want to earn her another trip into hell.” She swept the stockroom with her beady eyes. “That goes for the whole lot of you,” she spit out her final retort. Then she took her bullish body back through the door from which she’d entered, the cane tucked up under her arm. 


  The new warden, I suppose. A novel and grim choice. Just added to the ambience, I would later conclude. But geez! Was that for show or was she speaking the gospel when she basically told us all to keep our mouths shut when it came to the girl? I didn’t really want to know, but the threat was enough to have me huddled back in my sleeping pose, waiting for a few blissful thoughts to take me into slumberland again. As the rest of the properties followed suit, the room fell disturbingly quiet. Even the girl had ceased her sobbing.  


  When I was awakened a few hours later at the approach of dawn, she was gone. What happened to her is just another minor mystery of the labyrinth that will be left unsolved. I was betting that she wouldn’t be back. 


  ***


  Several days after the warehouse doors were closed and locked and all the men and their properties had dispersed, I was back in my office, working frantically to get back in stride. My weekend jaunts into the dark side tend to leave me reeling so badly that I take an extra day or so to recuperate. I was just getting up to speed when Thayer suddenly whipped into my office like a superhero on a mission. My whole body instantly recoiled from the natural ferocity of his energy—ramped up in part by a happy weekend with his inner sadist—although I really had nothing to fear. He rested a hip on the far side of my desk and smiled broadly. 


  “How about lunch?”


  “This is a first.” I looked at him questioningly. 


  “I just happened to be in your part of town today, thought I’d drop by.” 


  I always regretted the fact that every morning Thayer went in one direction and I went the opposite as we were off to work, which meant that spontaneous lunch dates with my husband were pretty improbable. 


  I looked at him dourly, not wanting to say no. “You really couldn’t have caught me at a worse time,” I moaned.


  “That’s what I thought,” he chimed right back in. Then he reached down and lifted a grocery sack to the top of my desk. 


  “What’s this?”


  “Lunch.”


  I beamed. “Too cute, Thayer.”


  “I am charming, aren’t I?”


  He grabbed the sack back and began laying the lunch out on the desk, while I worked frantically to clear it of important papers. 


  While he was devouring a Reuben sandwich and I munched on a Greek salad, we made small talk about the weather, the upcoming weekend and a vacation trip to Spain we were planning for the fall. Though I tried to keep my mind focused on the present conversation, I couldn’t help but think of the past weekend in the labyrinth. Any attempts to ban the most shocking scenes from my mind were pretty pointless. I’d had this happen before; eventually, a week or two passes and the life inside my mind returns to normal pursuits. But I was particularly fascinated by West’s girl, the missing girl as I’d come to think of her. 


  “Not to change the subject—” I found myself impulsively jumping in, “but I was wondering if you wouldn’t mind a loaded question?” 


  “Loaded question?” He looked curious. 


  “About last weekend.”


  His face immediately changed from jolly to grim. “I’d have to know what the question is to see if it’s out of line.”


  “The girl. West’s girl.”


  “The fainting but beautiful blonde? I guess she’s a blonde, sort of ash blonde. Not fake, that’s for sure.”


  “That’s the one.”


  “Sorry, I don’t know a damn thing about her, Kathryn, and that’s the truth.”


  “Though you probably wouldn’t tell me if you did.”


  “Maybe, maybe not. Why does she have you so curious?”


  “Everything about her is curious, especially the last time I saw her. She was getting mildly worked over by West, in his typically domineering way…”


  “Which I thought you liked.”


  “I do. I’m just saying, he was taking quite an interest in her. And me, figuring that she was there for her initial visit, was sort of freaked out when she arrived late in the stockroom, naked and sobbing as if she’d suddenly had her whole world ripped to shreds. Never seen anything like it before, inside the labyrinth or out. 


  “Humph.” 


  That appeared to be all the reply I was going to get. I kept waiting, trying to be discreet and suggest how much I was jumping out of my skin to know what her story was. Anything I tried to make up on my own just wasn’t going to satisfy me. By the time I’d waited a few minutes, my phone started ringing off the hook and lunch ended as abruptly as it started. I got a peck on the forehead from Thayer as he scooped up the remnants of lunch and took them with him out the door. 


  That night in bed, I broached the subject again and got an even more terse looking Thayer staring at me annoyed. “What’s the problem here, Kath? You know it’s not protocol to discuss this business.”


  “I can’t help it. I was just so disturbed and it keeps coming back to me.”


  “And what good would it do if you knew the whole story?”


  “I haven’t a clue. But I wanted you to tell me something, anything that would put my mind at ease.”


  “Sorry. You’re out of luck on this one. I’d suggest you ease off and climb back into the real world. The labyrinth’s just a game. It’s never made sense, and that’s the way it’s going to remain.”




  Chapter Three 


  Thayer


  She assumes that I understand the inner workings of my dark world, but I do not. That place in my psyche is as much a labyrinth as the weekends we spend reveling in beastly desires. I know when it began, almost to the day where the rage inside me started. Some battlefield moments are just a blur now, but this one remains crystal clear, not so much because of what I saw—that is crystal clear to me even now—but because of how it felt. 


  After ten years of trying to brush it back, hide it, mask it and deny it, the labyrinth found me. I certainly did not go seeking it out—no one in their right mind could make up something quite like that. I’d known Alec West a long time before he approached me. But odd as his mysterious discourse was about an opportunity I might be interested in, I was pretty taken aback when he actually described what it was. When I initially balked, he simply suggested that I come along and bring my wife—as long as she didn’t have any hang ups about sex—was the only codicil. I wasn’t about to toy with Kathy’s life based on what West had told me, so I told him I’d come on my own first. He had no problem with that plan. Despite my utter fascination with the possibilities, I wouldn’t have gone back if Kathryn had not agreed to go. I had no intention of ripping my marriage apart by diving into such unbridled and sadistic excess without her there to see, to witness, to accept. She needed to understand what I needed. I never would have guessed that she’d turn out to be such an amazingly beautiful slut inside those walls. 


  But about the girl? Kathryn’s little fascination. My wife wasn’t the only one who was fascinated by the beauty. She made an impression on all the men that were there that weekend. Leave it to Alec to experiment with novices. It’s a foolish thing to do, but he seems to get as much of a rush from taking chances as he does the sex itself. 


  The only thing I know that Kathryn does not about that girl is that she’s not Alec’s girl. He’s just a front for someone else, a proxy, another master’s surrogate. Kathryn’s sure she won’t see her again. I’m sure we will. There are forces operating here that are far greater than anyone would know. And one mere girl with a quivering tummy and a whole lot of fear is no match for what she faces in trying to run from a long-reaching grip that’s sure to drag her back. No match at all.




  Chapter Four


  Jewel


  “Bend over and spread your cheeks, bitch!” 


  The words might of ripped me a new one, if I hadn’t known the source soon as my sad little mind cleared. I froze like a scared rabbit, getting a grip. I mean, there I am behind the factory, taking out the trash, and he jumps me like I’m gonna do whatever the hell he says. 


  I’m thinkin’ he’s half a block away, then suddenly he’s right at my back with his fingers doing a number on my ass. “You hear me, Jewel?” he says. 


  Yeah, sure I heard him and the bastard knows that. 


  “Billy, you can’t do this to me,” I whined.


  “Jewel, honey, I ain’t kiddin. You just bend over, give me what I want and I’ll leave you be.”


  “Here?”


  “You questioning me?”


  Something in me—you know that little piece of self-protect that tells you, you got to take something seriously? Well that kicked in. Suddenly, I have no desire to face the consequences Billy is always using to threaten me. Besides, damn, the boy just knows how to jerk my chain. I look around, make sure nobody’s watching, then I step forward, bend over and raise my skirt. Been light years since I wore panties, so there I am, my ass buck naked and exposed to the breeze while I’m holding it open, waiting for what comes next. 


  “We’ll, ain’t that pretty?” he says in a long slow drawl as if he were the one from Alabama, not me.


  I know he ain’t looking at all. He’s right behind me with a greased finger in my ass, getting me all hot and bothered and ready for something special. By then, I wasn’t caring who might be watching—though I’m pretty sure no one is. The place clears out fast once the last bell rings. I pick up a few extra bucks hauling out the trash, so I stay late. Just me and Jiggs left—he’s the janitor, who’s probably snorting dope in his little office. He’ll get to his job once he’s high.


  So that’s how I came to be out in the open with Billy Brignace easing into my ass, that big proud prick of his taking it nice an’ slow. Once he’s in charge, he doesn’t need me to hold my ass cheeks wide. He’ll take care of it himself with those rough fists. And God almighty, am I in heaven. 


  “Yeah, baby, fuck me,” I’m yelling to a big blue sky and a pair of fat maple trees at the far end of the factory lot. My face is flushed, my eyes half closed, and my insides is rockin’ all to hell, while my heart’s singing a lazy blues. Damn, I’m happy anytime Billy’s dick is up my ass or my cunt or shooting all over my mouth. But really, he does asses best. Wish my life were as sweet as being screwed by Billy. 


  Course, it’s not. 


  There’s Frank my husband. He’s a drunk and a lecher—the only good thing about the lech part is that he wants every other woman he sees and could care less about me. We have an understanding. I stay clear a’ him, he stays clear a’ me. If it weren’t for two kids and my whole life’s savings tied up in the little three bedroom rancher we own together, I’d have split a long time ago. Yes, I would have taken the kids. I’m not a bad mother, just a miserable wife. 


  And Billy is my salvation. 


  Not only has he got a heart of gold and a kinky idea of what gets him off—I got no problem with either one of those—but he’s also got this spooky thing going with a guy who I think is his boss. Never been quite sure of that. The man’s name is West. A big strapping brute of a guy who I’ve never seen in anything but a tuxedo. You think he’d just stepped off the red carpet of some Hollywood premiere. 


  The spooky part? I’m hard-pressed to describe it. Let’s just say it’s a fantasy ball and we get free passes. All I got to do, Billy says, is follow instructions and do what I’m told. Somewhere he got this weird idea—well, it’s really not so weird, cause it’s true—that I like to get my ass beat and to submit to all that S&M stuff. One night, he started talking to me, real and stern and demanding—just like he was before he started fucking my ass outside the factory. He was standing close behind me, whispering in my ear. This sweet erotic music starts playing through my body, the creepiest, sexiest melody and I’m starting to hum, my imagination lit like a wildfire and soon enough, Billy’s getting really rough with me. He pulls out a belt, bends me over and starts laying it on my ass real hard. I never had a daddy that would do that, but I sure fantasized about it more times than I can count. Maybe that’s where Billy got the idea. Maybe I said something one of the times he started slapping my ass real playful-like. He listens. He knows stuff I wouldn’t imagine he’d know. I’m sure he’s not making millions doing whatever he does for his boss, but he’s the smartest person I know. 


  God, how I love him!


  So, one Friday night, he picks me up in his truck and tells me I’m not goin’ home that night. He knows the kids are at my sister Scarlet’s for the weekend. They’re happy to have their favorite aunt spoil them. Scarlet’s happy because I’m sharing them, and I’m happy because Billy’s taking me away from Frank for a night. 


  Frank, he doesn’t care. When I bother to tell him I won’t be coming home until sometime Saturday, he just grunts. 


  So that sets the stage for our little soiree, my first time. It was almost like entering a nightmare, I was that scared. But as rough as it was, I came out just fine. I could tell you tales about that night and the many others. Although, truth be told, I’d rather tell you about the last time we played our fun and games, not the first. It might have been the best time ever, and it was certainly the strangest in a long string of strange weekends away with my Billy. 


  I heard the dogs barking long before we turned the corner and set our eyes on that big old ugly building. Seemed to just to pop right up out of the woods. Mind you, these are not Mary Poppin’s woods, more like Hansel and Gretel, big bad wolf scary woods. Tall trees that moan in the wind and big dark clouds circling around them. My whole body starts to shudder as if a cold wind, or maybe a ghost has just crept through my rattling bonds. 


  “What the hell is that!” I point to the long brick building. One end is crumbling into the ground as if it will disintegrate before my eyes, although there’s a lot that’s still standin’ like an old gothic mansion pointing to the sky. 


  “Army barracks,” Billy tells me. 


  “You’re shittin’ me? Excuse the French,” I immediately add. Billy doesn’t like me talking dirty around his friends—well, at least not a lot. Then again, I’m really not sure the men at the ball are his friends. 


  “Boss said that before it was an Army barracks it was an asylum.”


  “Well, that’s more like it,” I declare. But I’m not so sure about this one. “You know, honey, I love what we do on these weekends, but couldn’t you just put me in chains in your apartment this time?”


  He turns to me and stares. “You’re scared of place?”


  “Billy, I’m always scared before I go in. I’m so nervous I think I’m gonna pee my panties—I mean if I wore any. But this ain’t right. Something’s all wrong here.” I shake my head as if I could shake away the willies, but they are not about to leave.


  Billy pulled me around so we’re face to face. “Jewel,” he lays me away with these lowered eyes and the stern voice, makes my whole insides turn to jelly, “don’t go getting weird on me. This is just where we’re going. Everything’s going to be there just the way it always is.”


  “Yeah, right, I hear the dogs.”


  “So, what do you have to fear? I’m here. I’m not leaving you.”


  “It’s the place, Billy,” I gaze back at the awful building. “An asylum! People went mad in asylums, if they weren’t mad already. I read about that once.”


  “It hasn’t been an asylum for over sixty years. Sometime back in the 30’s, I swear. Ghosts don’t haunt things that long.”


  “And how would you know that?” I cock my head and wait for his answer.


  “I just know. Besides, you trust me, darlin’. You always have, you always will.”


  I thought he was going to have to carry me inside, but funny thing happens when I start getting all turned on. Soon as he points me in the right direction, I put one foot in front of the other and suddenly there I am, walkin’ up this steep staircase to the front porch and the big front door. The paint’s peeling and there are thick vines crawling up the posts like writhin’ snakes. Couldn’t get any spookier if we’d just walked into a horror movie. But there I am. 


  The door opens before Billy has a chance to knock and a man in a tux, lookin’ like some snooty Southern butler answers. He takes one look at me and nods his head to the side of the house. “Females through the side entrance,” he says in his snobby English accent. Then to Billy, he says, “You’ll want to come back here once you’ve deposited her at the door.”


  What? Like I’m so much trash? I want to sass the bastard, but of course, I don’t. Billy would probably flog me on the spot if I was to mouth off like that.


  As we retrace our steps, Billy whispers, “You’re doing just fine, honey, holding your tongue.”


  Like I want to!


  “Just let it take you down, you know the drill.”


  He says this and it’s like something clicks in me. I’m feeling the shivers all over again, and this spooky atmosphere starts working its special magic. I don’t wanna run away now, I want to be part of it, blend into the mortar and stone, the big beams and the swirling clouds above. Even the dogs barking as they race around the perimeter have me. Like this is destiny. I told Billy that once, and he just laughed. But it’s real, destiny. I feel that. Sheeree my tarot cards a few days before, and all the signs fell into place. In fact—gave me chills to think of it—I think I knew Billy would be coming by for me that Friday night. Usually, he jus’ shows up outta the blue. But this time, a premonition from the cards right there before me in cups and swords, and, yes, The Moon. I almost panicked when I turned over that card. Sheeree smiled. I’m not supposed to tell anyone about my weekends, but a girl’s gotta talk things out. Right? Billy would kill me if he knew I’d breathed a word about this, but then Billy’s not gonna know.


  Back to that night—we backtracked to the side entrance of the asylum—I don’t care if everyone was calling it an Army barracks, it was an asylum to me. What did we find at that door but another dressed up, stern-faced soul guarding the door—although this guy was wearing old fashioned breeches, boots and a white shirt. “She’ll have to surrender her clothes,” the man says, as he inspects every square inch of my body with a pair of ogling eyes. 


  “Take my clothes off now!” I blurt out. Sorry, I couldn’t help myself, which was exactly what I told Billy when he glared at me for speaking up. 


  Yeah, well, I’m always breaking the rules.


  I shrank back, looking like a wide-eyed deer and then finally got it through my thick skull that Billy wasn’t budging until I stripped down to nothing. I suppose I could have ran for the truck, but his beautiful eyes were so into me that all those surrendering feelings were on the attack once again. My gut was doing flip-flops and it was getting hard for me to breathe. Like a little mouse just raced the derby down my back, my entire body shook. And his eyes, big, bold brown eyes had me hypnotized. I was shedding clothes faster than I could say, ‘yes, sir’. Suddenly, I look down to see myself standing in a puddle of red and black, the skirt and sweater I’d so carefully chosen already gathering dust, or maybe turning to dust as if they were going to ride the next wind south. I stepped clear of them and stood like a naked prisoner, not the flagrant slut I was, with my shoulders sunk in and my hands covering my privates. 


  Finally, Billy turns to the guy in the boots. “All yours, Flanagan.”


  Flanagan? Real name or fake? I’d never know, but small things like that just increase my excitement. 


  While Billy stood watching from outside, I moved like a scared rabbit into the long dark hallway. Once the door clicked shut behind me, I had the feeling that I was doomed. We moved maybe ten feet inside the old asylum and came to an open room where almost a dozen naked women were waiting for what came next. They looked at me, I recognized some. I nodded, not sure why I was feeling so self-conscious when they were naked too, but I was.


  It’s just plain eerie being in a roomful of women who won’t say a blessed thing. Not even a whisper—the walls have ears, I keep reminding myself every time I’m tempted to blurt something out, like, ‘How the hell are you!’ with a big smile on my face. Might shock ‘em back to life.  


  Well, there we were, stuck in that stuffy room for a long time, sitting there with our heads down, sighing from time to time. At one point a couple of guards came in with collars, the purpose obvious. These were nasty iron things, the kind that take you down from the sheer weight. Like someone had just hit every surrender button in a roomful of legs and tits and arms and pretty pink asses, we all withdrew a little deeper into ourselves with that heavy collar around the throat. I was sitting next to Kathryn, the gagged Kylie was on the bench across from us, while a girl named Ashleigh was huddled in a corner looking pensive, and Rabbit—no one knows her real name—was practically climbing the wall she was so freaked out. The other few I didn’t know by name, but most of the faces were familiar.


  From time to time over the next, maybe, half hour, a new girl would arrive through the entrance, or one of the women would disappear with a man, either on a leash, crawling or submissively walking behind them. I can’t say it was much fun, but I could feel the anxious churning in my belly grow with every minute that passed. Despite my worries about this strange place, I wanted Billy to come for me and get things started.


  I was half asleep on the bench when things suddenly took a strange turn. Kathryn and I heard the racket first, the car door, the angry voice, the screech of a woman who caused us to turn and peer through the blurry window glass at the scene outside. 


  I’ll be damned if Miss Priss, the wafer thin blonde, wasn’t back for more! Kathryn looked at me, me at her. She was as shocked as I was.


  West had her collared with his hand at her throat, the hulking man as hardhearted as I’d ever seen him. I swear, there’s something evil about that man. Not that whatever it is isn’t a  turn-on for girls like me, but just to look at him and the girl, he had me about to let go my bladder. No, I did not pee! I’d be damned if I’d be running for the pee pot, which was the only facilities that was made available. But there he was with that pretty thing, who in my opinion did not belong anywhere near the asylum, looking like she was going to faint, if not that, pummel his chest with her tiny fists.


  She didn’t do either one. 


  Miss Priss just breathes hard and heavy, staring into those cold grey eyes. I stared at them enough. I know what it’s like to have them drilling me, or his hot breath raise the hackles on my skin.


  C’mon, I’m silently telling the girl, either get with it or walk away. Once you’re inside this door there’s no going back. 


  I start to wonder—I mean I’m thinkin’ real fast here, cause hardly a minute’s gone by. But you know how time slows to a crawl, like someone’s stretching it with a rubber band? Any second you expect it to break, and woah! Then you’re reeling back on your heels trying to catch yerself from fallin’?


  God love her, she stood her ground for better part of that obscene minute. I gotta admit, I was rooting for them both; for her to best him and for him to have her down on her knees.


  I must have been extra special psychic that night—or just so deep into the scene that I knew what was coming, because damn, with my next breath of air I see her drop to her knees. She clutched him like she cared for him, but he, like a cold motherfucker, backs off. He says something like maybe “Crawl, bitch”—we couldn’t really hear—and suddenly, the little thing is crawling through that dusty yard on her hands and knees. 


  She gets to the door and we’re able to hear the guard tell West, “She’s got to take off her clothes,” just like he told Billy.


  “Who the hell runs this show anyway?” West snaps. 


  We can’t see anything now, but it’s no surprise to see the girl crawling through the door of our waiting room seconds later with West right behind her. 


  He immediately glares at me, as if he expects me to blurt something out. 


  “What the hell are you looking at!” I fulfill his expectation in fine style, then immediately clamp my hand over my loose-lipped mouth. I want to say ‘sorry’ so bad, but that’s only going to make matters worse. Now I have both West and the guard looking at me as if they are going to take me apart. When West pulls that Dom thing on me, my cunt gets so hot I think it’s going to explode. But then, just when I think I’m really in for it, he turns to the guard, whispers something we can’t hear, and stalks off, entering the belly of the building like a man on a mission. 


  The waiting room emptied fast after that, one by one collared, naked females disappearing into the night until there was just the girl and me. She was looking pretty sad sitting in a corner by the door with her feet drawn up and her head resting on her knees. 


  Little ‘ole, can’t-help-herself me, finally thinks we’re out of the earshot, so I moved over and sat on the bench beside her. “What’s your name?” I asked. 


  She looks up, a little shocked to hear me speak. 


  “Yeah, I know, I’ll probably get clobbered for this, but you look like you need the company. What are rules if not to be broken?”


  She tried to smile. “I’m Evie,” she whispered in a breathy voice I could barely hear. At least she didn’t look so godawful sad.


  “Why are you here if you’re so miserable?” I says, as if I’m ready for a real heart-to-heart—heck, once you break the rules, might as well go all out. “You know you don’t have to stay?”


  I thought she was going to answer back, but suddenly her eyes get all huge, and I turn around to see Billy and West standing there looking at me.


  I could have knit me a sweater in the dragged out minute that followed. I mean any second I expected the wrath of God to come crashing down around me, just didn’t know which man would do the fire and brimstone. 


  Turned out, neither one. 


  We waited, all breathless and worried, for another terrible minute. I could feel my insides come alive for the thousandth time. Beat me, please! I could almost hear myself crying out—although I held my tongue. I was ready, all charged up. But, damn, if those two miserable bastards didn’t do a thing. They didn’t even say a word. 


  Suddenly, all the tension eases off, Billy grabs me by the arm and hauls me into the insanity beyond the swinging door. I could already hear the screams from the other side. The last I saw of the girl, West was staring down at her and she was looking up at him with a pair of tear-filled eyes. Here I thought sweet little innocent Evie was being dragged into this scene kicking and screaming, but I’ll be damned if there wasn’t a glimmer of desire in her tear-soaked eyes. She’s a fuckin’ actress, a drama queen, I’m thinking, and I can’t wait to see the sweet thing suffer.


  ***


  By the time I got to the fun and games, I was really itching to be there. But that’s Billy for you; he knew that I’d just suffer all the more being made to wait. And isn’t that what these weekends are all about—making poor little Jewel suffer? 


  There’s lots of action going on. No main room that I know of; just a long string of rooms with agonized women in the throes of passion, beaten, raped, fisted. What an indecent lot we are. The men, a bunch of brutes. 


  I forgot to mention, by the way, Billy looked like a real bad-ass stud that night; dressed for riding his Harley, slick leather pants, dark shirt, vest, buzz-cut on top, full dark beard and a real killer expression. Looks like he was born with a whip in his hand—yeah, he had that too: the long black bullwhip I expected to be coiled around my throat before the night was out.


  We kept on through that long dark hall, peering into rooms at scenes that would shock most eyes. I could have stayed to watch, but Billy wasn’t interested. He took me up a flight of stairs to another hallway, and finally into a room much bigger than those I’d seen so far. I figured it to be the asylum’s mess hall, although the place was far from welcoming. The peeling linoleum floor was once a real sharp black and white checkerboard, I’ll bet. Bars over the windows, grimy yellow paint. Doesn’t sound erotic now, does it? But a long rash of goosebumps tickled my flesh as I walked into that seedy space. I could see the madness all around me, the restraints and straight-jackets, electric shocks and evil, experimenting doctors gazing into the faces of terrified inmates. Yeah, that’s just my imaginings, but what if I did go back in time… huh? 


  Not so many tuxes that night…even West was looking a little more casual with the tie gone and his collar open. In fact, by the time we finally got upstairs, he was in jeans, not the usual slick tuxedo pants. I’ll be damned if he wasn’t starting to look blue-collar. 


  But maybe that was no surprise. The air seemed to breed a different kind of lust; the crazy kind. Whether that’s true or not, I can’t say for sure. Billy tells me that I have a very suggestible mind: I take on something like this and run with it. But why the heck not? 


  My skin was prickly, heated, so I was startin’ to sweat and all sticky between my thighs, my ass aching for a good smack. We watched a few players we’d seen before, some getting nasty with chains and whips: a girl going upside down in the air, another girl bound with ropes and hung, and a third being face-slapped, some big interrogation scene I couldn’t follow, although her suffering only made me want to suffer too. Billy had grabbed my ass and was leading me around with those clutching fingers. He kept sayin’ things, whispering to me. I don’t remember what, but I remember feeling threatened, like any minute something’s gonna happen and I’m going to hate it. 


  Then suddenly, I hear the name ‘Billy’ called out. West, clear as a bell. Billy stops and turns. I turn too, feeling all that macho authority strike me in the gut. Might as well have been punched—‘cept that’s the one thing I told Billy he could never do to me. Frank did it to me enough for one lifetime. I’m into a different kind of pain now. 


  “The whip, Billy,” West says. 


  I have no clue what he means, but I learn real fast. Billy whips out his bullwhip quick as lightning, sliding the long length of it across the floor in the man’s direction. Behind West’s legs, there’s the shivering Evie, wide-eyed and worried. She’s still dressed, the only woman with clothes on in the room, wearing the same black, belted shift she had on in the waiting room. 


  “Take off your dress,” West orders as he tugs her hair and pulls her forward. It takes some seconds for the girl to act, so long that I want to shout at the bitch, cause I know what’s going happen, and so it does. West gives her a rough kick and finally she’s scrambling out of that dress like it’s on fire. 


  I’m glad to see her naked. When she is, she’s no more special than any other slavey female in the room. We’re all the same, at least that’s what we’re supposed to be. Toys. Trinkets. Slaves. Bitches. Properties. They all have their pet name for us. But we’re all the same. Flesh—cunts, asses, tits and mouths. You throw us into a good fantasy and they can do just about anything they want. We just lap it up and come back for more. After it’s over, we’re used goods. Sore cunts, beaten asses, bruised tits. 


  Evie, little princess that she is, ain’t no different. She’s hunched over and trembling, staring at Billy’s whip like it’s going to bite. You bet it bites, girl. 


  “Grab the end, Evie,” West finally barks the order. What’s going to happen is enough to make any girl in the room shrink back in horror.


  Clueless, Evie looks up confused.


  “Do what I said,” he nods, giving her one of them sly smiles that take you down another peg. 


  I can see her revolt before she finally reaches out. When she does her hands tremble until she finally has the end of Billy’s whip clutched inside her small fist.


  “Now crawl, all the way up that whip on your belly, girl. On your belly.”


  Ooo, damn. I’m so excited, I’m startin’ to wish it was me.


  ‘Course, what she’s doing ain’t easy. Not on a sticky floor like that old linoleum. She can barely budge, which is what makes it so fun and so hard to watch. The whole room is an eye-witness and she knows this as she stares around, so embarrassed that her face is as red as her hair is blond. At least she isn’t running from the scene, gotta give her credit for that.


  Part of me is rooting for her failure because I’d love to see her strung up and whipped.  But I’m guessing that’s not going to happen. Soon enough, I suppose, but not yet.


  She clutches the whip and wiggles her ass, trying to scoot forward and climb the whip like she’d climb a rope, except this is a whole lot different than takin’ orders from some dyke gym teacher. You can’t do it with a heart full of pride when that all gets wiped away in a place like this. Makes a girl humble, just a slavish little nothing. And in this case—the mean old West’s personal plaything. 


  One hand over the next, her struggle keeps on while tears form in those pretty eyes. She tries to use her knees to thrust her body forward, but West stops her with a barking command. “I said on your belly, girl! And I don’t have all day. You should already know that you’re skating on thin ice with me.” You’d think he’d really hates her, but if I know West, his prick is as hard as all the others in the room. 


  And what’s this about ‘thin ice’? I want to know what happened before she arrived here. Where did he meet her? What did they say? What did he say to get her to consent to this? What did she do to earn this crawling climb on my Billy’s whip? I’m never gonna know, but that’s not going to stop me from wondering. 


  She’s sure not earning any brownie points with her hellishly slow crawl. She looks up into Billy’s face, almost as if she’s pleading for mercy. Fat chance, girl. I can see him smirk plenty behind his hard look. Seen it a hundred times. He loves this kind of drama, and damn, she’s quite a sight.


  One hand over the other, over the other, sometimes slipping back, she has to start over when she slides. Her torso keeps bumping along to keep it from looking like she’s using her legs. When she has half the whip behind her, I can see the hope in her eyes. But she’s struggling harder now, gasping for breath, wondering when this is going to end. I coulda told her myself; it ends when those elegant little fingers of hers take hold of Billy’s hand. But she should have figured that out herself.


  When she’s not fast enough to suit the man, West is there with a small knotted whip to flail against her firm, tight ass. She jerks each time he strikes, and loses her grip once, which only earns her another smack across that pretty pink fanny. By the time she’s finally hanging in the air on Billy’s whip, her back and ass are streaked with red stripes—real beauties too. If only I could kiss away that pain, I think to myself. Or maybe I’d rather lay it on—I’m almost giggling at the thought, but just as easily dismiss the silly idea; I’d be all thumbs for sure if someone told me to beat one of these sluts. And wouldn’t that be betraying them? 


  No, I couldn’t do it. You just can’t be switching sides.


  When she finally reached out for Billy’s hand, West had her by the hair again and jerked her back. 


  “Too slow, Evie,” he says. “Better luck next time.” He tossed her toward the wall, saying: “Go sit in the corner until I’m done.” Like she was used merchandize.


  Her stricken face looks back like she can’t believe what he’s just said. And to think there’s hurt in her eyes, and a whole lot of longing. Like she’s in love with the man. It’ll bring tears to the eye, I tell you. What I could tell the girl is that it’s not love she’s feeling when a man like West has you by the cunt. It’s all about sex and domination and her surrender. West is the kind of man that can twist minds into knots, until you don’t know what’s up and what’s down. Spawn of the devil, I’ve told Billy more than once. Though he scoffs at the notion, I know I’m not far off. 


  This is what West does. This is who he is—a fucking genius.


  Now that he has this poor girl salivating for attention, he shoves her in a corner. Couldn’t get much colder than that. Girls like me quiver with lust when stuff like that happens; we keep coming back for more. Evie? It’s finally dawning on me that she loves it as much as the rest of us. As much as Kathryn and Brit and Kylie, Ashleigh, Lana and me. 


  “So, Jewel,” West whips around and looks me in the eye. Suddenly, there I am standing alone, even Billy has moved beyond my reach. I feel the urge to follow him to the side of the room—but like I said, West twists minds. Mine wasn’t so twisted into a knot as it was frozen in fear. 


  What the hell’s he want with me? I’m thinkin’. But I don’t have to sweat long to have my answer.


  “You think the rules of the game are for every female but you. Is that it, brat?” 


  “No, sir,” I shake my head.


  “No? But you just keep babbling when the world around you has told you to keep your mouth shut.”


  “I’m sorry, sir,” I utter the words I couldn’t say before. If I’m screwed for all that speaking out, then I’m screwed. 


  It’s pretty obvious by now what’s going to happen. West moves closer with his threatening look and all I can do is back up. But then he ends that too, grabbing me by the shoulder and drawing me in real close to his side. He looks down. I look up. 


  “Maybe Jewel needs to be gagged, hum?” he says. “Like we gagged Kylie?”


  I shake my head emphatically, keeping my mouth shut tight.


  “What do you think, Billy?” He looks ten feet off to where my boyfriend is looking on all cocky and sure of himself. 


  “I think you can do whatever the hell you want with her, West. You’d think she’d know how to behave by now.”


  “You’d think?” West’s wicked glance bounces off my face, then back at Billy. “String her up, will you? Been too long since I’ve made this one suffer.”


  ‘Oh, shit!’ Oops? Did I say that, or was I just yelling it in my head?


  Once West made his point, I got strung up—which means my wrists are cuffed together and attached to a hook that’s dangling from the ceiling. The tiptoes just aren’t doing much to hold me up, but this is what I’m gonna suffer until the whole whipping finally ends. 


  Oh, and there’s a gag, too, shoved into my mouth—not your ordinary ballgag, which would have been bad enough, but a penis gag that goes halfway down my throat. I’m about to choke, but that would be a useless waste of effort because no one’s out to rescue me. I work at making myself adjust until I feel the first thwack of a cowhide flogger rip a wide path of pain across my back. 


  Just one? I’m wondering when the second cut never arrives. But then there’s West again, holding that fucking flogger to my mouth, as if I had lips to taste the leather. Boy, would I love a lick; but I’m lucky to drink in that musty smell. It’s just like Billy in his leathers; I could drown in the pleasure of that alone. And sure enough, my crotch is sticky with wet juices practically dribbling down the inside of my leg. 


  There’s music all around the room, growing louder and creepier the longer it plays. The deep head-banging of heavy metal, mixed with the raw sound of a throaty female voice put me in an altered state. Any second I think that throaty female is gonna show up grinning. Soon, the sound is pounding in my ears so loudly that I know I’ll be deaf by the time it stops. Or maybe that’s just my heart pounding. It’s hard to tell, but I don’t have time to think it through.


  “Just want you to know who’s beating you, Jewel.” West, the cold-hearted stud with the sly grin, talks like he’s trying to hit on me. But we all know what that’s about. 


  I love it. I love him. I love the thought of getting beaten, and I’ll almost love it when the pain finally comes.  


  The music gets louder, while the strong scent of West’s rugged body fills my nostrils, and somewhere in the distance a woman lets out a bloodcurdling scream. 


  The flogger strikes again and I’m nothin’ but a puddle of fried nerves. 


  And pain. Raw unforgiving pain. The man lays it on hard and I’m suffering from one end of my body to the other. I’ve never been whipped like this before. This hard. This hurting. And not an endorphin in sight. Whatever button that normally gets pushed to send me into lala-land is still waiting to get punched. Maybe it’s words. Maybe the hard crack of leather against the air will finally turn things. Or maybe it’ll come, like it usually does, after I’m half beaten and I’m screaming for the whole thing to end. That’s what I have to hope for. That’s what I cling to. 


  But until then? Damn the big huge hurt! Damn West and Billy, and the whole bloody asylum and its crazy inmates. I’m just another in a long line of perverts to pass through the doors. My eyes start doing funny things again. I can see these poor pitiful patients marching through time and before me with their glaring eyes and their vicious laughter.  


  While I’m tripping out, West lays it on so thick and heavy that I’m screaming behind that gag from the next blow on, body crazed with desire and so ramped up that, in spite of the pain, I start to come. 


  It went on like that, back and forth and back and forth, pain, pleasure and something else I’m not even gonna try to describe. I don’t know where my mind’s going, or what to think, or what to feel. Pain. Real. Rich. Powerful pain and I’m screaming one second, the next cumming like a street whore in the middle of a raunchy three-way. 


  “Yes, yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeessssssssssssssss!” I’m yelling like I’m crazy, but all garbled because of the blasted gag. No one can make out my words but I really don’t fuckin’ care. I’m guessing they get the point. 


  When I opened my eyes, there was Billy staring at me. I see his itchy fingers waiting for West to finally give up the whip to him. Then I closed my eyes again, a suffering fool for this nonsense. 


  My body wrenched as far as the bondage would allow, although I stopped short of hanging there by my shoulders—I’m just not strong enough for that. But that’s all the control I had left. 


  The rest of me was gone. Escaped the world. Flown right off this fuckin’ planet into the big blue beyond—one rocky ride. I kept getting ripped back from the pleasure with a heavy dose of pain. I think I must be bleeding, my life spilling out on that old checkerboard floor. 


  Crown me…please…I’ve just landed on the other side of the board. 


  Finally, I get the feeling that someone has taken West’s place behind me using a pony crop, not the heavy flogger. Then there’s a genuine whip that sears my skin and my fear redoubles as the blows crack hard. Strangely enough, I’m hardly objecting. A smaller single tail whip follows as my assailant moves closer. I’m not sure what’s worse: this one or the bullwhip he used before. Both create a mean sting that’s hard to make erotic—though I seem to manage for a while. But when it’s the fuckin’ rattan—dammit, he knows how I hate that thing!


  “Come,” I hear West’s voice again, although it’s so far away, I wonder if I’m dreaming. 


  I shake my head like a madwoman. I would cackle and swear if I could.


  “C’mon, Jewel,” he whispers real sweet like. Like that’s going to move me. 


  Oh, but it does. I’ll be damned if it does. 


  I must be damned. 


  He knows me like a book. He and Billy. 


  Then I’m thinking it’s Billy at my ear and West with the whip. I have no clue. My eyes are shut so tight that I’m betting gremlins sealed them with wax. I couldn’t open ‘em if I tried. 


  And I ain’t trying. I don’t want to see any more misery, what’s in my mind’s eye is bad enough.


  I have no idea how long this sweet agony lasts, maybe it goes on for hours or maybe just a couple of minutes. Time warps when you’re having fun like this. That’s what being out-of-my-mind with raw lust does to me. The rest of the goddam world vanishes and I’m flyin’ like a bird. Riding a wave of pain into some special subspace—not your typical endorphin rush but something that goes way beyond it.


  Someone, Billy I guess—so I can’t quarrel with that—gets hot and heavy with the cane, while West is in front of me fiddling with my clit, ramming fingers into my vagina. He tugs enough on my lady lips to have me jerking as hard as I can. Then he slaps my face back and forth until both cheeks burn from the stinging pain.


  I’m cryin’ and comin’ and going crazy.   


  Then, suddenly, everything stops. 


  Just like that. West walks off. Billy disappears. 


  “Take her down,” I hear a voice rise out of that heavy metallic beat of music. 


  I drop to the floor like dead weight since there’s no one there to cushion the ride. No kindness, no warm loving hands to bring me back. I guess this is punishment: Me in a heap at everyone’s feet, wondering what comes next.


  I think there’s bound to be something sexual, and damn if my body isn’t praying for the pleasure. But when I hear the sound of shuffling feet around me and finally open my eyes, I see that I’ve been left on my own. The activity moves on without me as though I’m not even there. Billy’s on the sidelines talking to West. Thayer has Kathryn on a leash, leading her out the door. The beautiful redhead Lana is leaning against the door, eyes all slutty and filled with want. All the rest have turned their backs on me. I’m no good to them now that the scene is over. Just a lonely centerpiece, the flower that’s faded, too bruised to be beautiful. 


  Looking around, taking in the scene, I see Evie in the corner watching me with a blank stare. And some yards from her is Mr. D’Lancy. 


  Somethin’ skips in me, the beat of my heart, maybe. Or maybe it’s just one of them bodiless spirits passin’ by. Who’s to tell—I’m certainly not figuring out complicated things like that. Only thing I know for sure is Mr. D’Lancy seems to rise up like a great dark cloud ready to unleash a kick ass storm. 


  West may scare the bejesus outta me, but Mr. D’Lancy is something else altogether. 


  For a long time, I’ve had the feeling he’s a bigger wig than West when it comes to these kinky weekends, but you don’t know that for sure. When you see him, which is rare, he’s standing on the sidelines like a statue. He ain’t going to move; I watched him before. He disappears, but he never seems to move a muscle…oh, maybe his eyes and his head take in the scene. Maybe he scratches his nose, or puts his hands in his pockets, but where he comes from and where he goes is one big mystery. Maybe he just likes to voyeur then jacks off later. But I wonder—a man like that wouldn’t spend his time in a place like this. There’s something he wants from this scene, something he takes away, but I’ll be damned if I know what it is.


  I mentioned him to Billy once, and my boyfriend looks at me like he hasn’t a clue what I’m talkin’ about. He can deny the man all he wants, but I know what I see, and what I hear. And most of all what I feel. He’s a minor mystery in this house of perverts. Sometimes I wonder if only I can see him. The only way I know his name was that I was eavesdropping a couple years ago and heard it said. But it’s one of those things I keep to myself. Even when I asked Billy about him, I didn’t mention the name. Maybe I’m thinking it’s something sacred.


  When the man appears like he did that night in the asylum I wanna just walk right up and ask him what he’s doing at our party. Not that I’d ever be that ballsy, but it’s a good fantasy. 


  Sometimes I think about the last time I come to the ball—I mean eventually this is gonna end. Someday I won’t be coming back. Maybe Billy will find a new girl and he won’t need me anymore. If I had my way, if I knew that I was in that spooky company for the last time…Oh, man, I’d blow the rules all to hell and do everything I’m not supposed to do. I’d thumb my nose in their faces. I’d probably slap West’s face, then I’d walk right up to Mr. D’Lancy—trembling like crazy, of course—and I’d ‘out’ him one way or the other. I’d get under his skin and let him see who I really am. Sure, it’s just fantasy that will never come true. But for now, it’s a good one, and a good way to get me from that lonely middle of that room full of deviants to somewhere less obvious. I low-crawl my way to the sidelines—no, I don’t exactly have permission to do that, but what would they dare do to me after what I’ve just been through? I crawl in the general direction of the girl and Mr. D, although the next time I look up, I see that West is leading the girl away, her neck in a lasso, and Mr. D’Lancy has disappeared—again.


  I wait for Billy to find me, and eventually he does.  


  ***


  The night’s a hellish one—and I’m talkin’ about the hours between two am, which is when I imagine the main events are winding down, and dawn when the asylum begins to stretch its arms toward that nasty sky. I suspect that the powers that run this strange organization must have some say with the man above, or mother nature, or whoever’s responsible for this weird weather. It’s the most godawful nasty night that one could imagine. Thunder, lightning, downpours that make you wonder if God above has blown a gasket. You can hear it all, even in the dungeon where we’ve been told to sleep. 


  We were all bedded down on the damp basement floor, no cage this time, thank the lord, but it’s really not much better when we’re all shackled together like a chain gang of dangerous convicts. Kylie is on one side of me, Ashleigh down a ways. I don’t know the girl next to me, but next to her is Lana, all stretched out like she just dropped in from some ancient old painting. Evie is on the far end, curled into a ball and slumbering away, far as anyone can tell. She’s not moving a muscle. 


  We hear the rain beating on the metal roof of a shed just outside the cellar door. Takes me back to Alabama, so I’m not all that upset. But it makes the rest of the women restless. Then there’s the crashing storm that marches through the next few hours. I know we’re all pretty much awake when the warden comes in, that hefty old bitch they hired on a year or so ago. She’s undoing locks and loosening shackles, pulling an arm here and there, until there’s Kathryn, Lana and me between the two lines of stretched-out females.


  “On your feet and out of here,” she barks, “And make it fast. The rest of you get back to sleep.”


  Lovely Lana stares at me cool as ever. Kathryn shows a little more concern. 


  As the light goes out, we take off through the dank corridors of that basement hanging onto shoulders as we stumble along. I swear there are bats flying around the place. I scream several times only to have my ass cracked hard with dyke’s cane. I’m unlucky enough to be last in line, so my butt is hanging right out, ready for her to use for target practice.


  “Okay, okay!” I forget and talk again. You’d think eventually I’d learn. 


  Then the stairs, ancient and creaking, boards splitting apart from rot. We’re ordered to our knees as we make the trek up the steps. I think the whole thing is going to fall away and the crawling upward never seems to stop. Two, three floors maybe, but I’m just guessing, trying to remember how many stories make up this strange asylum.


  A door creaks open and Kathyrn leads the way, crawling from the stairs into another creepy place in this house of horrors. 


  The attic. Yes. It’s a musty smell I’ll never forget—same in every old house. The stench of rot, trash, and the carcasses of small animals, caught but never found and thrown away. Attics have their own world, filled with treasures and turmoil and stories no one will ever learn—about when the cat caught a whole family of mice and devoured them all, or the bees that make honey in the walls—their buzzing sound never going away—or the scritching noise of termites and carpenter ants dismantling the place piece by piece. I could go on, but you probably got the idea. Maybe there was a patient once, or even a lonely soldier who walked up those steps and peered inside, then thinking they found a real treasure away from the madness below, they made a cozy space for themselves inside. Maybe the young man masturbated in its privacy, glad to be alone, maybe that lunatic patient did too, or maybe she’s the one who haunted the asylum with ghostly noises until the doctors and nurses were scared away. 


  My wild imaginings flash before me in a split second then disappear as soon as the door slams shut behind us and a voice speaks. “I guess you’re the lucky ones,” the warden lady says, “You girls get a mattress for the night.”


  The three of us stare at the thing dumbfounded then Kathryn crawls forward and rolls across the bright white sheets. I can hear her giggle, although the sound of her voice is almost unearthly. I’m really getting creeped out. The walls of the room are painted with light every time the lightning hits the air. The sharp scent of ozone fills the air. Things appear out of this kind of pestilence—my mamaw in Alabama used to tell me stories about that. After a night in this attic, I might actually believe her.


  This is all too weird for me and I want to take off running. I’d even crawl back down those miserable steps. But suddenly I see two women kissing. Lana’s on the mattress with Kathryn, and I can’t stop myself from staring at all the naked white flesh writhing before me. After a time, Kathryn pauses and looks at me—I swear there’s something supernatural about that look. But when she crooks her index finger in my direction and her eyes light with a witch-like gleam, I can’t resist the invitation. I have to feel her lips, those pretty titties, and Lana’s too. I’m hardly on the mattress, and suddenly my crotch is locked against Kathryn’s and we’re humping like dogs. Meanwhile, Lana’s at my back with her smooth fingers moving into my ass. Sudden bliss like this, I’m not complaining anymore. We’re all arms and legs, lips and cumming pussies. Gasping for breath. Groaning because we’re afraid to speak. For a long time we don’t even see the others in the room. Maybe they’re ghosts, but they do have faces we’ve seen before—appearing, disappearing. You’d think we’d get spooked and stop making love, but it only seems to spur us on. I like playing the slut and I know that Kathryn does too. I don’t know Lana well—like I know anyone well that comes to these parties ‘cept Billy. (And how well do I really know him?”) Whatever Lana wants from this place is a mystery to me. Sometimes I think she just floats from place to place like one of my mamaw’s specters. But she’s sure real now, and she got no problem with making love to girls.


  Women are a whole lot easier than men. I love the comfort of a woman’s skin, their soft tits, and when Lana’s lips are on my clitty, drawing it into her mouth, my head’s thrown back and my mouth is wide open as the spasms come on fast. Do I scream? I have no idea. More groaning and moaning and flesh slapping, thighs smacking, breasts spanked—one great big beautiful noise gathers in that attic room.


  Then Kathryn’s at my pussy, drinking the juices like she’s a vampire sucking blood. I buck my hips. I cry like crazy. She reaches up and grabs my tits, squeezing them in her firm fingers, and my whole body is shaking to pieces, all hell’s broke loose. “Yes, yes, yes, bitch,” I hiss at her. I hear myself above the sound of another clap of summer thunder. “Give me more! Yes, yes, yes, baby, give me more!” I reach down and grab her head; I don’t want her to stop. She sucks harder with her teeth biting into my swollen clit. Suddenly, Lana’s groin descends to my face and her cunt is right on my mouth.


  Ooo, yes! I’m thinking as I take that wet snatch with my hungry mouth. Catching the raw sweet scent of Lana’s sex, my lips react instinctively and I begin to tease her pussy until I can tease no more. I bite, I suck, I go on until she’s moaning in the most delicious way.  


  By then, Kathryn’s taking a breather away from me, although she doesn’t rest long. When Lana falls away from my mouth, we are all three in each other’s arms, kissing and caressing, that is…until we see through the murky shadows of the attic, Evie crawling.


  Three shocked faces greet her—like we never imagined she’d be into a scene like this. But the truth looks clear to me. There’s a hunger in her eyes I’ve never seen before. 


  West stands above her, looming down over us all with a look that says something like, ‘You sweet fuckin’ sluts, I want to take you all’. We all know that’s not going to happen. He wants something, but what? Then I see that there’s something in his hand, something black he holds out toward Kathryn. She’s confused at first. Aren’t we all? Then with a big, broad smile beaming from her lips, she accepts the thing.


  What I couldn’t quite make out before becomes clear as the black thing passes from hand to hand. Eager to see what’s going to happen next, I hang back and wait as Kathryn makes herself ready. A minute later, she rises up from the mattress on her knees and shows off the new equipment. The big black cock jutting from her groin has got to be eight fat inches long and it’s going into Evie’s ass. At least that’s what the man tells us. 


  Though the girl looks as scared as I’ve ever seen her, there are no tears, just that hunger, that hungry animal wide-eyed look of lust. Impulse strikes, and I’m leaning forward, planting a wet kiss on Evie’s mouth. I think West is going to jerk me away, but no—so I just keep kissing, making her mouth open to accept my tongue and the tease me back. If I can’t violate the beauty’s ass, I’ll take her mouth, then maybe she’ll get to suck my cunt like a good slut should. There’s something innocent about the girl, like she’s just a girl and much too young to understand what making love really means, or what sex is all about. And lil’ ole me? I’ve just become her teacher. It’s tender, arousing and damned erotic. It’s also bringing out desires in me to dominate the girl, although I doubt I’ll ever get the chance. 


  When I’ve finally had enough, I back off, wearing my triumph like a big badge across my tits. 


  The scene moves fast from there. Evie’s pushed down, her ass forced up, and Kathryn, with her big black cock, is nestling in behind her like a guy would, thumping the fat prick on that lily white skin. I know a man, a big black man, who could do the moment justice with his own fat prick but for the time being our Kathryn will do just fine. 


  Jus’ fine, honey. Kath’s not the only female who has it in her to fuck a woman’s ass, but she’s one the big boys know won’t hesitate. You shoulda seen the look on her pretty face as she’s making her moves. All dark and steamy like I’ve never seen it. Her eyes smolder like a feral cat’s—and not some mouse-hunting alley cat but a cougar, straight from the Alabama wilds. I seen that ferocious thing enough times to know you respect that kind of untamed pride.


  Thank god there’s lots of lube to soothe the way. Even me, who’s had plenty of cock up my behind, would shy away from that big black mother. But little Evie doesn’t seem all that scared. She’s wiggling her ass end, moving like a mama cougar, taunting Kath and her vicious prick. I watch, betting she has no idea what she’s getting. If it were me getting reamed, I’d much rather take a man than a fake prick, even if there is a female behind it. A man’s prick can conform to a woman’s insides, ease their way in and shift things so the fit’s real comfortable. Fake pricks just jab hard and ride mean. There’s just no other way. 


  I’m loving Evie more for the way she’s handling herself now than all the other times I seen her whimpering and crying and looking like a wounded dove. She may have been tricked into this, but I see the fire in her eyes, like nothin’s gonna stop her. 


  Kathryn’s awful nice, teasing her, testing the waters, then inching her way inside that tight rosebud. Two inches in, and I think I’m going to have to take back all the nice things I’ve been thinking about Evie. When she starts that whimpering crap—I want to slap her. But then she looks at me and I say right out loud—in a nice quiet whisper like nobody’s going to care. “Yeah, you can do it, girl.” My words are as unbending as Kath’s prick, and they seem to give her some hope. Then there’s Lana on her other side, her hand running lightly down her back and whispering something in her ear in a trampy sort of whisper. Wish I could make it out cause it seems to have the girl soothed.


  Kathryn eases her way in, still moving slowly, though she refuses to stop this time no matter what comes out of Evie’s pretty mouth. The girl’s lips open wide like she’s about to bellow; I can almost hear the scream, but then Lana’s still whispering and her body adjusts, the muscles ease, and her face takes on a softer look. I can almost see how her mind works, all that frantic self-talk stuff we do when things really matter and we have to hold on. The kind of thing I do all the time in my real life cause it’s so miserable. I’d sure rather do it for sex like Evie is now. I’d like to have Lana whispering sweet-nothings in my ear, melting my body with that sensuous voice. 


  The girl hangs on until that huge prick is all the way inside her ass and the command comes down from West like another clap of thunder. “Fuck her, Kathryn.”


  Kath looks like she’s not so sure, then she gets started, slowly drawing her fake prick in and out, gaining speed with every thrust. She thrusts like a man, so hard that I think the girl’s going to split apart. In her eyes, the lust burns fierce; dammit, if she hasn’t taken command. And suddenly she can’t stop herself, trying to be so careful just don’t work when you’re all keyed up. 


  The hunger is still in her eyes, even when I see the pain, which is pretty obvious by now. Hooded eyes, and a gasping breath, muscles taut like springs. She looks like she’s going to leap forward, but she stays right there, her cute butt in the air, while behind her Kathryn’s hanging on to her small round buttocks and plowing forward.  


  Grunting, groaning, the sound is delicious, the flesh like fruit, the air so tense you could cut it with a dull knife. I’m almost groaning myself, in fact, my hand is in my crotch; and suddenly I’m feeling Lana snuggling against my rear end, humping it as if she had a cock inside me. Where the hell did she come from? I wonder.


  The crashing sounds are all around us, lightning strikes the air and I think the whole asylum has been lit on fire, but it’s just the cry from Kathryn as she starts to cum. Then Evie’s crying. I can tell she’s hurt, but the cry comes from her gut, from right between her legs and inside her ass, where she’s getting a first taste of what it’s like to cum from a place so deep. If I could have my fingers in her cunt they’d be squeezed down to nothing. 


  As Kathryn eases off, she starts smacking the girl’s behind, hard like she means it. Maybe she’s missed her calling, may be she’s not one of us after all. 


  But Kathryn’s strange turnaround doesn’t last long. It’s like a spell’s been cast over that attic and we were all part of some demonic rite. When suddenly the spell is broken, all that magic disappears. Everything eases in the room and outside the asylum. Even heaven cooperates with the plan. If I’m guessing right, the storm is moving on, the thunder dying, the lightning burning itself out as that awful fury dies away. 


  I’m starting to breathe again, Lana stops humping my ass, and there’s a lot of restless movement inside the attic—like maybe it’s time to leave is what I’m thinking. Leave us be, I want to tell that murky audience of eyes. We’ll take care of your Evie, West. Let her stay with us and cuddle for the rest of the night. Let her be. We’ll hold her close and keep her safe. 


  But fat chance. 


  Bodies part and fall away. And West wants the girl back. 


  By then it no longer matters to me since I’m too sleepy to care. 


  With the exception of Evie, who gets led out on the rope lasso, we get to stay. No shackles, no dark and moldy basement. Just the mattress, Kathryn, Lana and me in that attic where we lay like lovers for the next few hours. It’s a damn fine way to end the hours of sexual madness in an insane asylum. And not one of us is about to send up even a faint protest. 


  ***


  So, you asked me to tell my story, and that’s it, least all I have to tell for now. If Billy an’ me could go on forever, I sure would. He’s like hard candy, sweet, but a little vicious inside my mouth. The flavor’s strong, but it never lasts. It’s tough to say goodbye, tough to go back to the sorry life I have. There are long hours at that sewing machine, making shirts and jeans for someone’s kids, numbing labor, then there’s the kids and the house and the husband from hell. What keeps me sane is thinking of my weekends with Billy, and the raging cock that bangs away in me, and Kathryn and Lana and West and yes, Evie. They all run through my mind like pieces of dreams I’ll never get to live again. Who knows when it’ll happen next time, if it happens at all. But even as high a time as I had in that weird asylum, I know the next time won’t be the same. Everything changes: the mood, the light, the players, the sex, the kink, and what it does to me. Even my memories of the previous times take odd twists and turns so I’m not sure I’ve even told my story the way it should be told. I did my best to lay it out as I saw it, but maybe tomorrow if I told my tale again, it would sound like a whole different story.




  Chapter Five


  Billy


  I found Jewel in the attic with two other women. A real sight for sore eyes, as my daddy would say. I took her right there. I mean, the girl was practically begging me for it when I walked in. So while the other two were still sleeping I raped her ass, grabbing onto the two most perfect mounds of flesh that God gave a girl. I’m such a sucker for Jewel’s ass. And hell, that’s what the bitch asked for. Who am I to deny what we both want? I see the other men in West’s labyrinth game playing teasing games with their girls. I do that too at the start, but by the end I need sex. I need to let off steam. I need Jewel’s hot body under me doing what she does best. 


  If I could take her away from that disaster of a husband, I would, but I have a few mouths of my own to feed, and I figure we’d just start hating each other if we tried to make something permanent. She don’t know that. I suppose someday I should tell her the truth. But then what good would that do? She likes the fantasy and so do I. If keeping that up makes her happy, why not lie a bit? I mean, the truth be told, I wouldn’t have even hooked up with Jewel if I hadn’t needed a hot chick like her to take to West’s parties. The whole thing turned out to be a real wild ride. I mean, man, what guy wouldn’t die to have chicks as hot as these groveling on their knees, all hot an’ bothered by rough sex and some pretty nasty pain? West said he could hook me up with a girl if I needed one, but that’s sort of a personal thing. I wanted my own. And Jewel’s the best.


  So, while I enjoy the fun, I do my job and come out when it’s over with a fat check for my time. Couldn’t get any better than that. What West does with the information I feed him about his party guests, I have no clue. I don’t ask questions, I just do my job. If every once and a while one of the girls slips off the radar, well, I can honestly say that I don’t know a fucking thing about how that happens. I think I know who it will be next, though. After three years, you get a feeling about these things. It’ll be the little blonde. West calls her the ballerina. I’d place money on that fainting beauty. But I have been wrong before, so I’ll just keep my money safe inside my wallet.




  Chapter Six


  Lana


  He has a key to my apartment, so when the door rattles in the night and the soft swooshing slam arouses me from sleep I can be relatively sure that it’s him needing me, not a prowler about to steal my treasure. A prowler might be more thrilling, not that I court that kind of danger, or that Dominick is not an exciting man. He’s thrilled many women and he still thrills me…but after ten years? Passion transforms itself a hundred times over, just as ours has done. 


  I hear the familiar shuffling of feet on the hardwood, the sound of metal on wood as he drops the keys on the hall table. He runs water in the kitchen, takes a drink, then apparently changes his mind and mixes himself a cocktail at the bar. Meanwhile I wait. 


  I smile and sigh as I keep listening, wondering if I should get up and greet him or wait for him to greet me in bed. He knows I’m listening, he knows I wait, and sometimes he draws the game out until I utterly can’t stand myself a moment longer, especially the tingling anticipation I’m feeling in my gut. Sometimes I clutch my hand to my crotch and writhe my way to a sensuous first orgasm even before he arrives. Sometimes I just wait as the expectation burns inside my gut and moves outward in every direction. All of this is familiar, all well-rehearsed. One would think to hear my monologue that we’re an old married couple who know everything about the other, every thought, every feeling, every well-worn habit. 


  The first fact to understand is that we’re not married. The second, we’re not even a couple. But, that said, this lovely man will be entering my bedroom soon. He’ll be slipping off his clothes and into my bed, his erection hard and on its way to a long vigorous ride to heaven’s front gates. The experience of him is so real that I can close my eyes any time of day and feel his large hands comb my flesh, his fingers tease my nipples before that exquisite moment when he bears down on them, squeezing till I let out a gasping breath. With my head thrown back exposing the long white line of my throat, he’ll begin to kiss the milky softness, and nibble his way down to my breasts. I once hypothesized that he was half vampire, and any minute would, without warning, sink his teeth into my flesh and quench his unquenchable thirst. In ten years, he’s not yet proven that hypothesis true, but I still have time.


  Dominick owns me, and I’m going nowhere.


  Yes, I understand that men can ‘own’ women in the metaphorical sense—just the way women can do the same with men. My relationship with Dominick is not like that. He quite literally owns me; with the right to use me, mold me and dictate my life. 


  Perhaps before I begin the heart of my tale, I should fill you in on how this happened and how it works.


  Dominick and I began in an all night diner where I was waiting tables and he popped in for a cup of coffee. You could tell it had been a long bad day. Long, because it was nearly midnight when he walked in; bad, because of the drawn look on his weary face. I didn’t know then, but I would soon learn, that this man has very few bad days. The world just seems to shine on him, although for reasons I still don’t know, it hadn’t that day.


  I wasn’t the kind to pry; I had too much on my own mind to care about the lives of the diner’s customers. But I did my job like a trooper and kept that smile on my face as sweet as ever. As long as I did that, it pleased my boss and I got my tips, and since I needed every red cent I could scare up, that was all I really cared about. Because a lot of things are best left unsaid, I kept my observations about the customers to myself, even though I was rarely wrong in my assessments. And I wasn’t wrong about Dominick and his irritated mood. 


  But by the time I poured the man his second cup of coffee, he’d come around. In fact, he’d turned on me completely, staring me down with a look that finally made me so self-conscious that I really had to ask. “What, did I forget to zip my skirt or something?” 


  He smiled real broad, his white teeth gleaming from that beautiful black face. 


  “No, ma’am. But has anyone ever mentioned how profoundly beautiful you are?”


  I looked at him dumbfounded, shook my head, then started laughing out loud. Finally, I sighed and turned back toward the kitchen with the coffee pot, having every intention of ignoring the comment. 


  “I know you don’t believe it,” his big sonorous voice leapt out at me, “but it happens to be true. You’re just down on your luck. I bet you’re so in debt that you can see no way out of the sinkhole, no way you’ll ever make something of yourself. So you scrape by in this sweatshop hoping some day, someone’s going to walk through the door who will be your ticket to a new life.”


  Long before he finished his little lecture, I’d stopped in my tracks. But I didn’t turn around until he’d finished speaking. 


  Next thing I knew, I was back in front of the counter looking into his soulful brown eyes. “Excuse me, sir? I don’t believe that I was asking for commentary,” I said with as much sass as my sarcastic nature could muster—and it was a lot in those days. Being sarcastic, wry and mocking was my signature mood. At twenty-three, given what I’d been through in my short life, having a chip on my shoulder came naturally. 


  “How about if I take you home tonight?” he asked.


  “You’re hitting on me!” I blurted out way too loud. I might have awakened Bud, the cook who was snoozing in the kitchen. But since there wasn’t another soul in the diner, who would care how loud I was? 


  “I’m making you an offer,” he stated simply.


  “An offer?” I kept going with this ridiculous conversation just because I was curious, and I suppose because the man was getting under my skin; oozing his way along my flesh with the eyes and attitude, and a sexual ease about him that suddenly made me want to jump his bones. He was just damn beautiful. A brown-skinned, broad-shouldered black man, with a strong, elegant face, intense determination and a glint of playful lust in his deep-set eyes. I had the uncanny feeling that he’d stared right into me, walked around, picked up pieces of my mind and memorized them verbatim, then took pictures of my fantasies he’d use to hook me later. I didn’t know all that then, only time would suggest as much, but I did suspect he was up to no good. I had no reason to trust anyone, let alone a stranger I’d just met, and yet in that one meaningful stare, he almost assured my complete acquiescence.  


  “I think you might like to get to know me,” he replied to my question.


  I laughed. “Maybe I would,” I said. “But you’re going to have to keep talking to have me convinced.”


  “All right, how about this? Beautiful women are my passion. I love them, I take care of them, and I fuck them like an animal—” that glint in his eye gave me goosebumps, and he thought to add, “After we make love, of course.”


  My god, he was good. He took my breath away. I’d spent so much time flipping guys off who dared give me a lame pick-up line, that this man, with one of lamest lines I’d ever heard, really pulled me up short. It wasn’t the words, but his stripped to the bone sincerity that stunned me.


  We went eye-to-eye for another interminable minute, then he slipped his hand in his suit pocket, pulled out a crisp white business card and slid it toward me on the counter.


  “I’m easy to find.” Another sip of coffee and he was gone. 


  If I thought that would be the end of it, I was wrong. It would take another several visits over the next month to embed the man in my spirit so strongly, that when he finally stopped coming by for a late night cup of coffee, I was sadly distressed. By then, I’d created an elaborate fantasy around him rescuing me from an increasingly difficult situation. Mostly, I dreamed of holding on, rebounding so I’d never need his help, then running into him a year or so later with a new story to tell him and a much more impressive life. We would come together on equal terms. But there were the other fantasies too, ones as perverse as they were stimulating, based on a desperate but scheming Lana, seducing the man until he was practically begging me into his life. At least this sort of rescue would come from mutual need and allow me a little dignity. 


  However, for all the romantic plots I hatched in my feverish brain, with all their twists and turns, none came close to the scenario that finally played out.


  As much as I scrimped and saved, shopped for bargains at thrift stores and ate little but what my boss allowed me to eat at work, I was fast drowning in debt. The meager job I coveted at a publishing house fell through—after they’d dangled it before me for months—and there were no others available to a girl who at the time had no decent clothes for a proper job interview. (All the good stuff I’d owned when I was in school had been stolen by an ex-boyfriend nearly two years before. He’d reeked havoc on my life in more than one way, but that’s another story) Life was a mess. No longer was I the scrappy genius of my college days with the wit and charm to get anything I dared aspire to have. The smile was gone, the light in my eyes flickering out and my prospects had dwindled into nothing—I know this sounds melodramatic, but it is a fair assessment of my life and my attitude. Even the cocky sarcasm that had seen me through the previous two years had lost its sharp edge. The only thing that pleased me were my fantasies of the black man.


  Nearly two months had passed since I’d seen him and any hope that he’d return to the diner seemed like no more than a pipe dream. My life was one big cliché. But when you’re living a cliché, you don’t see it for what it is, or how to scrape your way out. The only way out I could envision was a miracle, a god-send, a savior. 


  With no other options available, I took the man’s dog-eared business card from my apron pocket, looked it over one more time, and finally made my decision. 


  When I rang the bell of Dominick’s tenth floor penthouse I waited like a nervous penitent before a judge. I must have looked like the cleaning lady in my ragtag clothes, and yet, when the handsome man finally opened the door, he was genuinely pleased to see me—at least once he realized who was standing outside his door. 


  When he let me in, I was no wide-eyed country girl laying her eyes on real wealth for the first time. I’d seen plenty of luxury apartments and fancy homes like his in my days at Cornell. But I did feel like a real loser, considering what I’d done with my life since I graduated into the real world. I like to think it was my boyfriend who screwed me over and screwed up my future, but I’ve gotten beyond that nonsense now, and place the fault squarely where it belongs, with me. To go into all the psychological reasons for my previous failures would be both tedious and unnecessary for this narrative. Let’s just say that once I landed in the black man’s fancy digs, I was determined not to return to my worn-out life as a smiling waitress. 


  And, in fact, I never returned to my own apartment, or the diner. 


  I recall gazing around the high-tech, high-styled apartment completely agog. The colors were bold, the lines sleek—surfaces of glass, stainless steel, stone and polished wood were a treat for the eye. I almost felt as if I’d entered into a fantastic real life sculpture and would have studied it for hours, but that was not the point. I fought to bring myself back to the purpose of my visit, though with all my fantasies spilling out around me, I didn’t know where to turn or what to say. I might have known that Dominick would have everything figured out before I even opened my mouth. In fact, my charming and very horny host made the next twenty-four hours easy. Hardly an hour had gone by before he had me in his bed and making love—just a few simple and very appealing lines was all it took, and, as you already know, I was a sucker for his charm. 


  On the other hand, in bed was exactly where I would make my case. My red hair came out of its bun and floated around my face. My green eyes burned with desire. All this I’d practiced nightly for nearly two months and it came out so incendiary that I knew I had him won almost before we started. My body did the rest.


  Dominick wanted every piece of me. My mouth was easy, the blowjobs deep-throated, my pussy a natural for his cock, milking the tumescent organ as the crashing orgasms rolled through me. When it came to my ass, I expressed my first reluctance, claiming fatigue; after all, it was nearly midnight by the time he broached the subject of my ass. 


  The charm that so captivated me took a decidedly dominant tone. “You just need a little warm-up, Lana,” he said. Then he proceeded to spank my behind with surprising vigor. The shock was palpable, but so too was my mounting desire. I could scarcely believe what was happening, but I was doing nothing to stop it despite my misgivings and my fear. 


  I mean, this was a first date! But it soon became clear that he’d have my ass as easily as he’d taken my mouth and my vagina. Once he raised the heat on my ass, his strong and steady hands flipped me over as if I were a weightless doll and propped my ass up high. I buried my head in his silk sheets and grabbed them in my hands, holding on tightly as he greased his cock and then my ass, and finally plunged into the only virgin territory I had left.


  The impalement hurt. My cries and moans were fierce and real, but he held on for the finish he desired, saying with great certainty: “Time you were fucked properly,” like fucking my ass was the only proper way to fuck. “You’ll get used to it. Nice tight hole like yours can satisfy a lot of men.” 


  I remember those last words now, but I probably chose to forget them shortly after he made that pronouncement. Either that or I thought it was just a generic statement, with the assumption that I’d have plenty of other lovers in my lifetime who would enjoy what he enjoyed then. Only later, I learned that he had something else quite different in mind for me. 


  Later, when I lay in his arms, he held me close and stroked my long red hair admiringly. 


  “Yes, this hair… You wonder why I call you beautiful, Lana. You are exquisite. All I need to do is clean you up a little and you’ll make a first class woman. I already know you have the smarts.”


  “If you know that, you must be psychic,” I said.


  “I am. Plus your boss says you have a degree in English from Cornell. You have to be smart to have earned that.”


  He’s actually quizzed my boss about me! Flattering as that was, the very thought was unsettling. “So, what else do you know about me?”


  “Nothing, except that you’re one hell of a lover. It’s not easy taking a man like me in the ass on a first date. I’m impressed.”


  I didn’t know what to say. I probably babbled something stupid that we both quickly forgot. We were asleep minutes later and slept well into the following morning. 


  My only thought on waking was how I was going to segue from a night of savage copulation to the reason why I was on his doorstep in the first place. I was too self-absorbed trying to come up with the right story to figure out that my sexy lover already knew why I was there.


  When I realized that Dominick was already up and gone, I slipped into a blue silk robe that I assumed he left out for me to wear and went in search of him through rooms I’d never seen. I peered into the living room, kitchen and dining room before I finally found him in the atrium: showered, dressed and ready for the day, sipping his coffee and reading the morning paper. I need to mention that atrium before I continue. It stunned me silent for several minutes while I stared into the amazing space. Rising two stories above me, the towering structure of glass and steel lifted toward the blue sky like a cathedral. And yet, being filled with a jungle of tropical plants and singing birds it was just as earthy as it was uplifting. I may have seen the opulence of the rich first hand, but I’d never seen anything like this in a private home. 


  After standing in the doorway some minutes, trying to decide to enter, Dominick finally looked up from his paper and motioned me in, a smile of welcome on his face. 


  “You look rested,” he said.


  “I think I am,” was about all I could say. 


  He stared at me from head to toe, then asked, not ordered, but asked: “Lana, please, will you take off the robe?”


  I was flustered, first thinking that I’d done something wrong by wearing it in the first place.


  “I’m sorry. I thought it was for me to wear. I mean, you left it out—”


  “I did. For you. However, if you’ll indulge me, sometimes my mind forgets too easily the treasures I’ve just enjoyed. I’d like another look.”


  I’m sure I blushed, though the next few minutes went by in a blur as I shrugged the blue silk off my shoulders and let it sink to the dark slate floor. As if I were dazed and dreaming and in a fog of drugged madness, my body seemed to slink back into the dreamy eroticism of the night before. In the heat of the atrium, a layer of perspiration was already gathering on my skin, while rising up from my body was the fragrance of sex that still clung to my flesh. He told me to come closer and I made those small steps carefully, finally feeling his fingers reach out and dance delicately along my thigh. He looked up at me, his face the picture of awe, while the riveting moment moved by at a snail’s pace. 


  When, quite suddenly, he grabbed a pillow from a nearby chair and tossed it to the floor in front of my feet, saying, “Kneel for me, Lana,” I didn’t hesitate to follow the instruction. Though it was completely out of character for me to be so subservient, it seemed like a natural thing to do in my present state of mind.


  He acted quickly, taking my breasts in his hands and kneading them, slapping them, bringing a heat to the flesh that had my whole body throbbing and my groin grinding on air. I can’t say how obvious my sexual response was to his calculating eye, but I knew that the hard way he was treating me was turning my body on fire. I could barely breathe in the rarified air, so I gasped heavily while he continued to abuse me. Sex and pain had never been secret playmates in my fantasies, nor real life. In fact, I hated the condescending slaps of a man’s hand on my ass. But as Dominick lit into my bared breasts, palms slapping the delicate skin again and again, I recalled how the spanking the night before had done exactly as he’d desired, putting me in the right frame of mind to take his cock into my ass. When, in the atrium, he ordered me to clamp my hands behind my back, again I found myself obeying—no clue why I’d be submitting without raising a single protest. 


  It was not because I wanted him to rescue me from the misery of my life. I’ve been over that notion a hundred times if I’ve considered it once. Yes, I was looking for handouts when I decided to pay the man a visit. But there was something far more powerful than survival at work. This amazing man had a way of taking what he desired and giving me back what I needed—almost as if we were playing out ancient themes, or rituals from a past life in this present one; as if we’d been brought together by fate to fulfill a destiny not yet realized. 


  I know, I know how foolishly romantic that sounds. But it was the only explanation I could come up with at the time. Where had my penchant for irony, scorn and sarcasm gone? On arriving in ‘Planet Dominick’ all that bitterness had disappeared. I still don’t know how the man does what he does to women, though I’ve been subject to his artful domination ever since that first day.


  I am not, however, so naïve to think that there was destiny or fate at play in the atrium that morning. But there was lust and longing and a hidden agenda that would take a few more days in that penthouse for me to learn. 


  I knelt before him, my body bared like an offering, while he sat regally over me with a critical eye appraising my assets. 


  “Close your eyes,” he’d said at last.


  I closed my eyes. 


  He touched me carefully now, once again running his fingers lightly over my heated skin. I still struggled to breathe, but there was no thought of bolting from this peculiar scene. When he reached down and began to play with my sex, the orgasm rose up fast in me and I could have come within seconds. But just as I was about to erupt, he gave a sharp command. 


  “Don’t come, Lana.”


  What was this? I wondered silently. His fingers kept working, making the task of following his order more difficult with every second that passed. I knew I needed to obey; a strange place in me had been opened wide, a place unfamiliar but curiously welcoming. Powerful thoughts of submission took charge. This was not the Lana I knew, but it was one that felt fully alive. Again, destiny, fate and other silly subjects like that flitted through my mind, the only answers that I’d have. 


  He kept me on edge for an interminable time, toying ever so carefully with the raw and needy feelings in my hungry sex. 


  “You want to come,” he said. 


  “Yes,” I gasped hopefully.


  “Yes, I can see that. And you can barely hold on. The fire’s so strong, the desire so potent, the need so great…”


  I nodded, my whole face wincing as I struggled to play his game. 


  Suddenly, he rammed his fist into my sex and rattled off, another straight-forward order, “Come now, Lana.”


  I groaned as the powerful surge of orgasms wracked my belly and my entire groin. The spasms were sharp, my reaction instantaneous, and with my hands still fiercely clutched behind my back, I teetered precariously on his fist to stay upright. It wasn’t until I finally came around again and opened my eyes that I realized that he had moved from his chair and was crouched on the floor beside me as his fist pummeled my pussy. Of course, the angle would have been impossible otherwise. But with him so close now, his face was so near to mine, it seemed impossible not to kiss. 


  Such deliberateness. Such intensity. Such intuition. How could he have possibly known what I had no clue about myself? It was coming clear to me that hidden away in my psyche was a huge repository of desire that could only be enjoyed when I surrendered my own self-will. 


  Dominick’s kisses were as tender as they’d been the night before, but all too brief. Soon enough, he was back in his chair while I remained on my knees with my hands still clutched behind my back. 


  He sat back with a smile as enigmatic as the last few minutes. “You may put the robe back on,” he said, and with one raised brow added, “A little coffee?”


  Before I could climb off the floor and back into the robe, the housekeeper was at the atrium door asking if he needed anything.  


  I blushed, finding the reality of my exposure burning me to the core. Meanwhile, the woman gave me a stare of her own. She was a handsome, thirtyish Latino, dressed in a starched grey dress and white apron. Her hair was tied back in a bun, and though she wore little make-up, there was a simple beauty, an uncomplicated sensuality about her that made me wonder if my host didn’t screw her on the side. 


  Noticing my embarrassment in the color of my reddened cheeks, Dominick commented: “As long as you’re here your nakedness will be something you’ll need to get used to—although I’m sure you will.”


  This was a daunting prospect, but one I basically chose to overlook. Still in the headspace that accompanies profound physical ecstasy I wasn’t thinking clearly enough to form a thought let alone question what he was doing. 


  When a tray of food and another steaming mug of coffee appeared, he offered them to me like any gracious host. “Eat up. I’m sure you’re famished.”


  That was not a problem. I was famished. The berries and granola were so good that I needed to restrain myself from looking like a homeless woman who hadn’t eaten in days. 


  While I filled my belly, Dominick returned to his newspaper, occasionally taking a bite of his own breakfast. And when he was done, he pushed back his chair and rose to his feet. 


  “We have much to talk about, Lana. I’ll be back later.”


  Yes, much to talk about. I had to agree. I still didn’t know what I’d tell him regarding my sudden arrival at his apartment, but as luck would have it, he required no explanations from me when he returned to the penthouse four hours later. All morning, I’d felt a little like an interloper, luxuriating in the huge master bath, sunbathing on the roof naked, then after showering and dressing (in my ratty old clothes), sitting in his living room and flipping through a stack of magazines. 


  I looked up as he entered the room, my nerves suddenly jumping to life and the anxiety caught in my throat. 


  “Don’t look so scared,” he said. “I don’t bite.”


  “I know that,” I blushed and smiled.


  “Come here.” 


  My heart was pounding, my voice barely a squeak, but I did manage to make my way from the sofa to where Dominick stood like a powerful statue—although he was not an inanimate statue in the slightest, but fully alive. 


  His index finger ran along my chin-line, then he raised my head to greet his mouth as he leaned down and kissed my lips. 


  When he backed away, he said, “I have something for you.” Then he walked back into the foyer and returned with a shopping bag. 


  When I peered inside I could see a mound of clothes, underwear, and other assorted things that would take a careful inspection to identify. A new wave of anxiety sped through my body. 


  “What is this?” I said, as if I didn’t know.


  “I thought you might need some new clothes.”


  “Yes, well, I do,” I had to admit, “but I really shouldn’t…”


  “Yes, that’s what all the good girls say, but you’re hardly in that category, are you, Lana?”


  My face reddened again. “No, I guess I’m not.”


  “No strings. I’d just enjoy looking at you in them. Try them on.” He pushed me into the living room, sat himself down in an easy chair and waited for me to give him a fashion show. 


  It seemed terribly strange to be doing this for a man I barely knew—and yet, he had fucked me pretty soundly the night before, so I could hardly consider him a total stranger. Still, my cheeks were flushed and heated, and my nervous fingers were hardly able to undo the buttons on my blouse as I started to undress. 


  He wasn’t kidding when he said that I’d better get used to the casual nudity in his penthouse: twice while I was nearly naked, his housekeeper appeared on the scene, once on a summons from Dominick, and later because she wanted to check on his plans for dinner. 


  I was wearing only a bra and panties when she came back the second time. She regarded me with a cold stare, making me feel as if I were an object not a real person. “I’ll be eating in,” he said. “Shrimp. Salad. Cornbread.” The menu was simple but already I was salivating. 


  “And the girl?” the housekeeper asked.


  The girl. This twisted my stomach in a knot, though I had no time to figure out why. 


  “She’ll be staying, Maria. Please set a place,” her boss answered tersely and she was gone again. I swear she gave me a rather spiteful glance before she left, though that might have been my imagination. Was it possible that I was jealous of the woman? 


  Jealous so soon? That would be skipping ahead a bit fast—such a strong emotion so early in our relationship. Although with my emotions so on edge, a whole gamut of feelings seemed to be bleeding out around me.  


  Back to the fashion show; I tried on two outfits, a skirt and blouse that would easily work for a job interview, and a dressier dress for going out. There were also three t-shirts, jeans and a pair of shorts—more new clothes than I’d seen together outside a department store in several years. 


  For a second time, I tried to protest his generosity, but he squashed that attempt so fast that I decided to accept my good fortune and shut up. 


  I wore the t-shirt and shorts for the remainder of the day, sans bra, at Dominick’s insistence. Although I was not used to my nipples poking prominently through fabric, as long as I was in a private home, well, why not? I could feel myself adapting easily to a life inside this kind of luxury, even if it said a good deal about the state of my morals. 


  I kept thinking that we’d get around to talking, but any significant conversation wouldn’t happen for another twenty-four hours, long after we’d make love several more times and I’d been challenged by his unusual sexual demands. Before we even landed in bed that second night, in fact, just as we were finishing that delicious meal in the dining room, Dominick asked me to crawl to him. He’d stood to dim the lights and was about ten feet from where I was still sitting in the dining room chair. 


  “Crawl?” I must have looked shocked.


  “Un-huh.” He nodded and waited for me to obey.


  My stomach did a few flip-flops, then there I was crawling on my hands and knees like a humble servant. Once at his feet, Dominick reached down, grabbed a huge hunk of my red hair and pulled me to my feet. Every hair on my head seemed to stand on end, and that delicious dinner—it was all I could do not to thrown it up. Suffice it to say, my nerves were shot and every bit of self confidence I might once have displayed seemed to have vanished.


  “Don’t look so nervous, you’ve already had me enough to know I’m harmless.”


  I didn’t know that at all. But I wasn’t sure that I was looking for harmless; it seemed like there was a piece of me that didn’t want harmless at all, or safe or dependable, or any of the things that a young woman like me should want in a man.


  Although he’d bought me a small wardrobe of clothes, it seemed as if he preferred me naked. The t-shirt and shorts were abruptly stripped away so he could give my body a good going over with his strong hands. That he did as efficiently as previous: my ass, my tits, my cunt finding arousal in the rough way he worked my flesh until he’d brought me to the brink of climax once again. But as he had before, he stopped before I crested over the peak and dropping his hand, he led me into the living room where he shoved me into the sofa’s soft cushions.


  I stared at him in amazement as he stripped down before my eyes, my first glimpse of him in broad daylight. The muscles of his torso seemed to gleam, and rising from the center of his groin was an erection that awed me at that moment as much as it had the day before. There was no charm in his eyes; something far more primitive ruled his passion. He was a ruthless sexual animal poised to strike, and when he did, the fucking was quick and fast. I had no time to recapture my own momentum, and only when he was nearly finished did my pussy clench and the climax take me. After slumping heavily against my body, he caught his breath and pulled away, rising to his feet. 


  He left the room almost immediately, telling me to, “Stay there,” then he returned a few minutes later wearing a silk robe, loosely tied at the waist. 


  As kind as he’d been the previous night, Dominick was brusque in his demands that second night. Though I could hear this small voice in me shouting out objections, it was but a whisper compared with the powerful force that had overtaken my worries. If nothing else, it was damned good fun. 


  Any time I so desired, I could have gathered up my clothes and walked out the door; there’d be no one stopping me. But of course, I did no such thing. This would be a night of many firsts, and none of these new experiences would be frightening enough for me to miss.


  Later, Dominick’s brusque demands would find me with my hands roped behind my back—not just held there by his command. As he bent me over the back of the living room sofa, he began ruthlessly pawing my flesh in the same brusque way he had before. He entered my ass again, first with his fingers, in a powerful show force that had me shivering from the inside out. 


  “How would it be if I fucked you with my fist?” he posed the question that was on my mind as he stuffed at least four fingers into the reluctant depths of my body. “Hm. Tell me, Lana. I like to hear your voice. That soft, soothing sound is music to my ears.”


  “But I-I don’t know how it would be,” I stuttered nervously. I was on the verge of tears and yet so deeply aroused that I couldn’t balk. I’m sure he could sense my hesitation, and yet he heard no complaint from me.


  He finally slapped my ass for not answering the question. “But I think you do know,” he insisted, then he rammed his fist deeper into that widening channel waiting for my response.


  “It’s hard to take,” I finally blurted out. 


  “Yes, I know that. But you’re not stopping me.”


  “I don’t want you to stop.”


  “Okay then, say so. Tell me you want my fist in you. Tell me you want to be fucked in the ass.” His eyes were dark, lit like glowing embers. Every word made my body shudder anew.  


  “Yes, yes, I want you to fist my ass!” I heard myself scream enthusiastically. 


  The smile that followed was positively evil. He shoved his hand into me again, fucking me vigorously before he finally pulled out and gave my ass a good going over with his spanking hand. As much as it should have hurt, it hardly did. Every blow fed my physical arousal, and after every smack I yearned for more. 


  “Yesssssssssssssssss,” my throaty voice hissed. It was a thoughtless exclamation but it was all the encouragement he needed to prod deeper. As the agonizing pain surfaced, I was afraid I’d be bolting any minute. But for some unknown reason, I wanted very much to suffer through this, if suffering was the only way I could get through the ordeal. He relieved me of my dilemma just a minute later when he withdrew his hand and replaced it with his cock.


  From that moment on, sex was pure heaven, a feeling that rose up like a lush, erotic fog taking my entire body into a pleasant state of bliss. The hard, the soft; the rough, the sweet; the pain and the pleasure intermingled in an amazing cocktail that I could sense myself tasting again and again and again. So enthused was I about the wildness of my come that I didn’t object when I was later bedded down beside my lover with my hands still tied behind my back. For nearly two hours after the anal fuck I remained in an incoherent daze, relishing my body, the air, the sensuous breeze through the open windows. The delirium lingered on. Nothing else mattered but this celebration of sensation.


  I wasn’t even distressed when Dominick left me for nearly an hour to answer a phone call. It’s safe to say that I felt as if I belonged right where I was, even though I could make no sense of that bizarre feeling. It wasn’t like me to give myself to a man with such an utter lack of self concern. But there I was, surrendering to all he’d asked of me, realizing the terrifying truth that there was nothing he could demand that I wouldn’t do. 


  My second morning in the penthouse, I was surprised to awaken with my hands unbound. I’d fallen asleep with them still tied, the ropes burning into my wrists as severely as the feeling of captivity was burned into my mind. A silent messenger, the unused rope lay beside me. When had he released me? During the night, or perhaps not until morning? And what of the rope? Was it there to remind me of my submission? His dominance? For him to use again? As I rubbed the small indentations still marking my wrists, I pondered the feelings that rushed back into my body. What was happening to me?


  As I recalled the events of the previous night, it was difficult to bring them into focus; so much was wrapped up in raw sensations. It did occur to me that I’d been drugged, but I felt no effects of drugs. I was clear-headed, the erotic fog having lifted, though the erotic feelings in my body were still present, a reverberating echo that would continue on through the next day. 


  Again, I found Dominick in the atrium with his paper and coffee, though this time, rather than order me out of the robe, he looked up from his reading, smiled thinly and suggested that I get dressed. 


  Oh, shit! my first thought. 


  My second thought, that maybe I’d run out of luck, or my lovemaking skills were no longer needed, or the red hair that had so infatuated him previously was no longer a turn-on. I pondered dressing in my own clothes and slipping out before he could find me. But his grip on me was firm; I could not slip quietly into the rest of my life without first making my case. Thirty-six hours together and we had yet to have that important conversation. 


  I returned to the atrium some minutes later dressed in the jeans and t-shirt he’d given me. He smiled this time. He was less terse, more like the man who’d greeted me at his front door. Immediately, he rose from his chair, and after telling me to follow him, he led the way to his study—a room I would never have found had I searched for days. A secret latch in the living room wall popped open a sizeable door in the paneling, and we entered into an office that was as plush and modern as the rest of his house. The far wall was a bank of windows looking out on the city’s skyline and the bright clear blue of the morning sky. In the center of the room was his desk—which he sat behind—and in front of that, a chair where he motioned for me to sit. 


  I liked the distance between us. It seemed safe given the apparent gravity of the situation, something I detected from the man’s change in mood. The sunny disposition that greeted me in the atrium had turned decidedly somber and I suspected that the much anticipated conversation was about to take place.


  “We have things to discuss,” he opened. 


  “Yes, you told me that yesterday,” I was quick to remind him. 


  “I’m sure I did. I wanted to keep your mind working. Not that I couldn’t see the gears grinding each step of the way. I know you have your agenda. But, frankly. I wasn’t yet ready to hear what you had to say—not until now. So tell me about last night.”


  “Last night?”


  “Yes, last night. Don’t make me repeat it again.” 


  “Last night, well…I was so… well.” My hands were sweating, my mind racing fast. I’d had plenty of things already rehearsed, but at the moment, I could hardly think of an intelligent thing to say. The most I managed was a meager, “I felt like I’d been drugged.”


  “You weren’t,” he stated flatly, his expression still grim.


  I was starting off on the wrong foot, I could see that right away. “Yes, yes, I know I wasn’t drugged. It was just the feeling. The fog. The sex. All so overwhelming.”


  “Overwhelming is good.” He smiled, though it was a terse and officious one. “So, tell me, Lana. If you were to have what you want most right now, what would that be?”


  This was certainly not what I expected him to say, and I had to struggle to come up with a decent answer.


  “Like, what do I want more than anything else?” 


  “Yes, like what do you want more than anything else?”


  The emotion of the moment coupled with my nervous excitement was making it difficult to stay in control. Not to mention the fact that he was bastard enough to just repeat my question like I didn’t hear him in the first place. I was just buying time, and now suddenly on the spot, I blurted out the only thing I knew for certain. “I want a job at a magazine, editor, writer…whatever I can get hired to do. It’s what I’ve wanted since I started college and what keeps eluding me. Soon as I think I have that job in hand it just slips away, like some bad angel is there to snatch it from me.”


  “A magazine? Hm. What else?”


  “I honestly don’t know beyond that. If I could wipe away my mistakes, that would be nice, too. But since that sort of thing is impossible, I suppose a good job would eventually get me what I need.”


  “And what are your errors, Lana?”


  “Oh,” I sighed, “Bad decisions, bad boyfriends, bad luck. The usual stuff.”


  He smiled a little more genuinely this time. I think I amused him. 


  “And that’s why you came to see me.”


  Yes, that was exactly why I’d come to see him—that and whatever the hell he’d done to my sexual psyche that turned him into an obsession. I still believed that he had a magician’s touch; that he worked the stars like a god; that he had life wrapped around his little finger and my heart firmly inside his grasp. 


  “Yes, that’s why I came here,” I admitted, chagrinned.  


  “Did you ever think that perhaps your lack of success is because there was something bigger, something better waiting for you?”


  I thought a moment. “No. I don’t think that ever crossed my mind.”


  It was a telling grin that greeted me, but I had no idea what he meant by it.


  He’d been leaning back, observing me with a critical eye, and chose that moment to bring himself upright and lean toward me, his elbows resting on the desk, his fingers steepled in from of him. “Well, how about I get straight to the point. The way I see it, you can go back to your life in your walk-up flat, begging for tips from customers at the diner and getting nowhere, or you could give yourself to me and let me see if I can do for you what you haven’t been able to do for yourself.”


  I tried to wrap my mind around this idea but was left offering up a meager, “I’m sorry, what do you mean by give myself to you?”


  “It’s pretty straightforward. If you have the talent for being a magazine editor—which I have a feeling that you do—I can give you that. I can also give you the unbridled sex that you so obviously desire and freedom from the burdens of the last couple years. In exchange for my generosity, you give yourself to me.”


  He stopped there, short of the answer I wanted. “Yes, well, that sounds interesting, but you still haven’t explained what you mean by ‘give’ myself to you.”


  “You give yourself to me, I own you. Like property. Simple as that.”


  My brow furrowed. “Isn’t that a little…um…19th century?”


   “Slavery has never been out of fashion, it’s just been swept under the rug. Those in polite society may try to pretend otherwise, but that doesn’t mean that women aren’t bought and sold all the time, even in the 21st century.”


  Seeing my mouth drop open in shock only seemed to amuse him more. 


  “Yes, it’s slavery we’re talking about. You may cringe at the word, but consider what I can do for you. The connections I have, the sex I offer. You give yourself to me, your life will turn on a dime. You’ll live here, or in an apartment I provide for you. I’ll buy you the clothes you need, get you the job you want. Dress you. Feed you. While you give me sex and the satisfaction of owning you. You’ll do as I say—and in that I’m not an unreasonable man, nor will I expect things of you that you cannot do. But I will ask you to stretch your imagination, perform the unusual, and I will demand your obedience.”


  “Demand my obedience!” 


  “Yes, exactly. As I said, you’ll be considered a slave, which includes all the various meanings that the word might summon to mind. As in slavery of old, you will give me your unquestioned submission or you can expect to be punished.”


  I wanted to scream, You’ve got to be crazy! but the words never left my lips. 


  Something in his offer struck deep at the heart of me, in a place I’d never ventured, at least not until I stepped through the man’s door. 


  Finally, after I’d picked my jaw up off the floor, I said: “I’m sorry, I just don’t know what to say.”


  “Oh, but I think you do. I think you know what you feel, what you want. You might have some problem at the start with this radical notion, but I think you’ll find your life pretty normal in many respects, with the one exception that you no longer need to make any decisions for yourself. You could say that this one decision is the last important one you’ll ever have to make. Oh, there will be decisions associated with your job, plenty I’m sure, but about the rest of your life the decisions will be mine to make. You have debts, I’ll take care of them. I’ll square things with your current boss—not that he’s likely to care much. I’ll even have your apartment cleaned out and your things brought here. You don’t need to trouble with the details; they will be part of my job as your owner.”


  Owner. Now there was a word, on top of every other outrageous thing he’s said.


  My response was long in coming. In fact, so long in coming that I was amazed by his patience. Up to that point, he hadn’t appeared to be a patient man, but it looked as if he would just sit there until I finally responded. The minutes ticked by slowly, while my mind whirled fast. I was too dazed to even think straight. I finally shook my head in despair as I admitted the truth. 


  “I honestly don’t know what to say. I mean the sex is great, I’ll give you that, but I don’t even know who you are. I’ve been flying blind here for two days and you’re just as much a mystery to me now as you were when you first walked into the diner.”


  “That means you’ll have to take a good deal on faith. I can no more lay out for you who I am than I can walk on water. Who I am you’ll feel, in fact, you’ve already felt me in a number of ways, certainly enough to have you running to me with your obsession gripped tightly in your fist.”


  I should have been embarrassed to have been so obvious, but I was still dealing with his shocking offer. “And if I accept your proposal, agree to this arrangement—” I just couldn’t say ‘slavery’—“and I find out two…three months down the line that it’s just not working out for me, do I have any recourse?”


  “No. A slave has no recourse. You make a decision, I expect you to keep it. I’m sure you’ll suffer through days when you want to split, but you’ll get over the feeling, eventually.”


  “And if I don’t?”


  He smiled broadly. “You know the saying, shit out of luck?”


  “But this is the 21st century, the kind of slavery you’re talking about can’t honestly be enforced. My lord, I can’t even believe I’m in this conversation!”


  “If you’re naïve enough to think I’d propose something as outrageous as I’ve just proposed to you without the power to back up my claims, then let me set you straight, Lana. Who I am is powerful enough to put you back in that diner, should you turn out to be more of a liability than an asset. In fact, we’d just skip the diner altogether. I would shove you into the gutter faster than you can blink your eyes, and make sure you’d never get out of it again. Don’t underestimate who I am. If after agreeing to my terms, you just up and leave a week, a month, a year down the road—which will be physically possible for you to do, since I don’t plan to keep you in chains twenty-four hours a day—you can be sure that those who I employ will seek you out, find you, and bring you back. After a revolt like that, I’ll make certain that you never have that kind of chance for freedom again. When I talk about slavery, I’m talking about the real thing, not some bdsm lifestyle game of pretend, not some loosely knit set of rules that you can easily break. I know this is not for every woman. Then again, it’s not every woman to whom I make such an offer.”


  “Right, just special women like me,” I bit off sarcastically.


  He reacted with amusement, but that response was short-lived. His eyes seemed to burn inside me, two fiery orbs of fantastical light that drew me deeper into his remarkable essence. He sat back again and stared at me with an expression of contentment, as if I was playing the game exactly as he imagined it. And yet, I also noted in his serenely composed face a look of longing, as if what I decided mattered very much to him. “You’re the woman I want right now, Lana,” he said, confirming my assessment.


  I believed he was telling the truth, and in fact, I’d never felt so wanted as I did at that moment. I was also vulnerable and terrified. “So, I’ll always be the woman you want?”
“That I can’t say,” he admitted.


  “Then this won’t necessarily go on forever?”


  “As you consider my offer, you need to assume it will be permanent. Slaves are properties. Properties can be sold. When I tire of a slave, I normally put them on the auction block, where I’m sure, for a woman as lovely as you, there will be plenty of buyers. I doubt that even as you age, your value will decline. In fact, there are many buyers who request more mature women.”


  He was a hairsbreadth from undoing me, from unraveling me from the inside out like you would a ball of yarn. I could have bolted right then. I can’t count the number of times that I recalled that moment over the last ten years and wondered how I could at twenty-three consider such a rash and life changing decision. The urge to flee was there, but the longer I sat before the man, the more his aura swept through me. What kind of incantations he used to create that potent force, I’ll never know, but that forceful presence was real, like something rock solid, not just an idea pulled from the imagination. Rational thought abandoned me to gut feelings, desperation and unflinching lust—and something even deeper than those: a sudden bond with the very essence of my character. Was I a fool to believe I’d have the job and luxurious life that he claimed he could give me? Probably. But even having those things didn’t seem to matter as I lived through this awesome moment.


  Again, the minutes ticked by as I waited for myself to respond. Finally I asked what seemed like a sane question—about this very insane proposal.


  “How do I know that you’ll give me the things you promised?” I was just buying time, giving myself a moment to adjust to his outrageous offer. I think I knew my answer from the start, and that was even more frightening to get used to.


  “We sign a contract,” he answered.


  A contract. Right. “As if that has any legal authority?”


  “The contract will exclude the specific provisions for slavery. That will be handled in another manner. But as far as the job and the lifestyle I mentioned, those basic elements will be secured for you. Unless you completely mess up the job, you’ll have no reason to complain. I live up to my word and I expect you to live up to yours.”


  “You say you’ll take care of the slavery part in another manner?”


  “Yes, and if you agree to this, once the contract is signed, you’ll find out what I mean. You can consider that your first challenge.”


  My heart was beating like an old bass drum, while from deep inside my crotch a crazed desire rose up with a fury that I could not resist. 


  “Okay,” I found myself saying. I was a little out of body by that time, as in disconnected from reality, maybe from my own better judgment, which would have had me long gone by now. The simple ‘okay’ was easy to say. And honestly, I did not want to leave. I certainly did not want to go back to my life as a waitress. If he could do what he said, I was willing to pay his price. And though he assured me that the slavery was as real as the walls and windows and the floor of that penthouse office, a part of me was sure that if I wanted out there would be a way. Ah! What the foolishness of youth will agree to!


  After giving my answer, I thought he would ask questions, interrogate me to make sure that I really understood what I was doing… maybe suggest I take a few days to decide. There was none of that. 


  He nodded, smiling. Then he pulled a document from his desk drawer and pushed it toward me.


  “Read it. It’s what you’ll sign.”


  “A contract?”


  “Yes?”


  “You already have one drafted?” I looked at him amazed.


  “Yes. Just this morning.”


  “My, you must have a lot of faith in your power to persuade me.”


  “I do.”


  I gulped nervously as I carefully picked up the document. “So, when am I going to sign this?”


  “When I have the witnesses here. A day or so, no more.”


  “And I could walk away until then?”


  “You can walk away until then, no negative consequences. You can also walk away after you sign the contract, but you will be brought back—you remember what I said? You run off, you’ll break trust and you do not want to do that.”


  My body was on fire, my desire at its peak, and the shudder that followed played back through me like a broken record on an endless loop. I never wanted the feeling to end. 


  Two days later in the company of Alec West and a woman introduced to me as Megan—who I never saw again—I signed the contract that I must have read a dozen times if I read it once in the forty-eight hours before the simple ceremony. I began to think that there was something odd about the document, because every time I read it through, my sexual desire would leap up higher than a flying kite. If what I was about to do wasn’t the right thing then I was being controlled by a cunning evil spirit that had the power to disorient my mind and dictate my sexual response. Obviously, the reading of the contract did nothing to change my decision.


  As soon as my name and Dominick’s were on the dotted line, he abruptly ordered me to hold out my hand. A gleaming, stainless steel knife suddenly materialized out of nowhere, and before I could feel a moment’s panic, he slashed my palm, opening a simple, clean cut that bled out on the floor. I looked up dazed, and barely moved as he calmly guided my bloody palm over the last page of his contract where my signature boldly appeared. 


  Still in shock by the suddenness of the cut, I looked down and watched a small pool of bright red blood thicken and then turn dark, directly over where I’d signed. This gave me a significant shudder as I stared at that blood-soaked page.


  It took Alec West to shock me from my numb stupor. He reached out with a handkerchief to swath my bleeding hand and smiled rather kindly in an effort to soothe me. Little did I know what was really behind that look. It did make me curiously uncomfortable—as if he was being far too familiar with a woman he’d just met.


  This was, of course, my first experience with a man who would be a thorn in my side on a number of occasions through the next ten years. It seems to be Alec’s forte—making women squirm—and I was certainly squirming, if only figuratively, nothing necessarily obvious to an observing eye. His love affairs with women are notorious, so is his sadism and his charm. I’m quite sure that the same could be said of Dominick, but I liked to think that my owner had more richness in his character, if one could quantify such a thing. Not so much razzle-dazzle showmanship as genuine substance.


  “Lana,” West placed special emphasis on my name, as his steely fingers dug into my upper arm. I turned, finding myself inches from the broad-shouldered man with the commanding presence and breath that smelled of mint. His dramatic qualities might have been a lot of smoke and mirrors, but his close proximity to me made my hair stand on end, and the energy emanating from his crotch seemed to be uncomfortably grabbing at mine. It didn’t take but seconds to flash forward and see myself in the midst of unbridled sex with Alec West. In the same rushed seconds, I knew that I was going to hate him. Why so intuitive? Sometimes the images just come to me, or I feel a certainty in my gut, an instantaneous knowing that I simply can’t shake. Usually such reactions are the true ones, not just passing thoughts. The future would prove both of my assumptions about Alec West to be correct—though much sooner than I would have anticipated. He spoke concisely now. “You signed the contract with the understanding that at the same time it spells out your financial arrangement with Dominick, it also makes you his slave.” Yes, as if I didn’t already know that. 


  “Yes, I understand.” I was trying very hard to stand my ground, even though I felt it falling away from me at the same time. My lightheadedness could clearly become a problem if I wasn’t careful.


  “I’m here to make sure that you don’t forget that fact,” he gave me his cryptic explanation.


  “But I’m sure I won’t forget,” I argued. “Not after this,” referring to the wound still bleeding out through the man’s white handkerchief. 


  The intimidation factor played heavily in my reluctance to pull away, though I had the strongest urge to do so. Four days in the penthouse—I hadn’t been out once—now all this gravitas seemed to have turned me into a quaking idiot. I wanted most to lay down and cry, either that or fuck my way back to reality. It didn’t help that Dominick had denied me sex the moment that I okayed his offer, so it had been two days since I orgasmed. He’d explained that it would be good to take that small breather in order to clear my mind before I signed the contract. I wonder if he knew that this decree would do the exact opposite, leaving me swimming in my sexual desires until my mind was in an inebriated daze. I like to think these men understand what their machinations and pronouncements and rash decisions do to the submissive female, but I’m not convinced that they are any more enlightened about the human consciousness than I am—or what kind of effect they’ll have when they toy with female properties, as they love to call us. They might simply be throwing the cards in the air and hoping they land the way they desire.


  I would have preferred if Dominick led from this point, but I was stuck with the irrepressibly arrogant Alec West taking charge of what happened next.


  “Dominick would prefer that you had a concrete reminder of your slave status,” he informed me. Concrete reminder? What the heck did that mean?


  For the next few prickly moments I was left clueless by what was about to take place. I recalled Dominick mentioning my first challenge—so this would be it, I had to assume. “Megan—” Alec turned to the thirty-something female with the dark black hair and the bright red lips. I studied her for the first time wondering what her story was. Like the two men, she was an enigma. Obviously she was there to assist, but though her nature seemed submissive, she was so polished and put together in her dark business suit that I had to wonder exactly what her relationship to these men might be. She was really quite pretty if you took away the obvious nervous tension in her careful movements. That nervous tension was quite real. In fact, she seemed to be walking on eggshells, afraid of both men. I had the feeling that she’d rather have been any where else but in Dominick’s penthouse. “If you will tie her down,” Alec directed his statement at her, his smile officious. Although he stated his aim with unerring politeness, it sounded a bit contrived. Obviously, this was not a request but an order.


  I immediately turned my attention from Megan to the gist of Alec’s demand. Tie me down. This was ominous, though it generated a fine tickling sensation in my body that gave rise to renewed excitement. My first challenge. The words would continue to haunt me for the next amazing half hour. 


  Unfortunately, by the time we were in Dominick’s kitchen and I was laid over a waist high slab of cold marble, my initial excitement was replaced by undisguised fear. Too stricken to object, I allowed myself to be tied down to the marble slab, my arms stretched out in front of me, roped at the wrists and tied off below the table; my feet similarly secured to the table legs. Just to be sure I was going no where, a hefty leather strap was secured around my waist. My head lay resting on the marble, turned in the direction of the two men. 


  Every nerve in my body was fired up and ready for what I anticipated as a ruthless gangbang, the kind of initiation that one might expect after being ‘sworn in’ as a master’s newest slave. As it turned out, I was far off the mark about what the real challenge of my initiation would be.


  Once Megan stepped back, Alec moved in, pulling a stool to the table and sitting down so in my bound repose I could see his smirking face without straining. It’s a smirk that goes straight to my gut; no man I know has quite the gift for so many subtle forms of smirking, sneering and leering expressions. I grew to despise that face, yet it had the power to grab me by the crotch and shake the desire from my scared body—a phenomenon that has seemed to repeat every time since when I’ve been made to submit to the man.


  “You know you are beautiful?” Alec West said. One of his more charming lines, and it  came off sounding like poetry.


  What exactly was he trying to do?


  “You’re beautiful, intelligent and very sexy,” he went on. His voice was so deep and so sonorous that I was strangely moved. “You’re going to make Dominick a fabulous slave. I’m sorry I didn’t get to you first, but, oh well…” He smiled again, while a hint of sarcasm crept into his voice. I’d learn not to mistake that stirring charm for genuineness. “But what I get to do now almost makes up for losing out to my friend.” He was blatantly sarcastic now, which elevated my fear. “For this, we like to return to the slavery of old when we mark our slaves. Gives authenticity to the process.” He waited while I absorbed this information then made his mission perfectly clear. “A simple brand is all that will happen tonight.”


  “What!” I’d suddenly found my voice, and knew exactly why I’d been tied down. My entire body struggled to come up off that slab and run for the door. But my escape had already been thwarted by the rigorous bondage. 


  By then, I could smell the heat emanating from the fire—from the brick oven that had been installed in Dominick’s high-tech kitchen when the penthouse was built. How convenient! I wondered how many other women had been tied to that cold slab of marble for the same purpose—a dozen faces seemed to march before my mind as if I knew them personally. The intensity of the rising heat started to make me sweat; West’s face seemed to redden. I couldn’t see Dominick and Megan, they were behind, but it was just as well. I needed no further input at that point.


  When West abruptly moved from the stool to the oven, I started to cry. When my skirt was lifted over my ass, I began to sob. But when I looked to see Dominick standing where West had sat, his lofty presence looming over me, I stopped the balling and just stared into his beautiful eyes. He didn’t have to speak to calm me. Even in a moment so extreme, so rarified, I knew everything was happening as it should. I touched again that submissive place in me that had led me to that point, and for the next sixty seconds nothing threatened to sway me. All I wanted was for it to be over and become my owner’s slave.


  I still don’t know who actually placed the brand high on my left flank, West or Megan, though I’ve always assumed it was Alec West. 


  I like to think that my scream went out through the kitchen, upward into heaven and down to the bowels of the earth, but I imagine that it was just those three witnesses who heard the blood-curdling cry. My own ears were pierced by the noise, but as this was a shocking and immediate pain that lasted only as long as it took to sear the skin and deaden the nerves, that scream was short-lived. Here I’d geared myself up for something much worse. 


  My first challenge was over and not only was I still alive, I was feeling a sweet throbbing in my crotch that would take me through the next few minutes. 


  My further initiation was as straight forward as the branding: Alec first, his cock ramming hard into my pussy, followed immediately by Megan fucking me with a strap-on dildo mounted at her groin—an act that further confused my speculations about the woman. Except for a few grunts and groans as the two used my sex for their pleasure, all was silent in the room. When they were done, I sensed them leave the kitchen, not because my eyes were open, they weren’t, but because I could feel their potent energy depart the room. The lights then dimmed; I could see that much through my eyelids, and sensing the shift, I dared to open my eyes again in hopes of seeing Dominick’s calming face. 


  Unfortunately, Dominick was already behind me, another silent assailant about to assault what I’d freely given for him to use. He could have untied me and I would have remained there immobilized, for this was the point, was it not? I’d become a sex slave, an orifice at my owner’s beck and call. The truth of this hit home, giving my savage sexual energy another booster shot. 


  I expected Dominick to be as swift in his use of me as the other two, but unlike them, he reached out and tenderly caressed my bottom before he entered me. Just the touch of his fingers was all I needed to feel the depth of his ownership. It confirmed all that I’d been feeling, and this was nothing about sex, but rather a profound feeling of having become the man’s possession—like the apartment and the slab of marble to which I was tied, and the oven used to heat the branding iron and the bed we slept in. An object. Yes, I was an object, another of his many possessions. To understand that fact was the purpose of the ceremony and it had had exactly the desired effect. 


  Certainly, my sexual arousal was also in play, although it had taken the second cock, Megan’s cock, before I managed to climax. By the time Dominick was settling in to use my ass, my body was a constant roar of tightening, clenching spasms that had a life of their own, relentless, vigorous and unceasing. All through the fierce impalement, through the hard thrusts and the squeezed ass cheeks, I felt a constant pleasure rising up alongside the accompanying pain. I came and came again until my owner rent my ass with his final thrust, and exhaustion found me lying limp against the slab with Dominick’s cum dripping from my backdoor. 


  It took a while for him to speak. Enough time for me to recover some, for my body to start working again, for my ears to hear and my mind to engage. “Does that give you any clue how it feels to be owned?” he asked.


  “Yes, sir, it does.” I breathed deep and sighed.


  “Very good.” His one hand grazed my sore ass cheeks—sore from being so brutally squeezed.


  I had no idea how long I was left bound on the table, but at some point I recall Dominick returning to the kitchen, his hands working swiftly to untie me, and his strong arms lifting me away. This time I realized that I had been drugged, and it was quite alright with me, although I wasn’t exactly sure when. But with my initiation to slavery over, I desperately needed a chance to rest. 


  My life has turned out to be exactly as Dominick described. He didn’t lie. The luxury, the clothes, a high-end apartment, and a steady upward climb in the magazine world, from gofer to assistant editor, to editor, on my way to editor-in-chief, all occurred because of my hard work and natural inclination for the business. I knew I’d be a success, all I needed was for Dominick to steer me in the right direction, introduce me to the right people and give them a little nudge. Since he landed me my first solid job, what success I’ve had has been my own doing. 


  With regard to Dominick, my status as his slave is a blunt truth that has become deeply ingrained in me. I feel the fact of it every day in the many small ways he reminds me that I serve at his pleasure. The collar I’ve worn, the cage I’ve slept in, the harness, the piercings, the rigorous training that I was initially made to suffer have all given way to more subtle forms of surrender. I suppose that now I’m most reminded of my humble status when there’s a demand on my time that I wish I could avoid, or a sex act I’d rather not indulge in. Quite honestly, it’s usually a sex partner I’ve been consigned to pleasure that’s made be balk the most. Strangers, brutes, unsavory characters have all appeared at my bedroom door, where I’ve been forced to welcome them into the warmth of my bed. When faced with this situation, when confronted by the fact that I’m not at liberty to decline their sexual demands, I’ve learned to yield. The yielding brings resignation and the resignation brings on sweeping feelings of submissiveness that move through me in overpowering waves. My acquiescence turns to pleasure, and my pleasuring in a once detested sex act becomes a reward that can turn the moment into one I crave. 


  Yes, of course, in moments of my profound distress, I’ve attempted to annul my slave contract, using every excuse and threat I can think up. But that contract remains enforced, as if it had been written in stone. First were the moments of resistance when I would openly balk at Dominick’s demands. He and I would go toe-to-toe, our eyes fusing for seconds of tense anticipation, waiting for one of us to blink first. 


  Whether I blinked first or he did turned out not to be the issue, but for the record, I routinely wilted when I faced off against his uncompromising domination. He’s never had to raise his voice. Never have I seen a look of anger in his expression. With calm certainty, he’s stood his ground while mine shifted like inconstant desert sand.


  Never has he failed to punish me after such a rebellion, and never has he failed to use a cane or a stripped-down birch switch to lay on the retribution for my crime. Those particular implements had their purpose, making certain that I derived no physical pleasure in the punishment, no endorphin rush, and that for days after I’d have raw wounds to remind me once again of my lowly position. After a year or two living with the consistent message, I learned. Not as quickly as I should have, but I learned, and going toe-to-toe with my owner became less frequent. 


  I have no choice but to back down, comply and submit when I’m given an order. That is a cold hard fact I’d learn fast, or find forced on me. When I found myself fighting off the dangerous urges to resist, I learned to let my natural submissiveness take over and give me pleasure. Fighting what’s become my truth soon became a useless waste of time; and in fact, yielding had its rewards. Although there were times early on when I refused to believe that this was possible; over the years, I grew to be content with the choice I’d made to become Dominick’s slave.


  Lust grew into love, devotion and true passion. In the best days of my slavery I hardly noticed that I was a slave at all. I was willing to do every vile thing my owner required. I even basked in the power I had to move men with my body. Soon, I made it my duty to see that Dominick was well served by my submission, and I took pride in the positive results. I would blame myself for faults and errors, and come to him chagrinned and humbled, demanding that he encourage me with the hard cuts of his cane. I dutifully presented myself for exhibitions before audiences of his sadistic friends who watched with boorishly arrogant expressions as I was demeaned before them. I crawled at their feet, sucked their organs on demand, and suffered through their insults, taking them in as if they were actually true.


  I came to relish the cruel treatment, the depraved sex and the feelings of abject surrender, and for several years, I believed myself lucky to have found a life that I loved in so many remarkable ways. I secretly cherished how I’d risen from the gutter to become a woman I could be proud of. No one knew the actual truth about me but the inner circle of slave owners, traders and users of sex slaves. To the outside world I was a successful rising star in the magazine world; to Dominick and the others like him, I was property.


  I’d joined that sorority of females who have made themselves slaves to their masters, cast myself in a bizarre but titillating world, and the deeper I moved into this incredible sphere, the more satisfaction there was to be gained. The titillation of slavery made it worth the terrible humiliation I’ve often suffered: the times I’ve been ‘outed’ before strangers on Dominick’s whim, or punished like a dog, or forced to suffer pain with no explanation. 


  I have no right to explanations. I have no rights. Dominick can pull me up short with a sweep of his hand. He can startle me back to reality with a brusque putdown. Before a company of strangers, he can promise to beat me if I don’t behave and follow through with his threat. He takes great pleasure at my expense and he’s never apologized for that fact. What master would apologize to his sex slave? The idea is absurd. 


  On occasion when I might become complacent, forgetting in the busyness of my life as a red-hot magazine editor that I am his slave, Dominick will find the time to rein me in, and with amazing swiftness, string me up, punish me with a cruelty that afterwards will make me weep. I am reminded that I am no more than a worthless object and I’d better remember that fact. 


  In the early years, the meticulous training was important to the mental state that needed to be created, to the practices that would be required of me, until slavery was so ingrained in my psyche that it became as much a part of my make-up as the color of my eyes and the crimson hue of my flaming hair.


  Over the past ten years, I’ve played in so many ways with so many people, taken roles I would never have considered in any other place. Though the shackles are real and the submission enforced at the end of a bullwhip, my slavery has given me a feeling of freedom I could know nowhere else. Freedom. Yes! I understand that is a contradiction in terms: that a woman could find freedom within the bounds of slavery seems absurd. But this is a freedom of the mind and body and sexual expression, quite different than the freedom to do and choose as I please. 


  Five years into my slavery I no longer questioned Dominick’s commands, or attempted to overrule his orders. The habits had become second nature, just as Dominick expected. And yet, there was a mounting restlessness in my soul that craved something more. I kept silent, gritted my teeth, moving forward as I’d been trained, hoping the feeling would finally go away. However, sometimes my mind wandered into fantasies where I’d be free of the restrictions that had been placed on me, where I’d be free of slavery altogether. Though I knew these were hopeless daydreams, they haunted my waking hours until I felt them torturing me as much as my slavery did.


  Then, as if Dominick knew some drastic change was needed, our lives took an unexpected shift. 


  The labyrinth was born.


  When Dominick took me to that freakish masquerade ball—that very first convocation of kinky players—the sensation was like walking into a sexual dream filled with joy and excess and sensation unlike any I could find elsewhere. The labyrinth was like no other place on earth. I became profoundly under its spell, driven to new depths of desire and sexual extravagance. 


  Even now I do not understand its hypnotic power. Part of the mystery is that no two females feel the same thing when they become part of the wild sex rites. Some argue that it’s just a charlatan’s trick that makes the experience so wonderfully mysterious, that sets the mind to reeling and the world to suddenly seem off kilter. Others believe that there is real magic at work. Still others insist we’re just expertly brainwashed into our surrender. 


  I have my own point of view.


  As savvy and rational as you likely think I am after reading this account of my life, you might be surprised to know that I do believe there are mystical forces at work at those times and in those places where the labyrinth convenes. I’ve been bruised by entities, attacked by ghosts, driven into inhuman places that either condemn me as mad as the mad hatter or suggest that what I say is true. You don’t have to believe me, I certainly don’t expect a soul to buy my story. Though for me, the evidence of what I say could cover the bookshelves of a sizable library. I’m afraid the documentation is all locked inside my brain. If I were to have more time, I’d love to share with you all that I’ve witnessed and all that I’ve done, evidence that demands that I accept the labyrinth as a most ingenious force of nature. I emphasize ‘force of nature’, as opposed to a place that exists through the will of men. The labyrinth is hallowed ground, a sacred territory carved from the imagination, a place put into motion by unseen forces—perhaps the stars or the planets or wily conjurers capable of shifting the world into strange new ways. I don’t have all the answers, I even doubt that my rational mind is incapable of understanding the labyrinth’s obscure mysteries. However, I’m content to leave my speculation at that, and enjoy the experience without my brain pestering me with questions.


  An interesting fact that I’ve been privy to know—what I stumbled on through pure accident—is that the location for each gathering is determined not by a decision of men but by simple games of chance. About five years ago, a few Dom men, friends and associates of my owner, would gather together on occasional Thursday evenings for games of cards and darts at a tavern somewhere out in the country. This particular dart game was a one-of-a-kind creation that hadn’t been played for years in that old establishment. Instead of darts, small, sharp-pointed knives, known as daggers, were thrown at the target. And instead of the usual round target of concentric circles with the bull’s-eye in the middle, there was a detailed map of certain counties spread over a broad area that included parts of several northeastern states. Unusual to the map were the specific landmarks printed on the document. It was speculated that it had originally been created as a tourist map, pointing out unusual points of interest for curious travelers. The map had been produced in the 1920’s and had hung on the wall of the tavern for many years without much notice, as much of the odd paraphernalia on tavern walls often does. Sometime in the 1940s, a soldier home on leave suggested that it be used for playing darts, and the game became popular amongst the regular customers during WWII. At the time, the game spiced up the usual game of fine motor-coordination and skillful aiming. The first thrower would close their eyes and throw their sharp-pointed dagger at the map. Where that dagger landed would become the night’s target. The game was not all that inventive, but it offered a bit of theatrical fun to this simple pastime.


  However, when the map began to suffer too much damage, the owner of the bar stopped the games and the idea was suspended until after the turn of the 21st century. 


  I listened to the entire story of this unusual game as it was told by a man I saw once and never again. He was a guest in Dominick’s penthouse, attending a gathering of my owner’s sadist friends. There were nearly a dozen men in the room who’d heard tales about some strange happenings of interest to this peculiar crowd.


  I’m quite certain that I was not supposed to have heard this story, but I’m guessing that Dominick may have forgotten where I was. He’d been in a pissy mood that night, and after I’d crossed him with a grouchy attitude of my own, I wound up in a corner, heavily shackled and gagged. Although I couldn’t speak, I could easily listen to the intriguing story in my quiet and unobtrusive corner. 


  After telling about the map and the wartime game of darts, Dominick’s visitor went on to tell of the night when he and several of his friends had begged the bar owner to let them use the map again. Obviously the bar had changed hands over the years, but the story of the game had been passed down as part of the tavern’s lore. Since these few well sauced men were good paying customers, the owner finally relented to their request.


  The target was determined as it had been in the past, when one player closed his eyes and aimed his dart, then the game then went on as usual with a winner and several losers. Afterwards, the evening continued with the usual round of drinks, back-slapping and off-color jokes about females—who would know that the females they verbally demeaned were not just your typical wives and girlfriends but sex slaves these men owned in the same way they did all their other possessions. 


  Before the men went their separate ways that night, two of them took time to notice exactly where the target of the map game had been. A few days later, they were out for the evening—with their slaves in tow—and wandered in the direction of that target. They initially assumed that the building crudely illustrated on the map had disintegrated over time, and were thus quite surprised to discover the abandoned factory was still intact, of a fashion, though it was in a state of disrepair. It appeared to have been a decent sized business in its time, so it warranted mention on that map. Driven by curiosity, the small party looked around the site, venturing into the rundown factory and finding a surprising fascination with the place. 


  From their first sight of the building, a seed was planted in their minds and something powerful stirred them all, including the two females. As they toured the old place, the two complained of spooky feelings, spine-tingling chills, and the uncanny sensation that they were being watched by disembodied spirits. Although the two men scoffed at the idea, the experience became so curiously arousing, so sexually titillating that one of the women laid herself out against a piece of machinery left on the site, inviting the attention of the sadists. Delighted by her spirit of adventure, the men did their job without hesitation, drawing out whips, floggers, ropes and other devices they used to torture the willing female. Quite a scene of sadistic depravity unfolded that went on long into the night. Well after midnight, the abused female was led limping from the building, a weary but sated exhaustion infecting them all. The four swore that the old factory was magic. 


  Some time later the two men told their story to their friends at the tavern and suggested that they try the map game again. Of course, they faced much ridicule for the silly scheme, especially the notion that the place was haunted by spooks or controlled by some demonic force, but they did get their friends to give the game another try, if only to prove that the party of four had probably been drinking too much in the first place. 


  That was pretty much the end of the man’s story. 


  However, I learned later that a second game of ‘map’ darts was played in the country tavern, one that set in motion a night as wild as the first one in the old factory. This time there were nearly a dozen couples there to witness a spectacular exhibition in an old barn; a structure that had survived years of neglect, although it had apparently been renovated at one time and was not quite as derelict as the factory. To up the excitement of the night, the players turned the occasion into a formally organized masquerade ball with simple costumes and feather masks. 


  I know all this because Dominick and I were there that night. 


  He was dressed in leather pants and a coal back t-shirt, I in a long, flowing and nearly transparent gown of brilliant white. When we arrived, the festivities were already underway, with the unbridled cries of beaten women and sexual passion filling the air. Guard dogs, huge mastiffs, roamed the barn and the grounds nearby to guard against unwanted intruders hoping to satisfy their curiosity. 


  As soon as we arrived, I could feel the panic clutching at my throat. “Dear god, Dominick, what is this!” 


  “It’s where we’ll spend the evening,” he came back evenly. 


  “But I-uh…”


  “Hush, girl,” the tenor of his voice rattled my bones. “You have nothing to fear with me.”


  Right. Nothing to fear. 


  I tried to remain calm, but it wasn’t easy. Strangely, though, all my nagging fears only seemed to breed my physical desire. Late at night, on feral earth, with coyotes howling in the distance and huge mastiffs restively pacing the grounds, I was shivering with anticipation and fright like I hadn’t felt since early in my slavery. 


  Instinct and intuition seemed to rule the night. I was so wrapped up in the spirit of the event that it was easy to be influenced by the ferocious atmosphere. I sent my mind to a holding cell and gave my being to the elements of terror. Of course, I was suspect of any claims of real magic—a rational person just can’t think that way and be taken seriously. But things happened that night that would disturb me forever. I saw a woman ravished and taken away on horseback. A stray coyote slipped through the scene unnoticed—except by me. I witnessed terror in my body I’d never known before when, suddenly, I found myself tied to the barn wall and was attacked by a shape that seemed to shift in substance before my eyes so that I could not tell if it were just a man wearing a hood, or some form of primal beast. Since I was too scared to face my attacker with open eyes, I closed my eyes while I was savagely fucked. But in that incomparable moment, the orgasmic shuddering that assailed me came from every part of my body, as if my entire body was being used by the gods.


  I know it sounds insane, but I am reporting exactly how I experienced that awesome attack. Hands raked across my flesh, burning lips seared mine. The being raped me with a large and powerful cock that was as thick and heavy as any that had been thrust into my pussy. I could only lay back, resting my body against the rough barn wall and endure the rough taking. 


  When it was over and I was taken down, I discovered that the white transparent dress had been torn to shreds, and my body was scratched as if I’d been screwed by a wild beast. 


  Sometimes I believe that we’ve brainwashed ourselves into seeing the miraculous and the bizarre; that we trick our eyes and convince ourselves that weird things are transpiring when we’re under the influence of the labyrinth. That might be true. But sometimes the evidence of supernatural things seems too weighty to discount. Maybe we want to believe so badly in these mysteries that we shift the universe with our own thoughts. But maybe there is something else at play as well. I like to take the events as they are, let them unfold, give myself to the experience and not question. When it’s over I’ll come to my own conclusions.


  Although I have several times tried to discuss my experience with Dominick, he flatly refuses to discuss the labyrinth or anything that happens there.


  “You do yourself a disservice analyzing. Let it go, Lana,” he told me after one of the weekends.


  “But I don’t want to let it go!” I snapped. 


  He gazed at me severely. “Well, that’s too bad. Discuss it with your alter-ego, because you won’t with me.”


  At the times, the man can cast me off so cruelly that you’d think he hates me. I know better; it’s just Dominick exercising the dominant prerogative to keep me squarely in check. 


  Having never been given an outlet to discuss my feelings about these weekends—save a few furtive conversations with some of the other women—I’ve come to my opinions with very little input from other players. I’ve weighed the evidence and given the subject a thorough study. In fact, one labyrinth weekend I deliberately stayed as sane as possible just so that I could take it in like an observer, not a participant. Of course, Dominick couldn’t know this, so I had to pretend to be involved when it was me that was being fucked or brutalized. However, I was able to distance myself enough that weekend to form some lasting impressions and give substance to my claims of mystical activity. 


  Again, I saw the unexpected—either my eyes saw what was real, or they were deceived by some clever stratagem. 


  Players disappeared like ghosts. Strangers arose never to be seen again. And even the faces and bodies of those I knew well seemed to shift in shape and size and character so that I thought they are morphing into completely different people. I saw Jewell as a high-priestess in a coven of witches, and Kathryn as an exotic dancer, and Kylie as a madwoman screeching like a hellcat and running with wolves—only to have all three return to normal in an instant. You say, it’s just my own imagination, except that I’ve heard all three women recount incidences when they felt as if their bodies had been changed, the molecules and atoms altered by sex and fear and the forces of the labyrinth. We’ve all thought it was drugs, only to find ourselves a transformed siren one minute, totally sane and lucid the next. 


  If it is not drugs, then what is responsible?


  As I said, I have my opinions. For me they are the truth as I see it.


  I have, however, had to scale back my empirical investigation. During the weekend where I deliberately distanced myself from the action, I thought I’d done a good job in my deception. Obviously, not good enough. The day after the event, Dominick caught me unawares with the comment: “You may think you fooled me, girl, but I know what you did this weekend.” His eyes narrowed as they often did when he was sternly making a point. “Don’t to it again.”


  Here I thought he was so busy with other matters—other women. He must have had a third eye on me the entire time.


  Five years after the labyrinth was born, after many savage weekends of blissful depravity within that spooky realm, I found myself again restless—a deeper feeling than what unsettled me five years before. 


  If slavery were a suit of clothes, it no longer fit my body like the snug glove it once was. 


  I lived with a grating feeling of dissatisfaction for some months, until I finally accepted that I wanted out of my agreement with Dominick. Part of me knew that I was wasting my time dwelling on that thought, but I could not stop myself from long hours contemplating my choices—few as they were. Dominick had always assured me that my slavery was a permanent condition, one that would never change. He’d even made threats to sell me from time to time—I think just to keep me in line. Never once had he wavered, never was there even an inkling that my life could be different in substance from what it was. I’m sure I could have changed jobs, found a new apartment or a new activity that would mix up my days, cured the restlessness for a month or two. I could have suggested a vacation, which I had in the past, and suddenly found myself in the lap of luxury half way around the world. Not a bad result. But still not the freedom I craved. 


  I wanted my liberty, the right to refuse a man sex—including the man I loved; to never again have orders whispered in my ear, ones I’d be forced to obey; to never be called in the middle of the night to unlock my door for a client, or have my quiet weekend at home turned into one I spent on my back giving pleasure to horny men.


  I wanted the right to say no.


  Sadly, how to make that happen, was unclear to me, and very likely not possible.


  With relatively no options available, I finally got bold one evening in the penthouse and stated my case to Dominick in simple terms. “I want my freedom,” I told him bluntly. “I think it’s time.”


  I was sitting on the side of the bed after we’d had sex. He was on his feet.


  The statement stopped him dead in his tracks like few things might, and he looked back at me bewildered, his brow furrowed. “Freedom? Freedom?” He repeated the word, mocking me with his tone of voice. 


  “Yes, you heard me. If there is any way I can earn my freedom, I would beg you to allow me the option of making it real.”


  He studied me, as I’d often seen him do. That in itself was daunting. This large and powerful man still had the power to make me quake deep, to desire his cock again when he’d only just fucked me. I could have seen myself slipping to my knees in a pose of worship as he considered what I’d just said. But no feeling, no desire seemed more important to me than the desire for freedom that I’d so simply stated. 


  He said nothing for the longest time, and I finally jumped back in, “Is it possible? Is there any way…?”


  “No. Absolutely not,” he cut me off. “You’re my slave. And right now you’re lucky I don’t force you into two weeks groveling on your belly just to remind you of that fact. I could even put you on the auction block. There are a lot of options I could choose, but giving you your freedom is not one. You’d better hope that just telling me about your personal angst doesn’t piss me off enough to do something rash.”


  I nodded meekly, knowing that I’d done all I could do. The rest was up to him, though it seemed that I had my answer.


  That was where I found myself some months later when the silent Dominick slipped into my apartment, using his key, while I waited anxiously for him to appear. Our brief discussion about my freedom had long since skipped my mind, though I know that the feelings, the hunger for my release had not in any way waned. 


  When Dominick finally arrived at the door of my bedroom, he was still sipping his drink, swirling the ice so it clinked lightly against the side of the glass. 


  “You’re awake,” he peered in at me and offered up a smile more winsome than it was cheering. 


  “Yes, and waiting for you.”


  He was deep in thought and not moving an inch from where he stood. Whatever he wanted to say would have to wait until he was ready to say it, and no manner of prompting him would make him move any faster. Thus I waited patiently, squirming a bit under the covers so he could see that I was ready for him to make his move. I was clearly horny, which was pretty typical of nights when he stalked my apartment before finally coming to bed. He liked me aroused and ready. But sex was not the first thing on his mind.


  “Several weeks ago, Lana, you told me that you wanted your freedom.”


  “Yes, yes, I did.” This was not what I expected to hear, and my voice quavered, no different than my entire body. He’d chosen not to take me down with a good thrashing, or lock me in a cage or closet or do something else to re-instill my submission. But that didn’t mean he wasn’t just biding his time, waiting for the right moment and that moment had finally arrived. 


  “Well, there may be a way,” he said, and he took another sip of his drink.


  “What!” I sat up and stared at him stunned. 


  He smiled bigger now. “You never believed I would say that.”


  “You’re right about that. But what has…”


  “What has changed my mind?” He finally approached the bed and sat down. “I guess it’s pretty typical actually. There’s a woman who’s caught my eye.”


  “Oh?” I didn’t know whether to be glad about this or jealous.


  “I want you to help me seduce her. She’s been West’s task so far, but his roughness is not creating the attitude that I desire. He’s boorish at times, even a little clumsy. I think a softer seduction would be a good thing at this point.” 


  “You can’t seduce her yourself?”


  “I’m sure I could. But I’d rather have you soothe the waters, Lana. I want your imprint on the girl’s soul. That way I’ll have the best of you both, and I lose nothing.”


  My body to flush excitedly. “You’re serious?”


  “I am. Have I ever lied to you?”


  “No, not really.”


  “After Evie’s last visit to the labyrinth she’s balking at returning. The scenes in the barracks stirred her up even more than we expected they would. I want you to convince her that attending is what she has to do in order to have what she desires.”


  “And that is you?”


  “Yes.” He waited for this to sink in, then added, “I want you to set up an interview for the magazine, which would be perfectly appropriate since she’s an up and coming young dancer. It might be somewhat of a shock when she first sees that you were one of the women in the barracks’ attic, but I’m sure you can finesse your way through a plausible explanation.”


  “Evie? That Evie?” I looked at him dumbfounded.


  “Yes, that Evie.”


  “Oh my!”


  “Does that bother you?”


  “No, not really. I just would have imagined…a different woman.”


  “I’m a man of surprises,” he said, and he ruffled my hair with his hand and then kissed me tenderly on the mouth as if I was the love of his life. 


  “But what do I tell her? What do I say?”


  “I’ll leave that as your next challenge, slave. If you want your freedom badly enough, you’ll figure out a way to seduce her back into our world. Just remember, there is a time frame in play here. It must be accomplished by the end of the next labyrinth convocation.”


  “And when is that?”


  He chuckled. “Have you ever been privy to that bit of information before the fact?”


  “No, sir.”


  “Well, again, you’ll have to keep that in mind as you plan your seduction. Even if I did know myself, I wouldn’t tell you.”


  ***


  Two weeks later, Evie arrived for the interview we’d set up for her through the dance company. One look at me and the shock registered immediately, but before she could stammer something she’d likely regret, I kindly pulled her into my office and showed her to a chair. A compliant girl, she didn’t refuse.


  The feel of my hands on her shoulder seemed to soothe her, as if she remembered how I’d soothed her that night in the attic. But was it a good memory or one she wanted to forget? I was reminded that my task was not an easy one.


  While I took my seat, she stared at me aghast, her eyes never drifting for a second. I could feel the turmoil in her so like what I’d experienced myself when thrust into a frightening situation. “This is an interview, isn’t it?” she blurted out the moment I sat down.


  Her face was a bit like an angel’s. So white, so fair, so pure and flawless. Many women would die for such unblemished skin. Her hair was arranged in a bun atop her head—very ballet like—although tiny tendrils of loose hair created a soft halo about her face that added to her angelic appearance. The fact that I’d seen her in very different circumstances—as in climbing up a whip on her belly—made for quite a contrast in my own mind. Also made me wonder what she was thinking, now that we’d jumbled our two lives together. Juxtaposing the strongly erotic parts of ones life in a real world setting can be disturbing. I have faced it often enough in my own life; although at the beginning of my slavery, Dominick provided me so many occasions where my two worlds collided that the differences eventually disappeared, making for just one blended world. I had to take myself back in time, put myself in Evie’s tiny shoes in order to appreciate the angst she was feeling. I felt a little sorry for her, and yet, if she wanted to play in Dominick’s world then this was something she’d have to get used to.


  Moved by her anxiety, I replied to her desperate inquiry with a sympathetic, “Of course this is an interview. And it’s a real magazine, and I’m a real editor, working at a real job that I dearly love and, I might add, owe to the man who owns me.” I cocked my head and smiled warmly.


  Evie’s eyes grew wide again. As I figured, the mention of being owned would definitely rouse her. 


  “Then it’s true? You are a…a slave,” she could barely get the word out.


  “I am. And I’m also a magazine editor. And I would dearly love to interview you as the remarkable dancer you’ve become. I’m sorry that I haven’t been to any of your performances, but I have been doing my homework, reading everything there is to know about the young phenom Evie Poulin. You’re quite a talent, just the kind of rising star our readers love to hear about. Personally, I’m always in awe of artists like yourself. I haven’t an artistic bone in my body” She blushed as she listened; this was good. My mood was loving and generous, as if I were enveloping her in my arms, which I would dearly have enjoyed. I wanted her to recall how my whispering voice in the attic soothed away her fears. That scene was not exactly scripted, although earlier that evening, Alec West had taken me aside and told me that later he’d need me to help keep her calm. She was being tested to see if she would be good slave material. It all makes sense now; Dominick’s scheme to own Evie had been in the works even then, though I had no clue at the time. 


  Was the motherly aura working to calm her? Since it was hard to tell, I continued in the same vein. “How about I get us some tea to share. My assistant Sophie brought in some wonderful chai. Would you like to try it?”


  She nodded, “Yes, thank you,” and I could feel her energy softening another degree.


  I buzzed my assistant, “Sophie, would you get Miss Poulin and me a cup of tea, and maybe some of those small lemon cookies. Not too many, though.” I winked at the girl as I spoke, then settled all my attention on her once I was off the phone.


  Though the wary look in her eyes did not disappear, nor did her bout of nervous fear, she seemed willing to stay. If I could have slipped her a little something in the tea, I would have, but then that would be cheating.


  I’m not sure what made her to remain for the long list of questions I was to pose. I hope it was because I had won her over with my empathic performance. I would have naturally done the same for anyone I was interviewing, but there was particular pressure on me for this interview, and I hoped that I didn’t sound as strained and anxious as I truly felt.


  We enjoyed our tea and cookies with a casual conversation, then I jumped directly into the interview. We both seemed to enjoy the casual back and forth, and the next hour went by so fast that I was stunned when I looked up at the clock. All that time, I was waiting for just the right opening, one that would lead me into the territory of my life and her submission. But how to segue between her career as a ballet dancer and her interest in kinky sexuality; the two subjects seemed mutually exclusive of one another. As luck would have it, Evie solved that dilemma herself. In the midst of a question about her greatest influences in the dance world, she suddenly changed gears and looked up at me with a puzzled expression.


  “You know the black man…”


  “The black man?” I sat back, rightly surprised by the sudden shift. 


  “Yes. The one at the…the weekend thing? Tall, very handsome. I’m sorry, but I’m not very good at descriptions. He’s sort of like this vibrant presence sculpted in granite.”


  “So what about him?”


  “I don’t know a thing about him, but the way he comes and goes from my life, I swear he’s magic.”


  “Comes and goes from your life? And he does this how?”


  “He’s been at my recitals, and some of the major performances of the ballet, nearly two years now. He just pops up out of nowhere with his eyes so fixed on me that I feel as though he’s staring into my soul. Then he’s suddenly gone—I’ve started to doubt if he’s even there. When I saw him in the warehouse that night, I practically panicked. And then, months later, he’s at that awful Army barracks.” She blushed and nervously put a lock of stray hair behind her ear. “I never get a chance to get close to him. Either Alex whisks me away, or the man just disappears into thin air. Then there’s all those rules about keeping silent that have me so scared that I probably wouldn’t even open my mouth if he was close enough to speak to. You do know who I’m talking about?”


  “Yes, I believe I know the man you’re describing.”


  “Is he real?”


  I laughed. “Of course he’s real. What would you like to know about him?”


  “Is he, well, is he safe…it almost feels like I’m being stalked, and yet, I don’t feel any danger. In fact, quite the opposite. Is he…I mean should I be worried?”


  “I assure you, he’s not dangerous in the slightest. He’s one of the most sane and rational people I know. But he is a slave owning sadist.”


  She looked so shaken that, for a moment, I feared that I’d come on too strong—‘slave owning sadist’. Was that too blunt?


  “May I ask you another question?”


  “Certainly.”


  “Having seen you during those weekends, and knowing that you’re a-a sex slave…what I’d really like to know is what it is like to live in that world. I mean, if you would know that sort of thing.”


  “You mean what it’s like to be a man’s slave?”


  She looked so frail to me that I worried she might just disintegrate and blow away on the next gust of air.


  “Well, yes, maybe that is what I want to know.” She looked at me, waiting for a reply, while I took a moment to cagily observe her. Feeling that the conversation required a little more intimacy, I moved from my chair, and casually wandered to the front of my desk where I leaned back against it in a familiar way that I hoped would feel natural and comfortable for her. Her nervous jitters were even more noticeable up close, although rather than making me anxious, they were arousing my own desires for this delicate beauty. I could see why Dominick was so smitten. What a word! Smitten. To think that my Dominick could be smitten seemed silly, but after just one conversation with the girl, ‘smitten’ made perfect sense. She was one of the most ‘sub’ females I’d ever met…a real innocent charmer with just enough of a feral cat in her character to make her a very interesting study, and the perfect dream girl for a man like my master. 


  I think she was nearly in tears. I watched her white hands one moment clasp together in her lap, suddenly break apart and cling to the sides of her chair, her knuckles whitening as she held fast to her seat. Yes, delicate was a good way to describe her, and a master like Dominick might be ‘smitten’ with such a rare treasure as Evie, but did she even belong in a slave’s world?


  “So, Evie, are your only experiences with sexual submission been when you’ve been to the labyrinth?” 


  “That’s what you call it? The sex orgy?” She blushed and bowed her head. If even this was hard for her, I couldn’t see how we could go much further before she’d be entirely freaked out.


  “Yes, the labyrinth; that’s how it’s commonly known. A good name, I think.”


  “Yes. I guess so. And yes, that is my only experience like that. In that sort of setting, with those people…though I have had some unusual fantasies for a long time. It’s a little scary actually.”


  “And what is it that frightens you?”


  “That my fantasies are actually not fantasies at all…”


  “Ah, yes! The labyrinth is the place where fantasies like ours come to life.”


  “Oh! This is so embarrassing!” Her palms flew up and covered her face as she bowed her head. 


  I reached out and gently pulled them away, until the girl finally looked up at me. “Evie, please, you don’t need to be ashamed with me. I’m a fulltime slave by my own choice, a decision that I will never regret. I’ve known shame and humiliation as profound as that terrifying moment you climbed Billy’s whip. It’s a rare and beautiful moment for women like us.”


  “Ohmygod, you saw that?”


  “Yes, I was there. And you were amazing.”


  “I still can’t believe I did that. I’ve never done anything so…so…” 


  Looking as if she was about to cry, she tugged at my heartstrings. But no! There was no time for sentimentality; I had to keep going. The choice was clear to me with my future depending on the outcome of this meeting.


  “Depraved? You’ve never done anything so depraved,” I offered up the appropriate word rather bluntly. It’s one that certainly stuns, but it does work well to describe what happens in the labyrinth.


  “Yes, yes…depraved.” She could barely repeat the word. “I just can’t imagine—” Her face screwed up in a pained grimace. 


  “So, you didn’t enjoy yourself?”


  “Not at all!”


  “Oh now, Evie, think about it. Be honest with yourself.” Though I dropped my hold on her and leaned back again, my eyes didn’t waver from her quivering form. For the moment, it was clear that I’d captivated her imagination, but there was so much further to go. “If you’re honest, you know that submission is a drug, and once you have it, you can’t just throw it off. There are places of surrender even deeper and more profound than you’ve already experienced. Feelings that you can know nowhere else. You discover a power that few women would dare touch. You have a gift for surrender, Evie. I’ve seen you fight it, like that scene outside the old asylum.” She winced at the mention of it. “Yes, you had an audience, but a loving one, at least your fellow slaves looked on appreciating what you were put through that day. And what happened afterwards? Did the ordeal not create a mood of surrender? Weren’t you taken away to that other, sweeter world? Your eyes were so filled with longing and need as you made that journey up Billy’s whip that you had the entire room enthralled by the exhibition.” 


  I could feel urgency and hunger dripping from her parted mouth, and in her eyes was an expression of longing that made me want to reach out and take her into my arms. I knew I had her within my grasp, but I kept my distance, allowing her desire to build.


  “You have to go again when you get the call from Mr. West. You must, or you’ll be dishonoring yourself. Don’t let any one man spoil the experience. If it’s the black man you want then you have to go after him. You may think that it’s the men who hold all the cards, who have all the power, do all the choosing in the labyrinth…but they are not. They can satisfy their need because we choose them…I mean, if they can’t have our hearts, then what good are our bodies? If it is the black man you desire, if he has watched you, if you two have made a connection, then you must let this play out. You can’t let your fears get in the way of an experience you have secretly craved your entire life.”


  “You think I’ve craved this?”


  “You practically told me as much. I know it’s sometimes hard to accept the passions that drive us, but it is so much better for us when we do. You can’t deceive yourself and be happy. I know, I’ve been through the same halting thoughts myself, before I gave myself to my desires.” I wasn’t about to tell her that I’d made the life altering decision to become Dominick’s slave in less than forty-eight hours. Even I know how rash that decision was. 


  “You think that’s right for me…to just let this happen?”


  “Ask yourself. Go inside. Can you honestly say that your times in the labyrinth haven’t been some of the most real and pleasurable moments of your life?”


  “Oh, you are right,” she sighed. “I know I can’t ignore this.”


  I sighed so deeply inside that I hoped she didn’t notice the look of relief on my face. “That’s very good, Evie. That’s good that you understand.”


  “Isn’t it funny that I’m meeting you for an interview about my dancing and we end up talking about this?”


  “Sometimes the more surprising, even coincidental things happen when you tap into your real desires. Events get set in motion that can begin no other way. If it all seems magical, well maybe it is.”


  Talking this way was a gamble, but I seemed to have caught her attention. 


  “But aren’t there other ways for me to meet the man? I mean, if I could just sit down and talk to him the way I’m talking to you. Go out to dinner… you know, normal things.”


  I chuckled. “You’d just be a bundle of nerves and get all tongue tied. My advice is allow this to play out and enjoy it.” I leaned in almost conspiratorially, “Eventually, you’ll meet him in a more normal environment. But for now, just let the labyrinth take you to him. You have desires that are aching to be realized; these are as important to him as they are to you. You’ve only tasted submission in that place, and there is so much more, so much more…and you can’t stop now. You’ll gladly go next time Alec comes to collect you and I promise that your experience will bring you to the man you seek. I can promise that.”


  “You can?”


  I nodded.


  She looked at me through glassy eyes. And when I saw the belief in them, I could almost see my own freedom staring me in the face. I would make this happen for Evie and for me. I would. 


  ***


  “You know your instructions?” he said. 


  “I know what I will do,” I answered. 


  “It will not be as easy as you think, Lana. This is not the same game we’ve played before. The rules are stricter, the stakes high, and you will have to suffer through this yourself before you can hope to have any influence on Evie.”


  “And you doubt I can handle it?” My show of confidence was my suit of armor, and yet underneath I was quaking like a scared rabbit.


  “I don’t doubt that you’ll give it your best, although you might wonder before it’s over if I haven’t just set you up to fail.”


  I feared that too, but then had to wonder if he was only trying to scare me more than I already was. 


  Dominick smiled warmly and placed his hand affectionately on my cheek, then he opened the door of the Jeep and let me escape into the labyrinth. 


  Five acres of woods, of trees and streams, hedges and stone fences make up the elaborate maze created sometime in the last century. Myths and legends are born in places like this one. You enter, as always, with the sound of barking dogs creeping into the consciousness. The dogs will run free, I was told; though harmless beasts, they will frighten the easily terrorized and add another layer of the fantastic to this season’s festival of darkness. The woods creak in the wind and that wind stirs the rattling leaves on this late summer’s eve. As I stare into the winding maze, I shudder, wondering if I can earn my freedom or I’ll be lost to the chains and collar and the auction block that await me if I don’t.


  Part of me revels in the likelihood that I’ll once again be kicked down to my knees and forced into more depravity at the hands of strangers. Part of me despairs for the same reason. I do want out. I do. Though with Dominick testing my resolve it will not be easy if it’s possible at all.


  I start out slowly, walking between hedges, finding myself surrounded by towering privet. I can see but only a few feet in front of me, and as I navigate these barriers, the turns and the twists that confront me only add to my anxiety. Dominick has dressed me in a short toga that catches against thorns and brush, and I have to tug hard to pull it free, as if the privet intends to suck me in. Though my bare feet stumble on the pebbly path, I have to ignore the discomfort and press forward. 


  Looking back, I know that I’ve already lost my way. From somewhere in the distance I can hear the screams of the women who entered before me, but what takes place to prompt those screams eludes me for the moment. I see nothing but thick, dark walls of verdant green closing in around me. I must move forward.


  Although I was given a head start on Evie, who I’m told will arrive later, I have only a short time inside the maze to acclimatize myself to the obstacles we’ll both face. Never in five years have I faced this sort of challenge when in the labyrinth. There have always been walls and structure, and though unusual things have been known to happen, there has been no event that has been as open-ended as this one.


  For the drama of the weekend to finally end, all the females entering this creepy habitat will either free themselves by making it to the far end of the nightmarish maze or they’ll be been captured and imprisoned. What awaits us in either event is unknown, as is my fate. Even if I do give Dominick his Evie crawling on her knees, what guarantee do I have that I’ll be granted my freedom? He could easily find reason to rescind that flimsy promise of freedom; there was never any sure declaration, certainly no signed commitment, no contract signed in blood. I’m on my own to hope that the goodness of the man’s heart will see the wisdom in my desire and grant me what I’ve asked for. I’ve given him all he’s asked for ten years. I’ve been his dutiful slave; I have submitted to his demands—even though reluctantly at first; I succumbed at every turn. I’ve been a stellar slave by all standards of comparison. I know this and so does he. He can hardly fault me, having given him so little to complain about. I only ask for a chance to earn a new life.


  I don’t know how many times I’ve gone through this litany in the last couple weeks. I know this is just an attempt to rationalize something that is inherently irrational. But this is what I do inside my heart as I move deeper into the maze of hedges. The justifications give me hope. The self-talk helps me keep my wits about me. If it were any other labyrinth event, I would have thrown myself whole-heartedly into the madness, letting go of my mind. If only I were so lucky this time. I’m bursting at the seams with thoughts and desires running rampant; I can barely think straight—which has to be my aim. Evie will be inside this place soon enough, and I must intercept her with a head that’s clear and free of fear.


  If the task were only that simple…


  At every turn, there are decisions to be made: right or left? Go back or plow forward? Go for the sound of voices or avoid them? How will I ever find the girl? How would she find me? If only I’d been given some warning. This is madness!


  The receding daylight fails to shine down through the trees; my eyes meet shades of black and white as if I’ve just entered into an old movie. Flickering images pass before me. The terrain changes, the corridors of the maze widen, then lengthen into tunnels that seemed to have no end, until I abruptly run into a brick wall and am forced to turn back. But go back how far? I continue at a breakneck speed, flinging off panic as I move, darting into a small opening between hedges that eluded me before. Making another abrupt turn, I suddenly find myself inside a long but wide corridor of stately trees, surrounded by the inner borders of the maze. I stop, taking a deep breath, and see some distance away, several women running toward the far wall, their faces filled with terror and the enormous mastiffs chasing at their heels. The barking, screaming sounds of chaos knock the breath from my body and I have to lean against a tree to calm myself. Danger looms before me; I can feel it, sense it, even taste it on my tongue, something sour, even acrid. The air reeks of scents that give rise to memories so deep that I swear they come from long before I was born, from some primitive existence, long forgotten now.


  If I could only turn back. But that would gain me nothing. 


  I know I cannot stop. Though there is no hungry dog pushing me forward, I can feel an urgency pressing at my back, as if Dominick himself were nudging me forward with his hand. Deciding that this open space in the maze may be the one place where I can wait for Evie to appear, I move toward the center of the circular area, running in sure steps across the grassy path before me—much easier to traverse than the rocky stones inside the maze. I dart behind trees, hoping they will provide me some degree of safety from the terror that drives the other women from this place.


  But I can’t linger long. Some inner urging demands that I move forward. I have to press on. I have to stay sane. Yes, stay sane, Lana! Think clearly! Don’t let your guard down… not now, not ever… The self talk goes on relentlessly, though amidst the commotion, it only lays the groundwork for confusion, hallucination, mayhem…I almost feel my mind tumbling into an abyss.


  Then something catches at the toga and my body flies forward, a dozen pictures pass before my eyes in that split second, and as if the earth has risen up to greet me, my face, my chest, my thighs smack against the green and the light goes out.




  Chapter Seven


  Dominick 


  Perhaps I have loved her, perhaps not. I have a way of idealizing women until they are incapable of meeting my expectations. I’m sure I did this to Megan, the slave before I happened to stumble onto Lana McCarron. Megan followed all the rules, she played the game like a perfectly dutiful slave, but she grew tiring. Some say, they all do eventually. It was certainly true of Megan, but that did not stop my enthusiasm for seeking the true permanency in my relationship with Lana. I suppose it was not so much that I tired of Lana as I knew that she would grow increasingly disgruntled with slavery. I suspected as much from the very start—this woman would not become more slavish as she matured. There has been too much ego, too many hopes and dreams inside her pretty package to expect that she would contently submit forever. Even as loosely as I framed our agreement, there was just not enough room for both my desires and her fantasies to happily reside for a lifetime.


  Although I knew that life with her wouldn’t last like the blissful nirvana that I envisioned, she has been my favorite slave so far. I realized I chose more with my crotch than my head when I chose Lana. Alec told me that. The first time she entered his labyrinth world he informed me that she’d be a big mistake. ‘Just learn from it, Dominick,’ he said, as his sardonic smile creased his lips.


  How interesting that both Lana and I knew when it was time to move on.


  Evie will be easier to contain. She has a one track mind when it comes to her career. The total perfection of the dance is not unlike the perfection sought by a good sex slave. Both take focus, discipline and a healthy masochistic streak. Had I taken the time to think through my impulsive offer to Lana ten years ago, I might have steered myself away from her and chosen a different woman. 


  But then, Evie was not yet in my sights. I cannot regret what I have done, or how Lana will lead me into the arms of the woman who will take her place. But I have to hope that I have not made the game so difficult for my slave to win that neither of us achieves our goal. There were other ways to make this work, simple and more straight-forward ones, but I’ve never run my life that way. I prefer to live by less rational rules, to look for accidents and happenstance, intuition and intrigue to dictate my next move. 


  It is just odd this time, that I’m less trusting than I’ve been before in the influence of magic to produce the results I’m after. This time the outcome matters more to me than it has at other times. I fear losing the prize I so desire. I’m unaccustomed to fear, and this time it’s very real: a fear rarely grabs after me like a hungry wolf. 


  I have obviously given the girl Evie too much power over me. But then, she doesn’t know that. If I end up owning her, I will have to be cautious with my emotions, especially in the first years. The training will be a tough but delicate dance for both the dancer and her teacher. I’ve never given myself a project quite like Evie. But now that I’ve set the scheme in motion, I’ll have to sit back and wait for my dear Lana to work her trickery before I’ll be able to work my own.




  Chapter Eight 


  Evie


  I don’t recall the first time I laid eyes on the black man, but it almost seems as if I’ve known him forever. Were there dreams before the actual sightings? I struggle to remember but any knowledge of him through my vivid dreams just slips away before I have my answer. I even grapple to remember if he was there the night that Joel took me to the club on River and 6th streets. I can’t be sure, but my mind seems to insert his face into the myriad of faces that swarmed around me that night. 


  I suppose that it’s easy to see him in that setting—he certainly belongs there. The same sort of extreme sex takes place in the dirty building they call The Rose—rose as in soft petals, sweet fragrance and brutal thorns. Joel thought it would be a gas to see what the perverts do. I can’t quite understand why my boyfriend would even think of such a thing; it was so different from his usual tree-hugging environmentalist politics and all his obsessive blogging. We went to satisfy whatever kinky streak he had, though it was such a cursory visit that I hardly got a chance to lap up the atmosphere. What he didn’t know is that while he was into ridiculing the collars and chains set, I was salivating on those that wore them. I was like the kid who’d just walked into a new candy store with a whole array of confections laid out before her. Of course the candy has a steep price, and one that I was not willing to pay. To lay out my fantasies for Joel to mock was the last thing I wanted to do. I made the mistake of being too eager the night he smacked my bottom while we were having sex. I never heard the end of it, despite the number of times I’ve tried to assure him that I have no interest in kinky sex. No interest in kinky sex with him.


  But with other men? With Alec West? Hum. Desire is a beautiful thing when it’s not being ridiculed by those who have no understanding about how it works. 


  Alec is not a nice man. He’s crude and demanding and impossible to reason with. I’ve given him my body and still he doesn’t seem satisfied. He discards me after we make love like I’m so much trash. So why do I bother? Because he promises me my dreams come true—as long as I let him lead and ask no questions. 


  I liked his attention at the start and there is certainly no lack of sexual appeal for me. All the descriptions of tall, dark and handsome fit him perfectly, so of course I was like a blushing schoolgirl, letting him woo me. He touches me and my body spasms. The sound of his voice makes me quake. After that first date in the boulangerie I would have taken him home and let him use me. I’m sure he knew this since I’m not very good at hiding feelings of desire. But is all this because of who he is, or because he claims to know the black man of my imaginings? I went with him to his soiree—just because I was pissed off at Joel—and found that remarkable world again with the same kinds of perversion that had flashed before me at River and 6th streets. And there I saw the black man once again. This was too incredible to be believed! Or so I thought.


  When I mentioned the black man to Alec, he assured me that he’d make an introduction, meanwhile, he diverted my attention with an unexpected love affair. I call it an affair because I don’t know how else to describe it. We date. But we rarely kiss and we never make love—not unless we go to one of his wild parties. I fight him on this, hoping that we can just have a normal dating relationship, but he ignores my pleas. And yet, once inside those crazed places, Alec forces me to do things, to crawl and beg and suffer the most profound humiliation. I say I hate it, but I don’t. I cry, I weep, I assure him that I’ll never go back, but I know I will. If only to see the black man again. If only to have Alec introduce us.


  But I’ve learned that nothing is that easy with Mr. West. He assures me that the black man knows who I am and that I’ll eventually meet him, but I’ve begun to doubt that’s true. In fact, I told Alec that I wouldn’t go back again, that if he wants a relationship with me it has to be more than my accompanying him to his soirees. Since then, he’s had my mind all screwed up. One minute I think he no longer cares about me, then suddenly he’ll walk into the performance hall, seek me out and lead me to some private place where he’ll prove to me how much I still desire what he offers. A few days ago, he arrived right after the rehearsal was over, as I was about to change in my dressing room. He grabbed me by the ass and pushed me through the cavernous area behind the stage. I literally couldn’t see inside the velvet drapes that enveloped our bodies. When we came to the back wall, he shoved me into the cement and started stripping away my leotard. I wanted to give in, but my body would not allow it until he angrily pinned me to the wall with his huge form and whispered in my ear, “Either you submit to me without a fight, or you’ll be left to fend for yourself naked—because I will take your clothes with me when I’m done.” 


  I shuddered right down to my bones! This kind of talk clears my head of all uncertainty. If nothing else I’ve learned that a man like Alec can, with his unambiguous commands, cut through my hesitation faster than a whole string of imploring arguments. I like to be ruled, to be told what to do. If I have to figure out life on my own, I tend to get mixed messages. Desire and fear are such close companions in me that I can’t often tell the difference. 


   Of course, I gave in. He wanted me, I wanted him. This was what I’d asked for—of a fashion. In his seething, pissed off voice, he made me raise my hands to the wall above my head. “And keep them there,” the threat was unmistakable, and did everything that a threat like this will do—which is make me yield. 


  He whipped out a knife—or something very sharp if it was not a knife—and began to run it over my naked body. I began to orgasm long before he was finished. As he was running it down across my armpits, I shuddered so deeply that he stopped, put his hand to my throat and with lips at my ear, he curtly said: “Don’t move, Evie. I can’t see much better than you, and I don’t think either of us would enjoy the moment if you ended up with blood dripping down your thigh.” Although there was a dim gray light surrounding us, he was right, I couldn’t allow that knife to slip. Unfortunately, that made his knife play more difficult to bear. No room to move a muscle, to gasp for breath, to let my body respond as it naturally desired to do. By the time he put the knife away and ran his fingers over the flesh he’d just explored at knife point, I was frantic with arousal. 


  I wanted to beg. But in Alec’s world, begging is forbidden. A woman waits for her pleasure. A man may give it generously, or they may take away with no warning and no recourse. 


  My desire built and so did his. Once the foreplay was over, he withdrew his cock, and lifting me by the thighs so my back rested against the wall, he entered me with long, steady thrusts—a dozen maybe before he crushed me with his torso and came. I smothered my face in his shoulder to prevent my cries from leaking into the atmosphere of the performance hall. Suddenly, there was not a moment to spare. As soon as he pulled out of me with his cock dripping onto my thigh, we heard Nan calling to me from beyond the curtains. 


  “I guess you’d better get going, darling,” he whispered, as he stuffed his cock back inside his pants. 


  I fished for the leotard on the floor and found it at my feet. To scramble back inside the twisted thing wasn’t easy, and I’m sure when Nan saw me coming from the far side of the stage where no one ever goes, that she wondered what I’d been doing. What choice did I have but to brush her off and ignore the strange look? 


  Alec was already long gone, though he’d left me with the impression that he’d continue to assault me any time he chose to have me. Was this any different than one of his weekend adventures? Or was I just trading one form of coolly detached eroticism for another? 


  After this last incident, I was convinced that I’d end my association with Alec West. He hadn’t produced the black man and I had no reason to believe that eventually he would.


  But then the interview, and Lana McCarron, and my desires came roaring back. By the time I left her office my mind was changed again. The nameless black man, the phantom from countless dreams and daydreams seemed closer to me than he’d ever been. If I followed Lana’s advice I would have him. 


  As soon as Alec’s number appeared on my cell phone, I jumped on the call. Days riddled with obsession finally ended with my agreeing to meet him on Friday evening just two weeks after we’d had sex in the performance hall. 


  ***


  The stars were so thick that they swam before my eyes, but there was still not much light to show me the way through the maze. 


  “You go from one side to the other and I’ll meet you there.”


  I looked back at Alec’s smiling face. “I just walk through the maze until I find you?” 


  “That’s how it works. A little scary maybe, but I promise you’ll survive.” When he wanted to talk nice, he could make me do just about anything. Not only had he persuaded me to walk into that haunted labyrinth, he managed to strip me of my clothes, so as I entered the woods amongst the tall trees I was naked. 


  This was how my night began. 


  I moved erratically through the shifting universe of the maze having no idea where I was headed. I swear I’d met the trees and shrubs before, everything looked the same, every turn I’d taken just like the one before. My steps were halting, my trek way too slow, I knew that. But I had to wait for the clouds to clear overhead so that I could see to navigate my way through the dark night. My head was a little dizzy, reminding me that I didn’t eat but a small bowl of cereal at breakfast and it had been nearly twelve hours since I’d had any food. I had a terrible fear of falling over in a faint and never finding my way to the other side, or to Alex or the black man…or any kind of rescue at all. 


  I groped my way through a thicket of creeping vines, feeling their branches scratching at me like claws. There were shapes before my eyes that made me sure that an attack was imminent. I started to scream, but a hand came down over my mouth and I was lifted away by not one man but two, yes two: one with my legs, the other holding my torso. With my head cradled against the one man’s naked chest, I felt his strong muscles expand and contract as we traveled though the darkness. Finally, we moved out into the open, something I could tell because the air was not so close. I could breathe deeper and smell the fresh scent of something clean riding in on the wind. I was okay as long as I was carried above the ground, but when I found my feet back on the cool earth, all the terror that grabbed at my ankles, that clawed at my toes, that invaded my gut, tore away any assurance that I was safe. 


  Ropes surrounded me. A blindfold slipped over my eyes. I was fastened against something scratchy: a tree trunk, a tall granite monolith, a fence post? Exactly what became my jail is something I’ll never know, but I understood the effect through my entire body; though nerves that buzzed with fear and pores that sweat and a heart that raced too fast. The pain unleashed was hard and merciless. In my mind’s eye, I saw a dozen angry whips, taking turns as I received the first real beating of my life. I’d dreamt of that moment, a scene of breathless intensity that would bring me face to face with the desire locked in my body, and the man of my dreams to make it real. If only my hands had been free, I could have yanked the blindfold from my eyes and seen the truth. 


  Would I like what I saw? 


  As I strained against the ropes they cut into my flesh. Every futile jerk and twist only added to my agony, but I couldn’t stop. At some point it had to end…didn’t it? Or had I figured wrong? Had I just fallen into a nightmare of endless torture? 


  When I felt the man’s hand on my pussy, I couldn’t stop myself from gasping, nor could I stop the wild cry that lifted into the night when he jabbed my sex with his stiff erection. All that I know is that it was not Alec fucking me. A disembodied spirit, maybe? A real man? Either one made sense on that horrible night, but I knew it was not Alec. The feel of his cock I can never forget. 


  Those that filled my sex used me hard, taking from my body what they demanded, regardless of the hurt. By the time my attackers disappeared, I was beginning to think that I’d been fucked back to sanity. But then something nipped at my bound feet and I started to scream. Something crawled up my leg, something ruffled my hair, something whispered in my ear. It’s then that the shock of my predicament overwhelmed me.


  I awakened to the scent of a woman, to her soft touch and a whispering voice that told me, “He’s here, Evie, waiting for you. He’s here,” the voice went on until I was orgasming to the thought of him, my body bucking on air, my whole crotch tightening as if his cock were inside me to be milked. 


  He’s here, Evie, waiting for you, waiting for you now…


  “No turning back, Evie,” the voice came again, like a sensuous cloud enfolding me in those lovely words.


  No turning back, Evie… again and again, the lilting contralto assured me. 


  Until I suddenly heard the sound of my own voice, I failed to realize that I was repeating back the woman’s words. My body was bucking even harder as another orgasm ripped through me. 


  “If you’re ready to have him…”


  “Yes, yes, I’m ready to have him!” I heard myself screaming at the top of my lungs. 


  “Shussssssh!”


  But it was a man’s voice this time, a man’s lips at my ear, a man’s breath and body I smelled, just as I would have imagined him… 


  “Quiet, girl,” his whispering voice reverberated through me. “I will see you on the other side.”


  Then he moved away and it was Lana’s hands that worked the knots, unbound my body and took me into her arms, where I collapsed sobbing, finally freed from captivity. 


  “No, Evie, don’t, not now,” she suddenly pushed me back. “We can’t stop now.”


  She swept the blindfold away and took my hand, moving from the open area where I’d been bound and diving back into the maze again.


  “I don’t want to go there!” I screamed. “Please, please, please…” I panicked, then I took off running in the opposite direction.


  Suddenly, I was tackled to the ground, grabbed and mauled and pinned to the rocky soil by Lana’s body, her strength taking all of mine away. 


  “No, Evie!” She slapped my face. “Come around, damn you! You want the man, then you can have him. But stop the screaming, stop the madness! This is just a game, just a game, darling.” She straddled my waist, her green eyes glaring down at me like some unearthly beast. And she was crying, tears streaming down her face and on to me. Then like she was angry with herself, she wiped them away with her toga, afterwards discarding the soiled slip of fabric so she was naked too. “It’s just a game.” Her voice softened and so did I. “Just a game.”


  “I’m sorry.”


  “Sorry isn’t enough, Evie. You have to pluck up a little courage and move on with me. Whether you’re ready for what’s going to happen, I can’t say. Just remember, when you want something bad enough and you fixate on it with every bit of strength you have, you’d better be prepared for the results, because you’re going to get exactly what you desire.”


  We were back in the maze going nowhere and when I looked up next, I saw the moon appearing on the horizon. Time had passed, no telling how much, but we’d been circling through the hedges and trees and stone walls for what seemed like hours. We heard the other women being taken for sport, getting fucked and beaten and otherwise abused. And yet we saw none of this. In the distance we heard one woman’s cries of pain, a shrill sound that will haunt my mind forever. 


  Suddenly, with a wild burst of energy, one of the mastiffs was on us, circling, snorting, yapping, clawing until we finally stopped. When we tried to move on, the dog began that bewildered circling once again, as if he defied us to move another step forward.


  “I think he wants us to stay,” Lana finally said, as she peered into the mastiff’s forbidding face. “So, is it all right if we bed down here?” she asked him. 


  The dog whimpered and sat down, waiting for Lana and I to do the same. 


  I don’t recall when I drifted to sleep. Lana and the mastiff were both snoring softly; even the woods and maze seemed to slumber. Not a scream, not a moan to be heard. For a long while as I waited for sleep to take me, I listened to the quiet, to the sound of the sky and the stars and the silence in our gloomy thicket of hedges and stone. 


  What seemed like an impossible puzzle at night became a simple contest in the morning. A few quick turns and we stepped into another clearing, this one larger than where I’d been tied to a tree, although I only know that by intuition. Where I was bound, there was space enough for the men to move around me, but it was nothing like the open area where we suddenly found ourselves.  


  “What is this?” I whispered to Lana.


  “I have no idea,” she replied. 


  “Then you’ve never been here?”


  “Never.” She paused. “But don’t worry, this place doesn’t matter. It’s the other side of the maze that does.”


  Lana didn’t want to be noticed, so we cautiously slunk back and slowly made our way around the perimeter of the area, darting behind trees and statuary to stay out of sight. My imagination flew all kinds of places as I wondered what was happening. 


  The center of the area appeared to be a prison for unlucky women who were captured in the maze and brought in, bound at the hands and in some cases hobbled at the knees or feet. In a circular area about twenty feet across were a dozen or more crude and hefty stakes that had been pounded into the ground. One by one, the spoils of this contest were tied against the stakes, each bound as severely as I had been bound to the tree. 


  Maybe I was wrong. Maybe it was this place where I was made captive…


  I turned to Lana. “Is this where you found me?” 


  “Shush. No,” she whispered.


  Gazing at the amazing scene, I saw men with whips and crops wandering from captive to captive. They drew my fascination, though not Lana’s. I would have hid in a corner to witness the atrocities taking place, but she was relentless about moving on. Though the punishment and torture inflicted on those bound females riveted my eyes, I was torn from the scene again and again, as Lana pulled me on, sometimes tugging, often irritated that I moved so slowly.


  Several times we had to dip back into the maze so as not to be seen, then later we tiptoed out and moved stealthy toward the far side in a painstakingly slow trek. And one point, Lana turned to me whispering a terse threat: “We get caught, that will be you bound to one of those stakes, and it won’t be such a pleasure for you as it was last night.”


  “That was no pleasure!” I objected—much too loudly.


  “Hush!” she quietly came back with two fingers gently sealing my lips. “Learn, girl, learn. What both of us want is dependent on you following me through this…quietly.”


  “And what is it you want?” I asked.


  “To be free of a man who will put you in chains.”


  I pulled back sharply, startled by a reply that immediately generated a dozen questions that would, unfortunately, be left unanswered, as Lana pressed on with me in tow headed toward the far side of the clearing.


  We seemed to be closing in on the target, approaching the opening in the maze Lana had been aiming for not more than twenty feet away. But suddenly she stopped again and darted back into an alcove of trees and shrubs, crouching low. From where we were we could see more men and slaves converge on the scene, more women being bound to the hefty stakes. When I listened I could hear their cries, and when not the cries of women, the sound of dogs whimpering at their feet.


  “What is this?” 


  “An auction.” Lana’s eyes were as fixed on the scene as were mine, watching the bound women and the men stalking them with their whips. Many of the faces were familiar to me, but then there were the others arriving on the scene, men dressed not for sex sports in the woods—in jeans and boots—but in more formal street clothes. The strangers moved from one female to the next, each woman pulled from her post and inspected, her mouth opened, her cunt lips fingered, her body bent at the waist to examine her ass, invasive and demeaning acts that aroused me as much as they made me cringe. 


  “I’m not ready for that!” Until Lana turned to me, I hadn’t realized that I’d said the words aloud. “I’m sorry,” I mouthed. 


  “That’s why we need to make it to that far opening in the maze,” she all but mouthed back while pointing in that direction. I understood every word. 


  However, there was no stealthy creeping toward that goal. With so much taking place at the center of the clearing, and so many people swarming the scene, we needed to wait until the hoopla had calmed down—this I assumed was Lana’s thinking. 


  An auction. The word went down with a chill, cold as ice, sharp and critical. That was how I saw the buyers as they inspected each naked and shivering female. Each seemed to be treated differently. Some were retied to their stakes—some faced forward, some facing out—and then flogged, or tortured in some other way while the men stood back to watch the woman’s pained response. Some were fucked—tested for endurance by the looks of it. Others endured ruthless interrogations with their accusers’ cruel faces just inches from theirs. The air shrieked with tension, taut and unflinching. I can’t say all the women were brutalized, that all were tortured or inspected in such a vile way—there was just too much to see. But I found my gaze returning again and again to those suffering the most abuse, my eyes unable to look away, or decently appraise what I was seeing. 


  My palms sweat. My skin began to itch. My emotions were tumbling through me in great waves. I fear that if Lana hadn’t been at my side to calm me I would have retched or worse yet, done something stupid to give away our location. 


  We watched until our legs began to cramp, though we hardly seemed to notice the discomfort with the spellbinding scene before us playing out to the logical conclusion. 


  When the auction began, I clamped my hand over my mouth to silence my response.


  We heard bids, numbers spit out back and forth, but not in the usual way auctions are conducted with a fast talking auctioneer and gavel in hand. This was a less formal sale of female flesh, which seemed conducted by its own rules. Whoever was in charge was a mystery to me, though there seemed to be someone at the center of the activity who made the final pronouncement. Naked, vulnerable and afraid of capture, we chose to remain hidden, which mean that our view was often obstructed by moving bodies or staked females that prevented us from seeing the outcome of the auction. A few slaves were taken from the stakes and led away. One minute the clearing was a bustling market of movement, the next there were just a few left, most unsold females still rigidly bound to the tall phallic stakes. 


  Lana nudged me with her elbow, indicating that it was time to move on; in my bones I could feel her anxiety as if we were twins and on some level we thought and believed the same things. Her anxiety became mine as we moved away from the slim safety of our little alcove and made a path toward the opening in the maze. Trusting in Lana’s intuition, I knew that once we slipped between the hedges we would be safe again from harm and well on our way to the final destination. On darting into the murky but comforting confines of the towering foliage, my heart raced excitedly. We grabbed hands and moved at a slow trot spurred by our own inner desires. But suddenly, a fierce something flung us back. A second later we were on the ground grappling for air—though breathing air was not the problem. Much as we struggled to free ourselves, our efforts were fruitless; we were little more than a heap of limbs and frustration, futilely trying to beat our way out of the thick hemp net that had taken us captive. 


  In the scuffle that followed, a blindfold descended over my eyes and I couldn’t see a thing. When my fractured consciousness finally knit itself back together, I realized that I was bound to a stake, no different than the captured slaves that we’d watched in horrific amazement.


  When the blindfold was finally lowered, I gazed around to see the same clearing where we’d watched the auction and I started to cry. It took a bit longer for me to realize that everyone else had cleared out. There was not a soul in sight, save Lana, who was bound with rope to a stake just a few feet to my left. 


  There was someone else in that clearing; I could sense their presence. I could even catch the scent of some distinct and very masculine perfume. But it took some moments before they revealed themselves to me. 


  Suddenly, stalking out through the space between Lana and me was the black man of my dreams. I didn’t know whether to feel relief or more fright. I’d never seen him dressed so casually: jeans, boots, a black t-shirt, the muscles of a god bulging from underneath. My heart leapt with longing, my crotch with want. 


  But I was scared stiff, realizing the importance of this moment.


  He moved close to me with an expression on his face so unfathomable that I had not a clue what he was thinking. A bit of wonder, even a feeling of pleasure seemed to emanate from his beautiful face—all focused on me. Was I being naïve to imagine such romantic things at a moment like this? The sensation was so real. But perhaps it was no more than a creation of a fertile mind that for several years had been enthralled by this god-like figure. 


  He stopped just a few inches away, so close that I could almost sense his heartbeat and feel the tickle of his breath upon my skin. I once feared that I would hate the man if he ever got this close, but that fear was quickly allayed. My longing for him was as constant as the sky above. 


  “Ah, Evie, at last we meet.” He looked directly into my eyes. “Too bad under such unfortunate circumstances as these. Getting caught is not the point of our labyrinth game, as I’m sure you know. Perhaps you would have been better off to go it alone as follow the instincts of your guide.” He turned to Lana, who with her head thrown back and her eyes closed looking as if she were dozing in the heat of the afternoon sun. “Lana, my darling, I really thought you’d be able to pull this off.” He made up the two steps that remained between them and reached out to take her by the throat. Her eyes opened instantly, though she stared at him without emotion. This seemed startling to me since I could barely contain my own raging nerves. “Shall I bring Alec in to complete the auction, or would you rather wait a bit?”


  “You’ll do what you’re going to do,” she replied evenly.


  She turned her face enough that I could see tears welling in her eyes. 


  If she was to be sold, would I be too?


  The man then moved back toward me, a hint of a swagger in his hips; something that I’m attuned to—he’d make an excellent dancer. I could almost feel our loins locked together and the music of the ballet rising all around us. 


  “I should introduce myself to you, Evie, since no one has yet bothered to do so. I’m Mr. D’Lancy. Dominick D’Lancy. And you, Evie, have been coming to my labyrinth, taking advantage of my little miracle, enjoying the spectacle, even allowing it to arouse you. Did you think that you could continue to do so and not eventually be made to pay for the privilege of enjoying my world?” I was speechless, but more than that, I had no idea if I should even open my mouth. He immediately understood this. “It’s okay,” he went on, “there’s no command that you not speak, at least not yet.”


  “I’m sorry, sir. I have no idea what to say.”


  “How about telling me the truth, as in what is going on inside your pretty head? How do you happen to be here, in this place, with my slave Lana, running naked through a maze of hedges that is quite impossible to successfully navigate? How does a beautiful and talented dancer like you insert yourself into a world like this and justify it in your mind? What is it that brings you here?”


  Until then I hadn’t realized that my mouth was so parched that I could barely get the thing to work, although I doubted that Mr. Dominick D’Lancy would have cared for my excuse at this grave moment. Though I considered his question, my mind was drawing a blank.


  “Evie,” he moved a little closer. “When you are in my world there is one imperative that I demand from those who enter, and that is their unwavering honesty. Now tell me, what is it that brings you here?” Though his inherent kindness was keeping me calm in face of all my anxiety, I still had to answer the question.


  To my amazement, what finally came out just seemed to spill from my mouth. “You brought me here, sir.”


  He stepped back. “Me? How’s that? I’ve never met you.”


  “But you have met me. You’ve been in my dreams for years, and in the performance hall, and on the street and in the labyrinth when I’ve come with Mr. West. I swear that you have been calling to me, welcoming me to you. Is that too fantastical to believe?”


  How I became so clear thinking and rational in the space of seconds, I’ll never know. But if I were to have had days to think about the answer to his question, I could not have stated my answer any more truthfully or real than what I told him. However, if I expected some congratulations for my brilliant effort, I was kidding myself, because that answer brought a reply that jumped me right back to the issue at hand.


  “Then you’re ready now to be my slave?”


  My instant of clarity turned into an instant of panic. “Oh dear god, I didn’t mean that!”


  He laughed, very sweetly I think. Maybe it was more like a chuckle than a belly laugh, whatever, it seemed to quell the tension. 


  “I know, the question is hardly fair, is it? Poor little naïve Evie is too stricken by this appalling situation to understand what she thinks or feels. I mean, she’s had months—no years, I believe she said—to figure this out, and still the question leaves her tongue-tied.” The mocking tone of his voice was not what I wanted to hear. 


  “Please, sir, I don’t mean to hesitate, all this is so new to me.”


  “No, girl, it’s not new to you. You’ve dabbled with the desire far too long—and right in front of me on several notable occasions—for me to believe you’re new to any of this. I can’t even call you a novice. You need an example? How about we bring to mind the first night you dared enter my labyrinth on Alec’s arm. Your eyes took in the show, a few qualms yes, but you stayed while my dear friend had the pleasure of introducing you to a little real life submission. It was much later that night when your fantasy finally materialized that you showed yourself to me. I doubt you knew that I was watching when Alec took you into one of the playrooms and bound you to a cross where he introduced your body to the pleasure of pain. Do you remember that?”


  “I do.”


  “Do you remember getting slapped in the face and against your tits and then a nasty spanking on this pretty shaved pussy of yours.” He put his hand to my crotch and patted it gently. The orgasmic roar that suddenly rocketed through me caused my eyes to shut and my body to twist violently against the rope that had me bound. When his hand abruptly withdrew, I was left desperate to feel its touch again. “Look at me, Evie,” he demanded and I opened my eyes. “Do you remember the hand that spanked you?”


  “Yes, Alec West’s.”


  “No, Evie, it was not Alec’s. It was mine. My hand delivering the blows.”


  I stared at him stunned. 


  “How many other times has it been my hand on you, not Alec’s? Huh? I bet you’ll spend some long lazy afternoon dwelling on that thought.” The smile that followed was just to soothe the way between one harsh truth and another. “Don’t tell me, Evie, that this is all new to you, because we both know better. You know your mind. You know what you want. Just say it and we can be done with the tough part and move onto the pleasure, to the rest of your life. Are you ready now to be my slave? Are you ready to give yourself to me? I’ve been making myself ready for you for a long time. I’m even willing to give up the best woman I’ve ever owned to have you. But I need to hear you tell me what you want. This is not a decision that I can make for you, and though it may seem to be coerced from you, it’s really not. If you tell me now that you are not ready, I’ll untie you immediately, give you some clothes to wear and have you escorted home. You’ll be in your own apartment within the hour.”


  My anxiety had reached the boiling point and I ended up shouting. “But I don’t want to leave!” 


  “Then you tell me that you’re ready.”


  “Yes, yes, I’m ready. I’m ready to be your slave.” My entire body shook with the meanest of sobs. But then he put his hand to my face and with that look of wonder and awe returning to his, I was instantly stilled. I could not believe the strong feeling of affection that he communicated to me in that small gesture, in that one brief glance.


  “Understand, Evie. When you make this choice, there is no backing down, no changing your mind, no escape.”


  I heard his words, I knew what he meant, but none that seemed to matter. “But there is no escaping you, is there?”


  This gave him pause, but only for a moment. “No. You’re very right. With you and me there is no escape.”


  With gentle and effortless grace, Dominick D’Lancy untied the ropes that held me to that heavy stake and after a brief embrace, he allowed my body to slide from his to the ground while he moved on to Lana.


  “So, slave, it has come to this.” No smile now, but I could sense in their interaction the strong bond that still existed between the two. I longed for that with a jealous heart, already afraid that I was failing as the man’s slave. 


  I had looked to Lana for comfort, for guidance, for answers. I leaned on her when I had no strength to lean on of my own. But now that I had my own answer, I saw her differently, riddled with desire and fear and a degree of resignation I’d never seen in her before—not that I’d spent that much time in her company that I would know all her moods and emotions. I did remember clearly what she’d said the day before about wanting to be free of the man who would put me in chains. She’d seemed so forceful and determined then, and nothing like that woman now.


  “I’m not sure what a moment like this requires of a slave,” Dominick D’Lancy said, as he thoughtfully appraised her. “What makes a slave ready to be sold? Ready to leave one master and become the chattel of another. Eventually, it comes to that, doesn’t it?”


  I felt her wince, knowing this was difficult for her to hear. Although they were fascinating to me, I knew there was much about this couple that I did not know, and probably never would.


  “How you cringe, Lana. Did you really think I’d forego the opportunity to profit from you, Lana? Do you really have such a high degree of regard for me that you assume I’ll not do what every other master in their right mind would do with a valuable property like you? You must have been kidding yourself, living in a dream world. I told you it was permanent when you so rashly gave your life to me. I’ve never faltered in that conviction. Never! When all my brother sadists heard that Lana McCarron might be on the auction block, you should have seen them—lining up like lecherous beasts ready for the kill—with cash in hand of course. So many phone calls and conversations with interested buyers. Even Alec inquired—though I talked him out of that real fast. I wouldn’t want to see my friends do each other in.” He laughed. 


  Lana remained silent, though I could see her body tightening with every word he spoke. Whatever relief I’d felt after the confrontation with my mysterious black man seemed to have vanished in the air of trepidation that now filled the void. 


  “I’ve listened to dozens of men tell me how they’d own you, how they’d knock you to the ground, rub your face in your arrogance—yes dear, your arrogance has not escaped the notice of dominant men who find assertive women like you repellant. Me? I’ve always admired your saucier qualities, plus they’ve given my sadistic side plenty of ammunition—as if I really needed any. There are other Doms who would strip your life from you, force you to quit the magazine, put you in chains twenty-four hours a day, or into a cell where you’d be servicing clients half your day. There are some, a little more like me, who would allow you to continue the life I’ve given you—with their own personal restrictions, of course. I imagine some want you more as a trophy than a slave. Word of your availability has given me an entertaining look into the minds of the men that I’ve been associating with for years. Although it’s not been a particularly inspiring education. 


  “The thought of throwing you to that pack of wolves almost makes my stomach turn.” He sighed. “So, the decision’s been made. I’ve decided not to sell you, Lana, and I will not grant you your freedom.”


  Oh my! The wince on her face hit me so hard in the pit of my stomach that I almost doubled over. “Dominick!” I tried to rise up in protest, but he waved me off.


  He was as close to her now as he’d been to me, and the subtle intimacy of their silent exchange was enough to make me weep. 


  “But, my darling Lana, while you remain my slave, I’m allowing you all the liberty you desire. Do whatever the hell you want with your life and I’ll say nothing. You don’t even have to check in with me since I’ll be busy with my new prize. Hell, you can fall in love, get married if you like, for crissakes—although I can’t fathom why you would. But you can have the liberty you desire.” He started to remove the bindings as he continued speaking. “Your life is yours, Lana, though you will forever remain my slave. My brand is on your ass and that is something that you can never wipe away. Should I at some point decide to bring you back to me, you can be sure I can exercise the same power I’ve held over you in the past. I said permanent, and I meant it. But I’ve not been unmoved by your desire to move on.” He stopped long enough to run his hand along her cheek. “If I’ve had any problem with you, it is that I fell in love, and what you love you cannot see suffer, nor can you give it, trade it or sell it away.”


  Lana was free of the ropes by the time he finished speaking, and when he did, he took her into his arms and held her for so long that I finally turned my head, embarrassed by the tenderness they shared.


  Was it just the wind, or did I hear her whisper a grateful thank you?


  The three of us moved through the labyrinth quickly, Dominick leading the way as if he knew every turn, every dead end and every short cut in that intricate system of hedges that would lead us to the far side. But we didn’t arrive at the exit directly. 


  We’d reached another open area, this one much smaller than where the auction had taken place and Lana and I had been bound to the stakes. Alec West was there to greet us when we arrived. He looked at me, he looked at Dominick, and appeared to have any questions he might have had already answered. 


  ***


  The slab of stone was cold against my belly, the fire beside us hot. I knew what this meant; the thought of being branded was terrorizing, but I only had to look to Lana, who herself was branded with Dominick’s mark, to find the courage to see this through. I’d already figured out that it would be better not to think too much. So I didn’t think—at least not about what was going to happen. While preparations were being made, I was inside the dance I was rehearsing for the fall opening. Each step gave me comfort, like the feel of my master’s hand on my back gave me comfort. 


  “Take the iron, Lana,” I heard Alec West’s voice. Instantly my mind returned from the dance to the reality at hand.


  I could almost feel her flinch as she heard the command, which was quickly followed by a word of explanation.  


  “It’s all right, slave. If Megan could brand you certainly you can brand your owner’s newest slave.”


  Was this a twist she didn’t expect? I wondered. Although that was as far as my thoughts would go. Seconds later, the flesh on my ass was burning and I don’t even remember if I screamed. 


  ***


  I snuggle against him in bed, feeling his arms enclose me, his lips on my brow and I sigh deeply as he plunges his cock into the velvety home of my lust that he now knows well. I wear his chains when I’m in the penthouse; they weigh me down with the gravity of my life. But when I’m freed of them and dancing the ballet, I soar. My body rises higher, I bound across the stage with greater mirth, while every plié and every pirouette arises from inside a place of power I’ve found waiting for me in the depths of my surrender. 


  Now, when the lights dim in the auditorium and the curtain goes up, there at the back of the hall stands my master, Mr. D’Lancy, his eyes fixed on me. I may not see him while I’m on stage but I feel his eyes taking in my every move.


  When the performance is over he’ll be waiting for me in my dressing room. Maybe we’ll enjoy a bite to eat in one of the theatre bistros nearby, or maybe we’ll go home directly where I’ll don my chains again and become the man’s groveling slave.




  Chapter Nine


  Alec West


  The labyrinth convenes again next week. It’s been nearly eight months since that late summer fest through the amazing maze. Imagine stumbling on that—makes one wonder, once again, if there weren’t some secret involving that map written into the paper when the thing was made, if maybe there weren’t some clandestine band of hedonists who used the thing in the same way my friends and I have used it. Yes, it causes one to wonder. 


  Ah! If only we could bring that maze back to life again. We only had that one spectacular weekend and there was so much about that place we still don’t know. Weird how it seemed to evolve even while we were there, our poor slaves only knew the half of it. 


  However, as much as we’ve considered a repeat, it probably wouldn’t be the same as it was that terrifying first time, and so we move on and play our game of darts again. 


  This time, there’s an estate house in upstate New York that will make for a fascinating weekend. Like the last labyrinth, this event may last much longer than the usual twenty-four hours. I’m imagining a far more formal occasion with slaves in appropriate costumes and lots of high-society protocol that will be sure to mess with the minds of our subjugated properties. All the usual suspects will attend—Kathryn, Thayer, Billy, Jewel and the rest. D’Lancy’s pretty dancer will be there too—on his arm or at his feet.  


  We will miss those females who were sold in the last auction, more than anyone realizes. We’ll especially miss the enchanting Lana—who I hear is in Cannes wooing an actor she interviewed for the February issue of her magazine. But this is the nature of the game—how it transforms itself from one gathering to the next. How its players come and go and the location and dynamics alter to fit new circumstances. Is it magic? Of course it is. We create that magic every time we open the labyrinth’s doors, bring on the dogs and let the mystery unfold again like a beautiful dream.
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