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Chapter One

Visitors

She would always take his breath away; something fiercely animal, wild and untamed about her forced him to squelch his rising libido. That kind of instant chemical reaction could be dangerous, especially in this situation. The statuesque female stood on his doorstep dressed in a navy, custom cut business suit, snug-fitting and slim to match the curves of her womanly shape, even if she looked more like a Sunday school teacher than the Michelle Monroe he knew. No high necked blouse and knee-length skirt could hide what smoldered behind the pearls, the white clutch purse, the demure make-up—a trace of blush, rosy lips, sensible mascara to accentuate her eyes. When she bowed her head, she looked like the personification of womanly modesty and good manners. What kind of farce was this?

If it weren’t for the subtle glint in her eye and the shrewd half-smile, he’d be left to wonder if she had actually changed since they were last together two years before.

Daniel wanted to laugh.

“You coming in, or should we do this on the porch?”

As she stepped through the doorway of his old Georgetown house, he could see her tremble and her lips part. He sensed her racing heart, her anxious breath. She could barely meet his eyes with hers and was tempted to study his friend, Marcus, who stood nearby just to observe. Neither man provided any comfort in their cool expressions; their hardened eyes were keenly studying her. The air crackled. Nerves were drawn to the bitter edge. Under the bright spotlight of their concentrated efforts, what poise she displayed on his doorstep turned brittle and began to crack at the seams. With it, her carefully fabricated façade began to splinter.

Daniel’s front door slammed behind her and she jumped.

“Daniel, really,” she rushed in. “I just need a moment of your time—”

“On your knees, whore!” he cut her off with his curt command splitting the air. 

She gazed at him dazed, shaken, hesitating a moment too long.

“I said, on your knees, whore.” He came at her like a beast, eyes flashing as he smacked her cheek with the palm of his hand. She reeled back, defenseless, confused. Off balance, she teetered in her high heels then collapsed to the marble floor, on her knees, at his feet. She looked up, praying for mercy.

But there was none from the man hovering above her, angry and bullish. And no explanation.

“Strip, slut!”

She blanched in horror, anxiously gazing upward from one man to the other, from the man in the business suit to the Texas mercenary Daniel Broc who she’d come to see. Once her eyes caught Daniel’s, they wouldn’t waver. The rugged face, the square cut jaw, the cool blue eyes would always hold her enthralled. The man was a rock. A force of nature. A cowboy, a maverick—muscled body, barrel-chested, fit, hard-boiled and as cynical as the life he led. He would have been better suited to an earlier century when men were men and women knew their place…that sort of thing.

Seeing little response from the terrified woman, he snatched a four-foot whip from the hall table and snapped it against her nyloned thigh. She flinched, but panic struck, she didn’t budge until he snapped the whip against her arm, then her thigh and back and forth, until she began to back further away with each strike. “Strip, slut!” Her clothes protected her from the pain that would have seared the flesh had he hit bare skin, but nothing could protect her from the furious emotion that fueled the man’s attack. 

She tried the buttons on her coat but her fingers refused to work. “Daniel, please!”

The whip lashed out again and she backed up another six inches. “Please, nothing, bitch. I said strip!” He delivered the message for the third time with another slash across her thighs—still sufficiently protected by her slim skirt. 

He glared at her, she glared at him. “Stop with the fucking whip and I’ll do what you want,” she finally lashed back. The fury in her rose like a storm down a riverbed.

“And you stop with the fucking theatrics. And don’t go telling me you’re in pain, I know better, you smart-mouthed masochist. Strip down now on your own or I’ll string you up and lash you till your clothes are nothing but shreds.” 

Her dazed mind tried to make sense of the assault, but time warped in a curious loop; she was back in the sand, the desert, amongst the terrorists and thieves who stole her life for three years. She stared into the eyes of the man responsible for that grueling ordeal and suddenly her hands flew to her jacket, then the blouse, removing them both, then they continued their struggling effort to remove her skirt, her bra, her panties and pantyhose as he drove her back to the far end of the hallway, the whip cutting and slashing every bit of bare flesh she uncovered until her body was streaked with red. Cornered, there was no retreat left, no way to stave off the flailing weapon that struck her thighs and ass, even her breasts when she jerked enough to expose them. She fought him all the way in a yanking, tugging, groaning battle. Finally crouched in the corner with her back to the man and his snapping whip, she took a steady rain of blows across her shoulders, jerking as she did before, though not as violently. As the whip raised welt after welt on her flawless flesh something in her spirit eased. Letting go the need to fight the man her body wilted. Something bigger than pain and horror took charge, and so surrendered, for nearly a minute she succumbed to the blows and welcomed each one as if they could drive away whatever demon was clinging to her soul.

When he stopped, she took a deep breath, but it wasn’t time enough to recover before he delivered his next command.

“On your knees, Monroe. On your hands and knees.”

With no fight left, no will at all, she untangled herself from the corner and struggled to assume the position he demanded. Her pantyhose were bunched around her ankles, snarled inside her shoes, and she twisted around to remove them.

“Leave them be,” he snapped. “Just crawl.”

She gazed up, meeting his hard-edged eyes and fearsome scowl. She felt him claw his way inside her, with his invisible hand grabbing her sex and shaking it. A man in control was her aphrodisiac and her cunt exploded in spasms just knowing how he viewed her lowly crawl.

In small steps she made the awkward journey across his marble floor to the living room, to the comfort of the rug between the facing sofas and the bright rays of sunlight streaming through the front windows. The two men followed her in, Daniel snapping the whip against her ass from time to time to keep her moving, his companion along for the ride. Daniel whipped her till she reached the center of the room where the hot sun burned a hole in the ancient carpet. 

“On your feet!” He ripped off the crisp command and her battle began anew.

With the tangle of shoes and pantyhose frustrating her attempts to rise, he barked, “Leave them on!” then watched as she made the awkward struggle to steady herself in the four inch heels. She looked as bungling and ineffective as she must have felt. A woman known for ‘keeping it together’ under extreme circumstances struggling with the simple act of staying upright; this was the woman he wanted to see. “And you think you couldn’t do that?” he sneered. “No female is better at this game than you, Monroe. You think I’d forget that?” He chuckled to himself as he coolly paced before her. The hot ire in him had eased. 

She shook her head, and whispered a faint, “No, sir.”

“What was that? I didn’t hear.” Just showing off now for Marcus, who’d plopped himself in a nearby chair and sat back to watch, his glee-filled expression plainly evident.

“Yes, sir,” she spoke louder this time. 

“Hands behind you. At your waist. Stick out those pretty tits; I want a good look at those stripes.” 

With her hands behind her, her heaving breasts stuck out proudly from her chest, high and firm, her nipples pink and forming purplish buds at the very tips. Her lush body invited the eye to move downward from those perfect breasts to the trim waist and flat belly and the lovely curve of her hips. 

“How humiliating for you.” Smiling, Daniel stopped his pacing directly in front of her. 

She bit her lip then took a breath. Worry creased her brow, while a layer of sweat from the blazing sun made her body glow. The cruel sun beat on her as hard as the man’s callous eyes. For a moment, one would think he despised her when the opposite was actually true.  

Daniel turned to his friend as if he needed advice. “You think they’re sufficiently marked?” This, too, was just for show.

“Her husband going to care if they’re welted?” the man answered back.

Daniel answered the question looking directly at his naked victim. “He’d be disappointed if they weren’t.”

Hearing his reply, her dreamy eyes shot open then her face went pale as if someone had sucked the life from her body. 

He laughed in her face. “You think he doesn’t know about this, Monroe?”

Her mouth opened but nothing came out. She could barely shake her head. 

“Cat got your tongue?”

Still not a word. Whatever peaceful interlude the whipping provided seemed to have vanished.

Daniel watched her, his mood darkening, growing anxious and edgy as he mulled the speech he was determined to deliver. Whipping a slut was easy; giving her hell for bad behavior was quite another matter, especially since she was another man’s wife. If she were his, she’d be crawling the floor of his dungeon, eating bugs for a week to pay for this last stupid stunt. But that was not an option here. 

“Shall I repeat what Steven told me?”

She found her voice with this one, “Oh, no, please,” she adamantly shook her head. 

“And you think I’d follow your advice?” he chortled. “I have a feeling that your mild-mannered Steven Vandenberg can hit the roof as well as any man when his wife deliberately puts her life, and his, at risk.”

“I didn’t!”

“Oh, but you did!” He moved in so far that he was practically stepping on her feet, stepping on that bunched up nylon pantyhose. She couldn’t have backed up without falling. He grabbed her by the throat and squeezed firmly. “Do know what it feels like to have the life squeezed from your body? What it feels like to have a barrel of a gun pressed to your temple? The trigger pulled? How about being stabbed? You know the danger, Monroe. You’ve seen it. You’ve been its victim and still you want to dredge up an old and very public career because you can find nothing else to do? What a foolish broad you are.”

His eyes were no longer remote, not so cool, so hard, so unmoving. What emanated from them was hot and passionate and filled with concern; his emotions washing over her like a tsunami. She struggled to remain on her feet, even with his hand at her throat. She was starting to swoon and he shook her. 

“Stay with me, Shelly! I’m not choking you. You can breathe. And you can listen until I finish. You hear me?”

“Yes, sir,” came her weak reply. 

“There is…no…more…public Michelle Monroe or Vandenberg or Michelle anything-you-want-to-call-her. That woman no longer exists. I thought the point was made two years ago.” He paused a moment to catch his breath. “But you get lax, you get casual, you get sloppy. You start letting yourself believe you’re safe, that the underworld we both championed many moons ago won’t grab you back. Your name surfaces again and you can count your remaining days of freedom on one hand. The agents are out there. What they wouldn’t give to snatch back a trained whore. Especially you! Especially you! They tried to do it once before and almost won. You want to tempt them again? Do you? Is that it? You want to die?”

Her taut emotions suddenly snapped and she practically wailed: “No, I don’t want to die!” 

His grip on her throat eased but he did not let go. For the next sixty seconds, they remained an immovable one soul; Daniel Broc with his hand at the woman’s throat and she with her will thoroughly conquered.

“Then you understand my message?”

She nodded through her tears. A merciful sun sank lower in the sky so she was no longer standing in the center of a beam of dust-filled light, no longer scorched by the penetrating fire.  

He let go his hand and stepped back. The tension in his body eased some, but he still regarded her carefully—as if one false move, one questionable inflection, one tiny glint of defiance in her eyes, would find her smashed against the wall with his hand at her throat again. 

“And what’s my message?” he asked.

She took a breath. “I sit tight. I stay put. I play the good little housewife to Steven and pretend I have no mind.”

His eyes flared. “How about you try that again? Real fast unless you’d like me to tell Steven that you’re obstinate and unrepentant.”

“No, no! I got the message, Daniel,” she sighed, looking as if she was about to go limp. “I’m sorry. Sorry for wanting something I can’t have. It makes me crazy sometimes. But I won’t do it again. No more documentaries. I promise.” 

“What else?” He waited for more. 

She sighed impatiently. “I won’t make phone calls, no courting my old friends. I won’t test the waters. I won’t even think about picking up a camera.”

“And…?”

“And what?”

“Keep talking.”

She flashed him an annoyed glance then immediately softened. 

“My life is in danger. No matter what I do or how many years pass, that is not going to change.”

“And…?”

She really hated this, and she sighed heavily again. “I have to be vigilant every day of my life.”

“And especially when you’re in the city, any city. This one. New York. London. LA. Take your pick.”

She gulped back the last of her dreams one more time, squashing them down to that subterranean place of unfulfilled glory where worn out aspirations reside waiting for a fresh burst of desire to spark them back to life. There could be no fresh burst of desire for Michelle Monroe. But as much as the woman needed to hear this message loud and clear, Daniel winced seeing the defeat in her eyes and knowing the part he played in redefining the woman’s life. He would never confess to her the role she’d played in redefining his own life, but he was certain she understood that as clearly as he did. 

“Your life isn’t over, sweetheart. But you need to accept the rules you live by. You need to take the danger and the adrenalin rush to a safe venue. Take it home and be crazy. Have some nasty sex. Let Steven beat you to a pulp, like he ever could. And do that every day if you need it. Be at peace, sweetheart. Go about your life. Write your books, be the reclusive documentarian no one sees and enjoy a long and blissful life. You think you can do that?”

“I think I have to.” 

Maybe for the first time since he snatched her from the Orient Express seven years before, he saw what he hoped to see in her expression. Her being softened. Her lips trembled and her eyes were wet with tears, but maybe this time she got it. Had the message finally sunk in? Or would he get another anxious call from her husband in another two years?

He laid his hand against her cheek more tenderly than she deserved, but he couldn’t help himself. Still his message would not waver. “You get that now,” he said, speaking to her sternly, “you go and sin no more, or,” and his eyes flashed again, “I’ll see that you’re bound and locked in my basement until you can prove you can be trusted.”

“Yes, Daniel. I’m sorry I forced this.”

“You should be sorry, Shelly,” he said, sounding more sad than angry now. “But if it’s any comfort to you, I live with the same fears dogging me every day. It’s not a safe world for either one of us. I just know how to protect myself. You don’t.” He gave her seductive body one last admiring glance. “Now get dressed. I have things to do.”

He let her free to grab her clothes from the hallway floor and dress in the downstairs bath. When he met her in the foyer fifteen minutes later he saw a line of tears making a slow journey down her cheeks; the soft, acquiescent woman was still plainly evident. To see her as he loved her most would have wrenched the gut of most men. Daniel felt the painful stab, but for only as long as it took him to beat it back. He stepped in, putting his arm around her waist and led her to the door. 

“Behave yourself, Monroe. Maybe if you really need to see me you can invite me to the beach house for dinner and we can engage in something normal.”

This made her laugh. She wiped her tears with the back of her hand.

“Is that really so funny?”

“Kind of. But it’s not a bad idea.” 

“Aw, go back to Steven.” He gave her a brusque kiss on the mouth and let her go. She was out the door and down the steps, quickly moving along the sidewalk to the nearby Metro station and nearly out of sight by the time he returned to the living room. 

Marcus Rathburn sat in an easy chair thumbing absently through a hunting magazine and immediately looked up when Daniel entered. 

“Didn’t you want to fuck her…?” he asked.

“I did. I always want to fuck that bitch… but she’s not mine to fuck anymore.” 

“And who made that rule? Doesn’t sound like Daniel Broc.”

“I made that rule. She’s another man’s whore, not mine.” 

“And she’s the one that turned you safe and sane?”

He laughed. “Yeah, she’s the one that made me give up that nasty gig.”

“You ever wonder what it would be like if you’d made her yours?”

“Yeah. I did that once and gave up. It didn’t take much thought. Shelly and I would tear each other apart in a week. Not a hard call to make.”

“But you loved her…maybe still love her?”

Daniel shrugged. “Yeah, I love her. But I’d have no patience with her. Soon as any female starts the finagling and the whining and the manipulation, I get pissed. Shelly wouldn’t be any different. Some women you use and let them go; it’s better for everyone that way. Let the memory of the moment fuel a little lust, but you take it to whore, who’s just a whore, not someone you care about.”

“And that’s the essence of Daniel Broc and women,” Marcus nodded. “So how about that drink? If it’s not too early for you.”

“Not too early for me.” He strode to the drink cart and poured a Scotch for himself, Bourbon and water for his friend. After handing the drink to Marcus, he downed his own, poured himself another and sank into his leather sofa with satisfied sigh. “Now, maybe you can tell me why you’re here?” He looked toward the man and waited as Marcus Rathburn shifted in his seat, uncomfortably so. He looked thoughtful, almost troubled, his mood changing from his earlier light-hearted amusement to something far more serious. 

In his mid-thirties, the lanky Marcus had the body of a basketball player: nearly six feet four, lean, muscled with long arms and legs. His grey suit was perfectly tailored, in fact everything about him from his short dark hair to his cleanly shaved face to the manicured nails were perfectly groomed. He pulled off the look with a certain savvy that speaks of wealthy circumstances and the arrogance that wealth breeds. All the bells and whistles turned an average looking guy into the handsome kind of man women fight for in bars and at fashionable DC parties. 

Such a contrast to Daniel Broc who never made his appearance his concern. He spent his life in jeans and t-shirts, adding a leather bomber jacket when it was cold enough to need one. He had the suit, the tux, the sport coat and fancy shirts in his closet—pushed way to the back. He rarely wore them. In fact, he would have been happier in the military fatigues he’d worn when he was in the Middle East than anything else. He had, grudgingly, made some changes moving from the terrorist environment in which he thrived for over twenty years back to the civilized world. In his late forties he was too old to change. DC life would never be a comfortable fit, but he made do, just as Michelle Monroe would make do once she finally accepted the hand fate dealt her. 

“So what’s this about? Why the sudden visit?”

Marcus took another moment to collect himself, taking a sip of his drink, thrumming his fingers on the armrest of the chair. Seeing that he had the full attention of his host he announced with a bit of dramatic flair, speaking in hushed tones, “It’s a delicate business, Daniel. I’m cleaning up a rather precarious situation for an old friend.”

“Someone I know?”

“Someone you’ve likely heard of. Baron Brauer?”

Daniel nodded. He’d heard the name but he didn’t know the man. 

“Wealthy. Reclusive. A real player in his time. And a bonafide male supremacist in his personal life. Lived in a huge mansion up north with a bevy of females who gave up normal lives to ride on his coattails and live as subjects to the man’s rule. Very high protocol in the bdsm world. He made submission a thrill—for most of them anyway. I’d say most will tell you they enjoyed their lives as his slaves. Once they gave themselves to him he controlled every aspect of their existence with an iron fist. Slaves were slaves to him, nothing more. This was no game in his mind; to Brauer it was the way the world should work. Men in charge, women lowly and subservient. Whatever the Baron demanded, his slaves were quick to act or risk long sessions of pain and sensory deprivation in his dungeons. He was so far from politically correct they don’t even have a name for his breed of men. Misogynist, comes closest, I guess.”

“You make it sound like a crime,” Daniel interjected with a bit of wry disdain. 

“Yes, well…” the younger man seemed momentarily vexed. “I’m not sure it’s accurate. I think in part he actually loved women—in his own weird way.”

Daniel let out a belly laugh. “There were suspicions that your Baron was trying to send his castoffs into my territory. Never documented, or course, and he fell of the radar; probably got scared. Nevertheless, I’m well acquainted with the kind of man he was, being one myself—although that misogynist label seems a bit unfair. I don’t hate women at all.”

Marcus fidgeted uncomfortably in his chair.

“But, go on with your story,” Daniel prompted, “you speak of the Baron in past tense?”

Marcus’ expression lifted. “Yes, that’s appropriate. Brauer died two months ago.” He sighed as if the remembrance of the man was actually painful. “He left a terrible mess. Hadn’t done a thing to prepare for his passing. I was his friend, of sorts,” he seemed to have trouble even admitting this. “At least I knew about his lifestyle. For that reason I was contacted by his family. He has several siblings, nieces and nephews that are in line to inherit his vast estate, but they want nothing to do with his kinky sexual proclivities. Basically, they’ve hired me to clean up his affairs, which include removing all traces of BDSM activity from a very sizable mansion and its many outbuildings.” Marcus frowned. “He had everything from human pony rings, to kennels,” he shook his head, “such a shame, those beautiful dungeons dismantled. I have a private auction of toys and bondage furniture scheduled for the end of the month. Nice stuff. You might want to see if there’s anything you’d like.”

Daniel responded with a sneer. “I doubt it. I have all I need to make a sub suffer. Sometimes the back of my hand does the trick all by itself.”

“Yes, I saw that slap across the mouth. Nice.” Marcus smirked. “However, some men need props.” He laughed. 

“So what about this assignment of yours includes me?” Daniel eyed him suspiciously, knowing that Marcus only came calling when he was in serious need.

“I have everything pretty much handled. However, in addition to the house, it’s also been my task to see that the women, Brauer’s slaves, are appropriately taken care of—you know, guided back to the real world without tainting the Brauer family name. That hasn’t been too much of a problem. Brauer had a revolving door of sub females. For most, a little cash in hand sends them happily on their way. Only two were with him long enough to forget what life was like in the real world. His long term girlfriend and slave, Brigitta, is settling in pretty well in a small town not far from the mansion. She was with him since her early twenties. She’s over forty now, got a sensible head on her shoulders and enough skills to be gainfully employed. With the money Brauer left her she’ll be fine. I imagine after a year or two of grieving, she’ll be looking for another man to own her.” He paused a moment and lifted his glass. “How about another?”

Daniel moved to his feet, fixed the drink, waiting for Marcus to continue. The man’s sudden silence was almost deafening. 

“So?” Daniel nudged him. 

Marcus eyed him grimly, took a gulp of his drink, then after setting the glass down on the table beside him, he leaned forward, resting his arms on his knees, keeping his voice lowered.  Walls have ears, he’d explain if asked. “It’s the second girl that’s my problem and why I’m here. Why I need you.”

Daniel cast him a sharp glare, “Hold it right there. If you’re trying to pawn some woman off on me you’re asking the wrong man.”

“It’s not that, Dan. Not exactly. Just hear me out. Please. These are unusual circumstances.”

“I’ve lived my life with unusual circumstances impinging on me and I’m rather glad to be free of them. I don’t even let my girlfriends spend the night most of the time.” He hated the sudden tickle of interest the mention of the girl provoked; an automatic response, he was sure. But he had no interest in some man’s leftover slave. 

“Please, I’ve come all this way. You need to let me finish.”

He didn’t need to do anything he didn’t want. But out of friendship he conceded to listen, although his annoyance showed. “Go on then,” he bit off tersely. 

Marcus looked at him relieved. “He called her El, just El. I don’t have any other name. His brother Robert was her guardian from the time she was ten. He was her stepfather, had been married to her mother for over fifteen years. She got pregnant during a brief rift in their relationship then died just shortly after the girl turned ten. Robert had grown rather fond of her, so there wasn’t any question that he’d take over her care, although he had no practical experience with children and very little understanding of the girl and what she needed. He kept her in strict boarding schools for several years then later hired a fulltime tutor who lived with them. I gather there wasn’t much interaction between the two. From what little I could glean from Brigitta, the girl was a little odd. Reclusive. Silent. Moody. Which is not surprising given the strict regimen of her life. If Robert had had his way, she would have gone to college, made a career for herself and been adequately pushed into the real world with all the tools she needed to survive.” He paused for a moment but with no comment from Daniel, he continued. “Obviously, there were a few key ingredients missing from such an emotionally empty upbringing…even though the girl hadn’t seemed to need the kind of nurturing most kids need. She was just naturally…odd. I guess that would describe her best.”

“And how do you know these things?”

“I spoke with the other women at Brauer’s mansion, all of them. A couple, Brigitta in particular, managed to have a few real conversations with the girl, though none would call her close, or even a friend.”

“How did she end up with the Baron in the first place?”

“Yes, well…that’s what I’m getting to. She was headed to some Ivy League college, which Robert arranged and paid for. She was eighteen, entirely innocent, and the minute she landed in the dorm room she apparently freaked out. He had to remove her, however he had nowhere to take her. With her in school, he planned to spend the next six months based out of London, traveling extensively through Europe and the Middle East. He couldn’t take her with him. He’d closed down his house, let the servants go, and he was afraid to leave her on her own. So, he took her to his brother’s estate, knowing that the man would at least keep her safe. The plan was for Brauer to provide for her, at the same time keeping her away from the D/s aspects of his lifestyle. It wouldn’t have been too hard. Brauer had a ‘vanilla’ wing in the house, a place where normal people could visit and never know that the estate was run by unpaid slave labor. The set-up was quite convincing. I attended one of his parties. Congressmen. White House aides. Labor leaders. Not one guest had a clue that the perky young females dressed in crisp grey uniforms and white aprons lived in crude slave quarters in his cellar and were routinely punished for misdemeanors, or just for sport, if Brauer was in a sadistic mood. It was a fascinating game to watch since I knew the other side of his life.

“El was to be as sheltered as Brauer’s houseguests while she was there—and she was for a time. She had her own quarters away from the rest of the house; another tutor was installed; she was even offered daily piano lessons, which she seemed to enjoy. She remained shy and aloof, barely able to hold a conversation. However, despite her seeming detachment from the people around her, she was quite curious. Perhaps she suspected something peculiar about Brauer—who knows what motivated the girl. Maybe something tipped her off, maybe a slip in the game plan. Maybe it was just idle curiosity. Whatever the reason, she began making late night trips through the house, peeking here and there, darting around corners, hiding in shadows like a ghost. First time Brigitta caught her, that is exactly what the woman thought—that she was a ghost. Said it scared her half to death. But she didn’t actually catch her. The girl was off too fast to be cornered. This went on for some time, months I guess. She was quite cagey about her explorations. For days at a time the staff saw nothing then there’d be a sighting, some fleeting glimpse around the corner and gone. I guess it caused quite a stir and much discussion as soon as her pattern was established. In fact, it was a hot topic between Brauer and Brigitta. Brauer wanted to give up the pretense and let her know what he was about, but Brigitta was adamantly opposed, and apparently carried enough weight with the Baron to have some influence. She believes that Brauer was nursing his own fascination for the girl, something he kept well hidden to most who knew him, except Brigitta—she likes to think that she knew him better than anyone else.” 

Marcus let out a sighing breath and continued. “Brauer was on the lookout for her. He spent some hours after dark tailing her journeys. He finally met her face to face in one of his dungeons. He found her fingering the equipment with a great deal of interest. And strangely, she was naked at the time. The rumor that had been circulating about the house was that their midnight elf had tossed her nightgown aside and had been running naked through the corridors. Brauer confronted her and—this is strictly hearsay—she told him that she wanted to be like the other women in his house. He grilled her, trying to find out what she’d learned of his lifestyle during her late night jaunts. She confessed that she’d seen dozens of punishment scenes, watched Brauer’s slaves eating from dog dishes, peered in on their communal baths, even witnessed a variety of sexual situations. She knew every secret passageway and hidden staircase in the house. Nothing escaped her notice. 

“One thing led to another and she became Brauer’s newest girl. He resisted—Brigitta was adamant that I know that. But the girl would not back down from her desire to be enslaved. She wanted simple clear cut rules; she craved someone who could tell her what to do; and she was shameless from a sexual point of view. Brauer was not about to turn the girl down when he had a readymade slave in El who needed little training and asked for almost nothing. She seemed to thrive in the most austere circumstances…the more ascetic and rigorous the better. She became sexually adept and craved punishment—obviously she was masochistic—and she spent long hours with Brauer involved in both activities. Sometimes he just liked having her around. She started out living in the house with the other slaves, but over time, she gravitated to the kennels where she stayed when Brauer didn’t have need of her. 

“Her service to him continued for at least four years—but I’m guessing it was longer than that. I’m not totally clear on the timeline. No one seems to be able to pin it down. As close as I can figure, she’s twenty-five, twenty-six, maybe a little older. Doesn’t really matter, I guess. When I arrived at the estate to inspect the grounds, I found El in the kennels. Brauer’s dogs had already been taken to a breeder.” Marcus lifted a brow, adding scornfully, “Interesting that he made immediate provisions for the animals, but made very little for his slaves, and none for El.”

“And she’s there now?”

“She is. I tried to talk her into sleeping in the house. But she refused. Brigitta tells me she hadn’t lived in the house for over a year. Wouldn’t step foot in it unless she was on direct orders from her master. The last six months of his life he was quite sick so she wasn’t summoned even once. She was fed and otherwise left to her own devices.”

“So she’s been locked up for six months?”

“No. Once it was clear that Brauer wasn’t long for this world, Brigitta, along with the other slaves, decided to keep the kennels unlocked. El was well aware that she could move back in the house if she’d wanted to but she stayed there sleeping on a concrete floor with nothing but a flat pillow and an old blanket—mind you, the kennels were heated so she was hardly cold at any temperature. She ate from dog dishes as she had before. I gather that she helped care for the dogs while she was there…”

“And was she used as their bitch?” Daniel shot off the question before Marcus finished, then he waited, paying as close attention to the man’s body language as he did the verbal reply. He wanted the truth. He could usually tell if Marcus was being straight with him or fibbing.

“No, I’m quite sure of that,” his friend came back without blinking an eye. “One kink that Brauer didn’t touch. Though he liked to use the kennels for certain slaves, ones like El who craved that kind of sparse environment or others he was grooming as human pets. Some were sent there for punishment, but for El it was home. She saw no need to change her life just because Brauer was sick. But with the doors now unlocked she had free reign of the estate. She could be seen roaming the gardens in the day—something familiar to her. She often helped the gardener with his chores, even before Brauer got sick. But now, she was roaming at night. She had ways into the house that no one knew about and sometimes spent hours searching through the mansion, almost as if she were on a mission to find something important.”

“Anyone ever ask her?”

“She rarely gave anyone a direct answer to any question—Brauer, maybe. But he was too sick to care about anything. I understand that some nights she watched him sleep, though she’d tiptoe out of the room if he stirred. She didn’t want to be seen, still afraid to violate her master’s rules. Since his death, the kennel remains her home, the estate her playground. She wanders it freely with not a stitch on, which has proven a particular problem for the heirs. They don’t see the charm in that. They’re appalled, and they want her gone, along with every last vestige of Brauer’s bdsm life.” Marcus chuckled darkly. “Isn’t it strange…they’re quite like the Baron in their own way. Not one ounce of real concern for the girl, she’s less human to them than she was to Brauer, another unwanted piece of property to be thrown away like useless garbage.” He shook his head, putting a bit of sadness into his expression. “She needs a place to go, Daniel,” he looked toward the man and didn’t say another word. 

The silence between the two was heavy and forbidding, until Daniel finally spoke. “Surely you don’t mean for me to take her?” 

Marcus jumped on that immediately. “I’m not going to beat around the bush. That would be the perfect solution.”

“Man, you’re crazy!” Crazy yes, the idea was almost laughable, although his heart seemed to be burning up at the moment. Damn Shelly Monroe for sticking a knife into that broken place. 

“It’s not crazy at all, Dan. You may think it’s a stupid idea, and to some it would seem so. But I can’t think of a better man to help her out. And that’s all it is. A few months, get her acclimated to the real world. Teach her a few social skills.” 

“Social skills? It’s not social skills she needs but a master.” 

Marcus’ eyes lit up. “Exactly! You can be that master. You know her world. You know how to deal with submissive women and their needs. I’m not suggesting that you make her your slave, just lay down rules, give her structure, enough so she feels stable and able to live successfully on her own. There’s no one I know who’d be better suited for the role. It’s just temporary.”

Daniel looked at him distrustful and annoyed. “No. No. A thousand times no!”

“Are you sure?”

“What? How much more simple can I make it? There’s not an ounce of me that would consider anything so ridiculous. I don’t know the first thing about nurturing a young woman back to sanity. That’s for psychiatrics and counselors, not a former mercenary with a lot of black stains on his character, not to mention his resume.” 

Unperturbed, Marcus studied him a moment—looking for another angle of attack—then finally shrugged and breathed out, not hiding his disappointment. “Okay. I understand. It was just a passing thought anyway. A shot in the dark.” He downed the rest of his drink. “But I still need to find an appropriate place for her, which brings me back to square one. She’ll likely end up on the street with no means to take care of herself. You place her with social services, that’s sure to be the final outcome. Maybe a halfway house, or she’ll be…” his expression turned thoughtful and perturbed. He didn’t finish.

“Institutionalized,” Daniel said it without wincing. “Which may be exactly what she needs. It sounds to me as though she might have some psychological problems that have nothing to do with bdsm. I’m not capable of dealing with that. I don’t have the time or talent. C’mon, Marcus.”

Marcus shrugged, letting the defeat quickly pass. “Like I said. A shot in the dark.”

“Like you said,” Daniel agreed. It was easy to write people off—he’d been doing it without remorse for years. He’d never even laid eyes on the girl, what did he care about some dispirited waif who put herself in the situation in the first place? She was probably more savvy than anyone was giving her credit for. Leave it to the authorities to figure out. The authorities. As if they knew what any man or woman really needed. Still, he could look at Marcus and be glad she wasn’t his responsibility. 

“I’m going to the estate this weekend and I need to take her then. I know it would likely be an imposition but I would be grateful if you’d accompany me just in case I need a little assistance in prying her loose?”

Daniel eyed him suspiciously. 

“I promise. I won’t try to dump her on you. I swear. That was a bad idea. However, I’m not sure how she’ll respond to me or to leaving. I wouldn’t want to have to call the police, or even social services just yet. I’d rather ease her out…” He waited while Daniel mulled the thought. “Think of it as a pleasant day in the country. Catch up on old times. You’ll be helping me a lot. I’m not one with…well…you know, who’s use to this sort of thing. Sex for me is strictly safe, sane and consensual, not all that much different than real life… except when my sadistic streak kicks in with a bang.”

Seeing the worry in his friend’s face, he let the poor guy off the hook. “I suppose if you need a hand in dispensing with her I can do that.”

Marcus brightened. “See. There you go. Dispensing with her. Only someone with your mind-set and experience can so coolly refer to what we’ll need to do.”

“You could just start with social services…”

“No. I want her handled gently.”

“And you think they can’t do that?”

“And respect who she is? No. There’s a Domme in Baltimore who’s agreed to be a temporary way station. She’ll take her for one week, although I can hope that something will fall into place there and she won’t have to leave. At least Lady M will speak her language. She should be able to pry the girl open a bit. If necessary, I think she’ll do a better job at explaining her situation to whatever system she ends up in.” 

“Why the hell didn’t you mention that before?” Daniel shot back. 

Marcus laughed. “You know when I came here, this trip to the estate was all I was going to ask you about…then seeing you with Michelle, I got this crazy notion that you might… Anyway, how about a long day in the country?” Marcus looked cool on the surface but he was nervous and agitated and became more so the longer he waited for Daniel’s reply. Daniel was about to speak, but the younger man suddenly added, “There’s also Brauer’s computer…the one he used for his underground businesses…”

“That’s supposed to sweeten the deal?”

“I’ve not been able to hack into the thing. I thought you might be the man for that, too.”

“I was a well-paid criminal not a techno terrorist.” He purposely downplayed his computer savvy, seeing no benefit for him in spending hours trying to break into Brauer’s files. 

Marcus returned the cagey look, lowering his voice to a conspiratorial whisper, “However, if Brauer’s files were of some interest to you…?” His brows lifted, hoping to see even an inkling of interest from the former mercenary.

“If they were of some interest to me. I doubt that’s the case.”

“But maybe you’d like to know for sure?”

“Brauer’s underworld activities haven’t been on anyone’s watch list that I know of. If he was anything more than a kinky bdsm lifestyler I’d be greatly surprised. If he did dump his cast offs on slave traders in the Middle East it wasn’t through anyone I’m acquainted with. As far as the computer is concerned, you can get into it as easily as I can. We have the same resources for that. But this really isn’t about the computer, is it? This is about the girl.”

“But my offer is still on the table…just a day in the county, Dan. And the computer is yours, too.”

There’d always been something sad and vulnerable about Marcus that Daniel despised. He could feel that now, tugging at him like some nagging brat. The girl had obviously gotten under his skin. To save the man from himself he wouldn’t turn him down. If nothing else, he’d be sure that she was taken to the Domme and everything about that situation was nailed down so he wouldn’t find his friend doing something stupid like keeping the girl for himself. He could think of no other reason to make the trip than that. But it was a compelling one. “So, what? Saturday? Should be a decent day,” he said. 

“Oh god, man, I really appreciate this,” he fell over himself with relief. 

“But you’ll owe me one. Remember that.”

Marcus’ eyes sparked again with his dark charisma shining through. “Yes, yes I will.”


Chapter Two

Rescue

Valerie Ryder settled in behind Daniel, wiggling her pussy against his warm and naked ass. She craved his hardened body and all those grisly muscles. Even his bark set her off. The previous evening had been crazy. She’d bravely called after ten pm, a first, and invited herself over for a late supper. She’d bring the meal. Sex was on both their brains, so not much would get eaten. Surprised that he’d even talk to her at that hour, let alone allow her in his house, she made the date before he could change his mind and was on his doorstep within a half hour. 

After making her dance naked from one end of the house to the next while dodging his leather whip, they landed in the master bed where he screwed her ass until it was raw; Valerie loving every second of his foul abuse. 

Because it was so late, he let her stay the night.

“Just don’t get used to it,” he’d warned. 

At dawn, she was still there, purring in his ear. “Hum, now was that so bad? A whole night with a woman in your bed?” 

Feeling the sensuous warmth of her soft skin, he turned inside her arms and kissed her forehead, almost too chastely for such an intimate moment. 

“Bad? Did I say something was bad?” he groused. 

“I just rarely spend the night.”

“As it should be, Val. You take up too much room.” He squeezed her ass cheek as though he’d tear it off. 

She, in turn, gave his hip a firm smack, then quickly pulled from his arms and jumped to her feet. “Gotta leave, hon, I’m due in court early and I still have a brief to finish.” She gazed around the room. “So, where are my clothes?”

He peered up at her and shrugged. “You must have left them downstairs.”

“Right.” Her eyes twinkled merrily and she sped off. She washed, dressed and applied her make-up in the downstairs bath, then dashed back to the master bedroom and gave Daniel a peck on the cheek. He was already in the bath, just out of the shower and drying off.

He grumbled as usual. He was lousy in the early morning hours. 

“You’re up early,” she noted, as she watched him shave.

“Mission of mercy,” he said without explanation. 

“You? Mission of mercy?”

“Don’t ask. Just get out of here and on your way.”

“You know as charming as you are, Daniel Broc,” she ripped off sarcastically, “I’m surprised you don’t have women banging down your door and dropping at your feet.”

“Get the hell out of here!” he boomed. 

She laughed from the bathroom door, smirked coyly, and turned to leave. 

“Ah, Val…” he called her back. 

“Yes, dear?” she singsonged, cocking her head as he peeked out. 

“Thanks for last night. You do know how to move that ass of yours.”

“Do I now?” She smiled broadly, then she sashayed out of the room, wiggling her robust fanny for a parting sexual tease. The dark-eyed brunette was a tough attorney who liked her demons purged by a good beating—no different from a number of women Daniel had become acquainted with since his return to the States. Beating her was a good way to assuage his own demons; plus she he liked the way she fucked.

***


A four foot stone wall surrounded much of Brauer’s estate, a fact that Marcus pointed out to Daniel while driving alongside that wall for nearly 200 yards as they made their approach to the fortress. He was quick to mention that the hefty structure had been built by slave labor to discourage riff-raff, nosy neighbors and curious law enforcement types.  The Baron had begun erecting the wall twenty years before. Every morning for nearly ten years, he, or the estate foreman, was up at the crack of dawn marching scantily clad slaves to the newest portion of the wall where they spent as much as twelve grueling hours in everything from searing heat to bitter cold, uncovering field stones and fashioning them into a barricade that would separate Brauer’s domain from the real world. He would have been happier if he could have made the wall twelve feet high, but since that was impractical, he added concertina wire just inside the perimeter to fortify his defenses. Chain link and barbed wire would have been good enough on their own, but the stone wall created an important visual impact in Brauer’s mind. There were only three entrance points: a service entrance off the road, the main entrance fifty yards beyond that, and another at the back of the property which was heavily padlocked. 

To drive onto the estate grounds, Marcus pulled off at the main entrance, parked his black SUV in front of the wrought iron gate, hopped from his car and engaged three separate keying systems and a pass code before the gate finally swung open. He had just enough time to pull inside before the gate began to swing back into place and shut. It would take a password to get out. 

“You would have thought he was making moonshine,” Marcus laughed. 

“Or keeping women enslaved,” Daniel added wryly, although he regarded the strict security measures with some interest. Was it just slave girls he was keeping protected from nosy neighbors?

“Looks as though he has something to hide, doesn’t it?” Marcus said, as he peered through the woods. The thick undergrowth of leafed out brambles and vines beneath the trees made the forest nearly impassible, unless you were on a dedicated trail. A half mile in, the woods gave way to an open space of manicured lawn and gardens, then the estate house: a bold, impressive but basically sprawling mix of brick and wood-sided additions to a 19th century stone farmhouse. Obviously, little thought had been given to the aesthetic integrity of the structure as the estate was expanded and yet somehow the odd elements didn’t look all that mismatched—unless you were to scrutinize the thing carefully. Taken as a whole, it made quite an impact on new visitors, though the ostentatious sort of wealth it implied hardly made much impact on Daniel. 

“You have business in the house?” he asked, “or should we go straight for the girl?”

“I mentioned the computer…I’d like to get that now.” Marcus took off for the house with Daniel at his heels. “There’s still a caretaker here, but I’d feel better if that computer were in safe hands.” He unlocked the door with another three keys and password, then the pair went directly to Brauer’s office, a large paneled room lined with bookshelves, which had the appearance of being carefully picked over, dozens of volumes tipped to the side falling into the place where other books had been removed. A dozen packed boxes stood by the entrance waiting to be carried away. What was left were the large pieces of furniture, all massive, Old World in style, each as solid as the next and just as ugly to the eye, at least Daniel’s eye. 

Marcus had already packed a box with the items he wanted. He checked through it one more time, then lifted it in his arms and carried it out through the front, placing the box in the tail end of the vehicle. Before closing the hatch, he withdrew a shopping bag. “Clothes, she’ll need some clothes.” 

“I would imagine so,” Daniel replied. 

All morning he had felt an undercurrent of anxiety from his friend which caused him some concern. Though Marcus seemed pretty straightforward in his description of the girl and her status on the estate, Daniel had to wonder if he were not entirely candid about the situation given his current state of nerves. 

“She’s this way,” he said, starting off in the direction of the outbuildings. They passed by a stable that still housed several animals, and moved on to the frame and concrete structure just beyond. Opening the unlocked door, the two made their way through a small storeroom and office, then into a corridor of side-by-side kennels, twenty, maybe thirty feet in length. The chain link cages were each four feet high, just as wide and twice as long; all were empty. Each opened onto the dog run, a slab of concrete about eight feet wide that led to a grassy pasture area for the dogs to roam. The kennels were all cleaned and hosed down, smelling faintly of disinfectant. At the far end, and removed from the other cages, were three more of the same design, same height, width and length, which opened into another concrete area, and beyond that, to a smaller sloping grassy place shaded by a towering maple. Two of the cages were entirely empty, just like the others; in the third, which was bordered on one side by a concrete wall, was a pallet bed with a thin pillow and blanket, a water bowl, a food dish, and nothing else, except for a number of magazine pictures that were taped to the concrete just above the bed. 

Daniel stared at them for a moment, studying them carefully. The largest picture was of New York’s Central Park at Christmastime, lit with thousands of twinkling white lights. There was a picture of the crescent moon in a sky filled with stars—looked as if it had been cut from National Geographic; then one of an English country garden, and several of individual flowers. Each photograph was dog-eared, some were stained, others were curling at the edges as if they had been there a long while. Other than the sparse furnishings the cage was empty. The two men exited the kennel through a door leading to the exercise area.

“The other kennels were for the dogs, these were for human canines.”

“Makes sense.” 

The girl was not inside the fenced area, however gazing into the distance beyond the chain link, beyond the maple and down a sloping hillside, they could see a naked female walking through the gardens below, stopping occasionally to sniff something or pluck a weed from around a plant. There was nearly an acre of plowed garden area for vegetables and flowers; the flowers still bloomed, but much of the vegetable garden had been left untended and had become a mass of weeds. Beyond the garden were pasture areas butting up against the dense hardwood forest that surrounded the forty acre property. 

The sight of the girl moving almost on tiptoe was immediately intoxicating and the two men stopped and stared as the lithe young female moved at her graceful and leisurely pace, apparently in no particular direction and looking as if she hadn’t a care in the world. Her slender body was nicely proportioned, firm, lean and energetic; her spirit surprisingly lighthearted given the current circumstances. 

Her nicely rounded ass was plainly evident, so were her strong thighs. When she turned in profile, they saw her breasts, just handfuls of soft flesh crowned with pointy nipples. Her brownish hair came nearly to her shoulders and looked shaggy, but maybe no more than the messy styles women were currently wearing. As far as he could tell, there were no physical signs of her slave status—no collar and cuffs, which might be expected under the circumstances, but no tattoos, piercings or other identify markings either. At least none that he could see from that distance. This surprised him considering the number of years she’d been with Brauer. The lack of markings made her appear almost virginal—which she certainly was not. Regardless, the pristine look of her youthful body suited her. She was small, almost fairy-like in her nimble movements. Was she smiling to herself? Hard to say, however, she was obviously enjoying the tranquility of the gardens and the noonday sun. 

“Lovely girl,” Daniel spoke first.

“Yes, well,” Marcus sighed, “she looks innocuous now, but she can sure pack a punch.”

“Pack a punch?”

Marcus laughed nervously, while massaging his jaw. “And she can kick.”

“I see,” Daniel said, guarding his feelings, though the scene of the girl’s and Marcus’ first confrontation began to form a clear picture in his mind. Kicking. Punching. Apparently, she had a temper and if he were guessing right, she had no desire to be removed from the estate. Why would she be? Serenity of this sort was difficult to find in the modern world; Brauer’s domain had obviously been a throwback to an earlier time, one where El felt perfectly content. 

“So, she’s a hellcat? This is why you insisted I come?” Daniel asked, as he continued observing the lovely female.

“Yes. I guess so,” he reluctantly admitted. “I’m sure that Nickolas, the caretaker, and I could have put her in chains and stuffed her in the back of my car. We could have caged and gagged her. But I was hoping for something a little less severe,” he grimaced. “But regardless of what it takes to get her out of here she can’t stay a day longer. I have to get back to my regular business for the next couple weeks and with the mansion nearly stripped of ‘all that nasty stuff’—that’s how Frieda, Brauer’s sister, refers to it—she can’t stay here. The truck comes tomorrow to pick up all the fetish gear, and everything the family wants gone. Once that’s taken to the warehouse I’m done until the auction at the end of the month.”

Daniel appraised the situation with pursed lips, a scowl and narrowed brows. For a moment he was deep in thought. Then turning to Marcus, he said, “Well, then, let’s get her out and be done with it. How far is it to your Domme friend?”

“Three, four hours away, tops.”

“Good.” The gate at the far end of the dog pen was already open and Daniel marched out and headed down the grassy slope. This was no longer Marcus’ mission but his. His friend called himself a Dom and acted the part rather well when he needed to, but he obviously didn’t have the stomach for the possibilities that lay ahead with a confused and fractious young female who was about to be ripped from the life she knew and apparently loved. Daniel had been in this kind of position more times than he could count—all in his past of course, but that past was not so long ago. As a slave trader in the Middle East, where were there few restraints on his behavior, he had many vivid recollections of other confused and fractious females who became his properties to dispense with. He could subdue a screaming, kicking female in less than ten seconds. “You have some rope,” he asked as they were halfway down the hill.

“I do, in the bag, along with a gag and shackles.”

Daniel nodded. Hopefully, the items wouldn’t be needed.

It wasn’t until they’d reached the bottom of the hill that the girl first caught sight of the two men. Daniel worried that she’d take off and one of them would have to track her down. The woods were not far and once she disappeared into the maze of trees, she could be hard to track. He’d never been a good runner, which is why he relied on brute strength and the element of surprise to contain a bolting female before she had a chance to run.

“You’re too keyed up, Marcus,” he told his friend, “Act casual, as nonthreatening as you can be.”

“I’m trying,” Marcus whispered. They were within ten feet of the naked El, who stared at them with alarm, although she didn’t budge. In fact, she barely shifted her posture as she looked their way. Her head turned at a right angle to her body while the rest of her still faced the garden. Her profile was quite pleasing.

Marcus moved forward first, “Good morning, El,” he said kindly. “How are you doing today?”
She didn’t answer, but she did begin to shake her head back and forth and continued with the rigid gaze. The tension in her lithe limbs increased, subtle yes, but Daniel saw the change. He expected it. He reached out, gently tapping Marcus on the arm, stopping his forward progress. If he got any closer, she’d bolt like a jack rabbit. An instinctual feeling but he knew he was right. 

She was like a feral cat. Poised. Ready. Muscles flinching. Her stare hardly human. Her dark blue eyes wide open. She was even more lovely close up, enough to generate a warm feeling in his crotch—one he quickly pushed aside. The girl wasn’t his. This was just a job, a favor to a friend—a very scared friend. He almost wished that Marcus had stayed at the house. He could do this better alone. His mind quickly weighed the options and before Marcus could speak again he stepped forward. 

“I’m Daniel, El, Marcus’ friend.” He spoke with a rare kindness in his voice; a well-practiced kindness since it didn’t come naturally to him—unless he were to greet a child or a young animal—indeed, this young thing might have qualified for either category. Despite the claims of her sexual experience, her inherent innocence shone through like a beacon. “You’re called El here. Is that your real name?” 

She stared at him blankly as if she hadn’t heard him then abruptly shook her head. 

“Could you tell me what your real name is? I’d like to call you that. If that’s okay with you…” The request seemed like a risk, but he had to start somewhere and starting with the truth, that they were going to remove her from the property, would only send her fleeing.

The stare went on between the pair, fixed and steadfast, as if they were engaged in silent conversation. The longer the stare, the better for Daniel. Even now, he could see miniscule shifts in her bearing. He’d have to be content with that and ease in.

“Your name?” he dared to repeat. His voice was deliberately hushed, and he maintained an open, nonthreatening attitude. After tedious seconds of hesitation, she finally turned directly toward them and cocked her head. She considered Daniel’s request strange and unexpected. Even curious. But she did reply.

“My name’s Lisle.”

“Good morning, Lisle,” he smiled. He wasn’t a man who smiled often but he could smile at wolf if that’s what the situation called for. The girl was hardly a wild animal—but she wasn’t won over just yet and he couldn’t let his guard down for a second.

“You like this garden, don’t you?” 

She nodded.

“It’s a beautiful place.” He bent down to smell one of the roses, bringing himself another foot closer to the girl. “Is this a favorite?” he asked when he stood up. 

She shrugged and stepped back, keeping a safe distance. The urge to bolt was fierce; her muscles were flexed; her eyes alert and darting here and there as if she was staking out possible exits. Finally her cautious appraisal of Daniel resumed.

The longer she remained where she was the better for Daniel’s purposes. The essence of the girl and what she needed became clear to him. She’d be quite a challenge for any man or woman to tame. She had one master and that master was dead. 

“The man you loved is gone, Lisle,” he said. “I’m sorry to hear that.” 

Her expression soured and her eyes filled with sadness. She gazed down briefly, feeling the weight of her grief take her to the brink of tears. When she looked up again her eyes were wet and her sorrow connected with his own.

He nodded gently. “I can see how much you loved him, but he’s not here anymore.”

Her entire body instantly bristle; her tensed shoulders rose toward her ears and as her hands turned into fists, she shook her head back and forth like she hated the sound of what she heard. Her pained reaction gave Daniel just enough time to make up the distance between them and put a capturing arm around her waist. Though it gave the appearance of being a consoling gesture, the authority behind that move was steely and sure. She would not escape him now. Still consumed by grief she allowed herself to rest her head on his chest. That last just briefly; she suddenly stiffened and tried to pull away, but the muscles in his arm hardened and prevented her from escaping his hold. 

“No, Lisle, you’re not going to run away.” He drew her close and lifted her chin with his free hand, forcing to look at his face. “I’m a master, too, Lisle. Not your master, I’d never presume to be that. But you will respect me as a master, and you’ll understand when I tell you that you cannot stay here.”

She shook her head violently, screaming, “No, no no no!” 

“Hush!” his voice rose in tenor. “You’re not going to scream.” 

When she looked at him now her nostrils flared and her eyes widened crazily, defiant and furious. Raw pain spewed from her wounded soul. She bit her lip and shook her head again then launched into another savage war of flailing arms, causing Daniel’s grip to stiffen until she finally quieted on her own.

“Everything is going to be okay,” he soothed. He gently stroked her head as he spoke. “You’re going to be taken care of. I’ll see to that. But there’s nobody to take care of you here. The people that own this house don’t want you. They don’t understand you. If you were to stay here and hide, they’ll come after you, they’ll bring police cars and men who will hunt you down like a wild animal. This is not a safe place for Lisle. Lisle is going where she’ll be understood, where there are masters and mistresses who live the way you want to live. If you want a new master to serve, then you’ll be able to find one. But you cannot find one here.”

She shook her head, not violently this time, but out of sadness. Tears spilled from her eyes as if the memory of her master was still too painful.

“I realize that no one can replace the Baron. No one would want to and no one could. But you will be with people who understand how you feel and you’ll be safe.”

She lifted her head and stared into his eyes. 

“It’s time to go.” He motioned to Marcus, speaking to him over his shoulder, “The dress, please…” 

Marcus rummaged through the shopping bag, pulled out the dress and stuffed it in Daniel’s hand. 

With surprising ease he slipped the pale yellow sundress over the girl’s head, although he waved off the underwear and sandals that Marcus offered next. “Let’s go on up the hill,” he said, and he led the girl up the path and toward the car. 

The ‘extraction’ was much easier than Daniel first feared. The girl was feisty and very hurt; not a prescription for cooperation. Odd memories from the past had been quick to surface in his mind—other places, other slaves, other ‘extractions’; he was thinking like a slave trader and the flashback left a bitter taste in his mouth. 

As the trio trekked back up the hill, Daniel kept his arm around the girl’s waist. He felt the softness of her female body and the accompanying jolt of lust in his own. So slight. So nimble. He could crush her into nothing. She was not his kind of female, not like Shelly or Val, one he would go toe to toe with in fierce battle. She was the kind of female he didn’t understand, aloof and mysterious, just as Marcus had described. But he had correctly assessed her current frame of mind and as he felt her urge to flee rise up through her body again he strengthened his grip. 

Just as they reached the SUV, he felt her cringe and suddenly the struggle began all over, this time more energetic and more powerful. She began to kick—a good reason to forget the shoes—then groan, grunt and sputter out, “No, I won’t leave! You can’t make me! I won’t … never, never, never…” until the words were little but unintelligible babble. 

She was stronger than he thought and nearly slipped from his grasp as he attempted to subdue her. However, the breach in his defenses was only momentary. He flipped her around and thrust her against the hood of the car, her hands behind her back. 

“You’re a slave, Lisle, act like one!” he bit off tersely. 

She froze, and for a moment her body remained tense, although the will to fight gradually lessened the longer he held her, the longer his ferocious will impinged on her private world of slavery. At last she collapsed against the car in defeat.

Without the stern tone, speaking like a kind but authoritative parent, he said, “You cannot stay here, Lisle. Where you’re going you’ll be safe and cared for.” He felt her wince. “Yes, I know you’re angry. It’s okay to be angry, you should be. But you launch into another tantrum and I will tie you up and gag you. You know I can.”

For another tense minute she lay against the car. He could feel the fire in her ease and her muscles slacken until he knew that she’d been subdued.

“You have child locks on this vehicle?” he called to Marcus.

“Sure do.”

Carefully pulling the pacified female from the hood of the car, Daniel opened the back door of the vehicle, helped her in and locked the seatbelt in place. 

“It’s going to be a bit of a drive. You just sit back and relax.”

She stared at him with hollow, empty eyes as he pulled away and shut the door. 

By then, Marcus was behind the wheel setting the child locks and when Daniel slipped into the front passenger seat, he started the vehicle and they made their way to the road. 

***

An hour after Lisle was successfully apprehended, the girl was sound asleep, snoring softly in the back seat of the car. 

“Looks like an angel, doesn’t she?” Marcus remarked on looking over his shoulder at the sleeping girl. 

“And you knew as well as I do now that she’s not.”

Marcus snickered to himself while Daniel silently fumed. “Let’s be honest here,” he suddenly cut through his grumbling complaints to the heart of the matter. “How many times have you tried this and failed?”

His friend grinned sheepishly. “Oh? Twice, well, actually three times if you count the first day when I found out that she wasn’t exactly a subservient sub. She perceived me as a threat right off and ran into the woods. She was scared and I certainly didn’t have your expert touch. Frankly, I didn’t know you could be so kind, especially to an unruly slave.”

“She’s not an unruly slave. There’s nothing that girl’s more proud of than being the good slave. And in the end that was what broke her. I could have coddled her all day, tried to gain her trust with a bunch of promises I had no way to keep; and still, she would have kept those eyes fixed on the woods waiting for the first opportunity to take off and leave us choking on a trail of dust.”

“So you call her ‘slave’ and that does it?”

“It worked, didn’t it? I appealed to what she understands. And what she understood from our little chat was that I had both the physical strength and the backbone to respond to her defiance. She’ll respond to authority she can trust, and for about ten minutes back there she chose to trust me. I’m not betting that trust will stick. She’ll fight everyone who tries to befriend her. You can bank on that. Until there’s a man or woman willing to spend the time to get inside her head she’s going to be miserable and she’s going to be a mess.”

“Well, that’s a pleasing prognosis,” Marcus retorted. “I’ll be sure not to mention that to Lady M when we get there.”

“Your Lady M prepared for this?”

“She knows the circumstances. She’ll be rough if she needs to be. The girl will get the message.”

Lisle stirred in the backseat and the conversation ended. 

***

It took no more than a minute with Lady M for it to become abundantly clear that the girl and the Domme were on a collision course headed for disaster. Lisle took one look at the six foot tall Amazonian female and shrank back in tears as if she’d just laid eyes on the devil’s handmaiden. Fear reduced her to silence and she withered like a vine to the floor and remained there crouched by the doorway of the woman’s home, hiding her head. 

Her Ladyship stood over the shivering waif tapping a crop against her own leather-covered thigh. Why the Mistress appeared in full leather regalia was not at first apparent, though seeing that the girl was too petrified to even lift her head, Lady M turned to the men. 

“Sorry about the costume, probably not a good choice,” she even managed a smile, though it was hardly a genuine effort. She seemed annoyed by their arrival and even more annoyed by the girl. “I just finished a heavy dungeon scene,” she explained, her voice husky and tired, “and I haven’t had time to change.” 

She didn’t seem willing to now as she returned her attention to the girl and spoke in the curt tones of a haughty Domme. “Look up at me, young lady.”

The girl didn’t budge and she didn’t look up. Hugging her knees with her head bowed she nervously fingered her bare toes. Daniel could almost hear her thinking.

“C’mon now, let me see you, darling,” Lady M added, gently tapping her crop against the girl’s arm.

Lisle flinched but refused to respond. Even the woman’s crop against her cheek elicited no response. She shook it off to the woman’s further ire.  

“You expect me to do something with an urchin like this?” Lady M complained.

Some caller’s silly ringtone suddenly broke the tension and the Domme strode toward the back of the entry way pulling her cell phone from her pants pocket and answering the call. For the next several minutes the trio at the door waited while she took a string of cell phone calls and had a major row with two giggling subs in petticoats who were supposed to be cleaning her house. When she finally returned she seemed more exasperated than before.

“I’m sorry, this isn’t a very good day, and I’m afraid, Marcus, the girl is not as advertised. I expected a well-trained and compliant slave. You have nothing but a sniveling brat here.”
“You’re saying you can’t handle her?” Marcus said, deliberately baiting her.

Challenged, the woman with the hand on her hip scowled again. “Of course, I can handle her, but do I want the thing?” She cast the girl a disdainful glance, then shrugged. “I could hand her off to my dungeon master. He’ll keep her confined until she’s subdued enough to train for my house. I can handle even the most recalcitrant slave. This is just such an awkward time…not that I didn’t welcome her…” she prattled on. 

While Marcus negotiated with the Domme, Daniel, with one ear tuned to the conversation, carefully studied the couching girl, every twitch, frown, bitten lip and teary eye he could actually see. She was a silent member of the conversation, alert to everything that was said. He finally crouched down in front of her and whispering quietly so neither Marcus or Lady M heard, he asked, “Do you know this woman?”

She lifted her head and nodded.

“Has she hurt you?”

She shook her head no, but the fright in her eyes made them dark and remote. 

“She hurt someone you know?”

This time she nodded. 

Daniel saw her pleading look and was curiously moved. Though not one to pander to slaves or display empathy for women under dire circumstances, he knew in his gut that this was the wrong place for the girl. She’d survive it. But since his return to civilization the demands of polite society had triggered some normal sensibilities about matters such as these. He’d found some errant morality surface in his character, urging him to do what was best for the girl not what was expedient for Marcus and him. Her curious appeal added enough to these newfound values to make the decision easy. 

Have made his decision, he moved to his feet and announced, “She’s not staying.”

Marcus and Lady M abruptly turned and stared at him with baffled expressions until he finally explained himself as much as he would.

“I’ve changed my mind, Marcus. Until other arrangements can be made she’ll stay with me.”

“This isn’t what we—” Marcus started in.

“But this is what we’re doing,” Daniel quickly cut him off. He bent down and carefully pried the girl’s arm from around her knees and pulled up. They were out the door and in the car before the stunned Marcus could make his apologies to Lady M and exit the house.

***

Hours later at Daniel’s front door, he and Marcus spoke candidly about the girl for the first time since they left Lady M’s. Not a word had been said about Lisle during the drive back to Washington. She’d been awake and alert the entire time, likely expecting some conversation about the matter of her living arrangements. She gave neither man any argument when it became clear that she’d be living in Daniel’s house. They left her eagerly browsing magazines in his living room while Daniel escorted Marcus to the door. 

“You’re gone until the end of the month? I’ll keep her until you’re back then I expect you to have other arrangements and transport her to a permanent situation within a week. You might want to put those feelers out before you leave so you’re not scrambling around for a suitable place as time is running out. A nice easy-going D/s couple looking for a sub would be a good choice.”

“Hey, my friend, I’m grateful for anything you can do.” The younger man looked greatly relieved—almost happy with the outcome—the very outcome he wanted in the first place if he were being completely honest. Daniel might have viewed Lady M as Marcus’s way of manipulating the outcome to suit his desire, however he laid responsibly for the ‘change in plans’ solely on Lisle. How he’d deal with her would be another matter. 

“You’ll pay for this, you know?”

“Coming from you, Daniel, I’ll take that as a warning.” He managed a smile. 

“I’m glad we understand each other,” Daniel glared back, practically pushing the man out the door. 


Chapter Three

Remaking His Life

Daniel’s 18th century Georgetown home was built shortly after the Revolutionary War. The brick exterior was as solid as the men who inspired its times and looked much the same as it had for over two-hundred years. The interior, however, had been renovated in recent years several times, and when Daniel picked it out from a number of similar Colonial Houses, he did so because of the high ceilings and the solid oak floors and most particularly the white walls, the white molding and the white trim, the white around the fireplaces, the endless white in every nook and cranny. The vivid clarity of color reminded him of the desert, clean and warm—or cold—depending on the sun and the temperature of the day. 

There was a center hallway that included the stairs to the upper levels of the house—two stories and a fourth floor attic. On the main level were long rooms on either side of the front hall. The two rooms were nearly identical with walls white, hardwood floors, fireplaces on the outside walls and windows symmetrically placed along the front looking out on the street. The room to the right as he faced the front door he used as his living room, the one on the left was his office. Behind the two main rooms were the large kitchen and laundry areas. A back door led to an overgrown walled garden and the stone building Daniel used as a garage. Beneath the first floor was an unfinished cellar. 

On the second floor of the house was the large master suite along with a guest bedroom and a smaller room that contained nothing but a twin bed. On the third level was another bedroom, a storeroom and a TV/media room he knew he’d never use. The fourth floor attic space was pleasantly empty except for a few scampering mice.

When he bought the house, he inherited the previous owner’s cast off furnishings, all simple but stylish stuff. Sleek couches. Ergonomic chairs. Glass tables, a few wood tops to break the startling color scheme. He knew that scarcity appealed to him. He hated fussy. He hated clutter. And he saw no need to feather his nest any more than it already was. He had room to move and blank walls where his eyes could rest in peace without being required to admire some work of art he really didn’t like. He liked the click of his boots on the hardwood and the feel of the wood on his bare feet. Sometimes his house sounded like an echo chamber with an empty ring. He liked that, too. 

He would have been just as happy in a tiny apartment with sagging 60’s furniture, bad plumbing and a hot plate in an efficiency kitchen. However, he’d left the Middle East with money to spend and his acquaintances in Washington urging him to enter into the 21st century and live like a normal man again—not that he ever had. 

“Besides, Dan—” Alan from the State Department and a pretty decent guy was particularly persuasive on the issue, “Women might find a seedy, walk-up flat romantic for a night but if you want to attract serious women in this town you’d better have something nice to take them to once dinner’s over.”

Daniel wasn’t thinking about picking up women but Alan did have a point. Daniel had lived in hovels, Quonset huts, bunkers, walled compounds and tents for twenty years. Even he had to admit that a comfy mattress and a clean house were a welcome luxury he would enjoy.

He took a few antique pieces from a storage unit of family items and used them to augment the scantly furnished third floor. His sister Jolene, who lived in south Jersey had been particularly adamant that he have his father’s old desk, and then saddled him with several other odd pieces that she swore were valuable collector’s items—as if he cared about their money, which he didn’t. He figured she would have sold them herself if there’d been any real value. Since she wanted the storage unit emptied and she had no room in her overstuffed house, she called on him to do ‘his part’ for the family. This was all part of his re-entry into the real world. 

Since Daniel had gone AWOL—his sister’s term—when he entered the military, he’d been the brother everyone talked about in furtive whispers but no one ever saw. It had been quite a shock to his family when their shy, solemn, but very brilliant brother, entered Harvard at sixteen only to drop out at eighteen to enter the Army. When his leg was badly mangled in a skirmish during the first Gulf War, he returned to the States to convalesce and finished his degree as if this was his plan all along. His family hoped he’d had enough of military life, but as soon as he was able, he returned to active service and dove in with even greater zeal as if he had something to prove to himself. 

Returning home after twenty years hadn’t been easy, especially with his family eager to embrace him and help with the transition—help he didn’t ask for or want. The awkward young boy surfaced in him from time to time as he tried to fend off the overly solicitous attentions of his three sisters. They meant well, but he despised their fussing and their unwelcome advice. However, despite gruff rebukes that put them off for a few weeks, they always bounced back; their efforts to turn him into a polished 21st century man renewed as if it were their sacred duty. 

In one of his more amenable moments—or maybe just because Jolene was trying so hard—he gave in to her sisterly bluster in hopes of keeping her pacified. She was quite right, his house had plenty of empty rooms to store forgotten furniture from another era—places where it would no doubt sit forgotten and unused until he was carried out and the house passed on to another owner. For now, he imagined the 18th century timbers giving off a pleasant sigh once something familiar from its generation graced its rooms again. 

Once Daniel settled in, which took no more than a day, he hired a thirty year old part-time housekeeper, Alice. The young woman was an anomaly in DC, as much a misfit as he was in the world of politics, manners and putting on a good show. She came dressed in white short-shorts and a tank top when she arrived the first day. She was quirky and a little impertinent, but she made him smile as she waltzed in with mop and bucket, her bare breasts swaying softly against the thin fabric of her t-shirt. She had a ring through her right nostril and several piercings along her left ear, as well as bleached blonde hair that was cut short in back and almost to her shoulders in front. The cut looked weird to him, but apparently it was currently in style. On her left shoulder and running down her back and arm was an elaborate tattoo of a garishly-colored parrot sitting in a nest of tropical foliage. He’d seen enough tattoos to know that this one was expertly done. 

While the tattoo was a permanent part of her body, Alice changed her look on a daily basis; he never knew what she’d show up in next: a dress, fatigues and combat boots, bulky sweaters and jeans or her signature cutoffs and thin t-shirts. Her moods, her tastes and her attitudes toward life were a study in contrasts, interesting but not something that would take up much of his time. He never knew what crazy idea was going to pop out of her mouth, but she kept the place clean and did the laundry with military precision, all without a lot of direction, which was exactly what he wanted. If she questioned him about her duties or something about the house, he often shrugged—he really didn’t care—which seemed to give her permission enough to do whatever she wanted to do in the first place. 

In addition to cleaning and laundry, she made regular trips to purchase food—something he rarely had to bother with in his other life. Left to his own devices now he would have eaten takeout every day just because it was easy, and then hated it; or eaten in whatever steak house suited his fancy. 

Alice was happy, bright-eyed and resourceful, a hard worker but not the kind of woman one expected to be cleaning houses for the wealthy in Washington DC. She was also pleasant to look at. Though she was well-muscled and strong, she had a pleasing layer of fat that gave her softly shaped body a sensuous jiggle when she moved. She wasn’t pretty, but she was inherently sexy. He was not surprised to learn that she was the daughter of two 60’s radicals who were still trying to influence the power brokers in Washington. Her politics were liberal, her fashion sense and choice of music were well-rooted in the 60’s and her reading material touched on everything from self-help tomes to gardening magazines, to lesbian erotica and hard core S&M. She avidly denied being a lesbian. “I’m horny and basically open to anything, but I love c-o-c-k,” she announced the first week she was there. 

She’d been raised in an organic, sustainable, healthy living atmosphere long before it was fashionable. When it came to purchasing food, she refused to buy Daniel the junk food he was used to. She filled his fridge with takeout items from the Asian food store in the neighborhood and various varieties of the Middle Eastern cuisine that were plentiful in the DC area. She filled in with food co-op items and organic veggies. No Manwich and Chef Boyardee in Daniel’s kitchen. When she was forced to throw out half of what she bought because it was left uneaten, she just dug in and began fixing him one-dish meals he could pop into the microware. He didn’t know much about what he was eating, and frankly 

didn’t care, but most tasted decent, some even reminiscent of the food he ate in the Middle East, just better. Though Alice was only hired for three days a week she made sure he had at least two pre-pared meals so he wouldn’t have to try making anything on his own. He could cook bacon, eggs and toast, which she grudgingly bought when he started fuming about ‘all the damned granola,’ but she refused to cook them for him.

Unlike the many women in his past, forced to kowtow to his authority, she wasn’t impressed by his brusque personality, his clout or his moods. If he raised his voice, it hardly fazed her. He had the feeling she thought of him as a curiosity, a man who’d finally emerged from the 20th century into a world he would never quite understand—she wasn’t far from the truth.

Theirs was an amicable war, combative at times, but that was due to the sexual tension between them that flared up almost as soon as the two met. She was sexy, he was horny, and he couldn’t stare at her sturdy thighs and how they disappeared into her tight white shorts without jumpstarting his cock. Smoldering beneath the surface of their working relationship was an eroticism that neither one of them was apt to do anything about. After all, they were employer and employee and both respected that fact, thus they kept the subject of sex to a few passing daydreams. 

However one morning a few months after their working relationship began the notion of sex became a necessary topic of conversation. Alice padded down the stairs and stuck her head in Daniel’s office, announcing without comment: “So, I moved your crops and whips into the cabinet in the back of your closet. I hope that’s okay?” She waited for a reply. 

Until then, he’d forgotten he’d left the room a mess after a nasty session with a submissive he’d met through a DC acquaintance. Most of the fix-ups and blind dates he’d been on had been with strictly normal women, none of whom he wanted to date again. Knowing his taste in women and sex, his friend Bernie had introduced him to a thirty-five year old divorcee he’d ‘really’ like. Sure he liked her. She took to the whip without a problem and was quick to accommodate his physical needs, but she wanted a master, and he wasn’t in the mood for the kind of master/slave relationship the woman wanted.

Daniel looked up from his newspaper on hearing Alice’s voice. “Yes, sure, that’s fine. I’d intended to clean that up before you got here. Sorry about that.”

“Don’t be sorry, it weakens your masculine bravado.”

This made him sit up and stare. “Okay then I’m not sorry.”

“I know. You just said that to be polite.” This kind of sparring was common between them. Few people, particularly women, felt comfortable talking back to a man with such obvious authority and control issues, but Alice had no problem talking back to anyone. “Besides, I’ve seen that all myself.”

He peered at her directly. “Doesn’t surprise me.” And he went back to his reading. 

“I mean that. Like seriously,” she persisted. “I know the lifestyle… cause I’m kind of on the fringes of it myself.” He had no desire to hear this, but she seemed determined to explain. “My roommate was collared by this master in New York. Real bad ass if you ask me. Anyway, leave your toys all over the place, I won’t care, they’ll just juice me up for later.”

His body instantly reacted to that inference, though with any luck she didn’t notice. 

What he understood from the brief exchange was that she did care about his ‘leaving his toys all over the place’ as well as anything else that wasn’t put back where it belonged. That was a given with Alice; she liked an orderly house, just as he did. But there was more behind that short exchange than just a bit of informational commentary. Her disclosure about ‘the lifestyle’ was intended to be sexual, though to what purpose he was not yet sure. 

Some days Alice was as sunny as summer, in fact most days she was almost too cheery for the dour mercenary. But then there were other days, when from the moment she entered the house she groused about everything. A pile of dirty socks in the bedroom corner, the pile of dishes in the sink and worst of all pizza boxes and fast food wrappers still reeking with the smell of grease lying on the coffee table in the living room. 

She talked to herself when she was annoyed. “You think I’m a maid,” all under her breath, of course. On that particular day he caught her in the act of muttering complaints while she was bent over his bed smoothing down the covers. 

“You are my maid,” he brought her upright in seconds with the terse remark. 

“Hey, that was private!” she barked back. 

“Then fucking keep your mouth shut if you have any further editorial comments about my life.”

Later in the kitchen, still fuming, she scrubbed the countertops with a vengeance. Daniel found her there in the midst of the task, her breasts bouncing back and forth almost angrily. She was wearing a t-shirt dress so when she bent over he could see her white cotton panties tight against her plump ass cheeks—a sight he never grew tired of.

He almost started to laugh at the fuming woman, but didn’t. “Is there some problem here? I say something? Do something?” 

She stood up and faced him squarely. 

“It’s more like what you’re not doing.” Her lips were pursed and she rolled her eyes.

He looked as befuddled as he felt. “This isn’t a guessing game.”

“Are you really that clueless?” she shook her head in amazement. Mouth open, she struggled to say more but couldn’t find the words. 

“Ah,” it finally came to him, “if you mean about the sexual tension? Of course, I’m not clueless. But that is not the nature of our relationship. You don’t belong to me.”

“Belong to you? What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Sorry. Poor choice of words. I forget where I am.”

She cocked her head. “So you’re just ignoring it?”

“Of course.”

She strolled toward him looking a little more friendly. “I’m an easy girl to know, Daniel…” she stopped, suddenly perplexed, “you know, I think I should be calling you something else, sir or Colonel, can I call you Colonel?” She cocked her head. 

“I wish you wouldn’t.”

“Okay then, but Daniel seems too casual, Mr. Broc way too formal for me.” Her brows  knit as she considered the dilemma. “You know, I hardly ever call you any name, I just can’t figure out…” He looked bored with her ramblings. “Anyway…so, I mean,” she stumbled over every word coming out of her mouth, “it really would be okay if you just took me like you want to. I’m good and we’d both enjoy it. Clear the air. No complications, I promise.” She waited, growing anxious in the silence. “Of course, it’s up to you, I just wanted you to know how much I think about your fucking me and how okay I’d be if you wanted that too.”

He didn’t want to hear this. No, not in any way did he want this girl, his housekeeper, coming up with an idea like that. He was ill at ease with the subject and it showed in his expression. “I see, well, I’ll keep it in mind,” he said without any enthusiasm, which was directly contrary to what he was really feeling. 

Without the comeback she hoped for, Alice backed out of the room, looking unusually embarrassed. He could have let her off the hook with a more serious response but he wanted to let her stew in her own juices awhile. However, from that moment on, sex was on the table, sitting before them like the best truffle, the creamiest cheese cake or the richest doughnut—the smell, the touch, the taste, enough to make the yearning fester in them both. The confection could sit there and rot, or make them salivate until they finally dove in and ate.

Alice was fuming again a day or so later, muttering as she worked her way through the kitchen with her sponge and disinfectant. 

“I thought now that the subject of sex is out in the open, you’d be less testy,” Daniel remarked as he passed through the kitchen and heard her grumbling. “What did I do this time?” 

“Well, it just so happens that my mood has nothing to do with you, Mr. Broc.”

“Ah, it’s Mr. Broc today,” he said, not hiding his amusement. She looked especially sexy in her shorts and flimsy blouse—either that or he was especially horny. He could feel his organ trying to stiffen inside his pants—though this was a physical response that he’d learned to control, and once again he suppressed the natural urge. However, if he were right about the next few minutes, he wouldn’t have to quash it for long. “My day has gone rather well,” his lips broke into a wry smile, “I’ve been watching you work, thinking of squeezing those ass cheeks in the palm of my hands while I ream your ass.”

She looked shocked at first, then excitedly anxious. Her sour mood instantly departed and she practically fell into him, begging, “Oh, would you?” 

He thought a moment, trying not to laugh at the blatant request, then he strung her out for the next several seconds, putting on a good show of looking thoughtful, which turned dark and brooding when he finally spoke. “Well then, Alice, how about you bend over like you were before, I’m certainly not going to fuck you face to face.”

Despite his sudden change in mood, Alice finally cracked a smile, turned around and presented her ass. 

Daniel took one look at her behind, enjoying the sight of the leggy blonde, from her ankles to the plump mounds of flesh at the bottom on her shorts. Taking a step forward, he yanked on the shorts and let them drop to her ankles, immediately noticing that her cheeks were every bit as round and firm and pink as he’d imagined them. They swayed gently before him and he couldn’t wait to pry them apart and plunge into those nether regions. Months of holding back his desire for her seemed to collide in him all at once, in one brusque move breaking down every barrier he’d erected to keep himself from a moment like this one. Grabbing the butter dish from the counter, he swiped his fingers through the greasy yellow bar and slathered it down her anal crack, poking one finger in her asshole as he lubed her from top to bottom. She didn’t flinch even a second when he pressed two fingers into the same hole; in fact, she immediately groaned with enthusiasm and began to grind her ass against his hand, softly seething, “Oh, yes, stick it in… yes, yes, yes…” 

He pulled his hand away and smacked both cheeks. Then opening his fly he pulled his throbbing organ from inside and thrust forward feeling the stiff muscle slide into the tight hole and go deep until his groin was nestled against her ass. He held on to one tit and one ass cheek, keeping a steady rhythm to his thrusts while listening to the theatrical sound of her cries grow in volume the longer he banged away in her behind. 

Finally, “Ooo, you fuckin’ asshole!” blared through the kitchen with her voice rising hot and urgent as she began to come, “Do it, yeah, baby do it, do it, DO IT! Yeeeeeeeeeeeeeah.” She twisted so hard he thought she’d tear herself apart. Though it took some strength to keep the raunchy girl from jerking out his penis, he bore down, taking both hips in his fists and thrusting till he felt his cock about to ejaculate. He rammed her asshole three times more before the final plunge when, for one split second, they both seemed to freeze. When that drawn out moment finally passed, he shot his seed deep, letting out a guttural grunt, while Alice began again with her, “Yeah, yeah, baby more,” as if the insatiable slut could go on forever. 

A few uneasy moments of silence followed. At last, he handed her a towel, plucked the discarded shorts from the floor and tossed them in her direction as she was heading toward the bathroom. 

“That good enough to break the ice?” he called to her. She looked back and smiled. 

“In my other life, you would have cleaned me up with your mouth,” he added.

Her smile morphed from grateful to sardonic. “You trying to shock me or something?”

“Why the hell would I even try? You’ve obviously been round every sexual bend, I should have just shoved you to the floor at my feet.” 

He left her standing at the kitchen door with a bewildered look on her face. 

She was a lot of talk, a lot of mischief, a lot of fun, he concluded. But a frequent fuck? He doubted that sort of arrangement would work in the scheme of his life. He liked how she took on her job without needing micromanaging. He couldn’t even quarrel with the food. But just because they could have explosive sex didn’t mean that it would be a good idea, and with so much else in her favor, he wasn’t about to allow sex to destroy their simple regime with the emotional demands of lovers. 

Daniel didn’t screw her again for nearly a month, not until the air between them was prickly with lust and they’d spent nearly a week trying to ignore the fact and its implications. But nothing about the second—or the third, fourth or fifth—time would be as deliberately managed by the horny little vixen. She could finagle and manipulate and send up signals all she liked, but she’d get the sex she wanted only when he made the decision, and that decision had little to do with how horny he was. For Daniel it was a matter of control. 

The second time he took her, she was passing through his office with her duster working its way along the chair rail and bookcases, quietly, so as not to disturb his concentration. Though his eyes seemed locked on the computer screen, his whole being was attuned to her sensuous womanliness. Sex had been in his mind since he’d flipped through the TV offerings the night before and a cheesy soft core porn flick on one of the adult channels reminded him that he’d not had any sex in nearly a week. Now every move Alice made he felt in his gut and cock, while she remained oblivious to him, her mind deep in thought, thoughts he was certain were not aimed at him. When he abruptly pulled from his chair and stood, he surprised her with the quick movement, and pretty much shocked her when he shoved her against the wall, her back hitting with a thud. 

“Hands beside your head!” he demanded.

She stared at him, overcome with shock, then finally, cautiously, raised her hands and rested them against the wall on either side of her face, her palms facing out like a criminal under arrest.

He appraised her with a critical eye making her even more nervous than she already was. Moving deeper into his authoritarian persona he drilled her with the same kind of threatening stare he used so effectively when he was training females for their lives as slaves. “I’ve never seen you naked.” An observation? A desire? A command? It was almost a game with him to see how she’d respond. He realized that he could have done better with the foreplay—considering that having sex with her had been his aim and he had no assurance that she would react positively to this fierce display of masculine bravado.

To his surprise she was surprisingly compliant. 

“But you want me naked now?” she asked. 

He didn’t reply. Just stared. 

She waited, maybe twenty seconds, then with her eyes still glued to his face, she started stripping, pushing her shorts down her hips and tossing her grey sweater to a nearby chair. Left in nothing but her panties—she’d worn no bra—she hesitated a second. She was so nervous that her hands began to shake but without further prompting she lifted the waistband of her bikinis and slid them down her thighs, displaying her neatly trimmed pubic mound—she was obviously not a natural blonde. His body immediately reacted to the dark swath of pubic hair and the glistening pubes below.

“Now finger yourself, I want you wet.”

“But I’m always wet,” she came right back. 

“Do it anyway.”

Her further hesitation was notable; despite her ‘out there’ manner, she did have some sense of shame and to have her masturbate before him would be equivalent to knowingly giving herself over to his control. She couldn’t consider this just a happy accident.

He’d once been a master of silences—lay a woman away with a direct command then wait for her compliance, or rebellion in some cases. The silences in any confrontation were the most intriguing to him. Too many men couldn’t tolerate the quiet, the wondering, the mystery going on inside a woman’s brain, the unknown finale. But this sort of standoff didn’t faze him; he’d gone on for hours in this vein with recalcitrant and belligerent females—and won every time. That’s not to say he didn’t wield considerable clout over the lives of the slaves that had come through his operation. Their compliance was inevitable. But he’d found that the same techniques worked as well with women who weren’t under duress and believing that he held their lives in his hands. 

Just as he hoped, Alice finally put her right hand against her pussy and began to vigorously rub the shaved pink folds of flesh. It took a few seconds for her to get into a sexual mood. Perhaps more about nerves than desire. Soon her head fell back against the wall and her eyes began to close as the arousal in her swelled. He could almost see the desire rise up like a cloud, then suddenly, she came back to the present and flashed Daniel an angry: “Dammit, Broc, you’re not fair, getting me turned on like this.”

He slapped down the urge to laugh and descended on her fragrant body, which reeked of everything from sex to disinfectant to furniture polish, patchouli and pot. The scents combined, all the aphrodisiac he needed, driving his cock right at her gleaming wet pussy and into the divine cavern, which instantly tightened on his cock with the first thrust. She fucked him as boisterously as before—maybe a little more subdued, more submissive than when he fucked her in the rear—and she started coming from that initial thrust and didn’t stop until after he’d withdrawn. He dropped down to a chair when he was done, while she sank to the hardwood floor and sighed. 

“You need more warning next time?” he said when he revived.

She stared up at him. “No,” spoken without emotion, then she cracked a smile. “No, this was good. You’re actually better than I’d thought you’d be.” 

He raised his brows, wondering what that meant, but he didn’t require an explanation. 

Their fucks were infrequent, but always explosive and draining. Afterwards, they resumed their work with both in better spirits though neither one would be ready to go at it again for another few weeks. 

Daniel had been mostly pleased with the way his relationship with Alice had evolved. She’d been a happy accident in his transition, an efficient maid, and a damn fine fuck.


Chapter Four

House Rules

“You are one smart cookie,” Daniel said, as he stood by the door of his living room and watched the girl as she whipped through the magazines on his coffee table. These were compliments of Valerie who thought his house needed a feminine touch—for what purpose, he wasn’t sure. Alice might have added to the stack with her gardening and organic cooking magazines but he hadn’t bothered to look. He actively avoided them all. When he read, which wasn’t often, he chose historical treatises and the occasional spy thriller—although rarely did he find one that matched the intrigue of his own life. 

Lisle’s perusal of the cast off periodicals was surprisingly zealous as if she were 

looking for something specific while carefully leafing through each page. He thought of the magazine pictures taped to the kennel wall. 

“You can take those to your room if you like. Or read them here. They’re not actually mine, a friend thought my house needed the refinement but they hold no interest for me. However, right now we need to talk.” He sauntered forward and sat down in his leather reading chair.

The girl looked up, closing the magazine in her lap.

“I’m going to be straight with you, Lisle. Whatever complaint you had with Lady M…what ultimately brought you to my house, I consider a deliberate attempt on your part to manipulate the outcome of today’s plans. A good submissive would have done what she was told ,and stayed where she was told to stay, whether she liked it or not.” The accusation stung, causing a momentary wrinkle in the girl’s blank stare. “I conceded to bring you here only because Lisle is an unknown quantity to Marcus and me. While he’s away, you’re going to fill in the blanks so suitable arrangements can be made for your future. Lady M may still be an option.” The girl winced more obviously this time. “You said you knew her?”

She nodded. 

“Well if you have an opinion to state about the woman or any other matter regarding your future, I’d like to hear it, otherwise, plans will be made without your input and you may not like the result. Your days of being a brainless submissive are over.”

“I’ve never been a brainless submissive,” she suddenly spoke. 

Her unexpected comment took him by surprise. There was something fierce, proud, even defiant about the declaration. 

“Why don’t you tell me about that?” he returned. 

As quickly as her emotions surfaced they retreated to the hidden place within her and she seemed determined not to speak. 

“Fine,” he said tersely. “We’ll explore that at another time. For now, we’ll get you settled in the house and familiar with the rules.” Since they left Lady M’s, his mind had been occupied with the strategic arrangements critical to this venture. Having a houseguest had not been in his plans and he wasn’t crazy about the prospect, but he would see this through—penance maybe for all his previous crimes against the fair sex. He might deal with the girl more humanely than he would other women but he wasn’t about to compromise his own life for any female. 

“I run this house. My word is law. But am not your master nor is making you my slave my goal. I don’t need a slave and I don’t want one. I can be your guide, a friend, a counselor. I’ll help you find a new life that suits you, but what’s between us will be strictly platonic.” As sane and rational as his arguments were, the words he spoke were unnatural to him, far from the hard and commanding speech he used when speaking to subservient females—or any female for that matter. “Is that understood?” 

He looked her in the eye and she looked right back and nodded.

“You’ll have your own room, your own bed. I’ll provide clothes and food, books, TV, whatever you need. There’s a garden in back, not very well kept, but you’re welcome to use it when the weather is good. In a few days I’ll take you shopping if you like, to the library, whatever suits you. You need to start thinking about how you’d like your life to look. School? Job? You’ll probably need some preparation for this. Or if you want to remain entrenched in the D/s lifestyle then we’ll look at options there. I’m sure there are kind and competent masters who will be happy to have a compliant female serving in their household.” He paused. Seeing her almost blank expression he wondered if anything he’d said had gotten through. “So, Lisle, do you understand the plan?”

“I’m not stupid.”

“Yes, I know you’re not. You don’t like to talk much, I get that. That’s actually one of the reasons I consented to this. I can’t abide women who run off at the mouth so your silences will be welcome. But we will need to communicate beyond head nods and grimaces. When I ask you a direct question, I expect you to answer me—in words. Is that clear?”

“Yes, sir.”

“And you don’t have to refer to me as ‘sir.’”

“Yes, sir.”

He couldn’t be certain if this was another subtle act of defiance or just habit. Though he would have preferred she not use the formal ‘sir’, he wouldn’t fight her on the issue. He honestly couldn’t imagine her doing anything else. Behavioral programming of the kind she was likely subjected to would have worn deep fissures in her psyche that might never be changed, a reality he didn’t like but would accept.

He went on: “I have a housekeeper. Alice. You’ll meet her in the morning. You won’t be able to avoid her, I’m afraid. But she’s a good soul and she’ll no doubt have plenty to say about your life. I hope you’ll get along because I could see her becoming a friend. And good friends are what you need most right now.”

The girl shook her head and looked down. 

“Why are you shaking your head?” he nearly snapped.

She looked up in the same mysterious way she had so many times that day. The stare would be followed by an unfathomable silence but he couldn’t let her win this one. “I asked you a question, young lady. Why do shake your head when I’m talking about friends?”

“I’ve never had any.”

Her response took him aback though he realized that this was probably the truth. According to the history that Marcus laid out, the opportunity for friends might have been scant in her experience given the way she’d been sheltered. She’d even avoided the camaraderie that often exists between slaves in a household. What an unknown quantity she was. She’d be a unique experience for him. Many of the women he’d trained as slaves had come to him as blank slates but it was only a matter of days before he’d learn what made a woman tick and how to manipulate her to suit his needs. Lisle, however, was a different breed of woman and he could see that she might test his acumen and his resolve—especially when he’d previously determined that his life in DC would not include the kind of maneuvering, scheming and heavy handed tactics of his old one. 

“Well, I don’t have many friends myself,” he replied to her unvarnished admission. “At least not ones I trust. But whether you like it or not you’ll need friends in order to survive in the real world. You need to accept that.”

“Yes, sir.”

He wasn’t sure if she agreed just to be compliant or agreed because she honestly believed in what he said. He’d have to study her a bit more to understand her. Strangely, the thought of it fascinated him—far more than he expected. 

***

Daniel gave Lisle the small bedroom on the second floor to use. He’s actually given her a choice of rooms, though he was fairly certain that she’d choose the smaller cell-like room over the more daunting guest room with the bed, dresser, chair and lots of space to move about. After living in a dog cage for several years, a real house and a real bed would be a forbidding thing for her to face, especially early in the morning and late at night when the mind can swim with anxieties left unfettered in those vulnerable hours. She would naturally crave a close and restrained lifestyle so her choice of rooms was no surprise. 

“I know it’s sparse,” he said, “but it should do for the short while you’re here. Tomorrow I’ll bring down one of the bureaus from upstairs so you have a place to store things. 

She stared at the room remaining as unemotional as she had been all day and appeared to accept his verdict about where she’d be sleeping. 

“I showed you the bathroom down the hall—it’s yours; I’ve got my own. So,” he wished she say something, but the silence was okay too, “I’ll leave you for now. I’m sure you’re tired, it’s been a long day.”

She smiled weakly and offered a polite, thank you. 

Daniel nodded then left the room, closing the door behind him. 

Daniel woke the following morning and appeared at Lisle’s bedroom door. He’d been surprised to see that it was wide open. 

He looked in, his dismay registering immediately. The girl was sleeping under the bed, not on top of it. She was stark naked without a blanket or pillow, shivering in the cool morning air. 

“What on earth are you doing!” he blared. 

Her closed eyes opened in alarm.

“I asked you a question, Lisle.”

“I was sleeping, sir.” Her voice was small and child-like.

“I see. Yes, first nights can be strange but from now on I want you sleeping on the bed and under the covers. That’s what the bed is for. This is an old house, it’s drafty and far too cold to sleep naked on the floor. Do I have your agreement about that?”

“Yes, sir,” she gave him her stock reply. 

“Good. Now it’s time for breakfast. I can already hear Alice knocking around downstairs. You know where the bathroom is if you need it. Come downstairs when you’re done. You remember where the kitchen is?”

“Yes, sir.”

Not more than five minutes later Lisle appeared in the kitchen looking as if she’d just showered. Her light brown hair was plastered against her head and there were still a few droplets of water clinging to her ankles. She was stark naked. 

Alice was in the kitchen filling the refrigerator shelves with food while stirring a pot of oatmeal on the stove. She took one look at the naked waif and exclaimed. “What? He didn’t give you any clothes?” She fumed as she often did and shook her head. “Let me see if I have something for you to wear.” She retreated to the back hallway where she found a pair of her cut-off jean shorts and a t-shirt. “Try these. The shorts may fall off of you, little as you are, but at least the t-shirt will cover you up.”

The wary girl reluctantly accepted the clothes but rather than put them on she stood unmoving, like a feral child incapable of understanding what was required of her. 

“What’s the problem here?” Daniel’s voice forced her to do an about face. 

“We’re working out something Lisle can wear,” Alice jumped in. “She was just getting dressed.”

He waited, wondering if she would act on Alice’s cheery appraisal of the situation but the girl remained motionless.

“Go on. Put them on,” Daniel spouted. “Surely you know how to dress yourself?”

Suddenly animated, she blurted out, “Yes, sir,” and quickly pulled on the shorts and threw the shirt over her head. The clothes were big, roomy, but not all that ill-fitting. 

“You know, Daniel, I have a pile of clothes at home that don’t fit me anymore,” Alice jumped in. “Packing on too many pounds, I guess,” she chided herself. “Soon as I finish up here I’ll go get them. She’ll have something to choose from.”

“And perhaps in a few days you can take her shopping,” he added.

“Sure. No problem. Now how about some breakfast?” Alice closed the fridge and returned to the stove dishing up two bowls of oatmeal. She handed one to Lisle, motioning her to the kitchen table, then set the other on the table. “And you too, sir,” she said with every intention of mocking the d/s scenario playing out before them. “The smell of bacon in this house is starting to permeate the walls, Daniel Broc. Time you started the day with something healthy. I’ve been much too lax with you!”

Her eyes narrowed on him and he glared back. “I think you’ve said enough,” he said, and grumbling, he sat down at the table. 

While the pair sparred, Lisle listened to the exchange with her bowl in hand then once Daniel was seated at the table she moved deliberately to the back of the kitchen near the door and slumped down. Setting the bowl of oatmeal on the floor she bent over and began to eat.

Daniel stopped eating with his spoon in midair, his immediate thought, What an annoying little wench she’d be. He sighed, already weary from a task he’d just begun. “Lisle.” He spoke without inflection, bereft of the resentment he felt in his gut—toward Marcus and Lady M and the Baron and the uncle and everyone else who’d played a part in the girl’s currently dysfunctional state, and the fact he’d been left to deal with her. Perhaps most disturbing was his resentment toward the little stray herself, in particular the fact he actually cared about her wellbeing. 

At the sound of her name Lisle looked up from her eating. She hadn’t even used the spoon, just dug into the bowl like a dog, mouth first. “Pick up the bowl and come to the table. No one eats on my floor unless I order them. Today and every day, unless I tell you otherwise, you’ll eat at the table.”

Another spark of defiance appeared in her eyes but vanished quickly. Obeying his order, she picked up the bowl and took a seat at the table. 

“And you will eat with a knife, fork and spoon unless I tell you otherwise.”

The two ate their meal in silence, content to let Alice hold the conversation virtually by herself. She rattled on about a good place to buy clothes that wouldn’t break anyone’s bank then segued into suggestions for getting Lisle out of the house and with normal people. Daniel pretty much ignored the housekeeper’s ramblings but the girl listened with some interest until Alice finally excused herself and went off to do the laundry. 

“Be right back,” she announced in a sunny voice.

Finished with the oatmeal, Daniel sat back and waited for the girl to acknowledge him. 

“Let me make my wishes clear to you. You have some idea of what it means to live a normal life, and that is how you will live here, in this house. You’ve already informed me that you’re not stupid, so I assume you know what that means. But let me spell it out for you so there’s no mistaking what I expect. You’ll dress in clothes, sleep in the bed, and eat at a table with a knife and fork like normal people. At least while you’re here you’ll put your fetish life on hold. No sleeping on floors, eating like a dog, running naked through the house.” He stopped, looking for some sign, however small, that she was taking in the message. “Any questions?”
“No, sir.”

“Good.” 

Alice’s sudden reappearance in the kitchen was a welcome sight. He shoved away from the table and rose to his feet. “Keep an eye on her for me, Alice, I have work to do.” He headed toward his office. 

“Daniel…?” Alice’s voice rung out loudly. 

He turned, briefly disconcerted and spat out, “Have her follow you about, put her to work dusting if she will, dishes, I really don’t care. If she’s so interested in crawling on the floor have her scrub the bathroom. Invent something!” He stalked off, the door to his office closing behind him with a decisive click. 

“I’d like to say his bark is worse than his bite,” Alice said once Daniel and his blustery cloud of emotion were locked away inside his inner sanctum. “But I’m not so sure his bite doesn’t have a real cruel sting.”

She didn’t say more. The girl wouldn’t be a problem for Alice, and in fact, the housekeeper was curious to see how far she could reach inside Lisle’s pretty cocoon. 

***

Several hours after the testy breakfast in the kitchen, Alice peeked her head into Daniel’s office. “I’m going now,” she announced, “but I’ll be back in a bit with the clothes. She’ll need underwear that fits. I won’t have that. Once mine’s torn I toss it.”

“How about I give you some cash, you buy what she’ll need. I’m not sure she’s ready for the shopping mall.”

Alice looked appropriately alarmed by the very idea. “You’re right about that. The place I had in mind shouldn’t be too challenging but we might be wise to wait a few days. I’ll do what I can with her but I won’t know what to do if she suddenly decides to bolt while I have her in public.”

“You could use a collar and leash,” he dryly offered.

Alice laughed. “She’d probably like that, but I wouldn’t. So if you don’t mind…”

“I was just kidding.”

“Yes, I know.” She took some time before she spoke again, thoughts bubbling up in her brain until she couldn’t hold them back. “She’s playing you, Daniel.”

“You think I don’t know that?”

“She’s making you her master, and by the sound of it you’re falling lock step in place.”

His face darkened so much that Alice could feel a cold chill pass through her veins. 

“And that’s going to stop,” he snapped.  

“Right,” she tossed back, sarcastically.

“She’s here a couple weeks, that’s it. One of the few times I try to do right by a woman and she’s sticking to me like glue. I’m not going to have it.”

“Hey, don’t get pissed at me. Talk to her—if it will do any good.”

“It’s not talk she needs.”

“Ooo, that makes me shiver.” Her voluptuous body shuddered on cue. “I can’t wait to see how this plays out.”

He’d had enough of the sparring, of Alice and the whole goddamn morning. “You have some place to go?”

“Sure do. I’ll be back soon.”


Chapter Five

False Starts and Missteps 

He wasn’t in the mood for the tease, making nice, small talk, foreplay, or other assorted preliminaries before the game began. Valerie would have to live with his mood, but wasn’t that the idea? He pulled her in off the porch where she stood getting drenched in the torrential spring rain. Tearing off her raincoat, he was glad to see that she dressed for the occasion as he demanded, wearing nothing but bra, panties and a pair of four inch heels, the kind she wore to the office—the killer heels that gave her the haughty ‘in control’ demeanor she was after.

She must have changed from work to slut clothes in the office restroom, or maybe she just doffed the business suit in the parking garage before she climbed in her car. Either thought was good fodder to fuel his pressing need.

With the fire in him clawing at his insides and ready to explode, he smashed her against the door, grabbing one arm and holding it behind her as his free hand fished between the plump twin mounds of her suntanned behind and pulled free the dildo lodged in her ass. She hadn’t missed a trick. The dildo clattered as it hit the floor and half bounced half rolled until it finally stopped, where it would lie in wait for someone to stumble on later. Held tight against the wall, Valerie could barely breathe as Daniel settled in behind her, cock hard and impatient, drilling her nether hole to the sound of her pained grunts. 

She was too stunned yet to settle into sex. “What happened to…” she started to protest. 

He grabbed her by the neck, pressed her face to the wood and seethed his response: “Shut the fuck up, bitch.”

He shoved his penis further forward in her rectum while clutching her ass cheeks and squeezing until his nails dug into the pliant flesh. Her body seemed to fall to pieces at that moment, limp for a second, and shifting into a place of surrender. She wouldn’t regain the stiff boardroom manner until long after Daniel shoved her back into the real world.

Valerie did shut up, one warning was enough. His authority over her was so persuasive that her natural defenses lowered and she gladly melted against his fiercely virile form while he banged her hard against that wall. She wanted to be taken and he took her like he owned her. Soon the fucking vaulted him into convulsive spasms that quickly triggered her own and the climax crashed through their bodies. He finally pulled out, backed away, and tired to the bone, he peeled her sweaty body off the wall and dragged her with him into the living room. 

Both were aware of the barely clothed Lisle huddled at the top of the stairs watching like a prisoner through the stairway spindles. A glance in her direction sent the girl running for cover.

“Do you really think it was wise to let her see us?” Valerie asked, as she languidly sipped her nightcap. 

Daniel was less agitated than he’d been when she first arrived, though he continued to brood about the girl. Valerie was the kind of woman he needed at that hour: near his age, unambiguously sane, mature and not interested in complicating either of their lives with a messy affair. He abided the feminist crap she preached—it’s what kept her in control in the business world where she needed to be in control. When she needed to let down her guard, she needed Daniel to wipe away the arrogance, her zealous drive, and the imperative to be in charge. Nothing like a good anal rape to do that. No different than the infrequent but blistering moments of sexual dominance over Alice with her grumpy moods, his arrangement with Valerie served a need in them both. The pretty brunette was a different but just as desirable package as his sexy housekeeper.

Valerie knew why he’d called her. He spoke of the girl and she could feel a discordant energy rise up in a man known for his steely control. Rarely had she seen that control falter as she did now. 

“She’s probably listening at the door,” he said with a wry smirk. 

“You going to let her?”

He shrugged, then stood and walked toward the living room door, his shoes signaling his movement. He heard the scramble of bare feet on the other side, and when he jerked it open Lisle’s backside could be seen slipping into the shadows of the second floor for the second time in a half hour. 

He shook his head in disgust and turned back to Valerie. “She’s like a mouse creeping about the house, scampering here and there looking for crumbs, for something, though I’m not sure what.”

“Maybe just idle curiosity?”

“She was used to comb the old mansion where she spent her last ten years, same way, darting in and out of rooms, sneaking about at night like a thief.”

“That doesn’t seem so bad, really,” the languorous Val returned. “What else?”

“She’s sullen, listless, uncommunicative and not particularly responsive to attempts at drawing her out. Even Alice is running into a big fat zero. If anyone’s going to get inside that girl, Alice should be able to. She’ll wear clothes because I say so. She’ll eat at the table like a normal human being because I’ve made a point to see that she does. But I tell her to sleep in her bed and every morning I find her back on the floor underneath the bed, huddling like a beaten slave.”

“And that’s so bad?”

“I want her using the bed, for crissakes. I want her thinking about something other than the goddamn cage they kept her in. That period of her life is over and she has to move on.” The more he spoke of his dilemma, the more it aroused him.

“So what are you doing to control her?”

“Nothing in particular. I’m patient, consistent and civil. I was hoping she’d just accept a few basic rules of the house and not make a mockery of them.”

“You think she’s that perceptive?”

“She’s not dumb, and I’m not asking anything that’s all that difficult, just what’s normal.”

“Ah yes, but normal in this house is far different than the normal she knows. If she isn’t snapping to your orders like a good little subbie maybe you need to be more forceful.” She lifted her brows to emphasize her point. “Treat her a little more like a slave.”

He bristled immediately. “She’s not my slave. Nor will she be.”

“Then why make sleeping in bed the straw that breaks the camel’s back? If you don’t want her, if she gets thrown back at Marcus in three days, whatever, let her sleep on the floor if she likes. You can’t have it both ways.” As the conversation heated up, the bliss that followed the rough sex faded with the opinionated Valerie coming back to life much faster than usual—it showed in her bold speech.

He looked at her quizzically more interested in what she said than the change in attitude.

“You can’t expect her to follow your rules—no matter how good for her or rational they seem to you—then not impose some consequences for her failure. She hasn’t thought like a free and rational human being for a long time, and I’m sure doesn’t want to live a normal life—at least she doesn’t think she does. She’s been hardwired to submit—for crissakes, you of all people should know that! When you get stubborn like this you’re one dense bastard, Daniel Broc.” 

“Don’t you get it? For once, I don’t want to be the bastard,” he lashed back. “But now I’ve been told I have another ten days of this. Ten days! Marcus says it’s going to take him another week to finish up his business in London. I think he knew this all along—he should be taken the dungeon and whipped.” He paced the room, muttering and fuming. Like Val, any positive effects from the sex had been forgotten. 

“All right then, you suffer through the next ten days—but don’t go calling me to soothe your anger. I can’t see you launching into Col. Broc, Mercenary, with the girl but you’ll do her a service if you just do what comes naturally to Daniel Broc when he’s in the company of a submissive woman. You’ve let this silly sub and a bunch of high-minded ideals you don’t even believe in take control of you.”

“I just want to live out the two weeks and get it over.”

“Oh, c’mon, that’s bullshit and you know it. In our eighteen months as sadomasochistic players you’ve called me once. Today. I’ve called you every other time. The girl’s inside you, buddy. And you’re going to have to deal with that.”

He couldn’t see it. He didn’t want to see it and his fuming rage only continued. But he got her message and it made him think real hard as the puzzle of Lisle weighed on him. “You know she’s quick, she’s sharp. You see the intelligence in her eyes one minute then suddenly she’s as dumb as a stump. Makes me want to shake her till she screams.”

“Maybe that’s what she needs. She’s not dumb… numb, maybe. But look what’s happened to her? She doesn’t know how to feel, what to think, let alone what to do. But she’s had the smarts to snag you and that’s something. You need to do what works for you both, forget being a civilized man. You’re no good at it anyway.”

Daniel brooded about the matter as he finished his drink then feeling pent-up and restless again, he made her suck his dick before she left—which put Valerie right back into the attitude of surrender she wanted when she left his house. She had her fix and he had what he needed from the sultry bitch. 

***

At the breakfast table the following morning Lisle and Daniel ate bacon and eggs he cooked, both silent as was the custom when Alice wasn’t there to make the meal less awkward with her incessant chatter. When he finished he rose to his feet. 

“You can do dishes, clean the kitchen?” he asked the girl as he stood behind her washing his hands at the sink. 

She looked over her shoulder, surprised. He hadn’t asked anything from her in ten days, other than specifying that she wear clothes, eat at the table and sleep in the bed. 

“Well can you?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Good.” He put an element of gravity in his tone that he’d not yet used when speaking with the waif and he liked the feel of it. With more to say, he moved around the table so he could speak to her directly. She followed him with her eyes, looking unusually apprehensive. “And Lisle, sleeping on the floor stops today. I find you there in the morning, the middle of the night, or any other time of day, I’ll take you to Lady M and have her beat you. I understand she was annoyed by your petulance last week. She’s the kind that holds a grudge.”

He could have gone on with the threat, but the girl’s eyes widened in alarm and he could see her shiver. Maybe he was finally getting through. “And about your clothes… cover yourself better. You have the clothes. Wear them. You need anything, you let me know, or let Alice know.” He spit out his words like a drill sergeant, unapologetically, with his eyes boring into the frightened girl.

He could feel the force of his words infuse him with a savage, almost primitive energy he’d felt only rarely in the last couple of years, most often when he had D/s sex with a woman. Though stung by the fact that it took Valerie’s counsel to end his useless vacillation he welcomed back the feeling of control. How far he would take it with Lisle he wasn’t sure but the little urchin would be conquered, tamed and put in her place while she was in his house. The matter was settled in his mind and if he read the girl as well as he read every other female who kowtowed to his authority, she felt it all the way to her quaking bones. 

He left her to stew on that and clean the kitchen, while he went to work in his office, spending the next several hours on the phone. 

For the rest of the day, Lisle remained remote but close by, as if she were waiting for more orders, more time in his company. He gave her little but when she appeared most listless and dreamy, he snapped her out of the mood with another duty to perform. Finally, he sent her into the garden behind the house to pick weeds. The yard was a tangled mess of rotting vines, overgrown perennials and noxious weeds. In deference to his orders, she was dressed in a pair of Alice’s old shorts and a bright pink tie-dyed t-shirt, the color garish enough to hurt the eyes, though it did little to hide Lisle’s exuberant sensuality. At least nothing was hanging out. He almost hated giving her the task—one he would never have attempted himself. When he finally got sick of looking at the mess he intended to call a landscaper to pull the whole backyard out and fix up the space with something that would require almost no attention from him. But though it was a thankless job in his mind, Lisle brightened more than she had in days with the mere mention of the garden. 

For several minutes, he watched her industrious attention to the assignment from the kitchen window and realized that he’d really hit on a plan. What was a chaotic mess to him was the Garden of Eden to her. He left her to her work, confident that she could spend hours there happily engaged and out of his hair. Returning to his office he sat back and sighed knowing that there were no furtive eyes staring at him through cracks in the door. He’d not felt this peaceful since she entered his house. 

Alice arrived just after noon, coming up the drive with two stuffed shopping bags—she always rode the bus or took the Metro. He noted her arrival from his office window as he was speaking on the phone and continued with the conversation. However the usual series of noises he expected to hear coming from the kitchen were replaced by a frantic Alice darting into the office, announcing loudly: 

“What the hell is going on? Lisle’s running around outside stark naked!”

“What? Where?”

“You go out the front, I’ll take the back, grab her!” The panicked female raced off while the flustered Daniel excused himself from the phone conversation and bolted to the front door. Thankfully, his worst fears were not realized, he found the girl in less than ten seconds, as naked as Alice claimed but crouched over a flower bed near the side yard, pulling weeds. He grabbed her arm and marched her to the back of the house. Her discarded clothes lay on the back stoop. Ignoring them, he dragged her into the house, sensing not an ounce of resistance. 

“In my office now!” he blared, letting her go with a brusque shove. She ran off, while he took a minute to collect himself and let his anger pass. 

For several seconds he stared at Alice’s dazed face shaking his head in wonder. Finally, her mouth broke into a smile and she laughed. “It’s really kinda funny, don’t ya think?”

He glared back. “No, it is not funny!”

“C’mon guy, have a sense of humor.”

“Well you better have one, too. Things are changing around here.”

“Ooo,” she bit her lip to keep from laughing more. His eyes sparked angrily and he stormed into his office with Alice’s loudly whispered, ‘just be careful’ following him in. 

Daniel found the girl calm as the clear blue sky, her back to him with her head cocked as she carefully fingered the books in his bookcase. Hearing his footsteps she immediately turned, eyes wide, her hands behind her back. 

“Right here. I want you right here.” He stood in an open space beside his desk and pointed to the floor. She caught his mood in an instant and initially hung back afraid. However the bashful and self-conscious expression seemed calculating as it was charming, and Daniel breezed by any attempt to quiet his fury. “Right here now! That’s an order.” 

She instantly scampered to obey then hung her head as she stood before him. 

“Look at me!” he demanded. 

She didn’t move her head though she peered up at him bashfully, looking as calculating as a flirtatious coquette.

“Does anything about running outside naked sound wrong to you, Lisle?”

She did not reply. 

“I asked a question, I want your answer.”

“I-I-I…I’m…” Nervous, she covered her mouth with the tips of her fingers.

“Speak!”

“I guess, sir.”

“You guess?” he snapped, his voice laced with sarcasm. “Well that was a good guess, and one you should have followed through on. This is not Brauer’s house. This is not some fancy walled estate where you can run free like a wild doe. Certainly you have spent enough time in polite society to know that pubic nakedness is a crime. You will be arrested and put in jail if you continue to expose yourself this way. This is Washington DC not the backwoods of West Virginia. I want an explanation.” 

Since her arrival in his house he’d not questioned her, grilled her or tried in any way to pry loose the details of her life or her desires. He’d asked for little but a simple yes or no to his questions—until now. 

“I want an explanation,” he repeated. 

“I-I’m sorry, sir. I am. I-I—”

“Go on.”

“I forgot where I was. I sometimes get so lost in my thoughts sometimes I just can’t remember things.”

As he listened to her faltering explanation the anger in him began to subside, for real this time. 

“That’s a bad habit, Lisle, forgetting yourself. You need to be present in the here and now. Let’s make a point of practicing that every day from now on.”

“Yes, sir,” she came right back.

“No, no no…” he shook his head, “stop with the ‘yes, sir/no sir’… it’s too automatic. You get by with that too easily. You’ll give me more than two word answers or you’ll stand in front of me until you do.”

“Yes, sir… I mean, I-I’ll,” she was nearly in tears, “I’ll do my best.”

“I know you will. You’re a good submissive, you just need some direction. If I failed in that at the start, I won’t fail now. Your clothes are in the kitchen. Go get dressed and help Alice with lunch and whatever else she needs.”

“If I put my clothes back on could I go back to the garden?” 

He paused for a moment. She’d put together two cogent sentences in the space of fifteen seconds. A record since she’d been in his house. He wasn’t used to the sound of her voice and found it far more direct and assertive than he expected. He could see why she made the effort now. She’d been as animated as he’d ever seen her; the garden was bigger than just a job to keep her busy. Being in a familiar realm meant a lot to her.

“No you may not go back to the garden today. Call it punishment. Call it anything you like. You may weed my garden but you won’t be going there again until I can be sure you’ll behave yourself—and keep your clothes on.”

The news threw her into an instant of turmoil. She grimaced angrily and her whole body shook. Daniel could see the war inside her, first the desire to rebel in some dramatic way then, as she forced herself to calm, how she fought back her tears. This went on for nearly a minute. At last, she wiped her eyes with the back of her hand then took a deep breath. Just seconds had passed, but the turmoil was gone and she seemed resigned to his decision.

“Yes, sir,” she bowed her head again, looking pathetic. 

Daniel was not moved. “And if you think your moody little show is going to change my mind about that, you’re wrong. You don’t know me, Lisle, and it’s probably good that you don’t. But if you suspect that I can be brusque, rigid and punishing, you are quite right. Trust me, I’m twice as brutal as any man who’s mastered you so far. It’s not my aim to let my dark beast out but I wouldn’t tempt me. I’ve sent better slaves than you from my company to rat infested brothels for stunts like what you just pulled. Right now your presence here is hanging on by a thread.”

“No,” she mouthed the word too afraid to speak. 

Fearing he might have gone too far, he quickly lightened. “Now, young lady, go help Alice. Put your clothes on and keep them on. And don’t worry, you’re going nowhere today.”

“Yes, sir…yes, sir, I’ll do that right away.” She looked like she could have said more, but the words weren’t there and she dashed toward the kitchen, looking more alive and lovely than he’d seen her. For all her moving histrionics she seemed to adapt quite easily to the circumstances and accept his dictatorial manner in stride. 

Daniel was placing a lot of faith on what he presumed was her interest in him as a sexual master. If Alice and Val were right, he had all the clout he needed to win the girl’s cooperation. Not surprisingly she saw him as an authority figure—maybe that wasn’t such a bad idea. It might get sticky down the road but he’d worry about that another day. 

***

Daniel entered the kitchen later in the afternoon and found Alice alone, packaging up dinner meals for him and Lisle. 

“Where is she?” he asked. 

“I sent her upstairs to rest, she seemed pretty tired.”

“Tired from roaming the house at night,” he said.

“Tired from waiting for you to get your act together, Daniel Broc,” she came back, playful but decidedly sarcastic. “Are you sure you weren’t too hard on her…? C’mon, rat infested brothel?”

“I wasn’t lying,” he said with eyes narrowed.

That one-liner made her pause a second or two. But stung by the truth as she’s been before, she responded as she always did when he suddenly disclosed a nasty fact from his past; once the initial impact was over, she let it slide right by. 

“And now you’re listening in to my conversations?”

“I could hear you plain as day. Just be careful. She’s really sweet. When I think about it, she looked like a little garden cherub hovering over her flower bed.”

“I suspect that she is sweet, but she’s like every other submissive female I’ve known—cagey and manipulative.”

“Sometimes that’s all the resources a girl has,” Alice quipped. 

He laughed, then his eyes narrowed. “Don’t ever tell a soul I said this, but you’re good for me, Alice.”

“Really? And you’re willing to admit that? Man, have I struck gold today.” She jubilantly slapped her hand against the counter. 

“Don’t go getting a big head, or I’ll tear that ass of yours apart and fuck you blind.”

“That’s some threat—?” She looked like she was about to cream her pants. “But not today. I gotta be going.”

“Yes, you probably do, just let me clarify… you, because you’re here all the time, tend to modulate my dark angels. That’s probably a good thing once and a while.”

“Yeah,” she studied him a second, “that is a good thing for you. I bet sometimes you wish you were back there.”

For a moment his mind was somewhere far away, then he brought himself back and shook his head. “No,” he blew out, “I think about it. It would be so easy…but I’m done with that. And now you’re done here.”

Alice moved to the backdoor and grabbed her purse and her stuffed tote bag. “Have a good night, Colonel,” she said, eyes merrily twinkling, and she was out the door before he could say another word. 

She was worse than his bossy sisters. Dammit. But a good soul and good for him.

The following morning, he was up just as the sun was making its lazy accent toward the new day. The rooms in the house were turning from black to grey and filled with shadows, the air was cool. Barefoot he padded softly down the hall to Lisle’s room. The door was ajar and he peeked inside. He immediately recalled the previous evening when the shrieking sounds of wood being drug against the hardwood floor alarmed him as he read through the paper. Before he’d had a chance to investigate the noise, Lisle had bolted down the stairs and entered his living room. She was out of breath and obviously worried. “Sorry about the noise, sir. I just moved my dresser. Is that okay? I didn’t think it would sound so loud.”

“You did leave it in the room?”

“Oh, yes, sir. Just rearranged it?”

“All right then. Shouldn’t be a problem.” He returned to his reading while she retreated to her room. 

It was difficult to see inside the dreary space at that early hour; the window was small and very little of the morning light had filtered in. However, even through the thick shadows he could tell that Lisle had completely rearranged the room. The bed was pushed into the corner so it was bounded on two sides. A third wall was made of the dresser, which the girl had pushed against the side of the bed to create a cozy alcove. He could see little of her body, just her feet tucked inside the blanket and her bare legs above. The rest of her was curled in a ball, fitting into the corner and protected on three sides. Like being swaddled like a baby, he thought. Was he wrong to dismiss the internal urging that drove her under the bed? Perhaps he was dealing with a need too deep and too powerful to ignore.

Something in Valerie’s lecture made him realize that he needed to think more like Lisle and less like a grouchy old bastard who was doing a favor for a friend. If Lisle needed ‘swaddling’ he could take care of that. But he’d let the rearrangement of furniture slide until he had a chance to address the issue in a way that suited him better. 

Quietly retreating from the room and still sleepy he returned to bed for another hour.

***

Although Lisle remained shy and reticent, during the next two days she seemed more engaged in the real world than lost in the world of her imaginings. Though she rarely initiated a conversation, she made an attempt to speak more when she was spoken to. Occasionally, she smiled. Occasionally, she made a wry remark that resembled a joke—but only in passing and often so quietly that it was difficult to know exactly what she said. Not surprisingly she talked mostly with Alice when they were together in the kitchen. If Alice couldn’t make her feel comfortable no one could. At least twice Daniel saw the girl smiling naturally at something Alice said. With Daniel, she was more standoffish, often looking frightened and nervous, but determinedly respectful. She made a decided effort to elaborate on her replies to his questions. Even her late night excursions through the house, which he’d not mentioned to her so far, seemed less frequent. Although, perhaps he was just sleeping more soundly. Her nocturnal wanderings seemed innocuous enough and with his elaborate house alarm set every night, he could be sure that she wasn’t going for naked romps through his backyard garden—or elsewhere.

“Hey there…” 

Daniel turned from his computer screen responding to Alice’s heated whisper. She stood by the door with her heavy purse and tote bag and took a few steps forward.

“I’m off for the day. Whatever you’re doing seems to be working for Lisle,” she went on in the same whispering voice.

“Oh?”

“I left her baking a chocolate cake.”

“You what?”

“She said, and I quote, ‘I know how to do that’ like she really knew what she was doing.”

“And you let her?”

Alice moved close enough to Daniel so she no longer worried that the girl would overhear. “She’s already shown that she knows how to use the stove. I watched her pull out the mixer, measure most of the ingredients. I told her she’d better leave the kitchen spotless or you’d hit the roof. She smiled and said, ‘I know’, like she, well, like she’s a normal person. This is better, whatever you’ve done is working…” She thought a moment. “Well, at least sort of. I wouldn’t leave unless I thought she was going to be fine.”

Just as Alice was finishing her thought a horrifying shriek ripped through the air like the fabric of nature had suddenly ruptured. 

The two dashed to the kitchen, and saw Lisle standing between the sink and island with the empty paper flour sack in one hand, its contents flung through the space and covering half the walls, all the counters, most of the floor, the stove, the sink and Lisle herself. The bright colors of her sundress, another of Alice’s castoffs, had been lightened to a softer palette by a thin layer of white. The flour settled in her hair and on her face, which was at that moment filled with such fierceness and such distress that the two watching wondered if she were sane at all. 

“What the hell have you done?” Daniel yelled.

He hadn’t meant to sound so stern, but the curt question brought the girl back to the real world from wherever her mind had gone. Her blank expression changed to one of shock, then remorse as she gazed at the mess she’d made. Her eyes filled with tears, her face turned ashen, and suddenly her legs gave way and collapsed beneath her. She landed on the flour-covered floor with a thud and tucked her head to her knees. 

Alice rushed forward to console her. 

“She’s fine,” Daniel announced. 

“She’s not fine!” the housekeeper tossed him an angry glance. 

“And I’m sure she is,” he said evenly. “We’ll handle this ourselves.”

Alice didn’t agree and continued to gently stroke Lisle’s arm in an attempt to comfort her, although it seemed to have no impact on the cowering girl. 

“Lisle…” he said, doing his level best to remain calm. 

When the girl looked up, her sane self seemed to be back in charge. 

“Alice, I’m sure you have things to do, and since I’m not going to pay you for any more hours today you can run along. Lisle and I will be just fine.”

His housekeeper looked at him suspiciously but his words seemed to settle her some and she finally returned to her feet. 

“At least I could help clean this mess,” she offered.

“It’ll be cleaned, don’t worry about that. But you didn’t make the mess and you’re not going to clean it up. Go on now, we’ll see you Friday.”

The two communicated well with their eyes: her concern almost palpable, his authority immovable and certain. Finally with a shake of the head, and a breezy, “Well, if you need anything just give a holler.” Alice headed for the door, adjusting the strap of the tote bag on her shoulder. She quickly ducked back in to add, “By the way, I have tomorrow free if you need me. I can always use more hours.”

“Thank you, but we’ll be fine,” Daniel replied. “We’ll see you Friday.” He didn’t waver for a moment and this time Alice marched out without looking back. 

His kitchen was a disaster area, the girl was huddled on the floor like a frightened rabbit and he had the situation handled. That’s what he had to believe and act on. He’d never been hesitant with a defiant and rebellious woman; not with recently captured crazies, the spitting bitches, or hysterically sobbing females. They never affected him, never got past the wall he’d long before erected to keep out any hint of compassion, guilt or remorse toward the women who passed through his life. The effort was compartmentalized; he could turn emotions off and on as if there were a switch inside his soul, although he’d long ago banished guilt and remorse. He had no use for such feelings. Compassion, yes. The feeling came to him from time to time and those times made him human. They were reminders that he was more than the one dimensional morality play he acted out daily as an unrepentant slave trader. That single emotion had finally forced the change that brought him back to the US and a more civil world. Since his return two years before, a few other less intense emotions joined his range of feelings, although no one would ever mistake him for a kind and benevolent man. 

And yet, it was more than compassion for Lisle that drove him now. The very feelings that aroused him as a bad ass slave trader surged through his body, infusing his loins with excitement he’d not felt in a long while. His brief altercations with Shelly, Alice and Val paled in comparison to the promise that stirred in him now. For the time being, however, he dashed his stiffening hard-on, knowing that ‘horny’ had no place in the scheme of things until much later. Dealing with the immediate issue, the crouching flour-covered girl, would be pleasure enough for the resurrected master he’d just become. 

Though she still glanced his way from time to time, her eyes nervously flitted from one place in the kitchen to another. She was frightened but she was wary and alert too, enough for him to believe that whatever crazed fracture in her psyche that compelled her to spray flour over his kitchen had passed. 

“Are you hurt?” he asked.

“No, sir…uh, I think I’m fine.” When she began to move her arms and legs, he stepped forward to help her to her feet then he stepped back, leaving the dazed girl to lean against the kitchen sink for support. The mess that blanketed the room embarrassed her and she blushed profusely, bowing her head in shame. 

“You’ve made a mess. Clean it up.” He didn’t need to raise his voice; the clear command in his tone communicated enough. “I don’t care if it takes you till midnight, unless you have to go piss, you stay here until it’s done. Is that clear?”

“Yes, sir. And I’m so sorry… I don’t know what came over me.”

“Of course, you do,” his eyes flashed as he challenged her. “When you’re finished, come see me. We will talk about it then. And yes, we, you and me, we’ll talk.”

This threatened her. Her eyes widened and her body shivered again in fear, but he knew, they both knew, that she wouldn’t lose it again, not that day. If he weren’t mistaken, her sexual energy was sky high. She feasted off this sort of drama, just as he did—though in a very different way. For now he’d have to tamp down that lusty surge of arousal and so would she. 

Daniel was in luck that he had no reason to leave the house that afternoon. He didn’t want to leave the girl alone, especially in a kitchen with knives, scissors and a shitload of cleaning items she could use to hurt herself. He didn’t take her for a cutter, or suicidal. Her quick rage might have been impulsive—it wasn’t all that surprising that her feelings would explode on her so violently. However, there was an important message that she conveyed here, and the outburst was one he would not ignore even if it immediately looked that way. 

The sun was low in the sky by the time Lisle knocked on Daniel’s office door—the forward door off the hallway—the official door in everyone’s point of view, even Lisle’s. Her choice was deliberate. This was an official visit. 

Twice during the afternoon he’d popped his head in the kitchen door to see if she was okay. Both times she was busy cleaning. He saw her a third time when he went to the kitchen to get something to eat. Although she didn’t attack the cleaning with the same vigorous vengeance that Alice would have, she worked steadily, from one end of the room to the other with bucket, mop and sponges, showing that she knew exactly how to get the job done and in an efficient manner—a relief to him. He imagined that she zoned out like anyone would with such a rote and miserable task to complete, but the times he saw her she didn’t seem deeply entrenched in her fantasy world the way she had so often since he’d brought her into his house. She’d even turned on the radio to a music station, though it played so softly in the background that he doubted she heard much. Top 40’s. He made a mental note of that, an interesting choice for such a sheltered girl. Recalling a mention of piano lessons in Marcus’ description of the girl, he would have guessed she’d prefer more classical music. Of course, the radio station may have been Alice’s choice and Lisle was simply afraid to change to another one. 

Hearing the knock on his office door brought Daniel out of a lazy afternoon snooze. He was sitting in his reading chair with a stack of files piled at his side and a book in his lap and a couple of magazines nearby. There was little to interest him; the book was boring, and so were the files he combed through as part of investigative research he was doing for the Pentagon project. The magazines he’d already read. He’d been killing time waiting to hear that knock, and now he had…

He took a breath, sat up a little straighter in his chair and put his feet squarely on the floor. The moment was a critical one and he gave the next few minutes the importance they deserved. He was prepared to be patient, but prepared to be firm. “Come in,” he announced at last.  

The door creaked opened, but rather than see his spritely houseguest tiptoe in as he expected she would, he watched her drop to her knees just inside the doorway and press her forehead to the floor. Her hands were tightly locked behind her waist and sticking out on either side of those tightly clenched fists were the long thin ends of a bamboo cane. The brightly colored sundress flowed out around her like a diaphanous robe. Although it appeared to have been dusted off, the vibrant hues were still softened by an embedded layer of flour. She made quite an alluring vision in her humble pose, the sight enough to give his crotch a jolt. He had to give her credit; she managed to do the unexpected nearly every day—this another sterling example and one that made his stiffening cock begin to throb.

He waited for nearly thirty seconds before he spoke and when she didn’t change positions, he spat out crisply, “You intend to just stay there?” 

She instantly scurried forward, hardly rising to her feet, though she certainly didn’t accomplish the move on hands and knees. When she settled herself directly in front of him she was kneeling, this time with her bottom resting back against her legs, and the cane lying across her open palms as she presented it to him like an offering. Her head was raised, her eyes pleading for him to use it.

“The kitchen spotless?” he asked. 

“Yes, sir. Except for the light fixtures. I’ll need a step ladder to clean them, maybe sometime you could show me where one is?”

Brushing aside her concern, he focused on the bamboo rod. “Where’d you get the cane?” he asked.

She gulped guiltily. “From your closet, sir.”

“Were you given permission to enter my room?”

“No, sir. I-I—”

“Did you have permission to rummage through my things?”

“No, sir. But I—”

He cut her off again. “I recall telling you when you came there that I’m a master in my home, the same way the Baron was in his. It’s a term I assumed you would respect.”

“Oh, but I do, sir!”

“Really? You’ve been in this house nearly two weeks, Lisle. You’ve watched me as much as I’ve watched you. Do you think I’m the kind of man who’s going to be happy about someone going through my private room, my closets, my clothes, my sexual toys?”

“No sir.” 

She hung her head again and he countered the poor pitiful look with a crusty, “Look at me!” She immediately looked up. “Are you deliberately baiting me? You want to be punished so badly that you resort to this?”

Her face paled at the comment. “Oh, no no no, sir! I just…just need it so badly after what…” her voice trailed off.

He could feel the turmoil boiling up inside her and that excited him.

“There are wooden spoons in the kitchen, perfectly appropriate for punishing naughty brats. A ruler in plain sight on my desk…”

“Yes, I’m sure they’d all work well.” She looked at him eagerly.

“But you violate the sanctity of my bedroom instead.”

“Then I’ve done a very bad thing.”

“Several bad things. You think a caning is going to make up for your angry outburst? For your breach of protocol? For all your bad behavior?”

“Don’t I deserve it, sir?”

“Since when do slaves choose how they’re punished?”

She seemed confused. “I didn’t know I was a slave here.”

“You aren’t. But you still consider yourself one. You still think like one. You’ve behaved badly, you expect to be punished as a misbehaving slave, and now you’ve compounded your crimes by attempting to manipulate me. Was the master in your life so easily finessed?”

“I’m sorry, sir. I don’t understand it either. I only know that when I’m punished, when I’m caned, all the bad thoughts in me disappear—” she hesitated, “for a while anyway. I’m not so likely to explode.” She lowered her hands and the cane, letting it rest across her lap. Her face was filled with anguish and defeat.

“And it’s been a long while since you’ve been punished?”

She nodded, her spirit diminishing before his eyes like the proverbial shrinking violet.

“Don’t disappear on me, girl,” he rattled her with the abrupt retort. “Tell me about being punished.”

“It’s been months, sir. I’m not really sure how long. After the master got sick I was beaten several times a week by one of his staff, but then that stopped too, maybe three or four months ago. I’m not used to so little…” 

“Which is why the flour all over my kitchen?”

“I don’t know.” She looked terribly sad. “Something in me wells up. I think I’m going to explode, and I do.”

“You’ve exploded like this before?”

“Yes, sir. Several times. A few weeks back, before that I don’t remember when.”

“And caning takes the rage away?”

“Not really. But I need the pain. It’ll wash over me like a heavenly rapture and I’ll feel much better.” She shrugged self-consciously. “I guess, in spite of what I do, there’s always a little pilot light burning in me, always there threatening to explode. I don’t like it and the explosions scare me … but I don’t know how to make them stop.” Tears welled in her soft blue eyes.

The more she spoke the more her intelligence shined through the ‘bereft little girl act’ she played so well. How much was real, how much was just an act, how much was part of the elaborate set of rules that governed her behavior would require some study. At least twice since she’d been taken from Brauer’s estate he’d had his theories about her shattered. She was not insane and dysfunctional; nor had her spirit been broken by the brutality of her slavery. She was not a mindless playacting robot. In fact, her whole energy could teem with life. When her vibrancy surged forth her beauty shone through proving she was not a twisted soul, not defeated in the slightest. She had the inner strength of Michelle Monroe, Val’s sagacious understanding of her deepest needs, and the same kind of the gutsy nerve that propelled Alice forward in her life. Quite a potent combination for a girl he’d plucked from sure disaster two weeks before. 

The fact that she excited him as a master had not been welcome. The ‘enlightened’ version of masters and slaves was just a game, fraught with rules and limitations that made it look silly in his eyes. Once you’d had the real thing, the enlightened version of slavery, and all the carefully crafted ‘power exchange’ of the bdsm lifestyle, held little thrill. He’d moved on from that to something different. But Lisle was another matter, a distinctive force—and she was a force, not an eager wannabe who liked a little flogging with her sex. She was real, gutsy and infinitely moldable, which meant there’d be yet another change in plans. How it would all work out he wasn’t sure but he was willing to bend his own new rules, at least while the girl was in his house. 

“On your feet, girl,” he snapped the order. 

Wasting no moves he rose to his feet and grabbed the cane from Lisle’s hands. Then with his fingers tightly gripping the base of her neck, he marched her toward the back of his office and through the far door into the kitchen. He saw that it was clean, clean enough anyway. The sink was spotless, so was the stove. The floor could have used another pass with the mop, but she’d done a creditable job and he wouldn’t demand more. Pulling a wooden stool away from the counter, he motioned to the girl.

“Bend over, raise your skirt and grab on below. Keep yourself steady because I won’t.”

While Daniel still used and punished women in the brutal way he loved, polite society had had its effect. He was more satisfied now when he knew he had the woman’s consent. The thrill of delivering a beating to a female against her will was too twisted to enjoy in an urbane world and he refused to love it as he once had. But the women in his new life, for all the sadistic satisfaction he derived from dominating them, were too willing to take what he delivered, love it while it lasted, then toss it off as a surrendering thrill in their otherwise ‘take-charge’ lives. It was good to keep the blood moving and the lust stirred. Good for venting emotions that had built up between sessions—although a vigorous game of tennis might have had the same effect.  

Lisle was different from the Shellys and Vals and Alices. She brought with her a singular experience that made her caning as enticing for him as it was necessary for her. She was a naturally submissive woman who looked to men for answers, who thrived on their guidance and stubbornly held fast to what she knew was important in her life. Facing him now, her pretty round ass cheeks were as pristine as a virgin’s, white like the walls of his house and twitching as her nervousness made it nearly impossible to remain still. He feasted on the sight of that unblemished ass and imagined how it would look when he was done. He briefly ran his hand over the two firm orbs and connected with the wanting energy that poured from the girl. Feeling the smooth cane in his hand, he adjusted his grip and when he whipped it through the empty air it stung the ear. Lisle jerked as if he’d hit her. 

Each response from her sent a shot of adrenalin through his body. Lust poured into his loins. His sadist rose up with well-remembered ferocity. 

He took the pointy tip of the cane and nudged it between her rear cheeks, poking it hard so he knew it had to hurt. He went on with the nudging and prodding until he finally heard her blurt out ‘ouch’ beneath her breath. Suddenly, he jerked the cane from between her cheeks and in one swift move made a backhanded strike with the rod landing squarely across her ass. The blow indented her flesh on impact and left an angry red welt to mar the surface, as he intended. It would not be the last.

He gave her just seconds to absorb the pain from the blow then delivered another and another and another in rapid succession until she was wobbling uneasily on the stool and grunting as each painful cut seared her skin.

“Steady yourself,” he lashed out in words this time, and the girl instantly stopped her crazed gyrations. “You fall, you pick yourself up and we start over again,” he warned. 

From then on she focused better. Her grit kicked in and her determination showed in every breath. As the caning resumed she kept herself from crying out and held on to the stool until her knuckles were bone white. The blows continued at a steady pace and soon her entire bottom was streaked with red and the first signs of broken skin began to appear here and there as tiny pools of blood. 

He could have gone on, but rather than make mincemeat of her tender flesh, he dropped the cane and moved in behind her, grabbing ass cheeks in his fists and squeezing down until she finally responded with a frantic, “No, nonononono…..stop…pleeeease! Stop, please, stop please…”

He eased up but didn’t end the torment. While he steadied her body with his left hand, he vigorously massaged her wounded cheeks with his right, squeezing and pawing, inserting fingers into her anal crack and fishing deeply inside the sexy fissure to find her cunt. The hole was sopping wet with her fluids dripping down her inner thighs. He found her clit, the bud hard and swollen and sensitive enough to make her moan when he touched it. Twisting it between this thumb and index fingers forced a huge cry from her lips then another gasping, heated moan as the punishment turned from gruelingly painful to sexual foreplay. 

He withdrew his hand and smacked her welted cheeks, turning them scarlet in the process. Convulsive spasms wracked her body as one climax after another caused her to seize up one minute, ease off the next. 

She cried quietly, so he could barely hear her, “Oh, yes, yes yes, fuck yes!” between heated breaths. 

Though at first her response appeared totally sexual, he could feel the steady rise in her emotions. Rather than running out of gas from sheer physical exhaustion her spirit had glanced off in a new direction. Sensing the shift in her, he abruptly jerked her to her feet and bringing her around the kitchen island, he thrust her against her the breakfast table so she was lying on her back. His hand returned to the swollen clit and juicy hole, two fingers inside, one sitting on her g-spot, his thumb against her clit. He shook her crotch hard, while listening to her cries and watched her delicate body writhe with abandon consumed by another more savage wave of spasms. He took her to one heightened peak of feral pleasure after another as he plundered her sexual treasure. Then tearing a page from his old book of outrageous vices, he dislodged his cock from his pants and thrust it into the juicy portal. Smashing himself against her crotch, he fucked her soundly, using her hips as handles and driving his member deep into the orgasmic cavern. Her muscles tightened around his organ, grabbing hold and drawing him even deeper as she aggressively milked the pistoning organ. She made him forget consequences, forget right and wrong, sane and foolish—the arguments were a waste of a horny man’s time. 

By the time he ejaculated and his salty sexual grunts reached the air they were both coming down from the sexual high. Then with his cock still buried in her he lifted her up and held her against him, surrounding her slight body in his embrace. Just seconds later she was sobbing into his chest, her body wracked by a new wave of convulsions, these powered not by sex but by powerful emotion. 

He let her cry for a long while and shed the grief that attacked her soul. He’d never recalled such a desperate embrace, or such devotion from a woman. He flinched at the idea of anyone woman being this close, this dependent on him, but he would not let her feel his reluctance. He continued to hold her until she was cried out, and after several moments of quiet peace in the wake of that storm, he finally pushed her back, just slightly. 

“Better?” He looked down at her open face and shining eyes. The tension and the troubled look were gone.

“Yes, sir, better. Thank you.” She took several deep breaths and pulled a little further away. “I’m so tired.”

“Nearly midnight, the day you’ve had, you should be tired.”

The moment required a swift change from him, and rather than fool with more questions and crisp demands, he abruptly lifted her into his arms and moving into the hallway carried her to the second floor and set her on her feet. 

“Into your bedroom. Bring me your pillow and blanket,” he ordered. 

She moved quick as a jackal and returned with the items, appearing as intrigued a she was confused. 

“Under the stairs,” he announced. 

He immediately turned to the staircase that rose to the second floor, and reaching down, pulled back on the sliding panel beneath the third floor stairs to expose the storage space. The space was empty now, and the most cage-like closet in his house. Lisle peered inside, uncertain, though Daniel could feel a sudden spike of excitement emanating from the puzzled girl as it dawned on her what he had in mind. She would have crawled in without further urging but just to lay her fears to rest, he opened the drawer of a hall table and pulled out a flashlight. Light poured into the small compartment illuminating every crack and corner and dust mote. “Clean it if you’d like, it’s yours to use while you’re here. I’d rather have you sleeping in a real bed, but if you need the confinement this is where you’ll sleep.”

 A soft smile broke out across her face, and with her pillow and blanket still in hand, she crouched to the floor and crawled in. The space was nearly five feet high at the tall end, sloping rapidly to nothing where the third floor stairs began. The sliding door was an intricately woven lattice of wood, providing plenty of air even when it was closed. But rather than close it tightly, she left it open a crack so she could see out. She placed the pillow at the tall end, laid down on the hardwood floor and covered herself with the blue woolen blanket. Her childlike face peeked out at Daniel with a grateful look and for the first time since he’d taken her from Brauer’s estate, she looked genuinely happy. 

“If you get cold or uncomfortable, you still have your bed. I wouldn’t mind at all if I found you there in the morning.” He delivered his wishes like he might any pipedream, knowing that he’d find her exactly where she was when the sun rose. “And if you need it—” he added, handing her the flashlight.

“Yes, sir.”

She looked as though she might say more, but before she could, he turned out the light and retreated to his bedroom down the hall.


Chapter Six 

The Girl Stays

Two days later, early in the morning there was a knock on Daniel’s door.

“What? No packed suitcase and girl waiting at the front door?” Marcus strode inside, looking cheery though slightly apprehensive. 

Daniel motioned him into his office where the lanky Marcus stood for awhile, hands in his pockets, staring at the bright open room as if he’d never seen it before. He finally made an abrupt about face. 

“So, you going to keep her?” he flippantly broached the subject of the hour fully expecting a negative answer. 

“Yes, I am.” Daniel made the announcement with so little inflection in his voice, so matter-of-factly that it took Marcus several seconds to realize that he’d just said the magic words. At least the magic words he wanted to hear. 

“Wow! Man, that’s great,” his face lit up with a beaming smile, “gotta say this is a shock though.” He viewed his friend with a renewed sense of gratitude. 

“Is it all that surprising? You have nowhere for her to go.”

“That’s not true.”

“Lady M’s?”

“It’s not ideal, but I’m sure it could work. I mean if you want to reconsider, the woman’s waiting for a new slave. I did my homework this time. I really did. I know I left you in a lurch and you came through—”

“Which means you owe me, Marcus.”

“Yes, I’m sure I do,” he grimaced a bit, sighed, and then began strolling about the room, absently taking in the few knickknacks Daniel had scattered here and there. Nothing of any real interest: a crudely framed picture of six smiling mercenaries dressed in dusty fatigues, Daniel Broc at the left hand end; a carved wooden pot; a brass canister; and two pictures in full color filled with bright and beautiful faces—family pictures, Marcus assumed. The man’s personal effects would fit in a cigar box. He finally turned, eyeing him with a puzzled expression. “So, you going to tell me what changed your mind?”

“The girl changed my mind. This has not been an easy few weeks, but I’ve been reminded that truly submissive women are not as impossible to find as I believed.”

 “So, the fucking’s been good?” he asked with a lurid gleam in his sharp brown eyes. 

Daniel shook his head in disgust. “Only fucked her once.”

“You almost sound offended,” Marcus shot back.

“I could have fucked her every day and twice on Sunday if I’d wanted to. What we did instead is feel each other out—in a more cerebral sense. She roamed my house like she did the estate. She’s studied me. I’ve studied her. She’s not the psychologically impaired thing we thought she was. In addition to being needy, grief-stricken and confused, she’s intelligent, sexy and mischievous. She’ll be a challenge for any man, mistress or female, but despite my huge misgivings, she’s going to be my challenge—at least for now. I would like to believe that you didn’t arrange this whole thing to get the outcome you wanted in the first place.”

“Me? You think I’d do that?” His eyes lit with a devilish glee. 

“Actually, I doubt you’re that clever or perceptive. Let’s call it an accident of fate.”

“Yes, let’s. I wish I could say I maneuvered the situation with the dexterity of a Svengali, but you’re right; I was really worried what I’d do with El until I thought of you.”

“I could tell. Meanwhile, she enters my life just as I’m feeling that old sadistic stirring start to nag at me again. I have to placate it someway.”

“So she’s your slave?”

“Not yet and maybe never—probably never. But she’ll do better with someone in control who knows what they’re doing. Whether Lady M would ever discover what I have about Lisle is, well…doubtful.”

“You shouldn’t judge the woman on that first meeting. It was a bad day, really.”

“Maybe so. But at some point, Lisle’s seen the Domme in action. It took one lame threat, one suggestion that I’d have Lady M beat her for disobedience, to have Lisle doing the one thing she was determinedly opposed to doing.”

“Maybe it’s you? Maybe she liked the threat?”

“I’m sure she did. But there was real fear behind her reaction to that woman. I’m not sure what that’s about. But it’s not an issue I intend to explore right now. We’re a long way off from any real relationship.” He chuckled to himself and shook his head. “But then, what would I know about a real relationship? I’ve never had one.” He paused, sighing. “Still, I’d like to see what comes of this. She excites me, Marcus. Few women do anymore. So for now she stays.”

“Well, you bailed me out of this one. I’d never believed that Daniel Broc would be the answer to my prayers. Even I know that Lady M is not the perfect choice. But quite frankly, I’m not sure there is a perfect situation.”

“Well, you’re off the hook for the time being. If it doesn’t work out between Lisle and me, I’ll make sure she finds some sort of arrangement that does.”

“Fuck man, you’re blowing my mind,” he laughed, shaking his head in amazement. “She must have really gotten under your skin to bring out the do-gooder in a man like you.”

“Do-gooder? Me? I’m afraid the choice is selfishly motivated like every other choice I make. If she suits me, if the sex is good and she’s not too much trouble, she stays. I should have that answer in a few weeks, maybe a couple months. But it’s too soon to tell right now, and she’s too intriguing to let her slip from my grasp. Probably the stupidest thing I’ve ever done, but the decision’s made.”

“Hey, you’ll get no argument from me. I’m certainly not going to talk you out of this one.” Marcus’s strolling journey through the office ended at the front of the room by the window where he plopped down in one of two ergonomic lounging chairs that made up the room’s sparse seating area. He propped his feet on the footstool as if he planned to stay. “So any luck on the computer?” 

Daniel had thought little of the cardboard box that sat underneath the bank of glass bookshelves that lined his office walls. He stared at it once or twice, thinking that when he had a free moment he might try booting it up, but sensing it was heavily password protected like everything else that Brauer owned he was sure his efforts would be fruitless. 

“Exactly what is it that you’re hoping to find in the thing?”

“Not sure,” he glibly returned as if he didn’t care. “Just curious.”

“C’mon. Stop with the bullshit, Marcus. What are you looking for? What would Brauer hide there that you expect to find?”

With a sly grin, he rubbed his fingers together, the reference clear. 

“Money?” Daniel peered at him doubtfully from above, then took a seat in the chair opposite.

“He was practically a billionaire. It stands to reason, given his unusual and pervasive sexual proclivities, that he might be hiding assets. In off shore accounts for instance. Or other places. Who knows what you’ll find?”

“You doing this for the family or yourself?”

He laughed, pulled his feet from the stool, sat them on the floor and leaned forward, speaking in a hushed voice. “They’re not paying me enough to do it for them. I figure we split anything you might uncover, right down the middle.”

“Nice of you to admit that. Or was it just convenient to tell me that now that I’ve put you on the spot?”

“Look. I’m as greedy as the next bastard. And there’s the intrigue of it. I certainly think it’s worth the look. He’s been on the fringes of the slave market, that’s been known for some time. But I think he was far deeper into the trade than he ever let on. There’s no telling what the man might have been into. With your current job in mind I thought you might be the perfect person to work on this with me. But if you’re really adverse to the idea I can always take the computer elsewhere.”

“Oh, fuck. So now you’re going to play on my greed,” he laughed. “I don’t care about any money. If I open up that computer, it’s not for money, it would be for Lisle.”

“Oh?”

“Like you said, there’s no telling what the man was doing.”

“So you’ll give it a try?”

“I’ll consider it. God, I hate stuff like this,” he droned. “Always leads to nowhere, I get pissed in the process and go slamming computers against the wall.” He was vastly overstating the truth but he was going for the effect since he had little desire to go combing through some stranger’s computer and find nothing but a bunch of porn that was of no interest to him. 

Marcus, however, was seriously impressed by the outburst. “Certainly you wouldn’t!” he snapped. 

Daniel offered him a terse, unwavering stare, which slowly transformed into a cryptic smile. “Depends on how much the old Daniel comes out to play.” His eyes danced with an evil light Marcus had not seen from his friend since he first returned to the States.

“You know, you worry me sometimes.”

“I probably should worry you,” Daniel shot back. “But I’m as sane and civilized as Daniel Broc is going to get. You needn’t worry, I won’t go destroying the damn computer.”

“Good. You had me there. I mean, I’m not sure you can even get in. I thought I was pretty good at working my way around computer security but this one’s got me stumped. Someone knew what they were doing when they configured it, makes you wonder what the man was trying to protect.”

“I’ll let you know how I do.”

“Good, well,” Marcus sat up preparing to leave. “This has been a great visit.” He popped to his feet as did Daniel. The two men shook hands and Marcus was trotting down Daniel’s front steps seconds later. 

“Lisle!” the sharp sound of Daniel’s voice drew the girl from her hiding place inside the hall closet. With a bashful grin, she self-consciously nudged herself through the door and stood with her back to the wall like a petrified woman. “Caught you, didn’t I?”

“I’m sorry, sir.”

“No, you’re not sorry, don’t bother lying to me. You want to tell me what you heard of my conversation with Marcus?”

She gave him a hangdog look, gulping visibly, her mind rapidly trying on suitable responses, though nothing seemed to fit. “Most of it, I guess,” she offered at last.

“You guess? You’ve been listening in since he arrived?”

She nodded her head.

“Then I don’t need to tell you that I’ve decided to keep you here a while.”  

“Oh, thank you, sir.” She instantly ran forward, dropped to her knees and grabbed his legs, clinging to him fiercely. 

Just as quickly he kicked her off and she backed away, as sheepish blush crept up her neck.  

“You also know that I’ve made no final decision on your staying here. You provoke me, I’ll call Marcus and you’ll be at Lady M’s by the afternoon. You keep prying into my life the way you have that’s exactly what’s going to happen.”

“I’ll stop, sir. I will!”

“Then you’re clear that you want to live with me?”

“Oh, yes sir, I do!” The passion behind her claim made his heart burst. The feeling was uncomfortable, of the sort he used to easily shun but couldn’t now, not with this girl, not this time in his life. 

“Then let’s get one thing straight, I won’t put up with you secretively prowling through my home at night—or in the day—peeking in rooms, rummaging through closets, listening in to my private conversations. There are boundaries and you will respect them or you will be packed and gone within an hour. I’m sure if Lady M won’t have you there’s a Dom of some kind in this town who will.”

“I’ll behave, I will, I promise.” Her pleading brought her to tears—real ones, Daniel surmised. As two fat ones slid down her face leaving wet trails on her cheeks, he almost regretted what he just said. 

The odd ability she had to tug at his sympathies stung him once again. He could have taken her into his arms and cuddled her until they were fucking like a couple of dogs. Thankfully, there were darker thoughts to replace the kinder ones and they stepped in to save him. 

“There’s a spanking paddle I’ve hung on a nail just inside the pantry wall. Go get it!”
She scampered off, barefoot, her white shift clinging to her lovely curves, the look of her giving rise to a painfully erotic jolt deep in his belly. She returned in seconds, automatically kneeling before him and presenting him the stiff, foot long leather strap. Four inches wide at the business end, it tapered into a handle half that size, all custom fit to match his specifications. He couldn’t remember when it had been made; but he couldn’t recall not having it handy to punish recalcitrant captives or train his brothel slaves. The expert workmanship of the piece was readily apparent. Though well-worn from regular use, it was still sturdy and effective. Years of hand sweat and body oils made the surface gleam with a soft shine; and just seeing it in Lisle’s hand sent a wave of nasty images through his sadist’s brain. 

Although she was as frightened as he’d ever seen her, he could feel her desire rise from ten feet away. 

“If you want punishment when you misbehave, you’ll get it, young lady. We’ll start that today, and right now.”

It had been less than forty-eight hours since he and Lisle broke their relationship wide open with a flour covered kitchen and punishing retribution they both needed to get over that nasty scene. The sex stunned them both but they wanted that too. Accepting that the matter was settled, Daniel was prepared to move forward.

“On your feet,” he demanded.

She jumped up in a flash with her restless nerves grabbing at her frantically. She was shaking so hard that he feared she might explode. Taking her by the arm, with his fingers purposefully digging into her flesh, he shoved her toward the staircase.

“Your knees on the third step and bend over. I want that ass stuck out like you really want this.” He wasn’t sure that she didn’t, however for the moment she looked honestly worried. 

“Bare your ass!” he ordered as she settled into the position.

He watched her reaction closely: the panting breaths, the struggle to obey, as if this sort of dom/sub interaction was new to her. Finally her frenetic breathing slowed and with shaking hands she reached back and pulled her skirt above the cheeks then carefully stuck her fingers inside the waistband of her panties and slid them down her legs. Her ass was bruised from the caning two days before, but the fading remains were not enough to stop him from delivering the punishment she’d earned. 

Every muscle in her stiffened as she waited for the first strike. She twitched uncontrollably and couldn’t stop herself from egging him on with a little ass dance that looked to him as though she was deliberately taunting him. The little slut. Once he started, the blows came on swiftly, with the leather biting into her flesh and producing a horrible sting. There was nothing taunting about her wiggling ass now, just the instinctive and uncontrollable reaction to the steady rain of strikes. 

With every blow to her pretty ass end, he felt justified. He felt an animal satisfaction he relished, and the burning imperative of the moment sent him even deeper into the thrill of domination. Clutching his old spanking paddle helped resurrect the man he’d been when that spanker would abuse, correct, punish and terrify the hundreds of shivering females that came under his control.

The pain was nothing she couldn’t manage, nothing she hadn’t managed before. He was sure that she’d suffered far more as Brauer’s slave. However, he had no intention of taking the girl to her limits, he just needed to drive home his point. As soon as her ass was hot, as bright as a deep pink rose, and her moaning took on a pleasurable tone, he stopped. She was entering a blissful subspace and he wouldn’t allow her any pleasure just yet. Noting the sex juice leaking down her inner thigh, he knew he’d ended the punishment not a moment too soon. 

She writhed for him a few seconds more hoping he would start again or do something about the raging inferno of lust burning in her groin. But satisfied that he had the girl exactly where he wanted her, Daniel moved in close and grabbing her by the scruff of the neck he pulled off the stairway. She stumbled back into his arms but rather than hold her as she might have liked, he marched her into the kitchen then to the back hall and the tiny broom closet. 

“You like confined spaces? You can spend some time in there and think about how you’re going to grow up and start behaving like an adult rather than an unruly child. You want to stay with me, you’d better think long and hard about that.”

She stared at him in shock, noted the open closet with a wary glance, then her gaze returned to Daniel. She looked as if she was about to speak but she suddenly clammed up. Her eyes glittered with tears, but behind any sadness or distress they might convey he could see her desire for him, for sex, for something wild and raunchy on the heels of this last confrontation. He had to beat back his own arousal. 

“And just in case you mistakenly think that you’ll have a free moment to get off, you’ll do this with your hands tied behind you.” He was ready with a plastic tie strip, which went around her wrists and tightened with an ominous zzzzzzzrrrrrrrrrip!

He pushed her inside the closet then closed the door, slowly, so she could hear the distinctive click of the door latch. The closet wasn’t tall enough for her to stand up straight. In fact, there was precious little room in the small cabinet, probably just enough to allow her to sit in an uncomfortable crouch. He heard a rustling sound for several seconds, a metal bucket banging against the broom and mop, then silence. 

Alice arrived at the house within minutes of Lisle’s confinement, coming through the door with a sunny hello that brought Daniel out of his office and into the kitchen. 

“Don’t open the broom closet just now,” he greeted his housekeeper with that terse order.

“Don’t?”

“It’s Lisle’s timeout room for now.”

Alice’s interest sparked. “Really?” Her voice lowered to a whisper, “punishment? She in there now?”

“Yes, she’s being punished.” He didn’t bother to keep his voice down, and he knew the girl would hear every word. 

Because he wasn’t taking any measures to keep the conversation quiet, Alice didn’t either. “May I ask what for?” She seemed quite titillated by the idea. 

“It’s time she stopped sneaking around like a curious cat.”

“Ah yes…” She stared around Daniel’s kitchen, seeing that it was much improved from when she saw it last. “I’m guessing you two have come to some agreement?”

“Yes. She can behave herself while she lives here, obey my rules, or pack her bags. If I have to behave myself in polite society, she can too.” 

“Now don’t go too far with this. I’d hardly call your home polite society. You’re never going to manage that.”

“And you’re always going to egg me on, isn’t that right, bitch?”

Alice’s green eyes flashed. “Don’t know about that. But I will state my opinions whether you like it or not.”

He was horny, his crotch on fire. Smoldering emotions and a pent-up libido didn’t sit well on him. It didn’t take but a moment for Alice to pick up on his mood, and having seen that, it didn’t take much for her to respond with a seductive come-on lighting up her expressive eyes.

“Shall I beat you, too?” This was all the foreplay he could muster at the moment but it was enough to have her stirred up. 

“My, I walk in your door innocent enough and you get me all hot and bothered.”

They heard a grating noise from the broom closet as if their little mouse was letting them know she was listening in. 

“But maybe we should take it upstairs?” Alice suggested.

“No. Here’s just fine,” Daniel answered. 

Alice was on fire now, too. “Then will you do something really nasty? I sure could use it.”

“Why’s that? Or is this just a general need?”

“You know that old lady I work for at nights?”

He really didn’t, though at some point he recalled Alice mentioning another job in passing. “You have a problem with her?”

Alice chuckled. “Not exactly, but she’s a mean old bat and last night I was about to deck her. Which I would never do! But stuffing all that rage inside, a girl’s gotta find a way to deal with it. Know what I mean?”

“Or you’ll do something you regret?” 

“Yeah, something like that.”

They’d been through this game before—the bristling back and forth, the fierce glances laced with lust, the not so veiled innuendo, then Daniel knocking down her doors with one swift kick that would figuratively drive the woman to her knees. 

“Well then, get naked, bitch and we’ll get this done.” His tone cut the air like a scythe. 

Another noise from the closet reminded them of their audience. The game could only get better from this point.

Daniel watched his housekeeper remove her clothes, doing nothing to slow his rising erection. Her full breasts bounced against her chest as she moved, while the scent of her crotch lifted into the air—an herbal perfume infused with the sweet smell of body sweat and the tangy odor of wet pussy. Her hot booty moved sexily as she walked and while he loved the tits and cunt, he wanted to abuse her ass first—it made such a perfect target. At first, he’d thought he’d use the spanker to warm her up, but he abruptly changed his mind. 

“My whip’s in the office.” He nodded in that direction. “Go get it,” and Alice raced off, returning moments later with the four foot weapon in her hand.

“Whew! This has got me charged up,” she blurted out as he snatched the thing from her hands. 

“You can cry, you can scream, you can yell all you want, but don’t utter a single word. No stopping me till I’m done.”

“You’re going to play real mean, real dirty?” she egged him on.

“I’ll play the way I want to play.”

“Gotcha, Colonel.” She was all jiggly inside and out, dancing before him as though she was about to take off for a little chase and capture. But Daniel had other ideas.

“Spread-eagle in the door frame,” he nodded to the open door leading from kitchen into the hall, “and hang on tight.”

After years of punishing females, he knew he loved the thrill of a good hard beating, but he especially liked the spontaneous scenes like this one. Alice stretched herself to the four corners of the door frame, then jerked and wriggled as he worked her over from shoulders to thighs, delivering one cutting strike after another—although he refused to fall into a regular cadence she could use to drive herself to orgasm. The more erratic the whipping the longer it would take for the masochist in her to find the kind bliss she craved. He kept it hard and fast for a time, listening to her shriek when the single tail sliced her flesh with an especially biting cut. Her backside was soon an intricate criss-cross of red lines that as the strikes piled on began to form a nasty scarlet rash. A few thick welts began to rise up on the surface that were sure to bleed if he continued much longer. 

“Oh, you goddamn fucker!” she finally blurted out. 

“I said…not a word!” he growled as he laid on one mean blow that sliced across the previous welts.

Reminded of his order not to speak, it was all ‘fuck fuck fuck’ beneath her breath from then on. Her body twisted to find some relief but she found none at all. Clinging to the door frame with her legs wide open and her bare feet pressed against the wood below, she gave herself precious little room to maneuver. Instinct made her want to flee the scene; but her raunchy desire to submit won. She stuck out her ass and tauntingly waved it like a red flag before his eyes. Though he needed no goading to land the cuts he intended to deliver, he had a ready answer to her deliberate provocation.

“This what you need?” Daniel blurted out as he delivered another sharp blow.

“Yes, sir!” 

“And you want more!” He landed another, meaner one. 

She hesitated a second, gulping down a breath of air and came back with a grimacing, “Yes, sir, more! If you’d be so kind.”

 When the scene was hot and sexual like this, the sexy housekeeper played a good game, falling back on old dungeon rules and dungeon protocol she’d picked up somewhere. She snapped to attention like a well-trained subbie, and wouldn’t waver from the perfect form of taking punishment until the sizzling drama finally ended. Putting herself in the mindset of a submissive took her far past her wild impulses, her smart mouth, and her sassy attitude toward life and men. This was what she needed. She never topped from below, she never fought him once she reached subspace. Though as a skilled practitioner in the art of subduing females, Daniel could sense that his every strike contained the remote promise of rebellion and he knew exactly when to stop. 

“Turn around,” he finally ordered. As she turned away, her arms automatically reached to the top of the doorframe and her legs opened wide as they’d been before, with her feet butting up to the bottom of the frame. He teased her with a gentle flick of the whip then landed a few deliberately sharp cuts across her tits, her belly and her thighs. Then he moved in close, going eyeball-to-eyeball with the panting slut, and stuffed the whip’s rounded handle into her cunt. 

“You come on this now, I’ll stop, you hear me?” 

Her eyes opened in alarm as Alice fought back the pressing urge to come. The whip handle was lodged so deeply within her that obeying Daniel’s order became almost impossible. Regardless, she spit out a dutiful, “Yes, sir,” as he continued to pound the thing into her gaping hole. She clung to Daniel’s order with every bit of concentration she could muster trying not to come. But her cunt and the leather handle were slick with her juices, and the pungent fragrance of her pussy rose up like a cloud and stung their nostrils with the knowledge that she was on the brink of disobedience and could do nothing to prevent what her greedy body craved. He could have drawn out the scene many minutes more; he could assure her failure—which might have suited them both. But instead, he stopped, withdrew the whip and shoved her to her knees in front of him. 

“Suck me off, slut!” 

She opened his fly and her mouth grabbed hold of his cock with her wide open lips. He did the rest with a hand at the back of her head, shoving her face into his horny crotch. The heated blowjob went on for no more than sixty seconds when he suddenly exploded his cum down her throat with her face smashed to the base of his cock. When he was done, he withdrew and stepped back. 

“Now come,” he said as he gazed down at the surrendered Alice. Her crazy hair was disheveled beyond its usual state of disarray and her mouth was smudged with the red lipstick she’d put on earlier that morning. She looked like she’d been in a bar fight, but she breathed sex in every breath. If Daniel hadn’t just come, if he hadn’t lost some of the physical virility he had in his youth, he would have taken her upstairs and used her ass. 

Momentarily dazed, Alice did nothing for several seconds and not until Daniel provoked a response. “I said come, slut. Play with yourself and come…” he stepped back to watch, “and use the whip when you do.”

She didn’t like this. With her hand alone she’d be off in seconds but the whip handle frustrated her efforts. Stuffing it in became an awkward game, and with Daniel’s eyes aimed at her, she felt flustered and almost embarrassed.

“Go on, lie back on the floor!” he finally snapped. Alice gave in, thankful for the reprieve, and settled her horny body on the kitchen floor. 

For the next sixty seconds he watched her frantic fingers work her cunt until her writhing body suddenly seized up and she arched her back, letting out a beautiful, “Oh, gawwwwwwwwwwwd yessssssssssssss.” The scowl on her face at the moment of climax was telling—fierce and angry at the outset, all of which soon passed as the orgasm moved through her body. In time, her visage softened and when she opened her eyes, she smiled. 

He stared at her for several seconds, coming down from his own sexual high. “What a lazy slut you are,” he bit off brusquely, “time you got to work.”  

“Hummm, yes sir,” came her dreamy reply. 

She lingered a moment longer, apparently content to remain in her blissful reverie on his kitchen floor. Though when he reached down to help her up she willingly grabbed his hand and stood. 

“Whew! What a way to begin the day!” she exclaimed, as she swiped her clothes from the floor. She turned to Daniel before heading off to the bathroom, “You going to keep her in there long?” she asked, pointing to the broom closet.

“For a while,” he said then he walked out saying, “Come see me once you’re dressed.”

On Daniel’s instructions, Alice released Lisle from the broom closet a half hour later and sent her into his office. He was on the phone, on hold and annoyed by the long wait. Like a nervous Nelly, the girl tiptoed with her apprehensions preceding her, but she stopped immediately, sensing Daniel’s irritation as he restlessly waited for the caller to come on the line. While she hung back quiet as a mouse, he poured through a sensitive document, his attention fixated on the twelve pages of nonsense he was attempting to decipher. He was only barely aware that Lisle was in the room. He suddenly glanced up seeing her movements from the corner of his eye. Her hands were still tied behind her back, but she seemed to be in no distress. Other than some slight apprehension, she was quite docile, perhaps as calm and surrendered as he’d ever seen her, her face innocently sweet and yearning. He’d seen this look too often on a sub female to trust that the emotion behind it matched what that lovely expression implied. But on Lisle the sweetness and yearning were real. 

When Daniel’s contact came on the line, the two bluntly exchanged a few pertinent facts about their investigation then the phone call ended. Daniel made several notes in the document in front of him then pushed it into a file folder and looked up. He could be thankful that Alice was so needy and so accommodating, otherwise he imagined his desire to screw the waif would have taken over, which would have been completely contrary to what their testy relationship needed at that hour. 

“So, did you enjoy your time in the closet?”

She didn’t know how to answer. “Um, not really, sir. It wasn’t very comfortable.”

“So now I have to make punishment comfortable for you?”

“Oh, no, sir, I didn’t mean that. I was just being honest.”

“Come here.” He motioned her his way, then turned her around and with his pocket knife cut through the plastic tie and discarded it in the wastebasket at his side. He turned her so she faced him and inspected her wrists. The bondage had been tighter than he’d planned and had left red depressions in the skin. In one spot it looked as if it had rubbed her raw. 

“There’s some antiseptic ointment in the downstairs bath you can use for this when we’re done here. And you’d better bandage that spot.”

“Yes sir.” Her mood seemed pleasant and untroubled, a good sign. If she’d been upset listening to the sounds of his scene with Alice it certainly didn’t show. In fact, she seemed mildly aroused, maybe more than mildly aroused, though she kept her feelings guarded.

“You horny?”

“Hum, yes sir.”

“Good. Be horny while you work, but no coming until I give you permission.” She winced just long enough for him to notice and immediately his brows narrowed. “Violating that order will put your position in this house in jeopardy. I don’t care how horny you get you’ll obey that rule—and expect to be asked if you’ve disobeyed me. And don’t think I won’t know if you try to pull one over on me. I wouldn’t give the idea a moment’s thought. I’ve spent a lifetime dealing with submissive females of all stripes and you, my dear, are as obvious to me as any woman I’ve mastered. I’ll know if you lie.” He watched her face and all the subtle nuances that played out across her delicate features. She understood what he wanted; she could accept it as a submissive female; but every nervous twitch, every grimace, every momentary flinch, every gulped down objection suggested that the ‘no coming without permission’ order would be a hard one for her to follow.

“This a problem for you?” 

“I get very horny, sir.”

“I’m sure you do. You been masturbating a lot?’

The rosy glow on her cheeks deepened to a shamefaced blush. “Yes, sir,” she admitted. “I have worn chastity belts before, sir.” She looked at him as if she were eager for him to lock her sex away.

“I don’t have the patience for chastity belts; they’re far too much trouble when I want to fuck. Your job is to obey me. So deal with it. If you can’t follow my orders, you know the consequences. Perhaps those will inspire your good behavior. Any questions?”

“No, sir.” She trembled almost violently, as if the conversation on its own had her ramped up and ready to come. Her current dilemma almost caused him to smile. 

“You’re about to explode, aren’t you?”

She nodded then closed her eyes, and brought her clenched fists to her face. Every muscle in her body seemed to be compressed. 

“Stop it!” Daniel lashed out.

For an instant she froze, then her eyes fluttered open and her body relaxed. She took a deep breath. 

“You looked like a two year old about to launch into a tantrum. Don’t do that again.”

Her eyes were wide and focused keenly on him as they observed his every move. She was getting feedback she wasn’t used to, Daniel silently observed and this was good. So far, his life with Lisle had been a guessing game, and though he just swore to her that he understood her ploys, he wasn’t sure he understood her at all. He needed a few tricks of his own to keep her off guard.

“Answer me, girl!” he raised his voice a decibel or two, nothing all that severe, but he saw a shudder of … of what? Excitement? Fear? Lust? The shudder passed quickly through her body raising the sexual energy in the room another degree higher. 

“Yes, sir. I understand, sir!” she practically jumped on the words. 

“That’s good. Now, since you’re so horny, you can come for me right where you stand.”

“Now?” she cocked her head. 

“Yes, now! In front of me, or you don’t do come at all. And you’d better be quick about it, I have work to do.”

Her distress showed plainly. Why would she balk, when she’d been on the brink of a spontaneous eruption since she walked in the room, had him intrigued. But for several seconds she merely stared at him with an ashen face. 

“Not horny?”

“Oh, but I am.”

“Then get off now or quit wasting my time.” He waited another several seconds and when she didn’t make a move, he gave her explicit directions. “Lift your skirt, put your hand on your pussy and rub yourself until you get off.”

Her lips were parted and her breathing shallow; her essence so tormented in that moment that she seemed on the verge of detaching from the planet and drifting away like a ghostly phantom. 

“Lisle.” His voice dropped deeper still; her name was all he needed to say. She suddenly came back to planet earth and quickly raised her skirt and began to play with herself. She couldn’t look him in the face—if he’d been a real asshole he would have demanded that too. However, that would wait for another time and another confrontation when the Dom sub imperative in their relationship was more secure and he could trust that a challenging order such as this would be carried out and she wouldn’t go fleeing in fear. 

Her eyes were closed and her body shuddering with spasms almost as soon as she laid her hand on her pink wet pubes. She came beautifully, with her head tossed back and her body seeming to float unsupported by any earthly means. Her moaning gasps were almost musical. All the flinching and grimaces had been wiped from her face; it was now overrun with a look of profound bliss. The climax came on her in waves, jerking her from left to right and causing her body to seize up for a moment then relax into the pleasurable feelings as she let out another glorious groan. When Daniel could see that the she was finally coming down from the incredible high, he abruptly announced, “That’s enough!”

It took a few seconds to draw her back and when she opened her eyes, he was greeted with the same shamefaced blush he’d seen earlier. “I’m sorry. Sometimes I just can’t stop,” she rushed in to explain.

“No shame in that. But you’re done for now. Go on. See Alice. Tell her you need something productive to do.” He turned back to his work and left the flustered girl to follow his orders. 

“May I ask you something, sir,” she said before she turned to leave.

He looked up briefly. “No. I’m busy. We’ll talk later if we need to.”

“Yes, sir,” she said, almost looking relieved, then she darted out through the rear door, her pretty behind stirring up another hornet’s nest of desire inside his crotch. He would have loved to fuck her on the spot; been a banner morning with two horny sluts masturbating to his orders. Performance art couldn’t get any better. Even after Alice’s blowjob, Lisle managed to rouse his erection to a righteous hard-on, but he’d be content to wait for later. 

Leaning back in his chair, he allowed his mind to play back all that had happened that morning. His thoughts zeroed in on the girl. He wasn’t certain what she needed – a lover, father, master or friend. Trying to be all of the above didn’t suit him. He’d stick with master, a role he knew far better than the others, and there he was on safe ground. He’d toss the other roles in from time to time, love her, befriend her and play the stern or kind parent if she needed that, but until she left his house, he’d remain in charge of her. She’d follow the rules and obey him or she’d be gone. He was banking on what he believed was a genuine desire by the girl to live with him—if nothing else than the submissive role he asked of her now was one she was accustomed to. What she wanted long term—which he was sure she didn’t know herself—would be decided over the next few months. 

This was exactly what he knew she needed, and exactly what the sly Marcus had successfully arranged, even if it had happened half by accident, half by the intervention of some benevolent deity. He could grumble all he wanted about the outcome, how Marcus and the girl had triumphed over his objections, but the fact remained that he found Lisle a test of a new way of life, a stimulating one as well. For the first time in a number of years, stretching far back to his slave trader days, he felt his blood rush and a passionate yearning ramp up a bit of genuine desire. She was as easy as any woman he’d conquered in the old days and twice as hard to master. He had no real hold on her; she could split any moment and he’d have no clout to bring her back. In essence she was a free woman. Rather than making their situation a perilous one he could not trust—and he knew not to trust this girl at all—her ability to choose had the opposite effect he expected. He was aroused by the unique circumstances, and aroused by the girl herself. He’d have never chosen her as a submissive lover; he would have never picked her out of a crowd of willing women. But she held more fascination for him than a hundred wannabe subs, most of whom barely understood what the word submission meant. Lisle understood submission. She might fight it, but the real fight was in cleaving to the life she knew, loved and seemed desperate to recreate. 

That evening as they were finishing dinner, she caught him with a question before he could leave the kitchen table. Their silent meals were often uncomfortable, and throughout this one, she seemed restless. Timidity had precluded her speaking, and he’d done nothing to help her out. He thought he’d escaped dealing with whatever put her in this state, but just as he was pushing away from the table and about to rise, she finally flung her nagging question into the agitated air. 

“Why’d she call you Colonel?”

“She?”
“Alice.”

“When did she say that?”

She shrugged. “Today, maybe. I heard her, I know I did.”

He grabbed for his glass of Coke and took a gulp, “She called me Colonel because I was a Colonel in the US military.”

“Oh. And you’re not one now?”

“Technically, I still am. Officers don’t get to quit. But that career path ended for me just shortly after my last promotion.”

“Why was that?”

Instead of answering directly, he thought a moment then settled back down in his chair. Leaning forward and eyeballing her closely he let go with the condemning facts about his past life. “I suppose it’s fair that you know these things as long as you’re living in my house. Just after my last promotion—in fact, the seeds of this started quite a while before that promotion. At any rate, I found myself drawn to some shady business dealings in the godforsaken part of the world where I’d been stationed. Initially, my activities were just a titillating diversion to stave off long days of utter boredom. I’ve always been a bastard at heart. I found out what a sadist I was as well. One thing led to another and I was soon an active player in the Middle East black market, buying, selling and trading a slew of illegal commodities. For a number of years I helped run a slave trading operation that kidnapped pretty girls and forced them to perform demeaning sex acts then sold them into slavery. I trained female slaves.”

Lisle’s eyes seemed to double in size and her entire body trembled as she listened to the astounding revelations. She seemed unsure what to think.

“Frightening, isn’t it?”

She nodded.

He studied her reaction a moment. “But it’s more than that, isn’t it?” As much as it scared her, he knew she was aroused, and although he didn’t need to ask to know the truth, he wanted to hear it from her own lips. “Tell me, Lisle.”

Her frightened face turned into a sheepish one. “I’ve dreamt of worlds like that.” Her admission seemed simple enough, but where she’d been reasonably comfortable in his presence, she seemed uncertain now. What did he expect considering what he’d just confessed? 

“Despite the obvious draw for you, you would have perished in that world, Lisle. It wasn’t pretty. Slavery wasn’t pretty. And it certainly was not romantic. It was mean, ugly and brutal, a life proscribed by brutal men forced on women against their will. Despite what you might fantasize in your private thoughts, it was no place for any woman, let alone one as young and naturally submissive as you. The business was run by ruthless thugs who didn’t give a shit whether their slave properties lived or died. I was one of those thugs.” He hadn’t intended to spit out the facts so ruthlessly but he couldn’t stop once he got started. She might as well know the truth as to nurse some dreamy illusion that he was a good man and a good master. Her eyes widened further with every damning fact he disclosed. “I gave up that life two years ago and managed to escape that situation unscathed—there was no one capable of prosecuting crimes like mine. Who I was and what I did falls into the unmentionable category. ‘Pretend it never happened’, as if the circumstances and that location of the world could excuse what I’d systematically done for twenty years as collateral damage to be swept under the rug. I’m useful to the government now because of where I’ve been and who I’ve known. Sort of like a Russian computer hacker who’s paid big money by big business to work for the ‘good’ side, stopping Internet theft and mayhem—not making it. I’m treated like a novelty in DC—which has tended to make me even more cynical. But my expertise and my contacts have become extremely valuable to the government. My experience with women in unusual circumstances was why Marcus called on me in the first place. He knew he needed someone big, strong, and enough of a bastard to do what it took to remove a headstrong female from circumstances in which she was no longer welcome. You were that headstrong female.”

Lisle jerked back. 

“You’d be right to conclude that I’m not a nice man. However, the man I was those twenty years no longer pleases me. I decided to try a normal American life, as much as it can be normal. As much as I can adapt to society’s demands. I won’t mistreat you; I don’t have the stomach for that kind of sadism now. And I will protect you from the kind of riffraff that passes themselves off as legitimate masters.” He chuckled darkly. “Rather ironic, though—Marcus assumed that given my experience I’d have more sensitivity for your situation than most domesticated masters would have. I don’t know whether that’s true or not. But I do know that as long as you’re willing to live under this roof, you will be subject to me as a sexual master. That seems to be what you want and what will work best for the both of us under these circumstances.

“However, if anything I’ve said has caused you to fear me, or change your mind about staying here, you let me know. Other arrangements with less unsavory people can still be made—and I’m not talking about Lady M. You’re free to leave. You made no mistake in questioning me. You have every right to know.” She still looked a tad shell-shocked when he finished, though she seemed to have settled some from that first shocking revelation. “You have any other questions you’d like to ask?”

She shook her head, and he let her get off without offering a verbal reply. 

“So you’ll tell me if you have any misgivings?”

“Yes, sir.” 

“All right then, why don’t you stew on that a while and if you need to discuss this further, you let me know.” Seeing the messy kitchen table, he added, not that he needed to, “When you’re finished eating, clean this up.”

He got up from the table and moved directly to his office. 

***

Nearly midnight, Daniel went up to bed, being fully aware of the aching feeling in his crotch, which had been there since dinner and the candid discussion with Lisle about his past. After he’d left the kitchen, she tidied up; he could hear running water, and the clatter of pans as she stuffed them into the cabinet. She peeked her head in the office door when she was finished. “There’s a story I’d like to watch on TV if it’s okay?” 

“Fine. I need to catch up on some reading.”

“But if you want to watch something,” she quickly interjected, “I’ll be glad to go upstairs.”

“I know that. But I’m reading tonight. The TV’s yours.”

“Thank you.”

She dashed off. It was nearly eight o’clock. Two hours later, the downstairs seemed unusually silent; the occasional sounds from TV he’d heard from time to time over the evening had ended. When he left his office to check on things, Lisle was padding up the stairs. By then his sexual arousal was already obvious to him. He didn’t need to concentrate on it to know that his cock was throbbing, painfully so. Seeing her pretty ass swaying as she mounted the stairs, his cock gave him another jolt, and when she turned back and their eyes met, he communicated nothing but lust.

She didn’t say a word, but if he weren’t mistaken, the curious glint in her eye was intended to seduce him—and if not deliberate, then it was an instinctive response, and entirely in character for this mischievous female. She didn’t bother saying goodnight; and with the provocative smile on her lips communicating her desire—as if she were dropping a trail of sexual breadcrumbs for him to follow—she turned and continued up the stairs, her ass still swaying with a lurid jiggle. He watched until she was out of sight then he returned to his office for a short while and followed her up a half hour later. 

By the time he mounted the stairs, she was in her room with the door ajar—she never closed it tight. Probably a leftover habit from the years with Brauer; open bedroom and bathroom doors are standard protocol for subs and slave quarters to prevent private conversations and possible insurrections among unhappy properties. They had no personal rights, no need for privacy. 

When Daniel pushed the door a little wider, he could barely see Lisle resting on the bed with the bureau he’d brought down from the third floor still pressed up tightly to its side and blocking his view. Stepping into the room so he could see around the dresser, he found her tucked into the corner, propped up on pillows with her eyes glued to the pages of a romantic novel—the lurid cover gave it away. He nearly smiled. More than once, she’d thrown a book like that against the wall in disgust. He’d heard the distinctive thud coming from her room just days before. When he went to investigate the noise, she looked up unapologetically and announced in a voice thickly laced with scorn: “That’s the worst rubbish I’ve read in a decade!”

He was mildly amused by her declaration. “Then maybe you should read something else,” he’d said. 

She replied with an emphatic, “I will!” Currently, she had two neatly arranged stacks of paperback novels she inherited from Alice sitting on the floor and rising nearly half way up the wall opposite the bed. She was reading a new one now and already over half way through. When she saw Daniel standing in her room, she looked up in alarm and let the open book slide to the floor. 

“Yes, sir?” Her expression was filled with hopeful expectation. 

Dressed in a thin t-shirt and nothing else, her nipples poked through the fabric like hard little knots and the sight of her made his rising cock stiffen nearly to its full size. Any fear she might have shown during his after-dinner revelations seemed to be gone and the Lisle that greeted him now was a sexual siren to rival any woman he’d fucked in years, exuding a strange mix of childlike innocence and savvy temptress in her appealing eyes. At some point, a colorful brocade paisley bedspread had been added to the bed—from Alice no doubt. The lustrous velveteen was fringed with gold and draped to the floor, all of which added to her beguiling appearance.

When she pulled back the covers to show her legs and a peek of her naked pussy, she delivered an invitation he didn’t require in order to have her. He could fuck her when he wanted as that would be his right as her self-proclaimed master. However for this occasion, he appreciated the message those bared legs and bared pussy conveyed. If anything about their mealtime conversation changed her feelings toward him, in particular her trust in him as a man and a master, it didn’t show in the deliberate display. 

Accepting this, he gave the small room a quick once over and scowled. Stalking forward he roughly pulled the dresser away from the bed and shoved it back against the wall where it had previously been, effectively destroying her private sanctuary. 

“You need confinement when you sleep, sleep under the stairs. I’ve given you that option, use it, and don’t go changing furniture so I can’t get to you.”

“Yes, sir,” she replied meekly, though as meek as her response was, he felt a rush of excitement from her feeding his own need. 

Still annoyed by the room’s arrangement, he pulled the bed away from the wall several inches—he needed the space. She watched him carefully, looking like a dazed genie on a magic carpet, as he shoved and tugged the bed until it suited him. Finally satisfied with the arrangement, he opened the bottom drawer of the dresser and was grateful to see that the ropes he put there some time ago were still inside, along with a few other items he might need should the occasion arise—a gag, cuffs, clothespins and a bleached muslin bag with a drawstring tie. Inside it would be a set of three anal dildos of different sizes.

He squatted down and rummaged through the items, which were not as he left them. “You’ve been through these things?” he asked.

She didn’t reply right away. 

“Have you?” He persisted.

“Yes, sir,” she admitted, starting to blush.

“Yes, I suspect you would,” he responded, not all that kindly. 

He closed the drawer without removing a thing and rose to his feet, still annoyed, his restless energy growing more strident with every second that passed. 

He doused the light, preferring shadows to the bright overhead beaming down on the room, then he moved to the side of the bed and looked down on his trembling victim with his eyes as remote as the stars. She played her part well, had every shivering move, every soulful and wanting expression memorized like lines in a play. She’d been trained for this, and for just one second the brutal mercenary was consumed by a fit of jealous rage toward every man who’d used her nubile body. 

He threw the feeling off as quickly as it arose. “Take off the t-shirt.”

She stared at him, the heat in her ratcheted up a degree or two. He saw that in the way her wide and inquisitive eyes darkened. They’d fucked before but this was new—inside her room, a place no longer private and sacred to her. The room was his and so was she.

Though she hesitated with the t-shirt, there was not a lick of rebellion in her mood, just fear—the good kind of fear that excites the brain and sends adrenalin soaring through a body hungry for sex. Lust and instinct at last kicked in and she threw off the t-shirt and reclined back against the pillows. Her large eyes drilled him to his core; his eyes did the same to her, though hard and imperious, and enough to make her shiver anew. Her subtle strength impressed him and he watched her longer than he might have a less intriguing female, making metal notes of every subtle shift in her mood. 

His silence and unmoving stance made her doubt herself. He could almost hear her thoughts scream out to him—take me, take me, please take me now! In the midst of that terrible moment, she reflexively reached back and grabbed the metal bedrail above her and opened her thighs. Her breaths were short, her lips parted and he could feel her want attack him, not just in his crotch but in every corner of his horny body. With his eyes turning savage and almost crazed he let the sadist in him rise: the Colonel, the mercenary, the bastard he loved. He unbuckled his pants and let them drop, threw off his shirt, and stepped from the puddle of denim, naked, his muscled body driven by the compelling need to use her hard and leave wasted. Lisle’s eyes went instantly to his teeming erection with her longing glance giving his cock another serious jolt. On another night she’d be sucking his penis by now, but not this night. 

He fell to her body with his rock hard penis spearing her sex like the blade of a knife. Her cry was pained, but strangely musical in quality and she seemed to adjust her entire body to conform to his. He felt her beneath him, so slight, so small; he could tear her apart in seconds, but that certainly was not his aim. He only wanted to use her. Her surrender was a given, and now with every forceful thrust into her steamy cunt he made clear that his domination of her was indisputable. 

But she was more than passive, more than surrendering. Rather than limply take the drilling he forced on her, she begged for it with every obvious and nuanced response. Her body ignited the instant he impaled her, and she grabbed for him with almost frantic need, kissing him wherever her lips found flesh to kiss—mostly his shoulders and neck, but the frenzy of small kisses also extended to his face and his lips and his chest. Emboldened by her zealous response, he tore at her, groping her body like a madman until the two finally settled into a steady fucking rhythm. Their savage sexual dance rocked her small twin bed until the sound of the groaning springs filled the room with the awful screech. His explosion came quickly, while hers had been ongoing. For several moments locked tight in a violent embrace the two felt like one throbbing orgasm, but then as soon as he filled her grabbing snatch with his cum, he pulled away from her and climbed from the bed. 

“Come lick me clean,” he ordered, as he stood beside her. She popped up quickly and as she expertly licked her pussy juice from his organ, she almost suckled the flagging thing back to life. 

By then, he’d had enough of her. He’d had enough of subs and slaves, and women in general, along with all their complications. The girl brought more complications than most, which continued to trouble him. But he could now use her in the rough way he used women and feel no remorse. That knowledge pleased him. 

For the rest of the night, however, he’d be glad to be by himself in his lonely bed without the thought of complicating females to disturb his sleep.

“Sleep nude tonight,” he ordered as he was leaving, “I don’t want clothes in the way if I need you later.”

He knew he wouldn’t be back that night. He was more tired than horny. But she didn’t need to know that. It gave him some satisfaction to know that she’d be sleeping with one ear  open just in case he came for her again. Standard form for slaves.


Chapter Seven

Inside Brauer’s Computer

The following week required a change in his schedule and a new routine was set. Daniel’s daytime hours were taken up by meetings at the Pentagon, and he needed to let Lisle fend for herself. He trusted her enough to leave her unsupervised for a few hours, however, he laid out a few strict rules with a steely delivery that left the girl shuddering. His demands were simple: She’d stay inside, fully clothed, do her chores, and not do anything crazy like spreading a sack of flour all over his kitchen or running outside in the nude. He also made sure that Alice showed up every day by noon to check on things, and added an incentive for Lisle’s good behavior. If she finished the tasks he assigned by the time Alice finished her work, the housekeeper could take her for short trips out of the house. They went to the grocery store, to Alice’s favorite thrift stores, and to the library where Lisle checked out several literary novels that would never have made it on Alice’s top ten list. Daniel left them money in a cookie jar for any reasonable purchase. He asked only that Lisle provide him with receipts and an accurate tally of her purchases. He hit on the scheme, thinking it would get her use to money, public transportation and a world she hardly knew.

On Thursday the two went to a movie theatre, Lisle’s treat, and saw an obscure drama that had earned its male star an Oscar nomination. Lisle had seen a review of the Indie film in the newspaper and while normally she and Alice had different tastes in movies, this one turned out perfect for them both—a well-written drama for Lisle, bohemian enough to please Alice. 

To Alice, Lisle’s choices in entertainment often seemed odd for a woman so young. However, as one of Brauer’s slaves, they were perfectly logical. Her world had revolved exclusively around her master and his high-brow choices in opera, fine art, theater and classical music. He might listen to a little jazz as a nod to 20th century music. Robert’s tastes had been much the same, and having been raised by Robert, Lisle naturally gravitated toward the same things. Under Alice’s influence she slowly picked up some 21st century culture especially when the housekeeper played her Top 40’s station at high volume—when Daniel was nowhere around. Lisle would dance like a slut once the beat got inside her, almost as if the music wasn’t foreign to her at all. Her world was changing. At times she seemed to hunger for anything that was new, fresh and young. However in moments of stress, she returned to the somber quiet of what she’d been raised to love and spent hours alone, lost inside her own inner thoughts.

At night when Daniel came home, Lisle had dinner waiting—sometimes one of Alice’s concoctions, sometimes something she tried herself. Apparently she’d been allowed to bake and was familiar with the steps for cakes and cookies. But she’d never been allowed to cook an entire dinner and what she didn’t know about this very basic task amazed her mentor. Though Lisle diligently followed the recipes, she often chose something far beyond her skill and ended up making mistakes that turned sauces into glue and burned the bottoms of Daniel’s cookware. She was too scared of the garbage disposal to use it, and too afraid that Daniel might stumble on her disasters if she discarded them in the dumpster. Thus, several of her failures were buried in the backyard. The scraggly patch of overgrown shrubs made a perfect graveyard for her cooking mishaps, especially since Daniel never bothered with the garden, so he would never know what lay rotting beneath the soil. Though Alice assured her that the man wasn’t picky about what he ate, Lisle’s strong need to please him made it imperative that she not serve him anything that was imperfect. Her worries over preparing a meal went on with Daniel completely oblivious to the grueling ordeal it became. He rarely commented on anything that he ate, he didn’t know that he should, and Lisle was too timid to ask his opinion so she suffered through many evenings unsure if she pleased him at all. 

In the evenings, Daniel often worked in his office while Lisle watched TV. However, with him gone so many hours, she asked for permission to spend her evenings in the office when he was there. She didn’t need conversation, she assured him.

“I won’t bother you, I promise.” Her doe-eyed looks were getting inside him more frequently, much to his annoyance. Since he couldn’t come up with a reasonable excuse to keep her out he consented to her request. 

“You get noisy, or I need to take a call in private, you’re out of here,” he told her.
“Yes, sir.” She beamed as if this were a significant triumph.

While Daniel worked, or even if he were just reading, Lisle sat quietly on the floor and drew in a small 5 x 8” inch tablet with pen, ink and colored pencils. While she could have used a chair, she stuck with the floor, just happy to be there. Sometimes she propped herself against the wall, sometimes she stretched out and propped her elbows on the wood as she drew. After watching her work like this for a couple days, Daniel was sure that she couldn’t possibly be comfortable so he found a pillow she could use to cushion her against the hard floor.

She seemed pleased with the gift. Over the next few weeks a few more pillows joined that one, although every night when it was time for bed, she made sure they were neatly stacked in the corner. Daniel didn’t mind; he found her oddities amusing. 

What she drew in her sketchbook was a mystery to him. Either by accident, or deliberately, she always positioned herself so he couldn’t see the tablet. Several times, she quickly closed it if he came too close. He could only assume she was shy about her art. But the secrecy only piqued his curiosity. 

“You mind if I look?” he finally asked one evening.

She stared up at him in horror. Obviously, she did mind. 

“You keep hiding your drawings you’re going to make me think you’re coloring naughty pictures.”

“Oh, they’re nothing like that!” she raced to explain.

“Then let me see them.”

He’d never seen her hesitate so long or take such tentative steps when he gave her a direct order. There was obviously a war going on inside that puzzling brain, and obviously something about her drawing she didn’t want him to see. He could have let her off the hook just to be nice, maybe make a joke about it that would quell her angst and then forget about the whole thing, but those weren’t his natural reactions to a hesitant female. Once he gave the command he waited for Lisle to obey and though she himmed and hawed for nearly a minute, he didn’t waver and he didn’t say another thing until she finally pulled herself up, walked to his side and handed him the tablet. 

Daniel expected to find something amateurish inside the pages of the sketchbook. He’d make a suitable comment and that would be the end of it. But as he slowly paged through the tablet he found himself intrigued by what he saw, and found himself studying each small drawing and its profound detail. None of the drawings filled up the page. Each one was a tiny and intricate miniature rendered in colors much brighter than he expected. They stunned his eyes and the subject matter seemed quite strange to him but perfectly recognizable. Most were of small insects and bugs—ants, beetles, spiders and some small animals—all delicately interwoven with bright green grass, dandelions, weeds and woody garden brambles. Although he wasn’t a man of art he could recognize that she had considerable talent. Some mysterious force seemed inherent in the drawings which left him curiously moved, even a little stunned. Beneath each one she’d written in her small cursive script a few identifying words. Beneath the waterfall. Under the rock. Lenten roses. By the purple vine. Grubs on master’s roses. 

He looked up at Lisle’s anxious face; her discomfort with his lengthy perusal of the sketches showed clearly in her expression. “You shouldn’t be embarrassed about showing these. I’m not into art in the slightest but even I can tell these are good.”

“I never thought of them as good or bad,” she came back. 

“No, I don’t suppose you would.” He was traveling in unknown territory and would just as soon hand back the tablet with no further comment but he was curious enough about the subject matter to ask why she chose bugs and grass. 

“It’s what I see,” she answered vaguely. 

“You care to explain that?”

“I sleep on the ground. I crawl the earth—at least I did. There’s a world beneath our feet that’s as interesting to me as the one above it. Is that okay?”

“Of course it’s okay. Draw what you like. I was just curious. I figured I had a right to know that you weren’t doing something subversive.”

She smiled faintly. Reaching in, she deftly snatched the sketchbook from his hand and returned to the floor. 

He watched for a couple of minutes, though the tablet was once more hidden from view, and he returned to his work. 


***

The scene of Daniel and Lisle spending quiet evenings in the office, Daniel working, Lisle drawing, repeated every day for the next several weeks. Most nights when the two were tired Lisle would timidly ask to be dismissed and, with a nod, Daniel would send her off to bed. Though the sexual heat between them had been subtlety building all evening, the abrupt change seemed to trigger a strong wave of lust in them both. At the office door Lisle would turn back and wait until he noticed her, then she’d give him a childish wave of her hand and a delicate but seductive smile that signaled her desire. The artful ruse rarely failed to snatch him away from whatever he was doing. A few minutes later, after he was sure she was in bed, he climbed the stairs and went directly to her room where he mounted her lusciously laid out body. Some nights, he fucked her without foreplay, coming fast and hard in her ravenous cunt, shooting his seed as quickly as his body allowed. He finished off leaving her gasping for more. More often however, he played with her roughly before they screwed. He spanked her till she screamed; he slapped her face, her breasts, her pussy and ass, taking the frantic rise in her sexual energy as a signal that she was getting what she craved. He used her pussy and mouth, sometimes going back and forth from one to another. Normally, he didn’t hesitate shoving his cock in a woman’s ass; the sensation of the taut channel milking his erection fired up his sadist in a way a straight fuck never would. But for some reason, incomprehensible to him, he avoided taking Lisle there. Never seemed like the right time, and some inner arbiter held him back. On a subconscious level he’d made anal sex a marker in their domestic relationship that would signal a dramatic change between them. 

Never before in his sexual life had he pandered to any female, held back or even thought about what might be right and fitting behavior with a lover—or a slave. But what was right for the girl weighed heavily on him. For perhaps the first time in his life, he took a woman’s welfare more seriously than his own sexual need. The knowledge that he could have toughened his stance and have Lisle enslaved within the space of day was never far from his thoughts. Sometimes the urge was almost too much to resist. Sometimes he wanted to kick down her doors, put her in shackles and have her perpetually chained at his feet. She wouldn’t fight him if he tried; he knew this much was true—and a great part of her wanted exactly that. But despite his sometimes intense desire to enslave the girl, it was an urge he managed to shove aside. Maybe he’d enslave her; maybe that was right for them both; but he was still wary of any long term entanglements with women and wary of committing too much to a vulnerable female who he believed needed more than the life of a slave to make her happy. 

He wouldn’t take her anally until they were ready for the next step. Nor would they sleep in the same bed. Every night after a relentless screwing that left them both breathless and sated, he retreated to his own room and they slept in separate beds. 

Two weeks after their new routine began, Marcus called to ask if Daniel had had a chance to dig into the computer—which he had not. 

“How about just do it because I have a…a feeling about that thing?”

“A feeling. You have a feeling?”

“Yes, a gut level hunch that you really need to check that out. I must have had a dozen conversations with the man that left me wondering about so many things. Maybe he was just teasing me for the sport of it but…” He stopped suddenly, leaving a gaping silence between them.

“But what…?”

“You know, I really don’t know what more to say. Just do it, Dan. Please.”

After brooding over the conversation for nearly an hour, Daniel finally, reluctantly, dragged the computer equipment from underneath his glass bookshelves. From the corner of his eye, he saw Lisle’s eyes dart toward the cardboard box. Although she returned to her drawing, he sensed that she had one keen eye focused on his every move as he set the monitor and keyboard on his desk, plugged in the components and booted the PC. Once it opened to the generic entry screen, he spent the next three hours attempting to maneuver through several complex layers of security to get to the guts of what was inside. The longer he worked, the more he realized that there might be something to Marcus’ suspicions about Brauer’s activities if it were necessary to hide behind so many blocks and passwords. He had a decent understanding of basic computer security that could normally work around barriers like the ones he saw here with little problem. But not this time. He pulled out every trick he knew but every effort to get past the security failed and left him baffled and grousing. 

“Fuck this!” he finally sat back, then pushing away from his desk and he stood, fuming. Moving to the kitchen, he grabbed a bottle of Scotch from the liquor cabinet and poured a drink, which he downed in one gulp. He poured a second and returned to his office having decided that he’d give the computer no more than another hour of his time. However, when he came back through the door he saw Lisle in his desk chair with her fingers flying over the keyboard. He didn’t stop her, rather he stood behind her while she whizzed through screens that were unintelligible to him. Within sixty seconds of returning to his office, the computer opened with a list of its files finally in plain sight. 

“You got in?” he acknowledged the obvious.

“Yes, sir.” She looked back over her shoulder. 

His eyes narrowed on her, his irritation showing. “You watched me work at this for three hours and now you admit you know how to get around Brauer’s security?”

“I didn’t get around it. I went straight in.” She paused for a second, looking sheepish, though behind that sheepish expression Daniel detected a glimmer of triumph. “I designed the security.”

“You designed it?”

“Yes, sir.”

“And now you tell me?

“You didn’t ask.”

He would have slapped her had he followed through with his impulsive urge but he settled on fuming a few minutes more. “You let me work on this for three hours and didn’t say a thing.”

She was too scared to answer.

“Exactly what do you know about computers?”

“Hum. A lot.”

“Really? And how did that happen?”

It took a moment, but she finally confessed the truth. “When I first moved to the Baron’s house, months before I became his slave, he handed me a bunch of computer manuals. He told me to learn them… be useful, he said. He told me I’d need the knowledge if I was going to be productive in the real world. I did what he told me even before I was his slave.”

“You just learned it on your own?”

“I had a lot of time on my hands and it was a fascinating puzzle, at least for a while. I set up the Baron’s computer and devised a security system. He said he needed it airtight so I made it as hard as I could to get inside. Over time, as I learned new methods of encryption, I added more blocks.” She smiled weakly. 

“How long did it take you to learn this?”

She shrugged. “I don’t know. A couple years, I guess.”

Daniel thought a moment. “How long were you with the man?”

“I moved into his house about eleven years ago now.”

Longer than Marcus suggested. “So you’re how old?”

“Twenty-nine.”

Twenty-nine was not what he expected to hear. Sometimes she acted like his sister’s thirteen year old; sometimes she shocked him with a mature understanding of her life. But for all the time she’d been living under his roof, he believed she was no more than twenty-five, if that. For the moment, he forgot the computer and zeroed in on this new fact.

“At some point you went from being his houseguest to slave. When was that?”

“I was nineteen then, a year after Robert gave me to the Baron.”

“So almost ten years.”

“Yes, sir.”

This news was troubling to him though he was uncertain why. A long and disturbing silence followed as Daniel went over the facts in his mind, again and again. 

“Did I do something wrong?” Lisle finally interjected.

Daniel’s attention returned to the girl. “No, no, you did nothing wrong. I just wish you’d said something before I wasted so much time.”

Her blush deepened. “I was curious to see if you’d be able to get through the security.”

“Testing my skills?” He cast her a withering glance. 

“I’m sorry.”

He took a breath letting his emotions ease. “All right, so we’re in now. How about you show me what’s inside this thing?”

For the next hour, Lisle gave him a thorough tutorial through Brauer’s files. She showed him several sites where the man was known to spend a good deal of time. She didn’t suggest that she knew what was in his files, just how to access them. A few things surprised even her, but she flew right past the systems the man had altered, muttering to herself as she did. She seemed to be disturbed at points but she worked so rapidly that it became impossible to tell what disturbed her and what she passed over with hardly a glance. She wavered back and forth from surprise to elation to troubled dismay and seemed uneasy when she finally surrendered the computer to Daniel. 

“You’ll need to know how to get in again,” she announced as she stood up and let Daniel take the chair. 

“Good idea.”

After walking him through the myriad steps and passwords, she announced that she was tired and wanted to head upstairs.

“In my room tonight,” he said as she waited for his response. Her cheerless look immediately faded. “And bring the spanking paddle with you.”

This immediately wrenched her from a serious bout of gloom, in fact, she could barely hide her elation but she quickly grabbed her tablet and headed out. 

***

When Daniel entered his bedroom Lisle was sitting on the floor, her back against the foot of his massive bed, her feet tucked to her ass, her head resting on her knees. Hearing the door open, she looked up. He stared at her for several seconds, looking tired but aroused by his own sexual thoughts. 

“You know where my ropes are?” he asked. He knew full well that she’d have no problem finding them.

“Yes, sir. 

“Bring me four. Not the long ropes but the short fat soft ones.”

She was about to stand.

“No!” he snapped, as he felt the darkness in him swiftly rise. “On your hands and knees.”

It took a second for her to react, and then as if her slave mentality suddenly kicked in she dropped to her hands and knees and crawled toward the closet where she went straight to his stash of rope. 

Ten minutes later Lisle was laid out on the bed, her wrists and ankles tethered to the four bed posts with rope, her pussy open and juicing so much that it quite literally glistened in the dim light coming from the bedside lamp—the only illumination in the room. The air around her seemed almost smoky, filled with the scent of her sex wafting up from her fragrant pussy. Daniel peered down at her with his eyes nearly glazed over with lust. He reeked of savagery and domination, the very things she craved. They played this simple sex game nearly every night, but the bed and the rope—in the big master bed—were a new twist that seemed to drive their energies to a new high. Though she’d brought the spanking paddle with her as he ordered, Daniel ignored it while he went about punishing his peculiar houseguest. Houseguest? The term didn’t quite fit. But any other he might have tried—roommate, lover, friend and of course slave—seemed wholly inadequate to describe how he viewed the girl. He thought about this now for one split second then he swept past the concern and grabbed a braided cat ‘o nine tails from the top drawer of his dresser. 

Lisle’s eyes got bright and big as he approached, then as he began whipping her tits and pussy they closed as she was taken into her private masochistic dreamland. He whipped her until her flesh was streaked and she’d reached a subspace high that made her whole body buck violently. She looked as though she were tearing the world apart in a terrifying battle toward the orgasm she desperately hungered for. 

When Daniel finally tossed the cat aside and plunged his stiffened organ into her grasping pussy, she exploded, screaming “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck meeeeeeeeeee!” as she ground her body against his while struggling with the binding ropes. The brutal action of her squeezing pussy might have torn his cock apart but he’d been in this place before. He’d taken more cunts than he could count, savage ones like Lisle’s that demanded only one response from him. With long slow and demanding thrusts he took control of the frenzied girl and settled her wildness down to something they could both find pleasure in. 

As he screwed her, he hovered above her small body, propped up by his arms, watching her face as his climax built. When she finally opened her eyes again, she was headed for the fiercest explosion yet and he was about to ejaculate. Neither one spent more than a moment peering into the other’s eyes, but they both knew that something significant had taken place. She shuddered deeply; there were no wild screams, no frantic out-of-control gyrations, just a long rushing swell of sexual energy consuming them both at the moment of climax. His organ seemed to burst at the seams as it erupted. Ah, the little bitch was a damn good fuck!

When he fell against her, he could almost feel her arms attempt to pull him in, though that was impossible with her wrists still tied to the bedposts. In less than a minute, he was on his feet, untying the tethers and setting her free.

What was awkward, but necessary in Daniel’s mind, was sending her back to her room to sleep the night in her own bed. Maybe that was a mistake, but he wasn’t ready to let his shrewd and obviously gifted houseguest have her way with him. He’d gained a new respect for her over the course of a single evening and he needed to think on this a while and not make any rash moves. Even the sad and longing look she cast on his wrinkled sheets as she was leaving didn’t sway him. 

“You’ll rest better in your bed,” he said kindly. “Go on now.”


Chapter Eight 

The Gaping Wound

The information located in Brauer’s computer set Daniel’s mind spinning with concerns that consumed him for the next several days. As Marcus suspected, the Baron was into a handful of shady deals with foreign parties, two in particular on government watch lists, the very people Daniel had been hired to ferret out. There was a lot of checking to do, calls to be made and meetings that took him well into the evening hours the next two days. When he arrived home the second night after the break-through with the computer, it was already ten o’clock and the house was dark, pitch black, except for a light he could see coming from his office. He peered into the room, expecting to find Lisle doing exactly what he specifically told her not to do—fool around on the machine she obviously knew so well. He’d hoped his instructions about the use of the computer would be enough to keep her off the thing, but obviously the machine held enough fascination for her that she was willing to defy him. 

His irritation rose swiftly as he saw the monitor brightly lit and glaring into the otherwise dark room like a ghoulish ghost. He looked for Lisle but she was nowhere around. He even peered into the corners of his office where the enigmatic girl might choose to hide in the comfortable anonymity of shadows. When he called out her name and she didn’t answer, he strode toward his desk and peered at the screen, seeing at least a dozen windows and emails left open—deliberately open? He could only guess. He moved from one screen, one email to the next with his eyes hurriedly taking in the contents before he minimized each one and brought up the next. There was no accident about the progression of frightening facts that seemed to jump off the screen. It had the thought-out feel of a PowerPoint presentation, every fact building on the last until there was no question in his mind that Lisle had intentionally left this for him to see. 

“Lisle!” he called out, his voice way too harsh. 

She didn’t answer and his gut wrenched, fearing that what she found in the computer had driven her away. 

He recalled a distant tapping noise as he was entering the house, and as he tried to sort out what to do, that tapping sound came back, although this time it sounded more like a thud than a tap, the repetitious but slightly erratic noise getting louder. He looked away from the computer and noticed something strange on the far wall… a glaring rash of red streaks soiled the pristine walls. These weren’t made with Lisle’s colored pencils but crayon the color of fresh blood. He moved to the front hall and turned on the lights, seeing more of the garish red streaking his walls all the way up the staircase to the second floor. He dabbed his fingers against one waxy smudge and confirmed that it was indeed crayon, lots of bright and blatant crayon laid on with a force strong enough to momentarily ruffle his composure. He followed the stains to the second floor and saw that they continued to the third. There was something manic and violent about the brash strokes and the deliberateness of the effort. He grew more uneasy as he followed the trail to the third floor while the tapping, thudding noise got stronger and more ominous—like being drawn into a teenage horror flick. Though he didn’t scare easily he was scared now. Scared for Lisle, and for himself. As he suspected, she took her angst all the way to the fourth floor attic, and as he lowered his head to step through the small door he saw the girl sitting on the floor with a fat red crayon in her fist, that fist banging against the wall in front of her like a hammer. A large circle of red stared her in the eyes. He thought she might have heard him on the stairs, but she seemed totally oblivious to his presence having reduced herself to nothing but the gaping wound that had driven her temporarily insane. 

“Lisle,” he spoke gently but she didn’t acknowledge him. 

When he stepped further into the room the hammering stopped with her fist and the fat crayon against the wall. Another move closer and she made wild arcing motions with the crayon, laying on more red in a fitful, spiteful rage, and covering as much of the wall as she could reach. 

Squatting down behind her he reached for her shoulder. She angrily jerked it back but Daniel wouldn’t let go. He forced her back into his arms in an effort to tame the raging beast that stormed inside her fragile bones. She didn’t go down easily. But even with the kicking and flailing that followed—being far more violent than she’d been when he extracted her from the estate—he was too strong for her slight and now exhausted body. 

“Let me be!” she screamed as his arms contained her.

“No, I will not let you be,” he delivered the message with a steady bravado he hoped would quell her fury. 

When she still wouldn’t stop the fitful battle, he worried she’d reached an hysterical tipping point. 

She suddenly tore from his grasp screaming, “I hate him, I hate him, I hate him,” with a feral strangeness in her crazed eyes. She banged on the wall as the tirade went on. “I hate you and this house, and oooohhhhh,” her face twisted into an ugly scowl, then abruptly the scowl was gone and her face softened. Her voice lowered to a delicate singsong whisper, “My kind sir, my master…” The rest of her wild rant dissolved into gibberish Daniel couldn’t make sense of until she came back raging as before, “I hate it all! I hate them all!” This time, he forced her back into his arms, and with her fist still clutching the red crayon she struck his chest. He felt some natural reluctance in the girl that made her strikes more tentative than they’d been when she was spewing her anger at the attic wall. Perhaps the sane Lisle still existed alongside this peculiar aberration, though he couldn’t be sure.

“Hit me!” he snapped. “Go ahead and hit me. Right here! Right here!” His right palm banged against his chest while he kept her body firmly in control with his left arm.

She paused for a moment, stunned—he almost thought she was ready quit. But that moment was short-lived and just long enough for her to gather a fresh burst of energy. As ordered—and she always followed her master’s orders—she began banging her fists, both this time, against his muscled chest. By the time she delivered her third blow, the zeal behind her efforts was beginning to wane and within the minute, the fury inside had reduced her to convulsive sobs. Those, too, dwindled quickly. The red crayon dropped from her hand and she sank against his chest, clinging to him as if she were afraid to let go.

Daniel held her for a long while as she calmed, until her breathing returned to normal and he felt the woman in her return to replace the inconsolable little monster she’d become. 

“You’re going to be okay, Lisle,” he soothed. He shushed her as he would a child and affectionately stroked her hair. Pushing her away just slightly, while still keeping her contained, he looked down on her as she stared up at him with shining eyes. Her face was flushed with red blotches from so much crying, so much spent anger. A new trail of tears trickled from her eyes but she gulped back another sob in a determined effort to find some place of peace. “He was going to sell me…” She bit her lip and her whole face frowned with sadness. 

“Yes, it looks that way,” he said gently and he held her close again. This was not good news, nothing about that horrible trek through the Brauer’s computer was good; and if he were right, there’d be more disturbing information he’d uncover in the next few days. He was grateful for Marcus now, for his urging about the computer, even if this was the outcome. “It’s a blow, a terrible one,” he continued to console her. “But you weren’t sold and you’re not going to be sold to anyone. Ever. I promise you that.”

She lifted her head. “Can you really promise that?”

“Yes, I can, Lisle. You’re here, you’re safe and no one’s going to hurt you.”

She searched his face to verify the truth, then took several cleansing breaths in an effort to let go the pain. With every breath, she seemed to regain more of herself and the woman she was becoming as she left the scared little savage behind.

He finally smiled at her. “You suppose we could get off this floor, girl? My legs are beginning to cramp.” 

She offered up a weak grin. “Oh sir, I’m sorry.” Pulling out of his arms, she effortlessly rose to his feet, while Daniel struggled to stand on his stiff legs. 

“How about we go downstairs,” he suggested.

He didn’t need her answer. Gathering her into his side and holding her firmly, he led her out of the attic. As they traveled down two flights of stairs to the second floor, Lisle gazed at the streaked walls with some amazement.

“I did this, didn’t I?”

“Yes, you did. You remember that?”

“Hmm. I think I do, but I couldn’t stop myself. I had so much hate in me.” She stopped abruptly at the bottom of the third floor stairs. “But I don’t hate you, I don’t. I really don’t.”

“I know that. A lot gets said in a fit of rage that we don’t mean. Don’t have to think about that now. If you need to talk about it later, we will. You hungry?” 

She shook her head. “But if you are—”

“I ate before I got home.”

“Then I think I’d like to lie down.” They stood in the hallway in front of her room and across from the stairwell space that she’d made her cage. He could see that she was troubled and uncertain where she wanted to spend the night.

“If it would make you feel any better, you can spend the night with me. I’m not talking about sex, I’m sure you need to sleep.”

“Well, actually, I was thinking—” she started, but then abruptly shook off the thought and said instead, “Yes, thank you. I’d like that.”

Lisle climbed in bed first and, after taking off his clothes and spending a few minutes in the bathroom, Daniel climbed in beside her, staying a safe distance away. He wanted her there because he feared what she’d do if she didn’t sleep. Her mind could run in circles; and she was as impulsive as she was smart. Better she be with him than he worry about her all night and not sleep himself. His plan seemed sound, however the wildness of the crazy night left him achingly horny. She was apparently turned on too, and after a few minutes trying to fall asleep in the silence of the dark room, she scrambled in beside him with her warm, naked body resting against him, her right hand drifting downward and running lightly across his crotch. 

He couldn’t take but a few seconds of this. “You can’t do that and expect me to fall asleep.”

“But I don’t think I can sleep. I want to make love to you, sir—to thank you.”

“Words are plenty enough.”  

Her hand withdrew. “You don’t want sex?”

He turned to his side again and her hand began to fish its way between his thighs in search of his rising erection. He tried to push it back, saying, “Of course I do. I’m just not sure this is a good time.”

“Oh, but it is!” She didn’t wait for him to respond and by the time the ravenous girl was writhing her warm crotch against his leg, he had no argument left. She suddenly dove under the covers seeking his cock with her mouth; finding it, she sucked the crown for a while, curling her tongue round the head. Then her lips tightened on the shaft and she swallowed the whole organ, giving him a blowjob with such masterful skill that he knew she’d been specifically trained for this. The action of the sucking muscles set off a string of pleasurable spasms through his groin that built quickly. His dark thoughts led him on and soon he was pressing his hand against the back of her head, demanding she continue, turning a voluntary act of gratitude into a compulsory one. Gratitude would be a thin excuse for this; she was hornier than he’d ever seen her. In response, he brutally squeezed an ass cheek with one hand while he massaged her breasts with the other until he felt her body spike from the pain.

The action of her remarkable mouth and wet lips brought him almost to the brink of orgasm, but her aggressive behavior had put her in charge, and despite the terrible pain she’d suffered that night, he would not allow her to control any sexual situation. She’d settled in, apparently believing he’d come in her mouth and working avidly to that end—but coming in her mouth would wait for another night. Grabbing her by the hair, he dragged her up his body, pushed away the covers and set her on his crotch. Lifting her onto his stiff erection, he jerked down on her hips, sending his organ deep into the small tight space. Her pussy was already spasming, her inner muscles working his erection with the same ferocity as her mouth. Placing his hands on either side of her face, he pulled her down to his chest. Their first full-fledged mouth to mouth kiss began with a delicacy rare for the brusque lover he was. He savored her eager willing lips, the smell of her sex, her slender squirming body, the lightness of her spirit. For a moment it seemed as if she’d left her troubles by the side of the bed when she climbed in.

Kissing her tenderly wasn’t easy for him, and it didn’t last long. Devouring her lips was more his style, so he devoured them too. But with his raging hard-on demanding more, he gave up kissing altogether. Throwing aside any reservations that might have caused him to hold back before, he grasped her ass cheeks in his hands and rammed his organ deep. They groveled across the sweaty sheets, the two grabbing at each other, clinging, clutching, mauling body parts like voracious beasts, while the smacking sounds of their fucking flesh joined their cries of rapture in the steamy night air. 

He began to erupt, groaning as he did, shooting jets of cum inside her juicy snatch while she milked every drop of seed with her explosive climax. 

“God yes!” she came up screaming and he forced her lips back to his mouth. The tempestuous embrace continued until they both were spent, and they fell away exhausted.

As the last of their spasms subsided, they lay as they had before, side by side. This time however, all the turbulent energy from the attic had been sated and they both would sleep. Though the air about them was infused with the sexy stench of coming, it was a pungent smell Daniel savored. It meant conquest, the triumph of an unrepentant sadist, and tonight, an entirely new something he couldn’t yet name. If he decided to revisit the feeling at all, or understand what it meant, he’d do it another time.

He was about to drift off when he felt Lisle’s hand on his thigh again. 

“What do you need, Lisle?” 

He woke enough to listen to her answer. “The dungeon, sir.” 

He thought a moment—about the night, the computer, the explosion in his attic and the red crayon marks still streaking his bare white walls. “Yes, I suppose you do need the dungeon,” he agreed. “I imagine I do, too. But not tonight. Tonight, you’ll sleep. And if you don’t bother me, so will I.”

“Yes, sir.”

Apparently happy with that answer, she curled up in a ball and fell asleep. 


Chapter Nine

Into The Cellar

At nine the following morning, Daniel returned from his early morning outing to the hardware store with two gallons of white paint, brushes, rollers, drop-cloths, putty knifes and scrapers. 

Alice and Lisle were in the kitchen eating. By the looks and sounds of their conversation, Alice knew nothing about the red crayon streaking his bright white walls. Setting his purchases on the kitchen counter he looked directly at Lisle. “Ever do any house painting?”

She shook her head. “No sir.”

“Then it’s time you learned.”

Alice gazed back and forth at the two, still in the dark. “What’s going on?”

“Look in the front hall and you’ll see.”

Daniel and Lisle waited silently as Alice darted into the foyer, raced up the stairs and down again, then finally arrived back in the kitchen, her face filled with alarm. “So what three year old did you let run loose in here with red crayon?” She saw Lisle’s bright blushing face and backed off, wincing over her own blurted comment.

“You ever do any painting?” Daniel asked her. 

“I’ve done a ton,” Alice answered. 

“Good. Then show her how. But Lisle’s going to do the work, not you.” He turned, zeroing in on the embarrassed girl. “When every last streak of red is painted over and my house looks like new again, you’ll get what you want.” He didn’t need to spell it out any better than that, she knew exactly what he meant. 

By then, Alice had put two and two together coming to her own conclusion about the previous night based on the violent display on her employer’s walls. After showing Lisle how to scrape the crayon marks and sand them down, Alice started her on the second floor, then moved back downstairs and confronted Daniel in his office. 

She spoke in a hushed voice—afraid of listening ears. “What is this? I leave the house yesterday afternoon with Lisle happily reading in the living room. Less than twenty-four hours later, this—?” she gesticulated toward the red smudges on the office wall, the worst of Lisle’s violent art. Just seeing the disturbing display was reason to shudder.

“Meltdown,” Daniel explained simply. 

“Is she crazy?”

“I don’t think so. In fact, she’s probably saner now than she’s been at any time since she’s been here.”

“What the hell did you do?”

“Very little. In fact, you’d be proud of my restraint.” He wasn’t about to tell her about the tenderness and the affection, or any of the passionate feelings that had risen in him when he found her in the attic.

“So?” She stood with a hand on her hip, lips pursed, her brows narrowed in a purposeful stare. “You going to tell me why or keep me guessing?”

Daniel considered her question, reminding himself that behind the goofy clothes and her odd ideas about the world that Alice’s character was rock solid and not about to falter hearing the information explaining Lisle’s temporary break. “This goes nowhere,” he spoke crisply, leveling her with a piercing stare. “I’m telling you because you need to know. I finally broke into the computer Marcus lifted from Brauer’s estate, rather Lisle broke into it—we’ll talk about how that happened later.” His mind went back to that remarkable scene, then he shook it off. “Anyway, from everything I’ve seen in that machine,” he nodded to the computer on his desk, “Brauer had been making arrangements to sell her on the black market. Maybe he was trying to arrange for her care knowing he was dying. Maybe he was just disposing of his property—I still haven’t a clue if the man really cared for her.”

“I’m sure he didn’t,” Alice snapped. 

“Eventually, I hope that Lisle will shed some light on the issue but in the interests of keeping her sane, I thought I’d better take my time before I start grilling her about her life with the Baron.”

The housekeeper was too stunned for words, her face ashen, her mouth agape. No glib retort seemed appropriate for this.

“I still have some digging to do, a few calls to make to see how far he got with his plans. Unfortunately, it was Lisle who first discovered this, not me. The fact that Brauer had her on the auction block was, well…” he breathed out heavily and shook his head, “well, you can see by the results that she didn’t take the news very well.”

“Woah, that’s really crazy, poor thing. You sure she’s okay? I mean, maybe she should see someone… like a therapist?” 

“And tell them what?” 

Alice thought hard, then she sighed. “Yeah, I see your point.”

“I’m doing what needs to be done. Lisle’s fine for now. As far as this business of selling her, you don’t need to know any more than that. I don’t know if Lisle’s life is in any danger. It’s probably not, but that’s what I aim to find out. You’ll know if there’s any reason for concern but I think for now she’s reasonably safe.”

For the first time since he’d known her, the unshakable Alice looked truly shaken. 

“You mean that there’s a chance she’s not?”

“Don’t get worried. Fear is the last thing we want to communicate to Lisle. You be her rock.”

“No, you’re the ‘rock’, I’m just her friend.”

“Then be her friend, you’re very good at that, far better than me.”

“You know if she ever needs a place to go, a safe place, she can stay with me.”

“I appreciate the offer. But if that should become necessary, Alice, that would put you at risk too and I won’t do that.”

“Well,” she took a breath to clear her head. “If you don’t mind, I think I’ve heard enough.”

“Understood. Just don’t panic. There’s no reason to now and hopefully there never will be. 

He seemed to satisfy her with that; he only wished he was as certain as he sounded. 

***

It took most of three days for Lisle to finish scraping, sanding and painting over the red smudges in the office and along the stairwells. The attic would require replacing wallboard and would have to wait another day or two. Other than asking Alice an occasional question about the job, she worked on her own without prompting, diligently scraping, sanding and painting from six in the morning until ten at night. Daniel insisted she stop at that hour, take a bath and go to bed. He even had to insist she take time to eat, and when she seemed likely to grab an apple or breeze through a few bites of leftover pasta, he ordered her to sit at the table and have a decent meal. Was this what it was like to parent an obstreperous teenager?

Behind her diligence and determination, Daniel could feel a fire burning in her belly. He couldn’t be sure, because she wasn’t telling and he wasn’t about to ask, but at first it seemed she was still working out the anguished torment that started when she learned the truth from Brauer’s computer. But as the hours moved slowly by Daniel could feel Lisle’s energies shift into something darkly sexual, bringing up the kind of fire that fueled sadomasochistic scenes in dank and dreary dungeons. He had no concrete evidence of this he could actually point to, but he’d long ago fine-tuned his sixth sense when it came to women under duress. He had to know their moods and understand their likely behavior in order to remain in control of any situation. Though this was an ability he found little use for in civil society, he understood that Lisle wasn’t all that different from the women who passed through his training camps and brothels. But far more than those faceless females, she knew exactly what she needed to end the personal torment that loomed menacingly over her as she scrubbed the walls with painstaking thoroughness. It seemed that every hour a new shift in her took place. Every hour she had more time to think, more time to brood about her bad behavior, more time to dwell on the solution she craved. She’d wanted the dungeon since she first arrived at his house—and she could have it now. He had promised her that much. The closer she came to finishing the job, the more he felt her energy swell and the more his body responded to that growing fire. A dozen times a day he had to fight the urge to suspend his rules and take her to the cellar. A dozen times a day, he had to quell the beastly monster that was determined to conquer the finagling brat. 

She lived in a world of her own, oozing sexuality—she would have worked nude if he hadn’t forbid it. The second day she thought a t-shirt alone would suffice to comply with his requirement of clothes. But just one look at her bare legs and her plump, naked ass, fully exposed when she bent over, caused his cock to stiffen. Twice he sent her back to her room with the brusque command to put on more clothes. But even that did little to change the fact that they were both hopelessly aroused by what had been set in motion in their tiny desperate world.  These were strange days for Daniel when he could barely work. The closer she got to the finish the more his mind reeled back to the man he’d been before—who never had to tamp down his passions to teach some silly woman a lesson. Of course, in those days he had plenty of other females to choose from should he need a good hard fuck. He could vent his desire in any way he chose. No doubt, he could have taken Alice in a heartbeat—she felt the sexual tension as strongly as he did. But he denied himself that option. He even denied himself a good hard romp with Valerie. He masturbated at night, but it wasn’t enough. 

Every day he questioned his motives. Every day he tried to shake the puritan resolve that threw up so many stupid rules. But every day he reminded himself that he wasn’t the same man he’d been two years before, and for some reason his restraint in the matter was as important as making Lisle wait for her first trip to his dungeon.

It was ten o’clock and Daniel was flipping through channels on the TV when she appeared at the living door. “I only have the attic left,” she said. Looking bedraggled from another long day, she wiped her brow with the back of her hand and sighed with a weariness he could feel in his own bones.

“I would think you’d look more relieved,” he suggested.

She grimaced as if she was fighting off a few rash words. “I’m raw, sir,” she spit out with a degree of spite he rarely heard from her.

“I know,” he spit right back. “Take a bath and go to bed.”

“But—”

“Take a bath and go to bed,” he said with more emphasis this time. “You try to control what happens next, you conniving little beast, you will regret it.”

She stared him down, looking as if she was about to explode all over again, but as the tense moments ticked by, Daniel saw her face and her mood soften, the anger and irritation pass, until she was back in a submissive frame of mind. 

“I’m sorry, sir… I…” she had more to say but stopped herself.

He fought against competing urges, simultaneously wanting to beat her black and blue, at the same time, scoop her up in his arms and hold her. He elected to do neither, and repeated his order more kindly, “Go to bed, Lisle. You’ve done enough for one day.”

“Yes, sir.”

As he watched her slight body move gracefully out the door, his spirit revived immeasurably, knowing that the matter of the dungeon was back in his hands, no longer dependant on the girl’s completion of the task. His entire being bristled with exhilaration as the fierce energy that drove his lust charged through his veins again.

*** 

The gauzy September day seemed to have a forbidding quality as a harbinger of the lousy weather that lay ahead. Low clouds covered the sky and the damp air was filled with rain that seemed determined not to fully materialize. Both Daniel and Lisle woke knowing what might become of the day, though neither would speak of it. They ate their breakfast almost silently as this was not an Alice day. They missed her chatter. They missed the liveliness she brought to early morning hours. When finished, Daniel stood at the kitchen door letting his eyes rest on the girl for a moment before he decided what to say.

“How about you spend some time in the garden this morning, that should be a pleasant break for you.”

She managed a genuine smile. “Yes, sir.”

“Just be sure you’re dressed warmly enough.”

“Yes, sir.”

He could feel her fluttering nerves and this aroused him—just as everything about this particular morning aroused the passions already building within him. 

When Lisle came in at noon to make their lunch, the day was still a mist-filled flat grey. Again they ate in silence, although this time when they finished she spoke first.

“May I go back outside?” she looked at him hopefully, then rushed in to add, “When I’m finished here?”

He nodded.

Pleased, she jumped up and began cleaning the dishes almost frantically, while Daniel returned to his office. A minute later, he heard the back door slam. 

While Lisle worked outside, Daniel continued his study of Bauer’s files, a task that had taken him deeply into the private world between Brauer and this girl. This particular area of Brauer’s computer had been hidden behind a number of remote passwords that required assistance from his Pentagon friends to break through. Just in case Lisle was unaware of what lay beyond the security, he decided not to ask her about it. Once he viewed the content, he was glad he didn’t need her help. He read through numerous entries a journal the Baron had stored there, browsed through the files, and finally decided that it was unlikely that Lisle knew the journal or the files existed. The notes were extremely personal, highly sexual, and ones he would not have wanted the girl to see. Even the hard bastard Daniel winced when Brauer’s ramblings moved into the strange and odious territory of his most twisted sexual perversions. He couldn’t be sure if the man was graphically detailing fantasies or real situations. Thankfully, many of the entries preceded Lisle’s tenure with the Baron, and none contained anything specific that would lead him to believe that the atrocities he outlined had anything to do with her. Her name, or any derivative of her name did not appear. In fact, from what he could tell, the women involved, if these were real women, were not the slaves that had lived at his estate. 

There were however, other files, mostly video clips, that dealt directly with Lisle and Brauer’s other slaves, lots of them. Apparently, he’d taped most of the sexual activities that went on in the house. What he did with the files, other than store and maybe view them at his leisure, Daniel had no idea. He passed through them quickly, thinking he’d go back and study them further at another date. What was most significant to him were certain journal entries, including dates, places and names, which could prove useful to his investigation of Brauer’s black market activities. 

He lost himself for several, pouring over images, videos and journal entries, and didn’t come up for air until nearly four o’clock. When he did, he looked out seeing that the misty air of the morning had turned into a steady drizzle. He couldn’t believe he’d been consumed with this for so long, and he had no idea what was going on with Lisle. 

One thing was perfectly clear to him; the scenes he’d seen in Brauer’s files fed directly to his aching crotch. His dark lust rushed in, reminding him of his plans for the rest of the day. This time, he had no need to wait. 

He moved quickly to the cellar and grabbed the few items he needed, then he moved back upstairs and went directly to the kitchen where he stood at the window and looked out on the garden beyond. When he didn’t see Lisle right away he was about to charge outside. Then emerging from the hazy shadows, the girl appeared at the far side of the yard where she’d planted tomatoes and beans earlier in the summer. She moved with uncommon grace filling her basket with vegetables while the gentle rain continued to fall. She was already drenched, her hair sticking to the sides of her face and dripping from the wet curls. Watching her further revved his engines and he could feel a scowl emerging on his lips as his need for her increased. Opening the kitchen door he stepped out on the stoop. 

“Get the hell in here, girl!” 

She jumped at the sound of his voice and looked up from her basket of vegetables, momentarily too startled to move. 

“If I have to come after you, I’ll whip your ass right there!” he shouted.

Hearing this, she hastily gathered into her basket a few stray items she’d left on the ground and ran to the door, stopping just inside where a puddle of rainwater collected at her feet. 

Daniel appraised her from a few feet off, dismayed. “You’re soaked to the skin. One would think you’d have sense enough to come in from the rain.”

“Sorry, sir, I was just…”

“Get out of those wet clothes now,” he ordered. 

Slightly panicked, she began stripping down, peeling away the wet things and tossing them into a pile by the laundry room door. Once she was naked, Daniel handed her a terrycloth towel he swiped from a hook in the hall. “Dry yourself.”

Her anxiety seemed to swell as if she already suspected what would be happening next. Working furiously with the towel she dried herself while Daniel’s fierce eyes remained riveted on her every move. Soon as she finished, he grabbed the items he’d taken from the cellar and he moved close to her side, clamping a heavy metal shackle around her throat. Then with a length of thick rope, he tied her hands behind her back and let the loose ends dangle toward the floor. With his hand on her back he pushed her down the hall and past the laundry room to the open cellar door where they came to an abrupt halt.

Lisle teetered on the top step peering into the inky darkness, while he stood directly behind her hanging onto her bound hands. He’d meant to leave the light on but the darkness would serve his purpose just as well. “Go on!” he ordered, giving her a small shove. 

“But I can’t see!” she cried.

“Then feel your way, slave,” he bit off. “I’m not going to let you fall.” He tugged on the rope to emphasize his point. Slowly, the trembling girl moved one step down the cellar stairs, then another and another, and the pair continued to move as fast as Lisle’s anxious nerves would allow. As she stepped forward, Daniel pulled back on the rope to keep her from tumbling over. With each step, a new wave of excitement rushed through the little savage and attacked him in the groin. 

Reaching the bottom of the stairs he pushed her down to the hard-packed dirt. 

“On your belly!” he ordered, the sound of his voice echoed through the empty air. 

Though they were swallowed up in the pitch-black cellar, Daniel knew that darkness like he knew the back of his hand. He moved swiftly forward and grabbing the string on the light fixture he jerked down and the bare bulb lit up. The low light barely penetrated the murky air but in time, as their eyes adjusted, the space took on a mood as eerie and forbidding as that overwhelming darkness. The light-bulb swayed on its long cord causing the shadows to shift and change into ghostly specters that roamed the cellar walls.

From her lowly position on the floor, Lisle looked toward the illuminated space where he stood. Her eyes surveyed the scene with alarm and curiosity jockeying back and forth. Her exhilaration grew at a reckless rate. From where he stood, Daniel witnessed every subtle change in her expression. He followed her eyes to the ceiling above. Two parallel beams ran the length of the house front to back; another two bisected those, running perpendicular to the others, like the grid for a game of tick-tack-toe. They created an alcove on the illuminated side of the cellar, which was further defined by loops of rope in varying sizes hanging from nails in the upper beams. There was not one piece of classic dungeon furniture, no St. Andrew’s cross, no spanking bench, no rack; just a crude sawhorse covered with a thick rug and an old but sturdy wooden table. The perimeter walls were stone and mortar like the house. It was cellar, but it made one helluva dungeon.

With her curiosity piqued, Lisle squinted trying to see more clearly, but from where she lay on her belly at the bottom of the stairs, she could make out a just glint of shiny metal here and there, but little more. What she could not quite see were the rings and hooks drilled into the stone and beams above, and the pulleys that Daniel used to suspend his victims. 

He gave her a few moments to adjust to the scene, then ripped off the brusque command, “Crawl to me, slut.” Resting his ass against the table, he leaned back to watch. He imagined that she’d crawled like this before, with her bound hands useless and nothing but her legs to help her inch along. She didn’t hesitate a moment, nor did she squawk about the task the way most female subs would. 

Although he knew it would be an arduous assignment and one that he would relish and she was sure to hate, he was eager to move on. While she awkwardly propelled herself forward along the dirt he proceeded to goad her on, spouting out, “C’mon faster,” as if impatient and annoyed by her slow progress. “You waste my time, we’ll leave before you even start,” he snapped next. He even stood up and began restlessly pacing the room, which made her work even harder. But there was no speeding up with the packed dirt clinging to her flesh as if it were trying to grab her back. Maybe it knew what lay ahead for her and was hoping to prevent the pain, but still, she burrowed on with her determination never flagging until her dirt smudged body lay at Daniel’s feet, a good fifteen feet from where she’d started at the bottom of the stairs. 

“You’ve done this before,” he said, looking down at the little waif. 

When she didn’t speak he kicked her side and she came roaring out with a gasping: “Yes, sir.”

“On your knees, slut,” he ripped off next. The command was not easy to perform. 

She hesitated for a moment, then finally bent her legs and drew them in one at a time, raising her ass higher with each movement until both were tucked beneath her and she rested in a tight crouch with her roped arms resting on her ass. “Up on your knees—hands in front.”

The command took even longer for her brain to process. Getting to her knees would be little problem. Her hands in front a different matter. A struggle ensued as she began to twist and turn, trying to wiggle her bound wrists over her ass and tucked feet. With a few deep grunts and a great deal of struggle she finally managed to bring her hands forward. She pulled up to her knees and was still panting heavily from the effort as she finally gazed at Daniel’s face. Her face, her belly, her tits and thighs were smudged with a thin layer of cellar dirt. Her body reeked of sex and sweat. Drinking in the heady aroma, he almost smiled, thinking how much all of this pleased him and wondering why it had taken so long to bring her here.

He had no more commands for her. Aroused by her struggle, he opened his fly and stuffed his stiffened cock into her mouth, drilling it to the back of her throat until she gagged. He briefly pulled away then with his hand at the back of her head pushing her mouth forward, he fucked her face in a steady manageable rhythm until he knew any resistance in the girl had passed. 

Satisfied with her submission, but not ready yet to come, he withdrew, returned his cock to his pants and released her hands. Then, with her still on her knees, he bound each wrist separately and tethered it to a wooden strut above with her two hands a good three feet apart. Snatching a whip hanging from one of the beams he began beating her shoulders and back, her breasts and her ass until her pearly flesh was cover with red streaks and she was barely holding back her screams. Every blow was confrontational, meant to bite, meant to hurt, meant to put her in her place. She knew this, and knew what was expected of her. She grimaced and bit down on her lips to suppress her cries, but in time, as her body absorbed the blows, she began panting heavily. Though initially distraught, her sexual body responded to the stimulation and her arousal gained strength. Her face turned dreamy and she entered a subspace high he’d seen often enough in masochistic females to recognize the signs. As eager as he’d been for this himself, he acknowledged a need in her that went fathoms deep. She was no victim, like the long string of captured women he’d subjugated, but the kind of pain junky most sadists can only dream of. He’d suspected as much given all he knew of her past but this was the irrefutable evidence he wanted before he let the beast in him take hold. He had no intention of brutalizing her spirit but giving her body what it craved and her soul demanded. If he went a little too far, it would only be to maintain an upper hand and make it clear who was in control. 

“You had enough?” he asked at one point—still feeling the need to be cautious with the girl. 

She shook her head adamantly. “No, sir!” Her voice was breathy and filled with passion.

The fire in him spiked. He untied the ropes that tethered her to the beam above but left the wrist bindings intact so the loose ends dangled to the floor.

“Your back to the wall!” he snapped, and when she didn’t move fast enough, he pushed the startled Lisle back with a hand at her chest, until her shoulders hit the stone. “Hands up and grab the rings!”

She reached to her side and up, but even on tiptoe the rings were too high for her to hold in her small palms. He hadn’t planned to tether her, but since that became necessary, he used the ropes that were attached to her wrists, looping them through the rings and tying them off. Digging into his pants’ pocket, he pulled out two alligator clamps and clipped them to her nipples, getting an immediate jolt of satisfaction from the agonized wince that filled her face. The clamps were connected with a chain, and just a single tug turned her wince into an agonized scowl.

“You playing for my sympathy?”

“No, sir!”

“Hurts, doesn’t it?” The question was strictly rhetorical and she knew that. As he continued the intermittent pressure on the chain with his left hand, he used his right to fondle her pussy. Her wet cunt gushed all over his hand and he could feel her body start to spasm. He immediately withdrew his fingers and forced them into her mouth. “Suck them dry!” She knew the drill. He let up on the chain and fondled her more, bringing her to the brink of a climax and stopping just as her crotch was riding his hand to a powerful explosion. “You come without my permission, slut, and this will be all the dungeon time you’ll ever get from me.” This was a serious threat to a sub so needy. “And don’t bother to ask for it. I don’t play that game. You come when I tell you or not at all.”

He brought her to the brink one more time and backed off in the same callous way, watching as she forced herself back to earth.  

Content that she was in the frame of mind he desired, he untied the ropes, pulled her from the wall and thrust her over the end of the sawhorse, tethering her limbs to the four legs, while her torso rested on the scratchy blanket. Another lengthy beating followed with every blow of his leather weapon centered on her ass cheeks and raising the color of her skin to a wild scarlet rash. Occasionally his aim strayed to her thighs, just to give the fleshy mounds a break, but three times he returned to spank her ass until he finally stopped. She’d moaned fitfully through the beating and though at times she might have looked desperate for it to end—her face contorting with increasing distress—the quality of her cries assured him that this was just another road to orgasm for the insatiable slave.

She sank down against the sawhorse with relief when he finally stopped, although her ass continued to sway back and forth in such a provocative way that he couldn’t ignore the sassy allure.

“Begging?” He took an ass cheek in his fist and squeezed.

She breathed in, seething. 

Stepping away, he pulled an anal plug and a tube of lubricant from a muslin sack. He stood beside her so she could see him lather the plug with lube and how it glistened in the dim light. She stared at the thing with fixed eyes, looking eager and fearful at the same time. Once he moved to her rear, he massaged her anal opening for a while then inserted two fingers into the taut backdoor, working the opening until it was wide enough to suit him. With her ready, he shoved the plug into her rectum. 

She grunted once and fell silent. 

“Keep it there.” Her well-worked pussy needed just a few seconds of stimulation to be orgasmic again, but he didn’t let his fondling get that far. “You’re way too hot, girl,” he suddenly announced, and he abruptly withdrew his hand. He stalked away, moving to the far side of the cellar where he kept an old fridge. Pulling a couple of beers from inside, he sauntered back, allowing himself a moment to rest and enough time for his bound sub to retreat from her powerful arousal. He gulped the first beer down then opened the second can and took a swallow from that, too. Moving forward he splashed some in the direction of her mouth, which she greedily lapped up. Then after taking another gulp himself, he poured the rest over her body to cool it down. “If this cellar had something better than a dirt floor, it would be piss not beer.” Been a long time since he’d delivered a line like that and it felt good. Good because it was the kind of thing she wanted to hear. He liked that about her. Even if she would have hated getting pissed on, it would take her to a level of surrender that matched her desire. She was fulfilling all the promise he expected of her, unflinchingly committed to a need she knew was strong, that could not be compromised. In some ways she was still so fragile—and frightening for that reason—but about this, about her surrender, she remained admirably faithful to herself. 

He played with her again until her clamoring body was screaming to come, and she had to bear down hard to stop herself. At last he offered her some mercy and withdrew his hand. 

“Now I really do have to piss,” he announced. “You behave yourself until I get back.”

After yanking the string on the bare lit blub, plunging the cellar into darkness once again, he abruptly left. He took a leak then cooled his heels in the upstairs for several minutes. He even made a couple phone calls before he returned to the bound waif. He knew he was too anxious, too pent-up, having deprived himself of this kind of hard scene for too many months. He could have made her wait longer, much longer if he followed his old routine, but he figured that they’d already waited long enough to take the relationship to the dungeon.

He heard her sigh as he was coming down the stairs. Despite the lapse in time, Lisle was still hyped up, horny as a savage, and ready to come the moment he withdrew the anal plug and plunged his erection in her rear door. 

“Come as much as you want, slut,” he said, “but make it count. I want to feel you milking me and don’t let up until I’m done with you.” After the first thrust forward, she wasted no time and neither did he. He took her hard and fast, drilling her asshole as she screamed through her orgasm, and he finally allowed himself to release in one powerfully surging climax. The air was filled with their cries, growing steamy and heated as the climax peaked and finally died away. 

Then the cellar stilled. 

Once Daniel caught his breath and Lisle’s reactive body stopped spasming, he untied the ropes to free her hands and feet and allow her some room to move, although he did not let her rise. Instead, he placed a hand at her pussy and gently fingered the sensitive tissue. This set off a few more spasms, though they quickly died off. He massaged her ass with the same delicate touch as he had her pussy and found that his passion for the gentle massage was nearly as great as his passion for the beating. 

Lifting her from the sawhorse, she collapsed against his chest and he let her stay there instead of pushing her to the dirt again. 

Once her breathing eased and her heart ceased to race, he placed his palm against her lower belly where her nagging turmoil still rankled. He spoke softly, “You suspected that he was going to sell you. You had a hunch, or maybe it was even more than that. But you knew, didn’t you? You knew before you even turned on the computer what you’d find there.”

She snuffed back tears at first, but then unable to stop them, they rolled freely down her cheeks as she peered up at his solemn face. She nodded. 

It all made sense to him now… all the files he’d found on Bauer’s computer…her unmarked body perfectly pristine for a well-paying buyer…the unsettled way they’d found her at the estate. She wouldn’t have been at Brauer’s estate when he and Marcus came to retrieve her if the sale had gone off as planned. Something had gone wrong. Something no one anticipated, and he had no idea what that something was.

“How about you go up to my room and take a bath in the old tub?” 

She hesitated a moment, then her eyes lighted and a hopeful expression replaced the gloom. She shoved the last of her tears aside, looking beleaguered but oddly serene.

“Go on… I’ll be up shortly.”

Almost giggling now, she raced away. While he made a causal effort to pick up the dungeon, he listened to the sound of her footsteps on the stairs. 

***

The little waif was nearly invisible in a cloud of bubbles when Daniel finally reached the master bath. She giggled, seeing him standing at the doorway then slid back into the water and disappeared. 

He wanted to smile. He wanted to take her in his arms and hold her tight against him. He wanted to fuck her again as ruthlessly as he had before. He had boundless energy, boundless desire for the girl, which lured him into feelings he’d just as soon ignore. Heaven help him, she fucked with him every time he laid his eyes on her. And now? What he wouldn’t have given for a lighter heart and a spirit less grim. But he was stuck being Daniel Broc and couldn’t change his basic nature.

Coming up for air, Lisle leaned her arms against the edge of the heavy iron tub, resting her head cutely against her hands while batting her lashes like a flirt. “Join me, sir?”

“No. You enjoy yourself, Lisle.”

“I’ll wash every inch of your body? You might actually have fun,” she cocked her head and spoke with a smile. 

“I said no!” He practically snapped this time. “But don’t take too long. We’re going for burgers as soon as the little princess is out of the bath and in some clothes.”

Daniel left before she could reply, and it was not ten minutes before the lusty little tart arrived at his living room door, dressed in jeans and a sloppy sweater. The sweater was either too big or made to fall off her shoulder. Either way, she was damned sexy. Going braless, the hard nubs of her nipples poked against the wool and jutted out like two small pebbles. Her jeans fit tightly against her bottom and as she walked toward him she deliberately swayed her ass. 

She stopped inches from where he sat in his easy chair. 

“Turn around. Let me see you.”

With her ass facing him, he inspected the top of her back and her bare shoulders, looking for welts from the whip—not something he wanted to show off at the neighborhood burger joint. Thankfully, there were none. 

“I must not have punished you hard enough to have you wearing jeans as tight as these.” He gave her butt a smack.

She jerked and looked over her shoulder. “You don’t like them?”

“Of course I like them. I’m just surprised by the choice.”

She smothered a giggle. “Well if it’s any compensation, sir, I can feel my raw ass every time I move. The denim rubs against the wounds…keeps me horny.” She waited for his response then jumped in, “Is that okay?”

He didn’t doubt that she was horny. He certainly was himself. But rather than taking them to the bedroom, he lifted out of his chair, grabbed his keys from the hallway table and walked out of the house with his arm going around her waist. In the last twenty-four hours he’d been breaking cardinal rules for governing a slave left and right; this kind of cheery behavior, and the physical displays of affection, was so unlike him, but it was comfortable enough that he didn’t stop. They walked several blocks down the street, relishing the quiet solace of the early autumn evening, then they ducked into Daniel’s favorite tavern. 

The two sat at a table tucked in the corner of the crowded bar, away from the noisiest chatter and where there was some chance that they could talk and hear each other speak. Even so, they didn’t say much and the conversation was devoted strictly to safe subjects, like what to order and which beer Lisle would like. The meaningful part of the conversation came when they were finished eating and Daniel put his grim face on, signaling she better listen carefully.

“I might not be around much over the next week. But you behave yourself, no running off alone. Go out with Alice or don’t go at all.”

“Why?” she came back innocently. 

Her blue eyes sparked briefly, as if she wasn’t happy with what he said, enough resistance to make him snap back with a curt, “Because I said so.”

She sat back, pouting, “You don’t trust me?”

“No, I don’t. Why should I, based on your past behavior? You’re too impulsive to trust, running off…” 

“I don’t run off!” she snapped back. 

She sounded petulant and he didn’t like it. But having felt his irritation surface, she hurried to explain. “I mean, I just go to the grocery store and the library.”

“And completely forget about the hour.” Earlier in the week she wasn’t home by six when he arrived at the house after work. At least she carried the cell phone he’d given her—although she didn’t always answer. 

“Well, I really wasn’t that late…” 

She sounded like a snappish teenager and he an irritated parent. Not liking that, he stopped the argument cold. “I’m only going to say this one more time. When I’m not around, you stay at home. Go out with Alice, or don’t go out at all. You have that clear? Because if I have to repeat myself, I can assure that those jeans will be gathering dust on your closet floor for at least a week. You won’t even dare to put them on. Have I made my point?”

She placed her hands in her lap and leaned back against the tall wooden booth, spouting an automatic, “Yes, sir,” and not looking particularly happy. 

The matter was settled as far as he could tell, and because he really didn’t want the day to end on a sour note, he added, “By the way, Saturday evening we’re going out to dinner. You can dress up for that.”

Her grousing mood ended with this news lighting her face. “Really?”

“Yes. Might even drop by the club.”

“What club is that?” she asked. 

“A gentlemen’s club, the proper kind…well of sorts. Where rich men go to shed polite society. Some kink, but not much and all behind closed doors. Stuffy atmosphere if you ask me, but there are a few people I’d like to see who will be there.”

She seemed delighted with this information. “Sounds like fun. So, you’re a rich man?”

“Not really. Just rich enough to have the freedom I need. Now, no more questions. Let’s get out of here; it’s getting too crowded.”

They walked back home with his arm across her shoulder and went straight upstairs. They slept the night in his bed, both coming out of a sound sleep just before dawn for a turbulent, almost barbaric fuck. Daniel was out of bed by seven, out of the house by eight. He didn’t say a word to her. She was still in bed, playing possum he was sure, so he let her be.  


Chapter Ten 

No Accidents

Saturday evening, Lisle looked almost star-struck during dinner, as if she’d never been to a nice restaurant, never had worn nice clothes in public, or been in the company of adults who treated her as a normal young woman and not a slave. Her eyes were shining and her nervous jitters so apparent that Daniel made her focus on him, lest she simply float away on a cloud of wonder. Far more bashful and reticent than she’d been in the burger joint, the conversation lagged until they finally finished their meal and left. After Lisle’s self-conscious display at the restaurant, Daniel wasn’t entirely certain that the club was a good idea; however, he had business to conduct there and he didn’t have time to drop her by the house and return to the other side of town before the people he needed to see had left. 

The exclusive Washington club had security nearly as tight as the Pentagon. All its members had been thoroughly vetted before they were allowed inside the hallowed walls. This was a bit of a joke that no one but Daniel seemed to get—while the background checks for members were detailed and painstakingly reviewed, no one seemed to care about the women who accompanied their members. It seemed that all a pretty woman needed to do was dress like a whore or in some elegant but alluring attire and she’d pass right through the security without question. She could have been carrying explosives and no one would have bothered to know.

The interior of the 17th century fortress was pretty typical for DC. Paneled walls, leather furniture, the pungent aroma of cigar smoke. An ancient old world air seemed to sweep across the face once stepping inside its doors. 

A little frightened by the intimidating environment, Lisle stuck close to Daniel as he moseyed through the lounging rooms. The only difference between this club and one with a more respectable purpose were the lovely women draped on the arms of its wealthy members. Not all the women were luridly dressed but they all bowed to the male dominated atmosphere that was so noticeable. Even Valerie gave up the assertive power that drove her life—just as she gave it up for Daniel Broc. They met her in their meanderings, finding Val dressed in a simple green sheath that clung tightly to her voluptuous body but revealed very little skin from the dress’s high neck to where it ended at her knees. In four inch heels she was breathtaking in the way a 1940’s starlet takes the breath away, and yet she was determinedly yielding to men she must have fought with in court every other day of the week. 

She gave Daniel a hug and kiss on the cheek, another hug and kiss for Lisle, before she stood back and looked at them both. 

“I’m so glad he brought you.” She spoke directly to Lisle with a kindness that suggested some fondness for the girl she knew only from Daniel’s descriptions and a few chance encounters at his house.

“I think he’s testing me to see if I behave myself,” she answered without emotion, surprising both Daniel and Val with the candid comment. He grabbed her ass and gave it a vigorous squeeze as though he didn’t appreciate the comment, even though he was actually proud of her for speaking up. 

“Oh, and what you’re wearing…” Val stepped back and inspected the girl more closely, winking as she flashed her a big smile. 

Lisle looked like a model of perfect decorum dressed in a charcoal colored pencil skirt and a ruffled button up sweater in a medium color that highlighted her sapphire eyes. A gift from Val. “Woman’s clothes” she’d surreptitiously whispered to the girl when Alice was out of earshot the day she dropped off two large shopping bags of clothes for Lisle. Her heels were not too high and the makeup and jewelry understated. Administrative assistant, executive secretary quality. The look would be good for most DC social occasions, though in the club crowd she was the least provocatively dressed of any woman there. There were those like Valerie, primarily out for a little tease, and others wearing bosomy low-cut sweaters or see-through blouses showing off bared breasts, or still others wearing skirts with dangerously high slits. One woman was in cuffs, and there were even a few with collars about their throats playing Dom/sub games with their men—the women were neither submissive or being dominated. However, other than some sloppy kisses and blatantly roving hands, any further sexual behavior took place in the upstairs rooms. All sound proofed so that even the titillation of a female in the throes of sex—or being savagely beaten—could not be heard.

After an hour of necessary socializing, which Daniel was no good at, he made his moves on his targets of the evening, drawing from them, or not, the information he was after about Baron Brauer. Lisle had remained close to Daniel, however, he put Val in charge of her while those delicate exchanges took place. 

A half hour later, as Val and Lisle passed through the main lounge on their way to the tiny women’s lavatory in the basement they found Daniel. Val leaned in to his ear and whispered, “Just taking her to the restroom.” 

The location of the ladies room was no accident. When the men’s rooms were installed at the turn of the 20th century, there were three, one on each floor of the club, all as lavish as one would expect for its well-heeled members. The ladies room had been an afterthought, added in the 1950s, because lowly females had to relieve themselves somewhere, and it was no longer feasible in the alley behind the club. There was still only the one ladies room—and that was just a single toilet and small sink that had been crammed into a tiny alcove under the stairs. The peeling paint and dingy linoleum floor would never look clean, no matter how often they were scrubbed. The metaphor was obvious, another suggestion that females held little importance to men other than as their pretty playthings. 

Not more than ten minutes later, Valerie was back in the main room with her arms draped around the man she’d nabbed for the night. 

“Where’s Lisle?” Daniel asked her as he moved toward the front hall.

“She was just finishing up. I told her to wait by the front door; that you’d be there in a few minutes.”

He nodded and walked on. But Lisle was not in the front hall. He checked in the basement then in the women’s lavatory, banging back the unlocked door on two females primping in front of the broken mirror. 

“Sorry,” he said to the stunned women and he bowed out. Returning to the main level, he strode toward the doorman. 

“Have you seen a young woman, about thirty in a grey skirt and blue sweater?” 

“If she’s the one that was on your arm when you came in, sir, yes I have. Went flying out of here about five minutes ago like she’d just seen her worst nightmare.”

“Dammit!” he swore and he raced from the club, praying he’d find Lisle cooling her heels somewhere along the sidewalk waiting for him to appear. The thought of her setting off on foot at that hour had him panicked; his anxiety further intensified when he viewed the street in all directions and found it empty. He called her cell, but she didn’t answer. 

“Fuck!” He fumed for several minutes, pacing the sidewalk as he sorted through his options, then because he spotted a taxi heading in his direction, he stopped it, hopped in and headed home, which would be the only safe place she’d know to go. He prayed that this was not another weird break in her reality and she hadn’t done something impulsively stupid. 

When the taxi pulled up to the curb, Daniel threw a couple hundreds into the front seat and strode up the sidewalk. For the first time since he’d discovered her missing he felt a modicum of relief. The downstairs lights were on when they left and the house was pitch black now. A sign that she was home, he hoped.

“Lisle!” he hollered at the top of his voice as soon as he entered. He heard nothing, not even the usual groaning and creaking of the old house. “Lisle,” he bellowed again from the bottom of the stairs, “I know you’re up there. Get down here now!”

He waited, the silence screaming through his brain, then just as he was about to start searching, the upstairs floor creaked above him, then creaked again. 

He sighed, feeling a wave of relief wash through him. No longer in a panic, he called to her again, his voice calmer this time. “Lisle…?” 

She appeared at the top of the stairs looking like something he’d pulled from the gutter, wearing a dingy nightgown she must have picked up at one of Alice’s thrift stores. Everything about her disturbed him: the nightgown, the sad grimace, the way her fists were clenched. Even though she seemed calm, he had to wonder which version of the waif was in charge of her now.

To his surprise, she actually spoke. “You’re angry, aren’t you?”

“Damn right, I’m angry.”

Rather than frighten her, the comment seemed to ease some of the angst he saw just seconds before. She crept down a stair at a time—without the clenched fists and the terrible grimace.

“You scared me, Lisle. You leave without warning, running off to God knows where.”

She fell on her reply with an almost frantic, “I wouldn’t do that to you! I wouldn’t run off I swear.”

“But you did.”

“But I came back home—” 

“Yes, that’s true. But why take off in the first place?” He was more befuddled than angry now.

She was halfway down the staircase looking for a moment as if she wanted to run right back up.

“Did someone approach you?” he wondered.

She hesitated then nodded.

“Speak to me, Lisle.”

“Two men. They were huge, like wrestlers or bouncers.” Her eyes got big. “You must remember them; they were there when we arrived. The one with the ugly beard who smelled like rat poison. The other was real nicey nicey, that cocky blond brute with the boisterous laugh. It shook me up to see them, but I didn’t think they would know who I was.” 

Daniel searched his memory trying to pick out the pair from a dozen club members and guests who had been milling about the front entry when they arrived. Though her descriptions were odd, he knew exactly who she was talking about.

“So they approached you while you were downstairs. Why not just walk away?”

She hesitated, struggling for words, and for a moment seemed wholly incapable of answering his question. Daniel wasn’t certain if behind her reluctant response there weren’t a trace of manufactured drama. But then she worked through whatever dilemma that left her so confounded and answered simply, “They touched me.”

“Touched you where?”

“Their hands were all over me.”

“And where did this happen?”

“In that awful room downstairs, right after Valerie left. They were on me…my ass, my tits, my crotch… like they were going to rape me. They were going to rape me!”

“In the ladies room?”

“No, in the room down the hall. I got turned around and confused and suddenly they were right there. I didn’t know where I was. The room was dark and I could barely see.”

“And you’ve seen these men before?”

She nodded. “I remember them at the master’s house. The last party before he got so sick. They said I owed them and they wouldn’t let me go. I finally kicked them off and ran.”

As angry as Daniel still was, the visual of the waifish little sub kicking two behemoths was almost amusing.

“In the balls,” she added. “I kicked them in the balls.”

With that picture lighting up his brain, how could he be mad at her?

“Did they say anything in particular?”

Her brows knit and she stared at her bare toes, then her head shot up. “Only that they thought they’d never see me again—like I belonged to them or something.”

“Well, they are not here, and they’re not going to hurt you. Come down here, Lisle.” He held out his hand and she accepted the help, gliding down the stairs and into the living room where she took a seat on the edge of the living room couch. She sat on her hands, gently rocking back and forth, still anxious and still frightened. 

Daniel poured a drink and handed her the glass, “Drink it. All of it.” 

He’d never done this before and she stared at the jigger of Scotch looking oddly confused.

“Go on. Drink it down.” He watched as she lifted the glass and sniffed, hesitated a moment longer, then finally downed the drink in one gulp, choking briefly on the liquor as it burned her throat.

“I guess you don’t drink much.”

“No, sir. I hate the taste.”

“You’ll appreciate the effect. Now sit back and try not looking so petrified. I’m not going to bite, at least now.”

He sat down in his own chair, leaning forward with his drink in hand and trying very hard to look less like the brutal mercenary and more like her friend.

“So how did you get the cab fare?” 

He wouldn’t put it past her to confess to stealing it and was surprised when she said with little fanfare, “I have my own money.”

“You do?” He viewed her with such skepticism that she figuratively backed herself into the corner of the sofa and clammed up. “Answer me, Lisle.”

“Alice.”

“Alice gave you money?” 

“Yes, yes she did,” she announced quite firmly, shaking off her reticence. “She took some of my drawings to the Farmer’s Market and sold them for twenty dollars each. Six or seven of them, I think.” She was defiantly proud of this. “She says the market is closing soon but maybe in the spring…” She stopped before she finished and looked at Daniel, seeking his approval. “Did I do something wrong?”

He leaned back in his chair and humphed like men do, grumbling a bit. Then he shook his head, looking more amazed than anything. 

“You know, instead of running off, you could have found me and it would have saved us both a lot of grief. Of course, if you’d done anything that reasonable, I would never have known about your business venture with Alice. The list of things I don’t know about you is getting longer every day.” Maybe she wanted him to be proud of her but he hadn’t any idea how to respond to this news so he waited for her to say more.

“Was it okay to sell the drawings?” she finally broke the awkward silence.

“Of course it was. They’re yours. Although you could have told me.”

“I never know what you’re going to think.”

“Well, that makes us even since I never know what you’ll do next. C’mere.”

She scooted from the leather couch and to her feet, taking the short path to Daniel’s chair very slowly. As soon as she reached him, he stood up, pulled her over his left arm and vented what was left of his irritation and anger with a dozen smacks directly on her bare ass cheeks. He spanked as hard as he’d ever spanked her with his hand alone, and for a moment she waged a silent, struggling fit. But by the time he stopped that war had eased, and she was quite surprised that this was all the punishment she was going to get. 

“That’s for giving me such a scare.” He set her firmly on her feet and gave her bottom another hard swat. “Go to your room and get some sleep.” 

She dashed on as he expected and turned at the door, “You’re not coming up?”

“Not yet. I have work to do. Either way, you’re sleeping alone tonight.”

This may have dashed her hopes, but her mood was much improved and she was already up the stairs before he moved into his office. 

***

Daniel had just enough new information and insinuation to keep him busy at the computer and on the phone until 4 am. He began with the two drunks that hassled Lisle at the club, and found himself suddenly opening up access to an area of Brauer’s computer he’d not seen before. Most of what he saw confirmed information he already knew, though it appeared that Baron’s covert activities were more far reaching than he first believed. The man was not your typical dime store bdsm fanatic whose wealth could buy him a master/slave lifestyle most enthusiasts would only dream of. What he practiced was far more real than parlor games, and the worst news was that his organization did not die with him as Daniel had been led to believe. However, with the messy plot surrounding the girl becoming more complicated, he needed answers that a computer search alone seemed unable to provide. His hands were tied if he tried sorting out the facts in the comfort of his Washington house, but he had a contact in Vienna and two in Turkey that could help him determine fact from supposition and hopefully get to the truth. 

At 7 o’clock the next morning he was in the kitchen, showered and dressed with his travel bag over his shoulder. Lisle was eating a bowl of cereal. Alice was already there, awakened by his 6 am call. He addressed Lisle specifically since he’d already explained his plans to his housekeeper. 

“I may be gone as long as a week. Alice is going to stay here and sleep in the guest room. And you’re going to behave yourself. You remember what I told you? No going out unless you’re with Alice. And don’t be hunting around for the computer. I’ve locked it away for now.”

Lisle looked alarmed then she sat back with a petulant scowl.

“You don’t need to go there, girl,” he said, narrowing his gaze on her. And because her irritated look didn’t change, he added, “I’ll get you your own computer if that’s what you need.” There was still no change in her expression, but this was not surprising. He knew she’d been in Brauer’s computer when she was alone in the house; the trail of her on-line activities wasn’t hard to follow and most of what she was looking into seemed innocuous enough. He’d let her do this without commenting on her clandestine behavior thinking that she might find something useful to him. As far as he could tell, she seemed uninterested in Brauer and his illegal activities, and was mostly surfing the web for more mainstream reasons having nothing to do with black-market trafficking, slaves or porn. Though her browsing appeared innocent enough, he wouldn’t take the chance of leaving the computer available to her while he was away, and having her impulsively bolt on Alice if she found something that disturbed her.

“Hey don’t look so grim. It won’t be too bad, a whole week without me should be a blessing for you both. Call it a weeklong pajama party if you want. Just don’t mess the place too much.”

Hearing his parting words, Lisle came out of her gloom with her own snappy retort. “So why is messing the place a problem if we’re the ones cleaning up?” The question was innocent enough if it weren’t for the biting sarcasm in her delivery. 

The comment surprised him and he came right back, “And since when did you start having such a smart mouth?”

She shrunk back. “Sorry, sir.”

“So, you know what you’re going to do while I’m gone?” 

He made sure she was looking straight at him when she offered up her perfunctory, “Yes, sir.”

He studied her a moment more, then he moved around her toward the door, affectionately ruffling her hair like she was his pet. He stalked out of the house without saying more. 

Alice, who had watched the scene with both curiosity and amusement, saying nothing the entire time, darted out the door after him. 

“Aren’t you being a bit abrupt?” she whispered heatedly.

“Alice, I have a plane to catch and I really don’t have any time to waste.”

“You will call, won’t you?”

“I might, but that may be a lot harder than you think. Where I’m going there may be no cell phone towers.”

“Oh.” She stepped back and watched him climb into his old Mercedes, then moved back inside the house.

As he was backing out, he saw Lisle standing at his office window looking like a lost kitten. He wondered what he’d find in his house on his return, but he couldn’t think about that now. Women were too much damn drama, he’d leave them to console each other and get on with his business. 

***

Daniel’s sources in Vienna came up with nothing that would assist him; they had no knowledge of a wealthy American, fitting Brauer’s profile, trading in slaves. There had apparently been someone who might have fit Daniel’s description of the Baron making efforts to sell a few females to black market traders. However, without notice, and without any sales taking place, as far as anyone knew, the man disappeared and was never heard from again. 

Moving on to Turkey, his contact had more current information. Brauer had gotten much further along with a slave sale than Daniel’s Vienna contact was aware. In particular, there was a well-trained, unmarked female property known only as #86, who had been sold to an unknown buyer, pending the receipt of funds. The funds had been transferred from the buyer’s account, apparently received by the seller, but there was no indication that the sale had been finalized. As far as anyone knew, the buyer was still awaiting the arrival of his purchase, and the property in question had dropped off the radar. 

Daniel was unsure if Lisle was that property, but all the signs indicated that she was. The anxious and very well connected buyer had been working through the underground network to retrieve his slave, and though Brauer had carefully hidden his identity, burying himself behind code names and layers of security that left him nearly untraceable, there had been recent cracks in that security, leading Daniel to believe that the intricate patchwork leading to Brauer had been breached. More disturbing was the reemergence of a website, believed to be run by one of Brauer’s associates and through which the Baron solicited interested buyers. The site had been removed from the internet around the time of his death, by Marcus. According to Daniel’s sources however, a smaller, leaner version of the original had appeared a few weeks before he left on his trip. An intercepted email indicated that property #86 was still available and living somewhere on the East Coast of the United States. The website presented a huge enigma to those monitoring its activity. It came and went like a fickle breeze, always returning with a new IP address and requiring a new password for entry. The purpose for the disappearing website was unclear. 

In questioning Marcus further, he revealed that the website had not only been removed from the net but destroyed as well—by Brauer himself two weeks prior to his death. Marcus suggested that one of Brauer’s associates, or even the angry buyer, might have uploaded a copycat site in hopes of tapping into the Baron’s network. Daniel left Turkey without all the information he was looking for, but he had enough to believe that the hunt was on for Lisle. The likelihood of her whereabouts being discovered was enough to send him directly back to Washington. 


Chapter Eleven

Matters of the Heart

As soon as Daniel entered his house, an uneasy feeling grabbed him in the gut. The atmosphere was restless, agitating, though nothing about the place seemed amiss. He set down his bag in the entry and went straight to his office and saw that everything seemed to be as he left it, other than a pile of mail sitting on his desk. Before he could explore the uneasy feeling further, Alice crashed through the door. 

“You fucking asshole,” she stormed. “Where the hell have you been!”

“What do you mean, where the hell have I been? You know where I’ve been.”

“You split with very little explanation, don’t call but once in six days and you don’t even bother talking to Lisle when you do. She thinks you don’t give a shit about her.”

“And your problem is?”

This only seemed to encourage her more. “The girl’s heart is torn in two thinking she’s done something terrible to have you walk out the way you did, as if you didn’t care about her at all. Good thing you got here when you did. She’s up there packing now.”

“She’s what?”

“Ready to split. I’ve been talking her out of it for three days. You have no idea what it’s been like trying to sort out her moods and keep from slapping the little thing. She gets an idea in her head and it won’t quit—damn exasperating, meanwhile I’m making up excuses for you, why you don’t care enough to call.” 

“Why I don’t care?” he chimed in. “C’mon, you knew I wouldn’t be able to call.”

“You should have explained yourself to her instead of leaving me with this bundle of nerves and self-reproach. I don’t have the power you do to stop her when she starts letting weird ideas run through her head. I did my damnedest but…”

“Okay, that’s enough,” he held up his hand. “I get that you had a hard week. I get that you’re pissed. You’ll have your say with her later if you need it.” 

He restlessly fumed as his agenda for the evening began to fall into place inside his mind—and far differently than he’d originally planned. 

“I’ll go up and talk to her now.”

“You better,” Alice shot back, “unless you want her to disappear from your life. And don’t mince words this time, set the record straight,” she ranted on, “You’d better make it crystal clear that you don’t want her to leave. And I’d make it personal, Colonel! Being a hard ass brute right now won’t work.”

“What’s not going to work right now is her leaving,” he bullishly came right back. “It’s not an option. Period. You get that?”

She did. The tone of his voice sent a chill racing right up her spine. The angry fire in her eased and she replied more calmly, “Yes, yes, I get it. Just please…don’t make this about options and safety and whatever other reasons you think are so compelling. It’s time you spoke from your heart…” She couldn’t stop herself from adding, “That is if you have one.”

He glowered a moment, then said, as he was striding toward the door, “I’ll do what I need to do.”

“Just please be gentle, Daniel!” she called to him, but his boots were already hammering on the stairs. 

Lisle’s bedroom door was wide open, so was the suitcase she had sitting in the middle of the hardwood floor. She sat on the bed staring at the empty thing as if in a trance. Her clothes were scattered around her, her books strewn about as if she were sorting through them. She must have noticed him since he was standing directly in front of her, but she gave no indication that she had. 

Just the sight of her made him tamp down the fury of emotion he felt inside, although it would still rage on despite his efforts to be civil. “Lisle?”

Her head snapped up. “Oh!” She instantly jumped up and began frantically tossing clothes and books into the suitcase. He watched the flurry of activity for a moment then strode forward, stopping her with a hand on her arm. When she tried to wrench from his grasp, he shoved her to the bed, using more force than he intended. 

“What the hell do you think you’re doing?”

She shivered under his withering stare, her body trembling so that she could barely speak above a whisper. “Leaving, sir.”

“Sorry to put a wrench in your plans but you’re going nowhere, unless it’s with me.”

Flustered by his blustery delivery, she stared at him blankly, and when that proved to be too difficult, she returned to the suitcase and scattered items. Finally, she jumped up and announced, as much to herself as she did to him, “But I should leave. I think it’s time and I’m ready go…” She didn’t even look at him, but began picking up the items left on the floor. “I was thinking of an apartment, not too far away so I can visit, but you’ll be free to do as you please without thinking of me…” She gazed up at him hopefully, but he remained immune to her ramblings, “or, I could find something elsewhere if it would work better—if I shouldn’t be close, if you think it’s a bad idea.” 

“The whole idea of your leaving is a bad idea,” he snapped. “Now sit back down!”

She gulped back another heap load of fear, and though it appeared that she’d wilt at any moment, she steeled herself instead, for a moment renewing her flagging courage and blurting out, “No, I will not sit down!” Her eyes were shining with tears as she hit him with her next barrage of words. “You didn’t want me in the first place. And don’t say that’s not true; I heard you and Marcus in the car when you took me away. You make do with me because you think you have to. But you don’t really want me here. I’m just a kid to you, a duty maybe, at best a plaything you can toy with for a while then discard.”

A bristling rage shot through him, and before he could stop himself his palm connected with her cheek delivering a blistering slap.

“I said ‘sit’!” 

She shrank back, nursing her cheek with her hand, then collapsed to the bed, stunned. 

Daniel forced back his rage while Lisle got her bearings. He never meant to slap her, but he was glad he did. 

While she was much more subdued when she spoke again, she’d clearly not let go of her argument for leaving. She peered up at him sadly, but with an odd sense of pride. “I knew this would never work out…I was right, I need to leave.” Saying this made the emotion rise in her again. “I refuse to be resented… I won’t…” With the romance of rebellion bouncing off the walls, he could feel her about to descend into another aimless tirade.

“All right that’s it!” he barked. “Stop the blathering now. No more crazy suppositions, I’ve heard enough. It’s my turn to talk.” He moved before her like an angry cloud, knowing he needed to settle down before he spoke again, though he made little effort to do so. “You’re right. I didn’t want you. Sometimes, you’re an irritating nuisance like you are now, determined to try my patience at every turn. You’re impulsive, moody and the most difficult female I’ve ever encountered. You’re as manipulative as every other woman I’ve known, in fact you’re better at it than most. You come off so damn guileless, like a weak and fainting female. We both know that’s a lie. You can be hard as nails when you want to be, and stubborn! But despite what you think, Lisle, despite your twisted logic, the fact remains, you are not ready to leave here now. It would be the very worst thing you could do, and it’s simply not going to happen. You chose me, you lobbied for my authority in your life when I was ready to gracefully put you in the hands of someone else. That makes me in charge of you until I say otherwise. You will continue to answer to me and serve me and obey me until it’s crystal clear to both of us that you are truly ready to be on your own. Today you’ve only proven to me how vulnerable you still are.” 

Despite the rough talk, the girl soaked up the message like a sponge. As she listened, her shoulders unclenched, her twitching jaw eased and the crazy look in her eye dwindled as if his harsh words were a soothing balm.

Seeing the change in her, he eased and sat down on the bed beside her. “Let me make this very clear to you so there’s no mistake. I want you here, Lisle.” He spoke slowly so she wouldn’t miss his meaning. “If I’ve not communicated that clearly enough to you so far, I’m doing that now. Despite what I just told you about my initial feelings toward you, you are not the sub that Marcus advertised, not by a long shot. You are far more interesting to me than any female I’ve been with in a long while…more intelligent than I expected, and feisty enough to offer me a challenge. Not to mention the fact that you’re as desirable as any woman I’ve known.” Though it felt strange to speak this way to a woman, he meant every word. Lisle trembled next to him, her face filled with amazement one second and fear the next. “I don’t know what’s going to come of this, but I have no intention of throwing you out like a used party toy, and every intention of continuing the relationship we started. If you have a problem with that, tell me now.” 

He waited for her to reply but she seemed unable to speak. 

“Well?” he waited a moment longer. 

The struggle for words was almost painful to watch, and when she finally gave up the effort, too overcome by her emotions to speak, she sank to the floor and grabbed his legs. “Oh, sir, I’m not ready to go!” she gasped. “You have to believe me, you do!”

Her imploring eyes practically knifed him in the heart.

“I do believe you, Lisle,” he said calmly. He reached down and pulled her back to the bed. The urge to screw her was so strong that he almost forgot what needed to come next. After several tense moments of indecision, he finally let the sexual desire wane. “All right then, it’s time you settled things with Alice.”

“Alice?” she came back innocently. 

“You didn’t treat her very well while I was gone.”

She diverted her eyes.

“Don’t give me that hangdog look.”

“I’m sorry, I really didn’t mean to.”

“You tell Alice that, not me.”

He stood up, grabbed her by the arm and marched her out the door and down the steps to the first floor. They found Alice in the kitchen cleaning up the sink. 

“Time we cleared the air here,” he announced, and the housekeeper turned around. The quirky, lighthearted Alice they were accustomed to was still hidden behind her exasperation over the previous week. 

“You have something to say to Alice?” he jerked on Lisle arm, standing her directly in front of the frustrated housekeeper.

Embarrassed, Lisle looking rightfully sheepish, however any stab at getting back in Alice’s good favor was failing miserably. Finally, the girl stumbled over a remorseful apology. “I-I… I’m so sorry I was terrible to you.”

“Yes, you were terrible…” Alice came right back, “not to mention angry, ungrateful, spiteful and a pain in the ass. And I deserved none of that!”

“No, no you didn’t!” 

The following silence became so difficult for the three to bear that Daniel finally broke its hold. “You said you wanted to slap her, Alice, now’s your chance.”

Leaning back against the kitchen counter, Alice appraised the little urchin she’d been babysitting for the last week. “Slap her, no,” she said, “but I’d sure cane her ass.”

“Then do it,” Daniel said without a second’s hesitation. “Take her to the cellar and give her what she’s earned. Use whatever you’d like to punish her, I’ll be down in a few minutes. I haven’t even had a chance to take a leak, for god’s sake.”

Alice’s eyes flashed, as the girl waited for the tension to break. “Thank you, Colonel,” she stated in a determined voice. She grabbed Lisle’s shoulder, turned her toward the cellar stairs and pushed her forward, following her close at her heels all the way down the steps. 

When Daniel finally arrived in the cellar, Lisle was bent over the end of the wooden table with her arms stretched out in front of her and tethered with rope at the far end of the table. Her bare ass was already red from a long session with his leather strap. Poised in mid-swing, Alice looked up seeing Daniel approach. 

“Don’t let me stop you,” he said. He stood waiting for her to begin again, and when she did, he casually leaned against one of the vertical supports and watched, enjoying the scene with the prurient interest of a dedicated sadist.

The blows from the paddle came down at a steady pace until Lisle’s entire bottom and upper thighs were covered with red and the distressed young woman was moaning fitfully. When Alice finally stopped, she stepped back and viewed the girl again, determining that though her little victim was suffering, she hadn’t suffered enough. She returned the paddle to wall and pulled down a bamboo cane, then, as if she’d been punishing brats for years, she laid a brusque dozen cuts across the girl’s red bottom until she heard Lisle’s first agonized whimper. The moan was just enough to spark the housekeeper’s dwindling anger one more time. “If I have to listen to that whine again, I’ll scream!” 

Lisle’s mouth snapped closed. 

Alice turned to Daniel. “Mind if I fuck her ass?”

He was surprised by the idea, but pleased as well, “Whatever you need to do. You’ll find a strap-on in the trunk,” he pointed to the old wooden chest next to the wall. 

“Perfect!” Alice zeroed in it gleefully. The angry triumph in her voice was undisguised. She went for the trunk finding the harness and dildo with no problem. Snatching them both, she took off for the back of the cellar to put them on while Lisle peered up at Daniel with a long face and an embarrassed blush creeping up her neck. As she squirmed against the table, Daniel tried to contain his mirth. This was one squabble between two high-strung females that was resolving itself on its own with little intervention from him—which was exactly what suited him best. To his surprise, Alice directed herself through the aggressive fucking far better than he anticipated. She came out of the gloomy corner of the cellar with the dildo bobbing between her legs, then after taking up a position directly behind the girl, she slathered the anal opening with lube she’d found with the dildo, and speared Lisle’s ass with one mean shove. The girl grunted but otherwise made no noise. There wasn’t any direct clitoral stimulation for Alice, but just the rocking motion of their bodies as Alice rammed the dildo in and out of the tight portal was enough to get her sexual juices flowing. Her desire raged on, and the faster and harder she fucked the girl, the more her energy swelled. Lisle’s squirming gyrations beneath her only added inspiration, and within minutes, Alice took a deep breath, and with the dildo pressed as far as it would go inside the girl, she let the climax rise up and lift through her body. 

There was little doubt that Lisle was coming too, but she kept her response subdued, while Alice let out a long string of expletives, ending with the last gasped comment: “I should have done this days ago!”

Finally pulling back, she let the dildo slip free and turned toward Daniel.

“I want permission to do this again—I mean punish the little bitch whenever she gets in one of her moods.”

“We’ll see about that,” he said, although he was unwilling to give Alice that much latitude with the girl. “You’ve had enough for now?” he asked. 

“Yes, I’ve had enough.” With her next breath, what remained of her anger seemed to disappear and the woman who emerged looked more like the Alice he’d hired than she had since Daniel walked through the front door.

“You have work to do?” he asked. 

“Yes, I suppose I do.”

“Then go clean up and get at it. I’ll take care of things here.”

She stopped and looked at Lisle as if she had more to say, then without saying anything she headed for the stairs.

Letting Lisle stew in misery for a while, Daniel moved about the cellar, putting away the things that Alice had hastily pulled from his trunk of toys. Finally, he heard a plaintive squawk.

“You going to punish me too, sir?”

He moved to her side. “You think I need to?”

“Oh, please no!”

He went to her, and began massaging her sore cheeks until she groaned again. He followed up with several sharp smacks before undoing the ropes and helping her rise. “Upstairs and to your room. I want everything cleaned up and put away. But keep the suitcase in your room. You’ll be needing it.”

She cast him a quizzical look.

“No, I’m not going to explain myself. Get going!”

As she sped to the upstairs, Daniel sorted through the ropes and hung them back in place, then returned to the main level of the house, to his office where he began sorting through the mail. 

 Alice looked in on him an hour later. 

“I got my stuff packed up. I thought I’d go home if that’s alright with you? I need a break from this.”

“I’m sure you do. But you’d better make amends with Lisle before you leave.”

“I already have.”

“Oh?”

“We talked, she apologized more, and we hugged. All’s forgiven.”

“That’s all it took?”

“No, it took giving the brat what she deserved to make things right. But I think we understand each other now.” Her opinion about the matter was obvious and her sunny disposition returned. “She’ll behave. She loves me too much not to. I love her too, like a bratty kid sister. But she’s okay, just needs your strong hand to keep her steady.”

“Yes, I know.”

She nodded, as if they’d reached some new understanding. “And thank you, Daniel.”

“You save me the trouble of punishing her myself, so thank you.”

“Right. As if you wouldn’t have enjoyed caning her yourself,” she drolly replied.She was almost out the door when he called her back. 

“By the way, you have the next week off—with pay.”

“I do?”

“I’m taking Lisle away from here for a while. It would be better if you stayed away too.”

Her mouth dropped open as her face dimmed. “Oh, god, now you’re giving me the creeps again. This must be serious.”

“Could be, or my worry could be all for nothing. Regardless, I’m playing it safe. I will call you, and that’s a promise.” She didn’t look at all convinced. “For god’s sake, Alice, I know what I’m doing. You’re just going to have to trust that.”

She looked momentarily shaken but then she took a deep breath in a deliberate attempt to settle herself. “Okay then. That’s what I’ll do. Call me when you need me. Or just call me.”

Daniel found Lisle in her room at the head of her bed, propped up on pillows, her legs drawn in, and her sketchbook resting against her knees. She was wearing just a white t-shirt, no shorts, no underwear, and with her legs bent, her pussy peeked out below, all pink and shiny with her juices. Though she was sketching with the fury of a woman obsessed, rather than ignore him when he entered, she immediately looked up, closed the book and set it aside. She slid her legs down so they were flat on the bed, then nervously yanked at the oversized t-shirt so it covered her crotch—just barely.

Daniel hadn’t been sure what he’d do with the last hours of the day until he realized all his suppressed desire was grinding at him with a terrible vengeance. He walked to the bed, grabbed Lisle’s white t-shirt by the neck and pulled it off over her head in one single movement. She sat back in shock, fearful and breathless; her anxious eyes were fixed him. Looming before her like a powerful beast, Daniel exuded the authority of a god with his remorseless eyes bearing down on her, threateningly. As he dropped his pants and tossed his shirt to the floor, the feral sexuality between them swelled. He yanked her down so she was lying flat, then he descended to the bed and covered her body with his. Her legs parted, welcoming him in, and with no further foreplay, his hard erection speared her pussy and the fucking commenced. 

He could have come in seconds. With no more than a few hasty thrusts he’d be done with her. But she’d become so wide open to him, so exposed and defenseless that he couldn’t use her as brusquely as he had planned. The scent of her skin, fragrant with body sweat, with natural pheromones and the sweet smell of roses—or was it lilacs?—drew him to her. She tasted like sex, earthy, like a full-bodied wine. He drank in her essence, knowing that despite what the bastard in him craved, he wanted more than a quick release. 

He dealt with her roughly, mauling her breasts, then her hips and ass while his organ pistoned in and out in a rhythm that drove them both to the brink of climax. Then he suddenly changed directions, flipping her over to her tummy, covering her body and entering her from behind. When his teeth bit into her shoulder, she came hard, bearing down on his organ, but writhing so furiously beneath him that his cock slipped out. He rose up and punished her for that, with hard smacks to both ass cheeks; then rising to his knees, he pulled her bottom up high and spanked it vigorously until the moaning Lisle began to shudder with another orgasm rifling through her body. “Oh, yes, yes, yes!” she cried at the top of her voice. The torrent of pleasure caused her to wrench so hard that she nearly jerked herself off the bed. He yanked her back by the hair and spanked her a few more times, bringing the color of her bottom to an angry, blotchy red. The noise of her delirious ecstasy went on with an endless stream of yeses and moans, sharp cries and jerking movements, and plenty of ‘fuck me pleases’ sprinkled in, until Daniel finally let go her hair and stuffed his cock back in her cunt. Their relentless fucking resumed—she was just a brothel whore to him now, little more than a shameless tramp with an insatiable appetite for sex. 

Screaming like a wild woman, “Fuck me, ohmygod, yes, fuck meeeeeeeeee!” She grabbed the sheets in her fists and pounded them hard against the mattress, while he commandeered her wild body in his controlling hands and drilled her deep.

When at last he yanked her hair again, her inner muscles reflexively clamped down on his cock and milked the stiffened organ until he could no longer hold back his come. As she exploded into another wave of spasms, he released, with the “Goddamn, fuuuuuuuuuuuck!” roaring through the teeming air and joining her heated exclamations. Exhausted, he collapsed on top of her and rolled off to the side. 

They snuggled close in the moments after, clinging fiercely to each other as if their lives depended on this closeness. After a long day that had tried his patience in so many ways, the quiet that followed was comforting and he let himself drift until Lisle suddenly jerked him from his thoughtless reverie.

“Do you think some day you’d brand me?”

“Brand you?” He pulled out of her arms and stared down at her face. 

“Is that so terrible to ask?”

“Not terrible, just unexpected, and I’m not sure why I would brand you.” Although just the thought of it made his cock pulse—which he hoped she didn’t notice. He didn’t want to encourage her.

“But would you? I mean, would you brand a woman if…if she was, if she needed…” 

He stopped her midstream. “You’ve seen my branding iron, haven’t you?” The question sounded like an accusation.

She bit down on her lip and nodded. “I know I shouldn’t have…”

“Yes, but you did—apparently I have no secrets from you.” His irritation showed. It still irked him that she’d gone through his personal things, the branding iron just the latest item he wished she had not seen. “I should have never brought it back with me.”

“But you did.”

“So, you want to be branded. What does that mean, Lisle?”

“It means that someone owns me.”

He thought a moment, realizing that this was as close as she’d come since she’d live with him to stating what she wanted from her life—which, in Daniel’s mind, meant that even after months of living free from the bondage of sexual slavery, she still did not envision a future as a free woman. “Being owned; that is what you want?”

“Yes, sir. I want to be owned—I think I need to be,” she said frankly. “But, I want love, too,” she spoke from her heart, and rushed on with a storm of emotion welling up inside her, “and I don’t want that love to ever leave me.”

The ferocity of her desire attacked him in his gut. He resented her telling him this, as if she were trying to extract promises from him he had no business making. Still, her aims were totally guileless, and as his resentment quickly slipped aside, in marched a strange combination of fear and remorse, and yes, a yearning desire of his own—though it was one he hardly recognized. 

“You’ve given this some serious thought?”

“I don’t really think about it. I’ve never seen my life any other way.”

“And a brand will make you feel loved? Most women want a rock on their ring finger.”

“I’m not most women,” she stated flatly. “Being a branded female is what I’ve always craved—even before the Baron, before I became Robert’s ward.”

“So young?”

“I have no explanation for it either.”

“But branding?” It made little sense to him. “How on earth did you ever think of that?”

“Oh, you know me, sneaking around where I’m not supposed to go,” she answered with a bit of bashful chagrin. “When I was ten, I found a book about human branding in Robert’s library. It was this strange little ten page pamphlet wedged between some of his other racy books—which I’m sure I was not supposed to see it. But I did. I’ve never stopped thinking about it, not entirely…and when I began living with the Baron, I thought I found exactly what I always fantasized about…” her voice drifted off. 

“Well, let’s stop with this right here. When it comes to branding, there are a few facts about me you need to know. As you suspect, I have a history of branding females. There are at least a dozen women who wear the brand you found in my room. I seared it to asses and hips, one unlucky bitch has it on her pubic mound right above her pussy. Though the reasons for the brand hold no merit now, those women have to live with my mark on their bodies forever. It’s permanent. Disfiguring. Never washed away. Never altered. I will never use that brand again. In fact, I should have destroyed it when I had the chance. If I ever should brand a woman again, which I doubt I will, it will not be a fleeting moment of bravado to stroke my ego and demean a victimized female. As exhilarating as that can be for a hardened sadist, I’m not that man—or at least I’ve put that bastard in his place where he will stay. I’ve had my fill of branding women for a lurid moment of sadistic satisfaction, and even now, the idea of it leaves me with a bad taste in my mouth.”

Despite the speech, her open, hopeful face had not changed. “What about branding a woman for love?”

He had to think about this a moment; and for once, he had no idea how he wanted to steer the conversation. The idea of combining love with a fiercely violent act seemed absurd, and completely incongruous. The best he could do to reply was offer up a terse response, which he hoped would end the conversation. “The thought hasn’t even crossed my mind, and I refuse to entertain it now.” 

Just the fact that she’d raised the idea was enough to keep it rattling through his brain and not in any way that seemed acceptable to him. He finally rose from the bed and gave Lisle a chaste kiss on the forehead.

“You need a good night’s sleep, I’ll be waking you early in the morning.”

“What for?”

“There’s no need to know until then. Just sleep.”

He left the room, softly closing the door behind him and returned to his office. For the first time since he arrived home, he had a moment to himself to think—a moment to get beyond Alice and Lisle, their war, and the subject of branding—and focus on the matter of protecting the girl, which at that point was a priority that trumped any other issue. After a few minutes enjoying the quiet of his silent house, he went to the locked teakwood cabinet where he’d stored Brauer’s computer. He saw the cabinet and stopped short. The lock had been tampered with since he’d been there last. Though the scratches on the wood were faint, there was no mistaking that the cabinet had been broken into. 


Chapter Twelve

Confrontation

At 6:00am the following morning, when the day was still new and dark around the edges, Daniel stood in Lisle’s bedroom doorway, just watching her, as if he hoped that viewing the sleeping girl would inspire him. Whether she was already awakening or his mere presence caused her to rouse from sleep and suddenly sit upright he couldn’t say. Already the energy between them was agitated and spiked with lust. She looked uncertain and fearful—as well she should. Did she suspect where the conversation would start? He had a strong feeling she did. 

“I spent some time on Brauer’s computer last night,” he announced, making every effort to sound calm and rational, while inside his anger was brewing fitfully. “You hadn’t told me that you pick locks, too.”

Her eyes widened as she felt his fuming mood sweep through the room. It would have been better if she quickly made some stab at an explanation but she couldn’t muster enough courage to speak.

“You did this after I strictly forbade it. Even when I locked the computer away so it wouldn’t tempt you. When, Lisle, when are you going to respect my boundaries? When?” Pensive and troubled, his eyes threw daggers as he stared her down. “I thought you were done being the phantom of my house… What’s so goddamn important inside that computer that would cause you to disobey me? You really do need to be collared, leashed and locked up.”

She quailed at the sound of his voice, sputtering, “I’m sorry, sir… it-it was just one of those things…” as she peered up at him with sorrow filled eyes. “You take something away from me and all it does is agitate me until I can’t stop myself… I just wanted to check a few websites. That’s all, really. I swear.” 

He didn’t believe her but he had little evidence to pursue this further, and very little time to spare.

“I’m going to accept that for now, but if I learn that you’ve lied, you will regret you did.” He let the threat settle in her for about five seconds and when she didn’t change her story, he added, “That suitcase you were packing yesterday, get it out, and pack some things for a few days away. The weather is going to be chilly so be sure to bring something warm—pants sweaters, nothing fancy.”

“We’re going somewhere?”

“Yes, intended to be a pleasure trip, though by the looks of it, this may well be a punishment trip for you and the pleasure will be all be mine.” He cleared his throat and added, “Be downstairs with your bag and ready to leave in twenty minutes.”

He stalked off. Despite the way he treated her, the fact that she’d been inside the Baron’s computer while he was gone may well have explained a few oddities that had been observed on-line during the previous week. If he had to beat it out of her, he’d get the truth. 

Daniel had plans to leave early in the morning, but a number of unexpected calls delayed their departure. At midday, he and Lisle finally drove out of DC toward Pennsylvania and home of old friends, Albert and Abigail Pennock, who ran a Bed & Breakfast just outside a rural town located about fifty miles from the Turnpike. This was no plush romantic getaway for newlyweds and lovers, unless they were looking for a working farm in a hardscrabble landscape where they could sink themselves in the mud and grit of farm life. 

Albert was a college friend who knew just about everything Daniel had done in his sullied past—and he hadn’t been given the sugar-coated version. When Daniel moved from foreign soil to Washington, the Pennock’s farm had been his escape from the inanities of DC politics and government red tape. He and Albert spent long evenings drinking together as a couple of hard-core bastards who rued the day that women turned into their equals. They acknowledged that they belonged in a different world, often feeling as if they’d been uprooted from the Middle Ages and plunked down in the 20th century like Dorothy landing in OZ. They philosophized about the darkness in man and how it can be sanely vented, and argued over whether subjugating women in a ‘safe, sane and consensual’ world could be a purposeful activity at all. Daniel had been the diehard skeptic on the issue while Albert had good reason to believe otherwise.

Abigail was left out of these conversations, except for the few times she entered her husband’s hallowed study to serve them food and drinks. She always looked hearty and pleasant, a genuine smile on her rosy lips, as she swished around them like a serving wench in her long skirts and bosomy blouses. Quite unlike her tall, lanky and stern-faced husband, Abigail Pennock was a big, beautiful, earth mother, who was compassionate beyond measure, yet tough as nails at her core. She was Albert’s dutifully submissive partner, who ran everything on the farm that Albert refused to deal with, although he had plenty to say about that as well. She offered her opinions, sometimes quite pointedly, but once done, she always stood back and surrendered to the man she thought of as her lord and master, whether she agreed with him or not. 

As far as Daniel knew the two didn’t engage in most sadomasochist activities associated with the bdsm lifestyle, unless it was for punishment which, after several years of sorting out how their relationship worked, rarely happened anymore. There was still a whipping post and woodshed should Albert ever find the need to take his sometimes ‘smart-mouthed’ wife down a peg or two. As two strong-willed individuals, they needed the formal power exchange as a framework for their relationship, though they didn’t require the stimulation of whips and bondage to enjoy good sex. As a symbol of her submission to Albert, and the fact that the nature of their arrangement was considered irreversible, Abigail had been branded on her lower back with the same symbol Albert used on the farm to brand his livestock. She had become fiercely proud of that brand, as if it were a sacred element of her identity. Being Albert’s property was intensely satisfying, but a truth so profound that she rarely spoke of it, and few would understand her motivation, or how bearing Albert’s mark on her body supplied the strength she needed to deal with an often difficult master. She loved the man enough to subjugate herself to him, and once she decided to make that accommodation, she never questioned her motives.

When Daniel decided to take Lisle off the map for awhile, he naturally thought of Albert and Abigail’s farm in the middle of nowhere—being about as ‘off the map’ as it could be and still be within a reasonable driving distance of DC. The subject of branding hadn’t even crossed his mind when he made the arrangements for their stay. Now, his choice of getaway locations seemed strangely coincidental given the conversation with Lisle about branding the night before they left. In fact, that conversation had been enough for him to toss the branding iron into his suitcase—not with the idea of using it but destroying the odious thing in Albert’s forge. 

They arrived at the B&B late in the afternoon. Abigail showed them to a room on the second floor of the farmhouse, which was part of the addition they’d built when they decided to open the B&B. They’d had surprising success with the venture and during the summer months were steadily booked. However, with the fall color almost over for the year the tourist season was nearly at its end. 

Although Daniel had seen the addition while under construction—in fact, he had a hand in hammering a few nails in the framing on one of his first visits to the farm—he’d never seen the finished rooms. He couldn’t have been more surprised when Abigail opened the door to show off the spacious guestroom. He looked around, taking in the huge four-poster bed, the rocker, the overstuffed reading chair and all the frilly decorations that he’d not expected from the simple, uncomplicated Pennocks. The room 

sparkled like a jewel with the sun’s rays pouring through the French doors at its far end. He remembered the balcony beyond those doors and what trouble it had been to anchor the posts into the rocky ground below. At the time, he hadn’t understood why Abigail had made such a fuss over the thing, but it was obviously part of an overall plan of which he had not been made aware. Though the room was probably what their typical guests would expect from a B&B, it was nothing like the quaint, cozy atmosphere of the rest of the farmhouse. 

“My regular room unsuitable?” he asked right off. 

“I’m sure that’s fine for you alone, Daniel, but since Lisle’s with you, I thought you’d prefer a little more space. Besides, I took a lot of trouble decorating it for the tourist crowd, so I expect you to appreciate the effort now that you finally have a chance to see it.” 

“Who needs more room?” he snapped, rather sourly. “She’ll be sleeping on the floor.”

Abigail looked only mildly surprised. “You really don’t mean that.”

His blue eyes flashed. “Don’t be so sure.” He shot his apprehensive sub a searing glance. 

Not for a moment had Daniel forgotten his quarrel with the girl. Although he was still uncertain how he’d get to the truth behind her obvious lies, it was not a matter that he could let slide for long. While he bit off terse replies to Abigail’s queries, Lisle remained behind him, timid and shivering. Not one of his edgy comments slipped her notice; everyone just added more fuel to the heated passion that had been building between them all day. They spoke only briefly during the trip. Daniel had been sorting things out in his mind; he supposed Lisle had, too. Though she spent much of the time staring out the window, occasionally her eyes would glance on him with a longing look. When he didn’t react to her subtle baiting she returned her gaze to the passing landscape and the deathly quiet continued.

“I’ll leave you two for now,” Abigail finally breached what had become an uncomfortable lapse in the conversation. “You’ll be by yourselves up here this weekend so there will be plenty of privacy. No one sharing the bathroom, you’ll like that. The season has pretty much ended, and quite frankly, I’m looking forward to winter just for a little peace and quiet.”

Daniel listened to her, though her words seemed to barely register. However, when she was done, he abruptly turned to his hostess. “Sorry if we’re disturbing you.”

“Oh, for crissakes, you’re not disturbing a thing, Daniel,” Abigail exclaimed. “You know you’re family and welcome here anytime.” She looked at Lisle. “And you’re welcome here, too. Just don’t let this old bastard scare you. Underneath all that’s terrifying about Daniel Broc, there really is a good man.”

“You think?” Daniel humphed. “You’re a lot more generous with me than I am. Someone should really nominate you for sainthood, Abby.” He offered up the unusually gallant remark without wavering in his surly mood, though he really did mean what he said. 

Abigail laughed. “Tell that to Albert, will you? He thinks of me as the devil’s handmaiden most of the time.”

Daniel actually cracked a smile, but then, Abigail excused herself and left the room and the smile vanished. 

As the door closed behind her, a gloomy, almost threatening, silence descended over the pretty room. He stared around again, unsure what he thought of the trendy décor. There were pale yellow drapes at the windows and blue floral wallpaper on the walls, traditional in style but with a 21st century chic, as if the room had been designed by a decorator—Daniel was sure it was not. A thick, down comforter in a blue and yellow print to match the walls covered the large bed, which sat like a throne in the center of the room. The top of the mattress was over three feet above the floor. “This will be like the lap of luxury for you,” he said without bothering to look at the now dazed Lisle. 

While he lifted the suitcases to the bed, she strolled to the window and looked out on the October afternoon, at the long shadows and a waning sun, which had finally sunk beneath clouds on the Western horizon. She stared toward the sunset appearing more like an ethereal apparition than human. Then, suddenly, she turned, fully animated, fully human.

“Why does it feel like we’re fleeing something evil?” she wondered aloud.

Daniel looked up, slightly puzzled as if he didn’t quite hear what she said—although he had heard every word plain as day.

When he didn’t answer, she went on, “Why here? Why now? Why this terrible feeling in my gut?”

He jumped on the question immediately, “Because we have the matter of your gross misbehavior still unresolved, Lisle. Other than that, we’re here because I thought it was time that we got out of Washington. We both need a break, and seeing Albert and Abby seemed like a good idea.”

On most occasions, she would have bowed her head in shame at the mention of her blatant disobedience, however this time, she stood her ground and without the coy and timid posturing she was so adept at, she spoke with a steel in her voice he rarely heard.

“I’m not stupid, Daniel, don’t you think I should know why we’re here? My life is in danger, isn’t it?”

He peered at her strangely. “You call me Daniel. Is that supposed to signal something?”

“No, no,” she shook her head, drawing back a bit, “I thought I’d try it out and see how I felt saying it.”

“And…?”

She shrugged. “I guess I’ll leave that up to you.”

“What you call me is beside the point right now.” He began tossing clothes from his suitcase to the bed in a haphazard manner totally uncharacteristic for a man who championed order and control.

“Because my life is in danger?”

“I don’t know if it is, but I don’t know that it’s not,” he paused his fitful activity to look at her. “There’s been some disturbing internet chatter that could very well pertain to you. I don’t know that it does. But until I have more information, I decided that it would be good to take you out of Washington to someplace safe.” 

She accepted this news without any obvious reaction, and yet, he could feel her fear rise and sense that her mind was frantically working over the idea. Her brows knit with worry and for the moment, she seemed befuddled about what to do or say. 

“Th-thank you,” she finally stammered. 

“No need to thank me,” he said and he continued tearing through his suitcase.

“That’s right, I’m your sworn duty.” She infused the comment with enough sarcasm to make him scowl again. 

He didn’t react, except to grab his shaving case from the bottom of the suitcase. “I’m going to take a shower. While I’m in the bath, set up the room, will you? Put the computer on the table—and don’t turn it on—then put my things in the bureau. If there’s enough space, you can unpack your clothes as well. Whatever you do, don’t leave the room!”

“I can’t even leave the room? I thought I was safe here.”

“You are. But just once, humor me a little and do what you’re told.”

“Yes, sir.” She couldn’t stop the bashful look, the sorry eyes, the remorseful attitude, but none of it seemed to affect the man—at least not so it showed. 

Daniel left the room door open as he moved down the hall to the bath, and the door was still open when he returned ten minutes later, naked and vigorously drying his air with a large terry towel.

Lisle had been on the floor, sorting through her suitcase and putting personal items into the bottom drawer of the bureau.  

“I want my jeans, clean briefs and my grey sweater,” he announced. 

“Yes, sir.” She immediately popped up. Opening one dresser drawer she pulled out his jeans, from another she pulled out the grey sweater and underwear she’d just placed there in a neat stack. She laid them on the bed and stepped back, watching as he began to dress. 

“Sir?” she said softly. He appeared not to hear her so she spoke a little louder. “Sir, if you don’t mind…”

He looked up. “Mind what?” He couldn’t lose the hardness in his heart, no matter how hard he tried.

“Um,” she stared down at her feet and when she didn’t continue, he grabbed for the sweater and pulled it over his head. “I have something I need to tell—”

If she’d had three seconds more she might have finished the sentence and changed the entire direction of the evening, but before she could spit out what she wanted to say, they heard Abigail calling them to dinner. 

“Six o’ five, you two. My stew’s on the table.”

“We’ll talk later,” he said, “don’t want to be late for one of Abigail’s dinners.

The conversation during dinner was brisk and mostly informational. Pleasant but not too pleasant. Though Daniel’s churlish demeanor altered to a more gracious and civil one in the company of his friends, the restless turmoil going on inside him was obvious to Albert and his wife. His grim behavior toward Lisle was noticeable in his terse comments to the girl. 

When Albert was finished with his stew, he leaned back in his chair while the others were still taking their last bites. A preoccupied Lisle had only picked at her meal. As the tension in the room continued to rise, the obvious rift between houseguests, looming over everyone like a bug-eyed dragon, became impossible to dismiss. 

Finally, Albert leaned forward in his chair and stared pensively at the quaking Lisle, then at Daniel. “Are you going to take the brat to the woodshed or am I going to have to do it for you?”

Daniel put down his fork, sat back and looked at his friend.

“You sorry bastard,” Albert chided, “You’re not fooling anyone, trying to be nice. You take care of this business, then we’ll talk.” He pushed away from the table and stood up. “I got your favorite Scotch and some damn fine cigars in my study when you’re done.”

With the meal abruptly over, Abigail began busily clearing the table with Lisle hopping up to help. However, before the waif could get too involved in the task, Daniel was behind her with his hand at her neck, steering her away from the sink of dishes toward the back door. 

He marched her to the woodshed in a manner that mimicked the long-standing practice from a previous era that sent recalcitrant brats to the woodshed to take the ‘licking’ they deserved. But even as they crossed the yard to the shed, Daniel was still unsure exactly what he’d do with her. He figured Albert’s dilapidated woodshed would be the place to decide that. 

The smell of fresh cut wood hit them in the face as soon as Daniel opened the creaky door. Its primary purpose as a crude storage shed made the shack as dirty and unkempt as Daniel expected. There was, however, everything inside the small space he needed to punish a naughty brat. A brat was exactly what he thought of her right now. Since punishing her was the only thing he could think of that would end the emotional standoff that began when he discovered that she’d broken into the computer cabinet, he decided without having to think too hard that this was where he’d begin. 

A cane, a broad three foot razor strap and a cat o’ nine tails hung against the wall by the door; a familiar looking sawhorse—with zero padding—was nestled in the corner by the window. Letting go of Lisle’s neck, he pulled the sawhorse into the small empty space in front of the stacked wood.

“You better be glad I didn’t decide to put you on the whipping post or you’d be out there shivering in the wind.” This was the first thing he’d said to her since they left the dinner table, and the rebuking tone quickly put her in a submissive place. Her eyes grew wide and she began to tremble. “So, you have something you want to tell me?”

“Ah, uh, no sir,” she nervously spit out. 

“You’re sure?” His eyes were cold and threatening. “You were about to say something in our room before Abby called us down to dinner.”

“No, no… it…it’s nothing, sir,” she sputtered without much conviction. 

Daniel knew she was lying, but he didn’t want anything else messing with what needed to be done now, and he knew that Lisle felt that, too. He’d seen her stare around the shed with a look of awe and fear. The symbols of punishment that surrounded her no doubt triggered some favorite chastisement fantasy. But in truth, it was Daniel’s commanding control of the moment that sparked her need and the tremendous craving in her belly. As her anticipation soared, her rising body heat practically leapt out and attacked him. He was getting hard and this was good; at least they had the same horny response. 

He grabbed the razor strap first, doubling it in his fist. “Take down the jeans.” 

For a split second he felt her hesitate, though there wasn’t an ounce of rebellion in her surrendering attitude. She gulped visibly, brushed back her hair and tried to unbutton her jeans, but her nervous fingers couldn’t work the brass button through the buttonhole. She tried twice and failed. Nerves getting the better of her, she stumbled back against the sawhorse nearly losing her balance.

“Calm down, girl. You’ve certainly been through this before. You will survive.”

She didn’t look so sure. She tried to calm, but was doomed to fail with so much adrenalin charging through her system. Her lamentable display only disgraced a sub who normally performed with faultless perfection. She was so eager to please him, so eager to feel his approval that for a moment she seemed stymied and unable to perform at all. 

She stood with her back against the shed wall and took a deep breath. “I’m sorry, sir… I’m not usually so…”

“Not usually so pathetic?” he snapped. He had no intention of listening to a bunch of bullshit excuses. “Something so simple, Lisle. I thought you were better than this.” 

His words cut a deep wound in her, leaving her speechless and dazed. But despite her distress, Daniel felt her lust soaring. This was fuel to spark her darkest needs and they both realized that. As heartless as he might have sounded, he had no intention of changing the mood now. She’d either tough her way through the scene and finally shine, or he’d know that the slight girl with the perverted past wasn’t sub enough for his shadowy soul. Until this day, he believed that no woman had the willingness or the disposition to satisfy the darkness that rankled in him. He’d even given up those base desires to live in a different world. 

So sure he was in his belief, he couldn’t see that he was testing Lisle, until it dawned on him that her misdeeds and his desire to own this woman—yes own her—had finally driven them to this place. 

As tears pooled in her sorry eyes she tried to muster up some courage. It seemed that an entirely new relationship was being hammered out as they moved through the grueling confrontation. Of course she was rattled in a way that she hadn’t expected to be. She hadn’t seen this Daniel Broc, and it was only a small glimpse of the tough bastard he could be when he gave up any pretense at being civilized. 

To give her credit, her eyes didn’t waver from his callous stare. In fact, staring at him seemed to settle her some. If anything, he was calmer now than he’d been all day, and the fierce look, rather than generating more fear in the trembling girl, gave Lisle the encouragement she needed to finish what she started. 

With a sudden abruptness that surprised them both, she ignored the damn button altogether and yanked down the jeans. Without further prompting, she turned around, bent over the sawhorse and positioned her crotch on the top bar, spreading her arms and legs to the sides. A bit of slavish confidence was slowly filtering back through her wounded spirit.

There was rope available to tether her down but Daniel didn’t use it. 

“Keep your arms and legs exactly as they are.”

“Yes, sir.” 

He began with the razor strap, liking the leather and its earthy smell. The substantial feel of the thing in his hand, harkening back to woodshed confrontations from long ago, reminded him of why they were there in the first place. The first strike landed squarely on her rump, producing a bright red swath of color across her upturned bottom. Though her ass wasn’t big, the plump cheeks took the beating as if it were made for punishment. She twisted and groaned a bit, but otherwise didn’t make a sound until he switched to the cane and the cane made its first strike across the scarlet mounds. 

“Ohmygod!” she uttered under her breath, as her body seized up in pain. She twisted more, and trying to restrain her cries, she locked her jaw shut and let out nothing more than an anguished grunt he would barely notice.

He delivered twenty cuts from the bamboo—enough to signify the gravity of her crimes and satisfy the anger in him. Most he laid on in a blistering fast cadence, though for the final three, he stepped back a moment to catch his breath. Those final three would welt her skin—if not cut until she bled. He wanted reminders that would last for days, that would instill in her the respect, and the honesty and the obedience he expected from her.

He reared back with his right arm and let the bamboo fly, packing as much might and energy as he dared into a single blow. He felt her reaction all through his groin and his cock stiffened even more. This time, her shrieking, “Eeeeeeeyaaaacchhhh! FUCK!” seemed to snap the air in two.

From behind her he only got a glimpse of her face, but in that quick moment, he saw the pain misshaping her features into an agonized grimace.

He repeated the process for the final two cuts, and left three bold welts to mar her pretty flesh. Finished, he reached around her with the cane and shoved it length ways into her mouth like a horse’s bit.

“Bite down on it and don’t let go!” 

Turning away, he plucked the cat o’ nine tails from its nail and whipped it through the empty air, letting the sound reverberate through the shack. Just the snap of the leather thongs made her shiver so much that the cane nearly slipped from her mouth.

“Should I tie it in?”

“Nuh, uhh,” was all she could manage.

“You drop the cane, we start over,” he issued a stern warning.

Though Daniel knew that her ass couldn’t take much more, he was determined that she feel the full force of his wrath before he stopped—and he still had more to say. He brandished the nine-tailed weapon over her punished behind, then down her thighs and across her bowed shoulders and back. The resulting sensations were not as intense, nor were they as grueling as those from the strap or cane; the pain was more like a sensuous aphrodisiac, lifting her into a delirium she could pleasure in. However, he had no intention of letting her come now. As soon as he saw her arousal take hold, he stopped and hung the cat back on its nail. 

The silence that descended over the woodshed no longer reeked of anger and discontent. The pair seemed settled and sane after the flurry of punishment, and when Daniel started to massage her aching ass cheeks, they both understood that the punishment was over and something else had begun. He could have ended the scene sexually; could have rammed his cock up her ass or cunt and demand she not come. But there were things left unsaid, admissions that Lisle needed to make, and a breach to heal not just with a beating but real words. Sex would wait as it had in the past. Though he’d dipped into the arcane depths of his darkness, he knew the moment couldn’t last—not this time.

Once Daniel lifted her off the sawhorse, she sank to the ground and huddled against his dusty books like a defeated slave.

“We’ll put the matter to rest with this and start fresh,” he said at last—without the cruelty or the chilling edge. He grabbed her by the hair and pulled her to her feet.

“Yes, sir. And thank you, sir.” Her gratitude was plain to see, and it tugged his heart. But there was something more about her. What had been left unsaid still hung in the air waiting for its turn to speak, and even now, after all the punishment, she seemed wary and vulnerable when on any other occasion like this she would have been relishing the erotic aftermath.

Minutes later, they slipped into the starry night and drank in the cold, clear air, walking silently back to the house. 

Once inside again, Daniel sent Lisle upstairs to take a bath, while he took a moment to speak with Albert in his study. The smell of cigar smoke drew him in and he looked forward to a belt of Scotch. Abigail was sitting at her husband’s side with her knitting. 

Albert looked up when Daniel appeared in the doorway. “Matter settled?” 

“Not entirely, but at least we cleared the air from the last bout of bad behavior.”

Daniel had spoken with Albert about the girl on several occasions over the previous months. He provided a perfect sounding board for his concerns. He knew about her puzzling past, about the strange adaptations she made while in Daniel’s house, and how she’d become—at least to some degree, as yet unknown—the possible center of a baffling internet mystery. While Daniel was mired in his dilemma over what to do with the girl, Albert had seen clearly what the situation required—although no more clearly than his own wife.

“And Lisle? Where’s she now,” Abigail asked as she continued with her knitting.

Daniel sat down opposite the two. “Taking a bath I hope.”

“She’s such a gentle soul,” Abigail added.

“Sometimes I’m not so sure of that. She can be quite the actress. She’s a lot tougher than you think and she’s got a stubborn streak miles wide.”

“Of course she’s tough—and stubborn. That’s what she needed to survive, my dear. Imagine, being raised by deceitful men with foully tainted motives, including one who just happened to share the essence of her darkest secrets and found a way to use it for his self-serving ends. She would have to be tough to survive the Baron for so many years under those conditions. I’ll bet she was once so smitten with him that she couldn’t see the truth for all the pretty lies he fed her. That’s a bad place for a submissive female. I met him once. He had the perfect blend of charisma and authority to seduce any sub-leaning female. But beyond that, there was nothing. The man had no soul.” Never had Daniel heard Abigail Pennock sound so cold. Coming from a woman known for being non-judgmental and compassionate this was the most damming indictment of the Baron’s character that he’d heard so far. It was clear she was quite passionate about the subject of Lisle and the Baron. “Poor thing has become a whirling dervish of desire and need and fantasy—with nothing to ground her, nothing substantial to cling to. The fact that she doesn’t think straight or know her own mind isn’t surprising.”

“Those are strong words, Abby,” Daniel remarked when she finished.

“Meant to be,” she didn’t change her tone. “I hope you’ve heard me clearly.” She sounded almost patronizing now—something he would tolerate from few people—Abigail being one of the few.

“You’ve said enough, wife,” her husband shot off a crisp rebuke, “leave the man be.” He handed Daniel a drink and a cigar. 

The cigar Daniel pocketed, the Scotch he downed in a single gulp. “We’ll have a smoke later,” he said. 

“I’ll look forward to it,” Albert replied. 

“You know Lisle and I do talk about these things,” Daniel directed the remark at Abigail. “More than you likely think.”

 “Well, she needs more,” the woman pressed her point, “maybe a whole lot more. You’ve got to keep nudging it out of her—hopefully before she explodes on you again. No telling what’s still bottled up inside her. You ease the pressure on that, she won’t be lashing out or lying or hurting herself.”

Although he knew all this, hearing Abigail say it so forcefully only confirmed what he knew he needed to do. 

“You probably beat her pretty soundly, Daniel. Go to her now,” she urged, her tone turning conciliatory, “she’ll need you.”

Daniel didn’t like people needing him—especially to walk through the dangerous territory of emotions and grief and human passion that were still uncomfortable for him. “Yes, she will,” he acknowledged. He was resigned to that. Though he didn’t welcome needing to pander to the girl’s fragile state of mind, he would do it as he had before. Being ‘the rock’ in her life was something that he didn’t even question anymore.

He rose to leave, and giving his hosts a nod, he walked to the door. As he passed by Abigail, she took his hand. “You know, Daniel, you two look right together, like you belong with each other.” She lifted her brows and smiled warmly. This was something Val or Alice might have said. A female thing, he supposed. And yet there was a rightness about the whole blasted arrangement with Lisle that everyone saw. Any more, he didn’t want to deny it; it felt right to him, too.


Chapter Thirteen

New Confessions

Daniel found Lisle in their room, sitting on the floor, drawing in her sketchbook. Her attention was so riveted on the drawing that she hadn’t noticed he was standing by the bed. 

“You going to let me see what you’re drawing?” he asked.

She looked up dazed. “Sorry, sir.”

“The drawing? You going to let me see it?”

She stared at him blankly, pushing the tablet deeper into her lap. “Well, yeah, I guess. If you insist,” she said with some reluctance. She may have agreed but as she spoke she only pushed the tablet deeper into her lap. Still intensely protective of her miniature art, she clung to it so tightly that Daniel had to smile. 

He waved her off. “Don’t worry about,” he chucked, “I don’t want to insist,” and he dropped the matter. Moving to the desk he turned on the computer and waited for the machine to boot. He watched Lisle from the corner of his eye, and noted that the longer he ignored her, the more anxious she became. Just as he was about to sit down and work his way through the computer security, he saw her arrange the sketchbook and pencils in a neat stack then push them under a decorative table. Moving to her feet she began strolling about the room looking absently at the paintings and the simple items that decorated the room. She remained silent, but tentative, like the girl who slipped sight unseen through his house at night. Though he could sense that her attention was aimed at him, she was secretive about it, observing and waiting, saying nothing, as if she hoped he would speak first. He almost sniped at her for the restless vacillation. As he suspected when the woodshed punishment ended, she was still troubled about something, and that troubling something was bothering her now, so much so that any relief she might have felt after the woodshed scene had vanished. And now, her fidgety behavior was having an effect on him as the tension in the room fired up again.

Finally she sat on the bed and stared in his direction, not stopping until he finally looked her way.

“Something you need to say, Lisle?” he blurted out. 

“Uh, yes sir, there is…” very long pause, “I think I may have done something very bad.” Her face was ashen, her voice thin, her entire body trembling. 

He turned in the chair and stared right at her. “What did you do, Lisle?”

“I—I put the site up, Brauer’s website.”

“Brauer’s website? I didn’t know he had one.”

“He did. He used it to acquire, sell and trade slaves,” she spoke very quietly, forcing out words that were hard for her to say. “I didn’t know that at the start. I thought it was just a porn site for the very rich. I learned the truth much later. The Baron had me take it down about two weeks before he died—said something about leaving unfinished business. He told me to destroy it.”

“And you didn’t?”

“Yes, I did. But there were copies, although what I put back online was only a small fraction of the entire thing.”

He was befuddled now and alarmed. “Lisle, why on earth do a thing like that?” 

“I was afraid, sir.”

“Of what?”

She twisted a bit uncomfortably. “I-I ah…I know a lot more than you think I do about your investigation, and the computer and the Baron’s slave trade and a lot of other things…”

“That doesn’t surprise me.”

“I thought I might be able to destroy the on-line network.”

“Destroy what online network? You mean the Baron’s slave trade?”

“Yes, sir.”

“What prompted this?”

“I had a feeling there was someone coming after me—I can’t explain it. And I honestly had no proof. It’s just what I felt. Maybe,” she cocked her head, shrugging, “maybe because you suddenly seemed to be so involved in what you found in the computer. I knew where it could lead.” She looked at the box of whirring computer chips with more disdain than she did affection—in fact, she flashed the thing a contemptuous glare as if it weren’t a thing at all, but human. 

“Exactly where could it lead, Lisle?” he probed, while trying to suppress the urgency he felt. The feverish emotions he’d been dwelling on all day seemed to take a backseat, replaced by the curiosity and concern he felt now.

She had a tough time answering, so tough that when she didn’t answer at all, he filled in the blank with a worrisome thought that had been troubling him for some days. 

“How many people knew about your computer abilities other than the Baron?”

The question took her by surprise. “Oh no one! I swear!”

“You’re sure of that?”

She paused, wanting to answer with the same certainty as before, but she sat back and thought a moment. “He said this was our secret. Our secret,” she pled his case with some ferocity. “He wouldn’t have lied to me about that.”

“Maybe not. But what makes you think you could trust him?”

She considered this for a moment, her eyes darting nervously about the room as if the answer might suddenly materialize out of the bed, or the hand-hooked rug, or the pretty yellow drapes. She finally settled back on him and said with little emotion, “Of course, you’re right. I had no reason to trust him, other than my own need to. He could have told a lot of people.” She looked dejected—but hardly devastated. 

“You suspected you were going to be sold—that’s what the Baron would have in mind for an unmarked, unblemished slave. You already had that figured out. But it’s not a sex slave your pursuers are after, is it? It’s a little computer geek who’s got a gift for making her way around the internet, passing through security walls, sight unseen—and whatever other talents you’ve been imbued with. All of which makes you one valuable, and very hot commodity in a black market world that needs smart minds like yours to do the dirty work. Whether it’s true or not, I suspect that there are a lot of thugs out there who would like to use your expertise to continue their crimes. And if it’s not possible, to rein you in? You’d have to be neutralized for what you know that could end their scheme and put them in prison.”

A look of alarm registered on her face. “Oh, god no!”

“Yes, Lisle. That’s what men like that do.”

“You think they’re close to finding me?”

“I have no idea. But one thing is sure, uploading that website signaled to anyone looking for you that you are real, you’re still on-line and you’re still out there somewhere needing to be found.”

“But they have no proof that I put the site up.”

“They don’t need proof. The site says enough just being there. No matter who put the thing on-line, the fingers are going to point to someone close to the Baron—especially if the Baron let it leak out that he had a slave running his online domain.” He shook his head. “Why? Why did you put yourself at risk?”

“I didn’t think I was at risk,” she rushed to her defense, acting more agitated than she had since the discussion began.  “I thought it would be easier to draw them out than let them hide in wait until we’re both unaware. If I drew them out, you might see them, too, and know where to find them.” She was grasping at straws to explain. “I don’t think they’re all that smart.”

“That’s one crazy supposition, girl.” His anger was rising again. “And how silly of you to do something as dangerous as this and say nothing to me.”

She sank back chagrinned. “I guess I should have. I tried. I wanted to. But the master always told me to guard my secrets well. Tell no one, no one.”

So smart, but so gullible and so naïve! he silently fumed. He moved to the bed, sat down and took her by the shoulders, feeling her slender body quake beneath his hands. He wanted to be gentle but it wasn’t in him and his message came out like a harsh rebuke. “The Baron is dead, Lisle! You and I are alive, and that’s what we need to care about. Tell me the truth about what you’re doing with that site, all of it, and don’t you dare leave anything out, no matter how sacred it would be to your lofty Baron.” He could have shaken her but instead he dropped his hands and backed off. 

She gulped, snuffing back her rising tears. “There’s really no magic about it. I hopped the site around from place to place, creating a new identity every time it went back up. I was very careful not to stay too long in one place before I took it down and moved on.”

“And this was supposed to lure the bad guys out of hiding, and I’m supposed to find them how?”

She squirmed for several seconds like a sparrow in a hawk’s mouth. Her face contorted, painfully grimacing as she struggled with something that was still not right inside her mind. Daniel could feel her turmoil, the confusion, the upheaval, as if her life were finally twisting from the grasp of the man who still held sway over her even as that man was rotting in his grave.

“What are you not telling me, Lisle?” Though he spoke more softly now, his words lost none of the intensity he felt.

From the muddled mayhem in her mind she finally plucked the words that made it plain to him. “I really wasn’t expecting you to find anyone, sir. I planned to take care of the problem on my own. Since it was me they were after, I decided to handle it my way—the only way I knew. I danced around like the flitting bird I am, hiding out on-line where I couldn’t be seen until I finally hit a mark. The old players couldn’t stop themselves from looking—they’re such hopeless voyeurs—even when there was chatter going around that there was a black widow tagging victims.” She spoke directly, without any of the timid mannerisms that often accompanied her speech.

“And when one of your ‘marks’ popped up on the site?”

“Once they logged in, I set up a link and searched their computer to get a clear picture of who they were and what they were after. I looked for any vulnerability I could find. You’d be surprised what things people leave openly exposed to even the most casual hacker. I wiped out one trader’s numbered bank account—he was really stupid leaving the doorway open for that. Another couple had tons of illegal material, images mostly. I alerted the proper authorities, sent plenty of documentation, all anonymous of course. The police did the dirty work—arrests were made, perpetrators are in jail. I’m satisfied. Others weren’t as easy to take down. Some I fed misleading information, which would foul up their plans—they didn’t know who to trust. I discredited sources, cast suspicions on others, moved funds around just to mess with their heads. Anything I could do that would compromise their black market network, I did. For the ones with the airtight security—which is never really airtight—I didn’t waste my time trying to break into their system. I just neutralized them and moved on.”

“Neutralized how?”

“I set off a virus in the mark’s computer. A particular malicious one that goes to the heart of the computer infecting every important system. It can work like a Trojan and stay dormant for months, though I tend to act fast and get out quick so they weren’t dormant long. I wanted the job done before scans and security systems discovered the virus. My little handmade gem destroys the computer, all the systems, all the programs, all the files. Nothing is left to retrieve. Not a scrap of data. By the time my gift has spent about 15 seconds on a computer, it might as well be taken out and thrown in a dumpster.”

The more she explained, the more impressed he was by her genius. “How many victims so far?”

“Seven—eight if I count the first one, when I was still figuring out what I wanted to do. I could have done a better job with that bastard, but he was only a minor player as far as I could tell. There’s only one I’m really worried about who hasn’t shown up yet—although I imagine there could be more. That’s why I had to get back into the computer, why I broke into the cabinet. I guess I’m not as good at picking locks as I am at hacking.”

Daniel studied her face while he took in what she just confessed. Questions flooded into his mind until he had to shout them back to make them stop. He sat back trying to understand what this meant. Worry taking hold, he got up and paced the room. He looked out the windows. He even looked back to the girl again, wondering why this hadn’t been clear to him before. “I’ve underestimated you,” he finally said. 

“Yes. But probably not as much as you think right now,” she replied. 

“Really? I wonder if I know you at all?” He posed the question seriously. “Or is this, the straight talking, savvy computer genius talking to me now the real Lisle? Is all that subbie posturing, all the shy, fearful and confused Lisle just an act?” 

“Oh no, I swear, it’s no act. The girl I’ve been in your house is no imposter. None of that is pretend. The computer geek…she’s the anomaly.” She shook her head, adamant as she’d ever been. “The real me is a mess. When I’m living in my geek world I transport myself into an altered state where I’m highly functional and clear thinking. Once I’m out of there,” she briefly glanced at the computer,” once I lose focus, I can go down the crazy road so fast it would make your head spin. You’d think that all my computer time would contribute to my sanity. But as soon as I think I have some confidence about myself, I lose it; I break down at my core—and then you never know what’s going to happen. I never know—” she looked up sheepishly, “well, I guess you do know… coloring on walls and spreading flour over the kitchen…” As she spoke about her fractured psyche, her voice softened and the fragile Lisle emerged—which only proved the point she was trying to make. She’d begun to shake like a brittle teacup, and had to hold herself with her arms crossed in front of her, her hands clinging to her shoulders.

“Hey there, there’s nothing to be afraid of. Nothing. Take a breath, Lisle, relax yourself. You’re not alone in this.”

She took that deep breath. But more than the deep breath, Daniel’s unwavering tenacity eased her nerves. She looked to him for strength and feeling that, her body began to unwind and she even managed a feeble smile. Though tears were forming in her eyes, she remained composed and spoke in a steady voice, confessing everything she knew to be true about herself. “I may be a genius with that box of chips and wires; in there I can be as efficient and ruthless as Daniel Broc. I feel like a cocky bitch when I zap those computers. I’m like a god wreaking havoc on the world’s evil with a few silly keystrokes. It’s all so simple, neat and tidy. I walk away feeling satisfied, even proud. But the feeling lasts about fifteen minutes—maybe. That cocky bitch is not me,” she sounded resentful just speaking of herself. “I’ve tried to be that bitch in the real world, but she only gets slapped down by the truth, again and again and again. That woman is not me. Maybe a tiny piece, but I hardly recognize that piece when my face isn’t glued to the computer. Without that, I can’t dredge her up no matter how hard I try. The computer wizardry is a gift. When you get down to the truth about me, I don’t care about the fucking box, or the ruthless thugs I destroy. None of that really matters to me. It’s what I do because I can, because for an instant I feel powerful.” She paused, her face filled with sadness. “Then I’m slapped back to reality. The reality is the real obsession, the one that haunts me every day of my life…” Tears began to fall from her eyes, and though her voice had nearly dropped to a whisper, the passion behind it was unflinching, “…I’m dying inside wanting to be loved and cherished.” She took a breath and stared into Daniel’s cool blue eyes. “I want you so much to want me. And not as a toy or something intriguing to study, but want me as a man wants a woman.

“I know how to hack into computers and do all kinds of malicious damage, but out here where people live and breathe I’m just a raw wound that needs someone to hold me and make me safe. To care about me. I want that someone to be you—and I don’t even know why that is. I never know what to say to you or how to act. I get confused and afraid, and then everything spins around in my head until I-I,” she gulped back a sob, “until I explode. And now you’re angry with me again…” She didn’t even try to hold back her tears.

Daniel could see her thoughts starting to spin; she’d closed in on herself again. Pulling her from her huddled misery, he drew her into his arms and held her tight. “Hush, girl.”

She clung to him as if she’d never let go. But then, the sobbing dwindled to an occasional whimper and after a long silence she spoke again, her head still tucked into his chest. “That was the wrong thing to do, wasn’t it? Putting that site up…I mean really wrong.”

“I don’t know, Lisle. Maybe, maybe not,” he said as he gently stroked her hair. “That’s quite a scheme you have going.”

“You going to take me back to the woodshed?”

He chuckled “You’d probably like that. And I may.” She pulled back and looked at him. Her face was blotchy and her eyes red and swollen. “You have some misguided thinking to correct, girl. And we’ll get to that soon enough. But for now, just let me set your fears to rest, if that’s possible.” He lifted her chin with his hand, not letting her turn away. “As for wanting me… let me remind you, I’m not a demonstrative man. I’m often gruff and thoughtless and overbearing, which I assume you love on some level. I can be cruel, which is not the man I’d like to be, but you may need to live with that from time to time. But as far as wanting you? What I told you yesterday,” it seemed like a hundred yesterdays had passed since they’d spoken of this, “Those were not empty words, not a pacifier to keep you in my house because I had an agreement with Marcus to keep you safe. What started as an obligation has turned into something very different. I’ve tried ignoring it. I certainly didn’t want to overwhelm you as you’re trying to figure out the life you want. However, it’s become clear to me over the last few weeks that bowing out of your life would be impossible for me now. I love you, Lisle. As much as I’m capable of loving any woman. I don’t throw words like that around and you won’t hear me say it often. But I’d be kidding myself and lying to you if I denied how much I’ve come to care about you—and I don’t mean the lonely mixed up girl in need of compassion. I mean the woman hiding inside.”

He saw a spark in her eye he’d not seen before—must have been the mention of love.“Telling you this makes me vulnerable,” he added, “and I hate that. But there you have it.”

She offered up a sheepish grin, which was nice to see. Maybe she actually believed what he said was sincere. He certainly hoped so; he didn’t know how to describe his feelings any better than he had. 

“We’re both a little dysfunctional, aren’t we?” she said.

Oddly put, he thought, but he couldn’t disagree. “Yes, I suppose we are.”

“Alice would say we deserve each other.”

“I’m sure she would. I’m sure she’d have plenty to say about karma and redemption and all her mumbo jumbo, hocus pocus. What I’d prefer to know is what Lisle thinks.”

She pursed her lips and thought a moment. “Hum… what I think is—” she started to giggle, then bashfully lowered her head.

“Look at me, Lisle,” he gently demanded. 

She peered up again. “I think I’m going to plant the memory of what you just said inside my mind and let it grow and get bigger until I actually believe it in here.” She patted her heart. 

Her body lightened, as if layers upon layers of defenses and safeguards had fallen away in a matter of seconds. They’d be back, he was sure, when her insecurities started to sneak in again. But she smiled more broadly than he’d seen her smile in days. And when her keen eyes swept across his face, and she cocked her head in the coy cute sexy way she had, saying with a look of happy puzzlement on her face, “You think of yourself as a stodgy old bastard, don’t you?” He knew that a more mature Lisle was actually on the rise.

He laughed. “A stodgy old bastard? What’s wrong with that?”

“Nothing. But you’re more than old and stodgy.”

He wasn’t sure about the implication here—if she thought she could change him she’d end up cast out with all the other women who’d tried that. “Yes well, we’ll get to that eventually. We got passed a big milestone today. Let’s dwell on that for a while. As for right now, I have a few calls to make and I want you out of my hair. Go see what Abby is up to, maybe you can be useful. And have Albert come up and see me. ”

“Useful, yes, I’ll make myself useful.” She grabbed for her coat, her sketchbook and pencils, then paused before she opened the door to leave. “The calls are about me, aren’t they?”

“Yes.”

“You know you don’t have to be so guarded with me. I mean, if you need me to explain anything, walk someone through my system, answer questions, I would gladly do that.”

“I’ll keep it in mind.” He was already pulling out his briefcase and moving through the computer, about to make his first call. 

“And Daniel,” she caught his attention again. “I love you, too. You may think this is silly, but I knew what I wanted the day we met. You asked me my real name and I knew then. Sometimes I think you’re just another fantasy, but you’re not. You’ve been the man I needed. I know that my feelings won’t change. I may still be a little goofy in the head, and you may have to take me down hard to bring back my sanity from time to time, but if you can put up with my quirks, you won’t have any problem from me. I’m pretty good putting up with stodgy old bastards like you.”

She moved into hall without waiting for him to reply. She left him with lots to think about, but rather than stew over whatever had just transpired, he got to work. Ten minutes later, after making a call to Marcus, he rose from his chair and went down the hall to the bathroom to take a leak. He was out of the room no more than a minute or two. When he returned, he spotted something on the bed he’d not seen before. Either Lisle had left it and he hadn’t noticed till now, or she’d snuck back into the room while he was out. 

He picked up the small rectangular drawing, torn from her sketchbook, and stared at Lisle’s tiny artwork, renewing his amazement over the painstaking skill that had gone into the drawing. This one stuck a little deeper than her others. Two small beetles sat side by side amid tall brown grass, looking between woody stalks and limp shoots toward a bright yellow light on the horizon beyond—sunset? sunrise? Difficult to tell. But that really didn’t matter. In the bottom margin, she’d written in her odd cursive ‘you’ and ‘me’ and had drawn two arrows connecting each word with one of the two beetles above. 

His heart stirred a moment, then he forced back the feeling and returned to work. 

Later that night, Lisle crept back into the room, slipped into bed naked, cuddled up and fell asleep. He’d seen her enter, but they didn’t exchange a single word. An hour later, he joined her in bed, drawing her from a sound sleep to soundly fuck her ass. He used her hard and within seconds had her groveling in the throes of pain and pleasure like a woman possessed. Finished with her, he fell back against the mattress. Lisle fell back asleep and Daniel quickly drifted off. 

Still not a single word had been exchanged. 

***

The next morning, while Daniel made phone calls, Lisle spent her time following Abigail around the house and farm, doing whatever small tasks the woman gave her. In the kitchen she cut up vegetables for a soup then cleaned the dishes and scoured the sink. Outside, she washed down dirty gardening pots to store for the season, then helped haul two bushels of potatoes from the garden to the root cellar. Late in the afternoon, she returned to the guest room where Daniel and been locked away all day, and stood stunned for a moment seeing him tossing clothes from the bureau into his suitcase. 

“We’re leaving?” she asked.

“No, I’m leaving You’re staying here.”

She practically went limp. “Oh, sir, please… couldn’t I go with you?”

“No, you can’t go. But I’ll be back, no more than a day or two, if that. And I want you sane. You understand that. No freaking out.”

“Oh, I won’t!”

He searched her face, finding no crazy vibe in her expression. “Good. While I’m gone, you keep your cell phone with you 24 hours a day in case I call. I may not. But, day or night, if I need some explanation about your furtive internet activity I’ll want your straightforward answers without worrying about you being in a panic or doing something foolish. Can I count on that?”

“Yes, sir.”

“All right.” He seemed reasonable satisfied. “I’ll be back as soon as I can. And keep this in mind, if you don’t behave yourself, you won’t have to wait for my return. Albert won’t put up with your antics and he won’t hesitate to take you to the shed.”

“Yes, sir.” She shivered from the top of her head all the way down her spine. “But honestly, truly, I swear, I won’t freak out.”

He studied her for a moment more, and satisfied with what he saw he went back to packing.

Lisle watched as he finished, then zipped up the suitcase and lifted it to the floor. He’d already packed up Brauer’s computer and placed it in the trunk of his car where it was out of Lisle’s reach. No matter how secure she seemed at the moment, he wasn’t going to take any chances with her. 

Ready to leave, he grabbed his leather jacket from the back of the chair and gazed across the room to where Lisle stood before the windows looking so slight and insubstantial that he thought for a moment she was no more than a ghost and might dematerialize in a matter of seconds. However, his resolute stare seemed to put substance and flesh back on her bones and even through the dusty rays of sun that surrounded her body with a golden glow, she emerged as a real woman. Her face was filled with concern, but there was not a hint of crazy in her expression or her mood. 

Though in a hurry to leave, he had to stop; he had to forget the urgency and his rising apprehensions to focus on the woman he was moving heaven and earth to protect. He was not a rash man; what he said now he’d been mulling over in the back of his mind since Lisle first raised the subject. It seemed wholly out of place to mention it now, but he couldn’t think of a better time. Perhaps it was because he was leaving her and at times like this she’d proven vulnerable to her anxieties. 

With all that afternoon sun bathing her face, she seemed more like an angel than a dungeon slut. But dungeon slut and needy slave was what Lisle was at her core, at the heart of her soul. There was no fixing that, no healing that, the fact leapt out and stared him in the face every time he saw her. No use denying it, or trying to pretend she could mutate into a different kind of female and leave the troubled female she’d been behind, as if it were a role she could put on and take off like a suit of clothes. There was only one way a relationship between them would work. 

Putting his emotions and expectation aside, he looked into her eyes and asked, “You still want my brand?”

Initially stunned, she hesitated several seconds then stepped forward, out of the glaring sun into the darker shadows of the room. He saw her face more clearly now; and at the exact moment when her excitement suddenly kicked in, she blurted out an anxious, “Yes, yes, sir, I do!” looking as if she wanted to jump across the space that separated them and into his arms. 

He merely nodded. “Then think about it. Think hard. Make sure there are no doubts, not one reservation. If I ask you again, I want your answer as straightforward as it was now.”

“Yes, sir.” For a moment she looked as if she was about to explode with joy. But she forced herself to calm, and cautiously made a beeline for his open arms and the goodbye kiss she needed. 


Chapter Fourteen

Epilogue

She stands at the top of the hill looking down through the trees toward the water shimmering in the lake beyond. Above the treetops, she can see the far shore—just barely. She would like to drop her clothes, go naked down the path to the water’s edge and dive into the deep, chilly pool where the fish swim and seaweed gets tangled in the toes. She asked Abigail about her plan, but Abby just stared at her as if she’d gone mad. 

“It’s October, girl!” she declared, explanation enough for a simple woman like Abigail Pennock.

She knows that going naked will violate The Pennock’s trust—and Daniel’s, so she’ll wear clothes and not piss anyone off—except for the wild girl inside who, in a happy heartbeat, would still fling convention aside along with her clothes. ‘Later,’ she tells that girl inside her mind and she proceeds with a different plan.

Even Albert has given her his blessing, sending his old dog Beau with her for company. She pats the dog’s flank and sets off down the path. 

The edges of the woods rise on either side of her, two great columns drawing her toward the water and its mysteries. She makes the journey effortlessly, pretending in her mind that she’s tossing clothes to the side, walking naked into her future as she should. If it were only summer, she thinks, but summer has passed and it’s a winter she faces now. 

Once at the lake, she walks along the water, throws a stick for Beau at least two dozen times before the old dog finally limps back and lays down, figuratively telling her he’s had enough. 

She sits too, on the small dock, facing the far shoreline with her legs drawn in, her arms around them and her head sitting between her two knees as she stares out in silent meditation.

She’s waited all of two days and half of another, assuaged by brisk infrequent phone calls, and one extended three hour conversation with a network engineer that left her so exhausted that she slept for two straight hours afterwards and was late coming down for dinner. There’s been little from Daniel but terse and hurried words. He’ll never be one for small talk, and that’s good, because she’s no good at it either. It just would have been nice to hear a little warmth in his gravelly voice but he was too preoccupied for that—the curse of a busy man. 

She’s made up her mind. She’ll wait here on this dock all day and night until he returns. She will! she says to herself with the kind of resolute determination that used to stick. 

Already she knows this is just a bluff; the wild girl will not get her way this time. Daniel will. If his onus weren’t enough to curtail her natural impulses, she has Albert to think of. He’ll whip her if she gives him any trouble—Abigail will if he doesn’t correct her himself—which makes her long night snuggled up on this beach a farfetched fantasy at best. That’s okay too. Fantasy is okay. Sometimes living inside her hopes and schemes makes her feel safe from the ravages of the real world; and those hopes and schemes will have to suit her today, and every day until Daniel returns. She feels herself in limbo, ready to embark on something new, but unable to go in any direction until the man in her life comes back to her. 

***

“You sure took your time.” Abigail didn’t even lift her head when Daniel walked in from the car with his bag in hand.

“These things take time,” he told her firmly, as he set the bag on the kitchen floor. 

“But you did what you needed to do?”

“Done. At least as far as I can tell, it’s done. Albert here?”

“In the barn I think.”

“And Lisle?”

“At the lake. She’s spent most of her time there the last two days. Can hardly pry her off the dock, despite the drizzle and wind.”

“She give you any trouble?”

“No. None. You just see the faraway look in her eye—my goodness, she’s got a deep well inside her—and barriers and fear—” She could have gone on. 

“Much better than she was,” he said. 

“Go to her, Daniel. She’s waiting for you.”

***

The lake was like glass, reflecting the sky on the smooth pane of water, and at the far shore, a mirror image of the tree line. He watched the inert, flat water with the same attention as the huddled Lisle. She showed no recognition at his approach. Certainly she heard his footsteps, though she didn’t budge from her fixed spot and she waited for him to break the silence. 

“You behave yourself?” he asked her. Probably not the best opening statement, but it was the first thing that popped in his mind. 

“Yes, sir,” she answered readily. She slowly looked around. Daniel stepped closer, so he was looming above her with his boots just three feet from the bottom of her ass; close enough to have her quaking with excitement she’d been holding back all day. 

“You still want the brand?” he asked, picking up where they left off when he headed out. 

“Your brand, sir,” she said.

“Yes, my brand.” It annoyed him that he needed to clarify such a trivial point. 

“Yes, I want your brand. Of course, I want it.” Her need was on the attack again, lurching out almost brutally and grabbing him by the cock.

He nodded without giving away his emotions. But having determined what came next, he held out his arm and welcomed her to him. She hopped up and fell into his arms. He ruffled her hair affectionately, kissed her hard on the mouth, then the two marched up the path together toward the house, side by side, but not arm in arm. 

“One question, sir,” she said as they came to the top of the hill. 

“What’s that?”

“What changed your mind? You wanted nothing to do with the brand when I first mentioned it. And now you do. I don’t understand.”

He stopped abruptly on the path and took her hand. “It’s not going to be any other way between us, Lisle. It can’t be. Maybe you understood that better than me, but I’ve finally caught up and I’m convinced of it now. Just remember, we’re doing this on my terms not yours. You’re making yourself a slave to me, and whether you like the results or not, once it’s done, it’s done forever. No one turns back, and no one gives up.”

Terse words. A startled gasp from Lisle. Reality set in like a swift blow to the groin. Then there were tears trickling down her face and a wide open smile of delight.

“How can we possibly fail with a directive like that?” she jubilantly exclaimed.
The warm feeling rising up through his body tempted to knock him off purpose, but he rebounded quickly. He didn’t reply, instead he gently took her by the arm and lead her back to the house. 

Even as right as this felt to him now, he would be happy when the branding was over.

***

After dinner, there were six people wedged in Albert’s small living room—Albert, for a short while before he headed out the door without explanation, Abby with her knitting, Daniel in a chair with Lisle at his feet, and another couple, Glen and Sandy, who Albert hastily invited after Daniel spelled out his plans for the following morning. 

When Albert excused himself and left the room, the absence of the quiet man was hardly noticed. The brisk conversation continued with the rambling exchange covering a number of topics, including those of a kinky nature, which made it clear that Glen and Sandy had similar ideas about male/female relationships as their hosts—not that the collar around Sandy’s throat hadn’t already satisfied any doubts about that issue long before the subject was raised. 

Although Daniel couldn’t be certain, because he couldn’t see Lisle’s face, he sensed that she was disturbed by Albert’s absence. She looked toward the door every few minutes as if she expected it to open, and the longer he was out of the room, the more restless she became. Sitting on the floor had never been a problem for her, but it was now. She couldn’t get settled, couldn’t be comfortable, no matter which way she moved, and as she twisted and shifted in place, Daniel could feel her anxiety rise. Her instincts were sound in this matter, but regardless of her expectations, she could not have looked more shocked when Albert suddenly entered the room, fixed his eyes on her and spit out the abrupt command. 

“On your feet, girl.”

His terse words rocked her spirit and it took a moment for her to respond. His grim expression had left her feeling humble and small. At last, with nerves at their breaking point, and Albert’s glare for motivation, she jumped to her feet—however she moved way too fast. For an instant she looked as if she was about to topple over. She fell back and required Daniel’s assistance to help her stand.

Albert waited, saying nothing until she finally settled herself, then he abruptly spit out his second order, “Take off the clothes.”

Again hesitation, again a sour scowl from the old farmer. 

Her blush of embarrassment was on-going; however peeling away her clothes seemed to renew her confidence. As her shirt, her jeans, her panties and t-shirt fell to the floor, her crotch moistened and, in her excitement, she’d begun to perspire. Paying little attention to her rapidly shifting state of mind, once she was naked, Albert snapped an old iron collar around her throat, clipped on a lead and gave the leather a sharp tug, his signal for her to follow him out of the room, out to the porch, down the steps and across the yard to the barn. 

The cold night air may have stung her bare skin with a wintery chill, but for a woman who had been fighting back the urge to fling her clothes to the wind for three long days, that chill welcomed her with an embracing breeze and icy fingers that tickled her lust with anticipation she’d harbored for years. This was a homecoming of sorts. The prodigal child back where she belonged, perhaps an appropriate analogy—however this time, there’d be a different master drawing her into his arms, a different master with a branding iron meant for her.

***

With Lisle gone, the conversation in the Pennock’s living room dwindled—not that the girl had contributed a single word to the earlier discussions. But then, she didn’t need words to make a statement; who she was created a presence that was immediately missed.

“I’m going up to bed,” Daniel finally announced and he took to his feet, nodding at Abigail, Glen and Sandy. “It will be an early morning for us all.”

“You need a wake-up call?” Abigail asked. A snicker formed in the corners of her mouth as if she was deriving some personal satisfaction from the events unfolding in her domain.

His smoldering blue eyes flashed. “I’ll be awake before you are, Abby. But a cup of coffee might be nice. That barn is fucking frigid before the sun’s up.”

“This time of year it’s frigid even at noon,” Sandy declared. The buxom brunette stood up and pulled Glen from his chair, saying, “See you in the morning,” and as the two followed Daniel into the guest wing of the house, leaving Abigail to her knitting.

***

The cock crowed before dawn. Before dawn, Daniel had risen, showered and shaved because he hadn’t the night before—he honestly couldn’t remember when he’d cleaned up proper within the last few days and the day he’d planned would leave him with little time. 

Grabbing mugs of steaming coffee from the efficient Abigail, Daniel and his entourage of witnesses headed out. Albert was already in the barn, and from where the four stood on the porch, they could see the warm glow of the forge luring them in, an occasional spray of sparks igniting a familiar fire in all their bellies. As they moved off the porch, the smell of wood smoke from the barn seemed to grab them up and carry them into the early morning ritual before they’d completely awakened. Stepping through the barn door all eyes went to the girl, to Lisle, who’d been strung up to the rafters with rope, and dangled there barely able to touch her toes. Her head was bowed and she seemed barely cognizant of the activity around her, being lost in a dreamy subspace brought on by a monumental event, which had been nothing but fantasy for her until now.

Seeing her like this reminded Daniel of the pensive, wistful Lisle who he extracted from Brauer’s estate months before. Her inward journeys might have been a soothing balm for her, and even necessary for her fragile state of mind. But after months in his house, she was no longer that woman, no longer so firmly entrenched in inner life. He’d ceased to think of her as fragile after seeing the strength of spirit she often displayed—in spite of its quirky manifestations. Annoyed with her now, he strode forward, slapped her face and brought her back to life. 

“Be here now!” he snapped. He clutched her chin and stared into her eyes, seeing if he could find anything there that would alter his plans. 

Her dreamy reverie quickly vanished with the slap to her cheek, and all he could grasp from her clear-eyed look was an enormous need and an unsettled something in her spirit crying out to him. 

“No one will ever abandon you after today,” he said as if that would address her lingering fear. “You’ll have me if no one else.” He waited long enough to note the reaction on her face—she remained intently calm and willing. He finally dropped his hand and stepped away. 

“Tie her down so she can’t move,” he ordered as he turned away. 

Albert and Glen moved with one mind, untying the tethers that had her hanging from the rafters and shoving her over the foot wide beam that made-up Albert’s punishment bench. There was a slat for her to kneel on, tethers to pull her arms down and fix them to the legs, and rope to bind her in place so she couldn’t budge. Her breasts dangled now, her nipples chilled in the morning air and tightening into two firm knots. Atop the beam, her raised ass gleamed with sweat, while her flanks, held rigid in a prison of intersecting rope, twitched in anticipation. 

The iron was hot—a freshly cast brand Albert made for Daniel the day prior to their arrival at the farm. Even then, Daniel knew what would happen; premonitions of the moment had been sweeping through his consciousness since the first day he’d seen the girl. This wasn’t uncommon; his mind could quickly conjure images of torture and brutality with women—they’d haunted him all his life. The ‘Lisle’ images were no different. He shunned them from the outset of their thorny relationship, and all through every awkward step it took to finally arrive in Albert’s barn with the gleaming forge at his side. Shunning his unwanted thoughts had done nothing to stop the onslaught that flooded his brain at odd times—most often when he wasn’t even around the girl. He initially considered the unwelcome imaginings to be signals that he’d not exercised his sadistic urges often enough in the past two years; and because he’d made Lisle off limits to that rough sadist, she became the alluring focus of his verboten desires. However, the facts didn’t support his neatly drawn conclusion. There was more than his dark beast at work. When he thought of Lisle, thoughts of settling down and tapping into the softer passions of human life became as disturbing to him as his sadistic desires for her subjugation. He’d had the same feeling with other women but it never stuck longer than a brief hour or two—if that. He was less in control of his desires for Lisle. Just days before, he firmly believed a real relationship between them was unrealistic and absurd given her complicated history. 

But their relationship turned sharply in the space of a day. Was it her confession? His admission of love? The branding? He didn’t like enigmas like this. He’d have himself twisted in knots if he tried to figure out how that quantum shift had taken place. 

In a rare move, he even consulted with Albert to see if he’d actually gone mad to suggest branding his needy sub. His friend pulled no punches in reminding him of the tough road that lay ahead with the girl, but he did not discourage him from moving forward.

Tough wasn’t a problem for Daniel. Finding a useful, satisfying life was. And for some reason, his future, his life, satisfying and useful or not, seemed irrevocably linked to Lisle. 

Branding had never been an option in his mind—but now it fell into place like another piece of the puzzle. He stared at the fire and the glowing brand, almost trembling at the thought of what he’d do and what it would mean to their future. The dark fire in him had been stirred again through Lisle’s skillful chicanery. Branding her, he’d own her. And that alone was satisfaction enough to see him through the next few minutes. Clearly, this was an enormous gamble. They’d soon find out if they had the desire and commitment to make it work.

The iron glowed, a stylized capital B that looked much like the Greek letter for beta. As Daniel withdrew it from the fire, all eyes in the barn fixed on the red hot brand. He clutched the rod, feeling its weight and the heat fire up the determination he felt now. The desire to subjugate and own a woman ran free in his mind and he took no steps to slap it down as he had so many times before. He waited just seconds, enough time for the brand to cool to the ideal heat, then making up the short distance between the forge and his bound slave, he pressed the brand to her skin on the fleshy muscle of her left ass cheek. 

Her sharp cry sent a chill through the barn. Then as she stilled, and Daniel drew the brand away, he handed the iron to Albert. “Destroy it, will you?” he said. Without waiting for Albert to respond, he turned his attention back to Lisle, carefully inspecting the brand. The crisp, clean B had been perfectly executed and though it would take weeks to completely heal, he could tell that the mark would be distinct. And it would last. 

Running his fingers through her dark hair, he held it tight in his fist and leaned down to speak to her. 

“It’s done,” he said. With the words stamping an exclamation point at the end of the long awaited ritual, Lisle’s entire being seemed to sigh with relief. 

The passion moving through him touched his heart and his crotch and dove right down to the essence of his being. Though he’d gone into the branding unsure of the effect it would have on Lisle, he was certain of the effect it had on him. She was quite a woman to have brought him to this place, this moment. And now that she had, he wanted her like this forever, bound to him forever, a feeling that had never taken shape in his life before and it surprised him still.

***

The two sped off in Daniel’s Mercedes, taking the road north and east, heading toward the Atlantic coast. 

“This isn’t the road we came in on, is it?”

“No, it’s not,” he said. “How’s the brand?”

“Okay, I guess. I’m not sure how a brand is supposed to feel.”

“It’s going to bother you for a while, but you should love that since it will remind you of me every time you feel that twinge.” 

She snickered at the snide remark, and smiled. “As if I needed more reminders of you?” 

He’d just branded her with his mark, just claimed her as his property—but for just a fleeting moment, she seemed more like his equal than at any time since he’d known her. The irony of it actually pleased him. 

She stared out the window at the dreary October landscape and added, “So we’re not going home?” 

“You noticed.”

“I notice a lot of things—when I bother to look,” she said.

Another few minutes of silence followed. “So where are we going if we’re not going home?” she finally spit out, impatient with his vague replies.

“Wherever we want,” he replied.

“That’s rather unscripted, isn’t it?”

“As if anything about you and me is. You have a problem with going nowhere special?”

“No. Just seems a little out of character for you.”

“Well, blame yourself for that, my little savage. I’m tired of working, I’m tired of Washington, and as far as that goddamn computer in my trunk, I’d like to fling it into the ocean and let it sink.”

Her eyes shot open with alarm. “You’d really do that?”

“Would you be happy if I did?”

She though a moment then ventured cautiously, “Hum…I think I might.” She mulled the thought again, “So, what do we do then?”

“Not much. In fact, all I want to do right now, and maybe for the next year, is use my property the way she should be used—which means bind you, beat you and fuck you. How’s that for an agenda?”

She went from wide-eyed girl to seductive temptress by the time he finished laying out his plan. “Sounds perfectly blissful to me—if I’m with you.” She squirmed against the seat, putting her hand in her crotch—which Daniel quickly batted away. 

“My game, my rules, don’t touch until you have permission.”

“Oh, my…” her mellow voice was barely above a whisper. But then, she was ready for breathless rapture, for pain, for kissing embraces and long hours of screwing in the dark until exhaustion forced them to quit. “We could find a room right now, couldn’t we?” she practically pleaded with him.

“Calm down, girl. You’re way ahead of yourself.”

“Oh,” she pouted, lips pursed. But the despondency only lasted a moment. Taking a deep breath, she settled back in the seat, letting the sexual feelings pass for the moment. “Just hope you don’t get tired of me,” was the next thought she voiced, as if she had hundreds more unspoken thoughts standing in line, waiting to be said.

“I guess we’ll find out, won’t we?” Daniel replied. 

“A little scary if you ask me.”

“I wouldn’t bother with being scared. If I do tire of you, I’ll just stick you in a closet until I’m ready to have a go at you again. That’s what branded slaves are for, aren’t they?”

Her big eyes shined as worry seemed to slip from her thoughts. “Yes, sir, I guess they are,” she quipped. She nestled her moist crotch into the seat of the car, this time keeping one hand safely on the seat beside her, the other hand on Daniel’s thigh.

There was a happy smile on her face, and he if weren’t mistaken he could feel that smile infecting him—or maybe it was the warm hand massaging his thigh. 

He drove on. For the first time in his life he had no idea where he was headed. But wherever it was, he was glad the girl was at his side. Even with all the trouble the capricious brat could invent, she’d be a good companion. She was already a passionate lover and a damn fine slave. 
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White Silk

Traveling alone through Romania, Michelle Monroe is kidnapped from the Orient Express by a band of terrorists. After a harrowing night bound to a metal bed, she is indoctrinated by a brutal mercenary, Colonel Broc. Her life as an independent woman ends in a stunning scene of surrender. She’s stripped, shaved, branded, becoming the sex slave White Silk. Being trained to submit, a tenuous dance with compliance and rebellion follows as she’s taken to a training compound in an unknown Middle Eastern locale where she’s abused, used as a whipping girl and prepared for her sale to a wealthy 21st century slave owner. During her year of training, she becomes the Colonel’s favorite whore, and a strange but uncertain affair of the heart eclipses—if only briefly—her slave status. Silk wonders if she can stir his cold heart, if her fate is truly written. Only when she finds herself on the auction block do the answers to her questions begin to unfold.

I Belong To You

After an unexpected three-year interruption, Michelle Monroe begins her life anew as a documentary journalist—a major change from the hideous years she spent at the hands of Middle Eastern terrorists who kidnapped her for sexual slavery. She’s determined to put the past to rest…to put aside slavery, dungeons, humiliation and pain…but can she? Will she be allowed to live without the threat of slavery hanging over her head? She’s in love with Steven, an All-American gentleman and a skilled lover with a surprisingly kinky streak she can’t wait to explore. Life couldn’t be more perfect… that is until anonymous notes begin to arrive alluding to her past. Suddenly, the terrorist Aman from that other life appears out of nowhere to reclaim her as his slave. She’s forced to submit to his villainous schemes, to torture and sexual exploitation, or risk the lives of those she loves. Her life with Steven must end. Only one small ray of hope remains in Daniel Broc, the dangerous mercenary who once saved her. His sudden reappearance is as unexpected as Aman’s. What does it mean? Is he there to take her as his own, or to set her free again? Who will her life belong to when the war between these three men ends? To the savage Aman? Her lover Steven? Or to the Colonel, whose dark influence over her has never disappeared? One thing is certain—she’ll soon dive back into the dark realms of her submissive sexuality with the man who finally wins her. The journey is a rough and torturous one for body and soul.
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