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Prologue

	 

	Maximus Darrow’s house belonged in the woods amid the hardwood forest and the undergrowth of feral things, the babbling brook that crossed the property at an angle and the silent sounds of the earth shifting softly beneath the hiker’s feet. Perched on a rise above the brook, the modern contemporary jutted over the terrain below like a floating ship. The wood, the concrete, the glass, all fragments that innocuously conformed to the contours of the landscape so that someone approaching on foot might find it difficult to see the home without careful scrutiny, at least until one was upon it and its understated magnificence suddenly struck the unsuspecting eye. Inside, its interiors glowed with warmth from candles lit for the cocktail hour. Guests milled about with drinks in hand, while the aromas of wine, garlic and fresh herbs infused the air, and cheerful laughter set a festive mood.

	 

	Caretaker Travis Givens stood on the sidelines of the gathering, the stocky woodsman rising on tiptoe in his effort to find the master of the house amongst the crowded company. When he finally spotted him speaking with the bartender, he carefully slipped between guests and moved his way, pulling his boss to an empty corner of the living room. Maximus Darrow cut a fine figure in a tuxedo even though he hated ostentatious clothes and all the formality that went with them. He was a robust and vigorous man, with a brilliant mind and an intense focus that could easily intimidate without intending to. Though his facial expression was often grim, tonight his smile was unforced and his mirth a pleasure to see. After all, this was a celebration.

	 

	“Is there a problem, Travis?”

	 

	“There’s been a breach on the northwest perimeter. Someone on foot.”

	 

	Maximus’ eyebrows peaked with interest. “Someone we know?”

	 

	“Perhaps you should have a look? I know it’s not a good time, sir…”

	 

	“Then let’s not waste any, shall we? You have the intruder on video?”

	 

	“Yes, sir.”

	 

	Maximus moved with haste, granting guests sincere smiles and stopping twice to shake a hand while on the way to his private office. Once the door closed behind the pair, the world around them went silent and the noise of the cocktail party became no more than a low murmur beyond the soundproofed room.

	 

	Maximus moved directly to the monitors in the wall unit where Travis brought up the tape recording of the intruder. The two watched with rapt attention.

	 

	“A female?” Maximus suspected as he watched the slight, black-clad shape move stealthily over the fence and into the woods where the video cam tracked her as far as the camera angle reached.

	 

	“Yes sir, a female, that’s exactly my conclusion. I thought you should see for yourself,” he added, code for “I wonder what female admirer is stalking you now? “

	 

	“How old is this image?”

	 

	“Seven, maybe eight minutes. I came as soon as she was spotted. She’s out of sight at the moment, but I can probably track her down if you’d like.”

	 

	Looking to his employer for an answer, Travis noted Maximus’ expression with some curiosity. A mix of interest and, perhaps, was it awe? Amusement? Not exactly what Travis expected to see.

	 

	“We’ll both track her down,” Maximus turned abruptly with the announcement.

	 

	“But your party, sir?”

	 

	“They’re doing just fine without me. I’m sure Talia has it all handled, I’m just window dressing. You can grab the Dobermans and join me. I’ll be heading due north, I think. That is the path you recommend?”

	 

	“Yes, sir.”

	 

	Maximus gave the man a nod, and immediately headed for the private door at the back of his office, taking the hidden staircase to the area beneath the house, the caretaker at his heels.

	 

	Reaching the exterior door, he punched in the keycode and the door opened on its own. Then for several seconds, Maximus stood just outside the house and appraised the situation as if he were employing internal radar to scout his prey.

	 

	Travis, meanwhile, moved to the dog run and let the two Dobermans free. Jax and Pen instantly bounded out and were about to pounce upon their master until he immediately halted them with his hand.

	 

	“A little tracking today,” he spoke to them directly, giving each a fond scratch to the ears.

	 

	Then he turned to the caretaker, “We’re heading north,” he confirmed, then he moved away from the house and into the woods on the well-marked trail. It was unclear if the dogs or Maximus picked up the intruder’s scent first, but just a quarter mile into the trees, the three suddenly veered off the path in tandem, as though their collective sixth sense had already ferreted out the intruder’s location.

	 

	Minutes later, Maximus motioned the animals forward. “Go on and find her,” he ripped off the order as if he were speaking to an excited child. Then he called after them, “Just be nice.”

	 

	Travis moved to Maximus’ side. “You recognize this woman?”

	 

	“Perhaps.”

	 

	“And would I know her?”

	 

	“Likely not,” he said, then he strode off again into the rough woods, unconcerned with the possible damage to his elegant tuxedo from the scruffy undergrowth or the way the forest floor muddied his shoes.

	 

	Not more than two hundred yards into the most savage terrain on his hundred-acre property he found Jax and Pen fitfully circling their target.

	 

	“Back off,” he motioned to the dogs, then stepped forward to confront the crouching form huddled in a thicket of pine needles and thorny brambles. He appeared in no hurry to get his business finished; in fact, the slight amusement Travis earlier noted when his boss first saw the image of the intruder on the video screen had returned to Maximus’ face.

	 

	The crouching female was dressed entirely in black: knit stocking cap, turtleneck sweater and rugged pants—as if she knew the kind of terrain she’d confront once she crossed the fence.

	 

	They might not have been able to determine her sex if they hadn’t caught a glimpse of her face, but just one brief glance at her feminine features and that aspect of her identity became quite obvious.

	 

	Maximus took a moment to circle the female; and although she initially refused to look up, he seemed so calm and unruffled by the woman one would wonder if he actually knew her. If he did, however, he gave no clear indication of that fact.

	 

	He did say with a sarcastic twist: “You might have walked to the gate and announced your presence.” Reaching down, he grabbed the stocking cap and pulled it free, allowing a cascade of brunette hair to fall free around the woman’s shoulders. For one brief moment, she glanced up, then she immediately turned away when she caught Maximus’ imperious stare, and remained huddled on the ground.

	 

	Maximus turned to the caretaker. “You brought rope?” The coiled rope thrown over his shoulder was obvious to them both. “Tie her hands behind her and we’ll take her back to the house.” Then he stepped back, while Travis moved in behind her and reached for her arms.

	 

	Suddenly, the quaking female came back to life and her arms flung wide as she violently wrenched from the man’s grasp. She jumped forward like a rabbit and started into the woods moving with surprising agility. Though they were taken off guard, the dogs moved swiftly and halted her progress, nipping at her ankles until she stumbled into a tree. Travis was on her again seconds later.

	 

	The mood of the two men had morphed from curious to grim, any amusement now gone.

	 

	The caretaker wasted little effort in securing the female’s arms behind her back, then he threw a rope over her head and drew it tight to her neck.

	 

	“You made a mistake coming here,” he sounded off, his gravelly voice was filled with warning. “Better you come with me nice and easy or else I’ll tie you to a tree and whip your sorry ass.”

	 

	With Jax and Pen on either side of her, and Travis directly in front holding the end of the rope like a leash, she was steered through the woods and toward the house. Maximus had taken off first and continued at a steady clip a few yards in front. When the party finally came within sight of the house, he turned on his heel.

	 

	“String her up in the barn, I’ll attend to her as soon as I have the time. And use plenty of rope, I don’t want this one getting away.” As if there was a chance that any intruder could slip Travis’ grasp.

	 

	“Yes, sir, I’ll take care of it.”

	 

	Maximus nodded and was gone, while Travis continued with the female until they reached a large grey barn located just past the house. While keeping her hands tied behind her, he bound her with a long length of rope into a simple tie that started at her shoulders, threaded through her crotch, wound around her torso above and below her breasts, then continued further downward to her waist and hips. Once that was complete, he untied her hands from behind and retied them in front. Lifting them high, he secured them to a heavy hook that had been screwed into one of the barn’s main support posts. The thick timbers were roughhewn and attached with iron bolts to the roof trestles in the open ceiling. Although he didn’t bind her tight against the post, he anchored both her ankles and knees to the tall beam with short lengths of rope. She could move a bit, but she wouldn’t be thrashing about.

	 

	“You have anything to say, better say it now,” was the only comment from the unflappable caretaker—as if he’d been through the routine a hundred times. When the intruder didn’t make a peep, he pulled a ballgag from a canvas bag and stuffed it into the brunette’s mouth, right past her full pink lips. Then he tied the connecting leather straps at the back of her head so it was securely in place.

	 

	She groaned a bit, and there was a pained grimace on her pretty face—the first signs of discomfort—but these he ignored. Her chest heaved with every breath, voluptuous and erotic, but he ignored that too, even though the activity of binding a beautiful woman stirred a feral warmth inside his crotch.

	 

	If she showed any sign of being terrified by the activities of the last ten minutes, Travis didn’t see it in her face. There was a lot he could conclude from her passive behavior, but he ignored any suppositions, preferring to let the event run its course, as they normally did. He’d know what he needed to know soon enough.

	 

	“You’ll be all right here, girl, long as you don’t do something stupid. Someone will be here for you later.”

	 

	She seemed to be in no obvious distress, and having done as his employer desired his job was complete. He gave the bondage one last inspection, then nodding to the captive female, he left her hanging immobilized in her prison of rope.

	 

	***

	 

	An hour after the dogs had located the intruder on the perimeter of the property, Maximus arrived at the barn with three of his friends from the party—a hand-picked three for whom the activities in the barn would be as natural as milking cows. Travis had left one light burning in the main area, a single bulb hanging almost directly over the post where the tethered female hung. A soft glow beamed down on her figure, while the rest of the barn was bathed in shadows. One of the horses snorted at the far end of the building where the animals were stabled, but otherwise the space was eerily quiet. Four men in tuxedoes, a dusty barn and a bound female created a remarkable picture of contrasts.

	 

	On sighting the female, Raul Valdez quickly strode forward. “Ah! Nabbed a pretty one this time!” he said as he inspected the female with the big round eyes and the creamy, unblemished skin. His thick fingers worked their way down the ropes as he gently ran his hand from one to the next. The light vibration was enough to make the woman quiver, even though it was apparent that she was attempting to tough out the scene with as little reaction as possible.

	 

	Despite her attempts to put up a stoic front, her body seemed to ooze with tension and desire; her eyes flashed, her nostrils flared, and every man in the barn could sense the passion in her increasing with every breath she drew.

	 

	“You don’t suppose we could make a deal on this one?” Raul remarked, as he gently caressed the captive’s face with the backside of his fingers.

	 

	Pushing forty, the Mexican was a handsome man, though the severity of his manner would give any woman reason to fear. His face was cleanly shaved. His eyes dark and smoldering. And his jet black hair was combed straight back into a ponytail. Smirking from one side of his mouth, he looked as lecherous as his heart would prove to be.

	 

	The other two guests had approached the hanging girl as well. The tall redheaded Fritz seemed as comfortable with the scene as Raul was, while Trent, an ex-Marine with a buzz cut and a stiff demeanor, stood back warily appraising the scene and not yet ready to comment.

	 

	Standing by the barn door observing, Maximus smiled thinly, and responded to Raul’s question. “I’m sure we could make a deal—should I decide to dispose of her.”

	 

	The comment was enough to jar the woman with a quaking shiver. Just an hour before, Maximus had been thrashing through his woods in search of the intruder, enough to assume that his tux would be dirty if not entirely ruined by the hike. And yet, there was not a wrinkle in his appearance. He looked as starched and handsome as when he first dressed that night. While his guests were eagerly enjoying his pretty prisoner, he displayed an air of almost casual indifference.

	 

	At last, he walked forward with his eyes riveted on the brunette, and stopped directly in front of her. He looked to be deep in thought, carefully considering how to handle the intruder.

	 

	“You know, you can’t leave her hanging here all night, Max,” Fritz finally chimed in.

	 

	“But it would be so satisfying if I could,” his host answered with a sigh. “Maybe you’d like to cut away her clothes, see what charms she’s hiding underneath.”

	 

	“And leave the ropes? Hum? That should be a bit of fun,” Fritz replied. He reached into his coat pocket and pulled out a switch blade, his big smile beaming now. “I knew I carried this around for a reason,” he joked. The blade flashed even in the dingy light, and made the captive’s eyes grow wider than they already were. “No need to be afraid,” he told her. “I’ll be very gentle.”

	Clearly he was mocking her with his cocky bravado, but he was, in fact, quite gentle as he carefully inserted the tip of the switchblade into her clothes and pulled back with a tug, leaving gaping holes in the black fabric of her turtle neck and pants.

	 

	Once the woman’s clothes were nearly in shreds, Raul stepped in to pull the loose material from between the binding ropes. Some came off in strips, others in small bits, all discarded on the barn floor. As the two men worked, Maximus and the Marine watched the captive’s skin come into view, noting how the creamy white contrasted starkly with the black of her ruined clothes. And though she was not a nubile twenty-year old, the unveiling exposed a perfectly proportioned woman in her late thirties, with a trim waist, firm breasts and muscled thighs. She obviously kept herself in shape.

	 

	It was not surprising that she shivered—the barn wasn’t cold, but it was hardly a cozy atmosphere for casual nudity. Whether it was from the chill in the air or the honest arousal, her nipples had drawn up tightly into hardened pebbles against the bed of her round and pinkish aureoles.

	 

	“Nice bitch,” Raul was again the first to comment directly. He pinched each exposed nipple several times, enough to hurt, enough so the woman appeared to gasp from behind the gag.

	 

	“Hurt, does it?” The question was obviously rhetorical, leaving Raul amused by her enforced silence. “Right, you can’t talk, can you, pretty one?” His grey eyes gleamed with devilish glee and he continued a careful perusal of the captive’s body.

	 

	While the entirety of her body appeared to be without blemish, it was difficult to see much of her crotch with so much rope hiding the view. Still, the impatient Raul was quick to lay a hand between her legs where he could feel the heat of her body throbbing on his fingers. Enthused by even the most subtle response from the woman, he tugged the rope aside so he could finger her slit and found her pussy surprisingly wet.

	 

	As Raul worked his fingers into her and manipulated her clitoris, her breath became short and labored. Three fingers were soon ramming into her cunt. When she closed her eyes—

	presumably to close out the sight of her tormentor—she earned a slap to her face. Raul was not pleased.

	 

	“Look at me, slut!” His glee had turned dark and forbidding, and when she didn’t respond, he slapped her again. “Look at me!

	 

	The second slap stung enough so that her eyes shot open and for a moment a look of terror could be seen in her otherwise placid face. She breathed deep, in an apparent attempt to will her fear away. Whether her efforts were successful was hard to determine, though it would have taken one tough bitch not to feel some degree of alarm in her current situation.

	 

	Raul smirked and stepped away. “You’re very good, you know?” He spoke with some admiration. I’m betting you’re trainable.” He turned again to Maximus. “Yes, I would like to have her if only for a night. She would make a fine toy.”

	 

	“Perhaps so,” Maximus answered. “But let’s not sell tickets to her debauchery so soon. For now, we’ll make an exhibition of her. See what we have here first.” He turned toward the far end of the barn, calling out for Travis.

	 

	Within seconds, the caretaker emerged from the shadows on his way from the Video Center located on the other side of the barn, where his team of security guards conducted round the clock surveillance of the property. In his work boots, grubby jeans and flannel shirt, Travis may have looked like a humble groundskeeper for a quaint English estate, but behind the façade was a savvy techie who knew his way around the tech world he’d proven to navigate with ease. He’d been with Maximus for nearly fifteen years and shared all his favorite fascinations—including the darker realms of sex.

	 

	***

	 

	Maximus Darrow, Max to a select few who knew him well, had started his career as an eager young professor, teaching in the emerging field of computer science. He was on the ground floor of the .com revolution and quickly made a fortune in devising the new technologies that ran the Internet. After acquiring several important patents and founding two high profile start-up companies, he sold out and retired by age forty—roughly eight years prior. He’d since purchased his one-hundred acres of prime Northwest property and built his unique home amidst the trees where he could be free of the distractions of city life. When he wasn’t using his property for the normal recreational pursuits of hunting, fishing and hiking, he held private parties to satisfy his sexual kink, and conducted research for several government projects in a top secret facility located on the property—both reasons for the high-tech fence and security staff designed to keep out intruders like this newest one. However, not every intruder was given the same treatment as the tethered female, just a selected few.

	 

	Until his retirement, Maximus had lived a high profile, highly intense lifestyle, commuting between his Northwest based Internet companies, New York, London and Silicone Valley. He had a quick wit and a charismatic personality that attracted women like flies—though there were few who measured up to his enigmatic standards. He was rich, good-looking, a lavish patron of the arts, and willing to give up a bit of his privacy for a few years in the limelight; which meant that as his star power grew, he was highly sought after for magazines like People, GQ, even Rolling Stone, and all the major talk shows. An early biography of his meteoric rise topped Amazon book sales for weeks.

	 

	For the most part, Maximus kept his kink in the closet during those years, although hints of his bizarre predilections would occasionally drift to the surface and cause a stir with the press.

	 

	He seemed to invite the curious question, no matter how inappropriate it might be, though he could easily dismiss queries about his fondness for bondage and domination with a casual laugh and remarks that led the conversation in another direction. In part, the quirks in his character made him more interesting to the media who often prayed at his feet for a jaunty one-liner or a smooth, eye-twinkling smile or, if they were lucky, a gem of a comment that could be twisted in a dozen different directions and keep the public speculating about its true intent until another media darling grabbed the headlines.

	 

	While being atop celebrity polls and garnering most-eligible bachelor status were fun for a time, Maximus did not regret his swift departure from the limelight. His secluded life gave him far more opportunity to delve into subjects that intrigued him most, and he didn’t regret the move for a minute. Unfortunately, his former celebrity status brought serious curiosity seekers to his home—from corporate spies who had suspicions regarding government research, to female groupies still hoping to win his heart, or at the very least wind up in his bed.

	 

	Just one glance at the woman he captured that night, and Maximus knew this particular female was in a category all her own.

	 

	After briefly conferring with Travis, Maximus turned back to his tuxedo clad friends with a furtive smile.

	 

	“You were thinking of whipping her?” he spoke specifically to Fritz.

	 

	“How well you climb inside my thoughts,” Fritz answered. “That’s exactly what I had in mind. Granted, she’ll be hard to mark with all that rope, but would it be fair to have a bit of bondage be the only punishment for her heinous crime?” The gleam in his eyes might be taken for playfulness, but he was dead serious about the whipping.

	 

	“I think you’ll find her ass fairly free of rope, why don’t you focus there? A few well-placed cuts and I’m sure the skin will suffer enough to make a point.”

	 

	“And the gag?”

	 

	Maximus’ smirk was more obvious this time as he answered his friend. “You do like to hear them scream, don’t you?”

	 

	Familiar with the set-up, Fritz moved from the barn’s open area and into the tack room by the stabled horses, emerging a minute later with a short whip. In his absence, Travis moved in to release the female from the tethers that anchored her to the support, then he turned her one-hundred and eighty degrees and made the vertical beam a whipping post. Her hands were bound again and raised to the hook in order to expose her ass. Just before he stood back to watch, he removed the gag, warning her: “Scream all you want, but that’s all we’d better hear from those pretty lips.” He paused long enough to see how she responded to his veiled threat before he stepped to the sidelines. But the woman responded as she had all night, giving only token resistance; suggesting that she knew clearly what she faced in order to get whatever it was she came for.

	 

	While the Marine, Raul and Travis watched the scene with rapt attention, and Maximus slowly strutted back and forth behind them, Fritz stepped in with his signal whip. A few cracks inside the empty area, just for practice, seemed to rip through the night air—fair warning.

	 

	Aiming directly for the captive’s round firm ass, Fritz snapped the punishment end of his weapon and delivered several deeply cutting blows to the unmarked skin where vicious red welts rose up in seconds. At first, the victim groaned as she absorbed the blows and the pain passed through her. Soon enough, Fritz’s swiftly cutting weapon raised such a fiery sting on her bottom that her groans increased in volume until she was crying for mercy and hot tears were streaming down her face. By the time Fritz finally finished and stepped back, there were marks deep enough to last for days, and the quivering beauty collapsed against the beam, sobbing.

	 

	“Enough?” Fritz turned to Maximus with the question.

	 

	“For now,” he returned, then to all three, “if you’ll make your way back to the house, we’ll be joining you shortly.”

	 

	The party was winding down, just a dozen guests remained, though another dozen were in the screening room watching a new Indie film, a sexy, small-budget Spanish production with English sub-titles. Those still in the living room were making small talk, finishing drinks and hors d’oeuvres when Maximus suddenly appeared in the doorway.

	 

	He hadn’t said a word, and yet all eyes suddenly turned in his direction as if there was some precognition of the scene about to take place. Fritz, Raul and the Marine had been prompted not to say a word, but they were there to see eyes widen in wonder, in some cases horror, and hear gasps of shock from several females. Following closely behind their host was a woman, a beautiful woman, dressed in nothing but rope. Her breasts jutted obscenely from the stringent bondage tie, while more rope thread her crotch, making walking awkward and likely a painstaking process. To add to her humiliation, she’d been collared with a choke chain that was attached to the leash Maximus used to pull her along. Although she gazed at the scene with some apprehension, the relative poise she displayed during the unusual circumstances was remarkable.

	 

	The entire room was suddenly abuzz. The agitated stew of emotion could have cut with a knife.

	 

	“My god what is this!” one female guest finally broke the disturbing silence.

	 

	Another, speaking sharply: “Maximus, what have you done to this woman?”

	 

	And from his girlfriend Talia, speaking in a droll monotone: “My dear, I think perhaps you’ve gone too far this time.”

	 

	While several men looked quite pleased with this unexpected exhibition, they said little in face of the indignation expressed by the women in their company.

	 

	A tall brunette in a shocking blue dress suddenly rose from her chair. “Enough with this nonsense!” she blared as she moved in the direction of her host with pursed lips and eyes that flashed as coldly as the diamonds that dripped from her ears. She looked as if she’d challenge Maximus with a haughty tirade, but he rebuffed her before she could even begin.

	 

	“Susan, I doubt that this woman would care to have you champion her cause. She is a sex slave by her own definition. So why shouldn’t I treat her this way.” He gazed around at his audience, expecting raised eyebrows, if not outright shock, while he appeared to enjoy every second of his guests’ alarmed response. He continued answering Susan’s fuming with a glib: “And don’t look so dazed. For heaven’s sake, women trade their bodies for all sorts of reasons these days, not the least of which is a honest desire to submit to a man. It may not seem very 21st century, but that is a reality I don’t think will be going away.”

	 

	“What do you mean she’s a sex slave?”

	 

	“Ask her yourself, if you like.”

	 

	“I wouldn’t dare to ask a woman such a question. I cannot see why you would have her here now.”

	 

	Maximus moved forward, smiling grimly. “I could say that it was my intention to shock you… but her appearance here tonight is as much a surprise to me as it is to you. Since she seemed determined to crash my party, I thought it would be appropriate to introduce her. And you can’t tell me you’re all that shocked, my dear…” he leveled this comment directly at Susan, “I’ve seen you in some rather unusual situations.”

	 

	“That is not the point!” the irate woman snapped, blushing as she did.

	 

	“Well, as long as she’s not adverse to your display, Max, I find her rather intriguing.” The comment came from a svelte blonde wearing a silver, bejeweled dress, who rose from the loveseat with drink in hand and slowly strolled closer for a better look. She’d been the first to express her shock, but she seemed hardly ruffled now. “Tell us about her. You say she’s crashing the party?”

	 

	“About an hour ago she breached the perimeter. Travis and I nabbed her as soon as we found her, which was not all that difficult. Her one attempt to escape capture was meager at best. My guess is that she wanted to be found. She hardly put up a fight.”

	 

	“Certainly she didn’t come here looking like that?” Teetering on her five inch heels, the blonde waved her wine glass in a blowsy sort of way that suggested she was a little drunk; though she was not yet slurring her words.

	 

	“It was unfortunate that her clothes were torn rather badly as she climbed the wall. The binding seemed necessary, since she tried once to escape. Dispensing with the tattered clothes only made sense.”

	 

	“Only in your weird world,” Susan commented dryly.

	 

	A comment Maximus ignored, as he abruptly jerked the leash and ordered his captive to her hands and knees.

	 

	“Oh my!” The blonde in the silver dress laughed nervously as she stared down at the captive’s naked ass. “She’s been beaten?”

	 

	“Deservedly so,” Maximus returned. He gave the leash a swift yank. “Isn’t that correct, Chelsea?”

	 

	The question seemed to raise the apprehension in the room another degree and comments from guests ceased at that point. Even the svelte blonde in the silver dress moved away as Maximus stepped back from his captive and peered into her sultry brown eyes.

	 

	“Yes, sir,” came her clear response.

	 

	“At least we agree on that much. You have a good deal of explaining to do. Breaching the perimeter of my property like a thief in the night is not something I take lightly, especially from a sub female. These people are my friends; your sudden appearance has disturbed my evening and theirs. I exhibit you to them only so they understand why my attention has been diverted while they’ve enjoyed my hospitality.

	 

	“Although considering your criminal behavior, this little show is appropriate as well. And despite what you may have heard here to the contrary, the people in this room know my kink—

	some on a very personal level—and with few exceptions, I’m sure most have found your unplanned arrival fine entertainment.” His tone was almost viciously mocking. “No one can say that my parties lack spontaneity. For me, humiliating you like this is profoundly satisfying. But perhaps you already know that.”

	 

	There was a crispness in his delivery. No telling how much of the exhibited annoyance was real and how much was an act. But beyond any annoyance or judgment, feigned or otherwise, he seemed oddly disturbed, even a bit shaken, for a man known to greet any difficult situation with astounding composure. This came out subtlety, in the twitch of his jaw, an uncommon depth to his expressive eyes—a darkness reigned there that few would notice, one that seemed buoyed in the presence of his captive. Only those who knew him well, maybe two or three in the room, understood that this woman was not just another intruder, not just another fawning female with a romantic crush. In most situations, he would never bring a strange intruder into his home so attired. Nor would he make such a humiliating display of a captive.

	 

	But in Maximus Darrow’s eyes, Chelsea McLinden deserved every mortifying moment.

	 

	 


Chapter One

	 

	My memoir begins twenty years earlier… Nothing but boxes, everywhere I looked. Charlie spent two hours traipsing the stairs between the parking lot and my second-floor room in Mr. Dwyer’s boarding house, hauling the worldly possessions I’d so hastily packed and placing the boxes in ordered rows, each with the packing label facing out so I could easily see what was inside. My room at Dad’s house was now empty of everything but the bed and the broken-down dresser. I didn’t expect I’d be back.

	 

	I don’t blame Charlie for splitting as soon as his van was empty, and at the time, I was kind of glad he left me on my own rather than dragging out the sad goodbye to my youth. Still, the sight of all those boxes was so intimidating, I would have loved if he’d stayed long enough to share a pizza and open the first one. If I could do that much on my first night at college, just open one box and start the process of re-ordering my life, it would have made the rest of the move so much easier. Now without him, I was stymied by the stacks of boxes, feeling so intimidated that I couldn’t begin to sort through what I knew would be a miserable mess once the tape was ripped back. At least unpacked, my stuff was neat, probably as tidy as it would ever be. Once this Pandora’s Box of nightmares opened, there would be no turning back, nothing to bring order to chaos, and no way to stuff it all away and forget. I would never be up to the task.

	 

	Mom called me a natural born slob, which was why I’d spent my high school years with my Dad.

	 

	I remained in my blue funk until I was suddenly forced to turn my attention elsewhere.

	 

	“Hey there, neighbor! I’m Denny.”

	 

	The cheerful voice interrupted the gloomy forecast of my life, and I looked behind me to the door from where the voice originated. I jumped back with alarm—maybe I thought this stranger could read my thoughts. Then shaking off the surprise, I strode forward and shook his hand.

	 

	“Hi. I’m Chelsea.”

	 

	It seemed impossible not to smile given the man’s sunny disposition. Denny was obviously quite a charmer and his big beaming smile had knocked the sadness from me in with one swift shove.

	 

	“You know, you are beautiful,” he went on. He hadn’t let go of my hand, so I was forced to confront him from just a mere foot away. I could feel his energy almost bowl me over. But then again, I didn’t particularly want him to leave. I was blushing, trying frantically for something to say, but he beat me to it. “A freshman, right?”

	 

	I had to laugh. “You mean I look like one?” I stared down at my slouchy layered clothes, wondering what about my style would suggest my year in school.

	 

	“Pretty much. But trust me, it’s not the clothes that give you away.”

	 

	“I see. I’ll bet you’re not a freshman?”

	 

	“Nope. I’m a grad student. Upstairs. There’s three of us. Maximus is an assistant professor working on his PhD and Caulfield…I really don’t know what he’s up to now. But we got the whole darn floor. You ever need anything, you just knock.”

	 

	“Thanks. Sure.” I was too amazed to say more, though there was no doubt that the laid-

	back and cheerful Denny made me want to laugh, cry, scream and giggle all at once. The profusion of emotion he raised in me was astounding, a welcome release from all my pent-up tensions.

	 

	“Say, how about tomorrow night—there’s a little party, beginning of the school year sort of thing? You should join us.”

	 

	This left me completely flustered. “Oh, I don’t know…” I gazed back over my shoulder at the boxes, chagrinned. “I-I’m sure it would be fun, but I have a lot to do.”

	 

	“Aw, c’mon. This isn’t high school, and it’s not mom’s house.” He leaned in conspiratorially. “No one to tell you what to do. Besides the real work doesn’t begin until classes start next week. So, if you’re in the mood, the beer’s free.”

	 

	I was so nervous, all I could do was stand there and blush for the next few interminable seconds, then stumble through my reply. “Sure. Right. Thanks for the invite, and for stopping by.”

	 

	“You haven’t seen the last of me.” He gave my blushing body another once-over, then dropped my hand, flashed another toothy grin and turning, took the third floor stairs two at a time, the hardwood thundering under his weight.

	 

	Damn he was hot! No doubt about that. Cocky, self-assured and very doable, as my gossipy high school friends would say. His disheveled sandy-colored hair made him look as carefree as his broad smile would suggest. Looking back at the task awaiting my attention, what I really wanted to do was climb that third floor staircase and spend a few hours with my new housemate—if I could dare sound that chummy to call him that.

	 

	Already I could hear my sane self unleash an emphatic caution. Get a grip, Chelsea!  It didn’t mince words. And it was right. My first day, my first hours in my new home. I had no business leaping to any conclusions. Dumb idea. Still, I knew that wouldn’t stop me. My impulsive streak is a mile wide—my mother would often say, very tersely. And she was right. I long ago concluded that the impulsive streak was my weapon to fend off that straightjacket of propriety she would insist I wear any time we shared the same space. We could become matching images of decorum if I gave in to her—which I was not about to do. As far as I knew I’d managed to prevent that from happening.

	 

	It pleased me knowing she’d have a fit if she discovered that I’d opted out of dorm life, preferring to live in an off campus boarding house for my freshman year. But I would never tell her anything that personal. This was Dad’s and my little secret.

	 

	At eleven o’clock the next evening, the head-banging rock and roll blaring from upstairs was beginning its third hour. I wondered if it would ever end. Anytime in the previous two hours I could have walked up the stairs to Denny’s apartment and joined the party, but I’d chickened out every time I got the urge. The thought of entering a room full of strangers was enough to have my knees knocking with panicked fear. If I didn’t pee my panties, I’m sure my tongue would have twisted into a knot if I tried to say a word. No, crashing the party was not an option. I must have come to this sensible conclusion at least a hundred times since all the uproar began.

	 

	However, just as I slipped out my door to toss a bag of trash in the dumpster, I literally ran right into Mr. Hottie as he was carrying up a sack of groceries.

	 

	“Oops! I’m sorry!” I cried. We were both knocked off balance, though Denny came up laughing, sporting another grin.

	 

	“Heck no, I’m the one that’s sorry,” he countered. “Shoulda been looking where I was going.”

	 

	“No big deal.” I smiled blushingly, like that was all I could think to do, then I ripped off a cheery, “Nice to see you,” as I moved toward the stairs with my bag of trash. Before I could take the first stair, however, Denny pulled the bag from my hand and was halfway down the staircase before I realized what he was doing. “You don’t have to do that!” I called after him.

	 

	“I know,” he shot back. A rattling sound followed then a moment later, he was back on the second floor, grabbing for his sack of beer. “You know, you need to get your little ass up here and meet some people.”

	 

	Confronted with the dilemma that had been messing with me all night, all I could do was stare at him with a blank expression.

	 

	“Aw right, so I’ve got you tongue-tied,” he laughed, “just come on up.” Then he lowered his shifty eyebrows. “And I won’t take no for an answer.”

	 

	Still speechless, I followed his tight ass with my eyes as he ascended the staircase. When he abruptly turned around on the landing, I quickly tried to duck out of sight, only to hear: “Hey, I saw that, Chelsea. Trust me, if you’re not up here in sixty seconds, I’ll come down and drag you out.”

	 

	It must have been five minutes, not sixty seconds before I made my way up the stairs. First, I needed to stop blushing, then I needed to change from my torn jeans and stained t-shirt. That’s not to say I dressed up. But I did manage to find in one opened box a fresh tank top and short denim skirt that looked cleaned and pressed enough to wear out. I hurriedly brushed my teeth and ran a comb through my hair with unexpected swiftness; any minute, I expected Denny to come crashing through the door to ‘drag me out’.

	 

	Either his threat was empty, or he got diverted from his plans to roust me from my apartment. His sixty second deadline was long past by the time I was ready.

	 

	However, my adrenalin was still running high enough to keep me moving all the way up that dreaded staircase. Sometimes I think back and wonder how my life would be different if I had let my fears close me in that night. I could have locked the door and refused to answer, turned away from Denny’s exuberant come-on and ignored all the sexual innuendo I could feel coming from his sexy eyes. I might have done that; it certainly wouldn’t have been out of character. But I didn’t. The thrill behind Denny’s stern invitation kept me moving me forward until I closed my apartment door behind me.

	 

	When I finally knocked on Denny’s door, I had calmed some. I certainly wasn’t backing out, even though this could be the most foolish thing I’d ever done. I could already feel a wave of embarrassment rushing up through my body and I caught myself silently praying that no one would hear my knock. My prayer must have gotten lost on its way to the Almighty. Suddenly the door swung wide and a barrage of noise, coupled with the strong smells of smoke and beer practically bowled me over. I stood frozen waiting for some kind of customary greeting, but there was no one there. I took a few baby steps forward until I was just beyond the door, and looked frantically for Denny amongst the bodies crowded into the apartment.

	 

	“You must be Denny’s date,” someone finally acknowledged me. A second later, the door clicked shut and I felt a warm hand on my back. Its steadying force was all that kept me from rapidly running back from where I came.

	 

	I jerked around, then stepped back, blushing profusely at the man before me. Although his hand had disengaged, I could still feel its heat in the small of my back. “I’m sorry.”

	 

	“Sorry, why?” The man was smiling, but that did little to ease my nerves. I found myself staring into the most intense pair of eyes I’d ever seen. The darkness in them wounded me right from the start, though I really didn’t understand that at the time. The stranger stood maybe five-eleven, the solid, muscled sort that spent hours in a gym. More impressive than his body was the image of the mad-poet that immediately flashed inside my head—maybe it was just the wild locks of untamed hair that forced that conclusion. Even so, I could see him at work, his mental focus concentrated and almost explosive. Thoughts of him running his hand through his hair in frustration, or pounding a keyboard, or pacing his apartment so deep in thought that it would take an act of God to penetrate the barrier—all this flashed through my mind in those intervening seconds as he waited for me to speak.

	 

	I had no answer for his question, so a weak, “Denny invited me,” had to do for the moment.

	 

	“Yes, I know,” he said. “Come on in, grab a beer, whatever you like you’ll find in the kitchen.” He motioned to the far side of the large room. “By the way, I’m Maximus. It’s really my place. I keep Denny around for the company—and the music. He plays a mean set of drums.”

	 

	By the time I woke to reality after that brief fugue, Maximus had moved elsewhere, disappearing into the shadows for all I knew, which left me standing by myself looking for Denny through a thick haze of smoke. The pungent smell of pot drew me deeper into the room.

	 

	Perhaps just a few deep breaths and my anxiety would ease, and yet despite all the efforts to calm myself, my fears clung to me like a gnarled vine. I wanted to blend in and be part of the party rather than stick out like the freshman who dared join this more sophisticated crowd. When I finally got up the nerve to move, I stepped tentatively into the apartment and wandered through the unknown crowd of people, enduring puzzled stares and a few weak smiles, until I finally arrived in the kitchen where Denny was opening beer cans and handing them out to his friends.

	 

	He spotted me from across the counter. “Well, imagine that! She did show up.” Denny’s expressive face beamed with the same cheery bluster as before. Meanwhile, my heart was racing faster than ever, and my crotch hummed with a fresh burst of arousal.

	 

	In response to Denny’s announcement of my arrival everyone within hearing distance turned to see my blushing face. Once again, thoughts of total disaster rushed into my mind.

	 

	Denny stuck with me once the beer was served, keeping one arm around my waist like he owned me. He became my anchor, while I attempted to navigate my first college party with some degree of poise. Without him, I would have felt completely out of place amongst a crowd that was obviously far older than me. With Denny, there was some semblance of belonging and perhaps the night would not become the fiasco my mind imagined.

	 

	We circled the room, Denny making introductions to all his friends, although the flurry of names went in one ear and out the other. Soon as I finished one beer, Denny handed me another, all of which I gulped down until I was feeling quite a buzz, and soon very giddy.

	 

	Between introductions, Denny’s hands were all over me, against my thigh and along my arm and cupping my bottom with playful squeezes. He nuzzled my neck, kissed my throat, then my ear and my cheek. I’d never let a guy get so close to me so fast, but I wasn’t doing a blessed thing to stop Mr. Hottie. At that point, I wasn’t sure I could have stopped him, or would have wanted to put on the brakes. I seemed barreling toward a finish that could only end one way.

	 

	Denny had said he and his roommates had the entire third floor: he, Maximus and someone named Caulfield, who I don’t believe I met, though I’d never swear to that. The main room was bursting with people; at least fifty I guessed, although when I tried to count, I kept losing track.

	 

	There were sofas, chairs and tables, most pushed to the sides, and very large, very obscure looking oil paintings hanging on the walls—maybe as many as a dozen. There was a table of cheap snacks, plenty of beer and more in the kitchen, plus the kick-ass sound system that would keep anyone awake within a block of the old boarding house.

	 

	My eyes swept the room a dozen times as if I were looking for some thing or someone, but any attempts to discern anything meaningful from the sea of faces and blaring music proved impossible. The chaos around me only amplified the chaos inside me. I was lost without moorings, my mind in a daze, while the hot guy whose hands were all over me was showing me off like he would a new toy. The fact that I didn’t try to push him off at any time in that first hour suggested I was comfortable with my role as Denny’s trinket. The more his hands were on me, the more my sex fired off, and I was far too intoxicated for my usual inhibitions to slam on the brakes.

	 

	We ran into Maximus during that first hour. “You having a good time?” he asked me.

	 

	“Yeah, sure. It’s been fun.” At that moment, I didn’t realize that Denny’s hand, the one reaching around from my right side, was cupping my right breast and giving it a firm squeeze.

	 

	Maximus looked down at my chest. “I’m sure you’ll be back for more.” He nodded knowingly and moved on. I thought his remark obscure, and spent a few minutes wondering exactly what he meant.

	 

	When Denny laid on the first real mouth-to-mouth kiss, we were in the hallway behind the kitchen, in probably the quietest place on the entire third floor. By then, the pounding in my chest was as strong as the throbbing in my crotch. Even in my inebriated state, however, I sensed that I was carelessly walking through a minefield without taking proper precautions.

	 

	Suddenly I’d walked right into the first kiss—one that shattered every preconceived notion of kisses, or any templates I might have had in my head from past experience. Even though Denny moved as rapidly as a horny teenager, there was so much more behind the kiss than hormones and lust. He wasn’t a kid, he was a man, and something raw, drawn from his years of past experience communicated that fact to me as soon as our lips met.

	 

	Once the kiss ended, he stared into my eyes, searchingly.

	 

	All that did was further agitate my nerves. “What is it? Something wrong?”

	 

	“Oh, god no. You’re just so raw, so fresh faced and innocent. Remarkable.”

	 

	I took offense to that. I didn’t want to be the innocent, the untried, the naïve young girl with starry eyes, even though that was exactly how I felt, and no doubt how I looked.

	 

	However, before I could let the thought take hold Denny chased it away. Placing his hands on my cheeks, he squeezed them gently as his mouth moved on mine again. A wild shot of energy bolted through me. I was giddy and scared in the same instant, and I made no attempt to resist, while relishing the sudden flame that kiss ignited. Even when his hands began to roam at will, turning our brief fling into something more intimate than a playful tease, I did nothing to shake him off.

	 

	“So are you ready for this?” he whispered. Reaching under my tank top, he pulled my bra aside and cupped one tit in his bare hand, while squeezing the nipple with his fingers. The sensation went straight to my pussy.

	 

	“Why wouldn’t I be ready?” I laughed at what I took to be concern, then I dragged his free hand to my crotch. He took the hint, moving his hand beneath my skirt toward the wetness high between my thighs where he found my panties soaked. He quickly pushed them aside as he fingered my slit. I thought I’d orgasm on the spot.

	 

	But suddenly, he backed up and lowered his voice. “If we’re going to screw, darlin’, it’s not going to be here. We wouldn’t want to piss off ole Max.” His big eyes gleamed bright.

	 

	“No, we wouldn’t want to piss off ole Max.” I sassed him back with a light-hearted giggle, then turned toward the kitchen. For just an instant, I caught a glimpse of ole Maximus staring at me from the far kitchen door. Though I instantly froze, Denny didn’t share my fear; he pushed me right through the kitchen so I had to pass directly in front of the man and his grim expression. Though it was just my own silly nerves at work, I felt as if I’d been caught in the act of doing something vilely lewd and once again my reactive face brightened with shame.

	 

	We moved by Denny’s roommate without comment, and after a meandering journey through the living room crowd, I suddenly found myself falling back on Denny’s bed, giggling uproariously—like I’d just pulled one over on my dreary mother and her prim rules.

	 

	I didn’t, however, have a lot of time for celebration; as soon as Denny shut the bedroom door, he started ripping off clothes, mine and his. By the time we were both naked, he had kicked into another gear. My giggling immediately stopped when I saw the changed expression on his handsome face, how his jovial mood had given way to sexual desire, focused entirely on me.

	 

	“So, my little captive, I think it’s time you got screwed.” He dropped to the bed and began slowly slinking up my body until he straddled my hips and his chest moved down against mine.

	 

	His lips closed in for another kiss.

	 

	Crotch to crotch. Mouth to mouth, naked skin to naked skin. And Denny’s hands like claws as they combed the unexplored territory of my body, his intension unambiguous. We passed right by the usual foreplay and the flirting; those teasing preliminaries had been accomplished before we even hit the bed and now Denny was ready to fuck.

	 

	Not that I was stopping him.

	 

	Fucking was the point of the night, which made me wonder if Denny had mapped it out in advance—with the first knock on my door, the first peek at my face. Did he decide then that he wanted to screw me? Or was it just the moment and the place, the music, the beer, the pot, the titillation of someone new? Someone young like me?

	 

	I would never know for sure. But as his long sleek cock entered me, my entire being burst with heat. His cock was much bigger than I imagined it to be and the first thrust hurt, though every thrust thereafter slid a little deeper into me as if it where knocking at my womb in search of something. I reacted first with shock, unused to experiencing pain with sex. And yet, from some darker place inside me rose up desires that were meant for sex like this: hard, damaging and aggressive desires that were as strange and dangerous to me as they were defining of our first fuck. I thrust back groaning my consent. I practically begged him with my body to take me harder. I knew he didn’t give a rat’s ass about how much pain the fucking caused, or what kind of fear was playing in my mind, or whether I was getting any pleasure in this at all. He diminished me completely, removing my need from the moment and centering on his own. I didn’t care. This was what I loved. Unlike the boys back home, Denny banged me unapologetically, in a way that made me want to cry for joy.

	 

	My emphatic exclamations rose into the humid air, accompanied by the sound of Denny’s anguished grunting as his climax crested. When I began to orgasm, I came in violent tremors, two, three, then four waves of convulsive spasms. In the midst of the third wave, Denny suddenly picked up speed, relentlessly pounding my insides until at last he pressed his groin against mine and held it tight to my crotch. His mouth opened wide, his face contorted into a pained grimace, and suddenly he thundered inside me, shooting his load of cum deep.

	 

	When the fucking was over, we drifted off for several minutes. The scent of our colliding pheromones still hung in the ethers, decorating the world of Denny’s cluttered room with lust.

	 

	We remained in the dreamy trance until the sound of someone pounding on the door shook us both awake.

	 

	“Hey, Denny! You in there?” a man’s voice penetrated the closed door.

	 

	“Go away, I’m busy!” Denny called out.

	 

	“Yeah, right. Thought you’d want to know that Jasmine just arrived.”

	 

	Denny shot off me like a rocket and began scrambling into his clothes. He looked down at me and smiled, “Hey, sweetheart, I gotta take this one. You wait here, I’ll be right back.” He was out the door in less than thirty seconds, leaving me no chance to object. The door slammed behind him and I was left alone to sort out what had just taken place.

	 

	Jasmine. Jasmine who?  Former girlfriend? Current girlfriend? Who would know? And did I really care? I searched for answers, but none came. Probably because I was still too drunk for my mind to make any sense of this.

	 

	Denny said take my time, so I took my time. For a long while, I lay in his warm bed, smelling the scents of sex and listening to the commotion outside—something I really didn’t want to face, at least not yet. The blunt reality of my night moved through my thoughts again and again, and though his quick exit may have brought me down from a glorious high, I wasn’t all that bothered. Just casual sex, Chelsea,  I repeated to myself in hopes that the thought would keep me sane and settled. Denny didn’t owe me answers. I’d gone into the night with eyes wide open, knowing exactly what to expect and my body craving a good fuck—which is exactly what I got. I had nothing to complain about, no axe to grind, and no claim on the man who’d just given me the best, and certainly the most memorable, fuck I’d ever had.

	 

	On any past occasion that might have resembled this one, I would have probably come unglued by his sudden attention to another woman. But not this time. Despite the immediate reality check Denny’s swift exit afforded me, this was not high school and it was time for me to grow up.  Don’t turn into a sniveling schoolgirl now,  I reminded myself. It was a rough end to an awkward night, but apparently I’d managed to get through it with no remorse. By the time the door opened again, I was stone sober and ready to face Denny, whatever that meant. Ready to take my well-fucked pussy home for the night and put it to bed.

	 

	“You going to be okay in here?” This wasn’t the voice I expected to hear; not Denny but Maximus entering the room.

	 

	As he closed the door behind him, I sat up and pulled up the sheets to cover my naked body. “Denny still here?” I asked.

	 

	“He split for a while with Jasmine.”

	 

	“Jasmine, huh?” I tried on a wise and winsome smile. No way was I going to suggest that anything about my last two hours was disturbing to me, even if it was.

	 

	“They’ve been dating a while,” he explained. “Of course I’m sure he wouldn’t tell you that.”

	 

	“No, he didn’t. But it’s no big deal.”

	 

	He snickered at the flippant reply. “I might let you get away with that once. But it always matters for a woman when there’s another one involved. You tell me it doesn’t and I’ll call you a liar.”

	 

	I gazed up at him thoughtfully. “You sure don’t mince words, do you?”

	 

	“Why be obscure? Gets you into nothing but trouble. Even a good lie makes you vulnerable. You’ll learn soon enough that I’m nothing like your schmaltzy Denny. Just remember, even if you can’t believe a word he says, his heart’s in the right place.”

	 

	“He’s also a good fuck.”

	 

	“Yes, I’ve been told, though I wouldn’t know first hand.”

	 

	The day before, I’d thought that Denny leaning against the doorpost of my apartment was about the sexist thing I’d ever seen. I was wrong. Maybe the second sexiest thing, but who really wants to count after the first? It took me staring at that handsome placid face for several minutes to figure out the truth; that the darkness of the mad-poet Maximus, combined with a body that any eighteen year old college freshman would make into a god, was the most appealing, daunting, scary thing I’d ever encountered. Just the thought made me shudder and I had to wipe my imaginings from my mind. Was Denny already passé. Was I that fickle? So quick to turn my affections elsewhere? Denny may have been my first real man, but his roommate was more than that… more in ways I couldn’t quite explain. He didn’t have Denny’s warmth, nor his charm, certainly not the hot grins and the playfully twinkling eyes. But something about the man put him into an altogether different category from the cocky Denny and I feared him as much as I lusted after his body.

	 

	As aroused as I already was, Maximus’ virile testosterone attacked me so forcefully that after a minute under his steady gaze, I felt virtually backed to the wall. I had to get out. Still clinging to the sheet for cover, I jumped from the bed, trying to figure out the easiest way to make an exit.

	 

	Getting past Maximus seemed liked the biggest obstacle. He smugly blocked my exit, observing my distress with a maddening degree of amusement. Then, of course, there was the matter of getting dressed. I could hardly leave wearing nothing but Denny’s sheet.

	 

	Finally I looked at him with a chagrinned smile. “I think I’d like to go now—if you don’t mind?” Almost sounding like I needed his permission to leave.

	 

	Some woman would have told the guy to get the fuck out so they could get dressed. Not me. Not Chelsea. Already I was falling into a predictable groove. I’d always looked to men for answers, validation, direction, permission—rules, stability, anything to give my life some semblance of order. I’d done this with my father, with teachers at school, my soccer coach, and even a few very juvenile high school boyfriends. Something in my make up demanded that kind of deference to the male sex; and this particular man had an uncanny way of stimulating those feelings.

	 

	I was sure of nothing at the moment but my own discomfort.

	 

	This was an entirely new environment and even though I’d fucked with abandon just minutes before, I wasn’t sure how I felt about giving myself to men so freely. Sex wasn’t casual or easy for me. College parties were strange verboten happenings. Did I really belong? The smoke, the music, the beer, the spontaneous sex was far from my realm of experience—fantasies in my mind perhaps, lifted from adult fairy tales and romance, but not within my understanding, or my style. Maybe I was just trying it on to see if it fit, like I would a new dress.

	 

	I honestly didn’t know.

	 

	What I did get clear that night was that Maximus, whoever the hell he was, turned my entire psyche on edge in less than five minutes time. His warm hand against my back and a few raw moments of connection as he stood at Denny’s door with his arms casually crossed moved me to the point that I had to split. I couldn’t wait. I don’t know if I thought he’d morph into a monster and consume me, but I knew I had to get away. In that uncertain moment before I leapt from the bed, I knew that if he’d made even the slightest move in my direction, I might have pulled back the sheets and let him have me.

	 

	Obviously, my imagination was working overtime, and thankfully, my instant of panic came and went without incident. But what about the next time? Certainly I’d run into Maximus again.

	 

	Would there be more brief moments of profound connection? Times when my imagination would spiral free? Though nothing happened between us that night, my fear and the desire behind it would remain inside my consciousness, bruising my spirit every time I tried to shove it away. I wouldn’t understand all this for several days, but I would soon realize how powerful those small moments would be.

	 

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	Three days after the party, once classes were underway, Denny knocked on my door, though looking chagrinned, he was smiling broadly. “Let me make it up to you.”

	 

	I was wearing PJs when I let him in; although I didn’t actually let him in, he waltzed inside without a real invitation. I suppose he expected his cheery grin would clear out any leftover debris in our brief and rocky relationship. I’d already decided to be polite though I would guard against him taking advantage of me again. What happened at the party was just casual sex, I continued to remind myself. I could spit him back to the world he came from with no regrets. It was daydreams of Maximus that were far more unsettling to me now than any lingering thoughts of sex with Denny.

	 

	“Honestly, Chelsea, I had no idea Jasmine would show up at the party. We were a thing, I mean a kind of important thing, but it’s been so weird between us in the last couple months, you caught me looking elsewhere.” He chattered on like I really understood what he was talking about, and I cared.

	 

	“So, that makes me elsewhere?” I came back without skipping a beat, pulling off the remark with a surprising degree of sarcasm; hardly like me, even though it felt rather good. This may have been my first inkling about how much power women have over men. Did I want to string him along? Make him sweat before I booted him out? Or make nice and let him think that I’d be up for round two?

	 

	The sexy inscrutable Maximus aside, Denny was still hot, and despite my plan to guard against another quickie fuck, my belly was already announcing its arousal as the warmth in my lower regions grew stronger in his presence.

	 

	“How about I help you sort this out?” Denny suddenly jumped into the middle of my thoughts—to divert them, I assume—and completely changed the subject. He walked around Charlie’s neat stack of boxes. “I know what a pain in the ass this stuff can be. Another pair of hands to help with the unpacking certainly couldn’t hurt.” Still the smile, still trying to win me over.

	 

	I gazed at the boxes, grimacing. I hadn’t even made a dent in the perilous task of putting my apartment in order. I didn’t want to, and maybe I didn’t need to, except that I kept needing those small, can’t-do-without-it-things that were packed at the very bottom of each box. I’d started to wonder if Charlie deliberately packed the essentials at the bottom so I’d be forced to put away everything that came out first. This was why, in several places in my apartment, there were excavation sites—stacks of dirty laundry, miscellaneous toiletries, old magazines—where I’d emptied the contents of a box and left what I didn’t need in a heap.

	 

	“Help? What, you want to unpack my stuff? Really?”

	 

	“Why the heck not?”

	 

	“You have nothing better to do?”

	 

	“Naw, not really.”

	 

	I shook my head. “You know, I’m not sure about this. You have no idea what you’ll find, and I’m not sure I want you finding it.”

	 

	“I promise, no judgments. I’ll even kick in for pizza. What do you say?”

	 

	“Well—” I cocked my head and soaked up another dashing grin. By then any real uncertainty had pretty much slipped from my thoughts. “Sure. Why not? But only for a couple hours. I have two books and eight chapters to read in my history text before tomorrow.”

	 

	“No problem, I’ll even show my Denny Matheson speed reading method. Learn it now and you’ll save yourself a year of reading by the time you’re done. You have Jansen for History?”

	 

	“Yes.”

	 

	“Then my method will be perfect.”

	 

	This did sound interesting. “Well, as long as you’re offering, why not?”

	 

	Apparently we’d made up, as if there’d been something broken in the first place.

	 

	Over the next two hours as we made a dent in the hideous mess of my apartment, we learned a lot about each other and Denny did much to repair any hard feelings between us.

	 

	I learned that Denny was a grad student, studying philosophy, just because that was what he loved, although having a ‘filthy rich’ family (his words) made the impractical choice possible. He had no idea what he’d do once his master’s thesis was completed, but he wasn’t going to teach and certainly didn’t want to write—he’d never sit still long enough for that. He thought traveling was a good idea, and all I could do was nod my head and agree as he rambled on. I could see him tramping through the mean streets of foreign cities, winning the hearts of clamoring children, building schools in rundown neighborhoods and then flying off to Italy to attend the opera with some pretty starlet on his arm.

	 

	While pouring through my boxes, we laughed about the stuff I’d thought important enough to bring with me. In the process, bits and pieces about my former life leaked out along with my sixth grade diary, a box of marbles and prom pictures from junior year, when for a brief time I dated the captain of the basketball team. I was secretly proud of that fact, though by the time I viewed the dog-eared photograph it seemed a little silly that I cared so much. When we got bored with the clean-up, we ate the Big Daddy Combo Denny ordered from the Pizzeria down the street. Best pizza in town, he said, and I could hardly disagree.

	 

	Then, as promised, Denny clued me in on his speed reading technique. He even pointed out the pitfalls, like times when speed reading doesn’t work. He even listed off the professors who make you search the very smallest detail in a text, which made his technique more of a liability than an asset. “You just have to know where you can cut corners and with whom,” he soberly advised. “It’ll work with Professor Holliman if you get her for Art History. But don’t even try with Bob Martin; he’s a real stickler for detail.” I absorbed the information like a sponge, sensing that I was learning from a master who knew all the stress-free ways to do college and get the degree.

	 

	By the time the two hours were over, we were chummy, acting like old friends and laughing about the silliest things. Then something shifted. Sudden. Unexpected. Out of the blue we were kissing again, deep, long, dangerous kisses—the kind that strip the clothes away, that turn a bare floor into a place to fuck, that won’t be satisfied until the intent of sex is finally completed, and the natural act of procreation has won again—that last point about possible procreation obviously depends on whether the man’s wearing a condom, which thankfully Denny was.

	 

	Our clothes were off and we were just getting to the good part where he stuffs his hard erection into my aching hole, when my front door suddenly opened wide. We immediately froze, Denny on top, me on the bottom with my legs spread and my pussy open. Looking up through a porous barrier of haphazardly scattered boxes, we saw Maximus leaning against the doorjamb, arms crossed in front of him, just as he’d done the other night.

	 

	“You’re like a couple of rabbits, aren’t you?” he said, putting a bit of mockery in every word. His eyes scanned the room then settled back on Denny lying between my legs, with his hard-on teasingly resting just outside the gateway of my pussy.

	 

	As soon as I came to from the sudden shock, I pushed Denny off with a strong shove and was on my feet in seconds, while Denny just lounged on the floor laughing. As he lay back, his dick stood like a flagpole rising from a nest of sandy colored pubic hair at the center of his groin.

	 

	In the midst of staring at him, it took me a minute to realize how very naked I must have looked to Maximus, who blithely waited for us to come to our senses. I finally grabbed a t-shirt, Denny’s t-shirt, though I really didn’t care whose it was. Nor did I mind the man’s smell clinging to the fabric; I just wanted to be covered with something, anything. Though Maximus had seen me in an embarrassing state of undress the night of the party, I’d not been completely naked when he found me in Denny’s room and my embarrassment quotient seemed to have doubled over that previous occasion.

	 

	“You mind telling me what the hell you’re doing here?” Denny was finally able to spit out the question while grinning through the entire thing. “I mean, wouldn’t you think it could’ve waited until we were done?” He jumped to his feet, and on seeing I was wearing his t-shirt and not giving it up, he grabbed his jeans and put them on, zipping his magnificent cock inside.

	 

	“Den, you have visitors you need to see,” Maximus said.

	 

	Denny’s face paled and his mind seemed to vacate briefly. Then he slipped into his mocs and headed to me.

	 

	“See you soon, sweetheart,” he said. He gave me a quick, full-mouthed kiss and headed for the door, passing Maximus and taking the stairs at a brisk jog.

	 

	“What the hell is going on here?” I looked at Maximus dumbfounded.

	 

	“Sorry I had to interrupt you but this was important—although I had no idea I’d find you like this.”

	 

	“Like what?”

	 

	“Screwing Denny again.”

	 

	“It’s really not your business, is it? If I’m okay with screwing Denny, why do you care?”

	 

	“I don’t, really. Although there are better things to do with your time than chase after a guy with… let’s just say obligations you know nothing about. I suppose he thought this would be a good place to hide. But he didn’t stay long now, did he?”

	 

	His veiled comments were meant to warn me, but instead of probing him for further info, I jumped to my own defense. “I’m not chasing Denny. He came down to make amends, then he offered to help me get this mess straight.”

	 

	Maximus looked at the unpacked boxes, the ones half filled, and the empty ones strewn by the door. Denny and I may have made a dent in the unpacking, but the apartment looked like a disaster area, far worse than it had before. He stopped his cursory inspection of the clutter with a piercing stare aimed directly at my face—though a hint of a smirk made him look a little less grim. “All you need to clean this up is a man with a cane to give you the right incentive.”

	 

	It took a minute for the statement to register, and by then, he was gone.

	 

	I slumped to the bed, angrily pulling Denny’s t-shirt off over my head. I threw it toward the door, though it only managed to get as far as the first cardboard box, where it would dangle off the side until I figured out what I would do next.

	 

	***

	 

	The following day I took the stairs again with the hope of finding Denny and returning his t-

	 

	shirt, which I’d nicely washed and dried, even though I’d worn it for less than five minutes.

	 

	Maximus answered the door. “Chelsea?” He looked surprised, maybe a little pleased, better than that remote and piercing expression I’d come to expect.

	 

	“Denny here?” I asked.

	 

	“’fraid not. Can I help you?”

	 

	“I just came to return this.” I pushed the t-shirt toward him, which he didn’t accept.

	 

	Instead, he opened the door wider as an indication that I come on.

	 

	“You can put it on his bed yourself.”

	 

	“Sure.”

	 

	I tottered off to Denny’s bedroom and placed the shirt in an obvious place, then returned to the apartment’s main room. Without the noise and the smoke, the crowd of people and the wild emotion of the party, I got my first real look at the third floor apartment. The main room was a peaceful environment. The furniture was not the natty thrift store variety you’d normally find in a grad students’ apartment, but the kind of well-worn leather couches and chairs you’d expect in a high-class gentleman’s club. One area was arranged as a conversation space and at the far end was a hefty Mission-style dining room table adjacent to the kitchen. To the left of the front door was a wall of bookshelves with a desk and chair directly in front. Maximus was seated there, typing at his keyboard with an orange pencil in his mouth, and so focused on his work that he didn’t bother looking up as I started toward the door. I planned to sneak right by him.

	 

	“You leaving so fast?”

	 

	I already had my hand on the doorknob, but then abruptly pulled it back. Rising up so unexpectedly, Maximus’ question stopped me cold. What a strange thing to ask.

	 

	I turned back his way. “I don’t want to bother you. I just needed to return the shirt.”

	 

	“Yes, and now that you’ve done that—?”

	 

	One vague question, one piercing stare and suddenly I felt like a rabbit caught in a snare.

	 

	Though wishing I could flee the scene, I stood frozen and unable to move. Did Maximus have any idea how easy it was for him to manipulate me? I like to think he did, though we’ve never actually discussed the matter. To extricate myself from him seemed like a perilous task, when it could have been as easy as ripping off some meaningless comment and slipping out the door.

	 

	Instead of slipping out, I stood before him, honoring the question with a good deal of thought and nervousness I could not control.

	 

	But leave it to Maximus to fill the void with another probing comment. “Do I make you so nervous that you can’t talk?”

	 

	I could feel the heat rising on my cheeks. “I guess so,” I admitted.

	 

	“You know why?”

	 

	I shook my head. “Not really.”

	 

	“You’re shaking, you know.”

	 

	“And you’re very observant.”

	 

	“It’s obvious, Chelsea—like a lot of things are obvious about you.”

	 

	He stood up and moved around his desk, then walked forward and placed a hand on my left cheek. Any fears I might have nurtured about Maximus in the last twenty-four hours, which were many, bloomed even stronger now.

	 

	“You’re young, untried, vulnerable and living in a house, mostly full of men—which apparently unnerves you. Right now you’re like a scared rabbit, not having any idea what to do with yourself amongst all these strange things swirling around you. I haven’t seen you often, but every time I do, you’re in a daze. Here. On campus. You’re a lost little girl.”

	 

	His hand on my cheek, like the hand that touched my back the night of the party, delivered a soothing warmth amid his incisive words. By the time he called me lost, there were tears streaming down my face. My chest felt terribly tight, as if a huge emotion was caught inside me and unable to free itself. I had the strong desire to fold myself inside his arms, but I would never have allowed myself to do that.

	 

	“And now tears,” he said kindly. He used his thumb to wipe away the latest one journeying down my cheek.

	 

	“It’s okay, I’ll feel my way through this one way or another.” But I wasn’t really feeling my way through anything. I was lost. The scared rabbit Maximus could so easily see. As he observed, I was frightened by the cast of virile men that seemed to populate my life. He’d zeroed in on the fact like the truth was written in indelible ink across my forehead. I wondered how I could be so transparent.

	 

	“You know, there’s a reason why freshman are encouraged to live on campus. Maybe you should have roomed in a dorm. A lot less to deal with for someone as naive as you.”

	 

	“Geez… will you please stop!” I blurted out.

	 

	“Sorry. I was only trying to help.”

	 

	“How do you know so much?”

	 

	He shrugged. “Comes naturally, I guess.”

	 

	He dropped his hand, which made me hope for a quick retreat from the awkward scene.

	 

	But then my legs still refused to work, and I really didn’t want to leave.

	 

	“So I should move into a dorm?”

	 

	“Just a suggestion, although I’d much rather you stay.”

	 

	“Thanks,” I coyly bowed my head. “I don’t imagine I can do anything now that the term has started. But I appreciate your being so nice. I’ve gotta go now. I have my first test tomorrow and I have a ton of studying to do—if I can ever get into it.” I rolled my eyes and gave up an exasperated sigh that I hoped would ease the tension between us.

	 

	“Trouble studying?”

	 

	“Yeah, kinda, there’s so much to distract me.”

	 

	“Like the unpacked boxes in your apartment?”

	 

	“They’ll get done this weekend.”

	 

	“Really?”

	 

	“That’s the plan—if I don’t get distracted.”

	 

	“How about bringing your books up here? It’s quiet, it’s neat as a pin, and I’ll make sure you study.”

	 

	“Oh, I’ll do fine—I’m just being my self-depreciating me.”

	 

	He shook his head, disagreeing. “No, you won’t be fine and we both know that. Go get your books.”

	 

	He’d extrapolated a lot from the few minor facts he knew about me. But he was right. I could clearly see my scattered brain eating up time until I literally had none left in which to accomplish what I needed to do that night. Maximus’ insistence that I study with him felt like an order and I’d treated it as one, while feeling grateful that he actually cared.

	 

	Taking off for my apartment, I gathered up my books and returned to the third floor without questioning my actions. By the time I got there, the ‘mad-poet’ was back at his desk working with the same feverish intensity as when I interrupted him. He barely gazed up. “The sofa is comfortable and there’s Coke and water in the fridge. Just warning you; I get a little snappy when I’m in the midst of a project, so stay quiet and we’ll both get plenty done.”

	 

	The next hour was a dicey one for me. The quiet I appreciated. The order around me was comforting, but I could not escape Maximus. His very essence seemed to hold me enthralled, and though I was able to make my way through my text material, and take notes—hopefully they’d make sense when I looked at them later—I could feel my mind wandering, my attention drawn to him and the surprising power he seemed to have over me.

	 

	At one point, he caught me staring at an oil painting of a bar scene hanging on the wall over the couch directly opposite from where I sat. The painting was so intriguing that I found it difficult to look away.

	 

	“That’s one of Caulfield’s,” Maximus said.

	 

	“Caulfield?”

	 

	“Our third roommate.”

	 

	“I haven’t met him.”

	 

	“Probably not. He keeps to himself and spends most of his time with his girlfriend. So, what about you? You getting anything done?”

	 

	The timbre of his voice rattled my bones. “Yeah, some.”

	 

	“Still distracted?”

	 

	“Maybe a little.” I offered him a bashful grin.

	 

	“And why’s that?”

	 

	I hedged, using that classic age-old trick of biting my lip and trying to look cute.

	 

	This did not set well with him. “Come on, spit it out. Why distracted now? Haven’t I given you everything you need to insure your concentration?”

	 

	“Sure, but it’s more than that.”

	 

	“Like what?”

	 

	A rush of emotion welled-up inside me, one I couldn’t hold back. “You aren’t going to stop with the questions, are you?”

	 

	“Probably not.”

	 

	“Okay, so you want the truth, you make me nervous!”

	 

	He looked a bit bewildered at first, then he broke out laughing. “Really? I hadn’t guessed.”

	He stood up, walked to the couch directly opposite me and sat down.

	 

	“You think this is funny?” I sounded hurt.

	 

	“I didn’t mean to make light of anything. But you do understand, Chelsea, there is something going on between us. So maybe your nerves are not all that surprising. It’s not every available girl I meet that I invite here while I’m working. Obviously, I’m feeling it too. Now, we can either dance around the issue of you and me for the next few months, or we can address it.

	 

	I’m good with it either way, but don’t expect things to get any easier.”

	 

	I might have looked dumbfounded, but the only surprising thing about his declaration was that he might be attracted to me as much as I was to him. Was that possible? My weary mind strained itself trying to grasp the possibility. The fact that he’d broached the subject, that he might feel the same compelling feeling stir in him that made me so nervous, spanked my psyche back to the very place I was trying to avoid with little success. “Something between us?”

	 

	“Certainly you’re smart enough to understand that when you have a strong visceral reaction to someone, it means something. You may be naïve, but you’re not a child. We both know what happens when we’re in the same room.”

	 

	“Yes, of course, you’re right.” Admitting that sounded so easy, but exactly what it was going to mean was another matter. “But what about Denny?”

	 

	“Denny? Denny is a nonstarter,” he fidgeted in his seat at the mention of the man. Then he leaned forward, pulled a cigarette from the pack lying on the coffee table and lit it with the green lighter lying there. “Let me be the bearer of bad tidings here. There’s no future with Denny. He may be rich, charming and a hell of a lay, but his life is way too complicated for you to want to plant yourself in the middle of it. Fuck him if you want, but remember that is all there will ever be. He’s not capable of meaningful relationships. He likes the conquering part—and you, my girl, have already been conquered. Once the conquering is over, the maintenance is a real pain in the neck with him. I love him like a brother, but I’d never trust him with a woman, or my money, or anything that really mattered to me. I’m saying that as truthfully and bluntly as I can.

	 

	Even Denny wouldn’t disagree. If you keep up your interest in him, he’ll probably be warning you off himself.” He took another drag from the cigarette then squashed what was left in an ashtray. “I’m trying to quit,” he explained the wasted cigarette. Then he sat back waiting for me to respond.

	 

	“So you’re suggesting that you and I could—?”

	 

	“I’m only suggesting that we open the subject for discussion rather than trying to deny that there’s something there.”

	 

	He assumed so much, though he was not off the mark. But rather than his words and his energy attacking me as they had before, the tension eased off and so did my fear. A new burst of excitement warmed my body. And though eye contact was difficult to handle, my gaze simply couldn’t stray from his face. He’d captured me and held me so completely that I waited for his next move, while being completely unsure of my own.

	 

	“Come here,” he said gently, and he motioned me to his side.

	 

	It was just three steps between the two couches, for crissakes. But they required that I accept what he had to say. That I believed what he said about Denny, and that he was not just looking for the easiest way get inside my pants—which wouldn’t have been all that bad. Despite the command behind his invitation, he waited patiently for me to respond, while my mind flew from thought to thought and I tried to reason through what was happening. Finally, something in my body, not my brain, surged forward and I was off the couch and at his side, trembling with raw anticipation, my eyes still fixed on his.

	 

	As he stood up, his left arm went around my waist while his right hand pressed against my crotch. I instantly lurched forward with a deep spasm firing off inside my belly. My nerves were already tingling, my mind crazed, and now his touch electrified my body. What the hell was I doing?  I’d said the same thing when it was Denny coming on to me, but this was so completely different. This wasn’t just hormones, just sex. I wasn’t sure we would fuck at all. No clear picture came to mind of an outcome, but I knew that the embrace of his body and the warm hand against my crotch was enough to spontaneously ignite an orgasm.

	 

	The exuberant wave of energy, the fierce clamping down of muscles, the taut moments of excited nerves cresting into a climax had me leaning against him, panting and breathless. Once the feeling passed, he ran his hand through my hair, then kissed me hard on the mouth. I kissed back wishing it would never end. Another climax, in fact a whole string of tiny orgasms followed, until Maximus finally pulled his hand away and let me be.

	 

	“My god!” I gasped. I tried to pull from his arms but he drew me back.

	 

	“You doubt me, Chelsea?”

	 

	“No…no, not at all. How could I?”

	 

	“Desire doesn’t explain itself. It just is. Now that we’ve crossed this bridge, why don’t you try studying. See if it’s any easier now.”

	 

	Maybe it was easier to concentrate, perhaps much of the agitation in me was gone, but he’d provoked a hundred new questions, and for the remainder of the afternoon, I forced myself to push them aside. I still had a test in the morning and a lot of reading to do.

	 

	As I was leaving, I stopped in front of his desk where he was still furiously at work.

	 

	He looked up with eyebrows raised, waiting for me to say something.

	 

	“You’re a professor, aren’t you?”

	 

	“Assistant, at the moment. Is that a problem?”

	 

	“No, no—” I shook my head. “Thanks for this afternoon, for, um…” Damn, if I couldn’t complete the sentence.

	 

	“Thanks for throwing your emotions in another knot? Was that what you wanted to say?”

	 

	“Maybe,” I managed to laugh.

	 

	“Don’t get yourself all worked up, Chelsea. I’m not jumping into bed with you. I’m not making any demands, at least not yet. I have no intention to push you when you don’t want to be pushed. But I do find you much too fascinating to use you one day and drop you the next.

	 

	And just in case you’re concerned about me, let me assure you that I currently do not have a girlfriend, wife or lover. You’re the only woman I’ve had my eye on for about six months. What happens from here is as much a mystery to me as it is to you.” He let the message settle in me for a moment, then said, “So, you going to do all right on your test?”

	 

	“I hope so.”

	 

	“I do too. Good luck.”

	 


Chapter Three

	 

	Regular study dates in Maximus’ third floor apartment continued over the next several weeks.

	 

	While he banged away on his computer, graded student tests for classes in computer science and worked on his dissertation in Internet coding, I read, wrote and studied on his leather couch.

	 

	Denny would come in and briskly note my presence with a smiling grin. Sometimes he ruffled my hair, sat and gabbed about my book. Mostly I was window dressing. He never asked why I was there but seemed perfectly comfortable with my regular presence in his apartment.

	 

	Even though the undercurrent of sexual energy between us never seemed far away, gone were the overt sexual overtures. Without comment he accepted that I’d been conquered by his roommate and he was free to move on to someone else.

	 

	During week three, Caulfield showed up, a big surprise to me—and I mean big. He was a tall black man who towered over my five feet four. Just as Maximus described him, he pretty much kept to himself. After a brief introduction in that first encounter and a pleasant nod, he disappeared into his room and I rarely saw him again.

	 

	It wasn’t until a month later that I got a peek into his bedroom, which proved to be another big surprise. Out of the blue one day, an atypically cheery Caulfield invited me to see his latest painting. In fact, it took a moment for me to realize that he was actually speaking to me when he made the offer. I looked up from my textbook stunned.

	 

	“Me?”

	 

	“Yeah, you. C’mon.”

	 

	Putting down the book, I followed him into the room and immediately stopped, overcome with shock as I surveyed the unexpected sight.

	 

	“I had no idea that this was…!” I slapped my hand to my mouth, dumbfounded.

	 

	“What? That I use this as my studio?”

	 

	“Exactly.”

	 

	“Best kept secret around,” he said dryly. “Come here.”

	 

	Although there was a bed in Caulfield’s room tucked in a dark corner, the entire space was devoted to his artwork: Two easels, a paint sink, stacks of canvases and paintings that decorated the inside walls. The room had apparently been a sleeping porch at one time, one that looked out on the park behind the house and still offered a glorious view on a sunny day. Outside walls once open to the air were now entirely of glass, a grid of small rectangles that reminded me of an old-fashioned greenhouse. With the sun shining, the room was warm and glowed with light. I imagined it could be pretty cold and drafty when it was cloudy. It didn’t take an artist to know that Caulfield wanted the room for its natural light. He led me toward the far end of the narrow room where a large and beautiful abstract painting was drying on an easel. Again, the shock of what I saw hit me hard. The vibrant colors of Caulfield’s new work drew me in so completely I felt as if I were swimming inside them. Bold splashes of blue, green, purple and red melded together in a chaotic jumble in what seemed at first an abstract painting. However, as I studied the work further, I finally saw emerging from the canvas the stark face of a woman, and from behind her another figure emerged from the shadowy background; although this one was not distinct enough to recognize as a human figure. A ghostly phantom? Maybe a vibrant shadow? That was left for the viewer to decide. For me, the juxtaposition of the two forms made it appear that someone was lurking just over the female’s right shoulder. For reasons unclear to me at the time, I found it a chillingly familiar image.

	 

	As my impressions registered, I backed up as if I were a little scared of what I saw, and exclaimed something trite like, “Wow” or “Oh, geez!” Much as I fished around for something meaningful to add, I was too flabbergasted to put my finger on what I felt.

	 

	“You need anything for your room, I could probably lend you something,” Caulfield finally breached the silence.

	 

	“How about this one when it’s done?” I immediately replied, at first thinking, I’d said that to myself. I only realized that I’d spoken aloud when Caulfield responded: “This one’s for the exhibition at the end of the month. Maybe after it’s over.”

	 

	Maximus was standing behind me, and I could already hear his thoughts screeching into my mind about the current state of my apartment, which was still far from being ready for art as significant as this piece.

	 

	“Oh, Caulfield, thanks so much,” I grinned embarrassed. “I don’t think I’m quite ready for anything this nice. I mean I’m ready, it’s just that my apartment needs a lot of work before I start hanging pictures on the wall.”

	 

	“Well, whenever. I like my work to be appreciated—even if the critics are awfully harsh.”

	 

	“I doubt if I’d be harsh at all. I love everything you’ve done—well, at least what I’ve seen.”

	 

	He nodded as if he were too self-conscious to take such praise.

	 

	In such a jubilant mood, Caulfield was an entirely different person from the one that I glimpsed briefly going in and out of his sacred lair. I warmed to him and he to me, if only for a brief moment. However, by the time I left the room, he was already back to normal, deep in thought and ready to be alone again.

	 

	***

	 

	In the weeks that followed, I studied on the third floor with Maximus, and so very little happened between us that I’d begun to think that he had simply lost interest in me. Some days I came and left with hardly a comment from him. Had I only imagined that he’d brought my body to the edge of pleasure? That he’d easily breached the barrier where platonic stopped and sexual began? Had that even happened, or was it just a product of my overactive imagination? I often struggled to remember, but the remembering only brought me back to the same sure place: I could still feel his fingers on my flesh, the intimacy of his breath upon my neck, the sensation of being overtaken by someone stronger and more knowing that me.

	 

	Just after my midterm exams I caught a cold and was feeling miserable. With barely the strength to move, let alone climb another flight of stairs, I chose to study in my apartment with the boxes, the distractions and soon the gnawing need to know if Maximus cared that I’d gone missing.

	 

	Much to my distress, we ran into each other on the stairs the fourth day. In an instant of panic, I tried a mad dash to my apartment with nothing but a obligatory ‘hi’. But Maximus’ firm hand yanked me back.

	 

	“Where the hell have you been?” he asked with his eyes drilling me all the way to my soul.

	 

	“A cold,” I smiled weakly, snuffing to show him the cold was real. “Didn’t want to pass it on to you.”

	 

	“I see. And your midterms? How did they go?” Nothing like an abrupt change of topic to leave me momentarily flustered.

	 

	I tried shrugging off the question with a weak, high-pitched, “Fine.” Then I tucked my head down and attempted another escape, however Maximus was more persistent than I expected, following me all the way to my door.

	 

	When I turned around, he was too close for comfort, but any efforts to extricate myself from his fearsome authority were bound to fail. His closeness made it nearly impossible to breathe, and my pounding heart sounded so loud to my ears, I was certain he could hear the noise.

	 

	“You want to come inside?” I finally blurted.

	 

	“Not really. But if it’s the only way I’m going to see you, I suppose I’ll have to.” The tenor of his voice was so crisp and so forbidding that I was chilled to the bone. He was obviously pissed.

	 

	Smiling sweetly, I reached behind me to turn the doorknob and practically fell into my room when the door suddenly sprung open. My anxious jitters only made my clumsy efforts more embarrassing; I must have been beet red from blushing. Over the past weeks, I thought I’d conquered my nerves when Maximus was around; one would have thought so many study hours alone with the man could have done that much, but suddenly I was back to square one, feeling as anxious and aroused as I had been when we first met, and too flustered to know what to do next.

	 

	Without comment, Maximus moved in closer, while I nervously stepped back. Our eyes were locked, our actions predictable. He continued forward, I stepped back, until I ended up backed against the windows, trembling in fear as I waited for his next move.

	 

	…if it’s the only way I’m going to see you… played a hopeful refrain in my head as I silently repeated his words. Did that suggest that he still cared?

	 

	My clamoring arousal prayed it would not be denied this time. But faced with the embarrassing scene of my ruthlessly ordered neighbor inside my horribly cluttered apartment had me worried. I was on the verge of really losing it as he stepped close enough to share my breath.

	 

	“Let’s see if I can guess what’s in your poor dazed mind, Chelsea McLinden.” He ran his fingers down the side of my arm and a shivering chill went deeper still. “You think a lot about how we began… you let the scenes run through your head over and over, about getting off inside my arms and how I can move your body into sexual places you’ve never been. This haunts you because it touches you so deeply. We’ve talked of a relationship, but you really don’t know what I mean by that, and now your sadly frayed nerves just won’t let you have any peace. For the last few weeks, I’ve hardly paid attention to you, I certainly haven’t done enough to move things along. I’m remote, inaccessible, tough to figure.” The intensity of the moment could have been drawn out for miles. “What do you think? Have I missed the mark yet?”

	 

	My sheepish blush yielded to a timid smile. “No.” I shook my head and peered up at him bashfully. His dark eyes gleamed and a trace of a smile appeared at the corners of his mouth. My, how he could turn on the charm. I bit down on my lip trying to prevent a deluge of tears from spilling from my watery eyes.

	 

	“So, you think hiding out down here is going to fix this?”

	 

	“I’ve had a cold.”

	 

	“That I can tell, but you’re still hiding out. Or do you want to deny that?”

	 

	“No, you’re right.”

	 

	“Of course, I’m right.” He pressed his hand to my cheek as he had weeks ago, an act so tender that it sent that flood of tears streaming down my cheeks, just as before. Oh, why did I let him get to me!

	 

	“I’m afraid remote and inaccessible you’ll have to put up with from time to time. But if I’d wanted you to stop studying on the third floor, I would have kicked you out.”

	 

	Cupping my cheek with his hand, his lips moved to my mouth. I was taken in again and effortlessly kissing back. Inside his embrace I was almost smothered by the commanding shape and size and strength of him. He pulled my hand free from where it clutched the window sill and placed it on his hot crotch. When his cock pulsed against my palm, my entire body ignited from its heat.

	 

	“Oh, dear god…” I gasped when the kiss broke.

	 

	I had no idea what I was doing with this man. He nuzzled my neck, whispered quietly: “Am I taunting you?”

	 

	“Yes, yes you are…” A wave of arousal seemed to burst from my body.

	 

	He lifted my skirt, pulled my panties aside, and with two violating fingers entered my pussy, reclaiming territory he’d already conquered. By then, the pent-up me had begun to respond, to kiss back, to massage his rising cock and answer every touch with a groan of pleasure. I gave in, forgetting propriety, caution and vigilance, and letting the seduction speed towards its natural end.

	 

	I climaxed twice on his toying fingers before he backed away enough to stare me down and issue a stern command: “Take off your clothes, Chelsea.”

	 

	His words hit my ears and my body instantly bristled with another wave of physical excitement. But even then, my nerve-wracking fear beat back my ability to obey. For several seconds I could do nothing but stare into his smoldering eyes. In my mind’s eyes, I could see myself stripping off my clothes exactly as he ordered. I could feel the wildness, the exhilaration, the beautiful embarrassment of my unveiling all moving through me as the picture played before my eyes. The raw power of my obedience tapped untold dreams inside my psyche that longed for expression, yet those very things turned my fingers numb, made mush of my tattered brain and thus my acquiescence impossible.

	 

	The longer Maximus waited for me to act, the more his eyes cruelly grabbed me. His unanswered command pounded through my brain. I prayed for something, anything, to thaw my frozen form, feeling sure that any second he would shrug me off and leave, never looking back.

	 

	Maybe that was my prayer too. My fears too great to conquer.

	 

	What I didn’t know then, but would soon learn, was that my sexual education from Maximus Darrow had just begun and he was not about to walk out. Fears are not too great to conquer in his world. Prayers are answered. No one loses. And my terror would give way to the need that lay behind it, even if he had to drag me kicking and screaming to that place.

	 

	Without skipping a beat or changing the mood, Maximus abruptly ended the impasse, segueing into a speech that was so astounding that I can still repeat it verbatim. “Let’s get one thing straight, Chelsea, ours is not an equal opportunity relationship under any circumstances.

	 

	You may not understand this right way, but you’ll soon will. The way it works: I give you an order, you obey. It’s not a choice; in fact, you can consider it an obligation. You react without hesitation or face the consequences, which you may like or not, but you don’t ignore me with without paying a price.” He let that sink in a moment, then returned to his original order. “Now, strip off the clothes.” His husky baritone vibrated through my body, turning on lights and opening doors, illuminating desires in me that I shoved into corners and hidden in shadows, afraid of what they might mean should I drag them front and center. Perhaps, with Maximus they weren’t so threatening. But if so, then why was I trembling and cold with fear? “Even if it’s not dawned on you yet,” he went on, “this is exactly what you want, Chelsea. But let me warn you,” his eyes narrowed to a piercing stare, “if you continue to stand there like a statue, I  will spank your ass and strip off your clothes myself.”

	 

	He said enough to throw me into a new level of numbing panic, and yet his admonition didn’t have that effect.

	 

	Although the memory of it is just a blur, the clothes came off in the next few seconds, and I shivered before him with my breasts bared and my pussy wet from a sudden flow of sexual juices. The blushing target of his thoughtful gaze, I tried to turn my head away, only to hear him say, “Look at me, Chelsea,” his voice more gentle now. I obeyed as ordered.

	 

	My blush deepened with my exposure, but instead of the grim-faced Maximus with another grim warning to absorb, I faced the kinder version of the man I’d seen only on rare occasions. I was totally startled when he suddenly dropped to his knees, pried my sex lips wide and clamped his mouth on my heated clit. Forgetting that my butt was pressed to the window glass, I leaned back and began to move my pussy against his tongue, squealing when he bit my sex bud hard enough to smart, groaning with pleasure when he used his tongue. At one point, I reactively jerked and Maximus pulled back.

	 

	“Stop that or you’re going to get hurt!” he chided, then he went back for more.

	 

	“Sorry.”

	 

	While he sucked my clitoris, his fingers moved inside me again, three then four, until it might as well have been his cock—but so far his cock was no more to me than the memory of a pulsing heat in the palm of my hand.

	 

	An instant later, he abruptly pushed back and stood up. “On the bed,” he nodded toward my wrinkled sheets.

	 

	I didn’t hesitate this time. This was a fantasy fulfilled, the dream that had been so close to my heart that I’d dared not even think it. Another Denny? I’d worried that thought over a hundred times if I mulled the possibility once. But I honestly knew better than to believe that all Maximus wanted was to conquer me, take me to bed once and nothing more. He might have been a bit enigmatic, but his intent seemed unambiguous now.

	 

	I watched him strip down to his rippling muscles, his tight ass, his firm abs and a cock that sprung from his groin freshly alive on the promise of what I’d give him in the next rough minutes.

	 

	As he fell into my nakedness, he mauled me with his hands, his mouth, his teeth, and the spearing organ that tore into my pussy in one great thrust. He took me from above, rising up on his arms and hammering my clenching pussy until he was nearly at the brink; then he flipped me over and mounted me like a dog, drilling deeply from behind. With each forward thrust, his palm came down on my ass with a stinging smack, and a tortured cry spewed from my lips. My pussy reflexively tightened around his organ as the spanking went on and the pain increased. Yet as the pain increased, so did the delirious pleasure that came on its heels. The fucking was hard and beautiful and sustained, easily becoming the most intense sex of my brief love life.

	 

	“Yes, yes, yes…” was all the exclamation my lips could utter.

	 

	Then suddenly everything in my universe seemed to explode. For several seconds I went taut as a bow, then the floodgates opened and waves of pleasure poured through me, cries lifting into the humid air. Maximus kept drilling me for several seconds with his orgasm moments away. When he came, my inner muscles seized on his cock, milking the organ until his ejaculation was finally finished.

	 

	Once the spasms died away, I curled up on my side with my back to him and rested inside his enfolding arms. I relished the quiet that followed, the fact that we didn’t need words for a long time in order to share that singular moment. Instead of talking, he stroked my hair and kissed my neck; his lips moved to my shoulder and along my arm; his fingers tiptoed gently down my spine. Even the smallest touch was cause for thrill, and fueled by these small things, the seismic activity in my body went on for quite some time. When he began whispering in my ear, the moment was so still, so calm, so peaceful that at first I wasn’t sure if he was actually speaking or the words were merely in my mind.

	 

	“So, you’ve had spanking fantasies all your life?”

	 

	My mind drifted on that very thought. “Yes, pretty much.”

	 

	He kissed my neck again, while grabbing onto an ass cheek and roughly massaging the flesh.

	 

	“And you like it when I squeeze you here?”

	 

	“Humm…yes.” When he let go, I rubbed my body back against him wanting more.

	 

	“And getting punished. The thought of that turns you on?”

	 

	“I guess it does.”

	 

	We were quiet for a long while until Maximus spoke again. “And you’ve shared these secrets with…?”

	 

	“No one! Oh my god, I’d never!” Abruptly I turned inside his arms, alarmed. “I’ve never told a soul.”

	 

	“Until now.”

	 

	“Right. Until now.” Never had I felt so small, so vulnerable to a man. Yet as his hand combed through my tangle of curls, he triggered another wave of arousal. “How do you know all these things?”

	 

	“I’ve always had a way of figuring out women, especially submissive ones. I suppose the very first time I laid eyes on you, I sensed there was a woman inside you that could tease the sadistic bastard in me.”

	 

	“I always thought I was a shameless degenerate for wanting anything like that,” I admitted with some chagrin.

	 

	He touched my face and lips with a gentle finger, another small comfort in my distress.

	 

	“You understand, Chelsea, the decadence, the depravity, the submissive nature of your sexuality is why I want you. All sweetness and naiveté aside, charming as those traits may be, I want you for all the most wicked reasons. I’ve suspected from your first trip up those stairs, that you needed a dominant man to take hold of you and shake loose all your secret fantasies. If you want this relationship, that’s exactly where it will lead.”

	 

	Though his arms were warm, a cold chill ripped right through me as he laid me away with this bit of news. Though I struggled with the impulse to shy away from him, I knew he wouldn’t let me go, and so I rested in his arms until the urge finally passed.

	 

	“So, how were your midterms?” The question took me by surprise, though it shouldn’t have. This was where our conversation began when we earlier met on the stairs.

	 

	“Okay, sort of—” I answered, though I would have been happy to sidestep the questions again.

	 

	“Sort of?” his brows narrowed with concern. “You want to explain that?”

	 

	“Well—” I would have much preferred sticking with the subject of sex, but I was sure he wouldn’t let me get away with that. “Humm… let’s see,” I took a big breath, “I aced the English exam, got a C in Sociology, and pretty much… sort of…almost… flunked History…?” I closed my eyes, I grimacing remorsefully.

	 

	Maximus came right back, giving my cheek a gentle slap. “Don’t you close your eyes on me.

	 

	I don’t bite—unless it’s sexual. But flunking History is unacceptable. As long as this relationship lasts, it won’t happen again.”

	 

	In some odd way, I knew that was true; that I’d found in Maximus someone who would not let me fail, and despite the heated sexuality that drove our relationship, the power he exerted over me extended much further than that alone.

	 

	Our own brief history took such an enormous left turn that day, that my mind might have spun out all night trying to understand it all. And yet, the affection in his words was enough to still my thoughts and soothe the worst of my anxiety. In his arms I found that something missing  in my life; in his words the message I longed to hear; in his plans for me the promise of once vague dreams fulfilled. Too much to ask of a relationship so young and untested? Obviously. But I was still sure of it. I so wanted to trust a man to nurture me that I leapt first, praying that I wouldn’t find myself freefalling with no one to catch me when I hit the ground.

	 

	A half hour later, Maximus was on his feet and getting dressed, and perhaps for the first time that day he took a close look at the chaos I called my apartment. I watched him, saying nothing, hoping he would ignore the obvious—but no such luck.

	 

	He reached down and picked up an old red sweater that was no more than a ball of wrinkles. “So, what’s with this?” he asked.

	 

	“A sweater,” I said.

	 

	“Yes, I can see that. I mean this junk, this stuff—” he made a sweeping motion with his arm, then tossed the sweater in my direction.

	 

	“It’s not all junk,” I said, defensively.

	 

	“But you’d never know it, the way you treat your things.” He marched around, poking through the litter, peering into boxes, letting some of the refuse sift through his hands. “You’re finished with midterms, you have the weekend off, you can take the time to get this in order.”

	 

	“So, is that a Maximus decree?” I spouted the saucy reply as I sat up and swung my feet over the side of the bed.

	 

	Hearing the comment, he abruptly pulled his head out of a box and whipped around. “Yes, in fact, it is. Get up and get started now.”

	 

	What just the sound of his stern voice could do to my body was almost illegal. I was beginning to think that the cold shivers of desire would never be far off with him. Responding to his order, I grabbed at everything that was littering the floor and tossed it to the bed.

	 

	“Hold it!” he stopped me cold. “What you don’t do is move the mess from one spot to another, you’ll never get anything done. Pick up your clothes first, and either hang them up or throw them in the laundry, which for now is over there.” He showed me by tossing a pair of stained jeans to a spot in the corner behind the door. “Anything you’re not going to wear goes in a box for the thrift store.” He abruptly dumped the remaining contents of one packing box on the floor and pushed it toward me. “You think you can do that?”

	 

	“Yeah, sure,” I said, a bit bewildered.

	 

	“All right. Good. And I’d better see some progress when I return.”

	 

	“And when exactly will that be?”

	 

	“I have no idea,” he said this with a devilish smile. “You’ll have to hope it’s after you have the clothes handled and you’re on to something else. You can get dressed first, but I wouldn’t just hang out listening to Pearl Jam and painting your nails. This needs to get done now.”

	 

	After a kiss that was far too chaste to suit me, I watched him leave, still feeling the essence of the man lingering in the airspace of my apartment like a gentle reminder to prod me if my mind wandered.

	 

	For a while, I stood naked in the middle of the mess and hugged my body; a surge of happy pleasure rose up inside bringing a smile to my face.

	 

	Every article of clothing was in its proper place when Maximus returned several hours later.

	 

	Ironically, Pearl Jam was playing on the radio and I was lining up my nail polish on the bathroom sink when I heard his knock, and I answered the door with three bottles in hand.

	 

	His opening kiss was enough to make me salivate for more, but when he looked beyond me, he pushed right by. If anything, he looked more perturbed by my environment than before.

	 

	“What? I did exactly what you told me to do!” I blurted out. “The clothes are handled and I’m setting up my bathroom.”

	 

	Only then did I spot the bamboo rod he held in his left hand. My hand immediately went to my throat.

	 

	“You know, I wasn’t sure what I’d find when I came back, more specifically if you’d need more inspiration to get you working.”

	 

	“Oh, you’ve given me plenty of inspiration.” My eyes remained glued to the cane, scared of its awesome ability to hold my attention.

	 

	My fierce concentration was broken when Maximus began to work his way around the room to see how I’d done. “It hardly looks like you’ve made a dent, but I don’t see any clothes waylaid on your floor. As long as you get this done in the next few days, the caning will be just for fun.”

	 

	My eyes bugged as soon as I heard that. “You’re going to do what?”

	 

	“Break your ass in with the cane.” He actually smiled as I recoiled in fear.

	 

	“You’re going to…to… p-punish me now?” I could barely get the words out.

	 

	“Call it what you like; it’s time we got real with my expectations and yours. If you’re going to hate this, then I need to know now.”

	 

	He didn’t wait for my reply, but moved toward me, pushing me over an unopened cardboard box high enough on which to rest my torso. After yanking down my jeans and panties, he stepped back and snapped the cane against my naked rear.

	 

	“Ouch!” I jumped up and turned around, covering my ass with my hands. The sting had seared my flesh, radiating heat to the far corners of my body. The pleasant subtleties of the cane’s first cut were lost on me for the moment; all I could think of was that searing sting.

	 

	“So sorry it hurts,” he said smugly. “It’s going to hurt even more. You have five more before I’m done.”

	 

	“And if I don’t let you?”

	 

	I could see a laugh hovering just beneath the surface of his stoic face. “You understand, Chelsea, your question is meaningless. You will take them all, you know you will, and you’re just stalling now. Go ahead and launch a fit—if it’s twelve you want instead of six—but you’re not going to keep yourself from getting caned, unless you want the relationship over now. And I don’t think you do.”

	 

	The air around us seemed to crackle with excitement, but any aftereffects from that first cut of his bamboo were soon gone, and I realized that the pain involved was not as bad as I expected. Besides, there was something more than pain accompanying that first taste of punishment. Every corner of my body was trembling with excitement. If nothing else, the fact that he demanded my compliance just added another level of thrill to my predicament. I tried for a good sixty seconds to come up with some sort of decent argument to weasel out of more caning, but failing that, I finally turned back, bent over the box and waited for the next cut to land.

	 

	The remaining five landed without a pause. My feet danced beneath me as soon as the stinging pain began and didn’t stop until Maximus stopped and the fire on my ass had time to die away.

	 

	I fell forward against the cardboard, elated that the caning was over, only to feel another strike hit right over the top of my suffering ass.

	 

	“I don’t want you to think I’m predictable,” he explained that seventh cut. When I looked back, there was a playful smirk lighting up his handsome features.

	 

	“So, is it over now?” I asked. My emotions were all a jumble, and my body felt so terribly strange. But I couldn’t quite decide what was going on for me.”

	 

	“Yes, you can get up,” he gave me that much.

	 

	But then he moved in close against my streaked behind and began massaging it in his palm, his fingers diving deep into the crevice of my ass.

	 

	“Ohmygod….”

	 

	“Painful?”

	 

	“Yes.”

	 

	“And the pleasure?”

	 

	“Yes, that too.” I was seething as his hand played my body to the very edge of getting off.

	 

	Then he suddenly pulled back, leaving me hanging. “I want you upstairs tonight. Tomorrow you can finish this.” He drew me to my feet.

	 

	“Finish it? Tomorrow?”

	 

	“Yes. It can be done.”

	 

	“You going to help?”

	 

	“Help? No. This is your mess, not mine.”

	 

	“And I suppose if I don’t get it done, it’s more of your cane?”

	 

	“Or something else.”

	 

	Something else had me thrown. And he wasn’t about to explain what that was, so I wisely declined to inquire. The idea of returning to the third floor for more of Maximus and Chelsea seemed like a much better subject on which to focus my attention.

	 

	 


Chapter Four

	 

	Beer. Pizza. The homey tranquility of Maximus’ third floor. And Denny chatting like a magpie about his newest venture. It was Wednesday, and after several days putting my apartment in order, I was happy to be away from it and happy with the company. The two hours went by pleasantly, even as I tried to absorb the apparent shift in my relationship with Maximus. We sat close enough on his leather couch for him to kiss me on occasion, or let me rest against his shoulder, or for his hand to reach up and tousle my hair affectionately. Tender mercies my spirit craved, even though a lingering apprehension accompanied the pleasant intimacy. The animated Denny hardly seemed to care about the change, or really take note of Maximus’ demonstrative gestures. Clearly, he wasn’t bothered that I’d turned my attentions elsewhere, or that his roommate had seemingly taken over.

	 

	When Denny left, his absence made the quiet awkward, and the ‘what’s going to happen now’ questions start traipsing through my brain. At last, I jumped to my feet and took off for the kitchen with soiled napkins and the pizza box. Seeing a few dirty dishes in the sink, I ran the hot water, squeezing in a blob of detergent to make a soapy froth, then I sunk my hands into the water and began to wash away the dried bits of food from the plates. I had everything draining in the basket when Maximus’ voice suddenly ripped me from the mindless task.

	 

	“What the heck is keeping you!”

	 

	I jumped back into my skin and went running to the living room, hands dripping wet.

	 

	“Just cleaning up,” I said cheerily.

	 

	“Now you decide to take the initiative?” His lips were pursed grimly.

	 

	“I’m really not the slob you think I am. I swear.”

	 

	“It doesn’t matter to me how you keep house, it matters to you.” He let me think about that a second, then he stood up and strolled toward me. I got all jittery feeling his feral energy strike at the core of my unease. “Right now I want you at the window.”

	 

	“The window?”

	 

	“You heard me.” There was just enough mischief playing in his hard eyes to keep me from panicking, but enough steel in his voice to get me moving.

	 

	I stood at the window facing into the room and waited fearfully while Maximus went to his desk and pulled something from the bottom drawer. When he finally moved my way, a coil of white rope was dangling from the fingers of his left hand.

	 

	“Turn around,” he said. He was only steps away, close enough for me to feel the full force of his physical heat jump right under my skin.

	 

	I was only too glad to face the street, thinking I might feel less anxious not having to look at his face. Yet even then, I felt a sudden and intense pressure in the small of my back. The same eyes that I was trying to avoid were drilling holes though any sense of calm that had come over me in the last few hours.

	 

	But it wasn’t just his eyes that won my undivided attention to his approach… But the rope… …which sent my mind spinning out to places in my subconscious of which I was hardly aware. Pictures of bondage streamed into my mind. Depravity begins with rope,  the voice in my head began to speak. Rope to dangle from… Rope to tie, to bind, to tighten and contain… Rope to set my fear on edge, to quicken my breath, to cause my desire to flame up hot.

	 

	His aura reached out to surround me like the embrace of his arms. The heat of his crotch made my bottom burn. Then a tingling sensation starting at the top of my spine and moving down my back made me vibrate with a sweet, passionate, sexy feeling. I wanted to lean back against him and press my ass against his groin and dance. Just dance there in his arms, feeling his hands running along my clothes, but still he’d not laid a hand on me.

	 

	“So, is it easier to face what’s coming next when you’re not looking?” Maximus asked. His hand glided gently down my thigh, the first touch setting off a maelstrom of sexual desire.

	 

	“I don’t think I can answer that,” I replied in a breathless whisper. “I don’t know.”

	 

	“You’re trembling, Chelsea.”

	 

	“Everything you do makes me tremble.”

	 

	“And the rope?”

	 

	“Yes, that too.”

	 

	“You want to be bound?”

	 

	“I really don’t know, but I’d like to try.” My chest heaved as the desire filled me.

	 

	I heard the rope drop to the hardwood and saw the white coil from the corner of my eye when I gazed down. But it was his hands that held my attention now, how they slowly began to strip away my clothes: unbuttoning my pants, pulling my t-shirt over my head, unhooking my bra from behind, then yanking down my panties until they dropped to the floor on their own. Only then did he reach for the coil of rope.

	 

	While I stood in the window, Maximus began to bind me. The long length of white cotton went under my arms, over my breasts, around my neck and between my thighs. His hands worked like symphonic magic perfecting his creation from the bare resources of my body and his crude rope. My mind, dazed by the tugs and pulls and gentle yanks, buzzed from the sensuous feel of the cotton drawn against my skin. I shuddered twice, visible enough for Maximus to pause and chuckle at my response. Then for some crazy reason I couldn’t name, I was giggling out loud.

	 

	“You find this amusing?” He gave the back of the ropes a serious jerk.

	 

	I breathed in seething. Giggling over. “No. Sir. Not really…just nerves.”

	 

	A second brutal yank pulled on the rope that thread through my crotch.

	 

	“Oh, shit!” I murmured softly.

	 

	“Oh shit is right. You’re going to sleep like this tonight—after we make love. See how you do with that.”

	 

	I’d never been in his bedroom, not until he pushed me there with a few authoritative shoves, like I was scum or something worse, like I deserved to be shoved, and he had a right to do the shoving. Was he setting precedents in our relationship I’d better not ignore? Or perhaps I was taking the intent of his rough authority too far—even though it was exactly where my mind wanted to go.

	 

	Maximus had said a lot about what he wanted from me, but did I understand what I wanted from him? Maybe the understanding just comes over time. Until then, would I unthinkingly fall into his plans without a protest? I was afraid to refuse him, afraid he’d reject me if I balked. It wasn’t clear to me whether I wanted  to resist him or I just thought  I should.

	 

	On a visceral level, my resistance was palpable, but when it came to objections, balking or complaints, I was mum by choice. I refused to let old hurts and ancient fears stop me from going where my desires led. Even the kinky drift to our relationship seemed perfectly natural. In fact, in every circumstance so far, what Maximus chose to do with me had given me nothing but the pleasure and submission I sorely craved. Either he was a lucky guesser or he’d found a way to comb my mind for the basest of my sexual yearnings.

	 

	That night, he tied me down against his mattress, roping my hands and feet to the tarnished antique frame so my body was in the shape of an ‘X’ and all my vulnerable parts were exposed.

	 

	“You ready for this?” was his only question, to which I answered with a silent nod. I was biting my lips too hard to speak, though I would have likely squeaked had I actually tried to talk.

	 

	“Look at me, Chelsea,” he said. His voice was gentle, though there was enough grim resolve behind his words to consider it a command. “I want you to come. I want you to look into my eyes while you feel the rope, feel how tight it is, how confining, how it binds, how you can barely move… and I want you to come.”

	 

	My eyes feasted on the sight of him—my lips were parted, my breath short. How the darkness bloomed in his body, not just in his eyes, but his entire being seemed to be carrying me into the dark. He spoke and my body responded, with every word trickling through my psyche and into my sensitized nerves, heightening my desire.

	 

	“I want you to come… I want you to feel the rope… feel how it tugs… I want you to move against it, strain hard as it confines you.” The more he spoke, the more anxious and breathless I became. “Feel how it binds, Chelsea… how it hurts… and how much you love that hurt.”

	 

	In response to his words, my groin was straining, lifting toward the ceiling. Though it could only rise a few inches, I pushed upward, making the ropes cut deeper into my flesh, feeling the sensuous pain that followed, another aphrodisiac. Two ropes ran beside my labia on either side of my clit. Even the slightest movement, tugging them this way or that, produced a spasm deep in my belly.

	 

	Come, he’d said, and he repeated the order often. I thought it impossible to obey that order when he first gave the command. But I was wrong about that, when with every tug, every move, every thought in my brain that this was depraved and wicked and terribly sinful, my body responded and my arousal climbed. Keeping my focus on Maximus’ eyes and the sound of his voice, I could feel myself reeling toward a spectacular end. “Harder, Chelsea…” he went on… would he never stop?  His voice rose up sonorous and tender and filled with authority that fed my lust “…strain against them… let it come to you slowly… let the orgasm build… Keep on, pull harder Chelsea… pull harder…”

	 

	“Oh fuck…” I quietly murmured. The erotic heat in me was about to explode. My poor freaked out clit with nothing to rub against twisted in the air, while I waited, hoping and praying that Maximus would touch me with more than the sound of voice. Just the barest touch, anything, anything to take me over the edge…“Oh, please…please…” I begged.

	 

	Moving onto the bed, Maximus reached out and I thought my prayers were answered. But instead of his fingers lightly teasing my clitoris, he grabbed the ropes at my waist and tugged them tight so that they cut deep on either side of my raging sex bud and sent my arousal to another realm.

	 

	“Ohmygod…” my head fell back and my eyes closed.

	 

	“Look at me, Chelsea!” Maximus roared, shaking my crotch even harder. “Come.”

	 

	My eyes fluttered opened on his steely expression and my body gave up its maddening fight.

	 

	Something inside me clicked. A tearing sensation, as if I were being split end to end, made the next few minutes the most astonishing of my life. After that first bright wave of physical rapture, Maximus moved in beside me and began working his fingers in the furrow of my crotch in a tugging, teasing foreplay that had me screaming aloud again until my voice was hoarse.

	 

	When he finally pulled his hand away, I begged for it back. “Oh, don’t stop!”

	 

	He leaned up on his elbow, looking down at me through his smoky eyes.

	 

	“Sorry, sweetheart. You’re much too inviting not to screw.”

	 

	His pants came off and he straddled my crotch, sitting his ass against all that amazing rope and thumping his erection against my belly. Then rising up on his knees, he drew back and aimed his stiffened member between my legs and shoved forward. He ruthlessly rode me into another climax, while kissing my neck and my cheek, and in my ear whispering another command… “Come, Chelsea. Come now.”

	 

	The power of his voice and the firm imperative behind it was all I required; like a fairytale charm or sorcerer’s spell his incantations made certain that I would obey.

	 

	I knew his orgasm was on him when I heard his grunting cry and deep within me I felt the pulse of his erection. His pleasure rebounded several times, making it the longest climax I’d experienced from any man, and when it was over, he collapsed against me and rolled to my side.

	 

	“Damn, you’re hot.” He laughed to himself. “Perhaps I should keep you in rope. Turns off the brain, turns on your crotch.”

	 

	“You’re going to keep me tied?” I tried to see his face because it would tell so much, but I could just barely turn, which was not enough to see if his expression was serious or amused.

	 

	“That’s a great idea. Maybe some day. For now, you’ll sleep bound and we’ll see what that brings.”

	A nighttime of bondage led me to several waves of orgasm, when in the middle of the night, Maximus rolled over and gave the ropes a tug here and there, enough to bring my sleepy body into full arousal. At one point, he followed through and after allowing me another voice-driven come, he made love to me one more time before falling back to sleep. I lay awake often during that night, dozing briefly. Even without him pulling the tethers, my body reacted to every move, every time the sheets grazed my clit, or one of the ropes strained against my flesh. For a while, I wiggled and squirmed, maneuvering my way toward another climax, then fell back exhausted when my plan failed.

	 

	Finally, near dawn, as Maximus was sleeping peacefully beside me, I awakened again aroused and on edge. I needed another fix, another orgasm to power down my heightened sensitivity. The straining, tugging, squirming movements that failed me earlier were perfect for the moment now. With my senses so sharpened it took just a few minutes before the climax swept through me and the arousal eased.

	 

	As I came, I groaned loud enough for Maximus to hear. I learned that even in his pre-dawn stupor, he could come up rather quickly when provoked.

	 

	“You’re coming.” He leaned over me glaring, eyes sparking with anger.

	 

	“Yes…I couldn’t help myself. I swear. Did I do something wrong?” I stared at him wistfully, then felt his hand at the side of my face, warmly soothing my distress with his stroking fingers. His expression lightened and his eyes lost their fiery edge.

	 

	“No, you didn’t did anything wrong.” He bent down and kissed me, several lingering kisses followed until he slumped back to the mattress, rolled to his side and dozed off again.

	 

	Sometime later while I was still sleeping, Maximus undid the ropes so that I woke up free to move around, get up and pee. I finally tossed a t-shirt over my head and followed the aroma of fresh brewed coffee into the kitchen where I poured myself a mug. Maximus was already at his desk looking hypnotized by his work. If he’d seen me slip out of his room, he didn’t indicate that he did. In fact, when he raised his head to see me standing in front of him sipping coffee, he looked startled.

	 

	“I thought you were still asleep?”

	 

	“I guess not,” I cocked my head coyly.

	 

	“But you’re looking surprisingly rested.”

	 

	“I am, considering that I didn’t sleep much.”

	 

	He sniggered. “Sleep isn’t all it’s cracked up to be. Arousal, sex, orgasm on the other hand.

	 

	They do matter.”

	 

	This made me smirk.

	 

	“So, you have classes today?”

	 

	“Two. One at—” I looked toward the clock behind his desk, “eleven, I think.”

	 

	“You don’t know for sure?”

	 

	“It’s in my notes. Some special discussion group.”

	 

	“Then you’d better get dressed, hadn’t you? I’ll see you later.”

	 

	Whether he liked it or not, I danced around the side of his desk and gave him a big fat kiss on the lips. Dashing out the door, I didn’t look back to see his response.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	As I walked onto campus that morning, fresh from my night in bondage and with the memory of the ropes clinging to my aching body, a sudden epiphany struck me. The feeling was so immense that I had to sit down and catch my breath.

	 

	I understood Maximus. I did. It all came clear… He wasn’t as much a mystery as he was a firm reality in my mind that worked in mysterious ways. Though he might have often veiled his intentions in order to tease my psyche, which commonly sent my body into a frenzy of arousal, he was basically a straightforward man with obvious needs. There was no mystery to that at all.

	 

	Maximus was made to be in charge, made to order, dictate, control and rule over the world he created around him. I’d become part of his creation—another piece like Denny and Caulfield, and probably everyone else in his universe. Just the understanding of his authoritative control jolted the fires in my body. The anguish of the ropes was renewed; I could feel every one as if I were still tied, as if he still held me tethered to him, the rope invisible now, but still very real, and tugging, pulling, clawing at my consciousness. I wanted to hear his calm cool voice as it dove deep into the well of my dreams with its stern demands. I could still hear him in the back of my mind…the words and the power of his words like haunting music that would forever stir my soul.

	 

	Everywhere I turned he was in my thoughts…sometimes with a gentle order that would take me back to my bound night in his bed. Even during class while listening to the instructor and my classmates discuss 12th century Feudalism there was the lingering memory of my night, a resonant hum…an undercurrent of erotic sensation along with the distant whisper of his voice keeping my body constantly aroused. The aftereffect of sex with Maximus was nothing like the giddy pleasure in the wake of my night with Denny. Though sex with Denny might have been more fun for the sake of fun alone, what I experienced from this master of my body struck a chord in me that, until that time, I’d only been barely aware.

	 

	Some days later when I walked the corridor of Memorial Hall, looking left and right at nameplates in search of my History professor’s office, I came to the end of the hall where the building overlooked the lawns leading toward the sports facility. Professor Winehard was nowhere to be found on that floor. Sighing with exasperation, I turned to my left, facing an office door that was ajar; the nameplate, Maximus Darrow.

	 

	I swear, I’d had no idea where his office was until quite by accident, I was standing in front of the door with my knees knocking. For several minutes, I stood immobilized by this twist of fate not daring to move and unable to decide what to do next. I still needed to see Professor Winehard, but at that moment, he was far from my thoughts. What tricky gremlin had led me here?  I still couldn’t believe the strange coincidence. I sighed with some exasperation unsure what to do.

	 

	“You coming in, Chelsea, or just wandering around?” I jumped at the familiar sound of Maximus’ voice. Though my constant arousal had tapered off some since my night in bondage, it leapt up fiercely now.

	 

	Tiptoeing to the door, I peeked in, feeling as embarrassed as I probably looked. “I was looking for Professor Winehard, and look what happened, I find you—” I cheerily informed him.

	 

	“A nice find.” He smiled and motioned me inside.

	 

	“I’m sorry, but I can’t stay, I need to turn in this miserable paper or my whole life is doomed.” I waved it in front of his eyes. I should have known better than to exaggerate about the ‘miserable paper’ and ‘my doomed life’, because he jumped on the comment right away.

	 

	“Well, let’s not let doom  befall you…” he laid the sarcasm on thick. “Winehard is on the third floor, right above me, or thereabouts. Hand the thing in and come back when you’re done.”

	 

	“But—?”

	 

	“What? Is there a problem?”

	 

	“No, not really.” Other than feeling so uncomfortable seeing Maximus in his official ‘seat of authority’ that for the hundredth time in our relationship, I wanted to run away in fear—just like those other ninety-nine times I didn’t run. With feelings of desire going in all kinds of crazy directions, I hightailed it to Winehard’s office, discussed my paper with him for several minutes, then retuned to Maximus’ office almost breathless with anticipation.

	 

	His door was still ajar and I peeked in, seeing him sitting at his desk reading a stack of essays.

	 

	“Come in and close the door,” he said without looking up.

	 

	I did as he asked and shut the door behind me, hearing the soft but definitive click of the door latch. For just a moment my back was to him, a split second of time during which Maximus leapt to his feet, circled his desk and assaulted me from the rear. He shoved me against the wall, whispering, “Don’t make a sound,” a sensuous timbre to his commanding voice.

	 

	The electricity in the air zapped me. My nerves so on fire they were ready to explode.

	 

	Meanwhile, the master’s hands moved with easy grace along my back side, though the contact was not easy to take when even the smallest touch caused my body to shiver.

	 

	“You’ll come when I tell you to come and not before.”

	 

	“Yes, sir,” I answered without thinking. Calling him ‘sir’ and speaking words of respect when none were demanded of me had been coming-on naturally, these subtle forms of speech fell from my lips and further secured the dominant-submissive connection we’d been creating over the past weeks.

	 

	Although I’d agree to anything he’d asked—at least nothing so far caused me to disobey his orders— not coming until he commanded me to do so was harder than I imagined. His touch drove me to the bitter edge of hanging on, so I was barely able to contain the rushing flood of desire demanding its release. Still, I held on as he ran his fingers up my spine in slow measured movements, as he unhurriedly stripped me of my clothes and repeated the teasing foreplay on bare skin. By the time his tormenting fingers had journeyed from my neck to my ass, I couldn’t stop the floodgates of my desire from opening wide. I breathed in short panting breaths, my ears tuned to the sound of his voice and the timbre of his special music.

	 

	The mere fact that I was standing stark naked in a professor’s office with my face pressed to the wall and my body in the shocking state of sexual arousal was not lost on me. If anything, my present circumstances redoubled the titillation, and kept me dangling and in dire need of his command to come.

	 

	I prayed silently for a little mercy, but was unwilling to beg aloud—certainly not when he was at my back with his crotch at my ass and pulsing with heat. I clung to his every whispered word. “Even when you can hardly stand it you will hang on, Chelsea…” he was so very confident of the fact when I was not, “…you feel every nerve alive, even the vibration of my words inside your body. Even my breath against your throat makes you crave to come.”

	 

	“Oh, yes sir, it does,” I whispered back.

	 

	“But you will not come… you will hold on… hold on until I give the order…”

	 

	“Yes, sir,” I breathed out, praying for that moment.

	 

	The next sound I heard was the distinctive zrrrrrrrrrrrrup of the zipper sliding down his fly.

	 

	Pressing his horny crotch against my naked ass, his erection poked toward its target, anxious with need. He grabbed my hands and held them to the wall above my head and thrust forward his groin. His cock rented my sex with the first swift shove. Every thrust thereafter seemed to detonate another spasm that I avidly quashed, enforcing his commandment not to come. All my energies were driven to that effort, encouraged by his voice and fueled by an increasing desire to obey.

	 

	To take my mind off my physical body, I concentrated on the small features of his office I could see with my open eyes. Engage your brain in something else,  I kept telling myself. Anything to keep my word, to obey the order, to control myself, even when I only wanted to lose myself in sweet brilliance of another come.

	 

	I could feel the arousal in his body gaining strength. His efforts became more deliberate and more self-centered, while his attention to me lessened and his voice was silent for awhile. Soon the groaning, grunting sounds of a man in the heat of sex took over.

	 

	Quite suddenly, and with a swiftness that seemed to short-circuit my own desperate hanging on, he ordered me to come. “Now, Chelsea!” he said, then he kept banging on, beating me relentlessly against the rough plaster until we were coming simultaneously. I felt as if I was bursting at the seams; ravaged by his huge erection; torn asunder by my painful spasms; then gloriously coming in great gusts of physical passion, until the moment when Maximus reached the finish of his own ejaculation and his dwindling cock began to withdraw from my pussy.

	 

	The difference between men and women was obvious to us both: I could have gone on in this state of arousal and climax indefinitely, though he could not. I heard the distinctive zipping sound when he returned his cock inside his pants, then waited with my sweating body practically glued to the wall, knowing it was time to zip my desires up and tuck them away for the next occasion.

	 

	“I have a faculty appointment due to arrive here in about fifteen minutes,” Maximus informed me. “I’d suggest you drape yourself over my desk so I can cane you now, unless you’d prefer to wait for an audience.”

	 

	I peeled myself off the wall so fast you’d have thought half my skin would be stuck to the plaster.

	 

	“What do you mean cane me? I’ve done something wrong?”

	 

	“You’ve come on to a professor in his office, led the poor man astray and you expect me to applaud your ballsy behavior?”

	 

	“What?” My eyes opened in disbelief. “You’ve got to be kidding!”

	 

	“Of course.” He smiled rather broadly, then turned serious. “I’ve made it my right to fuck you, fuck with you, and punish you at my pleasure. I don’t need excuses. So what if I give you an absurd explanation, you’ll still do as I tell you.” He looked to the antique school clock on the wall. “Time is ticking away.” My eyes followed his, seeing the hour hand minutes away from hitting on four o’clock. “Over the desk, Chelsea.”

	 

	Prompted back to reality, I scooted fast. He may not have exposed me to another faculty member, but I had no assurances of that he wouldn’t.

	 

	If someone out there reading this wonders if I’d thought about the grossly inappropriate behavior of a college professor fucking with a freshman coed, I had. Another titillating fact, which I successfully used to drive my body wild with lust. What was verboten had never been a big issue with me; in fact, I rather liked living on the inappropriate fringes of good behavior.

	 

	Even if my relationship with Maximus soured I would never have used it against him. It wasn’t in my make-up. Not my style. I could see myself fleeing long before I’d make an ugly scene. I’d never liked the public spotlight glaring on me… which meant that I had no intention of sharing the facts about my kinky relationship with another soul.

	 

	Maximus moved swiftly with the caning. No preamble. No warm-ups. As soon as my naked ass was waving in the air poised for pain, I heard the distinct swish of the bamboo displacing the air, then an instant later felt the sharp sting as it bit into my ass.

	 

	“Not a sound,” he snapped the order at the same moment the cane first struck. My mind had already computed the dire need for silence at that precarious moment. In fact, I thought I’d heard footsteps in the corridor outside his office. Although it took some unwavering determination to live through the next five cuts, I managed to endure, squealing loudly to myself in protest, but barely emitting a sound. My face made an ugly scowl and my bare feet danced from one to the other, but I did that all silently, just as my master ordered.

	 

	“You’ll get another twelve, but we’ll wait for that until we’re both home. Now you’d better get dressed. I’ll see you on the third floor this evening. After the caning, you’ll study with your bare ass on the bare floor.”

	 

	It took a second for the picture of that to form in my brain, though I was much too busy getting dressed to spend any time worrying over Maximus’ next kinky use of me. I made it into my clothes just as someone knocked on the door. I would have felt much better if I’d had a chance to run a comb through my hair and take a deep settling breath, but Maximus chimed in right away with a cheery, “Come in,” and the faculty member, Mr. Elliot Gill, was in the door and looking at my blushing face a second later. Several times I’d seen the man crisscrossing the quad, always with a few students clinging to his coattails, hanging on to his words, seeking his opinions, picking his brain, male and female both displaying classic signs of cult-like infatuation.

	 

	He dressed as stylishly as a gay man—though he was not gay. He was young, a full professor at thirty years old, handsome, with a brilliant mind and a quick wit; a shining star on the rise in academia. In some ways he was a lot like Maximus, though something far darker in spirit burned within my master than could be found in the enchanting Professor Gill. Maybe Maximus was the Professor’s evil twin?  The thought amused me but was quickly forgotten.

	 

	Professor Gill peered at me through rimless glasses, sizing up the situation with the first glance, and then he beamed at Maximus with a knowing expression. My master gave nothing up, looking as remote and inscrutable as ever.

	 

	“I was just leaving,” I managed to say and I scooted out the door.

	 

	“Oh, don’t leave on my account,” Professor Gill called after me.

	 

	I felt obligated to repay the comment by turning around, which meant that my blush deepened until my cheeks were almost on fire. “I…uh…” I tried to say something, but stumbled badly.

	 

	“She gets tongue-tied when she’s put on the spot,” Maximus explained, to my further chagrin.

	 

	“Then perhaps I should let her off the hook,” Gill retorted.

	 

	I still didn’t move, though I was desperate to remove myself from the scene.

	 

	“You’re dismissed, Chelsea,” Maximus finally pushed me on.

	 

	I smiled, I left, and I didn’t look back. Although considering the burning sensation in the small of my back, I could swear that both men stood standing in the hallway staring at me until I reached the stairs. I imagined them laughing at their little joke, then going on with their conference.

	 

	 

	Not until I reached the boarding house did I seriously consider the twelve cuts of the cane, or sitting bare-assed on the hardwood floor. I could only assume that Maximus’ threats were serious, which meant that I spent the next few hours shaking like a leaf. I had permission to study in his apartment regardless of whether anyone was there and I was sure he expected me to be there when he got home. However, just staring at the third floor steps with his plans for me in mind gave me the willies. I spent the next two hours working off my mounting anxiety by cleaning my apartment. It was constantly a mess, which was a constant aggravation to Maximus—certainly he’d be happy to see me so hard at work on the nasty task I tried to avoid every time it was mentioned.

	 

	I was in the midst of polishing a mirror, when I heard someone on the stairs. I looked out the door and found myself staring at the man. All I needed was a nudge… “Did you just choose to ignore what I planned for this evening, or did you not hear what I said in my office?”

	 

	“Yes, sir, I heard you… I was just,” I looked back at my reasonably ordered apartment, “just cleaning up a little.”

	 

	“I suppose for you nervous gets things done.”

	 

	“It seems to work.”

	 

	“However, I want you upstairs now,” he said. He waited, watching my every move as I did a little more tidying up—stalling for time, I suppose—then I grabbed for my book bag and took the stairs with him right on my heels.

	 

	As soon as we entered the apartment, Maximus reached to the wall and pulled off the bamboo cane that hung side by side with a wood paddle and a leather spanking strap. He’d recently installed the three hooks right next to the door and hung the implements of my correction in plain sight of anyone visiting the apartment. If someone were to ask why they were there, he’d dash off some comment like: “When I need them, I want them handy.”

	 

	“And why do you need them?” the conversation would sometimes continue.

	 

	“For punishing bad behavior.” If it was a guy asking, they usually dropped the matter with a laugh. If it were a woman, there would almost always be a stunned silence, sometimes a livid retort, but more often, it would suddenly dawn on the female that this was just a twisted joke, indicative of Maximus’ twisted sense of humor, which everyone knew was not above a stunt like this. It would be laughed off, sometimes with a dismissive sigh, although one had to wonder what was really going through the brains of these women when they went home that night. For punishing bad behavior,  had to give some of them pause. I find there’s a strangely erotic appeal to the word punish that can jar most any female, even the ones who’d be more likely to do the punishing.

	 

	“I never said who I punished,” Maximus would say if he were further questioned. He had a way of closing down the conversations, and wasn’t at all concerned by what impression he would leave. If he’d had been pressed on the issue, he would have said something like, ‘What business of it is yours what I do with my toys?’

	 

	With the cane in hand that afternoon, he ordered me to present my ass, which by then I knew meant bending over an old metal radiator that was still bolted to the hardwood floor. It was no longer hooked to the furnace, but it was useful as a plant stand, room divider, temporary coat rack, and as a perfect place for a naughty sub like me to present my ass. The height was perfect, and if he’d been so inclined, Maximus could have bound me to it and left me there as a work of art.

	 

	When I’d gotten home that day, before I began with my cleaning frenzy, I changed from my jeans to an old denim skirt, knowing that he much preferred the easy access to my rear, than have to struggle with removing a pair of jeans. I wondered if I was just rationally anticipating his further orders, something that seemed to happen with greater frequency all the time, or had something deeper developed between us, something to do with his voice not just speaking to me in the real world, but a piece of it fastening itself to my brain and now speaking to me any hour of the day. His orders, his opinions, his thoughts seemed to be riding shotgun with my own inner voice.

	 

	I didn’t really contemplate this question for long; no use in tying myself in knots over an issue that had no bearing on my actual behavior. Whether it was my decision or that of Maximus’ evil sidekick whispering in my ear, I put on the skirt in anticipation of the caning. All he needed to do was to fling it up over my bottom to have my ass ready for every one of his blistering cuts. This overtop of what I’d already suffered that day would not be easy.

	 

	“Dammit that hurts!” I finally hollered, when we were midway into the caning and I couldn’t hold back any longer. My poor ass was burning with pain.

	 

	The next cut came crashing down even worse, and we’d only counted up to seven. I dreaded the next five.

	 

	“You want to swear at me? Perhaps I should gag you to keep you quiet. You have no idea how your voice carries in this old house.” He issued the warning and let it sink a minute. This was the first he’d ever mentioned gagging me, and it was something I had no desire for. My mind instantly fast forwarded to the awful possibilities the gag implied. What if he didn’t take it out afterwards? What if someone saw me like that?  At that moment, it felt like the worse embarrassment possible, though I’d soon learn otherwise. Encouraged by a rash of new fears, I didn’t scream or shout or cry out. Every subsequent cut from that blasted cane landed with a vengeance. I could swear he was testing me. He even added four additional cuts—much to my distress. My knuckles were white as they gripped the side of the old heat register, and my jaw was tight from so many cries I was forced to squelch. But I managed to get through the wounding strikes without a sound… ummm maybe there was a low grumbling in my throat, an errant ack!  that I couldn’t help, but I was the picture of restraint, my mind so focused that I failed to realize when he was through.

	 

	When at last my brain started to function normally again, I opened my eyes seeing Maximus on the couch reading. He looked up immediately.

	 

	“Nice rest?”

	 

	“How long was I out?”

	 

	“Not even a minute,” he laughed.

	 

	He stared at me a minute, waiting until I asked the burning question, “So can I get up?”

	 

	“I suppose you can. You have before. But then there’s hardly been a scientific study on your ‘getting up’ faculties. If it’s something that you can do in a reliable way. Why not? What do you think?”

	 

	“I think you’re toying with me,” I fumed.

	 

	“Would I do that?”

	 

	“Of course you would.”

	 

	“Well, you can get up when you’re ready, then you can park your butt on the floor for the remainder of the night.

	 

	As I struggled to pull myself from the radiator, the door suddenly opened and Denny came flying in, though he stopped as soon as he saw me with my skirt still hiked to my waist and my bare ass badly streaked with welts. I immediately righted myself, pushed down the skirt and pattered my way to the couch where Maximus sat. I ‘parked my butt’ on the floor at his feet.

	 

	“So, you’re getting kinky with her, huh?” Denny observed.

	 

	“Hmm, call it what you like. Let’s just say, we have a few understandings between us.” He tousled my hair affectionately.

	 

	Denny nodded, grinning like the Cheshire cat. “Well, let me know if there’s anything I can do to help.” Then he went into his room and closed the door.

	 

	“I guess he knows now,” I sighed.

	 

	“Sorry to burst your bubble but he’s known for a long time.”

	 

	“He has?”

	 

	“Ever since I told him I wanted you.”

	 

	He told him? “Aren’t you a little free with something that should be private?” Soon as I said that, an angry churning in my belly rose up and I moved from the floor where my bottom was pressed to the wood and knelt up beside the couch. “And with Professor Gill this afternoon?

	Aren’t you taking a big risk here?”

	 

	Spilling my fears was a relief to me even if Maximus was glaring at me annoyed. “You think I’d jeopardize my career and your education for a little sexual titillation?”

	 

	“Well, haven’t you?”

	 

	“Not in the slightest. I trust the people with whom I share my peculiar sexual appetites.

	 

	Normally because they share them with me to some degree. Sometimes I know things about them that could be equally as damaging if they were to be exposed. You needn’t worry. I keep a careful eye on these things. If our relationship is exposed to any member of this faculty, any friend, roommate or the janitor in the building for that matter, you can be assured that they can be trusted. Let me make this clear, this is my worry, not yours. Another word from you about it and you won’t like the consequences; they’ll come down on you like a hailstorm. You either trust me on this, or we have nothing.”

	 

	“I’m sorry, but I had to ask.”

	 

	“I don’t want you to be sorry, Chelsea. I’d rather you ask than keep things bottled up inside you. Sharing your concerns is not a punishable offence. But what I say about trust still stands.”

	 

	“I’m getting there, I am…”

	 

	“And I’m happy with that. It takes time, I agree. Just as long as you don’t back down from what you desire.”

	 

	The easy nature of the conversation made me bold enough to mention another, greater concern that had been bothering me for days. “You know, sometimes I wonder what I’m becoming… what I’ve already  become. It’s what makes me question everything…”

	 

	“How about I answer that question for you,” he said kindly. “You’re becoming mine. My possession, my toy, the woman I love.” He pushed my hair back with his hand and cupped my cheek against his palm. I gulped fiercely, feeling terribly aroused and terribly self-conscious.

	 

	“What’s the problem now?” He looked concerned. “All of a sudden you’re clenched up. Is becoming mine so reprehensible to you?”

	 

	“No it’s not reprehensible at all,” I rushed in. “But you’re talking ownership, at least that’s what it sounds like.”

	 

	“Owned property, yes, that sort of hits the nail on the head. And what’s the problem? You love the thought so why let it worry you?”

	 

	“And you’re so damned assumptive about my inner thoughts?”

	 

	“Am I wrong?”

	 

	I bit my lip rather than answer.

	 

	“Chelsea, answer me, am I wrong?” I hung my head as I tried to figure out what I honestly felt. Ownership. Property. This sounded so bizarre. Though I wanted to avoid his steely eyes, Maximus had my hair grasped firmly in his fist, and he pulled my head up forcing me to look at his face.

	 

	“No, you’re not wrong,” I conceded.

	 

	“Isn’t being my owned property exactly what you desire from me, Chelsea?” He was surprisingly gentle.

	 

	Until then, I’d never said those loaded words aloud, or to myself. I only thought about property,  slaves,  masters and being owned in fleeting moments of fantasy. I otherwise tried to keep my mind from going to such extremes. Even now as I sought an answer to his question, my thoughts were skirting frantically for a way to change the subject. But the voices within me, his voice and my own, kept bringing me back. For as long as I fidgeted, worrying about what would happen if I answered honestly, Maximus and his mystical crony hanging out in my brain kept the question fresh in my thoughts.

	 

	“Owned property…” The words reverberated through my body with an erotic effect I could no longer ignore. I knew I’d eventually admit the truth, that was hardly a tough call. What I didn’t expect was the amount of rage that seemed to accompany the admission. When I finally couldn’t stand the stupid impasse any longer, it came roaring out, along with a lot of other worries from my subconscious that rode right in on the tail wind.

	 

	“Answer me, Chelsea,” he prompted me one more time.

	 

	“Yes, goddammit, you’re right, you’re always right!” I blurted out the truth with my fists clenched so tightly that my fingernails bit into my palms. “I don’t even know where my head’s at anymore, you have twisted me in such a knot.”

	 

	Maximus immediately countered me, “No, Chelsea, you do know exactly what you want.

	 

	The only knot in your brain is the one you’ve tied with all that bottled up fear. When you think this through without the drama and use a little logic, you know the truth about yourself.” He was being deliberately patient with me, not to mention a little condescending, but I suppose I needed that. “What I’m asking of you now is to say it for yourself. Not for me. I already know the answer. You need to accept it for yourself because it’s what you desire. You want to be owned; it’s what you need, and at this time in your life you have the good fortune to have a man in your life who wants to take you to every sexual place you desire to go.”

	 

	The word owned seemed to tickle all the sensitive places in my erotic body. The word could have been property or toy or slave or any one of a dozen loaded words, but the simple owned was enough to have the emotion behind it welling up inside me. “You scare me, Maximus. You always have.”

	 

	“I’m sure I do. You know why?”

	 

	I shook my head.

	 

	“You know, I could make you say this yourself, but I’m afraid that drawing it out of you could end up being another tedious process neither one of us wants to suffer through.” His look was grim but not unkind. “I scare you because I represent the truth. We clicked so quickly and so deeply that you know our relationship carries the influence of fate. Meant to be may sound trite, but sometimes the simplest expression hits the mark better than a more sophisticated one. I represent the truth to you and I know what that truth is. You may try telling me that you don’t like that fact, but I’m betting you really do. How about you just say it and see how that feels. Say what you’re really feeling— I want to be owned by a man… owned, property…”

	 

	This would have been the dramatic place to avert my eyes again, but we seemed way beyond such subterfuge. Before he had a chance to continue going over the facts I knew were true, I jumped in, “Yes! I want to be owned by you, Maximus. I do. I do. I don’t understand it. I don’t understand why I have these feelings, I just know that they won’t stop. I’ve never been able to get them to stop, and believe me I’ve tried.” By then, hot fat tears streamed down my face and the emotion had risen up so strong that I could barely speak, but I kept on. “I don’t know why this happens, but I have this submissive streak that comes up whenever you’re around—and even when you’re not. It’s like you’re right inside my brain. I feel so vulnerable and so scared that I’m going to end up looking like a fool in your eyes… and everyone else’s for that matter…” I took a deep breath, glad that the moment was almost over. “So, you wanted me to say it and now I have. You have your answer.”

	 

	I looked at him through blurry eyes feeling the smile that formed on his lips gladden my heart. He pulled me towards him and into his lap where he held me for a long while, running his hand through my hair and kissing my head like he would a child.

	 

	Minutes passed, then he said, “You remember what you’re doing the rest of the night?”

	 

	“Sitting my ass on the wood and studying?”

	 

	“That’s want you’re doing,” and he slowly let me fall back to the floor where the hard wood hit my sore ass with a fresh reminder of what my submission required from me.


Chapter Five

	 

	By the end of my freshman year being Maximus Darrow’s property had become fact, both in the tangible world of cause and effect, behavior, actions and attitudes, and in the less quantifiable world of my personal psyche. The physical transformation was little more than a series of deliberate choices I made to play the Dom-sub game with a flesh and blood master. But the submission became far more than a titillating game of pretend. His authority ruled my life, his rules my behavior, his passion my heart. He was in my thoughts, a voice rising from the wilderness of confused thinking and anxious reveries with the plainly stated truth. I belonged to him, as precious to him as any woman he’d bedded, and as subservient as my desires would allow. He dictated my life, his powerful authority becoming a guiding, loving and often cruelly punishing hand as he directed my days. Capricious, imaginative and unyielding, Maximus ruled me, while I gladly suffered at his feet awaiting his next command.

	 

	That summer we were alone in the boarding house, save for the landlord Mr. Dwyer—a man too arthritic to make it to the third floor of the house. This meant that we basically had the house to ourselves, during which my obligations as Maximus’ property became firmly instilled.

	 

	The summer was tough. My life was a kinky sexual bootcamp with my master posing as the harsh drill sergeant. I worked at a sandwich shop because I needed the money, but every other hour of my day was governed by Maximus. Even my working hours could be subject to some whimsical order he would rattle off just as I was about to leave the apartment on my way out.

	 

	More than once, I heard ‘masturbate in the ladies room on your lunch break.’ Some times he would add: ‘but don’t come,’ at which I’d disparagingly grimace. Revealing my obvious distaste for the caveat was probably a huge blunder as it gave him too much ammunition for my further torment.

	 

	As it was, when I returned from work, it never failed that he’d make me report on any assignment he meted out. The first day I came home to Maximus’ interrogating questions, I was so unnerved and flustered that I was almost in tears as soon as he started in. The event that had turned my day on edge was fairly innocuous compared to the harrowing adventure that followed…I’d managed to badly screw up two sandwich orders, and had to be reprimanded by my boss. Mr. Riley was nice enough and most understanding, but his ready forgiveness did nothing to settle my nerves. I was living in a world where behaving well, completing a job right and putting mind and body into every effort were important virtues. It wasn’t surprising that I still felt like shit when I opened the door of the third floor apartment. I sighed with relief seeing that Maximus was not at his desk; I didn’t want to face him yet—not until I’d calmed down. If I’d had a little more courage I might have even slipped into my old room rather than take the stairs right off, giving myself a brief retreat before I faced the man’s next demand. But new scruples ingrained over my previous weeks of training ruled out the desired detour.

	 

	Unfortunately, my respite from Maximus was all too brief. He emerged from his bedroom with both guns firing—or so it seemed to me as he backed me toward the wall with a barrage of questions about my day. I finally broke down crying and after falling into his arms for a good sob, the truth came out. He thought I was silly for getting so upset over a small error in a sandwich order and that was the end of it. I was much relieved.

	 

	The first day he sent me off with the ‘masturbate-but-don’t-come’  command, I made the mistake of slipping into the desired climax before I could put on the brakes. I was going to behave myself, follow the script like the loyal lacky, but the erotic sensations took off when my fantasies took a stark turn toward the dark…the image of groveling on my belly before my master was all it took to send me reeling over the edge into the sweet sensations of bliss and I relished every precious second.

	 

	But with the masturbation history, my shame crept up and slapped me in the face—a portend of things to come, I was certain. Foremost in my mind was facing Maximus when I walked in the door that evening. I could have prayed that he would veer from the usual routine and not grill me about my day, but I wasn’t sure the good lord would find that a worthy prayer. I did go with my first impulse to lie about my forbidden come. In fact, my entire afternoon was spent trying to justify the fib. How could it be so bad? Who would it hurt? It was just one lil’ ole come.

	 

	But convincingly pull off that lie? That would be far more difficult than thinking it up.

	 

	After several rather innocuous questions, the preoccupied Maximus actually put the specifics of my day aside and went back to the project that had consumed him for the entire summer—when he already wasn’t consumed with being the avid master of my awakening sexuality.

	 

	I began to think my prayers had been answered regarding my small faux pas. But on coming out of the shower, toweling my hair as I padded toward the kitchen to grab a Coke, I suddenly heard Maximus’ voice leaping out with the last thing I wanted to hear.

	 

	“So did you masturbate, Chelsea?”

	 

	I paused a moment and said, “Why of course,” and I continued on to the kitchen.

	 

	“Sweetheart, I can hardly hear you, please turn around,” he called after me.

	 

	I did as he asked, and couldn’t escape the feeling that I’d just stepped beneath a spotlight.

	 

	“And you didn’t come?” He went directly to the inevitable question.

	 

	Oh fuck!  Any remaining poise I’d managed to muster seemed to loose its grip. “N-no… no, of course not, sir,” I stumbled over my reply, then tried to mask it with a smile.

	 

	Too much blushing hesitation, my voice rising to a hallow squeak and then the sorry excuse for a smile; it was enough to have Maximus peering back at me through one fixed eye.

	 

	“Come here,” he said.

	 

	I ambled toward him nonchalantly, though nonchalance was becoming increasingly difficult to pull off, considering what I was trying to hide. He could see how much I trembled—just like he could hear the uncertainty in my voice and sense my mounting fear. That silly old lie seemed to be breaking into pieces, falling down with no truth to keep it afloat; any scheme to dodge the facts was useless. I might as well have screamed the truth about the little fib. “You sure you don’t want to amend your answer?” he asked. The question hung in the heated air threatening me with certain doom. His eyes didn’t waver in their focus, like he was daring me to lie again.

	 

	“I was so overwrought … I couldn’t help myself … I promise it will never happen again…” some response in that vein was blurted out so quickly that I really don’t remember exactly which excuse I used.

	 

	He sat back in his chair looking relieved by my response. “And how do you feel now?”

	 

	“Horrible.”

	 

	“Good. I’m glad you recognize that fact,” he sounded as serious as I’d ever heard him.

	 

	“That’s what lying feels like, Chelsea. Get a good taste of it. Lap it up as if it were precious fruit.

	 

	Enjoy it, savor it. That way you’ll recognize it right off when you try to lie to me again—or even think it might work.” His biting sarcasm jolted me in the gut…and he wasn’t finished. “We all try to hide from falsehoods and the tall tales, even the slanted propaganda we use to defend ourselves, but the cruel fact remains, every lie sits in us making horrible feelings churn inside the heart. You’re consigned to live with that rot every day as it eats away at the spirit. A lot of damage is done by lies—which is why you won’t lie to me again.”

	 

	His stunning reprimand left me speechless—amazed, ashamed and speechless. How do you answer the perfect summation of an essential truth? The question has haunted me since the first time Maximus so skillfully laid me away—it wouldn’t be the last time. I didn’t answer then. I didn’t say a thing. Max sat at his seat of authority with me standing before him—the accused, tried and convicted—and our eyes met for a moment of naked intimacy that was as tough to bear as anything I’d been made to endure from him so far. He’d taken me to a new playground where the old tricks and subterfuge didn’t work. As deeply ashamed as I was for this minor lapse, saying I’m sorry just didn’t seem like enough.

	 

	“Go sit in a corner and read—” he dismissed me, pointing to the far end of the room where the windows looked down on the street. “On your naked ass,” he added for good measure, along with enough disgust to keep the shame burning in me for a good long while.

	 

	We spent that first summer of our love affair as an odyssey of sexual depravity. My days were filled with bold demands from Maximus, followed by my outrageous acts of submission. Some days I was treated like a dog. I ate from a bowl he set by the laundry sink where the spiders and cobwebs had taken over. I peed in a litter box in the corner and was leashed to the fridge, or the radiator on which I was whipped, or even to the leg of his desk as he worked. I spent ‘leash time’ contemplating feelings of subservience until Maximus granted me my freedom or chose some other vile thing for me to do.

	 

	The next day, with a new vision for me foremost in his mind, I might sit in his lap as he fed me, or if I were lucky, eat at the table like a proper adult. I never knew what to expect, which kept me constantly on edge and incredibly aroused.

	 

	Some nights, I slept on the wooden floor, no pillow, no blanket and no soft arms to hold me. On other nights I was in the bed curled up beside him, hips touching, fingers grazing fingers, bottoms skating back and forth beneath the sheets, until sleepy eyes opened and the sexual embrace began. I took to the whip, the paddle, the flogger, the tawse. I loved them all and could be heard begging for more when my master began a long session with his sadistic bastard in charge. He didn’t mind my begging; he even answered every impassioned plea with a long lesson in asking for more. The blows got harder, the pain worse, until the point when I could take no more and began begging for him to stop—which he would eventually do—on his terms, not mine.

	 

	The cane was a completely different source of anguish from Maximus’ other implements of torture. I refused to love the blistering cuts that seared my ass or tits. They were cold and cruel like a flash of indifference. They burned like ice. I ran from the terror of a caning session, pleading with him to use anything else to punish me. However, my extreme response to the cane was curious to him. He couldn’t see the difference between the hurt of the whip, which I loved, and that of his bamboo rod. We even argued the issue with me making a number of cogent arguments to support my opinions, though he believed none of my explanations had any merit—at least considering that he never backed down from a promised caning. It became his challenge to make me love the act as much as I loved his tawse and whips and all the others. At best I suffered through the pain and let my desire free once he laid his hand on my wounded ass and soothed that pain away. The physical arousal that eventually followed almost made it worth my anguish—though I would never tell him that.

	 

	“In time, Chelsea, you’ll beg me to cane you,” his voice would speak to me in reassuring whispers—and often enough that I actually began to believe him. However, even to this day, the shudder that rips through me at the sight of a cane is an unnerving one, and the first cut is sheer misery.

	 

	Bondage…bondage was sweet, like a confection that melted on the palate and stirred every nerve below. Just the sight of the ropes, and everything in me fluttered with excitement. I bent to his wishes, conforming to every strange position and enduring what could be tedious minutes of steady bondage in a state of delirious arousal.

	 

	After circling my body with the confining rope, tying up my tits and putting my crotch in a rigorous tie, Maximus would then tether me to the bed or in the corner by the windows or against a chair where he’d further torture me with one of his nasty toys. I relished the experience anytime I was bound: the quiet roar of pheromones detonating inside; the rush of arousal as the rope tugged tight with even the smallest movement, and the pure bliss as the rope was slowly drawn away, all combined to make this a torture that I’d come to crave. When he finished tying me up and was ready to leave me for a while, I rocked inside the feeling of joy that came on me like an enormous ocean wave consuming me in its vast depths.

	 

	One afternoon in the heat of a blistering summer day, he took me into the second floor hall and tied me to the third floor banister. Above my head a ceiling fan loped gently, stirring the heated breeze that came in through the open windows. Otherwise, there wouldn’t have been a breath of air in that stifling hallway. He tied my hands to the upper rail, my feet to the foot of the stair post, and my torso was roped to the railing so that I could barely move a muscle.

	 

	Anyone coming up the second floor stairs would have a bird’s eye view of my naked privates proudly displayed.

	 

	Though I twittered nervously in fear of being discovered, Maximus assured me that no one would see. He was correct when he argued that not a soul had used those stairs in weeks; the crude exhibition was as safe from voyeuring eyes as being behind closed doors. Sorry Maximus, that fact did nothing to alleviate my anxiety. Still, he milked this truth to his advantage and completed the bondage with me following along despite grave misgivings. To add to the minkfuck, he went on for several minutes jovially teasing me with the notion that he’d invited a party of people to partake of me. Any second the first wave should be arriving on the scene. He went so far as to wonder if they should pull straws to see who would be the first one to fuck me.

	 

	“You wouldn’t dare!” I finally blurted out, nearly in tears.

	 

	He gently ran his hand along my spine. “Wouldn’t dare? You think that, then you don’t know me very well, little sub. I do what I want with you and you really have no say. You either trust me or you don’t. Now I’ll leave you with that to think about—after I’ve given you a little warm-up.” I imagined him standing at the bottom of the steps looking up at my tethered body, finding some amusement in his handiwork and enjoying every miserable strike of the hated bamboo. There were twelve cuts in all—I couldn’t help but count when he caned me. When he was done, he said: “I know you would have preferred I’d used something other than the cane, but with windows open I opted to be cautious. I’m honestly not out to alert the neighbors to your sexual kinks.” After laying on that comment, he quickly took the stairs to his apartment.

	 

	“Maximus no!” I shrieked as I watched the door close.

	 

	He door re-opened it instantly—as if expecting that fervent shout. He leaned out. “You have thirty minutes to come to terms with this. Don’t let there be another shriek or there will be another half hour for you to suffer. And remember, the windows are open.”

	 

	“But what did I ever do to deserve this—?”

	 

	“Hush,” he said, and he closed the door again.

	 

	What choice did I have now? None that I could think of. The minutes were tediously slow, though my mind couldn’t even grasp the concept of time passing. How much? How little? I was in a miserable stew.

	 

	At some point, I finally gave up fighting what I could not control. The rope that had been pestering me all this time finally took over, as it always had before, as if it had a mind of its own and schemes and devices and tricky ways of bringing me pleasure when none seemed remotely possible. The gentle tugs that thrilled me on every other occasion were soon tugging at my consciousness and leading it along, while Maximus’ whispering voice echoed through my thoughts, reminding me that I was made for extremes like this. That intoxicating voice even had the gall to suggest that I hungered to be discovered, that I craved the touch of strange hands and the exposure to unknown eyes, and the sleazy sort of comments that would follow as a crowd of kinky voyeurs gathered around me.

	 

	When these thoughts took over, a humiliating blush rose up making my cheeks hot, even though there was no one there to see. No strange hand was laid on my body. No mockery, no joking, no biting repartee to make the humiliation worse. Any disgrace I suffered grew out of my imagination and it abruptly ended as soon as Maximus returned to me.

	 

	My thirty minutes were over before I’d milked all there was from the extraordinary scene.

	 

	Maximus was back on the stairs with his comforting hand laid against my punished ass. In the next few minutes, he carefully reversed all his painstaking work, freeing me from the rail and the rope and my confusing array of emotions. I fell against him with a huge sigh and he kindly guided me upstairs.

	 

	“Yes, you’re getting there, aren’t you?” was his only comment. A rhetorical one, I thought, and I didn’t bother to reply.

	 

	 


Chapter Six

	 

	By sophomore year, the important questions had been answered, ritual behaviors painstakingly practiced, and the way in which I interacted with my master had become second nature.

	 

	As the new school year began, the tiny world that surrounded our lives knew the basic Dom/sub nature of our relationship. Denny, Caulfield and a dozen other friends and associates of Maximus learned the truth either by accident or because Maximus deliberately shared the news. Whether I wanted that much exposure wasn’t a factor when the decision was made to share our relationship with this select company.

	 

	Plenty of eye-opening incidents occurred during the first weeks of the term. Denny, who already understood the gist of our relationship, walked into the apartment once again seeing me tied over the old heat register and getting my bottom worked over with a wicked ping pong paddle. My ass was burning by that time. His appearance was a bit of surprise as Maximus hadn’t expected him back until the following day.

	 

	If there’d been any remaining doubts about my subservient status, the incident seemed to confirm the facts in a way nothing else could.

	 

	“Woah! You must really like getting your ass beat!” My cheeks must have been a brilliant red as I felt Denny’s eyes take in the sight of my bound body. He moved from behind me toward the front, stopping exactly where I could look up and see the randy smirk that crossed his lips.

	 

	“Chelsea’s going to spend sophomore year as my sex toy,” Maximus blithely informed him.

	 

	“Really? Hum. Who would have known?” A laugh followed and once he recovered— “Dammit, Max. How do you do it?” Another few mortifying minutes of his scrutiny followed, then he smiled. “But hey, if you ever think of sharing the wealth; her tight little pussy is one of the best ones around.”

	 

	“Yeah, you sleazy shit, you’ll have to take a number,” Maximus came right back.

	 

	“You really getting serious about this?” Denny said, with a bit of wonder. I think to that point he just thought my submission was a bit of a joke—certainly not as significant as it had become.

	 

	I watched Maximus shrug in reply to his question. My body was all anxious, my nerves really shot—though I’m not sure why the reaction was so profound. “I have no idea where it will lead,” Maximus finally smiled back at his friend, “Hell, she just might bolt on me if I don’t keep her in chains.”

	 

	When Denny disappeared into his room, Maximus untied me, saying quite pointedly: “You’ll learn to live with it and enjoy what it brings.”

	 

	“And exactly what is it I’m supposed to enjoy?”

	 

	“That same feeling of smallness you enjoy with me. Being reduced, discounted and used…abused and passionately fucked in every way possible. Should I go on, or do you get the idea?”

	 

	“I get that this is scaring me.”

	 

	He laughed. “Well then, you’d better enjoy the fear; maybe even make friends with it. Better than being reduced to shivers and tears and hesitation every time I ask something new of you.”

	 

	 

	He held me, fondling my hair and running his hand along my skin, listening to the heated moans of my building pleasure. Finally taking me into the bedroom, he laid me out—no tethers this time—and rising above my pussy with his beautiful erection poised to strike, he made the first plunge and I was gone.

	 

	“I love you, Maximus,” I said when the lovemaking ended. The room around us was calm and silent, almost begging for something to breach all that quiet, and this was the first thing that popped out of my mouth.

	 

	“And I love you, Chelsea—probably more than is sensible, but then you’ve given me something I’ve never had.”

	 

	I didn’t know what to do with that comment, but I knew it made me happy and that piece of happiness was all I needed at the moment.

	 

	It was a week later, to the day in fact, when Maximus’ other roommate learned the truth. I remember it clearly because they both were Wednesdays, warm autumn afternoons when it seemed like the entire campus fell into a huge shrug as the day dwindled toward evening. The shadows were long, the air dancing with dust and mites and erotic feelings. Maximus and I were fucking on his bed with me on top—not the normal manner of things, but an occasional pleasure, a few moments when he gave me a modicum of control. We were just getting into it, temperatures rising, cries and moans and lusty sounds filling the air around us, when suddenly there was a sharp rap on the door—which was already ajar.

	 

	We stopped the crazy in and out, Maximus looking up, me looking back to see Caulfield’s big, black, bold form staring into the room.

	 

	A huge smirk, like I’ve never seen on his face, emerged out of his first shocked glimpse.

	 

	Oh, did I forget to say, my ass must have been heavily streaked with red? Not only had Maximus given me one hellacious flogging before the sex, he gave me the extra special treatment, working me over with the paddle and then the tawse. It was safe to say my behind was still a bruised and hellacious shade of red. “Hey, sorry to bother you,” Caulfield’s deep baritone gave my spine an especially naughty tingle of lust—quite a reaction considering my embarrassing position. “I wanted to talk to you about the rent…but I’ll come back later…” he said, though he made no move to leave and continued to stand in the doorway, as if he were waiting for an invitation.

	 

	To my surprise, that’s exactly what he got. “Hey man, why don’t you join us?” Maximus moved the scene along. “My little sex toy here could use some breaking in when it comes to her ass.”

	 

	I instantly froze. I hadn’t realized that my ass needed any breaking in; Maximus had done just fine whenever he wanted to use it. The comment, however, turned what had been a titillating moment of exposure into something very different. My first panicked response was to climb out of his arms and under the bed to hide, but he held me firm against his chest so I couldn’t move.

	 

	I tucked my head in tight to avoid both men’s eyes.

	 

	I don’t recall Caulfield saying a thing in response to Maximus’ invite, but I do remember his hands moving over my punished rear squeezing gently and slowly shifting to a firmer massage.

	 

	He bounced the mattress a bit as he climbed on the bed with his big body moving between my legs until his groin was pressed to my wide open ass and his cock was thumping hard against my anal crack. Maximus’ erection was still rigid and moving inside my pussy with a steady in and out, when I felt something cold and liquidy oozing down my anal crack. Pressing the head of his organ against the tight barrier of my closed asshole, Caulfield carefully massaged the opening with small and easy strokes, all the while steadily increasing the inward pressure. Beneath me was Maximus whispering a rushed and heated refrain… “relax, my little sub, and let him in… relax and you’ll be just fine… it’s what you want, what you need, two men deep inside you … think of it, Chelsea…two men using you… The strain on my inner body was elemental and a deep and profound submission followed.

	 

	As if I were diving through the ocean at light speed, pulling away from the disgust and the shock and the pain of Caulfield’s violation—the fears were all so very real one minute—but then disappeared the next as the wild pleasure of my surrender rocked my world. The two were so confident of themselves in their use of me, so arrogant, so selfishly seeking their own climax that they couldn’t be concerned for mine. It was enough for them to know that my body would give them one hell of a good time. Better than jacking off any day! Better because there were two cocks rubbing against each other, stretching my inner cavities until I thought I would break.

	 

	The only explosion I suffered that afternoon was the first jolting climax, just before the two came to the peak of their arousal. I remember Caulfield more than Maximus—how once he’d entered me completely with his organ swallowed by my body, the activity changed and his cock dropped to a steady pistoning in and out—and how after several minutes of my jockeying them inside the small space, Caulfield started shoving harder, moving deeper, paying no attention to what my master might be doing at the very same time, or the distress it was causing me.

	 

	When my ass tightened on his coming cock and his throaty cry assaulted our ears, I felt as if my body was exploding. All my nerves collided. Shivers raced up my spine. And whatever happened internally provoked a huge response from Maximus. His body suddenly stiffened beneath me. He lifted his crotch to mine, groaning as he always does when he comes, with a lot of ‘fuck, fuck goddam fuckkkkkk!’ venting into the steamy air.

	 

	Two men. I had been taken by two men at the same time! It took a lot of contemplation to accept what I had done, what I’d become in that act of depravity. The fact that my body seemed to love every damnable thing done to me didn’t factor into my agonized musings, not until Maximus, who had been kind enough to ease off once the afternoon was over, finally confronted me several days later.

	 

	My response to the impromptu ménage a trois was strange and oddly curious. Rather than blurting out my objections after the fact, as I normally did, I came out of that amazing scene overcome by a feeling of melancholy that I couldn’t shake. I couldn’t understand it either, but regardless I walked around in a daze, feeling listless and sullen and all the moods I knew Maximus hated. If you’re analyzing the psychological effect, maybe I wanted him to hate me too.

	 

	Maybe I was afraid of going too far. I didn’t have any answers, just the sullen and lingering sorrow. I’d never had to deal with feelings as confusing as the ones that held me in such a state of gloom.

	 

	On the fourth afternoon following the threesome, I was washing dishes, clinging determinedly to my melancholy, when Maximus came up behind me as he liked to do and spoke so close to my ear that I could feel his breath tickling all the tiny hairs on my neck. His technique never failed to send a shuddering thrill through my body, even though any excitement was muted by my mood.

	 

	“Caulfield and I must have taken you down hard,” he said. He rubbed my bottom, which normally had a predictable effect of soothing me and putting me in a pleasant place.

	 

	“It’s eating at you, isn’t it Chelsea? How much you enjoyed two men, two cocks…all at once,” the same sure voice of reason I’d been hearing for months pointed out the facts so simply and my arousal began to take hold… “You were climaxing all over the place, slut…” I didn’t like the sound of the word slut, which must have been obvious because he immediately added, “sorry, but slut’s the right word for your behavior. Don’t spend your effort denying the truth, everyone knows that kinky, slutty sex toys like you crave two men at once. You’re probably dying for a third and another double banging, and maybe a whole goddam fleet of men.” The image of me surrounded by men with raging hard-ons instantly flashed before me. The picture may have been an easy one to deny, but considering my body’s reaction, he wasn’t wrong in his characterization of my inner slut. “You want those cocks again, don’t you, my little sub?”

	 

	I merely hummed my response, as my body encouragingly moved against him for the first time since he arrived in the kitchen.

	 

	“You’ll come to crave it, Chelsea, crave it and need it and even beg for it when I deny you the pleasure.” He stroked my ass smoothly with his hand, then traversed to the small of my back and up to my neck, where his gentle massage felt like another form of orgasm raining down on me with waves of pleasure. So simple was his touch, and yet it wooed me away from the judgment and shame, and the fear of my life changing in this bold new way. His touch was enough to set things right for me—along with the words and his voice and his sure and steady vision of me. “This is you, Chelsea. This is the Chelsea you try to hide from me, the woman you try to hide from yourself. This is who you are… There are so many things yet for you to become…love it, Chelsea, love that there are no limits with you…” His hand dropped back to my ass and I began to sway against him more aggressively, praying all the while that he’d give my ass a good hard swat… or two or three… or a whole dreamy, hurting, nasty spanking that would leave me shrieking and take both of us back to bed.

	 

	But Maximus was not finished with the sexy talk, in fact, after wooing me back to him with his assessment of my character, he hit me with a whole new world of worry which would further twist my stomach into knots.

	 

	“I’m going to give you to other men this year,” he said. This was an announcement, something new and unexpected—no less titillating than the sensuous mind fuck he’d put me through in the last few minutes. The news sent a shot of adrenalin through me that set all my nerves on edge. I seized up as fear began to trickle back inside my body.

	 

	The massage became more vigorous and my response more animated.

	 

	“Oh, my no…” I quietly uttered as his message sunk in and the tension in my body grew.

	 

	Apparently calming frayed nerves and pulling me from the melancholy that had been hanging about my spirit was no longer my master’s foremost concern.

	 

	“I think it’s time to share you, certainly you can handle that. A few men, not a lot. Some might even have open rights to have you at will.”

	 

	This wasn’t just Maximus toying with my mind. Again he was serious. I wanted so very much to turn around and look him in the eye, read his expression, make sure my intuition on this was correct. But given his firm hold on me, I stayed put and let his hands soothe me through these latest jitters.

	 

	“You wonder how it will feel being community property on my third floor? You’ll know soon enough.”

	 

	“But what if I can’t?!” I put all my objections into one big shriek.

	 

	“Shush! Don’t say can’t, you’ll do it for me if not for yourself.”

	 

	“But why?”

	 

	“Because I want other men to enjoy the pleasure of your body and that savage submission you so adore. But more important than that, this is what I desire from you. It arouses me to see you taken. You may not understand how that works, but that’s really not your problem, is it?

	Your job is to please me and surrender to my wishes. Trust me, little sub, you’ll survive this like you’ve survived every other outrageous thing I’ve made you do. You’ll come to love what I make of you. Remember, it’s not for you to worry about, your life belongs to me. The more you banish the worry from your brain the better off you’ll be. Talk to me if you feel afraid, but remember, there is really nothing to fear. It’s all in my hands. I promise you this: nobody hits you, no one slaps you and no one binds you—at least not unless I’m there. No one will give you to anyone else. Regardless of who I share you with, I am your master, I make the rules, and anyone I give you to will respect that fact.

	 

	Finally, he pulled back and turned me around so I could face him. Lifting my chin with his finger, he peered down at me, his eyes filled with emotion I rarely saw.

	 

	“You belong to me, Chelsea,” he repeated.

	 

	In my heart of hearts, I knew that was true and I wanted our relationship exactly as it was.

	 

	There was no logical reason why I should want to be so completely dominated by a man, only the enormous beat of sexual desire that drove me to this extreme place. Without Maximus to keep me safe, I could see my life spiraling down to the gutter in all the gloomiest of ways. I had to trust my instincts and believe they were on target, that among all the men I could have fallen for, I was lucky to find the one I needed in Maximus Darrow. He’d reminded me of that months before, and I reminded myself now.

	 

	 


Chapter Seven

	 

	Regarding the men that shared me; they were primarily a group of eight regulars who visited the third floor—mostly grad students and one very randy janitor—all who learned about my slavish status just by walking through the door. Maximus did little to hide my status. Some saw me chained in the corner reading, another found me gagged while I was studying on the sofa. He’d probably seen me before in my usual corner of Maximus’ couch, but the gag was another matter.

	 

	Maximus wanted to cut down on the chatter, said he couldn’t concentrate when I kept blabbing, thus the gag to keep me quiet, and another of his friends was immediately privy to what was no longer a secret fetish.

	 

	I’m not sure how all the other revelations about our D/s life occurred, but I do know that when the wooden crate appeared on the scene, too big and too obvious to miss, the facts were plain and no one even questioned it anymore. He put the thing right next to his desk where I often studied so I could remain close to him. Locked within the wooden slats and peering out further narrowed my life, turning me into a gawking creature awaiting the kind and beneficent mercy of her master to allow her some small freedom. Being caged was a supremely divine experience for when feeling small and controlled was a desire I needed to feel in a tangible way and nothing could be more tangible than those immovable wooden bars and the heavy padlock that prevented my escape.

	 

	Once his world became accustomed to his odd lifestyle, few thought much about it from day to day; it was simply a fact of his life that one could accept or judge but certainly not change.

	 

	Maximus Darrow keeps a sex slave, what’s so wrong with that?

	 

	It never ceased to amaze me that I was a full time, functioning college student, who was also ruled, mastered and contained by a Dominant man who had transformed me into his willing sex toy.

	 

	One of the most remarkable tradeoffs for my lifestyle was being constantly aroused. Most days, I was so horny that Maximus could make me come within seconds of spitting out the command to do so. He could be across the room and I’d respond on his words alone. Not a single touch, just the sound of his steely command. Once, when our paths crossed on campus, he gave me the order to come while I stood talking to him in the student quad surrounded by students moving from one class to their next. He spoke in no more than a whisper, one that only I could hear: “Come for me now, Chelsea.”

	 

	The words sent a rifle shot of energy up from my crotch to my thirsting lips.

	 

	“Here? Right here?” I worriedly queried him, keeping my voice to a whisper.

	 

	“Yes, and unless you want to make a scene, I’d be discreet about it.”

	 

	I stared at his face, his lips, his eyes; felt the crowd of students rushing by, the energy swirling about us. Suddenly, the orgasmic sensation lifted through me, like a bird rising on its fluttering wings and my pussy spasmed. I bit my lip to avoid the utterance that would have naturally been voiced. Then I smiled, giggling over what I’d done.

	 

	“Very good, Ms. McLinden, I’ll see you soon, won’t I?” spoken as if I were just another student and this was just a casual conference.

	 

	For several weeks that fall, my extraordinary ability to come on command was paraded before all of Maximus selected friends. Even if my sexual energy was running near empty, it wouldn’t take but a few seconds of concentration on his stern command for the climax to gain traction and my pussy clench in its empty anguish.

	 

	Once he’d exhibited my remarkable gift to those in his inner circle, he moved on to passing me around to that select few. Nothing formal, no announcements… just a simple order, like during the day I came home and Maximus met me at the door. After the token kiss and obligatory hug, he pushed me back and his eyes zoomed in on mine. To further focus my attention, he took hold of me by the shoulders and laid me away with his next instructions. “My friend Rasheed wants a blowjob, Chels… see what you can do.”

	 

	I started to say no—as in you really don’t mean that?  but he pressed a finger to my mouth before the word came out.

	 

	“Yes, you are going to do this because I’m ordering you to, and because if you don’t, you won’t like the consequences. You’ve had plenty of opportunity to object to my plans, now is certainly not the time.”

	 

	I pursed my lips together rather than blurt out the ‘but’ that was on the tip of my tongue, then looked toward the couch where Rasheed was reading Scientific American as if he’d heard none of our exchange. I gulped a bit, uncomfortable with the idea, but was then buoyed by a tingling feeling in my belly that remarkably resembled lust. That it was a naughty, forbidden and wicked lust fired my passions all the more.

	 

	With a little shove from Maximus I began to move toward my target, and when I reached the far end of the couch with Rasheed just five feet way, some bizarre but very certain feeling compelled me to drop to my knees, and so I did. I crawled from there to where the man had been busy reading, however, long before I reached him, in fact as soon as he caught sight of me, he tossed the magazine aside and waited for my approach. One look at his eyes, then I turned away.

	 

	From then on, I ignored his face, not because he wasn’t a hot looking guy—he was—but because I was pretending he was Maximus. Just as I would approach my master for a blowjob, I ran my hands along his thighs, letting them take a languorous journey up his body until they finally lighted on his crotch… and then the zipper… and the jockeys beneath… and the pulsing member I pulled from inside his pants. I took him deep in my mouth using tongue and teeth and lips to give him what I knew to be a stellar blowjob. It didn’t take long, a fact about blowjobs like this I’d observe over the next several weeks. Suddenly his arousal soared over the edge and I continued vigorously sucking until he spewed his seed… in my mouth… on my lips… and all the way down my chin. Thinking of Maximus the entire time made it a little shocking when I finally looked to see Rasheed’s face.

	 

	“So, you’re Max’s slave. Not a bad blowjob.” He nodded his head, smiling.

	 

	I didn’t know what to answer back, so I simply smiled.

	 

	I liked the blowjobs on command better than I believed I would, even though my first thought, the thought that got me going whenever I was ordered to give up my pussy or mouth, or do any other despicably slutty thing, was always Maximus. Maybe it was his voice inside my head reminding me of who I was—his property—and what I was obliged to do—submit—that kept me from freaking out when there was another friend of Maximus to satisfy. Stay obedient to your submission, he said often if he caught me balking. His words never failed to soothe me into my next act of surrender.

	 

	On winter evenings when there wasn’t much to do, Maximus and his friends gathered around the big old dining room table, the cards whisking by at a furious pace, shuffled and dealt, antes in, bets made. The hand proceeded with the mound of chips growing larger in the center of the table, then before I knew it, Chelsea’s on the table—maybe not Chelsea herself then but a cuff or collar or some other article of clothing that was easy to snatch from my body and toss on the pile. They had to make do with whatever was available. When Maximus played cards, I was sometimes clothed in the normal way and doing chores or studying on the couch if the noise wasn’t too bad. On other occasions, I was naked, collared and cuffed, giving Maximus fewer items to choose from.

	 

	One night, because I was wearing nothing that could be removed due to all the padlocks he used for my wrists cuffs and the three inch collar, he ordered me to his desk to retrieve an envelope and a pair of scissors—which I promptly brought back, and which were then promptly used to clip a lock of pubic hair from my pussy. The delicate hairs were slid into the envelope, the envelope thrown on the pile of chips.

	 

	“Whoever wins the pot, wins a night with Chels in bondage,” was Maximus’ explanation, one that raised eyebrows all around the table. The play of the hand was noticeably more serious from that point on.

	 

	I spent that night with the very bashful Edmund, who I swear must have kissed every square inch of my body. I began to think that the night would be a total waste, until finally, at last, just when I was about to beg, he clamped his mouth on my clit and rode me to one glorious orgasm, and then another and another, until I was giggling I was so high.

	 

	The shy Edmund fled from my clit as soon as the crashing climaxes ended. My come apparently kicked his hormones into high gear and he moved quickly, straddling my face and presenting his hard-on to my thirsty lips. Then he practically rammed it down my dry throat.

	 

	Even when I gagged, he just worked me harder, grabbing me by the hair and ramming my mouth as if he were trying to mimic a scene from a pornographic movie.

	 

	Much harder to swallow was an incident that had nothing to do with being shared with other men. That night a pretty redhead entered the apartment on Maximus’ arm; the gum-smacking, face-sucking, body-groveling bitch was all over him like a cheap whore, and I was instantly pissed off, which Maximus instantly picked up on.

	 

	He disentangled himself from the busty floozy long enough to point at the crate.

	 

	“Now, Chels…”

	 

	You’ve got to be kidding was just about to blurt from my mouth, but something made me shut it before I’d stuck my foot in. I did a rapid review of my life with Maximus so far, and nowhere did it state that he was required to be faithful to me. I knew that I couldn’t raise an objection without suffering through one of his adroitly executed sessions in logic that would put me in my place. Endure that in front of the little harlot? Hell no!

	 

	Adding insult to my injury was not an option.

	 

	In an act that I then thought was entirely magnanimous and exceedingly submissive, I momentarily pushed my ire aside, dropped to my knees and crawled to the cage. If he wanted me to learn something from this night, then I’d do my best to learn it. Accept. Surrender. He has every right.  I tried on all the excuses to see how well they fit, but there was nothing that I could tell myself that would make listening to Maximus having sex with another woman feel right in any way.

	 

	“You going to behave yourself?” he asked.

	 

	“Yes, sir,” I said, straining hard to get the words out.

	 

	“Geez, who is she, Max, your slave?” His little groupie suddenly blurted out as she stared down at me amused.

	 

	“She’s the woman who sometimes sleeps in my wooden crate,” he explained. “Now, go find the bed through that door,” he pointed to his bedroom, “I’ll be right in,” adding as she padded away, “and lose the gum!”

	 

	I thought he’d take a moment to explain this unexpected turn of events, but he only leaned down to close the crate’s door, something that was always his job to do, not mine. “I’m keeping the padlock open,” he informed me, “—just in case the Rapture arrives. I wouldn’t want you missing out on the glorious ride to the hereafter. You have my permission to leave if anything remotely like that occurs.” The wry amusement in his voice made me cringe; I hardly found the situation amusing.

	 

	The bitch was a real screamer, though before the screaming started there were moans and groaning, and wild exclamations of desire as she apparently built to a rapturous peak. The noisy chaos went on until it was obvious that the redhead had finally come. Then came the silence and the whispers and things I couldn’t hear. My imagination was clamoring for more information, but none came. In one particularly miserable moment, I almost allowed myself to escape down the stairs, but after so many minutes of utter silence from Maximus’ room, I figured that my window of opportunity had probably passed. If I’d wanted to flee the scene, I should have done it long before they started in, and thus saved myself a heap load of grief.

	 

	Some things happen by design, others because life intervenes in unexpected ways. Maximus had just pushed his giggling girlfriend out the apartment door when the phone rang and he answered before he could say a word to me. As he intently listened to the caller, he began motioning me out of the crate and toward the couch. I slunk to my usual corner of the sofa, watching him slowly pace the floor with the phone glued to his ear. When he finally hung up, he turned to me. “I need to drive to Vermont tonight. My dad’s had a heart attack.”

	 

	“Oh, God no!” I gasped. “Should I come with you? I can help you drive.”

	 

	“No, no, you need to stay here. I have no idea how long I’ll be gone.” Then he rushed around the apartment, stuffing items into his travel bag. I assisted when needed and otherwise stayed out of his way. Just as he was about to leave he pulled me toward him and gave me a huge hug, like he needed me as much as I needed him. When he let go, he said, “You’ll be fine. Get your reading done, pass that test, and behave yourself.” He stared down at the wooden bars of my humble home, now empty beside his desk. “At least there will be no cages for now. We’ll talk about what happened tonight when I get back.”

	 

	“Yeah, sure, fine.” I gave up the easy retort, even as my gut was twisting in the wind. “I’ll be fine, you just take care of yourself. Please drive carefully.”

	 

	“I will.” A chaste peck on the cheek and he was out the door, leaving a sad sub to sort out my thoughts alone.

	 

	I didn’t do well in Maximus’ absence. Maybe if the day had ended without the appearance of the redhead, I might have managed better. But the longer he was away, the more that awful scene haunted my thoughts. My stomach remained a churning mass of anxiety and I teetered between accepting a less than monogamous relationship and walking out on him completely. In my mind, there was no middle ground.

	 

	What did I have really have to complain about? I would take his side in the ongoing argument inside my head, suggesting how the conversation with him on the matter would play out. Didn’t Maximus give me everything my heart desired and my body demanded? Wasn’t I allowed plenty of other men to screw from time to time? What could possess me to be upset over one measly night with another woman? I could hear his voice in my head, leading me back to these simple truths. Yet, despite that calming voice of reason, I was annoyed, not just annoyed, but royally pissed off, with one half of my mind feverishly making plans to split.

	 

	As much as my dilemma bothered me, I refused to bring up the issue with Maximus when he phoned. His calls were so scarce that even when I’d mustered up the courage to say something, I couldn’t bring myself to spoil the moment, especially when he was dealing with life threatening issues at home. But if he thought I wasn’t troubled by his antics with the redhead, then it was because I was a first rate actress.

	 

	By the fourth day, I was back in my own apartment, not just because I was contemplating a break-up but because the third floor felt so creepy without him. I wasn’t a submissive without his orders; I wasn’t a functioning female without him there. On the other hand, my own space immediately dumped me back to reality. I pressed on, pushing Maximus aside and pretending, or at least tried to pretend, that he didn’t exist. Of course this undertaking was impossible—his essence was so deeply inside my bones and blood that forgetting could hardly be accomplished in a single week. And to rip that voice from my thoughts— never!  I imagined it could take years before Maximus’ voice in me would fall silent.

	 

	I kept myself busy and my mind as full as space allowed. My empty hours were spent at a jazz club, or with a female classmate I occasionally studied with. If there were nothing to do but stay home, I focused on my classes, and when I wanted a break I cleaned my apartment.

	 

	When I eventually ran into Denny and Caulfield I simply explained to them that I couldn’t concentrate without Maximus in the apartment.

	 

	I let them answer the phone—which was the biggest problem I faced with my simple subterfuge. Maximus obviously expected me to be home when he called and for two days his calls went unanswered. When I finally found a cryptic note from Denny tacked to the door, telling me that I’d better call Max right now, I screwed up my courage, polished off a few plausible explanations for why I hadn’t answered when I really should have been there, and dialed his number.

	 

	After five minutes spent with Maximus updating me on his dad’s progress, he suddenly jumped in with: “I hear you’ve moved downstairs.”

	 

	“Moved no,” I spit back awkwardly. “I-I uh… just find it a problem concentrating when you’re not here. Following orders… you know, study… pass that test?” It had been days since we’d spoken and I could feel the strain in my voice as I offered up my excuses. But if Maximus picked up on that, he didn’t let on.

	 

	“With dad getting better, I should be back by Monday. If you’re going to stay downstairs I won’t bother to call. But call me every night around ten, I should be able to talk then. Although skip tomorrow, I’ll be out with friends.”

	 

	There were a few more bits of news and small talk, but nothing to put a smile on my face, or make me feel less unsettled. And nothing to unwind the terrible knot lodged inside my belly.

	 

	 

	Monday night, I heard the sounds of rattling in the hallway, then footsteps on the third floor stairs. It was two am. I hadn’t slept a wink since I laid my head on the pillow two hours before. I knew that Maximus was likely to arrive sometime late. I should have been in his bed waiting for him—the thought smacked me in the face as soon as I heard those resounding footsteps take the stairs. I could have gone up then to welcome him back, but I couldn’t pry myself loose from all the painful imaginings he’d left in the wake of his dalliance with the redhead. I sweated through several tortured moments listening to the creaky footfalls overhead, during which I tried to pull myself from bed. But then there was silence, and I could only assume that he’d gone to bed without me.

	 

	Tuesday morning, I took off with my books and headed straight to class, while trying to figure out what I’d do next. At midday, I was eating a quick lunch in a corner of the campus café, when suddenly I saw his crotch before my eyes just as I was bending for another bite of my turkey wrap. I looked up.

	 

	“Miss Darrow, I’d like to see you in my office within the hour,” came the terse command.

	 

	I could have tried lying, saying I had a class, which I didn’t, and hope that he hadn’t remembered my class schedule. However, soon as the thought crossed my mind, I knew it was a bad idea.

	 

	“Yeah, sure…” I said instead. Giving me a nod he moved away.

	 

	Visions of the ballsy redhead clinging to him immediately battered my brain. I couldn’t get her smile out of my thoughts, or her big, beautiful bosoms, or the flaming hair. She glared at me and I glared back, and in the process of dwelling on that vision, my anger soared again and I skipped the visit to his office. I went to class an hour later, then scooted back to my apartment as soon as it was over.

	 

	At five that evening, the sound of footsteps jarred me from my reading—obviously I had one ear open and waiting for the sound of his return. What I didn’t expect was the banging noise on my apartment door, or the sound of his fury. “Chelsea, get your ass upstairs now!”

	 

	I must have been on automatic pilot and in desperate need of his command. Despite the jealousy that had dictated my actions of the last week, I found myself halfway up the stairs before I realized what I was doing. Half way up, I couldn’t stop there. Might as well get it over with…

	 

	In my mind I was going to break up with him; although my heart had other concerns.

	 

	I went right in and found him still unpacking his suitcase, calm as ever—surprising given that angry knock.

	 

	I stood at the door waiting forever, and then finally spoke: “So, your dad is going to be okay?” Anything to fill the prickly silence.

	 

	“Should be, if he eats right, keeps away from his pipe and gets a little exercise. But,” he shrugged, “he’s an old man, and he’ll do what he wants.”

	 

	Just like his young son would, I thought.

	 

	“And you? How’s Chelsea been?” He looked up at me.

	 

	I expected him to be boiling mad, at the very least for him to rattle off some sarcastic barb, which would take us directly to the reason I was there. But gauging his mood, he seemed more tired than angry.

	 

	“I’m fine,” I said.

	 

	“Really? Are you sure?” He sounded seriously concerned. “Because I could swear that you’ve been chilling me out for the last week. You’re distant when I call, move out of the apartment without telling me, and today you ignore an order to see me in my office, an obvious snub.” He carried two pairs of socks to his dresser, placed them in the top drawer, then looked back at me with a biting flash in his eyes. “I’d wager a guess that you’ve been stewing over Sandy and why I would take her to my bedroom while you were there. Am I right?”

	 

	I did not want to admit the truth. With every fiber of my being I wanted to deny it. But I’d already lost that particular battle. We both knew the truth: Maximus, because his instincts were right on; me, because the knot in my stomach was still there. By then however, the look on his face and in his eyes, and the physical feel of his virile body so close to me, were having a definite and very sexual effect. The sudden remembrance of him as my master leapt up so strongly that it obliterated the redhead completely. Even knowing that he would come down hard on me for creating such a stew sent my arousal careening forward.

	 

	“Did I upset you bringing Sandy here?”

	 

	“The woman upset me, sir.”

	 

	“If she upset you, then so did I. You thought you had me exclusively to yourself, isn’t that it?”

	 

	“Women like to hope, don’t they?”

	 

	“I don’t care about other women, I care how you feel. I’m not going to jump on you for telling the truth, Chels, I just want to be sure that we get this straight between you and me.”

	 

	“Yes, I hoped…wanted… I thought we were exclusive. I didn’t see it any other way, but I suppose I could…” I stopped to bite back the words.

	 

	“Suppose what? You suppose you could be okay with me and another woman?” He lifted his brow as he questioned me. “Don’t try to tell me that because I know you won’t be. And I’m not asking you to accept another woman, at least not now. You may never be ready for that.”

	 

	“But you already have—”

	 

	“Not exactly. And this is where you get into trouble, little sub. You don’t wait to get the facts. Sandy’s a former sub of mine who needed a little bucking up the other day. She’s tactless and a little crude at times, but she’s harmless. I let her get away with a few barbs at you—an opportunity to see how you’d react. If you’d really been all that upset I figured you’d have split as soon as we were in the bedroom. I even left the padlock open just so you could.” A musing look passed over his face. “And yet, something kept you in that crate… what was that Chelsea?

	A natural inclination for surrender? Could it have been that strong? Are your ties to me that certain, that even when you’re pissed as hell, you still feel obligated to obey? That is how it’s supposed to work. But maybe it was more than surrendering… maybe a little curiosity was at work here too.”

	 

	“It did nothing but hurt and confuse me,” I bitterly bit back, feeling all the hurt return, enough to bowl me down like a brutal wind.

	 

	“I imagine it did,” he replied. It wasn’t my aim to make you suffer that and a week of waiting for my explanation. But maybe some things work out the way they should. You had a week to consider your submission to me and what it meant and how much you really wanted it.

	 

	You had time to yourself without my imperious demands to further trouble you. And if I’m right—especially after that nasty snub today—you probably came here with every intention of breaking things off—for very good reasons in your opinion.” He wanted my response, but I wasn’t sure what to say.

	 

	“I told you our relationship must be based on trust… and we’ve just had an object lesson in how far you’ve come to trust me.”

	 

	I finally saw where he was going and it grated on my stomach, turning it sour within seconds.

	 

	“I tried to make it work in my head, I tried to accept that you had the right to other women, but—” I couldn’t finish.

	 

	“Go on—”

	 

	I waded through a sea of possible answers, then could only blurt out: “I’m not going to like it, and I don’t think I can make myself like it, no matter what happens.”

	 

	“You’ve done a lot of things you didn’t think you could do.”

	 

	I shook my head. “But not this.”

	 

	“Well, if it makes you feel any better, what happened with Sandy isn’t likely to happen again. And if you had been in the room, you would have seen something not quite as indicting as you thought it was. We didn’t have sex.”

	 

	“But I heard you!”

	 

	“You heard Sandy masturbating. It’s not your business to understand how that works. Let’s just say that she needed me to make her do it. I gave the order and stood back to watch—my clothes on, my hands in my pockets. That was it. As far as this being a regular thing betweens us, that was over eons ago. As far as my having other women, I have no desire for another one when I have you. But don’t think there won’t be other circumstances that arise which put me in a sexual situation with another woman. You may not like it any better than you did this time, but I have the right to let those situations play out without your judgment and jealously and unnecessary anger rearing their ugly heads. I cannot and will not put up with that behavior.” He paused for a moment—all of this was barely sinking in as it was. I needed time to sort this out.

	 

	“So, Chelsea, you have a decision to make.”

	 

	“A decision?”

	 

	“Have you been listening at all?”

	 

	“Yes, of course. But you move so fast, I can’t keep up.”

	 

	“Then, let me say it a different way. Are you here as my sex toy, or here to break it off?”

	 

	I vehemently shook my head as a burning fear clutched at my heart. “No, I don’t want to break it off!”

	 

	“You’re sure?”

	 

	“Yes, yes, I’m sure.” How fast things change. I put all the fervor I could muster into that reply, feeling desperate not to leave this man, not to mention feeling pretty foolish for having thought it was even possible.

	 

	He made me endure another minute of cautious scrutiny. “All right then, because it seems to bear repeating, let me remind you that when I give an order, I expect unquestioned obedience.

	 

	Ignoring my order to come to my office was a mistake. If you’d failed to hike up those stairs after I knocked on your door, you know what would have happened?”

	 

	I shook my head.

	 

	“It would have taken you begging on hands and knees in front of an audience of my friends to get my attention again. You don’t like my orders, you talk to me, you don’t wait. You don’t ignore me. You don’t run off and hide—” he shook his head in exasperation, “seems like I’ve been through this before, but maybe not with you—” then he leveled me with a nasty stare.

	 

	“The minute I ask something of you that you don’t like, the very first thing you think of is that you trust me. I’m a straightforward guy. If you try to play some drama on me like you just have today, I’ll take you seriously and write you off. Don’t ever toy with my affections again.”

	 

	I gave him my heartfelt promise. Even though I could already see into the future a dozen things that might rock that steady resolve, I did my best to convince us both that the drama was over and my submission to him was secure. I’m sure he guessed that I was still shaken, but for him the matter was closed.

	 

	 


Chapter Eight

	 

	Junior year began with a bang… As soon as I arrived at the boarding house that hot August afternoon, I learned that my room had been rented to a new grad student and I had no place to stay but on Maximus’ third floor.

	 

	Hot, tired and still reeling from the shock of my personal space ripped out from under me, I stomped upstairs and fumed, doing nothing but pace the room until Maximus returned from wherever he’d been. Obviously, he’d not gone far because the apartment wasn’t locked when I arrived.

	 

	The longer he was gone, the more the smoldering anger in me festered. Soon as he walked in the door I was on him. “Can you believe it? That fucking old fart rented my room!”

	 

	“What? Who’s an old fart?”

	 

	“Mr. Dwyer. He rented out my room!”

	 

	“Yes, I know. So, how about a kiss hello, Chels, or did you forget that I haven’t seen you in a month?”

	 

	“I’m sorry,” I collapsed against him, letting my tears work their way to my eyes. “I just hadn’t counted on this. Now I have to find somewhere else to live.”

	 

	“You already have somewhere to live. Two weeks ago, I told Dwyer that you wouldn’t need your apartment.”

	 

	I backed out of his arms. “You told him that?”

	 

	“You’re living with me, unless you have a problem with that…?”

	 

	“No, no, no no… I just…”

	 

	“You just want to hang onto the apartment…a little hedge against oh, the bad day, or the heated fight, or if being a sex toy just gets too rough for you and you need a place to crash.”

	 

	“No, no…” I tried a little denial. “It’s not like that, honest.”

	 

	“Yes, it is, Chels. You wanted something to hang on to, something you still control.

	 

	However, my little sub, this is a new school year, and I’ve got lessons for you lined up until June.

	 

	I’m afraid what little control you’ve had is going to disappear pretty quickly. I’m feeling particularly dominant, in need of a particularly submissive female to fuck with. And that female is you.” The sublime look on his face was maddening, and very sexy and very hard to take for very long.

	 

	“But live here?” I looked around, the tools on the wall, the crate by his desk, the eyebolts, the collar, the cuffs, all there.

	 

	“As if you haven’t already been living here?”

	 

	“But my things?”

	 

	“What you left in your room is in storage in the basement, all but your clothes and anything else you need now, I put in the walk-in closet.”

	 

	I knew exactly where he meant. The walk-in closet was a five by five foot space between Maximus’ bedroom and Denny’s.

	 

	I rushed there, flinging the door wide, and saw my clothes hanging neatly from their hangers, a dresser which must have contained my underwear and toiletries, and a stack of shelves next to it with my books and supplies. On the floor under my skirts and pants was a thin, narrow mattress and a pillow and blanket. Above the pillow was an eyebolt that had been freshly screwed into the plaster wall; dust and paint chips still spotted the floor below. Hanging from the bolt was a heavy chain.

	 

	Though I was resolved not to panic, my stomach lurched with fear that rose all the way to my throat. If it hadn’t been for Maximus cozying up against my back, I’m sure I would have said something to regret, but he stilled me with his huge aura and the warm feel of his surrounding arms.

	 

	“This is what you wanted, Chelsea. I could have warned you, but since I wasn’t about to quibble with you and your objections, should there have been any—and I’m sure there would have been—I decided to make the decision myself. You’ll save money, and I’ll have you when I want you. What could be better than that? As far as sleeping on the mat… I doubt that’s going to happen much. Although that probably depends on you. On occasion it might be a good place for a time-out,” he wryly taunted. “And don’t say I didn’t warn you.”

	 

	I smiled weakly, letting the impact of this unexpected change work on my submissive brain.

	 

	“Another something to get used to…” I finally said with a cleansing sigh. Already I could feel the raw thrill behind this new arrangement burgeon inside me. Was this all I’d ever desired…was it really happening? Could it actually work?  Lots to consider. Maybe for my first ‘time-out.’

	 

	Recalling all the boxes that had come with me freshman year, and what an issue they’d been, it seemed ironic that my private world had been reduced to a walk-in closet. Maximus teased my bottom with a playful massage as I got used to the new reality. “Someday you won’t have even this…” he nodded toward the tiny room, “you’ll be reduced to nothing but property.

	 

	Just another of my possessions to use, not even worthy of a space of her own. Maybe a tiny corner for your meager things, a shelf under the stairs…something small and lowly befitting the being you’ve become. How does that work for you, little sub?”

	 

	I held my breath a moment and finally letting go, I said, “I’m turned on, aren’t I?” my voice barely above a whisper.

	 

	“Yes, you are.”

	 

	The clinch that followed led directly to bed, where my master roughly used my mouth for a time, then took my ass just as roughly until he shot his load, and I was coming from the powerful orgasm his use of me provoked.

	 

	“God, how I’ve missed you, Chelsea!” he exclaimed as he rolled off my body, breathless. “I want you here, little sub, because I want you near me all the time.”

	 

	This did more to settle me than all his other explanations.

	 

	Not more than a minute later, while I was still basking in that sweet exclamation of love, Maximus jumped from bed and began moving through his bedroom, gathering items from here and there and tossing them to the bed. I watched in awe without a clue to what he had in mind.

	 

	Of most concern to me was the rope he pulled from the bottom drawer of his dresser where he kept his sex toys.

	 

	I had good reason to be concerned. The long length of cotton cord was soon wound about me in an intricate tie that had my breasts jutting from my body and two cords passing on either side of my labia, the loose end anchored tightly at my waist. Once the tie was complete, he stood back and inspected his work. Seeing that it was suitable for whatever he had in mind, he pulled from his closet a short black skirt and a slouchy white ribbed sweater. He must have found them amongst my clothes when he cleaned out my apartment. The skirt went over my hips, the sweater over my head. They were apparently all Maximus thought I needed to be presentable in public. However, while my lower body was well-hidden by the skirt, it would have been impossible for someone looking at my chest not to see the odd shape of my bulging tits bursting from the tight sweater. Pleased with what he saw, he flipped me a pair of red high heels and watched as I slipped my feet into the perfect size sevens. Perfect, even though I’d never laid eyes on them before. Had he bought them specially for me, or had they belonged to someone else?

	That question would remain unasked.

	 

	I’d never worn heels as high as those, and as I teetered a bit precariously, a sudden wave of vertigo almost made me lose my balance. My mind was already reeling as I wondered where I’d go dressed like street whore, when Maximus suddenly turned to me with a collar in hand. Just the wicked grin on his beaming face was enough to make me worry. No telling what evil thoughts were forming in his mind.

	 

	Maximus ringed my throat with the same leather choker I often wore when I was in his apartment. Then he pulled out a leash as well, though he didn’t attach it to the collar until I was in his Fiat beside him. He clipped it on and had me hold the free end as we drove.

	 

	“Do you mind if I ask where we are going?” I said after several minutes of silence.

	 

	“Not at all. Heading north. I had a great idea to show you off and thought today would be the perfect time.”

	 

	“Show me off?”

	 

	“Yes, show you off…” he glanced at me, “and don’t look so worried.” As if this were no big deal. “You’ll do just fine,” which was code for saying that I’d better not stew about it unless I wanted to face consequences I probably wouldn’t like. He popped Dave Matthews, the Grateful Dead and Led Zeppelin in his CD player, letting them serve as background music for our ride north. Other than the fact that I was shamelessly bound, the trip was pleasant. I’d never been this far away from campus with my master, in fact, I’d hardly been anywhere with him outside the boarding house and a few restaurants in the area. The change in my living arrangements, along with the bondage and the impromptu trip made clear that life as usual had taken a huge shift. This was my first day back in the new school year and already he was challenging the easy submission I’d enjoyed the previous two. Easy wasn’t how I viewed my submission then, but in light of where I was now, speeding north with my body bound and dressed like a whore, I knew that Maximus had much more in mind for me as his submissive than daily stints locked in the wooden crate and sharing me with friends.

	 

	We traveled through several towns and villages and finally ended up in the Boston area around mid-afternoon before the evening rush. Stopping in a deserted alley between city streets, Maximus pulled me from the car and we walked through the alley for two city blocks.

	 

	“This is just until you settle down a bit, get used to the shoes…” he explained.

	 

	“And then?”

	 

	“We’ll see. I’m certainly not planning to hide out in an alley all day.”

	 

	When we finally turned onto a regular city street, we walked for several blocks during which my exposure became more obvious to me. All eyes went straight to my chest: the furtive glances of horny men, the judgmental eyes of the horrified, and the stares of those who were just plain curious. I tried not to let the attention or the judgment or the horror affect my easy gait, and after a while I found a strangely exhilarating joy in this act of surrender. On my own, I would never have dared to be so brave; with Maximus, the exhibition was perfectly right, even necessary, he would say. Submissives need to be kept in check,” I can still hear the comments now, ones he made to a friend when he was explaining why my bare ass had been draped over the heat register. You need to demand more of them than they think they can suffer and fool them when they find the best pleasures come from the most outrageous things.

	 

	I understood this as we made that perilous trek, yet no rational explanation could make the exhibition easy for me. I was doing it for Max because I wanted to please him, I needed to please him— part of my surrendering nature, I would guess—and there was no better way than to submit to his quirky vision for me.

	 

	Maximus walked me another two blocks in my sleazy attire and we finally stopped at the entrance to an empty office building. Pushing me to my knees, he withdrew a collapsible cane from inside his pants.

	 

	“Open your sweater,” he ordered.

	 

	At that particular time, the number of pedestrians on the street was small, but enough to have me twittering with fright. But the fact that Maximus demanded of me such blatant exposure turned all the arousal spigots on high. Already my body was responding with the usual signs of lust.

	 

	I quickly opened the buttons of the sweater until the two sides fell away and it was held together by one lone button at the very bottom. The breast tie was still secure, so that my odd-shaped tits protruded in an obscene way that had two passersby stopping to observe. Maximus paid no attention to the voyeurs as he began striking my breasts with the baton. To fend off my embarrassment, I gazed down to see the marks appear, and found that I couldn’t take my eyes away from the rising welts. My whole body was flushed and my chest was heaving with want—I hardly even cared that there were strangers looking on. What the audience must have noted was not how the kneeling female suffered from her lover’s punishment, but how her body seemed to burst with longing…an impassioned plea on the tip of her tongue.

	 

	“Hands behind you. Show me how proud you are of these pretty babies.” Maximus rapped them with fast repeating cuts until I nearly orgasmed from the exquisite pain. I don’t know how proud I was or even if you could call my streaked breasts pretty, but following his order, I clasped my hands behind my back and strained upward to meet his next cut. In time, my head drifted to the side and my eyes closed as I absorbed the blows in a dreamy state of masochistic surrender. Knowing that there were two strangers looking on only intensified my arousal. Wave after wave of spasms continued through me in an endless loop. My lips were parted and I breathed out in heavy sighs waiting for the next blow to strike.

	 

	The next blow, however, was not from Maximus’ cane.

	 

	He’d opened his fly and removed his cock, and on taking a hold of my hair, he stuffed his organ in my mouth and banged away until I was gulping down come. Because I didn’t dare look elsewhere, I focused on my master’s face when I opened my eyes and was delighted to see his pleased expression. “Button up and let’s get going.” He abruptly rattled off the terse order, as he swiftly returned his cock to his pants; then tugging on the leash, he pulled me to my feet. I struggled to make myself half decent, buttoning up the sweater as he led me down the sidewalk.

	 

	A few blocks later, he pushed me into an alley and against a brick wall, still well within sight of the street. “I can’t be the only to get off,” he said, grinning slyly. “Raise your skirt and masturbate, and don’t stop until you come.”

	 

	Rush hour was beginning and the number of pedestrians passing by increased, although most never bothered to look our way. Even when I started playing with myself, only a few were cognizant enough of my exhibition to gaze in our direction. Unlike those who witnessed the blow-job, those who did notice me simply rushed on without stopping. I can’t say I wasn’t relieved that no one paid me much attention. Nor can I say that I wasn’t glad when in just a minute’s time, I was writhing my wet pussy against my fingers. When I finally came, I tried holding back my moaning exclamation, but I’m sure the sensuous sounds of my pleasure must have drawn another glance or two.

	 

	With that finished, Maximus swept in and put his arm around my waist, leading me deeper into the alley. “Your fingers sticky?” he asked.

	 

	“Yes, sir.”

	 

	“Then lick them dry.”

	 

	I giggled as I did, while feeling the moment of triumph please me more than I believed possible. When he steered me behind a dumpster in that alley and ordered me to strip, I suffered another moment of alarm. But all he wanted to do was to remove the ropes, which he managed to accomplish in just a few minutes, while I stared around in a sudden fit of shyness, wishing he hadn’t made the knots so tight. With the ropes removed, I was reasonably decent—as much as I could be in the short skirt and clinging white sweater. Maximus left the collar on, but pocketed the leash—a great relief to me. I felt much less exposed to the customers in the diner where we stopped to order a couple of Philly Cheese Steaks. Afterwards, he took me to a small art house theatre to watch a bawdy improv troupe skewer the rich and famous with dead-on parody. They had us nearly rolling on the floor with laughter by the time we left.

	 

	We didn’t get home that night until nearly midnight and by then I was ready for more sex.

	 

	Too bad Max wasn’t in the mood. He explained to me that his trip to the West Coast from which he’d just returned prevented him from having all his class materials together for the following day. He planned to pull an all-nighter to get it done.

	 

	“Oh,” I sighed despondently.

	 

	“Don’t fret so. I think you need a little rest after what you’ve done today. I’ll even give you a choice. You’ll either enjoy the comforts of your closet or you can bed down on the floor by my bed. Either way you’ll be bound all night, but where you sleep is up to you.” His eyes almost danced with glee as he saw my face further dim with concern. “You realize, Chelsea, if you behave yourself like the good little sub you are, you might just reap some reward for your unquestioned obedience.”

	 

	If he expected my face to brighten with this news, he was sorely disappointed. I reluctantly chose the closet since it sounded a lot more comfortable than sleeping on the thin rug at the side of his bed. Since he wasn’t going to be sleeping anyway, what did it really matter?

	 

	“I guess the closet…might as well get used to it.”

	 

	“Good idea.”

	 

	He graciously opened the door and explained the things he installed specific to my lowly status, like the bolt and chain that I’d already seen, and the safety features he added, including easy-to-open safety latches should escaping the closet become imperative. He also showed me a crawl space at the back of the closet that led directly to the hallway and the outside stairs, another safety measure. The tiny space didn’t seem too bad at that point. But when he pulled out a chastity harness, I was too stunned to hold my tongue. I didn’t have to ask what it was; my instincts had the answer in seconds. “You’d really make me wear that?”

	 

	“As long as this is where you’re sleeping the night. With the harness on I don’t have to worry about you playing with yourself.”

	 

	“That’s cruel,” I went on with my protest. Months of being his toy had taught me when was a better time to lodge a complaint and when to keep my mouth shut. He was in such good spirits after our day in the city that I could get in a few protests without incurring his wrath.

	 

	To my complaint he simply smiled. “It’s what makes me the sadist you love.”

	 

	He had a point, but I still didn’t like the idea of having my crotch locked up like Fort Knox.

	 

	He made me put the thing on in front of him, which was terribly embarrassing, and even more so when one of his friends walked in on the scene. I’d fucked the guy at least once, maybe two or three times in the last year of my submission so this was hardly strange to him, nor the exposure of it strange to me. Still, I knew I’d just taken another step toward the heart of my sexual darkness, and even this kinky act was turning me on.

	 

	I can’t say as much for the chastity harness. I learn to hate it long before the night was over.

	 

	“This is already frustrating,” I said almost as soon as my pussy was locked away. It did not take long before my skin was itching inside the confining device and I wanted the damn thing off.

	 

	“Maximus, I swear, I’ll never make it through the night like this!”

	 

	“Oh, yes you will. You will get used to it. That’s a promise. And when it’s over, if you can honestly tell me that you didn’t feel as aroused as you’ve ever been, then I won’t let  you wear again.” He smiled with that wickedly gleaming smile that made me wonder what he had up his sleeve next. “I’m sure I can trust you not to lie about this, although I’m sure if you did, I’d know.”

	Oh! What an ego!

	 

	Of course he would know if I lied, like he knew everything about me using that incredible power he had to climb inside my mind and scout the truth, sometimes in the very darkest places of my psyche. Would I ever get used to this psychic genius? Never. But have that uncanny power arouse me? It never failed.

	 

	I have to admit, the first night spent harassed in the closet was an experience beyond my expectations. Although Maximus left my hands free, there was no getting to my pussy with it covered by the metal crotch piece that attached to the harness’s leather straps. The contraption was vile, but very effective, if my master’s plan was to drive me to distraction with no way to touch myself.

	 

	Maximus repeated many times what he did to me that first closeted night. By the time he came for me I was usually in a dreamy erotic stupor, not awake, but not quite asleep. I might pretend to be sleeping, or try to convince my mind that I was, only to be suddenly jerked from my absent state, fully awake and needing sex so badly I wasn’t beyond begging my master for permission to come.

	 

	The good news was that he actually came for me rather than leave me the entire night to suffer in that miserable chastity harness. He could count on my arousal to be running high, and enjoy the benefits of a blowjob, the mouth fuck and the anal sex that had me gasping and crying and cursing a blue streak as I came and came and came until he finally made me stop.

	 

	After the chastity device’s initial introduction to our sex life, even one lame threat from Maximus to return the harness to my crotch was enough to win my prompt obedience. I much rather spend the rest of the night in bed with him than be forced back into the closet, or even on the floor with that damned harness defending my sexual honor from errant fingers.

	 

	“You’d think by now you’d trust me,” I told him once.

	 

	“On most things I do. About this, I’m hell bent on you not failing. So until I have a little more proof that you can control yourself, the harness will get a good workout.”

	 


Chapter Nine

	 

	Caulfield had always been on the short list of men who had the right to fuck me whenever they wanted—subject to Maximus’ plans, of course. Typically, he used me once a month, and usually in the same simple way: either a blowjob in his studio, or a fast over-the-heat-register fuck in the ass. On rare occasions he took my pussy instead, however once I got used to his size and his no-fuss style fucking ass, I came to love his cock in my rear door. He had just the right way of slipping it inside without a bit of pain—something that I could not say of my master, who seemed to think that an ass fuck was reason to play rough and just the thrill of it should be enough to see me through a little discomfort. Not surprisingly, Maximus was right about this—it was just a very different sort of experience from those brief moments giving up my ass for Caulfield’s pleasure.

	 

	Considering the routine Caulfield established, I was surprised when one early spring day, he suggested we get out of the apartment and take a walk.

	 

	I looked up from my reading, thinking this was definitely weird. “You’re asking me out?”

	 

	“I can’t make you go, but if you’d like…”

	 

	“Of course she’d like to,” Maximus broke from his labors long enough to chime in.

	 

	“I can’t answer for myself?” I instantly retorted. Why I snapped so, I’m not sure—little rebellions from time to time weren’t unusual. But Maximus not calling me on it—that was rare. I was surprised when he failed to offer up the usual reprimand, although that may have had something to do with what was to happen later that afternoon.

	 

	“You don’t have to go, Chels… I just thought I might help you cut to the chase if I answered for you.”

	 

	Even when he was smug, I loved him, but that didn’t mean I wasn’t scowling at that comment.

	 

	Maximus returned to whatever he was doing and I left the apartment on Caulfield’s arm, happy to be away for awhile. Although before we reached the second floor stairs, we heard him calling down to us.

	 

	“By the way, Chels—” He was standing on the landing. “Today, when you’re out with Caulfield, it’s the same as when you’re out with me. Do what he says, no matter what it is.”

	 

	“Yes, sir.” I moved on, a little less excited about the afternoon and a little more apprehensive regarding what awaited.

	 

	Caulfield is an unusual man. Most people would say he’s a cross between an urbane 21st century Renaissance man and a debaucher of women who should have been born in the Middle Ages. Most of the time, he’s straight as an arrow with a gracious even formal attitude and perfect manners; the next thing you know, usually with a little booze in his veins, he’s as smooth and sexy as a GQ model, or as bestial as a linebacker.

	 

	As soon as we’d stepped out of the apartment I felt our libidos rise. When this started, I hadn’t expected anything of a sexual nature to take place, but after my master interjected that last minute order, I had serious reason to believe that this wasn’t just a friendly outing.

	 

	Our stroll in the warm light of that April day led us through a large and woodsy park nearby. I waited for Caulfield to make a move, any kind of move or suggestion about what he had in mind for the unusual excursion. He only seemed interested in talking about his new exhibition and the art galleries in town that might be showing his pieces. Was he nervous, maybe? Or had he not yet decided what to do? Or did he really have nothing particular in mind?

	 

	I listened to his running commentary, a bit absently, I admit, and when the conversation finally lagged, his feral essence seemed to swoop me up inside it. Then, suddenly, so did his hands. He dragged me from the asphalt path and into a small grove of trees that seemed more private than out in the open—though it wasn’t exactly hidden from public view, and he didn’t actually have to drag  me into the trees; I was his willing victim. He abruptly started groping my body with an aggressiveness that I was used to from him. Maybe it was the emotion I felt behind it that stunned me most. I was lucky to have my clothes on by the time he finally backed away.

	 

	One breast was exposed and I immediately jerked my t-shirt down to cover it up. I almost expected him to apologize for the sudden attack, but an apology was far from his thoughts.

	 

	“This really isn’t about art exhibitions, Chelsea. It’s about exhibiting you. What I’ve been thinking about for a long time, what Max says is good for you…”

	Thinking about for a long time…  That gave me reason to pause. I never thought I was anything more to Caulfield than a quick way to relieve stress.

	 

	On the other hand, I didn’t need any further explanation; I just wanted his hands on me everywhere, his smooth black fingers connecting with my flesh and his beautiful black lips covering my mouth for one of his gigantic kisses that always left me with weak-kneed and hungering for more.

	 

	He took my chin in his fingers, squeezing it firmly. “There was a day when I would have challenged Max for you and I believe I would have won,” he spoke with a genuineness I’d never heard from him. “However, as my life is now, I can’t afford the time for an owned woman like you… I know this. Max knows this… that’s why… that’s why I only take you on a whim…”

	 

	His eyes in all their coal black and bright white wonder seemed so full now with everything from passion to regret and shame, to envy, lust and sadness. I could sense that he had a lot more to say, a huge something that was aching to be told. I also understood, even as intimate and open as he seemed to me at that moment, that I’d never hear all of what was behind such strong passions—not ever; not even if I split with Maximus and moved in with Caulfield for the rest of his life would I ever get to the truth that he tapped into that day.

	 

	He finally gave up talking and yanked me out of the stand of trees, toward a tall hedge wall, then through a gateway leading to a small, secluded garden. In the corner beyond the center fountain was a concrete sculpture about waist height, convenient for bending over so he could use my ass. He pushed me over the concrete and pulled down my shorts, then began toying with my pussy for a long while, taking me nearly to the edge, although that was only so he could gather up the juices to lube my dry asshole. Once he could work several slick fingers into my entrails, he wiped them off on a handkerchief, pulled out his cock and stuffed it in my ass.

	 

	In the city park, in a quiet corner, over a statue, rammed in the ass by a black man; it must have been a stunning sight to those who witnessed—and there were witnesses. My ass was aimed towards the garden, my face toward the hedge so that those who happened on the amazing scene could see my rear end plain as day, and the huge cock that thrust joyfully into my behind.

	 

	I gazed back once to see that we were still alone, but a short time later after hearing murmuring voices behind us, I looked back again, seeing that a small crowd had gathered to watch. Feeling their eyes drill right into me, I tucked my head away so the voyeurs couldn’t see my face. My heart was in an instant panic, but because Caulfield wasn’t bothering with them I chose not to either. In fact, that little defiant piece of me that arises from time to time was emboldened by the exhibition, by my sleazy behavior and their lewd eyes. I wanted them to hear every grunt and groan, every panting breath, even the slaps of Caulfield’s thighs against my rear.

	 

	When he occasionally smacked my ass, making quite an impression with his large palm, there wasn’t a protest on my lips, just more passionate urging, until we were both swimming in the aftermath of a very fine end, and the crowd that watched finally drifted away.

	 

	As long as I lived in the third floor apartment with Maximus, Caulfield was never as open and raw with me as he was that day. I think back on the incident and wonder how much of that walk in the park was planned, or if any of it was planned save the ass fuck, which I knew Maximus had to authorize in advance. I came to believe that Caulfield’s strange behavior, including his curious admission about he and his friend, was simply a spontaneous and wholly unintended moment of truth.

	 

	When we returned to the apartment, I got a thorough drilling from my master about this incident.

	 

	“You enjoy yourself?” he finally asked, after I’d described my afternoon in painstaking detail—that in itself was quite a feat. I can’t ever recall feeling quite so embarrassed by any of Maximus’ stirring interrogations as I did this one.

	 

	“Yes, I did. More than I expected,” I admitted with the same chagrin that accompanied the rest of my confession.

	 

	He gloated for the rest of the day. This was apparently as much a triumph for him as it was for me. When we later made love, he took me in the ass, knowing full well that I was already sore as hell. Caulfield’s domination of me was over and he was back in control—just the way we both preferred. I never told Maximus about Caulfield’s claim that he could have been the one to own me. It was a small omission, but I wasn’t sure what to do with the information and deciding to do nothing seemed like a good idea. Thankfully, I never had the need to revisit the matter.

	 

	 


Chapter Ten

	 

	The end of junior year came with my submission more firmly entrenched than ever, which was why I was pretty stunned when out of the blue one June afternoon, Denny bopped into the apartment with the most absurd question for his roommate.

	 

	“Mind if I take your little sub for a few days at the beach? I promise I’ll be nice to her. Far nicer than you’ll ever be. I’ll have her back on Monday undamaged.” Denny stood in the middle of the living room sharing his question with Maximus, who was sitting on the couch. I was sitting at the other end looking at Denny’s face aghast. I’d screwed the man a few times under the community property arrangement with the lucky few, but—the brief incident in the park with Caulfield aside—there’d been nothing like this, certainly no running off with a man for what sounded to me like a real vacation.

	 

	Maximus considered Denny’s question for nearly a minute; you could see those gears in his brain working rapidly to come up with a reply. I expected something wry, urbanely sardonic, his usual way, unless he wanted to be crude about it, instead he just spit out a breezy, “Sure. Just have her back no later than Monday evening—and not too late.”

	 

	“Thanks, bud.”

	 

	There was no question I’d be going, no thought in my brain to object, and the idea was actually a bit appealing. Five days with Denny? There’d be lot of laughs and good old fashioned humping—nothing wrong with that. Maximus would be spending the weekend grading papers, which would be no fun for me, but I was still amazed that my authoritarian master would even consider the idea, especially since he was no longer as generous with me with his friends as he’d been the previous year.

	 

	Denny and I stayed at his family beach house, one of a dozen family owned properties throughout the country—oh, probably the world—they were just that kind of filthy rich. The small cottage however was quite humble compared with the vision of plush elegance I expected from Denny’s family. The white framed cottage that greeted us had a sagging roof, a broken concrete stoop, and peeling paint, all of which was fairly well cloaked by the surrounding gardens and the wild vines that threatened to pull the tiny place right into the sand.

	 

	“Damn, this is sweet!” I exclaimed as I bounded out of the car and pressed my nose toward the hedge of wild pink roses, drinking in their smell.

	 

	Denny climbed out of the driver’s seat and took off his sunglasses for a better look at the charming cottage.

	 

	“Damn, she’s fine, isn’t she? You want to know the truth, Chels…” he mused aloud, “if I had any guts, I’d ask my grandfather for the deed to this place, and I wouldn’t ask the family for another blessed cent. I love this place…”

	 

	And it loved him back. For Denny the display of emotion was unusual, something he kept guarded behind all the cheery conversation and happy laughter. By the way he strolled the grounds around the cottage it was obvious this little house held an important place in his heart.

	 

	And it made sense: this was Denny—the laid-back, easygoing, not a care in the world Denny. In his heart, he was as unpretentious as this family cottage and I would never stop being amazed by the man he became inside its walls—a more settled and less agitated Denny emerged, which was pleasant to see.

	 

	I loved seeing him fix little things here and there—changing a light bulb, starting up the stove, watering the roses and overgrown gardens, all with a wistful air that suggested he found a lot of enjoyment in the memories that surfaced as he went about these simple tasks. Twice, when he thought I was asleep at night, I heard him tiptoe from the bedroom, exit through the back door, and take the steps to the beach. He walked along the sandy shore under the moon and stars. Maybe he just needed to think.

	 

	We had sex so much and with such abandon that it was easy for me to divert my attention away from thoughts of masters and subs and sexual submission. For hours I hardly even thought of Maximus. This small, simple life was so easy, too easy maybe, but like a breath of fresh air to my drooping spirit. I knew I wanted to go home eventually—and certainly Denny was not for a minute suggesting otherwise—but I would have been happy to have stayed far longer than Monday afternoon. It was my first vacation from Maximus in many months and I knew the break was a good thing for us both.

	 

	Thursday, Friday and half of Saturday were spent in a dreamy state, blessed by good sex and not much else to stir my passions. Then, while in the garden peering through clumps of waist high weeds, picking flowers for a bouquet from the bed of old perennials, I heard Denny approach me from behind. I half expected him to snuggle up to my ass and start something fun.

	 

	Instead, I was greeted with a cheerful: “Hey, darlin’, we’re going to the beach.”

	 

	“We are?” I stood up, turned back, using my hand as a visor to block the harsh midday sun.

	 

	“Yep, time to roll you out and give you to my minions.”

	 

	“What the hell, Denny—?” My face twisted into a puzzled laugh.

	 

	“You got your bikini on?”

	 

	“Yeah?”

	 

	“Then take off the t-shirt, I want to see a little more skin.”

	 

	Though I was suspicious, I tugged my t-shirt off over my head and laid it on the garden stone wall.

	 

	“Perfect,” Denny commented, “Now c’mere.” He motioned me forward—no big deal—

	until I was finally within arm’s length when he reached out and abruptly turned me around in order to bend me over the wall.

	 

	“You’re not going to spank me here, are you?” I adamantly protested.

	 

	“Wasn’t planning to, but if that’s what you want…”

	 

	“No, no, please don’t.”

	 

	“All right then,” he smirked, “on with the game.”

	 

	Looking back distrustfully, I saw him pull a pen from his shorts, tug off the cap and write something on my bare skin just above my bikini bottom.

	 

	“What is it? What are you writing?” I squirmed enough that he had to stop.

	 

	“Hey, honey, don’t disturb me, I gotta get this right.” He concentrated on the last of whatever it was he was writing, then drew me back to my feet.

	 

	I tried to see what he had written, but that was impossible from my angle.

	 

	“Denny, please what’s that say?”

	 

	I couldn’t stand his grin, with all its sleazy, vulgar sexual connotations. I knew Denny and I knew this wasn’t going to be pretty. Our idyllic vacation had run into its first snag, and I didn’t like it one bit.

	 

	After taunting me a bit more, he finally stepped back at my insistence and read from the top of my ass cheeks: Free Anal Sex Inquiries Welcome   “Denny no!” I whipped around, my hands going over the offending message, as I glowered at him in anger.

	 

	“C’mon now, don’t make a big deal out of this. You’re just a little out of practice. Get you away from Max for a day and look what a little chicken-shit you become.”

	 

	“Yes, I’m a chicken-shit. What are you planning, anyway? You intend to parade me up and the down the beach and see how many takers you get?” Thinking the idea totally absurd, I was shocked to hear what he said next.

	 

	“What’s wrong with that? Considering everything you’ve submitted to, girl, you have no cause to complain about this.” He shrugged unperturbed by my objections; the affable Denny just didn’t see anything wrong with his plans.

	 

	But I did. I stood there, suddenly speechless. Because you have no right… because it’s vulgar and tasteless...because you can’t do that on a public beach… because I won’t! The list of reasons why I didn’t want to play his little game was very long. But every direction my mind ventured I seemed to run into a dead end. I could hear the comebacks, with all their possible permutations—the big one being that this was another of Maximus’ harebrained ideas, that Denny had been given the task of carrying out in his stead. If I thought about it for any time at all, the stunt had Maximus written all over it. I almost expected him peeking around the corner just to see how I reacted.

	 

	“Ah, see! I gotcha! You don’t have a good answer, do you?” He laughed.

	 

	“Not one you’d let me get away with,” I fumed.

	 

	“Oh, don’t worry, you’re getting away with nothing here. Get over the drama of it, darlin’, you’ll be just fine.”

	Well, I wasn’t fine at all. But I didn’t see much choice, so I put on my best face and tried to soothe my care-free psyche back to a submissive place where this kind of ‘fun’ might feel more comfortable. If only Maximus were here, I kept repeating, as if that might settle my nerves. But it did no good when it was just Denny and the beach and Maximus was no where around.

	 

	For the first hour, I’m not sure anyone saw the message Denny had scrawled on my ass.

	 

	For the most part we sat on the sand looking out to the crashing waves. Later, he insisted that we stroll along the water to see if we attracted any attention. Thankfully, the beach was a small private one that wasn’t frequented by too many people. There were no children, which I was glad to see, but toward the far end of the beach just before the rocky cliffs angled into the ocean and cut off the narrow path of sand, there was a group of collage age boys playing a vigorous game of volleyball.

	 

	“Well, look at what we have here!” Denny was quick to point out the dozen or so hard bodied males that were diving to return powerhouse serves. “You might get some takers if we hang around here long enough.”

	 

	“Denny, please, do we have to?”

	 

	“Hey, what did I say about dropping the drama?” No pretense for being nice now, he tugged me toward him so we were standing chest to chest. I could feel the heat from his body, the raw intention, his sexual excitement rising fast. Maybe mine was on the rise too, though I’d rather not think of that. “You may be Maximus’ slut, pretty girl,” he toyed with my hair, giving the dark locks a few good tugs, “but for the rest of the afternoon you’re my little sex toy and you’re going to do what I want.” He vigorously rubbed my tits pushing aside the top of my bikini. Then he reached around and gave my ass a firm squeeze, then another and another until I couldn’t help but groan. “Oh, do I want to see this tight little ass used, baby,” he purred lewdly.

	 

	My rear was aimed toward the volleyball game, and though the writing on my ass was probably too tiny to see from that distance, there could be no mistaking the fact that something was scrawled there. “I want to see it used real hard,” Denny continued in the same vein, “I wanna see these cheeks pink and your ass dripping by the time they’re finished with you.” The hilarity in his eyes gave me even more reason to fear. In fact, I should have been heading off down the beach at a dead run. Instead, I was standing before my crazy friend Denny, knowing that for the night I would be his slut, his sex toy, anything he wanted to call me.

	 

	The sex would probably be damned good before it was finally over. It was just getting beyond the waiting, and the ‘what happens next’ and all the thoughts of certain doom that where badgering my mind.

	 

	Once his little speech was over, once I got it real clear that Denny was going to follow through with this mad scheme, we hung out around the volleyball game for a while, making sure the guys had plenty of opportunity to see my ass, then we strolled further down the beach and into the sheltered cove. We strolled back just as the game broke up and most of the guys were headed toward their cars.

	 

	I almost thought I escaped unscathed by Denny’s plans—which was almost disappointing after so much build up and speculation—when some guy behind us suddenly shouted.

	 

	“You serious about that pretty little ass!”

	 

	I blanched in fear while Denny turned. “Sure, she’s serious. You want a crack at it?” He enjoyed the pun, whether anyone else caught on or not.

	 

	There were three guys not one, all tall, tanned specimens of men with gym-built muscles and the shining good looks of youth. As they walked our way, their bemused minds were still not grasping what a free gift Denny had made of me—or that he was really, honestly serious. But by the time I was close enough to touch, any inhibitions they might have had seemed to fall away when Denny informed them of the rules.

	 

	“You take her ass if you take her at all, not her cunt, not her mouth. This is all about her ass.”

	 

	“Really, now…?” Mr. All-Smiles, another Denny by the looks of it, with sun-bleached hair and a ready grin, had his hand down my bikini bottom and one finger snaking its way between my clenched ass cheeks.

	 

	I cringed reflexively, still trying to adapt to being played with by a stranger. Even if he was a very good looking stranger, it had been months since anything quite this public had been demanded of me. It had been my assumption that those days were over.

	 

	“Easy baby,” Mr. Smiles tried to reassure me. “Bet you done this before, haven’t you?”

	 

	“Yeah, sure,” I meekly shrugged, and with no more invitation than that, the other two men began to play with me too. I had no idea how I was supposed to act under these bizarre circumstances. But with so many hands, and lips and teeth and sly comments assaulting my virtue, my brain pretty much went on tilt and getting into the lost feeling of surrender took far less time than I expected. Out of the mass of useless thoughts that peppered my brain I found one distinct thought, one distinct voice rising from the chaos, speaking in whispers to my fear.

	 

	Let go of it, little sub, let them have you… let them take you…let them fuck your ass…

	 

	Maximus’ voice played the mantra in my head, his words so clear, so focused that I could imagine him right beside me, speaking the same words of reassurance he’d often offered me when my fears made me balk. With that crafty voice inside my head whispering its encouragement, my trio of hulking males moved me back toward the shelter of the cove and away from the beach.

	 

	The wet rock beneath me was cold at first, with the clammy feel of late winter clinging to its surface. My bikini had been discarded and my naked body was chilled to the bone. Three pairs of hands skirted over my flesh, at first too lightly to heat me up. But as the foreplay became more aggressive, I began to feel the pangs of my arousal mounting fast.

	 

	The trio worked my asshole thoroughly, lubing it with my sex juice and then because they were determined that there weren’t enough juices to do a proper job, they used a stick of softened butter they pulled from their lunch cooler and liberally swathed inside my sphincter and around my anus. While grabbing for the butter, they also pulled from the cooler a few Jell-o shots that were slipped into my mouth where they quickly dissolved on my tongue.

	 

	“That should be enough, she’s an easy drunk,” was the only caution Denny offered as the third shot entered my mouth.

	 

	The first man to use my ass was not very big, but he was enthusiastic. He drilled me with a steady in and out until his body suddenly lurched over my back where he stayed until his cock gave up its final spurt. He gave my ass a fierce slap, then pulled out and turned me over to the tall brute with the sand-colored hair. This one was not so easy as his friend, not quite so kind.

	 

	He wanted to maul me first until he heard me moaning.

	 

	“Beg for it, baby! Come on, beg!”

	 

	I groaned a little more and he slapped my ass hard, then he began groping wherever he could lay his hands—breasts, ass, thighs. My groans got louder and more intense as I fell prey to a sadistic streak that felt much like what I experienced from my master. But as the buzz from the Jell-o shots began to hit my veins, I was too far gone to object and I began to beg. I hardly thought about my ass for several minutes with the foreplay becoming more heated. Then, suddenly, I found the guy behind me with his fingers prying my cheeks apart and his cock pressing toward my anus.

	 

	“Beg for it baby!”

	 

	“Yes, yes, yes, put it in!” I cried.

	 

	“Geez, what a slut you are!” he responded to my writhing behind. “You must like getting your ass fucked to be out here flaunting a sign like that. Let’s see how you like this one.”

	 

	The hard cock drilling into my backdoor offered no mercy for its large size, though by then, that rare quality of need that finds pleasure in forced sex and painful penetration was rising too rapidly to stop. All the pleasure centers in my brain were firing off, while my aching ass grabbed hard to milk that large erection. I could have withstood much more, but was grateful when Mr.

	 

	Smiles abruptly came inside the tight space and then withdrew. The third man, who I’d not paid much attention to until that moment, moved right in, no further foreplay, no need to stoke my fires. Funny thing about ass sex, the longer I was screwed in my behind, the more I wanted.

	 

	The only thing I regret about the afternoon over the cruel cold rock was that it ended so abruptly. Before I was even on my feet again, the three guys were heading out. Giving Denny a quick handshake and my ass a final smack, they disappeared from view and I was left with my naked rear hanging out and Denny to take me back up the beach.

	 

	“You know if you want to keep sharing my ass, now would be the time to find more cock to fuck. Once I’m out of the mood…”

	 

	He didn’t let me finish. “Sluts like you are never not in the mood, darlin’. Remember that.”

	The crusty little warning set me back a bit and sobered me up. As we made our way back to the cottage, I could barely walk and Denny had to hold me up. If any of the beachcombers saw the advertisement on my ass and wanted a go with me, I didn’t know it. Even Denny must have figured that I’d had enough after the three cock assault.

	 

	Denny announced as soon as we got up Monday morning that we needed to be heading out, he had important things to do and the promised stroll on the beach would have to wait for another time. His tone was surprisingly serious, which made me a little nervous. I didn’t bother to quiz him on the matter; by then I was thankful to be going home. Being with Denny, especially when he started acting as edgy as he was had become a little creepy. I didn’t want to know the reason for our abrupt departure, I just wanted to be home.

	 

	We arrived at the boarding house before noon Monday, where I found Maximus hard at work. He did stop long enough for an affectionate hello and to briefly interrogate me about my newest adventure, which pretty much confirmed that he’d been in on his roommate’s plans.

	 

	“I’m glad you had a good time,” he said while playfully fondling my ass. “I’ve missed you.”

	 

	“You have, really?”

	 

	“I may not say it as often as you’d like, but my world works better when you’re in it—and it’s far less frustrating.”

	 

	“Glad I’m good for venting your frustrations,” I smiled.

	 

	“Oh, you’re good for much more than that, little sub.” His eyes twinkled with an unusual degree of merriment. He laid one helluva kiss on my mouth, gave my ass a hard crack, then it was back to work.

	 

	I got the distinct impression that that night when we made love, he’d be using my ass to reclaim the territory he owned and make sure I understood who back in charge. I never wanted to be with him more than I did at that moment. Denny might be fun, but inside Maximus’ sphere of mastery was where my  life worked best. Apparently from both our viewpoints, this was clearly where I belonged.

	 

	 


Chapter Eleven

	 

	During my senior year, my submission to Maximus was far more about the two of us than about the community arrangement of the previous two years. I’m not sure he would have cared if other men used me, but he was too preoccupied with other things to even think about how he could creatively set such incidents in motion.

	 

	Life was filled with theses, midterms, finals for us both and tons of studying for me.

	 

	Maximus considered my graduation very important, and he would never interfere with my studies as I was finishing up my final classes and putting an end to my four years in school. In fact, he even moved us out of the boarding house the first week of classes and into the apartment above Dwyer’s garage. He said we’d both be able to concentrate better without the distraction of so many visitors popping in and out. Denny and even Caulfield still found their way to our new home, but there were far fewer of Maximus’ friends seeking us out for any reason, which was obviously my master’s intention.

	 

	Our lives were starting to pick up speed, one phase ending, another about to commence.

	 

	After graduation, Maximus was heading to the West Coast where his start-up Internet company had its home. I know by the way he spoke of his plans that he intended that I join him there, but we never actually got to the firm arrangements. He just assumed, and I suppose I did too.

	 

	Perhaps the past four years had matured me. No longer did my raw sexual energy seem to grab me in such a forceful way. Then again, maybe I was suppressing it because there were real life issues that needed to be addressed more important than my sexual submission. We were certainly too busy to spend so much time in the sexual craziness that defined our previous years.

	 

	Even the anxiety and the questions about my future had to sit on the sidelines for a while. For months in fact. The natural ebb and flow of life had put us in a far different space than I was accustomed to, and by spring quarter I hardly knew what to do with a command from Maximus that required my instantaneous submission. More than once, I felt his hand coming down across my face when I shot back at him with some sharp retort suggesting I didn’t have time to do what he asked.

	 

	“Maybe I should lock you naked in the crate and throw away the key for the afternoon,” he curtly shot back one afternoon in response to a snappish retort from me.

	 

	The quick upbraiding was a reality check for me: I was still his ‘little sub’ and still subject to his orders. I reacted with a predictable shiver of arousal, but he looked much too serious to be thinking of sex now.

	 

	“When all this is behind me, I swear I’ll crawl at your feet for a week,” I promised him after the cutting rebuke drove me to my knees, where I continued on, finally begging him not to go through with his threat. I could have logically explained that his surly mood was just the frustration with his current project that was making him so irritable—just as I was a little on edge for similar reasons—and I would have been right. But I also knew that it was better for me to shut up and keep my opinions to myself.

	 

	I figured we’d ride things out until the end of the year, then address my submission in some pretty grueling session when the pressure was finally off. Seemed reasonable to me. But, even though we’d tacitly agreed to put our D/s relationship on the back burner, the end of the school year was too long for Maximus to wait for a needed fix. The dominant in him needed to be heard. I knew this, at least subconsciously, when in the middle of studying for finals in May, he breezed into the apartment looking more cheerful and filled with energy than I’d seen him in weeks.

	 

	“You’re taking a break, forty-eight hours of nothing but you and me.”

	 

	“Oh no, I’m not. Can’t.” I went back to my outline for my English paper hardly glancing his way, which was too much liberty for this lowly sub to take. Maximus snatched the papers out of my hands and refused to give them back.

	 

	“You’re doing the same overkill as usual, and you need a break,” he said.

	 

	“Me overkill! You’re the master of overkill. Right now, I can’t afford a break.”

	 

	“You can not only afford a break, you need this one. Trust me.” Trust me—had a familiar ring I’d heard so often that I shouldn’t have bothered to balk when he played it as his trump card. He took the books from my lap and put them on the coffee table, then pulled me out of the chair and to the bedroom where he told me to pack for a two day camping trip.

	 

	“Maximus, really, this is really not the time. I can’t believe you’re even suggesting it.”

	 

	I should have known he couldn’t be dissuaded. “Fine. Don’t pack any clothes, you won’t have any to wear. Not a problem for me, but you might not appreciate the mosquitoes and bees and being naked in the woods.”

	 

	I knew then the discussion was over. When I tried to slip my books inside my backpack along with my underwear and a couple fresh t-shirts, he pulled them right out and tossed them to the bed, scowling angrily.

	 

	“I should have done this a long time ago,” he said. “You’re slipping up, getting way too soft on me, and way too rebellious. That’s my fault, and I’ll correct that shortly. You can expect a thorough going over, little sub, one you are not going to like.”

	 

	The threat, like all those in my past with Maximus, worked its magic—as if he’d suddenly leapt over the muck and debris that had hid my erotic trip-switch and suddenly snapped it on high. The fire in my belly roared back reminding me exactly why I was in love with this moody, difficult and sadistic genius. I finally stopped protesting, even inwardly. The master had made up his mind.

	 

	 

	Once before, Maximus took me hiking in a remote location where he felt safe enough to require I remove all my clothes—save the hiking boots, which he mercilessly allowed me to wear. That day had been warm. The forest was beautiful, the air providing enough foreplay alone to have my entire body sensitized. He had sex with me several times during the brief trip—whenever he got the urge. But he didn’t even once suggest that he’d tie me to a tree; nor did he whip me with a switch, or do much of anything kinky, which was a big surprise given my expectations. Maybe I was even disappointed that we didn’t get even a little out of bounds, but of course, I wouldn’t complain. At the time, I was in a non-complaining frame of mine, having a rare quality of restraint instilled after Maximus punished me for being way too hesitant in following his orders.

	 

	This next time in the woods I had no idea what to expect, but I had a feeling we’d go far beyond what happened on our previous trip. We hiked in for several miles, until the backpack the master made me carry became too heavy for me to carry.

	 

	“It’s okay with me if we stop here,” he said when I griped about the heavy pack, “but don’t go getting all freaky on me if other hikers stumble into camp. I can hardly keep them out.”

	 

	“And why would I get all freaky?”

	 

	“Because you won’t be wearing any clothes.”

	 

	“Ah, yes, I remember…” I thought back to the year before.

	 

	“No, Chelsea, this time’s going to be a lot different.”

	 

	I didn’t see much difference for the rest of that long day. Being naked in the out-of-doors was not a nightmare. In fact, we had a lot of fun when he chased me down and tackled to me the ground. We later froze our asses skinny dipping in a cold pool of water, and when he finally—

	after I finally  warmed up—bent me over a hollow log and switched my ass with a birch cutting until I was screaming for mercy. He fucked me in the good old-fashioned way—in the mouth, the pussy and then my ass. He wore me out, but apparently, I’d done the same for him, so we languished on our sleeping bags, me naked, Maximus in nothing but a pair of shorts. With a couple of beers to help me forget the work waiting when I got home, I was happy to be far away from the rest of my life, and lying side by side on the sleeping bag with the man I loved. Even when I had to pee and Maximus made me do it like a dog in front of him, I did it giggling. Long as I was taking this vacation, there was nothing that would mess it up—even that small embarrassment. This was far more fun than I expected after Maximus’ heavy-handed threats—

	which seemed to be forgotten to that point.

	 

	It was in that sort of adventurous spirit that our first evening in the woods began. Once the sun was low enough in the sky that the air began to chill, Maximus let me wrap up in the double sleeping bag to stay warm.

	 

	“Couldn’t I just put on some clothes?” I asked, peering longingly at my backpack.

	 

	“No,” he stated tersely. “Just don’t dirty the sleeping bag or you’ll be banished from it all night.”

	 

	I ate my hotdogs under his watchful gaze, making certain I did nothing to dirty the sleeping bag. I thought the man was way too anal about such small things, although it almost seemed that he was just itching for some excuse to do something nasty to me. I could feel a growing unrest between us, though it was nothing I could quite name. My beach trip with Denny had taught me that I’d better be wary of men displaying carefree dispositions; they might have something evil lurking under all that good cheer.

	 

	As the night played out, my instincts proved to be right on target.

	 

	For a while I lay back listening to the woods and the quiet air. All day that forest world had been bursting with the sounds of insects and birds, but when night fell, the teeming air became so silent that I could hear myself breathe. All my instincts were on alert, the more the light faded the surer I was that Maximus would hit me with some dreadful demand. I never realized how innocuous such a command might initially sound.

	 

	First he crept in with a bit of lore to jerk my brain around a bit. “Did you know that the ancient Oriental masters used to dry wet sheets with their bodies in winter?” Sounded like the start of a casual conversation to me.

	 

	“No, I didn’t know that,” I replied. Innocuous enough, but I was a little suspicious.

	 

	“It’s true. A testament to the powerful force of the human body and the energy within it.”

	And how exactly did this apply to me?  I didn’t dare ask the question, though it would occupy my thoughts until he finally go to this point.

	 

	“I’m thinking, my little sub, that though it’s a bit chill, you won’t have a problem when I tell you to park your crotch against that tree.” He pointed to the big maple on the far side of the clearing where we made camp. “Even as cold as it is, I’ll bet that with what I have in mind, just your body energy will keep you warm.”

	 

	I stared at him unmoving for several seconds, until he raised his brows and nodded, indicating that parking my crotch against the tree  was exactly what he wanted me to do.

	 

	I hesitated just because I was too cozy to leave the warmth of the sleeping bag, but since I saw no sign of him changing his mind, I finally jumped up, shucking off the heavy sleeping bag and propelled myself toward the tree, instantly chilled by the cold air. I figured the faster I obeyed, the sooner he’d get on with whatever he was going to do, the sooner I’d be back inside that furry warmth.

	 

	I pressed my body against the rough back , spreading my hands and legs as if I were hugging the tree. Though my heart was racing with anticipation, and the sexual beating in my loins was turning almost impossible to handle, something about the tree soothed me enough so thoughts of panic and embarrassment and all the rest that might have disturbed my peace of mind were far from my thoughts.

	 

	“Hold it right there!” He called to me and I froze against the pulsing specimen, waiting for what came next.

	 

	I heard his footsteps, the sound of his boots shuffling against the dirt and the swish of his jeans as he walked. The closer he came, the more my chilled body began to heat. Everything was turned on, the fires in me hot with arousal by the time he was close enough to touch my skin. As predicted, I completely forgot about the cold.

	 

	I expected a hard crack against my ass with some kind of sex toy—even if it was the homemade kind. Or maybe his cock would get to work directly and let us both jump under the covers once he was done. But none of my speculations proved to be true. Instead, he laid his fingertips on my shoulder, just enough to steady my racing loins.

	 

	“Rub yourself against it…” he said.

	 

	“Huh?” I half twisted around to make sure he was serious.

	 

	Not liking that, he pushed me hard against the maple bark and repeated the command.

	 

	“Rub yourself against it…” This time his voice lowered to a whisper, to that sonorous sound of sex that could still any rattled thought.

	 

	My breath caught in my throat, while the beating in my chest grew stronger still.

	 

	“Move, Chelsea,” he added with some impatience.

	 

	I began to move my body against the tree bark, feeling how it scratched and cut and how that scratchy sensation caused my pussy to seize up with an aching spasm.

	 

	“Oh, Maximus, this is really evil of you!” I gasped. I could sense he was pleased.

	 

	“It’s all about sensation for you … what you feel down here,” he pushed his hand between my legs, grabbing hard. “Rub yourself til you get off.”

	 

	He meant what he said, though I was too petrified to move as ordered for several long drawn out seconds. It took another prompting to keep me moving, and the sound of his voice resonating through my body. How many weeks had it been since I heard him speak with such a sexy bravado, such a stirring command. It brought me back to my first days as his little sub when that voice began to infect me. It was still infecting me even then, though it had grown a little more distant when I had so little time to listen to it speak.

	 

	With a fresh burst of life, it stirred up all that I’d been holding back.

	 

	Rub yourself till you get off…  He seemed to repeat this again and again until I began to move with greater fervor, and the passion in me grew. The sound became so strong inside me that I could feel its presence even when Maximus stepped back and I was virtually on my own to complete his command. By then, however, the rawness in me was ready to take over, my body knew what to do on its own.

	 

	The depravity of my actions did not elude me. I could imagine how it must have looked to see a female getting off against a tree that could in no way respond. My crotch groveled against that scratchy bark, even my clit had discovered just the right movements that would propel the sensitive bud toward a lusty climax.

	 

	“Oh, dear god……” I vented often, but not loudly, preferring to keep the noise contained within me as the pleasure grew to its zenith. “Humm… yes… ah, ooo, yessssssssss.” Oh my god this was amazing!

	 

	I twisted away from the tree trunk, only to smash myself against it more aggressively. I knew I was hurting myself and I didn’t care. I knew there’d be marks in the morning; I didn’t care about that either. I cared about coming and nothing more. Not how I looked, or who might see, or even if Maximus bothered to watch. The hissing, the seething, the groaning became more urgent, until my heated body could hardly take more.

	 

	Rub yourself till you get off…  those were the only words that mattered, and as they repeated in my brain in an unending loop, the arousal turned into an unbelievable climax that tore through me in a violent crash. I jerked wildly against the tree again and again, the wild sensations continuing until I exhausted myself too much to continue. Without his blessing or permission, my heavy legs gave out under me, and I slumped to the cold ground, still clinging, even if just meagerly, to that rough bark as though it were my lover.

	 

	The depth of my depravity seemed to take another flying leap into an abyss that I still feared. Though we’d hardly had time in the past few months to take our kinky hobby out to play, this stunning exhibition of my wanton character just proved that my submissive lust wasn’t something from which I could walk away. It was as real to me as it had ever been, driven by that erotic voice.

	 

	Rather than come to me when I slumped to the ground, Maximus waited patiently by the fire for me to recover.

	 

	“This is how you’ll come for the remainder of the trip, little sub. Just serving notice now.

	 

	Just because we’re distracted for a while getting through the next couple weeks, it doesn’t mean your submission to me is something you can take lightly.”

	 

	By then, I’d turned toward him, shivering, the tree my only source of warmth. The longing in my eyes must have been evident because at last he opened wide his arm and motioned me back to the sleeping bag, where he joined me inside it and we huddled together for the rest of the night.

	 

	For the next day, I gave him blowjobs whenever he demanded one, in the mean time, Maximus watched me get off against tree trunks, and fallen logs, and just the sensation of the sun-heated air when I sunbathed by the creek. Even when he touched me enough to bring me to a climax, he backed off every time my climax peaked and ordered me to finish off with nothing to stimulate me but what the forest provided. The elements of nature were the only thing to send me careening over the edge until the morning we finally packed up the Fiat and sped for home.

	 

	I knew without his having to say so that our mini-vacation was an object lesson in submission, a reminder of what made our relationship work best and an opportunity for me to show the man I loved a graphic depiction of my lewd sexuality. Not that we didn’t already know the depths of my depravity, it had simply been too long since we’d played on a level so deep.

	 

	My perceptive master was right again. Our getaway to the woods was exactly what I needed as I moved into the final weeks of my senior year.

	 

	 


Chapter Twelve

	 

	The end of school had finally come, and the graduation into my new life faced me everywhere I turned. Soon after flung my cap in the air, I was back in the apartment I shared with Maximus, planning to spend a few free days alone while he was in Boston presenting his work of the last few years to a group of investors he was schmoozing—too important a time for me to tag along, and I was ready for a break from everything, including Maximus.

	 

	“So, darlin’, whatcha got goin’ tonight?” Denny’s cheery voice drew me out of the hammock I’d strung between two posts on the deck of our apartment. I loved that hammock and planned to spend the entire afternoon there with a novel, a glass of wine and a little music. I wasn’t sure I was ready for my old pal Denny.

	 

	The weeks since I’d seen him last had done nothing to ease the man’s disturbing agitation.

	 

	You didn’t see it right off, but if you spent any time with him, even an hour or so, his friends could tell that something was troubling the man. A strange darkness dimmed his normally carefree spirit. But if someone tried to talk to him about it, he brushed them off with an easy grin and refused to entertain more questions.

	 

	“Not a thing but what I’m doing right now,” I finally replied to his question.

	 

	“Then you’re free for the party.”

	 

	“Denny, I’m not in a party mood. Besides, Maximus would be pissed.”

	 

	“No, he wouldn’t,” Denny countered me immediately. “Besides, you gotta put on the balls once and a while, Chels, cause Maximus ain’t with you 24/7.”

	 

	“How about this then, hon, I don’t want to go out. I want to sit right here, read my book and maybe order in a pizza a little later. If you want to stay for that then you’re free to join me.”

	 

	“Sorry. Can’t stay. I have a promise out there I intend to keep.”

	 

	This didn’t sound particularly odd for Denny, but then it wasn’t his words that had me worried, but the furtive glancing around, the inability to sit still, the constant pacing, the muttering, the fidgeting hands.

	 

	“You taking drugs?” I finally blurted out because I could think of no other reason why there’d been such a marked change in his behavior.

	 

	“Hell no! Just restless. I gotta get on with my life, and it’s just bugging me. I don’t know if I want that job with my dad’s company, or want to take the lecturer job, or I want to travel. I gotta do something, and right now, not thinking about it makes perfect sense to me.”

	 

	“Just procrastinate?”

	 

	“Yeah, a little procrastination never hurt anything.”

	 

	“Never?”

	 

	“Hell, I’ll make the fucking decision next week. That’s when this all comes down, until then we’re going to party.”

	 

	“We’re going party?”

	 

	I don’t know what moved me to go with him when I was so determined to stay home and veg, but I’d always been a sucker for Denny’s cocky smile, and before I realized what was happening, I was putting on clothes and fixing my hair and thinking that I’d better baby-sit him if nothing else. In addition to his other strange behaviors, he had a bad habit of drinking too much and trying to drive. At the very least, I could drive.

	 

	I took the time to piss before we headed out, and while in the bathroom I left a quick message on Maximus’ voice mail, saying that I’d gone out with Denny for the evening.

	 

	When I finally presented myself to him at the door, I said, “So where are we going?” hoping that it was someplace quiet.

	 

	Denny instantly perked up and offered up a dashing smile. “Don’t ask questions. Let it be a surprise.”

	We drove for miles toward the ocean, I’m not even sure where we were exactly because I was too tired to really pay attention. We parked in an old warehouse district near a wharf, close enough to smell the salty air and feel a sticky breeze against our skin. I didn’t like the looks of the dilapidated building where we were headed and said so. “The party isn’t here, is it?”

	 

	“Naw. I just need to drop something off and we can get on our way.”

	 

	I wrangled with myself over whether it was better to stay in the car or go with him, but the seedy neighborhood that surrounded the building was enough to have me tagging along with Denny, clinging fast to his arm. Certainly, in broad daylight nothing bad could happen but I wasn’t taking any chances.

	 

	We walked up two flights of stairs and entered a room where a few men were smoking cigarettes, one was sucking on a joint and the air smelled of something else unwholesome, though I have no idea what that was. Dead rat was my first guess.

	 

	“You say this won’t take long?” I whispered to Denny as the room full of men turned our way.

	 

	“Not a minute,” he smiled again.

	 

	I should have paid attention to that smile—it was giving off the strangest vibe and not one I liked.

	 

	“This the girl?” one of the cigar-smoking, beer-swilling men drilled me with his hard eyes.

	 

	He wasn’t all that old or bad looking, but his unkempt hair was falling in his face, in need of a good trim, and his clothes looked like he’d been sleeping in them for days.

	 

	Hearing the comment forced me to stop in my tracks, though Denny’s hand was soon behind me, urging me forward. I stepped gingerly, with all senses on full alert, but despite my wariness and the one precaution of sizing up the exits with my first appraisal of the cluttered space, my radar did me no good at all.

	 

	The demon who’d take me captive swept up to my back while Denny stepped away. My hands were forced behind me and I was driven to the floor, until I was practically eating the dirt tracked in on the men’s shoes.

	 

	Some heavy boot suddenly crushed down against my back and I couldn’t move. “Denny!” I screamed until another man dropped to his knees and clamped his hand over my mouth.

	 

	“Just for a week and it’ll be all over…” I heard Denny’s voice call out just before a door slammed.

	 

	No! No! This couldn’t be happening.  I jerked from the man’s grasp, shrieking, “You asshole get me out of here! Denny goddamit!”

	 

	“You want Denny? Well, he ain’t here no longer, girlie,” a man with a big girth and lousy breath informed me as he knelt over me and chewed against the end of his burning cigar. At least the fucking boot was no longer smashed against my back.

	 

	Denny couldn’t have been gone that fast, so I shouted again as soon as the hand on my mouth disappeared. “Denny!”

	 

	It wasn’t a hand this time but a gag swiftly popped into my mouth that kept me from screaming again.

	 

	“Just had to go spoiling everything, didn’t you?” A tall, lean guy with clean clothes stood over me looking down.

	 

	I looked up, eyes scowling with anger, but my mood hardly phased him.

	 

	The next several days were the most horrible of my life. After being bodily carried from that old warehouse to a car, then transported to some other sleazy location, I was dumped onto an unmade bed, chained to the four corners and every article of clothing on me was cut away. Why they couldn’t have just stripped me first, I have no idea, but among the many things I lost that day was a brand new pair of khaki shorts and a pink tank that I just bought. The bra and panties I wore underneath were thrown in a dumpster once the straps were cut and the pieces were snatched by a pair of eager hands—eager to have me naked so their owner could mount my body and begin the rape that would last for the next several days.

	 

	You might think that a woman who had plenty of experience giving up her body for men to use could handle this gross violation with a little poise. Poise? I’m afraid that went in the dumpster along with my clothes.

	 

	The men who used me were huge and small, smelly and sweet, light and dark. Their gravelly voices spoke in severe and clipped remarks, with not one kind word spoken to soften the feeling that I’d just entered the Twilight Zone of sexual depravity.

	 

	Their brusque demands, usually punctuated by a slap to my face, were simple. “Shut up and fuck!”

	 

	They removed the gag so that those who preferred blowjobs would have ready access to my mouth—when a man with a knife holds it against the throat as he issues his command for silence, I knew to keep my protests to myself. After my first breach of the rules and the stinging smack that followed, I kept my mouth shut and for the most part my eyes closed. Unfortunately, the trick I’d often used for pretending that my assailants were Maximus had no effect in this situation. Nothing in this ugly world bore any resemblance to my master, or his friends, or the house in which my erotic awakening occurred. If I could have smelled my master’s scent, or heard his voice, or had one simple look at his comforting face, it might not have been so terrible.

	 

	But with none of those small things to reassure me, I was on my own, loosened from all the tethers that bound me to my life, and fixed to an unknown fate that would be determined by the pirates who had fled with me as their booty.

	 

	Denny? Where was he in all this madness? I hadn’t a clue. But just to preserve my sanity I refused to think about the man who’d apparently sold me out.

	 

	After the sexual assault of that first day, I was left alone for the night and I fell into an exhausted sleep. Once morning arrived so did the men. They untied me and slapped me around until my head was spinning, then spanked my ass with their belts and used a dildo in my ass to stretch it for their cocks. Getting doubled penetrated was a whole new experience for me, with two offensive brutes on either side of my body shoving their cocks inside my pussy and anus with little finesse. And here I’d thought Maximus was rough.

	 

	The hours of sexual use led to hours of exhaustion when all I could do was sleep.

	 

	I ate from a bowl, peed on newspapers, and was bathed with a cold blast of water and an old bar of Lava soap that sloughed off an entire layer of skin until it was pink and burning.

	 

	When I wasn’t being used, I was forgotten—not the worst thing to happen, although my greatest fear was that they’d leave me bound to the bed with no way out.

	 

	On the third, maybe the fourth day of my captivity things began to change. In straining to overhear the conversations amongst the men, I learned that my captors were waiting for someone to arrive. The man with the cash. I could only assume that I was part of the deal. On hearing the sound of Middle Eastern names being bandied about, I knew my future looked bleak and the nightmare was only compounding. Denny’s parting shot about all of this being over in a week was a lie, his ploy to keep me handled until he could split.

	 

	A couple of the guys, the nicer ones who actually bathed, made a big point of cleaning me up before the big trade went down. I was handed a bar of decent soap, shampoo, conditioner and a few cosmetics to do it right, according to their instructions. If I’d been thinking this might be the perfect time to escape, I was wrong. There was always one of them hanging out with me, even when I peed, and watching with a sly grin as if to say,  I took you in the ass, baby.

	 

	As soon as I finished cleaning up, one of them handed me a black skirt that just barely covered my ass and a tank top much like the one that they cut off me days before, though not as pretty. Imagine that—amidst the calamity I faced, I was still grieving the loss of my new t-shirt.

	 

	As I slipped my feet into a pair of black four-inch heels, I recalled the day Maximus dressed me this way and took me into the city for that wild exhibition on the city street. They might have been the right clothes for the occasion, but these were the wrong men.

	 

	I sat on the bed for nearly three hours as everyone waited for the money man to arrive. The brutes were impatient, pacing, smoking, sharing a joint and talking dirty to me just to pass the time— You want a taste of this, bitch?  and they’d waggle their cocks before my eyes. They didn’t dare use me again when it was clear that whoever I belonged to now didn’t want the goods messed up.

	 

	Every time I tried to ask questions, they greeted my queries with a slap or a kick, until I stopped asking—which was long before the main door finally opened and the big hustler moved in.

	 

	I didn’t like his looks anymore than I liked the looks of all the other bastards, but he had a curious sort of appeal that made it hard not to stare at him. I remember his big hands and smoothness of his skin, the way his nails were nicely clipped, and how he spoke with the trace of an accent I could not quite make out. He was well-dressed in a grey suit and silk tie. Even his gleaming shoes looked as if they’d just been polished. Though he gave off the gentlemanly air of a cultured man, I knew he was no gentleman. He barely paid attention to me, just one glance when someone pointed me out. I couldn’t help but shrivel as he commented.

	 

	“Yes, I’m sure she’ll do. Looks a little scrawny but that can be changed.” Then he turned away and began speaking under his breath to the other men. Soon, all of them were at the far end of the room save one, while I remained sitting on the bed with one hand cuffed to the metal footboard and the eyes of the guard aimed my way.

	 

	Suddenly, there was a commotion, raised voices, and a scuffle ensued, after which Mr. Well-

	Dressed in the grey suit backhanded one of the goons and drove him to the floor. The newcomer emerged from the crowd and moved my way.

	 

	“Time to take her off your hands.”

	 

	I gulped down another load of misery as he took out the key to unlock the handcuff.

	 

	If I’d been relaxed enough to listen with my body as much as my ears, I might have tuned in to the stirring in the ethers that was taking place. Something in this odd dynamic was about to shift. Suddenly those subtle suggestions turned into something no one could ignore. The whole building began to vibrate with a thundering noise. Hardly a second later, the main door banged back on its hinges and several men in uniform, followed by several more in suits burst through.

	 

	The uniformed officers went straight for the brutes who were looking for a fast retreat, while a man in a wrinkled tan suit, looking harried and worn, moved toward me. I don’t know where the cultured fat-cat with the fancy clothes escaped to, but he seemed to have vanished into thin air.

	 

	I was dragged from the room, pushed into the back of a squad car and driven away. My head was spinning so much that it took a while to realize that I’d just been rescued, that my world hadn’t completely fallen apart. Was it too much to assume that life might go on as if this nightmare had never happened? A question that would take several weeks before I had my answer.

	 

	How Maximus put the sketchy facts of my disappearance together so quickly, I never knew. No one took the time to inform me, and I didn’t ask. All that mattered to me was that I was safe, the goons were in jail, and from what I gathered as I listened to the commotion around me, Denny was headed for the same fate. I might have later queried Maximus for the whole story, but I had a feeling he wouldn’t have told me no matter how I begged. It was just as well; part of me couldn’t face the fact that I’d been so viciously betrayed.

	 

	***

	 

	Nothing worked out as I’d hoped. Prior to the kidnapping and all that mortifying rape, I’d laid low about Maximus’ future plans, figuring he’d eventually get around to telling me what he had in mind for himself and for me. I knew something about his start-up company, but he was short on the details. I don’t think he knew them himself. I was quite aware that he had a lot of grand ideas about the Internet, including some exciting new technical advances he’d pioneered. Several patents were in the works. But he still needed investors and a staff and year to get everything together—thus the meeting in Boston.

	 

	For Maximus, the germination of this first .com company was the beginning of his meteoric rise. As far as my own future, all I cared about was being part of his life. I figured everything else would take care of itself, and until that point, I knew he expected me to join him when he moved West.

	 

	Maximus was not the one to fail me. It was Chelsea who faltered. Being sold for cash to a Middle Eastern businessman by one of my master’s best friends was a huge chasm for me to bridge in my mind. I felt sorry for my future, that the relationship that I’d come to count on would fall victim to four days in captivity. But that is exactly what happened.

	 

	For two weeks I tried to make things right in my mind and put the incident behind me. I talked it out with Maximus, cried buckets of tears, swore, stamped my feet, and screamed until I could scream no more. But the horrible burning in my gut that began as soon as Denny took me up those stairs refused to go away. If anything it got worse as the days played out. Maximus was astute enough to know that I would have some difficulty adjusting after the terror I’d been through. He didn’t press me. He didn’t come on as the heavy-handed master he could sometimes be. He was kind even when I pushed him away. And when I refused sex, he went without and didn’t complain. He even suggested I see a therapist and gave me the names of several I could contact through the University.

	 

	Indicative of his straightforward style, he took the sane approach to a terror that made me nearly mad with rage and regret and more sadness than I’d ever faced. Two weeks turned into three, turned into four… and nothing had changed. The burning in my gut just kept on growing.

	 

	I pushed thoughts of leaving him from my mind for weeks as they tried to batter down my resistance. Eventually they won, and one afternoon in mid-July, I finally announced to Maximus: “I’m taking off.”

	 

	“Taking off where?” He looked up from his computer where he’d been busily typing letters to investors. I noticed the same mad-poet expression I saw the day we first met, that fierce expression that so often thrilled me. It might have undone all that I had planned—but something bigger than lust was in control and my mind was fixated on walking out the door.

	 

	“I’m leaving. I have to. I’m so unsettled. So unhappy. Maybe a few weeks away and I’ll get my head together and come back. But I doubt it. I have no stomach for the relationship you want from me. I know you’re going to tell me that I’ll get better in time, that we can eventually, slowly tiptoe back to where we were…” I’d already heard all the lines. “But…” I shook my head, holding back the threatening tears, “I just know it’s not going to work. I’m not the same woman I was before Denny sold me. That nightmare shook me hard, you know that, and it has forced me to face the truth about my life. I-I …” this was the especially tough part, “I don’t want to be you little sub anymore, Maximus. Not your toy or your sub, or any of the things you want from me. I’m sorry, I just can’t pretend it’s going to work anymore. It wouldn’t be fair to either of us.”

	 

	I was too broken up to say another word, but while heading for the door, Maximus moved around his desk and stopped me before I could walk out.

	 

	“Wait a minute, let’s back up a second. When did all this come on?” Though he appeared calm, I could feel the agitation rising from his body.

	 

	“It came on the minute Denny sold me. I don’t want to be the girl that’s so on the fringes that she risks getting sold. No.” I shook my head. “Being a sex toy was all right when I was a naïve little coed, but this game we’ve been playing… it belongs in the past. I just can’t anymore…”

	 

	When he laid his hand against my side, I was sure that I’d back down. But I felt strangely disconnected with what was real and what I loved and the sane thoughts in my own mind. Even the simple touch of Maximus’ hand—what had always had the power to work its magic and bring me back to him when nothing else could—no longer swayed me. I could hardly even feel his hand or the warmth he offered.

	 

	“How about you not go to such drastic lengths right now, Chelsea. Take your time away, do what you need to do, but don’t make any decisions. Not yet. Not yet. You’re still too raw. It’s just too soon.” Fueled by his mounting concern over me was a rare display of vulnerability from a man that I thought rock solid in every way. His worry tugged at my emotions but they were too cut off to respond with anything more than a brief twinge. I wanted the end to be different than this, better, easier. If there’d only been another option, but I couldn’t see one. At that moment, I believed that my life wasn’t going to get any better if I had to think about returning to a relationship where I could be subject to the same kind of sex that brutalized me during my captivity.

	 

	“I’m sorry, Max, the decision has been made. I can’t see us going forward. I’ve worked it over in my head a hundred times, but I just can’t. It’s over. It has to be. You need some other sub who hasn’t been so damaged.”

	 

	Hearing this he looked shaken, as if he couldn’t believe I was actually going to follow through. Finally, he stood back and his hand disengaged from my side. Receding with it was his affection for me: no longer mine to have when I refused to let it in. Even his eyes turned colder and that strange feeling of vulnerability fled.

	 

	“I’m sorry, Chelsea, that I let you think your way into this mistake. And it is a big one.” His voice carried a bitter edge I rarely heard. “You’ll see that soon. I should have paid more attention.”

	 

	“It’s okay. You did everything you could do. You really tried and so did I. I swear, nothing would have changed this.”

	 

	He continued to search me with his eyes, but I’m afraid he found nothing but the icy chill that lived inside me. He shook his head, sighed, then looked down at my two packed bags.

	 

	“Certainly that is not everything that’s yours. Call or email me with your address and I’ll have everything else shipped. I’d do that soon, though, I’m leaving for California next month, so I’ll be closing out the place.”

	 

	The finality of that statement jarred loose a pang of regret, but it was quickly smothered.

	 

	“Sure. I can do that…let you know where I land.”

	 

	I wanted out. My whole body was screaming to be gone, away from him where he couldn’t infect me anymore.

	 

	“Good luck to you, my little sub, my toy. I see you cringe when I say that but it’s a fact even time and circumstance can’t change, or wishing, or avoiding, or running from. What you are doesn’t end because of an unfortunate twist of fate. One day, I’m afraid you’re going to wake up and realize that you need me and that the decisions made today were reckless and ill-advised. But they are your decisions; I can see that. I feel your determination, and I have to trust that you’re doing what you think is right. I wish you’d decided differently, but since you haven’t—” a flash of a smile seemed to brighten his face for a moment before it dimmed, “be off with you and have a good life. What’s done is done, no turning back now.”

	 

	He opened the door, waited for me to gather up my bags and walk through, then closed it before I was even down the stairs.

	 

	That night as I lay in bed, I realized for the first time in a long while that I couldn’t hear his distinctive voice inside my head. I wouldn’t have guessed that it would fall silent so quickly. But even if I strained my memory, I could no longer hear its special music, no longer feel its presence, and I was now utterly alone.

	 

	 


Chapter Thirteen

	 

	I can’t think of one memorable thing that happened in the next five years that is worthy of including in this memoir. A few dead end jobs followed my break up with Maximus, along with a good deal of running from here to there, keeping just a step away from the deluge of emotion that threatened to drown me in thoughts of my crazy past life. I finally landed a job as a clerk-typist working in an advertising company where I seemed to shine for more than my typing skills. With some encouragement from my boss I enrolled in a few graphics classes to pick up the basics of website design, and suddenly the world opened before me. I’d finally found something I loved, that I was good at, that paid me well, and offered me the steady, simple life I thought I required.

	 

	It took five years to find my niche, which really wasn’t a lot of time in the scheme of things and I was rather proud of the accomplishment, especially when my boss handed me my first paycheck as a graphic designer.

	 

	I moved into a new condo, furnished it with the trendy, funky things I loved and for the first time in five years I began dating—normal, regular vanilla guys who took me to the movies, out to dinner and eventually home to bed. They didn’t know the first thing about kinky sex and that was perfectly fine with me.

	 

	All was well, my life boxed up and wrapped in the perfect wrapping paper with a tidy bow to finish it off.

	 

	So—I had to ask myself some months following my big promotion to the design staff—

	what was I doing stumbling on porn sites late at night when I couldn’t sleep? Spending hours lurking in bdsm chatrooms and on kinky dating sites like I was really interested in that world? At first I thought my time spent in those nether realms was innocuous enough, but it was destined to lead me right down the paths that I’d determinedly bypassed for the previous five years.

	 

	Savage masturbations followed, my own fantasies kicked in, and in time, I could no longer deny that a piece of my heart was still hungering for those forbidden worlds.

	 

	Once the masturbations began, it wasn’t long before I found myself clicking into one of Maximus’ websites and going directly to the pictures of the man who’d once been my master—

	handsome as ever, aging gracefully and from all accounts, making his name and his work important in the Internet world. If the man sounds like a cliché, that’s because in many respects his life followed that form perfectly. I always thought he was destined for greatness and now I could see right before my eyes the success, the wealth, the adventurous life, the sexy females clinging to his side. He certainly didn’t look as if he spent his late night hours wondering what his life would have been like if I hadn’t split.

	 

	What did I hope to gain by staring at his image? I’m not certain when I first started this curious behavior. Though in time, I came to recognize the hunger in my belly when I finally said goodnight to his picture and went to bed.

	 

	A few months of letting the bdsm world collide in my mind with thoughts of Maximus and I realized that I needed to make a change. With a bit of trepidation, I put my personal profile on a popular matchmaking site for kinky people. Before I knew it, emails began cramming my in-box until there were too many to answer.

	 

	My first kink date, Ryan, was the spitting image of Denny with a personality not far off. Two dates later I dumped him and moved on—I couldn’t get Denny out of my mind. Professor Barkley was next. For a year, I submitted to him once a week in his pretty brick home near the local collage, while his wife was at the spa. Lots of spanking fantasy, cuffs, collar, clothespins and a well-caned ass, then the perfunctory and rather sterile sex. I could tell he wanted to make sure that I didn’t ruffle anything in his house so his wife would grow suspicious. The fact that he was a very nice looking man probably kept the affair going a good two or three months after it should have been ended. Once I decided it was time to move on, I handed him a hand written note in his college office, with three students looking on, and thus avoided the kind of scene that I’d had when I left Maximus—not that the two break-ups, or the relationship for that matter, bore any resemblance to each other.

	 

	Harry Donegal was different than my first attempts to find a master. Our relationship lasted nearly four years, which in some respects was a spectacular achievement considering it was just about as long as I was with Maximus. Perhaps I was reminded of him when I chose the man—

	same kind of stern, authoritarian, brilliant, witty personality, albeit ten years older than my first master. He aroused me in a way no man had since Maximus. He wanted, he needed a true submissive and I was it, which had me feeling perfectly wonderful about my life for quite some time. I fit snugly into the submissive role he offered me, hardly missing a beat as the familiar patterns and rituals of the submissive life began to encroach on my days until I became a full time slave living in his house. I emphasize the slave because he liked using words that really put me in my place. I can’t ever recall Maximus referring to me so.

	 

	We even explored places my former master never took me. A year into our relationship, just after I made the crucial decision to dive in with both feet, he pierced my genitals as a sign of my subservience—two labia rings on either side of my clitoris, a third pierced the hood of my clit.

	 

	He did the work himself, while I was rigorously tied down to a medical examination table he had in the dungeon of his house—which was actually located in his attic, not the basement. My legs were tied into the stirrups, wide open to the steamy air while my hands were cuffed and tethered to an overhead clamp. The subspace high that resulted left me feeling very giddy but also very scared as my new master went about the task of marking me as his property. I loved the fact that he let me scream when he was working me over—although to be fair, he didn’t have the same concerns for privacy that Maximus had to enforce. I thought I would scream all through Harry’s piercing ceremony, but I discovered that getting pierced was not the screaming frenzy I imagined. The pain was intense, but it lasted only briefly. A sudden rush of endorphins lifted through my body bringing me something far different than the pain I anticipated. He could have turned me into a junky with the kind of bold high I achieved at the moment the needle pierced my flesh. I liked that this was territory Maximus never traversed with me, but something new and fresh and daring that opened a special world I shared with Harry alone.

	 

	The piercings were more than statements of his ownership. They weren’t the static, once it’s done it’s over, sort of sex play. No. He used them regularly, dangling weights from 12 gauge rings that stretched my labia to painful degrees. He tormented me for hours increasing the number of ounces dragging down my genitals until I couldn’t stand the discomfort any longer.

	 

	He had a theory that eventually he could stretch them out so they never returned to their original size—sort of like the way primitive societies would stretch throats with a series of neck rings, or disfigure the lower lip with huge discs. However, for all the hours he made me suffer in this way, I don’t think it produced the effect he wanted—even though he had fun trying. Anything that made me suffer a bit couldn’t be all bad in Harry’s eyes.

	 

	We did a lot of other things too. I could be deliriously happy in that attic tied to his wooden cross or the spanking bench or crawling on my knees like his dutiful pup. Once we had endured the year of prickly negotiations—when I still wasn’t sure I wanted the kind of all-or-nothing life of a sex slave he envisioned—life went on fairly smoothly with Harry. I liked being under the control of a man again. It made my kinky desire easier to act on when it wasn’t me making the decisions.

	 

	When I wasn’t at work, Harry preferred that I wear short plaid skirts and must have bought me a dozen during those four years. I even let my hair grow and wore it in braids, letting him have his way with the schoolgirl fantasy that was so fascinating to him. I made my accommodations to his needs, because of what I got back in affection and domination and the terrific sexual subspace high… all until he decided about three years into our relationship that just one slave toy was not enough for his libido.

	 

	My last year with Harry I shared him with several younger females. While I was unsettled by this unwanted development, I chose to suffer his dalliance with a mature calm, and wait for the whole thing to pass. I was sure that this was just a phase he would finally grow out of. I’m not sure now that old men have phases that finally pass—just desires that don’t get fulfilled. And Harry was getting all his dreams come true, while my own needs suffered a serious setback. In truth, he was getting to the heart of the kink life he really desired, which was a small stable of beautiful women he could use in any way he liked. As soon as he came to the decision that his desires were indeed workable in the real world, he pushed forward with unwavering determination to have hot and cold running slaves populating his Old World Tudor mansion—

	mini-mansion actually. He was a wealthy businessman but not filthy rich.

	 

	When a year passed and nothing changed, I finally sat him down for a serious conversation, the one where I laid out my feelings in hopes that he’d tell me that the other women really didn’t matter much to him. But that was not Harry. I thought certainly our four years together had meant something, that I was special amongst the females that he brought to the attic. Oh, how wrong I was! My way or the highway, pretty much sums up the attitude that sent me packing and out on my own again.

	 

	Shortly after Harry took his place in my personal history, I began dashing off emails to Maximus—not that I really thought they actually reached him. Who really gets an email through to Bill Gates or Warren Buffet or the President of the United States? Maximus had become that sort of public figure who guarded his privacy with bodyguards, secretaries, chauffeurs, yes men, and whoever else it took to keep him from dealing with the masses down below and one lonely sex toy who finally accepted the fact that she couldn’t get him out of her mind.

	 

	If I’m counting right, there were ten emails and three handwritten notes that were sent into the black hole that surrounded his life over the next few years. I even tried to call him once, but was so put off and put down by the efficient secretary or personal assistant or receptionist or whoever it was that answered the phone, that I hung up and swore I would never try that again.

	 

	I gave up my pursuit of Maximus after every failed effort to reach him, telling myself that I had to stop this nonsense. I was not a stalker. I couldn’t sink so low. If Maximus actually received one of my communications, he’d obviously decided to ship it off to the delete file or toss it in the trash—a sure sign that there was nothing to resurrect with him and I was being a fool to think so. And yet, as often as I made the sound decision to stop this useless waste of time, a few months later there was another email or another note impulsively sent in his direction.

	 

	I might have gone on in this way forever, or at least until I found another master, if it hadn’t been for an unexpected down turn in my life.

	 

	I lost my job. The company was going down the tube, laying off people right and left and after years of getting one thing in my life right, that failed me too.

	 

	In the panic following this terrible shock, my fantasies began to take strange new turns. I was probably drinking too much and indulging in a few too many joints, but I’m quite sure none of the common crutches used for ‘suffering through a disaster’ were responsible for the scheme that ended with my climbing the fence of Maximus Darrow’s private estate and the capture that followed.

	 

	It was a foolish idea, poorly conceived and impulsively executed. But as I crouched on the muddy ground at his feet and he stared down on me, all fancy looking in his coal black tux, there was a brief moment when his eyes lit, and I felt something old and familiar between us stir—just enough to give me hope.

	 

	 


Chapter Fourteen

	 

	“You ask me what happened after you left…” Maximus spoke in a hushed voice while I sat back on one of the sofas in his living room. “I spent two long years dealing with the pain. Maybe for the first time in my life, I really suffered a hurt that wouldn’t go away with a slapdash bandage and bit of philosophical rationalization. You dug in deep there, Chelsea, where no one else has gone…

	 

	“I could have killed Denny, but it seemed the authorities deprived me of that opportunity, a good thing too, or I would have wound up sitting beside him in a cell rather than enjoy the life I have now.

	 

	“But there is a quirky poetry to life, that shows us that from ashes of even the most passionate grief enormous accomplishments can arise. I’ve built all this; maybe I would have done the same with you, but without you, I’ve obviously succeeded beyond even my own imaginings…”

	 

	Until that moment, Maximus had been staring out the window at the woods behind his house, nursing a Scotch and thinking wistfully about the past we once shared. My innocent question took me right to the heart of the man in a way I never expected. I never expected to be moved by him so profoundly as I was when he spoke about hurt and pain and grief. Those emotions had always been mine to deal with, not his. And now I shuddered as every one of his words thrust a knife into my heart.

	 

	Perhaps I should back up a bit, before I move too fast toward the conclusion of this memoir, and tell you how we got to that tense moment in his living room…

	 

	After the night of my invasion and capture and the stunning exhibition before his shocked guests, I waited for three days in a separate guest house on his property with a bodyguard posted at the door every hour I was there. I’m not sure he would have prevented my leaving, but I never found out because I never tried to leave. I was sufficiently pampered during my tenure in the guest house to make the stay far more pleasant than it might have been. This surprised me, especially after the rough way it began. It almost felt as if that night had been completely forgotten, as if the whipping in the barn and the crawling submission at the party were swept under the rug as if they never took place. I had books and magazines to read, a TV with a bazillion channels and enough gourmet food to make me plump. I even had a full wardrobe with clothes exactly my size—I guess it’s a good thing that I’ve pretty much stayed the same weight; Maximus knew my size exactly. Once a day, the bodyguard took me into the basement of that towering glass and timbre house, to a workout room where I could keep my muscles from the atrophy of neglect. I was amazed that someone had actually thought of all these things, when I could have easily been stored away in the barn, or marched through the woods to the front gate and expelled.

	 

	These were three anxious days, but I carried my hopes around in my back pocket sure that eventually Maximus would end my purgatory and get on with whatever he finally decided to do.

	 

	Knowing the man as well as I did, or thought I did, I surmised that there was no accident about how I was treated, or how long he made me wait. Like everything else in his life, this was carefully planned.

	 

	Late on the third day, Maximus burst through the door, dressed for the out-of-doors in khaki pants and a rugged sweater. It was the first time I’d seen him since I was taken to the guest house. I instantly put down my magazine, clicked off the TV and sat up straight.

	 

	“Get up, we’re going for a hike.”

	 

	I stood because I was too petrified not to; his energy was leaping off the walls and attacking me in great billowing waves. My sexual arousal, which had been at a simmer since I first thought up the crazy scheme, rose to a full boil in seconds. My heart was palpating, my mouth was dry and my breathing was becoming a bit ragged.

	 

	When his message finally sunk in, I looked down at the white shorts and pale green sweater I’d chosen from the clothes provided. “Maybe I should change into something else?” I looked up to see his answer.

	 

	“No, you’re just fine as you are.”

	 

	I managed to slip into a pair of denim flats before we left the cottage. He wasn’t wasting time. Maximus marched out, setting off into the woods with me close at his heels. We continued on a circuitous route that seemed to be following an informal trail. Still, the further we traveled from the guest house, the rougher the trail became. It was pretty much obliterated by the encroaching woods when Maximus finally came to a halt and I nearly stumbled into his back.

	 

	“You can sit if you like,” and he pointed to the remains of a fallen tree. So much about this scene was familiar from the memories of my past, all but the mood, which was vastly different from the lovely camping trip of my senior year. Did he have that in mind when he planned this trek, perhaps?

	 

	“Sorry, if this seems a little strange. I still have a few houseguests cluttering up the place and I needed some space to breathe.” He gazed up at the trees, drinking in their magnificence, then he casually strolled the small clearing with his hands in his pockets, wearing a thoughtful expression. At one time I couldn’t imagine a man more attractive to me than the twenty-nine year old Maximus I fell in love with in college. However, this older version of the man could be a close rival to that younger one. Still, I needed to guard myself, not do or say anything rash. I had no assurance that he’d welcome me back.

	 

	“I was beginning to think you were escorting me to the fence,” I finally came back just to fill the empty air.

	 

	He reacted with an amused smile, just a small one.

	 

	He’d aged. He’d matured—though he still looked spectacular to me. He didn’t seem as driven as I remembered him, not so filled with the mad poet, and that I missed, though I could detect lingering traces of that younger man in this older version and I was glad that he hadn’t changed altogether. Even his steamy sexuality was evident to me, and though this was not intended as a sexual moment, he left me feeling lightheaded and flushed with lust.

	 

	I imagined him starting off with a line, something like why did you come here, Chelsea?  but I guess he already had that figured out.

	 

	“You remember that evening in the woods when we were camping, when I wouldn’t let you wear a thing…?” he finally jumped into what had become a very awkward silence.

	 

	“I remember it very well,” I replied.

	 

	“You recall what I had you do?”

	 

	I nodded as the realization of what this was about dawned on me. I gulped nervously, letting myself get used to the idea. “You want me to do that now?”

	 

	It took a moment for him to respond but his words left no doubt in my mind. “Yes. Yes I do.”

	 

	Until that moment I’d not been aware of the large maple that rose above the forest floor with its splendid canopy of leaves shading us from the worst of the afternoon sun. At that moment, it was not the leaves that stood out about that particular tree but the bark, like the bark of the maple that brought me to a rapturous sexual climax unlike any I’d had before or since. My pent-up desires bounded over each other as the realization stumbled forward to the obvious conclusion.

	 

	I looked to him, seeking answers to questions I dared not ask, though they nonetheless flooded my brain cells until my brain was on overload.

	 

	“You either trust me or you don’t,” he said in face of my hesitation. Amazing, after all this time, he could still jump into my thoughts and pull out the most pertinent one. Damn, he was as good as I remembered him.

	 

	I rose to my feet, as if in a trance and began stripping away my clothes before his inscrutable gaze. Trembling. Fearful. Aroused. And nearly crying—desperately trying to hold back those childish tears. My skin was flushed, my nipples hard as rocks and my limbs weak and trembling with anticipation. When I kicked off the shoes and moved to the tree, I stepped forward until my chest was pressed against it so my sex below could writhe against that rough surface. I wanted to start with the groveling activity right then, but I remained motionless, unable to move without his order.

	 

	“I’m taking your intrusion on my property to mean that you want to be back in my life.

	 

	About that, I consider it too late for you to change your mind. From now on the decisions are mine to make, not yours. You have that clear?”

	 

	“Yes, sir.”

	 

	“You understand, if I allow you in again, I’ll be violating the vow I made the day you left… the one that wrote you out of my life forever… that stripped you of any rights to have me… that consigned you to the trash heap of useless girlfriends and lovers and wives…

	 

	“You think you can return and I’ll welcome you… that I won’t make you suffer—or perhaps that is exactly what you need most is to suffer and you know I can give you that… That’s being awfully presumptuous regarding a man you barely know now… You think you can resurrect what was beautiful about who we were… breathe new life into a failed relationship… pick up where we left off…?” He actually chuckled at this point. “You think that maybe, after a few years have piled on top of our past, on the off chance that I don’t have another woman or sub in my life, you can come up with a creative plot to get my attention and expect I’ll be willing to hear you out… that I will take you back because I’ve never forgotten how much you meant to me…?”

	 

	Maximus stopped there and waited so long that I wondered if I’d failed to answer a question, but his lecture seemed more rhetorical than meant to provoke my response. Finally, he finally broke that interminable silence with words that came in on the same breeze that tickled the hair on my body and sent a chill racing jubilantly up my spine. “Come for me, Chelsea,” he said. And I melted into the tree as if I’d just come home.

	 

	Without another thought in my mind, my body began to move as it had before against the prickly surface, gaining traction on that towering tree and finding its rough caress did all the same wonderful things to me that another maple tree, in another woods had once done.

	 

	All was silent for a time as the fire in my body soared free of inhibitions and made a crude statement of the truth.

	 

	“You’re still a slut to be used, a toy to be played with, a submissive brat in need of a man to govern her with an iron fist…”

	 

	Suddenly, I didn’t need him speaking to me aloud, although I was quite sure that he had actually voiced these opinions so I could hear them with my ears. But the words he’d spoken had already risen up on their own, resurrected not by my imagination, which had strained to hear them and failed to do so many times in the past fourteen years. They came on that whispering voice… what had vanished in the wake of our severed relationship. The voice returned to me now because I’d returned to him, finally ready for him to take me where I needed be.

	 

	Not until he placed his hand along my waist was I sure that he wouldn’t suddenly rip this gift away as payback for walking out. That touch rekindled the same surrender I’d known; the voice, the same beautiful mystery that held me captive to him before. My mind dared to believe this was true. But my body brightened in the seconds that followed, and the crude gyrations against the bark became more aggressive. A crashing orgasm suddenly took hold, giving back to him what he asked of me. A feeling of gratitude swept through my once fractured being, realizing he was offering me a second chance.

	 

	***

	 

	Discussions regarding my future continued when we returned to the house.

	 

	Maximus drank the last of his Scotch and set down his glass. “Even a year ago, Chelsea, this wouldn’t have happened. You could have jumped the fence a dozen times and I would have still thrown you back over. I discarded the emails. Those notes you thought would stick in my craw and finally break me down were thrown away unread. Having nothing to do with you became a passion that lined up with all the others that have kept me moving throughout my life. It was Travis, the man who bound you in the barn the other night, who made some crazy remark about how good we looked together, that made me do an about face. It’s been an interesting reckoning. Sometimes even the most daunting of masters has to admit their vulnerabilities. I may control you, Chelsea, but you have a power over me that trumps all that, more than you’ll ever know.”

	 

	Though my heart was leaping for joy as I sat on his couch and listened to him say these things, I let the emotion pass. He had more to say… “It’s going to be different, Chelsea. It has to be. Do I know how? No. But time and circumstances have changed us both. They require that we start over from the beginning and remake ourselves however we need to be made, begin a relationship that will be new to us both.

	 

	I think back and realize that when you were struggling with the mess that Denny made for you, I should have locked you in the crate and kept you there until your sanity returned. See what I get for being so nice?”

	 

	The hint of mischievous wickedness that lightened his expression made my entire body twitter with want.

	 

	“You know, I still have that crate somewhere,” he added.

	 

	“Really?” I gulped back my excitement.

	 

	He looked at me now, leveling me with that stare that always took me down a peg—much to my delight. “Don’t ever plan on leaving me again. Even if you did escape, I have the resources to bring you back. And I will, even if it’s just to see you suffer.”

	 

	A breathy oh my pretty much summed up the overwhelming feeling in me that eclipsed all else. My inane, foolish plot to see him hadn’t gone awry after all. I could see where this would lead, and could hardly believe it possible. But it was possible. Part of me—the eighteen, nineteen, twenty year old version of me—wanted to jump up, take him in my arms and dance around the room with joy. The saner, more mature part knew that the time for celebrating would have to wait until Maximus was ready to celebrate.

	 

	He came for me, pulling me from the chair and gave me a huge, wet, lip-smacking kiss before he pulled back.

	 

	“Your bootcamp begins now, little sub,” he said with his eyes narrowing on my shivering form. He let that linger with me for a moment. Then he turned and walked out the door, leaving me waiting submissively for whatever came next.
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