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		Chapter One

		

		Miles of ocean passed beneath us before the plane landed at the airport in Amsterdam. I was too nervous to sleep during the flight. The strangeness of my adventure had by then dulled my mind, while heightening my physical senses. I noticed the movement around me, restless passengers as anxious as I was to complete the trip: businessmen and casual travelers, women dressed in everything from stuffy business suits to sweats. I heard their grumbling comments to companions, listened to their laughter, subdued and tired by the time the trip was at its end. I smelled their scents – musty, stale, each a unique perfume.

		I felt apart from them, as if I didn’t belong in their seasoned company. I was sensibly wearing a pair of black slacks, a new green sweater and a pair of walking shoes. Neil said I looked like a world traveler—although I knew he was just joking. Neil had always been secure with my dressing modestly. Perhaps he was as nervous as I was about this trip and who I’d be meeting. This was more than a trip; we would be apart for the first time since we were married three years before.

		He let me go with little effort, and I tried not to wonder why it was so easy. After all, we are madly in love, like newlyweds.

		Perhaps he was simply happy for me, winning the art fellowship. I, Marlena Rowlands, who’d never won anything in her life. I submitted my portfolio of black and white sketches and watercolor landscapes months before, with no thought of being accepted by the prestigious program. I was sure that this Midwest girl would never be able to compete with the New York art crowd and their innovative vision of man, society and artistic expression. When the fellowship committee called, my legs went weak, buckling out from under me in the front hallway of the apartment. I sat on the hardwood floor, the phone receiver still in my hand, weeping, while Juggles, my cat, wandered into my lap, curled up and purred.

		“Accept?”

		“Yes, well, yes, I suppose,” I must have sounded like a fool, “Of course. I’m delighted.” Of course, I was delighted, thrilled, shocked and afraid.

		The plane touched down and my insides burst with unplanned warmth, like a predilection. In the region of my crotch, but expanding ruthlessly outward until my fingertips were tingling and my poor fingers were hardly able to function. Rising to my feet, I raised the strap of my carry-on over my shoulder and moved head down through the crowd on the way to the baggage claim. As I looked up searching directional signs in English, I could feel the panic in me begin to surface.

		A foreign country and a different life lay ahead.

		I had read the literature regarding every museum…the Van Gogh…the Rijksmuseum…the Stedelijk, my heart swimming in the good fortune; I’d see with my own eyes what I’d so far only seen in books and on the internet. It was my fondest dream to dive into a foreign city, to walk its streets, breathe its air, taste its food and test its sounds with my novice ears, observe with my artist’s body the whole of an alien culture. Yet, while my lofty desire propelled me forward, so too did the knowledge that this ancient city flaunted the prurient need of humankind in its notorious Red Light District. That fact scared me. I wondered if I’d be better off in Paris, Rome or Athens, where sexuality was more than a commodity, but an act of love.

		At my going away party, Neil joked with me about behaving myself, to which I blushed in front of our friends, and went for another drink to cover my embarrassment. ‘The blush becomes you, but it’s only a reflection of what’s inside,’ I recall my high-school English teacher once saying of my bright red cheeks. What was in me that made me blush then and now made the fire in my belly crescendo the closer the airport taxi came to my hotel?

		I loved everything I saw as I stared out of the taxi windows. My other world opened before me in a mixture of Old World quaint and ultra-modern. I couldn’t wait to walk along the canals, down the tiny streets, think, listen, feel and breathe another country’s air with the idea of it nourishing my soul. But even as my tired eyes strained to take in the scenery that moved too rapidly by my window and affix it with some lofty purpose, I sought with curious eyes for signs of de Walletjes with its infamous women in the windows, proselytizing sex with a come-hither stare, a turned hip, a crooked finger, a lurid solicitation. ‘Yes, yes,’ I reminded myself. I would, yes, tour the Red Light District. I promised myself long before I boarded the plane that I would not miss this opportunity, but only after I’d settled into the residence, found my way to the art school, allowed my nervous energy to abate and gather my wits enough to experience de Walletjes as art, not porn.

		

		***

		

		I sat at the tavern adjacent to the residence lobby; I believe the two establishments were separate, although they shared the same entrance. The walls, the wood, the brick reeked of centuries past, and the aroma of liquid spirits poured in abundance for a nightly cliental of working men and travelers. Constructed in the 17th Century, the tavern was attached to the residence sometime later. My experience of Amsterdam would begin here inside these walls. I wanted to be comfortable in this place before I ventured out. This would be home. Oh, how careful reasoning closed its grip around my vehement desire! Truth was, as night fell on the city and I remained half-frozen in my room, I had lost my spirit for adventure, while assuming it would return to me the next day.

		My aim was clear for my stay here—beyond what I’d learn from the Master instructors at the art school. Ten weeks steeped in the powerful forces of the past. I wanted to blend with the scenery, disappear inside the attitude of the humanity around me, and find my vision altered in some way because I’d been here. This opportunity would never happen again. I feared squandering the experience far more than I feared succeeding, or not succeeding with sketch pens and watercolor.

		The ancient bar was worn, polished down, tired but not weary. The wood was smooth and warm beneath my hand, while the vinyl barstool I sat on was a little sticky from the last customer. I sipped my beer, hating its taste, but was determined to drink it to the last drop, or at least until the calming effects of the alcohol had a chance to work.

		“Your first night in Amsterdam?” I heard the man’s voice beside me and turned, disturbed because he sounded so American. I wanted to be anything but American, but I’m sure the truth of my nationality was written in my face, my plain brown hair and my simple department store clothes. I’d chosen a blue denim skirt and white sweater, the clothes of a Midwestern girl. Oh, how could I call myself an artist when I dressed like such an ordinary woman?

		I thought the man was staring at my chest, so I looked down, remembering how nicely the white knit stretched across my breasts. Neil said he’d married me for my tits. I told him that he could adore the asset as much as he wanted, but please don’t call them tits, or boobs or anything else that might come from the mouth of a leering teenager.

		I self-consciously looked up into the warm and smiling face of a man who made me shudder. I felt confronted by an energy that pulled in all around me, and I immediately wanted to wrest from its grasp and flee. I’m not certain the reason. But being polite and feeling silly for this moment of panic, I stuck to my seat, while my palms began to sweat. I pressed them against my skirt nervously.

		“How did you guess?” I said.

		“Just a hunch.” He extended his hand. “Jackson Nichols. American. San Francisco. I’m here on business.”

		I let him take my hand and smiled nervously, “Marlena Rowlands. American too. Minneapolis. I’m here on an art fellowship.”

		His raised his thick dark brows, impressed by the information.

		I was impressed by him—a full substantial man, the hair on his head as dark as his brows, but greying at the temples. His eyes could nurture as they were nurturing me now, but I expected they could spark in anger or lust with equal ease.

		“I’ll bet you feel alone.”

		“Yeah, a little. But I am married.” Oh, why did I say that! Sounded like an excuse. I could feel my cheeks brighten like a girl’s.

		He shook his head, “No need to be embarrassed.”

		“You’re married, too?”

		“No. Happily single.”

		I nodded. Yes. A player, a man of the world, assertive, self-reliant, intelligent. He was sophisticated and rugged at the same time.

		“You seem a bit nervous.”

		“Is it that obvious?”

		“A little. I have good instincts.”

		“And are you lonely, too?” I fingered my drink glass a little too much.

		“Sometimes, I’m very lonely.” He scooted one seat over so we were side by side. “But not now.” I imagine that a woman used to meeting men in bars might interpret his move as an unashamed seduction. I honestly couldn’t say. Regardless, I sensed a genuinely kind and prudent man in the body beside me. He was simply being friendly.

		I blushed again.

		“I’m here for ten weeks, a study fellowship. All this is new to me.”

		“I’d imagine a city like this would be a little scary for someone like you?”

		“It is.”

		“And you’ll want to introduce yourself slowly.”

		“If you mean am I going to walk the Red Light District tomorrow, no, I won’t be doing that so soon.” I laughed.

		“But you don’t want to miss it. It is truly an asset to this city, to the world even.”

		“Why do you think that?”

		He shrugged. “I think we deserve to have our naughty secret thoughts exhibited for our eyes plain as day. Here that happens, no apologies, no shame, just a slice of reality, and a fascinating one at that.”

		His eyes glimmered furtively. Maybe he was seducing me.

		“Novel idea,” I said, feeling a little less nervous, but curiously titillated by his attention.“So you’re from Minneapolis, you’re married…what does your husband—does he have a name?”

		“Neil.”

		“What does Neil think about you being here alone?”

		“He thought it was an opportunity I couldn’t pass up.”

		“Generous man. Most men would think twice about sending their wife to a foreign city alone.”

		“I think he thought about it more than twice. But then, some things you can’t reject just because they are inconvenient. I wish he were here, but being philosophical about it, maybe there’s a good reason why I’m here alone. Neil certainly wouldn’t be interested in the art end of the trip. He thinks of my art as a hobby, not something serious. Are you in Amsterdam for long?”

		“As long as my business takes. I’m thinking it will be at least a month before I wrap up here and move on.”

		“Move on to what?”

		“I’ll have to be in Hong Kong by August for a conference on environmental issues affecting international corporations.”

		“Is that as dull as it sounds?”

		He smiled again. “Probably more so.”

		I might have talked with him all night; a cozy familiarity seemed to spring up between us with so little effort. I can’t recall when I’d talked to a strange man like this before. At the same time, his energy made me nervous and I couldn’t effectively suppress my need to flee. The conversation continued for several more minutes while I hastily chugged the foul tasting beer. My head felt light; I laughed easily. But even the liquor couldn’t keep me in my seat. I pleaded weariness and the need to get up early in the morning. I slipped off the seat, clumsily grabbed my purse and waved goodbye, wishing as I walked away that I looked like the kind of woman Jackson Nichols would have clinging to his arm.

		

		***

		

		Although I walked into my classroom with fearless intention, dressed in the most avant-garde thing I owned—black slacks, black turtleneck and a Fendi silk scarf in brilliant shades of turquoise blue—I still experienced the nervous titters of an uncouth Midwestern farm girl. To my surprise and dismay, I attracted the attention of Roelf, my instructor, whose pomposity made him so aloof that the dozen of us in the class hardly dared say a word during our first session. When the class period finished and I was gathering my things, he called me over. I shuddered hearing the sound of my name spoken in his rich accent. I immediately worried that he was going to tell me not to come back.

		“Marlena.” His voice cut the air again, this time noticeably louder. I and everyone else still in the room turned to see what he wanted. “Come here.” He motioned me with his outstretched hand, while I stood unmoving, stunned and terrified. He shook his head in wonder, seeing how I quaked, and added for my benefit, “I don’t bite.”

		I tried smiling; a failed attempt, then crept forward, careful not to make too much noise. Why that was necessary, I wasn’t sure.

		“Come here,” he urged again until we stood close, Roelf taking my hand and inspecting my face. “Your face…,” his gaze moved as he spoke, “your body, yes.” From the tip of my nose, to my knees, and everything in-between bore up under his scrutiny. “I should like to see you naked, modeling, I think. Something you’ll agree to.”

		“Model? Live model?”

		“Exactly.”

		“I-I no,” I shook my head. “No, no I don’t think so.” The blush broadened heatedly all over my neck and face.

		“Ja, I think you can. You should be proud of what you have here.” At this point, he focused solely on my chest, touching the side of my left tit in a manner far too familiar for a stranger. I could feel my nipples hardening under the turtleneck, advertising themselves through the fabric with no restraint at all. Being a large-chested, big-nippled woman had been my personal hardship except when in bed with Neil. Never had I thought the fact would haunt me in this country too. Did I think the Dutch were less interested in the female breasts? How stupid was that?

		“I just, I mean, I can’t imagine,” I again attempted to decline.

		“Sleep on it, huh?” he countered me with a perfunctory smile. “I have a class at four in the afternoon. That should fit your program?” He raised his eyebrows high, condescendingly so, I thought, then ran a hand through his unruly parched blond hair. He was exceedingly sexy. Low-slung black trousers hung alluring on his slim body, while the fabric in the rear fit tight to his prominently rounded ass. He was vain, and knew it. Clearly, he eschewed formality and held us all in great contempt. Even the paint-stained t-shirt seemed like the sign of a man too busy to care with mundane niceties. I was used to that, however, having dabbled on the fringes of art-mania for many years. What unsettled me was the proposal he refused to forget. I stumbled on saying:

		“I’m sorry. You surprised me with the offer. I just don’t think I could.”

		He surveyed me again, even more critically this last time. “You come to Amsterdam to learn, not hide in a hotel room. Stay tomorrow for my four o’clock.”

		This felt more like an order than a request—a request I’d have to find a way to diplomatically refuse. I’d save that for tomorrow.

		

		***

		

		I sat on my familiar barstool after dinner, noting my exhaustion. I had walked the streets around the residence deep in thought, mulling Roelf’s proposal, barely taking in the atmosphere around me that I so wanted to absorb. How could the man so freely assume my need, or my willingness to bare myself? Just because I was in Amsterdam didn’t mean I’d thrown away my modesty and good sense to pose nude for him. I had every right to choose when and with whom I bared my body, I silently argued my point.

		Posing…I thought about its significance. I’d taken several live model classes in my art training. There was nothing sleazy about the act of drawing nude females—or males. Nothing sleazy about those daring enough to shed their clothes. I knew this, and I could rationalize the reasons all day. But for myself? Never! I quickly concluded every time I considered my decision. And yet…

		“You’re pre-occupied,” I heard Jackson’s voice knock me from my befuddlement. A welcome diversion.

		“Hi, there.”

		“Troubled? First day at school a tough one?”

		“Isn’t it always?” I replicated his warm greeting with a broad smile.

		“You understand the language, I hope?”

		“Oh, heavens no! Thankfully, our instructor speaks English.”

		“Good deal.”

		“Unfortunately, the instructor, Roelf Jansz, is a pompous ass.” I sighed with some satisfaction having allowed myself to admit this. “But I’m pretty much used to that. I was just hoping.”

		“This is your only class?”

		“No, I have two others that start tomorrow.”

		I wished we’d found another subject to talk about. As I thought of the art school, my dilemma seemed to jump right to the front of my mind like a child’s nagging questions. I smiled, trying to hide my concern but Jackson noticed anyway.

		“What’s up?” he was curious.

		I laughed and spit out before I could silence myself. “I had the most interesting proposal today.”

		“Which was?”

		“My very pompous professor, very pompously proposed that I be his live model in a section of his studio art class tomorrow afternoon.”

		He raised his eyebrows and smiled a bit amusedly. “Well, he’s obviously a man who understands good form.”

		I blushed, although coming from Jackson, the comment was a compliment.

		“I suppose that would be a challenge for you?”

		“Oh, but I’m not going to do it!”

		“Why the heck not?”

		“You make it sound like it’s an honor.”

		“Maybe it is.”

		“It’s not that I’m shy or anything,” this was giving me away, “but I’m just not the type.”

		“Like you’re not the type to win an art fellowship to Amsterdam, but you did. Don’t sell yourself short, Marlena Rowlands.”

		“I can’t imagine taking off my clothes in front of people, let alone having the poise not to shake the entire time. That’s hardly the quality of a good model. I mean, what would Neil say?”

		“Call him and find out.”

		“I already know what he’ll say. He’ll say no, and then get all upset because I even considered it.”

		“Maybe.” He took a sip of the scotch the bartender placed in front of him. “It’s just my opinion, and granted, I don’t know you all that well, but I think life is too short to turn down offers like this one, especially for an attractive woman in a foreign city, with a chance to do something different with her life. Why take on a trip like this, if you plan to turn down the juicy parts in favor of the same thing you have at home? You must have come here because you didn’t want more of that same life.”

		He had a point, the same one Roelf made, but coming from Jackson, I was more willing to consider its value.

		“Think about it? What if you turn him down, how will you feel then?”

		My body was unreasonably alive. My heart raced. “I’m just so afraid I’ll get laughed at or something.”

		“Well, maybe if you have the tattoo of ‘rock star’ on your ass, but I’m betting you don’t.”

		We both laughed and the tension seemed to break, at least for a moment. Laughing seemed to be a consequence of every conversation with this man, that, and feeling my anxious tension melt away. I no longer felt tied in a bundle of knots.

		“I’ll tell you what? You do your modeling tomorrow and I’ll take you out to dinner, a really nice place. We might even take in a few sights…like the ones you’re so afraid of? Maybe the company of a man will make it easier to handle de Walletjes.”

		“And if I don’t have the guts to go through with it?” I asked.

		“Well then, you should be spanked hard and sent to bed.”

		Oh, my! I had to fight myself from imagining Jackson Nichols pulling me across his lap and paddling my behind. Even toying with the idea, my stomach turned somersaults and the physical sensation between my thighs ranted sexually. I could almost smell the aroma of my aroused crotch while my belly burned with lust.

		Suddenly, but not surprisingly, my infatuation for Jackson exploded crazily. He talked about secret things with such ease. My mind and body fixated on him, just as he seemed wholly fixated on me—like I was the only thing that mattered to him in the entire world. What a silly, childish thing to think!

		I giggled, nervously. “You spank women often?”

		“Only when they need it,” he quipped flirtatiously.

		I stared into his eyes, seeing a strangely smoldering quality that was both beautiful and alarming. I don’t think I’d ever met a more attractive man. I couldn’t now hide the aching from myself. It was this place, this city, this man, and me, all colliding together, driving me toward the fascination for sexuality I tried hard to ignore.

		“And you’d spank me?” I couldn’t believe I was flirting back so glibly.

		“I bet you’d like it.”

		“Like it!” I sounded offended, but I wasn’t.

		He took a deep breath, and eased back. Only then did I realize how physically close we were. “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t go on like that. But my offer is sincere. Get you away from this place, lovely as it is…I would think you’d be happy to take a break from the four walls of your room. And there are a lot nicer taverns than this one.”“Well then,” I started boldly, “how about we meet here tomorrow, and I’ll let you know if I was daring enough to suit you.”

		His eyes shone. “Seven?”

		“I’ll be here.”

		Jackson changed the subject, delving into the topic of my artistic accomplishments. He recommended art galleries, museums, and let loose a thousand thoughts that had been bound up in my brain since I stuffed them away. I believe the minute I stepped off the plane, I began to close down.

		We talked until midnight, until I started yawning and he sent me to bed.

		“Sleep,” he said. “Big day tomorrow. But don’t obsess.” He pointed his finger at me meaningfully, sounding parental.

		My body took another flying leap toward an adulterous lust and I curiously didn’t care. This was the last time I’d be in Amsterdam like this, on my own, being a woman alone and unattached. Yes, there was Neil, my husband—and I loved Neil. But I knew that holding myself to a virtuous ideal was expecting too much of my young self. I had no plans to screw anyone, but I needed to loosen the knots around my fettered brain and enjoy myself. I could with Jackson. He felt as safe as much as he felt like a risky gamble.

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		

		The studio had been so quiet that I was afraid to breathe. Here I was, naked as a new day with a dozen pairs of eyes attentively glued to my body…

		When I arrived at four o’clock following my last class, I stood in the doorway silent, almost hoping that Roelf wouldn’t notice me and I’d just slip away without having to fulfill my side of the agreement I’d made with Jackson. But Roelf did notice that I’d arrived and ushered me inside to a room where I could change into a robe—a purple silk that smelled stale of sweat and liquor and cigarette smoke.

		Once changed, I tiptoed into the studio, trying to hold the robe closed in front of me and not look like a nervous Nelly as I quaked in fear.

		“Over there,” Roelf pointed to a riser in the middle of the room. His students were beginning to file in and set up for the session, although they paid little attention to me.

		I moved to the riser where a simple Doric column made of white plaster was the only thing that graced the small stage. I waited for more instructions, hoping that Roelf would be kind enough to address me personally, privately, and ease my fear. But once he was ready and everyone was waiting for the session to begin, he called out from the side of the room in a brisk voice, “Drop the robe, Marlena, face the column, raise your arms and in lean against it.”

		I lowered my eyes demurely and shrugged the purple fabric from my shoulders. It quickly swished to the floor at my feet, allowing a soft rush of air to attack my naked skin. I raised my arms as Roelf instructed and leaned forward while taking a deep breath and settled as comfortably as possible against the cool smoothness of the supporting pillar.

		I sensed the many eyes from all sides of me straining, appraising, considering the outline of my body, the curve of my legs, the swell of my breasts and hips, or at least what they could see from their unique vantage point. I twitched a little uncontrollably, especially when I recalled Jackson’s spanking promise. How rude of him! And yet, how amazing! I immediately dropped thoughts of Jackson and attempted to calm myself again with another deep breath. I reminded myself how a dozen times I’d viewed a live nude in my art school training. I had nothing to fear. I’m art now. Not sex, but lines, angles, curves and shape. Elements to study, examine and sketch.

		For a time, my mind went blank. Except for the persistent throbbing in my belly and the rising heat between my legs, I remained detached from the activity around me.

		“Just sketch, class. Just sketch,” Roelf told his students impatiently. “You have just a minute left. Just one minute. Nothing else. Capture all you can. Now! The moment, the moment is paramount. ” He paced the room. Anger seemed to billow all around him.

		A minute! That was all? Would I be done then? Was that all he needed from me, a few minutes of exposure. Surely, I could survive this much.

		That last minute passed slowly by as pencil and charcoal flew in the hands of Roelf’s students. When the minute was over, Roelf clapped his hands, work stopped and he called to me again, “Relax, Marlena, take a breath, and then turn around.” I completed each instruction with robotic efficiency, and stood with my back to the column. “Hands behind you, spread your legs and lean back,” he continued while adding on the frightful details. As I further exposed myself to the eyes that watched, my composure disappeared into an instant of panic. I breathed again, willing myself to relax. “Arch your back, raise the breasts, hold that pose for me and don’t move,” Roelf continued as if he were purposely trying to overwhelm me.

		I felt trapped, betrayed and angry, but still, a lusty energy swelled in my belly. Realizing what I was feeling, I tried to deny the truth, but failed. I only hoped that there was no evidence of my arousal obvious to the students. Roelf continued giving more instructions, to his class this time, which I could ignore. Then I heard him address me one more time, “Let’s change again,” just as I finally felt my body relax against the pillar.

		“Turn around, bend over and stick out your ass, legs straight, feet together,” he clicked off the words with military precision, which prompted my immediate obedience—and another bout of anxious panic. “Pretend you’re about to be caned,” Roelf added with an undisguised hint of amusement in his voice. My body trembled with a cold chill racing up my back.

		This horrible stance made me blush anew, even though I could easily hide my red face. I posed with my head tucked between my arms as they grasped the pillar for support. My large breasts dangled beneath me, while a draft of cool air unleashed a rash of goosebumps across my arms and tightened my nipples into knots of sensitive, throbbing red. I was afraid that my crotch had moistened from the feral feeling that aroused my sexual body. I could only hope that the accompanying fear would subvert any obvious flood of juices from between my legs. I’m a woman who emits a good deal of female nectar while in the act of making love; this launches Neil’s sexual excitement and in seconds stiffens his erection. However, I was not at that moment in the middle of sex and had no desire to communicate my arousal to a room of strangers. I prayed that Roelf would find a new, less demeaning—less revealing—position soon.

		Unfortunately, it seemed that this particular pose was the one the artist chose to focus on, as if the other poses were just warm ups for the stutty look of my exhibited rump. He took a great deal of time pointing out muscles, the shape of my pendant breasts, and the roundedness of the female posterior—mine being an ideal example. He even jumped up on the riser and touched my bottom as if I were an inanimate doll. My body was not my own, but his.

		At last, with a good sharp smack on my rear, he said, “You can go, Marlena.”

		I stood up dizzyingly fast, and while still flustered and blushing, I moved quickly to the dressing room, not even bothering to gather up the purple robe. I spent the next five minutes while I dressed, trying not to touch myself, or think about the crescendo of sexual heat teasing my every nerve. When I finally had the courage to open the dressing room door, the class was busy working on whatever sketching assignment they’d been given—I believe they were to sketch me from memory, but by then I hardly cared about anything but escaping the room.

		Roelf had other ideas, however. He moved to my side and put his arm around my shoulder with familiar ease.

		“Again tomorrow,” he said curtly.

		“Again?”

		“Of course. Your body fits my archetype.” His smile contained no mirth, no warmth, being perfunctory and cold. “You can go now.”

		No thanks. No appreciation. Yet, thankfully, no mention of the sexual arousal I worried would be obvious to anyone who saw me posed.

		

		***

		

		“I take it I don’t have to spank you,” Jackson said when he walked in the tavern and spotted me sitting, not on the barstool, but at a table by the window.

		“You’re right,” I said with a telling smile.

		“Or, perhaps I should spank you anyway, just for fun,” he joked.

		“Maybe you should, I feel so naughty.” I smirked flirtatiously, elated in my triumph.

		“Naughty. I like that. But first dinner.” He extended his hand as I moved to my feet, then he took my arm and we walked out the door into the light and the sights of the Amsterdam night.

		Just being with Jackson seemed to dispel the disquiet that followed me out of the studio.

		Dinner amazed me. Every bite of food melted on my tongue. The wine raced to my head. My vision blurred in the muted light of the romantic setting. The soft clinking of glasses, and music like Bach’s Water Music, but not quite that ancient, stirred the air with soft peculiar sounds. Tiny glowing lanterns tinted the air with a sepia glow. Mingling amidst all that were aromas that infused the air with aphrodisiacs enough to send the diners into an orgy of craving hunger.

		Although I was somewhat distraught when I left the studio class, I was oddly euphoric as well. I was too excited to go back to my room and put on the same old Midwestern clothes for my date with Jackson. I stopped at the first woman’s shop I found and bought a new dress for the occasion, knowing it was time to shed the Minneapolis girl and become a woman who dared dangerous things. The deep emerald colored fabric clung to the curves of my flesh, hugging at the hips and breasts, announcing them, announcing femininity with a grand shout. The ‘V’ neck slumped into the valley between my breasts where I sprayed a new scent of perfume—a European toilet water that smelled a bit like roses one minute and then something very different the next. I wore a garter-belt, nylon stockings with dark seams running up the back, and a pair of heels so high I thought would cripple me by the time the night was over. I knew that my desire to throw off the old Midwest me seemed more in charge than being sensible.

		As my mind spun, I imagined myself unmarried, no attachments, no Neil, no life back home, courting Jackson, wanting him. I could think of my husband and feel my heart warm with love. Love, yes, but not the lust I felt now. Ashamed of my racing thoughts, I self-consciously straightened in my seat and pressed my hands in my lap, feeling a flood of regret.

		Jackson noticed the change almost immediately. “Something wrong?” he asked.

		“I have to keep my head about me. I don’t want to regret this trip.”

		“That would be a shame. But what’s there to regret?”

		“I feel a little guilty. Here I am with a man I hardly know, dining like a princess in a foreign city, while half-way across the planet, my husband sits home…”

		“And the problem with that is?”

		“Selfish indulgence, maybe.”

		“And maybe he’s not sitting at home.”

		I smiled apprehensively. “You think I’m being foolish?”

		“I think you’re being real, Marlena. Foolish is a judgment I won’t place on you. Do you think you’re being foolish?”

		“I don’t know. I’m so torn.”

		“I see you are. Some decisions are tough. What I think is that you came here on a false premise and suddenly had the real one leap out at you. Only you can decide how you’ll spend your time here. But what is worse? Being virtuous and regretting that you failed to enjoy the opportunity? Or letting loose and regretting what you may have to tell your husband?”

		“That is a tough choice.”

		“Think about it. There’s a reason he’s not here. A reason he let you go. Can you have a good time here without getting into sexual liberation? If so, then don’t tear yourself apart. Do what you resolve to do and forget the quandary. If not, if facing the Amsterdam outside this door is what you need to do, you can confront that too.”

		I sighed despondently. “I’m terrible about making decisions, I always have been.”

		“Well, this is one call that only you can make.”

		“I know. Maybe the moment will pass. Maybe once I take in the entire city, it won’t tempt me so. I can put it in perspective and do what I planned all along, study art, the culture and be happy. You think that’s possible?”

		“Of course, that’s possible. Now,” his eyes narrowed, “perhaps we can enjoy our night,” he said.

		“Of course, we can enjoy the night,” I assured him. Cradled in the embrace of his kind eyes, my fear melted away—if only for a short while. But even his calm, his clear rational thoughts made the dilemma of my life in Amsterdam more difficult to sort out.

		Thankfully, Jackson dropped the topic of my moral dilemma in favor of discussing the first museum I should visit. We then covered a dozen other subjects in a conversation that flowed freely from travel to politics to life at home to what his life as an international businessman was like. I was intrigued by his worldly knowledge and amazed by the way we conversed so easily. We laughed like old friends, but we weren’t old friends. He was very new to me, his face, his mind, his emotions, and that energy flowed like a powerful river, serene but potentially catastrophic at any moment. I couldn’t quite figure why Jackson would pay so much attention to a housewife from Minneapolis, but after two glasses of wine, I quit worrying over that unanswered question. I think we could have continued talking for hours and was somewhat dismayed when Jackson suddenly motioned for the waiter to bring the check.

		“It’s time we saw a little nightlife,” he announced. This wasn’t a question but a statement of fact.

		After signing the bill, he stood up, and helped me to my feet, as another nervous titter of thrill swept my body. I took Jackson’s arm as though I belonged to him. How could I disparage this or feel guilty? Or regret the intimate thoughts we shared? After all, he took on the task of seeing me through the silly battle with my conscience and appeared to want nothing from me but my good company.

		Long before my feet hurt from the savage brutality of the shoes, my eyes were numb from seeing so many prostitutes hanging from the windows of de Walletjes. Jackson rebuffed several overt proposals, including a pair of black girls who urged us to join them for a foursome. Jackson was able to wave them off with a congenial smile while they continued taunting us until we were far down the street and nearly out of sight. We watched a live sex show at The Casa Rosso, which even I thought was pretty tame. A couple of girls made out, rather uninventively, then one went down on a burly fellow dressed in leather chaps. Halfway through, Jackson scooted me out the door and we moved down through the streets again, past several sex shops that drew my curious attention. I was particularly drawn to ones with leather ware and bondage toys. My body quietly quivered with excitement at first, but as my eyes took in the fetish merchandise, its simmering sexual arousal mutated to sharp, almost angry, spasms. While we casually viewed the displays of cuffs and collars, leather corsets and mean looking floggers, my eyes became lost in the strangeness of these curious objects. I was dazed by how those tools would be used by those who purchased them. This was real, not some fantasy seen in books or on a late-night excursion through Internet porn. I was so close to the functional elements of sadomasochism, that I could even smell the implicit thrill as the scent of raw, animal hide filled my nostrils.

		“Too extreme?” Jackson asked as I stared at a mannequin in a pony harness. A bullwhip unfurled across its shoulders.

		“For me, yes, much too extreme. But it’s really amazing,” I said a little breathlessly. “Neil would probably think it was demented. What do you think? I mean, have you…” I suddenly felt terribly awkward asking this—and as sober as a librarian. Maybe the wine, which had given me such courage, was wearing off.

		“If you’re asking, have I ever bound a woman for sex? Yes, I have,” he answered directly.

		“And, and… something like that?” I pointed to the fantasy costume.

		“Nothing quite exactly like that, but I’ve had my moments with S&M sex, collars, whips, floggers, chains.” He saw my eyes widen; there was no way to cover my unsettled reaction. “Don’t worry, I never do anything to a woman unless it’s agreed on in advance. Fantasy is one thing; this you do with your head as much as your crotch.”

		I admired the way he spoke of such private things with so little effort.

		As we continued our tour of the Red Light District, images, pictures, sexual propaganda, dozens of kinky icons assaulted my brain with new information. Yes, yes! This was what I needed, a crash course in sexual kink made all the easier to handle because I had a fearless man with no apparent judgment at my side to soothe me. Any anxiousness about the wicked looking sex toys, the chains, the ropes and the leather shop ponygirl eventually quieted to a dull agitation that resided deep in my belly. I aimed at being nonchalant, just as Jackson obviously was. These were just things, nothing more, I silently repeated. They implied sexual extremes, but they didn’t have to imply anything for me at all. This was not my world. Even that dull agitation began to subside and I began to think that my fears of breaking my marriage vows were groundless. The titillation of the brothels seemed only slight, and the sex shops were harmless. This big show of sex seemed harmless—I tried to believe that was true. I didn’t want to be shaken, and I wasn’t, at least not by what I saw.

		The end of the evening came too soon to please me, but by two a.m., I was exhausted and my feet were aching so badly that I took off the killer shoes as soon as my feet touched the plush carpet inside the residence hotel. As tired as I was, I felt oddly giddy. At the same time, just walking into the hotel reminded me of what came next. Another fear hit me squarely in the gut. What would saying goodbye to Jackson mean? What would feel like being alone in my room? Our date was over, but was the relationship that formed over dinner, over conversation, over my nervous fears and a city that fueled my lust, my longing and my terror…was that over too?

		We walked side-by-side to the elevator, stepped in and zoomed all too quickly, too silently to my floor.

		Jackson walked me to my door, where we stood close, his body brushing lightly against mine. The energy between us sparked. I couldn’t look him in the face for fear of his lips moving down toward mine. Would he do that? Would he be bold enough to kiss me? I knew what I would do in return, what I couldn’t help, what I wanted. I refused to take a gamble on that. I slipped out of his delicate, guiding grasp and moved directly over the threshold of the room before I turned around and looked him in the face. We were a safe, easy, rightful distance now.

		“Thank you. I’m much relieved.” I managed to lie well.

		“Relieved?” he asked.

		“Fear just takes confrontation, don’t you think?”

		“And you’ve conquered this one?” He looked doubtful.

		“Yes, I think so. And I have you to thank.”

		“Good. And I can rest assure that Marlena Rowlands can now go about her business undisturbed by the city that luridly curls its finger to its guests.”

		“I’m sure I will.”

		“And you’ll be posing for your instructor again tomorrow?”

		I hadn’t thought of that.

		“Well, yes. I suppose I will. Why not?” I smiled with some confidence.

		“Why not?” he repeated back. He then leaned in close letting his lips brush against my cheek. “Good night, Marlena. Sleep well. I’m sure we’ll be running into each other again.”

		“Yes, I’d like that,” I answered, again regretting that the evening had to end.

		He turned to leave and the only thing I could do was close the door and end the night with a painful, unwanted chill of sadness.

		I walked to the mirror in my tiny living room and stared at my face. I stared at the dress and my garish make-up, and the sensual, dreamy look inside my eyes. I could feel the evening move through me, the memories vivid, the meaning still elusive, but the sexual rush remarkable for its unrelenting hold on my physical body. I ran my hands along my hips and my hips moved with the feel of that caress. I sucked in air, while pursing my lips at my reflection and my reflection answered back. My inner muscles squeezed on the emptiness of my cunt, while my desiring cunt pleaded with every body movement for a hand, a cock, a pair of fingers, a fist…any old thing to cum on.

		I pulled the dress up and over my head, letting it drop to the floor a few feet off. The garter belt was slightly askew and my stockings ripped—that happened in the crowd at the sex show when I was jostled by bodies crowding in to see the performance. I wasn’t perfect anymore, not prim, sedate or wifely but a vague new someone, though someone I didn’t yet know. She had the blousy hair of a slut, the smile of a woman hawking sex in a street-side window and the eyes of an animal on the prowl. I loved her…

		My hand loved my cunt as much, finding it an easy journey into the slick wetness of my throbbing insides. I danced like a sultry princess for this new mistress and listened to her tell me what to do. Sticking fingers in my cunt, one, two, three, all of them, I wish it might have been my whole fist, but then, that would have been impossible.

		So, whose fist would I want? Neil’s? No, he’d never try that. But Jackson’s? Yes, Jackson’s fist. I wanted Jackson’s fist, and his cock and his tongue, sliding along the petals opening to my womb.

		I jabbed myself harder still, until it hurt. That hurt was inspiration.

		Leather, collars, chains, wild scenes of women whipped and taken, entered my thoughts in vivid depictions. Neil stood off to the side silently appraising me, while Jackson was there with his lips at my ear, whispering invitations and instructions. I rubbed my clit, abrasively hurting the potent thing. I fucked myself with ramming fingers. For a time, I kneaded my breasts, squashing them, pinching them, kissing them as I raised the soft, pink flesh to my lips. I bit the skin while eyeing the action in the mirror and practicing a sexual tease I planned to do for some man. Neil. No, not Neil. He’d never understand. But Jackson, yes I could do it for him.

		Back to my clamoring cunt, a few gentle thrumming movements across the anxious little clit, and the crescendo of pent-up passion smashed through my belly in great spasms. I heaved savagely against myself, jarring loose desire that had been swimming through my mind and body for days. My trip through de Walletjes hadn’t quelled the inferno; it only amplified its restless power.

		As my climax peaked, my liquid slid down my thighs and drenched my hand. A cawing mewl, a plaintive animal cry broke the heavy-breathing silence with its sad and desperate noise. Then, hardly aware of what my ravished body was doing, my knees buckled from under me and I slipped to the floor, beyond the gaze of the slut in the mirror, away from the eyes, the hair and the feral look of the new woman.

		With the climax over, maybe she’d go away and leave me with less of a burden to bear. I could only hope, I thought, as I slumped against the small wood chest, seeking the strength I needed to get up and forget that this masturbation ever happened.

		If it hadn’t been for Jackson’s enormous presence in my fantasy, I would have been fine. If it had been Neil’s image there, even better. If it had been a phantom man, not a real one, that would have done almost as well. But clearly, it was Jackson influencing my desires with the calm, the reason, the calculated planning of the night and that strong, surging dominant force that could have me in its grip with little effort.

		I could not let him know this, I decided as soon as that thought appeared in my weary brain. Never!

		

		***

		

		I modeled for Roelf the next day—just as he expected me to. Since he obviously had some strange hold over me, I played his game again, although this time, determined to be more confident and less like the sexually naïve American. I pretended I was one of de Walletjes’s mannequins, inert, expressionless, eyes drilling the carpet, the walls, the ceiling, wherever Roelf aimed them. His desire to pose me in lewd positions continued from the previous day—everything short of a straight-on crotch shot. His theory seemed to be that if you were doing erotic art, the artist needed to leave something to the viewer’s imagination. But there was little left of me to imagine.

		Tits. Ass. Asshole. Pussy lips. The feathery hair at my cunt. My underarms. The nape of my neck. Roelf focused his students’ attention on body parts, not often the whole of me.

		I bent over. I squatted. I curled up like a fetus. I even let Roelf’s assistant lock handcuffs around my wrists. On another day, he’d even clamp my cuffed ankles to a hoist and lift them high over my head, while leaving my shoulders resting on the hard cushion of an old mattress. But that was some days later.

		Roelf didn’t give compliments to anyone in his studio, least of all me, his lowly model, but he did say to me after my second day posing something I would not ever shake. It came out smugly, like everything else that came from his mouth. “You’re amazingly compliant.” He looked for my reaction. “You must make some man very happy in bed.”

		I didn’t know how to answer, so I smiled weakly and padded off to the dressing room, frantic to get away from him.

		Before I could disappear behind the curtain, however, he stopped me.

		“Marlena.” His voice was sharp, like an electric shock.

		“Yes, sir,” I turned, oblivious to the fact that I was still very naked; I needed to obey him. Some curious, unwritten commandment required I do, even though I didn’t like, didn’t particularly care for his artistic vision and I certainly wasn’t attracted to him sexually. I was sure he was bisexual, which wouldn’t have bothered me if it were a woman, but my mind wouldn’t tolerate bisexuality in a man. It left me feeling like less of a woman.

		All this aside, Roelf did rule me with little effort, and by the end of my second day as his live studio model, I wouldn’t think of rebelling against his wishes. At least that was how I’d behaved so far.

		“I have an evening session of students who are into the sexual arts,” he informed me. “They’ll need you as a model, next week, Thursday night.”

		“What do you mean ‘sexual arts’?” I asked.

		“Leather, bondage, whips, paddling, that sort of thing.”

		My desire instantly did mean things to my body—like suddenly jolt hard, as the surprise grabbed my crotch with a hearty shake. I knew that Roelf witnessed the reaction because he responded to it immediately.

		“Yes, exactly as I thought,” he said almost derisively, while running his eyes from my face to my cunt. “It is your kink, isn’t it?” His lip curled with delight.

		“I don’t have a kink,” I quickly denied.

		“Oh, but you do. You just don’t know you do.”

		“I’m sorry,” I shook my head, flustered, “But still, I don’t think I want to pose … I mean for that.”

		“Of course you will.”

		“No, Roelf…” I managed to speak firmly, with good result. The more firm I was in my desire to stop his control of me, the better I felt, the easier it was to continue. “I will only go so far. This, here, this is enough.”

		“That is not true,” he immediately jumped on me, clearly annoyed that he had to argue his point. “But if you need your Dom to hold your hand, by all means bring him.”

		“My Dom?”

		“You know, the man who jerks your chain—is that not how Americans say it? I’m sure someone has a leash around your pretty neck.”

		The way he spoke made me feel like a dog, not a woman. I was less a person once again, nothing but a quaint affectation of female able to drop my clothes in an instant to become a man’s vision of raw sexuality.

		He saw my puzzled anguish.

		“If you don’t have a man to hold your leash, Marlena, you’d better get one. As silly a slut as you are, you’ll never survive your stay in Amsterdam on your own.”

		I was naked, shuddering from the chill in the room, my emotions transparent and spilling out in an unrestrained display of weakness. I felt inept, small, vanquished and scared. I should have bolted but I couldn’t. I couldn’t move. Presumptuous and unrestrained, that contemptible heat in my belly nagged at me for attention like a playful child pulling on the hem of my dress. Roelf stared, just stared at me cruelly, with an expression of contempt, of knowingness, as if he had my every fear, my every motive, even my tiniest desires mapped inside his cunning brain.

		My naked rear faced the studio door that opened on the main hallway. Some warning message suddenly tickled my brain; my shoulders tingled with suspicion. Yes, someone was standing there. Watching. Disturbing the thick tension enough so that I turned to see who was there.

		At first, my brain couldn’t compute what my eyes plainly saw. There, standing in the doorway, was Jackson, a fish out of water sort of thing.

		“Jackson?”

		“Why don’t you get dressed, Marlena?” he said, the very thing to get me moving.

		Oh, my yes! My heart beat gratefully. Yes, rescue me from this madman, I thought happily as I turned back to Roelf and noticed how he had relinquished me to the intruder. I quickly snuck by him on my way to the dressing room and put on my clothes. All goodness seemed restored. Elation rippled through me, all because of Jackson. Thank God for Jackson.

		“You want to tell me about that,” he asked, once we were safely out on the street.

		“I’d really rather not, if that’s okay with you?”

		“No problem. Just curious. He wasn’t giving you trouble, was he?”

		“No, not really…” I was nearly in tears and had to change the subject fast, “So, why did you show up?”

		“I thought you might like a trip to the cinema tonight. A small diversion from your heavy schedule.”

		“Really? Any film in particular?”

		“The Cannes winner is showing at a theatre in the neighborhood. I’m not sure the name, but I’m sure there are subtitles. It’s a different crowd of people. Different than last night … and perhaps different from your days here.”

		I thought that last comment might be a vague commentary on the scene he’d just witnessed.

		“I’d love it,” I immediately jumped on the idea. Yes, any time at all with Jackson, I loved. I loved him near. I loved his smell, his broad smile, his easiness, even his rumble of erotic fire that threatened my peace, my resolve. Maybe I was getting used to it and didn’t need to fear it. At least for the evening, I wouldn’t be thinking of Roelf’s insinuations about my character.

		The movie seemed like the perfect way to forget my increasing uneasiness following the disturbing incident with the artist. Oddly, though, somewhere in the middle of the film, it dawned on me that Roelf might have thought Jackson was my Dom. He certainly took charge of me when stymied by the man’s accusations. A Dom? A Master? A man to own me body and soul…was that not what Roelf referred to? Wasn’t this the sort of thing the fetish wear and the kinky sex toys leering at me from the windows of the de Walletjes sex shops were all about? Dominance and submission. Masters and slaves. The sadist and the masochist in a seamless merger of opposing desires?

		For me? I couldn’t fathom the possibility. I didn’t want to. In another lifetime, maybe. But there was Neil, my life at home, and the other me who was still very much ingrained inside this more risqué version of myself. The sexual underworld titillated me more than I wanted to admit. As I tried to put this out of my mind and concentrate on the images beaming toward my eyes from the movie screen, I worried that my triumph of the Amsterdam nightlife was a premature victory, or no victory at all. Each day in Amsterdam forced me to face another rankling challenge, as if there were some conspiracy to rattle me to the very marrow of my bones.

		I walked out of the movie theatre as unsettled as when I went in with the aim of escaping my anxieties.

		Jackson suggested coffee, and though I said that I was too tired to be good company, some minutes later, I was sitting opposite of him in a coffeehouse, swimming inside the comfort of his soulful brown eyes, daring myself not to respond like a childish flirt. I remained clueless as to why he paid so much attention to me, when he could have had women a lot more sophisticated than Marlena Rowlands.

		Over espresso and a pastry, we talked about the movie, until it was clear that I recalled little of its finer points.

		“I’m sorry, I got distracted in the middle,” I finally had to admit

		“I had that feeling,” Jackson said. “I don’t think the movie did much to take your mind off the rest of your life. Maybe I should just let you be for a while.”

		“No, no! I love your company. All I would have done was brood in my room if you hadn’t made the offer.”

		“You want to tell me what happened with your art instructor? I assume that was your instructor you were arguing with?”

		I blushed remembering my nakedness with some shame.

		“Yes, that was Roelf, but it’s really not something I want to talk about.” I closed my eyes trying to close out his penetrating stare. How could his gaze one minute be so compassionate and the next drive nails into my gut? He had no right to know me; so why did I feel so obligated to explain myself? I finally opened my eyes and stared him in the face, pretending to have regained my poise. “There is one thing, though…that I need to understand.”

		“What’s that?”

		“I hope this isn’t too personal to ask, but I’d like to know a little more about your experience, specifically your sexual experience with dominating women.”

		“Another fascination?”

		“Roelf seems to think so.”

		“I see.” He sipped his coffee, nibbled on the pastry, and then cleared his throat, sitting back, appearing deep in thought. Was he uncomfortable with the question, stalling, or simply deciding how much to reveal?

		“Hard to know where to begin,” he started.

		“Why’s that?”

		“I don’t think of myself as a man who dominates women; at the same time, I have on many occasions played that role. Why, I can’t say? The S&M lifestyle keeps reappearing in my life. Not that I honestly have a natural fascination for it. I don’t like women hurt, but I do like to see them aroused. And arousal is a tricky thing, don’t you think? One minute, the body’s as cool as mountain air, the next it’s clamoring for attention. What grabs the crotch, turns a man’s cock stiff and a woman wet? Sometimes it seems easy to figure out, but I think the mechanism is still pretty mysterious. I’ve dominated several women because they needed an angry beast within them fucked with, fucked hard, knocked down and put to sleep. They are usually angry women with a whole lot on their minds. S&M is a fix, but it only lasts a short while. I had one lover, however, who was very different. Couldn’t stand pain, wanted no part of it, no dungeons, no leather, no chains, no rope. But she wanted me to tell her what to do. What to eat, what to wear, what friendships she should nurture, which she should end. She wouldn’t orgasm without my permission. I swear she would have gone weeks if I’d been a really good sadist. I’d tease her for a while; usually a matter of days. Then once I gave her the command, she’d explode with a volcanic force that ripped her apart.”

		“That was a turn-on for you too?”

		I watched his hand fidget with the coffee cup. He seemed uncomfortable with his unspoken answer. I knew what it was before he told me.

		“Yeah, it was a turn-on. A really good one.” He nodded for emphasis, like this was something I had to hear. “If the situation is right, the chemistry is right, the fantasy is right, the act of directing a woman to some sexual end on demand – well, there’s nothing quite like it. Sometimes I like to push them, especially when they deny what they really want. I like to think I know them better than they know themselves.”

		“And you think you do?”

		He had to think a moment, but he was certain of his answer when he did reply. “Yeah, I do. Especially the ones who want to run like hell from me. They say one thing, mean the opposite. I expose their hypocrisy, hold up a mirror, show them the truth.”

		Oh, my! I wondered if he was referring to me.

		“Sex for some women is as easy as opening their thighs and welcoming a man home. Sometimes love has no place in good sex, sensation is everything. Ultimately, I want to please the women I’m with. When it comes to that, I have few restraints. What’s sane and safe, yes. Otherwise, I’m happy to beat one, bark at another, tie another in knots, or just make love.”

		He stirred his coffee with a spoon, while his sexy, hooded stare had my heart thumping in my chest and the soft flesh between my thighs damp and sticking to the vinyl seat.

		“And so,” I could barely believe I was asking this, “what do you get out of beating a woman?”

		“If she’s getting off, I get the benefit of her physical response, the part that transcends her own body. Energy I guess. Sometimes it washes over me, or through me, however you want to put it. You want it graphic?”

		“Graphic is fine.”

		Although he gazed at me suspiciously, he continued, “When I feel her body react, my dick gets hard—which I suppose for a man is generally the aim. If she’s scared, I get the benefit of her terror, the product of her fear, another energy that digs a little deeper into that degenerate place I think all men have. Domination is a high like booze, or winning at cards, or taking a Grand Prix race car as fast at it will go.”

		“You need that sort of experience?”

		“Need? I can’t say. I suppose I must, since I periodically draw women to me who satisfy that kind of hunger while I’m satisfying them. But consciously seek it? Like I fix on a woman, desire her, woo her, just to take her to a dungeon, just to control her for my own sexual pleasure?” He shook his head. “It’s not that simple.”

		I must have had a befuddled expression on my face because he added, “I know that if I hadn’t experienced the range of sexual situations that I have so far, even known the women that I’ve known in such intimate ways, I’d have a life that pales in comparison.”

		“I suppose having one woman, a wife, a monogamous relationship, doesn’t appeal to you?”

		He considered this a moment. “The one right woman has never darkened my door. Which makes me think that I’m not the marrying sort of man.”

		“And you’re sure of that?”

		“I’m sure today.” He smiled self-consciously, “But that doesn’t mean I won’t change my mind tomorrow.”

		“Marrying was never a choice for me. Somehow, I thought I was a better person because monogamous marriage was so important in my life. But I’m having everything shaken here.”

		“Then there has to be a good reason why.”

		“Maybe.”

		He shrugged. “No maybe about it.”

		Short of having Jackson take me to bed, I was too weary for anything else. I wasn’t going to go to bed with him no matter how much my body begged me.

		As much as I wanted his company, something was wrong about this whole scene. I couldn’t stop my guilt. I didn’t understand. I knew now that this wasn’t about de Walletjes or posing nude, or even Roelf and his insinuation. It was about Jackson. Why, now, would I suddenly be propelled into these tempting circumstances? What had I done so wrong to deserve this wrenching desire I could never fulfill?

		“You know,” I squelched a yawn, “I’m awfully tired, I think I’ll go back to my room.” I rose to my feet with a smile on my face. “The coffee was wonderful, thank you.”

		“At least let me walk you back to the hotel,” he said as he stood up.

		Of course, I’d let him walk me to my room, take my arm in his hand and gently lead me, as if I might otherwise lose my way. His presence beside me seemed more natural than having Neil with me. How could that possibly be?

		In the quiet of my room, I stared at myself in the mirror again, with the same urgent, physical result. This time, though, I lay down on the bed, having grabbed a banana from a basket of fruit I’d picked up at the market the day before. Once opening my thighs and raising my skirt, I used the thick yellow banana as a phallus. I moistened the sour tasting peel with my mouth, then shoved the curved bow into my cunt, gasping with relief as my throbbing interior silently screamed for joy. The cumming was mean, a little disgusting in its intensity and painful when the rough end of the banana scratched my delicate insides. But nothing mattered but the climax, the fact that I’d get off, writhing my ass into the mattress, massaging my breasts with fury, groaning and thrashing side to side as my banana dildo fucked me like a battering ram.

		I was scared after the fact that the deep, guttural sounds issuing from my mouth were heard outside the thin hotel room walls. Of course, there’s no way to take back the noise once it escapes my mouth. I could only hope that at that late hour, my passionate mewling moans went unnoticed, lost in the hushed stillness of the sleepy hotel.

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		

		“Neil, I’m so glad you called.” I answered the phone in the early morning hours, awakened by the sudden jangling noise, while relieved to hear my husband’s voice on the other end of the line. “How have you been?” I pulled myself up in bed and stared at the green glowing LCD screen beside me. 6:00 a.m.. “What’s it, ten o’clock there?” I wondered.

		“Nine, hon. How have you been?”

		“Busy, very busy. The classes are challenging.”

		“Good. That’s what you wanted.”

		“And I’ve just started to check out the museums, I mean, as I get used to the city. You know how easily I’m intimated. But I’m getting there… slowly… you know.”

		“That’s good for you,” he told me with some confidence. “If you want to get anywhere in the art world, Marlena, you’ve got to be bold. Now’s good practice.”

		“Yes, I know that. I’m learning a lot about being bold. Really.” I thought about the modeling and decided not to mention it.

		“So, have you seen that infamous Red Light District?”

		I could hear the tone of his voice change. I waited, unsure what to say. “Yes, a little. It’s – it’s really wild, everything you read about.”

		“The sex you mean?”

		“Yes. The shops, the prostitutes, like Sodom and Gomorrah of the 21st century.” I laughed. “I’m sure you’d get quite a thrill.”

		“How about you?”

		“Oh, it has its appeal, but I’m not about that sort of thing, you know that. It loses its fascination after the first visit, and besides, I have so much more I want to see.”

		“Well, I miss you. So does Juggles.”

		“Ah, I miss her too, and you, of course you. You really should be here.”

		“Like I’d ever get the time off,” he moaned. “I figure this is more your thing anyway. Now, if you were studying in Tahiti, I’d be there in a heartbeat.”

		It was good to hear his voice, which made me wonder why I hadn’t called him first. I called once just after I arrived to let him know I’d made it safe and sound. Since then, thoughts of Neil had been far from my mind; except those times, when bombarded with sexual options, I waged a war against my adulterous desires. I knew that a phone call home would only have added pressure to the battle.

		“I miss you, Marlena,” he said. I don’t think he knew what else to say, and his voice was low, breathy, a little mysterious and faraway. I wondered what was going on. “Wish you were here right now…”

		“But Neil…”

		“You know, here, really close, cuddling in like you do.”

		Yes, I got the message now and my picture of him came clear as glass. I could see him stroking his erection, running his hand along a stiffened shaft, over the purple head and down again. My senses sharpened, my body quickened. In my mind, my mouth was on his balls, my brown hair tickling his belly, my tongue snaking its way to the head of his cock, lapping it like a lollipop with a cute grin on my mouth.

		“I’ll bet you want a blowjob…” I said, while dropping down to that dreamy sexy space in me. My hand went to my crotch, half instinctually, half because the arousal of the previous night still clung like sweaty clothes to my needy body. “…Imagine, Neil, my tongue…all…over…your…body…”

		“Yeah, babe.” His heavy breathing increased. “So, what would you do to me, beautiful? Tell me.”

		“Ooo, well… sweetheart…I’d take your cock all the way down my throat, humm… all the way, baby, until I nearly gag. Then… I’d let you hold it there, let you press your hand against the back of my head… insist…insist I stay there,” I practically hissed… “you’d want it deeper, so I’d open wider. I’d struggle a little,” my voice deepened “… you like that, darling, don’t you…” oozing the seductive role as if I’d said those words a hundred times. This was daring for me, something I’d never have done before, but wasn’t I being the woman Neil wanted all along? I heard him jerking off and my inner muscles bore down as if they had a thick shaft to fuck. “You like that, don’t you?” I purred with a voice as soft as a velvet glove, “My mouth all over you, my tongue wet, my throat deep and open…” I couldn’t imagine myself saying these words but there they were, smoothly enveloping us in a shared dream, even though we were miles apart.

		“Yeah, baby more,” he urged the moment on…close now. I could see the bed beneath him shaking, while his hand pumped his cock to the finish and his head rolled back, eyes closed in sexual reverie, just before a look of anguish broke out on his tortured face and he cried.

		“Oh, I can smell you, Neil, yes, baby, that sweet, foul scent of you. It’s all over me in this room, right here with me… Oh, God, I can even feel you in me,” and as if his cock was actually inside my pussy, my stomach spasmed repeatedly, “…stroking in me up and down. Yes! Baby!”

		“Ooo, Gawd! Yes, dammit, fuck!” His shout was hard and quick. I figured the climax was as well. Ripped from the fantasy, the reality of me inside my room in Amsterdam returned while images of Neil in bed at home vanished.

		My pussy still wanted him, wanted any man for that matter. Bananas just don’t have the knack for subtlety that a hard-on does, or that fiery burn of a man’s horny body thrusting, or the scent, or the feel, the sweat, the spit, the angry look of ecstasy.

		“Ooo, Neil, that’s so nice…” I purred, getting into this for myself.

		“Yeah nice.” He sounded unimpressed.

		“Something wrong?”

		“Naw, not really, you just kinda changed on me in the middle.”

		“What?”

		“You got me into cock-sucking, Marlena, not pussy. Couldn’t you get that?” This time he sounded annoyed.

		“Was it all that bad?”

		“Hell no. Just wish you were here some nights.”

		“Like I wish you were here.”

		“Yeah, well,” he said, “that’s not gonna happen for awhile and I gotta go now. Get some sleep. Big day tomorrow. Big day.”

		“What big day?” I asked. The mood shifted entirely.

		“Just stuff.”

		“But I want to know about your stuff.”

		“Yeah, well…I’m really sleepy. You know how that is.”

		Yeah, like turning over in bed before my fire is out.

		“Sure.” I sighed. “I love you, Neil.”

		“And I love you. See you soon.” Like we’d be seeing each other on Sunday, not two months from now.

		“Sure,” I said to no one as I held the receiver in my hand, stared at the smudged black plastic and listened to the dial tone droning in my ear.

		

		***

		

		TJ, a dykish looking female from New York City, introduced herself to me the next day after our Roelf class.

		She made me curious. Such a tough exterior hiding what had to be a vulnerable woman inside. I loved the way she spiked her hair, colored it purple and covered her arms with ugly tattoos, like she didn’t care what anyone thought of her.

		But be like her? That would never be me. She took risks with herself that I’d never take, never have the guts to consider. I thought she was actually pretty behind the dark eye makeup, beyond the piercings, aside from the boyish, no-hips swagger. Lesbians had never appealed to me before, but my fascination was piqued when TJ suddenly spoke to me.

		“I saw you modeling in the studio class,” she went on before I said a word.

		“Oh?” Didn’t know what to say to that. I willed my easy blush away. It was time to cut that nonsense.

		“I’m TJ,” she held out her hand and shook mine.

		“Marlena.”

		“Yes, I know. Bit of a buzz about you.”

		I rolled my eyes. “I wish there wasn’t.”

		“A couple of the guys are even taking bets.”

		“Bets?” This got me curious.

		“You know,” her eyes danced impishly, “will the great Roelf finally get you to bed?”

		She laughed nervously. My eyes bugged out in shock.

		“Yeah, they’re crude, but that’s not bad. It’s good to attract attention here.”

		“I wish it were for my art.”

		“Oh, it is. In a way.” We walked through the halls of the institute on our way out. “Kinda freaky being here, huh?”

		“Your first time, I guess?”

		“Yeah. It’s a gas. You been to de Walletjes yet?”

		“Yes, a couple nights ago. You?”

		“Really? You been, huh? I would have pegged you for being all freaked out, you know.”

		“Why’s that? I’m posing nude for Roelf.”

		“Oh, but we know where that comes from.”

		“I don’t understand.”

		She laughed. “Hey, you are naïve. You never had those art school profs seek out their latest sexual conquest from their students?”

		Was that what Roelf wanted? “Maybe that sort of thing doesn’t happen in Minnesota,” I suggested.

		“Doesn’t huh? Well it’s sure a part of my art world,” she said, sounding puzzled.

		I wondered, suddenly, if she was hitting on me. In all my life, I’d never thought about that possibility with a friendly woman. But here with TJ, it seemed a perfectly obvious likelihood. Unlike my nervous reactions to Roelf, de Walletjes, sex shops, leather and Jackson, this one came off pretty mild in its effect. Women weren’t my primary interest. But I did like TJ, and as long as she didn’t expect anything, I hoped we’d be friends. She’d be a safe diversion from Jackson.

		

		***

		

		I didn’t pose for Roelf the next two days. The instructor had assignments for his students that didn’t include me. I couldn’t decide if I was disappointed or relieved. Although that didn’t matter; at least I didn’t have the excruciating task of making peace with my nagging guilt over the nude exhibition of my body. To my relief, Roelf had apparently dropped the issue of my posing for his class of kinky artists with their leather lust and bondage.

		For a few days, I almost felt normal in my Amsterdam habitat. My budding friendship with TJ took us on a walk through de Walletjes, seeing the Red Light District from a woman’s point of view. Hers was particularly interesting to hear: an eclectic mix of the 60’s feminism, Goddess worship and New Age philosophy.

		“They have this divine beauty about them,” she observed admiringly. She stared at the faces in the windows and smiled, moving from one to the next, awed and triumphant. “I’m going to pay for a night in a brothel.”

		“Tonight?”

		“Oh, not yet, I’m not sure exactly which one. I’d like to relate. You know, something more than just cunt-sucking. I like cunt-sucking, but I want to talk to her soul.” She looked at me sideways, head-cocked. “You think I’m nuts?”

		“No. I’ve just never…” didn’t have the guts to complete that thought.

		“Never what?”

		“I don’t know.” I shrugged.

		“What, come on, tell me,” she said with a sweet little smirking smile, nothing like her hard exterior and mannish clothes.

		We must have looked like some freaky picture from the Rocky Horror Picture Show; TJ in her leather pants, boots and vest, I in my girlish flowered dress and plain brown sweater. Seemed even odder that she was a good six inches shorter than me. I towered above her, waving with the breeze of the warm night, feeling light enough to blow away. TJ hugged the earth with hard edges, metal chains and the jackboots of a 1940s German soldier.

		When we returned to the hotel, I ran into Jackson, who I’d not seen in three days. I had tried to justify his absence after having spent so much time with him in the first days of my stay. However, that didn’t stop me looking for him around every corner and searching the lobby with a keen eye every time I walked through the hotel. I’d begun to think he’d left town or was deliberately avoiding me. The first explanation would have been the one I preferred.

		“Hi there!” I said with a sunny smile. He was standing at the hotel desk, speaking about something with the night manager.

		He nodded, hearing my hello and turned back to the hotelkeeper as if he planned to let me pass without a conversation. When he finally turned around, he spent several awkward seconds appraising my companion.

		“This is TJ,” I finally introduced my friend, “another art school student.”

		“Ah! Nice to meet you.” His vaguely disparaging expression lightened, as if I’d given him adequate explanation for why I would be in the company of this odd woman. They shook hands. Then TJ stood back.

		“If you don’t mind, I gotta go,” she abruptly dismissed herself and with a wave of the hand, set off for the elevator.

		“Mr. Nichols!” the concierge called to Jackson.

		“Excuse me, I need to take this call,” he said, and he returned to the front desk.

		A sudden suffocating feeling swallowed me whole; my stomach churned with raw anxiety. I feared I’d lost him—not that he would ever have been mine to keep or lose. Nevertheless, if I lost our friendship now, I was afraid I’d come unhinged. I couldn’t take Amsterdam without him, not now, not yet. Just one kind word from him, please… that’s all I needed.

		I paced the rear of the lobby, trying to remain unseen and growing more uncomfortable the longer I waited for Jackson to finish. When he finally hung up the phone and headed toward the elevator, I stepped out and hailed him with a sunny sounding, “Jackson, please! Can I see you?”

		“Something wrong?”

		“That’s what I was going to ask you. I haven’t seen you in a few days… I…I…” I suddenly felt like a teenage girl with a crush on her favorite movie star.

		“So? What? You having a problem?”

		“Well, no, not exactly. I just…”

		How cold, distant, his eyes not at all filled with the kindness of our past meetings.

		“I thought maybe I should back off, Marlena,” he finally explained.

		Stupidly, I gazed back with my mouth wide open, finally coming to with a faint, “Why’s that?” I was afraid I might cry.

		At last, he smiled. “I could, um… see us getting in a little over our heads here.”

		“And you think that’s wrong?”

		“No,” he answered, patiently, “you think that’s wrong. I’ve just tried to remain objective—which isn’t always easy, while you’ve tried to sort your reasons for being here, which have seemed to cause a great deal of confusion.”

		“But what? You’d…you’d…” I didn’t know what to say. Damn, why was he so perfect, so handsome? Why did he make me want him? Why did his every move, the sound of his voice, the feel of his body, the smile on his face make me desire him?

		“I think we should let the matter drop,” he said.

		“What matter?”

		“You and me. Could get a little dicey, and I’m saying that for both of us.”

		He wanted me like I wanted him?

		“But I don’t want that. We can be friends.”

		“But that’s not where the friendship was headed.”

		I thought fast, anything to keep the conversation going. “But I never told you what upset me about that conversation with Roelf.”

		He looked at me oddly, remembering. “No, you didn’t.”

		I paused, unsure now what to say. Unsure if I had the guts. I looked around, remembering that we were out in the open. “Maybe we should…. Please… ” I gently pushed him around the corner to a quiet alcove where there were several chairs in a small conversation pit. As we sat down, the crazy fluttering in my belly made it almost impossible for me to speak.

		I didn’t realize that I’d waited so long until Jack finally prompted me, “You want to tell me, or keep me guessing?”

		“Roelf, yes.” I forced my brain to think, then suddenly revived the daring to see myself through this awkward impasse. “He said I should have a Dom,” I announced.

		Jackson stared at me so long without speaking that I trembled even more. I bit my lip, still feeling silly. Although, if I were accurately gauging his expression, the lights suddenly went on in his brain. “So, the artist’s pronouncement was why you wanted to know about my sexual experience?”

		“I’m curious, experimenting with ideas. I suppose I needed to try that one on for myself.”

		“And you shook if off already?”

		“I’m not sure. I wanted to talk to you about it.”

		“Okay then…” he sat back in the chair as if planning to stay awhile, “tell me what you’re thinking.”

		“The idea has this strange appeal, but I keep going back to my marriage, thinking I should probably explore the possibilities with Neil first. That seems only right, don’t you think?”

		“Maybe, but I didn’t think he’d be that kind of man,” Jackson said.

		“But you’ve never met him. How could you decide that?”

		“Well then, why draw me into this conversation?” I could feel him emotionally backing away again.

		“Because, I uh, I respect your opinion.”

		“I think you should do what feels right.”

		That was it? Sounded more like he was signing off than good advice, ending whatever relationship we might have had. Apparently, it wasn’t much, or was all in my mind, not his. I felt desperate, wanting to grab at him and pull him in to me. But for what? Just to push him back again? Was that what he was talking about? Damn, I felt so stupid!

		Jackson told me he was dead tired, a feeling that his face confirmed, and with a tender ruffling of my hair as he stood to leave and one of his warm smiles, he turned and left me to stew by myself.

		The next day, Roelf was on me again about the fetish modeling and before I could manage any decent assault on his plans, I was agreeing to a studio session that evening.

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		

		The ropes were tight, constraining as I suppose they should be, but oddly comfortable at the same time. Two of Roelf’s students placed me, naked and shivering, in the center of the dais and worked around me, carefully binding my breasts. They circled my torso several times with the thick hemp, then circled my chest above the weighty flesh, with the effect of flattening my breasts together in a manner that was both absurd and wonderful. It was already difficult to breathe. They followed this bondage with more rope that tied the constraints together and even more that wound around the breasts themselves. I shuddered seeing how they stuck out so absurdly, how the soft pink color of my nipples and aureoles brightened to a flaming scarlet.

		I was then ordered to sit on a small stool with my arms above my head. My wrists had been roped snugly, attached together and leashed to a hook dangling from the high ceiling. As time went by, Roelf or one of his friends would give me further instructions to alter the pose, as in, turn my head, gaze up or down, or twist about the middle and look back over my shoulder. In the most difficult of instructions, I was told to open my thighs, a plan that revealed all that was hidden when my legs were together. Unveiled for a room with at least a dozen pairs of interested eyes trained on me, my heart began to race and in the valley of my crotch, I could sense the sexual pheromones beginning to rise; the scent was strong. Responding to the stimulation, a mean spasming tugged my belly producing a tiny flood of sexual juices at my crotch.

		Unlike the several times I posed for Roelf’s studio class, this pose and its several variations were the only ones required for the night. I was not only sketched from all possible angles, but one of the men who studied me for some time suddenly turned away, disappeared behind a screen, and reemerged a few moments later with a camera in his hand.

		Photographed!

		I stared at him in shock, and while uselessly trying to twist free, I blurted out, “Roelf, no! I didn’t agree to photographs. Get me out of this!”

		Roelf’s back had been to me and at the sound of my demand he spun around and peered at me, eyes fixing a glare that instantly made me freeze. “Whoa, wait!” He slowly moved forward with his unrelenting gaze, while motioning to his ogling accomplices to stop. He stepped in front me, his arrogance breeding on itself. He grabbed my chin in his hand and stared down condescendingly. “But, Marlena, dear, you agreed to this session, did you not? I have no plans to release you until we’re finished. Is that clear?”

		“I agreed to sketches, drawings, oil painting, not photographs!”

		“What’s the difference?”

		“There’s a big difference to me!”

		“Ah, my!” he turned to the others with a sneering scowl of disbelief and then back to me. “Your thoughts are so laced with Puritan ignorance that you look foolish here.” He laughed derisively and turned his back on me, walking away.

		He might as well have tied my tongue, as I was speechless and in tears.

		By then, it was clear to me that these were not Roelf’s students, but friends, maybe even business associates, with a commercial purpose in mind for the pictures this session would yield.

		“Oh, those tears are perfect,” his photographer exalted. While Roelf moved out of the way, a man in green pants and a white blousy shirt moved adroitly from one angle to the next, snapping picture after picture of my gloom, my despair and my bound nakedness. “We whip her next,” he chortled with some enthusiasm.

		“You will not!” My eyes shot open in anger as I practically screamed. I moved to my feet with my protest at its peak and charged after Roelf, who was, of course, too far away by then for me to kick—my feet were the only weapon available. The photographer continued clicking off image after image of my rebellious fit, as if this, too, were simply part of the scene I’d hastily agreed to do.

		“Ah, let the girl down,” someone finally said, disgustedly. “You’re an ass, Roelf. You should have told her what you were planning.”

		“I like the element of surprise, especially with uptight bitches like this one.”

		A woman, one of the sketch artists, came to my rescue and with quick fingers released the knots that bound me overhead. She moved on to untie the breast bondage. Even then, the camera continued clicking as the scene changed and the fascinated photographer recorded every variation of the bound and unbound me. He must have taken a hundred pictures by the time he finished.

		When the rope fell to the floor in a heap, I ran to the dressing room, threw on my clothes, and made a hasty exit from the room, feeling that I’d made a fool of myself in front of these people. I honestly didn’t care.

		“Marlena!” Roelf’s cool clear tone of command halted me when I was halfway down the corridor on my way to the building exit. I couldn’t believe that I responded so quickly to a man I despised. I turned to him.

		“I’ll be more specific next time,” he said.

		“No. There won’t be a next time. I’m here to be the artist, not the subject.”

		“But you have it all backwards. How can you call yourself an artist when you have no experience, no soul, no fire in your belly?”

		“You have no idea what’s in me.”

		“Hate me all you want, Marlena. But when you’re home, back on the farm, wallowing in pig shit, you’ll know then that I was the best thing that ever happened to your art.”

		“I don’t think you care a fucking thing about my art,” I spit out, using the “F” word aloud for the first time in my life. “And those photographs, I want them destroyed.”

		I didn’t give him time to respond, but I heard his laughter follow me down the hall, burning in my ears as I slammed the door behind me.

		I walked for nearly an hour afterwards trying to calm myself—through the sanitized streets of the tourist section, to the dirty ones in de Walletjes…dirty with women, with lurid seduction, offensive gesturing, crude postures and leather. The leather gleamed and the polished PVC shined like neon lights from the storefront windows. There were no answers for me on the street and my only hope for answers seemed so distant that my heart sank every time I thought of the brief encounter with Jackson two days before.

		I wanted to speak with him now, suddenly feeling certain that it was no accident that this gem of a man appeared to me in this strange city at the moment I was feeling the most confused and defenseless. I knew his purpose in my life had not been completely realized. I also knew I needed him now, right now!

		With that decision suddenly clear, I made a beeline for the hotel and Jackson’s room, cutting through a sector of particularly nasty whorehouses where two men, guys dressed in trendy black clothes, speaking in a foreign tongue, abruptly began following me. Although I didn’t know the language, I understood the message – the come-on and the lust-filled look in their eyes. They propositioned me like they would proposition one of the prostitutes.

		They moved in closer, grabbed for my arm and laughed when I pulled away. Their jeers turned my fright into tears. I wanted to run, and yet, my feet felt like lead. More than that, I didn’t want to look like a scared rabbit. I shrugged them off several times, while stupidly wandering the streets and making no effort to extricate myself from the heart of de Walletjes. When they didn’t stop their playful harassment, my fear turned to panic. The harassment became uglier, more abusive.

		I could have just let them have me, wasn’t that what I really wanted? And would they have done anything…really?

		I suddenly looked up again and spotted the police station at the far end of the block. With a sigh of relief, I took off toward the welcome sight. Long before I reached that safe haven, the two men slipped into a side street and were gone. I returned to my hotel by the safest most public route I could.

		

		***

		

		I went straight to my room but my emotions refused to settle. I was as restless as a cornered animal. I finally poured myself a drink from a bottle of vodka I had in my room. Gulping fast, I hoped for a miracle, but there was none to save me. With my chances of falling asleep that night next to nil, I finally bolted from my room and took a chance that I’d find Jackson still awake. When I came to his seventh floor room, I knocked quietly, praying I’d find him up—and as warm and congenial as he was when we first met.

		When Jackson’s door opened, I sighed with relief seeing him still wearing street clothes; slacks and a white dress shirt, which was, no doubt, crisply starched that morning. Now, it seemed to hang limply from his shoulders after a day of good use. As always, I found just being in his presence soothed me.

		“Marlena. It’s late.” He stared at me, noticeably surprised.

		“If you don’t mind, I’ve had a horrible night.”

		“You don’t look particularly well,” he noted. “Something happen?”

		Simply feeling his concern was all that was needed to shatter the thin veil of my composure. My body began to shake. “Kinda, yeah.” Tears burned in my eyes.

		He opened the door wider and motioned me inside.

		Just entering his room, however, was enough to stop my emotional breakdown in its tracks. I stared around in shock for several seconds; his apartment was nothing like my tiny space two floors below. Decorated in rich earth tones, it had the feel of a private men’s club…brown leather, carved word, modern but elegant European design. I didn’t belong here.

		“Marlena.”

		I stood dazed and speechless while surveying the sitting room, barely hearing my name in the distance.

		“Marlena.” He shook me, turning me around this time.

		“I’m sorry. It is late, isn’t it? I should go.”

		“No, for heaven’s sake, you’re going to stay right here and tell me what’s going on.”

		Yes, yes, this was what I liked, my inebriated mind decided. That drink seemed to have suddenly hit with a vague thud. His assurance, his steady, even manner, the no-nonsense way he talked and demanded straightforward answers from me, yes, this was the man I needed now! Oh, but the guilty part of me had to disagree… You’re going too far Marlena, you’ll get burned! You’ll destroy your life!

		“Now sit,” he said firmly, as he let go of my shoulders and gave me a gentle shove in the direction of the closest chair. As I sat, he remained on his feet in a rather lordly manner, leaning against the walnut desk in front of me and staring down, his expression open and curious.

		What was left of my quiet, reasonable calm had vanished completely, leaving me so badly shaken that I had to hold one hand with the other and press them both tightly to my lap. “Well,” I worked with some effort in my soggy brain to find the first thread of my story, “I suppose it started…” I stopped, hunting a moment, “yes… I agreed to model for Roelf’s class—although I really don’t think it’s a class at all—you know, the class I mentioned that was into leather and bondage?”

		“When was this?”

		“Tonight. And, it wasn’t anything like I expected.” I brought the horrid pictures back to mind. “I don’t think I minded the bondage so much, but the way Roelf talked to me. I don’t understand what happened.” I could feel the agitation in me rise like it had with the artist. “He gets in my head…like you get in my head…and… and I can’t say no to him even when I hate what I’m doing. He’s such an ass, pompous, condescending. He’s got me figured as some shallow, insignificant girl off the farm that he can use for… for whatever… as if I owe it to him.”

		“So tell me, what you let him do to you?”

		“I didn’t let him do anything.” I jumped angrily on that comment with my objection.

		“Don’t argue,” Jackson shot me right down, impatiently. “What did he—or is it they—do?” His face was kind but grim and unrelenting.

		“Well—” I backtracked in my mind, grabbing for the scene and suddenly seeing it quite clearly. “He had me undress, then two of his students, or whoever they were, bound my breasts in this weird harness thing they did with rope. It was gross, but arousing in an odd sort of way. That part was okay, I mean, sort of.” Was I making any sense at all? “I mean if it weren’t for the people there. It was nothing like a typical studio class, nothing like his afternoon sessions where I posed before. I sat on a stool with my hands bound overhead, then a few of them started to sketch me. Every few minutes, someone would tell me to change the pose. Twist this way. Turn like that. Nothing that big until they had me open my legs…” Tears started down my cheeks as I rambled on, “But I was okay, I mean I really tried to be okay. But when this one man, he’d been pacing around me the whole time… he suddenly brings out a camera, I freaked. I mean really freaked. I ordered Roelf to untie me.”

		“And did he?”

		“No. He wasn’t about to do that, the arrogant SOB. The things he said, like he despised me, like he took pleasure in degrading me, humiliating me. He has no right to do that!” I vented angrily. Afraid of my emotions, I stared down at my fidgeting hands, despondently. “Now, it all seems like a bad dream. But it wasn’t a dream, I swear.” I looked up at him pleadingly.

		Tears continued to stream down my face. I hoped to have Jackson’s sympathy by now, but he continued to stare at me like an immovable statue. “What next?” he asked.

		“I-I guess I panicked. I screamed at him to let me go, which he didn’t want to do. Finally, one of his students came to my rescue and started to untie me. But that was only after the photographer had my body photographed at least a hundred times. The camera just clicked, on and on and on…you know that whirring sound, rushing at me, in my brain, advancing on me—” I stopped again, caught my breath, and started again with the same rush of energy. “They finally removed the breast bondage. I’ve never felt so stupid in my life. Roelf tried to stop me as I walked out, and like in some bad soap opera, I bellowed some stuff I don’t remember… and he had the gall, after that, to expect I’d pose for him again.”

		“And when did all this happen?”

		“A few hours ago. I don’t know, about eight, I think.”

		“Where have you been since then?”

		“Out walking.”

		“This late? Alone?”

		“Why not alone?”

		“You walked where?”

		“Everywhere. Between the art institute and here, then, well,” he wasn’t going to like this, but I spit it out too, “de Walletjes.” I remembered the toughs who harassed me.

		“You know how dangerous that could be?”

		I shook my head, while a heavy sob threatening to overtake me.

		He looked worried. “What happened, Marlena?”

		I’m sure he noticed my unusually unkempt appearance when I arrived at his door, but he seemed to make the obvious connection now.

		I wiped the tears with the back of my hand, deciding wisely to keep my emotions in check; men hate a crying, distraught woman. Besides, his sober mood seemed to be sobering me fast. “It was just a couple of guys, nothing happened, harassed a little.”

		“Harassed how?”

		“Oh, you know. They were coming on to me… really, it was nothing big.” He frowned. “And yes, you’re right. I shouldn’t have been out alone. But I did the sane thing, Jackson. I headed straight for the police station and the two gave up before I got there. Really…honestly…I’m safe now.”

		He shook his head. Took a deep breath. “You know, I should really blister your backside for this last thing.”

		The bold threat made my body spasm—although not in a necessarily bad way at all. His cool wrath swam around me and I feared what it would do. But then, wasn’t his controlling hand exactly what I needed most? Oh, I was so confused!

		“Are you… going to do that?”

		He eyed me guardedly. “Is that what you want?”

		“No, no… I just needed a shoulder to cry on, a friendly face.” I smiled.

		“You wanted a friendly face, you could have sobbed to your friend TJ.”

		“But you’re better.”

		He moved toward the window and looked out. “Better, huh? Better because I won’t commiserate with you? I’ll tell you what to do?”

		I was glad he was facing away from me; in my sullen, sad and fearful state, I couldn’t look him in the eye anymore. Even when he turned to me, I stared down refusing to meet his gaze.

		“You know your problem?”

		No, what’s my problem, I silently answered.

		“You can’t make decisions,” he started, sounding pleased to make this declaration. I’d become an issue for him—his turn now to vent. “Your mind traps your better judgment. You’re filled with fears, at the same time, the desire sweeping through you is cutting a broad swath. There are so many sexual choices before you and now that you’re vulnerable, in a position to make some interesting choices, you’re paralyzed and unable to choose anything. You pretend to hate the things you really love, while vowing that you want a life you hate. Makes no sense, Marlena. The reason you’re here, in Amsterdam, in my room right now, is clear as the nose on your face. You want a man to tell you what to do.” He stopped, letting that thought sink in. “Am I wrong?”

		He ripped off this last remark like an accusation. My whole body clenched and for a moment, I couldn’t breathe. “No, you’re not wrong.” I’d heard every word with my head down, gazing through bleary eyes into my lap where my fingers tore at a Kleenex I’d found in my pocket. I still couldn’t face my accuser. “Even Neil had to make decisions for me. Tough as that was. And now that he’s not here, I’m lost.”

		“Well, then if you need Neil, you’d better go home.” The air around me felt as hot as his words were cold.

		In a panicked daze, I moved to my feet and faced him.

		“No! Please!”

		Neither of us spoke for a long while, then he motioned to the window. “Come here, Marlena, look out there,” he pointed to the lights. “Go on, stand right there and look at this city.” When I couldn’t budge, he grabbed my hand and pushed me to the glass so my eyes were forced to see the teaming city at night from high above. He stood behind me, close enough so I could feel his physical presence and smell the aroma of his body. The spice, the scent of a man, the scent of dominance.

		“No, you don’t want to go home to Neil and let him design your life.” His voice had softened considerably with the self-righteous anger gone, and I recognized that familiar feeling of affection pouring into me.

		“No, I don’t.”

		“You want this city,” he practically whispered now, “you want those steamy, seamy streets.” His hand ran lightly down my arm. “But if you stay here, they’re going to haunt your waking minutes. They’re going to rise up in your dreams. They’re going to draw you in, Marlena, and they won’t let go.” A tingle of excited arousal skirted my body. I shivered enough for him to see. “You want that, don’t you?”

		I could barely breathe, but I could whisper a quiet, “Yes.”

		“And you don’t want to be half-assed about it, do you?”

		“No. I don’t.”

		“I didn’t think so.” My body seemed to time its breathing to his. My groin reacted to the heat of his. “About time you got honest, hmm?” His lips were at my ear, whispering with all the intensity of a terrified scream. “What you really want to do is forget about Neil.” Now both his hands slowly ran the length of my arms as though he were wrapping me in a safe cocoon. “But if you forget about Neil, you need a man. You want someone to do more than stroll with you through de Walletjes. You want to be taken there, you want to play there, and I’m not talking about physically being there as much as sexually living in that fantasy world. The world you can’t stand to watch, but can’t help but seek.” His finger wound around a lock of hair and gave it a brief tug. “You keep coming back to me because you know I can be the man you need. Isn’t that right, Marlena?”

		I hesitated to speak, but he gave my hair another yank. “Say it!”

		“Yes, yes, I know you can.”

		“What you really want is the Dom your hated instructor thinks you need. Even a man like that sees you clearly. You want me to take you…” I practically slumped back against him hearing those words. “You want me to own you, make the hard decisions for you… and you want to relent, you want to submit… you want to lose yourself in sex, in the decadence you fear… you want to lose yourself to me.” I could barely breathe. “Tell me I’m wrong, Marlena.”

		I couldn’t speak. My head was pounding. There was no thought of wrenching away. I knew what I’d do. I could feel my entire body leading me there, taking me by the hand, pulling, tugging, yanking my reluctant psyche, demanding the good wife give up her illusions of fidelity. I’d already broken my vows to Neil, I told myself.

		But you can go back. You can stop this! my conscience argued.

		No, I can’t! I screamed the silent reply.

		“Tell me I’m wrong, Marlena,” Jackson repeated, in a voice that had the power to sweep away my hesitation.

		“No, I can’t!”

		“And you’re sure? You’re you won’t deny me?” he argued.

		“No, no, I can’t.” I shook my head defiantly, realizing how my words condemned me, committed me.

		In the darkened room, I could see enough of his reflection in the window to see him nod his head. “And that’s why you’re here.” His hand caressed the side of my face; my cheek rested contentedly against his palm. I loved looking at the cuff of his shirt, the shiny cufflink, the dark hair on the back of his hand. I rubbed my cheek along that palm, enjoying the loving tenderness he transmitted now so freely. “So, tell me now what you want, Marlena,” he said. “You say it. Put it in your own words. It would be so easy for me to take you now; you’re so unbelievably submissive. I’ve probably led you too far already. But now, you need to tell me what you want.”

		“But you already know what I need, you just said it, can’t we just…”

		“No. That’s too easy for you. I want this in your own words. You have to make it clear to me and to yourself, so there’s no doubt in either of our minds. This is not a small matter. You give me permission to take you, to Dom you, to Master you, make you my property. I want the words, Marlena.”

		“You want so much…”

		“That’s the only way it can be. All or nothing. At the very least, while you’re still in Amsterdam. After that, well, that’s another matter.”

		“What if I can’t give myself to you?”

		“Then you can’t,” he said, as if he didn’t care. “That’s fine with me. I’ll understand. I’ll back away. I won’t seek you out again. I’ll ignore you in the lobby and I won’t approach you in the bar. You won’t have to see me, but we’re not going to sit on the fence. One way or the other, all or nothing, Marlena, all or nothing.”

		I was used to the feel of his hand on my cheek, his body in my space, his breath on the back of my neck. I couldn’t let that go.

		“It’s time to get beyond the confusion.”

		I knew that. His hand withdrew, leaving a cold chill on my cheek. I wanted it back. I stared in the mirror at his reflection, seeing a strange, almost pained look on his face.

		“Understand, this isn’t just about what you’re feeling. The desires go both ways. And honestly, I’m sorry this happened. I wasn’t looking for a woman to be with in Amsterdam, least of all a submissive… but like I said, certain women are naturally drawn to me. For whatever reason, I don’t try to second-guess these things. They happen. We respond. We accept or reject. My only demand from you, my only question from you, is make your decision. Make it firm. And then hold it. You can have what you want in me; I’m ready to give you what you need. Even I don’t understand some strong attraction. But I won’t be turned into your whipping boy when you’re suddenly stung with regret.”

		“No, no! I’m not going to be stung with regret, please…” I turned around, finding myself inside the embrace of his strong arms, “I want you as my master, Jackson,” I said, my voice clear and sure. I spoke with my heart wide-open, with little thought of Neil.

		He let me go…he let me go… I would remind myself every time the idea of my husband tugged at my conscience. He let me go.

		Jackson’s face registered the triumph with a smile, then he gave me my first order, “That would be, ‘Jackson, sir’.”

		“Jackson, sir,” I repeated. Ah, yes!

		I breathed a huge sigh of relief; the decision no longer weighed on me. I was free of it, free to have Jackson. I could have remained in his comforting arms all night, but there was something more....

		Still smiling, Jackson said, “Turn back to the window, Marlena.”

		My feeling of relief and comfort was quickly supplanted by bewilderment, as Jackson turned me around and pushed me into the window where once again I looked down on the street below. He wasted no time removing my clothes, lifting my sweater over my head and throwing it to the bed. Undoing the clasp of my skirt, he yanked it to the floor. Then, he lifted each foot to dislodge the ball of fabric and toss it away. My body burst with excitement as he unhooked my bra and let the two orbs spill free.

		I was nearly naked now, quivering in anticipation. Only my panties remained.

		Reaching around me, Jackson fingered my nipples until they became hardened knots, and a shot of sexual fire careened through my body at the pinching. I gasped deeply to avoid making any sound of protest. The harder his fingers squeezed, the more my cunt tightened in reply.

		“Oh, my!” I dropped back against his chest when the pinching stopped, while Jackson’s hands moved downward, across my undulating belly and under the band at the top of my silky panties. As his finger slicked its way between my pubic lips, I mewed softly. I wanted to turn around, come after him, attack the flesh denied to me. But then, the hand along my bare flesh suddenly grabbed at the frail cloth, yanking hard with a closed fist and tearing away the slip of material. The far edge cut into the skin at my hip and wouldn’t rip free, but this small impediment did not dissuade him. His free hand retrieved a pocketknife from his pants and cut where the elastic held.

		The window before me now reflected back my naked writhing body. Every small act upon my heated skin increased the physical response ten-fold. Spasm after spasm racked my belly, while Jackson’s fingers plucked my clit like a stringed instrument until the little bud was no longer little anymore, but hot, raw, swelling and about to burst with climax.

		He held me closely at the edge for several minutes of torturous pleasuring.

		“Oh, good god, yes, sir… oh, please…I can’t stand it anymore!”

		“But you will,” he assured me.

		He backed off and my arousal retreated, but only enough to allow him to start in again with this thrumming fingers bringing me to another erotic peak.

		I screamed, ‘Yes, yes yes!’ over and over in a cadence of exultation I could not stop. My body shook inside his arms, writhing from side to side. He held me tight, pinched my nipples cruelly, and began slapping my ass with one hand while fiddling with my clit with his other.

		At last, the fire in me crested, broke over the top, and I came inside his encircling arms. His strength, his muscles closed in around me. His body held me down, held me safe, absorbing the power of my cumming body as it thrashed in the containment, exploding with pure joy. I slumped, satiated, afterwards.

		“Arms on the window frame,” Jackson said, before I had the chance to recover my breath. He pushed me forward and my hands reached out to brace my body for the assault I knew would follow. At first, his hand slid along the crevice of my ass, downward to my wet cunt. Swathed in sexual juices, his fingers smeared the liquid around my anus, until it was lubed enough for two fingers to ram their way inside the tight opening. Suddenly, his erection was magically freed from his pants and he stuffed it into my spasming pussy. He widened me further than my husband, further than any of the three men who’d penetrated me there, but not so much that I was hurt. The fullness overpowered me, bringing back a revival of the climax that had just washed through my body. I spasmed repeatedly… and more than that. His fingers in my back entrance probed deeply with almost violent force, riveting me on the experience of them. In the act, he explained without words what he thought of me as a woman, as his sex object, his slave to use. I was his. I would serve him while he gave me the strength to face my sexual awakening.

		This was my second lesson in the submission—the first was asking for his mastery. Now he owned my body in equal measure.

		Jackson grunted several times as he came in me, thrusting into both orifices the message of his dominance. All of my being awakened to him…my breath, my heart, my skin and the flesh beneath, and even my reluctant sexual need, which for the first time in my life was feeling fully satisfied. His seed flooded toward my womb; his fingers burrowed like they’d found home. I held on fast to the window frame accepting his mastery in physical form, while meditatively musing:

		Oh, how could I have denied this?

		I was so stunned that I forgot to breathe, and soon gasped for air, when he finally let go from the last grueling thrust. He stayed with me, cock and fingers remaining lodged in my body, while he whispered in my ear:

		“It will be my pleasure to beat you soon, Marlena.”

		My belly spasmed, want and fear mingling freely.

		Jackson felt me clench; I saw him smiling in the window.

		I, like the women of de Walletjes, stood naked before this window, peering out into the night. Should someone on the street look up, I’d be seen clearly. I felt a bit of shame and delight, which produced another teasing spasm.

		When Jackson pulled his wilting member from my body and withdrew his fingers, he pushed me to my knees.

		“Suck them clean, both of them.” He presented me his penis and the fingers that were once lodged in my back door.

		My mouth moved from one to the next. I lovingly held his penis in my mouth and caressed it enough with my lips and tongue to feel it start to swell again. I felt pleasantly justified by that. My mouth them moved to his fingers, which were thankfully clean enough. Although they smelled of the dark richness of my sex and tasted oddly tangy. The act was one of respectful service, a realization I quickly, intuitively made. I honored him and the commitment I’d just made.

		Now that the difficult part was over, it hardly seemed strange to me that I’d let go of Neil, my marriage and my illusions of fidelity. The shifting of my loyalties was complete.

		Jackson was too tired to talk then. His only instruction was for me to sleep the night beside him naked. I snuggled in behind him when he turned on his side away from me, and felt the contented sigh that followed as we drifted wordlessly to sleep.

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		

		Without a master, I might have been reluctant to return to Roelf’s class the following day. Another confrontation with the man was not at all in my plans. However now, I had a new burst of inspiration, that I’d have some satisfaction in demonstrating for the arrogant artist. At the same time, I’d let him wonder about its cause and keep my cool in face of any continuing attempts to disparage me. Since the topic of my modeling had not yet been covered with Jackson, my decision was clear. In fact, the rest of my time in Amsterdam seemed clear—I’d given up to my master all those pressing decisions that weighed so heavily on me.

		As I walked into the studio, I felt sexy and physically stirred. Thoughts of Jackson filled my brain. I’m not sure Roelf noticed any difference in my attitude. He wasn’t in the room to start, and I got so busy with my painting that I didn’t even see him enter.

		About halfway through the morning session, I finally noticed him from the corner of my eye, walking around behind the other students on his way toward me. He didn’t stop to comment on my painting, which was just as well, I’d just made a blunder with my oils that I was in the process of fixing. Instead, he stared at the easel next to mine for some minutes, and whispered a few comments in the student’s ear. When he finally backed away, he strolled toward me. His blonde hair was particularly messed, giving the impression that he hurried from bed after hurriedly fucking and didn’t have time to clean up. He looked in shambles, but sexy, and he gave my body an unwanted jolt.

		Roelf stared at my painting and finally unnerved me by his silence. I put down my brush and waited.

		“The work needs more light here,” he said. Leaning in close to my side, he pointed to one area.

		“I’m not done with it yet,” I said.

		“No, you’ll not finish this before you leave. And then it will be just another painting to slide under the bed to gather dust.”

		I spun around on my stool and confronted him with angry eyes. No! Marlena stop! I silently screamed at my anger. I needed to diffuse and quickly. I hated being angry with the man, hated that he upset me still. And I certainly didn’t want another scene in front of Roelf with a room full of fellow students looking on.

		I took a deep breath, while staring into his alarmingly sensual eyes. “Maybe you could wait to pass judgment,” I said calmly.

		I turned back and continued working while Roelf strolled away, smugly nodding with an air of amusement.

		When class was over for the day, he pulled me aside, his hand on my arm. Again, I responded submissively, although this time I felt surer of myself with thoughts of Jackson to give me strength. I gazed around, seeing that the room was empty; the doors were closed. The quiet in the open space was deafeningly spooky, and Roelf’s expression had changed—looking feral and less contemptuous. His eyes drew me in, pulling so hard that I could feel the effect as a tingling sensation of lust. How could this be?

		He suddenly spun me around and pushed me over the table behind me.

		“What are you doing!” I fought back.

		“Fucking you, what else?” he said, while swiping at the hem of my skirt. His one hand was on my ass, fondling the flesh and producing alarming results in a body that was already so heated and in constant lust with Jackson that I could not prevent myself from mixing the two.

		“No!” I shrieked. I finally wrenched from his grasp and backed away toward the windows, which was exactly the opposite direction required to escape the rapist. “Don’t you dare lay a hand on me!” I exclaimed.

		“Ah, a little spirit now.” He grinned.

		“And don’t mock me. I am not yours. I don’t know how you got that idea, but I do belong to another man. So hands off!”

		“Something new, eh?”

		“Not your business.”

		“You should tell your master what happened here; tell him I want to take your ass, see what he says.”

		Stunned by his unbelievable nerve, there weren’t words in my brain to communicate my upset. But I didn’t want him to know how much he offended me; he’d already rattled me far more than he was worth. I made this calculation quickly and having come to that conclusion, managed to walk past his scowl, his sexy hips, his decadent air and leave the room without saying another word. If that sent him a message, I’m not sure, but it certainly felt good.

		I was on the street, feeling quite happy about the end to this latest confrontation with Roelf, when a taxi pulled up next to me and Jackson leaned out, motioning to me. He kissed me in the back seat, then pushed my head to his lap, where I grappled to find his erection bulging between his thighs.

		“Here?” I looked up surprised.

		“Don’t question,” he said.

		Hum, the message registered with an erotic flutter in my tummy. I then opened his fly, reached deep inside and pulled out his swelling organ, quickly taking it into my mouth. The fresh smell of his scent warmed my body all the way to my moistening panties.

		My hand curled around his shaft, while my tongue and teeth and lips worked their way around the head of his cock, gently at first, then sucking harder. My head rose and fell in a laborious rhythm bringing his penis to a full erection, which rammed itself deeper each time I went down on him. As my throat opened to receive him, I could feel my inner body, my crotch, my cunt, my sexual spirit, opening with the same natural ease. The heat in both places swelled and my ass wriggled wantonly against the back of the front seat. While the taxi sped through a crowd of rush-hour Amsterdam traffic, I was jostled back and forth, and slammed side to side when the car veered sharply left and right. Still, I hung on to Jackson’s penis, while his hand pressed down on the back of my head, security perhaps, or just horniness.

		I couldn’t finish him without coming up for air, but every time, I dove back again with renewed relish. The only thoughts in my mind were of swallowing him completely, of taking this huge erection deeper into my mouth than any woman before me had. The entirety of his sexual past goaded me with each diving leap on his impaling organ.

		The slurping, sucking noises couldn’t be helped, nor could my groaning. I lost myself in him, in the act, in surrender, in letting go, until I felt Jackson spewing his cream into my mouth and throat as he smashed my face further downward, burrowing as deeply as my throat would allow. I received every drop with gratitude and relief.

		On finishing, I decided that I must have passed this test, brilliantly. Best of all, the disturbing thoughts of Roelf had been completely erased from my mind—at least for a while.

		When I finally pulled my face away from his groin, he handed me a handkerchief, “Here, wipe your face.”

		“Yes, sir.”

		While Jackson returned his flaccid member to his pants, I tried my best in the awkwardly small space of the taxi to right my clothes and fix my hair.

		“You look fine,” he said.

		“Thanks. I did okay?”

		He smiled. “I just wondered how much practice you’ve had.” By the way he grinned, I knew I’d succeeded.

		“Not as much as you might think. You inspired me.”

		“Is that so?”

		“Uh, huh.”

		“How about a, Yes, Sir?

		“Yes, sir, I’m sorry sir.” I giggled, still amused at calling him Sir.

		“And don’t forget,” he added quite sternly.

		“Yes, sir.” I wondered what was on the other end of that threat, as I settled into the seat beside him, feeling happy, excited, but content.

		

		***

		

		Our taxi stopped in front of a sex shop that was outside the usual streets of the de Walletjes.

		“This place is a particular favorite of mine,” Jackson told me as he took my hand and helped me from the vehicle.

		“And why’s that?”

		“The personal service.”

		“You know the owner?”

		“An old friend.”

		His old friend turned out to be a woman who was not a lot older than I was. He explained that he’d been a friend of her family while she was still a teenager. Jetty Van Dam was very blonde—a pale dyed blonde with dark roots. Her long and elegant pageboy seemed a little odd for a fetish store. In fact, Jetty’s entire appearance seemed at odds with the leather costumes she made and sold. Her own clothes were silk, not leather; lavender and purple, not black; long and flowing, not hard and reeking with the perfume of cowhide. There were rings on every finger of Jetty’s hands: silver ones, some with gems, others with diamonds, others were strange designs that were difficult to make out. I wanted to study them all, but only remembered afterwards the one that looked like a skull. She had tattoos of rose vines circling each wrist and another that said, Belonging to Pericles, above and between her breasts. She was some man’s slave.

		Her smile was endearing, sensuous and soft, but no one would take her for being a weak woman. Her eyes sparkled, a little devilishly and she had quite a profound laugh that filled the air with a wonderful melodic sound. She was a woman of contradictions and contrasts, but her easygoing manner put me at ease during what might otherwise have been a frightening moment.

		Jetty hugged Jackson with a long and loving embrace. As they broke away, she looked at me with her red lips forming a happy smile. “He’s my godfather, you know,” she said.

		“No, I didn’t know.”

		“And what brings you in here?” she said, looking straight into Jackson’s eyes. She squinted as if she were trying to read his thoughts.

		“This is my sub, Marlena.” We were introduced with no more than that. “I need cuffs, soft and snugly fitting. She’s an artist and needs full use of her hands.”

		“Humm, let’s see. I think I have just what you need.” Jetty jumped off her stool where she’d just plopped down and with silks flying behind her, she moved like a breeze to the back of the store. Hands on her broad hips, she surveyed her shelves, then finally plucked the item she wanted from among the large array before her.

		Returning to us, she opened a small box to show him the handcrafted leather bands. “Here, will these do?” she asked him. Her pale blue eyes were deliciously wide with excited expectation.

		Jackson stood in front of me and I strained to look around him and see what she had found. With a single glance, I could tell without having to touch the cuffs, that the leather was butter soft. The bands were an inch wide and embossed with vines from one end to the other. They looked more like leather bracelets than fetish cuffs, dainty and feminine; their small buckles glowed like polished pewter. Jackson lifted one and ran his thumb over the surface, closing his eyes as if reading Braille.

		When he opened them again he turned to me.

		“Your hand, Marlena.”

		I lifted my right wrist, and while Jetty reached in and held my fingers, Jackson buckled the cuff in place. My body quickened with such erotic heat that I nearly lost my balance. I giggled nervously as Jackson set me a right. He repeated the effort with my left wrist, locking it in the matching cuff, while a similar sensation of longing ripped through me—although the second time was not half as alarming as the first. The closures on the leather bracelets were simple and snug, the mechanism clicking when it closed so I could tell that they wouldn’t open without the use of a key. A small circle of metal dangled from one side. The ring might have looked like a decoration, but it had abundant associations for a fertile brain like mine. A hundred times, I’d gazed in shop windows where devices like these lured me in with their promise of restraint and knowing I was protected by the limitations they would place on me.

		The thrill of being restricted and identified by these bracelets erupted in a flash of desire. Wearing the evidence of my choice for any eye to see, I felt owned. I smiled at Jackson, self-consciously, lovingly. This outward manifestation of the inner needy me turned the intoxicating moment of dreamy surrender in Jackson’s apartment into a blunt truth. The swiftness of that realization stung like the first breath of fresh cold air on a crisp winter morning. Only in the very back of my mind, in a tiny corner of my psyche, did the thought of my husband creep about to give me second thoughts. Impulsively, I pulled off my wedding ring, the symbol tying me to Neil, and handed it to Jackson.

		“I can’t live with both, sir,” I said. “I’d rather wear these cuffs now.”

		I noted a bit of surprise on his face, which he corrected quickly, as he pocketed the ring with casual confidence.

		Jackson turned to Jetty and nodded. “They’ll do just fine.”

		Her eyes were wide and smiling, knowing and wise for her young years. “Then you’ll want to keep this safe,” she said, handing Jackson a tiny drawstring leather bag. “The keys.”

		Jackson pocketed the tiny sack along with my ring. With that, I knew there was no retreating from my decision.

		“I’d also like her collared for special occasions,” he then told Jetty.

		“Indeed.” Her eyes were again vivacious with enthusiasm. “Leather or metal?”

		“Metal, with rings.”

		She moved with the grace of a shore bird gliding along land, and after spending several moments in front of her wall of treasures, she disappeared behind a door of hanging beads that separated the front of her shop from the back room. When she returned, she smilingly handed Jackson the metal collar she had in mind for me. The outside was made of brushed silver, the inside lined with smooth leather. It too had a tiny vine etched along its base. There were four rings embedded on the front, back and on either side—for chains, leashes, rope, perhaps.

		“It’s very sturdy; the metal is an alloy that’s much heavier than it looks. Is this what you had in mind?”

		“Ummm,” he mused, thoughtfully as he inspected the collar with great care. I thought it was lovely, but I had the feeling that it wasn’t exactly what Jackson wanted. “I was actually looking for some rusty old iron manacle,” he said, quite seriously. I studied his face, wondering if he were joking. He didn’t appear to be.

		“A collar is a statement, is it not?” Jetty said. “And if it’s a rusty iron manacle you want, I’m sure I can find something that will do.”

		Jackson finally smiled, revealing a hint of amusement at my expense. “No, I think this will do for now. I wouldn’t want to frighten Marlena unnecessarily, at least not yet.”

		“Oh my!” the blonde woman began to blush, as if it was her being outfitted as Jackson’s submissive.

		Perhaps it was just a private joke.

		She turned to me. “I think I’d be wary of this one. You might just be in for more than you bargained for.”

		“Oh?”

		“He once had me strung up for hours, berating me, flogging me, punishing me. I thought I’d die.” At this news, a shiver of jealousy passed through my body.

		“Only because it was what you deserved,” Jackson chimed in.

		“Well, of course, dear.” Her eyes were wide and yielding.

		“On second thought,” he said, “why don’t you find that medieval collar and I’ll buy both.”

		“Yes, sir.” Her lovely blue eyes twinkled as she swept into the back of the store and returned a few minutes later with a hideous looking collar made of weighty iron. There was rust about the rim and a chain attached to one of the three heavy rings embedded in the metal. “I don’t suppose this is what you had in mind? It’s the nastiest thing I have, but I do have others.”

		“Oh, no.” Jackson looked pleased. “This will be fine. I’ll take both.”

		The cuffs were one thing, the collars quite another. I knew I was a prime candidate for cuff and collar, leather, whips and daring fantasies, when the shiver of fear in my body also made me wet enough to feel the heavy dew between my thighs. My own scent lingered in the air as proof of my arousal.

		After exchanging a few pleasantries with Jetty, we left the shop and Jackson hailed a taxi. Inside, Jackson gave the driver instructions, and we sped off through a different district of Amsterdam that was unfamiliar to me, and unlike the quaint tourist areas I’d explored. This one was coldly industrial, gritty and forbidding, without the tourists and the quaint scenery of the Amsterdam I knew.

		By the time we reached our destination, the surrounding neighborhood had begun to look more hospitable. It was nearly dark, with the shadows of the evening stealing in around our bodies as we exited the taxi and walked several blocks along the avenue. I had no idea where we were or what Jackson had in mind for the night. Feeling apprehensive, I clung to his arm for support against the possibilities that inundated my brain.

		Once we were friends, now we were lovers; a master and his slave. This new truth continued to amaze me. Yet, the swift change in our relationship did nothing to change Jackson’s effect on me. In fact, it seemed to deepen the satisfaction I felt in his presence. My desperation and the terrible longing had been remedied as we allowed ourselves to respond to the determined drive within us both. It had brought us to a new understanding of each other, the one that naturally fit a need we finally, though reluctantly, acknowledged. Every minute of my day, since I agreed to his terms, had been colored by a fresh understanding of myself, a redefinition. I suspected that he, too, made some internal compromises that allowed him to own a married woman.

		For a time, the neighborhood where we walked was quiet and uninhabited. Then we turned a corner, down a tiny lane where a crowd of people had gathered. Smoke, perfume, liquor, the aromas of the night hit my senses with dizzying effect. Jackson pushed me into the midst of the rowdy crowd. I blinked because I could hardly see, but couldn’t blink a second time. A blindfold suddenly dropped over my eyes as his firm hands steered me through the throng of bodies. He abruptly stopped my forward movement with a jerk and moved in close behind me, with his groin against my bottom.

		“You’re at the top of a stairway,” he whispered. I felt a collar encircle my throat and lock with a click into place. I felt like I was doomed, a prisoner on the way to the gallows. I didn’t have time to determine for sure, which one of the two collars Jackson placed around my neck, but I had my suspicions. He immediately grabbed my hands from behind and cuffed my wristbands together. Then using the collar and cuffs as handles, he pushed me forward, gently. “One step at a time. I have you, should you slip.”

		The descent was precarious, each downward step filled with fear on the verge of panic. I was certain that at any moment, I would step into a vacant nowhere, into the nothingness of empty air. A breeze tickled my skin—and yet, I could feel the thick air close around me. Was I inside, or still in the open? Impossible to judge.

		Although I met each step with trepidation, sure that I’d tumble forward, bringing Jackson with me, I finally reached the bottom where I planted both feet on firm ground. The scent of cigarette smoke assaulted my face once again. I moved further forward, perhaps through a doorway into the sound of a melodious jazz beat, into a warmer place with the rich perfume of bodies, and the pungent scent of humidity and mold. Other than being underground, I had no sense of where I was, but needing to fill my conscious mind with some substantial image, I visualized a nightclub, a sex club, perhaps a small theatre.

		Eight, maybe ten paces into the sodden, fleshy atmosphere, Jackson whispered a new command:

		“Step up.” He gave me a nudge when I hesitated.

		I climbed three stairs to what might have been a platform, perhaps another room, another space, a stage. I wouldn’t know unless the blindfold was taken away. I heard the murmur of a crowd, words in Dutch and French and a few English sentences spoken with broken accents that I could barely understand.

		Then Jackson finally pulled me up short, unhooked my wristbands and moved in front of me. With the lazy mellow jazz beating in my loins, moving them and rousing their need, he began to strip me of my clothes: my skirt, my sweater, my bra and panties. Here I was naked again in the company of strangers, sweating, afraid, but consenting without a fight. The hands that kept me sane, that kept me compliant and easily molded, were Jackson’s hands. I could feel that truth with every touch of his warm fingers on my skin.

		“You’re going to be beaten,” he said in a low, excited whisper.

		Hearing this, my legs threatened to buckle underneath me, but Jackson caught me before I slumped to the floor.

		“I’m sorry, sir,” I said, regretting my weakness.

		“You’ll do it, Marlena. For me. This is what I want, what your master wants,” his voice was steady and sure, propping me up again as my body threatened to fail me. “You’ll spread your thighs. You’ll raise your hands above your head. You’ll be immobilized so you cannot fight.”

		Yes, of course.

		He ran his hands over my nakedness to soothe me. “You’ll be hurt, but be loved by what I do to you.”

		Oh! Lord, help me!

		I wanted to cry and could feel my entire body overcome by a huge all-consuming sob. But again, Jackson eased the desperate urge with a message I had to hear. “This is your gift to me, Marlena. You’ll do this to please me, because I own you now and demand your submission. You’ll give to me willingly with your whole heart, and be satisfied that you have satiated my need. You understand that?” He held me by the arms and gave me a gentle shake. “Tell me so.”

		“Yes, Jackson, sir, I understand.” I breathlessly answered, in a voice that was small and scared and hardly like myself.

		“When it’s over, you’ll know me better. And you’ll know yourself. You’ll face the fire in you and be burned by it…” his whispering voice moved through my body downward, “but you’ll know the pain behind the fire and what it means.” He ran his hand along my cheek. “You understand that, too?”

		Desire and fear, colliding in me, made me tremble more. “Yes, sir, I understand that, too, Jackson, sir,” I whispered.

		I could sense him smiling. “Good girl.”

		I felt like his prize. A tool of his pleasure. Not a gift but an object.

		When his steady hands deserted me, I felt my body about to slump again; but before I could, other hands moved in and raised my arms above my head, where the wristbands attached to chains hanging from the ceiling. Below me, two pairs of hands pushed my legs wide, and with manacles going around my ankles, I became as immobilized as Jackson promised.

		Then, the mood around me changed noticeably. The jazz still beat, but with lesser intensity. I could only guess that the piped-in music had been turned down. The hush in the crowd became deafening.

		Every nerve in me fired anxiously as I waited, and I sobbed silently behind the blindfold, happy it was there. I was glad I couldn’t open my eyes or look into Jackson’s face. I imagined his expression, cold, distant and as determined as his vows to me suggested.

		You’ll do this, Marlena. For me… his words rebounded back to me repeatedly.

		A sudden sound, a crack, a thundering rift split atoms in the air—somewhere on my right hand side. The sound produced a sudden sexual tremor in my belly that reverberated though my body.

		A whip! Yes, the deafening snap of a whip made the air about me sizzle. It took some seconds for me to compute this fact, but I was certain once the truth hit. Before I adjusted to the shock, I felt the sting of leather on my back, coming down in a furious rain of blows. Some soft, some cut.

		It will be my pleasure to beat you soon, Marlena. Again his words came back to me. Jackson’s threat, Jackson’s promise, his guarantee.

		He beat me soundly with a stinging flogger about my shoulders and down my back; then jumping over my lower back, his aim centered on my ass for a significant time, until the flesh was burning hot, and he lowered his aim again. He whipped me into another world and another terrifying dimension of thought. Except for a few involuntary grunts, I kept silent. However, with a sudden and fierce sting hitting along the back of my thighs, I screamed for the first time, wrenching against the bonds in a violent protest. They held fast and the beating continued.

		I groaned heavily in despair, afraid to scream, “Please stop! Please end this now…”

		Even then, in my battered state of incoherent thinking, I knew that stopping was not what I wanted. It would gain me nothing but Jackson’s scorn. I had given him my word just the night before. With all the determination I could gather, I would see myself through the desire, the pain and the pleasure of my submission, no matter what that meant.

		With my thighs well whipped, Jackson’s aim returned to my flailed bottom, whipping it with a crop, then a lash, then a different flogger, all before I felt the sting of a whip rise up and cut into my tender flesh.

		With razor sharp precision, he ripped at my side, against a shoulder and then on the blistered skin of my ass. Finally, as I feared it might, the next strike of that fiery blade ripped a path between my legs and caught my distended clitoris. I jerked, gasping, “Oh, god no! No, no please!” My first real protest, and one Jackson ignored.

		The pain was hellish, but the aftermath only served to remind me that beyond the pain of the beating, the fierce fire in my sex organs was increasing with my growing distress.

		Jackson’s technique was like a maestro’s, fine-turned, purposeful, filled with nuances that I would only appreciate later. The pain for me began to take a twisted route toward pleasure, evolving as the harsh sensations tested my body for its response. Harsh was no longer harsh. The meaning of pain blurred. I found my body involuntarily leaning into the blows, wantingly, as I begged my master for another strike with a lewd invitation for more abuse.

		Soon, my fierce groaning eased into moans of contentment, punctuated by anguish with an especially cutting strike of the whip or flogger that would yank me from the growing sweetness to torment again. I moved back and forth from agony to joy, at times finding the two physical states so closely knit that I could not define one experience separate from the other. When the activity stopped altogether, an enormous sob of despair clutched at my throat.

		While I still hungered for more, Jackson changed his scheme again, with my breasts becoming the new object of his pleasure. I shouldn’t have been surprised. Big, bold, taunting, the twin orbs are more than enough to stir a man’s imagination. A sadist’s dream. My chest became the focus of Jackson’s aim; hot, hard repeated blows from a wooden stick peppered the skin until every place, side-to-side, and top to bottom, burned with a white-hot heat and I screamed some unintelligible noise that drowned out all other sound.

		Jackson then moved in close and clamped my hardened nipples with pinchers that nearly made me scream. I became used to that cruel annoyance, but when he backed off and took up the whip again, his aim changed, centering on the place I most feared pain, the tender region of my pubic mound and the front of my thighs.

		With skilled agility that could only come from a great deal of practice, Jackson took me from that terrible hurt, from hating every strike, to the thrill of wanting more. I became so attuned to his artful pace that I began to thrust my delicate female mound forward to greet his tool of torture.

		“Oh gawd yessssssssss,” I hissed. “Yes! Yes!” Even then, my beaten body wanted more.

		Like an answer to prayer, the vicious strike of Jackson’s whip ripped the pleasure from me. I violently jangled the chains above me until I heard Jackson’s voice rise above my impassioned scream:

		“Calm yourself!”

		The order succinct, my humbled slave-self responded and quieted my struggling body. Shamed now. Blushing. Defeated.

		In the intervening minutes, I felt the roar of desire again flood my body and Jackson’s hot hands firmly gripping my Venus mound. With no more activity than his steadying fingers, the spasms of climax in me started to fire. The first seemed to fly through my body like a gaggle of geese on the wing. The ones that followed came in fits and starts, turbulent, grinding, demanding and urgent until they finally died off. Died off too soon.

		Even the prickly agitation in the surrounding air evaporated with their departure, while the world inside the underground cavern fell silent.

		I remember now the redolence of Jackson’s body all around me like a fog. The aroma was sharp and masculine, sweat, pheromones—his colliding with my own fragrant sexual scent. That’s what I remember, all I remember of the final moments of my climax and the aftermath. An eternity later, I felt Jackson’s lips on my mouth with tender attention, going over my parched lips and my cheeks and, when he removed the blindfold, my closed eyelids.

		When at last I opened my eyes, I stared into his face. The ferocity was still in his eyes, but so was the kindness I’d come to treasure.

		In time, I became aware of the space around me, the people, who had probably paused in their own games to watch and were now onto other matters. I had been beaten before them in a public venue. I understood that. But it was Jackson, alone, who held my interest. Not a soul in the room could draw me away from him.

		

	
		

		Chapter Six

		

		“What should I do, sir, if Roelf asks me to pose for him?”

		“Depends on the day,” he answered.

		We were sitting on his bed propped up by pillows, reading the Sunday edition of the NY Times. I had questions to ask him, rules to understand, but felt reluctant to open my mouth. This was all so new. Submission was new—although as natural as the rising moon. Surrender was new, and it gave me hope that I could finally relinquish a mind too crowded with worries to live peacefully. But how would we proceed from here? What did Jackson expect of me? What of my behavior, my dress, and all the tiny details of my life? How much freedom did I have? What graphic exhibitions of my obedience would he demand of me? I could see myself obsessing about these things for hours.

		After an amazing weekend of submission, the prospect of returning to art school loomed before me. I needed to broach the difficult subject with Jackson, and so I tested the waters with this first question—“What should I do, sir, if Roelf asks me to pose for him?” I didn’t get the answer I hoped for. “Depends on the day,” he said.

		“And what would that mean?” I asked.

		“That it depends on what kind of proposal the man is making. Has he mentioned another modeling session?”

		“No, not exactly, nothing specific, but he probably assumes I will.”

		“Well, his assumption is inappropriate,” Jackson said briskly.

		Yes! This was what I wanted to hear…and yet, I thought back uncomfortably to my last encounter with the artist, grimacing unhappily at the thought of the conceited Roelf and how he forced himself on me.

		“What’s troubling you?”

		“Troubling me? Nothing really…”

		He pulled closer and forced his gaze on mine. “I don’t believe you, Marlena. You’ve looked worried all morning.”

		I hadn’t realized that, although I had been mulling this issue over in my brain since sunrise. Sometime during the night, Roelf’s condescending face flashed through my dreams and disturbed what had been, until then, a peaceful enjoyment of my new status as Jackson’s submissive.

		“You think I’m worried?”

		“You’d be lying if you denied it.”

		“Well,” I took a deep breath, unhappy that I’d so easily communicated my concern. I shouldn’t have been surprised, however; there’d been an uncomfortable, even painful emotion welling up inside me since late the previous night. At first, I thought it had to do with Neil, but as hard as I tried to associate it with my husband, I kept coming back to Roelf, not Neil. “You remember when you picked me up outside the art school Friday afternoon?”

		“Yes, you give wonderful blowjobs. We’ll have to do that again soon.” He smiled.

		“Yes, that part was wonderful,” I smiled back. “Probably the best thing that could have happened to take my mind off Roelf.”

		He looked at me puzzled. “You’d better explain.”

		“I know—” I paused, how to start this… I gulped, no doubt looking visibly nervous. “You see…that afternoon,” I squinted sheepishly, “he came on to me…tried to rape me.”

		“Rape you?”

		“Yes, have sex. I think he assumed I’d do it. Although I have no clue why. He’s such an ass!”

		“Really? So what happened?”

		“I refused, of course. I told him he was out of line… or something like that and that I had a Dom, thank you, I didn’t need him.”

		“And how did he respond?”

		I could have made something up at this point, but instead, I went barreling ahead with the truth, feeling relieved to finally get this out in the open. “He said—if you can believe his gall—that I should tell my master what happened, tell him that he wants to take my ass…and see what he says.”

		“The guy does have balls.” He thought a moment, then asked, “How do you feel about the artist?” He watched my scowling expression carefully, and added the warning, “Truthfully, Marlena?”

		“I don’t know, I really don’t know. I hate him, yes, but like everything else I’ve experienced since I’ve been in Amsterdam, there is a perverse sort of…” I stopped with the words caught in my throat.

		“You’re attracted to him,” Jackson stated bluntly.

		“No!”

		“If you weren’t, he wouldn’t upset you so much.”

		“No, that can’t be!”

		“Then what is it that rattles you about him?”

		“I don’t know.” Wanting to cry, my face screwed up with tears welling in my eyes.

		“C’mon, you do know. And stop the theatrics.” He wiped my tears with his handkerchief.

		I snuffed miserably. “Well…I suppose he’s sexy, oddly sexy, not like men I’m used to… not like you at all. He’s vulgar, loathsome, downright mean—although his contempt is so beautifully packaged. Everything he says to me puts me on edge. But…” I didn’t want to admit what I knew as true.

		“But…”

		“Well, there’s kind of a weird thrill about his attention, even when it’s so negative. He has a lewd charm, yes. Makes my skin crawl.”

		“Hum. It’s obvious you’re attracted to him sexually.”

		“No, I’m not!”

		“Of course, you are.”

		“And if I don’t agree with you?”

		“You’re free to disagree, but that won’t change what I think.” As if he had the only real opinion, I silently fumed. “What if I were to order you to submit to him, how would that feel?”

		I was aghast. “You wouldn’t do that?”

		“Oh, but I would.”

		I slumped back on the pillows stunned. “You’re serious.”

		He didn’t reply, just stared. I got the message.

		Then he asked again, “How would you feel?”

		I could already sense the terrible tremor of desire sweeping through me. I’m sure Jackson noticed. “I’d feel shamed…but then,” I took a deep breath and tried to be real with my feelings, “the idea of obeying you, submitting to your command, even when I might be repulsed by the idea…” Oh, my! This did sound twisted! “…that would be deeply satisfying. That makes no sense, does it?”

		“Desire doesn’t have to make sense, it’s irrational by definition. You have an intense desire to please me as your master. So you’d submit and find the satisfaction you seek. But with Roelf, it’s more than that. You sexually desire a man you hate. That’s what bothers you so much. You hate him for being the asshole he is, and especially because he has a knack for understanding your failings and pointing them out in rather brutal fashion. Am I wrong here?”

		The idea stunned me and I shook my head bewildered.

		“There’s more,” he went on. “You have a submissive’s fascination for humiliation. You may not like that fact, but it’s painfully true.”

		“As in, I like the way he shames me?” This was astonishing.

		“Perverse, isn’t it?”

		“Yes, it’s perverse.” I could say that with great assurance and know at the same time that perverse or not, I did have a fascination for humiliation. I’d seen half a dozen women taunted by Roelf in a fashion similar to the way he verbally abused me. The others waved him off with snide remarks, while I silently burned inside and felt my body respond with a vulgar glee. Hard to admit, but true.

		“Tomorrow after your class session, you’ll inform Roelf that you spoke to your master just as he suggested and he’s ordered you to submit to him.”

		“What?” I dropped my jaw in disbelief. “No! No! No!” I shook my head.

		“You heard me.”

		“But…but you…you can’t…” I sputtered.

		His steady, informative tone chilled to a somber pitch. “I can’t force you, but this is what your relationship with me means, Marlena. It’s my game, you play by my rules. On this, and every other issue, you’ll obey me or I quit. You might consider it a trial. Friday night’s beating was no real test of your submission, but this is.”

		“You would trust that man with me?” My question sounded like a childish whine.

		He shook his head, rather condescendingly. “This isn’t an issue of trust. Roelf’s not going to take advantage of the situation. He has too much to lose, and you know that. It’s a matter of power. You’ve given your power to me, to use and control as I see fit. You may not see the reason behind what I do now, but give it time, and you’ll understand that what I’m asking of you has a number of aspects to your benefit, and satisfaction.”

		There wasn’t room for questioning him, or argument; Jackson was as firm as the finely sculpted granite statues that lined the plaza outside.

		He took my hands in his and held them firmly. “Do I have your consent?”

		“Yes…yes, of course, sir.”

		Jackson’s orders sent me headlong into turmoil from which I would not recover until the loathsome deed was over. Thankfully, he seemed to honor my disquiet by making few demands on me for the rest of the day. He was as kind as ever. That evening, he actually pulled me from the terrible burden long enough so I enjoyed our dinner at a raucous Dutch tavern. Drinking and laughing in the party atmosphere, my mind blurred and I laughed so hard I hurt. By the time he deposited me at the door of my room, I’d forgotten about Roelf and what Jackson ordered me to do.

		The phone was ringing when I approached my room. Neil. I was sure it was Neil.

		As I opened the door, I raced to pick up the receiver before the ringing stopped.

		“Neil, yes, hi! I just got back from dinner.” I peered at Jackson who was still standing in the doorway. He gave me a quick wave, and closed the door for me, letting me handle the call on my own.

		“Isn’t it late for dinner?” Neil asked.

		“I was out with friends.”

		“Any good?”

		“Yeah, the food was pretty good… bar food.”

		“Humm. Nice. Miss you.”

		“I know.”

		“It’s been crazy here. Dale has me working twelve hour days.”

		“But you like the money.”

		“Yeah, the money is good.”

		The outrageous circumstances of my present life made my life with Neil seem like a surreal landscape, a dream with no desire, a blank wasteland of people and things that meant nothing to me now. I answered his questions with robotic efficiency, even adding some inflection in my voice to sound authentic. But I didn’t care.

		Thankfully, Neil didn’t seem to notice any change. The conversation continued to its end in much the same way our previous transatlantic conversations had played out. Although I’d worried that feelings of guilt would sabotage my agreement with Jackson, there was not one ripple of regret in my heart, as I listened to the account of Neil’s days and selectively reported mine for him. I looked at the bare finger of my left hand with no remorse, not a twinge of sadness. Was I so cruel, so heartless that I cared nothing for the man? No, I knew I did care for him. But by then, the decision to be mastered by Jackson Nichols was so fixed and so sure that I couldn’t let Neil get in the way of what I had to do.

		The very good thing about my arrangement with Jackson was that Neil never needed to know a thing—at least not now, not until my stay in Amsterdam was over. That would be another matter, but not something I would think of until it was necessary. Decisions would be made then.

		“I’m taking a fishing trip with Daryl and Joanne, next weekend,” Neil went on.

		“That sounds like fun.”

		“I will miss you… but, you’d just be reading in the cabin with Joanne.”

		Yes, exactly. I didn’t really like Joanne.

		“Probably,” I agreed. “Will you call me before you leave?”

		“Not sure. I have a big week ahead. Forgive me if I get rushed and forget.

		“Forgiven,” I said with an ironic smile.

		The conversation ended there and my thoughts returned to Amsterdam with no effort at all.

		

	
		

		Chapter Seven

		

		Roelf ignored me so thoroughly during my Monday class session that I felt foolish approaching him. But still, the drive to complete my assignment was firm. As much as I’d balked, as much as Jackson’s intolerable demand offended me, as much as I hated the idea of offering myself to the arrogant artist, a crude desire seemed to flower in me during the long night.

		I woke at dawn, sweating. Knowing that I couldn’t fall back to sleep, I got up and toyed with my latest work of art. Perhaps the disquiet in me would be apt fuel for a new artistic vision. I was pleased enough after two hours of painting to want to continue for the remainder of the morning. But that would mean I’d miss Roelf’s class. Jackson would consider it just a feeble excuse to avoid his orders. Excuses for disobedience were unacceptable—I knew that without having to ask.

		Stopping work with great reluctance, I then had to rush to get to the art school in time for class. I hurried in, trying to ignore the anxious feeling in the pit of my stomach, and quickly setup my work at an easel farthest away from Roelf. The only one left in the room.

		Roelf noticed my almost tardy arrival, glancing at the clock, then back at me, but said nothing. One of his tart putdowns would have been welcome at that point. Being ignored felt like a new disastrous circumstance.

		I did my best to paint without being distracted, and was reasonably successful during the two-hour long session. I became so absorbed in the work that I continued until I finally realized that my classmates were cleaning up for the day. My hands immediately started to shake with fright—obviously my anxiety hadn’t fled at all. So suddenly terrorized, I practically bolted from the room, convinced that I should end this stupid game now, forget Jackson, forget submission, forget the damned bastard artist! In my frantic hurry, my brush tumbled to the floor and I dropped awkwardly to retrieve it and clean up the mess. Meanwhile, several of my fellow students stepped over me indifferent to the situation. I finally sat back on my heels and waited until they were gone. Doing so, the panic stopped and the image of Jackson’s face appeared in my mind…I recalled his words… the order, the imperative…because I belonged to him…because he believed this was what was called for. I took a deep breath letting my anxiety diminish. Yes, yes… this was what I wanted, what I asked for, what my life needed…Jackson would take me down the dark roads of my desire just as he promised, and this was one too, as I submitted to a man I both loathed and lusted for. I knew that I could never walk this road without Jackson’s assistance. And now, without his even being by my side, I could feel him near; feel the timbre of his voice, the tenderness of his warm hands, the encouragement in his eyes, and more than that, the imperative authority with which he ruled me. My submissive self returned with the powerful desire for surrender pushing away the fear. As I calmed, my sexual body began to rise with a wicked heat fueled by the vulgar passion for Roelf.

		By the time I rose to my feet, the classroom had emptied and Roelf and I were alone again.

		“You stay here even when you abhor me?” he said, as I approached the front of the room where he was fishing through a sheaf of drawings with a disgusted expression on his face.

		“I told my master what you said,” I informed him.

		He looked up, interested. “Well, what a surprise that you’d be that brave. What did he say?”

		Although my weak voice faltered, I managed to spit out the truth: “He’s ordered me to submit to you.”

		I expected another one of his smug smiles, but I think he was too stunned to respond in his usual manner. He stared at me for an interminable period of time before finally saying without a trace of scorn, “In what way submit?”

		“As you wished me to last Friday afternoon.”

		“Humm. He must be testing your willingness for humiliation,” he mused. Again, no ridicule intended.

		“That would be for my master to determine,” I said.

		“Indeed so.” Only then was there a faint snicker and that crude light in his penetrating eyes. But the intent behind his gaze didn’t bother me this time. I understood what I had to do… what I had permission to do. Maybe this was what I wanted all along. As if Jackson was in the room behind me, commanding me, directing my actions and my thoughts, I moved forward feeling a wildness of spirit overtake me. The sexual energy in me connected with the act. I felt like a woman I didn’t even know, willing, desiring, tempted. Perhaps, my disgust for the artist had nothing to do with him, but was instead a fear of the crude desires men like Roelf create in me.

		For a moment, I was uncertain, almost expecting Roelf to deny me with a contemptible sneer. Would that not be the ultimate in humiliation? To have me burning on the edge of my arousal, needing him now, not resisting and he, revenging my previous rejection, refusing me. His hesitation made me thirst even more. My lips were dry, but to lick them only communicated this new fear.

		The sleazy sneer became more obvious, and there was that burning eroticism that I’d seen in his eyes before. He moved closer until he stood just inches from me. His hand groped beneath my skirt, pressing against my pubic mound and then clutching it with his slender, angry fingers. I felt the penetration of his middle finger through my silk panties and my pussy clenched eagerly.

		“Ja. You are a glutton for humiliation.”

		His scorn returned with a vile shower of contempt pouring out on me. But now, rather than deny its devious allure, my body melted with ease. I wanted him to use me.

		“You’ll tell the master everything, bitch. You’ll tell him how you’re feeling now.”

		“Yes. Yes, I’m sure I’ll have to.”

		“You call me, sir,” he ordered tersely, as if I’d offended him.

		“Yes, sir,” I sputtered. The word almost stuck in my throat but I said it.

		His lip curled with delight. “Yes, that’s right. You’ll let him know what a slut you are, what a trashy little whore you are under that silly innocent façade. Isn’t that so?”

		“Yes, sir, that’s so,” I said, my voice trembling.

		“Oh, you know what you are, you trashy whore,” his dripping eyes reeked with sexual savagery, “so let me hear it from your lips. Tell me what you are, little bitch.” He loved saying these disgusting things.

		I shivered—and the tears, I couldn’t stop the tears that streamed down my cheeks.

		Clutching my pubic mound with terrifying force, Roelf’s forceful hand shook my entire body.

		“Say it!” he barked.

		“I’m…I-I’m a trashy whore, sir.”

		“That’s right. MY trashy whore. Say it!”

		“Your trashy whore, sir” I spit back.

		“My slutty bitch. Say it!”

		“I’m your slutty bitch.”

		“My brave little fuck cunt. Say it!”

		“I’m your brave little fuck cunt, sir.”

		The words came out without my evening thinking. They made my body bold, my stomach quiver and my whole belly spasm with a raw and painful want. An instant more of this and I would orgasm from this brutal madness. I luridly moved against the feel of his fingers while the arousal in my sex viciously expanded.

		His smile now was no different from when he took pleasure in demeaning me before. I shuddered with hate and with a depraved and passionate yearning for more. “So, tell me, trashy whore, my slutty bitch, little fuck cunt,” every word accused me, “tell me how much you want my dick in your ass. Say it and it’s yours.”

		I was breathless, my body about to explode, my juices pouring from my hole, soaking my panties, wetting his hand. “Yes, sir, I want your dick in my ass. I want you to fuck me there. I want you to fuck me hard, sir. Very hard.”

		“You want to be used by me. Ja?”

		“Yes, sir, I want to be used by you.”

		“And you’ll do whatever I say. You’ll be whatever I want.”

		“Yes, I will do whatever you say. I’ll be whatever you want.”

		He laughed mockingly, and pulled his hand away, just at the moment when I felt my body heat about to rise hard and climax. He backed up. Sizing me up, he leered at me, head to toe. “And let’s be honest,” his voice eased slightly from the terse commanding tone, “you want me for me, not just because the master says so. I’m right, huh?”

		“Yes, Roelf, you’re right. I want you…”

		“Humph…” he nodded. “Good, very good, cunt. He trained you to be truthful.” His sneer deepened. “Now, turn around, bend over, and if you want that asshole greased for action, you’d better use that flood between your thighs for lube.”

		Frightened, but unable to stop myself, I turned around, bent over the same table Roelf pushed me over days before, and bared my ass. How strange that the humiliation should make me brave now, where I was terrified and angry before. I reached into my crotch and gathered my juices on my fingers, then swathed the opening of my ass. My depravity made me bold.

		“Very good, cunt. Now put a finger in your ass.”

		I’d never done this before—I’d never done anything like this scene before. I’d never used those vulgar words. I’d never given myself to a master. And never would I have thought of giving myself to someone whose sole intent was to demean me.

		My finger edged along the tight opening of my sphincter, and I lurched forward as I poked it inside.

		“That’s it, now work it in,” Roelf ordered.

		I did my best.

		“Now add another,” he said.

		I added the second finger carefully, sensing my opening widen just a little, though my anus felt tight and raw.

		“That’s it, fuck yourself, trashy cunt.”

		I pounded my rear with the two fingers, jamming them inside me with a force I would never have recognized as my own. My body seemed to give, my ass, my dripping cunt, opening like buds exploding.

		“Yes, do that, slut, add another finger and fuck your ass!”

		The three fingers made a sizable cock that opened my bottom wider. My mind was beginning to disconnect from the scene as the powerful stimulation took charge.

		From the corner of my eye as I looked back, I could see Roelf in all his sleazy glory, nonchalantly viewing the exhibition of my self-rape, glowing with a snicker as joyful as it was lewd. I realized then that I liked him watching me. A crude and feral satisfaction sent my arousal climbing higher. I wiggled my ass, inviting him to take me as I knew he would. My performance was addictive, the high alarming.

		He grossly massaged the crotch of his pants. “Grease your ass again, cunt,” Roelf said, as he moved forward. Even with my skewed backward glance, I could see how his penis had grown erect. When he pulled it from his pants, the enormity of the organ made my legs go weak, and a quick tremor of panic swept through me. He’d never fit! was my first thought.

		But we were beyond negotiations now. When he pulled my three fingers from my asshole, he speared me with his long erection. His prick went painfully deep and I gasped aloud.

		“Don’t fight it, cunt!” he said as he grabbed my hair and used it as a handle to steady the pounding movements of his fucking groin.

		“Ohmigod!” I gasped. I didn’t know whether to love or hate the way he widened me.

		“Ooo, yes, baby…” his voice oozed lust. “Yeah, cunt, you wiggle it for me…squeeze down… Ooo, yeah…”

		I mimicked his gyrating movements with my own until we finally moved in the same sultry, rhythm. The more I answered his want with mine, the more my taut muscles relaxed.

		As he picked up speed, I hung tightly to the edges of the table, gripping hard, jaw tight, legs flooding with sensation, my cunt sweeping through with a dozen crunching spasms. I wanted my cunt filled too… I imagined Jackson pounding my vagina below me, while Roelf took my ass.

		I could barely stop myself from thrashing uncontrollably, although by then, the artist held me by the hips so firmly that I remained exactly where he wanted me, where he could abuse me best.

		His grunts were surprisingly vocal…somewhere in the recesses of my consciousness, I still remembered where we were on the art school’s second floor. That fact demanded a bit of prudent self-control. But I suspect we were too far gone to curb the noise. His forceful battering slammed the table into the wall, our shouts were a guttural, rasping chorus of sound, and the end was a magnificent swoon of tense bodies pressed groin to ass, moaning with no restraint until the last spasms found us weakly collapsing onto the table, when the only sound was of our heavy breathing.

		He pulled from me dripping, remnants of his ejaculate landing on the back of my thigh and dribbling down my leg. I was a disheveled mess; my hair and clothes were torn apart, my crotch so wet that I couldn’t stop the evidence from showing beneath the hem of my knee length skirt.

		Roelf had vanished by the time I finally came to. With my muscles aching, I righted myself and stared around the room, half expecting that there’d be some stranger’s eyes glued to the scene. I heard some shuffling in the back room, probably Roelf, and knowing there was at least a paint sink there I could use to wash up, I took off in that direction.

		The artist had just finished zipping his pants and was combing his mop of unruly blond hair with his fingers. He turned to me. “I suppose you need the sink?”

		“If you don’t mind.”

		“I should make you walk out of here looking like that,” he laughed, more playfully than with any scorn. But he turned and walked out, leaving me to clean up in privacy.

		A few minutes later, I returned to the classroom, seeing Roelf casually leaning against the table where I’d earlier watched him fish through a stack of sketches. Cool and content as usual, he looked as if nothing had happened at all in the last half hour.

		Certainly, there was something I could say. Some exclamation point or a simple period I could put on the event. Yet, I stood there speechless, rifling through my thoughts for the perfect epitaph, and then finally deciding that maybe I should just leave.

		When I heard the door behind me suddenly open, I jumped with fright. The sound of Jackson’s voice followed.

		“Was she to your satisfaction?”

		Roelf and I looked toward the door in unison. Jackson was dressed in a dark grey suit with a crisp pale blue shirt and a silk tie. Neat. Tidy. Perfect. Polished to a shine pristine, and yet, his rugged handsomeness shone through with its powerful charisma making my depleted, battered sex start to pulse again.

		Feeling embarrassed, I blushed.

		Both men then stared at me: Roelf, critically appraising my performance; Jackson, with the look of jurist awaiting evidence.

		“She has a tight ass, no doubt about that,” Roelf said in a slow drawl. He finally pulled off his desk and strolled toward me. He reached out and stroked my cheek in a condescending gesture of victory. My body wilted. “Why don’t you tell him your great revelation?”

		“Revelation? Yes, tell me,” Jackson said, as he moved our way.

		They wanted more from me after I’d already given so much! Why hadn’t I just rushed out and avoided this awkward moment?

		“Go on, my trashy whore, remember what a truthful sex slut you are, huh?”

		I stared from one man to the other, trying to figure out what truth he wanted and how to say it. I finally settled my eyes on my master’s more comforting face, although at the moment, he seemed no comfort at all.

		“You were right, sir, I did want him. I wanted him badly. I wanted him to use me just the way he did. I wanted him to…to humiliate me, to abuse me, to…” this was the hardest to say; every word I spoke made me afraid that Jackson would take the confession the wrong way… “I wanted him to fuck my ass, sir. And he did.”

		“Then you must have enjoyed your last hour?”

		“Yes, sir, I did.” I hung my head.

		“Look at me,” he said.

		“Yes, sir?”

		“You should thank the man for accommodating your need.”

		By some strange sort of logic, this actually seemed reasonable. So convinced, and with Jackson expecting another command performance, I turned to the artist and said, “Thank you, sir, for your generous attention to me.”

		Turning to my master, Roelf said, “Perhaps, the cunt’s gratitude would extend to her cooperation with my newest project.”

		“And what project is that?”

		“I need a model, your sub here to be specific, to complete the bondage modeling we started last week…without the hysterical theatrics.”

		“She’ll be happy to help you, won’t you, Marlena?”

		“Yes, sir.”

		“Thanks.” He looked surprised. “If you’re so inclined to loan her out, I could use her for several more sessions. She happens to be the perfect body type for the ropes and wires.”

		“I’ll see that she’s there.”

		I was no more than a business deal…demeaned to a commodity. How odd that I would relish in the way I’d been stripped of my human value in such a clever fashion. It made me wonder if the two men had met before and plotted this scheme in advance.

		“Your generosity is to be commended. Not all masters would be so liberal with the use of their slave.”

		“I have my reasons,” Jackson said.

		Roelf nodded, as if to say, I’m sure you do.

		“For the next week, should you have reason to use her again, sexually, please do. She needs the practice.”

		Roelf studied him for some moments. His curiosity was obviously aroused—as was mine. I couldn’t quite see Jackson’s purpose in giving me away so freely, but I obviously didn’t know the man’s mind as well as I thought. Bewildered as I was, however, I knew that Roelf’s abuse wouldn’t torment me as it had before. His use of me as a sex toy would only heighten my ever-expanding sexual hunger. In that regard, I allowed myself to enjoy the perverse thought of his fucking me again.

		I left the building clinging to my master’s arm and moved silently into the Amsterdam afternoon. When I finally had words to speak, we were sipping Cokes at a tiny sidewalk café. My body hurt from the sex, but in a pleasant way.

		“This is a lot harder than I thought it would be,” I said, interjecting the statement into the middle of a conversation that, up to that point, had been about the climate of Amsterdam springs. This was an unusually warm day.

		“Second thoughts?”

		“No. In fact, I’m trying not to think about what I’m doing. Feels dangerous.”

		He smiled as he often did, to calm me. “Just thinking feels dangerous?”

		“I’m good at tying my mind in knots.”

		“That’s why you needed me to unravel you in the first place.”

		I grinned, bashfully, acknowledging the truth. “Exactly. That I know for sure.”

		“You’re really no different than most people. You just have a particularly explosive subject you’re dealing with. I don’t think that the problem has to do with changing your thinking about your life—you did that rather easily—more to the issue is keeping your thinking changed. You have to guard against the little monsters that want to creep into your mind and twist your choice into something evil. You take it a day at a time. And you’re right not to rethink your decision, you’ll only make yourself miserable. But commit to it every day, first one day and then the next. Commit yourself to me as you do, let the rest happen, and trust that I won’t take you anywhere you don’t absolutely need to go.”

		I slurped the last of my Coke and then sat up straight. Everything he said made sense—it described exactly what I had intuitively tried to do since giving myself to Jackson. But I still had my qualms. “You must think I need Roelf fucking me?”

		“If it weren’t Roelf, it would be someone else like him. Men like him are very much the same…all of them right out of your bag of fears. You’ll let him use you.” His eyes narrowed. “And I want not one hesitation from you. Is that clear?”

		The timbre of his voice when giving orders stirred my sex in a way nothing else could. This was submission deep in my core.

		“Yes, sir, very clear, sir. Although I do have one question.”

		“What is that?”

		“Other than discarding me as a useless, failed submissive, you’ve never exactly said what the consequences are for…um…not doing what you ask.” I didn’t like the way that sounded. “I mean, not that I’m planning to disobey you or anything…”

		He looked amused. “You just want to know your options?”

		“Yeah, I think so.”

		“You want to know if you do one small disobedient act, if I’ll live up to my threat.”

		“Yes, sir, exactly.”

		“You know, you worry me when you ask the question.”

		“Oh, I’m being stupid, aren’t I?”

		“You’re being honest, I can’t argue with that.”

		“So….?” The desire for his answer burned in my gut.

		“I truthfully have no idea how I’d respond to rebellion and defiance, but I can, and will, punish and punish hard, depending on the situation, in proportion to the offense.”

		“Punishment, like getting whipped in the underground club?”

		“No. That was intended to bring you pleasure. Which it did. Punishment would be the opposite—pain for its own sake. Pain enough to avenge the slight.”

		The burning in my gut only increased. Words of such hard extremes had a power to move the relentless submissive in me.

		

	
		

		Chapter Eight

		

		The next week found me posing for Roelf’s ‘crew’, as he liked to call that group of kinky friends; four nights, straight from six until well after midnight. Sort of a marathon feat of fetish play. I was tied again in a dozen different ways, in breast bondage, full body harnesses, suspension poses, even punishment postures—bent over, ass sticking out or on my back with legs suspended wide—and then in a series of ritual floor positions with grueling, back-bending arches and the lewd exhibitions of what had once been my private body parts. They weren’t private any longer.

		The three days seemed to meld into one, with the hours of contorted activity inside the studio bleeding into my life outside. After the long nights, falling in bed at three…four o’clock in the morning, I woke to the alarm at eight-thirty, in just enough time to throw on my clothes, grab something to eat and rush to my art school classes.

		Roelf liked the fact that I was his to use whenever he chose. He demanded I give up my mouth or my ass to him after every class period. He barely hid the fact from his students that he was fucking me. Thankfully, he used his lounge behind the classroom to take care of his need, where there was less risk of being seen. When class was over, he’d order me to his private lair, making sure that at least some of his students heard the command. Then, he’d make me wait for him, sitting in the drafty room nude and unable to warm myself.

		When he was ready for sex, the scenes were creatively cruel. The first day, I knelt on the floor and he backed me into a wall, my legs wide, my ass and shoulders pressed against the cold surface. He made me grab two chairs on either side of me for support, wouldn’t let me touch myself, and then faced-fucked my mouth with his hard dick ramming its way far down my throat. I gagged, but he didn’t care. The second day, he had a meeting, so he wrapped my cuffed wrists with rope and tied them to a hook that hung from the ceiling. I couldn’t sit, so I had to stand. I hoped that students coming and going from the classroom, looking for Roelf, wouldn’t curiously glance around the corner and see me. None did. When he finally returned, he summarily took my ass in about two minutes. I didn’t have time to climax, although his brusque use of my body was pleasure enough for the indecent woman I’d become.

		His use of me on the third day was another swift and demeaning taking of my mouth. This time, he actually let me suck his turgid member, but he finished the climax with his cock head erupting its spunk across my cheeks and lips. The blowjob lasted no more than five minutes. I didn’t even have to undress.

		During that week, when I saw Jackson, usually for an early dinner just before the modeling sessions began, he questioned me about the sex with Roelf, making me outline the scenes in exacting detail.

		“He turned my mouth into a glory hole…buggered my ass…spewed his cum on my face…slapped my cheek when I didn’t suck hard enough…pulled my hair like a handle…” The words were difficult to spit out, but I had no choice. And just as Jackson vowed, just saying these things had the power to turn me on.

		“How do you feel about being taken by the man?”

		“Demeaned. Objectified.” These words easily came to mind.

		“And what else?” he always asked.

		“Aroused.” The one thing he was fishing for. The one that was routinely true. I wouldn’t deny it; I’d gone past the point of feeling ashamed enough to edit the facts.

		“What does it tell you about yourself?” he’d ask, like this was an inquisition.

		“That I’m not the woman I thought I was… that there is a wildness in me that’s only starting to break loose… that I’m ruled by my sexual passions…” Explanations like these answered the question honestly. Every day, I dug a little deeper as I continued to plummet with little hesitation into this awakened sexuality.

		It hurt that Jackson didn’t use me himself, since he was still the object of my great inner fervor, the man I thought of almost every hour with a burning hunger. But then, I don’t know when I’d have time for him that week. I was off to the modeling sessions after dinner, revealing for audiences of ten, a dozen, one night nearly twenty souls, the profound depths I’d stoop to in order to answer the need of my internal submissive.

		After the first session, the simple sketches of my surrender stopped. The sole focus of my modeling turned to photographs and video tape. I overheard someone mention that these pictures were being immediately posted to an Internet website where sex-thirsting fetish fans would be pleasuring in my bondage. Thousands of happy customers would see me—and maybe one, or two, or more, on careful inspection would recognize the submissive woman in the pictures.

		The days and nights were mindless, better left without analysis. I untied all the knots in my mind to get through the long hours. I couldn’t balk, hesitate, or afford to get squeamish. Jackson’s threat of punishment was still very real in my mind.

		At least for part of every session, Jackson would be in the room observing. Oddly enough, it was just when I wanted to rebel, loathing some especially filthy pose, that answering an intuitive feeling in my gut, I’d turn my head and find my master calmly, sternly gazing at me. He knew I was about to recoil in disgust. As if he had a choke chain around my throat that he could jerk sharply, with just that one glance, he righted my mutinous thoughts and ensured my surrender.

		Late, on the last scheduled evening of modeling sessions, as I took a breather and drank some juice to revive myself, Roelf turned to Jackson, who had just arrived on the scene, and said, “We want her marked.”

		I shuddered in silence, freezing in place.

		“Marked how?” my master asked.

		“Across the back and buttocks with a single tail.”

		“Deep enough to welt?”

		“Yes, that deep. To welt, to scar…at least for some weeks.”

		“You have someone skilled enough to do it right?”

		“Arne. Been ‘sport cracking’ for fifteen years. Spent the last ten perfecting his technique on the human body. It’s almost art with him.”

		Jackson nodded his approval.

		I stared at my master in disbelief and blurted out quite unthinkingly, “Jackson, no!”

		His eyes met mine like laser beams and burned.

		“You said what?” Like he hadn’t heard.

		“I’m sorry, sir, I didn’t mean that.”

		“No, of course you didn’t.” He turned to Roelf. “Three cuts, no more.”

		“That’s all it will take,” Roelf said.

		Jackson turned back to me. “Come here.” His voice was quiet but angry—a cold and calculated anger.

		I was ten paces from him and started toward him, only to be abruptly halted. “On your knees.”

		The kinky souls around us looked on at the real life confrontation of master and slave, seeing it ripe with stimulating possibilities; the kind scene to gawk, to snicker at, feed on and eventually use as fuel for sex.

		I had been demeaned often enough by Roelf, and was used to it by now. But Jackson? In public? This was another matter entirely. I’d played the role he made for me in this setting with dutiful obedience, not once, until now, wavering. I’d quite deliberately communicated to this crowd—whether they were real life players in the scene, gawkers, wannabes or just interested in making money off my photographs—that Jackson and I were real with our Dominant submissive relationship, real and deeply committed, deeply in love.

		With that as the backdrop for this impromptu scene, I crawled those long ten paces to where Jackson sat waiting for me, feeling humbled and blushing profusely. He pulled me by the hair until I was upright on my knees and stared into my eyes.

		“Your outburst did not go unnoticed, nor will it go unpunished.”

		“Yes, sir.”

		“I decide. You submit.”

		“Yes, sir.”

		I could feel dozens of eyes watching us. I hated that and kept my attention on Jackson alone. My emotions ranged from soundly rebuked and miserably humbled to desperately needing him. I was about to cry, but made the tears stop. I risked his further anger.

		“You will be marked. What you fear so much you need to experience.”

		“Yes, sir.”

		He let go of my hair and I sat back on my legs. The rope dress that still bound my torso, breasts and thighs cut into me cruelly. Although I hadn’t noticed the discomfort until now, every muscle in me either ached or burned.

		Roelf approached with Martina, his faithful hardcore assistant—a cold Dominatrix with natty, yellow-bleached hair, and vampirish make-up. She pulled me to my feet and led me to a ‘T’ cross where my hands were tied wide to the far ends of the cross and my feet were anchored on either side of the foot wide base.

		Tears streamed from my eyes like tiny rivers of fear. The salty liquid ran into my mouth. I could feel the man, Arne, who had photographed me several times, standing behind my back with the whip in hand. I felt the sinewy muscles in his strong arms flex, his fist open and close around the handle of his whip. I sensed the power behind the horrible tool; I’d already felt the effects of that miserable stinging end as it etched small cuts into my flesh. But I knew the welting would be different than my initiation with Jackson in the underground sex club.

		I prayed that this ghastly act was only a dream from which I’d awaken in the cozy bed in my safe room. But even as senseless as I was by then, I still knew what was real and what was a useless hope.

		“Aren’t we going to warm her up?” I heard someone ask.

		And then Jackson responding, “No. She can do without.” His voice cut as harshly as the whip would.

		Punishment? I was forced to consider.

		The whip cracked several times beside my ear, rattling the studio and shaking the foundation of my being. Seconds passed…then the air suddenly stirred again and a bright searing pain streaked high across my back. I leaned back with a cry I couldn’t even hear; the pain in my body having short-circuited my mind. There was no opportunity to let the pain pass through me before the whip shocked the air again and the fall, snapping at my skin, made another razor sharp incision in my flesh, a little lower this time. I likely yelled as loudly as before.

		The third welt-producing cut tore across my ass cheeks, catching both of them. I may have fainted for a moment.

		Later, Jackson told me that I hung for several minutes while the cameras clicked and the video cams whirred from every angle. What I remembered next was Jackson lifting me into his arms and cradling me inside a soft blanket—there was fresh blood dribbling down my back. My ass was opened enough to bleed but not much. Others, unknowns, untied me, enabling my master to carry me into a private room where his lips kissed away my tears and he held me close.

		“As bad as you feared, Marlena?” he quietly asked.

		“No, sir.”

		“Tell me.”

		I desperately wanted to report the terror, my fear and the pain. But I couldn’t do that without also informing him of the ruthless arousal that grabbed me low in my belly, and from there pulsed like my beating heart outward to a body, that even now, hungered for more.

		“Nothing seems to pain me without producing pleasure,” I confessed.

		That night, for the first time in days, Jackson and I lay in bed together until nearly dawn, fucking hard at first, then with more tenderness. I thought we might go on forever, but he finally convinced me to sleep, just as the sun streamed through the windows and day awoke.

		

	
		

		Chapter Nine

		

		Jackson and I played tourist for the next week. I felt like a kid. My nightmare was over. So, too, was Roelf’s use of me. Jackson ended his favors there, and promised that I wouldn’t be given to the man again. I was never sure if he was displeased with the outcome, or just thought that I’d had enough.

		We strolled through several art museums, took trips through the canals, and ate in trendy New Age restaurants or quaint cafés when our feet hurt too much to keep going. We made several trips through the familiar streets and lanes of de Walletjes. Jackson commented on what he saw and asked me questions about what I enjoyed, how it made me feel, and what I feared sexually that I hadn’t yet confessed to him.

		“You know, you have me programmed to believe that if I tell you something scares me, you’ll make me do it.”

		“Why would you think that?”

		“It seems like the logical extension of what’s already happened.”

		“You really think so?”

		“I do.”

		He smiled bewitchingly. “Then I’ll have to try another technique to surprise you.”

		It amazed me again that a man of his power, resources, good looks and sophistication had chosen me to love, me as his submissive. Perhaps, I was just a plaything that could be easily discarded when no longer of use. A pastime, an entertainment, pleasing amusement. Being discarded was my new fear.

		I tried to stay away from matters of master slave protocol, rules, punishment and such things. But after a few days of nonstop wondering about my final session with the whip—the sore welts were a good and frequent reminder of that harrowing session—I finally asked Jackson about the punishment he promised for the tiny rebellion in the studio.

		“You’ve already been punished,” he said to my surprise.

		“I have?”

		“Well, if you don’t think you’ve been punished enough, I can always think of something new. That night, the original plan was to work you up in a slow-moving session with floggers and whip play, until you were ready for the three markings. You would have been flying by the time you were welted and would have never known the difference. Instead, you took the cuts without warming up, in the middle of your terror, when there was no way you could call the experience pleasure.” He looked at me, questioningly. “Or don’t you remember it that well?”

		“Oh, but I do remember. How could I forget?”

		“Well then, don’t forget. I let that be enough. Next time you’re punished, I won’t be as easy on you.”

		“I’m not planning a next time,” I replied, feeling quite certain of that fact.

		“But there will be another time,” he said.

		This annoyed me. “You assume so, why? I’m learning, learning fast,” I argued.

		“You are. But, no matter how quickly you learn, I’ll be one step ahead of you.”

		“And you believe I’ll fail?”

		“It’s not failure, it’s natural instinct, self-preservation, gut-reaction, lots of ways to name it. We’d be foolish to think that eventually, what I demand of you won’t be met with your revulsion and some degree of resistance.”

		This gave me chills.

		I reflected for a moment on his message, and deciding not to belabor the point, moved on to another idea I’d overheard mentioned at the photo shoot. “I heard someone in the studio talking about hard limits…what’s that?”

		“A hard limit is a line a submissive will not cross. However, the only hard limit I’ll honor is the one that would permanently damage you—and I’m not talking about welts on your back. They’ll eventually disappear. There will be no permanent damage to your body, your mind or your spirit. A permanent impact, but not permanent damage. You’re doing this to find yourself, not to destroy the beauty of who you are.”

		As we talked, we leaned against a canal railing overlooking the placid water below. It was just before sunset, and the wavy liquid had turned bright pink, much like the sky overhead. The color would pass into memory within minutes, but for that moment, Amsterdam was a magical world. My love for Jackson was real, and I found his respect for me reflected in his last comment profound. Although I was afraid of what would come next, I had no fear of him.

		The only unsettling thought that appeared in my mind was the one that I couldn’t make go away. Neil. For some reason, he appeared at that moment, a reminder I suppose, that I could get lost in dreamland only so long. Like Cinderella, the midnight would come, my glass slippers would disappear and so would this handsome prince.

		

		***

		

		The streets of de Walletjes led me to Anka and Sonja. Anka was a hard, ass kicking, muscled he-woman with a hefty build. She smoked like a fiend, swore in three languages—so I was told—but when pressed, you’d find an amazingly gentle smile form on her thin lips. Sonja was quite the opposite of her. Given her small size, she couldn’t help but look feminine, although she tried hard not to be girlish. She was slim with small perky breasts, shapely hips and a firm ass; a terrific build for a woman who wanted to be noticed as a woman, but then, that was not what Sonja wanted. She never gave up being hard as nails with me, while the less likely Anka was actually quite tender on several occasions.

		One early evening after my classes, Jackson met me in the lobby and ordered me to meet him on the street five minutes later. I hardly had time to throw my portfolio in my room, pee and dress the way I was sure he wanted. Jackson preferred skirts to slacks, so I hastily removed my pants and pulled a small leather skirt from a garment bag of new clothes to cover my tiny panties. It would be warm enough to go without stockings—Jackson would love that. I pulled a pair of high-heels from my closet and stepped into them as I messed my hair a bit more sexily than its usual style. Jackson didn’t care about make-up—said my face was perfection as is—so I bothered only to brush my lips with a bit of gloss. I could see in the mirror that my face shone with excitement. Considering my efforts enough for the night, I dashed out the door, hoping that I wouldn’t be docked for being two minutes late.

		I had no idea where we were headed. I figured we’d be hitting some hotspot in de Walletjes, a nightclub maybe, dinner theatre. I didn’t care. I’d begun to thrive on the sexual unknown that came to me while on Jackson’s arm. Even so, I was a little surprised when he pushed me into an alley after we’d walked just a few blocks in the direction of the Red Light District.

		He led me down the narrow alley a few yards, then pushed me up against the old stone wall of a residence.

		“You’re missing this,” he said, holding up the heavy iron collar he’d purchased at Jetty Van Dam’s sex shop. I never removed the cuffs, but the collar was for special occasions. With a quick snap, the thick metal ringed my throat tight enough for me to feel the restriction at the front of my neck. It was snug, but comfortable. The chain hung down inside the neckline of my purple silk blouse and rested between my breasts, which were tucked inside a lacy lavender bra.

		The cold feel of the chain gave my body a wicked chill.

		I looked down, seeing my chest swell as I breathed in and out. The metal moved with my body in its regular rhythms; the surface tickled my skin. The most starting sensation, however, was the heaviness of the collar itself that seemed to weigh me down with its fierce intensity. I could quickly see images in my mind of collared manacled slaves shuffling through slave markets, their bodies weighted with their chains, their heads heavy and despondent. A flutter of fear passed through my system, and a bit of tearful anguish followed as I realized that Jackson would be walking me back out on the sidewalk, where the evidence of my subordinate status would be visible to other pedestrians. I can’t imagine anyone thinking that the collar was decorative; its purpose seemed obvious. And in this city, where such images were not unusual, I would be making a statement as blatant as if I were announcing the fact aloud.

		As apprehensive as I was walking in public like this, I was, at the same time, pleased to find that accompanying my fear and anguish was the tiniest bit of naughty thrill. With Jackson at my side for support, I knew I’d survive somehow.

		I transformed myself from free woman to collared slave—adopting a state of mind that was becoming increasingly easier to reach, although it was not yet a 24/7 feeling. Each step my master and I took together drove the point deeper into my psyche. By the time we reached our destination, my headspace was focused solely on being the sovereign property of the man on whose arm I leaned.

		When we walked into the lesbians’ shop, I found the setting familiar with the mindset of Dominance and submission; the scent of leather was strong, with leather gear covering one wall. Images of bondage surrounded us at every turn. The main part of the salon was devoted to the lesbians’ piercing business—which provided me with a premonition of what I was about to face.

		I wasn’t wrong.

		The proprietors, Anka and Sonja, were alone in the salon and both women stared at me while Jackson stated his business.

		“Rings.”

		I heard him say the word, but I immediately zoned out, trembling with fear that seemed incongruous to the situation. Assuming I was about to be pierced, I was naturally wary. But even more than that, the two women made me oddly uncomfortable. The agitation was vague, unspecific, an annoyance I was almost afraid to dissect.

		“Marlena,” I heard Jackson’s voice call me gruffly from my daydreaming.

		“Yes, sir, I’m sorry, sir,” I said as I came to.

		“Anka and Sonja need you to bare your breasts.”

		Yes, of course—my nipples were about to be pierced. I quickly removed my blouse, which left the collar chain still dangling between my lace-covered breasts.

		“The bra,” he had to prompt me one more time before I shed that too.

		“She’s scared, Jackson,” Anka said, while tenderly touching my arm as she led me to the padded reclining chair. The big woman then held my hand in her damp palm, while I tried to breathe calmly. I could feel the room sway around me, I thought I was drunk, although I knew I was not. My stomach suddenly made its emptiness known with a sour pang of nausea. I was afraid that I might wretch.

		“I feel terrible,” I turned toward Jackson and whispered.

		“Nerves, that’s all.”

		But I’m still about to puke!

		He laid his hand on my forehead and stroked it lovingly while Anka continued to keep charge of my hand. I imagine that I might have liked the affection from both sources, if it hadn’t been for the fact that a querulous Sonja was scooting in beside me on a rolling stool. She wore latex gloves and held a needle between two fingers.

		The woman’s eyes were dark and demonic. She was an elemental bitch, which made the air about her prickly with her arrogance and bad temper. You would have thought I’d done something to piss her off. I suppose it was just my being there, my being sub, my having a perfect man like Jackson—although she wouldn’t have wanted him anyway. Or then maybe she wasn’t all lesbian. I wouldn’t know lesbians. I didn’t know their world, their thoughts and their curious behavior. Neil called me naïve about the real world and women like Anka and Sonja. But when, in my lilywhite American girl life, would I have had the chance to venture into their lifestyle? He’d then laugh, saying it was all around me; I just didn’t have eyes to see. He was probably right.

		It’s odd the things one thinks when under stress. At the moment of my first piercing, my mind was swimming from one strange thought to another.

		The first pierce of the 12 gauge needle sent a flaming shockwave through my body, a pain that rose quickly then fell away into a hot throbbing sensation in my nipple. The fiery swoosh of energy made me dizzy and I stared around looking for Jackson, finally finding him looking over Anka’s broad shoulder.

		He smiled. “You’re doing fine.”

		The second pierce, while certainly enough to make me gasp almost as loudly, didn’t have the intensity of that first shock. I think I’d gone more deeply into a fuzzy, floating trance. By the time the worst was over, I was hyped on pain, sensation, the women, the smell of leather and the fact that my piercing was becoming a public event.

		Several women had pushed their way through the door laughing, speaking with rapid-fire delivery in a foreign language I couldn’t recognize. Tourists.

		The four women abruptly quieted when they saw me in the chair. Then, as Sonja worked, they studied the picture of me with solemn respect. When she finally had my nipple jewelry in place, she sat back with a sigh, while one of the women, apparently reacting to the frightened expression on my face, pulled up her sweatshirt and showed me two sagging tits with fat rings pierced through each nipple. She tugged on them hard, saying something in her foreign tongue.

		I shook my head. “I don’t understand.”

		“Ja!” her eyes lit. “It better soon.”

		How nice of her to say so.

		Overwhelmed by the crazy scene, I forgot to look at my new jewelry while the others admired it glittering from my chest like military medallions. By the time my mind focused again, Anka was tugging at my short skirt, telling me to lift my ass so she could remove my panties.

		My eyes flew to Jackson. “Sir?”

		“Two more,” he said.

		“But where?” I assumed that piercing genitals would be far more painful than piercing nipples, and the panic that followed made every nerve and every muscle in my body seize up. I twisted in the chair and clamped my legs together, while Anka’s firm hands tried to pry them apart.

		“Marlena!” Jackson’s voice stopped my struggle. “Calm yourself.”

		I tried very hard, but not enough to suit the three in charge. When Jackson gave Anka a nod, she moved between my thighs and opened them wide. Her grim frown had a settling effect that even Jackson didn’t seem to have at the moment. I was no match for her strength as she strapped my legs into stirrups from which my rebellious limbs would not escape.

		With my crotch now the focus of the room’s attention, Sonja moved in with a fresh pair of surgical gloves and began fingering my privates. Again, her eyes snapped with an angry fire, as if I’d offended her, and she muttered something I couldn’t understand. I assumed it was some disparaging comment about me.

		“Nice,” she noted with a smirk, as she stretched one labia like a rubber band. “And you’re thinking, here and here?” She looked up at Jackson for his approval, as she poked between my two outer lips.

		“That should do for now.”

		“Nice puss,” she said, as she turned back to me and tugged again at various places between my spread thighs, just to annoy me. “Always like the pretty ones. Like to make them sweat, like to mark them, like to make them real.”

		“This is no cookie-cutter,” Anka said. “You’re just jealous.”

		In a gesture that surprised me, Sonja childishly stuck out her tongue at the woman before turning her attention back to me, her glowering, lordly mood again intact. Her fingers fluttered at the sensitive spot between my inner labia, just outside the door of my vagina, while my belly heaved with an intense erotic spasm. Unexpected. Unwanted.

		“I’ll bet the slut takes fist?” Sonja said.

		“I’ll bet the slut’s never had fist,” Jackson said.

		“Humm, then why not now?”

		“Because the man wants her pierced,” a level-headed Anka reminded her lover.

		“Yeah, and he did promise,” she sassed the reminder.

		Promised what?

		The woman suddenly returned to business with a vengeance. She tugged. She poked. She pulled my skin. She stuck her latex-covered fingers in my slit, saying, “Need to warm her up, she’s too tense.”

		“She’ll be fine,” Jackson urged us all in his uniquely reassuring voice. I could feel a hint of impatience—or was it arousal?

		The four gawking females were still there, although only two bothered to watch the final installment of my new jewelry. The other two were browsing leather ware.

		Sonja tugged my clitoris, especially the hood, turning to Anka saying, “You’ll need to hold her open.”

		After a little more fiddling, another stinging shock of pain ripped through my body. The hurt did not seem as intense as the previous two piercings. Was I actually getting used to the pain? Afterwards, I felt a greater heaviness in this piercing, perhaps from the jewelry now dangling there. Sonja quickly moved onto some lower spot, although I couldn’t identify the exact location. With her hands so close to my vaginal opening, it was difficult not to feel the pulse of arousal from her tiny movements. But she focused her attentions lower still, at the opposite end of my pussy where I found the flesh particularly sensitive to her touch. She tugged for a minute, perhaps gathering the flesh between her fingers; then again, that piercing shot of pain and a feeling of heaviness that seemed to draw me toward the ground.

		The commotion was over with the piercing finished, but the experience left me feeling drunk, my mind a blur, my body hungry for something remote it didn’t understand.

		While Anka undid the leg straps, Jackson carefully lifted me from the chair and set me on my feet.

		“Look at yourself,” he said, as he pushed me into a corner, in front of a full length mirror. My skirt had dropped over my bare crotch, so I first inspected my pierced nipples. There were straight studs pierced about a quarter inch back from the tip of each nipple. Anchoring beads secured the ends. Then dangling from the bars were U-shaped rings that fit neatly on either side of the flesh. I stared at them in fascination, touching the throbbing flesh lightly, while listening absently to Anka rattle off cleaning instructions. This was a bold me quite unlike the old Marlena. A tingle of satisfaction warmed me through—I’d actually done this! And here I’d been so filled with shame.

		Jackson stood behind me with his hands on my hips. Then he pulled up on the sides of my skirt. “Open your legs,” he said.

		I did. I could hardly see a thing.

		“You’ll need to use your hands to see them,” Anka said. She stood by like an admiring mother, while I parted my private place to see the gleaming quarter-sized ring at the hood of my clitoris and then deeper down, another of the same size on the far side of my vagina. The combined effect of the two sensations had my pussy powerfully arousing.

		“I have the weights you ordered.” Sonja stopped by the mirror long enough to give Jackson the information.

		“Great.” He accepted a small box from the woman and put it in his pocket.

		I watched the woman’s reflection, as a flirtatious smile appeared on her lips and her eyes changed from tired and cruel to playful. She was flirting with my master, no shame in that at all.

		“So? The payment we agreed on,” she said with her hand wide open. She was accepting cash, or so I figured.

		“By all means,” Jackson said. But instead of giving her cash, he lifted my hand and placed it in hers. “Use her well. This will be a good experiment for you, enjoy her.”

		Sonja took Jackson’s place behind me and put her hands on my hips where his had been. Hers were warm but tiny by comparison. “And you’ll come back when?” she asked.

		He shrugged. “What? Two, three hours?”

		“I’d be happy to use her all night.”

		“Then you’ll have to pay me,” he replied with a terse grin.

		“Ach, then return when you will. I’ll pay your price.”

		As far as I knew, I was now loaned property, in the custody of the two females for the rest of the night. My entire body ached with hurt, while my heart bled with need for Jackson to take me from this place.

		

		***

		

		An unpredictable Sonja faced me with her eyes now fixated on my tits.

		“Too bad I can’t beat them,” she said, laughing. “You’ve got to figure a small-titted bitch like me is going to be jealous of these pretties.” She slapped them lightly. Every strike made the new piercings twinge with pain.

		I knew then I was in for a long rough night.

		I stood in the center of the lesbians’ back room, in private, in a veil of darkness so thick that I could just barely see the two females. Their faces emerged from the blackness like eerie masks. I was naked, attached by my wrist cuffs to chains that dangled from the ceiling. My hands were lower than shoulder height so I could easily move around. However, I chose to remain fairly fixed in one spot. I think I was too petrified, too awed to move. For the first time ever, I faced my own gender on sexual terms; you would have thought I would be more at ease. But I was not. The same curious agitation that gripped me when Jackson led me inside the salon returned more annoying than ever.

		Thank heavens the two warmed me up before the main event. A long slow massage, a sensuous tease. Their mouths covered my lips with kisses like I’d never felt before, female kisses. Soon my physical need short-circuited the weird unrest I felt with these lesbians. My desire didn’t seem to care who created, amplified or used it. Only that its requirement for a satiating climax be realized.

		All seemed like smooth sailing into sex—I knew I could get through this new trial—until Anka suddenly appeared, nearly naked and wearing a hefty-looking strap-on dildo over her crotch. I didn’t know whether to answer my revulsion, or the pounding desire that seemed to take a flying leap the moment I laid eyes on that bouncing prick.

		I think the woman knew my fear; she did everything for me so I didn’t have to obey orders, just submit. She turned me to the position she wanted, gently bending me over at the waist. The pose was awkward with my arms now spread out on either side of me, as if I were flying. She stood behind me, and with a little delicate patting of the flesh between my thighs indicated for me to open them. She even greased my asshole, which was my first clue of exactly where she planned to violate my body. A deep shudder of fear worked its way through my tattered nerves, but my arousal was still high and not about to take a backseat to the dread of what lay ahead.

		Anka didn’t just grease my hole, she played with it for some time, until I was actually aching to have her inside me. With her behind me and unseen, I might have forgotten that it was a woman, a rough dyke with a plan in mind to abuse me hard. But I never did forget who she was. Her hands were thick like a man’s but that didn’t matter; her voice, when she did speak, was gruffly masculine; that didn’t matter either. Her build had the same kind of muscle and force as some men—even felt a little like Neil, only bigger—but that still didn’t trick me into thinking that this was just another man having his way with me.

		Maybe it was Sonja’s glaring eyes, and her bitchy, sleazy jibes as she grabbed my hair and scowled in my face that reminded me I was at the mercy of two lesbians, not men. When Anka’s prick made its first jab, Sonja was slapping my face, taking me down as far as she could into the oblivion of sexual submission.

		“You’re a sorry excuse for a slave, farm girl,” she spat. I could feel the contempt pour out on me like a rain of acid.

		With her hands firmly in control of my hips, Anka fucked my rear, while Sonja backed away and grabbed a switch that she used to torment my shoulders from above and my chest from underneath. After a number of stinging cuts to my flesh, she crouched down in her thigh-high leather boots and spanked my tits with a paddle. The skin was raw. The piercings must have been inflamed. Although I don’t recall if she ever struck me directly on my nipples.

		Unlike a male who uses a female hole to reach a specific goal, Anka’s fucking would seem to have had no particular end, except to humiliate me on an ever-deeper level and hopefully arouse the woman later. What I didn’t understand was that a powerful wildness took charge in Anka’s loins as her fake prick thrust vigorously into my hole. I squirmed; I had to cry, because it hurt—not to the extreme, but the dildo was enormous. I felt the rising heat of the woman’s arousal begin to penetrate my skin.

		It dawned on me after maybe fifteen minutes of fucking that she was getting off—I mean really getting off. Her breathing, her sounds, the way her hands clutched my hips… and then suddenly, Sonja, who’d been abusing my tits, did an about face, transforming from a vicious sadist to a tender lover as she stopped tormenting me and moved directly to Anka. She was on her knees, doing whatever else the woman needed to satisfy her lust. When the dildo abruptly dropped out of my ass, I couldn’t tell what happened; it was too dark. But, only seconds later, I heard the women moaning, the sounds of licking, slurping, cumming cries and a deep-throated bray.

		I felt useless. My back ached in the bent-over position, so I finally managed to rise again. I turned around enough to see Anka with her legs spread and Sonja’s face between them.

		The only prudent thing would have been to quietly slip from the room and leave them to their loving. But of course, I was still bound at the wrists, bound to watch the scene until it finally ended with their jubilant climax.

		Sonja looked up about a half hour later, seeing me still tethered to the ceiling. She pulled from the mattress and undid my bracelets.

		“You go home, huh?” she said with a weary, dismissive sigh.

		She’d found my clothes in a pile and pushed them into my hands.

		“Don’t forget to wash the piercings,” she said, as an afterthought. Then she slid back down to the mattress, and snuggled into her lover’s side. I escaped the room like a neglected toy after the glow of newness fades.

		I quickly dressed in the darkness of the shop and was about to walk into the night of the de Walletjes streets when I heard Jackson speak.

		“Time for bed?”

		I turned with a jerk.

		“Don’t do that!” I found my stunned body replying without thinking.

		“Don’t do what?” he moved out of the shadows.

		“I’m sorry. You just surprised me.”

		“Come on. Let’s go home.”

		“Oh, please, yes, I hurt everywhere.”

		He put his arm around my shoulders and my head fell against him. “I’m sure you do.”

		The days passed and the intensity of the ache in my crotch and nipples provided a constant, unnerving arousal, a twenty-four hour a day madness, that only as the physical soreness finally faded became manageable. Then, I was left with the jewelry’s subtle stimulation that I guessed would never disappear.

		

	
		

		Chapter Ten

		

		I snuggled into Jackson on a Saturday morning, luxuriating in the fact that I didn’t have to get up and neither did he—at least until noon. We had the morning free; I had some shopping to do, and then there was Jackson’s business meeting that evening, one he insisted I attend. Actually, I wanted to be with him. I always wanted to be where he was near; he was where I felt safe from impending doom. When I wasn’t with him, I often felt one step away from disaster. I’d wonder if I was living in a dream…perhaps, reality had shifted, I’d exchanged one life for another caused by some cosmic glitch…or perhaps, I was exactly what I appeared to be: a sexually frustrated woman who had just handed away her power to a man. I felt no personal responsibility being Jackson’s submissive. When I was in Jackson’s company, I could explore the advancing darkness within and feel safe—like this was my moral duty. In the plain light of day, I was behaving like a self-indulgent teenager, selfishly rationalizing my choices, when there was no decent excuse at all. But as a victim to a promiscuous Amsterdam, I was too weak-willed to do anything different.

		Mornings with Jackson could be magical. The warm heat of the sun penetrated through the sheets of his bed where we lay naked. At first, our fingers just barely touched. Then he turned to me and pulled me close. His hands were beautiful on my body, carefully combing my skin. He was gentle with my piercings, although, as the hurt disappeared, he became more bold, tugging them in a playful way that brought back the pain with a sudden surge of sexual heat.

		I squirmed against his muscled thigh; our legs intertwined like summer vines entangle. He rolled me over and lay on top with his expanding erection pressing against my thigh, beating hotly against my wet pubis. The hair between our legs was matted and pungent smelling from making love the night before, and again in the middle of the night when we woke with our fevered loins bounding from sleep to fuck again. The thick aroma of that stale sex became a perfumed cloud, an aphrodisiac—as if we needed more to turn us on.

		His body was hot to my touch. He moaned from the feel of my kisses. He writhed above me; his plan set; his erection goading me to open my thighs and receive his offering. When at last I bent my knees and drew them back to offer him that slick valley, he lunged in one great thrust hitting my cervix enough to make me gasp from the pain. I bore down with my muscles clinging to the sides of his ramming cock, squeezing, milking, drawing out what was inside him into me, as if from his cock, I could draw his soul. As he move inside me, a wondrous flood of energy poured from his essence into mine.

		I loved him with a passion I’d never experienced in my past. This was deeper than a simple, wifely love. Jackson knew me, understood me. I had no fear with him. No denial. No shame. No self-conscious despair or dread. Fucking Jackson gave my spirit liberty, as our flesh pressed together, and our lips made contact and our eyes opened on either other with a knowledge that seemed too big for words. I can’t remember the climax as much as I remember our holding each other for a very long time after the explosion of lusty pheromones finally died away.

		Then, we kissed absently, lying side by side again, until Jackson suddenly pulled up, surprising me back to reality.

		“Damn, I think I’m going to be late!” he exclaimed as he popped out of bed.

		“Oh, dear. Did I keep you?” I said with a smug smile. I pulled the sheet round my body and lay like a beauty queen.

		“Of course you did, you little nymph. I should punish you for that.”

		“Humm, should I like the sound of that, or not?”

		“Probably not. Punishment from me is brutal.” A charge he’d made before. He was laughing now, but I knew the threat was serious.

		“So, what are you late for?”

		“I’m picking up two men from the airport and taking them to their hotel. They’ll be joining us for drinks and dinner tonight, or did you forget?”

		“No, I did not forget.”

		“Don’t be late.”

		“No reason. I do have a few errands, but that’s all.”

		“Well then, you’ll have plenty of time. I’ll be preparing for my meeting this afternoon. Just be back here by 7:00 sharp. In my room.”

		“Right, sir.” I gave him a sunny salute and a kiss as I dashed off to my own room where I cleaned up and dressed for the day.

		I had plans to do some shopping in town, souvenirs, postcards for family, trinkets for my nieces. I’d been putting things off for a couple of weeks, and when a worried call came in from my sister, I thought I’d better act more normal. No one in my family would understand my new life. And although I knew eventually I’d have to emerge from this greedy immorality, I was not about to yet. I’d manage to get by with a few things to placate their concerns.

		Unfortunately, the small activity of buying souvenirs to send home put me in the mindset of home—a brutal dose of reality—especially since I knew that Amsterdam would end for me in little more than a month.

		But how would that work? How could I possibly make another about face and put the old me back on like an old suit of clothes? I hated the thought of my trip home, walking through my house, and meeting the anxious face of my husband as I tried to explain myself. Yes, decisions would have to be made.

		As if the thought of returning home weren’t difficult enough, the thought of staying was just as bad. What about Jackson and me? Would our amazing love affair be over once I boarded my plane for the States? Could I survive my life without him? Would he even want me beyond this finite number of days? He hadn’t broached the subject and I was afraid to.

		I’d wanted my trip to the shops of the Leidsestraat to be a pleasant excursion, but it took no more than a few obsessive minutes pondering an unknown fate to turn the afternoon into three hours of restless agitation that I desperately wanted to end.

		It was nearly six o’clock when I finally arrived back at the hotel. I got cleaned up, dressed and ready to go upstairs to Jackson’s apartment. I figured that just like most evening meetings with a group of businessmen, there’d be dinner and a lot of boring talk. Jackson pretty much confirmed this, but he also said I’d be a pleasant distraction. I liked the thought of being his mistress, his trinket on the sidelines, with our private secret existing beneath the façade of an urbane business conversation. There’d be naughty glances and my lover whispering mischievously wicked comments in my ear—enough to make me blush. I’m sure that half my imaginings were pure fantasy concocted from the dozens of TV shows and movies I watched that mimicked our illicit affair. But, of course, it was the imagination that made our affair so sweet. The anticipation of the ‘unknown’ unfolding before me with all its luridly shocking details, kept me, at least figuratively, on the edge of my seat. By the time I was ready for the night ahead, I was back in Jackson’s world as the man’s submissive, with my sexual body anticipating another savage surrender.

		It was six minutes to seven as I was putting on my shoes. I was going to have to hurry now.

		The phone rang. With the receiver just inches from my hand, I thoughtlessly picked it up and said hello. I’d been certain it would be Jackson’s voice on the other end, telling me to ‘get moving’. I was shocked when I heard Neil’s voice unexpectedly reach out like a shepherd’s hook and jolt me off the sexual stage, back to my married one.

		“Hi, there. I didn’t expect you to call,” I said weakly.

		“I know. I couldn’t wait until Sunday to tell you.” Sunday—our normal day to talk.

		“Tell me what?”

		“Oh, you guess.”

		“Guess what?” Guessing games—just like old times. I was light-years from this brand of humor, for that matter, everything about him was light-years from my consciousness.

		“Just guess, Marlena.”

		I tried to focus. Yes. Just focus. Just laser beam in on him for sixty seconds, that’s all. I tried to stay calm.

		“Come on,” he prompted impatiently.

		“Oh, Neil. I have no idea,” I finally said with some exasperation. “I was just about to go out to dinner.”

		“But you have time for this,” he said, like he wouldn’t be dissuaded and I damn well better listen.

		“Okay…” I thought a minute, “you bought a new car?” We’d talked about that.

		“No.”

		“You’re… you’re going up North with your brother…that big fishing trip?” I prayed for this.

		“No, wrong again,” he said, and then with a wild elation in his voice, he quickly came clean, “I’m coming to visit.”

		He said it so fast that my mind did a double-take. As if the life had been torn from my body, I wilted and slumped to the bed.

		“What? Marlena? You still there?”

		I should have hung up, claimed a bad connection. Anything. But I’m not that bright in the midst of crisis. I sat there with my mouth open; I had no idea what to say. “Yes, I’m still here,” I finally managed.

		“Well, what do you think? Aren’t you excited?”

		“Well yes, of course. You just shocked me. I had no idea.”

		“What’s to be so shocked about? You should be happy.”

		“I am happy. It’s just…that…I thought we decided that we couldn’t afford it.”

		“Hell, I’ve been eating hamburgers and scrambled eggs since you left…I’ve got money to spare.”

		I knew that wasn’t true, but how could I argue?

		“So…when?”

		“Next weekend.”

		“That’s such short notice; I mean, did you get a decent deal on the fare?”

		“Yeah, really surprised me. I did one of those on-line travel companies. This was a steal. I’ll stay with you, so the expenses are almost nil, and we have a little honeymoon in Amsterdam.”

		“Yes. Right. What an idea!” He had no idea.

		My eyes happened to glance at the clock, seeing it read in glaring red LED 7:16.

		Oh! My God, what have I done!

		“Damn! Neil, hon.” I moved to my feet. “I’ll have to call you back. My friend’s been waiting in the lobby. I can’t keep her any longer.”

		“We’ll talk the details tomorrow night. I’ve got everything about set.”

		“Okay, I’ll call you then.”

		After hanging up the phone, I flew from my room to the elevator and waited at least another two minutes before the lazy beast finally loped its way to my floor. There were three people already inside, and once the door was closed behind me, I was forced to wait while it crawled at its typical snail’s pace to the next floor up. The door opened and closed again, then the next two stories groaned slowly by until the heavy door pulled open to let my three companions out. By the time I finally knocked on Jackson’s door, I knew without seeing a clock that it was at least, 7:30, thirty minutes late on a night when Jackson had specifically made a point of my being on time.

		I heard a faint “Come In” in response to my knock, so I opened the door and peeked tentatively inside, trying to appraise the mood in the room.

		I could see nothing from the doorway, and needed to step inside, where just beyond a small vestibule, I found Jackson pacing and two men sitting comfortably, casually on his couch. The men were dressed in business suits, as was Jackson. Their disposition was something between curious, grim and…was it possible?…amused. In the split second I had to evaluate the scene, I determined that one man was short and stocky, the other long-legged and tall. The tall one was blond, while the short one had black hair and a trim goatee. Their manner was as sophisticated as Jackson’s was elegant and grounded. In some ways, they were no different from what I expected of Jackson’s business associates in the style and cultured mien, although I’d hoped they’d be a bit more casual, overtly friendly and easy to be around. This was certainly not the case, at least at first glance. But then, it was just a first impression.

		“I’m so sorry, I had a ca—” I started to explain to my master. Jackson had his back to me. Nonetheless, his voice was still powerful enough to halt me in mid-sentence.

		“Was there anything in my instructions for tonight that was unclear to you?” he said. Curt. Cold. There’d be no forgiving me anytime soon.

		“No, sir,” I answered.

		He turned around. “Then being thirty-minutes late would be your thoughtless disobedience, wouldn’t it?”

		I wanted to defend myself, especially in front of these strangers, but I had the sense that arguing would just make the scene with Jackson worse. “Yes, sir. But I do have an explanation,” I said, hopefully.

		“Was it an emergency?” he asked.

		“No, sir.”

		“A matter of life and death?”

		“No, sir.”

		“Did you hurt yourself?”

		“No, sir.” I felt as if I were growing tinier by the second.

		“An act of God?”

		“No, sir.”

		I prayed he’d ask, ‘Did your husband call?’ But of course, he didn’t.

		“Then you don’t have a justifiable excuse.”

		“No, sir.” I hung my head. Not so much shamed as weary. There was no way I could intervene on my behalf and win this round. And to add to the drama of the moment, there was a stirring in the air, a ferocity in my master’s spirit, even an intensity from the men who watched in amazement at the astounding confrontation. I shuddered to think what was about to happen, but I could easily predict the possible options. “I am sorry,” I said, with as much sincerity as I could rally.

		“Remove your clothes, Marlena, except for your heels.” Jackson bit off the order like a hungry animal tearing at prey.

		He still stood, restless, brooding, like I’ve never seen him. But seemingly excited too, as if I’d tripped a switch that was not ready and he was quite unprepared for what he would do.

		Of course, he might have had this scene planned all along. I just didn’t know.

		I looked from Jackson to the two men, bewildered. Strip in front of them?

		Jackson read my mind.

		“It’s an order, Marlena.” He glanced at the two on the couch. “You’re suddenly modest? That’s surprising.”

		“I-uh, no…”

		“I’m sure my friends will enjoy seeing you naked as much as I will.”

		A foul shudder of indecent thrill traversed my body.

		Hearing the tenacity in his voice, I knew not to dawdle, despite the fact that I was stripping for strangers and was suddenly feeling painfully shy. Yes, I’d stripped for strangers before, but that was planned, that was modeling and the piercing salon, not in front of men who presumably were not associated with the kind of relationship Jackson and I shared. Although, about that, I might well have been wrong.

		I unbuttoned my blouse and let it fall to the floor, then followed with my skirt, hoping that Jackson might stop me before I was completely naked. Hearing no new command, I continued, bending over enough to grab the clasp on my bra behind me and unfasten it. Letting the bra drop in front of me, I stood up, noting without actually looking at them, how my breasts, with their new rings, shivered with an erotic allure that men are quite fond of. Two pairs of eyes stared at me from the couch—I couldn’t dare look their way, but I could see the focus of their attention from the corner of my eye. As the last slip of fabric, my panties, joined the rest of my clothes on the carpet, Jackson whisked them away.

		“Hands behind your head,” he ordered before I had time to think about how scared I was.

		The order was new, but I understood what he wanted right away. I laced my fingers behind my neck and spread my elbows wide—a classic slave posture I’d seen in one of the sex club exhibitions.

		“Punishment isn’t easy with me.” I recalled him using the word ‘brutal’ just this morning. “You’ve disobeyed me. You’ve insulted my associates. You’ve shamed yourself. And things must be put a right.”

		Finally pulling myself from the initial shock of the startling scene, my rational mind kicked in. All this for just a half hour late! I could think of crimes much worse, but then he was specific, he’d repeated himself more than once; I should have taken him more seriously—obviously.

		“You were warned.”

		Yes, I was. But I kept silent, afraid to say, ‘Yes, sir.’

		Jackson was much too serious now for that easy protocol. As if he’d dropped decibels on the scale of mastery, he vibrated with a low and alarming resolve. He was especially cold; and this stunned me most, considering how warm and comforting he’d been during some of my most difficult moments of submission.

		Although I stared ahead like I was supposed to, I could still see my master’s face in my peripheral vision, the twitching jaw, the flared nostrils, and the frown. And I could still feel that rattling intensity as if he were gearing up for something big. My mind worked through the scenario again and again, wondering how I’d gotten to this place…I knew I was doing exactly as I was supposed to be doing… but surrender…true surrender…somehow the thought was far from my mind. My submission had been tough at some points, but this was something different, some different feeling stirred in me that I couldn’t quite name. I didn’t dare.

		“When you apologize, you apologize on your knees, humbly,” he said, bringing me back around.

		Did he mean for me to drop now? I looked at him briefly, then jerked my head back, thinking I’d done something wrong. I waited on my feet, afraid to do anything unless he directly ordered.

		“You raise your ass, you lower your face to the floor until your nose is touching the carpet. You place your hands at the small of your back and say, This disobedient slave humbly apologies for her rudeness…”

		I repeated the words to myself silently, praying I’d remember them, though I didn’t have much hope. I was so damn nervous. While feeling undignified and silly, I was also pissed, pissed that Jackson hadn’t let me explain myself. This wasn’t fair!

		“On your knees now, crawl forward and apologize to my guests.”

		Despite the little war in me, I didn’t waste a second following this order. Like a dutiful submissive, I crawled toward the first man: the tall blond with the long legs. Reaching the tip of his polished Italian loafer, I dropped my face to the carpet, raised my ass in the most lewd position possible and then clasped my hands behind my back. I don’t think anyone could invent a more humbling posture—and yet, in my humiliation, I’m sure that the crevice between my legs, which was now thoroughly exposed to Jackson behind me, was noticeably slick with the juices seeping from my pussy. Damn! How could such degradation arouse me!

		‘This…” I stopped. My mind suddenly went blank, while the silence in the room turned into a roar of judgment… I finally opened my mouth and haltingly blurted, “This disobedient slave humbly apologies for her being late…I mean rude, I mean both,” I stopped, then abruptly added, “Sir,” with as much respect as I could.

		Silence.

		Did I say something wrong? I turned my head just slightly and peeked at Jackson behind me.

		He acknowledged me with a nod, “And to Mr. Isaacson.”

		I pulled out of the posture just enough to scoot two feet to my right, in front of the stocky man’s polished back shoes. Strange time for fixing on details, but I was oddly struck by the neatness with which he’d tied his bows.

		“This disobedient slave humbly apologies for her rudeness, sir.” This time, my apology came out a bit more forcefully and exact, although there could be no mistaking the humble inflection in my voice.

		A breathless silence thundered through the room again, until Jackson interrupted with the unexpected: “It would appear that you don’t take this seriously, Marlena?”

		My heart thumped with an anxious beat, as my body recoiled from the accusation. I made an awkward quarter turn on the carpet and looked up with an expression of bewilderment. “I don’t understand?” I said meekly.

		“Did I tell you to raise your face?” he snapped.

		I instantly returned to the pose, pressing my nose into the itchy carpet fabric.

		“And don’t say you don’t understand because you know exactly what I’m talking about. You probably think you have some reasonable excuse for being late… that I’m being petty, unfair, overbearing and cruel.” His hard words bit again. Fucking mind reader! my thoughts screamed viciously. How did he do that? “Brutal was the word I used this morning. You’d have been wise to have remembered that when you decided to waltz in here half past the hour.”

		But it was just half past the hour!

		I could feel him pacing restlessly behind me.

		“It’s the small things, Marlena, that separate the serious submissive from the pretender. And how do I know that your mind hasn’t been rebelling even as your body obeys my commands?” He paused, but he really didn’t expect an answer. “You’re no different from every other woman who follows an order like this with silent precision. As submissive as you are, it’s still not natural; it’s not easy; you feel unjustifiably accused, picked on. You think your very kind and reasonable master has blown everything out of proportion. Am I right?”

		I didn’t dare look up at again. But I did dare speak, saying, “Yes, sir,” faintly.

		“At least she’s honest,” one of the men on the couch chimed in.”

		“That she is,” Jackson returned, and to me: “Obedience, Marlena, is what separates your relationship with me from any another relationship you’re likely to have. You’ve put yourself under my control and so it is your duty to follow every order I give, no matter how silly, ill-advised or meaningless it is to you. It’s your duty, your promise, and I expect that above all else, you will do exactly as I say. Is that clear?”

		“Yes, sir.”

		“Good. Let’s not forget next time. Now you can back up, move to your feet and put your hands behind your head.”

		Feeling somewhat relieved, I did as I was told and resumed the standing position facing Jackson’s two guests, my hands clasped behind my head.

		“You say she’s a novice in training?” the tall man spoke again.

		Hearing the question, I almost broke my stance to look at my master, but I held firm.

		It suddenly mattered very much that this man, unnamed as yet, and his companion, Mr. Isaacson, think of me as a real submissive, not a novice. The word disgusted me. I didn’t want to be a pretender. In my mind, I was as dutiful as any woman could be, if for no other reason than every act, no matter how vulgar, demeaning or painful, aroused my senses. This time was no different. My whole system was flushed with the excitement that comes from making this bold realization.

		“This will be her first punishment,” Jackson told the two.

		“You lay the first on efficiently; there won’t be a next time,” the stocky Mr. Isaacson chimed in.

		The two men rose from their places and casually waltzed around my unmoving form, inspecting me with critical eyes sizing me up, as if making plans, or at the very least passing judgment. I felt as though I were on trial.

		They said nothing, which I think rattled me more than ever. In fact, by then, my nerves were so shot that I couldn’t think straight. I felt them judge me like buyers making a purchase of my flesh, and I was unacceptable. Before going totally crazed with anxiety, the men retreated toward the wet bar behind me and Jackson ripped off his next command:

		“Move to the window, press your nose to the glass and put your hands on the window frame.”

		I was glad to get on with Jackson’s plans and quickly took up the pose as ordered.

		Apparently not quite pleased with the performance, he added tersely, “Open your thighs.”

		I did.

		While quaking in anxious fright, Jackson moved my way and proceeded to clamp small hooks through my nipple jewelry. The hooks were attached to chains, and the opposite ends of the chains attached to a second pair of hooks embedded in the window frames at about shoulder height. There was enough slack in the chains for them to do nothing but sway loosely between window and my breasts. My nipples could feel a definite tugging from the weight. At this point, the sensation was more erotic than uncomfortable.

		Jackson then knelt behind my bottom, giving the crevice between my cheeks and the sweet spot underneath a gentle massage. The flames in my crotch leapt free and uncontained as my mind focused on his sensuous play and my crescendoing arousal. For several seconds, he fiddled with the quarter-sized genital rings, giving them gentle tugs and twists I found more pleasant than painful. The familiar feel of Jackson’s fingers nurtured the climax brewing deep in my gut. The desire in me bloomed so quickly that I might have cum within seconds, but then he suddenly withdrew his hand. When he returned to his task, it was to manipulate me more, not to make me cum. Instead, he hung heavy weights from the two opposing rings, so that the flesh behind the piercings was pulled brutally downward. The sensation was intense, although not painful. In fact, it stimulated another form of arousal that fed my hungry senses.

		“You have plans to stretch the skin?” I heard one man ask.

		“Maybe in time,” Jackson answered.

		“Right now, it’s an effective punishment.”

		I quickly saw his point. While the weights were not immediately uncomfortable, every second that ticked by made the feeling heavier and more unnerving. I had an instant of panic imagining the distended flesh ripping away as the piercings pulled through the skin.

		“Back up, Marlena and bend over,” Jackson ordered.

		Bend over meant punishment; I knew that without having to be told.

		Moving was already difficult with the weights swaying between my legs. And by then, I realized that the loose chains that tethered my nipples to the window frame would quickly be taut as bowstrings in this pose. I grabbed the windowsill for support, which apparently Jackson expected me to do, since he didn’t order otherwise and then waited for the next, most brutal part of his scheme.

		I waited with my posterior sticking out, the weights dangling from my crotch, my nipples already straining. Finally, the first cut of the cane landed on my bottom with a serious thwack. I howled on unthinkingly, my body regrettably twisting in a torturous misstep. More pain rifled through me. I was convinced that all my piercings would rip out and leave me bleeding and disfigured. And yet, each one held as I settled back in place.

		“I’d suggest you not move a muscle,” Jackson advised.

		Like I needed that helpful pointer! This was one lesson I got on the first attempt. I wouldn’t budge an inch, a tiny fraction of a millimeter. I wouldn’t even breathe as the next eleven cuts—I absurdly counted them in my head—ripped like fire across my ass. My body could not stop the reflexive action that jerked the nipple chains and swayed the increasingly painful weights. But I did successfully minimize the impact with my every nerve, every thought keenly focused on staying in control, inert, as immovable as a statue, rigid as granite. Stubborn, defiant, unwavering to the end of the miserable punishment. Apparently, there was some pride left in me, because it wasn’t just self-preservation motivating my resolve.

		My ass was hot from the fiery stripes, the skin burned, the flesh ripped. The pain had been as brutal as promised. But I didn’t doubt that the resulting fire would feed my sex, and would, without my consent, stir my sexual desire with an urgent fervor I could not contain.

		I’m sure Jackson knew this.

		Once finished, he moved in behind me, helping me unfold. He then unhooked the chains and let them dangle like the weights between my thighs.

		“Nose against the window,” he ordered as he stepped back and the two men stepped in to inspect my wounds. I could see their images reflected in the glass, looking as coolly critical as they appeared to me before. By then, it was pretty clear that these were not your typical men off the street, who had no understanding of the playground where Jackson and I amused ourselves. A Machiavellian detachment. Caricatures of evil. My imagination twisted ominously with more terrifying speculation. The attentive inspection seemed to have some end; but I wasn’t advised of the purpose for their careful examination, just left wondering.

		When their reflections seemed to float away, there was just one left that I could see. Jackson’s. He was sitting in an easy chair behind me, nursing a drink, and finally giving his next order:

		“On your knees and crawl to me.”

		I dropped down, turned and made the humble journey to his feet, where without being prompted, I pressed my nose into the prickly carpet and clasped my hands behind my back with my ass raised high. The weights dangled from between my legs, almost leaving the area numb from the steady pressure.

		“Play with yourself,” he ordered next, and I did so unthinkingly.

		I thought the act would just demean me more, but I soon welcomed the surprising rush of energy. The fire seemed to explode all around me. It rose fast, despite the weights, the uncomfortable pose and my humiliation; those were added ingredients for my sexual stimulation, not cruelties.

		I knew then that my submission had gone far beyond a physical sexual practice. There was yet a vast space in me for this degradation. The want rose up as my fingers reached between my thighs and I rubbed the wet, dripping slit, thrummed the clitoris and stuck finger after finger inside my cunt. I heard a whimpering sound rise all around me. My own voice. My bliss.

		I felt my hand like I would feel a cock between my legs and rocked against it needfully with my desperation for cumming urgent.

		“Cum now, Marlena,” Jackson suddenly ordered.

		I didn’t know that I needed his permission. And yet, at the moment, he voiced the command, my belly spasmed hard and its muscles crashed into the glorious breaking point from which showers of sensations rose and fell through my flushed genitals and outward. My fingers tingled. The top of my head burned. My lips thirsted. My heart surged with passionate adoration for the man I worshipped. For some inexplicable reason, he understood all this about me and dared me to understand it too.

		The rebellion I’d felt earlier had disappeared—whipped away, perhaps? Humiliated from my system? Scared off? Or, perhaps, just allowed to pass.

		When I finally revived, Jackson removed the chains and weights, and to my relief, ordered me into his bedroom.

		There are clothes laid out I’d like you to wear tonight. Five minutes. Fresh as a new day. Got that?”

		“Yes, sir.” I would not be late this time.

		

	
		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		The restaurant was casual, yet dark and alluring. I coveted the scant illumination, since I was still self-conscious in the clothes Jackson had me wear. The blouse was thin, tinted pale shades of blush and rose, but otherwise quite see-through. There was little to disguise my breasts with their jeweled nipples. I wore a short skirt and spiked heels, and nothing else but my cuffs and, as an added touch, the heavy collar Jackson purchased from Jetty. He must have liked the way it instantly defined me as a sexual submissive, for it certainly was not stylish in any way. It was a miserable looking thing. But just looking in the mirror at the crude and heavy iron ringing my throat gave me an unmistakable thrill. Captured. Owned. Property. I loved every idea it brought to mind. Or at least that night, I did.

		Just walking to the restaurant through the city streets, feeling watched and judged, seemed like a big enough challenge after what I’d already been through in punishment. I can’t imagine I’d have allowed myself this kind of exhibition anywhere but Amsterdam, in a locale that was miles from home. Amsterdam was uncivilized, immoral, promiscuous and depraved. And above all, freeing.

		I didn’t care who saw me half-naked; these strangers would not forget the sexy woman in the see-through blouse. My image would be indelibly imprinted on their brains, and that thought actually pleased me.

		Such proud satisfaction led me with little trepidation to the restaurant where I joined Jackson and his friends for dinner. The meeting of men followed with the boring conversation that I had earlier anticipated. They were drinking tequila with food that had a uniquely Spanish flair. I wasn’t familiar with the cuisine, but it tasted good and for a time I could rest my brain, and my tired body. In our quiet corner of the restaurant, I could remain unnoticed in my slutty outfit, while the men conducted business and I absently turned my attention elsewhere.

		“Marlena,” I suddenly heard Jackson speak my name sharply. “Did you hear the man?”

		I turned to Jonathan Gravelle, the tall blond. He had intensely blue eyes.

		“Oh, no. I’m sorry. Please forgive me,” I said with a meek smile.

		He was holding a small, whole lime in his hand, fingering it over and over like he might a baseball. “I asked if you thought this would fit,” he apparently repeated his question.

		“Fit? Fit where?”

		“In your cunt.”

		I looked back at him stunned. “In my cunt?”

		“Unless you’d prefer it in your ass.”

		“No, no, I don’t think so… I mean, prefer it in my ass.”

		“Then, we’ll try your cunt.” He handed me the lime.

		I took the fruit and stared at it for several seconds then looked at Jackson.

		“You can do it here, if you’re discreet.”

		“But… I…” I stopped there, thinking I’d better not object.

		On one side, Jonathan’s body virtually protected me from the rest of the diners in the restaurant, while Aaron Isaacson shielded me on the other side. Jackson sat straight in front of me, so the three provided an effective cocoon. They waited, fully expecting that I’d stuff the thing in my pussy.

		I mulled over how I would accomplish the request, then finally decided just to reach down as discreetly as possible and open my thighs. Doing that, I shoved the lime against the wet opening of my cunt and managed to push it inside where it settled like a large lump just beyond the doorway. Within a minute or two, the initial discomfort of the foreign object passed, and I detected the fruit moving a bit deeper into my vagina on its own.

		I could feel a faint blush on my cheeks as I looked at the three men.

		Jonathan Gravelle, actually smiled.

		Nothing more was said, or requested, and the three went back to their conversation, ignoring me.

		I must have had three tequila drinks and several glasses of water over the course of the dinner. There was little else for me to do prior and following the insertion of the lime—although it was a naughty sort of tease that I could not ignore. I drank unconsciously as I waited for the three to finish, and after a time, realized how much I had to pee. I delayed the inevitable for some time, hoping that the men would eventually decide to leave and I could slip into the restroom on the way out. But when my need became too urgent, I finally leaned into Jackson and whispered my request for permission to use the facilities.

		Without missing a beat, he said, “Yes. Mr. Gravelle will take you to the men’s room.”

		“The men’s?” I repeated, while letting that thought sink in.

		I hardly had when he added: “And when you’re there, I want you to masturbate for him and anyone else who might see you.” He briefly looked at my sickened expression. “Oh, I’ll bet you probably have some objection forming already,” he smiled. “Forget it, Marlena. Consider it a test of your submission, redeem yourself for your earlier failing. I wouldn’t want to punish you again today—in a less private place,” he added for emphasis.

		In that few minutes, the deeply lodged lime had moved back down my vaginal canal. It pressed against my pelvic floor and felt dangerously about to expel. I gingerly moved to my feet and accepted Jonathan’s arm as he led me to the restrooms at the back of the restaurant. With every step, I feared the lime would simply slide right out. Thankfully, it did not.

		I was happy to see that the place had more decent facilities than in some of Amsterdam’s public buildings, but that did little to take away the sting of Jackson’s order. I’d never been in a men’s room and felt queasy just stepping inside. Two men who saw me enter on the blond man’s arm, looked at me with some surprise and amusement, but they certainly didn’t object.

		The pale beige room smelled of urine and heavy smoke—a tangy mix of marijuana and tobacco. At least the lighting was dim, one scant bulb that put out little illumination. I sat in the one stall provided, which was inconveniently placed in the pathway leading to the men’s urinals so that every man who entered after us could get a glimpse of me with the lime in my mouth—where Jonathan suggested I put the thing when I told him it would never stay inside my cunt. Once I peed, I masturbated as Jackson ordered.

		I hadn’t realized what an absurdly sexy man Jonathan Gravelle was until I was forced to look him in the eye during the salacious deed. Maybe he was just aroused and I was reading that in his smug expression. In any case, he unnerved me with an alluring smile one moment, a bit of heavy breathing the next, and eventually his very devoted attention as I took the lust in my belly and turned it into a climax that left me panting, eyes closed in rapture a few minutes later.

		I wanted to shout, ‘Oh, God, yes, I’m cumming!, but the lime prevented that.

		When I opened my eyes again, I saw Jonathan leaning against the stall casually lighting a cigarette. The smoke curled upward, adding to the thick blanket of smog. Was his post-cum smoke ironic commentary, meant to be comic? I almost asked him for a drag, but my mouth was still stuffed with the lime and the citric acid was getting a little bitter and hard to handle.

		Finished with my physical needs and Jackson’s instructions, I nodded to the man, as I was still unable to speak.

		“Yes, you can get up,” he laughed, “and please toss the lime out when you leave,” as if the thing was now disgusting.

		I would have given anything to wash my hands, but Jonathan briskly left the restroom and expected me to follow.

		When we returned to the table, Jackson and Aaron Isaacson were talking ‘assessments’ and looking straight at me. This gave me faint pause again, as I wondered what they might have been referring to.

		My night in Amsterdam with these three ended in an alley in the Red Light District with Jackson’s dick planted in my pussy as he took advantage of his slut’s easy availability. By then, I didn’t care what happened, or where, I needed someone to use me. I was beginning to feel deficient and unworthy. The two men watched the fucking; Jonathan leaning against the brick wall, much the way he did the bathroom stall, this time smoking a joint. Aaron’s hands were in his pants, his head cocked, on his face a questioning look as if he’d never seen anything like this before. My head was bowed low, but even so, I caught a glimpse of the small crowd that gathered to watch, a couple and two other men. Jackson fucked me hard with determined thrusts; a taking, not an act of love. Yet, from that reckless sex, another climax crescendoed, and as my master came, so did I. Although I tried to contain my mirthful cry, I wasn’t completely successful.

		When Jackson pulled out of my dripping hole, I looked back down the alley, seeing yet another couple looking at our exhibition. Jackson drew me to him and kissed my face, my cheek and forehead, then said in a low whisper:

		“Think we should split before we’re arrested.”

		The four of us quickly disappeared down the dismal de Walletjes alley until we came to another street and ventured towards an adjacent part of the city, away from the Red Light crowd and not far from the residence hotel.

		Jackson and I parted company in the lobby. He said he had more negotiations with his associates before the night was over and I was free to return to my room. Before we parted, however, he asked the question I least expected from him: “You never did tell me why you were late.” As if it mattered now?

		On another occasion, I might have lit into him with a sassy, ‘Because you wouldn’t let me explain!’ but that thought didn’t even appear in my head. My mind was swimming with pictures from the night—the interrogation, the punishment, the sexy clothes; the lime, the restroom and the alley—surreal, bizarre and wonderful; then suddenly, the jolting memory of how the night began—with Neil.

		“Neil called,” I told him flatly.

		His eyebrows lifted, his head cocked slightly. “And you couldn’t have told him you’d call him back?” he asked.

		“He’s coming to visit,” I said. The information came out like an indictment.

		Jackson let the thought sink in, then smiled. “Oh, my. That will be an adventure, won’t it?”

		“Yes, I’m sure. Maybe we can talk about it tomorrow.” My eyes were suddenly glassing over with hot tears that I did not want to share with anyone now.

		“Yes, we’ll do that.” He tenderly laid his hand on my cheek, then leaned in and kissed my mouth. “You were perfect tonight, Marlena. Perfect.”

		With that caress, that kiss, that comment, even my fear of Neil’s visit took a backseat to the warm feeling that settled my frayed emotions. The feeling would get me through the night until dawn brought a new day.

		

	
		

		Chapter Twelve

		

		Neil noticed the cuffs first—not the fact that I wasn’t wearing my wedding ring.

		“What are those?” he asked, distractedly.

		“Wrists cuffs. Pretty, aren’t they?” I said.

		While we moved rapidly through the airport terminal, his eyes darted from one new thing to the next. He hardly listened to my explanation. I was prepared for his questions, at the same time planned to answer his curiosity with as little information as possible—at least until I could tell him the truth under the right circumstances. Thankfully, my brief explanation sufficed.

		It wasn’t until the three of us, Jackson, Neil and I were sitting in a coffee house mid-afternoon of Neil’s third day in Amsterdam that I finally confessed the truth. By then, my feelings of guilt were so invasive that I could barely look at my husband. Fucking him those first two days had been easy—I thought of Jackson in a weird sort of fantasy where he was ordering me to fuck my husband, while he watched. Psychically, I thought he really was, even though I knew during that time my master was in London on business. While fucking Neil was easy, the rest of my lie wasn’t as easy to pull off. I wanted to come clean, confess the truth, and get it over with. But no, just as Jackson advised, I sensibly waited for this meeting.

		I’m not sure Neil noticed how close I was sitting to Jackson. It seemed natural to me, and, thankfully, my husband was oblivious to small details.

		Neil was living in an ignorant fog, unable to see what was right before his face. It was terrible of me to see him with such judgmental eyes. To see him as juvenile and a little boorish. The beer-drinking frat boy image would probably haunt him for a long time. I suppose that was due to his babyish face. Once I thought it cute. But beside a ruggedly handsome Jackson, he looked immature, uncouth, the uncultured American youth who’d prefer baseball to museums, NASCAR posters to fine art, and an evening channel hopping to reading a good book. There was nothing wrong with any of that, except that I shared none of his favorite pastimes—nor did he share mine.

		Still, Neil was principled, decent, loving and generous. He didn’t deserve a wife like me who couldn’t control her own mind—or sexual perversity. I’d argued about that with Jackson prior to Neil’s arrival. He answered that none of us could help who we were, and then suggested that I be delicate, and perhaps, not completely truthful with my husband, at least until some of the facts sunk in. There was no reason to hurt him needlessly. In a matter of days, I could finally spill out the basic facts of my life in Amsterdam when it would be easier for him to understand.

		The truth came out on the third day, I finally had the burden of explaining myself to Neil. I knew that I might be ruining what I’d once thought was a pretty good marriage. But from my point of view, I had no marriage now, and I needed to disclose that truth before it ate at my insides.

		“Neil, hon, I owe you an explanation of a few things…” I said, after the three of us shared a bit of awkward conversation along with our coffee. At that point, I’d only explained to Neil that Jackson was a friend who helped me get used to the city—and yes, he’d escorted me through de Walletjes. It wouldn’t have been safe for a woman to explore those nasty streets alone.

		“Explanation? Like what?” He was sipping his coffee as if he actually enjoyed it. I’m sure he would rather be drinking beer, but Jackson and I both thought that the reality should start sober first.

		“I…uh…let’s see, where to begin,” I smiled, and leaned a little closer to him, distancing myself from Jackson. “I needed to make some decisions when I came here. I’m…well, you know how reluctant I’ve sometimes been about sex?”

		Neil smiled a bit nervously. “What did you do, get laid?” He fiddled with the coffee, spilling some in the saucer.

		“It’s different than that,” I paused a moment to gather my courage, “You see, I got really upset and kinda spooked when I first got here. Too much anticipation, maybe. Blowing things out of proportion—you know how I can do that. I’ve never been in a place like this. Suddenly, I had this city, with its Red Light District, bring up all the things that I’ve feared about sex. It hit hard, and without really understanding why, I got enormously aroused…”

		Neil’s eyes narrowed, worriedly.

		“You know how confused I get—how I can’t make decisions?”

		“Yeah, it’s damn annoying. I had a feeling you’d have a hard time here. But I thought maybe you’d grow up if I let you go.”

		“Grow up?”

		“Yeah, grow up.”

		How ironic he should be thinking that about me.

		“You’re probably right,” I conceded about growing up. “I guess the biggest piece in all this started when I toured the Red Light District with Jackson—the shops, the leatherwear, and all its implications. You remember, I once let you tie me up in bed? Truth is, that was the best sex we ever had.” He looked back a bit dazed. “But I was so scared of it and I think you were too that I…”

		“Hey, you know, Marlena,” he nodded nervously at Jackson. “Maybe we should take this back to the hotel where it’s private.” He was jumpy, ready to leave.

		“No, Neil,” I pressed my hand against his. “Jackson has to be here.” I’m sure I telegraphed a lot with that statement, but Neil didn’t jump on it—too confused I’m sure. This was all so far outside his cozy world. But I couldn’t care about that or I’d never get the truth out. I zeroed in on him… “You even mentioned that night that you’d be my master, I’d be your slave…you remember that?”

		He shook his head. “No, I don’t.”

		“I do. I’ll never forget. I never will forget…it’s been with me ever since. I was too scared to admit it. I let it slide, gave up, did everything I could to steer us clear of that sexual attitude.” I was rambling on, saying things I don’t remember even thinking about in a long time, even with Amsterdam goading me. I know I hadn’t confessed that incident to Jackson. But now the memory returned just when I needed it most and with such a rush of passion, I couldn’t stop. “Kinky sexual desires started to rise in me almost the moment my plane touched the ground…then I met Jackson the second night…and my art instructor practically demanded I pose for his class nude—you know I had an art teacher in Minneapolis ask me to model nude two years ago?” Neil’s eyebrows rose just slightly. “I refused, and I refused here too. But I felt so unsettled… then…then I talked to Jackson, he’s been so sweet, so rational. He suggested that maybe I should give it a try…and so I did. I modeled nude for the studio classes…” I waited for more reaction from Neil, but there was so little, I wondered if he’d gone deaf. “The dam’s burst, Neil…” I rushed on. “I let the cat out of the bag, opened Pandora’s Box… you get the picture…?”

		He shook his head, still dazed. Of course, he was confused. So I went on.

		“I was too confused to make sense of the feelings, the desire… and with Jackson sort of appearing out of the blue like a guardian angel… I, well, I found the master I needed.” Was this sinking in at all? I still couldn’t tell. I held up my hands. “The cuffs? They are his gift to me. While I’ve been in Amsterdam, I’ve been submissive to him… under his protection and authority…” I waited for some recognition in his blank eyes, “as in a master and his slave?”

		“Slave?”

		“Yes, you could say that. He’s led me through my sexual fears…and no,” my face was filled with compassionate sorrow, “I haven’t been faithful to our marriage. I can’t even wear my wedding band…I’ve had to be faithful to myself. I know it sounds selfish. It is. But I think the reason I’m here in the first place is for this…more than art, more than adventure. I’ve needed to find Marlena. And Neil, Marlena is not the woman you married.”

		I stopped talking. He was such a blank, unemotional slate.

		I waited, while he thought it through. I could almost see the gears in his brain working hard. But he looked no less confused after a few minutes and when he finally said, I suppose because he had to say something:

		“So, I guess my coming here didn’t quite fit into your plans.”

		I shook my head.

		“Should I go?” he asked.

		I reached out and grabbed his arm, even though he’d made no move to leave. “No, you don’t have to.”

		“Then what do I do?”

		“You watch your wife being herself,” Jackson finally rescued me. “That’s where you start. In fact, there’s an exhibition of the pictures that the artist and his associates put together that’s opening tonight. Your wife is the key model in the event. I think we should go.”

		I stared blankly at Jackson; this was the first I’d heard of this.

		“Are we talking art, or porn here?” Neil asked.

		“It depends on your point of view,” Jackson said. “Some of the sketches are certainly art, and some are photographs. But she was also bound with rope and posed in clearly provocative poses. You’ll have to decide for yourself.”

		Neil looked from Jackson’s rational face to my very worried one. “And what am I suppose to do…bow out of the picture? You say you’re wearing his cuffs, whatever they are and not your wedding ring. Where does that leave me?”

		Again, Jackson answered before I could, “I’m ready to—I’m actually expecting to bow out of Marlena’s life. The only hold I have on her is a temporary one for these weeks in Amsterdam alone. But I can make no claim on her after that. She needed to tell you what’s happened here, and I came along tonight so you’d get the whole truth.”

		The game suddenly shifted. I felt oddly betrayed; this was not what we’d talked about. The whole truth? Like I wasn’t capable of telling him what he needed to know? On second thought, Jackson was probably right.

		“I don’t want you to bow out,” Neil shot back argumentatively. “Marlena is still my wife, but you obviously have a hold on her that I don’t. If that’s what she wants, she needs, then I’m not going to get in the way, at least not now. But I want to see this exhibition.” He pushed on courageously. Hurt. Defensive. Angry. Speaking to both of us. “I want to see anything you want to show me. Maybe after it’s over, I can tell you how I feel and what I want.” I could see the hurt in his eyes so plainly that I could have cried, but I wisely didn’t. For just one instant, I wanted to beg differently. I wanted to leave Jackson behind and be Neil’s wife again. But even trying that idea on for a few imaginative seconds, I realized how horrible that would really feel.

		Neil rose abruptly, nervously, like he does whenever he’s uncomfortable—change the action. That’s his methodology. We’d already talked too much. He needed to smolder. Brood. Figure it out. And he needed evidence. What he could see with his eyes, he could understand. Right then, I was sure he had no real understanding of exactly what my submission meant.

		

		***

		

		The photography exhibition was set up inside an old warehouse. I knew there’d eventually be a showing, but Roelf had not informed me that the gallery had been set up so quickly. In fact, after posing for his bondage friends, Roelf turned his attention to another female student who became his favorite target of abuse. That was fine with me. My art was more a solace now, a place to rejuvenate, and an opportunity to vent my emotions when I couldn’t figure things out otherwise. I didn’t care about technique and form; the classes were more visceral experiences, exercises in being. It was a big step for me not to focus on details or doing the right thing the right way. I no longer worried what other people thought of my final product.

		Normally, art showings take months to produce, and I assumed I’d be far from Amsterdam by the time my bondage pictures were available for public view. The fact was, I could have seen most of the images without having to attend the showing if I’d been brave enough to view the internet website where the pictures of me were almost immediately posted after they were processed. Sadly, I was too scared to look and felt sure that I’d despise what I saw. It was easier to forget that whole week of subjugation and sexual use in the artist’s domain. He’d moved on, as did I.

		Sometimes, however, in the dead of a lonely wakeful night when I was not sleeping with Jackson, I’d find myself thinking of those tedious and physically straining hours of posing. I’d remember, masturbate, and desire again the experience of being the center of attention in a room full of admiring eyes. I’d cum, wracked by a resonating orgasm; they were as much cerebral as they were physical, going on for nearly an hour. At the same time, I vented my repressed passions in wild exploits with Jackson, I was venting at night what I couldn’t express by day. It took several weeks for me to realize that the power behind my sexual awakening was bigger than I could possibly have guessed at the outset. This gut realization made it easier to burst the façade I’d maintained in my rather tame and uninspiring marriage—I hated to think that Roelf had been right about me all along. Finally accepting the difficult truth, I knew that Neil had to know; this was not some silly schoolgirl dabbling that could be swept back under the rug once a few weeks in the sexually charged climate of Amsterdam was over.

		The numbers of attendees at the showing alarmed me. I had figured the project was just an underground fetish exposition of interest only to those who shared an S&M fixation. I was wrong. Every type of person imaginable was there, from the well-heeled jet-set types to latter day hippies and the studio art crowd to the elegant upper crust of the Amsterdam art world. Even curious tourists off the street wandered in. My image appeared on every wall, bound, posed, lighted, angled and in evolving forms printed in glossy resolution. There was no sacred ground on my body, no reverence for my eyes or face. Once inside, I stood in the middle of the main gallery and gazed around from image to image, mesmerized by the woman whose face I recognized. I tried to connect her face with my thoughts, with the exact moment the image was captured on film. What was I thinking then? What was I feeling?

		I had no idea…

		I believe that Neil was as dumbstruck as I was, although I had no capacity to nurture him through the experience of seeing his wife laid bare. Only Jackson seemed connected to the reality of the moment.

		“I think they recognize you,” he whispered in my ear, breaking my trance. I came to and looked around, noting several repeat glances, double-takes and breathy whispers between attendees.

		Then from out of nowhere, Roelf suddenly appeared, clothed like a sultan in bright colored silks.

		“Ah, my precious prize!” He moved in, kissed my cheek as if he loved me and smiled more warmly than I’d ever seen him smile. What a fake!

		His grand gesture no doubt confirmed what the roomful of patrons were thinking about the stunned woman in their midst. At the same time, the enthusiastic artist broadcasted to those who hadn’t seen me yet the fact that the real woman behind the photographs was actually present.

		I self-consciously looked down to see if I was as naked now as I’d been on those long nights. Thank God that was just a momentary delusion. I was still wearing the more conservative than usual, by my present standards, jeans, low-cut silk t-shirt and red stilettos—all presents from Jackson.

		I smiled weakly as Roelf led us through the exhibition and introduced me to several people whose names I promptly forgot. I’d never see these people again; I didn’t care who they were, even if they judged me. I didn’t have time to be embarrassed. Neil tagged along behind us, dazed, but interested enough to study several of the most extreme images with a careful eye. He was probably trying to remember my body this way. I doubt he did, except for my breasts, which in these photographs were routinely bound in the many absurd fashions of bondage restraint Roelf and his friends devised.

		Eventually, we returned to the center of the gallery where a cluster of photographers I recognized began whispering among themselves with Arne finally speaking to Jackson. None of them, including Roelf was aware that my husband was standing on the other side of us.

		“We were hoping that Marlena would reprise her role?” Arne said. “Right here. How about it? Would that be possible?” He studied me with some adoration.

		Jackson immediately looked at me, then at Neil, and raised his eyebrows in the form of a silent question for us both, although he settled on Neil for his answer.

		“What do you mean, tie her up naked? Right here?” he asked.

		“Exactly,” Arne said.

		Neil mulled the idea, looked at me and finally said, “Yeah, sure. Why not? I think I’d like to see what she looks like in the flesh. Not that I haven’t already seen her naked plenty of times.”

		Jackson smiled and turned to Roelf. “This is Neil, Marlena’s husband. I assume you want her bound?”

		“I think that would only make the demonstration more realistic. Just a half hour on my stage,” he pointed to the small raised platform that reminded me of the one in his studio class. “It would certainly give this exhibition a special pop.” Roelf’s gaze was suddenly riveted on me, “Performance art,” he returned to his normally arrogant voice addressing me, “it’s a perfect moment of total focus, no movement, no twitching, not even that tremulous shudder of anticipation—or is it fear?—that sometimes plagues your modeling sessions. You do understand that, don’t you?” Still, such contempt. Although this time, perhaps, it was a performance of his own. He smiled and said before I could reply, “Yes, of course, you understand.”

		He turned to Jackson—and actually nodded deferentially to Neil. “We’ll have Sophia bind her right here.”

		Roelf, Neil and the rest of the artists and patrons moved away from the center of the room while Sophia, one of Roelf’s students who had bound me during the photo shoot, stepped in. She was obviously prepared, holding a sizable length of bondage rope.

		Her smile was enormous, her eyes warm and kind. “Just look at me, Marlena, and no one else. It’ll help you focus.” She whispered the message in confidence, saving me from panic with her reassurance. I did nothing but keep my eyes focused on the woman with her platinum pageboy and smoky eyes. She pulled the silk t-shirt over my head, pushed down my jeans and helped me step from the pants and shoes. I’d worn no underwear.

		The center of my crotch began to liquefy the moment my body was unveiled. My sex heated from the steady convergence of so many eyes. Sophia used a simple rope dress to clothe me, employing a simple crisscross pattern of knots and anchors. It had been three weeks since I’d felt this kind of tight restriction and the experience was not at all unpleasant. I was glad to see that I could experience the bondage more critically now, with an inner poise I hadn’t had before. I slipped into a submissive mind frame and followed the role as a duty to both my master and my husband. I couldn’t see either man, although I assumed they were directly behind me, which was just as well. Neil would distract me and make this whole project fail.“We’ll keep this simple, darling,” Sophia whispered more. “You’ll spread your legs, bend over, ass out, head up with your eyes fixed on a focal point across the room. Then, I’ll bind your arms behind you and to that hook above.” She pointed to the ceiling and we both looked up. “It might get a little tricky for a while keeping still. But you’ll get used to it.”

		I had the procedure clear and knew it would be tough; the posture required was brutal. The hook alone was a devious device. Even when not looking up, I could feel it dangling ominously overhead. Had it been there all along? Or did it just now appear?

		As Sophia’s hands carefully maneuvered my body into position, I found my focal point on a far wall. Ironically, the spot I chose was one of the many images of my face—a larger one I could see without straining my eyes. The image was a direct shot into my face, the primary focus, my eyes. Inside the shades of black, white and grey, I saw my mirror reflection, my face, my neck, my shoulders.

		The moment Sophia left my side, I almost panicked. I couldn’t do this for an entire half hour!

		However, when I would finish this command performance was not my call to make, but Jackson’s. And as always, I would submit to whatever he ordered, no matter how unbearable the strain.

		I’d done this sort of thing before but was out of practice. The stress on my shoulders was great, and the awkwardness of the stance became immediately uncomfortable. Unlike the studio shots, this demonstration was accomplished with the enhanced, pierced version of Marlena. Like tiny beacons, my piercing rings dripped from my nipples and crotch to confirm the fact that the photographed woman who hung in multiples along the walls of the gallery had already moved on with her life to other fantasies, other incarnations of sexual lust.

		For the first five minutes, the pose was excruciating. I prayed Jackson would realize this fact. Although at the time, I had no idea he was even paying attention to me. I was not free to gaze about. Jackson might well be strolling about the exhibition or talking to one of the attendees. I wondered as well, was Neil studying me? Would he be grossed out, intrigued? Shamed, aroused? The imaginings of my fantasy-crowded brain were endless.

		After that first five minutes, the discomfort finally began to transform and I reached an altered trance-like state, much like I’d experienced on several occasions in Roelf’s studio. My mind ceased to function and my body ended its battle with pain. The soreness vanished, as if it had never been there at all. I felt as if I were floating inches off the floor, disconnected from the earth. At any moment, I’d be lifted like an angel from the platform and carried into the darkness of the warehouse ceiling.

		I sensed the audience moving fluidly around me, inspecting, criticizing, and comparing me to the woman in the pictures. While they moved, I remained like a statue of myself, in a land beyond normal. My eyes eventually unfocused so I could see nothing clearly, not even the mirror image on the far wall. I’d reached the final stage of my tolerance feeling as if I was physically one with everything in the room.

		At some time during my disconnected stupor, I must have wavered slightly, maybe even struggled, unconsciously, of course. Perhaps my muscles were unable to take more physical strain. Within seconds of that first faltering, Roelf moved in and pressed his hand to my back, which didn’t make my obedience to the pose any easier. But his plan was to undo the hook, gently bring me out of the position and help me rise. Jackson was behind me holding a silk wrapper to cover my nakedness when I finally stood up straight. I was whisked from the room, with the sound of polite, approving applause ringing in my ears.

		Jackson rubbed my sore shoulders, while I looked at Neil who’d joined us in the back room while I recovered.

		“I think I’ve had enough of this,” was his comment.

		When I heard the remark, I felt it like rejection. “You’re grossed out, aren’t you?”

		“No, nothing like that. It’s just that crowd. I don’t like them much.”

		“And the pictures?”

		“It’s art, isn’t it?”

		“It’s supposed to be.”

		He nodded, making no further comment as he waltzed away, hands in his pockets, his big shoulders slumping like a hulking athlete’s.

		Neil said very little about the exhibition, the photographs and my ‘performance art’ as we returned to the hotel room that night. Although, he spoke with a thundering exclamation point when we were finally in bed. His cock drove into my pussy, pounding ruthlessly into the portal he’d used many times before. But he was different this time. Ungracious. Angry. Passionate. As close to violent as I’d ever experienced him.

		I was scared at the start, my belly bound in a thousand knots to rival the ones that dressed me in bondage earlier in the night. But the passion worked wonders, cutting through my fear as his erection rammed my cunt. He didn’t kiss me. He wouldn’t let me hold him. For the first time in our marriage, he didn’t even attempt to get me off. He used me. Fucked me hard and left me before my sexual trigger finally fired.

		I think he liked what his power over me did to him. But he didn’t say so and I didn’t ask.

		Neil and I spent the next day touring the Red Light District together, where I think the images that aroused me got inside him too. He didn’t say much, and, surprisingly, didn’t make the kind of lurid comments that I’d come to expect from Neil in sexually charged situations.

		He did say as we returned to the residence hotel to dress for the evening that he’d like to purchase a girl for a quickie, just to say he’d done it once.

		“I certainly can’t tell you not to,” I said.

		That night, Jackson took us to dinner and then to a private nightclub away from de Walletjes where the entertainment was a particularly explicit live sex show. It may have been the same nightclub where Jackson first beat me, but I remember so little about that night, the details are so blurred in my mind that I couldn’t be sure. We did take a long flight of stairs to a downstairs basement, which was cool at first but smoky. It became hotter as the night wore on.

		We sat close to the stage, drinking beer and watching a decently brutal scene of a woman being flogged and whipped. The toys were real and used with little compassion. At first, I cringed in response to the woman’s cries as her bound fists beat against the St. Andrew’s cross to which she was chained. She rattled the chains so hard, I was afraid she’d finally rip the thing apart and hurt herself. Watching Neil’s response, I thought he was going to become unglued. He sweated, wiped his hands on his pants and had to look away several times. For a moment, I thought he might escape to the bathroom. But then, the sound of the woman’s cries changed. Neil noticed too and he looked back at the scene. She still twisted inside her restraints, but she didn’t beat the cross, and her subspace groans replaced the wounded animal noises of rebellion. The man with the cat ‘o nine tails continued his steady rhythmic beating, and her moans of pleasure grew in volume. He matched her escalating arousal breath for breath. I could feel her cumming on my lips—a thirst I longed to quench. When she began to orgasm, I thought the entire audience spasmed in unison experiencing a vicarious thrill. She was beautiful. Sweating. Beaten. Back and ass raw with red welts and fast-rising bruises. The two were perfectly tuned to each other, and I knew that the lingering memory of the night would be sweet for them both.

		On some level, I think Neil got the message of this domination, this cruelty and her surrender…at least this particular version.

		When the beating was over, the stage show ended for the night. And yet, the club was not even about to close. There were pairings moving to private rooms. Negotiations between strangers. And in several instances, small Dom/sub scenes conducted right in the main room, in plain sight.

		While we gazed about the evolving scene, Jonathan and Aaron stopped by our table to say hello. They shook hands with Jackson, then Jonathan turned to me. “We were at the gallery last night.”

		“Were you? I didn’t see much, I’m afraid.”

		“Very interesting exhibition, and I think you got rave reviews.”

		“Thank you. It was actually spontaneous—or at least I think so. I certainly wasn’t prepared.”

		Jackson and the two men continued to talk, then both men moved on to the far side of the room about twenty feet from our table.

		“You know, I’m confused about something,” Neil commented to Jackson.

		“What’s that?”

		“I understand the turn-on. I understand sex. But I’m not clear about the Dominance submission thing.”

		“In what way?”

		“It feels like a game.”

		“Well, in a way it is,” Jackson said.

		“For the same purpose? I mean, does a woman get turned on just by doing what a master tells her, no sex involved?”

		“Some do.”

		“And Marlena?”

		“She can answer that.”

		I actually blushed making the admission, “Yes, I do.”

		“So how far do you take it? Is there any limit to this game?”

		“The edges of the experience define it, shape its course,” Jackson explained. “Some submissives are just one step from rebellion, and even that gets them off.”

		“Okay.” Neil looked around, then at me and turned his perplexed expression on Jackson. “So, tell her to do something,” he said. “I want to see exactly what she’ll do for you, how far will she go?”

		Jackson thought a minute. I could see wariness in his expression and had the feeling he’d refuse the request. But then he leaned a bit closer to me and he said, hardly raising his voice in command at all, he didn’t need to: “I want you to go to Jonathan’s table and suck the two men off until they cum in your face.”

		A tremor of excited fear tickled me between my thighs. “Yes, sir.” I bowed my head submissively and then rose from my seat and moved to the table where Jonathan and Aaron had been speaking to the cocktail waitress.

		“Marlena?” Jonathan looked up, smiling but perplexed.

		“Jackson’s ordered me to give you blowjobs,” I told them,” that is, if it’s all right with you?”

		“Really?” Jonathan smiled. He looked across the smoky bar at Jackson and gave him an appreciate wave.

		“This is actually for my husband,” I added.

		“Husband?”

		“Yes, he’s the man sitting next to Jackson.”

		The man’s face lit with amusement, while next to him Aaron began to chuckle. He gave his friend a sideways glance and whispered, “Well, aren’t we lucky. We won’t even have to pay for the pleasure.”

		Jonathan laughed. “You’d better drop to your knees, slut,” he said.

		“Yes, sir.” I was already on my way to the gritty floor—I didn’t even want to think about what was sticking to my knees.

		Jonathan slumped back in his chair, and I reached in to undo his belt and unzip his pants. Inside, I found a sizable erection at half-mast and growing. With a thoughtless compliance now firmly rooted in my consciousness, my mouth covered the head of his penis and it pulsed with another wave of sexual heat, growing bigger still. Jonathan wanted a deep throat blowjob, so I gave it my best, pulling back my ego, my repulsion, and a heavy-duty gag reflex. For a moment, he caught me recoiling from the gagging action and pulled me up by the hair.

		“Tell me you want to do this!” he snapped.

		“Yes, sir I want to do this,” I spit back.

		“And why is that?”

		“Because my master ordered me.”

		“Oh, that’s not enough and you know it. Give me the answer I want.”

		“Because I know it will please you, sir.”

		Still holding my hair in one hand, he gave my face a firm slap.

		“Not good enough, slut. You know why you want to suck me. Now say it.”

		I was breathless and panting, desperately wanting to return to his throbbing erection. I could hardly keep my body still as the urge to fuck and the urge to suck him dry moved in and warred. My pussy ground shamelessly against my heel.

		“Say it, Marlena. It’s written all over your face.”

		I knew what he wanted then; I knew how it would sound. “It arouses me to suck you off, sir.”

		“Right. Keep going.”

		“Neil, my husband wants to see this. He wants to understand what turns me on.”

		“Not enough, Marlena. You haven’t convinced me of anything.”

		“Oh, but it does arouse me.”

		“Right. It arouses you to blow me off while he looks on.”

		I could feel the heat between my legs flame higher still. “Yes, sir.”

		“And you’re wet.”

		“I’m very wet, sir.”

		“Then say it!”

		“It arouses me to suck you while Neil…while my husband looks on. I want you to use me, both of you to use me.” I glanced briefly at Aaron then down at Jonathan’s spear-like cock.

		Jonathan, scowling but finally satisfied with my answer, pushed my head back down and I continued with the blowjob, forcing myself to open wider where it had been difficult before. I jacked him off while I slathered the cockhead in saliva, then let the thick meat slide down my throat, again and again…the rhythm unceasing, demanding, forcing me beyond what I thought I could stomach. While I labored, Jonathan’s hand pressed hard at the back of my head; I couldn’t raise my mouth, but by then, I sensed his ejaculation imminent. My pussy spasmed hard, my belly heaved. Then he exploded in one magnificent thrust, leaving his first spurt of cum deep in my throat, and as I pulled away, more in my mouth and the rest on my lips and chin.

		He immediately shoved me by the hair into Aaron’s lap where the man’s already exposed prick appeared in front of my eyes for just a second before his big hand forced my mouth over the weighty organ. I continued with the same sucking, slurping, deep-throated action, becoming mesmerized by the act and almost thoughtless, until I felt unknown fingers probing me from behind, going after both my holes. I jerked in surprise and lifted my head off Aaron’s dick. He didn’t like that and forced me back.

		“You concentrate on me, slut.”

		While I continued giving the man head, the unknown hand worked my portals with as much vigor. As Aaron shot in my face, my pussy screamed to cum, but the invader pulled his hand from me. I looked back. Whoever it was had disappeared into the crowded bar. Maybe it was just my imagination.

		When I returned to the table from where Jackson and Neil had watched my submission, I wasn’t given time to sit down.

		“You spoke with Jonathan. What did you say?” my master asked.

		“He wanted to know why I would do this.”

		“And what did you say?”

		“I told him the truth, sir. That it turned me on to pleasure him. That it aroused me even more doing it in front of my husband.”

		“Yeah, and it aroused me too, honey,” Neil said, leaning back, with a smug almost vicious smile on his face. He said to Jackson, “You know, I get that there’s stuff going on here in private rooms?”

		“Private scenes, yes,” he confirmed.

		“I’d like to see my wife whipped, like the woman on stage.”

		I was already raw with arousal, my submissive fire stoked and ready. Neil’s comment almost made me spontaneously erupt. I wanted to touch myself so badly that I could hardly control my itchy fingers. I waited instead, lips parted, head slightly bowed as Jackson answered.

		“It’s your call tonight, Neil,” Jackson said. I knew my husband was pleased.

		The two men moved to their feet immediately, and as if I were a prisoner of them both, they each clutched one of my upper arms and pushed me toward the back corridor where the private rooms were located. From behind the row of closed doors, we could hear the sounds of snapping leather colliding with flesh, the moans of desperate voices, the cadence of a Dom’s command and, from behind the last door, the cry of a woman cumming hard.

		At the end of the hallway, there was an empty room.

		Once inside the room, I could tell that both men were aroused. So was I. My breathing was already heavy, filled with lust and erotic yearning that rose up through my body in a passionate wave. My mind was steeped in thoughts of submission. I knew I needed this humble subspace, the attitude of surrender and the fiery heat that surrender stirred. This would be, perhaps, my most profound demonstration of submission. Two men, and both would lay their dark spirits out for me to feel in all their ferocity. I was bound to both, adoring one and challenged by the other.

		I stood between them in the center of the makeshift dungeon, although, it was hardly dungeon-like in the traditional sense. Three walls were painted brown, while the fourth was surfaced in concrete and embedded with eyehooks. There was a table pushed to one end of the room and a bare light bulb hanging from the ceiling. I had the feeling that this was intended as an interrogation room, although I knew it would have quite a different purpose now.

		For a time, I floated on their masculine energy while they touched me, feeding off mine. I knew they were there to use me, demean me, prepare me…to heighten a sadistic pleasure they seemed to share. Mentally, I fell back against the hard walls of their desire, allowing my own desire to breathe with theirs. I had no doubt about Jackson’s sadistic bent; I’d been victim to it numerous times, but my husband’s turn toward the demented darkness seemed more frightening than anything I’d experienced so far. I wasn’t sure if the feelings were true to his nature, or just a product of a growing anger. The man was hard to read. A fear grew in my anxious belly, spreading throughout my body. But there was no going back. I gave my power to them both—I could do nothing else but surrender. I wanted nothing but Jackson’s sadistic spirit and Neil’s reckless savagery flaming out against me. In my gut, I understood how necessary this scene would be.

		The two moved in close and probed me with their fingers. Neil’s lips devoured my breasts. He sucked my pierced nipples, bit the flesh, and rammed two fingers in my cunt, while Jackson worked me from the rear, opening my ass wide as if he planned to fist me there.

		Then, as if they were working in perfect agreement, they stopped at the same instant and Jackson pushed me toward the concrete wall with its glaring eyebolts.

		They tied my body flush against the rough surface, face forward. Wrists. Ankles. And a fat leather strap anchored me at the waist. Then, because Jackson likes an ass stretched taut, he stuffed a small firm pillow up and against my belly. There would be no way out of this vulnerable position short of taking the beating as planned.

		A sense of urgency filled the air. The light dimmed and candles were lit in the four corners of the space, allowing a soft illumination to dance off the mellow color of the walls. How the space transformed!

		Moments later, a blindfold was slipped over my eyes—I’d traverse this sexual territory without sight. Going blind opened my other senses. I heard dungeon music from a room nearby, and a long low beat that matched the sound of a flogger splashing across an expanse of skin. The smell of incense, tobacco and marijuana tickled my nose. I drank in the perfume of my own gushing sex.

		The first strike of Jackson’s flogger hit my shoulders and the stimulation trickled through my nerves. Another and another landed with similar results, driving me deep into their power, deeper into my submission. The flogging advanced, harder, faster; soon my body could not keep up with the intensity of the beating. I began to moan with pain and the sounds of my suffering mixed with those I heard above my own whimpering voice. Harder, faster still, and my reaction to the growing agony increased. Pain rained down like tiny knifes, like icicles splashing onto my skin, like the prickly heat of lightning striking with an electric charge. My stuck out ass took the heaviest brunt and for all my attempts to wrest from the wall’s secure grip, I remained as positioned, vulnerable to more.

		I was kept in a place of uncertainty, misery and despair for blow after blow of the cowhide flogger. Its smarting talons raked against my skin. I knew that Jackson would not take me to the place of pleasure until I’d endured this, a punishment. Was this to right my adulterous wrongs? Was this recompense for a wounded Neil? Oh, yes, I liked believing that true! It made the whipping easier to bear knowing that perhaps my sins were being justly punished.

		As soon as I hit that place where rapture meets the agony, Jackson knew, and as if he, too, required payback, a fierce and dreadful blow followed, ripping the sweetness from me to expand my pain. Again and again. My moaning became more virulent as his did this savage treatment. I hated every second, but endured it for love.

		I believed that he would never stop; that I’d spend eternity in his hell…and then to my sheer amazement, and my gratitude, I noticed that the attitude of the beating began to change. He no longer yanked me from the encroaching subspace, but delivered me there. I began to cry.

		My head fell back, I voiced my sob. And with it, a subtle, sweet, profound orgasm began to rise in my belly and crotch. Even when Jackson stepped away, the explosion continued to fire in me with a physical joy that replaced the terrible woe.

		I felt Neil at my back. I knew his hands. Even blind and overcome by the delirious thrill, I could sense the energy I knew well. I drank in the familiar aroma of his body, and thought for just that instant that I had my marriage back, intact. Prying my rear cheeks apart, he tugged on the ring he found pierced between my cunt and anus. His dick pulsed against my inner thigh. I thought he was aiming for my pussy, but he was only gathering the evidence of my arousal on his fingers. He swathed my anus in my own juices and hastily speared me in the ass. The fucking hardly took a minute of our time. But I heard the message of his desire and despair fill me.

		That’s how the night would finish. He’d seen me beaten. He’d realized a degree of revenge and had sexually taken pleasure in my submission.

		

		***

		

		Once the scene in the private room was over, Neil and I returned by ourselves to the residence hotel. It was nearly two a.m.. He’d be leaving in the morning.

		“Sorry, I can’t stay,” he said.

		“What would have happened if you did?”

		“Maybe I would have understood you better.”

		“Better than what?”

		“Than I do now. I’m just getting warmed up.” He tried to smile.

		“But I will be home.” I hadn’t understood that until now. I suppose it took his visit to make that clear to me.

		“That’s what I’m counting on.” He looked more settled than I’d seen him since he arrived.

		I let his comment slide for several minutes, but I was still unsettled and there was one more thing I needed to clarify.

		“You know, I’m not planning to end my agreement with Jackson when you leave here,” I said, trying not to sound defiant. “I’ll still belong to him.”

		He looked back at me, curious, doubtful, then sad. “Right, I doubted that you would,” he finally said with a resigned sigh. I knew this was a lie, he wanted me out of Amsterdam, on the plane with him, back under his watchful eye. He threw a pair of socks in his suitcase like he didn’t care, but he did. “Maybe you can get it out of your system,” he finally added.

		“Exactly,” I said. I thought a minute and took his hand in mine. “Do really want to be married to me, Neil?”

		He stared down at the pile of clothes haphazardly thrown in the suitcase, and didn’t answer.

		“Would you like me to fold them?”

		“No.” He said that firmly, then looked up. “I don’t know about marriage, Marlena. I just don’t and I don’t want to be pushed.” His voice softened. “I’ll have to think about it.”

		“I’m sorry. I really am.”

		He shrugged. “Why be sorry? I suppose it was bound to happen.”

		We slept the night in the same bed without touching. Fearing his rejection, I didn’t dare reach out for him.

		Neil left the following morning.

		

	
		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

		The countryside outside Amsterdam was beautiful. I found the drive a refreshing change. A cool breeze. Salty air when we drove near the coastline. Broader vistas than I’d seen in weeks. We veered further inland to an area of perfectly kept farms, and I was surprised when the car suddenly made a screeching halt. Jackson had obviously missed the turn. He backed up several feet and we roared off down a long, narrow driveway.

		“Where are we going?” I asked, feeling my tummy sour with a bout of nerves. A premonition?

		“Visit some friends.”

		“Is this sexual?”

		“You dare ask?” He looked at me with biting judgment while I looked back sheepishly.

		“Sorry.”

		“Oh, you will be sorry.”

		When Neil left, Jackson and I picked up where we had left off, almost as if nothing had changed between us. I wasn’t sure anything had. I did announce with some firmness in my voice that I was planning to go home, not stay—once, we’d talked about my staying until Jackson left Amsterdam in August. But I knew that wasn’t right.

		“I’m not surprised,” he finally answered.

		“I still have decisions to make,” I’d added.

		“Of course, you do. And I’m sure they’d best take place at home. You’re adrift now. You need the anchor of your real life. You’ll need to see if your old life can fit with the new, and that’s entirely possible.”

		“And I have to see Neil,” I added. “It wasn’t fair to him to find out this way. I know he’s still stunned. I haven’t heard from him since the night he got back. That’s been almost ten days.” I’d been afraid to call him, but had vowed that I would as soon as this three day trip to the country was over.

		“Maybe it wasn’t fair, but he got a fairer look at the woman he married than he’s ever seen. That could never have happened at home and you know that. I’d consider his visit serendipitous good fortune.”

		“Viewing it like that, I suppose you’re right.”

		“But, you still need to go home.”

		“I’m glad you understand.”

		“Oh, I understood long before you said that.” He smiled in the same endearing way that first drew my notice.

		A few seconds later, Jackson pulled up in front of an ancient looking stable, which stood just below a brick country manor house on the rise above. I gazed about the beautiful site, a classic of Old European charm. Far down the path was an immense windmill much like those I’d seen throughout our drive.

		“This is where your friends live?” I asked

		“It is. Grishilde and Karel.”

		I was anxious to make our way to the top of the hill. I’d been dying to be inside a real Dutch home. I had only a few days left in the country and after so much city, so much Amsterdam, I welcomed the chance to move beyond that arena. This almost seemed like a taste of home, not unlike the Midwest farms of Minnesota.

		“So, your friends will be here—at the stables?”

		“I doubt for now. But you’ll be staying here.”

		“Here? In the stable?”

		“Uhuh.” He took me by the hand and pulled me with him as we entered the long brick building. It had a steeply sloped slate roof, ivy covering one side and a warm charm engendered by generations of Dutch farmers who worked here. It bore its years well and was well-cared for, although, I still felt as if I’d stepped back two hundred years. As we moved inside, a tall huskily built man walked toward us from the far end of the building. He was dressed in a rugged shirt, jeans and black knee high work boots.

		“Ah, this my new beast?” His accent was thick and I could barely understand him. I understood better the feral lust in his eyes.

		“Hello, Jozef, good to see you. This is my Marlena.”

		“She’s one to sell?” He eyed me hopefully.

		“No, not to sell. She’s in training.”

		“Karel will be disappointed.” His gaze lingered on my breasts, although it did not stop until he’d made a thorough perusal of my body. He was a thick, heavy man, not fat but hard-muscled and likely very strong. He stood several inches taller than Jackson, who was inches taller than me. I felt dwarfed. Unbidden, that distinct flutter of submissive arousal began to make itself known in all the familiar places of my body.

		I was still in shock, unprepared for these strange circumstances. This was not what I expected of my last weekend with Jackson.

		“You’ll work her hard,” Jackson told him. “She needs that. She needs to give her mind a rest.”

		“Soon as she’s harnessed and she has a sturdy bit in her mouth, I’ll have her running through the paces.”

		Jackson nodded his approval, and before I knew it, the heavy metal collar I’d worn before was ringing my throat. He clipped a leather leash to one of the rings, gave my ass a firm smack, and handed me over to the stableman saying, “I’ll be down tomorrow to see what progress she’s making.”

		“Tomorrow!” I foolishly blurted out.

		Jackson yanked me about and slapped my mouth. Not hard, but it was the first time his hand had connected with my face and I was stunned.

		“Your orders are simple, Marlena. You will give yourself over to this man. You’ll obey his every order, and you’ll make yourself into an efficiently working pony. If you misbehave, you’ll be punished.”

		My body heated at the word ‘pony’, but I was so terribly afraid that I didn’t allow its meaning to sink in. Only as I watched Jackson authoritatively turn on his heel and leave me with this man, did I finally realize that I’d once again stumbled into my dreams. A master notes how his submissive responds to certain stimuli. Obviously, he’d read my body language in the sex shops where pony gear was on display. If he’d only giving me some warning.

		Jozef wasted no time in stripping me of my clothes and measuring me for what would be more of a leather corset than a harness. There were straps that threaded my crotch and others that went over my shoulders, and a leather bodice that cinched my waist, while allowing for the generous flare of my breasts and hips above and below. The snug fit was not uncomfortable, although the reality of my situation became vividly real.

		So far, I’d seen no one else in the vicinity, but as the stableman finished fitting me into what I guessed would be my wardrobe for the weekend, several women accompanied by men—handlers—moved into the stables. The women were all attired as human ponies wearing leather corsets similar to mine, bridles and bits. They were led to stalls, and once they were padlocked inside the cell-like metal cages, their three handlers joined Jozef in appraising their newest beast.

		“We got a good one here,” he told the men. “She’s already wet.”

		I wasn’t sure how he knew this, but he wasn’t disappointed when he ran a finger through my crotch and brought it up for them to see it glisten with the truth.

		“A regular training?” one of the men asked. He looked about the size of a racing jockey and as powerfully built. The other two were larger men, both stocky and well-muscled.

		“No, a favor to Karel, one of his American friends. She won’t be staying past the weekend.” The three then broke into a spirited conversation in Dutch that I did not understand.

		When Jozef finished with my gear, I was wearing not just the corset harness, but like the other women, I had a bridle perfectly fitted over my head and a bit running through my mouth. Pushed into one of the stalls, I felt my heart race as I heard the sound of the padlock on the door shut with an ominous click.

		I had a bed of straw to sleep on, a can to pee in, and a pan of fresh water to drink.

		The indignity of this circumstance was only matched by the fiery feel of my body heat. I wanted to masturbate to take the edge off my arousal, but I didn’t dare. The stalls were made entirely of bars and wooden slats, hardly private, and while I waited for what came next, one of the men stood watch. I’d learn that while in the stable, I’d never be without the leering eyes of the handlers. Their job was to protect our safety, train us in the postures and practices of a human pony, and when they so desired, use our bodies for their pleasure.

		I was aptly warned of what awaited for disobedience when a frisky brunette in the stall next to mine was apparently less than submissive to her handler. Angered by her recalcitrant bleating, he hauled her to a tall wooden pole at the end of the stable, tied her arms high above her and beat her soundly. I was sufficiently warned by the scene, as well as decently aroused, something I did not need under my present circumstances.

		It was still morning when we arrived at the farm. I was famished for lunch and expected to eat at some lovely country inn. How surprised I was to find myself eating scraps of what looked like day-old food from a tin plate. They even tied my hands behind my back so I couldn’t use them. I tongued my food like an animal and had no way to wipe my face when I was done. One of the handlers had to do that for me.

		After the ponies were rested, the handlers returned and took each of us from our stalls to a paddock where we were worked together as a team. I was expected to join in with the three who’d already had a good deal of training in what I believe was pony dressage. I knew little about these practices, except that they often mimicked as closely as possible the training of real world ponies.

		We were expected to step high, keep our backs straight and look proud, being obedient to the tugging of the bridle, turning as demanded no different than any equine pony. I was immediately flustered by the strange activity, aroused yes, but felt dyslexic when I couldn’t get the steps right. When I failed, my ass was struck by a mean stinging riding whip. I imagined my entire bottom and thighs being well stripped by the time I finished. The cuts weren’t deep, but I could count on a sore behind that night.

		At the end of that endless training period, I was weary. Every muscle in me ached. Jozef led me to a wooden platform where he ordered me to strip off the complicated harness and bridle. Again, I got a good thrashing on my behind as I hurriedly tried to remove the gear. I was then hosed down by the hard spray of a hose and scrubbed from head to toe—even my hair lathered and rinsed. Back in my stall, Jozef dried me thoroughly with a thick towel and applied liniment to my major muscles. By the time he worked the smelly stuff into my skin, I was actually feeling much better.

		I rested again before eating dinner.

		I would just as soon have slept right then, but our day was not yet over.

		One by one, we were led from our stalls to the far end of the stables where we were pushed over a polished wooden bar, our asses out, our legs spread, our hands gripping a second lower bar for support. I knew what came next.

		The sex was hard. Our pussies were stuffed full and used with little affection. I had two erections in me before I was done, Jozef’s last, which appropriately matched the size of his large body. The men had no intention of allowing us to cum; however, I secretly prayed that when the lights went out in the stable for the night, I’d have a chance to relieve the sexual ache that had been mounting all day. To my distress, once Jozef finished planting his member in my cunt and spilling his seed, he bound my hands behind me so I couldn’t touch myself.

		I returned to my stall, knelt down and fell to my side into the cushion of prickly straw beneath me. I was asleep in seconds.

		In the middle of the night, I awakened. I think one of the ponies was being used again; that kind of noise echoed through the stable. My pussy felt the sound deep inside the unsatisfied space. I ached for Jackson, while hating him at the same time. I’d not been left alone like this in all my nights in Amsterdam. If nothing else, I had the consolation of my hand. But with my hands unusable, I could satisfy nothing. I tried to sleep but my mind floated freely over the events of the last several weeks. I was going home soon, and regretting the thought of it. It was the responsible thing to do I repeated to myself. The selfless, wise thing. My awakening would still be with me, I reasoned. I knew that would never leave me. But for my sanity, to assuage my guilt, to set things right, I had to start from home. Wasn’t that the logical choice? I wasn’t sure. I mulled over the process of going home again and again. I even retreated on my plan, thinking I should just stay in Amsterdam—it felt more real to me than the life I left. I tried every way possible to come up with the right answer. And still the questions plagued me. It was a hard night in that stall, a long lonely night, and for all my obsessive musings, I still couldn’t figure out what I wanted, or even needed to do. The truth hung about me, understood on some level, but not a conscious one. Like a cloud, like a mist, like the fog that floats through your hand and disappears, the answer remained as elusive as what would happen next.

		My next day on the farm was very much like my initiation the day before, although by then, the newness and excitement had worn off while the isolation made me increasingly uneasy. I was treated like a pony in every way possible. I even used the tiny can to do my morning business—with some struggle. Like the other female ponies, I was worked hard in sessions both morning and afternoon. It might have been a way to live for some submissive women, but I was not cut out for this kind of physical activity and was soundly punished by that vile riding crop for every misstep. By evening, I was again exhausted, and so near rebelling from this awful treatment that when I was led into the ring for another special session, I almost didn’t see Jackson leaning against the fence looking at me, his slave.

		My body took a flying leap for joy when I spotted my master and my anxious crotch started to respond again. He was dressed in leather pants, polished knee-high riding boots and a clean pressed shirt. I’d never seen him dressed so casually. He looked very much like a gentleman rancher, more rugged, powerful, and as authoritative as ever.

		For the first time all day, I heard words spoken in English, however, it took some time for my brain to start working again and actually understand what was being said.

		“You say she’s having difficulty with the training?” I heard Jackson ask Jozef.

		“A few weeks of this, she might come around, but I don’t expect she’ll be ready for any man’s stable for a while. I thought you should see her progress. Understand first hand.”

		“Thank you. Go ahead and work her.”

		“Perhaps you’ll want to extend her stay here,” the man standing beside him said. I assumed this was his friend Karel.

		“That might be arranged,” he replied. “Let’s just see what she does now.”

		I began with the same steps I’d practiced all day and the day before, concentrating my best and still faltering several times. The buggy whip cracked against my thigh unusually hard and wrapped my waist with a horrific sting. I jerked out of control completely and landed on my side.

		Jozef gave the bit a vicious yank, but I refused to budge. He scowled, while I frowned in return.

		“Humph.” He looked amused, which I hated and he turned to Jackson. “I think she needs her master to bring her around. You suppose?”

		He nodded.

		“Then she’s yours.”

		Jackson moved through the paddock gate and to my fallen form. From there, I was hastily led into the stable and tied to the whipping post. I was immediately embarrassed for making such a terrible scene, especially in front of Jackson. Did my failing reflect poorly on him as my master? He’d be justified in punishing me soundly.

		All the same, I was weary. Tired. I cried throughout the beating, feeling angry with myself, with Jackson, with Neil and every damn thing in my life. I screamed from my gut, far beyond the pain he caused me with his biting crops and lash. But it was like cleaning house of all the terrible trauma my mind had manufactured over these weeks.

		Once the initial emotion had passed, I could feel Jackson’s emotions as clearly as I knew my own. Anger. Joy. A very wicked joy. And love. I could not mistake that.

		After the long scene, he threw down the buggy whip and moved to my back side where his lips pressed to my ear.

		“I think you’re ready to go home now, Marlena,” he said.

		Did he really mean that? My mind was in a daze again. Home? Home in Amsterdam, or home with Neil?

		“No, please!” I protested.

		“You want to stay here?”

		“No… no…” I want to stay with you! I added silently.

		I think he knew, but I couldn’t say it yet.

		“Then, you’ll go out to the ring. You’ll perform and your stay here will be done.”

		“Yes. I’ll do it now.”

		“No. You’re too tired now. You’ll try again in the morning.”

		I hated that. But this was not for me to control.

		The next morning, I was in the training ring, nervous as a new filly. I worked with the other ponies in their routine and had it fixed. When Jackson appeared at the gate, I made a terrible flub and was almost in tears. But one glance at him, his eyes steadied me and I made the rounds of the ring without a flaw.

		When I was led back to the stable and my stall, I was afraid my performance was still not enough to satisfy him. But then how was I being judged? What was expected of me here? I had a strong feeling that my time spent here had nothing to do with being a human pony; it had to do with the future I faced, nothing more.

		Within the hour, I was dressed again in my street clothes, on Jackson’s arm, walking toward the manor house where I was finally introduced to his friends.

		When we left the estate later that day, Jackson asked me in the car what I thought of my adventure.

		“I hated it mostly. It was lonely, tiring, frustrating, painful… but,” I smiled. “I wouldn’t have wanted to miss it.”

		“You’re not as restless as you had been. I think you’re settled enough to handle the rest of your life.”

		“You think so?”

		“Give yourself a couple of days, and see.”

		I hoped he was right.

		“You know, I was wondering about the other girls?” I asked him. “Are they being trained by their masters for some special purpose?”

		“No. They are owned by Karel. He’ll be auctioning them at the end of the month.”

		“What? Auctioned? Really?”

		“Yes, really.”

		“As in permanent?”

		“As in they’ll be sold to buyers interested in female ponies. That is how they’ll serve their new masters.”

		“And they consented to this?” I was in shock. I’d thought it was just another game for wicked masters to play with their subs. “They gave up their freedom willingly?”

		“Yes.”

		“Forever?”

		“I imagine so.”

		I thought about this for some time, finding the idea frightening, but a damn good thrill. How close I might have been!

		“Well, if you think these women have unique lives, you should see what sexual slavery looks like in Tokyo, Hong Kong, even San Francisco.”

		“I’m not sure I could handle more than this.”

		“Then, I suppose that’s good, since the daring adventures of Marlena Rowlands will soon see their end.”

		“Not forever!” I protested.

		But he just nodded.

		I had some hints over my two months in Amsterdam that Jackson was more involved with his Dominant sexual experiences than he initially let on. Was he trying not to scare me by minimizing his desires? Or deliberately hiding something from me that would blow his cover? Just the idea of those girls being sold as property—I shuddered at the implications. But then, I tried to reason, if he’d wanted to abduct me for some diabolical white slave trade, he had the opportunity many times, including the previous few days. It gave me a bit of a chill thinking of the possibilities, until I felt his warm hand cover mine and bring me back down to earth, to real time, back to the feelings I knew were right and the man I could trust.

		

		***

		

		I couldn’t believe how clear-headed I was now after my days as a human pony. Something about the training…something Jackson understood. I couldn’t explain it, but it seemed to be the right punctuation mark on an amazing interlude in my life, from where my heart and soul turned left and started down a new path. The path before me wasn’t completely clear, but as I prepared to leave, I think I understood what had to happen. I contentedly kept those thoughts to myself. I’d let the weeks play out and give my weary mind a rest.

		My last night with Jackson, we were together in his room.

		“Open your blouse,” he ordered. We were getting ready for bed, but I sensed something more going on than just removing my clothes.

		I looked at him suspiciously, then obeyed the order, feeling especially nervous. I could barely get the buttons through the holes. When I opened the sides of my blouse, Jackson reached in and pulled down my bra. I assumed he was going to add some adornment to my nipple rings, something else to remember him by. But quite the opposite. He began unscrewing the beads on one side of the bars. He removed the right and then the left, placing my jewelry in a box. Then he ordered me to raise my skirt and in the same fashion, though kneeling now at my feet, he removed the rings from my clit and the base of my vagina.

		I immediately felt the difference in my body. An emptiness, like something lost and freed.

		“Your hands,” he said, as he finally stood up.

		My eyes opened wide; I couldn’t be silent now.

		“You’re taking the cuffs off, too?”

		“They belong to me, but you no longer do.”

		My heart sank. This was not what I expected, but I wasn’t brave enough to prevent it.

		Once my wrists were bared, they too felt naked. My being felt stripped down to nothing…so ungrounded, I thought I might just blow away.

		“You can keep this,” he said, as he reached down and pulled the heavy metal collar from its bag. I saw the other collar Jetty sold him next to it; I’d never worn that one. I accepted the heavy, rusted, wicked-looking thing as my only physical remembrance of Jackson. I wanted more, but more was not mine to have.

		I lost him now for sure, I thought, as the reality of this ending hit. I even wondered if he’d laugh at me later, joking with his kinky friends about his silly Midwestern sub.

		That night, I made love to Jackson, crying the whole time.

		

		***

		

		I returned to Minneapolis, to art school, to home, to Neil.

		I went about my days with Neil, at first much like my life had been before. I thought the familiar routine would do me good. There were quiet glances between Neil and me, furtive moments when we’d stare into space like we never used to. Sex was erratic, but wonderful when we had it. He took me silently, on several occasions binding me, and always fucking me hard, as hard as he did in Amsterdam.

		I doted on him afterwards, but he seemed to hate that, and wouldn’t discuss why. He wouldn’t discuss anything about Amsterdam except that he was glad it was finally over.

		I thought that time might soften Neil again, even while I suspected it was foolish to trust time to heal our rift. What we couldn’t talk about couldn’t be set right, or healed. So many spaces between us, silences, gaps that widened into chasms as one day stretched into the next. And for awhile, I forgot about the conclusions I’d reached while in Amsterdam regarding my future. I was afraid of losing myself.

		My only solace were those private moments when I brought Jackson’s collar out from hiding and put it around my throat. I’d be alone in the house. I’d masturbate. The roaring climaxes brought back all that my promiscuous Amsterdam had been with bittersweet sadness. They brought back remembrances of Jackson with a fondness that was painful… and the piercings, lesbian sex, the streets of de Walletjes, and the arrogant Roelf. I put myself back in the photo shoots, in the sex clubs and the gallery of my bondage. Even my pony training became fuel for the best sex I had at home.

		It wasn’t long before I knew it would be just a matter of months before Neil and I would end the marriage. He finally told me one night that he had had hookers twice while I was gone…one before he visited, one after. Then he had three days with my friend Janice Coulter when he got back from Amsterdam. She ended the affair, much to his regret. It was surprising how little this information impacted me. I was almost glad it hear it.

		I asked him if he wanted a divorce.

		He said, “Not yet.”

		I let it pass. There were oddly no real contingency plans in my head if we did split. My mind wouldn’t go there. I knew what I wanted and I hoped if I wanted it long enough, it would happen, materialize out of nowhere—how silly of me! But I was such a believing submissive. I just needed to be patient.

		Three months after my return home, the reward for my patience did arrive in the form of a post card from Jackson in Hong Kong; a now distant longing returned like the beat of a drum, advancing closer and closer. Amsterdam came flooding back to me and I remembered all Jackson had said. How I should have my limits taken down. How he would see to that. How he would love me while it happened…

		

		The postcard read:

		Returning stateside shortly.

		I suspect much has been decided by now.

		Join me in SF the end of the month.

		Jackson

		

		He never even questioned my decision?

		I sighed, reading that. I should have known.

		A second post card arrived three days later; its only message:

		

		Tues—UA, flight 862, arriving 11:00 am SAF. Jackson

		

		I had no way to tell him I’d be there. You would have thought he would have called to confirm my intentions. But he was sure. He knew without my saying so. How typical of him!

		But he was right. He knew my heart. He knew exactly what I’d decide long before it was clear to me.

		When Jackson Nichols stepped into the terminal, I was there in San Francisco, waving to the man in my dreams. After a long kiss and a huge embrace, Jackson pushed me gently back and smiled. Then he pulled from his suit coat pocket the wrist bracelets I’d worn when I was his submissive. Right there, with a crowd of people moving around us, not paying attention in the slightest to our private moment, we stood face to face, and Jackson buckled the cuffs around my wrists, making them as snug as I remembered.

		I laughed. Relief washed through me like a hard spring rain. Then Jackson put his arm around me and we headed to baggage claim. We’d start again in San Francisco.
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