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Dedication



 

For
Annie







obsession



 

A thought… random… fleeting…
unbidden, 


leaping from cell to cell 


in a tantalizing dance, 


of what’s to follow. 



 

A thought… returning with
friends… 


demanding… impatient,


twisting in a spiral 


of unrecognized lack, 


seeking attention’s wandering
gaze. 



 

A thought… swelling with desire…
festering with passion, 


as it’s slowly brought to a boil 


over lust’s licking flames,  


stoked by insatiable hunger.



 

A thought… leading the body in
hell born pursuit… 


of appetite’s need, 


nerves pulsing in pleasure filled
desire, 


seeking to worship 


at gratification’s altar. 



 

A thought… exploding in
completion… 


dying of spent release, 


on the altar’s cold stone, 


as orgasm 


becomes one with obsession… 



 

A thought… random… fleeting…
unbidden, 


leaping from cell to cell, 


in a tantalizing dance 


of what’s to follow… 







Chapter One



 

I see her standing by the stacks
in the old library. I’m surprised to see that she actually showed up. I usually
don’t arrange dates this way. But I was obsessed. I watched her every day for
two weeks. She was doing research, and so was I; though after two weeks I
confess I was doing more research on her than on my American Poets thesis. 


My obsessions drive me to such
things. In a mad impulse I finally peeked in the front of her opened notebook
when she was off to the bathroom. I was looking for a name, maybe a phone
number. That was three days ago. That night, I called her.


“Yeah sure, I remember you,” she
said, when I described myself. “You’re the one with the gigantic blue eyes and
the soft blonde hair. You were sitting at my table.”


I’m excited that she remembered
me at all. I feel so stupid, flustered like some school kid. I’ve never felt
quite this way about a woman. I knew I liked women, but never like this, never
with an obsession that made me follow her around, steal her name from her
notebook, and find out where she lives and with whom (no one, I was glad to
discover). Would she still be meeting me if she knew to what lengths I’d gone
to feel close to her? My God, I was certain that if I didn’t have some
consummation to this heated insanity, I’d soon be stalking her nightly, peeking
in her window, stealing flowers from her flower bedecked porch.


Seeing her now in front of the
stacks, perusing some enormous art book that looks too big for her, I’m
tingling all over, especially between my legs. That place gives me away, it
leads me running around after phantom lovers like a child with a first crush. But
Peach is no phantom.


I call her Peach when I see her
dressed in this peach colored tee-shirt dress. It’s nearly ankle length, but
she might as well be wearing nothing the way her body seems to climb out on top
of it. Her ass, which is turned to me, is one of the pert round kinds. I see
the hint of her cleft as an indentation in the material. I know when she turns
around, that her pendulous breasts will be pressed against the fabric
erotically, her tiny nipples poking through the cloth. I know this because
other tee shirts I’ve seen on her do the same.


“Good evening,” I say, trying not
to scare her. Approaching people from behind can be risky, so I take it slowly.


She doesn’t miss a beat, turning
around as if she knows I’m there all along. Exactly what I want, a smile is
beaming on her face, her bright cheeks glowing. And yes, there are her breasts
with the conforming fabric of her dress showing off the subtle curves and her
nipples.


“Cassidy,” she says, in a voice
that floats to my ears like Mozart. She gives off warmth like perfume. I can
smell her scent, a fresh scrubbed soapy scent, kissed with the trace of some
sweet hand cream. It’s been hot, so there’s a musky sweaty fragrance too, on
her skin and mine.


“Hey, Peach, I’m glad you came,”
I reply.


She doesn’t balk, not even when I
call her Peach. Her name is Samantha Clarisse Sykes. It’s much too much a name
for her, she’s much more simple than that.


“I liked your invitation,” she
says.


“Not too bold?” I ask.


“Honest,” she replies, “telling
me you’ve been having erotic thoughts of me, I know that’s a bold thing for you
to say. You’re really very shy, aren’t you?”


I giggle a little.


She takes my hand and pulls me
deeper into the stacks. We wind our way into the maze of tall metal shelves,
into the bowels of this ancient place, searching for some privacy.


She touches my breasts first. Her
hand is like a feather. I’m shivering. I can feel her touch in the top of my
head underneath my hair, and at my shoulders, they’re trembling, and of course,
between my legs. But it’s not enough that it’s there, it’s everywhere that
shivers. 


I lean forward, instinct leading
me, and touch her offered lips with mine.


“Ooooo, I am in love,” she says.


I can’t believe that she’s saying
this to me. How can she love me when we’ve just met? Then, how can I love her
when I don’t even know her? Has she been feeling anything that I’ve felt, can I
be that lucky?


She kisses back, and then there
are a dozen more little kisses, while she leans into my body, pressing herself
against me and fondling me more.


I think I’m going to swoon, until
she laughs that lilting, approving laugh. She seems to know my trepidation and
my joy, and tries to put me at ease with her hands. They are all over me. One
hand breaches the bottom of my shirt, lifting it so she can fondle skin to
skin.


“I don’t understand this, Peach,
why I love you like this,” I tell her. I figure I need some kind of
explanation.


“Shush,” she puts a finger to my
mouth and smiles. We kiss again. And I take liberties with her body. My hands
were poised for minutes, then finally after she shushes me I have the courage
to touch her, really touch her. 


We’re leaning against the stacks
of books: the tall, fat, musty medical library where no one ever goes. I’m glad
we have this privacy, because she feels free to raise my shirt enough to view
my breasts with her eyes, not just her hands.


“You have such creamy white skin,”
she says. 


I want to tell her, I find her
dark tanned skin perfection, my blonde skin always seems uneven and flawed. 


She presses her mouth into my
breasts and kisses them all over. She sucks the soft flesh. Sucks hard, so I
know that there will be a hickey there when she’s done. I couldn’t ask for
more.


My hands reach around her so I
can find her ass, that perky round one, with the melon globes of tight flesh
that lightly bounce against the dress.


When I squeeze the cheeks, I can
feel her thighs tense, her breath becoming short and excited. Pulling up on the
dress, I want to feel the soft skin underneath. 


We’re wrapped together, pressed
tightly. Her hands rove at will. Mine do the same. We’re both wet like rivers
between our legs. We’re feeling each other in the center, where undiscovered
clits become discovered, and once virgin holes become places to violate again.


“Cassidy, right there,” she
instructs me, as my hands find her special spot. I drop to my knees, I want to
see it, tongue it, watch it burst. Her cunt is dark, a silky bush of hair
covers plump brown labia. I spread the hair and the lips to find her clitoris. It’s
become a hard throbbing finger.


It only takes a few gentle sweeps
of my tongue to discover what she likes best, what makes her throw her head
back in a passionate stupor. She grabs my hair to keep her balance. So easily
she could tumble to the floor, but I keep her stable. I want her to remember
only that this was the most exquisite orgasm she’s ever had. 


Her cries are nearly inaudible,
but to me they are like an ocean roaring with waves of fervent bliss that crash
at my ears. 


She claws my hair.


She tenses.


I work faster with my tongue
against her clitoris, my fingers passing through her hole to bring her twin
pleasures. Her channel around my fingers squeezes them tightly, a spasm of
orgasm and then another. They seem to be rippling through her, one after
another in an unending stream. My hands and face are covered with her juices. They
taste salty and sweet, that fragrant musk of sweat, makes my own cunt ready.


When it’s over, she slips down
against the shelf of books, till she’s on the floor beside me. Her legs are
open, her cunt exposed. She almost looks as if she’s airing out. The sweet
contentment written on her face is lustful, peace filled pure. If this is all
she ever gives me, it is enough. I couldn’t want anything more than to see the
love obsession of my life this happily satisfied.


She opens her eyes. There’s a
cute smile on her face.


“You don’t think you’re getting
away from me, you slut,” she says. No one has ever called me ‘slut’. I like the
name.


She reaches in and begins to paw
my thighs, though they’re covered in denim; I admit I wasn’t as well prepared
as she.


“Here? A little risky, isn’t it?”
I say.


“Hey, you little tramp, I took
the risk and so shall you, even if you do get caught with your pants down.”
She’s adamant, unbuttoning the waist and unzipping the zipper, and then pulling
firmly on my jeans until they are at my ankles. She leans over, lays me down
and begins to plant her mouth on my needy clit. She goes straight for the
center where the best feelings reside.


She licks with a gentle, but
experienced tongue.


It won’t take long, and it
doesn’t.


With her hands climbing all over
my thighs and reaching inside my shirt to my tits, she brings me off, raises me
up, tears me in two. My entire body is gasping, letting go, struggling to let
free all three weeks’ worth of piled up lust.


I’m afraid I’m too loud, but for
at least twenty seconds, I couldn’t give a damn who hears.


We both collapse in an
abbreviated hug, her head to my belly, until I become too scared of being so
exposed in a public building.


“You don’t mind my calling you
Peach?” I ask.


“I like it. Almost as much as I
like you,” she says. “This was a good idea you had,” she continues. 


This is where I’m most afraid. What
if it’s only been a lark for her and nothing more? God, please, I promise to be
good, if you don’t make that so, I pray silently.


“I want to see you again,” I tell
her.


“God, I hope so,” she replies, “but
can we do it someplace besides this library, my God this floor is too hard!”


We pick each other up laughing,
and walk out arm in arm.


That is, after I’m zipped and
buttoned again.







Chapter Two 



 

Peach moves in with me. I have
the bigger apartment. I tell her when I’m helping her pack that it might be
better if we stayed in hers. “It’s cozier.”


“Believe me,” she says, with one
of her huge planters in her arms, “bigger is better. Less likely we’ll tire of
each other soon.”


I know that I’ll never tire of
her. I can watch her for hours. I’m not like her at all, that bubbly and infectious,
with an easy attitude. She’s funny the way she takes charge without people
thinking she’s a bitch. She makes me laugh, and cry.


We weep together when an old
boyfriend dies with too much coke in his blood. She tells me that’s why she
won’t love men anymore. “They are just too risky. They can’t take care of
themselves, and when bad things happen to them, I feel guilty.”


“You don’t feel that way with
women?” I ask.


“We’re much more self sufficient.
We can take care of ourselves, especially emotionally. Oh yeah, we’ll cry when
we’re hurt, but that’s the point, we’ll cry and then go on. Men are too fragile
for me; I just end up busting their balls, and I hate weak men, so it’s better
I find my equal in a woman.”


That’s the sum total of her
philosophy of life. 


She doesn’t need more. All she
needs is a place to put her emotions, no matter what they are. And believe me
they are plenty, plenty big and plenty various and plenty crazy at times. Living
with Peach is like living on one long roller-coaster ride. 


Me, I’m very inside myself, given
to fits of melancholy. I’m looking for spiritual passage through my cunt. I
figure that God’s got to have planned it this way for me, since he gave me such
an active one. With Peach it’s all in her Solar Plexus, her emotions. With me,
it’s got to be the cunt.


She says she can’t believe the
crazy things I think about and write about and daydream endlessly about. She
says they’re extraordinary! She says it with such exuberance. I’ve been writing
my stories for years, and finally found someone to appreciate them.


When she reads about “God and my
cunt”, she laughs. She must laugh for ten minutes straight, tears rolling down
her cheeks. I can’t stop her.


Then I’m in tears because I
think, she thinks, I’m stupid.


“Hey, putz, it’s quaint,” she
finally says.


“Quaint?” I snap at her.


“Yeah quaint, and it makes sense.
What do you feel when you’re having an orgasm, some kind of spiritual high?”
she asks. “I mean I feel really, really good, but it’s very physical. Am I
missing something?”


“It’s not like that,” I tell her.


“So?”


“It’s like,” I muse for awhile
and make her wait, she loves the drama of it and so do I. “It’s like, I’m never
not with my cunt…” I fish for words.


“Of course, you’re not without
it, it’s between your legs,” she points out the obvious, as if I haven’t
already figured that out.


“That’s not what I mean,” I tell
her. “Will you shut up so I can explain?”


She pouts and I ignore her.


“I’m always horny, if I’m not, I
don’t feel alive,” I try again. “I think I could screw anything that’s alive,
man, woman, beast, and… it’s not that I would, it’s just that I could. Sometimes
I think I’m really obsessed, clinically so, but I know I’m not.”


“How do you know that?” she asks.


“What? Do you think I’m
obsessive?” I query her seriously.


“No. But how do you know you’re
not?” she asks.


“Because I’m happily erotic. I’m
pleasured, I’m healthy, I’m productive, I pay my bills, and I contribute
lavishly to anything worthwhile that pleases me. I’m really a regular person. I
just live between my thighs. Some time ago…” I begin what could be a long
story, even though I know I’d better tell it quickly, since Peach looks sleepy.
She’s yawning. “I heard this guy talk, a really cool guy, and he tells me that
masturbation is healthy, that it can cure just about anything. Well that seems
a little off base. But I was having a horrible year with colds and flu and that
kind of thing… I started masturbating a lot and everything cleared up. I
started writing dirty books, and being happy, and it’s worked that way ever
since.” 


She believes me, I mean really
believes me, the first person that I ever shared this secret with that didn’t
think I was totally daft. There were two other lovers that knew this, but the
whole idea fell so flat on them, I quit believing it while I loved them. Then
everything went into the shitter, and I lost all my nerve and my confidence. So
I dropped those two and started masturbating again (I never really quit, I just
decided to like it again), and everything straightened out.


I tell Peach all this, she smiles
and starts to kiss my hand. “So, if I’m to keep you safely under salvation’s
wing, I suppose I’d better fuck you regularly,” she says. I think she’s taking
this seriously, at least she’s gentle about it, even if she doesn’t completely
understand.


I know I’m going to love her
forever.







Chapter Three



 

It’s a miserable summer, the kind
where the asphalt melts beneath your feet and you’re skating on a thin coat of
slime. The inland air is dry, and I daydream about ocean breezes so often that
I convince Peach to go down to Newport for a weekday afternoon, even though I
know the traffic will be worse than I want it to be. For late May, I’m thinking
of other things besides the thick smog of LA. I want blue skies, and the top
down on the Jeep, and a wide open road.


I’m telling Peach of my
exasperation and she’s telling me to stop complaining. 


“We’ll just leave for awhile,”
she says, “let you get your spirit back. You’re much too crabby now for me to
want to be around you.” I know she’s kidding, but still, she’s disgusted with
me. 


“I’m not used to cities,” I
explain in my defense. “Especially this one. There are too many directions to
move and too many people.”


“That’s okay, we’ll leave,” she
repeats.


“Leave? Where?”


“Anywhere, we have the time.”
She’s right, no classes until September. I don’t have to teach summer school. I
can already feel the freedom surge inside my bones. Peach is already free as a
bird. She won’t want to do anything all summer but stay in bed with me. It’s
time well spent, though it still doesn’t make LA any more bearable. The heat
won’t stop, the smog won’t stop, and my feeling of oppression will go on until
the first September breeze, which sometimes doesn’t happen until October.


My decision is nearly made.


We leave for the beach thinking
about where we’ll go for our vacation.



 

After two hours in the beating
sun and all the salt water we can stand, we drive up the Pacific Coast Highway
for awhile, threading our way through a sprawl of beach towns. Peach driving,
she takes a quick left down to the center of one small burg. I’m not sure at
first exactly where we are. She spots a parking place, an ice cream store; and
though I don’t realize it, something else she wants to see.


After ice cream, we walk down the
street, the sun is beating on our backs. We’re not holding hands because our
palms get too sweaty, but we’re so close we can feel each other’s atoms passing
back and forth. At last she puts her arm around me because Peach cannot help
herself. She arouses me with her warm touch, and my hand drops to feel her rear
end lightly. Now, I want to be in bed with her, to turn her back against me so
I can feel the smooth softness of her ass pressed against my groin. I want to
make a journey around all my favorite places. The thought of it consumes me, it
always does. I wonder if we can find some semi-public place to get each other
off. The idea already has me wet between my legs.



 

We pass by a shop and Peach
stops, standing at the store window looking in. There’s a clutter of bright
colored clothes hanging there, and jewelry of odd handmade designs, and artful
pottery. I wonder what’s caught her eye.


“They do tattooing, let’s go see.”


She drags me by the hand inside. I’m
reeling by the sudden turn, though abrupt changes are common in Peach’s company.
The idea of tattooing makes me almost nauseous but I have little choice but to
follow her inside.


The shop smells of incense, the
air tepid and close, but erotic. Floor to ceiling, the walls are covered with
art, and clothes, and things it would take an hour to inspect. I can’t stop
staring at everything, though my eyes are confused by all the colors. There’s
too much, so I focus on Peach instead, as she moves from rack to rack, counter
to counter in wide-eyed wonder. I watch her sumptuous movement, thinking only
of how much I’d like our bodies close now. The shop has only made me hornier,
my need for her kisses and her cunt more immediate. I can feel the stickiness
between my legs where I’m naked under my long skirt.


Following my lover from place to
place, I realize she’s distracted by the bright colors and baubles that make
the shop look so much like our bedroom at home. I imagine Peach could live
here, and I suppose I could too, once I got used to it. I can’t live around
unfamiliar things. What surrounds me needs to comfort me, not threaten me; and
though these things seem innocent enough, there’s something menacing about this
place.


At the back counter Peach stares
inside a display case, wanting to see closer. She tells the clerk to pull out a
small tray of rings for her to see. These are piercing rings and studs, not for
ears, but other places. Her eyes light, as if her imagination has fired off a
rocket in her brain. I know her well enough to know what’s on her mind. She
talked about it once, about piercing a ring through her nipple or at her belly
button, or even through her cunt lips. She’s thinking of it now.


This feels dangerous and that
scares me.


The way Peach operates, on the
spur of the moment, I know that something’s going to happen.


“You really want this?” I ask.


“A ring?” she says. “No, all I
want is a tattoo.” She waves the tray of rings away.


“You do?” I register surprise. Why
all the business with the rings? I wonder.


“Yes, a tattoo, a little one,”
she tells the tall no-nonsense woman behind the counter. “I want rose petals
like tears on my thigh.”


The picture that comes to mind is
really lovely, especially since I imagine tattoos of skulls and crossbones,
knives and vicious faces. Rose petals. How delicate and defining, so like Peach.
I wonder why I didn’t think of something so fresh and simple.


The woman smiles thinking Peach’s
inspiration as novel and appealing as I do.


“Back here,” the woman tells us,
and she shows us behind a curtain where Peach will sit. I notice now that the
place is surprisingly clean. I’ve always figured these places to be crawling
with vermin, but this is spotless.


I watch as my lover pulls up her
skirt and shows the woman where she wants the tattoo: at the top of her right
thigh just a little off center towards her side. My mind wanders to more lewd
thoughts, of placing a tattoo on shaved labia, close to the pussy. I say
nothing, or Peach might think I’m interested for myself.


I don’t want to watch the
operation, but Peach continues to look at me. I see a little trepidation in her
eyes, as if she needs me there for support. I don’t think myself as very
supportive at moments like this, but I remain dutifully next to her while I
feel all cramped and frozen in the tiny room.


The tattooing is painstaking. I
watch the needle and then watch Peach’s expression. It hurts, but not much. She
relaxes half way into the process, and smiles at me, as if she were beckoning
me to get one too. I’m too much in a trance to smile back. I don’t want to
encourage her in her fantasies. 


When the woman finishes, there
are three rose petals descending on Peach’s creamy olive thighs. They’re so
pretty, so perfectly placed. The woman is a fine artist; I can respect her for
her craft. I wonder if Peach knew about her and her shop all along; was our
coming here as impromptu as Peach led me to believe? I’m beginning to think it
wasn’t chance at all that we passed by this place.


“Now you,” Peach says to me,
looking as though she’s daring me.


“Me? Oh, no. Not me,” I protest. I
know right off that I won’t do this. There’s no way she’ll talk me into
painting my body with something that won’t wash off. Besides, I’d have too much
trouble deciding what kind of tattoo I’d want. I’ve always considered that my
body is a statement of myself; one false move and I’ll ruin the portrait and
perhaps my whole identity. This sounds too ridiculous to even mention.


“For heaven sakes, Cass, why not?
You’ve thought of everything sexual, including this. I know you, don’t lie to
me.” There is an unpleasant edge in her voice. She doesn’t want to be denied.


“Maybe I have, but fantasy is
fantasy, and reality is something else.” And this, I fail to add aloud, reminds
me too much of things past, that while I refuse to even think of them now, I
know lie lurking ominously in my psyche.  


“Suit yourself,” she says
haughtily, though I know that she’ll not let the matter drop.


Returning to the outer shop, she
stares into the display case, at the jewelry once again. She turns to me with
wicked thoughts written all over her excitable face.


“What?” I say cautiously. I don’t
trust her.


“A ring,” she states, as if she’s
made up her mind.


“I already have two sets in each
ear, I don’t need more.”


“Not in your ear, silly, on your
cunt.”


“NO!”


She doesn’t ever take no for an
answer. Certainly not the first time. That naughty smirk remains on her face. “Let’s
do it.”


“Please, Peach, I’m not ready for
this,” I insist.


“Hey, love, you’re the one with
the erotic spiritual connection. It would make a perfect statement of who you
are.”


“To whom?” I ask, still too
dumbfounded to accept what she really wants me to do.


“To me,” she says without
thinking. “Who else would you think?”


I breathe deeply, trying to frame
words suitable to end this silly notion.


“That one,” Peach says pointing
to a small gold ring with a tiny filigree that looks like roses or ivy,
something I don’t want to recognize.


The clerk smiles. “And where do
you want this placed?” she asks.


Peach considers for a moment. “On
her left labia, high up by her clitoris.”


“Oh no you don’t,” I gasp, all
calmly rendered protests forgotten for a simply stated but most adamant
refusal.


She takes my hand, and whispers
in my ear, though not so quietly that the woman at the counter doesn’t hear. I
know she wants her to hear every word. That’s the exhibitionist in her being
totally indiscreet. “Do it for me,” she says, “my tongue will have a jolly time
playing with it.” I blush, glancing toward the clerk.


The woman at the counter smiles
at me, not surprised by what she hears.


I pull Peach aside. “I can’t do
this, not here.” Gazing around the room, it suddenly feels like some spooky
dungeon, and I’ve just been asked to sacrifice myself. It’s too close, too
close to a sordid past. I can’t let her insist on this.


“Here? What’s wrong with here?” Peach
asks. “You saw them do my tattoo, it’s a perfectly respectable place.”


“It only takes a few seconds,
much quicker and easier than a tattoo,” the woman at the counter interjects.


I didn’t want to hear that. Of
course, it would take less time. They probably use one of those quick piercing
guns. 


“C’mon. Stop being such a spoil
sport, Cassidy,” she says firmly. “It arouses you, don’t you dare deny it.” She
looks meaningfully toward my cunt, her expression lascivious. “I can feel you,
you know. You’re turned on. You’ll have to tell this body of yours to quit
giving you away.” I’m scared even more now, since I know she’s in a mood that
is never dissuaded by any protest I make. She’s utterly ruthless with her will
at such times. And I cannot, for all my terror, deny her anything she wants
this much.


“C’mon,” she says, taking me by
the hand. Again, we follow the woman around the counter to the room behind the
long velvet drape. I scrutinize things even more carefully this time, seeing
the clean table, the simple instruments, a welcome bottle of disinfectant.
There’s no piercing gun but a very nasty looking needle.


“You really want this?” I ask.


“Yes,” Peach says with a terrific
smile on her face. “And you do too,” she assures me, “I’ll wait for you
outside.”


“What? You’re staying. I stayed
all through that tattoo.”


“No, I’m not staying. I want to
be surprised when I find it tonight,” she tells me. How can she think of sex at
a moment like this? The woman listens as transfixed by Peach as I am. My
lover’s sense of drama is acute.


“But show me where,” the woman
tells her, realizing that Peach is in control of this adventure.


I lay back on the table and pull
up my skirt. My nakedness embarrasses me in front of the woman, though it
doesn’t seem to bother her. No doubt she’s seen other naked cunts like mine.


“There,” Peach says taking a
pinch of my outer labia in her fingers. She wiggles it a little, giving the
woman a good look at where the ring will be. In spite of everything else going
on with me, her touching me there is arousing. I wish she would stay, but once
the woman nods, the spot clearly pinpointed, Peach walks away, and I’m alone
with a stranger. 


At least she’s gentle and quick,
as she promised.


Minutes later I’m on the street
again, at Peach’s side, walking arm and arm with a ring now piercing my cunt.


“Can you feel it?” she asks.


“A little.”


“I bet you’re wet,” she says. “Tell
me what it felt like when she did it.”


“Erotic? Is that what you want me
to say?”


“Was it erotic? I want to know.”


For the first time I smile,
because she’s so right. My sexual energy is sky high and I want to dive into
her flesh. She’s right about the statement this makes. It’s as much for me as
anyone else. Like a talisman of great portent, it affirms what I say about
myself and my life. It’s so completely fitting to mark myself this way, I’m
surprised that I haven’t thought about it more than I have. I’m surprised that
I haven’t done it before now.


It’s all the more reason to
suspect that bringing Peach into my bed was a stroke of genius; for what I’m
unable to implement myself, she joyously creates for me. How could I have
suspected that she’d have this effect on me? If I had, I might not have pursued
her. This has to be one of those profound bondings, spirit to spirit, one of
those soul level things that are handled by a benevolent deity that knows what
I need better than I do myself.


Happily, I chose to forget about
the other woman: the other side of me that long ago traipsed about my life
leaning to the dark sides of sex. The shop, the ring, the piercing all remind
me of that for an instant; and it’s strangely liberating that I can have done
this simple thing, and not felt the past suddenly chasing after me as it always
has before. Perhaps this is a double triumph.



 

The day takes a lewd turn, as my
impulses take charge of me. I can tell because I’m looking for some place where
Peach and I can hide together and not be seen, while we get each other off. I
know that we won’t survive this frenzied sexual heat all the way home. This
time I take the lead, and we duck between two old buildings, into an alley that
seems dark, even though the sun is still high in the sky. The shadows protect
us as we find the perfect spot, where a sheltered stairwell appears behind the
building as if it were calling to us. It’s cool sitting here on the steps, and
deserted enough so we can play in peace.


Peach likes taking chances like
this. I like taking chances when I’m as aroused as I am now.


She reaches to the hem of my
skirt and I feel her hand explore until her fingers are at my cunt door and
poking through. 


“How does the ring feel to you?”
I whisper to her.


“Oh, not now,” she says. To my
disappointment, she’s suddenly perfectly happy to finger me until my crotch
explodes and I buck against her hand. She always laps my cunt, but not now. Still
it surprises me that she ignores my new jewelry altogether. I know without her
telling me, that she’s waiting for her special present, until we’re home again.
I can only imagine now what she’ll do with it. I absurdly think of her hanging
things from my cunt, making the obvious protrude even more, making my labia out
of kilter with the other side, by attaching something heavy to this ring. That
might please her sense of the bizarre. 


After I climax, I press my lips
against hers and flick my tongue inside her mouth. My own hand roams about her
thighs and she begins to gasp. Just playing with her body, not even finding
exposed skin, she’s alive with a powerful need. Before I even reach her cunt to
play with it, she jerks. It’s a short quick orgasm. I call them her public
orgasms because they happen so quickly. I’m often amazed by her easy
performance. When we take our time, she has long rolling endings that I think
will never stop. She swears mine are longer, but we’ve never kept time.


The sex makes me languid as we
ride home in the heat. But my body has not been satisfied. My greatest pleasure
is knowing we’ll spend the rest of the day and most of the next in bed together.
I couldn’t have planned it better, even though I’m still angry that she takes
such bold steps with me. 


“Was there some reason for the
choice of rings? It seems so deliberate.”


“I have petals, you have the
rose,” she answers.


“Is that symbolic?” I wonder
aloud.


“Perhaps,” she answers guardedly.



“Sometimes I don’t know what to
make of you,” I tell her.


She chuckles. “You’re too
cautious, you think too much,” she replies. She’s said this so often I’m sick
of hearing those words, even when she’s right.



 

I drag Peach into bed when we get
home. Familiar territory and I’m even more bold. It doesn’t have the same
thrill as a semi-public place, but there’s a lot more possibility inside our
four safe walls.  


I’m lying back on the water bed,
she’s between my legs.  With her face
staring up at me from my cunt, I catch the expression when she finds the ring
on my cunt. Like a kid opening a birthday present, her eyes are wide with glee.
Then her tongue playfully flicks the funny thing. I’m gasping, realizing that I
need more and more and more. She pulls at the ring just a little; but it’s
sore, and I wince. She takes my naked labia in her mouth and sucks it hard. Then
she sucks my clit, and it burns; the pressure she uses hurts, though it
nonetheless arouses me even more. These are just preliminaries. She would like
it rough tonight; and I’d like it that way too, except I’m careful with my tiny
wound.


Three fingers press their way
into my sloshy gate. I squeeze them as hard as I can, seeing her smile, seeing
infinite pleasure written in her expression. I close my eyes and imagine even
more, more jewelry, more fingers, more women, my imagination taking off into a
crude flight of extremes, tricking my body into thinking that I’ve disappeared
into a world of carnal creation where nothing but sensation matters.


I cum. 


This long wave of pleasure grabs
me deeper than I’ve been grabbed in some time. Peach is touching heaven with
her skillful disregard to form. She breaks rules well, when I don’t. And now
I’m grateful for every slap and pinch and bite, as the last waves finally break
on my cunt’s soft shores.


I give her everything she desires
thereafter, with my hands and tongue. Her body rises and falls, riding a crest
of waves that seem as unending as the ocean itself. I watch her firm strong
thighs when they clench; I see the rose petals move as if they are waving in
the breeze. She looks like raw lust, a bawdy obscene whore. (I imagine she’ll
like my appraisal of her when she hears it.) 



I often think that though I have
the corner on shadowy sexual fantasy, she has the daring essence to see it
materialize. Times like this, she scares me. 


She finishes, and we’re spent, at
least until midnight, or whenever, when our bodies are aroused again.







Chapter Four



 

Peach storms into the apartment,
her wild eyes flashing. Often so easy going, I’m always scared seeing her this
way. I’m packing, but soon I’ll see my efforts completely dashed, when she
overturns the luggage, and spills the contents of the cooler and picnic basket
all over the floor. 


“What the hell is going on?” I
demand to know.


“You’re going to get spanked, you
little brat!” she vows.


“What the fuck?” Her anger
ignites my own. But seeing her like this, I’m also scared. Never in eight
months has there been such fury written on her face, in her eyes, and all over
her lush body.


She comes at me with a look I’ll
never forget; with eyes darker than coal, they burn their way into me.


“A hairbrush or a belt, which
would you prefer?” she blurts out at me.


“What have I done?” I ask
astonished, as astonishing as this savage solution to her anger seems to me.
Spanking? Is she really serious?


“You lied to me,” she said.


“I’ve never lied to you,” I
answer indignantly.


“These,” she says, angrily waving
some letters in my face. “You hid them from me.”


“No. No, not at all,” I try to
defend myself.


Suddenly, she turns an eerie
calm, though I’m no less scared because her passion still remains. “Why then,
tell me, were these tucked away in the basement?” she asks.


“Why are you looking through my
things?” I spit out angrily. I’m recognizing the private documents. Letters
from lovers. “Those are mine, not yours. Besides they’re old, they mean nothing
to me now.”


“Old? Really?” she says
sarcastically. She pulls one apart. “From Suzanne, in February. Three months
ago, is that old?” She reads, “We have things to catch up on, Cassidy, I won’t
let you forget Elizabeth. Who is Elizabeth?” she charges. “Who’s Suzanne? I
thought you told me about all your former lovers.”


Elizabeth, the name makes my
stomach do anxious flip flops, just as it did when I first read Suzanne’s
letter. 


“I’m screwing you nightly and
you’re exchanging pleasant greetings with another woman. And this… Mark, in
March. Was he your lover, too?”


“Once, but not now,” I explain.


“And you hide these from me?” 


“They didn’t seem important.”


“Ah, but they’re important enough
to hide from me as if you’re embarrassed by the feelings you still have.”


“I don’t have feelings for any of
them. Least of all Elizabeth,” I blurt out. I know when I say her name, it’s a
mistake.


“Elizabeth? Who is she?” Peach is
intensely curious. 


I could tell her a dozen safe
things about Suzanne, but nothing about Elizabeth. “Just a woman, a very nasty
horrible woman. And I won’t tell you anything about her because she means
nothing to me now.”


“Suzanne seems to think that she
means something.” I feel like she’s driving a knife in my gut.


“Suzanne’s crazy, maniacally
crazy, and so’s Elizabeth.”


“Humph!” Peach moans nastily. “You
say one thing, and do another. How many other things have you lied about?”


“You’re being unfair,” I yell at
her. I try to match her rudeness with my own, but with Peach, I never have the
verve she does with anger. Not my nature. But, oh yes, hers! She bowls me over
with her vitriolic ability, with the depth of her anguish, her woe, her sarcasm
and her cruelty. 


“I’m going to blister your ass,”
she says.


“What!”


“I’m going to take my leather
belt and make you pay for your deception, make you hurt the way I hurt.”


“I can’t believe you’re saying
this. I’m sorry, terribly sorry, but I’m not going to allow you to beat me with
all that pent-up anger.”


“Oh, yes you will!” she asserts.
I know she’s likely right; I’m doomed from the start, but I’m not about to give
in easily. “Besides,” she says again calmly. “The guilt is written all over
your face. It’s so damn obvious, Cassidy, you wear your shame woefully bad. You
know you fucked up, and now you’re going to pay. All this talk about honesty
between us, I’m holding you to it.”


I see how serious she is; she’s
seriously hurt.


“I’m sorry,” I plead again. 


“Of course, you’ll be sorry,” she
says, “get my belt, the one I wear with my jeans, that should do.”


“You really plan to punish me
like a kid?”


She peers at me with a determined
grin.


I’m shuddering deeply, not just
for fear of pain, but for fear of who she is right now, what this altercation
means between us. 


“You write about it, Cassidy, in
flowing prose, in perfect detail, with all the pieces in place, as if you’d
been through the scenario a hundred times. Domination, bondage, spanking, a
hundred forms of brutality. Maybe that’s what used to get you off? With your
other lovers, with Suzanne and Mark? And Elizabeth? Maybe I’m not giving you
everything you really need?”


“My writing is fantasy,” I tell
her, with my voice hushed, my heart pounding, and my breath short. I’m aware of
every feeling that’s suddenly rushing through me. They are, above all, erotic.
And I hate that. I’ve never come so close to dreams turning real. I don’t know
how I’ll respond, and if I could get out of this now, I would, but I—great creator
that I am—am hopelessly without inspiration. Seems Peach takes it away with her
own.


“Well my love, today it’s the
real thing. Today you taste your fantasies, or maybe it will be your
nightmares, because you’re going to get this cosmic justice you preach about so
well. The belt.” Her pointing finger orders me to the bedroom where I know it’s
hanging in her jeans, where she left it.


I find myself padding dutifully
to the room, and retrieving the leather belt turned punishment tool. It feels
heavy in my hand. I’m speculating how it will feel wielded against my skin. I
know she’ll spank me with my ass naked. She’ll follow the formula I write so
well, not letting me wear my clothes, even my panties. Like a kid, I’ll be
spanked hard until I can’t stop crying. The picture is horribly vivid,
frightening and provocative. 


Returning to the room, I find
Peach still inordinately calm. I think I’m happier when she’s angry; then, she
can change her mind on a dime, and we might find ourselves tumbling into bed
together, taken with sexual abandon. Now, her calmness only suggests her
resolve and I give up hope for happy endings.


Peach takes the belt and doubles
it in her hand. She does this so expertly I wonder how many other bottoms she
has thus whacked. Probably none, I’ve just been too exact in my writings,
giving her too much information. I’ll have to remember this next time, before I
let her read another story. 


She nods her head at me, at my
jeans. Bare as a babe, that’s how she wants me. My ass is a creamy white round
one, with ample jiggle, and enough flesh to take a long harsh burn. I always
thought that it was ripe to be punished. I wiggle from the jeans as she
watches; it seems to take forever to remove each leg. I gaze at her unchanging
look, desperate for some kind of reprieve. It doesn’t come. I push my panties
off my hips and let them drop to the floor. Then I turn around so my bottom
faces Peach and she can see the quivering cheeks that will be the target of her
anger. 


Peach pushes me toward the dining
room table.


“Grab the other end and hold on,”
she instructs. 


I feel as worthless and
humiliated as my writings tell. Though there’s no doubt about the spark in me
that craves this feeling. The desire to be overpowered, in the control of
someone else, has been a lifelong picture that my mind has clung to with a
passionate grip. I act now, as if a tape of this is playing in my head, telling
me each move to make. Peach would have to tell me nothing. 


I bend over the table with my
naked rear upturned for her. I’m thankful that Peach hasn’t the meanness to
prolong the agony by making me wait longer still. The acute thrill going
through me needs its satisfaction now! Or so I think. 


She strikes hard and fast, as if
her anger has returned, or at the very least, come to the surface from where it
had been momentarily buried. At first, the blows from the belt are merely warm,
though as she continues it begins to smart. Stinging sensation after sensation,
I wiggle to greet them and get away; I’m not sure which is more important.


The blows continue, and I hear
her determined grunts behind them. But I am crying now, saying god knows what,
things I’ll never remember. Pleas, I suppose. Entreaties of the most woeful
sort. But I can count on Peach not to hear them, until she’s ready, until she’s
finished. She’ll make the most of this opportunity to control me. 


My bottom burns hot. I’m sure I
can’t stand anymore. I want to wrench away, but that would corrupt the picture
of my admonishment, that must, beginning to end, be accomplished with a
submissive ass, submissively offered for its due.


Peach concludes with a flourish,
with several well placed whacks on the center of my burning ass.


“Now stay there until I tell you
to get up,” she says. She takes the belt and walks away.


I’m left wondering how long I
have to remain so posed. Images from childhood surface; though these images are
not real, since I’ve never had this treatment. My situation simply brings up
the memory of feeling this exposed, for dishonesty, for a bratty disposition,
or whatever the fault. I was tongue lashed then, but never spanked, even when
my sense of justice and my body craved a physical correction. I believe that’s
why I’ve fantasized about it so much, why my mind creates these curious
writings with this crude mix of erotic pleasure and torturing pain.


As I rest against the table, I
begin to feel the burning sting turn to warmth, as a vibrant glow replaces any
pain. I wish that Peach would return and make love to me. She knows the endings
in my stories, knows exactly how the finale goes; but perhaps she’s
deliberately punishing me more by abandoning me.


“You look mighty pretty there,” I
finally hear her voice.


I turn my head against the table
so I’m looking at her. She stands in the kitchen doorway, leaning casually
against the door frame.


“I like the look, we should have
tried it before.” I can see the lust in her eyes, her changed mood means good
times soon, but I’m still advised to be submissive to her. I want the game to
play out as much as she wants it to. Maybe I manufactured this breach in our
relationship so we could make this step. I trust her, when I’ve never trusted
any other woman or man before. I often think I’m foolish, because she is so
ruthlessly emotional. I think I should be afraid of that sometimes. I thought
that before she spanked me, the savageness of her anger was so intense; but she
didn’t let me down, not even for an instant.


She began and ended just as she
should.


Peach swaggers to me as I watch
her. She’s wearing only a dressing gown; I know she’s naked underneath. She
stands before me at the table, then raises one leg and rests it on a chair so
that I can see her pussy peeking at me. Her bush of black hair glistens, the
dim light above makes it shadowy, though I can well imagine the luscious folds
that surround her moist dark cavern. I want to take my tongue and feast on her
cunt, but I’m obliged to remain in my place until I’m ordered otherwise. 


Peach taunts me with a pulsing
cunt. It juices even more as I gaze at its intricate folds. When she spreads
her legs wider still, her pussy lips part so I can see the purple pink flesh
and her rock hard clit. I can imagine the smell and the taste. I want her to
come closer, but she’s content to torture me from a distance.


“I see why you write about it
with such glowing detail,” she says. “The experience is as phenomenal as the
vision.”


“I wasn’t sure it would be,” I
say. “You know it was my first time, like this.” She spanked me because she
thinks I’ve been unfaithful to her, I never have been physically. But mentally,
she’s right. I haven’t told her everything about my past or what’s often in my
thoughts. 


“I know,” she admits. “I do like
a real emotional donnybrook once in awhile. It had been a long time since I’ve
had the satisfaction of revealing so much pent-up feeling. You’re as inspiring
with this as you are with your sex. Seeing that nasty blush rise on your ass
cheeks was invigorating as much as it was satisfying. It’s quite a relief.”


“I’m glad I could accommodate
you,” I say. “But can I get up now?”


“No,” she states flatly, “you’re
mine to use until I’m finished with you.” She’s obviously delighted with the
idea of my submission to her.


“Haven’t I suffered enough?” I
ask.


“You probably have. It’s just
that your blushing bottom is so beautiful right now, I don’t want you to hide
it away from me.”


“Then touch me,” I beg.


“You’re horny?”


“Of course.”


“How fitting, even punishment
arouses you. Is there nothing that doesn’t?” I consider the question
rhetorical, so I don’t answer. Besides, we both know the answer.


“Crawl up on the table, Cassidy,
and give me your ass,” she tells me.


I comply readily, hoping I’ll get
some reprieve from the restless brewing in my cunt. I feel awkward and
thoroughly exposed, but it doesn’t matter now as long as the result is as fine
as I imagine.


She begins to lick me.


“Did you juice while I was
spanking you?” she asks. “Or after?”


“I don’t know,” I answer. I groan
and wiggle my rear against her face and tongue.


“Such a slut,” she says, and goes
back to tonguing my wet sex. She runs the gamut of my cleft, from deep down
below where she finds my clit and the ring, then past my cunny hole to my
puckering rosebud asshole. 


“Oooo yes,” I gasp in joyful
reply.


Her hands dive into my sore
mounds. The pain has vanished, only to be recalled with her firm squeezing
hand. The harsh sensations make me gasp all the more now. She slaps my ass, an
act I’m not unused to in love making; though the significance this time is
obvious. She still feels dominant over me and will continue to express that
until she finishes with me. Her slaps are hard enough to hurt, but I don’t want
her to stop them, the way I did earlier. And I do want more tongue on my clit
and back hole.


How well she knows me, complying
with my need!


Her fingers and her tongue
violate me as she bites my ass flesh while inserting a finger into my anus. I
wince to myself, wanting her to go deeper yet.


Something cold against the
opening hole tells me that she has the lubricant there, pouring it so I’m well
greased. I’m not sure what will penetrate me, her fingers, a dildo or some
creative device. I’ve had bottles, bananas and round wooden handles in my ass. When
Peach feels particularly nasty to me, this is how she treats me. She knows that
I love it and won’t stop her. Sometimes it’s so painful, I make her slow down
so my body can catch up to the sensations, but most often I just want her to
keep going. 


Today makes me realize the very
basis of our relationship. Spelled out to me now, in bold relief, it’s clear,
she’s always been sexually dominant with me. I give her ideas, she implements,
it’s as simple as that. 


First it’s her fingers, two probe
me deeply. I groan and try to play with my cunt while she focuses on my ass,
but she stops me, pushing my hands away.


“You’re mine, cunt,” she says. 


I feel the rod deeply in my ass,
the large round ended thing could be many things, though I figure it’s a smooth
black dildo she found in some seedy shop in Tijuana. Though I can’t see it, I
recognize its large size. She pushes it deep, there is nearly eighteen inches
of it, and nearly half of it will be embedded in my ass. As she pushes it
deeper, she twists it, and then pumps it in and out. I’m beside myself in
sensation. I can’t think or speak. The wildest incoherent cries of pleasure
rise into the air around us. 


Peach finds a way to finger my
clit again, and I can explode in seconds. But she holds me off, building me up,
then letting me down, time and again, so my body aches to find its edge. 


“Don’t cum until I tell you to,”
she demands.


I force myself to back off and
work with her, doing everything she asks. The picture of this must look like
some beastly savage ritual. I must look like the foulest debauched whore,
copulating a wooden thing with my ass. 


Peach pinches my clit lightly,
then pulls my ring until it hurts and I beg her to stop. She does this until I
can’t hold off any longer. When she finally lets up, I cum, grinding myself
against her hands and against the dildo impaled in me. 


I need to collapse when it’s
over; I’m so weak I can’t remain on my hands and knees even though the black
rod remains impaled in my ass.


“Did I tell you to cum bitch?”
she asks, as she shoves the dildo deeper with one hand while she slaps my ass
again.


“No, I’m sorry, I couldn’t stop,”
I tell her.


“Aw, that’s too bad, you just
gave me another reason to punish you,” she says, though I know she’s just
joking with me now.


Peach pulls me from the table, as
the dildo drops to the floor. She leads me to our bed where we tumble into the
mass of sheets and clothes. She pushes my head down between her legs, and I
nest my face against her steamy cunt. She’s ripe with sweat and her fine female
liquor. I lap at every succulent place and feel her body cum as her head drops
back and her groin pushes against my face. As she descends from her bliss, I
lick her juices clean. 


I’ve clawed her thighs while I
brought her to the edge. At first it shocks me seeing the red marks lingering
on her flesh. I’m as harsh with her as she’s been with me. I never thought I
was that ruthless. Peach sees them, too, and I wonder what she thinks. 


“You haven’t seen the last of
this,” she vows quietly. I shudder as she says it, wondering exactly what she
means. 



 

The sheets feel cool to me as we
lie side by side on top of them. For a long time I think we’re both too shocked
to say a word.


“So?” Peach finally says. She
jerks me from a little nap.


“So what?” I reply.


“So how’s your ass?”


I feel a gentle happy warmth. “Just
fine,” I tell her.


“Does it still hurt?”


“No,” I admit.


“Shucks,” she says, “I was hoping
for lots of nasty marks, and you’re not being able to sit down for a week.” She
mocks me with her disappointed look.


“Is that real? The marks? You
really hurt me a lot. If you’d left marks, I might not have had so much fun.”


“Fun? It wasn’t supposed to be
fun,” Peach says. “I’ll have to remember that for next time, and hurt you more.”


“Next time?” I question. “I
wasn’t sure that was in the plans.”


“And why not?”


“I’m chicken.”


“You certainly are, but not
forever, if I have anything to say about it.”


“I’m sorry I kept those things
from you. They were really unimportant.”


“Well, you paid, just as you will
pay again. It’s too bad that you have such rules for your life. I can lie more
easily than you and not be ashamed of myself. You’re just too damned honest.”


“So, you lie to me?” I ask.


“Not really, but I may not tell
you the whole truth about everything. I don’t see things in black and white the
way you do, just lots of shaded colors.” 


She twists a finger through my
hair; now and again she strokes my face as it rests against her belly. She’s
both soft and firm there, the perfect cushion for my head. I like lying here,
close to the pulsing center of her body. I love the way she smells after sex. 


I would start with her again, but
I’m exhausted. Being punished isn’t easy; it takes a lot out of both of us. Though
what we’re left with is a curious peace, the kind that only comes when you go
through something savage with someone and come out together laughing; there’s
still a hint of fear residing in your belly, and you know you don’t want to go
back to that cruel place again… even though you likely will.


“We have to clean this mess,
Peach,” I tell her.


“Tomorrow,” she says.


“We were going to leave tonight,”
I remind her.


“Not now,” she says adamantly.


Two hours pass, bathed in the
light of a setting sun and its grayness, I’m reminded of the reason we’re
leaving until September and my impatience starts again. I wish we were leaving
tonight, but it’s too late when the bags are not yet packed, and our clothes
and food and everything else lie strewn everywhere. It’ll will wait for
tomorrow. I think of a thousand things that we need to do, while I see Peach
sleeping peacefully. I let her sleep, while I get up and begin to work.







Chapter Five



 

The road north winds along
through California countryside, through hills that are dry and parched by May. They
were green in the spring. But now, early June, they’re golden, dotted with
stunning oaks, which populate vistas as easygoing as the occasional cattle and
sheep that graze lazily beside them. 


I have my hand on Peach’s thigh
as we drive. The wind whips our hair. The air is warm but not searing today.
I’m thankful for fresh breezes, the ocean working in our favor with its mild
blanket of winds. The haze of the city is gone by the time we are beyond
Ventura. This fine day clears out the oppression in my head, so I can breathe
freely again. For a while I rest my head against the back of the seat and let
myself be soothed. 


Peach takes a side road off the
main highway, which winds off through a gentle landscape of farms and open
space. We’re thinking we’ll stay at a B&B Peach knows, nestled somewhere
amidst the hills near San Luis Obispo; but for now, we’re off the main road,
looking for somewhere we can picnic and relax before we begin again.


I’m thinking sexual thoughts
already, and assume that Peach will respond favorably the way she seems to
squirm a little as I stroke her thigh.


The little meadow park she finds
is deserted on a Monday afternoon. We hike to a spot just behind a huge oak
were we spread a blanket and begin to eat. We eat in silence as there’s still
some uneasy thoughts between us about the night before. When Peach finally woke
after sex, she helped me pack. We laughed, because I wasn’t ready to tell her
how much I loved the rude way she treated me. I wasn’t ready to tell her how
the spanking felt like perfect justice, that even her anger had been a fine
thing. I’m still not ready to talk about it. In fact, I’ll push it aside,
forever if possible, though I doubt I’ll be that lucky with Peach so eagerly
inside my mind.


While we’re not completely out of
sight behind this old tree, we feel bold enough along the deserted road for me
to spread my legs and let Peach eat dessert at my cunt. She does so letting her
mouth glide over my wet slit. After she laps for a while, I turn around so
we’re cunt to mouth and mouth to cunt. I plan a long lingering suck. “We should
do this every day,” I say. 


“We do,” Peach reminds me.


“I mean outside, like this. A
month this way and I’ll be completely healed from all my depression.”


I climb on top of her with my
pussy in her face. I love the way my ass wiggles in the cool breeze, the way
the sun bathes my backside as she licks me. 


I bring her off first as she
bucks against my probing face. Then I let my pussy settle in against her
demanding tongue while her hands reach up to grab my ass and claw it with her
fingernails. My body races to a smashing climax. 


I cum against the backdrop of an
unexpected roaring noise. It jars me from my pleasure too quickly as I realize
something alien is violating our serenity. Two women on bikes roar through our
peaceful glen, disturbing the tranquility with a fierce wail of noxious engines.



I come to my senses realizing
that my ass still sways lewdly in the air. I rush to roll off of Peach and pull
my skirt to cover my exposed posterior. I imagine it’s marked with red lines
I’d find embarrassing to show off. I toss Peach her shorts, then quickly stand
up to face the approaching women. They are smiling; there’s a softness in the
brow of one, but the other is dangerously hard looking despite the smile. Her
thin lean body works out daily, I’m certain. She wears a sleeveless shirt that
shows off her strong arms, and a pair of leather jeans, that hug her slim hips.



“Nice place, huh,” the hard woman
speaks first. 


“We just finished lunch,” I say, “we’re
ready to move on.”


“Where are you going?” the softer
woman asks. She’s broad about the shoulders, with a large bosom and fine
rounded hips—a fitting contrast to her friend. Her long brown hair flows about
her shoulders from underneath her helmet.


“We’re going north, no where
special,” I tell her. I’m suspicious of their intentions; women like them are
risks for me. 


Dressed again, Peach rises and
walks up behind me. Her arm drapes easily around me, showing ownership. 


“Thought you might want to spend
time with us,” the hard woman states. “The name’s Cozinne. This is Donna.” She
points to her larger friend then extends her hand to me. Her hand is hot in the
leather glove though I feel a cold chill when she touches me.


“We’ve got to be on our way,”
Peach says. “We need to be a couple hundred miles up the road tonight, meeting
friends.” She has an easy, pleasant believable smile.


“Too bad,” Cozinne returns. “You
have one hot ass.” 


I blush at her crude compliment.


When we’re back in the Jeep and
on our way, I breathe easier. Peach laughs off my trepidation, though I know
she’s as relieved as I am. We’ve likely jumped to wrong conclusions, but
neither of us want anyone else in our bed, at least that’s what I presume. I
think it’s better if we don’t talk about the incident.


We drive nearly seventy-five
miles to Gram’s.


Peach tells me about the woman’s
tavern with a ready gleam in her eyes. I haven’t heard about the place before
but then we haven’t traveled together like this. Having lived on the coast all
her life, Peach knows these hills well, while they’re still new to me.


Gram’s is a womyn’s bar. There’s
no sign outside the two story farmhouse except the small one by the door. The
backsides of two women carved arm in arm into a piece of aging wood suggest the
nature of this place. As we enter, I share smiles with the few women there,
relaxing easily into the comfort of the place.


Peach tells me Gram’s has been
around for years as a welcome haven for weary travelers. We order two beers and
some chips while we listen to the mellow music in the background. We decide not
to stay long since Peach wants to be at the B&B before it’s dark. Yet, as
we’re about to leave, the two bikers, Cozinne and Donna, walk through the door.
They spot us right away as if they’re expecting to find us. Perhaps they
recognized the Jeep outside. I shudder. Peach simply smiles at them invitingly.


“Not in such a hurry, I see,”
Cozinne comments, eyebrows raised. Walking toward our table, she sits down. Donna
follows close behind and plops down next to the other woman.


“We were just getting ready to
leave,” Peach tells her, though I’m surprised by my lover’s congeniality. She
remains settled in her chair as if she’s planning a long visit. I wonder if I’m
nervous for no reason.


“What’s the rush among friends?”
Cozinne asks.


“Nothing I suppose, but why the
interest?” Peach asks. She’s always told me it’s best to take the most direct
route to the truth.


“You look adventurous,” Donna
says, “making love by the side of the road, that’s the kind of risk that
interests us.”


“But we don’t play around with
other women,” I tell them, trying to be as direct as Peach would be.


“Well, we haven’t, but that
doesn’t mean we wouldn’t,” Peach says to my surprise.


Cozinne’s face lightens in a dark
sort of way, her interest piqued.


“I thought we had plans,” I say
icily, wondering what the hell Peach thinks she’s doing.


“Nothing’s written in stone,” she
tells me, smiling broadly. She places her hand gently on my thigh as if to
reassure me. 


“Has she been your slut long?”
Cozinne asks, talking directly to Peach while she refers to me. She talks like
I’m the submissive, Peach my dom.


“We don’t see it that way,” I
counter quickly.


Peach rubs her hand against my
thigh, though it’s doing little to quell my fears. Cozinne ignores me, as if
I’m not even there. I don’t understand what’s happening, especially why Peach
is so strangely interested in these two. I eye Donna for a moment, while she,
too, looks at my lover. Openly alluring and genuinely sweet, I wonder why she’s
with Cozinne. The two appear to be so opposite, but then maybe that’s what they
see in Peach and me.  


The more I look at Donna, the
more I find myself wondering what it would be like to run my hand against her
soft face, what it would feel like to have her generous lips pressed against
mine. They’re full and soft and wet now from the beer. I’m surprised that my
body responds so favorably, so quickly.


“Cassidy goes slowly,” I hear
Peach explaining me to them.


“Oh, but we’re very gentle,”
Cozinne says. 


I don’t believe her; I wouldn’t
trust her for a second.


“There’s a spot behind this
place, quiet, secluded, no one will stop us,” Cozinne suggests.


Peach’s eyes are glowing lustily.
“What did you have in mind?”


The hard woman looks at Peach,
then me, then back to Peach. She has an expression of mirth on her joyless face
that gives an evil quality to her look. “Let Donna take her out back and I’ll
tell you,” she offers.


“But…” I object.


Peach squeezes my thigh firmly
and whispers in my ear, “Remember how much you’ve wanted three women? Just
think how it will feel.”


The eroticism is genuine, I feel
it between my legs and in my abdomen where a sharp spasm of erotic anticipation
shoots all through me. This is such a brash thing to do.


“Take her out back,” Cozinne
tells Donna. The other woman rises and waits for me as I reluctantly agree to
follow her. She takes my hand and leads me out the back door and down a grassy
path toward a glen of oak trees. It’s hardly a woods, but the further we go
away from Gram’s the more secluded it becomes. It’s a perfect hiding place;
much more private than the place Peach and I played earlier.


Unprepared for what is to take
place, I’m caught off guard as Donna suddenly pins me with her body against a
massive tree. Her large hands clasp mine in hers and holds them tightly. Her
mouth descends readily over my lips, and I tremble at the odd juxtaposition of
tender and harsh, all accomplished in the same movement. She’s forceful, though
her lips are soft, and I find myself grinding my hips against hers without even
thinking.


“I saw you naked,” she says
pulling back. She begins to unbutton my blouse. “But I didn’t see these.” She
grabs my two breasts in her hands and leans down to bury her face in them. I’m
at her mercy as soon as I feel her hot breath on my skin. She reminds me so
much of Peach the way she plays with me. I imagine them both, one on either
side of me, making love to my body, taking me at once, probing me with two sets
of ardent hands. 


Donna jerks at the waistband of
my skirt and yanks it down, so I’m nearly naked. The blouse falls open and the
skirt is gone altogether as it lies haplessly in the dust at our feet. She
kneels down between my legs and attacks my throbbing pussy. I gasp as I grind
myself against her face. The suddenness of her moves is erotic in itself. I
feel used, but happily so, and for a moment I lose myself in the wildness.


Before I realize what’s happening
next, Cozinne is there holding my hands tightly in hers. She loops a strap
around them and throws the other end over a branch above.


“What are you doing?” I look for
Peach, but she’s not there, at least not so I can see. Donna still eats away at
my pussy lips so that the rush of fear racing through me is mixed with potent
arousal. I don’t know whether to scream or not. 


“Look, she’s wearing a ring,”
Donna tells the other woman. She backs away enough for Cozinne to see the glint
of gold at my clit.


“Ah, how sweet, as if she’s been
claimed. I like that touch. Perhaps you need one too, my little lamb,” she says
smiling devilishly at her lover. She then reaches in and tugs at my ring,
pulling it so hard it hurts and I cry out.


“Oooo not too much noise, my
dear, you’ll wake the natives.”


“Why do you have her tied?” I
hear Peach say from behind me.


“Because it stimulates her, look
how she sweats,” Cozinne tells her. “She’d flooding down below, the little
slut.”


Donna returns to my pussy, the
pleasure mounting, even as I fear what Cozinne will do next.


“Here, use this in her ass,”
Cozinne says, handing Peach a thick butt plug. “If she doesn’t stop moaning
like that, I’ll gag her. Tell her,” she orders.


I hear Cozinne clearly, but Peach
turns to me with a gentle smile. She places a finger over her lips. “Shush,
you’ll be all right.” I don’t believe her, especially since I see the
trepidation in her eyes. She didn’t expect the bondage, but she’s willing to
continue. “Give in to this love you’ve wanted it… remember?” Is she reassuring
me or herself? I wonder.


She pulls me away from the tree
enough to get behind me, while Donna continues to suck my cunt. I feel the
grease at my backdoor first and then the butt plug presses against my anus. I’m
too tense, so it doesn’t easily give way. 


“Easy, Cass, you can take this,
just remember last night.” Peach works my ass with deft sure fingers, and then
tries the plug again. I whimper as the huge thing is forced past my tight
sphincter on its way deep inside my interior.


“Ooooo please.” It sends a nasty
pain through my rear.


Cozinne slaps my face. “You were
told to be quiet,” she seethes. She stuffs something in my mouth, some pungent
smelling cloth. “Don’t make a sound, pretty lady, unless you want a real
audience.” She looks all the more evil as hardness mutates to cruelty.


Just as I become accustomed to
the butt plug, Donna inserts a dildo in my cunt. “Look how she’s dripping,” she
says admiring the arousal I can’t hide. This rips me apart, these two violating
pricks; my legs must spread wider still to accommodate them. This looks all the
more lewd in Cozinne’s eyes. 


“I knew we had a slut whore here.
Is this shocking you? What you’ll do for a good time between your legs. Your
lover needs to pass you around more. Give you the good time you really want.” I’d
spit at her if I weren’t gagged, but I can only flash my eyes in hatred. “What
a look you have on your face, slut. Too bad I don’t have a camera to take a
picture of your torment?” She mocks me so I can’t stand to look at her anymore.



She takes a thin branch from a
nearby sapling, and strips it down to a long lean switch with hard nubs all
along its surface, where the leaves had been. “I bet you like pain,” she
asserts in the same mocking tone. I flinch as she snaps the switch against my
breasts. I look down to see the red imprint across my flesh. She rears back
again and the switch lands with a rude jolt against my nipples. I squeal behind
the gag. My muted noise is enough to infuriate Cozinne and she lashes me again
twice in rapid fire.


“You don’t learn, do you?” she
says nastily. 


I cringe as she wields the nasty
bough another half dozen times against my breasts. They bob against my chest as
searing hot pain shoots through me. It only makes me wriggle all the more
against the two pronged attack between my legs. With Donna’s tongue lavishing
itself on my hard clit, I can’t deny the way this makes my body jolt excitedly.
I look down at my chest to see flaming red stripes, weals rising against a
white backdrop. I’m aroused by this, too, by everything. The heat rises even
more when she lays off the switch and the sensations combine to bring me to an
edge. I fight against it, but the women at my feet are too adept with their
dildos and their tongues. One knows me well; the other thinks she does.


Even as Cozinne begins again with
her handmade whip, I know I’m cumming. Even as I think she’ll tear my flesh
away with her cruel cuts, I know I’m cumming. I twist, a flash flood roars down
my body. It’s a jubilant relief that lasts an eternity, but not long enough.  I want the switch again and again until the
torrent subsides altogether. I cry through the gag to Cozinne and she
accommodates me well. 


After my body ceases to jerk, I
open my eyes to a calmer scene. I’m being licked lovingly, still probed by the
dildos, though I watch as Cozinne throws the switch away. The ordeal is nearly
over.


I hang limply wanting to relax in
my bonds, but my arms ache not wanting to support my weight. There are tears
trickling down my face as I look in wonder at my red swollen breasts, and feel
the spasms of satisfaction that still shimmy between my thighs. How can
anything so horrible feel this good?


Cozinne wants me for her own
purposes. Cutting me down, she takes the gag from my mouth and pushes me to her
groin where she makes me lick her hot cunt. I lap at her as if my life depends
on it, hardly coming up for a breath of air. I’m aware of Peach doing the same
favor to Donna, just next to us. A blanket appears from somewhere, though it
does little to comfort us on the hard ground. Yet, no one complains about
discomfort now, they’re too intent on pleasure. 


I see the other two enrapt with
each other while I perform my task dutifully, not as a lover, but as a woman
too scared to do anything else. I see Donna planting her luscious mouth against
Peach’s cunt. I want to watch, as there’s a combination arousal and envy in the
watching. I’ve never seen Peach with another woman; and the two look so
splendid in the midst of their lust that I wish I could join them.


“Suck my cunt!” Cozinne shouts. She
grabs my hair hard, when she notices my lapping tongue has slackened. I attend
to her all the more vigorously. My fingers penetrate her dark cavern; it’s warm
with juice pouring from it in rivulets. In spite of the way I despise her, I
probe her deeper with three fingers, thinking I’ll insert my whole fist inside
the bitch. The more violently I explore her insides, the more she loves it.


“Harder, slut!” she yells, as I
wonder that she’s nearly screaming while I was made to remain silent.


I see her body tense at last,
before I can slip my whole hand inside her. I think she’s going to squeeze my
fingers in two, but they survive. Covered with juice, I take them out and wipe
them against her sweating thigh. I watch the writhing body succumb with a
degree of satisfaction, though just before she relaxes altogether, Peach is
pulling at me. Grabbing my arm, she nods for me to follow, leaving Cozinne and
Donna to recoup alone.


I fly back through the woods at
Peach’s heels, trying to restore my soiled skirt and button the blouse. I
finish the task as we approach the Jeep, and we’re down the road several miles
before I breathe easily again.


The landscape rolling by is one
reminder after another of the oaks and grassy meadow we just fled. I see the
other women in my mind, their faces, their sexual will, their likely wonderment
at our quick flight. 


“They’re probably laughing at us
right now,” Peach says, with a lovely smirk on her face.


“You think so?”


“It was all a lark for them,
Cassidy, we had little to worry about.”


“Then why did you leave so
quickly, if you weren’t scared?”


“I didn’t trust them. I didn’t
like the way Cozinne strung you up. She didn’t tell me she would do that, and
it surprised me. But it turned out okay?” She was asking me if it had, I heard
the question in her voice. 


“You did plan this,” I state. Restored
to some sense of calm, I confront my bewilderment, wanting to know her part in
this. I can’t decide how I feel, especially when I know she helped author this
plot.


“I was following your lead,” she
tells me.


“My lead?” I’m incredulous. “Do
you see what she did to my breasts?” I unbutton my blouse and show her my
wounded flesh. The full blush has faded, but there are many distinct stripes
lingering as raised welts.


“They look beautiful to me,”
Peach says. “I know it’s horrid to say this, but they turn me on just the way
your punished ass turned me on last night.” She stares at me as long as she
dares, while still driving. “How do they feel?”


I can’t admit it. There’s nothing
that will make me tell her what I feel.


“How many times have you wanted
to be abused by two tough dykes?” she continues. “You wrote that story a week
ago, and then you tell me that’s what you pretend when we make love. I swear if
I didn’t do these things, you’d never have any adventures at all.”


“But I don’t need adventures, I
need you. How could you possibly think I’d want this?” Suddenly, I’m raging
mad, my anger supplants my honesty. I want to scream right here, except that
we’re in the middle of some small town, and in the open Jeep it’s no place to
have a full blown argument. I set myself on a low simmer clamming my mouth
shut, refusing to say another word. 


When we’re out in the country
again, “You did like it,” Peach asserts more positively.


“Don’t do it again,” I tell her
with my eyes boring into her. This time I don’t let her con her way into some “true
confession” from me, some ridiculous admission that I loved this afternoon. It
won’t happen.


Peach sits back, sullen and
silent, as we wind our way to our destination for the night. 



 

Peach looks as though she’s
sleeping, but I know she’s playing possum as I crawl into bed behind her.


“Perhaps it wasn’t as dangerous
as I thought,” I tell her as I reach out and stroke her back. I watch her body
shiver under the tee-shirt. I lift the hem and run my hands along her legs and
then over her round ass. I breathe lightly against her neck, tickling the soft
hairs. My tongue runs along her ears and I hear her groan. I don’t know why she
should be avoiding me, after all, I was the “wronged” one here, if there was an
injured party. She moans, the more passionately my fingers toy with her, the
more I kiss her neck and reach around to caress her breasts. I pinch her
nipples lightly, knowing this turns her on most.


She finally turns to me with her
mouth wide open and we kiss, arms and legs wrapping round each other.


“Tell me you loved it,” she says.



She seems so small and
vulnerable, but I can’t tell her what she wants to hear. “Let’s not talk about
it,” I tell her quietly.


I don’t want to think about it
again, but that’s impossible. All the while we make love, I can think of
nothing else, my mind remembers every detail. I feel the ache in my arms being
strung up the way I was. I feel Donna’s mouth pressed against my cunt, the feel
of the butt plug against my unyielding anus and the pain of its entry, the way
it spread me so gloriously wide. Never have I been stretched to such limits.


I think of Cozinne’s taunting
face, stuffing my mouth full, as her sarcastic quips make me feel like dirt. These
thoughts are making my cunt shoot hot. With Peach playing with my ring and my
clit, I’m quickly at an edge, but not finished even when I soar over. My body
clamors for more and I can’t escape the second surge of pleasure. I think of
both holes stuffed, of Cozinne’s switch laid across my tits—to my perverse
sense of satisfaction, the marks still remain where the red welts rose on the
surface. I recall the woman’s smirk as my body cringes a second time and gasps
loudly. In our entangled mess, I know Peach orgasms at least once. She seems
satiated as I finish and we lay motionless afterwards. In the strange quiet, I
feel the breach between us, wishing it could be otherwise. But I’ll not talk
about this afternoon again, even though I realize that’s why she’s holding back.
I know why I won’t speak of it. This is Elizabeth all over again, and I can’t
bear that thought. What’s more, I can’t bear for Peach to know. What she
doesn’t know, protects us both.







Chapter Six



 

“Here.” Peach points to a tiny
spot on the map. “It’s a place right in this cove. “The Edge”, it’s a women’s
retreat. You’ll love it. The beach is so secluded we can sunbathe nude. Skinny
dip, if you want.” Her eyes twinkle because she knows I’ll like it. I listen to
her excited exposé, wondering if she thinks she has to make up to me for the
day with the leather dykes.


“When were you there?” I ask.


“Few years back, but I know it’s
still there. Christine, I told you about her, she was there just last summer. Said
the food was wonderful, and the gardens more beautiful than ever. But I can
hardly imagine that, Miriam always kept them perfectly.”


“Miriam?”


“She runs the place, and she’s a “peach”
of a woman, if I’ve ever known one,” Peach says, the blissful expression on her
face is hard to ignore. 


It sounds innocuous enough, even
restful, which is exactly what I need right now. Peach, pushing me into these
dangerous reminders of Elizabeth awakens things in me that are best put back to
sleep. But, I think I got my point across the last two days, refusing to talk
about her spanking me, or the leather dykes.


“We can stay as long as we like,”
Peach tells me, “I called, and they said there were rooms open for the summer. At
the very least, we have to stay for the midsummer madness. Even your tender sensibilities
will appreciate the fest.”


“And what’s that about?” I ask.


“Miriam celebrates pagan rituals,
but they’re nothing threatening, just very seductive.” 


Pagan rituals are a frightening
thought, except for the way Peach says it, making it sound like some glorious
erotic fun. I should be scared, but oddly I’m not.



 

There are storm clouds
threatening, a rarity this time of year along the Northern California coast. I
don’t trust the weather, but Peach drives on confidently, refusing to stop and
put the top up on the Jeep. “We’ll be there in no time,” she says. “Besides, it
takes too long to get it on. I’m more worried about the road getting into the
retreat than our getting a little wet.”


We finally turn off the main road
and head directly towards the ocean. We’re on a narrow dirt road that winds its
way through coastal woods, finally breaking out onto the sandy cliffs above the
beach. It’s already nine o’clock and quite dark for a summer evening. The thick
clouds overhead block the light of the moon and stars, giving the warm night an
ominous feel, almost as if it were a spooky autumn night. Halfway down the
road, it starts to pour, taking just seconds to drench us to the skin.


“Don’t worry,” Peach shouts, as
she wipes the water from her face. “It’s just beyond this rise.” But once over
the hill, I can’t see a thing for the driving rain and wind. There’s not a
single light in sight. We can be thankful that the Jeep has four wheel drive
when the mud begins to gush across the road.


“Just a little ways,” Peach says,
though she doesn’t sound nearly as confident as she should be. Rounding one
last curve, however, we see lights burning in a massive three story house.


“God, this had me going,” Peach
exclaims relieved. We park beside a front stairway and race to the top,
giggling all the way.



 

We shake ourselves off in the
foyer of the grand old Victorian mansion. I’m thinking immediately that it’s
awfully spooky, with the dark colors surrounding us. The light in the foyer is
dim, and I can barely see any more than I can outside. I’m sure it’s quite
pretty in the daytime, but now I’m reminded of haunted mansions, dime story
suspense novels, and Freddie Kruger on stormy nights. I could almost imagine
lightning and thunder roaring outside the house, though that’s even more a
rarity than summer storms in California.


The phantoms in my head seem
rather silly, as we’re soothed by the proprietress: a stately woman with a fine
long nose, black hair pulled back into a bun, and layers of grey black clothes
that make her look like some Hungarian gypsy. Despite the sternness of her
aquiline appearance, her eyes are soft and motherly.


“I’m Tasia,” she says offering
her hand.  I see that she’s younger than
I would think on first glance, her graceful hand is flawlessly smooth. On further
inspection, her attire reminds me of the tattoo parlor where I got my cunt ring.
Her dress is long, flowing almost to her ankles, and she’s draped with silk
scarves around her shoulders that lend some color to her otherwise dark bearing.
Her ears and hands drip with dozens of gold rings with large gemstones. And
yet, she’s not over stated for her bearing. There doesn’t appear to be a single
thing out of place. I’m impressed by her warmth and the nurturing smile that
puts me at ease. This time, Peach has hit a pleasant jackpot with me.


“I’m Cassidy.” I take her hand
graciously and smile. “You must know Peach? Or perhaps you remember her as
Samantha Sykes?” I turn to Peach, who’s staring dumbfounded at the woman.


“No, I don’t believe we’ve met,”
Peach says, extending her hand. “The Retreat must have changed owners since I
was here.” 


“Yes, and no,” Tasia says. “I’ve
always owned this place, though there have been others who have managed it for
me. I lived in Portugal for ten years, and am just recently returned.”


“Where’s Miriam?” Peach asks. “I
told Cassidy so much about her, she’ll miss not meeting her.”


“Miriam, yes…” Tasia hesitates. “She
chose to leave when I returned. You can’t have two bosses of a place so small.”


“No, I suppose not,” Peach answers.
I can tell she’s disturbed though I don’t know why. The place is beginning to
feel like home to me. The phantom cobwebs in the corners disappear as I get
accustomed to the glowing lamps and lit candles, and fine dark hues of the
beautiful interior.


Tasia shows us to a living room.



 

“You were Miriam’s lover,” Tasia
says to Peach, so casually it takes some moments to sink into my brain. I’m
shocked by the assertion, I’ve heard nothing of this, and I wonder why this
woman would know.


“Yes, we were lovers,” Peach
confirms, while I sit beside her beginning to tremble. I’m reminded of how
angry she was over letters from my former lovers. I’m also reminded of her
contention that she sometimes doesn’t tell the whole truth. I wonder now, did
she come here wanting to re-acquaint herself with her old lover? Has she been
as devious with me about this trip, as she was the afternoon at Gram’s? This
worries me as much as our relationship has already been shaken in recent weeks.


“Miriam is a fine woman; you
might even see her while you stay here. She has a cottage up the main road a
piece. She’d be delighted to see you, Samantha Clarisse, I suspect that she
still has a great love for you.”


Peach blushes. I hope she
realizes how uncomfortable I am listening to this. Why would this woman speak
this way? And why does she call her Samantha? How did she know her middle name,
Clarisse? The woman is as mysterious as this place on a stormy night.


“So will you be staying a few
days?” Tasia asks.


“We plan to stay the summer
somewhere tucked away. Cassidy is reeling from the LA smog.”


“And the traffic and the people. I’m
a small town girl at heart,” I add.


Tasia nods. “LA’s a putrid place.
I’ve been there just once, and hated it. There’s no way to feel anything
ghostly there. All spiritual things must hide away and that only tends to
distort them. It’s why there are so many horrible things happening in that city.
Too much of the dark side becomes skewed, there’s no celebration in it anymore.
So sad.”


I’m uncertain what her vague
discourse means, and I wonder if she’s being purposefully obscure. 


“You’ve come to the right place
here at The Edge,” she tells us. “You’ll find lots of privacy and peace, and of
course, the ocean—there’s nothing more effective at cleansing a clouded soul. Then
of course, Samantha Clarisse knows what a special place this is, after the
summers she spent with Miriam.”



 

We retire to our room. Peach is
so exhausted, she doesn’t want to talk, but I think she’s just hiding from a
confrontation. I can’t go to bed with these things on my mind, the woman, this
place, and of course, the ghost of old lovers creates a commotion I can’t
ignore.


“You never told me that you and
Miriam were lovers. Is that why we came here?” I start.


“Don’t do this,” Peach warns.


“Don’t do what?” I remain calm
though I’d like to explode. “I think you owe me an answer, or should I blister
your butt the way you did mine for lying to me.”


“Can’t do it, Cass,” she smirks
sarcastically, “I live by different rules than you do.”


“Just a simple explanation would
do,” I suggest, not really wanting a fight.


“I’d like to see Miriam, but not
to make love to her. She’s like a mother in a way, older than both of us and
very stable. You’ll love her too, I know that.”


I say nothing, watching a look of
consternation on Peach’s face. “What bothers me is that woman, Tasia. Don’t you
think she’s kind of spooky?”


“Maybe a little, but this place
is a little spooky. You didn’t tell me it was like this. I do like it though.”


“That’s what’s amazing. When
Miriam ran it, it looked totally different. The rooms are so dark now. With
Miriam they were bright, all kinds of flowers, very festive. Maybe I’m just
shocked with the transformation. But I can’t for the life of me figure why
Tasia would change the place so much. And all that weird spiritual talk, I
think she’s nuts.”


“She obviously has a different
temperament than your friend.” It seems odd that Peach is so disturbed with
this place and I’m so comfortable. Usually in matters like this, it’s the other
way around. Though I’m not surprised by her appraisal of Tasia’s “spiritual
talk”. She does have curious ideas, that unlike Peach—who abide “mumbo jumbo”
as she calls it—only intrigue me.


“I guess I just need to get used
to the place. It doesn’t help, this rain tonight. Look at it.” Peach stands at
an enormous bay window looking out to the black beyond. I join her there,
seeing beyond the reflecting candle light to what appears to be a beautiful
garden leading to the ocean cliffs.


“Tell me one thing,” I ask, “did
you make love to her in this room?”


“Miriam? No,” she replies. “Her
room was on the first floor, I always joined her there. I worked here the
summer that being a lesbian started to make real sense to me. She made it make
sense.” Peach is not often reflective like this. Seeing the faraway look, I
know this is her sacred ground, this Miriam. “I’m not like her, though,” she
continues, “Miriam agreed with my decision to leave, she said I could figure
things out for myself. She said I had to learn it on my own.”


“And what have you figured out?”
I ask. I allow my arm to rest lazily around her waist.


She turns to me. “That I need to
play with fire, with the things that scare you so much.” I know she’s referring
to the leather dykes and much more. Her eyes look like molten caverns, sultry
and exotic. Peach told me once that she has Native American and African in her
blood. I see it now.


I can’t answer her, because she’s
scaring me. It’s ironic how we’re alike and different. I like to talk about,
think about and write about the things she refers to, while she only wants to
explore them with her body. I know I’m not ready for it.


We make love fitfully; this place
stirs us both.



 

“Good morning, ladies,” Tasia
greets us with a lush hello. There’s bright sunshine pouring through the windows
as it begins to bake the air. The shadows of the previous night have been
adequately replaced, as gold light dances off Tasia’s glittering rooms. The
color, no less dark, doesn’t seem so somber now.


The morning delights me, the
ocean air makes me breathe easier.


We sit down for a lovely
breakfast of steamy muffins and juice, just the three of us. This surprises me,
in a place so large—there has to be at least a dozen guest rooms on three
floors—I expect more women enjoying the tranquility of this place. 


“Did you make these?” I ask. “They’re
delicious.”


“I cook much of what you’ll eat
here, though I do have some help,” she says, as if she’s trying to hide
something. I wonder if she’s so obscure about everything.


Peach sits next to me,
uncharacteristically subdued.


“Perhaps you’d two like to
sunbathe,” she suggests. “The beach is lovely this time of day. You’ll find the
sun less harsh and there’s a perfect spot to catch the rays, just to the south
of the stairway.”


“I remember it,” Peach says. She
sounds annoyed with our hostess.


“I’m glad I can offer women the
opportunity to do things here they would not be able to do elsewhere,” she says.
The more I’m with this odd woman, the more I see a quixotic spirit, with facets
to her personality beyond those that first appear. I’m not sure what to think
of her.



 

After breakfast, Peach and I make
a trek to the beach, passing through a vast garden of well manicured
wildflowers, perennials, and more than a dozen varieties of roses. I could
remain here forever just drinking in the beauty against the backdrop of the
ocean, and the windswept cliff-side trees.  


“Miriam created this garden,”
Peach tells me. “I was here when these roses were planted.” She shows me a row
of bright blooming wild roses that entwine like lovers along a split rail
fence.


“They’re wonderful, and so
fragrant.”


“Don’t think that woman had
anything to do with this. This place belongs to Miriam, whether she’s here or
not.”


“You don’t like her at all. In
fact, I’d say you resent Tasia being here.”


“Maybe.”


“Perhaps we should see your
friend, maybe she’s not so unhappy to have been replaced.”


Peach pouts, then pulls me along
with her to the rickety stairs. I can’t believe how far above the beach we are,
and how dangerous the descent. Our trek moves slowly as the stairs are in need
of repair.


“We’ll go up another path on the
way back,” Peach comments, obviously knowing of some route I cannot see.


Finding the spot Tasia mentioned,
Peach and I remove our clothes. I’m hesitant, self consciously thinking that someone
might spy on us here, even though I’m aroused by the indecency of public
exposure. The truth is, it’s really quite safe, with so few to discover us
naked. I lay down on the heavy quilt we’ve brought with us and let my body get
used to the freedom.


The sun never fails to ignite me
sexually; it only takes minutes before I feel the sensuous heat on my skin. I
reach out for Peach with a fondling hand. We must be on the same wave length,
for we fall into each other’s bodies easily. Everything seems perfect now,
especially the way the sun warms our skin so that it feels prickly when we
caress each other. I’ve missed this effortlessness with her.


She runs her hands between my
legs where it’s wet and sticky. She pulls at my ring so I let out a tiny “ouch”.
She smiles at me, and I think that everything that was raw between us is healed.
I cum easily. Peach doesn’t need to do anything but fondle my clit and labia
for a few seconds, it’s so alive.


After my climax, I roll her over
on her back, and climb between her legs, finding her clit with my tongue. Looking
up at her as she lies back drinking in the sensations, I watch her expression
change. She rocks against my face with her groin. Her brow wrinkles, then
relaxes. Her muscles tense and her breasts bob, the soft flesh jiggling. Her
nipples are erect, and I lean forward to take them between my teeth and bite
them lightly. 


She gasps, the harder I bear down
on her nipples. I suck them hard, and she cums as my hands play between her
legs.


When Peach is conscious again,
she rolls me over and spreads my ass wide towards the sun, letting the warmth
bake my rear. I wave my ass like a beckoning slut, and she slaps it to make it
burn all the more. 


“I’d love to see this ass of
yours whipped,” she says. I don’t pay much attention to her “love talk”, as I’m
lost in the crude sensations that rise as she tortures my ass with her hands,
slapping, pinching and scratching the surface until I’m sure it’s raw. She
reaches down and penetrates my cunt with at least two fingers; I’m so sloshy I
can’t tell. 


I roar something nasty when I cum
again. She slaps my ass as I finish, then rolls me over to kiss me as a
satisfied smile appears across her face.


I let the sun beat down on me
again as Peach covers my tits with suntan lotion. “I don’t want to burn you
that way,” she says slyly.


It’s quiet, except for the
ocean’s sonorous roar. I could fall asleep to the rhythm.



 

“You two have quite a wicked way
of making love,” a voice interrupts our peace.


We open our eyes and look up to
see Tasia staring down at us, just steps away from the blanket.


“I see she’s marked with a
devil’s ring, did you do that to her Samantha Clarisse?” the woman asks.


“What? You watched us?” Peach
says, sitting up. She’s pissed; I know the intonations in her voice well.


“I’ll likely get off to the
memory,” Tasia says smiling. 


So nonchalant she is. I don’t
know whether to be offended or aroused. I let Peach take the lead.


“You plan to mark her more,
Samantha? I’d be delighted to watch,” the woman says, referring to me. She
seems to ignore me, in favor of Peach. And why the hell does she call her by
her right name? This annoys me.


“If she were willing there are
lots of things I might do,” Peach tells her, “but that’s hardly a devil’s ring,
just tiny insignificant roses.”


“Roses? They’re never
insignificant,” she says.


I’m annoyed with Peach now, too,
making vague statements about our private lives to a woman who is yet a
stranger. I immediately flash on something sinister about this place, about the
woman, and her eyes, which are now nothing like they were the night before and
earlier this morning. They have a distinctly carnal quality to them that makes
her look as if she’s sprung from the dark, dank earth itself. Her comment about
my cunt ring irritates me as much as it does Peach.


“Perhaps this vacation away from
that other world will give you both the opportunity to explore your more
substantial selves. I can see you two just simmering. But I’ll let you be, I
have things to attend to. I’m glad you’ve enjoyed this beach so much already.”


We watch her walk away.


“Damn! Can you believe that she
deliberately watched us?” I vent.


“Yes,” Peach replies. She looks
as if she’s lost, her mind having drifted far away.


“And what’s this about my ring?”


“Perhaps she knows something you don’t,”
Peach says with a haughty twist to her words.


“Like what?” I ask.


“Like what you really want.”


“Don’t press me,” I tell her
irritated with the turn of events. “I’m here to rest and recuperate. The last
thing I need is more sexual adventures.”


“Oh,” Peach sighs despondently. She
turns over on her stomach and rests her head on her arms.


“Besides, I don’t like the way
she calls you Samantha Clarisse.”


“Why not?” Peach replies sleepily.
“It is my real name.”


“You don’t like me calling you
Peach?” I ask.


“Stop before you make a fool of
yourself, Cassidy, I never said I didn’t like your term of endearment.”


Duly admonished for my pettiness,
I say no more, even though I’m uneasy with sweet Tasia turning into a witch in
my imagination.







Chapter Seven 



 

That afternoon, we strike out for
Miriam’s cottage. A watchful Tasia waves goodbye as we back the Jeep out of a
mud puddle and make our way back up the steep road. The way Tasia gushes over
us about this trek leaves us both wondering what ulterior motive the woman has
in mind. How odd, after less than a day at The Edge, we’re ready for a
breather.



 

We drive up to the place Tasia
describes for us, as if we knew instinctively where we were going. I’m having
better thoughts about this woman who was Peach’s lover. Seeing her house, I’m
even more at ease; I can imagine how Tasia’s house once looked.


Miriam greets us at the door with
a breezy smile and lets us in, showing us to her ocean facing porch. 


“You found me after all,” she
says warmly kissing Peach on the cheek. 


“Did you think I wouldn’t?” Peach
asks.


“I always knew I’d see you again,
Samantha,” she says, as she shows us where to sit. “And Cassidy, I’m glad to
meet you.”


With other women the sentiments
might be fake, but as I suspected, this woman has no fakery in her bones. She’s
as common as the ground she walks on, her home an earthbound extension of
herself, covered with vines, decorated in light, sunny colors and filled with
plants and flowers that remind me of the garden at the B&B.  


As we sit on antique wicker
chairs, I can imagine making love to her in a minute.


“The resort is so different
without you,” Peach tells her.


“Tasia has done quite a
transformation.”


“I’m not sure I like it,” Peach
adds.


“Really?” Miriam looks surprised.


“Yes really, the woman is
bizarre.”


“Perhaps.”


I feel as if Miriam is not
telling us everything.


“She had the audacity to watch us
make love on the beach this morning,” Peach explains.


Miriam smiles. “I’m sure it was a
delightful sight.” There’s a lustrous light in her eyes. Though, while I find
Tasia’s voyeuring unnerving, I might feel completely at ease if Peach and I
made love for Miriam’s eyes.


“It was rather unexpected,” I
add.


“I think Tasia would be good for
you both,” Miriam says. “She has that wicked sense of drama that I warned you
about.”


Peach looks at her former lover
thoughtfully, as if she’s remembering some long ago conversation.


“What is it with the resort now,
we seem to be the only ones there.”


“I’m sure you’re not,” Miriam
says. As she leans over to pour us another lemonade, I see down her blouse. Her
hefty breasts swing nakedly beneath. I see a hint of sweat inside the cleavage,
thinking how pleasant it would be to hold her flesh in my hands and kiss its
sweetness. I can smell her fragrance as if I were close, and it draws me even
more.


“Well the place looks rather
empty if you ask me,” Peach says.


“I’m sure everyone is there that
you two need for a perfect vacation, and there are likely others who will join
you in the next few weeks. We are approaching midsummer.”


“You mean the rites still happen?”


“Oh, my yes, Tasia has a real
flair for the season.”


I would have liked to have asked
her more about these rites, but Peach jumps in too soon. “What made you leave?”


“It’s her house,” Miriam explains
simply.


“Hers, but I thought…” Peach
starts.


“I kept it for her as if it were
my own. I suppose in some ways it still is, but it’s better that I live here.”


Her vague answer hardly explains
a thing but it satisfies Peach.


“You’ll really like Cassidy,” she
begins, changing the subject, “she has this crazy view of sex and God.”


“Oh?”


“Tell her?” Peach says.


I blush, though I’m not that
uncomfortable. It seems I could never be embarrassed in this woman’s company. I
feel as if I’ve known her forever. “I’ve told her that I live in my cunt.”


“That’s understandable.” 


The way she says it, I know she
understands without further explanation even though Peach seems to want me to
continue. 


“Everything is sexual to me, even
lampposts,” I laugh. “The way everything is emotional to Peach.”


“You have one little hothead here
in Samantha,” she jokes at Peach’s expense.


I don’t know why, but it seems
perfectly all right for Miriam to call Peach by her right name, where it wasn’t
just hours ago with Tasia.


“If you live in your cunt,
Cassidy, then this is a good place for you to vacation,” Miriam says.


“Why is that?” I ask.


“The opportunities are vast here
in our little seaside haven. Be sure not to miss them.” 


I smile, feeling a little
sheepish, as if my mother has just gently admonished me. I tingle all over too,
wondering what it would be like to be swept into her arms.


“And Sam,” Miriam says almost
sternly, “there are lots of Tasias in your life, perhaps it’s time you faced
her.”


Peach nods, but is struck silent.


We talk more, but not so strangely
as our earlier conversation. I’m so pleasantly taken with Miriam, I can’t
imagine I had felt threatened by her. When we leave, however, there is an
unexpected silence between Peach and me as we ride back to The Edge.



 

“What was that about ‘Tasias’?” I
ask when we are in our room together.


“Nothing,” Peach says harshly.


“Is something wrong?”


“No, why would there be anything
wrong?” she replies icily. 


“There shouldn’t be, but you’re
angry about something, and you’re not even hiding it,” I point out the obvious.


Peach sulks for some moments,
eyeing me with a look I rarely see in her. It has me scared. “You’re wrong,”
she finally blurts out at me. “It’s you.” 


“What do you mean? What the hell
have I done?” I ask.


“If I were a man I’d probably
call you a prick tease. You get me so damned charged about some sexual things
and then you drop me in the middle of my arousal with your sudden flare of
judgment.”


“What are you talking about? When
have I done that?” I ask, astounded.


“All the time. Ever since I’ve known
you. Ever since you handed me that first story of yours. Most recently, with
the dykes at Gram’s; but it’s been a dozen times before that too. I’m beginning
to feel cut out of your life half the time, especially when I want right inside
that nasty mind of yours.” She looks at me with a grin that seems pure evil.


My heart and loins pound as she
speaks. “Why this? Why now?” I ask.


“It’s always been between us,
Cass, always, you just want to ignore it all the time, but I can’t. Believe me,
I can’t anymore. Don’t tease me with your fantasies and your stupid stories. I
can’t stand it. Maybe it’s this place, and seeing Miriam and that woman… that’s
probably it,” she rambles on confused, “but whatever, I can’t hold all this
back anymore. And I’m damn sick and tired of tiptoeing around what I want to
do, and what I know damn well you want to do too!” I look at Peach in shock. “And,
my dear, don’t ask me to be faithful to you on this vacation, because I’m not
sure I can be.”


I feel crushed, suddenly weighted
down with a thousand pounds of lead all hanging on my heart.


“Who are you going to fuck?” I
ask.


She looks at me haughtily. “I
don’t know.” 


“Does this mean you want to break
up?”


“I don’t know that either,” she
says, “just let me be.”


I’m left certain that she plans
to run back to Miriam; it’s the obvious conclusion of this amazing day. What’s worse
is that I can see why she might want to return to her lover; Miriam is an
uncommon woman.


But what about those other
things, allusions to my stories, the leather dykes, and God knows what else. I
wonder what I need to do to make her happy again; there are a bundle of
thoughts that rush through my brain. But I dismiss them all, realizing what
they might mean. They’re too absurd to even consider.



 

We remain estranged from each
other all evening, and for two days after. We play at conversation, but there
seems no way to breach the horrendous feeling of doom that has suddenly
overtaken me. It seems all through our meals with our hostess, Tasia speaks as
if she’s playing us against each other. It continues to be just the two of us
and Tasia; and I come to discount Miriam’s claim that there are others at the
resort, since none show up for any meal except the three of us. I wish that
other women would arrive soon to take away some of the oppressiveness I’m
beginning to feel in Tasia’s overbearing presence. Peach changes when we’re
with her and her mood doesn’t quickly repair.


Peach is rude to her, snapping
quips that are likely meant for me; but since I can’t think of a thing to say,
and am hiding away in my thoughts, she aims her barbs at Tasia. The woman
ignores them easily, as she goes on to explain to Peach all the things she has
done to the house and the grounds since she returned from Portugal. She has
some strange tales to tell about some mystical experiences she had on the
continent. While I might have wanted to hear about them days before, they sound
like silly tales now, especially since she aims her comments solely at
Peach—who flatly looks bored with the conversation. 


Tasia says nothing to me at all
anymore. That bothers me, only because her disregard for me is so deliberate.  



 

“That woman is exhausting,” Peach
says when we retreat to our room after dinner on the third day. This time, she
appears more congenial, as she rants about Tasia. “I’m not sure I want to stay
here any longer,” she tells me. “She’s insufferably boring with all that crazy
talk of hers.”


I’m ready to agree with her,
though her strange mood swings and cutting accusations at my expense leave me too
cautious to agree with her now.


This night, Peach doesn’t touch
me at all when we go to bed, and for the first time since I can remember, we
don’t make love. I feel as if whatever evil thing is lurking around us is about
to come to a head. I look forward to morning when I’ll suggest we leave and
find some other place to spend our summer.



 

About two o’clock in the morning,
I wake to see Peach slipping away, out our door. I catch sight of her kimono as
she’s almost out of sight.


Warm milk, a book to read? Perhaps
she can’t sleep. Now I’m wide awake, perhaps I’ll join her. I get out of bed
and move to the bay window looking out into the night. I spot Peach down below,
moving from the house into the garden. She’s barefoot. The picture of her
leaves me breathless, and I watch mesmerized by the woman I love so
dearly—who’s now so dearly distressed. I wish I could fix things, but I’m still
at a loss to know what she needs, and much too scared to figure it out.


I watch as Tasia abruptly emerges
from the house. Her appearance is a threat to me though I don’t know why. It
amazes me that at this hour, Tasia is still dressed in all her gypsy finery. From
her vantage point at the patio doorway, she watches Peach for some minutes as I
watch them both. Then she moves toward her, I imagine very quietly, so that
Peach doesn’t realize she’s there.


Peach turns when she’s just a few
feet behind her. Did Tasia announce her presence? I can’t tell. I open my
window to see if I can hear them. Though it’s not so much what I hear as what I
see that leaves me awed. My eyes tell me everything I need to know as I see
Tasia reach out and caress Peach’s cheek. It surprises me that she doesn’t draw
away from the woman who was such a bitch in her mind just a few hours ago. Tasia
runs her hand through Peach’s hair as she puts her other hand against my
lover’s hip. There’s a tenderness about this touch that is as impressive as it
is frightening, for it looks as though they are about to make love.


Tasia tugs gently at the sash on
Peach’s kimono, so that the robe falls away. She kisses her and runs her hands
eagerly along Peach’s body. My lover responds as she often responds to me, her
body churning easily in lusty abandon.


Tasia pushes Peach’s hands away
as she tries to reach up and fondle the dark woman. And picking up the sash
from the kimono, Tasia takes Peach’s hands in hers and binds them behind her. Peach
remains willing as if she were asking for this.


As much as I might wish to deny
it, the effect on me is arousing. My own hand drops down and finds the soft
damp place between my legs.


I watch as the tenderness takes a
nasty turn, Tasia is rude to Peach, in much the way the leather dykes were rude
to me in the grove behind Gram’s. This seems more personal though. I’ve never
seen my lover act so submissively. It’s as if she’s given herself over to this
woman to do with as she wishes. All the more startling if Peach truly hates
her.


Tasia slaps her tits with a smack
I can hear, even above the ocean roar. I hear Peach groan the way she does when
she asks for more.


Tasia slaps her face, and her
tits again, and then taking some stick from out of nowhere, she forces Peach to
bend over as she probes her back side with the rod. I see her press it along
her bottom cleft, then she swats her hard with it across her fleshy soft cheeks.
Peach falls to her knees and the woman stands back, and prods her more. I hear
only the inflections in Tasia’s voice, most of her words are indistinguishable.


At one effective prod to her
side, Peach rises and scampers inside, no doubt to some vocal command. She’s
more than eager to accommodate this horrid woman. 


This appears to me like some
pornographic movie playing on a screen before my eyes. I expect to see the
scene change to whatever happens inside, but reality hits as I’m suddenly made
aware that the picture has moved beyond the camera of my eyes. I’m compelled to
find the two actors who now play the scene inside the house.


I bolt from the room, and for a
split second, I sense that there’s someone else in the dark hallway. But I
ignore the tingling at my back, the intuition that would make me turn. With my
concentration fixed on Peach, I slip quickly down the stairs.


I hear Tasia’s voice and follow
it to a sitting room at the back of the house. With her back to me, she can’t
see me standing off to one side with bated breath, waiting for their play to
commence again.


Peach bends forward as she had in
the garden. Her hands remain tied behind her, her face pushed against the plush
blue carpet.


“You tease me, Samantha Clarisse,
and you pay. I see the way you want this, the way you rant at me with your foul
mouth, and yet you cannot deny what your body craves. You took far too long to
give in to me, and I will not be easy with you for this mockery.”


The black stick she wielded in
the garden is the same one in her hand. The sleek thing is nearly two feet
long, though seeing it now, it has a handle which Tasia grasps firmly, and a
rounded end like a dildo. She has greased Peach’s ass and is now forcing the
thing inside her.


Peach cries out in agony, she’s
not as easily violated there as I am, her sphincter never wants to give way.


I wince feeling the pain in me. The
rod slips in grudgingly to Peach’s woeful pleas.


I want to rescue her, but Peach
would not be yielding to this treatment unless she wanted it. The woman fucks
her ass with the rod, until I think there’s surely ten inches impaled inside. I’ve
never had such luck with my lover’s ass. Does she need this cruelty; does she
crave being pried apart like this? I can understand the obsession for it is my
own, but I never believed it would arouse Peach so. Have I neglected her
desires as I’ve obsessively explored my own?


“You should be violated often
like this, Samantha Clarisse, I’m sure your little brat is totally deficient in
this way. You love this, don’t you? Admit it.”


“Yes, Anastasia,” Peach whimpers.
I hear an earthy arousal in her husky voice.


Tasia twists the rod again and
pushes it deeper.


An anguished moan escapes Peach’s
lips. “Please bind me Anastasia,” she begs, resorting to our hostess’ formal
name, as if she’s addressing her mistress.


“You have a lot to catch up on, a
lot to prepare for,” the dark mistress says. She exudes a self-satisfied manner
of which I am in awe. 


The woman turns away from Peach
and disappears beyond the open doorway. I back into the hall to be out of sight
when she returns. I can’t believe I watch this without attempting some rescue. It
would be futile, I know, but I feel as if I’m an accomplice in this rape,
remaining passively immobile. I should leave, I think, but I can’t. I watch
hypnotized as Tasia returns to Peach. 


The mistress makes Peach stand. The
act is awkward with her hands still bound behind her with the sash, but Tasia
gives her no assistance. Once Peach is standing, Tasia lets her hands free,
though she immediately binds them in front of her body with leather cuffs. A
two-inch wide collar appears encircling Peach’s neck. Her expression is one
I’ve never seen before, some blissful vacancy in her eyes, while her mouth
forms a mirthful smile.


The smile is brief though. It
vanishes into a painful grimace when Tasia clamps a chain to the collar, then
runs the thing between her legs and fastens the other end to the back of the
collar. It looks as if the chain will cut deeply into her cunt, especially as
Tasia yanks it with her leather-gloved hand.


“Yeeeaw,” Peach pants aloud.


Is the binding more than she can
bear?


“You’ll sleep here tonight, let
your brat despair alone in your bed.” She pushes Peach somewhere beyond my
sight.


I dash from the doorway and race
up the stairs afraid of being caught aroused by such ungodly passions.


I jump into the bed, hiding
inside the downy soft covers, wondering how Peach will sleep, bound the way she
is. Where? From what pagan source has this obsession of hers risen? This is my
providence, I declare to myself as if the silence will speak back. But the
silence doesn’t speak, it whispers only that I envy Peach. I envy Tasia’s
attention to her. 


I block that thought immediately
but I find my cunt wet and my clit hard and throbbing. I rub myself fast
wanting to get away from my thoughts, but the orgasm doesn’t come easily, as if
my sex angel refuses me the pleasure until I see myself so bound and abused the
way my eyes saw Peach tonight. I play with myself forever it seems, taking all
the twisted turns my mind creates until, at last, I cum.







Chapter Eight



 

I don’t see Peach in the morning,
not right off.


I charge my way to the breakfast
table thinking it will be Tasia and me alone, but there are two genteel lesbians
sitting with her, the three chatting conventionally about the flowering plants
outside the window. 


“Where’s Peach?” I ask.


“Samantha Clarisse is indisposed
this morning, my dear.”


I hate the stickiness in her
voice. Those eyes of hers that moved me on our arrival are trying their best to
woo and calm me now. But I’m beside myself with a thousand worries for Peach,
and for me.


“I need to see her now,” I say,
demanding.


“She’s sleeping; I wouldn’t want
to disturb her.” Tasia returns to her other guests while I turn away.


“No breakfast?” she says calling
to me. Her niceness makes me shrivel.


“No,” I say politely turning back.
I’m feeling so nervous I’m sick to my stomach.


Tiptoeing along the corridor I
look for the back parlor where Peach and Tasia were the night before. The door
is closed and I know that she’s still inside because I can feel her essence in
me. I always know when she’s this close. I try the knob, but the room’s locked.


“I said, Samantha Clarisse is not
to be disturbed,” Tasia calls to me as she suddenly rushes into the corridor. I
shouldn’t be surprised to see her.


“I have a right to see her,” I
charge.


“Of course, you think you do, but
you gave up that right, being the whimpering ninny that you are. You could have
given her what she wants but you didn’t, and now I do.”


I want to tear the hair from her
head, I’m so angry; but at that moment another woman appears in the hallway. A
little wisp of a thing, she slips in and out quickly, giggling softly when she
sees the two of us.


She destroys my fine passion for
an instant and I have to start again. 


“I want to see her now,” I
demand.


“Oh? Seeing her last night wasn’t
enough?”


I jerk back in shock. I don’t
want her to see me react to the stunning disclosure, but I already have. 


“You’re a bizarre woman, Cassidy.
So unbearably erotic and so cruel to yourself and your lover. I’d be surprised
if Samantha Clarisse ever returns to your bed the way you’ve hurt her with your
refusals.


“You have no right to comment on
what’s between us,” I say. I feel like I’m burning up inside hearing her
accusations but I can’t let it faze me now. “I’m not leaving until I see Peach.”


She smiles malevolently. “All
right. Suit yourself, but you’ll be disappointed. She doesn’t want you here.” Tasia
crosses in front of me and pulls a key from her pocket. The door opens easily
and I follow her inside.


Peach lies on a button tufted
lounging sofa, her arms bound above her, the collar and chain as they were the
night before. Her ankles are also bound to the far end of the sofa, spread so
her cunt is wide open.


Tasia picks up her black rod.


“Samantha Clarisse, your slut
needs to see you,” Tasia announces. She taps Peach on the thigh until Peach
responds, turning her face to us. Tasia then shoves the rod into Peach’s cunt. We
both gasp.


“I want to see her alone,” I say.


“No,” Peach shakes her head.


“Please,” I’m begging.


“This is between Tasia and me,”
Peach says. There are marks on her breasts like those I received from Cozinne. On
Peach they seem so cruel. I’m in tears though I don’t want Tasia to see. 


“Tell her, Samantha Clarisse,”
Tasia says, as if she’s bored with me. She gives the rod a nasty shove, then
drops it, while it’s still anchored in Peach’s cunt. She walks from the room as
a cloud disappearing from the sky.


I thought Peach would relent with
her rude mistress gone.


“Go away,” she says. “You’re
interfering. I don’t want you here.” She says it coldly, so that I shiver from
the chill. I think there’s a draft in the room and worry about Peach naked
where she lies. But there are beads of glistening sweat on her belly. It’s me
that’s frozen.


“Please, just to talk.”


“There’s nothing to talk about,”
she says.


When she turns her face away, I
leave.


Darting through the hallway and
up to my room, I pass a laughing Tasia.



 

My life is out of control! I
can’t imagine how it got this way, a gentle vacation becoming a horror story as
the love of my life lies bound in a room below me, refusing to speak with me. Utterly
alone, I cry; my tears refusing to stop until my eyes are stinging and swollen.
I have no idea what this means, why Peach deserts me and betrays me with this
woman. What could I have done to deserve this hateful treatment! 


I think of leaving, though it
seems irresponsible to abandon her while she remains in the clutches of that
woman—even if she’s spurned me.


I moan about my plight until I
can’t stand to be in this place any longer. Taking the back stairs down, I
escape outside, thinking I’ll walk the beach to clear my head; but on impulse,
I climb inside the Jeep and drive north. Still in a daze I’m not sure where I’m
going until the picture of Miriam’s face passes through my flustered mind.


I find her cottage easily and
stop, hoping I’ll find Miriam there. Her house looks like it’s out of a
fairytale, where I can find a welcoming pair of arms.


“Come in,” she says when she
answers my knock. Her gracious calm surrounds me the instant her eyes meet mine.
She’s not surprised to see me. “You’ve been crying,” she notices.


I begin to cry again, realizing
the safety of her gentle counsel. Taking me in her arms, I cry more, feeling
foolish with all these ridiculous tears. Yet she caresses me, running her hand
through my hair. I’m amazed that I’m aroused by this. Am I this fickle, my love
spurns me one minute; I’m ready to fall into another’s arms the next?


She kisses my face tenderly and
I’ve still not said a word about by troubles.


“Peach has gone mad,” I finally
say. The words come out awkwardly, though they seem to be a perfectly correct
evaluation of the situation.


“Has she?” Miriam says, waiting
for an explanation.


“I know she’s pushed at my dark
side many times. I guess I didn’t read her desires clearly; but now she’s lying
bound in the clutches of that woman! She won’t even speak to me.”


“Let her be, dear,” Miriam says, “she
knows her own mind well. She must need this. I believe she came for it.”


I don’t understand, but she
doesn’t explain.


“What you need is to attend to
yourself,” Miriam says.


Her kisses and gentle fondling
touch are dangerously close to excitement. I could kick myself for my
compulsive sexual needs rising at this moment, when I’m supposed to be in the
midst of my greatest agony. I’m kissing her back with my lips on her neck and
then between her breasts where her flesh smells of honeysuckle. She doesn’t
balk when I undo the buttons on her blouse and reach deep inside to find her
pendulous nakedness. I could spend a week in the softness of these womanly
mounds. She moans softly as I cuddle them to my face. Her hands caress my hair
and then my shoulders. She reaches lower to discover what’s beneath my shift. How
convenient that I’m naked underneath, because it takes only seconds for me to
be held by Miriam in my natural state.


We move back and forth in
pleasure, her hands on me, mine on hers, matching aggressiveness and
acquiescence in one tender rollicking passion.


We lie on her couch breast to
breast, groin to groin making out like young lovebirds. She kisses my eyelids
and lips, the warmth of her breath tickles my face. She’s like a billowy
cushion, holding me to her with strong arms and legs. Our cunts rub together as
our legs intertwine. I feel her female juices flowing against the inside of my
legs and against my labia.


“Ah,” she says softly, as she
fingers my cunt, finding the unexpected ring.


“Peach insisted on piercing me,”
I explain.


“Ah, a ring of roses,” she says,
when she looks down and inspects the etched filigree on my nether jewelry. She
says it as if the design is of some significance.


“And are there rose petals on her
thigh?” she asks.


“How did you know?” I ask.


“Samantha would think of both,”
she replies without answering my question.


“What is she hiding from me?” I
ask, drawn to my suspicions.


“What are you hiding from her?”
Miriam asks, as if to put me in my place.


Neither of us answers the
questions, the arousal going beyond mere play. She seeks her climax as much as
I know mine will happen. First times are often awkward. But this one’s not,
she’s as easy as Peach was that first time; though there’s a familiarity with
this woman, as though I’ve been making love to her forever.


I shudder, cumming sooner than
I’d planned, and she keeps going, several well placed light slaps to my cunt
and I’m building again like I’d never climaxed at all. I’m amazed at what she’s
done, but I don’t take time to consider it. I let her take me to the edge again.
Her whole body shudders next to mine when I orgasm. Locked tightly together
still, she seems to have timed herself to me. I consider that a near impossible
feat that happens only accidentally with other lovers.


She doesn’t finish yet, but
climbs from the couch with me, and leads me to her bed. High above the floor,
the antique four poster seems two-feet deep with comforters. I think I’ll
smother in the feathers; I giggle, wiggling down inside. Miriam smiles,
descending on my body again, massaging every inch of me so I’m climbing to
another orgasm. The passion wells in me so high I think I’ll scream.


I do scream as she laps at my
labia, and engorged clit. She penetrates both holes with easy moving fingers.
This takes my whole body end to end and I fall back limp again. 


She asks for nothing more, and
though I’d willingly give to her again, she shakes me off, in favor of holding
me close while I rest.


“I want to taste you,” I tell
her.


“You’ll get your chance; I’m not
done with you.” She’s smiling as my eyes slowly close and I drift off to a
peaceful sleep.


When I wake she hasn’t moved. She’s
held me the whole time.


“Shall we have some tea?” she
asks.



 

I think I could stay here forever.
I sit on her patio listening to the ocean. It would be perfect if that clouded
house down the beach did not exist and Peach could walk through this door
wearing a smile right now. I hate it, that my mind keeps leading me back,
wondering what she’s doing now, what horrid design that woman has for her. Has
she kept her bound, or has she beaten her like a submissive whore? Has she made
love to her body, or just abused it? The question I fear the most: does Peach
truly enjoy this treatment?


“You know, Cassidy, she wants to
be there,” Miriam says as she walks out with a tray of tea and cookies. She
reads my thoughts perfectly. I wouldn’t expect less.


I nod.


“And you, my dear, have to go
back and face that.”


“I don’t know how I can,” I tell
her.


“You believe in fate and spirit
powers and things beyond yourself. You believe in female shamans and feminine
witchery. But right now, you’ve disconnected from your source, given into
inconsequential jealousy. Read yourself, Cassidy. What have you been hiding
that you’re too scared to remember, let alone tell Samantha.”


I flinch at her directness,
spoken with such soothing, though penetrating tones.


“Answer me,” she insists calmly.


“A long time ago, Elizabeth…” I
say her name as my voice trails off, the memory of the woman appears in my head.
After years of deliberate forgetting, I force myself to think of her now. To
have remembered her twice in the same month seems portentous. I know Elizabeth
reminds me of Tasia. She’s a duplicate of the bitch; it’s clear that I see the
two women cut of the same devious cloth.


Miriam wants me to continue; she
tells me so with one intent look, like an admonishing mother.


“She played games with me, clawed
me once till I bled, I think she was crazy.”


“Was she crazy?” Miriam asks.


“I don’t know,” I tell her.


“Yes you do,” she says calmly. She
appears to be probing me with some psychic microscope. “Don’t run from me,” she
says, seeing the fear on my face. “Tell me about her.”


Now that the memory is fresh in
my mind, it’s useless to avoid it, and it’s clear Miriam will not let me slide
away from her query.


“She did things that were crazy
to me then. Binding me so I couldn’t move, she poured wax on my breasts, she
drew pictures on them through the wax and laughed uproariously as she did it. She
burned incense and candles when we made love, laying me out on a marble slab
like a piece of meat. She ate me out with my ankles tied to the ends of the
table, and pulled my pubic hair until my cunt burned hot. She stretched my ass
with larger and larger dildos so I’m now stretched so much, I’m easily
penetrated in the ass. She gave me away like a whore to whomever she wanted. For
the year I lived with her, I was her slave. She kept me in chains for days.” There’s
so much more I could tell her, but I can’t stomach another memory. “I feel
lucky to have escaped her.”


Miriam’s face didn’t change as I
spoke, or react in any way. It was as though she knew what I was going to say.


“And you miss her,” Miriam
concluded.


I could have said “no” to Peach,
or Tasia, or a dozen other lovers, if they had asked that question, but I
couldn’t say no to Miriam. She would know the blatant lie.


“How did you know?” I ask.


“Sometimes it’s a shame we’re so
transparent,” Miriam says, kindly. “You need to return to Samantha and Tasia. It’s
the only way you are going to return to Elizabeth.”


“I can’t return to that.”


“You have to,” she insists.


“But Peach has changed so,” I
counter.


“The Samantha Clarisse Sykes I
know is as dark as a nightmare, and as bright and fragrant as this day. You
cannot deny one for the other, and neither can she.”


Even though I don’t want to hear
her say this, she makes such sense. Perhaps in this peaceful place, where my
mind is clear, not clouded by my evil past roaring at me, anything can be
reasonable.


“Come to me now, and satisfy me,”
she says. Holding out her arms, she motions me to her side. I traverse the
several feet between us and fall to my knees between her legs. My mouth clamps
itself on her sweet cunt. I push away a few wispy soft red hairs so I can taste
the juices that rise there, and toy with the soft folds of skin. She likes my
tongue in her hole, my finger pinching the bud of her clit. My other hand slips
back to her anus and massages her there, though I’m hesitant to probe that
place. She seems content for me to do no more.


A wave of pleasure rolls through
her. She leans back and cries aloud, a lusty cry that reverberates through my
body, too. I love watching her shudder. 



 

There’s no question of staying
any longer with Miriam. I tell myself not to even think of it, as much as the
prospect would please me. I’ll leave before the sun sets and hope to find
things at the B&B more welcoming.


Miriam waves at me as I climb
into the Jeep. “Take care of your feelings for Samantha Clarisse,” she says. “And
take care of yourself.”


I nod agreeing.


“We’ll be together again,” she
adds.


I wonder when. I wonder what
bizarre things will take place before I see her again. 







Chapter Nine



 

In my room at The Edge, I open
the bay window to let the ocean breeze clear out the stale air.


While I was gone, Peach returned
to the room, though she’s gone again. I see things missing on the dresser and I
wonder if everything of hers has been taken away. 


I make the half slept in bed,
pulling the generous covers tight at the edges so they look smooth and
untouched. I’m startled when the door opens and Peach walks in. I walk toward
her, wishing I felt free enough to put my arms around her, but she maintains a
distance with her manner that says “stay clear”.


“Did Miriam soften the blow?” she
asks as I approach her. She still wears the collar, but not the chain. She’s
dressed in a white summer shift. Her skin glows its luscious hue, and her eyes
look almost translucent as if I could see right through them. She stares at me
as if she were staring into my soul.


“How did you know I was there?” I
ask.


“Where else would you go?”


“She kept me from going crazy,” I
say. 


“Too bad,” she comments.


I’m hoping that the rift between
us will dissolve with a little tenderness, just as Miriam dissolved my anxiety.
Unfortunately my anxiety returns with Peach’s unexpected reappearance. Her
cryptic comments go straight to my heart.


“Tell me please, what’s going on?”
I ask.


“You know better than I, ask
yourself. Right now, I’m moving downstairs with Anastasia.”


“That’s not enough explanation,
Peach,” I say. My anger shows.


She leans on one foot with her
hand on her hip and her lips pursed tightly. It’s not a typical Peach pose as
she looks exceedingly bitchy. “You’ve got to know everything, don’t you? Always
have to have it spelled out to you?”


I stare at her without saying a
word, hoping she’ll go on.


“The truth is, Cass, I don’t
really know what’s going on. Yeah, that’s right.” She nods her head to
emphasize her point. “I just know I have to do this. When I was here before, I
witnessed certain things, things I couldn’t handle then, but I made
commitments.” 


“What commitments, what are you
talking about? You’ve never said anything about commitments to anyone but me.”


“I wasn’t ready then, I suppose I
was too young, but I’m ready now. I tried with you, but it’s better that I came
back here.”


“I don’t understand.”


“You don’t have to understand
right now.” 


I wish there was more empathy
from her. She might soothe me, but now she only frightens me more.


“Does Miriam know of this?” I
ask.


“Of course.”


Peach combs the room for her
things, slipping some of my things into her bag along with the others. I say
nothing, thinking if she wants them, perhaps she’ll remember me when she sees
them.


“It’ll be over in a few weeks,”
she offers, trying to say something to appease me.


“A few weeks.” My look of protest
is obvious.


“Yes!” Her eyes are suddenly wild
and crazed. She charges me savagely, “Midsummer will be upon us, and all those
pagan things. A full moon, candles, drums, burgundy wine dripping down your
breasts, bonfires, leashes, swollen cunts, beastly women doing beastly things.
The rites of summer will end it all!” She’s in my face like a madwoman. I
shrink back, appalled. “You, dear little lamb,” she says with a syrupy
saccharine smile, “you were made for these things, you little slut.” Her voice
turns like the edge of a knife, leaving a deep gash in my heart. She cackles at
me witch-like and walks away. I watch her sway her round ass, like a whore
strolling the street. She turns around with a more natural face. “I wouldn’t
treat you so badly if I didn’t love you, Cass,” she tells me. Then she grabs
her packed bag and walks out of the room before I can think to talk.



 

I think she’s mad. Like
Elizabeth, yes. Some demonic power has claimed her completely. I want her more
than I’ve ever wanted her, I squelch the desire to go after her, to tackle her
to the ground, bind her to the bed and fuck her cunt with my fist. The ruthless
design lays itself out so clearly, so instantaneously. I wonder if I’m mad too.


But I’m so gutless, I can’t act.


And I won’t stay in this house
another night.



 

I pull my bags from the closet
and begin to pack. I’ll call a cab, and be gone, I reason. Leave the Jeep here.
I lay the plan in my head. I feel like I’m in a race. The more I pack the more
determined I am to go. The taxi will take me to the train station. I’ll return
to LA, let Peach find her way back when she’s finished with whatever she has to
do. My mind flies as fast as my fingers.


When the bureau drawers are
empty, I turn around.


“My god, you startled me!” I
gasp, seeing the will-o’-the-wisp woman I saw in the hallway, leaning against
the bedpost, as if she’s been staring at me for some time, listening to my
thoughts. 


“You’re not staying for the
ceremony?” she asks sadly.


“What ceremony?” I say.


“Anastasia’s pagan rites. They’re
really very lovely,” she says in a voice that almost sings.


I take a long look at her for the
first time. She looks frail, as slight as a breeze. You think she might
disappear right before your eyes. But I study her deliberately, and seeing her
more clearly, I notice her breasts beneath her flowered dress, wiggling as she
moves. She’s not as insubstantial as I think. I see her dress is nearly
transparent. The “v” of her pussy and a mop of black curls are visible on close
inspection. They peer out from the pale green background between two pink wild
roses.


“You like the dress?” she says,
noticing my interest. Holding either side of the flimsy fabric, she looks as if
she’d curtsy. There’s a childish expression on her face. Her enormous soulful
eyes watch me innocently. “It would be a shame to go so soon, the other women
are just arriving. The midsummer rites are like magic here. Anastasia makes
them happen.” Her eyes, like magic, dance.


“You speak of her so fondly,” I
comment. 


The woman smiles.


“Did you just arrive?” I ask.


“No, I live here with Anastasia.”


This should surprise me, but it
doesn’t. For some reason her presence seems to be a part of this place. I may
not have seen her before today, but I have felt her. I wonder if it were she
who was in the hallway last night when I ran from the room after Peach.


The softness of her manner has
taken away the flustered frenzy of my packing. Almost like Miriam calming me
with her body, though this is different. I feel as if I’m in the presence of a
ghost, the woman so frightfully “unreal”.


“Please say you’ll stay,” she
says, like a child imploring a parent. I don’t know whether to trust her. If
she’s Tasia’s lover, perhaps the woman has cast a spell on her. It seems
perfectly reasonable considering her oddness. Or perhaps she’s been told by her
mistress to keep me here for some dark purpose. 


In spite of my fears, there’s
something appealing to me about her.


She moves closer; her eyes, fixed
on my every move make me self-conscious. I feel clumsy in the light of her
ethereal grace. I lose all energy for my task.


“It’s so late, the sun’s nearly
down,” she says. “It’s not a good night to travel; it will be dark with no
moon.”


“I plan to take the train back to
Los Angeles.”


“But you don’t really want to go
there,” she says. 


I consider my plan again. “I
don’t suppose I can get a taxi this time of night. Could you take me into town?”


“I’m afraid I don’t drive,” she
tells me.


I sigh, realizing that perhaps
leaving tonight is too rash a move to make, foolishly silly. But if I stay,
what will that mean? I think of Peach in the collar and cringe. Will she be
looking like that all the time now? I don’t know how I’ll be able to look at
her. What am I suppose to do, watch my lover doing Tasia’s bidding, while I
remain alone? Still, I should wait till morning; maybe things will make more
sense then.


“You’ve convinced me,” I tell the
woman. 


She smiles happily.


“By the way, what is your name?”
I ask.


“Analise.” 


“That’s very pretty, it fits you.”


“I’m glad you’re staying. Things
work out when you least expect it.” I watch as she fairly skips out of the door.
Half woman, half child, she seems to have left the lightness of her spirit in
the room, for it doesn’t seem as odious as it had earlier. I unpack and prepare
myself for bed, thinking how weary I am, and how good this bed will feel.



 

Sometime before dawn, I’m
dreaming, nearly conscious, but still in an otherworldly state. I think I hear
the door creak, but I’m too oblivious to look up. I fall back asleep only to
wake again feeling someone very near.


I hope it’s Peach, but find that
it’s Analise. I can tell by the fragrance of her perfume, because I can’t see
her body. Her hands are on my breasts, palms kneading them like bread. Her touch
is soft, her breath warm. She kneels next to my body to be near, and then
climbs on top of me, resting a small soft bottom on my belly. She’s hardly any
weight at all.


As she holds my breasts in her
hands, I remember seeing her long slender fingers, and her well manicured
nails—just enough nail to scratch, though she doesn’t now. Each hand holds what
it can accommodate of my flesh. I feel her pouring some liquid on them: a
fragrant perfume that she rubs gently into my skin. 


Then she falls over on to me so
that her face lies between my breasts. She wiggles her cunt across my thighs,
her body moving like an agile snake. She runs her hands down my torso until she
finds my ass, and wriggling her fingers under me, she takes each rear cheek in
hand and pulls my ass wide. She squeezes the flesh firmly, though nothing
stings, nothing hurts, every little gesture only heightens the arousal that
climbs through my body. 


She pulls up on me, just as my
hands begin to rove her body. I feel the soft mellow curves of her flesh. By
her looks, I would imagine her bonier than she is; to my surprise she has a
sensuous fullness about her. There’s a lovely soft cushion that rubs against my
own.  When our lips meet, her tiny tongue
pops out to lick my mouth. In the lightening morning, I can just barely see her
face, and that strange light that comes from her eyes. I see her smiling.


I feel her back with my hands,
and trace a line down her spine with my fingers until I find her ass. I pull
her ass as wide as she’s pulled mine and feel for her anus. She lets out a
little shriek, as I try to penetrate it, and so I back off. I feel for her
cunt, and find hers as wet as mine. Feeling more, I discover that there’s a
ring in her labia just like mine. At least I think it’s so. I wonder at the odd
coincidence, and look forward to seeing the ring with my eyes. It’s still too
dark to examine anything, though I can see from the window that it’s nearly
sunrise, as the sky is beginning to lighten.


“Why did you come to me?” I
whisper to her. It seems important that our voices are hushed, almost as if we
were hiding this lovemaking from the rest of the silent house. 


“I wanted you and you have no
one,” she says. She says no more as she sits on me again and runs her hands
along my neck, across my breasts and down to my belly. She uses her nails to
scratch me now. My groin bucks hard, even with her sitting on it. Each small
pained clawing makes my need rise higher. She grinds her pussy into mine, and
we make a motion that resembles male/female fucking. I even think for an
instant, that a double dildo would bring us both off, but we don’t need that
when our pussies, pressed to each other and rubbing lewdly, seem to be all the
stimulation we require. I gasp as a small crescendo takes me away. I don’t hear
a whimper in return but she’s as satisfied as she needs to be, because she
leaves me. 


With the early morning light now
clearly illuminating the room, there’s a smile I easily see as she pads out of
the room. 







Chapter Ten



 

There’s some reason for me to
stay here. I’m not certain why. I’m sure that Analise’s appearance in my bed is
a trap to keep me at Tasia’s, though perhaps I’m just paranoid. In any event,
this is a diversion that I enjoy. Analise seems to want nothing from me but
sexual play, no emotional attachment, no commitment, no real friendship, even
though she’s the only real friend I have here.


She flits back and forth from
somewhere downstairs to my room. Her moments with me seem so brief after she’s
gone, so that I treasure them, and look forward to her return. There are other
women coming to the B&B, but choosing to ignore them, I erect a wall around
myself that only Analise penetrates.


For the first several days of my
self-imposed exile—I call it an exile for I feel like I’m in some foreign
country against my will—I spend a good deal of time on the beach, sunbathing.
It seems to have potent restorative powers, particularly as I can often forget
Peach while I lay in the sun. On this day however, I confess I’ve made the
nasty trek down the cliff because I saw Peach go down just before me. She wears
Tasia’s collar, but she also wears a skirt and blouse I gave her, which gives
me a warm feeling. To my disappointment, Peach pays no attention to me and
drifts off down the shore-line with another woman. She talks with easy
animation, the vacancy in her eyes has disappeared, but I feel too
uncomfortable to follow her and intrude. I decide that it will be the last time
I go after her, it seems so cloying and morose.


Removing my clothes, I lay out on
my blanket to drink in the sun. I’m just becoming pleasantly warm and aroused
when Analise appears like an angel hovering over me in one of her many
diaphanous dresses. All her clothes seem to be floral prints of nearly
transparent fabric. This one she begins to remove as she stands over me. I
watch mesmerized as one shoulder drops away, falling down so one breast is
exposed. I still marvel at the way her breasts billow from her slight form,
like soft balloons. She moves so slowly that each sensuous movement is like
unwrapping a gift, one ribbon at a time. When the top of her dress falls away,
she sinks to her knees next to me, and allows the unstructured garment to float
to the sand like a feather, leaving her totally naked. She wears a dainty
smile, knowing that she pleases me. 


Analise strokes my face as she
leans over my body. I want to take her loose wobbling breasts in my hands, but
instead I let them dangle over my face. They sway gently until I catch one with
my mouth and cover the nipple with my lips and suck like a child. She backs off
as the nipple remains clutched by my teeth, and I hold on until she offers a
tiny wince of pain. I repeat the process with her other breast, making her tug
against my mouth before I release. What remains when I’m finished are two tiny
tight wet buds against the backdrop of her wide pink aureoles. 


“A dip in the ocean?” she
suggests, as she smiles down at me. She quickly jumps to her feet and runs
toward the water, splashing her way into the foaming surf. I follow, diving into
the oncoming wave, so that I can catch her. We play a fitfully fun wrestling
game, falling down in the water and rolling in the wet sand. The cool
temperature invigorates my sluggish body. Analise’s easy grace and playfulness
makes me laugh. We sit in the water with the waves lapping around our bottoms,
and between our legs where the soft foam acts like an ever-so-tender lover. We
sit arm in arm, like two kids. This is the lightest I’ve felt in weeks,
certainly the happiest I’ve felt since I’ve been here. For the moment Analise
is the only woman in my mind.


We return to the blanket on the
beach and collapse onto the smooth surface. As she lays back to let the sun dry
her, I see her cunt ring glint as mine does. There’s a simple single rose
hanging from the plain ring. I take the liberty of flicking the jewelry with my
fingers. 


“Does this hang against your
clit?” I ask. It seems long enough to tickle her there.


“I can feel it all the time if I
think about it.”


“Where did you get it?” 


“Anastasia,” she says. 


It’s a fact that doesn’t surprise
me, though it reminds me of that woman again. I would just as soon keep her
visage from my mind, but in this place, with her overbearing manner, it’s
difficult not to see her around every corner, lurking nastily at every turn.


“She’s really quite gentle you
know,” Analise says reading my thoughts. 


“You couldn’t convince me of that
in a thousand years, after what I saw a few nights ago.”


“She only implements dreams,
nothing more. Is that so horrible?”


I don’t want to believe that
there’s anything good about the woman, so I shrug her comment off.


“Let’s go inside,” she says
suddenly, “there’s something I want to show you.”


I want to remain on the sand. I
want to let the sun bake my body, but there’s something so good-natured in her
invitation that I don my shift again and follow her inside the house. 


If I were not in such a horrible
gloom, this place would be glorious. The flowers, especially the roses, are
blooming so beautifully along the garden pathway. The air with its salty tang
seems to cleanse me inside out. And the mood about the B&B, despite my
malaise, is lighthearted, even jovial, as the women enjoy the splendors of this
picture perfect resort. I wonder if they know what nasty secrets are harbored
here, or if they will also become victims to the wild Anastasia? Perhaps
they’re even part of the malevolent force that fuels this place. 


I wonder to myself if my
suspicions are getting the better of me; but I wonder only until I remember
Peach in the garden and the parlor nights before. That was reality, not some
fiction concocted in my head.


Analise takes me on a journey
though the house and up the back staircase. At the landing we continue on to
the third floor. I haven’t been this far, but I see that there are a number of
sleeping rooms, smaller than my own, but still delightful bedrooms for guests. One
is already occupied by a guest who has just arrived. For a moment Analise steps
outside her angelic role, and greets the newcomer with a smile and a hearty
handshake—hardly like her greeting to me. Then dismissing herself with a polite
apology, we withdraw from the room and continue down the third floor hallway.


“The place is filling up for this
ceremony?” I ask.


“Of course,” Analise says. “But
we still have lots of time.”


Time for what, I wonder silently.


At the end of the hallway, she
opens a narrow door, and taking me by the hand, she pulls me up yet another
flight of stairs to the attic. These steps have no railing and I find the
climbing as treacherous as climbing up the ocean cliff from the beach. But on
reaching the top, I’m surprised to discover, not the trunk filled dusty attic
of storybook fame, but a clean swept room with a generous old couch, a single
brass bed and an antique writing table sitting prettily in the dormer window. There
are still old boxes, and trunks, and cast off things that belong in attics, but
this place has a look of residency, not neglect.


“I stay here sometimes, in fact,
Anastasia sends me up here when I’m bad.”


“Bad?” I question. “That’s sounds
a little childish.”


“I am a little childish,” she
says, laughing.


I laugh too, thinking how
completely unaffected this woman is knowing herself as well as she does.


“So what does she do, feed you
bread and water, and chain you to the bed?” I ask.


“No,” she laughs more. I’ve never
seen her face quite so animated. “Almost… sometimes she spanks me with her
hairbrush and sends me up here ‘to think about it’.” She imitates Tasia’s
voice. 


Immediately I think of Peach
punishing me, blistering my ass with her leather belt: another coincidental
similarity between the two of us. Perhaps we’re to be cast-offs in the cast-off
attic together.


“But mostly,” Analise continues, “this
is where I come to be alone, or like now, to be with you. No one will bother us
here.” There’s an erotic twinkle in her eye and I almost expect her to descend
on me and make love. 


“Would you like to stay here?”
she asks. 


“Stay here? What, so you and your
mistress can lock me up, so I won’t get away?” I blurt out awkwardly.


“Oh no!” she exclaims, surprised
by my suspicions. 


“I’m sorry, I was just kidding.”


She smiles again, “You can come
here any time if you like, I won’t mind.” 


With that, Analise scampers to
the far side of the attic and pulls out a trunk. “Let me show you some things,”
she says.


I come closer and sit on a low
stool and watch as, with an almost religious reverence, she opens the creaking
trunk. “For the ceremony,” she says, as she pulls out feather masks and odd
looking bracelets, collars, cuffs, skirts and strange looking bodice pieces. I
recall Peach’s flaming eyes as she spoke about the ceremony in that wild
diatribe in our room days ago. I can almost hear drum beats in my mind and
smell a bonfire in the air. The things in the trunk either reek the odors of
the ceremony, incense and wood smoke, or they give off such an aura that it
seems they still do.


Analise holds a mask to her face,
smiling prettily for me, as if she’s modeling something from her mother’s
closet.


“See they aren’t so strange, are
they?” she says.


“I think of pagan rituals seeing
them,” I tell her.


“Of course you do, but it’s all
play, nothing more.” She fingers the items lovingly, going through each piece
as if it brings back fond memories of when it was worn and by whom.


“Why are you showing me these
things?” I ask.


“I don’t want you to be afraid of
Anastasia, or me, or of your friend.”


“I’m not sure fear’s the word,” I
contend.


“Oh, yes it is,” she says firmly
as she closes the trunk. “Whoever made you so afraid did a very good job.” This
is perhaps the first comment that she’s made that sounds like an adult speaking.
Even her voice, the pitch, the modulation, is different; and I wonder if
there’s much more to her than I suspect.


“You’d probably like a collar
like Samantha Clarisse’s, but I don’t think you’re ready for it yet.”


“Oh? And why not?” 


“You have to be ready to submit,”
she says. She doesn’t explain further, but having taken some scarves from the
trunk, she leads me by the hand to the bed. I watch with bated breath as she
closes the blinds at each dormer window, so that there’s even less light in the
already dim room. Then going from place to place, she begins to light candles
that are scattered about the attic room: sitting on boxes, on the top of the
trunk and even on the floor. The warm candle light replaces the darkness with
an eerie radiance.


“Tie me to the bed,” she says,
handing me the scarves. She backs away from me and begins to wiggle from her
dress. Seeing her disrobe the second time in as many hours, I find this far
different from the first time on the beach. I know she’s naked underneath, but
I wait anxiously to see her soft sensuous lines in the glowing candlelight. A
strange illumination dances on her body as she pushes the dress off her hips
and it falls to her ankles. If she’s inclined to rituals, this is certainly one.
The somber look on her face gives her away.


At first she sits primly on the
bed and holds out the scarves to me. When I take them, she scoots her feet
around and lies prone, with her hands above her head holding on to the brass
bedposts. 


I take a scarf and tie one wrist
securely to the post, and then do the same with her other wrist. Her legs
spread wide; she doesn’t have to tell me to tie them. With two scarves left, I
see her designs clearly, and comply as if I do this all the time. When I’m
finished, Analise lies bound with her arms and legs stretched tight, so that
she’s nearly immobile. I find the look stunning.


“The candle,” she says, “the wax.”


I flash back to my past, to
Elizabeth. “You want me to drip the wax down your body?” I ask guardedly.


She nods as her eyes go dim and
sultry. 


Lifting a candle from the bedside
table, I see the pool of hot wax forming at the top. It jiggles as I move,
though it doesn’t spill. I’m mesmerized by the act I’m required to perform; it
almost seems a privilege to be giving her this desired gift. Suspecting that
this will arouse her in a most distinctive way, I do it lovingly. Letting the
molten wax collect in the little cup around the wick, I tip the candle and let
it spill down, first on her left breast, and then her right.


She cringes when it splashes onto
her skin. There’s even a little cry from her, but she’s reaching some ecstasy,
the way her head moves from side to side and her groin begins to sway.


“Oooo, my yes,” she moans. “Lower,”
she instructs me. As the liquid wax collects again, I tip the candle, and
dribble it down her body from her breasts to her belly. She squirms
delightfully, and I’m hypnotized by her erotic moment.


My own excitement swells as a
perverse thrill floods through me. Dominating her body this way is incredible. The
wax drips lower still, and I’m beside myself with passion, thinking of the rush
that will claim my own body when I finally reach her cunt. I make her wait. She
even looks at me imploringly, but I smile in return and let her know that I’m
in charge. This seems to delight her, and as I finally spill the wax across her
cunt, where it descends inside her tender open slit, I hear her cry and see her
body jerk in pain. I pour more in that private place and she squeals. Her cunt
bucks up and churns as if she were grasping for something. More wax, and she
tenses madly. 


I force her thighs wide apart and
drive three fingers in her cunt with my free hand. More wax drips on her nether
lips and on her clit as she rides my hand. I’ve never seen her move so
passionately. I feel her orgasm against my hand and watch her body undulate
like some primordial creature. And when the orgasm dies away, I watch her relax
back into the sheets.


Withdrawing my hand, I back away
and stare at her peaceful repose. This scene has me flustered and so horny I
want to rub myself off. I can’t keep my hand from my cunt, so I begin to play,
while Analise drifts in and out of consciousness. Her eyes meet mine and then
close. She looks so frail tied the way she is.


I watch her mellow writhing as my
fingers slip into my cunt. Finding a chair to sit on some few feet away, I let
my hands explore at will the places that are raw with need. The idea that she’s
in my power, that I control her fate, seizes me as surely as I’m seized when
I’m under someone’s control. I feel her anticipation, her dependence on me. I
feel her coming and now feel the satisfaction that makes her weak and exhausted.
I thrill to the fact that she will not move from her bondage until I allow it.


I throw off my dress. It annoys
me, getting in the way of my play. The waves of pleasure take precedence over
anything else. One hand pinches my erect hard nipples the other massages my
cunt with easy familiar motions. I know right where it leads; and I time the
edge, an experienced sojourner in the land of masturbation. Cumming, I moan
softly as I sit precariously at the edge of this straight back chair. The
single-mindedness of this venture leaves me in awe.


I don’t realize how uncomfortable
it is until I’m finished. Opening my eyes to Analise, she’s wide awake now,
staring at me, expressionless. We stare at each other for some time, getting
used to what we’ve done and what we’ve witnessed. This is far, far different
than our mid-night bedroom romps across my sheets.


I get up and go to her, standing
over the bed looking down at the dried wax that begins at her breasts and
continues all down her body. It cracks now when she moves, flaking into white
snowflake specks. I remember the wax Elizabeth poured on my tits, how it would
itch before she scraped it off, how I’d twist and turn in my bonds until she
had compassion enough to set me free.


“I think you’ll stay here like
this,” I say. She nods submissively. I check to see that the scarves are not
too tight. I put my hand to her cheek and stroke it lightly. I still can’t get
over how frail she looks in spite of the inherent voluptuousness of her body. 


Is it revenge against Elizabeth
that allows me to leave her this way, knowing the distress of lying bound with
no freedom to use hands or legs?


I leave the attic, as a surge of
unbidden satisfaction pours into me. I have control of her completely, her
willingness more than evident. The sense of power intrigues me as much as it
arouses me. I snicker to myself as I jauntily pad down the stairway to lunch. I
think of her lying there waiting for me to return, for some whim, or fancy to
pick me up from where I am and bring me back to her, where her fate lies in my
capricious fantasies. I realize how she trusts me. The responsibility gives me
courage and a feeling of composure and steadiness I’ve not had before.



 

Tasia has a beautiful meal for
her guests in the dining room, which bustles now with the sound of clinking
glasses and merry conversation. A female giddiness exists here, a loving
exhibit of female virtue, female emotion, and even female lust. How odd that
the only places left to sit are at Tasia’s table. There are two, one for
Analise and one for me, though Analise will not be joining us for lunch today,
I think to myself with insidious satisfaction.


Peach sits beside Tasia, still
wearing a collar, though this one is different than the other. Just a simple
ribbon, it nonetheless states her submissiveness to the woman on her right. There’s
a sense of ownership of Tasia for Peach; it would make me sick to my stomach,
if I didn’t feel the same way right now. I even flash to the thought of leading
my own submissive Analise through the dining room on a leash, to sit at my feet
at this table. Oh! How my fantasies take every act of rare sensuality further
to the extremes of imagination!  


I smile at the two women when I
sit down. I see Tasia is surprised that I’ve chosen this seat across from her. I
feel like an opponent squaring off, though this will not be some victim-filled
emotional war between us. I feel like a changed woman.


“Have you seen Analise today,
Cassidy?” Tasia asks.


“Yes. In fact, I just left her in
the attic.”


“Oh?” She looks at me curiously. “Will
she be coming down to lunch?”


“I don’t think so,” I tell her. “I
left her bound to her bed.”


It’s not shock that registers on
her face, but a brief startled expression that fades as soon as it appears, her
face returning to its characteristically obscure aspect. 


“I see,” she says.


I wonder what she will do, if she
thinks I’ve overstepped my bounds. I don’t really care what she does. I hold
Analise in my grasp, and even should Tasia preempt me, I’ve made a statement
she will not easily forget. 


I imagine Peach will not forget
it either. For the first time in days, she looks at me with some degree of
respect. And though we eat in silence, I don’t feel a strain. Getting used to
what I’m feeling pleases me, even if I’m not yet certain how this fits into the
scheme of my life.



 

There’s part of me that would
rush back to Analise, but the better part is content to let her remain bound in
the attic as if she were nothing but my toy to do with as I please. I picture
her there often as I go through the next hours. The longer I wait to return, the
more aroused I become. I’m not sure she’ll even be there, that Tasia hasn’t
already freed her. But I’ll be happy either way.


I read for awhile in the garden;
it seems it’s the first day I’ve actually been able to relax anywhere other
than the beach. The ominous feeling of the house has made it and its
surrounding gardens too oppressive to enjoy. Since the afternoon with Donna and
Cozinne my emotions have been frenzied and my thoughts filled with dark desire.
But now, there’s a peacefulness creeping into me. I’ve cast away the original
version of the vacation Peach and I had planned, and have replaced it with this
more bizarre one. What troubles me is that this one appears to have no clear
purpose, and no predictable end.


I read with half my mind watchfully
gazing at the picture of Analise bound in the attic. When I can no longer focus
on the book for thoughts of her, I decide to return to her side.



 

When I enter the attic again, I’m
thoroughly relieved to see that she’s still bound the way I left her—indeed
nothing in the room is changed. I do believe she’s been alone for these several
hours. I thought it didn’t matter what happened in this game of ours, but I
realize now that my new found dominant desires have me longing for another
session with this fair waif.


My body immediately responds to
her tethered state; the way she looks so divinely erotic fascinates me. I could
study her for hours. Her arms bound over her head make her torso look even
thinner than it is. Her ribs show and her breasts almost disappear against her
chest. Her taut nipples and the creamy white skin of her thighs make a sensuous
feast for my eyes.


It surprises me that she’s awake,
I would think she might have dozed, but perhaps it’s more difficult than I
imagine to remain comfortably bound. I forget my own bondage at Elizabeth’s
hands. This seems much more sexually provocative than what I experienced. But
then, perhaps provocative is in the eye of the beholder. I wonder what she’s
been thinking all this time. Could she guess that there would be another
dominant woman to take charge of her, or did this moment surprise her as much
as it did me?


As I look at her, I think of a
hundred things in a flash of a second that I might do to her next. They are
memories from my own writings, fueled by those darker times that come to mind. Yet,
it’s a fleeting thought, a quick flash of brilliance that moves me to act.


I untie her ankles.


“On your knees,” I order her. She
maneuvers awkwardly, but is able to turn over even with her hands still bound.
Her rear end rises high as she presses her face to the pillows. I find the pose
the ultimate in submissiveness. Her small rounded ass intrigues me, so I play
with it, running my hands along the surface of her skin, and down her wide-open
cleft. I find her sphincter with a probing finger and she jerks away. “No
please, not there,” she says. Her refusal startles me, though I remember
hearing this protest before.


“Why not?” I ask.


“I can’t.”


“Why not?” I ask again.


“The pain won’t go away,” she
says.


“I know it does, Analise,” I
counter her.


I imagine she pleads her case
well; but as an expert on backdoor violation, I’m suddenly inspired to bring
this puzzling woman to a new sexual initiation.


I find lubricant in the small
chest by her bed, and dildos in several sizes… almost as if they were waiting
for me to use for just this task.


But rather than stun her, I begin
with my hand, with just a simple well-greased finger. A little less than two
inches beyond her anus, she’s already in tears, the tight place screams at her,
wanting me to stop. But I know better. What begins as resistance is only need,
crying so fearfully loud that the pleasantness cannot get through.


I refuse to stop despite her
angry impassioned protests. 


“Hush,” I say, slapping her ass
lightly. Then I stroke her as I continue to gently probe her. I massage her
back and shoulders, and coo softly in her ear.


“Relax, relax, relax.”


Elizabeth was never so gentle
with me, but I’m a better lover than she ever was. 


It takes some minutes, some
terrifying minutes, where Analise screams, “NO!” to me, and I refuse to relent.
She will get beyond this idiotic fear, I vow silently to myself.


She tenses even more, the more I
probe. A shot of brandy might do her well, but without that, all I can offer
her is my tender but firm assurance that her pain will fade away. And as I
expect, with little warning, something seems to let go within her, and her
whimpering ceases. I shove my finger deeper, and though she gasps, she doesn’t
scream or plead, or refuse me.


“See, love, you just need
patience,” I tell her.


I work my finger there for some
time, allowing the first sweet anal pleasures to rush over her. I think to
myself how lovely they are, the wild bursts and fits of sensation that
accompany such an intrusion. I almost think she’ll cum if I continue, but I
want her to wait. I plan to give her much more than just this simple beginning.
 


Freeing her from the offending
finger, and untying the scarves, she falls to the side and stares at me with
her childish vacancy.


“You’ll wear these until you’re
ready for the largest. It’s a matter of time and patience, but you’ll
accommodate even more than this,” I tell her, showing her the various dildos in
my hand. I wish I had the large butt plug that had been used on me by Cozinne,
but then I’d likely scare her half to death with that. “It’s not right to deny
your finest pleasures. You’ll use this one first.” My waif-like lover accepts
my dictum, though I can still see a hint of fear in her eyes. Even the small
finger-like dildo frightens her, though it’s hardly larger than my own
violating finger. “Secure it with ribbons, ropes, whatever you can find, and by
tomorrow you’ll be ready for something bigger.” I show her the next size, and
her eyes grow wide. I can see her trembling. “You will do this,” I say sternly.
“It will come to arouse you beyond belief; all this fear of yours is
ridiculous.” She stares at me so I can’t avoid the reluctance in her eye. I can
feel where she comes from, that submissive place where the simple command of a
lover seems too much. But I know she can get beyond it. Though my personal
experience with these matters is modest, I know these things; they appear in my
writing over and over again. The submissive will at last submit. They’re bound
to do so by their nature. “Keep it in, except for when you have to go to the
bathroom,” I instruct her. “Feel it as a welcome friend.” 


Analise nods, even though her
expression implores me to reconsider.


“What is it?” I ask directly. Strangely
my voice sounds more commanding than I’ve ever known it to be.


“Will you take me like this
again?” she asks. 


I’m amazed by her question; she’s
more willing than I suspected.


“Maybe,” I tell her. “If you
behave yourself.” I warn her with the inflection in my voice. The thought of
her following my orders is a pleasant aphrodisiac all by itself.


I leave her unbound and free,
handing her the dildo as she sits demurely on the bed. As I withdraw from the
attic, I have no idea where this bond between us will lead. I remain intrigued
with Analise and the possibilities she presents me, but I’m not willing to call
this love. I still love Peach. I only know that I have the most compelling
desire to dominate this child/woman; and she appears to have the complimenting
desire to surrender.



 

I spend the remainder of the day
at the beach. I have a sandwich fixed for me, eschewing the dining room crowd
of women at the six o’clock hour. Sitting on the beach, I watch the waves. Their
endless motion reminds me of a caressing lover, they remind me of Peach and what
I miss about her: the jubilance of her bright face, the sensuousness of her
body and the quixotic nature of her mind.


So much sexuality around me, so
much sexual invention. On the one hand it seems so absurd, on the other hand so
natural. 


“Hello,” a voice pulls me from my
thoughts. 


I turn to gaze at a woman I’ve
seen several times at the house. She has a pleasant manner, though I wonder at
her involvement with the “rites” going on around us here. She appears so
conventional by the way she dresses and wears her hair. Her gentle body seems
beyond the crazy whims of sexual fancy. 


“I get a little weary of the
shenanigans in the dining room,” she explains to me. 


Aha! I think. Even her speech
declares herself.


“But then, this time of year is
rare,” she says, “a most unusual atmosphere around this place.”


“You’ve come here before?” I ask.


“Several times. Anastasia revels
in crudity like no one else I know. There are always surprises, a feast of
decadence, don’t you think?” 


Her appraisal of things certainly
matches my own, even though I have no idea what she means by “feast of
decadence”.


“I wasn’t aware of what happens
here until I arrived,” I tell her.


“Oh my, then you’ve probably been
taken by surprise. I can see where it might be daunting.” She’s as kind and
wise as Miriam, though not as erotically appealing to me. I’m aware that there
are other stories unfolding around me, and that’s comforting, even though I
prefer to keep mine to myself, just as she will keep hers private. 


We eat in silence for some time,
listening to the ocean and watching its regular rhythm.


“The fire on the beach is
splendid,” she says, “be sure to stay for it.”


I look at her perplexed.


“You will be there, won’t you?”


“I think so, though I really
hadn’t made any plans.”


She smiles, and leaves me
challenged by the impending future. I can’t be thinking that far ahead, but
perhaps I’ll have to.



 

The night brings Analise to my
room again. As before, she arrives like a phantom, fluttering in on the ocean
breeze, reaching out to me from the shadowy darkness. As her soft body slides
in next to mine, I take her in my arms, and we press our nakedness against each
other. 


“I didn’t want you to sleep
alone,” she says, kissing my mouth. I hadn’t thought that was such a problem,
being alone. But she has easy access to me these days because I’m in such a
perpetual state of arousal that the relief of sexual climax is welcome, and
likely necessary. It’s as easy a lovemaking as it’s been before. I’m becoming
used to her body. She knows where to touch, I know where to touch her. Our
mouths seem to melt into each other, almost as if we’re one person. It’s not
the same with Peach. Peach and I are always different in some obvious way. Making
love to Analise is like making love to my reflection in the mirror. 


The only thing to mar the episode
occurs when I note that Analise is not wearing the dildo as I told her to. I
pass over the omission, saying nothing to her now. But I will later.







Chapter Eleven



 

Throwing open the attic door, I
see Analise shrink back on her bed, afraid.


At lunch I told her to meet me
upstairs at four o’clock. She knows why, but doesn’t balk at my stern command. In
fact, I see the submissiveness on her face, as if she were waiting for my
wrath.


As she trembles, she’s naked and
compliant. A patch of sun streaks across her bed, making her white skin glow
like alabaster. Ah yes! It will soon be glowing, wildly red! 


I’ve never punished anyone
before, but I will today.


I think back to Elizabeth. She
would have slapped my face a dozen times before she even began to talk. She
would have me backed into a corner with her nasty cane in hand, had I so
negligently ignored a direct command as Analise has done. I can’t be so
ruthless with Analise. She’s convinced me of her frailty, which may be a fine act.
But she’s also convinced me that she needs a thorough reprimand. If I can’t
avoid the darkness that lingers inside me, neither will she avoid what she begs
for through her fears. 


“You thought I wasn’t serious
about your ass?” I inquire.


Her childlike eyes attempt to
melt my anger. I don’t know if it’s simple fury that rises in me, or a role I’m
playing for both our benefit: something that occurs to me as I recall Elizabeth
and her rash attacks. I know I’m not Elizabeth, I’ll not be as arbitrary as
that woman, but the firmness and intent of my designs come clear to me.


“I’ve never tolerated things in
my ass,” she tells me soulfully.


“But you will now,” I tell her.


“Please, I can’t do it,” she
whines more.


“Yesterday, you adjusted to the
penetration; there’s no reason you can’t now.”


She hangs her head, knowing how
displeased I am.


“Though, what I’m most concerned
about now is your disobedience. You deserve a decent thrashing, and you’ll get
it,” I vow.


She bites her lip sheepishly. The
anticipation of punishment appears to arouse her. As she sits on her haunches
on the bed, she grinds her cunt and bottom against her legs. The soft sultry
look in her eye may suggest fear, but it also tells me so much more.


“You can’t wait to have your
bottom whipped,” I comment.


She doesn’t answer.


I remember the trunk and the
things inside. There was something in the bottom that will do nicely to punish
her ass. Analise stares at me as I stride toward the old steamer trunk. Opening
the creaky lid, its contents fly hither thither about the floor, as I search
for what I saw there the day before. Spotting the instrument, I pull it from
its hiding place and allow the handle to become comfortable in my hand.


The leather paddle will sting
like the belt Peach used on my ass. It’s at least eighteen inches long, with a
firm flexible paddle end that’s three inches wide. The girl has lessons to
learn and this will teach her well.


She sees me coming, and I’m
surprised to see that she doesn’t cringe. Though perhaps she’s used to be being
spanked by Tasia, for whatever has offended that woman. I imagine Tasia would
punish her even harder than I will, then again, maybe not? Nonetheless, I know
exactly how much a woman can bear before it’s too much, having been through
this so many times.


Analise stares at me
expressionless. Her chest heaves, her enormous eyes become moist, but she still
doesn’t flinch.


“Turn over,” I instruct.


She wavers only for an instant,
then moves around the bed, so that her ass is once again waving at me. She
knows to keep her head and chest pressed against the sheets in a way that makes
her rear cheeks spread out wide and her white skin tautly stretched.


I stand to one side and aim the
paddle as if I’ve done this a hundred times before. It feels so very natural,
so complimentary to all the sexual acts I do. How many times I’ve written this
scene on paper, varying details, altering names and faces and places. It’s
still just one scenario, just one simple feeling of righteous justice being
meted out on a naughty brat. My pictures have always made me the star, the
receiver, the punished. Becoming the administrator, however, is just a simple
alteration of a well rehearsed plan. 


The paddle falls effortlessly
against the woman’s bottom. I hear her groan, crying into the comforting
softness of the bed, but she fails to revolt in any way, taking her
admonishment like the act it is: a well deserved moment of justice.


By the time I smack her a half
dozen times, I see the color pink rise gloriously on her once fair cheeks. It’s
so appealing, the change of color, seeing it for myself for the first time. Another
half dozen smacks and the pink blush turns red. I see lines laced across her
skin where the paddle hits again and again. I hear little whimpering shrieks
with each fierce blow. Her cries suggest that she’s reaching her limit, but I
don’t trust her to be honest. I’ve never been when I’ve been spanked by
Elizabeth or Peach. It becomes a contest of wills between submissive and
dominant. No matter how much pain I can take, I attempt to ward it off at the
same time—whether it’s what I want or not. There is so much mixed emotion in
the volatile act. I assume Analise is no different than me, so I spank her
harshly, until her bottom looks raw and the lines on her skin stand out as rude
welts.


She shrieks, moans, and cries her
muffled cries. Her ass jiggles every which way as if she could escape the
paddle. She falls to one side and I force her to rise again, and deliver more
punishment until I can’t stand her agony anymore, and neither can she.


I finish abruptly, then stop and
listen to her sobs. I watch the fiery red on her fanny, wondering how long it
will take until it fades. 


“Turn over,” I order her, and I
wait.


This time, she sits directly on
her sore rear end; I imagine that the sheets feel cool against her burning skin.
Pulling the finger dildo from the drawer, I hand it to her. “You know what to
do with this?” I ask.


She nods.


“In your ass now, and don’t
remove it without permission. You do, and I won’t wait to plant a six inch plug
inside your bottom, and I won’t care how much you wail at me to stop. As it is,
I’m sure I’m being kinder than you deserve.”


She looks so forlorn. Cradling
the tiny dildo in the palm of her hand, she gazes down at it, as if she’s
staring into some horrible abyss. I wonder at all her trepidation, how real it
really is. It still crosses my mind that I’m being played for a naïve fool by
Analise and Tasia—with Analise’s sole purpose to keep me here and well occupied
while Tasia goes on with whatever despicable plan she has for my lover. As
often as I think that, I dismiss the idea; I need this, even if it turns out to
be a foolish illusion.


As I watch the woman gazing into
her grave scared eyes, it’s as if I’m looking at my twin. Whatever her reason
for being with me, I do see something genuine in her distress and her carnal
needs that perhaps I alone can share with her.



 

At dinner, Analise appears
dressed like a fairy princess. Her marble complexion shows no trace of tears,
and she wears the soft waif-like smile I’ve become accustomed to. Her floral
dress is white with pink flowers cascading across the fabric. It clings to her
body as all the others do, showing every curve of her lanky form. There’s no
indication that she hates me after the afternoon’s ordeal. 


“Cassidy,” she whispers to me as
she grabs me by the hand. I resist her gentle tugging, wondering what she
wants.


“Sit down,” I tell her.


“No please, come with me,” she
insists, and I’m soon out the door, following close behind her until we’re
sequestered in an alcove beneath the main staircase.


Analise bends over readily and
pulls up her dress. She shows me her rear, where I see several red marks remain
on her skin. I run my hand across them, knowing how sore they are. Yet, what
the woman really wants me to see is the small dildo nestled neatly in her ass.
There are pink ribbons around her waist and through her cunt which hold it in
place. She’s had to pull them tight to keep the small thing from slipping out.
I see how much they cut her.


I press my hand against her anus,
seeing it wink at me as the sphincter opens and closes around the offending
intrusion.


“Have you orgasmed with this in
here?” I ask on impulse. It’s a wild guess. I pull her up and look at her
sternly. 


She blushes and nods, “Yes.”


“See what I told you,” I tell her.
She maintains a sweet expression, a naïveté that continues to amaze me. Anyone
who has been involved with Tasia cannot be so innocent; I wonder how she keeps
this fresh guileless face.


“Tell me about it,” I order her.


“Tell you?” she says sweetly, the
exuberant expression fades a little.


“Yes, tell me about the dildo in
your ass, and what made you cum.”


I see her struggle to reply,
she’s not very good with words.


“I lay back on my bed and felt
myself there. It didn’t seem so difficult, so I pressed the thing to my anus. It
hurt,” she was eager for me to understand. “But it slipped inside.”


“And you came?” 


“It did something to me really
nasty, so I played with myself until I came.”


“With your hand?” I ask.


A scarlet blush rises on her
cheeks. “With another dildo,” she replies.


“How fitting,” I comment. “In
your cunt?” 


“Sort of, a little anyway.”


I nod; the hesitant story takes
too long to tell. “Well tomorrow, I replace the one in your ass with another
larger one.”


I see her eyes glimmer, though
not as fearfully this time. I wonder what goes on in her mind. Such a
diaphanous creature, I think I’m playing with a fairy.


Returning to the dining room, we
sit side by side, as if we belong together. She defers to me, often lowering
her eyes, and saying little unless I speak to her. I find this a curious
accompaniment to dominance. I almost feel as if I’m holding court, even if I
have only one courtesan. 


Two tables away from us our
former lovers sit. Peach seems like a woman of my past, of ancient times. I
look at her and think I hardly know her now, as she wears Tasia’s ribbon
proudly. I love her so, yet the love that pours from me to her is so
unrequited, I make myself not feel it. I remind myself a dozen times a day—”a
few weeks and it will all be over.” Peach’s words are the only comfort I have
that she’ll return to me. And we’ve just days to go before that deadline.







Chapter Twelve



 

I’m on the beach at dusk, the
clouds make a stunning setting sun, filled with passionate orange against the
steel grey sky. I’m here to think, to set things straight in my head. I hope
the ocean will act as a masseuse, massaging my weary brain so I can feel some
peace. 


I think about what I’m doing, how
I’m learning to dominate when I’ve dreamed only of submitting. I’m very good at
this…   


Analise wears a larger dildo in
her ass now. She still shrieks when I violate her there, though she knows I
won’t give in to her whimpering. I even had to spank her again this morning;
she lapsed into a whining fit, pleading desperately for mercy she didn’t really
want. It was fine with me watching her bottom glow crimson again, as my hand
pelted her tender rear, until even I was in too much pain to continue. I should
have used a strap or a paddle, but I didn’t think I’d get as serious with it as
it turned out. 


I really think she was half
bluffing me with her protests—just seeing how sincere I am. Half of her wanted
her bottom on fire again. The arousal is obvious, the way her cunt juice flows
so she’s sopping wet. Today I brought her off when she finally gave into the
intrusion in her ass—a simple reward for her work. I probably shouldn’t please
her so readily, but I like the way she cums, the way her body twitches and her
face screws up into a grimace before she breaks out into a delightful grin. Peach
is much more passionate with her orgasms, but this is what I have right now.


Besides, it pleases me to think
of Analise prancing around the house well penetrated. I like to see the way she
winces sometimes when she moves and the dildo hurts. Though my real triumph
comes when I meet Tasia on the stairs.


“You have quite an imagination,
Cassidy,” she addresses me quite unexpectedly. “Peach tells me about your very
fertile mind.” She sounds kind, though I distrust her completely. I have no
idea why she’s being so friendly with me now, when she’s reviled me so badly in
the last two weeks. “Some day we’ll have to explore it together,” she suggests.



“Really?” I wonder why she’d care.
I’m sure she’s just trying to rattle me, or perhaps make me more jealous than I
am. I stare at her with an icy gloat as Analise joins me and moves close,
cuddling my arm. For a moment, the coziness I share with the girl appears to
disturb Tasia, just the hint of a frown appearing on her face. Analise gives my
arm a gentle squeeze, and then kisses us both before the little sprite runs
off.


“And how is your project?” Tasia
asks, looking at Analise skipping toward the garden.


“Expanding nicely,” I tell her.


“She tells me you know a good
deal about such things. Perhaps it’s your first hand experience that has taught
you so well?”


“I’m only doing what is natural
for me,” I tell her. 


“I see,” she replies vaguely. “Well,
my dear, it’s only a matter of time before we’ll find out who’s the natural in
these things.” She transforms in a twinkling, mutating back to her shrewish
persona. I rather prefer her this way, she’s much easier to despise. 


If Tasia is not distressed by my
dominance of Analise, then she’s quite an actress pretending that she is; she’s
able to twitch nervously at the young woman’s appearance, and is capable of
feigning an obvious displeasure at her closeness to me. Can this really disturb
her or is it just an act. One thing for certain, I can’t trust her either way,
and will continue to adopt a casual air of indifference. 



 

“Cass,” Peach interrupts the
scene in my head. I turn abruptly, warmed by the sound of her voice. I look up
at her though I can hardly see her face in the darkening shadows. There’s an
otherworldly aspect about her face, even when her smile is pleasant. It’s been
so long since I’ve been this close to her that it seems odd, very odd.


“You’ve been avoiding me,” she
says.


“Have I? I didn’t notice,” I tell
her the truth.


She sits on the sand next to me.


“Why would I want to be with you
when you’ve been such a bitch?” I ask. The bitterness surfaces. She runs her
hand affectionately along my leg and I pull away.


“Still pissed, are we?” she asks.


As much as I’d like to trust her,
I find this unexpected intrusion too suspect to believe genuine. “What do you
want from me?” 


“Nothing, nothing at all,” she
says. Her eyes gleam with a well remembered look of lust, the kind of look
where we’d be quickly off to bed. Not this time, I think sadly to myself. Were
I to make a move, she’d only deny me, give me some stupid logic for her refusal.
I won’t live through that again. 


“It’s just a few days and it will
be over,” I tell her, reminding her of what she told me two weeks before. “I’ll
wait for that.”


“Maybe you will, maybe you won’t,”
she responds saucily. 


Her eyes sparkle so brightly that
I want to pull her down in the sand next to me and plant kisses across her face
while I undress her. But I restrain myself and she knows it’s time to leave. Watching
her get up and walk away isn’t easy when I want to run after her. 


She knows I’m hurting, but she
doesn’t seem to care. I can’t think her that cruel, but I do. There’s a small
triumph for me in repelling her, since it’s a battle with Tasia that I’ve won. Too
bad there’s so little joy in the winning.



 

When I get up to leave, I hear
haunting music coming from the gardens near the house. Soft melodies mix with
desperate drums, castanets and tambourines. It beckons me, so unexpectedly
taking me away from myself absorbed melancholy. As I come to the top of the
cliff and approach the gardens, I see women dancing and laughing on the patio
and between the rows of hedges that border the lawn. Some frolic joyously,
others cuddle in happy conversations. The erotic couplings fascinate me. I
could slip into the midst of these women and lose myself. I fact, I wish I
would. But as it turns out, I watch, content to remain removed in my
self-imposed exile. 


I see Analise in the midst of the
dancers. No Tasia or Peach. But my fairy sprite dances well. With any other
woman I call my lover, I might be angry over the way she throws her body around
so promiscuously; I might be jealous as hell of the attentions these women give
her, but not Analise. I feel so little emotion toward her, except the thrill of
dominating her. The host of women who dance around her writhing form can’t help
but touch her in familiar ways. She loves this, and would no doubt make love to
them all if the mood struck her right. Perhaps that’s exactly what she’s
planning tonight.


On impulse, I move among the
dancers, pressing my way into the center, where Analise is swaying to the
carnal beat of drums. I dance with her, imitating her gyrations. Her face
lights up when she sees me, but no differently than it does with any other
woman. She’s totally non-discriminating in her affections.


I press my hand to her bottom to
find the dildo still lodged there.


“Too bad,” I whisper to her, “I
was hoping for the chance to do vile things to your rear end.”


She smiles happily. “But you can
do whatever you want,” she tells me in a sweet hushed voice. We do a pleasant
rumba of sorts, though I’m not adept at complicated dance steps. We both laugh
when I almost trip. What I really prefer is something lewd, hips against hips,
groin against cunt, thighs against thighs. 


Still, for all its lascivious
appeal, I don’t really want Analise now, not after Peach’s aura lingers with me.
I expect Analise in bed tonight, though I’m not sure I really want her there. Maybe
she’ll find some other woman to be with for her midnight romp.


Becoming restless dancing with
her, I back away with an apologetic nod to her inviting eyes.


“You won’t stay with us?” she
asks, as she extends her hand to keep me dancing there.


“No, not tonight,” I tell her.


That’s all it takes to send her
on her way. She wiggles off against another female form, looking like she’s
drunk, though I know she’s not. She moves from woman to woman giving up her
fragrant body like an offering. I wonder if I should envy her fresh innocence.


Strolling around the gardens for
awhile, I find myself reluctant to go inside. The night air is a joy to
breathe, and the music is really pleasing. If I had Peach at my side this would
be perfect.


As I finally enter the cool of
the house, a chill races through me as if there’s something crawling up my back.
An even greater chill makes me tremble when Analise suddenly appears. Coming
from behind me, she grabs my arm and spins me around, and I jerk back anxiously.
She’s sweating and out of breath, and almost looks as if she’s had to hurry to
my side to deliver some important message.


“I’m sorry,” she says lightly,
noticing my panicked face.


“Is something wrong? I thought
you wanted to dance?” I ask her.


She sighs heavily, looking almost
as if she’s going to drift away. “No. Not anymore, not after you left,” she
says in a singsong voice. “Maybe I’ll go back later.”


“I’m a little tired, Analise; I
thought I’d go to bed early. It will be kind of nice just to listen to the
music from my room.”


“Ah! That would be nice, but I
was thinking…” She pauses, suddenly looking at me with a childishly coy
expression on her face.


“What?” I find my interest
slightly piqued. 


“There’s something I’d like to
show you, I thought this might be a good time, with everyone outside.”


“Oh? What’s that?”


“I’m probably not supposed to be
doing this, but I have the feeling that you’ll really like it.” 


She takes me by the hand,
ushering me to a door in the hallway. With a furtive glance in two directions,
she opens the door and pulls me down a narrow flight of steps into the cellar. On
one end of the dark basement, it looks as if there might be a wine cellar. There’s
an old door with a rounded top that someone of average height would have to
duck under to enter. This is an interesting curiosity. The other end of the
cellar is cast in such dark shadows that I can hardly see beyond my own hand. 


The cool in the basement gives me
another chill. The dampness of the place reminds me of Midwestern basements in
summer, except that this bears the salt scent of the ocean.


The tiny light of a single
hanging bulb sheds no light on the black emptiness in front of me; there are
just spooky uninviting shadows. This reminds me of my childhood. The old stone
church I attended had a dark, dank basement with a gloomy corridor that gave me
the creeps to walk down. I’d feel as if a ghost was staring down my back, but
when I’d turn around, there would be nothing—nothing but chilly cobwebs
laughing at my fears. 


I feel that horrible burning in
my back now, unable to resist the desire to turn around; I find nothing there
and a laughing Analise when I turn back.


“You’re a silly one,” she says.
She fishes along the stone wall, finding matches in a tiny niche, then she
lights a torch that illuminates the room beyond the shadows, and places the
burning wand carefully in a holder on the wall.


“This was an old chapel,” she
says, leading me into a stone room. “It was carved out of the granite walls
nearly a century ago. The house was built above it by Anastasia’s grandmother. She
had an appreciation for the macabre, don’t you think?”


There’s a stone table at one end
of the small cramped room, built into an alcove like an altar.


I feel something really odd
around me. It’s as if that mysterious burning sensation permeates me; it’s not
just at my back anymore. “This was a pagan chapel,” I tell her. 


“How’d you guess?” she asks.


“I can feel it.”


“Not black magic,” she says.


“No, but it’s witchery that’s
practiced here.” I don’t know why I’m saying this, but I think back to several
years ago when I wrote a magazine article on such obscure chapels, and pagan
forms of worship. I saw something like this very table and stone carved alcove
in an old art book. The design is so similar, even after all this time, I
recognize it. But it’s not the recognition that stirs me as much as the old
world feeling of this place, as if I’ve been suddenly transported to some
medieval Spanish castle.


I can’t keep myself from
hallucinating about goddesses and their attentive worshipers, about the female
cycle and the power of earth that rises from female loins. There’s magic in
these stones I tell myself. But how strange that it’s Miriam’s, not Tasia’s
face that appears in my mind when I haven’t thought much of her in days. I see
that earth bound woman with her brilliant eyes flashing as plain as day before
me. Though it’s just for a brief instant; her image flutters away when Analise
touches my arm.


“I was right…” she says
mysteriously. 


“About what?”


“That you’d love this place.”


“Love’s not the word,” I tell
her.


“Oh, but it is. I can see it in
your face. Can’t you just see this place with a dozen chanting women, some
vestal virgin in sacrificial pain, writhing on this stone?”


She strides to the flat stone altar
and runs her hand along it, almost as if she were making love to it. She scoots
up on the granite and lies down on her back, mocking the ceremonial rights. “This
is so cold,” she says shivering, though she doesn’t move. “Imagine being
impaled by some brutal leather whore,” she imagines for me. She stretches her
arms above her head, as if I were going to tie them. In her filmy dress, I can
just see the line of her body shimmering through erotically. She pulls up her
skirt, raises her knees and spreads her thighs wide apart, her naked cunt and
plugged ass laid out like a feast.


“Tie me to this, Cassidy, make me
lie here bound and naked all night long. I want to feel the spooks fly around
me while the ghosts of my sisters play inside my cunt.”


“You’re mad!” I contend, laughing
at her crazy talk.


Analise turns on her side,
smirking deliciously at me. She props her head on her hand, the silliest
whimsical grin on her face.


“I could drip wax all over you,
impale you with a couple of massive pricks, until I’m ready to come back. Then
I’d fist fuck you until you pass out,” I speculate for her.


“Would you whip me until I come?”
she asks.


I smile.


“Would you then tie me face down…?”


“And let you lie on the cold slab
as if you’d died, only to resurrect you hours later, and fuck your ass with a
strap-on? Of course,” I tell her.


“You’d kill me,” she says lightly.


“Not literally, but you’d suffer
because you like to suffer,” I banter back.


Such demonic eyes, I think, as I
watch the ethereal blue glimmer turn strange. She’s like a blue-eyed wild bird,
suddenly becoming some dangerous hawk.


“I knew you’d like this place,”
she says jesting. She jumps up from the stone table and skips daintily out the
door.


I follow, too spooked to stay
here by myself. I remember to douse the torch as I leave, and when it’s dark, I
run like the wind, feeling the ghost behind me trying to grab me back.







Chapter Thirteen



 

I hear a commotion in the front
hallway as I’m retreating to my room. It’s nearly one a.m. and the music and
dancing are still going on in the garden. But blaring in a crude counterpoint
to that softer sound, I hear Tasia’s voice: the deep melody doesn’t blend with
the more gentle sounds of merriment. I turn to watch the woman in full Gypsy
regalia, stones and scarves and her dark hair flying wildly behind her. At the
door, she turns with a remarkable speed, giving Peach, who’s following her, a
sumptuous kiss on the lips and then a delicate and condescending pat on the
cheek.


“Tomorrow,” she says, as Peach
nods. Tasia smiles darkly, I’m sure she’s concocting some weird something, but
where? Gone for the night, how interesting. Where does a woman like Tasia go? She
seems so married to this house and its occupants, I can’t imagine her anywhere
else.


Peach closes the door on her
mistress, then retreats to the back of the house where she’s been staying. I
don’t often think of what she does with her time now. I see her now and again
in the dining room or on the beach, but rarely anywhere else. There was today,
of course, and her curious invasion of my private moment. But mostly I imagine
her cloistered like some nun, or even bound as I saw her days ago; it seems
better on my psyche that I not think of her too much. Now, for the first time
in days, I wonder about going to her. Without Tasia in the house, she should be
free to do as she pleases. Or does the bitch control her even still? As much as
the thought of her body next to mine arouses me, I won’t go to her. Rejection’s
too painful.



 

I slip into bed, almost hoping
I’ll spend the night alone; though I expect Analise will come to me tiptoeing
in the wee hours. If she does, I won’t deny her; the release is much too
satisfying to my body. I’m not sure how would have survived these days if I
didn’t have her nightly capers to take away the sting of loneliness. There
might have been a time when Analise’s entrance to my bed startled me. Now it’s
as much a part of my night as turning the pillow over to feel the cool side
against my neck.


I drift off to sleep wondering
when she’ll wake me.



 

I don’t know what time it is when
I hear rustling sounds in my room. My psyche without thinking, prepares itself
for Analise, but it’s not her body that climbs in beside me and snuggles next
to my aroused one. Perhaps a function of my sleepy state, I’m pulled back to
another time as soon as I realize who it is that’s come to take my sleep away. Without
so much as a tremor of hesitation, I explore Peach’s body as if we hadn’t been
estranged at all, her willingness and sweet fragrance meet my welcoming arms. 


For a few fleeting moments, no
time has passed between us, no fear exists, or breach requiring repair, no
Tasia, or Analise, just Peach and I, our breaths intermingling, the sweat from
her body mixing with mine, our sexual energy flowing together as it so often
has. She’s altogether more substantial than Analise, passion flows from her
like rich burgundy. 


I’ve been missing this bliss,
this full bodied sensuality. Not since Miriam have I felt so much myself, and
even then, I was so broken hearted that I couldn’t be content, not like this. Every
inch of me shudders as she runs her hands along my thighs. I feel sharp darting
arrows in my stomach and below, as she touches my breasts, and I bask in the
fact that she’s here, really here, not some invention of my fantasy.


We roll on the bed so she lies on
top of me, her breasts hang over mine, our hardened nipples play a teasing game
of hide and seek. Her hot breath tickles my neck as she kisses me, and then
moves with her as she moves her head to the center of my torso.


She lays her head against my
throbbing belly and pauses for a moment there. I feel a sadness closing in
around us both as she cries softly while I stroke her hair. I know she’s missed
me.


Then with tears dripping, she
continues to my slit below, her pressing tongue finding a hard clit to suck. She
knows how I love her teasing where my labia part, just at the top where the
ring pierces me. A single finger in my cunt and my juice flows freely. I
tightened, gasp and cum, with a shocking rude jolt, like I haven’t come in
weeks—as if I’ve only been living half of my sex. (I realize that something
important slips between the cracks with Analise.)  


For a moment I don’t even wonder
why she’s here—of course, she’s here—until my cumming ceases and I have time to
think again.


I want to return the favor to
her, but my mind takes charge of the lust, and implores me to question her. Peach
reads me. I marvel that the natural intuition between lovers does not easily
disappear. “Shush,” she says before I speak, and she climbs back to my face and
presses her mouth to mine.


I laugh, feeling with my hands
how wet her pussy is. I play with it as kisses cover her lips, tiny toying
amusing ones. She bites my lips, pulling them with her teeth. She presses her
cunt against my hand and fucks it as one, two, then three fingers breach the
opening. I wish I could get all of myself inside her, not just my whole fist,
but my whole body. I want to be that close to her. 


She tenses against me for what
seems like an eternity. Her cunt throbs on my penetrating fingers with a
ruthless hearty fervor. Oh! How I’ve missed this voluptuary, this siren
sensualist! How I’ve missed passion, traded this hedonistic rapture for
something so intangible that I’m often not certain it’s even happened at all. I
want Peach and I to go on forever; I want her pulsing cunt beating at my hand,
her raw need-filled body clamoring at mine without stopping. 


I want to cry when her orgasm
finally disappears.


Before we sleep, I undo the neat
bow at her neck and pull Tasia’s ribbon away. Peach doesn’t object, she seems
more intent on wriggling her ass end into my crotch, so that I can surround her
with my arms as we drift off to sleep.



 

A commotion outside the bedroom
door jerks me awake. The sun, well up in the sky, brightens the room with a
sweet cheeriness, though the odious sounds in the hallway turn my stomach
instantly. Peach jumps out of the bed and scurries to dress. Just a shift is
all she wore, and all that leaves with her.


Not a single word passes between
us. I feel the fear inside her knowing this visit was unauthorized by the
mistress of the house, who’s now returned. Peach slips out the door with
furtive glances at either side of the hallway, and I breathe easier when she’s
made a safe escape. I hear no instantaneous conflagration that would occur if
she were caught. But still fearing for her, I bolt from the room myself to hear
better. To my relief, in the now quiet house, all I hear is the soft sound of a
door closing.


In my room, I refuse to go back
to bed without Peach. She’s left her fragrance here, and I’ll likely be content
to enjoy that until I can’t distinguish it from any other fragrance that greets
my nose. I pick up the blue ribbon from the floor; her one time collar, now
just a wrinkled piece of grosgrain. Not willing to have this found inside my
room, I pocket it when I dress, intending to toss it somewhere downstairs where
it won’t do Peach any harm.



 

At lunch, we smile furtively at
each other. I pass her briefly. “Were you caught?” I mouth quietly.


She shakes her head “no”, and we
exchange relieved smiles.



 

I can tell that things are about to
happen within these walls. The Bed and Breakfast rooms fill quickly with more
vacationing guests, and those who are looking forward to Tasia’s mid-summer
celebration. I ignore most goings on; it seems I have my own drama to play out
and have no time for the other madness. Though from what I can tell, the other
revelers are not seeing the impending event through the same dark eyes I do. The
lightness in their mood hardly matches the dire pictures that constantly come
to my mind.


My night with Peach colors the
whole day with lust, remembrance, and fear of another rude abandonment. A
melancholy sadness takes me away when I see Peach collared again, traipsing alongside
Tasia. I rebuff Analise twice, her insubstantial airiness too frivolous for me
after making love to Peach.


“I’ll be with you later,” I tell
her sternly, as I pat her bottom, making sure to feel the end of the dildo I
pressed inside her days ago.


She sighs sorrowfully, though I
hardly think I’m breaking her heart the way mine was broken. There have been
few loving words between us; we’re affectionate sisters, but this is not a
grand love affair, and she knows that as well as I do.


Late in the afternoon, however,
Analise scampers to my side while I’m in the garden reading a magazine.


“C’mon, you have to see this,”
she says, pulling on me. Despite my resistance, I finally follow her back down
the basement stairs to the cellar we explored the night before. But instead of
going into the stone chapel, she shoves me back toward the other door, the
rounded one that we’ll have to stoop to get under.


“Hurry,” she says anxiously.


We enter the wine cellar. I can
tell this more by the dank odor than by sight, for it’s nearly black inside the
place, especially when the door closes behind us.


“Hurry, I hear them coming,” she
says, pulling at me to follow her.


“Who’s coming?” I ask.


“Shush!”


I hear a shuffling on the stairs,
as Analise leads me along a narrow aisle between two rows of wine racks. I feel
the dusty bottles, and grab at the wooden frame to keep my balance. Where the
wine rack ends, there’s a hole in the mortared stone wall.


“Down here,” she whispers very
quietly. She pulls me to the floor of the wine cellar where she shows me a long
slit of a hole between two stones. At first we can see nothing; but as we peer
at the murky darkness on the other side of the wall, the stone chapel gets
brighter, and we watch as several people appear out of the shadows.


“Shush,” she says silently,
putting her finger to her mouth like a child playing hide and go seek.


We sit on a packed dirt floor—I
imagine getting terribly dirty in the process. But I can see by the excitement
on Analise’s face that this is much too thrilling a sight to miss. We’re
squashed in the corner, both trying to see through the scant opening. We take
turns, though Analise seems content to let me have the best angle. I surmise
that she has hidden here before, watching what takes place beyond.


The voices on the other side are
difficult to hear until the women move directly in front of us, and in front of
the stone table. Now their conversation carries well through our peek hole.


To my horror and amazement, I
stare in rapt attention, as Tasia appears with Peach following close behind her.
Two other women follow them like body guards. I see Peach’s muted passions
written on her face, and in her brow. Beads of sweat appear on her neck and
across her chest where her sundress is scooped out.


“Pull off the dress,” Tasia says.


Peach starts to comply as if the
command was for her, letting a strap drop from her shoulder. She’s quickly
stopped by two pairs of hands, lifting the shift from her body from behind. She
stands naked for Tasia, wearing only a leather collar. I think of the ribbon so
casually left in my room this morning; this more definitive piece replaces it
with a glaringly obvious message of submission. 


“You wish to redeem yourself?”
Tasia asks Peach.


“For what?” Peach answers
bewildered by the ordeal unfolding in her presence. I see her flushed flustered
expression, knowing this is a surprise to her.


“For what? You think I don’t know
everything that goes on in this house, even when I’m gone. A little lusty
rendezvous with your whining weak-kneed lover. I would think you could be more
inventive than to slip into bed at night for a stolen tryst.”


“How did you know?” Peach asks.


“Who cares how I know, my dear,
would it really matter when the truth is written all over your face, when your
eyes look too satisfied to have been without sex for an entire night? When you
hardly have the energy to take care of my needs?” She adds with a vengeful
twist.


Peach looks crestfallen.


“We have an agreement, Samantha
Clarisse. I won’t let you break it. You owe me for this gross indiscretion.”


Peach flashes from resignation to
defiance to resignation again, as if she’s too mixed up to know how to feel. “Yes,
ma’am,” she says at last. 


I’d charge right through this
stone wall in her defense. Seeing her yield without any kind of fight makes me
nauseous. That she’s become so weak-kneed makes me furious. I’d scold her
myself now, if I could have her eye to eye. But despite my silent protests, I
know she’s walking some mysterious path that I cannot see, even as I’ve tried
to for the last three weeks.


Tasia turns in dramatic style
with her black skirts swishing around her legs. Then turning back, her eyes
light with some demonic fire and burn intently into Peach. “It’s probably just
as well,” she says, “I haven’t yet whipped you thoroughly. Earning it the way
you have, I’ll have no regrets, though I’m certain you will. Do you have anything
to say for yourself?”


Say something! I scream to her silently.


But Peach waits just seconds, “No,
ma’am.” Her voice is quiet, her eyes droop without even the slightest fire she
had just minutes ago.


It’s this compliant woman I find
so difficult to recognize. The emotions that normally burn so fiercely within
her are not just subdued; she’s become an eerie calm monster, just a mere
reflection of herself.


Tasia eyes her from head to toe
and side to side, making a thorough examination as if there were important
decisions to be made. Though I’ve ignored the baton in Tasia’s hand, I cannot
now, as she taps on Peach’s inner thighs with sharp quick motions. 


“Spread your legs,” she says, as
Peach jerks, then obeys, even as she recoils in pain.


To my surprise, from my several
feet away, I can see the dampness between Peach’s thighs. From this angle, the
torch on the wall lends the perfect light, bouncing off my lover’s flesh and
giving away her secrets.


“Here in the center. Spread her
wide and tie her so she can’t move. She’s not yet earned the right to grace my
table.” Tasia nods to the two women, who in ritualistic fashion, each take one
of Peach’s limp arms. Tasia with her baton in hand pulls leather straps down
from some hiding places in the ceiling, securing my lover’s arms above her
head. The straps are fixed to pulleys, so that drawn up tightly, her smooth
taut body seems horribly extended. The women affix manacles to Peach’s ankles,
which are fastened to eye hooks in the stone floor. I’m surprised by these
devices; I hadn’t seen them when I was here the day before.


My own anger quiets as I view
this passive scene—apparently I’m the only one who finds it the abomination
that it is. Even Analise strains to see, looking at the scene as if it’s some
carnival sideshow. Yet for all my repugnance at this act, I cannot escape the
strange beauty before me as Peach hangs waiting for what will be some further
horror to commence. The muscles and curves I know so well look oddly different
in bondage. I find myself wanting to get closer still, to touch her, to love
her, to drop between her wide open legs and make a feast of her while she’s
captive and unable to respond.


I gaze lustfully, as I feel
Analise’s hand press against my cunt. “This excites you,” she whispers, “me
too.”


“Shush,” I mouth to her, annoyed.
I’m not amused by her naughty schoolgirl attitude. This seems far too
significant a matter to giggle about.


Her hand remains at my cunt;
though I might decry her silliness, I don’t suggest that she quit fondling me. I
even rock lewdly against her fingering hand as the shame of getting off this
way will wait for later. I know I could come in an instant.


Hearing the lash fall against
Peach’s body, I wince and turn away. I start to cry, hearing her distressed
whimpers. But too fascinated not to look, I peek excitedly, then back away
again, and push Analise aside so that I finally watch in rapt attention. 


The strap Tasia wields is
frightening, though likely not more damaging than the belt Peach used on me. By
the looks of its two inch width and three foot length, it appears to be a razor
strop, no doubt of antique origin. What amazes me is the fury of the
punishment, the strop falling with lightning speed again and again across
Peach’s back side. The woman concentrates on the soft flesh of her bottom, but
does not forget to wield the ugly thing against her shoulders at least a half
dozen times. Later she aims low, at her thighs. The thighs will burn the most,
I recall from my own recollections of such treatment. Peach concurs, as her
distressed wails rise into the warm close air with a haunting sound I’ll not
easily forget. My own tears and my lust both continue. My desire shames me, but
I won’t give it up.


After what seems far too long,
Tasia stops for a moment to appraise her submissive. Then laying down the
strap, she picks up her baton again. 


“How delightful it will be to
leave marks all over you, Samantha Clarisse,” she says. She lets the thin
reed-like instrument fly, and it lands squarely on the center of Peach’s punished
rear cheeks. Tasia flogs her with the baton over the same skin that is already
warm and red and tender from the strop. But then, without warning the bitch
stops again, and peers around, as if she’s flustered by something.


“Analise,” she says. “The girl’s
supposed to be here.” The look on her face is something akin to waking up out
of a sound sleep, not knowing where you are.


The fairy sprite next to me
jumps, her hand pulling away from my almost orgasmic crotch.


“She’s likely with Cassidy,” one
of the attendant women says.


“She needs to see this, go get
her now. I told her I wanted her here, the little strumpet.”


The other woman abruptly turns
and dashes out of the chapel, her feet racing up the stairs.


“I have to go,” Analise whispers
to me. She shuffles around me so loudly that I think we’ll both be discovered,
though the sounds of Tasia, berating Peach in the other room, keep us safe
enough for the moment.


“You stay here,” she murmurs to
me, and I watch in the dim light as she slips silently out the door. I don’t
even hear her light feet take the stairs.


“I have a treat for you, Samantha
Clarisse, something I think you’ll find especially arousing. You are aroused,
aren’t you, my slut?” She presses her fingers at Peach’s cunt and pulls them
away. “Oh my, you are a sloppy cunt. Lick it,” she purrs, holding her wet hand
to her captive’s lips.


I can remember the fragrance of
Peach’s cunt as I watch my lover take her own juices from the woman’s
ring-bedecked hand. Tasia draws her hand away when she hears the sound of steps
on the cellar stairs. Moments later the attendant and Analise appear in the
glowing light. 


“Where have you been?” Tasia
greets the woman who surprises me appearing in a fresh flowered dress, the
dirty one no doubt safely stashed away. 


“I’m sorry,” Analise says, though
she doesn’t answer the woman’s question.


“I told you I wanted you here,
perhaps I should string you up.”


As docile as Peach, Analise hangs
her head. I wonder that the tentativeness in the girl’s manner isn’t just a
show, a show she puts on very well. It’s a portrait of surrender that is
commonplace to Analise, as if she’s been brought up to have her eyes demurely
lowered and a tender pout on her lips.


“You see the way I treat those
that are deceitful with me?” Tasia says, turning her glance toward her hanging,
well-whipped submissive.


“Yes ma’am,” the girl replies.


“You won’t be deceitful with me,
will you, love?” she asks. There’s a good deal behind that question that goes
unspoken. A conversation between these two women is taking place on a silent
psychic level. I would give anything to know what questions and answers fly
back and forth on the cosmic waves.


“No, ma’am,” Analise replies to
her.


“You see, her stripes are fading,”
Tasia notices. “I want weals on her skin that stay. You will take care of this
for me, won’t you, my love?” The woman hands Analise the cane baton.


I see a faint flush of fear in
the girl’s eyes, but it is so momentary, I wonder if I just imagine it. She
takes the offered cane with a clear sense of purpose, giving Peach a thorough
scrutiny.


“Don’t hold back, my love,
Samantha Clarisse enjoys being whipped,” she adds as she swishes on past her
charges. “And make sure, ladies, that Analise behaves accordingly, or it might
well be her here next time.” Tasia strides out of the chapel with her skirts
flying and her gold jewelry gleaming. She takes her blustery manner with her.


I have no time to consider what
she’s said as the cane lands on the front of Peach’s thighs. She wails nastily,
wriggling ineffectively in her bonds. I watch with tears streaming down my
face, as Analise begins to lay the cane at every angle of Peach’s suspended
form. Cuts appear across her breasts, in two vile crisscrossed lines, there are
three on her thighs and so many across her back and bottom, I’m too appalled to
count.


I see her ass best, the way a
half dozen red welts appear where small beads of blood smear with the next
exacting cuts. I cannot believe this is a first for Analise. The care, the
scrutiny, the preciseness she uses, suggest a masterful disciplinarian. The
scowl that appears on her face is ruthless. At one point, she insists that
Peach look into her gloating eyes. I wonder that she’s so cruel with her, and
with me watching. Is this an act of blatant revenge against the woman I love;
or is she simply following orders from a higher mistress than me?


I’m sweating in this dark, close
corner. I’m also pungent between my legs where my juices flow. This horror, so
etched in my mind, bids me to make sense of facts that are yet vague puzzles
whose strangely cut pieces are still strewn about the odd life at this B&B.


Finished, Analise pokes Peach
with the cane, then she lays it on the stone table behind her.


“Don’t let her come until she’s
satisfied you,” she tells the two waiting women. Then like an insubstantial
apparition, she floats from the chapel on the fumes of anger that burst from
her and then disperses.


I watch only long enough to see
the two attendants lower Peach to the floor, where she’s made to bring two
sweating pussies off with her mouth and tongue. They don’t even give her the
advantage of her hands to aid the task, keeping them bound in front of her. Yet,
I doubt it will take much to do the job since both women are nearly orgasmic.


I could cum myself in seconds, though
I’m repelled by the idea.



 

This night, I lock my door
against any intrusion by Analise. I refuse to spend a night used by that slut. I
hear the door rattle as I’m in the midst of a sleepy stupor. I got off by my
own hand earlier, and I smile to myself that she’ll not have me tonight. Yet,
it’s not much of a triumph when Peach lies in some downstairs bedroom suffering
from her wounds.







Chapter Fourteen



 

I walk on the beach for an hour,
in the garden for another hour. There are white billowy clouds strolling
daintily across the cornflower blue sky. There hasn’t been a more perfect
morning since I arrived here; no fog, no haze, just the breathless sky and
tiniest of winds to pleasantly ruffle my hair and send my skirt floating around
my thighs. 


All this, yet none of it dispels
my anger.


Not the fragrance of flowers, not
the splashing colors, or the monotonous beat of the surf. Nothing.


When I see her face in the attic
window, that obscure pale face with its innocent eyes, my decision’s made: the
one I’d really made the afternoon before when Peach was still hanging in
bondage forced to look at that ridiculous waif-like expression. I think about
it for awhile, not with any specific deed in mind, just knowing that I will not
let this horror go without retaliation. How she can be so naive and still find
the resources to wield that cane with such an efficient effect, I find a
curious mystery. But mystery or not, this treachery will be avenged.


I make the long trek of stairs to
the attic, to find Analise painting, sitting prettily on a small stool, with a
large easel before her. A half dozen paint pots of color rest in the tray
before her. She looks poetic there, a sublime illusion of artistry, though the
illusion is just that. 


I see pale faces coming out on
the canvas before her, painted with an exuberant brush, but with muted shades. On
another occasion, I might find the picture interesting enough to gaze at for
sometime; but I ignore the pastel beginnings as just another concoction of this
woman’s mind, composed to throw me off the track of her real nature. I have no
use for playing this game of hide and seek anymore. 


“Who told Tasia that Peach slept
with me?” I demand to know as I sweep to her side and stand over her.


She looks up at me innocently. “I
did,” she says lightly. She nods nervously while she sheepishly bites her lip,
because she’s never seen me like this. (The truth is, I haven’t seen myself
this way in so long I hardly recognize the woman I’m becoming now.)


“Don’t feign your naive innocence
with me, your true colors are showing. You’re as much of a bitch as Tasia.” I
grab her arm as the easel flies and the paints splash across the floor. I flip
her over the back of a chair to check her thrust up ass. She wears the dildo
still, though I find it gives me no satisfaction to see it there. I’ve played
her for a delicate child—even when I know she’s not one. Suddenly this makes me
feel foolish and angry. I press the dildo deeper into her ass, and decide it’s
not enough. I yank her up.


“Bring me the large dildo from
the drawer.”


“NO,” she protests, with an
intense fury of her own. I find it charming but perfectly inadequate a
challenge for my rage.


“Oh, yes you will,” I counter
with an expression that cuts right through her fragile form.


I see her tremble. She didn’t
expect this. 


How strange I feel. The fire in
me is receding, as pure vengeance in the coldest sense replaces the vibrating
heat. I’ve dropped down to marrow and bone, where I’m not furious anymore, but
where a wicked wrath brews beneath my surface of this uncommon cool. It only
matters now that she’ll pay for crimes that may not be crimes at all, just
circumstance. I’m judge, jury and executioner all in one fine package.


I grab several things I need from
the bedside table and then rummage through the bottom drawer of her bureau,
where there are things I’ve seen, though never used. By Analise’s admission
she’s not used them either, but I suspect she might be lying about this, too. I
pull out dildos, straps, ropes, lubricant, gloves and anything else I think I
might want for this escapade. Then finished with the scavenger hunt, I drag
Analise from the room by her hand, and we make the long trek down one flight of
stairs and then another, until we reach the cellar door. I nod to those few we
pass, but mostly see these unsuspecting souls float out of my wake and out of
my way, too astonished by the two us to do anything but stare in wonder. 


I wonder what she thought I’d do,
knowing that she’d betrayed me. Was it a game to pull me knowingly into the
cellar to watch my lover be whipped by her and her mistress? Did she find it
some crude revenge of her own to see me squirm and Peach moan in agony? 


Or did she disclose my tryst to
Tasia, knowing what the result would be, knowing I’d fire back at her as I am now?
Is she that hungry for attention that she’d risk this wrath of mine? In my
heart, I’m confounded by her still, but then, it doesn’t really matter now what
her motives were. I remember only that she called this a place where dreams are
made real; and that she begged me to abuse her savagely in this cellar just two
days ago. It’s all the justification I need to begin my reprisal.



 

The chapel is dark and musty as
we enter, the smell of smoke from the torch still lingers like Lucifer’s fire. I
light the dark stub of an end, until it begins to glow again, and return it to
its place on the wall.


Analise waits without a word,
standing behind me. I can hardly tell if she’s afraid at all, perhaps this is
just what she wants. If that’s so, then she will get more than enough of the
ancient medicine that she requires.


I see things in the chapel that
eluded me when we were here before. Ring bolts appear before my eyes at a dozen
angles about the room, imbedded in the mortar between the stones. There’s the
pulley that bore Peach yesterday, the straps still dangling down as a perfect
reminder of why I’m here. I see that I could bind the girl against the opposite
wall, for there are rings hanging there at four corners. I wonder for myself,
what it would be like to have my body pressed against the cold stone. And as I
gaze at the stone table there appear to be straps tucked up at the ends that
will be perfect for what I have in mind for my submissive captive.   


I push her toward the stone
table.


“Climb on,” I order her. She
meekly rises to the table top, far less agile than she was two days before,
when she hopped aboard as if she were climbing on a carnival ride.


She lies down on her back,
stretching out her legs and arms without needing me to order her. I easily bind
her hands and feet with the ready-made leather straps at each corner of the
table. Though she has no choice but to relinquish to my more powerful aims, I
wish she’d fight me. I wish she’d stare me down with a fire in her eyes, that
she would spew her hot breath on me, that I could dominate a willful vibrant
brat of a woman, instead of this limp rag child. 


When I have her wrists and ankles
secure, I remove the dildo from her ass with a nasty yank. 


She gasps at the speed, the
sudden withdrawal that seems as painful as a sudden penetration. Her dildos
were once neatly held with ribbons, but this time I have something for her that
is far more vile, and certainly not pretty at all. Yanking her filmy dress from
her body, it drops to the floor where it lies in tatters; her pretty flowers
will be crushed by my feet before I’m finished here. While I prepare for her
ultimate tribulation, I prod the handle of the cane she used on Peach deep
inside her vacant ass.


She cries. “NO, no, no, no…” 


“Is this painful to you?” I mock
her.


She looks at me with pathetic
eyes, thinking I’ll withdraw the proxy cock. Oh! I will, I think to myself. But
not now, not until I’m ready to replace it with something much better.


“Shall we see how deep this can
go?” I ask her, as I push the cane handle deeper yet. She tries to be so brave,
but I can see how it hurts. I know the feel of these things, there are places
inside that literally want to burst. But oh! They’ll hold on, I know that for
myself and I know that for this little waif too. 


I leave her with the cane jerking
around inside her ass, while I move on to something else. What’s better than
the cane is in my hand. I grease the thing, the dildo, the large black 10” one,
the one I know will make her shriek as it pries her wide open. I know that kind
of vivid pain at Elizabeth’s hands. She’ll feel it now the way I did, when I
was raped by the horrid thing offered me.


I remove the cane handle with a
jerk that makes her flinch. Then lubricating her liberally, I press the cock
head at her sphincter and shove.


“Gawd no!” she gasps.


I press harder until the round
head forces its way inside.


“Please, Cassidy, no,” she
whines.


I slap her face. “Don’t scream,
don’t whine, you little brat. There’s plenty of lubricant to allow this to
slide right in. The more you resist the worse it is, trust me on this, I know. Perhaps
you could practice breathing deeply,” I suggest sarcastically. There are cruel
things in my mind to say, though I’ll likely not say them. Instead, I’ll let
these foul thoughts simply drive my revenge toward the goal.


I push the dildo deep, each half
inch is successfully accommodated as I knew it would be. She stretches wider
than even she believed she could. Her tiny gasps are hardly plaintive cries,
the little nymph is such a trickster, who would know what really pains her and
what is truly pleasure. I’m beyond being effected by her moods and squirms, if
she were to scream at the top of her lungs, I’d do it still. 


I watch as the dildo disappears
inside her, until hardly anything is left of the long black rod. Then
discarding the ribbons altogether, I secure the plug with a heavy leather belt
around her waist and a thick chain through her cunt. I make certain the chain
not only keeps the black rod inside, but that it presses harshly against her
soft cunt, especially against her tender clit. 


I watch her as she writhes
uncomfortably. It’s a demanding feat, but how lovely it looks to see her anus
wide for me. The dominant me, the one I’ve just met these strange weeks, feels
decidedly satisfied with her bondage. 


“I’ll let you get used to it
before I fuck you,” I tell her. 


Analise appears to shrink away
from my look. She can hardly move, but if she could I imagine she’d be cowering
against the far wall in tears. I care so little for her now, it scares me. I
see how cruel I am, and I wonder to what lengths I’ll go to enforce her
submission.


She stares at me nervously,
wondering what I’ll do next.


“You think I’ll leave you here?”
I ask. “Isn’t this just what you want, you practically begged for it two days
ago. Better be careful what you wish for. Tell me, child, how does it feel?” I
ask. “I need to know.”


She remains silent.


I slap her face. “Tell me,” I
order her.


She whimpers lightly, trying to
avoid my eyes.


“Look at me,” I order. I have her
chin in my hand, so she can’t move. “Shall I tie your head down to the stone?”
I suggest.


“No, please no,” she begs, no
doubt thinking this is a serious consideration in my thoughts.


“Then tell me, Analise, how does
this feel?” I demand of her, while keeping a firm grip on her thin white chin.


“I have to be here,” she says,
stumbling over her words. “I’ve been bad, very bad. This is the punishment I
deserve.”


“Good. I’m glad you feel so
obedient, you won’t mind then if I leave you here for awhile, so you can
appreciate your suffering.”


I leave the one light burning,
the bare bulb, and I douse the torch. From the entrance to the chapel, it’s
hard to see her where she lies on the stone table. I see her struggle against
the bonds without success. I see her ass rise and fall with the weight of the
prick difficult to bear. I watch as she finally ends her struggles, as she
should, and rests limply against the gray/black table. Inspired imaginings dart
about my mind happily, knowing exactly what I plan to do to torture her more.


If she’s rescued before I return
to her, that would please me too, the part of me that couldn’t care less about
seeing her again.



 

Returning upstairs, I glimpse
Miriam in the hallway, and follow her until I’m close enough to call her name.


She turns to me. Such an odd
expression on her face, I think.


“You must be in the midst of
things,” she says to me.


“Why do you say that?” I ask.


“The dark lore,” she says. “You’re
all lit with smoke.”


“You see it that easily?” I
remark.


“We are all open books,” she
reminds me kindly.


“Well, whatever it is that you
see in me, it’s the way it has to be now,” I tell her, as I understand what she
means. “How can I be any different when it’s madness that burns in me?”


She nods with acceptance. “Of
course, you must be truthful with yourself. I would castigate you myself if you
were otherwise.”


I smile, thankful that she knows
me, and doesn’t judge. Thankful that I can tell her what I’m about, and she’ll
willingly honor it.


“And how are you and Samantha
doing?” she asks.


“We’re okay, I think we have some
peace between us at last.” It feels good to be able to say that. “It’s just
these other things…”


“I know,” she says gently.


“You probably do know,” I agree. I
don’t need to say more. It suddenly dawns on me that Miriam’s presence should
seem out of place, never having seen her here; though I do suspect that she’s
more than just a casual visitor. 


“I’m sorry,” I say, “I’m behaving
badly, I should be welcoming you here.” 


“You don’t need to welcome
someone to their own home,” she replies. Her claim to ownership doesn’t
surprise me, since I know there’s some link between Miriam and Tasia.


“Did you come to check up on me?”
I ask.


“On all my friends,” she says
warmly. “You take care.” She pats me warmly on the cheek like a mother, then
drifts off elsewhere.


This conversation is all very
mysterious, but I have the distinct impression that it was also very
deliberate. It’s as if she’s once again casting an aura of her own over this
house.  


Even so, Miriam remains almost as
vague as Tasia herself, and I’m beginning to feel that she’s a far darker woman
than she initially appeared. This all makes me wonder who’s friend, who’s foe
in this place. But at the moment, this is a question I don’t really care to
pursue. I have my own lusts to figure out.



 

I wish I could find Peach. I
still think of the agony of the night before, how raw she was with wounds that
appeared to strike her deeply, more deeply than the slight broken skin on her
ass. Why she makes herself so available for this torment still eludes me. 


But there is the sexual
excitement. Both Peach and I seem to be unable to avoid the fact that these
terrible dark things turn us into raving sexual beasts. I never believed that
living out the tales I tell on paper would do this to me in reality. I am even
more surprised that Peach finds as much arousal and satisfaction as she does. At
the very least, I hope she had some release for herself last night. I’m not
sure how she could have survived without a sexual climax.


Now, I want to be with her, pour
cream on her sore tight skin, and soothe her. I want to rub the burn away, but
I know Tasia will not let me find her. I wonder if I pressed my case, if Peach
would deny me now. 


I realize as the words came out
with Miriam, that the breach between Peach and me has nothing to do with the
two of us anymore; it likely never did. I think for Peach, perhaps, it’s always
had everything to do with Miriam and Tasia—for me it’s always Elizabeth. Haunted
by specters from the past, we’re assured that they’ll not go away until we’ve
stared these beasts in the face.



 

There are preparations going on. The
music remains lively and unceasing, nearly day and night. There are circles of
women on the beach, chanting their shaman rites and dancing to the gods of
summer. I watch them revel, bodies moving in erotic heat, one against the
other, and in curious unisons where it looks as if two women have found a way
to join flesh as one being. There’s not a woman at the house, or on the grounds
who doesn’t bare their chest proudly now. Beads and necklaces with feathers and
private talismans hang between the pendulous mounds, and across the slighter
more boyish ones. Protruding nipples fly in the face of conventions that would
keep this part of the female anatomy covered as if it were something vile. This
is a celebration of female freedom from the dead society that lives beside us,
in the world outside this place. I can see why these days are so precious. I
wish I could feel them that way too. 


As it is, I allow myself some
pleasure being in the midst of these emancipated women and their erotic sea of
undulating flesh. This is as close to the fantasies in my stories as anything
I’ve experienced in real life.


Some bolder women wear no
covering on their loins, their sexual realities, their centers proudly bedecked
with jewelry, in religious and carnal forms, that turn them into exotic
seductive creatures. If I weren’t so wholly obsessed by this the world of my
own, I’d find myself joining them in their revelry and in their garb. In this
of all places, I think that I could be sexually free, the way I’ve always
dreamed of being.


My own simple cotton shifts are
mundane looking next to these well dressed celebrants. I had planned for no
such activity, and brought nothing with me that would even begin to look
appropriate for the celebrations going on around me. I envision what I might
have brought. I even think of the shop at the beach where Peach had me pierced.
There were many things there that would be perfect for this occasion. 


I don’t suppose I have to dress
for these days, but I really want to. In a moment of sheer genius, inspiration
suddenly crashes in on me. The trunk!


As if I’m in a trance induced by
the pagan medicine now practiced here, I make my way up the stairs to the
attic, to find the costume that rightfully belongs to me.


I find the place strange now
without Analise, though her scent is everywhere present. This arouses me at
first, and then nauseates me. I recall the betrayal at her hands. It shouldn’t
surprise me, because Analise has only the capacity to please herself. Any
commitment to something virtuous is beyond her comprehension, and perhaps her
years. Perhaps she’s too young to find value in a real relationship. Perhaps
she’s never had the satisfaction of real intimate commitment. It’s certainly
her loss. 


I try avoiding the memories that
flood me, and go straight to the trunk. I find it exactly where it was when I
opened it last, though I discover that there are costumes missing. I wonder
who’s taken them, but the answer should be obvious, Tasia. 


I’m not sure exactly what’s been
taken, but there is certainly enough left to please me. Removing my shift, I
stand naked in front of the mirror and try on what remains to see what fits me
best. There are two sarong skirts, one too small and one that fits my hips
snugly. My breasts seem more erotic to me half clothed in this sarong skirt,
than when I’m fully naked. I like the way the skirt parts when I strut in front
of the mirror. With it adjusted just right, the slit in front opens just enough
so that someone looking might even get a decent peek at the bottom of my
cleanly shaved cunt.


I try on a dozen necklaces that
change my look as the color changes, as the textures against my pale skin
change from beads, to feathers, to woven pieces. They’re all made to glide
against the skin as I move. The way they tickle me, I see it’s arousing just to
wear them. The way my breasts become a focal point of my body delights me. This
feels almost naughty, so much so I want to giggle.


It seems a spectacular find, this
discovery.


I know these are Tasia’s pieces,
the justice of wearing one seems altogether perfect, though I can’t yet fathom
why… just as I can’t figure out why I feel so moved to make myself fit in with
the other women and their celebration. Perhaps it’s just the day and the
impending tomorrow, being swept up in something beyond myself. 


Nonetheless, I can’t keep myself
from pilfering Tasia’s treasure chest for my own identity. 


I decide the sarong and a beaded
necklace make me look nearly as earthbound as Miriam looks to me. There are a
pair of Peach’s Greek wrap sandals still in the closet in our room. With straps
that crisscross to the knee, they’ll look perfect with the costume. Perhaps
I’ll go get them when I’m finished here, or maybe I’ll just go barefoot, like
many of the other women.


I pull a pair of Analise’s
earrings from her dresser. These hang long, all the way to my shoulders, with
glistening beads that move like my hair moves next to my neck.


The spilled paint on the floor is
drying, a regular Rorschach of blue, green and browns. I stoop down and set the
small round paint pots right, thinking of my cold fury at Analise. I wonder if
she still lies tied in the stone chapel? I wonder how her treasured bondage feels
now after four hours of loneliness. I wonder with a fiendish fascination, if
there are bugs tickling her ribs or a rat crawling over her ankles. Were it me
there, I’d be terrified, but this is Analise’s dream, not mine.


There’s paint on my fingers from the
sticky pots. I stare at my hands as if it’s more than just paint that stains
them; I think of Peach’s blood on her bare bottom. Is it healing yet? I recall
seeing the red smeared across her ass in a vile carnal painting. 


I see my reflection in the low
dormer window as I ponder this paint and Peach’s blood. I see my face so
clearly as I, without reason, feel compelled to smear the wet colors on my face.
War paint. Stripes of blue, brown and a muted green, like Analise’s half
completed painting. I watch my face become something completely different than
I’m used to seeing. Turning to the canvas, I notice the similarity between
myself and what’s there. She’s painting a portrait of five women, with
Picasso-like abstraction. I see Tasia in the picture, I see Peach, and I see
myself as well; the careful juxtaposition of faces is a curious metaphor for
the players in our artful game.


When I rise to look at my
reflection in the full length mirror, I’m hypnotized by the woman I see. I
scurry back to grab the pots of paint, intending to tattoo my shoulders, neck,
and arms, with color that changes my white skin to something less bleached. I
wish for long black hair and dark skin like Peach’s and that Third World aspect
that would declare a mystery behind the white skinned woman that I am; but I
can’t accomplish that result with these colors. This will pale in comparison to
a real change.


Still, I’m satisfied with my
results. I look as if I’ve gone crazy, which is a perfect reflection of how I
feel. 



 

As I leave the attic, I take the
paints with me, just the blue, green and brown that I’ve used to color myself. Walking
through the third floor hallway, there are appreciative smiles in my direction,
and no assaults or surprised faces. I feel more one of them than I was before,
even if I am disappearing more completely into this exotic other world of my
making where no one belongs but me. I know what I’m going to do as I descend
the cellar stairs again.


Analise lies where I left her,
the simple grace of her body makes me shrink back for a moment just to stare at
her. The awful grey white light cast against her flanks makes her appear even
more ghostly. Igniting the torch, the warmer glow penetrates the heavy darkness.
I feel almost burdened with what needs to be done now.


When I look at her face, her
blank eyes stare at me. They appear hollow.


“I won’t continue if you tell me
to stop,” I tell her. I analyze my leniency without a clue why I’ve offered her
a way out of this.


“Take me again, please,” she says.
And I know we’re on an unalterable course. 


“I will,” I tell her.


I draw on her body with the
paint, liking the color on her thighs and cunt. The sweat of her body smears
it. Her flowing female nectar makes it easy to spread it everywhere. It feels
like child’s play, finger paints, except that Analise shudders erotically as my
hands tease her. I mark her face, her breasts, her neck, and paint a bull’s-eye
around her belly button. She reminds me of a sacrificial lamb being readied for
the sacrifice.


When she looks exactly as I want
her, I wipe the paint away with a cloth until my hands are clean. Then I
lubricate my left hand until it shines, fairly glistening with the lavish
liquid. Time to begin the real work. Time to take her cunt. 


She gasps as my fingers begin
their entry. How hard it is getting just two fingers inside her; but she’ll
expand. We have all the time in the world, I think. I pause after the first
penetration, to let her get used to it, then I begin to work her more as I can
see her sexual need is beginning to rise. I give thanks for small hands,
because her cunt will take all of my left one, if I have my way. 


I can feel the dildo in her ass
as my hand fights for a place within her belly. It’s tight, so very tight, and
painful. I see the anxious expression on her face; I’m delighted with the hint
of fear in her eyes. She must see my look too, the determination, the cold
wrath, the total lack of compassion. I’d be fearful too.


I imagine that my plan will fail
when I realize that I can’t fit my whole fist in her cunt—but it will be
glorious trying. She opens to me, the more I push inside. Her arousal makes her
cunt expand, though the more I push, the more I feel the hard dildo and the
more I feel her strong muscles clamp down happily on my penetrating fingers. She
bucks against me and I push harder. Too bad her petiteness gets in the way of
her pleasure. She probably wouldn’t stop me even if I hurt her, she’s that far
gone. This is what she wanted, I can see now. This vile abandon.


I think about stopping her, withdrawing
everything, untying her so that she’s left with nothing. That would be truly
vile. The best revenge.


I do decide to stop, but not
altogether. Making choices on the spot, I’ll play this out my way, not hers.


I untie her hands so I can bind
them together and secure them to the end of the table. Undoing the ankle
straps, I slap her thigh. “Turn over,” I order.


It’s awkward for her; no doubt
her body isn’t prepared to move after having stayed so long in one place. But
she obeys, so that I have her on her knees, her hands reaching overhead, her
face pressed against the cold stone…no soft comforters or pillows this time. I
release the prick from her ass, seeing her once virgin opening now stretched so
beautifully wide, it will accommodate anything I give her. I don a glove to
cover my hand, then lubricate it thoroughly, seeing it glisten in the soft
glowing torch light. 


She responds well as I begin the
assault. My how time and persistence work! Three weeks ago she’d never have
believed she could endure an ass rape. How compliant now, compliant to a fault.
The more lube I apply, the easier it becomes as my hand, even the widest part,
slips deep inside, past the sphincter and beyond. 


She screams with joy and pain
taking turns. I fuck her as rudely as I dare, though not as rudely as my
imagination would take me. I feel sharp spasms jerk her small form in wild
gyrations. I think she’s going to cum forever. How right I was, the slut she
is, the fear she’s overcome! She won’t forget this, ever.


It’s night when I’m done with
her.


I leave her tied face down on the
stone, prostrate and humbled. She gives me no protest because she’s so grateful
for this abuse. Even if she doesn’t tell me so in words, I know by the
expression on her face. With her breasts and cunt pressed against the hard
surface, it will be the hard sleep she desires.


I’ve taken Analise as far as I
can. There’s nothing more that I will do for her ever—except release her from
her bonds in the morning. Her limp body seems so tenuous, as if it barely holds
on to its gossamer form. I think it just might disappear as I douse the torch,
as if all this never really happened except in the trail of scrawled on paper
that exists in my mind. 


I’ll check in the morning.



 

The women dance on the beach,
falling erotically into willing arms. The sounds of drums and flutes, and
pounding surf float on the air and beckon me to join them.


I wander to the shoreline with
the crime of my passions written in the mess of paint that covers my face and
hands and naked torso. The dancing women take little notice of me as I make my
way through their throng to the water’s edge. I see two women making love in
the shallows, with the surf rocking back and forth around their clenched
bodies. I pass them on my journey as I let the cold water hit me. The shock of
it will bring me back to life again. I shiver when, waist deep in water, I dive
inside the moving surf so that it covers every inch of me, tossing Tasia’s
beads around my shoulders and making the sarong float around me like a jelly fish.
The ocean washes away all traces of my vulgar evening. As clean as I become,
there’s no way to cleanse my mind, or purify my soul from tonight. Though from
my ocean vista, looking back on the women on the beach, I’m satisfied not to be
so pure anymore. The darkness of these deeds touches me in ways I won’t be able
to deny ever again.


I rise from the water and walk
back across the beach where one woman tries to pull me into their fine foray. She
takes my dripping body into her large arms, surrounding me with more than just
her flesh. 


“Dry by the fire,” she whispers
to me, as she reaches around me from behind and takes my breasts into her hands.
I feel her long brown hair tickle my back. Her fire warmed thighs press against
my cold clammy bottom, still clad in this wet sarong. The massage of her hands
reminds me of passions dormant in me. I realize how much repressed need rises
to the surface when she pinches my nipples with her fingers. I lean back
against her and allow her to caress me. Another woman with spiked black hair
and the lines of a jungle cat painted on her face assaults me from the front. Her
mouth covers mine so quickly I can’t resist. I’m pressed against the two of
them as they fondle me at will, with hands that rove to every corner of my body.
I’m crying happily in response.


“You wear Anastasia’s beads so
beautifully, as if she had them made for you herself,” the black haired woman
in front of me says. I’m surprised that she would recognize them. Has she seen
Tasia wear them? Is there some charm in the intricate bead work that
distinguishes them?


I smile seductively with the
thought that I would like to bring her and her friend to bed with me tonight.
We could have magnificent sex until morning that would wash away the dreary
thoughts of Analise. The way the woman kisses me, the way the hot breath on my
neck behind me makes me feel, the way their hands have claimed their territory,
I know I won’t stop. I suggest in a faded whisper that we retire to the house
and the privacy of my room. “Come with me, please,” I entreat them.


“Not tonight,” the brown haired
woman purrs in my ear. She licks it until it’s wet.


The woman in front drops down to
my cunt, and with long nailed fingers opens my labia wide so she can plant her
face against my throbbing clit and hole. I stare out to the women surrounding
us by the fire as they begin similar entanglements. These intimate moments
become a shared orgy. I sweat from the heat and arousal, looking down to see my
breasts glistening beautifully. The woman behind me provides an ample bed to
rest on as I’m taken by the mouth below. 


The tambourines play, the drums
pound long and slow. There’s a pounding in my head now, as things blur around
me. I’m aware of another woman at my feet, as the black haired woman moves off
to grab someone else to fondle in the sand. I remain the center of this orgy,
with one mouth after another taking turns at my cunt. The nurturing one behind
me continues to make me feel safe against her hefty body as I’m made into some
sexual icon around which the lusty women gather.


Somewhere in the erotic reverie,
I feel a rod pressed against my ass. I think of Analise when I realize how
large this thing is, but I accommodate it well. If this be my penance for the
horrors I’ve committed to Tasia’s slut, then let it be. I think there’s nothing
I wouldn’t consent to.


How long it takes to thoroughly
violate me, I couldn’t guess. How many mouths and tongues press their way about
my cunt, I lose count after the first three. 


When the mood changes and I
become the servant rather than being served, I’m pushed to the sand with a cunt
pressed to my face. I feel like a whore forced into sexual slavery, but it
seems so natural. I lie back, doing as I’m required, while things happen to my
cunt that I can’t comprehend because I’m too busy satisfying demanding lesbians
and their hot juicy cunts. They use me until I’m depleted, until there’s
nothing more for me to give, not to any of them or to myself. 


Then, I’m aware of the women
disappearing and being left by myself to recoup alone. I fall asleep with
absolutely nothing on my mind.


When I wake, the night is nearly
over. It might have been just an hour, or maybe more, that I’ve been abandoned
on the sand. But looking toward the house, I see the sunlight approaching from
the east, as if it’s sneaking up on me.


I feel chilled in the cold sand. The
fire that kept me warm and the lovers that inhabited this place have for the
most part dwindled away. There are still a few smoldering coals, and an
occasional snap and crackle from the once roaring bonfire. A few coupled women
remain, groaning at inconsistent intervals, half in sleep, half in
lovemaking—though none of them are coupled with me. 


Someone, sometime, threw a
blanket at my feet, but so haphazardly done, it did little to keep me from the
ocean air. Pulling it around my shoulders now, I sit looking out at the water,
seeing an occasional glimpse of morning reflect off the soft surface. The tide
is out and the sea feels much more tranquil now, though the pounding will not cease,
no matter how much I wish it would. I’m desperate for just one moment of
complete silence.


I’m naked except for the beads
and blanket. The sarong is discarded somewhere, likely buried in the sand. I
fish around for it, still harboring some responsibility for the stolen garment.
Finding it, I pull the blanket tighter still around my shoulders, and make my
way to the rickety staircase, where I climb to the top.


The house is quiet now. 


I know Analise waits for me but I
need some sleep. I drag my weary body to my room and collapse there, passed out
until cawing sea gulls wake me.







Chapter Fifteen



 

I see the black haired woman at
breakfast. A thrilling sun breaking through the window makes her hair glow
lustrous. She smiles broadly at the women who eat muffins and fruit with her in
an uncommon act of gentility. Is this what this is about? Is this the place
where the dark and light meet, where dark takes center stage for a few decadent
hours, only to be whisked away by the full sun?


The woman reaches out to me and
pulls me to her side. “Rozelle,” she says introducing herself, “Sit down,
Cassidy, join us for breakfast.” She strokes my thigh, her hand meandering down
to the edge of my sundress, then runs her fingers up inside until she has the
ring at my clit.


“You bear Anastasia’s mark well,”
she says, referring to the rose petal ring she jerks mildly. 


“It’s not Tasia’s,” I say
offended.


“You think not?” she jibes. 


The other women laugh.


“You’re her protégé, and a very
good one,” another woman charges, lightheartedly. 


I don’t like their easy mockery,
the fact that they appear to know things I don’t know.


“Sit,” Rozelle repeats.


I obey her, though I distrust
her.


“You have the madness down pat,”
she tells me.


“What madness?” I ask. I’m
bewildered, not just by these women, but by the whole curious aura of this
morning. Everything is like a dream, or a nightmare. I’m not sure right now
what’s real, what’s not. My head is pounding as if I’ve been drugged and am
coming off of a bad trip. And yet, I remember last night with acute clarity—far
more clarity than when it actually happened. I see the women, recognizing each
one in this dining room as they’re pleasantly clanking forks and glassware. I
could relive the vibrant orgasmic gyrations right atop these tables. The
screams, the cries, the mellow and the harsh. Maybe Rozelle is right. Maybe I’m
mad.


“I have to go,” I excuse myself. Rozelle
still takes liberties with me, even as I’m retreating from her table. It makes
no matter that she’s practically bared my ass for the dining room. I’m feeling
like a harlot in a den of whores. My body belongs to them as if they own me,
and I’m no longer in charge of me. 


Still, I’m sure I’m forgotten as
soon as I disappear beyond the doors.



 

Without thinking I’m moving
toward the cellar. It surprises me that the door is standing open. I hear
voices below, but they don’t dissuade me. I’m sure it’s Tasia. Even a
confrontation with her doesn’t matter. I’ve already done the damage. It’s just
time to clean up the mess. Whether she does it, or I do, it doesn’t matter.


I move cautiously to the bottom
of the stairs, and stand to one side to see Tasia in the torch lit chapel
hovering over the bound Analise.


“I’m surprised she didn’t beat
you too,” Tasia tells the whimpering waif. I wonder why the girl cries. Tasia
paces from one end of the stone table to the other, snapping her baton against
the air. It lands nowhere.


“You wanted to play in my world,
child. I told you it would be too much for you, especially when you set your
sights on Miss Cassidy. I’m surprised she’s been so easy on you. You can take
heart in that. Your innocence, or the appearance of it, obviously engendered
her sympathy. Now she has you spent, what do you suppose she’ll do with you as
hollow as you are?”


I listen, surprised to hear Tasia
discuss Analise’s hollowness with such frank words. She seems almost as
dismayed with her treacherous innocence as I am.


I hear the baton sizzle in the
air and come landing down on the girl’s behind. There is a snap when it hits,
and an instantaneous red mark, punctuated by a passionate howl. Anastasia hits
her again and again. I see the whirring instrument make a half dozen initial
cuts, and then another half dozen lines on that pure white skin, until it’s
white no more.


Analise sobs. I try to feel some
sympathy, but mine’s spent. I think what it might be like if I had been
whipping her, but for reasons beyond my understanding it seems more appropriate
that her other lover deliver the well-earned blows. 


For the first time, there’s some
real woe in the waif girl’s eyes. I can see that she’s spotted me hiding in the
shadows. Perhaps she hoped I’d be here to see this scene, it would fit her
sense of thrill. She gazes at me absently, not even pleading for my sympathy,
as Tasia slows the rain of blows on her ass. When Tasia finishes, she massages
the girl’s burning posterior with firm grasps to her well marked rear. The
kneading hurts her too, but it appears to be part of the punishment, no
different than the cane.


“She does what I cannot do for
you, Ana,” the mistress says softly. Some bittersweet melancholy sweeps me away.
There’s a tenderness between them, born of something I have no knowledge of,
something that predates my appearance in their lives. “You’ll have to take care
of yourself now, you’re on your own. You wanted out of my lair, so now you’ve
done it. I might beat your ass again for disobedience, but there’s little more
I can do for you. Protect you? Never. You defy everything I expected of you.”


“You’ll send me away,” she
murmurs.


“No,” Tasia says emotionless. “I
can’t do that, our relationship prohibits that.  But let me warn you, your lover is going to
come to you and tell you the same things I’m telling you. She will dispense
with you coldly. Just remember, I warned you about her, even when you insisted.
Try not to be hurt by this; remember, you asked for it.”


The girl lies silently, tightly
tied, with a well whipped bottom. If I could find some kind of sympathy in me,
I would. But even as I try to whip up some pity, I wonder that Tasia has spoken
of me the way she has, and why? How would she know beforehand what I’d do when
I didn’t know myself?


I step back into the shadows
beyond the staircase as I realize that Tasia is leaving Analise for me. She’s
not a brutal woman, at least the expression on her face is sadder more than
it’s cruel right now. Perhaps she’s wreaked such cruelty that she’s finally
spent, if that’s possible. For some very odd reason I feel sorry for Tasia. Whatever
story is written between these two women has come to a sad end. I know I’ve
been instrumental in the ending, but I’m not the cause. This was always
Analise’s battle. She initiated it and I merely replied. Though I played her
dominant well, I was as submissive to her as she became to me.


I wait until I hear the cellar
door close. Moving out of hiding, I approach the gently sobbing girl.


“Tasia finished for me,” I tell
her, rubbing her burning ass with my hand. “Shall I take you again?” I ask, as
I push her to her knees, so her ass spreads widely for my probing hand.


“I’d submit to anything you give
me,” she says. 


I know she will, but I have no stomach
or even inspiration for anything else with her. And strangely, I’m feeling
exceedingly sympathetic to her, when I vowed I never would. 


“Your ass is raw,” I comment,
seeing beads of blood, similar to Peach’s. “Does it hurt?”


“Yes,” she replies. “But I like
the hurt. When I hurt, I feel.”


“You want me to beat you more?” I
ask.


“I want you to do whatever you
want,” she says. There’s almost a hopeful tone in her voice. But it’s too late
for anything more between us. She’ll have to go on without me. And I have no
doubt she will, as soon as she recuperates from whatever grief she feels over
leaving Tasia. She won’t grieve me, but she will the loss of that woman.


“Did you feel your spooks around
you, Analise,” I ask her. I remember the way she talked of such a night in
bondage as if it was to be some divine experience.


“Not the way I imagined it,” she
admits.


That makes this doubly sad, I
think to myself. I doubt that the girl knows what she wants from this. “Let’s
go down to the water,” I suggest.


I untie her wrists, and then her
legs; and she sits up on her raw bottom, wincing as she does. There are still
traces of blue green paint on her torso and thighs. She no longer looks so
classically perfect, and I think that’s good. It will make her more
approachable. But no matter how this woman matures, no matter what happens in
her future, I know that there will always be an otherworldly quality to her
being. 


“Let’s go out the basement door,”
she says. And she leads me down a passageway to a door that takes us to the
cliffs below the gardens. I should parade her in front of everyone, and if I
were a better dominant, I probably would. But this will have to suffice.


I see no one on the beach now. The
sun, rising higher in the sky, makes me think it’s nearly noon. Analise gathers
speed as we make our way down a cliff path I’ve not yet used. It looks as if
she’s reclaimed the energy that was sapped from her over a long night of bondage,
and beat from her by Tasia’s cane.


We splash into water that’s only
now beginning to warm. There are currents of warm and cold that feel good to
both of us. I know the salt water must sting her wounds, but I imagine that
it’s a good sting. She smiles and giggles as I’ve often seen her do; but, if
I’m not mistaken, there’s a depth to her that wasn’t there before. Perhaps, I
just want to see it there; maybe, I’m making up my own version of the truth to
make me feel better. But whatever, I know that this is the last time I’ll be
with her. What’s left in me, what energy and sanity I hold on to now is saved
for Peach and for me. 


I let her play, while I play alongside,
thinking how much I’d rather it be Peach. Then, I’d be fondling my lover, and
truly invigorated by the dip in the ocean. Now, it’s just an ending, as
melancholy as the dispirited one she just had with Tasia.


We hike up the beach when we’re
done, and part at the top of the cliff. She enters the house at the cellar door.
I take a momentary interest in her odd choice, then assuming it’s just another
typical antic in Analise’s portfolio of oddities, I climb toward the garden. Thoughts
of Analise disappear as soon as I spot Peach sitting next to the tall pink
roses in one corner.







Chapter Sixteen



 

“Good morning, or is it afternoon
yet?”


“I think it’s nearly eleven,”
Peach replies so pleasantly that I sit down across from her in this little
garden within a garden, surrounded by roses.


“You look very relaxed,” I
comment. Peach, fresh as a daisy, leans back in a lounge chair with a book in
her hand. I notice how lovely her breasts look peeking through a bright white
tee-shirt. Her tan is even deeper than when we arrived here. I wonder for all
her time with Tasia these weeks, that she’s had time to lay out in the sun.


“Thank you. If you don’t mind my
saying so, you don’t look so well. Are you all right?” Her concern is genuine;
there are no vague cagey eyes to make me wonder what’s behind her comment.


“This has been the oddest three
weeks of my life,” I tell her. “I should resent you for this, but I can’t. Not
yet anyway. Until I see how it ends, I suppose,” I say, joking with her as I’m
still uncertain how she’ll respond to me.


She smiles kindly.


“Did you know what would happen
bringing me here?” I ask.


“No,” she says plainly. 


For the moment, I’ll suspend
belief and take her at her word.


“What about the ring? You knew
something then?”


“That roses are Tasia’s symbol?
No.”


“How am I supposed to believe you
after all this?”


“You’re supposed to believe in
miracles, in divine coincidence. You used to spook me with those things. You
don’t realize the number of times since I’ve been here that I’ve thought of you
and your silly religious meanderings… all the spiritual mumbo jumbo.”


“Are you coming to our bed
tonight?” I ask, skipping lightly over her use of my sacred thoughts to trap me.
I’m fidgeting with the hem of my dress, nervous about her reply.


“Tonight’s the final night on the
beach,” Peach says. “There will be hardly anyone in the house, including you
and me. We both belong down there.” She points toward the water. “We don’t want
to miss a thing.”


“I can’t imagine missing anything
if I were with you,” I tell her.


“Ah, but you don’t know.” Her
eyes sparkle as she says this. “I saw you last night… you were so elegantly
taken away, I had to smile thinking how much you were enjoying your freedom. It’s
what you’ve always wanted, isn’t it? Total sexual freedom?”


I recall the notion crossing my
mind once or twice. “I was drunk,” I reply to her question.”


“On liquor?”


“No, I think somehow the girl
cast a spell on me, or maybe it was Tasia.”


“Anastasia has no power to cast
spells. She’s just an expert manipulator.”


“What’s the difference between
manipulating my mind and casting a spell, if she makes me believe unreal things
either way?”


“You can only play into her hands
if you want to,” Peach reminds me.


“Why didn’t you tell me you knew
her, when we got here? Why all this hating her as if she’s the devil?” 


“I didn’t know her, not really. When
I lived with Miriam, she talked about Anastasia. She appeared in her monologues
frequently, and I was a little scared of the woman. Miriam kept talking about
her coming for a visit, and then the day before she was suppose to arrive, I
split.  I always thought I could handle
just about anything with Miriam, you know the way she is.”


I nodded.


“I’ve never had anyone take care
of me the way she does, not even you. But all the talk about Anastasia was just
too weird, and I decided it was time to cut myself away from Miriam and find
something else. Then, when you and I arrived here, and I saw that Miriam wasn’t
living here anymore, and Anastasia was—I guess I knew it was time to face her. There
are other things, I’ll tell you about sometime.” She pauses, considering
carefully what she’ll say next. “She’s Miriam’s sister, you know. Her darker
half, I’d say.” 


“Sister?” I repeat, though I’m
not particularly surprised, certainly in a spiritual sense they’re twins. I’ve
already concluded that. Why not be a physical match as well?


“You’re not shocked?” Peach says.


“Not really.”


Two women walk by us on their way
back from the beach. 


“You going down later?” they ask.


“How could we miss it?” Peach
says sweetly. They hold hands. When they stop to kiss, I think of Peach and I
when we first met. The gentleness between us was extraordinary. It’s hard to
imagine with things so different now.


“Say, you need to get ready for
tonight.” Peach tells me. “Let’s go upstairs and see what we can find.” She
pops up from her chair and pulls me with her. I admit to being delighted by her
attention, since it seems forever since she’s offered to care for me.


“Where are we going?” I ask.


“The attic,” she replies.


“I’ve already been there many
times,” I inform her.


“Good.” She’s hardly dissuaded as
she insists that I follow her beyond the third floor to the attic I’m so
familiar with.


As we enter, I ignore that I’ve
been here before, hardly taking notice of the mess that still exists. I doubt
that Analise has returned since I took her away. Now I follow Peach to an
antique wardrobe, a fine mahogany piece with double doors, beveled mirrors on
the front and a latch that closes with a key: a key Peach conveniently pulls
from the pocket of her shorts.


“You planned this?” I observe
aloud.


“The thought crossed my mind, but
I had to come up here anyway. Tasia needs one of her costumes for tonight.”


Peach opens the wardrobe so I can
see dozens of clothes hanging inside. There are shoes, hats, dresses, beads,
even a man’s tuxedo.


“Why all these?” I ask.


“That would take me too long to
explain, and likely I couldn’t explain all this anyway. Remember I’ve only
known the woman for a few weeks.”


“It seems like longer,” I
comment.


She nods agreeing, then turns to
rummage through the clothes as if she knows exactly what she’s after. She pulls
out a shawl that seems inappropriate for the moment, and throws it over her arm.
Reaching deeper inside the wardrobe, I hear the sound of jangling beads. I
imagine a beaded skirt similar to the ones I saw in the trunk, but what appears
in her hand is something unexpected. It looks like a dress the way it hangs on
the hanger. The beads gleam; they’re not the rough wooden ones that I wore the
night before. I can tell it’s heavy the way Peach holds it.


“This is magnificent,” I exclaim.
“Tasia’s going to wear it tonight?”


“No.” Her eyes gleam, “You are.”


“Me? For heaven’s sakes why?”


“Don’t you like it?”


“I love it! But…”


“Don’t “but” me, Cassidy, you
didn’t come prepared for tonight, you need something that’s appropriate,
fitting for your position.”


“What position?”


“As my lover.” Her eyes light
wistfully. 


Now I don’t trust her. I can
imagine a whole new scenario going on behind this one.


“You need something this
wonderful, c’mon, wear it and enjoy it.”


I’m skeptical and hesitant, but
so aroused I can’t believe it. She undresses me with careful hands and a
watchful appreciative eye as she gazes at my body as though she’s unveiling it
for the first time. There’s likely not a thing I wouldn’t do for her to have
her back in my life, and she knows it.


“You’re taking advantage of me,”
I tell her.


“I know, just trust me. Here,
let’s put it on.”


The dress is actually several
layers. There’s a small skirt of beaded thongs that goes around my hips. It
rides low and sensuously so that the thongs caress me. 


“Ouch!” I gasp. I reach down
realizing that some of the beads have sharp ends, not cutting ones, but edges
that smart when they prick the skin’s surface.


“Inventive, isn’t it,” she says.


Another heavier skirt fits at my
waist. This one’s twice as full, the weight of it surprises me as it hangs
heavily against my hips, and travels down as far as my calves below. A third
layer goes around my neck, draping about my shoulders and breasts. The bodice
fits tightly around my torso, the beads woven into a window pane mesh, so while
it conforms to the shape of my body like a garment, the skin beneath is still
exposed, including the dark aureoles of my nipples. 


I’ve never worn anything so
erotic in my life. I feel like some jungle queen; all I need is a scepter in my
hand and gold slippers on my feet. 


Moving is like making love to
myself as the beads caress every crevice, every tantalized piece of flesh. Even
my pussy feels the effects, where strands of beads tickle my clit, and from
behind they get caught in the cleft of my ass. Without warning, every second or
two, a sharp prick reminds me of the “thorns” on the inner skirt. How fitting
that this mimics Tasia’s precious roses.


“You look stunning,” Peach says
standing back.


She continues to play with my
body as if I’m a bride. She weaves strands of beads in my hair that weight it
down in the same erotic fashion that the dress weighs down my body. As I look
into the mirror, she puts long earrings in my ears, which flow with the flow of
the dress. I hardly know this woman staring back at me. Even the raw painted
savage I was a day ago doesn’t match this person. I’m surprised that my pale
skin looks so pleasant; the iridescent colors glow with a light that is similar
to the soft tones of my flesh.


Everywhere Peach touches me, I’m
aroused. 


“Please let’s take it off. I want
to be next to you.”


She kisses me lightly, her hands
fondling their way past the beads, until they find my juicy cunt. It takes just
seconds to turn my arousal into a soft lilting orgasm. She fingers me expertly,
in ways that only Peach has found to satisfy me. She smiles as she sees the
pleased look on my face. 


This dress makes it awkward to do
what I want with her; but she makes no move to strip me of it, so I push her
down on the bed and climb between her legs, the skirt swaying, little thorns
making me wince every time I move. Her cunt is as I remember it, the juices
flow and she shimmies softly as her climax claims her. I know how much we’ve
missed each other. There’s a familiarity about her that cannot be overcome
completely with any new lover, no matter now strangely satisfying it appears. Not
even Miriam has the intuition to make love to my body the way she does, or give
in to my touch the way Peach does. 


“After tonight, will we be
together then?” I ask. I’ve slumped to the floor, where I gaze at her as she
sits at the edge of Analise’s bed.


“I can’t promise that,” she says.
“It’s really up to you.”


“I know what I’ll decide,” I tell
her.


“Reserve your judgment, Cass,
things happen swiftly here, you should know that.”


That is the one consistent thing
about this place.


“Are you going with me to the
beach?” I ask her.


“Not now, I’ll be there later.”


I feel crushed, our reunion has
been too perfect to end so abruptly.


“You’re not finished with this
place, not yet. And neither am I,” she reminds me.


“Sometime will you tell me what
happened with you and Tasia?” I ask.


“Sure. Perhaps I’ll write you a
story to publish side by side with yours.”


I laugh, because we both know
she’s a horrible writer.


A tap at the door and someone
enters.


“You’re needed downstairs now,
Samantha,” Miriam says, striding to the bed, almost as if this is a reprimand. 


“We got distracted,” Peach says.


“There’s no time for that. Go
now.”


I see Peach is reluctant, but she
gets up, tosses Tasia’s shawl over her arm, and moves toward the door saying
goodbye to me with a little wave of her hand.


“And you, Cassidy,” Miriam says, “you
need to go down to the beach; you can see we have a perfect day for the
festivities. The night should be even better when the moon is full.”


“I don’t understand what’s
happening here,” I say exasperated. She helps me to my feet, the dress feeling
all the more weighty as I try to rise.


“You look lovely,” she exclaims.
“There’s nothing inexplicable going on here. Your imagination is running away
with you again. This is a place of freedom, nothing more than a place to
explore your vivid fantasies. Don’t make it out to be more than that. Let
yourself enjoy these summer days. It’s never going to be like this again.” She
fiddles with the dress, making sure each layer is exactly as it should be. Her
soft hands and mellow voice soothe me, though not as much as Peach’s. I wonder
though, at this fussing over me; it leaves me worried. 


“There’s more to this than you’re
telling me. I feel as if I’m getting only half of the story.”


“I don’t know the rest of your
story, Cassidy, but I know that there’s no point in hiding from yourself. I
told you that before. Now, you look ready for the night!” she says, turning me
around, and pushing me almost proudly to the door.



 

I exit the house and walk towards
the beach alone on the impetus Miriam gives me, and with the single thought
that this episode in my life is nearly over. Peach and I will be going home
soon, and even the thought of LA is not so vile to me now.


To my amazement, the scene at the
beach instantly captivates me. It’s obvious that this is a special celebration,
a feast of women expressing themselves in ways that are rare in the crazy world
we live in. Where the women have been wearing unusual garments all week,
there’s a very primitive elegance in the costumes now, and a clear sign that
this will be an extraordinary night. Not nearly dark yet, there are at least a
dozen women arranging an elaborate feast. Luau style tables are laid out in a
semi-circle. They’re already laden with fresh fruit and vegetables, kept cool
on ice. There’s an open pit barbecue with chicken cooking, and fish ready to be
grilled when the time arrives. An oriental woman adjusts a steamer to cook a
large dish of white rice over the open fire. 


The women move in a productive
union, busying themselves with preparations that evoke a sensuous quality to
the very air around us. Ocean breezes ruffle skirts and make napkins fly, but
there’s nothing that disturbs the sense of tranquil peace that pervades this
private stretch of ocean. 


I help two smiling, humming women
adjust five foot torches deep into the sand. They’ve made a ring of them
outside the circle where we’ll sit for the spectacle. 


I feel part of this, and well removed
at the same time, thinking that Miriam’s advice to relax and enjoy is likely
wise. 


When I finish with the torches, I
swish Tasia’s beaded skirt down the beach to a rocky cove. I still feel the
little twinges at my thighs where the thorns of her dress attack me, though by
now they’ve become gentle friends, reminders that as sweet as the gathering may
appear, there’s a darker side to this night that I’m sure will take place.


I find the cave at the end of the
beach is not vacant as I’d hoped. A little private reverie was all I sought,
but instead I’m faced with three women, two of them assaulting a younger woman
with a scourge as the woman writhes against a rock. I watch transfixed, as if
this is a pornographic movie taking place for my benefit, or some hallucination
that Miriam has concocted as a reminder. Oddly, this is the first incidence of
S&M that I’ve known to take place amongst these women. I realize how I’ve
put myself in a world apart from them, when in fact, they all may be as wildly
savage as I’ve been with Analise, and Tasia has been with Peach.


Their play arouses me, reminding
me of a dull ache deep inside my belly, something I noticed days ago, that has
only gotten worse each hour. I’ve presumed my need was Peach, but I begin to
believe that my presumption was wrong.


I’ll face it when it comes, I think to myself. I can’t rush these
things, it will all happen in good time.



 

When I rejoin the other women, I
feel their smiles inside me. I’m swept up in their lighthearted mood. This fest
seems little more than an extravagant picnic. It feels as if I’m coming out of
a strange dream, returning to the real world. These women seem so normal to me.



I note that Analise is not here. I
half expected her waif-like form to be writhing before the fire tonight. Tasia
is also absent. Peach and Miriam arrive together with smiles on, as if they are
now lovers.  


The sun is beginning to sink low
into the sky and the feast is about to start. As the sun sets, the bonfire
rises, lighting the sky with another kind of hue, that’s more reminiscent of
the way I feel about this place… the darker side rising, looming amid the smoke
and flames. 


The dancing begins and then the
rites of initiation. I know nothing of this except it seems to be a welcoming
rite, where each bare-chested woman participating has some handmade necklace
blessed by Miriam or some other female mentor and placed proudly about her neck.
The participants dance as I have seen them dance before, but rather than some
free for all as I’ve witnessed on other nights, there’s more pageantry about
this one. I find watching remarkable, as the dark beauty of the hour rises all
around, and each woman accepts it as a cherished part of her substantial
nature.


“Cassidy.” I hear Miriam call my
name. Above the music, laughter and the steady beat of drums, she calls to me.


When I rise to greet her by the
fire, she has no necklace for me. 


“You’ve already taken your
identity from Anastasia’s wardrobe. And so it should be, since you’re her
chosen this year.”


“Me?” I whisper.


“Yes you,” she assures me kindly,
stroking my arm.


“But Peach?”


“You’re her chosen, Cassidy, you
have been since you arrived here, you should have sensed it by now.”


I’m skeptical, but compliant. Such
a strange twist of fate.


“Go to her now, and remain with
her tonight, while the rest of us celebrate you on the beach.”


I’m swept away by her calmness. The
heat of the fire, the women’s song and Peach and Miriam standing side by side,
I’m hypnotized into complying with this outrageous scheme.


Miriam removes the heavy beaded
skirt, so what remains around my loins is the scant thorn skirt that rests
gracefully on my hips. Pushing the thongs aside for a moment, she hangs a charm
from my ring of roses. It’s a heavy weight on my labia that brushes my cunt as
I move. The beads about my neck remain, though the earrings are stripped away. A
woman on either side of me ties a band at either wrist and I’m led away from
the beach back to the house.


Half tethered like a slave, half
presented as some princess, the women take me up the cliff stairs, through the
garden into the back patio door that leads directly to Tasia’s suite of rooms. We
enter the sitting room where I saw Peach crouch submissively to Tasia that
first night of her enslavement. We enter through a different door, however, so
it’s difficult to recognize right off exactly where I am. We cross to the other
side of the room and one woman knocks.


A muffled reply, and the knocking
woman opens the door. The two women leave me just beyond the doorway and back
off.


“Wait,” Tasia says. She’s sitting
in a prim rocker, gazing at me expressionless. “Tie her arms behind her,” she
says. And without a second’s hesitation, my arms are pulled behind my back, and
bent so that I hold my elbows in my hands. My forearms are laced firmly
together by the ends of the straps, so I can’t move them. The women leave when
they’re finished.


“Don’t worry, my dear, you won’t
be like this for long, but I rather like looking at you this way.” She stares
at my chest as my hard nipples poke through the beaded mesh binding. “You’re
very charming in my garments; they almost look as if they were made for you. Have
you noticed the thorns?”


“Yes,” I reply.


“And how do they feel, tell me, I
always find them a most delicious travail?”


“They remind that things are not
so sweet at this place. Not that I shouldn’t remember that every moment, but
today has been so soothing I might have forgotten otherwise.”


She nods her head, an
appreciative grin on her face. Her cat, Mordred, sits calmly on her lap. She
strokes him with her jeweled fingers, the gemstones gleam almost as ominously
as the cat’s eyes.


“I have two reasons to abuse you,
Cassidy, I think you should be aware of both before I begin.”


“Abuse me? I didn’t think you had
any reason at all.” 


“Then why did you come, surely
you knew when you accepted my beads that you were giving yourself to me.”


“I thought nothing of the sort, I
rather think of wearing these as stealing something away from you.”


“How interesting.”


“You stole Peach,” I remind her.


“Samantha Clarisse came to me
willingly, you know that; but perhaps your criminal nature runs deeper than you
know.”


“Really?”


“You stole Analise from me, and I
intend to avenge that.”


“She came to me willingly,” I
mimic her words.


There’s the same flash of sadness
in her eyes that I witnessed this morning in the cellar.


“So my daughter did,” she says
with resignation.


“Your daughter?” I exclaim
surprised.


“Yes, my daughter, you didn’t see
the resemblance? She’s the flesh of my loins, a mother’s fair progeny. Yes, my dear
Cassidy, she’s my flesh born child. Straight out of this womb.” She presses her
hand to her belly, as if I’ve wounded her there.


I don’t know how to handle this
revelation with any kind of grace. Never had I expected that Analise was
Tasia’s daughter. I’m especially surprised that I hadn’t guessed it, but there
is no resemblance that I can find between the ethereal sprite of a girl and the
demonic Tasia—except for their ability to manipulate. I wonder if she tells me
the truth.


She sees my surprise since I
can’t hide it. “I didn’t think she’d tell you. Better to let you think that
she’s a veteran in the sexual games we play here. You could say this was her
coming out party, her debutante ball.” There’s a flash of anger in her, anger
at Analise. “She’s behaved like a total whore, bed-hopping, clamoring for
attention. Like most children, she was trying to rebel against me. She probably
told you I feed her bread and water and chain her to the bed in the attic.”


“No, she only told me that you
spanked her.”


Tasia chuckles. “I’ve never laid
a hand on her, though I’m sure in her mind she thinks she’s been terribly
abused.”


“I find it hard to believe that
you haven’t punished her harshly,” I say, thinking of the brutal whipping that
morning.


“Yes, there was today. I gave in
to her longings just as you did. You played my role with her when I could not. Isn’t
that interesting? I guess that makes us alike,” she suggests.


“Alike? You’re dreaming, bitch!”


“Ha! Who fucks her with a fist up
her ass? Who, with more than masterful determination, violated her virgin loins?
You wonder why I want revenge?”


She sounds like an angry mother,
and who would blame her? I think she cackles like an old hen—like “Dorothy’s
witch”. All she needs is a long pointy nose. Yet even I know that half of my
malice for her is misplaced. My evaluation of her physical appearance is also
skewed, for on another occasion I might find her haunting beauty mesmerizing.


“But, Cassidy, my dear, despite
my maternal conflicts regarding you and Analise, I have an even better reason
to have you bound before me.”


“What is that?” I ask.


“It’s what you want,” she says
simply.


“I don’t believe you,” I reply. 


She laughs. “Of course you do,
you’re just avoiding the truth. Tell me, what is it that you want from me? Why
do you take my beads, and assume my identity on the beach, and end up here with
your arms bound? What do you want?”


“I want nothing,” I tell her,
with as much conviction as I can possibly muster.


“Would that either of us believe
that,” she says. She gets up from her chair, and strolls about the room,
lighting candles, putting a match to more incense, which weaves strange smoky
trails about the room, clouding clear perception.


She stands in front of me, with
her eyes glimmering darkly into mine. Then she begins to disrobe, first
dropping her skirt to the floor, revealing dark muscled thighs and legs much
more shapely than I imagined. She removes her blouse, and except for chains
about her waist and around her neck, she’s completely naked. Her body is glorious.
Two enormous breasts lay passively against her chest. I wait for her to move to
see them sway. Her waist is slim and her hips bloom wide and full. Unmarked
thighs come together where a soft bush of trimmed curls cover just the upper
triangle of her sex. Bare labia lips show below, where she’s shaved them clean.
And right at the same spot where Peach had me pierced, where Analise is
pierced, there’s a glistening gold ring, of roses, I think.


I know she’s nearly forty, if not
older, but the eroticism and vitality of her body vibrates as if she were her
daughter’s twenty-two years.


Unlike Analise, she’s as full as
harvest wine’s full bodied flavor, as fiery as if she were a bride of hell, and
as substantial as the rich plowed earth of springtime.


“What do you want from me?” she
repeats.


I’m speechless, but as clear in
thought as I’ve been for some time, all traces of anger, jealousy and revenge
have fled, though I’m still not certain that there are not some last vestiges
of those passions at work in the dark woman before me.


“I want from you, whatever you
want from me,” I finally say. It’s yielding. It’s total surrender. Would she
beat me, fuck me, enslave me to her, I will agree to anything she designs,
without a prayer for release.


She pulls me to my feet, standing
close to my thrust out breasts. She’s like a demon from the underworld teasing
me, as she rubs her swelling bosom against my own. She pins me with her eyes as
she moves against me. Her nails scratch my arms and shoulders lightly. I sense
that she’ll suddenly take her talons and run them cruelly down my torso, but
for the moment, she’s gentle. 


“I knew you were coming to me,
Cassidy,” she says. “You feel these things, you sense the way a woman feels
towards you and how it changes from distaste to fascination. Every day that
you’ve been here, you’ve come closer. You’ve run from it, you’ve tried to block
it from your mind, but it’s always been there.”


She takes my neck in her hands,
and pulls me to her so that our lips are pressed tightly together. She opens my
mouth with hers, forcing her tongue inside mine. Then she backs off.


“There’s a dark mistress in you,
and I don’t mean a dominant one… Ah! You may have dominated my daughter all to
good intent, but that was easy; the little slut could have been plucked off the
vine by anyone. No, you tried getting away from this, but your attempts were
doomed.” 


She presses her hand to my belly,
where the ache has been, and is now, where the hollows threaten to swallow me
up.


“You ran from that other woman,
but she’s caught up with you now.” She presses her hand still harder, like
she’s punching me in the stomach.


“You know about Elizabeth,” I
murmur.


“Elizabeth? Ah yes, our dark
sister has a lovely name.”


“You know her?”


“As well as you do,” she says. “There’s
something inevitable about this.” She pulls on the ring and its hanging charm. “Coincidences
pile up and you know what that means? There are forces working beyond us both.
And what’s so charming about you, Cassidy, is that you believe it. There aren’t
many women who believe these things the way you do. Samantha Clarisse had to
simply be taken. For you, your willingness will prevail above all else. There’s
hardly any effort for me.” 


She runs her hands along my arms,
and against my hips. Her lips continue a journey of kisses so tender I mistake
her for something kind. That is, until she steps back abruptly and slaps my
face.


“No,” I whimper softly. Turning
the other cheek, she slaps me again. I look back to watch an evil smirk claim
her face. “Please…” I’m pleading, thinking I’m not ready for this.


“Coy, demure, whining, anger,
they don’t work here. I will abuse you worse than you did my daughter,” she
warns.


She turns away, while I stand
waiting, wondering if there is any way I can safely flee this place. But there’s
no way out of this, except one. Tasia returns to me with a collar in her hand. She
clamps it around my neck, and I feel it close around me tightly, thinking I’ll
not be able to breathe.


“You don’t deserve these, bitch,”
she says, ripping away the thorn skirt that pricks at my thighs. She unties my
arms and tears the bodice piece of beads from my body. It falls where she
throws it on the floor, the sound of broken beads clearly distinguishable to us
both. I would mourn it if the garment was mine, but it apparently holds no
value to her now.


With one rage over, she moves on
to the next insult, as if it’s important to beat me down a piece at a time. After
redoing the bonds around my arms, she inspects me again, more satisfied with my
nakedness.


“Don’t you find it extraordinary
that Samantha Clarisse heard my calling? This ring you wear? You remember when
she gave it to you.” Tasia pulls at the ring and Miriam’s amulet so hard that I
squeal, and she slaps my face again. “No cries, no tears,” she commands. “You
remember when?” she demands.


I nod my head.


“Speak, bitch.”


“An afternoon at the beach,” I
tell her.


“How ironic. But how perfect too,
that I could whisper into her ear, in that cozy shop of horrors where you were
so confused and befuddled with yourself. She even got the placement perfect,
don’t you think? To match me?”


She makes me look at both our
cunts with our matching rings.


She pulls something off the
table. “Here, just because you need a little more pain than you’re
experiencing.” She hangs another amulet on the cunt ring. It feels like lead,
so much heavier than the one Miriam gave me; it pulls one side of my pussy down
so that I think the thing will rip the ring out.


I wail loudly.


She slaps my face twice. It
burns. “Live with it, Cassidy, make yourself like it. And no cries,” she
reminds me, “or I’ll gag you with a six inch dildo down your throat.”


Threat upon threat heaped on me,
I stand compliant and stoic, still thinking this is some game that I need to
win against her.


“On your knees,” she says,
pushing on my shoulders till I’m at her feet, my mouth working hard at her
offered clit. She tastes sweet, unlike anything I’ve tasted before, though
there’s curious bitterness after I savor each lick. I give her every bit of
zeal in me for sucking cunt. Hers, an easy one to accommodate, I’m aroused
myself. I churn a bit as I rock back against my legs, but she hates that, and
raps her baton against my back—aiming for my buttocks, she misses and hits me
across my shoulders where there’s little flesh to protect me.


I forget my own desires and
concentrate on her, until she begins to writhe against my face, pressing her
pussy into my tongue and mouth, while a jet of hot female cum douses my
flushed, slapped cheeks.


Once pleasured, she hardly misses
a beat, forcing me down lower still, so I’m made to press my shoulders and tits
against the thick carpet. The lower I go, the more my ass is raised in the air,
the more my rear cleft opens and exposes my anus. As I expect, she thrusts
something wet and thick in past my sphincter till it lodges deep inside. 


“Don’t move,” she says, releasing
the instrument, I suspect is the same black rod I saw her violate Peach with
that first night. The rod hangs heavily in my body, striking an uncomfortable
angle that I can’t change, no matter how I shift about. There must be ten
inches inside me, the rest, at least ten more, are left outside to weigh my
body down.


“The rule is, bitch, I don’t care
if your cunt comes. I’m not doing this to satisfy you; I do it to satisfy my
need to be cruel. I’ll use you as I please, and if there’s any satisfaction in
it at all, you’ll have to find it for yourself. I’d rather like to see you
squirm, rubbing your thighs against each other, trying to find an edge. We’ll
see how well you fare without the use of your hands. Now climb up on the
pallet.”


I raise my head from the musty
carpet and see the crude bed she refers to.


“Move,” she scowls, poking me in
the side with the baton because I don’t move fast enough. Then she swishes the
thing in the air and lets it land on my ass. She strikes again, and it lands on
the second rear cheek.


I hold back a howl, fearing what
she’ll do if I don’t.


She holds the rod as I move to
the pallet: a simple hard mat with a thin cotton cover that’s two feet from the
floor and hardly more comfortable. It’s just easier to reach me.


“Keep this in you,” she says
wiggling the rod for awhile, “you expel it, I’ll cane your ass until it bleeds.”
She jerks my head back as I wait for her on shoulders and knees. Grabbing my
hair and tugging severely, she makes me see the flash in her eyes as she pushes
the rod deeper.


“Over,” she commands, letting go
of both ends of my body.


I can hardly obey her; each small
movement is a struggle without my hands free to assist me. Lying against my
tied arms is painful, but she’s in no hurry to alleviate my discomfort.


Spreading my legs wide, she binds
them with leather straps to the sides of the bed. Then with a horsetail whip,
she flails at my exposed pussy. Some strokes caress, some cut like arrows. I
moan exuberantly, but I don’t scream, I couldn’t stand to be gagged too.


I’m sinking deeper into the abyss
of fantasy; the pain runs through me in rivers that go deeper and deeper,
taking away all conscious thought.


She begins with my cunt, and I
begin to hallucinate; at least that’s how it seems. It’s not Tasia’s, but
Elizabeth’s face that appears before mine. The thick red lips that would plant
rosebud kisses all over my breasts and thighs descend on me the way they did
years ago.


The hand moving at my cunt is
Elizabeth’s hand. A fiery heat scorches the opening, as I realize she’s
penetrating me with her whole hand, the way I tried to do with Analise.


She’s succeeding where I’ve
failed. 


I open wider than Tasia’s
daughter ever could. My cunt begs to take the fist inside, to have it claim
that emptiness, make it full where there’s a vacancy on the inside. I open to
take it all; yet even with the grease, the glove, and widening my desiring
cunt, I feel her burst inside with a pain so searing that this time I can’t
keep from screaming aloud.


It’s Elizabeth’s face glowering
at mine, without an inkling of kindness, she burns me more, with candle wax
dripping everywhere on my thrust out torso. She’s clamping my nipples, even as
her hand slips deeper into my tight channel. Though I’m not sure now what’s
happening in reality, and what’s the product of hallucination.


I feel myself sinking deeper into
the subterranean abyss of consciousness and sex, where the very lowest of me
resides.


The pain is excruciating, but I
get used to it, one level accepted to, another level of pain to overcome. I
think I’m screaming, but I’m not sure. I know the baton comes down on my belly,
but the pain mingles so easily with all the other violations, that I cannot
distinguish one from another.


Elizabeth’s face appears and
disappears, round eyes, black round eyes, and red lips and leather, and those
red lips descending to me… 


Hot wax dripping, my clit stings.


“More, yes!” I scream somewhere,
on the in or outside; does it matter where?


I’m sinking deeper into the past,
to the place where Elizabeth coerced me… sinking faster past old heavens and
old hells… to where?


“Take me deeper,” my insides
speak. “Can she hear me?”


I feel my vagina emptied, though
not lonely for long, something hard replaces the soft searing hand. My feet are
tied above me, somewhere far away.


Sinking deeper, “… take me all
the way inside,” I cry.


I’m nothing but a speck of dust.


“Elizabeth, come to me, my
darling, find me here,” the dark side in me speaks.


I explode everywhere. Something
splits me in the middle. A hand finds my ass, the widened sphincter widens
more.


Eased in slowly, it jerks me back
and forth.


“Elizabeth, come to me.”


I open my eyes on her face,
smiling with red lips from heaven in the midst of hell. I explode in the pain,
hitting pools of joy I thought were not real.


I’m stopped in the middle of my
life, for an instant no longer existing anywhere, as if I were dead. But not
dead, my heart still beats, my cunt still pulses, and I’m drifting in “nowhereland”,
surrendered.



 

Soothe me, gentle me back down
the path, I hear myself speak to her.


Merry-go-rounds and children
playing… I’m starting over, feeling born a second time. I traverse in flashing
seconds, a lifetime from fairy rings to pagan drums, light to dark and back
again. I don’t know where I’m landing.







Chapter Seventeen



 

I wake on the pallet with an
empty cunt and ass. No bonds or straps or anything else to hold me down and
keep me here.


Tasia sleeps near me, behind the
curtains surrounding a four poster bed. I half crawl, half stumble to her,
finding her flanks ready for me. Glistening juicy, she must be dreaming sex. I
accommodate her need with my tongue. I think she cums as she sleeps, her eyes
do not open, and there’s hardly a murmur that escapes her lips, yet her body
writhes snake-like against the sheets and my face, her thighs pulsing as the
shudder runs through her.


She runs unconscious hands
through my hair, being as gentle now as she was last night, heartlessly cruel. I
nestle next to her cunt, my head resting on a throbbing place at the base of
her belly. I feel the blood pumping through her; her loins are as hot as mine. But
we’ll be peaceful now.


I’m mystified that I could want
to remain so close to her, there on her bed, on her loins, where love and hate
mingle like two friends. I think of these things as I drift again into sleep. Elizabeth’s
name plays as a gentle mantra in my head, her face and Anastasia’s face blend
into one.



 

I feel something poking at my
side; I know it’s the baton. My eyes open to her face, to Tasia’s face, not
Elizabeth’s this time, just the bold image of the present, hallucinations of
the past have vanished.


“No, Tasia, please,” I mumble
weakly. I can hardly move, for the rich ache that pervades my body, from my
shoulders and arms that were tied so long, to my loins, where the ungodly
penetrations of rods and fists seemed to have rent me in two. So brutally
ravaged, I feel used up and empty. It’s not a bad feeling though, rather like
being purged. I’ve tripped down a tunnel of all that was terrifying in me. I
feel purified as the result.


“You’ll call me Anastasia,” she
says, as she prods me again. There’s a glint of triumph in her eye now that
she’s vanquished me. But she’s not unkind, her instruction suggests the
attitude of a stern parent, which now seems perfectly suited to our
relationship. Where I once despised her, I have no love; but I have deep regard
that goes beyond love, somewhere else.


It must be morning because I see
her dressed in the black silks and scarves that she usually wears. All that
lustrous body again hidden from immediate view, though I can still imagine
what’s underneath.


I lie back and stare at her,
wondering what she wants from me now. Could she take me again? Even when I feel
too sore, too spent and too exhausted to continue. She seems almost determined
to start over from where I crashed depleted hours before. How can she go on,
surely our journey took as much from her as it did from me.


“It’s over now,” I say, with a
faint hopeful attitude.


She grins as she taps my thigh
with the baton. I feel the thing run along my leg where there’s a tender welt
that burns to touch it. I wonder how many more I’ll find on me. As I move, I
feel the ache in so many places in my body, I can’t begin to count. That she
penetrated me so thoroughly suggests that she reached inside my soul with the
same thorough attention. 


This picture of the two of us,
dominant and submissive, surely reveals how we’ve defined our odd liaison. It
seems as natural to me now as the sun rising in the sky, and the tides that ebb
and flow, and the moon that follows its endless cycle.


I feel submissiveness creep into
me as a friend, as if there’s another me that takes charge, and taking charge
does nothing but relinquish all the ego driven plaintive cries of protest.


I’m driven into nothingness, my
thinking seems to cease. There’s just she and me and her baton, and an
uncertain destination that seems as inevitable as it is hidden.


“Is it over?” she asks, mocking
my words. “Why it’s just mid-summer, Cassidy, there are days to go.”


I see this. Only because I sense
that this could not possibly be complete in one twenty-four hours; because
nothing that happens in a day will last forever. Results require time spent. This
dark home in me cannot be built in a day, especially when I sense the
conventional half of me wanting to push it away, just as it pushed Elizabeth
away before. It takes the kind of emptiness I’ve come to understand, to have
this wisdom. I hope I can remember this bliss when her voice cackles in my ear
again, and her baton takes its terrifying liberties.


Her eyes are Elizabeth’s eyes
again, first they beguile me, then they revile me, then they haunt me.


I’ll stay to make my peace last,
to make my peace with Elizabeth and Anastasia and the submissive dark me.


…And on the first breath of
September, I’ll be gone.







take me…



 

When I churn anxious, noxious
rhythms,


when tranquility evades me


when my agitated nerve endings
split with


discontented madness, take me



 

Primitive savage woman come to
me,


with hand and tongue and body
rude,


abuse my own with pain and
penetration.


With exquisite torture, 


violate me to primal depths.



 

And then without hurry, give me
more. 


With steady force 


and vigorous assurance, not
stopping for my 


protests, give me more.


Send me to beyond places


where I cannot think, and I do
not exist


and there is nothing but blessed
nothingness,


cascading around my spirit to
fill me.



 

And when you lift me up, and hand
me to my beyond,


beyond heavenly bliss and earthly
fragrance,


gentle me then and caress me back
into the world


of touch and sight,


set me down softly on pillowy
cushions


that I may breathe in the
peaceful remnant.







Epilogue



 

I hear Munchkin meow at the
window, the old cat seeing Peach walk up the apartment stairs. I hear the door
open and close and a rustle of something in her hands.


“What do you think of this?” I
hear her say. I go to the doorway and look at her windswept hair and smiling
face with lurid eyes as she pulls a costume from a shiny plastic bag. It’s a
skin-tight leopard skin jumpsuit. 


“Leopard-skin?” I exclaim
surprised. “What? You go as a cat; I go as your kitten?”


She sways her generous hips
toward me seductively, the lust in her eyes burns bright.


“This must have made you horny,”
I suggest. 


“Ummm, yes,” she says discarding
the costume on the dining room table, next to the Halloween jack o’ lantern
with the mischievous face. She moves closer to me and begins to run her hand
against my thigh.


“I tried it on at the shop, and
the little clerk could hardly keep her hands off of me,” she tells me.


“Really? She made a pass at you?”
I break away from her to look in her eyes.


“Pass? She practically rolled me
on the floor.” 


“You’re kidding,” I exclaim. Peach
always gets herself into the most curious sexual situations. 


“No, I’m not,” she replies. She’s
dead serious, for Peach a sure sign she’s telling the truth. “I guess when I
gave her the once over, she was bold enough to ask if I screw around with women.
So you know what I did?” she asks me to guess. There’s the devil in her eye, I
think.


“I have no idea,” I reply,
waiting for her to continue her story.


“I let her press her hand to my
cunt with just my underwear on so she could feel the heat.”


“And…?”


“Like I said, she would have
rolled me right there on the floor,” she tells me. 


“So did you? Roll on the floor
with her?”


“No, but I invited her to come to
the party with us.”


“Oh. And she’s going?”


“Yeah.” Peach finishes fondling
me. Picking up the costume she fondles it as if it’s creating all kinds of ideas
in her brain. “She’s kind of like an eager Analise.”


“Analise?” I question.


“Well not exactly Analise, just
innocent.”


“Young?” 


“Maybe twenty, yeah at least
twenty… and breasts, woah! Bigger than Miriam, but on a tiny body. I could just
imagine putting clamps on her nipples and squeezing them so tightly they hurt
like hell.” Her face screws up in a lascivious scowl. 


“And you want to spank her too,”
I suggest, realizing where she’s going with this. This kind of talk is regular
between us.


“Yeah, she has a nice fat ass.”


I look at Peach move, thinking
that she’s very horny and so am I, since she’s made me that way with her talk.
“So you’re going to the party in leopard skin and she’s going as what?”


“Oh I’m not going in this. I just
brought it home to show you. Thought we could have some fun with it tonight.”


“What are you going to wear then?”
I ask. 


“I’m going to the party in a
Tuxedo. One that’s very fitted so my boobs will spill out over the cummerbund. It
looks really solemn and staid, a little haughty in that old fashioned masculine
way.” I can imagine her now, and I start to shiver knowing what else is part of
the fantasy.


“And me?” I ask. “What am I going
to wear?”


I know she’s made the decision,
all I have to do is wait to hear it. She looks at me as if she’s trying to
decide how much to tease me with the answer. Dangling a carrot in front of my
face, she knows I’ll keep coming for her, demanding the answer until she
confesses.


Her eyes sparkle, then she turns
away.


“C’mon tell me,” I ask.


“I don’t want you to bitch at me,
so maybe I’ll blindfold you, dress you and let you find out when we get there.”


“Sure,” I answer sarcastically. “You
think I’m going to let you do that?”


“You should let me do anything I
want,” she says with an arrogant twist.


“Tell me, Peach, please,” I try
pleading.


“Well,” she begins, “I was
thinking corsets and garters.”


“Leather?” I ask interested.


“No.” She’s dressing me with her
eyes sharply attuned to the curves of my body. “Satin and lace… and exposed.”


“Publicly submissive?” I ask.


“Why not? A public flogging
wouldn’t hurt you at all. Give you away to some nasty dykes while I play with
my new girlfriend. Could just put you right back where you belong.”


“What’s that suppose to mean?” I
ask her. 


“It’s time to play, you can’t
avoid it forever,” she says, as she sashays to the kitchen.


“You think I’ve been avoiding
something,” I say following her.


“Avoid?” She considers the word
carefully. “We’ll see.” She’s scheming, I can tell. “I think it’s time to take
you back to Anastasia.”


“To the B&B…?”


“I don’t mean literally, you
silly goose. But it pisses me off that she had all the fun with you while I
waited around with Miriam.”


“Such a tough wait,” I sass her.
“Let’s see, there was Miriam, and Rozelle, and Katherine and how many others?”


She smiles wistfully. “It was
hard for me,” she says.


“And it was hard for me,” I say. We’ve
played some on the dark side since our return, but it’s not been deep enough
and we both know it. We’re still gun-shy, almost too timid to begin without the
others. 


“But the satisfaction…” she says,
with a dreamy look in her eye.


In the kitchen, I pop a red grape
into my mouth, while I watch her leaning back seductively against the counter,
her chest pushed out revealing every curve and swell of her sensuous breasts. I
sit down at the table and stare at her.  I can’t seem to take my eyes from her. I like
to watch her lips very closely when she speaks, they move so erotically. 


“You know, I wonder sometimes if
it really happened the way I remember it,” I say, feeling wistful myself.


“Did it?” she queries back. 


“You read the stories and tell
me?” I suggest.


“The truth has a lot of versions,
Cassidy, yours is just a single one.”


She moves away from the kitchen
counter, and I follow her with my eyes as she slips into the dining room and
rustles through one of the bags lying on the table. She returns to me. I look
up at her face, at the smile, at the dark eyes, and the dark skin. There’s
something moving between us that defies explanation.  


I hear a noise and look away to
see Munchkin perched on the window sill as she washes her paw with her long
pink tongue.


Peach, behind me, massages my
shoulders and I lean back, letting the warmth of her hands pour into me,
loosening the tension that has made them stiff. Then I feel something encircle
my neck, a slip of cloth I think. Studying our reflections in the window with
care, I see the ribbon. I watch mesmerized as she ties it into a neat tight bow.
I’m amazed how easily she does this, as if she’s done it a thousand times
before.


“Does it matter how it happened,
or whether it even did?” she asks. “Does it matter where we’ve been, or just
where we aim to go?”


A silent subtle stirring ripples
over my body, taking me back into the dark obsessive side of me. I wear the
feelings like a welcoming shroud…


It’s Elizabeth’s eyes I see in
the window, and Anastasia’s voice I hear, and Samantha Clarisse’s hands I feel,
all knocking at the wide rude door of my other self. I see the light around me
flicker as if it’s getting dark, and I hear the beat of pagan drums as the
ribbon collar seems to tighten around my neck.


“Take me back, take me back, take
me,” I say somewhere in my psyche, as I feel the first rude snap of a whip
against my thigh. 
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