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To Rita

Dear friend and inspiration




Chapter One

Invitation

“Do you always go out of your way to serve women in leather?” she asked.

“I serve women every day,” Charles replied, setting the drink in front of her. “Although none match your flair.”

She sat sideways at the table revealing polished, knee high boots, a long black leather skirt slit up the middle and two well shaped, dark stocking covered legs. But while her lower half was dark, the upper part shone. A long sleeved, white silk shirt, page boy style dark blonde hair and light blue eyes gave a balance to her. Charles estimated her age in the mid-thirties.

She sipped her pink drink, a slightly alcoholic thing that went well with the clear Southern California night. The day smog had dissipated making the open air cafe a good place to enjoy the mild weather. Charles hovered at her table.

“Do you always leave other customers waiting who got here before me?” she said.

“No.” Charles smiled. “But it’s been a long time since you were last here. I’d thought you’d grown tired of our little flirtation.”

“With your fresh, young face and beautiful, dark hair? One can never grow tired of you, Charles.”

His courage rewarded for bringing their past dialogues out in the open, Charles nevertheless felt himself blushing at the compliment. “Thank you, ma’am.”

“It’s Lillian. You might as well call me by my name; you’ve known it for quite a while anyway. That’s what friends do, call each other by their names.”

“I suppose they do, Lillian.”

“Good. Although a spontaneous `ma’am’ thrown in here and there makes my heart melt.”

Charles grinned. “Whatever you say, Ma’am Lillian.”

“Don’t be smart, Charles.”

“Who? Me?” His eyes widened in feigned innocence.

They both laughed, enjoying the game.

“You’re just full of piss tonight, aren’t you, dear? I’d love to keep you to myself but your other customers are giving you impatient looks. But there is one thing.” Lillian leaned forward and motioned for Charles to bend down, giving them a modicum of privacy. “I’m just back from Europe and my slave has organized a small party.”

“Your slave?”

“Don’t act stupid, dear. Intelligence is so much more attractive. Anyway, I want you to stop by tonight.” Lillian smiled. “Unless it’s past your bedtime.”

Charles pointed at his pale skin. “I’m a night owl. I usually do some net surfing when I get home, then I fall asleep just before dawn.”

“Then I’ll be expecting you.” She handed him her card.

Charles glanced at it. “M. Lillian Wade. Fashions Designed and Chains Rattled.” Well, that certainly left something to the imagination. She lived only a few miles from the restaurant.

He still wasn’t sure what Lillian had in mind. “You want my services as a waiter?”

“Oh, no. You’ll be my guest. Although you’ll find out there’s service and then there’s…service.”



It was Saturday night, business was brisk and Charles didn’t stop waiting tables until after eleven. He finished with his check totals and the clock struck midnight. Charles was tired but he wanted to exploit this sudden opportunity with Lillian. Up until now he’d only dealt with professional lady dominants. This invitation was a new door opening for him.

He found Lillian’s home easily enough; a typical house for the Westchester neighborhood with a detached garage out back. Several cars were parked out front with a few more crammed into the driveway. Charles drove by and parked down the street. As he approached on foot he didn’t hear the usual dull, bass beat that accompanied the kind of parties Charles usually attended. No sound issued from the house, not even when he stood on the front step. Did he have the wrong place?

Into the bowels of hell, or the heights of ecstasy. He raised his hand to knock when the door opened and there Lillian stood, her smile warm and receptive. “Ah, here’s the pretty boy.”

Even though it was ostensibly a party to welcome Lillian back stateside, Charles found out he also was a semi-guest of honor. A scantily clad woman named Maxine took his coat and furnished him a small drink. Lillian introduced Charles around to several men and women.

“I remember my first party,” a small woman said, her name Jennifer. “It wasn’t as intimate as this one. I was scared to death with all these leather clad people running around with ropes and whips.”

“From what I recall, that didn’t stop you from stalking the wild master,” said her husband, Duncan. He bent down and gave her a quick kiss.

A few of the people asked his orientation - sexually and SM wise. When he answered a few of the ladies rolled their eyes. Charles expected such a reaction; as a hetero submissive male he was hardly what would be called an endangered species. And now that he learned Lillian’s orientation by virtue that Maxine was her slave, he was surprised she invited him at all. But there wasn’t any sign of SM play anywhere.

“We’re not being too outrageous for you, I hope,” Lillian said to him.

“Oh, no,” Charles assured her. “I’ve been to a couple of SM parties before.”

“Really? I didn’t know you had experience.”

“Only the kind where you had to pay to get in. And I’ve been to a couple of part time pro doms. But this one reminds me of a normal cocktail party. Not that I’m not enjoying myself, it’s just - “

“Not what you expected?” Lillian took his hand. “Come with me.”

She led him out back to the garage. Lillian opened a side door and a soft light issued from inside. When they entered Charles found what he’d sought.

At least a dozen people were spread throughout the converted garage, most actively engaged in a play scene. The sophistication varied from one woman tied and gagged to a wooden post, to a man and woman bent over dual spanking horses and their individual tops whipping them as part of some competition.

“Is this what you were looking for?” Lillian asked.

“Oh, yes.”

“Care to join in?”

“I’m afraid I don’t have a play partner.”

Lillian laughed. “That can be arranged. Wait right here.”

Lillian made some selections at the toy wall. At first Charles watched her but then his eye caught a tall lady standing alone across the room. Unlike the others who wore some kind of leather clothing, this woman had on a dark, wine colored, Victorian style dress. Although conservative in that it covered her from high up her neck to her feet, it fit her well, showing off the curves of her breasts and hips. Her russet hair was done up in back like some of the waitresses that Charles worked with. A French twist they called it. High cheekbones complemented a swan neck. Green eyes flashed at him. A slim nose with red, heart shaped lips enticed him. She held a slim birch rod.

They made eye contact for the briefest second before Charles broke it off in embarrassment. It was alright to stare at strangers, as long as you didn’t get caught.

His gaze returned to Lillian and a man now stood next to her, his arm around her waist. Even from behind, Charles could tell the man possessed a solid, stocky frame, with wide shoulders. He bent over and kissed Lillian on the cheek. The man’s face and thinning hair suggested his age around forty.

Might they be lovers? Maybe Lillian went both ways. Charles had heard of doms keeping slaves and a separate lover.

Lillian whispered something to the man who glanced back over his shoulder at Charles. A few more words were exchanged and Lillian extricated herself from the man’s light embrace. She rejoined Charles, her toy selections in hand.

“Ever been naked in a room full of people?” she asked, all smiles.

“Does a high school locker room count?”

“Only if you’re gay.”

“Then I guess I’m a virgin.”

Lillian chuckled. “Well, you’re going to lose that part of your virginity tonight. But don’t worry, I’ll be gentle - at first.”

True to her word, Lillian knew how to pace a fledgling sub to public play. They started with four simple words: “Take off your shirt.”

Charles unbuttoned his white shirt and, without any more prompts from Lillian, pulled off his t-shirt as well.

She faced him away from her. “Now, there’s a back someone can do something with.” Lillian’s nails danced lightly on his skin. Goose pimples rose on Charles’s back.

Lillian positioned him under a suspension bar. In less than a minute his arms were stretched overhead, his shoulders bunched up. Charles grunted but otherwise kept quiet. He didn’t want Lillian, or anyone else, to think he couldn’t handle this. Yet, when he looked around the room, none of the other players were paying attention to him anyway.

He mentally girded himself for the first blow. All of the part time doms Charles knew got right into the whipping. When it came, the first blow was usually a killer.

A slap. No, more like a love pat. The blades of the cat hit his upper back and lazily slid past his waist. Lillian got into a steady rhythm, the soft hits varied over his back, chest and stomach. Charles was surprised but found he enjoyed this. The steady beat lulled his eyes closed. The slaps continued and Charles was dimly aware of someone removing his pants. His eyes opened just a slit. Maxine lifted up one of his legs, then the other, and took the rest of his clothes away with her.

The massage now covered his legs and cheeks. Charles never thought a whipping could be like this. A pink glow surrounded him.

Suddenly, Lillian pushed the thick handle of the cat crossways deep into his mouth, until his front and lower teeth were exposed. The blades fell past his right shoulder and tickled his nipple.

Lillian turned to the crowd. “I’ve got a slave primed and ready to go. Who wants a crack at him? How about you, Ash?”

The stocky man who earlier had his arm around Lillian scowled. “You know better than that. You got me to watch, but that’s all.”

Lillian laughed and blew him a casual kiss. She resumed her Coney Island barker routine. “Slave flesh. Young, tender slave flesh.”

“I’ll give him a try,” said the Victorian style dressed woman. She flexed her rod.

All of the activity in the dungeon ceased as the woman approached and took up position behind him while Lillian steadied his hips in front.

“You don’t want the cat?” Lillian asked.

“Let him use it as a gag,” the woman said. She ran the tip of her birch down Charles’s spine. “Let’s just see what kind of slave this boy may be.”

A sharp whistle and Charles’s ass was on fire. He chomped down on the cat handle, tasted the leather. Slow, methodical strikes in contrast to Lillian’s steady beating. The fire’s rage spread down his legs, around his hips, into his cock. Soon, Charles had a new rod to contend with, no more under his control than the one behind him.

Was that someone counting? It was his tormentor, counting down from five in between each stroke. She reached the number one and another searing blow was delivered. On and on it went. After each explosion Charles’s haze of pain took just a little more time to clear. He’d hear the countdown and then the rod on its unerring journey always to a different spot.

His cock went rock hard, the helmet nearly purple. Lillian stepped back. Not so much because of its size, but in amazement. Charles remembered all the other male slaves he’d seen tonight were limp as a wet noodle.

He bit down harder on the cat and kept his eyes closed. Tears formed in his eyes.

Someone’s hand was in his hair. Lillian’s. Soft, soothing words. The fire remained but no new sparks came from the rod. “I think our boy has reached his limit, Reeve.”

Reeve came around Charles and beamed. “That was marvelous. I haven’t had a go like that in a long time. And he’s just a beginner?”

“Just about.”

“He’s certainly alive.” Reeve appraised his well-endowed cock. She quickly licked her lips and extended a couple of sharply defined nails, as if to touch it. Then her attitude suddenly changed and she drew them back. “Well, if he gets trained the right way you might have something there.”

She turned her back and briskly walked away.

Lillian winched the bar down and released Charles. His legs deserted him and he crumpled on the floor. The welts from Reeve reminded him of their presence and he shifted his weight for the least uncomfortable area, also seeking to still his racing pulse. He’d never been put through something as heavy and steady as that. He had to recoup.

Lillian gave him the time he needed. She stood next to him, speaking with an attractive couple named Steven and Cass about some business deals. Apparently they all knew each other quite well.

When Steven and Cass took their leave Lillian made Charles stand. Maxine clinically rubbed something cool on his ass cheeks. The pain diminished somewhat.

“Did you get what you came for?” Lillian asked, returning to her role as hostess.

“I’m not sure,” Charles said. What did he enjoy more? The pain he suffered? Or the pleasure in Reeve’s face when she nearly touched him, knowing he exercised even just that little bit of control over her?

“I guess I came for a little bit of both,” he said.

There was absolutely no confusion on Lillian’s face. It was as if she knew his thoughts and understood his seemingly nonsensical answer. “That’s what we all seek, dear. But I think you might have a better connection to it than most.”




Chapter Two

Proposal

Charles visited Lillian frequently in the weeks that followed, but always when Maxine wasn’t around. Jealousy instantly came to mind and Charles’s misgivings about getting involved in a bad situation became evident. But Lillian, and then Maxine by telephone, assured him that wasn’t the case. Maxine knew Lillian liked playing with a male slave occasionally and did not begrudge her bi-sexual lifestyle. Yet, Maxine was a full lesbian who had no inclination to have sex with men even though she was a professional mistress who did dominate several men clients. Whenever Maxine left to take care of business, sometimes going out of town for several days, Lillian called Charles.

Lillian took care of the sex issue the first time they were alone. She had Charles tied down on her bed and mounted him, his erect cock sliding easily within her. But she didn’t start grinding her hips on him right away.

“Now hear this, slave,” she said. “You’re here on my pleasure, not yours. Don’t think I’m going to turn into your weekly fuck. When we have sex it’ll be when I decide and how I want to do it. Got that?”

Charles got the message loud and clear. Despite Lillian’s cold, authoritarian way of laying down the law the sex they shared was wanton and passionate. Charles wasn’t any stranger to sex, but Lillian showed him a lot of tricks for prolonging a woman’s pleasure and, by extension, his own. Yet, Lillian always called the shots and more than once sent him home with a case of blue balls.

Most often Lillian took him in tow while she did errands. She encouraged him to talk, mainly to let him get used to calling her mistress and to maintain the correct tone of respect. “Practice makes perfect,” she said.

Their conversations covered a lot of the SM scene and a variety of other topics, everything from the stock market to philosophy. Whenever a subject came up neither of them knew much about, Charles was expected to research it and give a small report on it. Lillian never forgot to bring up the subject in question next time.

Inevitably, mixed into their talks was information about each other. Lillian made no pretense as to being a mysterious dominant. She spoke briefly of a long ago, unhappy marriage and of her long involvement in the SM scene. Of her current employment, or lack of it, she was circumspect. She didn’t keep regular hours that an office person would. Yet Lillian definitely wasn’t hurting for money. She drove a Mercedes convertible.

Mostly though, Charles found he gave out much more information about himself.

“So, what did you do in college?” Lillian asked straight out one sunny day while they waited at a red light.

“Computers. Programming, networking, troubleshooting. I graduated with honors.”

Lillian looked at Charles in surprise. “That’s a field that always has a labor shortage. What are you doing working as a waiter?”

Charles gazed up at the sky. The clouds were stretched thin. “College is supposed to be done in four years, right? My course of study was designed for five. Too many dropouts in previous years so they decided to spread the load over a longer time. The only thing was my scholarship lasted only four years. Isn’t that the shits? I couldn’t afford tuition on my own. And as for help from my parents, forget it, they just didn’t have the money. So I took extra classes. When I graduated I was running on fumes. Last thing I needed to do was bury myself in some corporate basement for ten to twelve hours a day. I still work in computers though. I do web page design on the side.”

Charles abruptly sensed how long he’d gone on non-stop. Damn, he must have sounded like some yuppie whiner. Don’t look at Lillian; disapproval would be on her face. After all, he freely made the decision to take the extra courses. He risked a glance but, instead of disapproval, he found interest mixed with assessment. Like she didn’t quite know what to make of his story, but wanted to remember every word for some later time.

“Trained for the corporate world, yet not wanting anything to do with it. Hmmm.” The light turned green and she directed her attention back to the street.



Next week, on the Thursday afternoon Charles was summoned to appear on, Lillian met him at the door with an ice pack pressed to her left cheek. Her eyes were red.

“What the hell-?” Charles caught himself, his voice training taking over. “Ma’am, what happened?”

Lillian motioned him inside, her movements slow and her speech slurred. “I had to get my last wisdom tooth pulled this morning. I kept putting it off for a year. Maxine left early yesterday and the pain started in last night. It got so bad I couldn’t stand it anymore. I got home a couple of hours ago.” She managed a small smile. “Too bad you can’t share this with me.”

“That’s definitely not the kind of pain I look forward to.”

Lillian shuffled over to the couch. She was a mess, hair lank, skin paler than usual. She slumped over and closed her eyes, but it wasn’t a restful pose.

Something inside Charles kicked into gear. “Ma’am, did he give you anything for the pain?”

“Yeah. In my purse, I think.”

Charles found Lillian’s purse in the kitchen. Sure enough, a prescription for pain killers. Also, a separate typed note about how to apply the ice pack and when to do warm, salt water rinses. He put the prescription in his pants pocket, checked the refrigerator and cupboards, then returned to Lillian.

“Mistress, how long have you had that ice pack on your face?”

“I don’t know. About an hour.”

“Take it off. Half an hour on, half off. So says your doctor.” He took the pack away. “It’s nearly melted anyway. C’mon, put your legs up. Good.”

Charles replaced the ice and brought the pack back to Lillian. “I’m afraid I’m not going to be much of a mistress today,” she said.

“Are you kidding, ma’am? You could dominate someone with a twitch of your finger, but let’s not think about that now. I’m going to the store. If I’m not back in time, you put that ice pack back on. Alright?”

“Yeah, sure.”

Charles took off. At the store he first dropped off the prescription at the pharmacy, then loaded his arms with some boxes of gelatin and several cans of chicken broth soup. He noticed a small video section so he grabbed a couple of movies Lillian had mentioned she wanted to see. Then back to the pharmacy to pick up the pills and he bolted through the express check out. All in all, he got back to Lillian’s side in under forty-five minutes.

Charles made her take one of the pills immediately, then put the broth on the stove. While he waited for it to heat, he mixed up some gelatin and put it in the refrigerator to harden for dinner. The soup hot, he strode out to Lillian who managed to sit up on her own. She blinked a few times, probably in reaction to her sudden movement and the painkillers. Charles knelt at her side and carefully spoon fed her.

So that was how they spent their day. Charles put a movie in the dvd player and, when the title appeared on the screen, Lillian was delighted, in a fuzzy sort of way. Halfway through the film Charles noticed she had fallen asleep, so he stopped the machine and quietly read a magazine, then prepared a soft, light dinner. He left it in the kitchen with a note on the coffee table, then kissed her lightly on the cheek. Lillian roused, saw that he was prepared to leave and followed him to the door.

“Don’t overdo it on those pills,” he said, “and eat all your dinner.”

“Alright, Doctor Slave,” Lillian said. “And don’t you push it. I only had a tooth pulled, not my arm amputated. I can still swing a whip on mouthy slaves.”



Her domination of him was quiet, self-assured, giving Charles a new perspective of SM. When they got back to her place she either took him out to the dungeon for a full on session, or “parked” him in the house, out of her way while she took care of things. But she could also get tough when needed.

About a week after the Tooth Incident, as Charles privately thought of it, they were in a fashion store on Melrose. Lillian picked over the new styles and tried on a few things. Charles’s sense of fashion mostly entailed whether the clothes he wore fit him or not. With Lillian’s exacting shopping nature, Charles was soon bored out of his skull. Consequently, his attention drifted and he was slow to follow orders.

Lillian snapped at him a couple of times when he didn’t respond fast enough. When she gave him some money and told him to pay for her purchases, Charles languidly gathered up everything. He dallied on the way to the cash register, looking at some leather jackets.

With repressed fury, Lillian produced a thin leather collar from her purse and slapped it around his neck. She hooked her fingers underneath it and pulled him down, nose to nose with her.

“You knock off this shit right now,” she said in a loud voice, “or I’ll shove a dildo so far up your ass it’ll come out the other side.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Charles whispered.

“Louder, slave, I didn’t hear you.”

A few heads turned their way.

“Slave, answer me.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Charles responded in a normal tone.

When he got to the cash register, Charles blushed furiously under the woman cashier’s shocked stare.

That night Lillian strung him up in the garage, making Charles stand high up on his toes. She reddened his back and ass with the cat, then laced stripes all over with a nasty, two-blade quirt. Not since Lady Reeve at the party had Charles felt so battered.

Lillian approached him with a penis gag and Charles turned his head away in resistance. She slapped his erect cock. “Stop that right now! Open your mouth. Wider.” She shoved it all the way back in his throat. “Just for that little disobedience you’re going to wear it all night. And as for using this,” she grabbed his cock, “forget it.”

Lillian tied Charles’s hands up to his collar, strung a rope around his balls and led him back to the house, unconcerned that any nosy neighbors might see them. She chained him to the foot of her bed. He stayed that way until, in the morning, she kicked him out.



The punishments increased after that, each one more severe, always pushing Charles’s limits. Until the first Saturday in September. Charles was forced to stand at attention while Lillian worked in her home office. He couldn’t seem to keep still, much to Lillian’s annoyance. Twice she caught him fidgeting and verbally reprimanded him. After the third time she ordered him to a wooden post in the living room. She tied his arms behind it and his legs in front. To stop any complaints, Lillian placed a head harness trainer gag around his head. Arms back, chest out, legs together. He sure was at attention now.

Lillian returned to her office and left the angled double doors opened and positioned a small mirror to keep an eye on him. Occasionally her eyes looked up from the computer screen and glared back at him.

The doorbell rang. If he weren’t tied, Charles would have jumped. What if someone saw him like this? What was Lillian doing going to the door? Don’t answer it!

“Coming,” Lillian called out as she walked past Charles. She ignored his pleading eyes.

Charles was in direct line with the door. Lillian opened it, allowing just enough space for Ash to squeeze through.

“About time,” she said.

“Sorry, I had to talk with Tamera about a potential slave recruit and-” Ash saw Charles and his expression soured. “You didn’t tell me you were in session.”

“You mean I didn’t tell you I had a male slave here. He’s a potential recruit too.” Ash’s face darkened and Lillian quickly continued. “I want you to look at something first.”

Lillian took him to the office and partially shut the angled double doors. Through the narrow space, Charles saw Ash pull up a chair as she gestured to the computer screen.

Dominated in front of another man was nothing new to Charles; Lillian’s party had seen to that. But Ash seemed distinctly uncomfortable around male slaves. His attitude today confirmed that.

The double doors swung wide and Ash shot out of the office. “I don’t train male slaves,” he said, palms down in a gesture of finality. He headed for the front door.

“I know you don’t,” Lillian said, following him. “Your homophobia is plain to see. But if you want the ranch to be a financial success you’d better listen to your investors, of which I’m one.”

Ash stopped with his hand on the doorknob. “Alright, talk.”

“You’ve got Daphne and Tamera, how about one of them doing it? You’ve trained them well. You won’t have to be anywhere near except for possible phone consultation.”

Ash dithered. “It’s just tough for me to accept this idea.”

“New ideas always are.”

Ash regarded Charles. “A male slave coming out of my house would be different.”

“Heads will undoubtedly turn.”

“And Daphne and Tamera have complained lately about the lack of cock to play with.” He gave Charles another look. “Alright, as long as I don’t have to be around. You talk about it with the slave here. You keep crowing about his potential, let’s see if he can live up to it.”

Ash kissed Lillian goodbye on the cheek, gave Charles one last look, shook his head, then left.

Lillian shut the door and leaned against it. She was dressed in loose fitting sweats with pinned back hair. But the frank evaluation in her eyes caused Charles’s cock to stiffen.

“You just keep that thought in mind, lover boy,” Lillian said as she reentered her office.

Charles’s cock remained at attention for a few minutes, then gradually withered when it was plain Lillian still had more work to complete. She still looked at Charles in the mirror, but now her eyes crinkled in good humor.

An hour went by and Charles abstractedly watched his drool splash onto his toes. Then Lillian shut off the computer and rubbed her eyes. “Enough for today,” she announced. “Time for a change.”

She released Charles from the post. The head harness was removed and Lillian wiped off his chin with a towel. She ordered him to crawl to her bedside. Once there, he stayed on the hardwood floor, awaiting Lillian’s command to assume his usual position on the mattress.

He wanted to ask so many questions. What was all this stuff about a ranch? And a training program? Charles knew better than to bring up the subject first. He even kept his peace once Lillian told him to get up on the bed. The rules governing his speech were looser when they started their tumble in the sheets, but something in Lillian’s manner made Charles hold back.

Lillian tore into him, like a lion gorging on a fresh kill. Charles dug his nails into the bed and hung on for the ride. Her hair was loose now, wild, her nipples erect. Her mouth covered his shaft while one hand held tight to his balls.

Lillian was always an energetic partner but they were breaking new ground today. She occasionally went down on his cock, but never with such enthusiasm. Charles tried moving his cock deeper into her mouth but she tightened her grip on his balls in response. The message was clear; she was the one in control.

She broke off her sucking and straddled his hips. Lillian parted her vagina lips and grinned. “Alright, you little slut, is this what you want? You’ve been waiting all day for this, haven’t you?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“Well, maybe I’ll give it to you. Maybe I won’t.” She lifted herself to mount Charles but stayed just above him.

Charles clenched his teeth. “Whatever you decide, mistress.”

She quickly leaned down, her hands on his shoulders. “Yes, it’s whatever I decide, isn’t it? If I say no, you can’t touch me then, can you? No matter what I do to you.”

Lillian straightened and slapped his cock. Charles yelped and tried to move his hips, to get away from the danger. No good. Lillian’s strong legs held him in place.

“Whatever I do, you can’t say boo to.” Lillian lifted herself again, teasing Charles’s cock tip with her pubic hairs. “You can’t do shit.”

With a cry Charles grabbed her arms. Lillian extended her nails but Charles batted them away. She got in close and brought her teeth into play, biting him all over his shoulders. Charles got a hand in her hair and pulled her away. Lillian fought to get loose, arms wheeling, nails scratching. Charles put all his strength into a sudden roll, ending on top. That didn’t stop Lillian. Not until he lay stretched out on top of her, her hands pinned above her head, did the struggles subside.

Then he saw that look in her eyes again, the one filled with humor. Suddenly, Charles knew what to do.

“Alright, you want to be used as a slave, you got it,” he said.

With his own legs, he pushed hers wide and drove into her. They ground their hips together, skin slapping to punctuate their animal sounds. But when Charles felt himself begin to peak he slowed down. Lillian shook her hands free and reached for his hips. Charles slapped them away. She went for his nipples but Charles caught both wrists, then slapped her breasts twice each.

“You bastard,” she said.

“That’s enough of that.” Charles picked up a rope from Lillian’s nightstand and tied her wrists together to the headboard. He then leaned over the edge of the bed, snatched up her panties and stuffed them into her mouth. Another length of rope kept them there. He relished her amazed expression.

Now, he teased her. Charles placed his cock tip just inside her lips. Lillian thrust her hips forward and managed to envelope some of his helmet. Charles pulled back with a grin.

“Oh, now you want it? You’ll get it alright. But the way I want.” He slid off the bed.

Lillian frowned in puzzlement that changed to near fright when he grabbed her legs and rolled her over on her stomach. Soon, Lillian was up on her knees, head bent low, her pussy open and ripe.

The need for talk was over. Charles was primed and ready to burst. His cock plunged deep into Lillian’s furrow. She moaned behind her gag, rocking in time with Charles. She turned her head slightly to the side and, in spite of the gag, Charles caught a hint of a smile at the corner of her mouth.

He couldn’t hold it anymore. The orgasm drained him and he lay across Lillian’s back. Slowly, she let them both down on the bed. Charles rolled off Lillian, then released her from bondage and removed the gag. They curled into each other. As Charles fell asleep he traced the rope marks on Lillian’s wrists. Domination wasn’t so bad, after all.



Later, when Charles readied himself to leave, Lillian brought up the subject of Ash’s visit.

“I want you to consider something,” she said.

“Consider?” Charles laughed. “You mean I have a choice?”

“Why do subs say that? Like all slaves you choose submission every day. Anyway, I belong to an SM group - “

“An SM social group? I’ve heard of them.”

“No, it’s not a ‘social group’. And please don’t interrupt again, sweetheart. It’s not polite and then I’ll really have to punish you.” Her face set and Charles knew the regular Mistress Lillian was back, her submissive side deeply buried. “Let me put it this way: Ash and his ladies run a house that trains slaves. Now, there’s nothing unusual about this, not even the fact that he trains only female slaves. But I’ve convinced him to expand his operations.”

“You mean me?”

“You’re catching on. Don’t get a big head over this, Charles. Daphne or Tamera still may not accept you. But I’ve done all I can for you. I think you’re ready for training at the ranch.”

Charles suddenly realized the implications of what Lillian proposed. “You’re turning me out?”

“No, Charles.” Lillian put her arms around him, placed her cheek next to his. The warmth from her was intoxicating. “You’re simply ready for the next step. It’s time you began your journey to find a permanent mistress.”




Chapter Three

Travel

Charles rolled over and peered at the glow of the digital clock. Three thirty-seven in the morning and still not anywhere near sleep. Lillian had told him to “Be ready for anything.” His bags were packed, his last day at the restaurant was well past him and he’d dipped into his savings to pay the rent for three months. He’d also referred all calls for web page design to a hungry competitor. So he was ready. Or so he thought.

The first few days he left messages on Lillian’s machine but never got a response. Charles knew he shouldn’t have called but this inactivity drove him nuts. He settled down somewhat after that and established a routine of television watching and street gazing. Nights were the worst. He lay in bed, thinking he’d hear a mysterious knock on the door or the crash of a battering ram as strangers dragged him away. Of course, nothing like that happened. As the days wore on he replayed his final conversation with Lillian from early last week, hoping to catch some hint in her words or nuance in her voice that he originally missed.

“Don’t script any fantasies in your mind. You’ll be disappointed when they don’t come true. Take care of your personal business for at least two months. And just hang in there. Be ready for anything.”

How long was he supposed to wait? Lillian never told him if those two unknown ladies, Daphne or Tamera, had given him their stamp of approval. How could they when they hadn’t met him yet anyway? And how was he to be contacted? Late night phone call? Anonymous letter?

Nearly four-thirty now. Looked like another washout. Charles turned away from the clock and closed his eyes.



Behind Charles’s apartment ran a long alley. On its far side was a tall, cinder gray block wall with a space just wide enough for a person to walk through. A shopping center with a grocery store, pizza parlor, doughnut shop and numerous clothing and shoe stores occupied the other side. To house all the merchants, two long buildings formed a rough L-shape with a gap big enough to drive delivery trucks through at the corner of the L. Unfriendly, monolithic faded red brick faced a large back parking lot that no one used, except the trucks when turning around, or the apartment residents when they employed it as a shortcut to the shopping center.

Charles had used that route many times since he moved in and did so again that morning. His destination was the doughnut shop for an early breakfast. But that route suddenly changed.

Halfway across the parking lot a cool wind picked up, blowing through the gap between the buildings. He paused, turned his back on it to light a cigarette and didn’t see the dark color van roll up next to him. A figure leapt out from the already opened sliding door. Charles caught a glimpse of a tall, dark-haired woman who gripped his arms with a strength equal to his own. His cigarette and lighter dropped, his shoes dully thudded across the van door rail guard and across shaggy carpet.

“You sure took your own sweet - “ Charles began.

“Shut up!” The woman slapped him hard across the face, then stuffed a wad of cloth in his mouth. Another woman from the front of the van came back and the door slid shut. She crossed Charles’s wrists behind him while the tall woman roped them together. Then, with quick, quiet efficiency, they worked separately on him, one tying his legs, the other his arms. The second woman finished off the gag, pulling a white cloth tight between Charles’s lips while the tall woman tied another one around his eyes. Those same hands roved down to test his gag.

“Tamera, you can make it tighter than this,” the tall woman said with a hint of a southern accent.

“Well, he’s a rookie,” Tamera replied, her own voice young and vibrant. “I didn’t want to overdo it.”

“He’s a big boy. He can handle it.”

The gag was unknotted; a firm tug pulled Charles’s lips back further, then retied.

Fingers lingered over Charles’s apple-rounded cheeks. “Oh, yes. I see what you mean, Daphne. That’s much better,” Tamera said. “Too bad we can’t keep him like this forever.”

“Now, now. Back to work.”

“Oh, alright.”

Both women gave him an affectionate pat on the ass and then left him alone. The engine started and they rolled out on the early morning streets.

“No one does that silent glide with the van better than you,” Daphne said.

“Ash is so jealous of it,” Tamera replied. “You got your routine worked out for the next stop?”

“Of course.” Daphne’s voice went up a little. “`Hello, I’m collecting signatures for the Save the Seals Foundation.’“ Her voice dropped back down. “That’ll get me in the door with this one, no problem. I’ll signal you when everything’s ready.”

Charles guessed it was about a half hour after he’d been trussed like a Thanksgiving turkey when the van stopped, pointed slightly uphill. A door quickly opened and closed.

Wherever they were it was quiet. A few dim birdcalls drifted into the van. Charles moaned and flexed against the ropes.

“Take it easy, pretty boy,” Tamera called back. “Save that energy for later. You’ll need it. Ah, here we go.”

The van started up, turned sharply, leveled flat out, then stopped again. Tamera left the engine on as she got out. Soon, the sliding door opened.

Charles lifted his head on hearing the thump and grunt next to him. Something heavy was dragged further back into the van.

“I’m not used to watching two subs at the same time,” Tamera said.

“Would you rather be at the Iron Maiden answering two-hundred phone calls a day? You might even get one customer to show up,” Daphne said.

“Good point.”

“I thought you’d agree.”

The door slid shut, then both of the cab doors opened. Charles was able to peek from underneath his blindfold and saw both ladies take their seats up front, Daphne now behind the wheel.

The van backed up, then accelerated down the hill. A few more stops and starts followed, then a sustained increase in speed, heading to who knew where.

Beside Charles came a soft moan. He slowly angled his head until his restricted eyesight revealed who lay beside him.

A woman, dressed in tennis shoes, white socks, tan shorts and a light blue t-shirt. Ropes that wound around her ankles, knees and above and below her breasts immobilized her like Charles. A white cloth gag covered the lower half of her face and another of the same material blindfolded her. Medium length, sandy colored hair fell across her neck and a little over the blindfold too. Even at this angle Charles could tell she was a small thing. Petite. But her breasts and hips were just right.

“Hey! You little wiseass.”

Shit, Tamera caught him.

The tied up woman whimpered, probably thinking she was the one in trouble. But Charles knew better.

Tamera made her way back, hoisted Charles’s head by his hair and pulled a loose hood around him. The covering fell down to his neck, this time a guarantee Charles couldn’t see anything. Damn.

“You’re going to be a lively one, I can tell,” Tamera said, and patted his cheek. Her hand felt his rock hard erection. “Now I know what kind of carrot to put at the end of your stick.”



A short time later the van stopped again. A window was rolled down, then Daphne announced in a clear voice: “We’re back with the goods.”

A distant buzz and something unlatched and whirred. The ride turned bumpy. Cobblestones? Then a quick turn to the left and the unmistakable sound of an automatic garage door.

The van rocked a little when Tamera and Daphne came back to collect the “goods”. Charles’s legs were untied, then he was guided through the sliding door. Smooth pavement under his shoes, a firm pair of hands on his shoulders. A few steps, then he uncertainly climbed a short, carpeted flight of stairs. The firm hands spun him around, followed by a long walk with many turns.

“Hold still,” Daphne said. She untied him and removed the hood, blindfold and gag.

Charles found himself in a windowless, bare white room, in fact little bigger than a walk-in closet. The only features were the air vent and single light mounted flush on the ceiling. And the room was sound proofed.

“Strip,” Daphne commanded.

Charles didn’t argue. Daphne was an imposing figure, almost as tall as himself with well defined arm muscles. Long, brown hair framed a pretty, but forbidding face. Late twenties, Charles guessed. Blue jeans covered flared hips and long legs. He dumped his clothes on the floor between them.

“Where am I?” Charles said.

“Didn’t the gag teach you anything?” Daphne snapped. “You don’t look that dumb.”

Off to a flying start.

“Hold your arms straight out to the sides,” she said.

Charles did so, feeling like Christ on the cross. With business like alacrity, Daphne circled him, her hands probing his body, squeezing his arms, kneading the stomach and ass, testing the strength in his legs.

“Muscles are kind of soft. You need to exercise more.”

“I try. It’s not as often as I’d like.”

Daphne grabbed his face. “There you go with that mouth again. Did I ask you a question?”

“Uh, no.”

“Then shut up.”

She went on with the inspection. “I suppose it’s too much to ask if you’ve done any regular stretching like yoga.”

Charles opened his mouth to answer, then closed it.

“Good, you’re finally learning. Any stretching?”

“No, uh, ma’am.”

Daphne gave a tight smile at the honorific. “Your Lillian’s product alright. She’s good.”

She pointed at his clothes. Charles got the hint and offered them to her. Her smile widened just the barest amount. “You could be too.”

Daphne took his clothes away and shut the door.

Locked in a cube. Charles paced in a circle and was reminded of a play he’d seen some years back on an arty cable channel. A man was trapped in a room about this size and strange people visited him, discussing philosophy, art, reality. Walls became doors and then walls again as the strange people entered and left. The man tried to leave with them several times but they always pushed him back in the room, or “the cube”. A little spooked, Charles ran his hands along the walls, testing for secret entrances, but there weren’t any. The walls were walls and the outline of the door remained in its place. But the people who ran this place were grounded in their own fantastic reality.

A wizened, little man in a suit with thick glasses entered next. Behind him followed a beautiful blonde woman, naked and collared. The woman set up a small table and placed a thin briefcase on top. The man sat on a tripod chair with a canvass seat. The woman left and the man opened a briefcase.

“Alright, Charles Ryan, let’s get started. Sign these.” He shoved a pile of papers at Charles with print so small he had to squint to read them.

“They’re just standard releases,” the man said. “You could read them word for word and we’d be here an hour. Mainly they’re authorizing a background check, medical records, the usual.”

Oh, well, in for a penny, in for a pound. Charles leaned over and scribbled his signature.

“Good. Now, I want you to list any relatives or friends to contact in case of an emergency.” He provided a blank piece of paper.

Charles definitely didn’t want his parents contacted. He put down his sister Erin and a lady friend from the restaurant.

“Excellent. Last thing. Turn around and bend over. Oh, c’mon, boy. I’m not going to rape you.”

Slowly, Charles turned around and bent down, but with his eye back on the man who made some notes on a pad. “Place your hands on the far wall and spread your legs, like you’re going to be frisked.”

Charles straightened and placed his palms flat against the wall. He heard the man get up and open the door. Charles looked back and saw the collared woman come in with a whip in hand. Without any warm up she laced Charles’s back, ass and legs. Charles cried out on the first stroke, then grit his teeth for the others. After what seemed like a million searing lashes the woman left and the man shut the door again. This time he got very close to Charles, lightly touching a welt here and there. Some more scribbling, then he resumed his seat.

“Alright turn around. Daphne and Tamera have been watching you for the last week. They think you’ve got potential. And you showed some spunk in the van, although that thing with the blindfold could have gone either way.” He reviewed the signed papers and seemed satisfied. “So, you’re going to be taken to a ranch outside of Flagstaff. You’ll be tested, trained and, if your good enough, be allowed to display the mark of Ash House.” He paused. “Here’s your one chance to ask questions.”

Now they want him to think? Charles wrenched his thoughts into some kind of order. “How long will I be there?”

“The process is still being refined. It usually takes two months, but I’ve seen it go longer.”

“What about my clothes? Am I going to travel naked?”

“We’re a practical operation. You’ll be given something to wear when you leave. But clothes will be the least of your worries. Anything else?”

“Yes. May I have a drink? That gag made me thirsty. And I need to go to the bathroom.”

The man smiled for the first time. “I’ll have some water brought. And something to relieve yourself in.” He got up, knocked once on the door. The blonde slave came in and folded up the table and chair. The man stood with his briefcase, looking very much like a life insurance salesman. “I’m Ash Hennington’s secretary, Mr. Smith. If you get any doubts about this, any at all, and want to be let out, knock on the door and ask for me. But remember this; Lillian Wade has an eye for people. Her recommendation of you went a long way.”



Charles got the hidden meaning of Mr. Smith’s comment about Lillian – don’t let her down. He hung on to that thought while all the others of his doubting on getting involved in this pseudo world crashed through his mind.

The blonde attended to his needs. She brought water and a pot to piss in. Also food, things needed for a sponge bath, but nothing to read, and no talking at all. How long he was in that room Charles didn’t know. A day, maybe two since he fell asleep when the light suddenly went out.

He was on his back when the light came back on and he shielded his eyes from the glare. Daphne came in and Charles struggled to his knees.

“Hold still,” she said. A wide, leather collar went around his neck and locked in back. She threw a bundle on the floor. “Put these on.”

Charles stepped into a gray jumpsuit that zipped up the back, and a pair of leather sandals. Daphne motioned for him to turn around then zipped up the jumpsuit. She buckled a pair of leather cuffs on his wrists behind him, locking them close together, then hooked her fingers through the heavy ring of his collar. “Come, Charles.”

They stepped into a wide hallway that led to a marble foyer. Deep night showed its dark face through the picture windows set on either side of what Charles guessed was the front door. A blue van, this one with smoked windows all around, waited outside.

Tamera came into the foyer leading the woman abductee on a leash. The woman’s hair was up in a bun and she wore the same kind of jumpsuit as Charles, but her restrictions were more severe. Along with the collar and cuffs on her wrists, another pair wrapped her upper arms, joined by a rope. The restraints pulled her shoulders back so even through the bulky jumpsuit her tiny breasts stood out. A black, half mask of some kind of dull spandex reached over the bridge of her nose and clung to her lower face. A small, triangular hole allowed her to breathe. A bulge at the mouth indicated a gag under the material. Her eyes were red.

“Trouble?” Daphne asked.

“Nothing I didn’t expect,” Tamera answered. “She started up with her SAM act so I put a stop to it.” She turned to the woman. “The rules are different here, rookie. Any more of that shit and you’ll find yourself hitching a ride back. Clear?”

The woman quickly nodded her head.

They loaded the “goods” in the van. Charles had his hands brought around in front and chained to an eyebolt sticking out of the van floor. The woman sat next to him and her hands were brought around in front too, although she wasn’t allowed as much play in her chain as Charles.

Daphne and Tamera loaded suitcases in the back. Charles took advantage of the opportunity to get a bearing on their surroundings.

The house was set on a rise, which gave a view of the street over a brick wall. A wrought iron gate with the letter “A” in it protected the house from unwanted visitors. The cobblestone driveway split into two, one part going right and up, as Charles faced it, ending underneath an awning at the front door where the van was now, the other going down the side of the house, where Charles assumed he and his fellow trainee were first taken. The all white stucco stood out in the darkness, it’s dark red tile roof providing a segue to the night overhead. A manicured lawn sloped down to the wall.

Daphne got behind the wheel, Tamera on the passenger side. She cast a doubtful look at them. “I don’t know about these two. You sure this is a good idea?”

“Why do you think we’re heading to the ranch in the off season?” Daphne said. “No one else is there now. No distractions.”



They reached Victorville at sunrise and kept right on going into the climbing sun. The old AM radio played rock music that eventually gave way to static and then silence when Tamera turned it off.

The woman next to Charles sniffled a couple of times when they reached the freeway, but otherwise remained stock still. Her head was free to turn about but she kept it straight ahead. Charles snuck a couple of looks at her, a bit older than him with small, delicate hands. A band of faded skin on a finger where a wedding ring might have been.

They got off the interstate in a truck stop called Spring City, a halfway point between Los Angeles and the state border. Several other cars were there, mainly to fill up and allow people to get a snack and stretch their legs.

Daphne parked the van in back, next to the rest rooms. “Time for a pit stop, children,” she announced. “Ladies first.” She came back and unlocked the woman but didn’t remove her half mask. She quickly glanced around, then led the woman the short ten feet to the ladies room.

Tamera sat herself next to Charles. She stroked his hair in a friendly fashion but her voice contained an edge. “Having a man come out to the ranch is new to us, Charles. We think we’ve covered just about everything but we can’t be with you all the time on the road, like Daphne is with Abigail. So you’re on the honor system. But if I find out you’re taking advantage of it, in even the slightest way, you’re going back. So, go do your stuff and then fetch drinks for us all. Be back in here in ten minutes.”

Tamera left the collar and cuffs on him and turned him loose. She pressed a five dollar bill in his hand and a list of the wanted drinks. He “did his stuff” as Tamera commanded and heard Daphne say she wanted to fill up the gas tank. The van moved away from the rest rooms.

There weren’t any towels. Charles dried his hands on the jumpsuit and noticed both cuffs were in the open. He paused at the restroom door and brought his sleeves down as far as possible to cover the cuffs. There wasn’t anything he could do about the collar.

He quickly strode to the snack area. Thank goodness there weren’t many people around. His sore joints protested against the rediscovered movement. The sun beat down. Charles wiped the sweat from his brow.

The cool air inside welcomed Charles. A middle-aged woman behind the counter, her face lined with the desert wind, gave him a quick glance while she rang up another sale. When Charles selected the drinks and put them on the counter he noticed the woman wore a thin, silver chain with a small gold whip dangling from it. He stared at it until the woman waved a hand in front of his eyes.

“Hello? Anyone home?”

Charles shook his head. “Sorry. I was…”

“Looking at my necklace? Are you heading for Flagstaff?”

“Uh, why yes.”

“So, you’re the male trainee we’ve heard about? You’re in for an interesting time. They’ve never trained a man before. Daphne asked me to keep an eye out for you.”

Charles stumbled out with the drinks in his arms. Ash House had a slave out here? How many other secret eyes were watching?

He kept his sights on people as he assisted with the fill up. Suddenly, they all took on new significance, their innocent actions now filled with secret intent. He was thankful when he climbed back into the van, behind the protective smoked glass.

Their hands were chained to the floor again. Abigail’s gag was removed and they both were given straws to sip their drinks. Neither lady engaged them in conversation, although Tamera did shoot a pointed look at Charles and he was suddenly alarmed at what the woman behind the counter might have reported to her. He hadn’t done anything wrong. At least he didn’t think so, but who knows what she said? As the miles silently rolled past, he gripped his drink tighter to prevent his hands from shaking.




Chapter Four

The Ranch

Interstate 40 stretched out before them like an asphalt ribbon. Eventually the Mojave Desert gave way to squat trees of pinon and then juniper. At Kingman stately ponderosa pines grew numerous and, when they reached Flagstaff, the trees towered above them.

Tamera turned off the interstate and drove right on through town, heading north on a state highway. About twenty miles north of town she turned right on a dirt road and up through a narrow cleft. They passed underneath a thin, wrought iron arch proclaiming they were entering the Silver R Ranch. A steep drop on the other side of the cleft switched back and forth for an easy descent.

A small valley lay below, covered in a blanket of light green. Three log cabins sat near the center. The one in the middle was a two storey, nearly as big as Ash’s house in L.A. Picture windows on both floors reflected red light from the setting sun. The other two cabins were much smaller, single storey affairs and were set further back. A hot walker and corral occupied the space in front of the one on the right. A wrap around wooden porch distinguished the other with a roof overhang supported by wooden posts.

Daphne ordered Charles to open the garage. The stuffiness of the van gave way to fresh air and gravel that squelched under his sandals. He pulled up on the single, rusted handle and the door loudly grated open. The van rolled in next to a jeep, then Charles quickly lowered the door.

A musty odor filled the cabin. Without being told, Charles set to opening the windows while the women removed white sheets covering the furniture. A breeze came through the cabin, kicking up little dust bunnies here and there.

The living room occupied most of the first floor, with a normal sized kitchen as a buffer to the garage. Vibrant turquoise and light brown rugs covered the hardwood floors. The Santa Fe motif was also woven into the sofas and plush chairs. A huge dream catcher hung over the fireplace.

Charles carried Tamera and Daphne’s suitcases upstairs. A master bedroom and two others of smaller sizes took up the second floor. The two women each took one of the smaller rooms while Charles and Abigail were ordered to set up separate beds of their own from two sleeper sofas downstairs.

“You’re going to sleep down here for the night,” Tamera said. “Tomorrow more permanent arrangements will be decided. If you both perform well you might be allowed upstairs. If not - “

“Is that what the other two buildings out back are for?” Charles asked.

“Yes. And you’ll be punished for your question, Charles. Mr. Smith said you had only one chance. Anyway, you’ll be making your own prison, as it were, under our direction. Things are to be done a certain way, in a certain manner. If they aren’t…well, you’ll find out. Now, care to try for any more punishment?”

Tamera’s threat was enough to silence Charles. Abigail remained quiet as she had all the way out to Flagstaff.

Dinner was out of several cans that night. Corn, finger sausage, beans, peas. In the far back of the pantry Charles couldn’t help but notice the dry dog food, even though there wasn’t any pet around.

Daphne ordered Abigail to clean up the dishes. When Charles moved to help Daphne placed a hand on his arm. “No. You go upstairs and make up the bed in my room. Don’t bother with Tamera’s, at least not for tonight.”

When Charles returned downstairs, the two doms ordered him and Abigail to strip before they each got in bed. Abigail was what Charles expected: Petite frame with breasts to match, a face that easily showed up her blush. She took a quick look at Charles below the waist and her redness deepened.

They were ordered under the blankets, separated by about four feet in their respective beds. Tamera and Daphne each lit a candle, then turned out the lights. They went upstairs, arm in arm.

The last sight of the two mistresses at least confirmed to Charles whether their trainers were lovers. It also pointed out a double standard on Ash’s part; he could take two women being together under his roof, but not two men.

A door shut upstairs, then quiet settled over the cabin. Through the large windows a cloud bank rolled away and thousands of stars shone forth - red, blue and yellow apertures in the roof of night, tiny little eyes watching them. Charles felt a strange peace, even though he knew hell week, forget that, hell month, would start tomorrow.

“Charles? Are you awake?”

The tentative whisper from Abigail ended Charles’s reflections. Her hushed voice didn’t hide her high-pitched tone. Charles hoped she didn’t always talk like that. But then, maybe it was just nervousness on her part. She was quiet all the way out here, probably spooking herself to no end. Up until a few minutes ago, he was too.

Charles propped himself up on an elbow to face her. “I don’t think I’ll get any sleep tonight,” he said. “These last couple of days has been like something from the twilight zone.”

Abigail sat on the edge of her bed and leaned across the gulf between them but still kept her sheet about her. She gestured tentatively about the cabin. “I’ve only read about places like this in SM novels. When I was told about Ash House, I thought it was just some little place in an old building. You know, where people go see professional doms. But this…”

Charles considered acting like some know-it-all SM veteran, but trashed the idea when he saw the genuine wonder in Abigail’s eyes.

“Do you have a sponsor?” Abigail asked.

“Sponsor?”

“Someone who helped you get into Ash House.”

“Oh, yes. A woman who met me where I worked. I trained under Lillian for a few months. I think she’s a business partner with Ash, so that helped. But I almost wasn’t accepted.”

“Why?”

“Ash doesn’t like male submissives. From what I hear I’m the first one they accepted. What about you?”

Abigail gazed out at the night. “My sponsor actually was a couple; Steven and Cass. I met them at an SM meeting for couples. My husband couldn’t deal with it and walked out halfway through.”

“You’re married?”

“Not anymore. That was the last straw for us. I got my freedom just last week.” She paused and wiped at an eye. “Anyway, I was stranded so Steven and Cass gave me a ride home afterwards. They’ve been really supportive, not pushy about anything, although I wished they would force me into doing something sometimes. You know what I mean?”

Charles softly laughed. “I know exactly what you mean. Everyone’s so concerned about consentuality it almost takes all the fun out of it.”

“Yes! I like that edge. Cass understood when she topped me. What? What is it?”

Charles broadly grinned. “You sure are talking up a storm. Before you were quiet as a mouse. Tamera must’ve really done a number on you.”

Abigail’s eyes blazed. “God, I hate her! She comes in to my room at Ash House and first thing calls me a slut. A slut because I enjoy fucking with people’s minds. She said Cass and Steven were tired of me mouthing off all the time. As if she knew anything about it! Sure, I teased them, but isn’t that what any slave would do?”

“Ah, I don’t - “

“Then she wanted to know whenever I went to bed with someone if I always topped from below.”

“What? What did you say?”

“I told her it wasn’t any of her business. She said she wasn’t going to stand for any of that SAM crap and…” Abigail pulled back. “Well, she told me that would change before I left here. Then she pulled out this file and everything I had ever done with Steven and Cass was in there. Everything. Things I like done to me. Things I don’t like. I told her to fuck off.” Abigail’s hands formed into fists. So cool and withdrawn before, she was now intense and overflowing with righteous indignation, wanting to correct the perceived wrong done to her.

Up until then, Charles believed there was an invisible line neither partner crossed - the demarcation between fantasy and reality in SM play, the part behind the line where you retained your identity and certain privacies. Such an arrangement was implicit with Lillian and he sensed it in other SM people too. For the denizens of Ash House, particularly Daphne and Tamera, apparently that rule didn’t exist.

He reached out and took one of her hands. “What did she do to you?”

Abigail shook her head. Her eyes glistened in the starlight. The silence lasted a few minutes and neither of them moved. Finally, Abigail bit her lip, squeezed Charles’s hand and knelt at his bedside.

“Look, we hardly know each other but, well, can I stay in your bed tonight? I…need to be…”

A single tear drop ran down Abigail’s cheek. Her smooth, fragile skin a contrast to her previous fiery temperament.

Charles gestured with his chin upstairs. “What if they find out?”

“I’m willing to chance it. Please.”

A moment’s hesitation, then Charles lifted up the sheet and drew her in. He wrapped his arms around her and she curled up against his chest, kissing his neck.

It wasn’t long before Charles was hard and Abigail directed him inside her, her sweet walls eager to receive him. She hung on to him long after his orgasm, then went down and licked him dry. A brief rest, then Charles found some rope left on the coffee table. With tenderness he tied Abigail’s wrists together and kept them above her head when he took her a second time. When he was done and rolled off of her, Abigail cleaned him again, her mouth and tongue all over his cock and balls. It was clear she wanted him once more. When it became evident that wasn’t going to happen, Charles lay her back down and, with his hand, brought her to climax. He stuffed the end of a pillow case in her mouth to silence her cries.

They fell asleep after that, her hands still tied, his arms holding her close.



Daphne came down later that night and found them like that. She should have let them have it. But she and Tamera did leave them down here unchaperoned. How could something like this not happen? The slaves were only little trained, but that would change. And they’d learn of honor.



Charles and Abigail had the presence of mind to separate before sunrise. Daphne came down first and kicked both their beds. They peered at her with crust rimmed eyes.

“Vacation is over. Abigail, get dressed. You’re going into town with me to get food. Charles, you’ll be helping Tamera around the ranch. Well, c’mon, let’s go. Chop chop.”

The slaves were ordered to don their gray jumpsuits. The gas was still off so breakfast was cursory and cold; more of the same food from last night. Within an hour of waking up Daphne and Abigail had left for town. Tamera took Charles in tow as they stripped the rest of the furniture covers along with the sheets.

Charles tried to cover up the detritus of his fucking last night. Tamera snatched the sheet away from him and easily found the crusted spot. She didn’t yell at him, but her calm manner sent chills up his spine anyway.

“Hmm. I thought you knew better than that, slave. That’s two you owe me.”

Most of the day was devoted to the cleanliness of the cabin. The gas man arrived and the stove and heater belched on. Daphne and Abigail returned with the groceries and Charles helped put them away. When they finished he and Abigail unfolded clean sheets on Daphne’s bed, then made up Tamera’s.

A distant call from Daphne and they returned downstairs. The two doms sat across from each other at a small table. In front of each was an open file.

“Take off your jumpsuits and kneel,” commanded Daphne.

Charles readily undressed and assumed the position. Abigail’s movements were slower.

“Hey!” Daphne said, “Am I going to have trouble with you again?”

“Again?” Tamera said.

“I told this thing to address me as mistress at the store. She did, but only when there wasn’t anyone else around. I threatened to slap a collar on her if she didn’t comply.”

Tamera’s eyes narrowed at Abigail. “I thought I taught you, slave. You keep up with that shit and you’ll find yourself on a bus home. Now, strip!”

Abigail undressed and knelt, her blush all the way down her neck.

In a flash, Charles realized Abigail was a person who deliberately put obstacles in the way of her own success. If a goal was reached too easily she felt she didn’t deserve it. Just like all the part-time actors he worked with at the restaurant. Charles couldn’t help but smile at his insight.

“Don’t look so smug, you slut,” Daphne said to him. “I’d just as soon be at a warm poolside than stuck here with you. Always ready to help, aren’t you? We’ll just see how willing you are. And forget about your golden boy act too.” She pointed at the open file in front of her. “Lillian told us all about your kiss ass brown nose.”

Charles’s jaw almost hit the ground. Abigail said her sponsors told them everything, apparently Lillian wasn’t any different.

“Alright,” Daphne said to Tamera, “we’ve got a sam and a lamb. One who fights all the time, the other who has all the personality of a dead fish. Which one do you want?”

“I don’t think it’s that simple,” Tamera said. “They’ve both shown flashes of potential. Charles showed some in the van when we plunked Abigail next to him. I can still see his eye peeking out from under the blindfold. And Abbey tends to keep it in line, once you come down on her like a ton of bricks.” She flipped through the pages in front of her. “Charles has an aptitude for the whip and bondage. I’ll start with him.”

“Fine. Abigail owes me from the supermarket. I’ll punish her first, then go through some basics. Next week we’ll swap.”

“I don’t know what kind of condition you’re going to find this one in.” Tamera motioned to Charles. “He’s going to have to prove himself with me.”

“Isn’t that what you always say?”

“Yeah, but this time I’ve got new types of things to bruise when he’s punished.”



“Get your ass up. Higher!” Tamera struck Charles’s back with the cat. No soft deerhide, lightweight toy was this, each tassel was knotted toward the end. When Tamera hit him all the nerves in his back exploded and the welts rose like a sudden rash. Every one of her swings made Lillian’s whippings seem like child’s play.

“Don’t keep me waiting, slave. If you’re so eager to please, then let me see it. Because right now, I’m not.” Another swing and Charles cried out.

The whipping was only the first part of his punishment which related to his peeking out from behind the blindfold. In the main cabin Tamera bound his hands in back and led him, naked, to the cabin with the wrap around porch. Charles stumbled halfway there but Tamera didn’t stop. She jerked him back up by the lead rope she’d attached to the collar and pulled him past the heavy wood door.

Blurred visions of several objects set in a large, open space swept past his eyes. Tamera bent him over a coffee table, modified with leather cuffs and straps. She didn’t use any of that on Charles; instead she selected a whip from the toy wall and started to flay his back. But now Tamera wanted a new target.

Charles raised his ass. Tamera laced both cheeks until a fire raged throughout him. Then she grabbed Charles’s hair and pulled him upright. His hands were soon locked to a suspension bar and a wide spreader bar attached to his ankles.

Tamera perused the toy wall once more. Charles risked a quick look about the place. The coffee table was in a cozy corner between two dark brown easy chairs angled toward each other. A pair of wide windows behind them allowed a view to the rear of the main cabin and over to the third cabin as well. Just beyond the window to the right was a well stocked toy wall.

Tamera flexed a riding crop. “Getting acquainted with your new home?” she asked. “Allow me to give you a tour.”

The spreader made it difficult but Charles managed to turn around in a circle clockwise as she traversed the cabin. “Here’s the toy wall, of course,” Tamera said, pointing behind her. “In the far corner there is the back door which leads to various paths around the ranch. Next to that is the bathroom, outfitted for keeping even the most unruly slave in line while he or she is washed down. Over here is a kitchenette, with a small refrigerator and stove, for those rare occasions you and Abigail are rewarded with warm meals.

“Where the kitchenette ends, on the other side of this wall, around this little corner, is the bedroom.” She opened the door. Charles could see a double bed with a wood frame canopy over it. Tamera gave him a pointed look. “I don’t think I need say anymore about that.

“And for those days when you haven’t performed well, which I’m sure will be many, this is the cage.” It sat against the far wall, between the bedroom and some filled bookcases and came up to her waist. The top and bottom were made from stained wood and while the bars were shiny metal, soft furs spilled out between them to the floor. “So convenient to the bedroom too. If you’re wanted during the night we can just come out here and retrieve you.”

Tamera strutted to the book corner. Several large pillows were thrown on the floor. “Here is the slave’s library. You’ll be expected to read and research when not otherwise engaged.”

She smiled and strode to a twelve foot, leather covered rack complete with a windlass just a few feet in front of him. “This is my favorite. No telling what kind of screams or confessions you can hear with this beautiful thing.” She patted it like a favored pet. “Not long now, sweetheart.”

Between the rack and the cage was a rather large, empty space. Charles frowned. Odd that the whole cabin was crammed with devices or designated for one purpose or another and that area didn’t have anything associated with it. Maybe it was reserved for presentation or something.

The end of the crop smacked down at the tip of his penis. Charles jumped and yelped. He tried to turn away but Tamera followed him and struck his cock again and again.

“Stop running away!” She slapped his face hard, fore-and backhand.

Charles expected her to grab his balls, to squeeze them and bring him under control. The face slaps were more effective. They humiliated him, like how a mother would give an errant child. He squeezed his eyes shut but that didn’t stop the tears.

“What’s this?” Tamera lifted his head. “Oh, the little tear trick, is it? I know all about that too. You never tried that with Lillian but she wrote you might trot out that little ploy. When we’re through with you, you’ll know the difference between a fake cry and a real one.”

Charles shook his head out of Tamera’s hand. “Just a minute. This isn’t what I signed on for.”

Tamera laughed. “And what did you expect? Little pooh pooh commands of `kneel, present, open’? You’re the first man we brought here. You’ve heard how tough it is for a woman to make it in a man’s world? Well here, you’re going earn every little crumb thrown your way twice over.”

“That’s not fair!”

Tamera laughed, like how one would laugh at another’s misfortune. “It’s not fair, he says. Of course not. You’re a trailblazer, Charles. What you do will determine whether we allow more male slaves through here. Their future misery rests on your shoulders.”

“Fuck them. Let me out of here right now.”

“Oh, I’ll do that. And you’ll have company on the ride home. Little Abigail is probably saying the same thing to Daphne. You two better get used to each other, because once word spreads how you folded after only one day, no decent dom will look at you. Especially Lillian.”

“What’re you talking about? The scene is too big to have someone blackballed.”

“Of course it is. I said no decent dom would have you. And from what I’ve seen of you, nothing but the best will do. So what is it? Stay or go?”

Charles hung his head. His eyes were dry, but the anger remained. “You bitch.”

Tamera gently stroked his face. “I sure am, honey. And don’t you forget it.”




Chapter Five

Programs

Daphne took charge of Abigail for two days. Tamera was in and out, but at some point, amidst all the whips and ropes, Abigail realized she hadn’t seen Charles at all. Not that she’d have any energy to compare notes with him if she did. No, all the note taking was done by Daphne, which seemed strange to Abigail. Yet, with all the bluster that day when their files were scrutinized, things remained calm with Daphne. It gave Abigail a confidence that she was more reasonable than Tamera. Abigail would suggest a new bondage position or discipline task, especially when she got bored with the old one. Eventually the “suggestions” became more frequent. Daphne didn’t say anything but just followed Abigail’s lead and kept on taking notes. The whole cabin became their playground.

Metal hooks and other little surprises were spread everywhere. The living room itself appeared normal enough, but all the furniture had been modified to assist in a slave’s torment. A recliner when tipped forward suddenly became a spanking horse. The top of the window seat when lifted up revealed yards of rope. Several extremely functional leather devices were decoratively hung around the fireplace. Even the sleeper sofa had rings screwed into the frame to leave Abigail spread-eagle at night.

On the afternoon of the second day, Daphne hung Abigail from a hook in the living room. She draped a long piece of rope behind the Abigail’s neck and drew it out to equal lengths. A series of loops over, under, around, up and down followed on the small slave’s torso. Daphne took her time and hummed a tune to herself. Her fingers were long and dexterous, her experience with bondage obvious.

“How long are you going to keep me up here?” Abigail asked.

Daphne kept on with her work. “What do you mean?”

This wasn’t the most exciting thing to do right now but Abigail didn’t mention that. Instead she tried something else. “Well, my arms could use a rest.”

Daphne let go of the rope. Her eyes narrowed.

A sudden fear jolted Abigail.

Daphne viciously slapped Abigail’s tits.

“Don’t give me that!” Daphne said. “Steven and Cass wrote you constantly tried to top from below. I just wanted to see for myself. As for your arms, they also wrote you can do a full twenty minutes. When they did cut you down you’d bitch it was too soon. You haven’t been up here five minutes. More topping from below, I take it?”

“No, no mistress.”

“The hell you’re not.” Another slap, this one her face.

Abigail’s head rang. Her mouth went numb.

Daphne finished the loops on the torso, then lowered Abigail’s arms to incorporate them into the rope harness. She stood back for a moment and shifted a couple of loops around Abigail’s breasts to ensure symmetry.

Abigail’s senses cleared. Daphne was shaking her head.

“You know, you’re halfway decent when you’re not pushing your top or telling them to fuck off,” Daphne said.

“I only did that once with Tamera!”

Daphne hooked her fingers through the front of the harness and practically lifted Abigail off the floor. The mistress filled her vision. “You say ‘fuck off’ every time you suggest a different discipline or activity. How many months did Steven and Cass put up with you? Two? Three? They must be better people than me, because after only a few days you’re already on my bad side.”

She threw Abigail on the couch, then flipped open her file.

“ ‘Bossy, easily bored, narcissist’.”

“That’s not true! You’re lying!”

“Am I? That’s what they said about you. Look for yourself.” Daphne held the file so Abigail could read it. Sure enough, those were the words, and more, that Steven and Cass wrote about her.

Abigail read it all in disbelief. How could they have said those things about her? The sudden revelations shook Abigail. The last vestiges of the idyllic fantasy of the ranch now turned into a realistic exile.

The tears came and with them, huge racking sobs. Daphne watched and allowed the purge to take its course.

When all the tears soaked into the couch, Daphne set Abigail on her knees. “Look at me, Abbey.”

Abigail lifted her tear tracked face. She still gave a hitch or two but the red, swollen eyes were dry.

“You’ve got one chance here. Whatever we tell you, you do. And you do it without one word, or even one look, of protest. One slip and you’re gone. The only time, and I can’t emphasize this enough, the only time you’re allowed to say no is if you feel you’re in real danger. Clear?”

“Y - Yes, mistress.”

“What it boils down to is trust. Something you never fully gave to Steven and Cass. Right?”

Abigail lowered her head and Daphne snatched it right back up.

“Don’t backslide now, slave. You crave domination but can’t handle giving up control, can you?”

“Yes, yes.”

“You were afraid Steven and Cass would go too far. That’s why you topped from below. It’s my job to make sure that never happens, no matter how nasty things get. But you have to trust Tamera and me. The last thing a master or mistress wants is an uncommitted slave.”

Abigail nodded.

“Good. Now, with your teeth fetch that gag over there. It’s way past time your mouth is disciplined.”

Abigail did as ordered. The gag was a head harness, all intricate little leather straps, rings and buckles. The red ball tasted vile but Abigail didn’t make one negative sound.

Daphne placed all the straps with her usual expertise. Her hands sensually caressed Abigail’s face, cheeks, chin, eyebrows. She moved on to Abigail’s breasts. A squeeze, then a pinch on both nipples. Abigail shuddered but didn’t move away.

“We’re putting you on a program of strict obedience and physical impression,” Daphne said. “Your senses will be tested, attuned, refined. You’ll sleep in silk sheets and warm fur. When punished it will be in a physical way: deprivation of some kind,” she briefly covered Abigail’s eyes and ears, “or invasive.” At this Daphne touched her gag, then placed a hand over Abigail’s pussy and asshole. “Nothing less will suit you, and we all know it. Steven and Cass’s problem were they loved you too much. But when you try your little tricks with us, and you will, you’ll think you’ve never seen two such hard bitches in your life. Because you need us to be hard.”

The tears came again, but a different kind this time. They fell out of Abigail’s eyes and wet the leather straps on her face. Daphne kissed them away and lay the slave’s head on her shoulder.



While Abigail’s program was tactile, Charles’s was more intellectual.

Their first full day together, Tamera bound his hands in back and led him around on a leash blindfolded. Charles had a vague idea where things were, the leather rack in the center of the room, the cage and chairs, but not of the exact distance between them. Tamera tugged on the leash several times but Charles’s steps remained tentative. After a half hour Tamera threw the end of the leash down in disgust and grabbed Charles’s chin in a leather gloved hand.

“What’s with all this resistance? I can’t teach when you won’t follow my lead.”

“I - I can’t. I don’t know where I am.”

“That’s not your concern. Lillian blindfolded you, didn’t she?”

“Yes.”

Tamera put her hand behind Charles’s neck and made him bend down to her. “I’m your mistress now, slave. I will guide you. I can’t do that unless you fully place yourself in my care.”

Charles remained still, swallowed once, then gave just the barest nod of his head.

Tamera straightened him. He sensed she strung out a long length of the leash. “Follow, slave.”

Each morning for the next week, Tamera led Charles around like that. Each time something new was added or changed. A two foot hobble strap prevented him from taking normal steps. Then it was shortened to one foot, then to only three inches. The speed at which Tamera led him about the room didn’t slacken which eventually forced him to take quick, mincing steps. A gag thrust in his mouth the fourth day prevented him from direct communication with Tamera. If he slowed, Tamera only yanked harder on the leash. He had no choice but to keep pace. Almost by default he trusted her.

The afternoons were spent with the slave’s library. Tamera ordered him to read not only classic novels like Story of O and L’Image, but more recent stories from Anne Rice, John Norman and even John Preston. The quality of writing ranged from hack work to literary. Charles was surprised to find male homosexual authors on the shelf but wasn’t surprised to find Tamera’s or Daphne’s names on the inside cover. Ash had contributed a few - heterosexual stories, of course. Lillian had also contributed some with the stories’ sexual orientation every which way.

The library also included many “How To” books and magazines, with a few articles downloaded from the internet. Charles didn’t know so much advice about SM play was available. They were almost as common as cookbooks.

Book reports were demanded. Tamera provided Charles with a notebook and pen. When he read them she made him stand at attention in the bare space between the leather rack and cage. Along with stocking his mental library, the reports served another function. Charles wasn’t aware he had a speech and presentation problem. Tamera’s displeasure was plain, her criticism ego shattering.

“Slow down,” Tamera said one afternoon. “This isn’t a fucking race. And look up once in a while. Let me see your eyes.”

“Goddammit, straighten up!” Tamera said another day, and whacked him on the stomach with a crop. “Pull that in. No, too far. Don’t give me a military posture, you moron. You’re not a damn grunt.”

Charles would grip his notebook until his fingernails turned white. A fact not lost on his mistress.

“Give me that thing,” Tamera said near the end of the week. She snatched the notebook out of his hands, then ripped out the neatly written report and threw it in a waste basket. “Forget that crutch. Keep your thoughts clear in your muddled head and look at the person you’re talking to. A straight forward, honest presentation is always best, especially to a prospective mistress.”

Charles quickly rubbed his face. Dammit, he wasn’t used to this! Except for Lillian he didn’t have to look people in the eye when he was a waiter or worked on web pages. All he had to do was write down notes when customers ordered food or punch computer keys. In fact, they weren’t people; this guy at table seven was spaghetti and meatballs, the table next to him was fettuccini, heavy sauce. Sometimes the web page called for animated flames, others were static gifs. When he had spare time Charles hardly called anyone, he preferred the internet or maybe watch television.

So Charles’s reading slowed down. He figured if he didn’t finish a book or an article, he wouldn’t be made to deliver a report on it.

Wrong.

“What’s this shit?” Tamera demanded the first time Charles tried it. “We know you’re a quick reader.”

“No, really, mistress. It’s a thick book.” Charles held up the paperback as proof.

Tamera slapped the book out of his hand. It thudded against the wall. “Your presence here is hanging by a thread. You’re just trying to weasel out of something you don’t like to do. No book report, huh? Well, guess what, slave? I have another chore for you.”

Charles learned there were far worse things than book reports.

Tamera dressed him in a French maid’s uniform. The short skirt came well up his legs. Frilly panties, high heels, curly blonde wig and a feather duster completed the ensemble.

Charles was no stranger to cross-dressing, having read about and viewed it on a couple of adult dvd’s Lillian had rented. He confided to her he didn’t know if he could take having his maleness taken away like that. It struck him as the ultimate humiliation. Lillian understood and never rented a dvd like that again. But she made it part of his file. Damn her.

“A part of your duties is to keep this place clean,” Daphne said. “Get to it.”

Charles began to run the duster over the coffee table.

“Not like that, you idiot!” Tamera hit him on the rear with a wooden paddle. “Legs together, ass out. Let me see how dainty you are.”

Charles closed his eyes. Hang on, he told himself. You can do this.

The high heels made balancing difficult, especially with his feet so close, but Charles did it. He imagined how his rear end looked, the panties peeking out each time he bent over. It was an invitation to even more ridicule and punishment. If he let up in his adopted feminine traits, Tamera whacked him on the ass with an accompanying caustic comment.

Daphne entered the cabin without knocking. “Tamera, I need the suspension cuffs and… Oh, what’s this?” She gave a little smile.

Charles wished he were anywhere but here.

“Just a little encouragement,” Tamera said. “It seems our boy didn’t want to follow orders.”

“Isn’t he just the little sissy?” Daphne said. “Don’t have him stop on my account.”

At a nod from Tamera, Charles returned to his task. Daphne discovering him dressed like this was somehow even worse. His face warmed, his embarrassment plain. He hoped Abigail wouldn’t hear about this, the less people who knew, the better.

“There’s something missing,” Daphne said. “He’s too quiet.”

“Yes, of course,” Tamera said. “Slave, hum a little tune while you work. A singing sissy is a happy sissy.”

Charles stopped his actions and stared at them. They couldn’t be serious.

Tamera held up the paddle. “Do it.”

Charles began to dust again. Legs together, ass out, wrists limp. His mind blanked on a song so all that came out were random “la, la, la’s”, interspersed with his chokes and sobs. He wiped his tears away only to have them replaced by more.

Daphne found the suspension cuffs she came for, gave a girl to girl kiss on Charles’s wet cheek and said, “I can’t wait to get my hands on you.” She gave him a small wave as she left.

Tamera motioned to Charles. “Take off those things and kneel.”

Charles eagerly complied. The maid uniform fell into a loose heap on the floor. He kept his head bowed, still filled with the embarrassment.

Tamera clipped the leash to Charles’s collar and led him on his hands and knees to the bedroom. A tug on the leash indicated for him to get up on the bed. Tamera secured him in an inverted Eiffel Tower position, arms spread and legs together. She tested the ropes and cuffs for strength and nodded in satisfaction.

“Some men go rock hard when they wear women’s clothes, but not you,” Tamera said. She leaned in close to him, her voice husky. “I thought Lillian was wrong when she wrote you didn’t have any secret longing for cross-dressing. Sometimes a master or mistress can’t bring themselves to reveal all their slave’s secrets. Lillian is the most honest I’ve come across but I couldn’t help testing you, and her, just a little.”

Tamera stood back. Her delicate fingers undid the buttons of her dark wool shirt. Then her jeans, the zipper quiet in its descent. The denim gave a slight rustle when it slid over her small hips. Her black bra and panties were shiny satin.

She put one knee on the bed and leaned over Charles. Tamera’s chestnut hair swung in front of her shoulders. Drifts of perfume encompassed him.

Tamera reached behind her back and her bra came loose. It hung a moment on her shoulders, then slid down her thin arms. Her generous breasts swayed just beyond Charles’s mouth.

It suddenly struck Charles that with all his own nudity, the explicitly sexual lifestyle he was immersed in, he’d never seen Daphne or Tamera naked.

“Can’t take your eyes off them, hmm?” Tamera said. “Maybe you need a distraction.”

Her fingernails lightly scratched his balls, drew circles in his pubic hair around his already half erect cock. When Tamera surrounded it with her palm, it swelled to full size.

Tamera smiled. “You’ve recovered quite well from your ordeal.”

“Thanks to you, mistress.”

“Sweet. I guess that voice-training is sinking in.” She sat lightly on his chest, brought her breasts closer to his mouth. “Go ahead, Charles. You’re no different than any other straight man. You want them.”

Charles pursed his lips around the nearest one and suckled it like a new babe. His tongue swirled around the aureole, flicked on the nipple. Tamera brought the other one in range and Charles switched over. He wanted to draw them in all the way, feed on them in a frenzy, but he kept the pace slow, almost languid.

“Oh, yes, Charles. Very good. You’re better than Daphne. How did Lillian let you go?” Tamera lost herself in the sensation and closed her eyes.

Charles pulled back on each hardened nipple several times. Tamera’s tits stretched with the suction, and then fell back against her chest. With each release Tamera’s own mouth slackened some more, her breath deepened.

Tamera’s reactions reminded Charles that, even as a submissive, he exercised a certain amount of control over his mistress. He was reminded of his first party at Lillian’s house. Of Reeve and the hedonistic look in her face even though they had never physically touched.

Charles let go of one breast. His smile must have given away his thoughts because Tamera placed a couple of fingers to his lips. “Time for me to take over, slave.”

She shuffled down to his hips and carefully removed her panties. Charles glimpsed the wet lining before she tossed them aside.

His cock easily slid up into her, their separate heat a match for each other.

“Alright, slave,” Tamera said. “Give me everything you got.”

Any thought of a slow build up vanished from Charles’s mind. Too long had he lived in a sexually charged situation and done without. All he needed was Tamera’s challenge to let loose. He bucked upwards with an energy that nearly threw her off a couple of times. Tamera hung on like a bronco rider and gave it right back, her hips slapping down on his. Her hair flew about her shoulders.

Charles was a comet that blazed across the sky. And like a comet his light was intense, but brief. He came quickly, shooting hard into Tamera. She froze, her eyes closed again, paralyzed with pleasure.

Tamera caught her breath and barely supported herself on trembling arms over him. “When you let go, you don’t kid around.”

Charles managed to get his own heaving chest under control. “Mistress said to give her everything I had. I didn’t want to disobey.”

“Oh, you didn’t. You didn’t. Although we’ll have to teach you endurance.”

“I look forward to our next lesson, mistress.”

Tamera opened her eyes and gave him a pointed look under her dark eyebrows. “You’ll get them. But not the way you think. And you’ll be punished harder because now I know just how good you can be.” She finally gave in to her weak arms and lay on top of him.

After that the book reports were given on time. Charles’s speaking ability dramatically improved and Tamera praised him on his progress. The punishments, when they came, were judicious and severe, but the maid uniform was never mentioned or seen again.




Chapter Six

Ponygirl

“Come on, girl. Legs up. Higher! That’s it,” Tamera said in approval.

Abigail was in parade mode. Back straight, she brought her knees above her waist while she circled the corral. Thick, thigh high boots added to the weight of her legs but she was used to them after all this time.

A network of wide, supple straps encased Abigail from the top of her head to around her thighs. Easily flipped down horseblinds sat on either side of her eyes. A curved rubber bit cut deep into her mouth and exposed her teeth. Her arms were folded in back and cinched one on top of the other with leather straps. A lead ran from her bridle to Tamera’s hand in the center of the corral.

“Trot,” Tamera called. She snapped her whip in a wide arc, the end of it striking the ground near Abigail’s feet.

Abigail picked up her pace, matching the whip in a syncopated rhythm. Her “trot” was part run, part skip but the harness stayed firmly in place, adding to the unusual tan lines on her skin which grew deeper every day. Her breasts jumped in time with her gait and little golden bells on suction cups attached to her nipples chimed with a beat of their own.

A couple years ago, if anybody had told Abigail she’d be naked under a warm sun, much less in bondage as a ponygirl, she’d be shocked right down to her toes. The first time Tamera took her to the corral Abigail shook in terror. She trembled when the harness and bit were locked on her. When Tamera held up the butt plug with the horse tail on the end she screamed through the bit. But Tamera soothed her with soft words, gently bent her over and with slow, practiced ease, completed the transformation.

Her initial training in the main cabin implied Abigail was still a person, still possessed with a sense of human dignity. But now she was reduced to an animal! Yet a ponygirl possessed its own peculiar advantages. Tamera rewarded Abigail with sweet treats when a command was well followed. And after so many days away from fresh air, Abigail couldn’t feel more relieved at being outdoors, or feel more natural.

Today was especially good. The sun shone down from a wide blue sky. At Tamera’s command, she brought herself up to a canter, her pony tail sensuously slapping her pumping legs. Not even the restraints on her body or the discipline of her gait dampened the feeling of freedom. She shook her head, hair tossing all about like a rich mane, and gave a long snort through her bit. Froth from her mouth spilled over her chin but Abigail didn’t care. She pranced like a foal at play.

The cellular phone in Tamera’s back pocket chirped. She loosely wound the lead around the fence rail then turned her back on Abigail. “Hello? Yes, Master Ash. We wondered when you’d break down and call. Couldn’t be better.”

Abigail tuned out the one way conversation. Her gaze focused on the green field of the valley and wanderlust struck her; out in the grass, running free, nothing to hold her back.

She took a couple of steps in that direction but felt her lead tug on her collar. The lead wasn’t even knotted, the friction of the leather on the rough wood was all that kept her in place.

A quick glance at Tamera revealed she had wandered to the far side of the corral, still with her back turned. That was enough temptation. Abigail slowly lifted her leg, wrapped the lead around her ankle and pulled down. She was free! She bolted out through the open gate, her lead on the ground behind her. Out! Out in the gentle field. Abigail galloped through the meadow, the wind whistled in her ears. Dimly, she heard Tamera’s angry shout but nothing could stop her now.



Charles shifted his legs underneath him. The open position, knees apart with palms up on his thighs, was easy to maintain, but what made things difficult was the command not to move at all. Since Daphne had taken over his lessons she always made him wait for her like that. He knew she was teaching him the discipline of patience, and these ever-lengthening periods were meant to help him, but that didn’t make it any easier. Right now she was changing clothes in the bedroom and she took longer each time. He watched through the bedroom door as she slowly rolled a black stocking up to her garter clasp. Classic dominatrix outfit today: black leather teddy, gloves and high heels. Charles’s cock began to stir and he pushed his legs a little wider to let it grow.

The outside door flew open and Tamera burst into the small cabin. “Our pony is loose! She’s running wild.”

“What?” Daphne jumped up and stood at the bedroom door. “Just how the hell did that happen?”

For the first time, Tamera’s self-possession fled. “Uh, she must’ve undid her lead somehow.”

“Did she also unlock the gate? The gate was shut, wasn’t it?” Tamera didn’t answer. “Wasn’t it?”

“No. She was doing her practice steps when Ash called. You know how he gets to talking. And with our new male slave I wanted to tell him everything was alright. Next thing I know she’s gone.”

“I think there’s more to it than that,” Daphne said quietly. “We’ll talk about this later.”

A look passed between the two doms and Charles instantly knew who was on top in that relationship. He tried to hide a smile but Daphne caught it.

She came over and grabbed his face. “Wipe that look off your face, slut. Or I’ll stick a gag brush in your mouth and have you cleaning toilets all next week.”

“Yes, mistress.”

Daphne rushed back into the bedroom and pulled on faded blue jeans and a white shirt over her dom costume. When she came out, she threw a pair of khaki shorts and light shoes at Charles. “You’re coming too, slave. It’s going to take all three of us to catch that filly.”

They spotted Abigail halfway across the hundred acre valley, a distant speck. Daphne shook her head. “We won’t catch her on foot. Tamera, get what we’ll need at the corral and wait there. Charles, come with me.”

They separated and Daphne led Charles up to the main cabin, through the back door and on into the garage. She pointed at the jeep. “You drive. Tamera and I need to keep our hands free.”

Charles got behind the wheel while Daphne opened the garage door. The engine turned over but didn’t kick in. He tried it once more with the same result. Charles spied a pair of jumper cables on the wall, got out and began to connect them from the jeep to the van.

“What are you doing?” Daphne demanded.

“When was the last time this thing was run?” The goal of starting the jeep, and catching Abigail, was uppermost in his mind. He didn’t care if he sounded disrespectful.

“Who knows? The last time we were here. What does that matter?”

“It matters because the battery is weak. These things need to be exercised just like people.” He made the last connection on the van. “Get in and start this thing. Don’t race the engine, just let it idle. I’ll tell you when to turn it off.”

Any remark from Daphne about this take charge attitude from Charles was stopped by the look he gave her. All business herself now, she climbed into the van and started the motor.

Charles waited a moment, then cranked the jeep again. After several turns the engine caught. It sputtered at first, then climbed to a good idle speed. He signaled Daphne to kill the van engine, then he removed the cables.

When he settled himself behind the wheel he didn’t miss the single raised eyebrow Daphne gave him. “You always drop your slave persona so fast?”

“Only when there’s a pony on the loose, mistress.”

“I’m sure.”

They sped around to the corral. Tamera jumped in back, handed a lasso to Daphne and they were off in a cloud of dust.

“Take it easy, Charles. This isn’t a race,” Daphne said, getting back on top of the situation. “Just get close and follow her. She’ll tire eventually.”

Charles let up on the gas and grinned back at Daphne. This was fun.

Abigail saw them coming and ran deeper into the valley, her ponytail trailing behind her. Charles noticed the sweat shining on her neck and back. She was in good shape to get so far so fast, and under restraint as well. Yet, her breathing grew labored and her speed decreased as they casually followed her.

When they neared the far end of the valley, Daphne directed him to get around in front of her. Charles swung wide and hit the gas, coming around face to face with Abigail. Tamera and Daphne jumped out, flanking the jeep on either side, then widened their distance from it as they encircled her. Abigail was caught in a loose triangle.

She tried to dash to her left, between Tamera and the jeep but Charles quickly turned the wheel and cut off that route, bringing him a little closer also. Abigail went right. Charles cranked the wheel back the other way and threw the jeep into reverse, this time using the end of the vehicle to stop her. All during this time Daphne and Tamera got closer, their words soothing.

“There, girl. Easy. Easy,” Tamera said. “It’s alright.”

“Come on now. Pretty little thing. Tch-tch. C’mon.” Daphne shook loose her lasso.

Abigail saw the rope and her eyes narrowed. She shook her head and stamped a foot, then turned and lunged for the space between the two women. Too late. Tamera swung her rope overhead and expertly caught the pony around her chest and arms. Abigail pulled against the rope and all Tamera could do was hang on to keep her grip. The ponygirl strained one way, the mistress the other, two stubborn mules that dug in their heels. Charles climbed out of the jeep to help but needn’t have bothered. Abigail lifted a foot as she pulled and that was all Daphne needed. A quick flick of her wrist and her rope found itself around the pony’s ankle. Abigail squealed behind her bit and stood stock still. Any movement and she’d topple over.

The two doms were quickly on her. Daphne wrapped her arms around Abigail and held her in place while Tamera secured a rope around both ankles, leaving about foot and a half space between them.

Daphne motioned for Charles to drive over. Abigail’s lead was replaced with a much longer one and firmly knotted to a handle on the back of the jeep.

Charles studied the hobble strap. So that was what it really looked like. He’d always been blindfolded when he wore one. Simple and effective. Yet, aesthetically pleasing too. Tamera had wrapped the loose ends of the rope around the middle part making it look like a strong cable. No, Abigail wasn’t going to get loose this time.

“Charles, get back here. Walk beside the pony and make sure she doesn’t stumble,” Daphne ordered. “Here, use this so her lead doesn’t get too tight.” She handed him a large wooden paddle with round holes in it.

When Abigail saw the paddle she shook her head and tried to back away. Charles’s reach was long and his arm quick. The paddle whistled through the air and landed with a loud smack on Abigail’s left cheek. She screamed behind her bit and jumped. The shock of it froze her long enough for Charles to land a similar blow on her right side.

Charles’s cock stiffened but he kept his voice cool and hefted the paddle. “A nice weight,” he said. “It leaves a nice impression.”

“Don’t overdo it, Charles,” Daphne called back to him. She threw the jeep in gear and very slowly headed back to the cabins.

Abigail ran along with tiny steps, all the while glancing over her shoulder, her eyes wide just like a skittish horse. After a few more well placed blows, just the sound of the paddle singing through the air was enough for her to pick up the pace. When they reached the corral, Abigail’s ass was bright red.

Daphne stopped the jeep outside the corral, then came back and inspected Abigail’s physical state; drool on her chin, tears down her cheeks, the marks on her ass, but also an expected wetness in her crotch area. Daphne’s hand spread Abbey’s cunt lips and the pony moaned at the caress. Daphne held up her fingers for all to see. “I think we’ve found Abbey’s calling. Cass and Steven will be thrilled, although they probably weren’t expecting a pony.”

Charles’s cock bulged against his shorts. Daphne noticed it. “I guess we’re all thrilled, aren’t we? Maybe the bit and bridle call to you also, Charles.”

“I don’t know mistress, but…”

“Yes, go on.”

“It sure is nice being outside.”

Daphne studied Charles. “I know what you mean, slave Charles. But I also know you’d make a magnificent ponyboy. Still, it might be wise for you to learn how to care for a pony first. Take off the hobble and attach the pony on the hot walker. She needs to cool off.”

“Whatever mistress commands.”

Charles untied the rope between Abigail’s ankles and then led her to the walker. Two leather straps hung down at the outside of a yellow pole. These attached to either side of Abigail’s bit. Sweat ran down her face and chest into the dust that caked her lower torso and upper legs. Her hot breath enveloped Charles’s arms. Her matted hair stuck to her neck.

They started to walk; Charles slightly out front and to the side with the lead in his hand.

“Pretty little pony,” Charles said in a low voice. “You gave us quite a chase. It was fun catching you, but I think you had the most fun of all.”

Abigail snorted through her bit and stamped her foot. A bead of sweat dropped off her nose. Charles wiped her face off with his hand as much as he could through all the straps. She took a quick couple of steps forward and nuzzled him on his shoulder, her tongue sneaking out from behind the bit. Daphne called to Charles from the corral fence. “You’d think she’d have run out all that friskiness. Take her inside the stable and towel her down. Clean her up good. We’ll meet you both at the slave study later. And Charles…”

“Yes, mistress.”

“Take your time.”

Astonished, Charles realized the implications of her orders. He started to call after Daphne to make sure he’d heard her right, but the mistress had already turned her attention to Tamera who was doing her own best to remain calm. Daphne made a motion toward the big cabin and the two doms left the corral fence. It looked like they were headed off for that “discussion” that Daphne had mentioned earlier.

Not wanting to waste any time, Charles immediately disconnected Abigail from the walker and led her to the third cabin, also known as the “stable”. Much like the other small cabin, it was mainly one huge room, but possessed a curious combination of human living space and pony quarters. The left side had straw on the wood floor and several stalls, with a small porcelain pot in each one and several large metal buckets and towels. An array whips, leather restraints and thick rope hung on the back wall. The right side had a couch, a single bed, and a small, open bathroom area.

Charles removed the harness with care, one buckle, one strap at a time. The bit came out and Abigail let out a deep breath, her jaw moving up and down. Her arms freed, she tentatively shook them out, unsure of their regained mobility. The straps around her torso were next. Abigail stood mute and docile, head bowed while Charles lifted the main harness away.

Last was the ponytail butt plug. To think Abigail ran across the valley with this plug up her ass made Charles look at her with a new respect. It must’ve been damn difficult just walking with it. He unhooked it from the back strap which held it in place and slowly slid it out. Jesus, it was big. But it was only midsize amongst the others in the stall. The larger ones were still in their shiny shrink wrap, while the smaller ones were bare. Each of the unwrapped ones had a sticky note attached to their tips with a date written on it. The earliest note date was a few days after they arrived at the ranch. The latest one was dated for today, it clung to the wall in the empty space where Charles was to put the butt plug he just took out of her.

Envy swelled up in him. While he’d been reciting book reports and put through trust exercises, Abigail had been taught a specific role, given a certain niche to fill. Granted, his own physical training hadn’t been neglected, but Tamera promised he’d have to twice earn whatever bones they’d throw him. So he stayed in the slave’s library, talking theory, until such time his mistresses felt him worthy to move on to a higher level. But how? How to prove he was ready?

He shook his head to clear his thoughts. Orders. Right. Follow Daphne’s orders. Clean up the pony. He tugged on Abigail’s leash and headed for the shower.

The leash went taut. Charles turned around and found Abigail’s docile behavior gone. Her feet stubbornly planted themselves and she even brought her hands up to wrest the leash from Charles.

“Hey! What’s gotten into you?” Charles said. He pulled back on the leash. “Hey, hey! Knock it off!”

Abigail didn’t verbally answer, but her expression told him she wasn’t about to go in there. She gripped the leash and Charles had to singly pry off her fingers. Abigail strained and grunted with each digit. Charles unsnapped the leash from her collar and tied it around her wrists with plenty leftover for him to grip.

“Alright, you’ve had your little rebellion - wait!”

She kicked him! Abigail landed a couple of solid blows before Charles managed to dance out the way. She was small, but her legs were strong. All those days of pony training gave Abigail more than a little muscle. Those kicks hurt.

He knew how to fix that. He had his pick of restraints but no time for anything fancy. Just some plain, simple rope tied at her ankles neutralized the latest threat.

Charles squeezed Abigail’s face with both his hands. “Is this a test? Or just a battle of wills? Well, guess what? Mine’s stronger.” He threw her arms up and slung her over his shoulder. Abigail silently bucked against him; her dual fists pounded his back.

The shower area was a large tiled spot with a hand held nozzle high on the wall. Two thin marble partitions were on either side, like a communal shower. The space was easily big enough for two people. A bar ran across the top.

Charles tossed the two ends of the leash over the bar and drew Abigail’s hands tight above, her head locked between her arms. Little rings sunk in the floor tiles, about two feet apart, provided convenient tools to anchor her spread legs. Abigail twisted her body, first to the left, then the right, in refusal to accept her situation. Charles wrapped thick ropes around each thigh and another around her waist, tying them to a metal cleat on each marble partition. Abigail’s flagrant twisting about was now reduced to a subtle squirm.

“Alright, let’s see how you deal with this.” Charles opened the tap and cold water gushed out over Abigail’s breasts. She screamed and her nipples stiffened at the sudden chill. Charles turned on the hot water and soon brought the temperature to a comfortable level. But it was worth seeing Abigail’s reaction to the cold after all the trouble she gave him.

He stripped out of his shorts and shoes and joined Abigail under the water stream. Everything he needed to clean up a dirty pony was in the shower. A thick bar of green soap provided the cleanser as Charles started to wash down Abigail. His large hands swirled over every inch of her body, from her fingers to her armpits, breasts to stomach, back to crotch, legs to ankles, right down to her toes. He turned her into a mass of lather.

While he was at it, Charles also soaped up, then brought the nozzle down to rinse himself, then Abigail. The dirt trailed off her, like a car going through an automatic wash. The water danced like so many stars and rivers, accenting Abigail’s shapely body. Charles wiped down spots of soap that he missed, her muscle tone firm under his hands.

He turned the nozzle on her face, keeping it there even when Abigail opened her mouth for air, until her hair was completely wet. Charles hung the nozzle back up, squirted a blue shampoo on top of her head, then rubbed it gently into Abigail’s hair and scalp. When he rinsed her, his fingers lightly massaged the base of her neck. Abigail moaned.

“Like that, huh? Maybe you’ll like this too.” Charles moved a hand down to her pussy. He found her lips and delicately stroked one side, then the other. A slight move upward and Abigail’s clit became fair game too. He let the nozzle dangle free, it’s spray falling on their legs. Charles’s other hand wrapped around a nipple and stroked. Abigail’s moan turned to an inarticulate murmur.

“What was that?” Charles said. He leaned down to her ear. “Does a pony talk?”

“Please, please, master…”

“Please what?”

“Don’t, don’t leave me like this. Halfway there. That’s what they do. They never let me…”

A light bulb went on over Charles’s head. “So, that’s why you fought me. You thought I wouldn’t let you come. Well, maybe I won’t.” He stopped stroking for a second. Abigail whined.

Charles laughed. “But I like to think of myself as a compassionate master.”

He reached up and untied the rope from the bar. Charles bent her forward, placing his arm around the front of her waist. A bar or even a back of a chair would have been good for Abigail to hold onto, but he was too hot to consider such practical matters.

Abigail stood ready to receive him and his cock warmth mixed with hers. Abigail groaned again as he pushed inside, her hips bucked against his own. The slap of flesh on flesh punctuated with Abigail’s short grunts bounced off the marble. His hand found her asshole and she squeaked but then licked her lips in anticipation; there was more than enough room for two fingers inside her. Charles moved them in concert with his cock. Like pistons in an engine, first at a steady idle, then revved up to full speed.

Abigail held off as long as she could but soon the shudders ripped through her, from her shoulders to down her legs. Denied all this time relief came on with a vengeance.

Suddenly, Charles found himself at his own peak. One burst after another shot out of him and Abigail experienced the shudders again. He squeezed his arms around her waist and she hung suspended while Charles emptied into her.

He withdrew and allowed Abigail to straighten up. She leaned back and kissed his shoulder. Her eyes shone with gratitude but became confused when he tied her hands back overhead.

“I’m… I’m supposed to clean you up,” Charles said between breaths. “That includes conditioner on your hair.”

Abigail chuckled. “Yes, master. I wouldn’t want to cause trouble for you.”

“No, of course not.” Charles squeezed a tube. “You wouldn’t want to do that.”




Chapter Seven

Show

The call of the bit and bridle, once stirred within Charles, would not leave him alone. Tamera’s remark, “a magnificent ponyboy”, tempted Charles through his vanity. Before he fell asleep at night, he imagined what it might be like pulling a cart or wagon; the curved bit between his teeth, the drool on his chin, the leather tack encasing his head and chest. He’d lurch forward, feel the weight of the rider behind him, his thighs tighten, his legs pump and they would be away. The wind whistled past him, his transformation complete.

But the only person being transformed was Abigail. Each day in the corral her persona deepened into “Spirit”, as Tamera and Daphne called her during her steps. The women would switch off running Spirit through her paces, each one pushing the ponygirl just a little farther to build her stamina. The tones in their voices were just the right mixture of encouragement and threat. During rest periods it was Charles’s duty to water Spirit, make sure she didn’t overheat, or just groom her. If she broke from her character at all, such as trying to talk through her bit, Charles was to report it. Abigail did try that a couple of times but after a particularly exhausting run under Daphne’s scourge, she quickly learned to communicate otherwise, especially when both women wielded the crop on her.

Charles envied all the attention lavished on Abigail. True, the mistresses were more used to training women than men, but that didn’t change the fact that he was here now. Aside from being led out to the corral on a leash, the only time they paid Charles any notice was during Abigail’s cool down periods. They’d tie the ponygirl’s lead to a post in the shade and then give a curt motion for Charles to attend to his grooming responsibilities. Yet, he didn’t entirely mind; it also meant an ongoing rest from Tamera’s crop for him. Then, on the third day, Tamera demonstrated she hadn’t forgotten about her other charge.

“Charles, come here,” she called. She used the same tone as she did with Abigail/Spirit.

Daphne took charge of Abigail and Charles trotted over. At Tamera’s command he stripped and kicked off his sandals, then was ordered to turn around and face Abigail on the other side of the corral. Charles could only guess what Tamera was doing behind him. His only clue was Abigail’s eyes as she avidly watched.

A couple of leather straps came down on his shoulders followed by several more around his chest and hips. A codpiece sewn onto the hip straps that plunged between his legs covered his cock and balls. Already Charles felt his tool awakening at the touch of leather.

“Try to contain yourself, Thunder,” Tamera said. “I can tighten that thing up any time I want and mash that cock back down. I’m sure it’ll hurt then.”

“It already does, mistress.”

Tamera gave him a sharp look. “You know better. Ponies don’t talk.”

Charles opened his mouth to reply, caught himself, then shut it.

“Good boy. Good, Thunder,” Tamera soothed him.

She slipped a curved, rubber bit between his teeth and an intricate bridle around his head. As Tamera cinched the many buckles and straps around him, Charles felt his “ponyness” increasing. He blew between his lips and even lightly stomped his feet a couple of times. When his upper arms were encircled in heavy cuffs, then brought back and hooked to a strap that ran down his spine, Charles let out a snort.

Tamera laughed. “Easy, Thunder. Just a few more things.”

A pair of wrist cuffs were buckled on, then a pair of boots covered his feet. Unlike Abigail’s, which were knee high these were ankle height, laced and deep brown.

“Isn’t he just superb?” Daphne called across the corral. “Too bad you didn’t find that harness sooner. Then we could’ve had two entries.”

“I don’t know,” Tamera said. “He looks a little too serious for that. I don’t see him high-stepping for applause. Maybe something more practical.” She eyed the unused cart, then smiled. “I’ve got an idea.”

They backed Charles up to the cart and attached both parallel bars to either hip. The extra weight wasn’t much and he felt this was going to be easy, even when both mistresses climbed into the seat behind him.

The end of a single-tail cracked across his ass. “Giddy up!” Tamera called out.

Charles lurched forward, his romantic fantasy of a ponyboy suddenly replaced with the reality of muscle strain. Damn! It was like hauling bricks. He bent forward, the straps cutting into his shoulders and chest. His feet dug into the soft earth, barely able to get any traction. Sweat formed on his brow, ran down and stung his eyes. The cart moved a few feet, then a few more but the effort expended was far more than what he got in return.

“Let’s go, Thunder. Let’s go!” Daphne exhorted. “You’re big and strong, you can do better.”

Charles grunted. Better? Hell, yes he could do better. But why didn’t they allow him to build up to this extra weight instead of throwing it at him all at once? It was like having a weightlifter try to bench-press four hundred pounds without any warm up.

“Yah, yah!” Tamera called out. The single-tail burned his shoulder blade.

Charles tossed his head. Goddammit, he was trying! Just what did they expect? He bent down even further, nearly parallel to the ground. Behind him, Charles caught a glimpse of both upside-down mistresses on the seat, Tamera’s hand readying another flick of the whip, one leg stretched out in front of her, the other curled up and –

Resting on the brake?!

He jerked up and turned around as much as he could in the reins. Yep, there it was, right on the pedal. No wonder he wasn’t getting anywhere.

“Charles, remember what I told you our first day here,” Tamera said.

Charles didn’t move. He glared at Tamera, his chest heaving, his breath panting around the bit. He well remembered Tamera’s little declaration of a double standard, of how he was going to work twice as hard, and how close he was every day to being sent home. Right now he’d take that bus ticket. First though, he’d give that smirk of Tamera’s a good belt.

Daphne caught the smoldering line between them. She leaned forward and gently said, “Go on, boy. It’s alright. Go on, Thunder.”

Charles held his ground for a moment, but Daphne’s appeal to his newly created ponyboy persona cut through the tension. He turned back around and leaned into the reins. Tamera continued to liberally apply the whip, but the brake was eased up on as they circled the corral. After ten intense minutes it was time for a cool down. As Abigail resumed her paces with Daphne, Tamera dried him off with a soft towel, and her hands were gentle.



The next three days continued like that; Charles was no longer groom to Abigail but now had his own crash course in pony life. He was always hitched up to the cart and made to pull, pull, pull. No subtle moves, no high-stepping, no light canters and definitely no preening allowed. His legs, already in good shape, became rock hard under the strain. The brief times Tamera did let up on the brake Charles felt like a Pegasus, able to soar to the heavens. Only Tamera’s whip and the well applied brake brought him back to earth.

The fourth day the routine changed. They were all up before dawn but, instead of another workout, the mistresses dressed them in full pony gear and turned them loose in the meadow. Abigail took to it like a young filly, running and cavorting about. Charles, on the other hand, remained still for the most part, husbanding his strength. He felt something was up and didn’t want to tire himself too soon. They had both been given a light breakfast and there must have been a good reason for that.

It didn’t take long to find out. The van came around the house’s corner with an enclosed trailer hitched up behind it. The two women pushed the cart up the ramp, then Daphne let loose with a clear, high-pitched whistle.

Abigail shook her head and ran over while Charles took a more leisurely pace. When he got there Daphne was already leading Abigail inside the trailer.

“C’mon, Spirit. Tch, tch. That’s a good girl. Good girl,” Daphne said. She tied the lead to a hook high up on one side of the trailer, then helped her settle down on some straw just behind and to the right of the cart. Abigail took to it like a second home.

“Alright, your turn, Thunder,” Daphne said.

Charles tossed his head. Oh, no. He wasn’t about to bump around in any trailer. He backed away.

“Thunder, stop that!” Daphne said. “Come here.”

If Charles could have neighed, he would. As it was he blew between his lips in a passable imitation.

“Don’t be afraid, boy,” Daphne said. She held out her hand. A lump of sugar rested in her palm.

Hmm, yum. Charles did have a bit of a sweet tooth anyway. He leaned forward. Maybe he could grab it before—

A stripe of pain suddenly erupted across his ass. Charles yelped and jumped right into Daphne’s other outstretched hand. She grabbed a firm hold on Charles’s bridle while Tamera came up the other side from behind. Before he knew it, Charles was up the ramp and secured to the trailer’s other side. They forced him to the floor and, unlike Abigail, hobbled his feet so he couldn’t stand.

“I was afraid he’d get skittish,” Tamera said. “This might come in useful.” She held up a hood.

At a nod from Daphne, Tamera slipped the black canvas over Charles’s head. A drawstring around his throat kept it in place.

Charles tossed his head again. No, he wanted to see! But the hood calmed him somewhat also. Without any sight Charles knew he shouldn’t thrash about lest he harm himself. He’d read in one of the many books from the library that when a struggling captive was robbed of sight they tended to stop. Now, he understood why.

The trailer ramp squeaked up and clanged shut. Soon thereafter, the engine chugged to life and they were mobile.

The early part of the ride was a nightmare. Each jolt in the trailer only increased Charles’s disorientation and fed his fear of their getting into an accident. He snorted as they bumped along but soon those stopped as utter helplessness sank into him. If he could only see what was coming.

Something brushed across his chest and Charles jumped. Abigail. It was Abigail. She had crawled over to him and let him feel her presence. She let her hair fall over his shoulders, soft and silky. Even through the hood he was aware of her comforting scent. Her legs were next to his, firm and smooth. She laid her head in his lap and stayed there.

Charles drew in deep breaths. It was okay now. He could do this. The presence of another person made the ride bearable. Their first night here it was he who kept a nervous Abigail from losing it. Now, it was her turn to be the comforter. Her own steady breathing, her warm skin on his acted like a security blanket. It told Charles he wasn’t in this alone, even though he was alone in his personal darkness. When the van stopped and the ramp came down, Charles was back to his old self. He needed to be because it was Abigail’s turn to get nervous.

She was the first one led out, then Daphne’s hand stood Charles up and guided him down the ramp. The hood came off and Charles squinted in the sunlight. Already Tamera was fitting Abigail’s head harness with a bright pink plume. Dangling bells were suctioned to her nipples and a long, lush horsetail was clipped to the strap at the small of her back. If that wasn’t enough, Tamera also shined every buckle and metal stud on the harness, then curry combed a few pieces of straw from Abigail’s angel hair. Charles couldn’t take his eyes off of her. Yet, Abigail’s whole body slightly shook. It wasn’t due to any harsh ministration from Tamera, but the surroundings in which she suddenly found herself.

They were on the edge of a wide, clear field. Dozens of ponygirls and a few ponyboys were everywhere, many undergoing last minute grooming from their owners. A few were already high-stepping and showing off some complicated moves. Some were hooked up to carts and began a slow traverse of the field. A bleacher stand, down at the far end, already held a few spectators. A public address system came to life with a little feedback whine.

“Attention. Attention. All contestants’ ponies must be registered within the next ten minutes. Last call. Ten minutes.”

“I told you we should’ve left earlier,” Tamera said.

“We got here in time,” Daphne calmly replied. “Go ahead and trot Spirit over there. I’ll take care of Thunder.”

Still muttering to herself, Tamera led a visibly nervous Abigail away to a gathering of doms and their ponies at the bleachers. Charles couldn’t help but feel relieved, yet also disappointed he wasn’t going to participate in the show. He frowned. So, what was he doing here?

As if in answer Daphne walked the cart out from the trailer, then gently backed Charles up to it. After some fussing and tightening of straps, he was hooked into it.

“Nice and easy to start, Thunder. Let’s go.” Daphne shook the reins and Charles started at a slow trot.

Unlike his hell sessions in the corral, the brake was used only in combination with a gentle pull back on the reins to stop. Subtract the weight of a second person in back and add a smooth, hard surface and Charles felt he could run forever. However, the bit in his mouth along with the harness around his body and head kept him grounded. Whenever his pace got too fast, Daphne employed the reins with a soft “Whoa”. Soon, all it took was a subtle pressure and Charles got the message.

They made frequent stops around the field. Daphne knew a lot of people and said hello to them all, even giving rides to a few. Some wondered at her ponyboy, having previously always seen her with a ponygirl.

“Just a little experiment we’re trying,” she said. “He’s our workhorse today. If you need anything hauled around let us know.”

“He looks more like a stud than a workhorse,” one mistress said.

“Really? Well, I hadn’t thought of that,” Daphne replied. “But who knows what the day will bring? Maybe if he’s very, very good. Then we’ll see.”

She slapped the reins and they were off, Charles’s erect cock in his codpiece leading the way. He couldn’t help but think of Tamera’s comment to him in the van when he snuck a look at Abigail. It was the carrot and the stick alright – just tease him with a little pussy and he’d do whatever they wanted.

He stayed like that all morning long, no matter how heavy a load he was given, no matter how dirty he got. At one point he stood beside Abigail, taking a break from his labors, full of grime and sweat. The lower part of his harness was caked in dust and was a sharp contrast to Abigail’s to which Tamera constantly attended. If Charles had any doubts before about his role he had none now; Abigail was the shining show pony while he was the strong, stern Clydesdale. He did anything from moving equipment onto the field for different competitions to a simple taxi service. And he worked his ass off. Not until almost noon did Daphne direct him to a makeshift corral.

“Alright, Thunder. Take a break before lunch.” Daphne released him from the cart and removed his bit. She gave him a firm slap on the ass that propelled him into the corral amongst the other ponies.

There were about forty in all and he was one of three ponyboys. A few of the females sat quietly on the grass sipping from water bottles while some practiced their moves. Past them all, shrinking against the fence on the far side, was Abigail. Gone was the frisky, eager attitude from the morning as she watched the graceful strides of the veteran ponygirls. Charles started to weave his way over to her but before he got there one of the other males stopped him with a friendly greeting.

“Hello, Larry McCoy. So you’re the male trainee from Ash House we’ve heard rumors about. What’s it been like? I hear that Tamera is a real bitch.”

Charles kept his voice down. “I don’t think I’m allowed to talk…”

“It’s okay in here,” Larry said. “This is rest period. Take a break from the pony world. See, others are talking too.”

Charles gazed around. Sure enough, some of the ponygirls were talking, although they kept their voices down. Larry in contrast was a loud giant, with his bright blonde hair and well-developed legs. He was about Charles’s age with a fresh, open face.

“Is this your first competition?” Larry asked.

Charles nodded his head. “Yes. For both of us.” He pointed at Abigail and continued on his way but, not wanting to be unfriendly, motioned for Larry to follow.

“How’re you doing?” Charles asked Abigail.

“I don’t know what I’m doing here,” Abigail said. “I can’t even attempt half the moves I already saw today. Tamera told me about our coming here a few days ago and I couldn’t wait. Now, I only want to leave.”

Abigail couldn’t look away from two in particular as they went through their high stepping, modified pirouettes and little hops. After a vibrant redhead’s especially graceful maneuver Abigail just shook her head in defeat.

“That’s Scarlet,” Larry said. “Well, that’s her pony name, I don’t know her real one. She or Petra usually wins the blue ribbon.” He pointed to a dark-skinned beauty that also went over her routine. Petra’s moves were graceful, her legs long and shapely. “I’d love to roll her in the hay,” Larry said.

Something about the matter struck a chord in Charles. It reminded him of something. Yes, of course.

“It’s a high school track meet,” he said.

Abigail and Larry stared at him as if he had two heads.

Charles smiled. “They’re trying to intimidate everyone,” Charles said. “Psyche them out. I used to run sprints in high school. You should’ve seen all those guys, each one shaking their legs out before they squatted down, adjusting the starting blocks, brushing away the dirt at the starting line, acting so self-assured. It was all looks. It didn’t make them run any faster but it made the rookies think twice about being in the same league. They had a three feet lead before the gun even went off.”

“That’s all very nice,” Abigail said, “but how does it relate to me?”

“Like this. Listen.”

Charles outlined a quick scheme. Larry laughed out loud but Abigail paled.

“I couldn’t do that!” Abigail said.

“You want to win?” Charles asked.

“Yes.”

“Then beat them at their own game.”

Abigail’s eyes narrowed. She stepped past Charles and Larry, casually circling the two women who were all alone now in the center of the corral.

Petra’s knees nearly came up to her chin as she high-stepped and Scarlet was nothing but liquid grace as she held her arms still while going through sharp turns. All the other ponygirls’s admiration was plain. Then Abigail strode into their space, crossed her arms in front and gave a small, almost derisive sniff; Scarlet and Petra came to a sudden stop.

“Humph. Well, you two at least…look…pretty.”

Both women stared at Abigail. Scarlet was speechless, but Petra recovered her wits. “Just who the hell are you?”

Abigail didn’t back away; quite the opposite, she strode right up to Petra.

She threw back her head and grinned. “I’m the one who’s going to knock you off your pedestal.”

A couple of other ponygirls gasped. Scarlet turned away, but gave a nervous laugh.

Petra was dead serious. “I’ve seen your steps. You’ll be lucky to make the first cut.”

“You just watch your own steps, sister, ‘cause I’ll be right behind you all the way.”

Petra’s mouth worked soundlessly. She apparently wasn’t used to this kind of talk, and from a newbie at that. Suddenly, she dropped all pretenses.

“Loudmouth bitch!”

“Snotty twat sucker!”

Petra raised a fist. Abigail matched her movement.

Charles wedged his way between them. “Okay, ladies, okay. Save it for the judges.” He wrapped his arms around Abigail and dragged her away.

“I’m gonna get you!” Abigail pointed at Petra, then at Scarlet. “Both of you! You’re finished! Both of you!”

Charles managed to get Abigail back against the fence, but as soon as he let go she bolted for Petra and Scarlet again. This time Larry needed to lend a hand. Abigail’s feet kicked in the air as they carried her back.

“Alright, Abbey,” Charles muttered. “Ease up.”

“I’m just doing what you said,” she whispered back.

“Yeah, I know, but Jesus, not fucking Muhammad Ali!”

Petra and Scarlet stood still; they seemed numbed by this upstart’s attitude. Just then the food arrived which covered for the fact that they didn’t start practicing again; a convenient face saving coincidence.

Charles stood in line for lunch while Larry played watchdog with Abigail. Petra got her food first and pointedly walked past Charles. She’d gotten back a little of her own attitude.

“Good thing you were there,” she said, “or I’d have to step on that runt.”

Charles decided to do a little trash talking of his own. “You’re kidding, right? She would’ve taken your head off. You’re all show, but she’s got the guts.”

Petra sniffed but got as far away from them in the corral as she could.



The ponies rested for about an hour before the owners collected them. Larry was among the first to go. His owner, a middle-aged, thin woman, called to him by his pony name, Ajax.

He gave Abigail a quick kiss and shook Charles’s hand. “It’s sure been interesting. If you’re ever in San Diego look me up.” His lady called him once more, sharply this time, and Larry hotfooted it over to her. She shook her finger at him before putting the bit in his mouth.

Singly and in pairs the other ponies trotted back out to the field behind their masters or mistresses. When it was their time to leave, Petra and Scarlet threw heated looks at Abigail. She took a step toward them but ran into Charles’s iron arm. Eventually, they were the only ones left.

“I wonder if they forgot about us,” Abigail said.

“Not likely.” Charles pointed well beyond the corral. Near the middle of the field were Tamera and Daphne listening to the man who’d brought the ponies their lunch. One of the mistresses would glance occasionally in their direction. Soon, they called both ponies to the gate.

Before Charles or Abigail could say anything about the lunchtime altercation they were drawn beyond the gate and their bits placed firmly in their mouths.

“Spirit doesn’t seem any the worse for wear,” Tamera said. She smoothed Abigail’s hair and gave her light pat on a flank. “I just can’t imagine her acting up like that. Can you, Mistress Daphne?”

“Certainly not, Mistress Tamera,” Daphne replied in an exaggerated way. “Why, she’s just been the perfect model of discipline today. Of course, she didn’t earn her name by being a wet blanket either. I’m sure if anything did happen…IF…then she was provoked.”

“My thoughts exactly,” Tamera said. “And I hear Thunder was the peacemaker. I always knew he had a lot of horse sense.”

“Even if he may have played a small part in starting the whole thing up.” Daphne pulled Charles in close. “A small part, I’m sure. But then, we really don’t know what happened. Probably never will.”

“That’s right,” Tamera said, “because – “

“ – ponies don’t talk,” they both finished.

Charles slowly nodded. Out of the corner of his eye he noticed Abigail did also. So, that was the lay of the land. Neither of them could confirm nor deny what happened, or anyone else from the corral for that matter, since they were all back in pony mode.

“I’ll bet the rumor got started from that guy who fed them lunch,” Daphne said.

Tamera nodded. “That must be it. He was bored and needed a little excitement. I’ll see that his dom whips him for it. But if I find out from anyone else that it’s true, in even the smallest way, I’ll be most displeased.” Her eyes bored into them both.

As they were led away, Abigail to the field and Charles back to his cart, Charles closed his eyes in relief. Fine, he could live with a “Don’t ask, don’t tell” sentence over his head. He chomped down on the bit, partly in reassurance he was still Thunder and not some disgraced slave headed for home, partly to remind him to keep his mouth shut. It still kept getting him into trouble.

Charles went back to work, used again to taxi the people around the field. Each one had nothing but praise for Daphne and her ponyboy, and some wondered why he had not been entered in the competition. Daphne graciously accepted the compliments and answered that his temperament was more suited to another purpose. “You know ponyboys,” she said. “They’d rather fuck than strut.”

Charles jerked his head up. Fuck? Did someone say fuck? He made sure everyone saw his eyes widen and his head nod. Might as well play up the role and have some fun at it.

His reaction wasn’t lost on anyone. Just then the loudspeaker announced a race was about to begin. Everyone rushed off to see it, but one lady stayed behind.

“Is he available for other services,” she asked Daphne.

Charles well knew what “other services” implied. He nodded his head and stamped a foot. The lady and Daphne laughed.

“Could be, Elaine,” she said finally. “Go ahead and look closer.”

Elaine ran her hands over Charles. “He certainly has a good physique,” she said. “Nice, firm thighs. Tight ass.” Elaine cupped his crotch, feeling Charles’s almost permanent erection. “He doesn’t seem to lack in front either. How about after the awards ceremony?”

Daphne leaned in to Charles and whispered. “What do you think, Thunder? Ready to have a go at a young filly?”

Charles nodded vigorously and blew between his lips.

“Eager to get started, isn’t he?” Elaine said. “You won’t run him too hard, will you? We don’t want him all tired out before the main event.”

“Are you kidding?” Daphne replied. “That’s how I’m going to keep him calm.”



True to her word, Daphne kept Charles virtually on the run for one thing or another. As a result he didn’t see much of the competitions, but he did catch Abigail’s, Scarlet’s and Petra’s routines.

Abigail acquitted herself well. Her feet remained side by side when she stood before the judges, as if cast in stone. When she began her routine her left foot turned out smartly on her heel, leading all the way as she gave them a full three-sixty view of her. Tamera flicked the dressage whip at her heels and Abigail went into her high-step mode, making a slow circle all around her handler, sure and proud. She kept her head straight, breasts out, and knees up to the waist. Several more flicks of the whip took her through trot, canter and then gallop. Breasts bouncing, bells jingling, Abigail was a vision of restrained sexuality. The crotch strap barely covered her vitals in front while splitting her buttocks in back. It all added up to a hot little ponygirl begging to be taken.

In the bleachers Charles noticed a lot of the men, and a few women, reacted much the same as him. Yet, down in front the five judge panel of three men and two women gave no indication as to their thoughts. They just made some notes and remained stern and silent.

Scarlet was next, her bright red hair flowing behind her like a flame in the wind. Immediately the differences between a rookie and a seasoned veteran were apparent. For all of Abigail’s natural talent it was still raw. Meanwhile, Scarlet strutted with the confidence and poise of a cool beauty. Chin up, feet pointed outwards, full firm breasts and a narrow waist confirmed her place among the best, but not the best.

That honor belonged to Petra. Her long legs, shapely ass and dark, exotic look didn’t leave one pair of eyes looking anywhere else. Petra’s cool expression behind the bit communicated an almost disdain at having to even go through the motions in front of anyone. Her high-steps brought her knees up to her breasts while her trot, canter and gallop were as smooth as glass. As she circled her male handler Charles had no doubt this was the blue ribbon winner.

Abigail would probably take third, not bad for a first timer what with all the other seasoned entries. Still, at least she rattled all their cages with the trash-talker act he had put her up to. But during their performances, Charles couldn’t detect any hint of uneasiness from either Scarlet or Petra. Oh, well, best laid plans and all that.

Daphne shook the reins and they were off again, this time to behind the bleachers, where they met up with Elaine. Charles was released from the cart and Daphne tied off his reins to a metal pole, but left a liberal amount of slack for him to wander about. The two women walked away, no doubt discussing details about his use. Charles was eager to follow and hear what they said, but the lead eventually ran out. Damn. He didn’t like this not knowing how his fate was being decided, but he couldn’t do anything about it. No good dwelling on it, but he couldn’t help it either. If only he had a distraction.

One presented itself when a man and woman couple came around under the bleachers. The woman threw her arms around the man and they kissed, deep and long. The man’s hands started to roam and nearly had the woman’s bra off when they both suddenly felt a nudge on their side.

“What…” said the man and turned. Charles was right next to him, nuzzling his way in between them.

“Oh, isn’t he cute?” said the woman. The love that women instinctually have for horses took over and she began to pet Charles. “What’s your name, fella? You got a name?”

“How about Nosy Nellie?” the man said.

“Stop it, Lou. That’s a ponygirl’s name. Can’t you see he’s a boy? Besides, he’s just being friendly.”

Charles whinnied and buried his face between her hair and her shoulder.

“What’s up, boy? What is it? Are you thirsty?”

Suddenly, Charles did indeed feel quite thirsty. He tossed his head and stamped a foot.

“Okay, here you go.” She lifted up her water bottle, tube extended for him to suck.

Charles didn’t move.

“What is it, boy?” The woman frowned, then her face lit up. “Oh, right! Ponies don’t drink like that. Here, try it this way.” She poured some water into her palm.

Charles bent down and pursed his lips. The water trickled past his bit then down his throat, bringing blessed relief to his parched mouth. The woman even splashed a few drops on his face. Charles closed his eyes, feeling the water run down his face, cooling in the light breeze under the bleachers. The day was pleasant enough, tending toward cool, but with his running around, Charles needed this little refreshment. Aside from the distant trees surrounding the field, going underneath the bleachers offered the only respite from the sun. He’d seen other ponies left here earlier, but only for a brief wait before they were taken out in front of the crowd. As he bent down to get some more water, Charles found they were also left here after their performances.

Petra and Scarlet were brought back, their male handlers tying off the reins just a few feet from Charles. Left alone, neither ponygirl acknowledged Charles’s presence, but instead had to deal with the attentions of the woman who’d given Charles his water. She immediately went over to them and attempted to stroke their hair. Both ponygirls backed away from her, obviously not wanting to be touched at all.

“Better leave them alone, Noreen,” said the man, Lou. “These two have a show pony attitude.”

“But I just want to touch them.”

“Don’t blame me if one of them kicks you.”

Noreen started. The almost venomous looks she got from both ponygirls virtually said: “Go ahead and touch us. Just try it.”

Noreen pulled back her hand. “Well, too bad they’re not friendly like the handsome one over there.” She blew Charles a kiss and the couple disappeared back around the front of the bleachers.

Charles deliberately turned his back on Scarlet and Petra. They were beautiful, no doubt about that, but the ugliness of their attitude made him not want to have anything to do with them. He kicked at the soft dirt, then thought he heard something, a sound that shouldn’t have been made.

Scarlet and Petra were talking to each other. It wasn’t very loud, and their bits impeded their speech, but he definitely heard it. Having nothing else to do, and perhaps earning his new nickname “Nosy Nellie”, he casually wandered in their direction.

“Can you just imagine the nerve of that little runt,” Petra said. “Who does she think she is?”

“They can dress her up just as much as they want, but she’s still just a dirty mare,” Scarlet said. “The only thing she’s good for is at the front of a wagon, like some others we know.”

Charles turned around. Both of them were staring straight at him. They smiled, knowing they’d gotten his attention and were now ready to take full advantage of it.

“I wouldn’t even let her anywhere near a cart,” Scarlet said. “She’s so small and skinny she couldn’t even haul her own weight.”

“The only thing she’d be good for are letting the ponyboys fuck her,” Petra said. “Just bend her over a corral fence and leave her like that all day.”

“Put a ring gag in her mouth too. Don’t even give her a bit. She doesn’t deserve it.”

Hot rage flooded through Charles. He was going to kick their asses! He rushed at them, but the lead ran out again, jerking the bit tighter into his mouth. Charles nearly fell backwards and was still fighting to keep his balance while the women laughed.

He caught something out of the corner of his eye. Around the corner, through the bleacher pipes behind Scarlet and Petra, Charles saw a judge. She faced the field and was probably there to grab some shade of her own. Her back was to the ponygirls, so she wasn’t aware of their taunts to him.

An idea came to Charles. He rushed the ponygirls again, this time going all out. The lead and bit held him back though, this time drawing a little blood from the corners of his mouth. The ponygirls loved it, relishing that they’d gotten his goat. They kept up with the insults as Charles strained to get at them. He didn’t utter a word but got plenty of abuse from the two beauties. He kicked at the poles in a show of frustration, which only made them giggle and mockingly wave their tits at him.

“Too bad you can’t touch these,” Petra said. “Maybe that little slut of yours will let you touch hers.”

“Yeah, after everyone else has,” Scarlet said.

Charles kept up with his anger. His constant tugging on his lead and kicking the poles got the judge’s attention though. When Petra shoved her hips toward him, teasing him with her pussy, she saw it all. She also heard the ponygirls’ many slurs, loud and clear. Without saying a word herself, she backed away and headed around the corner.

Charles tracked her as best he could through the pipes, wood planking and spectator’s legs. When she resumed her seat, she leaned over to each judge on either side of her. They turned around, peered through the obstructions and nodded. As soon as Charles was sure of that he let up on his berserker act, calmly turning his back on the two cock teasers.

“What’s wrong?” Petra said. “Can’t handle it?”

He ignored her.



“Hey, Thunder, what happened to you?” Daphne touched the dried blood on either side of his mouth.

“Did you put the bit in too deep?” Elaine asked.

“Of course not! I know how to handle my pony.” Daphne carefully removed the bit and bridle, closely inspecting the injury. “Watch him for me. I’m getting a wet cloth.”

While Daphne was gone, Elaine paid more attention to Scarlet and Petra. She stroked their hair and gave them each a tiny sugar cube. Charles was confused. Why would they allow Elaine to touch them and not the other woman, Noreen? Unless…

“Yes, my pretties, aren’t you just wonderful? You both did well today. I’m sure it’s another one-two finish. And I have a special treat for you later. See him?” She nodded at Charles. “Whoever wins today gets him first. The other one has to wait a little longer.”

Charles suddenly went dizzy. What? Elaine owned Petra and Scarlet? Oh, shit, after what occurred a few minutes ago he didn’t want to be left alone with either of them. He would be lucky to survive.

“He does look good, doesn’t he? Good enough to eat.” Elaine said.

Charles backed away at Scarlet and Petra’s hungry looks. “Eat” was right. There probably wouldn’t be anything left of him for a third helping.

Daphne got back just then with a warm towel and immediately dabbed at Charles’s wounds. “Getting a little too eager, aren’t you, Thunder?” she said, misunderstanding why Charles had strained at his bit. “Trying to get at the ponygirls before you’re supposed to?”

Over her shoulder, Charles noticed Elaine lead her two ponygirls away, back to the field. Daphne caught it also and smiled. Charles began to shake his head, but Daphne slipped the bit back in his mouth. Arranging the bridle back over his head, she held it with a firm grasp as she hustled him to the side of the bleacher. She tied off his lead, then took a seat next to him in the nearest corner.

All the ponygirls and ‘boys high-stepped once in front of the stands to the accompaniment of a march played over the speakers, then lined up in front of the judges’ booth. Petra and Scarlet stood out, absolutely still, heads high, ready to receive the recognition due them. Others nervously shifted their feet while at the far end from Charles stood Abigail and Tamera. They were a little set apart from the rest, like no one wanted to be near them. Maybe Abigail’s trash-talking act had worked too well.

The ribbons began to be awarded; Strongest Team (two ponyboys won that one), Fastest at Single Pony Race (Larry McCoy), Best Decorated (a blonde ponygirl from San Francisco) and others. Really no surprises until they got to the categories in which Petra and Scarlet reigned supreme.

A ponygirl from Las Vegas took third place in Best High-Step. As her owner accepted the white ribbon Abigail appeared crestfallen. To Charles it was obvious she thought she’d get something in this category. Abigail didn’t cry though; instead she forced her head to stay up, proud and confident. Meanwhile Scarlet and Petra smiled behind their bits, ready to get their own ribbons. No one was more surprised than them when their names weren’t called. Second place went to the blonde from San Francisco. But the surprise on Petra and Scarlet turned to shock when Abigail was announced the blue ribbon winner. Surely this was a mistake!

The sense that something was different came over the crowd also. The buzz grew as other ribbons were awarded and Petra and Scarlet’s names weren’t called once. Categories that should have been a lock for them were announced but others received the honors. Abigail took a red ribbon and two more blues. Finally, the last category came up.

“Third place, Best of Show: Ajax, owned by Mistress Divine, trained by Mistress Amy,” announced the emcee. Larry looked just as surprised as anyone, but that didn’t stop his strutting up to get the ribbon, his two ecstatic mistresses at his side.

Second place went to an auburn beauty from Phoenix. As the red ribbon was pinned on her harness Petra and Scarlet’s worry was plain. One of them was going home empty-handed.

“First place, Best of Show,” the emcee said.

The crowd seemed to lean forward.

“Spirit! Owned and trained by Mistress Tamera.”

Charles almost let out a whoop of joy, but held back, remembering his pony discipline. But there was plenty enough noise anyway as Abigail high-stepped her way past everyone. Tamera led her, making sure they took their time, relishing the moment.

Petra and Scarlet looked stunned, as if they couldn’t believe what just happened.

Abigail took her place on the top step of the three-tiered podium and stood still while the blue ribbon was pinned to her harness and a wreath of flowers hung around her neck. The fanfare concluded but the applause didn’t. Abigail stood straight and tall, not acknowledging any of the accolades, leaving that to Tamera while she maintained her ponygirl role. Yet, Charles did catch a turn of Abigail’s head in his direction and a slight nod; like what a queen would give a nobleman who had secretly helped her successfully achieve her throne.



Afterwards, it didn’t take long to find out why Petra and Scarlet had been shut out from the awards.

Daphne led Charles back amongst the parked vehicles and trailers. She stroked his shoulders and arms.

“You’ve been very good today, Thunder. You deserve a reward.” They turned a corner around a van to find Elaine admonishing a kneeling Petra and Scarlet. She wasn’t shouting but her intensity left no doubt this was not a calm mistress.

“I can understand your arrogance, but not your stupidity. You both know better!” Elaine got right down in their faces. “You’re both on probation. That’s right. We’ll see if a month of hauling a shit wagon makes you any smarter. You’ll work from sunup to sundown, one end of the compound to the other. If there’s one break in discipline from either of you, just one, you’re both gone. I’ll not have my house go through another embarrassment like this again.”

Elaine made a dismissive gesture, as if she were washing her hands clean of the ponygirls, and their handlers led them away. Both girls had their own trailer, complete with a thick mattress and little photos from other pony shows hung on the walls. It reminded Charles more of a movie star’s location trailer than something for a slave to ride in. But, when the ponygirls were roughly stripped of their harnesses, bits and bridles, the doors were slammed in their faces. The loud jangle of a large lock signified just how far they’d fallen out their mistress’s favor.

“I may be off the mark here, but I guess this isn’t a good time,” Daphne said to Elaine.

Elaine wiped her brow. “I’m afraid our little arrangement is off. My two ponies broke discipline and were disqualified from all the events. It seems they were talking to another pony. A male pony.” She glanced at Charles.

Daphne immediately spun on him. “Did you break discipline?” she demanded.

Charles vigorously shook his head no. It was evident Daphne didn’t believe him though as she took a step toward him, her glare plain.

Elaine placed a restraining hand on her arm. “From what I was told, your ponyboy didn’t say anything. It was my stock that taunted him.”

That ameliorated Daphne, at least for the moment. She and Elaine made promises to keep in touch, maybe even plan a visit to the ranch in the spring, but the air had gone out of the balloon. It was clear that Charles wasn’t going to get any roll-in-the-hay. Leading him away, Daphne waited until they were back at their own trailer before she demonstrated that not all of her anger was gone.

“I know you’re not completely blameless here.” She grabbed his crotch, hard. The pressure on Charles’s testicles slowly built, but he didn’t jump away. If he did he was sure Daphne really would rip his balls off. The pressure increased and Daphne’s sharp nails started to dig through his thin leather pouch.

Charles’s vision turned red. One part of him wanted to shout Alright! Alright! I confess! The other, stubborn part, made him hold his ground. If he moved he felt it would be tantamount to admitting guilt.

The pressure eased. Daphne smiled slightly. “Okay, Thunder. Let’s put it down to first time enthusiasm. And those two bitches needed to be taken down a peg or two. But I’ll tell you this: Not one word to Spirit about what happened. Don’t even think about playing the big hero with her. She thinks she won this fair and square. As far as we’re concerned, she did.”

Charles nodded. Anything. Just let go of his balls.

Daphne did and patted him hard three times on the ass. “That’s my boy. And by the way, you can forget about anyone even touching your cock for at least a week. We’ll see how you handle that kind of pressure. Now get in there.”

When Tamera and Abigail returned to the trailer, Charles was already locked down like he was that morning, but he did get see Abigail for a moment. The wreath was gone but the blue ribbons were still there. Her eyes shone in delight and triumph. Then the hood was pulled down over him.

Unlike before, Charles didn’t panic when they hit the road. This time he occasionally chuckled. He kept thinking of Scarlet and Petra. He may not have gotten a fuck, but there was more than one way to screw someone.




Chapter Eight

The Test

Daphne must have mentioned something about the events with Petra and Scarlet to Tamera on the way home. The next day Tamera’s severity increased to the two slaves, particularly with Charles.

The slaves’ training continued, but they were no longer in isolation from each other. They were given chores to do together, inside and outside the house; anything from maintaining a weekly shopping list to clearing out the old hay from the pony stalls. The weather turned brisk so Abigail was given access to the slave library and Charles quizzed her on what she read. Likewise, Abigail tutored Charles on how to anticipate a dominant’s needs and recognize an implied order.

Both doms stayed even more on top of the slaves, correcting even the slightest mistake and lazy move. It was harder for Charles, as Tamera’s punishments were especially vicious toward him. In fact, Tamera seemed to go out of her way to make sure Charles knew this.

“Get down there clean up that spill!” she shouted at them both one day in the kitchen. She stuck a towel in Abigail’s mouth but left Charles’s empty. “You use your tongue. If that floor doesn’t shine when I get back I’ll turn your ass so red you’ll be hung outside a cheap hooker’s hotel.”

Charles squeezed his eyes shut during the tirade and counted to ten.

“Something to say, asshole?” Tamera asked.

“No…mistress.”

“You sure? Not even one grumble? C’mon, you want to don’t you? Just one little ‘fuck you’?”

“Only if mistress commands it.”

“You little piece of shit. Don’t think you can play games with me. You’ve just earned ten of the best after you’re finished here. Now move it.” Tamera turned to Abigail who watched with the towel hanging between her lips. “And you get five also for dawdling. Get to it!”

Abigail was first under the whip. Tamera used a deerhide flogger on her, but for Charles she employed a thin bladed cat with knots tied at the ends. And her strokes didn’t contain a hint of love. Charles’s back seared with agony and he grit his teeth. The only sounds to escape his throat were an occasional grunt and a sincere “Thank you, mistress”.

Tamera stomped off. Abigail cleaned up the mess herself, then put Charles’s head in her lap and brushed back his hair while he caught his breath. “How do you take it?” she said.

“I’m a test case. I’ve got to take the worst they can do. And I’m not going to give that bitch the satisfaction of hearing me cry uncle.”

“But aren’t they going too far? You have to protect yourself. Especially from Tamera. I think she really hates you.”

“No. She just wants me to do well.”



The major test for both slaves came near the end of September. For three days Tamera took exclusive charge of Charles and nearly ran him off his feet. She sent him out to the stables to shine and polish every piece of equipment, then clean the big cabin and make all the meals. At any time he would be commanded to drop to his knees and either present his ass for the paddle or bend backward and stick out his cock and balls for the riding crop. There didn’t seem to be any reason for it, other than to test his willingness to obey.

Tamera dressed in the most provocative clothes; a soft white teddy or a purple satin gown cut all the way up to her hips and down to her stomach. Then one day a red bra, garter belt and stockings. No panties. She would rub her breasts across his chest or ass, her crotch over his face. Should his hands ever stray from his side Tamera would slap them away. At night his hands were tied widely apart to the bedposts in the upstairs room, where Abigail used to sleep, to prevent his giving into temptation. But all that was a prelude for the real test.

After sunset on the third day Tamera tied Charles’s arms tightly behind him, hobbled his ankles and stuck a large leather plug gag in his mouth. Charles clamped down on the gag as he sought to control his physical reaction to the latest thing Tamera wore; a skin tight leather suit that left very little to the imagination. All of Tamera’s curves were shown off to their best. Her newly shampooed hair fell in lustrous waves about her shoulders. She leaned in close to attach his leash and her perfume intoxicated him.

“Let’s see if any of your lessons took,” Tamera said.

She pulled on the leash and led him outside. A full moon gave them enough light to see. The night air nipped at Charles’s bare skin. Soft, yellow lights shown through the training cabin curtains. Charles caught a glimpse of Daphne’s silhouette as she crossed to the door.

The inside was all bathed in candlelight. Soft music played and gentle incense floated in the air. Daphne was dressed similarly to Tamera, a leather cat suit tight on her curves. Charles glimpsed something in the clear space on the floor between the cage and the leather rack. He couldn’t make it out at first. He squinted, then screamed behind his gag and nearly peed on the carpet.

Abigail’s head was on the floor.

Daphne laughed. She stood in front of the head and held up what appeared to be a small remote control. “Time to open your eyes, precious.”

The remote switch clicked and Abigail’s eyes snapped open. She looked up at Daphne towering over her, then slowly turned her head to Charles. He knew that look; Abigail was sexually strung out just like him.

Daphne knelt down and peeled away the carpet around Abigail’s head. She was in a pit, her head stuck up between two boards with semi-circular holes in their centers. A padlock kept the boards in place.

Daphne adjusted a small knob on the remote and Abigail’s eyes widened. After a minute Daphne clicked it off and the slave let out a frustrated moan.

“She’s ready,” Daphne announced.

Charles was made to kneel in front of Abigail, his legs bound into a frogtie so he couldn’t stand, his erect cock less than an inch from his fellow slave’s mouth. Abigail’s hot breath brushed around the tip, delicately ringed the sides and nestled in his pubic hair.

“This is your spot, Charles,” Tamera said. “Don’t you move at all, especially your hips.”

Daphne placed her gloved fingers in Abigail’s hair and tilted her head back. “No thrusting with your head, slave. Use only your lips and tongue. If you disobey…” She held up the remote.

“Yes, mistress,” Abigail whispered. She licked her lips. “May…May I begin?”

Daphne nodded. She and Tamera withdrew a little but never took their eyes off either slave. Charles felt like a bug under a microscope; coldly evaluated and catalogued.

Abigail had some space between her neck and the edge of the boards. She moved her head forward; her wet lips slid over Charles’s cock, her fine teeth grazed the stretched skin. She took him in halfway, then stilled herself.

Her tongue danced lightly across Charles’s cock tip, then swirled in languid fashion around his helmet. It tickled the underside, skipped over the top, then slid down the side and went away. Abigail’s lips clamped down and she drew a deep breath to imitate a vacuum cleaner. She expelled her breath around Charles and continued the maneuver several times. Her lips smacked around him and the tongue danced.

Charles closed his eyes. He needed to ram his pole down Abigail’s throat, wanted to fill her mouth with his cum. But his orders, can’t disobey his orders. Don’t give these two bitches any hint that he can’t take what they dish out. Goddamn Tamera and all her little cock teasing games. Let him climax in Abigail’s mouth, then see how smug they acted. All his muscles locked.

“Okay, that’s enough of that,” Tamera said.

Both women lifted Charles away, setting him well back from Abigail. The female slave gave a snort and thumped her shoulders against the wood to try and follow Charles. The padlock rattled but held the boards in place. Charles shook his head and tossed his own shoulders.

“Wonderful,” Daphne said. “Show them you’re excited, but in control. That’s my boy, you’re off to a good start.”

Off to a good start? Charles sharply looked at Daphne, then Tamera. What the hell did they have in mind?

Tamera unlocked the boards. Charles saw the pit was lined with wood and only deep enough for someone to kneel. Both doms lifted out Abigail, her arms were tied behind her like Charles’s and she also wore a chastity belt. Its many buckles and rings jingled as Daphne removed it and it fell to the floor. With slow care a large vibrator was removed from Abigail’s ass, then also from her pussy. Daphne flicked the remote control a couple of times and Charles could clearly see both quiver in her hands. He thanked his lucky stars they didn’t shove one of those things up him.

Tamera untied his legs and brought him to the rack. Charles lay down on his back, legs together, arms overhead, everything secured to leather cuffs. His still erect cock slapped against his belly. Now he really felt like a bug on an examination table.

“Another test, Charles,” Tamera said. She stroked his head, the gentlest thing she had done in days. “There’s a hot female slave in the room. She needs you bad. Give it to her good. Oh, and by the way, you are not to orgasm.”

What? She had to be kidding!

“Don’t act like some virgin that’s never tasted pussy before. I demand this and you can do it.”

Daphne led Abigail to the table and both doms lifted her up, then impaled her on Charles’s pole. She easily slid down. Daphne stuck a red ball gag in her mouth.

“Make him come, slave,” Daphne ordered. “That’s all you’re to think about. Use only your cunt. And don’t you dare come first.”

Oh, shit.

They were pitting them against each other. Charles didn’t want to think what would happen if he came first. Probably that bus ticket home Tamera threatened him with his first day here. Not to mention Lillian’s never ending disappointment.

Whatever camaraderie Charles had towards Abigail evaporated as she immediately went at him. Breasts bouncing, her small, strong legs thrust her pussy up and down on him like a well oiled engine.

Charles cried out behind his gag. He kept his hips still and sought to detach himself from everything around him. But he remembered all the teases Tamera had put him through the last three days. The pressure built. Stop! Don’t think about that.

“Don’t you give in, Charles,” Tamera said. “You make her come. Make her come!”

Like a horse let out of the gate, Charles thrust upward, ramming into Abigail. Her hair flew about, head snapped backwards. Charles pressed his advantage.

“Keep at it, slave,” Daphne exhorted Abigail. “Don’t wilt now. It’s just a cock.”

Abigail fought back. Her eyes flashed and she squeezed her internal muscles each time she drove downward. Charles fought to keep his passion in check. He closed his own eyes but images of Lillian riding him came to mind, and of the day when he made her submit to him. No, no, think of something else. But Tamera and Daphne were right there, both urging them onward, like managers in a boxing ring.

“Squeeze him, you little cunt. Make him explode.”

“Ram it up her twat, slave. Show her who’s boss.”

“Ride him!”

“Fuck her!”

Charles actually felt his balls contract. He couldn’t hold back any longer. This was it. His back arched and sperm shot into Abigail. He lost.

Not so fast. Charles opened his eyes and saw Abigail racked in body spasms. Tears ran down her cheeks. The only thing that held her up was Daphne’s strong arms around her shoulders.

A long silence. Daphne laid Abigail on top of Charles and their breaths were like twin bellows for the diminished fires within.

“I do believe we have a tie, Mistress Daphne.”

Daphne laughed. “Shall we flip a coin for a tie-breaker?”

“Don’t be absurd. We have a perfect moment here. Let’s not spoil it.”

They dragged Abigail away and threw her shivering body in the cage. They lowered Charles for his in turn in the pit. While each mistress squatted down on his face and he licked her pussies, he had only one thought. Oh, god, yes. Whatever you do, don’t spoil us.




Chapter Nine

The Guests

Charles and Abigail were given a 24 hour pass at sunrise the next day, Saturday. Daphne handed them both their credit cards and just about kicked them out. After the severity of the last few days, everyone needed a break. That meant the slaves went out while the mistresses stayed in.

At a restaurant they gorged on breakfast, feasting on the menus with their eyes, then ordering every wild food combination they could. Charles and Abigail were never starved during their training, but their meals were always decided for them. Now, with a modicum of restored freedom, they went a little crazy. Then they hit the local mall. They split up and, unknown to each other, bought mutual gifts.

Later, as lights flashed, music pounded, and the smell of sweat and sex permeated the air at a local disco, they pulled out their little gift-wrapped packages.

“Now I know we trained together because we’re starting to think alike,” Charles said.

“Just as long as we don’t start looking alike,” Abigail replied with a laugh.

“No problem. A transvestite I’m not.”

The time they spent together had been intense. They knew their training was to prepare them for a new master and mistress, and Charles felt like this was grad night. Neither one knew where their futures would take them, or if they would see each other again, but Charles didn’t want to coldly say goodbye.

Abigail blushed when Charles handed her the small box. It was tightly wrapped in gold paper, with a red bow stuck on top. Her small fingers tore at the tape, then at the lid. When she looked inside her eyes went wide, then she burst out laughing.

She held up a thin, gold chain, a tiny pendant at the bottom was shaped like a pair of old-style convict handcuffs.

“Where am I going to wear this?” Abigail said.

“Oh, I don’t know,” Charles said, all innocence. “Around the house, at the store, on a date.”

A devilish look crossed Abigail’s face. “How about right now? You never know who’ll you meet, or where.”

She turned around and Charles did the snap to hold it in place about her neck. Abigail arrayed it down in front of her pullover shirt to fall between her breasts.

“There. When men look at my tits, they’ll know exactly what to expect. Now, your turn.” Abigail pointed at the thin red box on the table.

A tiny card was inside with a picture of a horse running wild. The inscription said: “To the first man who tamed me. Love, A.” Charles pulled back the white tissue paper inside to find a key ring. But instead of the usual fob with a stylized plastic letter or one word motto there was a quirt, made from yellow kid leather. Cunningly woven, its length stretched from the bottom of Charles’s palm to a couple inches beyond his fingertips.

“A little something if you ever decide take the reins in hand again,” Abigail said. “Not just with me, but anybody.”

The sensation of dominance Charles wielded over Abigail, if only for that short time the day when she ran from the corral, had kept him awake some nights. He slapped the quirt against his hand. Yep, that definitely stung. Now it was his turn for a fiendish idea. “C’mon,” he said. He grabbed Abigail’s hand and brought her out to the dance floor.

Charles cleared a space amidst all the jumping, gyrating bodies, then slapped the quirt on Abigail’s ass. “Now, dance!”

People stepped back in amazement while Abigail’s hips swayed under the beat of Charles’s stern choreography.



A bright light glared down on him. Not the warm kind that welcomed people in near death experiences. This one seared his closed eyes and sharply called his name.

“Charles. Charles, wake up.”

It sounded like Tamera. Now, what was she doing in a near death experience? Then again, why not? Charles rolled his head to one side in an effort to diminish the light. It worked a little, but the voice more than made up for it in raised volume.

“Charles, get up!”

The bed sheets flew away and cold air surrounded him, like he’d been ripped from the womb.

“Enjoy yourself last night?” Tamera stood at the side of the roll out bed, hands on hips. Blue jeans and a red plaid shirt indicated her utilitarian attitude.

“What time is it?” Charles said. He blinked his eyes.

“One night out and you forget your voice-training.” Tamera shook her head, then pulled out his yellow quirt from her hip pocket. She slapped it on her palm. “Not bad. Shall we see how effective a discipline tool this little thing is?”

Charles sat up immediately, fully awake. “A slave asks forgiveness, mistress.”

Tamera regarded him while she slapped the quirt a couple more times. “Hmm. Alright, just this once. And not because I’m going soft on you. Guests will arrive today and I know one of them would be happy to put the punishment marks on you herself. Now move.”

It was late morning and Charles realized he’d been allowed extra sleep. Probably not so much because he and Abigail had got in late, but to make sure they were well rested for the day’s activities.

Charles and Abigail had a decent sized brunch, then were ordered to clean the main cabin one last time from top to bottom. Daphne and Tamera followed up with the white glove treatment. Through the combination of their training and that both slaves intuitively knew this wasn’t the time to screw up on purpose in hopes of an intense play later, neither mistress found anything to complain about.

The slaves showered together. Not for sex but to make the other as clean as possible. They even did a manicure and pedicure for each other.

About three o’clock, finally cleaned, shampooed, perfumed and cologned, the slaves knelt on white, lambs wool rugs at opposite ends of the fireplace. They remained still while both mistresses fettered their wrists with leather cuffs behind them. Light chains were locked from their collars to rings set around the hearth. A fire provided cozy warmth.

They didn’t have to wait long. A few minutes later, Lillian’s Mercedes crested the hill and snaked its way down to the front of the cabin. Lillian and Ash got out of the front seat. From the back emerged an attractive middle-aged couple. Charles didn’t immediately recognize the couple but he heard Abigail gasp. Of course. Steven and Cass.

Daphne and Tamera went out to greet the newcomers. They bowed their heads respectfully to Ash and warmly hugged the other three, then led the way inside.

“Well, I certainly like what you’ve done with the decor,” Lillian announced on seeing the two slaves.

“Makes one wonder what you’ve done with the rest of the place,” Cass said. She spoke with a mix of American and Aussie accent.

Steven stood in front of Charles and lifted his head to get a good look at him. “So this is who we decided to break the mold with.”

Ash grunted in reply.

“I’m curious to find out what this one has learned,” Cass said, petting Abigail’s head.

“I think you’ll be pleasantly surprised,” Daphne said. “If the outdoors is your kind of thing.”

“Outdoors?” Cass’s brow creased. “Just what have you been up to?”

“Let’s just say a breath of fresh air did wonders for your little pony.”

“Pony?” Steven stepped over to Abigail. “Is that what those tan lines are from? Maybe we should see her new talents right away. I’m tired after the long drive but my curiosity is definitely aroused.”

“Mine too,” said Lillian, “I think I’d like to discover the new tricks my slave has learned.” She patted Charles’s cheek. “And some of the old ones he’s unlearned.”



After the pleasurable hell enacted over him by Daphne and, most especially, Tamera, Charles’s time with Lillian was a walk in the woods.

Bound and gagged, of course.

With Daphne’s expert help, Lillian tied Charles into a rope harness; arms melded to his sides by white cords that looped over, under and around his body. Sandy colored “beach bum” shoes protected his feet, while a wide leather penis gag protected his mouth from saying anything.

Daphne insisted on the gag. Charles’s slip on his voice training that morning had cost him. “A temporary regression,” she had assured Lillian.

“Yeah, we’ll see,” Ash muttered.

As they secured the gag in place, Charles shot Ash a look but the man had turned his back.

When they made it outside, Abigail was already in the corral with Cass delightedly accepting a riding crop from Tamera. Steven stood back a little ways, arms folded and with a wide grin. As Charles and Lillian slowly walked by, Abigail went through her modes of canter, prance and high step. The last thing Charles heard was Steven wanting to try out their new ponygirl and Cass’s reluctance in giving up the crop. Charles remembered his time with Abigail in the stall and his cock reacted accordingly.

A reaction not lost on Lillian. She wrapped his leash tight in her hand. “I heard about your little craving for ponygirls.” She stepped out in front, almost to the limit of the leash. The hobble strap Charles wore made him struggle to keep up but Lillian turned back occasionally to make sure he successfully navigated the terrain. But that wasn’t all Charles noticed. There was approval in her eyes.

When they reached edge of the trees Lillian reduced the pace and drew Charles next to her. “You may think your training period is over, but the real test is to come. I can’t tell you any more. Just be on your toes.”

They continued on until the foliage was all around them, the cabins blotted out by the tree trunks. Lillian tied his leash to a low branch and made him lay on soft grass, then removed his gag. She took off her clothes. For the last time, Charles saw Lillian fully naked.

“I know about your little contest with Abigail and your new found control.” She brought his erect cock to flagpole position and easily slid down the shaft. Lillian’s hips slowly moved round and round, her hands ran over his rope encased chest. She leaned down and whispered, “Did I ever tell you I have a fantasy of doing it in the woods?”



If Charles’s status was as a novice slave with Daphne and Tamera, it was a total non-person with Ash.

At dinner that night the two slaves were made to wait on everyone. Charles took the lead since his experience in this area was greater. Abigail made some rookie mistakes but never repeated them. She clattered a knife and fork a little when she cleared away Cass’s and Steven’s plates, then forgot to wipe away some stray crumbs from the table, but overall acquitted herself well.

She had to because Ash wouldn’t let Charles any where near him. He didn’t do anything overt, but when his glass became empty, he signaled for Abigail to refill it. When he finished with his dinner, he made sure Abigail was there to take the plate. But even more telling, at least to Charles, was Ash never once asked a question about Charles’s training program, but plenty about Abigail’s.

“What the hell is the matter with that guy?” Abigail asked Charles when they were in the kitchen. “You’d think he’d be more interested in the first male slave his mistresses have trained.”

Charles remembered Lillian’s words from that afternoon. He didn’t want to stumble at the end of his training because of some imaginary snub. Instead he sidestepped the question. “Ash seems to be more interested in you. I’d take advantage of that and try to impress him, if I were you.”

They all went to bed soon after dinner. At least, they all went to their bedrooms. Ash took the master bedroom for himself previously used by Daphne. Tamera’s room was given up to Cass and Steven, with Abigail as well. Lillian with Charles took the slave’s bedroom, the one with the silk sheets and soft pillows. Daphne and Tamera moved out to the training cabin. Daphne grinned broadly when she realized she and Tamera would have the entire training cabin, and all the toys inside it, that night for their very own.

Charles was ready for anything that Lillian might throw at him but, when they got into bed, the long miles from Los Angeles finally caught up with her. All she commanded him to do was rub her back. Soon, she was asleep. Charles kissed her lightly on the cheek and turned out the light.



Whether by accident or design, the next morning Charles and Ash were left alone in the house.

Everyone had risen early and eaten breakfast, except for Ash. Lillian wanted to see Abigail hitched up to the pony cart and they all wanted to take a ride. So Charles found himself with the dishes and a note from Ash tacked on the refrigerator to wake him at ten.

Charles almost ignored the note. He could pretend to Tamera he didn’t see it or admit that he did but ignored the order. But he did see the note, so he wasn’t about to lie, and honor demanded he fulfill an order, even if the note wasn’t specifically directed to him. As the appointed hour neared, Charles mounted the stairs with a cup of coffee, creamed, no sugar, on a silver tray.

He stopped before the closed bedroom door and softly knocked. “Master Ash? Are you awake?” No answer. Charles tried the door handle. Unlocked. Strange, he remembered hearing Ash lock the door last night. The door slowly swung open.

Heavy drapes on the westward window cut down on the little natural sunlight that managed to make it through this time of day. Shadows on the right side of the room jealousy kept their secrets.

Charles stepped inside. Ash lay under the covers, one arm on top of a burgundy coverlet. His pants and shirt were thrown across the end of the bed. A digital clock glowed green on a bedside nightstand. He placed the coffee next to the clock, then folded and hung up the clothes in an armoire. The click when the door closed made Ash stir but he didn’t fully awaken.

“Ash? Master Ash, time to wake up.” Charles nudged Ash’s exposed shoulder.

Ash groaned and stirred. His eyes flew open when he realized a naked man stood over him. “What the hell are you doing here?”

That snide attitude from Ash again. Charles kept his cool. “A note downstairs said to wake you up at this time.”

“That was supposed to be for Tamera or Daphne.”

“Funny. I didn’t see anyone’s name on it besides yours.”

“You know what I mean! I don’t want any…male slave in my room.”

Steady. “This…male slave…asks if there is anything you require before he leaves.”

“You goddam pussy. The last thing I need is you prancing around in here.” Then he added to himself, “I knew this male slave thing was a bad idea.”

Whatever was left of Charles’s fuse quickly burned away. He leaned down and pointed a finger at Ash. “Like it or not you’ve got one now. And this slave’s orders are to serve you.”

“You can serve me by getting out.”

“That’s an order I’m only too happy to obey.” Charles perfunctorily bowed and backed up to the door as he was trained. He paused.

“Have you ever thought how harmful your attitude is toward Daphne and Tamera? Or even Lillian?”

“They’re women. It’s different with them.”

“The hell it is! If you don’t believe me ask them yourself.”

“I don’t need advice from any fag.”

Charles struggled to keep his voice calm. “I went to a service once at a Jewish temple. Does that make me Jewish? Just because I submit to Mistress Tamera or Daphne shoving a butt plug up my ass doesn’t make me gay. And if you read my file you wouldn’t have any doubt about my orientation.

“Whatever I was commanded to learn, I did. You know I’ve done well, even with all the extra pressure put on me, not to mention the bullshit from you. And if you’re so ego-centered that you feel my presence here brings your own sexuality into question, then you can take this whole place and shove it.”

Charles slammed the door. One way or another, his fate was sealed.



Ash stayed in his room most of the day. Daphne and Tamera were in and out, serious expressions on their faces. When he did come out, after sunset, he took Lillian, Cass and Steven into town for dinner. Tamera and Daphne didn’t say a thing to Charles. Nor did Abigail.

When the tops returned Lillian called Charles to her room. “Get my things packed,” she said. “I’m taking you back to L.A. tomorrow.” And that was that.

Charles spent the night on the couch bed. He stared at the ceiling thinking what a waste the last two months had been.



Lillian came downstairs to collect Charles before the sun rose. If she noticed the rings of sleeplessness under his eyes she didn’t say anything about it. Instead she ordered him into some clothes and to put their suitcases in her car at the front of the cabin. The early morning air nipped at Charles, the promise of oncoming winter just a short time away.

Charles shut the trunk and gazed at the cabin. All the windows were dark, no one had gotten up to say goodbye. He thought he might have one last moment with Abigail while serving breakfast but it didn’t look like that would happen. She probably wasn’t allowed to consort with a disgraced slave.

He walked around the side, past the garage door. The corral stood empty, Abigail’s pony cart sitting next to the door which led into the stall. Cass and Steven were quite pleased with how Abigail’s training had turned out. She had found her place. A sudden rush of jealousy filled him.

Charles turned to go back, then saw Tamera at the training cabin door. She wore a long, white satin robe and her hair fell about her shoulders. The mistress who never let up on him, never gave him a break was replaced by a woman who looked like her child was leaving home. She stepped down from the porch and approached Charles, her hands tight on the lapels of her robe.

“I just want you to know, I’m proud of you.” She grabbed his head and kissed him deeply, then let go when she was ready, not him, which was so typical of their relationship. A brief caress on the cheek, then Tamera retreated to the training cabin and, with a final wave, shut the door.

Charles stared at the cabin, then realized Lillian called his name. He hustled around to the front of the main cabin where Lillian waited for him. She leaned against the car, arms folded.

“One last look around? C’mon, let’s go. I want to get home before dark. Your file is on the front seat. Look at it.”

Charles got in on the passenger side. Lillian pulled away and they left the ranch behind. They turned on to the highway, bumpy gravel replaced by smooth asphalt.

When he opened his file the first thing Charles found was a Certificate of Completion. At the bottom was the symbol for Ash House and Ash’s signature.

“A pass key can be so handy, especially when a situation must be confronted.” Lillian threw the key on the dash. She grinned widely at Charles. “You passed the final test. You needed to tell the master he acted like a jerk. Well done, Charles.”




Chapter Ten

The Fair

They stopped for breakfast in Flagstaff at a restaurant just off the interstate. Since it was still early they didn’t have to wait long for a table. Lillian asked for an out of the way corner for some frank talk in private.

“You need to prepare for a slave fair,” she said.

“A slave fair?”

“It’s a cross between a job fair and convention that the Nemesis Society does. They reserve a hotel. Seminars are held and demonstrations given, but slaves, masters and mistresses also go to interview each other and negotiate contracts. I’ve registered you as a rogue slave. There will be mistresses there from around the country. Not all will be looking for a slave, but if you impress one enough, who knows what might happen? A few years ago I saw one well known mistress come only to give a two hour lecture. She found a pretty little male slave and wound up signing a six month contract. Be ready for anything.”

Be ready for anything. That’s what she’d said before he was taken to the ranch. It was becoming a slave mantra for Charles.

He slept most of the way back to Los Angeles. After the restlessness of last night, coupled with the relief that he successfully finished the training course, sleep touched him on the shoulder like a welcomed friend. He awoke when Lillian stopped in Spring City, at the same gas station as Daphne chose on the way to Flagstaff. He considered showing the woman behind the counter his graduation certificate but when he reached for his file it wasn’t there. Lillian already had the same idea.

At Barstow, Lillian gave him the wheel and he drove the rest of the way to her house. After the long drive they ordered in Italian food from Charles’s old restaurant, watched a movie, then went to bed. Lillian retired to her own room and Charles to the absent Maxine’s.

The next day, Wednesday, they went to Charles’s apartment. While he unpacked, Lillian evaluated the clothes in his closet.

“Don’t you have a suit at all? Or even a sport coat?” she asked in frustration.

“We waiters slash computer programmers tend to have lazy wardrobes.”

“Ugh. You men.”

A clothing store was their next stop. When Charles protested he couldn’t afford a new suit, much less the three Lillian wanted for him, she paid for them herself as a graduation present. “You’re not about to show up at the fair in faded jeans and a ripped t-shirt,” she said. After that they hit a shoe store and then a hair stylist.

That night Charles modeled his new clothes for Lillian, who recommended a dark blue suit with red tie. They went to dinner at a restaurant Lillian said was owned by a Nemesis Society member and frequented by many scene people. Charles felt many set of eyes turned in their direction. A few people even came over and greeted Lillian. Some asked if they’d see her at the slave fair that weekend. It all seemed innocent enough, but there was always a little look towards him from a lot of women and some men. Charles didn’t say anything to them unless Lillian gave him permission and then he kept it short and light.

Charles spent the night in Maxine’s room again, alone. Thursday morning Lillian sent him home, telling him to relax and get a good night’s sleep. Come Friday morning he was to thoroughly clean himself. Normally, Charles would have spent a restless night, thinking about the slave fair, but once his head hit the pillow he slept like a baby.



Late Friday morning Charles stood nude in his small living room under Lillian’s critical examination.

“Hands,” she commanded. Charles held them up, palms down. Lillian checked the cuticles, then the freshly clipped nails.

“Good. Now, present.” Charles turned and bent at the waist, hands on knees. Lillian spread his ass cheeks, then fingered his tight balls. She patted his ass once in approval and moved around to his head. Her fingers ran through his just dried hair, then checked behind his ears. A small tap on his chin and Charles straightened with an open mouth. “Breath,” Lillian said. Charles emitted a small, quick exhale.

“Excellent. Now get dressed. Don’t forget your suitcase.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Fifteen minutes later they were on the freeway.

Lillian wore a tailored black coat with a gold brooch of twisted rope pinned to the lapel. A medium length dark skirt ended just below the tops of her leather boots. The same boots that Charles noticed so long ago. Before all this was even a dream.

“Lil, thank you.”

Lillian glanced at him, took one hand off the wheel and squeezed his hand. “You’re welcome.” She squeezed his hand harder. “And from now on, it’s Mistress Lillian.”



The Nemesis Society had booked a hotel just off Colorado Boulevard in Pasadena. In fact, this was the fourth consecutive year the slave fair had been held there. No back entrances for the SM crowd, Lillian drove right up to the main door. Charles supervised a bellhop who unloaded the luggage, then a valet took away the car. He checked them into reserved, separate rooms and tipped the bellboy to carry up their bags.

Lillian pushed ahead to the fair’s registration table. After signing a few documents and pointing out where for Charles to do as well, they headed toward a pair of large, swinging doors. A printed sign proclaimed in big black letters “Fair Goers Only”. A huge man in a gray suit, a few years older than Charles, stood next to the doors as warden.

“Mistress Lillian,” said the man. He held out his hand to her. “It’s been a long time.”

Lillian grasped the offered hand in both of hers with a look of happy recognition. “I was wondering where you went.”

“A year in Spain for my job,” the man answered. “All very sudden and dramatic but I’m back to stay now. And is this your slave? He wears a suit you might have picked out for me.”

“Not quite my slave. Charles, this is Stan Wilson. I trained him a few years back.”

The two men shook hands. “Welcome to Mistress Lillian’s alumni club,” Stan said.

“Actually, Charles has just completed training at Ash House.”

Stan’s eyebrows went up. “But they do only women.”

“Charles is the first male slave from there.”

Stan gave a short, loud laugh. “Wait ‘til word gets around about this.”

“Not too much, sir,” Charles said. “I’d hate to wind up as the untouched curiosity under glass.”

“A little curiosity is a good thing, my friend. As for untouched, that’s up to you.”



The wing reserved for the fair’s use had three ballroom sized areas. One held the leather dealers and other merchants, the second ballroom was split into smaller areas for seminars and demonstrations, while the third was curtained off into numerous cubicles. Each cubicle held two or three chairs with names tacked up on the partitions. Mistress Shelby, Mistress Lauren, for example. One had two names: Master Edward and Lady Samantha. Some listed what specialties the doms possessed; a few even had photos of themselves. Sign up sheets with twenty-minute blocks were under each name. One or two were already filled.

“Pick which ones you might be interested in,” Lillian said. “You may even consider getting your own booth.”

“My own? But there are so many submissive men, why would a woman come looking for a slave, mistress?”

“Don’t sell yourself short, Charles. You’ve got a lot of qualities a mistress will like. Of course, they’re not going to throw themselves at you, but treating yourself as important, a prince of slaves, is the first step in having others treat you that way.”

Charles caught a look at himself in a hallway mirror. Gone was the pallor faced, almost nerdy individual who hardly ever saw the light of day. A robust, healthy man with a physical presence gazed back. He looked like a magazine cover boy with his slicked back hair and dark suit, quite a contrast to the other, near naked male and female slaves running about. Charles recognized the assessment in their eyes, like from the night he and Lillian went to the restaurant. Only this time the looks said, “Who is this newcomer and how much competition does he represent?”

He clutched his slave file in his hand. It certainly wasn’t as thick as most of theirs. Aside from the Ash House certificate, it held some photos of him in various tied up positions and the effects of a whipping on him. Brief notes from Daphne, Tamera and Lillian were in there as well. It even contained his one page business resume.

Charles put his name down for three mistresses, two of whom listed an interest in bondage and a possible live-in arrangement. His first interview was just before lunch so he attended a seminar about contract negotiation in which Lillian was one of the speakers. He tried to pay attention to what was discussed but his thoughts constantly were on his first interview. He checked his watch nearly every minute.

The seminar officially ended a few minutes before Charles had to leave. A knot of people tried to surround Lillian with more questions, but she managed to make her way to Charles.

“Ready?” she asked. Her excitement for Charles was evident.

“As ready as I’ll ever be.” He took a deep breath.

Lillian kissed him on the cheek. “For luck. Remember what I told you, my prince of slaves.”

“Yes, mistress.”



When Charles got to the cubicle, he found an older man talking to Mistress Danielle. She was young, with a slight figure and short, brown hair. She leaned back in her chair like someone who wanted to show indifference. A mug of coffee sat on a small table. A lit cigarette in her hand, in defiance of hotel policy, filled the cubicle with a light haze.

Charles hadn’t counted on someone else cutting into his time. The man and Danielle ignored him. It wasn’t a slave interview, but just two people shooting the breeze. Or were they? The man quickly snuck a wad of bills in his pocket and Danielle zipped up her purse. Charles caught a distinctive odor, not of cigarette smoke, but something else, like unlit pot. The man leaned over to Danielle. Charles heard something about “doing some lines later” and left. Danielle curtly motioned Charles inside.

“Is that your file?” she said. “Let me see it.” Danielle snatched it out of Charles’s hand and quickly glanced through it, then tossed it aside. “Alright, why should I bother with you?”

Charles knew he was a seller in a buyer’s market, but Danielle’s frosty attitude caught him off guard.

“Cat got your tongue?” Danielle asked. “I can already tell you’re a half wit.”

That did it. Maybe it was some leftover anger from how Ash treated him mixed with how Lillian told him to think of himself. That and the fact Danielle had kept him waiting during his allotted interview time. But he didn’t lash out at her. Instead a small plan formed.

“Would you please look at my file?” he said.

“Your file? I already did.”

“Please, once more. And this time go slow.”

A little frown formed on Danielle. Still, she went through Charles’s file again.

“Resume, endorsements from other mistresses, a certificate for slave training. Big deal.”

“Look at the certificate. Closely.”

Danielle squinted at the bottom. “This is from Ash House? How did you get this?”

Charles leaned over to her, his voice low. “That you will never hear from me. Nor will you ever be my mistress. I didn’t go through two months of training just to be abused by someone like you.” Charles grabbed back his file. “And one more thing. Put out that cigarette.” He took the cancer stick from Danielle’s fingers and threw it in her mug.

Charles emerged from the cubicle in a red blaze and nearly bumped into another woman. He sidestepped her and made a beeline for the hotel restaurant, neither looking left or right.

Lillian waved him over to her table. “I take it things did not go well.”

“No. And if that is typical of what passes for a dom here, I might as well go home now.” Charles briefly related his interview with Danielle.

“Forget about her,” Lillian said. “You’ve got another appointment soon. Concentrate on that.”

Lunch went pleasantly enough from there. Lillian kept the conversation light and Charles’s anger subsided. When he left for his next interview, he was refreshed and calm.

Lady Sharlene wore a single piece, black raw silk dress and a string of pearls. Blonde hair done up exposed a sleek neck and framed a late twenties face with smooth skin. Her firm hand shake when she greeted Charles underscored her business like air. “I wondered if we might see each other again.”

Charles stopped for a moment. She looked familiar. “I’m sorry, I can’t quite place you.”

Sharlene motioned for Charles to sit. “You almost ran me over when you left Danielle.”

“That was you? I’m sorry.”

Sharlene laughed. “It was partly my fault. When I heard Danielle start to act her usual, snotty self, I eavesdropped. Then I heard her mention your training at Ash House. Quite the intriguing thing, aren’t you?”

Sharlene kept the tone of the interview brisk and businesslike and Charles spoke about his time in Flagstaff, but it soon became apparent that although they shared an interest or two, their styles of play were different. While Charles considered himself an experienced player, Lady Sharlene was light years ahead of him. She sought a slave who would submit to piercings, a tattoo and even a brand if the conditions were right.

Near the end of their time, Sharlene’s cell phone rang. “Sorry, I forgot to turn it off,” she said. Charles nodded in understanding. The interview had gone pleasantly, but it was unlikely he and Sharlene would get together.

“Hello?” Sharlene said into her phone. She listened and her face fell in degrees. “Yes. Are you sure? No. No, it’s alright. Fine.” She pressed the hang up button.

“Something wrong?”

“I’m scheduled to do a demo in less than an hour. I was supposed to tie two slaves together. One of my models just cancelled.”

Among Sharlene’s many listed disciplines, her experience with bondage was the reason Charles signed up to see her. And Lillian had told him he should be ready to seize any opportunity. He cleared his throat. “May I make a suggestion?”



Late that afternoon Charles found himself in front of a group of about fifty people, stripped down to his black briefs. Up against his back, wearing only panties, her arms entwined with his in rope, was a collared Eurasian beauty named Mei Lein. She was taller than most oriental women, her European ancestry perhaps, which made her a good physical match for Charles. Her olive skin, almond shaped eyes and jet black shoulder length hair were nothing short of beguiling.

Sharlene went to work on tying their legs together, pausing occasionally to explain a technical point. While their bodies became one in their bondage, Charles watched the audience. Their eyes were mainly on Mei Lein but a few women shifted their attention to him.

Halfway through the allotted time Sharlene changed their position to face each other on their knees. She tied their arms behind their own backs, then meticulously wrapped and cinched rope all over their upper bodies.

Mei Lein rested her head on Charles’s shoulder, her petite breasts squeezed up against his chest. For his part, Charles felt his erect penis opposite Mei Lein’s stomach.

Sharlene fielded questions from the crowd. They sounded like nothing more than a drone to Charles. Mei Lein’s hair scent washed over him.

Her lips moved across Charles’s neck. He responded to the invitation with a soft kiss of his own. Their lips met and the kiss got deeper. A few people in the audience brought it to Sharlene’s attention.

“If there’s a way for a slave to get into trouble, he’ll find it,” she said. “When there’s two, you can bank on it.”

She reached into a brown, canvas bag. “But we have something to stop that.” Sharlene held up a black dildo gag. But no ordinary dildo. This one terminated with a penis shape at both ends. A double set of straps hung from it.

Sharlene grabbed a fistful of Mei Lein’s bangs and pulled her lips away from Charles. Her head bent back and one half of the gag was thrust in her mouth. The other end found a home with Charles. The many straps wrapped around their heads, up the faces and under the chins. Charles and Mei Lein couldn’t kiss anymore or pull their heads away from each other. They were eye to eye, nose to nose.

“Make the punishment fit the crime is my motto,” Sharlene said. “Touching each other, but not touched. How wonderfully proper.” A few people applauded.

Mei Lein moaned. It was obvious she wanted to go on kissing, but the ropes and gag prevented that. She pushed her lips toward Charles, then her eyes widened and she stopped. The gag must’ve hit the back of her throat.

“I see our time is almost up, but I think a more active punishment is appropriate,” Sharlene said. She yanked down the back of Charles and Mei Lein’s underwear, then held up two long wooden paddles. “If you’ll form a line, I’m sure we can all teach them a lesson they’ll never forget.”

Charles found out later not one person failed to get their whacks. But for the present the only thing he knew was Mei Lein just inches away from him, the sound of the paddles whistling through the air, and her ever widening eyes.

Afterwards Mei Lein didn’t stick around. Charles got separated from her during the small, but intense, crush of people around him, all begging for his attention. The attraction to himself surprised Charles and left him bewildered. As far as he was concerned, the mysterious one was a girl named Mei Lein, who had only added to her attractive mystery with her sudden disappearance. That’s whom the crowd should have surrounded and Charles would have led the way.

Yet, like it or not, he was the center of attention now. The requests kept coming at him, like an impromptu press conference while he got dressed in the middle of it all. Would he stop by their room later? It would be just a small, intimate thing. Did he like a threesome? They could set him up. How about a little pot? Or did he like to ski? Who, what, when, where? Not until Lillian rescued him did the questions, requests, demands cease. She dragged him away from the oppressive group, announcing it was time for dinner. His head awhirl, Charles stumbled after her through the hall and into the restaurant. As they waited for their food Charles was quiet, trying to recall everything he could about Mei Lein. Her hair, her eyes, her smell. But the rude people kept intruding on his thoughts.

“What the hell was that?” he said.

“Vampires,” Lillian said without hesitation. “They see something new, fresh meat, and they try to get involved with you anyway they can. They invite you to parties, get you in a scene, then want you to give your whole life over to them and their problems. You’re the slave, your needs don’t matter, only the dom’s.”

“They wouldn’t even let me finish any answers.”

“They didn’t care about them. They wanted you to notice them, to remember the particular thing they said to you and the smile they flashed, the little squeeze on your arm. Did you notice how quickly Sharlene and that woman you were tied to left? I passed them both in the hall. Sharlene was alright, she knows how to avoid those people.”

“What about Mei Lein? Was she okay?”

Charles’s sudden concern made Lillian study him. “She seemed fine. Maybe a little confused. I got the feeling she’s new at this.”

“New? How could you tell?”

“For one thing she’s got a collar around her neck but doesn’t have a master escort.” Lillian touched Charles’s bare throat. “It’s okay not to wear one if that’s what your top decides. But it’s confusing the other way. It makes you look an owned slave when you’re not.”

“So she was confused that when she thought she was attracting a master she was really pushing him away.”

“Good. Now eat your desert. There are some people I want to visit.”

The people turned out to be a couple named Duncan and Jennifer, the same ones Charles briefly met many weeks earlier the night Lillian brought him into her world. Tonight Duncan and Jennifer were hosting a quiet get together in connecting suites. Quiet because they were doing most of the talking, Jennifer in her slave collar to a group of doms, Duncan to the subs.

Duncan didn’t notice them when they entered, but Jennifer winked and waved hello to Lillian when they crossed over to her area.

“Just because a sub wants you to do something to them, even pleads with you, doesn’t mean you’re obligated to do it. Consentuality does go both ways. The sub may be wanting to do it just to impress you, to prove they can take whatever you can dish out, or just to be able to play with a dom. Any dom. The point is don’t do anything you aren’t comfortable with.”

“What if you want to push your own limits as a dom?” a woman asked.

“Then go ahead,” Jennifer said. “When you’re ready to take the next step you’ll know it. And your sub will have ways of communicating if they’re ready, even if they don’t say it. I’ll show you how later.”

They took a break. Some subs wandered in from next door and met up with their doms. When they thought no one was watching they snuck out, but Lillian and Charles saw them. They counted the number of couples that left, then they met up with Jennifer and Duncan.

“You had only four couples cut and run tonight,” Lillian said. “Word must be getting to the voyeurs there’s nothing to see here.”

“We do say it’s an introductory seminar in communication between dom and sub,” Duncan said. “We’ve had to turn people away because so many want to attend, but I guess some cruisers still don’t believe the advertising.”

“If they stuck around they’d get a little demo anyway, and learn something too,” Jennifer said.

“Just remember Dorothy Parker,” Lillian said: “ ‘You can lead a whore to culture, but you can’t make her think’. The new ones in the scene that can are still here.”

“Speaking of a new one, is your friend here the one we heard about from Steven and Cass?” Duncan said and smiled. “The first man to go through training at Ash House?”

“The very same,” Charles said.

“What was it like?” Jennifer asked.

Charles considered giving them all the details, which wouldn’t have begun to get any of it across. Then he remembered something Jennifer said.

“You spoke of testing your limits.”

“Yes.”

“Mine were. Constantly.”

“But you always had a choice, right?” Jennifer said.

Charles gave a tight smile.

“The enigmatic slave response,” Duncan said. He placed an arm around Jennifer. “I’ve seen those before.”

“Yes, master.” Jennifer gave him a small smile of her own.

The meeting got underway again after that. Lillian told Duncan she was tired and led Charles out into the hall. At her room she placed a hand on his chest to prevent him from following her inside.

“Goodnight, Charles,” she said and kissed him on the cheek.

Charles frowned. “But I thought - “

“You thought I only said I was tired so I could bring you back here and fuck your brains out?”

“Well, yes.”

“Sorry, dear one. I really am tired. I guess it’s from all that tension worrying over you all day. You should rest too. An baggy eyed slave is most unattractive.”

She left him outside, her door firmly locked. Shit.

In his room, Charles threw off his coat and fell onto the bed. He turned on the television and channel surfed. Maybe some inane sitcom would help him drop off. But, as he watched some marooned idiots on a desert island, a stupid pop singing family and the moronic antics of a guy and two girl roommates, he wasn’t any closer to unconsciousness. The hell with it, he needed to get out.

The hotel’s disco was going fast and loud but Charles didn’t feel like music pounding in his ears and being constantly shoved. Somewhere a person could relax was the ticket. Not the cold, impersonal lobby. The restaurant. That was it.

Dammit. The closed restaurant.

The only person in there behind the roped off entry was a tired manager, ready to go home. He started to tell Charles to get lost but a sufficient bribe with a solemn promise not to break anything bought Charles the last cup of coffee and a booth. The manager’s fading footsteps told Charles he was alone with his thoughts.

Great. So here he was, instead of staring at a television set he was staring into a cup of bad, reheated coffee. One in the fucking morning and he was running around in circles.

Then he saw the reason he couldn’t sleep.

Mei Lein was at the restaurant’s entrance. Charles jumped up and the closer he got he was afraid she would disappear again. But she didn’t. Her hair was slightly matted and a light sheen covered her face. A thin collar still graced her neck.

“I’ve been trying to dance you out of my head all night,” she said. “It hasn’t worked.”

She turned and headed for the elevator, but looked back to make sure he followed. Charles didn’t disappoint her; he was right behind her all the way. Mei Lein pressed the button for her floor.

“Do you - “ Charles began.

“I have everything you need, master.”

Master. Charles nodded. That took care of who was on top tonight.

Mei Lein’s room was a copy of his; not much room to maneuver but there was a wooden chair and little curlicue holes in the headboard. Before Charles could consider any course of action though, Mei Lein knelt before him, head down. “How would you command this slave, master.”

Charles stepped back. Already he felt control of the scene was getting away from him. It all appeared like he was running the show, but they were in Mei Lein’s room and she was trying to set the pace. He needed some angle to gain a mental advantage.

“Stand up,” Charles said.

Mei Lein looked up at him, uncertain.

“You heard the order. Now follow it.”

Mei Lein got to her feet.

“Are you owned by another?” Charles said.

“Owned? I’m not sure – “

“Is there another whom you call master?”

“Uh, no. No, master.”

“Then you shouldn’t be wearing this.” Charles unsnapped her collar and tossed it on the dresser.

“But that’s - “

“That’s not yours. Whoever your master will be, if he wants you to wear it, then that’s his decision. Not yours.”

Mei Lein shook her head. “But aren’t you my - “

“I am definitely not your master. But, I am the one who’s going to show you what it’s like to be a slave. Get out of those clothes.”

“Don’t you want to strip me yourself?”

“Now!”

Mei Lein jumped back and Charles was afraid he’d gone too far, too fast. Mei Lein wavered, but then her hands moved with a slight shaking to them. Soon, all her clothes, even her shoes, were in a pile on the floor.

“You said you had everything I’d need?”

“Yes, mas - . I mean, yes, sir.”

Charles nodded. Good, she was getting into the swing of this. “Show me.”

Mei Lein went to the far side of the bed and set a small suitcase on top. The contents fairly spilled out, everything a jumble, shiny and new. But there was a lot of rope. Yards of it.

“Turn around. Cross your wrists.”

The trepidation in her slow turn was plain, but Mei Lein complied. Charles quickly wrapped and cinched her wrists, the clean, white rope standing out against her olive skin. He left her standing like that while he methodically sorted through the rest of the equipment.

Beside the rope there were the usual things; wrist and ankle leather cuffs, a blindfold, head harness, flogger and quirt. Yet, what wasn’t there interested Charles the most; a lack of any dildo, butt plug, or even a vibrator. Was this a little hint not to touch her below the waist? Or was Mei Lein just scared? There was only one way to find out.

He found a long piece of rope and doubled it, wrapping it around her arms, over and under her small, shapely breasts. Charles cinched it down and Mei Lein let go a quick gasp. He saw in the dresser mirror her eyes were closed but her mouth was slightly open. She was already tripping out. He didn’t wait in anchoring her lower arms to her waist and slowly, but surely, pulled the rope tight, making her skin bulge out a little bit like he did on her arms. Mei Lein moaned, letting her head loll back on his shoulder. Charles reached around; his palms flat on her stomach, then inch by inch, raised them to her nipples. He didn’t squeeze or pinch, like so many men do, but gently rubbed them, caressed them in twin circles of slow, erotic build-up. His patience was rewarded as they hardened under his hands. It was the signal he was waiting for.

Mei Lein tried to turn and bury her face between his neck and shoulders, much like how she did at Sharlene’s demo, but this time Charles stopped her. He made her face him and wrapped a double looped rope around her waist. His hand slid between Mei Lein’s legs and Charles pushed outward with his thumb and fingers.

Mei Lein didn’t move.

“Open up,” Charles said.

She pulled her head up. Mei Lein’s original trepidation now appeared transformed into the beginnings of fear.

A possible insight hit Charles. “Are you a virgin?”

“Oh, no!”

“Then what is it?”

“It’s just…I thought you’d prefer some other stimulation.” She licked her lips.

Charles squeezed the back of her neck and brought them both nose to nose. “Silly girl. You’re trying to distract me and avoid a crotch rope.”

“What? No! I just want to - “

“I don’t care what you want!” Charles didn’t raise his voice, instead keeping it calm like Tamera had so many times. Calm and full of menace. “You invited me here, you asked for this. Are you just a poser? ‘Dominate me, but not really.’ I’ll untie you right now. Is that what you want?”

Mei Lein’s eyes were wide, like when she was being paddled. Charles felt the pressure in his hand of her trying to back away. He held her tight, not allowing any retreat. Their gazes locked and Charles fought to keep his own countenance stern, afraid Mei Lein might know the doubt roiling within him. Had he gone too far? Mei Lein was a novice, was he scaring her off? She’d already shown courage in coming to the fair, an unescorted sub woman. If she ran off screaming into the night he’d never forgive himself.

Mei Lein gulped. She closed her eyes and widened her legs.

Charles worked quickly and with precision. Mei Lein was already wet but he wanted to constantly excite her as well. Under, up, over in back then under again returned Charles to his start position. A gentle, slow pull and the ropes went deeper, splitting her pink lips, making them appear even more engorged. Mei Lein’s flesh stood out under her dark, curly hair, glistening with her desire. Charles tied it off in front, a nice, tight package.

Words were unnecessary now. A snap of the fingers and a subtle gesture brought Mei Lein to her knees. A small push on the back of her head and she fell over the end of the bed, her face turned sideways. Her ass was raised slightly, pure and unmarked. That would change though as he selected the quirt from beside her and, from his coat pocket, drew out the one Abigail gave him.

Nasty, thin little blades whistled through the air, creating a staccato of slaps on Mei Lein’s tender flesh. She cried out in pain and surprise, apparently only prepared for the assault of one demonic quirt, not the ravages of two. Her head flew up, hair flying, but Charles didn’t stop. He kept the force of the blows constant and slowly built the pace. Mei Lein’s cries matched his velocity and steadily rose on the musical scale of torture. One particular blow near her cunt lips sent her into an ear splitting falsetto.

Charles let her get it all out but he also knew they didn’t need anymore of those high notes. The guests in either room next door could well be vanillas that would alert the management. He could just hear it now, like out of some screwball 40’s comedy: “Hello, this is the house detective calling. Is your beating consensual?”

The solution to that was right on the bed. Charles grabbed the nape of Mei Lein’s neck and forced the ballgag into her small mouth. He positioned the straps of the head harness. They bifurcated her forehead, pressed in on her cheeks and ran around in back. Her deep brown eyes gazed up at him, tears ready to spill out. Damn, she was tempting. Charles nearly tore all the ropes off to have her then, but it was still too soon.

He pushed her back down, a little rougher than before. Mei Lein bounced on the mattress and squealed, but remained still. She stayed that way even after Charles started up with the quirts again and the weals on her grew numerous. Yet, whenever Charles found an untouched spot, the strangled sounds behind her gag and squeezed shut eyes told him he had struck true.

Short, angry red lines criss-crossed Mei Lein from the small of her back to the tops of her thighs. Charles knew she was going to have a tough time tomorrow, even her walk would be affected. But she’d broken through the wall and probably could have gone on all night under his scourge. Charles could have done the same, until he discovered something that stopped him.

A growing stain on the bedspread between Mei Lein’s legs got his attention. He tested Mei Lein’s sweet spot. The ropes were soaked and a drip had also found its way clear to the carpet. Charles nearly gasped in amazement. He knew Mei Lein was a beginner and already wet, but this was almost too much. It was like a dam had burst. Her moans warned him to take care lest he get caught up in her flood of emotions. He needed to slow them both down.

Charles gripped Mei Lein’s shoulders, slowly making her stand. He unbuckled the head harness, catching the shiny red ballgag. “You certainly have potential. You mark up beautifully and the ropes seem to love you. Most women would be screaming to be let out of this stringent bondage.”

Mei Lein let her head sag. She fought to keep her voice under control. “It’s my…my exercises, sir. Since I was little I’ve done Tai Chi.”

“That’s handy to know,” Charles said. “A limber body is an excellent quality.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Does Tai Chi also include exercises for the mouth?”

Mei Lein’s head snapped up. The action perhaps signified a new eagerness, or a new defiance, but her face also turned red. Odd, since she’d tried to entice him with her mouth before. But that was when she sought to control the scene.

“Answer the question, Mei Lein. Is your mouth trained?”

A pause. “I’ve been told it is desirable, sir.”

Charles unzipped his pants and his cock came straight out. Mei Lein didn’t hesitate, wrapping its well-endowed girth with her lips. Her tongue snaked around him; first below, then across the top of his shaft. A flick across the tip nearly sent Charles into orbit with an orgasm right then, but he held on. The lessons in self-control at the ranch were reaping dividends, Tamera would have been proud of him. But the core of the lesson wasn’t just prolonging an erection for his pleasure alone. Mei Lein was just as important.

He brushed back her long, black hair. Her eyes were closed, but her expression was a mix of triumph and rapture. She had achieved her goal of having him experience the best she had to offer, and he agreed with that; her mouth was the greatest he’d ever known. His moans and sighs were the proof and from that evidence Mei Lein took her own pleasure. Her languid swirls of the tongue, her gentle kissing and suckling on Charles’s balls brought forth her own set of contented sighs. She pulled away and her hair rustled over his cock like swaying reeds on a river’s bank.

That was it. The first few drops heralding the oncoming flood landed just below Mei Lein’s eye. She rushed to cover up the tip and barely made it in time to catch the initial burst, but Charles’s bounty was too much for her. It overflowed down her chin, despite Mei Lein’s best gargled efforts to keep it all. She glanced up at him and it seemed the little mark just below her eye resembled a teardrop.

She was so trying to please him, much like he did with Lillian when they got together. One of Lillian’s first priorities had been to rid Charles of a common beginner slave’s idea of the “You-are-everything-I-am-nothing” attitude. Lillian was no one’s abuser, but with Mei Lein, a scene newcomer and a sub woman at that, she could easily fall in with one. That wasn’t going to happen, not if Charles had anything to do with it.

“Stand up and turn around,” he said.

Mei Lein gave his flaccid cock a couple of more licks, a squeeze with her lips to drain the last of his essence, then obeyed Charles’s command. She came face to face with herself in the mirror. “Sir, will you please wipe my face?”

“No. You’ll wear my mark until I decide otherwise. Maybe I’ll take you downstairs. Not too many people around, but one or two might like to see how a slave is properly used. What do you think?”

The flush returned to Mei Lein, this time going well down her neck. “Whatever you decide, sir,” she said softly.

Damn. This wasn’t going the way he’d intended. Charles wanted Mei Lein to realize it was ultimately her decision to submit, not his or anyone else’s. Too bad Lillian wasn’t here to help, or even Tamera. Oh, fuck this pop psychology shit of having her look at herself in the mirror. Just say what you want to say.

He stood in between Mei Lein and the mirror. “Listen, you are a rare, beautiful thing. Anyone would love to get their hands on you. But you have to be careful. You need to be taught.”

A spark flickered in her eyes. “Will you teach me?”

Charles smiled but shook his head. “I’m still learning myself. Besides, I’m nobody’s master. At least not yet. No, I’m here to snag a mistress of my own.”

“Oh.” Her disappointment was plain.

“But if you were my slave, I’d send you to a training house. Masters and mistresses there can help you know the difference between a good and bad dom. The one I went through specializes in women like you. I’ll introduce you to the lady who got me in there.”

Mei Lein’s eyes narrowed. “This lady, she was your mistress? She has you trained then let’s you go? I don’t understand.”

“Neither do I entirely, but I’m sure she has her reasons. Much as I have mine with you.”

“But - “

Charles placed a finger across her lips. “No, no more talk. The night is going and before it’s done I’m going to hump the hell out of you. But first I have to recharge.” He held up his still limp dick.

Mei Lein’s grin was absolutely devilish. “Allow me to help, sir.”

She sank to her knees, taking his tool fully in her mouth. This time she gently pulled, stretched and teased his cock to wakefulness. Long before Charles would usually be ready for another go-round his penis was fully erect, the skin taut, wet and shiny. His helmet had never been such a deep shade of purple. The tip of Mei Lein’s tongue licked his balls and it was like they were on fire.

“Jesus! If that’s what you do with just your mouth, what’ll happen if I untie your hands?”

Mei Lein laughed. “Try and find out.”

“Not tonight. I value my life too much.”

He bent her over the back of the chair. It looked too tall for her, but Mei Lein took it in stride. She raised herself up on her toes, making it fit. Her pussy was full and ripe, begging to be plucked. While he spread the ropes to allow himself access, Charles’s cock tip brushed against Mei Lein’s anus.

She yelped and nearly bucked off the chair.

“No, please, not there!” No play acting this time, the fear in her voice was real.

“So, you are a virgin. At least in some way,” Charles said. He patted her ass. “Don’t worry, I won’t do anything, but you better get ready for someone who will test your limits.”

‘Y-Yes, sir.”

He undressed and took her slowly, gradually inserting his cock in her pussy. She was slick, more than ready for him. But she was tight also; so much so Charles took extra care lest he rip her. The beginning thrusts were leisurely, almost lazy, but each time he went a little deeper. Eventually his hips were slapping against hers, his plunges steady and hard. In the middle of their passion Charles realized Mei Lein was the perfect size for him; a little small but not too much, able to take his full manhood and feel like there was something special deeper inside, if he could just get down there. He could gladly lose himself in her.

He didn’t gag her this time, even after her moans were definitely loud enough to bleed through the walls. This time he wanted the full effect of her submission, and if anyone had their ears pressed to the walls he didn’t care. All Charles cared about was his and Mei Lein’s mutual pleasure. Just two people fucking. Just two people pushing, pushing, pushing, faster, harder deeper -

Their dual, deep-throated cries were nothing short of animalistic. Charles started it, coinciding with his exploding passion. Mei Lein finished it; her seemingly endless contractions giving rise to her own verbal reply. He fell across her back, his own skin glued to hers, both of their muscles too weak to even attempt a separation. Finally, a contented growl from Mei Lein roused Charles.

He peeled himself away. His knees weak, he somehow got Mei Lein to her own feet and they collapsed in bed. Already he was falling asleep.

“Sir. Sir, please. May I feel my arms around you? Just once? Please, Charles.”

He liked the sound of his name on her lips; the soft, sweet way she brought him back to consciousness, how her nose gently nudged his cheek, her breath a zephyr over his eyes. With a Herculean effort Charles untied the knots and loosened the ropes. Her arms freed at last, she did as promised, wrapping them around the back of his neck and over his stomach. A single kiss on his cheek and Mei Lein rested her head on his chest.

“Charles,” she said once more. Not an entreaty for a favor this time, but more like she wanted to hear his name again too. He kissed her on the head and they both slipped away to blissful sleep.



The morning sun peeked through a tiny slit in the heavy curtains. Like a Lone Ranger mask in reverse, it fell across Charles’s eyes in the darkness around him. He turned away from it, but the damage was done. Still, he contented himself with Mei Lein’s warm body next to him. His arm reached out…

And touched nothing but cold sheets.

Charles came fully awake, all his warning senses in high gear. He jumped up, hurriedly checking his coat. How could he have been so stupid? But his wallet was still there, along with all his money and credit cards. So at least he hadn’t been ripped off. As far as he could tell, all his other things were untouched too; his clothes were just as he left them draped over the small round table, even the chair was unmoved.

Charles rubbed his eyes. Where was Mei Lein? None of her things were around, not even the rope under the sheets. What was last night? Some kind of weird X-Files encounter? Definitely spooked, Charles dressed in a flash and got the hell out of there.

Once back in his own room he calmed down. At least his suitcase was still there along with the extra suit he’d hung up. He’d need it now since the one he wore was kind of rumpled. Yet, what demanded Charles’s attention first was the red flashing message light on the phone. He picked it up and it immediately rang back to who had called him.

“Where the hell have you been?” Lillian. Who else?

“Sorry. I just got in.”

“Is that all you have to say?”

“Ah, no.”

There was a pause. “I’m waiting.”

“I have to take a shower.”

Charles could practically see Lillian’s fumes coming through the phone. “Make it fast, then get your ass to the restaurant.”

The line went dead.

Charles took the quickest shower on record. It was still early, so he hadn’t missed his next interview, but something told him if he didn’t get back on Lillian’s good side he might as well forget it. Step one was, as Lillian said, “moving his ass”.

He was still finishing tying his dark blue tie on the way across the lobby when he spotted the concierge station. A sudden thought hit Charles and, without breaking stride, he altered course.

“Are there any messages for me? Charles Ryan, room 3224.”

The man behind the counter checked and shook his head.

Well, that was it then. Put Mei Lein down as just a passing ship in the night. Damn, he thought they really had something. He turned away, stopped and got the man’s attention again. “Could you check, ah, what was it? Yes, room 4133?”

This time Charles received a small envelope with his name on it. Inside was a note in neat, flowing script.

“My Charles. I rested little last night while you slept like a sated lion after a kill. The storms your advice stirred in my soul made me face things about myself. And as when a storm passes, everything is calm and clear. You are looking for one thing and I another. I could meet your lady and be trained, but my presence would distract you in your own search. Perhaps when you are more comfortable with your dominant nature and I with my submission, we will meet again. –M”

Inside was a golden “M” pendant.

Charles held the keepsake in his fingers. He was getting quite a collection, the quirt from Abigail and now this. They were nice, but he wished they both had stuck around a little longer. Abigail he felt a fondness to. Not love, something a little short of it, yet still special. Mei Lein was another matter. Passion, hunger, want, lust, but also a need to protect, to provide a safe place and be there with her. All these things and others he couldn’t name wouldn’t let him forget Mei Lein.

He was still going over the note when he wandered into the restaurant. Lillian appeared ready to throttle him but settled for snatching the note out of his hands. She read it while Charles stood by the table. She hadn’t invited him to sit and he wasn’t about to assume anything.

Lillian calmly sipped her coffee. “So, you were going to bring me a new slave?”

“Yes, ma’am. I thought you’d be able to help her like you did me.”

“Flattery isn’t going to get you out of this. But it is nice to know you were thinking of me.” Her expression went from ice to tepid neutrality.

Sensing a chance to get out of trouble, Charles kept up his efforts. “I couldn’t sleep last night. When you sent me away I still needed an outlet. Mei Lein was the same way.”

“Tell me you topped her well.”

“She won’t be sitting down without pain for a while.”

Neutrality transformed into the beginnings of warmth. “That’s something at least. Sit.”

Charles slid in to the booth, right next to Lillian.

She leaned over to him. “Don’t think you’re out of the woods yet. There’s a whip I want and you’re going to buy it for me.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

The whip cost over three-hundred dollars which Charles gladly put on his credit card. At least it wasn’t a diamond. While Lillian tested it on his bare back in front of everyone in the dealer’s room, Charles knew he had gotten off cheap.



For his third interview, almost on a whim, Charles decided on someone who didn’t list any interests or specialties. The card read only “Mistress Fallon - Los Angeles - New York - London.” The international flavor appealed to Charles. The same thing must’ve happened to other people because the interview card was nearly full, only a couple of times were left for early Saturday morning. For someone in such demand, Charles found it strange that there was no card for Sunday.

Mistress Fallon was English and her age appeared early fifties. Her tall height reminded Charles of Daphne while her light blue eyes shone from a beautiful face. Shoulder length brown hair was sprinkled with gray. A dark pant suit created a streamlined effect.

“Ah, yes. Charles of Ash House,” she said in way of greeting. “Sharlene pointed you out to me yesterday. Being the first male slave from Ash would be enough of a reputation for most, but you added to it with your interview with Danielle. I heard you slapped her but I’ve a feeling that’s an exaggeration.”

Once more Charles gave an account of his actions. Fallon seemed most interested in Charles’s thoughts during, and immediately after, the incident.

“When you threw the cigarette in the coffee, how did you feel?”

“At first I was angry. She committed a selfish act. I couldn’t smoke, so why should she?”

“Maybe you have some latent dominant tendencies.”

Charles paused. “I have dominated a couple of women at times.”

“Did you enjoy it?”

“Oh, immensely.” The memory of Abigail and Mei Lein under his whip, his control, flooded him with warmth. “But Daphne and Tamera kept me pretty much under their thumbs.”

Fallon’s curiosity also extended to Charles’s computer related experience. She seemed especially interested in his web page design and troubleshooting abilities. The questions sounded rehearsed but they were of a type above what the average person would pose. Fallon made short notes to all of the answers whether scene or computer related.

She put away her notepad and Charles knew the interview was at an end. But Fallon had one more thing to say. “I’ll want to see you in private tomorrow. I represent a consortium and need to make a few phone calls so I’m not sure of the time yet. I’ll leave a message for you with the concierge.”



Charles wandered about the dealer room or sat in on a seminar or two the rest of the morning. A lot of people asked him if he was indeed the male slave from Ash House. A few wanted to know about the training program.

The single biggest demonstration of Charles’s notoriety occurred while he and Lillian waited for a table at lunchtime. They sat on a couch in the lobby just outside the restaurant. First, a woman approached them, then a man and woman couple. Before Charles knew it he was holding an informal question and answer session with about ten people gathered around him. Lillian positively beamed at the interest he got. The questions ended only when Charles and Lillian’s names were called for their table.

“Ready for that cubicle of your own now?” Lillian asked. “Or should we put you down as a seminar of your own on Sunday?”

Any plans to follow up on Lillian’s suggestion were put on hold when Charles got back to his room that night. His bedside phone was flashing. Charles called the concierge who told him he had an appointment at ten-thirty the next morning.



Stan Wilson admitted Charles to the penthouse. He was dressed in his blue suit, but instead of the joviality from yesterday, he carried an air of dignity reserved for a butler. He told Charles to wait by the door, then disappeared down a hallway.

Charles had never been in a penthouse. If it weren’t for the huge window on the west wall reminding him he was twenty floors up he would have felt he was in a huge house. Two long couches with end tables and several chairs, all richly carved and upholstered in Louis XVI style perfectly complemented a thick, lavender colored wall-to-wall carpet. No doubt about it, this was the big leagues.

Stan returned and bid Charles to follow him. A few yards down the hallway they turned right into a parlor. There were more Louis XVI chairs in this inner sanctum, but all except one were pushed up against the wainscoted wall. The carpet color was now peach but no less thick. A vaulted ceiling painted with light clouds and a pale blue sky gave a false impression of outdoor freedom. Stan indicated the single chair in the middle of the room that faced the door. “Please have a seat. Do not speak until you’re asked a question. Mistress Fallon will be here in a moment.”

Charles sat down, his file on his lap. Stan carefully placed five chairs in a semi-circle facing Charles, equidistant from each other. He bowed once, then left the room. The door shut behind him.

Charles had told Lillian about his interview with Fallon. When he mentioned that Fallon wanted to see him again, Lillian’s eyes lit up like Christmas. But she wouldn’t give him any specific information on what to expect. “She’s been around the scene for years and you’re the newest thing she’s seen in a long time. So - “

“I know, I know. Be ready for anything.” They both laughed.

It was a long time before anyone else came into the room. The empty chairs reminded Charles of a kangaroo court or the Spanish Inquisition. He half expected Fallon to enter wearing a red robe, accompanied by church sanctioned torturers with the implements of their trade.

The double doors opened wide. Stan stood off to the left side, his hands clasped in front. Four women strode into the parlor and each took up position in front of a chair. Charles started to stand, but Stan quickly shook his head. A short pause, then Fallon glided into the room, sitting in the center chair. As if this were a cue, all the other women followed suit. Stan closed the doors and stood behind Fallon.

If they wanted to intimidate Charles with their silence, they succeeded. All their faces were neutral, no evidence of approval or even a telegraph of expectation. Not even Stan betrayed any emotion.

One woman, aside from Fallon, looked familiar. Sitting to Fallon’s immediate left, it wasn’t so much her face that tweaked Charles’s memory, but how she was dressed that made him remember her. A pale blue Victorian dress covered her from lace up boots all the way to her neck. Her russet hair was styled in a French twist and a wooden switch gripped in her thin, gloved hands.

Lady Reeve. The memory of his beating from her caused his penis to awaken.

She was the first woman there to acknowledge him as she nodded once to Charles. “So, this is the prince of slaves we’ve heard so much about,” she said. Reeve never broke eye contact with Charles. Her comment could have been construed as denigrating, but he didn’t think it was.

“He comes recommended from reliable, if unusual, sources. Unusual for a male slave,” Fallon said. “Charles, please give your file to Ursula.” She elegantly gestured to the woman seated at the edge of the semi-circle on Charles’s left. Ursula was slim with a small mouth and upturned nose that gave her a naturally haughty look. Charles flashed on a scene of him suddenly grabbing Ursula by her long, ash blonde hair and throwing her at his feet. That would certainly change any snotty demeanor on her part, if not the look.

He gently handed his file to her.

She didn’t even open the file before her first question. “So what was it like to be the first male slave through Ash House?”

“At times pure hell.”

“Oh, c’mon,” Ursula said. “You don’t look like they were too rough on you.”

“You be the first one through a training program that’s previously only accepted the opposite sex. You’ll change your mind.”

Charles was willing to go along if Ursula wanted to play the attitude game. But her next question cut right through any subtle competition.

“Then why did you do it?”

Charles paused. Why indeed? Because Lillian told him it was the best way to find a mistress? No, it was something more fundamental than that.

“When I got there Tamera, my trainer, said she was going to be extra hard on me. Somehow I already knew that. I wanted to show them I was worth it. And because of the stubborn masochist in me.”

Ursula seemed to analyze Charles’s reply. She nodded once as if in acceptance that she got an honest answer. She handed the file to the next woman.

All the women took care in their appearance, but this one especially. Medium length dark hair combed just right. Nails perfectly manicured. Her shiny black dress cut to reveal a little, but not too much cleavage. “Did Tamera ever mention Lady Morgan?” she said.

Charles paused a moment. “No, I don’t believe she did.”

“Really? Well, not so surprising. The relationship between a trainer and slave is so much love-hate anyway. Wouldn’t you agree?”

“I try not to think about that.” So, Tamera was trained by this Lady Morgan. And apparently not always in a pleasurable manner. A lot of Tamera’s actions suddenly made sense. And it also meant Morgan was bi-sexual.

“When did you hate her the most?” Morgan said.

“When she wasn’t fair.”

“Oh? Not when you were whipped.” The corner of Morgan’s mouth crooked up a little.

“Actually, he takes a beating quite well.” Reeve flexed her switch. “At least he did when I did him. Nice marks.” The first there to break her glacial reserve, Reeve gave him a little smile.

“Aren’t you exaggerating?” Fallon said. “Lillian had just snared him.”

Charles blinked. Reeve must have told the other ladies about his introduction to the scene all those months back. That must mean she also told them -

“He didn’t have any trouble stripping in front of strangers either,” Reeve said. “And from what I saw at a certain seminar yesterday, he hasn’t developed any new shyness.”

The room got quite warm. All those female eyes, even Stan’s, regarded him in a new light. Like without any clothes. True enough, he was already the center of attention, but now each lady’s basic instinct started to manifest. Charles could almost hear the predatory growls.

“Charles, do be a dear and show these nice ladies how you were dressed yesterday,” Reeve said. Her smile reminded Charles of a wolf.

At a sign from Fallon, Stan came around the semi-circle and stood next to Charles. “I’ll take care of your clothes.”

With a sense of being slightly railroaded, Charles stripped. Yet, he didn’t stop at his briefs as he did at the seminar. It was only a matter of time before someone would pull them off so he saved them the trouble. It was also inevitable something like this would happen. A private room, the consortium wanting to inspect the candidate, a chance for a little play; clearly, the time for talk was over. Nice.

Stan neatly draped Charles’s suit on the back of his chair, then moved it aside. Then, to Charles’s surprise, Stan produced a long rope to lash his wrists together in front. Stan’s quick movements were assured and expert. Strange, since Stan was a sub.

The leftover rope found its way through a ring embedded in the ceiling. The hotel management surely took a dim view of such additions to the room, but this was the penthouse. They’d probably consider it just another of their guests’ eccentricities.

Arms taut, balanced on his toes, Charles tried to make eye contact with the ladies to keep things personal, but their attention was elsewhere. Like just below his waist. Fallon made a little circle gesture to Stan and Charles was slowly turned around. Like a side of beef before butchers cut it up into smaller pieces.

“Inez, make him dance,” Fallon said.

The only woman who hadn’t spoken to Charles yet came to his side. She held a light brown riding whip, its two blades tapered to sharp points. Something like that was designed for something with a thick hide.

A white crinkled dress contrasted against her short, dark hair and thick eyebrows. Her brown eyes were twin whirlpools of captivation. She was a little younger than Charles, but her accent made her seem older. “In Spain there is a wind which blows across the coastal plains, the Solano,” Inez said. “It dries the air and scorches the land. When your skin matches the rage of the Solano your whipping will end.”

No warm up to ease him into it. The first blow landed on Charles’s back and he arched in response and grit his teeth. Inez kept up a steady rhythm from which she never veered. Like reliable ticks of a metronome, the whip whistled through the air on its way to Charles’s back, ass or legs. The blows increased in force but he refused to cry out. His natural stubbornness stopped him.

The ladies circled him. Reeve’s gloved hands stroked his erect cock and balls. A blow from Inez landed on his ass and Reeve timed a squeeze of his balls to match. Charles nearly yelped but Reeve concealed his mouth with hers. Then she placed her arms around him and Charles didn’t feel the blows so much anymore. He relaxed, letting himself feel safe in Reeve’s grasp. A few more strokes, then she slowly backed away.

The other mistresses watched the welts rise or came around to observe his face contort with each stroke. Like buyers at a market they spoke to each other. Some pinched his cock to test its hardness. Others made slight gestures and Inez either increased or decreased the force of the whip, but didn’t stop.

He passed through the grunting stage, then sharp gasps, followed by labored breaths in between strokes. His entire backside from his neck to his legs screamed at him to call a halt, yet he refused.

Inez hit him across one part of his ass that had taken more punishment than any other place. Finally, Charles let loose with his lungs.

“Stop!” That sounded like Reeve, hard to tell since his blood pounded in his ears.

A single finger lifted his face up by the chin. Yes, that was Reeve, no more than a foot away.

“Tears don’t come so easily now, do they?” she said. “They trained you well. The only tears we’ll accept will be genuine.”

The women withdrew to their chairs. Stan’s large hands turned Charles around with a delicateness that belied their size. He remained at Charles’s side while the women debated.

Charles heard everything but he hardly remembered a word of it. But what Reeve said at one point remained with him. “His potential is great but he must be handled the right way.”

“We don’t want him broken, Reeve,” Morgan said.

“Not broken,” she replied. “But controlled. Give him to me. He’s a local boy so staying in familiar territory might aid his transition.”

“I agree,” Fallon said. “His computer background would work well with Reeve’s part of the business.”

The other ladies consented with the understanding they’d meet again at the usual time, but Reeve would supply them with regular reports. Reeve stayed while the ladies and Stan filed out. She ran her hands over his chest and deeply kissed him.

“It’s time to come home, Charles.”



A few hours later, Charles was still in a daze. He’d found a mistress. But that wasn’t what excited him the most. The stirring he felt when Reeve kissed him hadn’t yet died down.

Reeve had some last minute business with the consortium so she allowed Charles one last go round at the fair. He checked out of his room but left his suitcase in the concierge’s care until Reeve checked out herself. When Charles approached the double doors he noticed Stan had resumed his warden duties. He cordially acknowledged Charles as he held the door open. Lillian was just coming out of a seminar and together they strolled the dealer room. Charles summarized his experience in the penthouse.

“You didn’t tell me Stan is a member of their group,” he said.

“It wasn’t relevant for you to know,” Lillian said. “You hadn’t yet signed up for any interviews and I didn’t want to influence you. But I will admit to a certain pride at having placed two slaves with Fallon’s group.” She hooked her arm around his elbow.

Charles stilled their promenade. “Why?”

Lillian chuckled. “Ah, so now it comes. Why did I pick you? Or more to the point: What do I get out of all this?”

“Something like that.”

“Rather than tell, let me show you.”

She led Charles back to the interview room. They passed Danielle’s empty cubicle. Someone had ripped her name sticker in half and tossed it on the floor. All the way in the back corner of the large room a hastily lettered sign proclaimed the Silver R Ranch. A few brochures with color photos of the cabins, inside and out, were tacked to the partition. Maxine sat on the far side of a small table while she interviewed a man and woman. Maxine winked once toward Lillian, then turned her attention back on the couple.

Lillian kept her voice down so the people in the cubicle wouldn’t be distracted. “We had a few inquiries on Friday but nothing serious. But after that demonstration you volunteered for and the impromptu seminar while waiting for lunch yesterday, we decided to get a cubicle.” She pointed to several sheets of paper filled with names and times. The last person was scheduled after the fair’s official close.

“I did this?” Charles said.

“You’re our poster boy. When women, and now men, see you they think of the ranch. They want to be trained there.”

One thing in the back of his mind still bothered Charles. “I hope Ash is ready for it.”

Lillian laughed. “Ash has seen the light. It took some pounding on his thick skull from all his partners along with Tamera and Daphne doing their share, but word has spread and the prestige of Ash House too. That convinced him. That’s what I get out of all this - a retreat for people in the scene.”

“And all the better if one or two need extra instruction from Mistress Lillian?”

“Why, Charles, you just see right through me.”

They both laughed. Lillian directed them back out to the hallway. Just two nice people out for a stroll.

“You know, I’d always fantasized that I’d be sold on an auction block,” Charles said.

Lillian nodded. “It’s one of the greatest SM fantasies, isn’t it? I mean, the whole idea of meeting Mr. or Ms. Right in a seemingly random way can be overpowering. Out of all the slaves, out of all the masters or mistresses, you get the one meant for you. To find that perfect mate who knows your thoughts before you think them yourself, who knows all the tricks you’ll pull and is ready for them. And of course it’s obvious you were meant to be together. Some people might call it Fate. And yet, that’s the most romantic notion in all the world, whether or not it’s SM.”

They found themselves in the lobby. Reeve was checking out and Charles knew his time had also come.

“I’ve been saying goodbye to everyone all week. First Abigail, then the ranch, now you.”

Lillian hugged him. “The idea was to find yourself a suitable lady. Well, you hit the jackpot, you got five. And we’ll see each other again; you’ll come back to the ranch. But maybe not quite the way you’d expect. Who knows where fame and fortune will take you?”

“I’ll always be your friend,” Charles said.

“Oh, much more than that, I hope.”

A final tight squeeze, then Lillian quickly let go and almost dashed to the fair area, never once looking back. Stan held the door open, held out a hanky for her and she was gone.

Charles briefly wiped at his eyes, then joined Reeve at the counter. He found a bellboy with his suitcase and what he assumed was Reeve’s small, overnight bag.

“I had them bring your belongings out too. They’re so accommodating here,” Reeve said. She dismissed the bellboy with a nice tip. “Charles, would you please bring our things to the car?”

“Yes, ma’am.” Charles lifted the bags and assumed his new role.




Chapter Eleven

Contract

A pair of French doors framed Reeve behind her oak desk. Outside, stretching to infinity, the Pacific Ocean shone like blue glass.

The contract Charles signed stipulated personal services. No where did it mention the words slave, mistress or SM. Its length was for two years with an option for a third, the salary comparable to what he’d make as an entry level programmer with a large company.

A Ms. Jones sat to Charles’s left. Middle-aged with sallow cheeks and dressed in a pin-stripe suit, she gave the impression of a non-scene person until she handed Charles a copy of his contract. From inside the long sleeve of her white shirt a thin leather cuff peeked out.

Charles remembered the businesslike Mr. Smith from Ash House. And now here was Ms. Jones. A pair of surreal bookends. Did they keep others like them in jars somewhere and when needed pour them out?

Ms. Jones kept the original contract. Her thin briefcase snapped shut, twin clicks locking up Charles’s future. She bowed to Reeve, then exited the study.

“You will maintain a separate residence, but most of your time will be spent here. When you’re out and about keep this with you. It’s programmed to receive and send phone calls to only one number.” Reeve slid a thin cell phone across her desk to Charles, then gestured for him to follow her.

Through a corner door an adjoining room was filled with computer equipment and software. “This is your office. When the door is shut I’m not to be disturbed. If you’re needed, I’ll call you on the intercom.”

Charles’s own bedroom was a little further down the hall. Connected to it was a small bathroom with beige tiles and chrome fixtures. Back in the other direction, past Reeve’s office and a large, plush living room was the kitchen and a guest bedroom. Cool satillo tiles surrounded a work island in the kitchen with multiple pots and pans hung over it. The guest bedroom was simple; a double-sized bed occupied most of the space, but there were also various hooks in the walls along with several pegs on which to hang toys. Reeve’s own bedroom was a master suite upstairs with floor to ceiling windows allowing in plenty of light. Reeve opened another pair of French doors and they stepped onto a wide balcony. The cool ocean breeze reminded Charles of his last days at the ranch and the oncoming winter, but this wind held the promise of year long sunny days and calm nights. Below, in the middle of the green lawn, were two wooden posts, large metal rings hung near the tops. Beyond, at the edge of the bluff the lot sat on, was a swimming pool.

As he came back inside, through a partially opened sliding door to his left, Charles caught a glimpse of several toys hung on a wall.

“You’ll see the rest of that room soon enough. I do like surprises. Come along now.” Reeve took his hand like a child’s and guided him downstairs.



Reeve gave him the following Monday off for personal business to check on his apartment and notify his family of his new job. Come Tuesday, his first official day at work for the consortium, he hit the ground rolling.

“Inez sent a request for a web page design this morning,” Reeve said. “The specs are in your e-mail.”

A simple web page usually took Charles a couple of hours. The specifications were in English but the language for the page was in Spanish. While Charles had a working knowledge of the language, it still took him longer than usual to complete it. Still, he finished it well before lunch. Another request came in from Morgan in New York. Then a troubleshoot on some software from Ursula in San Francisco. Before the week was out he had received requests from every lady in the consortium, even Reeve. She took requests over the phone and sometimes seeing a client personally. Whenever someone was there she shut her office door, but sometimes she called Charles out to consult. He would emerge dressed in a nice shirt, tie and dress pants, give a technical suggestion or two, then go back to work. Later, Reeve would lay a neat handwritten note on what the client requested in his “in” tray so as not to disturb his train of thought. It was those notes that stretched the day beyond the normal eight hours. After a ten hour shift, as Charles shed his work clothes and the stress of the day, he thanked heaven his bed was in the next room. And that dinner was already prepared.

A husband and wife team came in three times a week to clean house and make meals. Linda and Greg Hanley were attractive, in their late fifties and semi-retired. When they met Charles late Wednesday he was already stripped, cuffed and tied in a corner.

“So, this is the new slave?” Linda said. She patted Charles on the shoulder. “Ah, nice and firm. I like that.”

“His muscles or his cock?” Greg said.

“Both, as you can see. We’re going to have a lot of fun with this one.”

“Reeve will punish us both if you use him up too fast.”

“I think there’s plenty of him to go around.”

Greg was the cook. His well balanced meals could easily be preserved overnight and warmed the next day. Linda was the house cleaner. Not a corner was missed when she wielded the rag. She dominated when they dusted, he bossed her around in the kitchen. Charles had heard of scene couples that switched with each other. Interesting to say the least.

Charles’s relationship with Reeve also developed a duality. When business went on it was just that - strictly business. An occasional flirt came on during a break but that was all. But once the work day ended, until Reeve dismissed him for the night, strict measures manifested themselves. And they were total.

As promised, Charles didn’t see the inside of the dungeon that first week, but every night he was placed in some form of restraint. Different kinds of cuffs, gags, hoods and harnesses were tried on him each night with Reeve taking copious notes. His ability on how long he could stay in one position, his arms tied tightly behind him and then lifted up by means of a chain attached to a pulley and winch in the living room, or balanced on his ass with his legs spread and hung in the air, greatly interested her. At these times he silently thanked Tamera for her severe training methods.

Reeve also measured his body every which way; around the shoulders, waist and hips, from elbows to wrists, knees to ankles, around the forehead, from cheeks to under the chin, his cock at rest and at full erection, even the size of his eye sockets. At one point, bound straight up to a wooden pole in the living room, Charles caught a glimpse from a distance of an equipment catalog. Reeve saw him looking at it and snatched it up, taking it with her to her office. A short pause, then he heard her hit a speed dial on her speaker phone. When a vaguely familiar woman’s voice answered she picked up the phone. After a few exchanged pleasantries, Reeve started giving his measurements.

“Do you think you could have it all ready by next Monday?” she said. “Alright, Thursday the twenty-eighth. No, no, it’s just that I’d like to make sure there needn’t be any last minute adjustments. Okay, good. No, I’m not about to send him out alone yet, so you’ll need to use Steven as a model. Yes, won’t he just love that? I can sense him frothing at the mouth even now. Well, just tell him a little variety is good for the soul.”

Reeve’s light laughter floated out to Charles in the living room. Was that Cass she was speaking to, Abigail’s mistress? They talked some more, then Reeve hung up. On her way through the living room she cast Charles a quick look, then climbed the stairs to her suite. But any speculation as to what was behind her appraisal of him was supplanted by Linda’s and Greg’s actions.

They untied him from the pole, then lay him face up on the coffee table which only accentuated his upright cock. Greg wrapped and buckled soft, well worn leather cuffs around Charles’s wrists, upper arms, thighs and ankles, then locked them all to conveniently placed rings on the sturdy table. Linda stuffed a leather plug gag in his mouth and tightly brought the straps to the back of his head. She kissed him once on the cheek. Greg set a fire on the hearth, then gave Charles a thumbs up sign. It was Friday night, the end of his first week with Reeve, and he sensed everything else up to now was just child’s play.

Reeve. She had hardly touched him sexually since that day at the penthouse, and when she did it was only in the most clinical way. Poking, prodding, evaluating. Charles wanted to do away with her detached teasing. The hunger she had ignited in him from the penthouse encounter demanded satisfaction. He longed to run his hands over her breasts, down her hips, between her legs. But he kept them to himself. How could he not when they were tied almost all the time? So he hung on somehow.

The house grew quiet. Charles heard Reeve descend the stairs. He lifted his head. One look at Reeve and Charles knew the week of sexual baiting was over.

Gone was the conservative Victorian style dress she wore during business hours. A silk, waist cincher corset exposed her firm, high breasts. Thigh high stockings were snapped to the corset’s garter straps while high heeled granny boots completed the ensemble. Her shapely legs indicated grace and her smooth skin with an isolated freckle here and there shone forth. But instead of the stereotypical soft female, it all spoke of an authority that brought men to their knees.

In one hand Reeve held a cat, in the other the ever present wooden switch.

“Tonight your whipping will be different. Tonight, you’re going to see it coming.” Reeve flicked her wrist and the cat landed on his chest. Maybe she thought Charles’s ensuing muffled screams were the result of her sadistic ministrations, or perhaps she just didn’t care. Screams from a slave were probably nothing new to her. But a frontal flogging was unique to Charles.

Usually he relaxed into a whipping, the steady beat and resulting warmth allowed his mind to drift. Not this time. He watched every single stroke as it landed on his unprotected front. Each blade of the cat flashed by, each swing frozen in his mind. Would this be the one that would make him howl behind the gag? One errant strike on his balls from one blade, even though all the others hit their intended mark, is all it would take.

Charles’s eyes bulged when one swing brought the cat high on the inside of his left thigh. If Reeve wanted to scare him, she was doing a good job.

The switch came next. Charles’s fear of a wayward hit with the cat was now replaced with the terror of that thing unleashed. Reeve concentrated on his legs, although an occasional rap on the stomach or even his arms reminded him she had no qualms about where she would strike him. Thin, red stripes rose all over his body, until Charles felt like some exotic, frightened animal. Yet still dangerous. Why else would he be bound so tight? At the mercy of his captor, he waited for the chance to unleash his own force.

The blows stopped. Reeve stood beside Charles’s hips and pointed the switch at his rock hard cock.

“This doesn’t get used outside the Inner Circle. You’ll be given to other women who are our friends, sometimes simply for discipline, sometimes to satisfy them with your mouth or to let them rape your ass. But this cock stays at home. Got it?”

Charles vigorously nodded.

“Good, because I’m dying to try it out. You’re quite the tease, you know that?”

Him?

“Acting so casual all day, so business like. All that male power hidden underneath those clothes.”

She let Charles up, then secured his wrists behind him. A thick, white area rug lay in front of the fireplace and Charles soon found himself on it, facing the ceiling. Reeve tied his legs together, then mounted him.

Already slick, Reeve slid down with absolutely no problem. Her internal fire threatened to melt him. Before his training at the ranch, Charles would have started thrusting upwards immediately, but now he gave a slight push here, a nudge there. He let Reeve do most of the work. He watched her face; how her eyes lost their focus, the light licking of her lips, the self-stroking of her breasts. Soft tendrils of her hair came loose and fell down her neck. As the fire in the hearth slowly died down, Charles subtly abetted bringing Reeve’s own lust higher. When she started to moan he made his move.

He lurched upward, like the sudden movement of a locomotive leaving the station. Reeve’s bent knees lifted off the rug and her breasts jumped, then smacked back down on her ribs. Again he thrust, then again, using his hands underneath him to add to his impalement of her. Reeve placed her hands flat on his chest to steady herself. She slid down to her elbows, bringing herself closer to Charles’s face. Her hands found their way around his head and unbuckled the gag, then ripped it out of his mouth. Her tongue drove deep inside him, invading him as he her.

Charles didn’t let up. With each thrust of his tool, Reeve forced her own tongue deeper. As she delved into the back of his throat, Charles gave a small cry but she refused to retreat. Nor did he stop as well. Reeve’s fingers entwined in his hair, Charles’s tongue danced with hers. He couldn’t go on like this, he needed to breathe! But Reeve squeezed her walls about him and he made his cock helmet expand just that little bit extra at the height of each thrust. He would show her!

And then he did. He shot into her so hard Reeve broke off from him and straightened, frozen like a statue, mouth open, eyes tightly shut.

“Oh, god, I can’t believe it!” she cried out. Her voice was hoarse. “You’re beautiful! Beautiful. I…I…” Then she was on his chest, shuddering uncontrollably, her body demanding its own submission.

Slowly their wits returned and, along with them, hunger. When they ate the veal and vegetables provided by Greg, Reeve kept Charles on the floor, his arms bound behind him, and fed him from the table like a favored pet.

Reeve couldn’t keep her hands off of Charles after that. She whipped or bound him either in the living room or his own bedroom, but never upstairs in her suite. When Monday dawned Reeve’s attentions slackened only enough so they could both work. Each night it all started up again and the following weekend was more intense than the first one. When Charles got back to his computer the next Monday, he did so with a sore ass and drained cock. As the web page work orders and requests for software help came in from the other ladies in the Inner Circle, he wondered if he would have anything left for when it was time for Reeve to share. Now Charles understood when Morgan told Reeve at the penthouse not to break him.



On Thursday that same week, Charles got an unexpected reunion when the new equipment arrived.

Since Linda and Greg weren’t around, Reeve buzzed Charles and told him to answer the front door. It was Abigail. After a brief, surprised moment they both laughed and tightly hugged each other.

“Is all the new stuff for you?” Abigail said. “When I saw Steven and Cass pack these boxes I thought it was for a new SM parlor.” Two large boxes sat in her small car, one of them poking out of the hatchback.

“With all this attention, I’m not sure if I should be flattered or frightened,” Charles said.

“It’s better than being ignored.”

“You’ve got a point there.”

She handed him a box.

“What’s in here?” Charles asked.

“As if you didn’t know. Oh, maybe you don’t. Cass told me not to say anything. I guess your mistress wants to surprise you. Everything is supposed to be custom fit though.”

“So that’s what all those strange measurements were for.”

Abigail laughed. “You should have seen Steven. He’s about your size so Cass used him as the model. His pride was hurt a little but he survived it. Just between us, I think he secretly enjoyed it.”

“Really? Don’t let Ash know or Steven may be banned from the ranch.”

“Little chance of that, since he and Cass are part owners. But that reminds me, my next stop is Ash House. Daphne ordered a little toy for Tamera.”

“Now that’s something I’d like to see.”

Abigail smiled. “Well, alright. Cass didn’t say anything about keeping that particular thing hidden.”

A pair of ankle and wrist cuffs were produced, but these weren’t the basic black and fur lined bulky items. Light brown in color, an intricate, feminine design was carved into the leather and dyed in soft pastels. A coating applied over it all made the whole thing shine.

“Do my things have designs on them too?” Charles said.

“Now, there you go again, asking questions you shouldn’t. Tamera would be disappointed. Anyway, you’ll find out Saturday.”

“Saturday?”

“Didn’t you know? Oops.”

“And there you go, talking too much again.”

“That’s why Cass keeps me under gag discipline a lot. Forget what I just said, okay?”

They kissed and Abigail tore out of the driveway.

Saturday? Oh, yes. Halloween.




Chapter Twelve

Debut

Amidst the dominant vampires and submissive victims, Charles was at the center of it all. He craned his head around to watch everyone in their ghoulish best from the outdoor pole in the backyard that he faced. His hands were chained overhead, his waist tied to the wood. Torches set about the perimeter of the lawn cast everything in a dancing glow.

A young woman named Beth wore the best vampire costume. Unlike the other women, she patterned herself after Dracula. Her short, slicked back dark hair accented an aquiline face. A white vest with medallion at her throat and pants with a thin blood stripe peeked out of a high collared cape that swirled about her. Long red nails reminded Charles of talons. Instead of obviously fake, plastic fangs, Beth’s looked like the real thing. She had been to see Reeve on business a few times the last couple of weeks and to boast about the latest slave she had. “Oh, yes, I used him well those three days, then got rid of him, like the others,” she would say. Tonight that conceit served her vampire character well, too bad it wasn’t an act.

Beth took a double glance at Charles as he hung near them. “He’s your slave too? I thought he just did office work for you,” she said to Reeve.

“We’re still discovering Charles’s talents. Versatility seems to be his thing.”

“Pity you’ve got a lock on him below the belt.”

“That’s for the Circle alone,” Reeve said. “Every exposed part of him is fair game.”

“Even his mouth and asshole?”

“Especially those.”

Beth stepped closer and ran her hand over Charles’s ass. “Hmmm. What’s his pedigree?”

“His initial training was with Lillian Wade, then nearly two months at the Silver R ranch.”

“Really? How interesting. You wouldn’t consider an extended loan?”

“I might consider something for a single night, but we want him kept close to home. Use him in the guest room later, after everyone has taken their swings at him.” Both ladies wandered away.

Charles was the whipping boy tonight. Reeve had hung a flogger on the other side of the pole from him with a sign above that invited all the guests to beat him at their leisure. A few had already done so, the warmth of their attentions still smarted Charles’s back. Reeve herself hadn’t touched him yet and for that he felt simultaneously grateful and frustrated.

Charles kept Reeve in his vision as much as possible. She played her hostess part well with the dark, demon party crowd. Her own costume was a light, flowing white material that made her resemble an ethereal spirit. Charles’s erection stiffened even more inside his chastity belt. If he weren’t tied to the whipping post, he would capture that spirit of his mistress and have her, slave training be damned. Of course, he would first have to get the key for the lock on his belt and that hung about Reeve’s neck. His only escape was through her and it stood to reason only when she was ready would the belt would be removed.

The chastity belt itself was a work of art. Rope and whip designs were carved into the wide leather waist belt, while two thin straps at either side at the small of Charles’s back met underneath at his scrotum, joined at the codpiece by a silver ring. The codpiece was tapered at the ring to allow his balls to hang loose, then widened out the closer it got to the waist belt in front. Carved into the front of the codpiece, in silver Victorian style letters were the initials “IC” over a small “c”. Behind the codpiece, Charles’s cock rested in an upright, closed ended, plastic tube, big enough to allow changes in his size. The sexuality in the air, and Reeve’s presence, made it struggle to get out.

Many more people came around and examined Charles. None spoke directly to him. A few women wondered how well he would mark up under a real beating. While most took little more than practice swings at him, a few let loose with all their strength. Most of the dominant men viewed Charles from a distance, as if his condition were infectious. A couple of them noticed his discomfort inside the belt and gave him a knowing smile.

Charles’s eyes were shut and he was recovering from one short, nasty beating when he heard two male voices close behind him.

“Dammit, why didn’t you make me one of those? I like the way the ass is still available.”

“Thinking of switching to sub, Duncan? Jennifer would be surprised,” said the second man.

“I’ve no intention of switching. I want it for Jennifer.”

The two men came around in front of Charles. The second man was Steven, the male half of Abigail’s domination duo. A small woman followed him on a leash. A shiny latex body suit without any arm sleeves covered her. It appeared her arms were tied in back underneath. The body suit laced up in back but it didn’t stop at the neck. Her head was completely covered also. A round plug indicated where the mouth was, two holes for the nose allowed air intake and two eyeholes sight. The whole thing was stretched skin tight over her. Abigail’s white eyes bulged out, in stark contrast to the shiny black. An alien slave.

Steven unclipped Abigail’s leash from the d ring set in her suit at the neck. “Go get Cass and Jennifer.”

Abigail began her search while the men remained and discussed the intricacies of the chastity belt. A few minutes later, she returned with Cass who carried a large envelope and led Jennifer on a leash. Arms bound behind her, Jennifer also wore a chastity belt that, from the front, resembled Charles’s. The waist belt was carved in a rope and whip motif while the codpiece sported a capital “D” that surmounted a small “j”.

Cass handed the leash to Duncan who bent Jennifer over his arm at her waist. Jennifer’s belt was fitted to hold two plugs and both were in use.

“Can you taper it like that one, but still leave enough to hold the front plug?” Duncan said.

“I don’t see a problem,” Steven said. “Of course, that’ll leave her pussy lips exposed.”

“That’s fine. You’ve already got Jennifer’s measurements. Send your slave to deliver it.”

“No. I’ll deliver it myself.”

Cass shot Steven an alarmed look.

“Suit yourself.” Duncan straightened Jennifer. Her pink face was either a result of blood rushing to her head or embarrassment from being coldly discussed. Duncan led her off amongst the party crowd.

Steven jotted some notes on a small pad. Cass sidled up to him with a gleam in her eye.

“Have you seen how the guest room is decked out?” Cass said.

“No.” Steven still concentrated on his notes.

“A couple of things there you might like.” She leaned toward his ear and whispered. When she pulled back Charles heard her finish with “…my master.”

Steven thinly smiled, pocketed his notes, then snapped his fingers at Abigail. He pointed at the other pole. Abigail stood with her back to it and Steven kicked her legs widely apart. He tied her ankles with plenty of slack rope between them, enough to go around the pole. Abigail was able to traverse around the pole, but not leave it.

“You showed a lot of improvement when you came home, but you messed up this week. Now you’re going to stay here as a shamed slave.” Steven snapped his fingers again and Cass pulled a placard out of her envelope. She held it up for Abigail to see whose eyes grew even wider. Negative sounds issued from inside her hood. Steven affixed it to the pole overhead. It said, “Gossipy slave. Punish me.”

Steven attached a riding crop to Abigail’s leash ring. “Maybe some bruises will help assist you in your contemplations.”

Abigail issued a series of whimpers.

“Oh, you’d better be ready. I’ve mentioned to a few doms here just where to hit you on the inside of your legs. And I’d better not hear they needed to use a spreader bar on you.”

Abigail moaned. She clumsily knelt at Steven’s feet, head bowed to the ground, but he turned away.

“As for you,” he said to Cass, “you never should have let this happen in the first place.”

Cass’s mouth dropped open. “Me?”

Steven slowly advanced on her. “I told you to deliver the merchandise yourself. Not the slave. When Reeve told me Abigail had shown Daphne’s order to this slave here,” he indicated Charles, “I knew I had a problem. Not just with one slave, but two.”

“Steven, no - “

“Shut up!” Steven spun Cass around and slapped her hard on the ass. “The guest room. Move!”

Cass took off like a rocket. Steven followed at a more sedate pace, the situation well in hand.

A slow thrill of fear crept up from Charles’s toes and settled in his stomach. How did Reeve know that Abigail had shown him the cuffs? Was the whole thing a set up of some kind? A test for him and Abigail? If so, why hadn’t she said anything about it to him? Maybe she considered him blameless in the matter. But she still found out somehow. It was like she had eyes in the back of her head. The idea of her knowing everything he did frightened, and excited, him. Did all doms have that ability? Lillian certainly had kept him on his toes, and Tamera was like she was from another planet. He looked around the backyard. Who else was scoping him out and reporting to Reeve? Never before had Charles felt so naked.

For now though, most of the attention seemed to be directed at Abigail. It wasn’t long before someone noticed the sign above her. A large woman ordered Abigail to her feet and took a few swings at her latex clad ass but left the legs alone. A couple of young men left some pink marks on Abigail’s thighs, but it was obvious they were fringe players. Their swings were tentative and the marks they left soon faded away. Abigail slowly sank back to her knees.

But when Reeve returned with Beth things really started to happen.

“Well, what do we have here?” Beth’s fingers squeaked over Abigail’s breasts. “Needing some punishment and absolution? Let’s see if we can accommodate your master’s desires. Care to join in, Reeve?”

Charles’s mistress lightly stroked his back. She took down the flogger from the pole. “I’ll take care of this one. He wasn’t forthcoming with me about what he did with this slave. It’s fitting they be punished together. But let me tell you a few things about this bitch slut.”

Reeve ordered Abigail to her feet. When the slave spread her legs the fear in her eyes was obvious. “Her master says she’s especially sensitive here, and here,” Reeve said, pointing to a couple of places on the inside of Abigail’s thighs. “And there’s always here too.” She cupped Abigail’s crotch.

“Sounds like this slave has a lot to atone for.” Beth unhitched the riding crop from Abigail’s ring.

Reeve took up position behind Charles and shook out the flogger, a move that made him suitably nervous. Tensed, ready for the first blow, he nearly jumped out of his skin when Reeve whispered to him. “Think of this not only as punishment, but loss of honor too.”

When Charles faced his head-on flogging last week, he would have given anything to have Reeve give him a standard back beating. He got it now, but there wasn’t anything standard about it.

Crack! Smack! The pain. Oh, god, the pain! Charles squeezed his eyes shut and a thousand stars exploded in his internal night. They fell from his sky, replaced by swirling orbs of red and white. He opened them again and gazed upwards into the real night, at the real stars that managed to pierce the city smog and look down on his sinfully exquisite torture.

The flogger turned his back into an inferno. When he thought he couldn’t take anymore, it traveled down to his ass and the burn ignited there too. Then it madly skipped hither and thither. Charles’s legs nearly buckled when it hit the back of his thighs. Then it went up to his shoulders, even on to his tense, outstretched arms. No place was safe.

Charles didn’t know when he started to howl. Maybe it was when the blades of the flogger wrapped around his ribcage and the internal stars returned, but this time like a thousand suns gone nova. Perhaps it was when Reeve untied his legs and ordered him to show the soles of his feet so she might practice her own style of bastinado with her switch. But he wasn’t alone in his cries.

Although not nearly as loud as Charles, Abigail sent up her own muffled prayers to the night. Beth alternated between the crop and a wooden paddle someone had given her, first a left backhand with the paddle, then one from the right with the crop on the other leg. The blows weren’t overly hard but they were steady. Charles instantly recognized the devious technique since Lillian had used it on him. Each blow itself wasn’t hard to take, but when kept up without a break such a thing became a war of wills between the dominant and the submissive. But only if the dom cared how much the sub could take. From what Charles knew of her, Beth didn’t have any such qualms. She wasn’t going to stop until Abigail fell to her knees.

Reeve grabbed his hair and yanked his head back. “You better stop worrying about her and about what I’m going to do to you.” She grabbed one of Charles’s balls. “Spread your own legs.”

Charles swallowed. He placed his ankles about a foot apart.

The switch whistled and seared his ass. “More!” Reeve said.

Two feet.

“You little bastard!” The switch came down again.

Charles grit his teeth. Three feet. Alright bitch. Make me move them again.

The flogger returned, this time exclusively on his inner thighs. He and Abigail sent up syncopated screams, like some unholy symphony. But the pain was secondary to him. Again that fear of an errant blade from the flogger striking his balls took over. He was terrified that with one twitch on his part the pain would reach levels he dared not go. So he screamed, cried and howled. His breath turned ragged and he hated the tears that ran down his cheeks.

Like a hot summer’s day that slowly cools off at night, the pain eased. Reeve was at his side, her hand light upon his cheek, dabbing away the tears. “That’s my boy, my precious boy. You took your punishment so well that now I have a treat for you.”

Reeve untied Charles’s waist, turned him around and then retied it. She gently pushed his legs apart.

Abigail knelt in front of him.

“No, it’s not what you think. That part still belongs to me. But the little slut here will lick away some of your heat.”

Beth removed the mouth plug. An internal tube thrust past Abigail’s teeth kept her mouth open. Her pink tongue darted out, testing its new found freedom.

Reeve and Beth pushed Abigail forward until she was nestled in between Charles’s legs. She leaned forward the rest of the way.

The hot, wet tongue on Charles’s balls sent him to the stratosphere. Charles began to moan again, but this time not out of pain. Round and round it swirled, tracing both testicles in a slow figure eight, then teasingly licked along the underside. It split them in half at the scrotum, then flicked across the sides. Abigail’s breath flowed through his pubic hair calling up memories of the ranch and how Daphne and Tamera pitted them against each other.

Through his pain, Charles saw a number of people gathered around. Reeve was just to Charles’s right. What did he see in her eyes? Approval? Or something else? Suddenly it hit Charles that he’d better not orgasm.

Thankfully, Charles didn’t have to fight his instincts. Reeve stepped in and pulled Abigail’s head back. The female slave whined but otherwise remained placid. Beth led her back to the other pole and tied her legs as before. Charles didn’t know if Abigail had lost her war with Beth, but the insides of her thighs were a mass of black and blue bruises. Beth put back the mouth plug.

Reeve tied Charles back to his original position. “Let him calm down before you take him,” she said to Beth.

“Alright,” Beth said. She smiled and her fangs stood out. “He can use the time to think about what I’m going to do.”



For all the enjoyment that night, who could have guessed how it would end?

Cass and Steven returned shortly after the cessation of Charles’s and Abigail’s collective punishments. Cass’s movements were slow and stiff. At a sign from Steven, she peeled away Abigail’s hood. Her face flushed, hair matted about her forehead, Abigail sucked in fresh air. Steven and Cass wiped her face and marveled at the bruises.

“They remind me of yours,” Steven said to Cass. “But then yours aren’t in the same place.”

Cass tenderly rubbed her ass. “Didn’t you get enough already? Or maybe you want Abbey and me to have a matched set?”

“Don’t tempt me.”

Cass paled.

“I’ve got a thing or two in mind when we get home,” Steven said. He turned to Abigail. “Slave, say good night to Charles.”

“Yes, master,” Abigail said.

With Cass’s assistance, Abigail gained her feet. Steven and Cass withdrew a short distance.

“Next time we see each other, maybe we won’t be in such trouble,” Abigail quietly said.

“I think if you weren’t, you’d find a way to make it,” Charles said.

Abigail laughed and shook her head. “You never give a girl a break. You really should consider going dom.”

“I was with you at the ranch.”

“I mean permanently. A slave can’t hide from you.” Abigail stood on her toes and gave Charles a long kiss. She broke off and whispered “Be well, my tamer.”

The party diehards had moved in to the living room, sprawled on the sofa and floor. Reeve glanced outside and saw Charles was alone. She nodded once at Linda in the kitchen who came out, untied him and brought him to the guest room.

“Position,” Linda said.

Charles knelt on spread legs, palms up on thighs, head straight, eyes down. Any sign of Cass’s and Steven’s recent play had been cleaned up. The equipment was hung neatly on several hat racks like it was early in the evening.

A small light in a back corner gave the only illumination. Linda quietly left and locked the door from outside.

Charles’s back still hurt from the beating Reeve gave him. He was sure he could take another round, but from what Beth hinted at before, a whipping isn’t what she had in mind. Soon, a key clicked in the door. Laughter from the living room filled his ears. The door shut and the silky rustle of a cape confirmed who entered.

“Lift up those eyes. Let me see those velvet browns,” Beth said. She unclasped her cape and twirled it theatrically about. It floated to the floor behind her.

“You belong to me until dawn. Are you ready to serve me?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Good. Stand up.”

Beth ran her hands over Charles’s hairless chest. Her nails raked angry lines from his shoulders to his stomach, then switched gears and caressed his balls. “I can have any part of you. Any exposed part.”

She brought both hands behind his head and tilted his mouth down to meet hers. Cherry red lips greeted him, her tongue danced around his. Charles’s own arms encircled Beth too. She pressed tight against him, her perfumed scent invading his sense of smell the way her will sought to dominate his. Beth lifted herself slightly and her crotch rubbed against his chastity belt.

“You know what I want? I wish this damned thing wasn’t on you.” Beth hooked her fingers inside the part around Charles’s waist. “Why don’t we do away with it?”

The hair on the back of Charles’s head stood up. Beth was beautiful, no doubt about that. The temptation to have her underneath him while he pounded away was almost overwhelming. But Reeve had forbidden him to whore around with his cock. The chastity belt was a physical reminder of her order.

Beth slyly grinned. She held up a gold key, much like Reeve’s silver one. Before Charles knew it, the lock was off. Beth lifted away the codpiece and his ramrod straight penis pointed directly at her.

“How…?” Charles said.

“Oh, it’s a cheap, common lock. Reeve showed me your belt yesterday. It wasn’t hard finding another that matched.” Her hand brushed his cock helmet.

Charles stepped back. “Uh, Reeve is okay with this?”

“Of course. She did say any exposed part.”

“That’s not what I mean. Something like this, well, I need to hear her say it.”

Just for a second, Beth lost her amorous facade. Her hand came up, about to slap him. Charles reflexively stepped back again and brought his own hand up to ward off the blow. His action seemed to bring Beth back to her senses. She dropped her own arm and slowly narrowed the gap between them.

Her voice turned soft. “Who’s to know? The door is locked so no one will intrude on us. And, for tonight, I am your mistress. If Reeve found out you can say you were only following my orders.”

“I can’t. Let me serve you any other way…”

“Oh, Charles. You’re such a pretty slave. Show me the man. You will, because I command it.”

“No.”

Charles pushed Beth back to arm’s length.

“I will not betray my mistress through some technicality. This scene is over.” He locked the belt back on himself.

Beth’s jaw dropped open. Words hung in her mouth while she fought to regain her tongue. “You slut! How dare you reject me!”

Charles headed for the door. “You’re not going anywhere!” she cried. Beth grabbed his wrist and started to wrap rope around it. Charles pushed her away.

“You just don’t get the message, do you?” he said. “Maybe you’ll get this.” He spun Beth around and before she could react, had both her wrists in a quick capture tie. He’d seen it done often enough on Abigail at the ranch and he did a good imitation job now.

He bowed. “Good night, mistress. May all your scenes be as satisfying.” Charles got to the door but Beth wasn’t through with him yet. Screaming incoherently, she rushed Charles like a maddened bull.

He waited, then nimbly stepped aside and opened the door. Beth shot past him. Before she could stop, Charles slapped her squarely on the ass. The extra momentum sent her into the living room and she sprawled on her chest in front of many pairs of astonished eyes. Reeve’s expression was no less shocked than the others.

The house went quiet like a tomb. Then Beth’s enraged voice cut through the silence.

“Get these ropes off me! Don’t just stand there like idiots. Get them off!”

With great dignity, Charles adjusted his belt and strode past the frozen tableau straight to his room.



The house lost all its party noise after that but Charles could feel the tension while he paced in his room. Soon, Reeve came in, with a face that spelled fury.

“You mind telling me why you disobeyed orders and embarrassed Beth in front of everyone?”

“Ask her.”

“You tell me right now or your contract is voided.” She crossed her arms.

“She demanded certain things of me which I wasn’t about to do. She wanted me to break discipline.”

“Discipline? Charles, enough mystery. Just what are you saying?”

“She wanted my cock.”

“How is that possible? You’re still belted.”

“She had a key of her own. Check the room, it’s probably still on the floor. She had the lock off and started running her hands over me.”

“I’m sure all you had to do was explain it to her. You could have gone on afterwards.”

“I offered to serve her any other way. She wouldn’t drop the subject. She said no one else needed to know.”

Reeve frowned. “She tried hiding it?”

“Yes.”

Reeve’s arms dropped and her face seemed to pale. She slowly walked to Charles’s bedroom window and gazed at the backyard a long time. In the reflection, her face was somber and dark. Slowly, the fury returned, this time as a friend betrayed. “Wait here.”

Several minutes later Charles heard Reeve’s angry voice come through his shut door. “My slave doesn’t lie. Here’s the key he told me about. What the hell were you thinking?” Charles didn’t clearly catch any more of Reeve’s words, but the wrath in them was plain. Beth’s voice raised itself in reply, contempt in her tone. Then a door slammed.

Shortly afterwards, Reeve returned. She rubbed the side of her head, as if a headache suddenly manifested itself. “Very good, slave. You acted correctly. If I can’t trust her with you, then I sure as hell can’t trust her in business. And first thing tomorrow, we get you a new lock.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Beth never called or came back again.




Chapter Thirteen

The Secret Closet

“Give me your wrist.”

Reeve surrounded Charles’s left wrist in a thin, silver bracelet. On the plate the “IC” initials were followed by a small “c”.

“I can’t have you wandering around with a leather collar on all the time,” Reeve said.

“Especially when I shower, mistress,” Charles replied. He held the bracelet up for a closer look. The lettering for the “IC” initials was delicate, their curves flowing from one into the other. However, the “c” seemed blockish, the engraved line thick and bold. The significance of receiving the bracelet seemed to indicate Charles’s probationary period was finished.

Reeve’s attitude toward Charles had changed after the Halloween party. Since he demonstrated she could trust him sexually, that attitude extended into business as well. Instead of just giving him already filled out orders, Reeve sought his opinion on various projects, many not at all related to web page design. In addition, Charles sometimes became actively involved in business negotiations. Together they made an effective team.

No where else was this change more evidenced than on the Tuesday evening before Thanksgiving when Reeve gave him the bracelet - in her upstairs playroom.

Charles was stripped as usual, on his knees in front of her. He sought to take in as much of the room as he could, before Reeve robbed him of his sight.

The playroom certainly was spacious, taking up nearly half of the second floor. The windows had been covered with soundproofed material, as were the walls, so a slave could scream at the top of his lungs and no one would hear. For those times of solitary bondage and contemplation, with the lights turned off, the slave would be left in total darkness. A suspension bar hung from the ceiling and a stout, ceiling to floor, square wood frame was bolted to a wall and part of the ceiling. Other pieces of heavy equipment occupied the corners, but what was on the wall to Charles’s right was what kept his attention.

Near him were several new sets of leather cuffs for the wrists, ankles, arms and thighs. Beyond that hung three to four head harnesses with different type gags followed by just as many body harnesses and leather collars. Each piece of equipment had carved and dyed into it the “IC” emblem over the small “c”, just like on his bracelet. But once his gaze reached the far end, Charles’s mouth went dry.

The three hoods ranged in severity for different levels of discipline. The “sleeping hood”, as Reeve named it, covered the head and blinded the eyes. It flared down the cheeks and left the mouth free. Straps on the sides buckled under the chin to hold it in place. It reminded him of what a falconer might place on a pet bird of prey. The second hood was familiar to Charles, Tamera had a nasty thing like it at the ranch. It laced up in back and provided holes in front for the mouth, nose and eyes. Blindfold and gag attachments hung askew from a couple of snaps. It was his “transportation hood” as Reeve labeled it, although she didn’t elaborate on the implication. Charles could well guess though. Tamera had written in his file that he should always wear one while in transit.

The last hood was a full blown leather helmet. Like the second, it too laced up in back but the only openings in front were for the nostrils. Tiny plastic tubes fitted through the apertures were obviously for insertion in the nose to ensure a clear air supply. No doubt about it, this one was meant for punishment.

“Each one has its own good qualities, but this one is the best.” Reeve placed a hand on the faceless helmet. “I’ll probably put it on you, even when you’re not being punished. You’ll give it such a lovely, tight shape.”

“Yes, ma’am.” It was all he could manage to say.

Reeve casually regarded her new implements of torture. She strode to the far end. There, set apart from the others, hung a shapeless mass of leather. She billowed it out to achieve the intended contours and its purpose became clear. “So many things to choose from, but I think this one is going to be my favorite.”

The panty hood didn’t sport any embellishments like the other new equipment. Strictly utilitarian in its look, it zipped up in back of the unfortunate’s head. There wasn’t any covering for the face, but two large folds hung down at the sides, like lazy horse blinds.

Reeve approached, the hood part wide open to envelope Charles’s head.

He broke position, started to back away.

“You stay right there!”

Charles froze. He’d felt like he’d been slapped.

“I know you can take this, Tamera was quite specific in your file. And I’m not interested in your liking it or not. Maybe a little help is what you need.”

Reeve’s idea of “help” entailed Charles’s arms locked tight behind him in the new cuffs. For good measure his ankles and legs were too.

This time the hood went around Charles’s head without any protest. The flaps partly covered his face, leaving him a couple of rough triangles for sight. Reeve slowly undressed, then she brought her crotch to within an inch from his mouth. In spite of the hood, Charles licked his lips in anticipation. His world went dark when Reeve lifted the folds and zipped them up behind her. His only sensory input was her overwhelming scent, his mission obvious.

Charles’s tongue crept out, snaked through the tiny jungle of Reeve’s pubic hair, then tested its way upriver until it reached the headwaters. He worked one inside pussy lip, lightly whisked over the clit, then came down on the other. He heard Reeve groan, not with his ears, but with his tongue as it touched her. Her reaction vibrated throughout her like a piano making music set flush on a hardwood floor.

The closeness of the hood almost overpowered Charles. No room to maneuver, no chance of escape, but the cramped quarters served to remind him he was here for Reeve’s enjoyment. He fought to keep the imminent panic at bay and concentrated on the physical task. His mistress’s pleasure would be his contentment. With that thought in mind, the constrictions of the hood melted away.

Charles eased into the subtle details of Reeve’s bliss. Before, each second felt like hours. Now time as an entity ceased and before he knew it Reeve started to shudder too soon after he started. But instead of taking satisfaction at a job well done, fear overcame Charles. Reeve liked a slow build up. To end so soon she might feel cheated and punish him for his rush through it. Yet when she unzipped the hood, Reeve collapsed to the floor in front of him. She fanned herself with her hand.

“Did they teach you that at the ranch? My god, I thought you’d never stop. I don’t know how many times you made me cum.”

“What?”

“Don’t tell me you didn’t know. You were so tense at first, but then you relaxed. That was when the fun started.”

Charles shrugged, as if he knew all along. “Well, they did show me a thing or two.”

“Yes, as I’m still discovering. I wonder how many more talents are inside of you? And if you have the one I want?” She looked him right in the eye as if searching for something. Whatever it was she sought, Charles didn’t learn it that night.



He drove his mistress to the airport the next morning. Reeve’s mood, upbeat the night before, was now somber, a reflection of the leaden clouds overhead. Her family had called repeatedly during the weekend and browbeat her into flying home for Thanksgiving. Reeve kept saying no, but Charles noted the strain mount in her voice. Late Sunday night, on the seventh phone call, Reeve gave in. Five days back east with the folks. From her expression when she hung up, Charles knew she would rather swallow rat poison.

“I was hoping we could have some extended time to ourselves,” she said, staring out the car window. “My older sister kept talking about dad’s health. ‘This might be his last year; she always says. Yeah, right. He’s been dying the last five years. But this time she got my younger brother and sister in on the act like a couple of trained seals.”

They drove some more. Light rain pattered the windshield.

“I hate the idea of leaving you alone,” Reeve said.

Charles smiled. “I’ll be alright. I’m used to being alone on Thanksgiving. I trained my parents early on when I was in college. Christmas is our annual family reunion and battle. Besides…” Charles paused, trying to come up with the right words. “I don’t think it’s time for me to meet your family yet. If we do get that far, there won’t be any doubt about me going with you.”

Charles swung the car in to the airport parking garage. When he turned off the engine, he found Reeve giving him that same look from last night. “I didn’t see ‘wise man’ listed on your resume.”

“It’s a guild by-law. If you go around claiming you are, they kick you out.”

When they hugged at the boarding gate, Reeve whispered to him, “Lillian taught you to be ready for anything. Keep that in mind this weekend, my prince of slaves.”

Linda and Greg came over on Thursday and made a full course turkey dinner. They ate early, watched some football and Charles was alone again by nine o’clock. He checked the e-mail to make sure there weren’t any business emergencies from skittish clients, watched Miracle On 34th Street, then fell into bed. He looked forward to a long sleepin tomorrow.



The doorbell gonged. Like a church bell it jolted him out of sleep. There wasn’t any escape from it, even when he covered his head with the pillow. With a kick of anger, the bed covers flew away and he vowed to eliminate the offending noise. He couldn’t even be bothered to pull on some underwear. To hell with all the modern conveniences, like washers, cable tv and obnoxious doorbells!

Gong! There it went again. Why did the front door have to be all the way at the front of the house? Finally, he made it. Gong! He gripped the door handle. No chance of losing that just-awakened-from-a-good-sleep anger now! “Goddammit! What do you…”

The lady was familiar. Tight dark pants and a loose, long sleeved, white shirt. Ash blonde hair, an upturned nose. “Ursula?”

“It’s way past eleven, slave. The day is wasting away. Reeve told me you’d be available this weekend and I don’t want to do the L.A. thing by myself. Well, c’mon! Get dressed, we’re going out.”

Charles may have grumbled while he threw on a pair of jeans and dress shirt, but that mood dissolved at Ursula’s infectious, lively attitude.

His first meeting with Ursula at the penthouse had been a brief one. What Charles remembered most was the aloofness she projected, aided by her aristocratic looks. He realized now the superficiality of that initial impression. After she dismissed the taxi that had brought her to the doorstep, Ursula took charge of Reeve’s Audi. She opened up the sunroof, popped in a Beach Boy’s cd and they hit the streets.

Ursula harmonized with Brian Wilson on Pacific Coast Highway. She dodged in and out of traffic, always prepared for that next open spot to wedge the car in to. When the traffic thinned out she hit the gas and they roared past a corvette. Charles laughed as he caught a glimpse of the stunned man behind the wheel.

“His dick isn’t as big as he thought it was!” Ursula said.

Downtown Santa Monica rose on their left but Ursula didn’t even glance at it. A long curve to the left, under a bridge or two and they were on the freeway. She punched the speed to over eighty. She shouted, “I love this! Everyone’s either out of town or asleep. We’ve almost got the whole thing to ourselves!”

They zoomed away from the coastline, together singing to the lyrics of “409”. When they got off and turned north on La Cienega, the Beach Boys were replaced by Robert Palmer’s “Simply Irresistible”. Their fists pounded at the air.

Ursula popped the cd out when they got to Melrose. “Food, food, I want food.”

“I thought you wanted to shop,” Charles said.

“All they gave us on the plane were peanuts and pretzels. You can’t shop on that. What’s good around here? What’s unique?”

“Unique? Well, a little further down is a French fast food stand.”

Ursula stared at him. “French fast food? Isn’t that a contradiction in terms?”

“You’re the one who wanted to do the ‘L.A. thing’.”

The place was called Suzette’s Crepes, which they both ordered. Ursula wanted hers lit up at their metal and plastic table. An extra twenty brought forth a small bottle of rum from the grizzled owner’s after hours cache. Charles played the waiter part, a thin paper napkin over his arm.

The food sure soaked up the rum. “Maybe a little more,” Charles said. He wanted to make sure the flames wouldn’t vanish just after they started.

Whoosh! The flames didn’t jump up, they leapt. Ursula gave a short scream. A small mushroom cloud floated upwards. The underside of the overhead metal umbrella turned as dark as the crepes. The owner arrived with a fire extinguisher and an equally dark expression. Charles tried to apologize but the man turned the CO2 on them and chased them away. They didn’t stop running until they were nearly a block distant, huffing and puffing in between their laughter. They stopped.

“Hamburgers,” they both said.



Their stomachs full, Ursula led them on a two block radius shopping spree. She found a few things for Christmas gifts for her friends but was far from satisfied.

“Enough of this kiddie stuff,” she said. “Let’s go where the adults play.”

Where the adults played, Charles discovered, was not too far away, on Rodeo Drive. Little polished leather bracelets and collars sat inside more than a few display cases. Their refinement was high enough for someone to wear to the opera, yet they looked functional for a dungeon.

The same things caught Ursula’s eye too. To Charles’s surprise, she tried on a few collars and bought a couple, then pronounced the day a success. But they weren’t done. When they got outside Ursula grabbed his arm.

“So, slave of mine, tell me: Where do you take your hot dates?”

“You’ll be disappointed.”

“Try me.”

It seemed Ursula wanted a capper for the day, a Grand Event for the “L.A. Thing”. To that end, a ground rule or two would have to change.

“Alright, hot date, I’ll show you. But one condition.”

“Yes?”

“I drive and pick the music.”



The serenity of the oriental garden was a stark contrast to the rush of the day. Located near the beach, they virtually had the place to themselves.

They strolled on a smooth rock walk beside a gentle brook. An elegant sod bridge granted them passage to the interior. A Chinese Fu dog statue sat on the far side and pointed toward a sward of thick grass. Camellias blossomed all around.

Given Ursula’s active nature, Charles wasn’t sure if an atmosphere of quiet and introspection would go over well with her. His fear vanished at the way she intently studied the neatly pruned plants and at a Zen rock and sand layout. The sun began to descend and the little grains of sand sparkled like stars in the concentric circles. The handsome rock in the center gave one a point of focus for meditation.

“So, do you really bring your dates here?” Ursula said.

“If I want to get to know them better. Shouting over club music is too hard and in a theater you can’t talk at all.”

“Then coming here is a sign that the lady has won approval.”

“One could assume so, although usually it’s the man who seeks the approval.”

“Women do too, but they rely on discretion more. Especially on weekend trips.”

Charles gave a start. “Wait a minute, does Reeve really know you’re here?”

“Yes, of course. We share and share alike in the Circle. All the toys Reeve had made for you are stamped with the Inner Circle initials, not her own, right?”

That made sense. He belonged to the Circle. They were the ones who decided take him, not Reeve alone. And she did order him to keep his cock within the Circle.

The sand stars twinkled out and shadows lengthened among the rings. The air became cool, a sign of the changing mood of the day.

“You know what I like in a scene sometimes?” Ursula said. She went on before Charles could guess. “Protest. Something to give a bit of tension.”

“I understand,” Charles said.

Ursula studied him. “I wonder if you do. Perhaps we’ll find out.”

“And when would that be?”

“Now, for instance.”

Charles knew what was next on their agenda. “Shall we return to the dungeon, mistress?”

“Yes. But stop calling me mistress.”



The implication of Ursula’s statement rang in Charles’s head like the doorbell from that morning. It also fired his imagination and by the time they reached the house, his crotch was on fire. But for all his excitement, he couldn’t think of how to start the scene, so he borrowed a page from Lillian when they got home.

“Go to the dungeon. Take off your clothes. Assume the open position,” he said.

“Yes, sir.” Ursula bowed her head.

“And slave.”

Ursula turned on the stairs. “Yes, sir?”

“I want those legs opened all the way. You’re not hiding anything from me.”

Charles did his best non-chalant wave in dismissal, as if he did this every day. Ursula nodded once and scurried up the stairs.

Since this was a semi-formal scene, Charles figured he’d better dress the part. But he didn’t own any typical dom clothes. No leather pants or even a pair of boots. Then he remembered the Halloween party and how Steven was dressed. Abigail’s master didn’t wear any leather at all, aside from his belt. But his manner of dress and how he carried himself left no doubt about his orientation. When Charles entered the dungeon he wore dark dress slacks, black shoes and a white long sleeved shirt. A flogger slung over his shoulder acted as a symbol of his authority.

Ursula had followed his instructions to the letter. Her knees were spread so far apart the hips must’ve hurt due to the unfamiliar strain. Shoulders square, her pert breasts begged for a slap. The nipples were erect, ready to receive clamps. This slave was aroused.

His instincts nearly took over and Charles almost had her right then. But a woman’s pace is different from a man’s and, despite the outward signs, Ursula the slave still had a ways to climb. And who knew when he would be presented with a slave again? Charles wanted to enjoy this as much as possible. And, with Ursula, he sensed he needed to seize full authority, unlike with Mei Lein.

“I should have known something was up when you got this.” He slipped the collar Ursula had bought around her neck. “An interesting choice for a woman who publicly touts herself as a dom. Wouldn’t you agree?”

Ursula lowered her eyes. “Yes, sir.”

“You’ll change that right now. I’ve just collared you. From now on, until you leave for the airport on Sunday, you’ll address me as master. Clear?”

“Yes…master.”

“The word comes hard to your lips, doesn’t it? When we’re through maybe it won’t be so difficult. For the next few days you’re my slave. Say it.”

Ursula’s jaw set. So, this one needed conquering.

In a lightning move, he slapped her tit. Ursula cried out but didn’t break position.

“Yes, master! I am your slave.”

“Hmm. Not a ringing endorsement. But Rome wasn’t built in a day.” He patted Ursula’s cheek. Her face tensed.

He turned his attention to the toy wall. So many things there, but they were all made for his dimensions. Ursula would slip right out of them or, if he did make them fit, they’d be too bulky on her slim form. There were the items she bought this afternoon, but if things got rambunctious they just wouldn’t hold her either. The rope on the far, back wall, just to the right of the single peg Ursula’s clothes neatly hung from, seemed the only option.

Wait a minute, what was this? Next to the clothes on the left a door stood ajar. No handle or hinge was visible, so when closed the door would fit flush to the wall. A spring pressure lock.

A secret room inside a secret room? Charles never really had a chance to investigate the dungeon before Reeve had steered him away from it his first day. Later, when she did dominate him in here, he was tied up and soon blindfolded. Kind of hard to inspect your surroundings under those conditions. And it wasn’t like Reeve to just leave something like this partially opened.

Charles glanced back at Ursula. She’d stopped breathing. Every muscle in her body seemed tense, expectant. But the mystery of the door took second place to what he found beyond it.

A huge walk-in closet. Inside it were dozens of leather and metal toys hung at eye level on the four walls. Half had the letter “U” stamped on them, while the other half sported an “R”. All the leather was imbued with well worn creases that came only with a lot of use. To top it all off, in the middle of the closet sat a couple of large devices designed just for women.

Alright, so Reeve and Ursula dominated each other. Or did they? They both ran a business. No doubt they had to get away from the responsibility once in a while. That was a common trait among the submissive men in the scene. Why not for the women as well under similar circumstances? Yet the idea of them switching dominant roles on each other didn’t wash. If Ursula needed to submit, why did she wait to visit until Reeve left town?

Because she knew Charles would be here.

Just before she left, Reeve had hinted about something. It wasn’t just someone from the Inner Circle showing up that was the “surprise”, but the role Ursula wanted Charles to play. And for that he would need help. He wanted something functional, yet aesthetic too. Yes, these three items here.



The last shiny buckle cinched into place. Charles turned Ursula around with a hand on her shoulder.

A perfect fit for the body harness. At least perfect from Charles’s master point of view. Ursula’s skin squeezed out from under the straps for just the right amount of tightness and stress. The crotch strap had only four holes punched in it for different levels of discipline. Charles selected the lightest setting and the strap went up tight against her cunt, forcing the pussy lips to dangle on either side. He could imagine how much more would come down if he pulled the strap any tighter. The three straps that surrounded Ursula’s arms and torso had only one hole each. Leave it to Cass and Steven to get things just right.

He tilted Ursula’s head back. Not as much as he normally would have; the calf high, three inch stiletto boots brought her neck almost to his own. He hooked a finger through the top harness ring in front and jerked Ursula forward.

“Think you can just fly down here and make me follow you around? Guess again, my little cunt. You’re the one who’s going to follow. And you’ll beg for more.”

Ursula’s eyes widened. “Now wait just a minute. I didn’t want - “

“Shut up!” Charles slapped a tit. Ursula cried out with surprise and anger. “So damn smart, huh? Just use the new stud for a few days, then go back to your dominant life. Well, get this, for the next three days I own you. I don’t care how much sniveling, whining or crying you conjure up. You’re in this now and I’m going to give it to you.” He pinched her nipple and gave her his nastiest smile. “Unless you object?”

“No! No!” Ursula broke free of his grasp. She butted up against the wall and slid to the floor. Her face filled with the creep of terror. “Please, sir.”

“Sorry, wrong answer.”

Damn. He just couldn’t wait any longer. Besides, being a dom had to have some perks.

“It’s about time you realize you just don’t show up and expect to be treated like a princess. Time to bring you down a step or two.”

He unzipped his pants and brought forth his pulsing cock. He forced Ursula up on her knees.

“Open your mouth.”

Ursula didn’t move.

“Take it, princess. You love it or I’ll shove a ring gag in your mouth and leave it there all night,” Charles said.

The terror that had begun to creep into Ursula before now seemed to have overtaken her. Charles shook her by the chest strap, not to frighten her some more but to shake her out of it. “I said, open your mouth.”

Like a dutiful slave, Ursula obeyed. She went after him like a tiger, her head moving like a piston. The action seemed to calm her, bring her back to the present. Never did she stop, even after Charles’s cock grew larger and started to hit the back of her throat. She hung on to him like a jealous lover. When Charles spewed his cum she took it all, not allowing one drop to spill. She wiped him clean, like an acolyte who purified an altar.

He tied a leather thong around both her ankles, leaving about two feet of freedom between them. His hand wrapped around the front chest strap and hoisted Ursula up while her legs fought to find the floor. Charles didn’t let go until they stood in the center of the room.

He held up a combination gag and blindfold, decorated in red and silver flames. A small triangle was cut out for Ursula’s nose.

Charles shoved the leather plug past her teeth. The square, outer cover spread well beyond her lips. He positioned the blindfold part and the top half of her face disappeared. She wouldn’t see even a hint of light underneath. The taste and smell of leather, the many straps pressing around her head and body would soon overpower her other senses. Heavy metal.

The cat flung out from Charles’s shoulder, blades whistling past Ursula’s face. She whined and backed away in an uncertain circle. Her tiny steps searched for a way out. Her head swiveled around, her long hair flying out behind.

Charles counter-circled her. He used both hands on the cat, stretching the blades out, then suddenly releasing them. They struck on Ursula’s ass, her thighs, back, arms and breasts. Each time she turned in the direction of the hit, as if to pin down where he was. But Charles always moved on, always attacked from a new angle. Once he swung from below at her pussy lips. Not too hard but enough to make Ursula groan and her legs tremble.

They wound up in a far corner from the secret closet. Ursula was half-turned toward the wall, her knees bent, head cocked at an angle in an effort to hear the cat’s next approach. Instead, Charles backed away. Time for a new tactic.

The specially designed chair from the closet thumped down on the carpet and, at the sound, Ursula spun around in her corner. Charles didn’t hide his approach this time and used the cat to herd her toward the chair. Her leg bumped against it, then the rest of her body. She squealed and stepped away in a move of instant recognition.

No time for subtlety now, if Charles didn’t act fast he’d have a wild savage on his hands. One, two, three! The body harness crotch strap was loosed. He scooped Ursula in his arms and had her down on the chair. Straps attached to the chair went around her thighs, calves and ankles. Charles undid the harness straps around her arms and nearly had one side restrained with the upper chair straps before Ursula started to fight back. Too little, too late. He ignored the punches on his shoulders, secured the wrist strap, then soon had the other arm in place too.

He lifted away the body harness, then placed two last straps across Ursula’s upper chest and hips. He stepped back and let the anger run out of the slave. Ursula managed to rock the chair from side to side a little, but the four legs were set wide apart and the center of gravity was low.

Charles inspected all the straps and made sure they were tight. No sense in having a limb work its way loose to either kick or punch him. He found an ankle strap that could be tightened a notch. There. No way she’d get loose now. Let her thrash. She’d tire soon enough.

Ursula did. Her deep breaths through her nose sounded throughout the dungeon. A light sweat glistened on her chest. Then Charles went to work.

An oblong hole had been cut in the chair seat, right under Ursula’s snatch. Charles’s fingers brushed her pubic hairs, then found her wet pussy. Ursula tried to move away from the hole, but the hip strap wouldn’t allow it.

“All lined up. Good. Whoever built this chair knew what they were doing. Maybe it was a gift from someone who loved to see you suffer. The straps sure are broken in, so it’s not like you haven’t been put here before.”

Ursula hung her head and moaned. Not in refusal of her situation, but more in denial that what Charles said hit too close to the truth. Her head sagged and the fight seemed to go out of her.

She was ready. Charles slid a long dildo into her without any trouble. It was attached to a metal plate that was held in place to the chair with four wingnuts underneath. A wire came down from the center of the plate, terminating in a battery pack. Ursula groaned but didn’t move. Perhaps she was afraid of the artificial cock breaking off. Or maybe she was really pushing downward to get it further inside.

He held the battery pack and flicked the switch to the lowest setting. The dildo came alive with vibration. Ursula’s head flipped up, her fingers curled at the air.

When Ursula seemed used to, if not comfortable with, the dildo’s speed, Charles’s thumb pushed the control knob higher. Slowly, ever so slowly. Build the tension, stoke the fire. Let her think she can’t take any more, then go to the next level.

Halfway to the highest setting the whimpers began and built to a muffled roar. Ursula rocked her head back and forth, then froze. The shudders came a moment later, whole body racking orgasms that threatened to upset the chair. Charles placed a foot on the stabilizing cross beam and pushed down with all his strength.

“Little wildcat! You need a lot more taming. Or shall we call it quits right now? Ready to acknowledge your master?”

Ursula turned her head in Charles’s direction. If she weren’t blindfolded, he was sure she’d bore two holes right through him. Charles had his answer, but not the one he wanted. At least for now.

The slave bucked, leaned forward as much as the chest strap allowed, then bent backwards and cried out behind her gag. But the orgasms continued. Without stop, without mercy.

His hands ran over her slick shoulders, caressed her wet tits, massaged her naturally oiled stomach. His tongue lapped at her salty neck and cheeks.

Ursula’s whole body went rigid, then peaked again, this time longer and harder than before. Her head snapped back and she uttered a guttural cry through the gag, different from the previous ones. She went limp.

“Maybe you’re ready for a little truth telling now?” Charles asked.

Ursula whimpered as the vibrator came out. Covered in her juices it shone like an obscene, polished, gem. Charles unbuckled the straps that held her on the chair and, soaked with sweat, they flopped to the sides. Her hair, so light and fluffy before, was now just one wet mass. But when the gag and blindfold came off her eyes still held a spark, like that of a runner who’s just attained a new personal best and now savored the triumph.

“Come away from that thing,” Charles said. “That’s it. Curl up. Excellent. Good slave. Here, let me see your face now.”

Charles stroked her cheek. “Ready to be conquered again?”

Ursula buried her head in his chest. “No. This slave only wants to please. Please her…master.”

He led her on a leash to his own room, even though it had just a single bed. Reeve’s was larger and closer, but Charles felt like that would be trespassing. When he directed Ursula to the bed and had her assume the doggie position there wasn’t a word of protest. She lowered her head in submission and Charles slowly eased his cock up her ass. Ursula’s natural tension proved an obstacle but she followed Charles’s soft directions to relax. Just relax. Eventually she did. Charles realized at this angle she could be anyone: Abigail, Lillian, or even Reeve.

The image of Reeve beneath him, bent over, or even just bound and gagged at his feet, distracted him. He wiped the sweat from his brow. Did Reeve think of him at this moment too, amidst all her New England society relatives? Stop that! Ursula deserved his full concentration.

He withdrew from her. “On your back. Legs in the air.”

“Yes, master.” Ursula turned over. Her eyes met his.

In that moment Ursula truly belonged to him. She was so soft, so full of trust. He entered her and she brought him to her, arms wrapped around him.

He experienced Ursula that night. No fantasizing about absent partners or unreachable fantasies, just the real woman underneath him. Her hair, her skin, her taste. And, in the days ahead, when Charles remembered that night, when he closed his own eyes just before sleep, he saw Ursula.



The rest of the weekend followed the same theme, if not the same level of intensity. Charles fed Ursula scraps from the table, much like Reeve did to him. She slept on a floor pallet, chained to the foot of his bed. Ursula remained naked and bowed to Charles’s orders although, from time to time, he had to reassert his authority. When they reached the airport on Sunday, Ursula’s whip marks extended from her back to well down her thighs.

At the gate, she threw her arms around him. “Don’t you think this is over. You know what they say about payback.”

“I’m sure that’s a title you wear well.”

“Brute.” Ursula lightly punched his arm. “I’m sure I can rely on your discretion about how you subdued a slave this weekend?”

“What slave? I’m afraid I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

Ursula tossed her head back and laughed. “Oh, you’re terrific! If I’d known I’d have wrestled Reeve for you right there in the penthouse.”

She kissed him, long and wet. Neither of them cared how many pairs of eyes stared at them.

“You’re beautiful, Charles. But you still need a little polish. Call this man to put the shine on you.” She slipped a business card in his shirt pocket. She kissed him one last time, then ran to catch the last boarding call for her flight. She turned at the plane door, smiled, and mouthed four distinct words at him. “See you later. Slave.”

He should have left, but Charles waited for the plane to take off. Even though she was gone, his staying there somehow meant the time he’d spent with Ursula wasn’t over yet. The only reminder he had of her was the card she’d gave him. He drew it out. “Grandmaster Ivan - The Institute”. A local phone number and times of business were listed.

Ursula’s plane ascended and Charles dashed to another terminal to pick up Reeve. Her flight had already arrived and his mistress waited by the baggage pick up.

“I’m sorry, ma’am.” Charles caught his breath. “I was detained.”

Reeve raised a single eyebrow. “And why was that?”

“That surprise you spoke of just left.”

“I see. Did Ursula get what she came for?”

“Yes, ma’am. All of the sla-I mean, Mistress Ursula’s goals were met. More than once.”

Reeve studied Charles. “Feeling full of yourself, aren’t you? Well, I knew I had to share you. I’m just happy the first time was with Ursula. We have a special bond.” Reeve broke off, lost in a thought of her own. She blinked and returned to the present. “Now, you’re going to be punished when we get home. You’ve kept your mistress waiting and there’s no excuse for that.”

“No, ma’am.”

“Hmm. Perhaps some time tied to the living room pole with the punishment hood. That should assist your meditations and get you reoriented.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Carry my bag.”




Chapter Fourteen

Instruction

If Reeve kept Charles mainly to herself before Thanksgiving, that all changed in the weeks leading up to Christmas.

They took the SM social world by storm. Every weekend, and some weeknights, they went out. Short jaunts, probably to other homes near Reeve’s where small, intimate affairs with another mistress or two and attendant slaves took place. A few were more elaborate, like a Nemesis Society party. Reeve never told Charles where they were going or for how long, and kept him ignorant by way of the traveling hood he always wore.

The hood became his constant companion; going on before they left, off when they arrived, then back on at the end of the festivities. The chastity belt also saw a lot of use too, especially when they went to a house with female slaves. Reeve often gave Charles to the sub women for their amusement. But only to a certain point.

“I trust you, Charles, but not them. Their masters and mistresses sometimes sexually string them out. No sense in taking chances.”

At first Charles felt hurt. Didn’t his refusal of Beth count for anything? But when he saw the hunger in a few of the females’ eyes he was glad his cock was locked down. He also came to regard the belt as a sign of protection from his mistress - no matter where they went, she watched over him, even if they weren’t in the same room.

There wasn’t any time to call Ivan. He could’ve tried on one of his off days, but he chose to spend them with Reeve instead and they were consistently in each other’s company. Somehow, calling another dom with his mistress nearby smacked of disloyalty. Yet, he still carried Ivan’s business card in his wallet. Maybe he’d call when he got back in town after Christmas vacation, but before he went back to work.

A few days before Charles’s vacation Reeve put him under heavy restraint. Not only did he wear the belt and hood, a body harness also covered his torso and secured his arms in back. A small chain between his cuffed ankles allowed him mincing steps on the way to the car. Once he was awkwardly seated behind the smoked glass, his ankles were secured to the floor. Modified seat belts kept him close to the leather seat. Reeve snapped the blindfold in place. Deaf, dumb and blind once more.

The drive took longer than usual. Charles felt the heat start to build inside the hood. He ran some meditation exercises he learned at the ranch to keep his breathing smooth. In. Out. Thus he kept the claustrophobic panic at bay.

Reeve must’ve been aware of the time factor too. When they stopped she leaned over and immediately removed the hood.

“You took that very well, slave,” she said. “Now, let’s get you cleaned up before we go in.” A towel dabbed away his sweat and a pocket comb straightened out Charles’s wet hair. A sip of water through a straw relieved his thirst.

Reeve helped him out of the car and checked his bindings one last time. The ankle chain was removed but any hope of resting his jaw was dashed when Reeve produced a different gag from a valise and stuck it in his mouth. This particular one Charles hadn’t worn before; outfitted with a leather plug, it covered the bottom half of his face and curved under his chin. Three straps held it in place; around his neck, cheeks and upper head. Like all the other pieces of equipment, it perfectly fit. Reeve clipped a leash on his collar and pulled him down to face her.

“Tonight is important to me, dear one. Do me proud.”

She smiled and kissed him on each eye.

For once, Charles had a chance to see what kind of place he’d been brought to. A mansion. No other way to put it. Three storey, Queen Anne architecture. Well trimmed hedges and manicured lawn encircled by a distant, ivy covered wall. Several statues stood on the outskirts but Charles couldn’t make out their shapes in the fading light. Others lined a wide, brick path to the door. They were all naked women, theirs arms stretched taut overhead to an unseen hook, or on their hands and knees as if about to receive a punishment. But while the poses were similar, all the women were different. In fact, the two at either side of the front door reminded Charles of Ursula and Reeve.

The oak door opened, seemingly by itself. Beyond the threshold all was dark, but then a blonde beauty stepped into view. Naked, except for the collar at her neck and cuffs on her ankles and wrists, she bowed her head once to Reeve.

“Jaden! Back for a refresher course?” Reeve said.

Jaden kept her eyes downcast, her voice soft. “A brief visit, my master tells me, ma’am.”

“Brief visits can sometimes turn into extended stays. Especially here.”

“So I’ve heard, ma’am. Please, come in. The grandmaster will receive you in the library.”

With an assurance that came with familiarity, Reeve led Charles up the wood stairs. On the second floor she paused in front of one paneled door and touched it with her fingertips. She half-smiled to herself, then continued their upwards trek. One other bedroom door creaked open after Reeve passed it but before Charles did. A dark eye gazed out at him, then the door quickly and quietly shut. The eye had a slight oriental shape to it.

A pair of sliding doors opened into a huge playroom, bigger than Reeve’s. On the left was another, smaller door which Reeve steered them toward. To the right, in a far corner, a petite woman was bound over backwards on a curved wooden frame while another leather bedecked woman meticulously applied clothespins to her. Legs spread with her cunt open, the suffering slave lifted her head. A leather gag with a rubber tube and hand pump dangled down in front. She made eye contact with Charles, squealed and shook her head. The woman who stood over her saw Charles also, patted the slave’s head, issued quiet words, then continued with the clothespins. The slave screamed behind her gag when they were applied to her cunt lips.

A rush of dominant hunger overcame Charles and his cock stiffened inside his belt. He betrayed himself when he didn’t keep up with Reeve and the leash went taut.

His mistress shortened the leash, like an owner with a dog who suddenly saw a cat. “Scaring the local populace?”

Charles shook his head.

“I told you best behavior tonight. Don’t test me.”

Reeve gave a short rap on the door. “Enter” came the muffled reply.

Books lined each wall in the hexagonal room. They climbed to the ceiling, their wood paper odor contributing to the intellectual ambience.

A middle-aged man rose from an easy chair. Well defined muscles and a flat stomach under a black t-shirt indicated he didn’t spend all his time with his nose in a book. Steel gray eyes crinkled in delight and recognition of his lady guest. His large, offered hand signaled equality between them.

“Reeve! Lady Reeve, I should say. Look at you. It’s been a long time.”

“Long, yes. You should get out more often, instead of being cooped up here.” She playfully touched the sprinkles of gray in his hair. “You really look the part of grandmaster now, Ivan.”

Charles started. Ivan?

“Everybody keeps calling me that. I finally caved in and had some cards printed.” Ivan smiled. “I suppose I’ve been called worse.”

“I’m sure only in passion.”

Ivan laughed and with a sweep of his arm indicated a small sofa under a window. He sat back in ease while Reeve sat nearer the edge, straight and proper. She gestured to Charles to stand a few feet in front of them.

“So, this is the stud I’ve heard so much about. You two have cut quite a swath,” Ivan said. His eyes rested below Charles’s belt. “I see you keep him under lock and key. He’s not trustworthy?”

“He is. But there’s no sense in temptation. You know how slaves are.”

“Indeed I do. One especially. Scamp.”

Reeve lowered her face behind an upraised, opera gloved hand. She blushed! Charles was all ears now. He wanted to hear more about Reeve’s history here, but they dispassionately spoke of him. Reeve detailed a few of the places she’d taken him to, then handed over his file.

The room quieted while Ivan digested it, word for word. When finished he drummed his fingers on the sofa arm. Reeve kept still, her attention riveted on Ivan.

“I’d heard a rumor Ash took him on. Strange, considering his position on male slaves. Maybe he’s had a change of heart. But why bring him here? He’s been trained. Tamera and Daphne know their stuff as well as anybody.”

“I want you to see him. Observe him in action.”

“Ah, now we come to the reason for your visit. Scamp, if you were any more sly, you’d be absolutely devious.” Ivan pulled once on a silken bell cord. After a moment, Jaden entered the room.

“Who’s at the top of the duty roster?” Ivan said to her.

“Debra, grandmaster.”

“Hmm. Claudia is still punishing that little hussy. Who’s next?”

“The new girl, grandmaster.”

“Excellent. Bring her to the gathering room.”



The gathering room was in the west wing on the ground floor. Charles stepped down a couple steps into the sunken room, plush blue carpet under his bare feet. To the right a sliding glass door led outside, while on the left three windows gave a view of Reeve’s car while under them were cushioned window seats. Two easy chairs were set between the steps he’d just descended and another set that led into a hallway. A crest with a coiled whip and rope hung on the wall above a fireplace. Its motto read “Communi Consensu”.

Jaden stood in the middle of the room, facing the chairs, holding a leash. At the end of it a woman knelt back on her legs. Nude, head down, hands tied behind her, black hair covered her face. At a sign from Ivan, Jaden unhooked the leash and quickly left.

The dark haired woman didn’t move, yet she commanded Charles’s attention. He was barely aware of Reeve removing his gag and bindings. Something about the woman nagged at him. What was it about her?

“Do me proud,” Reeve whispered. She kissed him quick on the lips, then took the other chair next to Ivan.

“This slave has yet to begin her training,” Ivan said. “I need to know what she is capable of, her potential. Put her through her paces, boy. Use what you find in the window seats.”

“What? Now, sir?”

“I heard from another source you were good at thinking on your feet. Show me.”

So, this was the reason he was brought here. Reeve wanted to see him in action as a top and Ivan got to assess a new slave in the process. Also, Charles didn’t have to find time to call Ivan. Talk about synchronicity.

Charles used his inventory of the window seats to stall and think about what he’d do. He fell back on the many lessons Tamera and Daphne put him through, mentally discarding many as too static for an audience, or too advanced for an unfamiliar slave. The equipment in the window seats was also unfamiliar. Not that there wasn’t a variety to choose from; harnesses, gags, hoods, whips, paddles and rope. Plenty of rope. Fine, start with the basics. He hefted a large, thick coil.

“Stand up, slave.” The woman instantly complied. She still kept her head down. Charles lifted it by the chin.

Mei Lein?!

He shook his head. How could he not know? The small breasts, jet black hair and thin waist should have been a dead giveaway. His fuzzy mental plan of action, so frantically put together, he threw out. New blueprints came into clarity.

“Something wrong, boy?” Ivan said.

“Uh, no. No, sir. Just a slight change in plans.”

For her part, Mei Lein appeared more frightened than surprised at seeing Charles. Of course, she was the one who spied on him from behind the bedroom door. She probably thought her first round in this house would be with Ivan. Instead she got Charles and the memory of what he did to her at the slave fair. She looked scared alright.

Charles caressed her face, her breasts, the inside of her legs. His lips pulled at hers, then roamed down her neck. A knot was untied and the loose rope around Mei Lein’s wrists fell to the floor. Arms now free tentatively embraced Charles, then squeezed him as his fingertips ran up and down her back.

Reeve stirred in her chair. Ivan’s hand on her lap restrained her.

Perhaps seeing Reeve’s reaction kept Mei Lein tense. But Charles knew she had methods to alleviate any strain. “Are you still a student of Tai Chi?”

Mei Lein stepped back, her head down. “Yes, sir.”

“Very good. Concentrate on your breathing. That alone.”

Mei Lein’s stomach and shoulders moved only little while Charles circled her, his hands never leaving her skin. Down each arm, up the back of each leg, across the back of her neck he went. In spite of Mei Lein’s outward calm, Charles felt her anxiety translated into her muscles. He visualized black spots of tension throughout Mei Lein and enticed them to leave; out the top of her head, through the soles of her feet, down through her own fingers, until Mei Lein was a clear vessel, waiting to be filled with a pure liquid.

Charles gathered up his tools and set to work. When done rope encased Mei Lein; around her back and under her folded up legs, forcing her into a bent over ball tie. Arms lashed behind her, Mei Lein’s head met her knees without any visible strain. Her ass faced Ivan and Reeve.

Charles cupped his hand over her cunt and, with subtle finger movements, stretched and pinched her lips. Mei Lein moaned under Charles’s strokes, then jumped as he used her own juices to lubricate her asshole. Still tight there, still a virgin he found. She was so proficient with her mouth, it had probably distracted everyone from forcing the issue with her, himself included. Perhaps that was the reason Ivan had agreed to train her.

He snuck a look at the two doms. Ivan sat back in his chair while Charles’s mistress was on the edge of her seat. He’d seen that look in Reeve before; a hunger tinged with not outright jealousy, but possessiveness. He turned his head away. Shut them out. Concentrate on Mei Lein.

The female slave was primed. Charles smeared a cock shaped dildo in Mei Lein’s juices. Except for the initial entry, Charles didn’t stand behind her. Mei Lein moaned and whimpered some more, so he crouched down next to her. His right hand curled back to the phallus, moving it inch by inch into her pussy, while his other stroked Mei Lein’s face.

“Easy, easy there, my beauty. That’s it. Excellent. Just a little more. C’mon, you can take it. There. There.”

Mei Lein’s noises reduced the further the dildo went inside. When Charles tied it in place, she was the picture of docility.

He selected a beginner’s size for the second plug. The tip contacted Mei Lein’s anus rim and she tightened in reflex.

Charles didn’t cajole this time. “Open. Open up, slave. Your master is watching. You’re going to submit to this. I order you. Open for your master.”

The tip went in, a beachhead established. Charles went slower this time and tied this one off too. Just as slowly Mei Lein’s reaction went from fear to resignation to willing acceptance of the second invader. When Charles tied off the butt plug she was docile once again.

He released Mei Lein from her bent over position and placed her on her stomach, arms still tied in back. Charles lashed her legs together above her knees and at the ankles, then brought her feet up against her ass. Charles then ran a double looped rope from the rope around her ankles and let it rest loosely at the base of her neck.

“All this hair covering your face,” he said. “It’s time we show how beautiful you are.” He twisted Mei Lein’s hair into a long braid, then pulled her head back so her chin cleared the floor. Her silky hair proved a challenge but Charles tied it off in the rope from her ankles. Then he lifted and turned her around so Ivan and Reeve could see her.

Mei Lein’s shoulders were squared back, arm muscles tight, but no sign of any strain showed on her face. Her mouth was relaxed, eyes closed, breathing normal.

Charles ran his hand lightly over her head. “When Ivan is done with you I’m sure you’ll make some master very happy. But for now your only thoughts must be on improving yourself. Pushing your boundaries.”

Mei Lein opened her eyes. “Master, please. Not now. I’m not ready.”

“Yes, you are,” Charles said. “Your presence here proves that. And we have this.” A quick flick of his thumb and forefinger separated Mei Lein’s lips. He wedged a large ring gag between her teeth. Mei Lein looked up at him. Her eyes glistened.

Charles dabbed at them, leaned down and whispered. “What I do now, you know is for your own good. Be at peace with it.” He kissed her gently on the head.

He addressed the two doms. “Master Ivan, this slave’s mouth is the most talented I know. Would you care to try it?”

Ivan seemed to consider, then waved his hand. “I’ll have plenty of opportunities. But perhaps the Lady Reeve would want to test her.”

Reeve chuckled. “Always the perfect host, aren’t you? I think I might. It’ll give you a chance to see the new trainee in action and my own slave will learn his mistress will take her pleasure where she wants.”

Reeve took her time to remove her dress and panties, while retaining her opera gloves, stockings, garter belt and shoes. She lay down on her back and inched her crotch toward Mei Lein’s mouth.

Mei Lein’s eyes went wide. Her tongue poked out from behind the ring, but in an effort to speak. Some slurred words did issue forth but that didn’t stop Reeve in her excruciating advance.

“I was nervous my first time too, baby,” Reeve said. “It happened in this very room. It’s one of the requirements for graduation here. Although Ivan says no one ever really graduates. A person in the scene is constantly learning.”

She nestled her patch at Mei Lein’s mouth. “Don’t worry if you don’t know what to do. As for you,” she said to Charles, “you can make yourself useful over here.” Reeve patted the floor next to her.

Like a teacher, Reeve instructed Mei Lein in the fine art of cunnilingus. Reeve directed her just where to probe and lick while Charles stroked his mistress’s breasts. Reeve’s instructions tapered off eventually as Mei Lein’s oral talents shone. She learned fast, leaving Reeve free for other pursuits.

She put a hammerlock around Charles’s head. His mistress’s open mouth threatened to swallow him whole. Since Charles had kissed Mei Lein, Reeve now sought to reclaim his lips with her own. His cock swelled inside the belt. He wanted to tear it off, plunge his tool into her, then flip her over and use her ass. But all he had was his own tongue, so he contented himself by diving into the depths of Reeve’s mouth. Much sooner than he’d anticipated Reeve gave a cry and shudder.

For some time all that could be heard was Ivan’s fingers softly drumming on his knee. “I see both slaves are going to go far,” he said. He pointed at Charles. “Alright, slave, stand at the fireplace. Reeve, come with me.” Reeve followed Ivan outside through the sliding glass door.

Charles took up his stance on the far side of the room, trying to adjust his belt, wishing the key was anywhere but the usual spot around Reeve’s neck. Finally, the belt shifted to give him the needed room and Charles felt a little more comfortable. But his problems were nothing compared to Mei Lein’s.

Still on the floor in her hogtie, Mei Lein tried tossing back some of her saliva. Her tied head, already pulled back tight by her hair, made the gestures futile. The slow, stringy drip from her chin created a soggy pool just beneath her. But aside from the drool Mei Lein was still going strong in the hogtie. Her dark eyes met his and a silent communication of need passed between them.

About fifteen minutes later Reeve returned. She left the terrace door open. “He wants to see you. Alone. Mei Lein and I will talk.”

Charles strode outside, shutting the sliding glass door behind him. A brick path led around the back of the house to a darkened veranda. Ivan rested on a padded metal chair, his feet up on a small stool. His pose and small wave of his hand suggested informality. He handed Charles an ice tea that was eagerly accepted.

“I thought I’d see you sooner or later,” Ivan said. “Ursula told me all about her visit with you.”

Charles lowered his almost finished drink. “All good things, I hope, sir.”

“Mostly, yes. Ursula and her submissive mood swings can be quite intense. But that’s not all she told me about you.”

He sipped at his own drink. Charles waited, his empty glass warming between his hands. Ivan shifted his chair closer to Charles.

“The last male apprentice I took on was some years ago. But from what I’ve seen you’ve learned your lessons well. There’s not much more I can teach you, boy.” He used the word “boy” with affection, like a mentor. “Whatever they taught you at Ash’s ranch translates well when you assume the dom role. I suspect you had the potential all along, even if you didn’t recognize it. Use it well, especially with this group you’ve hooked up with. But be careful. Not just as a top, but as a sub too. Don’t get burned.”

Charles frowned. What did Ivan mean? Burned out? But the grandmaster had already moved on to another subject.

“…make her feel like she’s the only slave in the world. The last thing a lady needs is to feel she’s just part of a stable. Unless she’s a ponygirl.”

“One ponygirl at a time is enough for me,” Charles said. “They have plenty of space for them to romp at the Silver R.”

“Now that you mention it, maybe I’ll call Ash. I’ve got an uppity filly. The fresh air will do her good.”

“I thought you and Ash were competitors.”

“We brag to each other, but if there’s a slave that would do better with him or me, we swap. Take Jaden, for example. There’s still some wildness in her. She can run it all out at the ranch. Then I’ll put her through advanced pony training here. Maybe you’ll speak to her, give her an idea what to expect?”

Charles’s sudden pride went through him like a gentle wave. To be asked by Ivan, a successful dom, in training a slave, if even in a little way, was fantastic. The poster boy image Lillian spoke of was beginning to reap unforeseen dividends.

“Of course, sir,” Charles said. “I’ll help any way I can.”



Charles returned alone to the gathering room with a growing urge to pee. “Mistress, I need to use the bathroom.”

Mei Lein was on her back with her wrists cuffed to drawn up ankles, a spreader bar at her knees and a leather muzzle on her mouth. Reeve lay next to her, feet swaying in the air, head in her hands. She ran a hand along Mei Lein’s thigh.

“This is the slave you spent the night with after Sharlene’s demonstration,” Reeve said. Whatever girl-girl sharing she might have had with Mei Lein was now gone.

“The night does hold a special place, mistress.”

“No doubt.”

Reeve got up, hands on hips. “You still feel something for her. Your actions speak for you.”

She lifted the chastity belt key from around her neck and handed it to him. “Alright, slave, go to the bathroom. And take this slave back to her room. I’ll see you in the library in an hour.”

The implication of Reeve’s statement hit Charles like a thunderbolt. He firmly grasped the key.

“A slave is grateful, mistress.”

“You are now, but you’re going to owe me and the Inner Circle. Big time.”



It took a while for Charles to undo Reeve’s punishing tie on Mei Lein. He felt the clock ticking on Reeve’s deadline and wanted to get Mei Lein alone as soon as possible. When they finally made it to her room though, he didn’t just throw her down.

“Why did you leave the fair? Where did you go? What happened to you? How did you get here?”

Mei Lein laughed. “Which question shall I answer? You make me sound so mysterious.”

“You are. Here’s this woman that just about turns my head around in one night and she disappears.”

Mei Lein smiled. “I meant to get word to you. But the days turned into weeks and the spin you put on my own head didn’t slow down either. I wanted you so badly as my master, but it just wasn’t right at the time. The last thing you needed was me crawling at your feet, messing you up. And you still do need a strong female hand, right?”

Charles nodded.

“Does Reeve satisfy you?”

“Yes. Yes, she does. She gives me exactly what I need. Though sometimes I wonder if she’s getting all that she wants. Whatever it is, I want to give it to her. No matter the cost to me.”

“Sounds like you’re falling in love.”

Charles blinked. “Maybe I am. But there’s this other pull I feel. From you. This is crazy. I hardly know anything about you, but I want you with us. Nuts, nuts, this whole thing is nuts.”

Mei Lein put her arms around him. “No, it isn’t. What is love but a commitment to another? And why should you give that love only to one person?”

Charles laughed softly. “Reeve would never go for it. If I even suggest bringing you home with us - “

“I wouldn’t go with you anyway. Not now at least, the timing is all wrong. I still have my training here to complete. You aren’t a master – yet. If we are meant to be together, it’ll happen. For now though, no more talk.”

So Charles and Mei Lein made love one more time. Afterwards, they briefly spoke of their separate adventures and with a final kiss Mei Lein released him. The ache of her absence grew in Charles as he descended the stairs, but he kept telling himself he’d see her again. Somehow, somewhere. And then he would place his own collar around her neck.

In the library Charles allayed Jaden’s nervous fears about the Silver R Ranch. He told her of the hard work they put him through but also of the tall trees and wide meadows. As he did Charles guessed Tamera would probably be the one to keep her under control most of the time and pangs of jealousy stirred within him. Tamera was his trainer. But then he realized Tamera had trained slaves before him and they were all probably jealous too of the one that followed after. Still, it didn’t make him feel any less territorial.

At last he partially understood Reeve’s possessiveness. And it took his emerging dominant side to do it. But also Charles felt his submissive side threatened, of it slipping away. He wasn’t ready for that. When it came to leave he welcomed Reeve’s reassertion of her authority, her reclaiming of him. She bound his arms, locked the belt and tightened the familiar traveling hood over his head. When fastened in the car he was properly mentally readjusted. A grateful slave.




Chapter Fifteen

Flight

On the crowded plane home at Christmas, Charles engaged in a wild fantasy of telling his family the full extent of his Inner Circle job. He imagined his two older sisters and brother not looking on him as the baby of the family anymore, but as an adult. Home would never be the same again. But when he got there he knew he couldn’t. Theirs was a family that spoke of their secrets only in hushed whispers. So when the obligatory questions came about how he was doing, Charles kept his answers short and bland. That was the way they preferred it.

Except for Erin. She gave Charles a couple of long looks but didn’t press him for any details. At least not in front of anyone. Her being just a year older than Charles had made them close as children. They used to share secrets; boys she had crushes on, girls he didn’t have the nerve to ask out. Erin had taken her adventurous personality out of Colorado and moved to the east coast right out of high school. The physical distance and years spent apart had derailed any intimacy, yet Charles still recognized the look on her face that said “You’ve got a secret and I’m going to find out about it”.

After dinner on Christmas Eve, Erin joined Charles on the front porch while he smoked.

“Those things will kill you,” she said.

Charles smiled. “This from the person who introduced me to pot.”

“Hey, one’s all natural, the other has artificial flavorings.”

Charles laughed, but he didn’t put out the cigarette. “How’s New York these days?”

“Dirty, grimy, filthy and I love it,” Erin said. “How about La-La Land?”

“Smoggy, murky and crazy. Couldn’t ask for better.”

“Hook up with any starlets?”

“Naw. My boss is too demanding for that.”

“Tell him to ease up.”

“Her.”

“Her? Oh, I see.”

“No, I don’t think you do.” Charles ground out his cigarette. Might as well get it over with, she’s going to find out one way or another. “She keeps close tabs on me. Very close.”

Erin’s dark eyebrows shot up. “Close as in controlling?”

“As in dominant.”

Charles expected confusion on Erin’s face, what he got was enlightenment. “So, baby brother has met a leather lady. I knew something was up. You’ve acted like you’d just discovered dad’s dirty magazines. Remember that?”

“How could I forget? Especially after you made me show them to you.”

“And like how you’re going to tell me all about this woman.”

Like a dam that opens its floodgates, Charles let it all pour out. He spoke of Lillian and his time at the ranch. How he saw Reeve at Lillian’s party, then how he met her again at the fair. The relief at just being able to talk about it was wonderful.

Erin did pose an occasional question, mainly how Reeve reacted when a certain thing or two happened. When Charles finished his story she tightly hugged him.

“Sounds like you’ve both fallen in love,” Erin said.

“I’m pretty sure I have.”

“Only one piece of advice.”

“And that is?”

“Just make sure no matter how high the bill she gives you, that you can pay it. And remember your safeword.”

“Safeword? How do you know a scene term like that?”

“Don’t looked so shocked, my kinky brother. Your sister has been around the SM block a few times too.”



Two weeks after Charles got back, Reeve’s “bill” came due.

He was searching the mall for an after Christmas gift for himself when the phone she had given chirped. Quickly finding a somewhat quiet corner he pressed the receive button.

“Take tomorrow off too,” Reeve told him. “Rest at your place. I want you bright and beautiful and at my house by five sharp.”

“Another party, ma’am?”

“Intelligence is sexy, but remember what’s said about curiosity. Be ready.”



The next day was Tuesday. Charles did as ordered, sleeping in until ten and eating a late, hearty lunch. If previous patterns were any indication, Charles wouldn’t get much to eat until well past midnight. But one pattern was already broken - Reeve never gave him extra time off. If anything, she kept him close, always screwing his eyes blue the night before. Not this time.

When he arrived the house was silent. Charles stood in the foyer like an unsure first time visitor. He jumped when the intercom squawked to life.

“You know what to do. Hurry up,” Reeve said.

“Where do you want me?”

“Just get those clothes off!”

So much for “Hi, honey, I’m home.”

Charles stripped. He threw his clothes across the living room couch, then stood in his usual waiting area in front of the fireplace.

When Reeve descended the stairs, Charles knew tonight was different. Slung over one arm were the toys she planned to use on him, while her other hand carried an overnight bag. Her dress was modest as usual, but this one was red satin with pearl buttons. Her opera length red gloves confirmed the heightened formality.

“We’re taking a trip,” she said.



Reeve bound his wrists and upper arms in rope behind his back, then welded them to his torso with more rope around his chest and stomach. The chastity belt went on next followed by a hobble rope of two feet around his ankles. When Charles tossed his hair back to ready himself for the traveling hood his mouth dropped in surprise; Reeve held up the punishment hood instead. The overlarge, leather plug thrust into his mouth filled him. Little round pillows of kid leather, sewn loosely on the inside, covered his eyes and ears. The two small plastic tubes pushed their way into his nostrils.

The hood went around Charles’s head and, with each successive jerk of the laces from his crown to the back of his neck, the leather closed in on him. It pressed against his cheeks, forehead and chin as it sought to emulate his features. The small pillows pushed against his eyelids to force them closed, and inward on his ears. Soon, all he could hear was his pulse.

A thick collar encircled his neck and Charles felt a padlock pass through a small ring at the back of the hood in back, then click onto the collar to link them.

A tug on the collar in front and Charles followed Reeve’s lead. He fought to keep the panic down. The traveling hood allowed him to hear Reeve’s spoken commands but with the punishment hood he really had to be alert to the slightest nuance on the lead. He felt the outside concrete under his feet and fresh air on his skin. When they stopped on the asphalt driveway, Charles started to shake, but not from the cold.

Reeve’s satin hands roamed over his chest, shoulders, back and legs. Not in an overt, sexual way but a reassuring manner. They said to him, “It’s alright. I’m here. I’ll protect you. Trust me.”

Through the smell of the leather hood, Charles caught the faint tang of car exhaust. Strong arms suddenly cradled him like a child then set him on the floor of a car. Reeve’s calming hands returned, urging him down on his side, directing his head onto a pillow.

The ride was smooth like magic carpet. About an hour after Charles lay down, the car stopped. Strong arms returned and lifted him up a short stairway. He was plopped in a seat and wide, nylon straps were passed over his shoulders and across his chest. Soon, the rumbling of large engines and the canting of his seat told him they were airborne.

Reeve never left Charles’s side throughout the flight, always maintaining some kind of physical contact with her slave. A hand on the leg. Her head leaned against his.

On arrival, Charles was allowed to descend the ramp himself, but with Reeve’s hands constantly on his shoulders. The hobble rope and his blindness forced him to go one step at a time. Then into another car, and another ride of about an hour. Toward the end the car climbed steeply and turned many times. He was helped out of the vehicle again, allowed to walk up a smooth, twisting path, then he was inside once more.

Fingers loosened the laces. Thank god! How long had he been in this thing? Three hours? The leather was peeled away and Charles squeezed his eyes against the sudden light. When they adjusted he found himself in a large room with an overhanging balcony. The design reflected the Victorian era.

“What a beautiful gift you’ve brought to my house warming,” Ursula said. Unlike the last time Charles saw her, she was decked out in full dominant regalia; thigh high red boots, a red leather teddy and wide black belt with a flogger that hung from it. His belt key hung around her neck. Ursula leaned in and whispered to him. “Remember what I said about payback? Here I am.”

Charles lost his discipline. “Oh, shit.”

Ursula lightly laughed. “No. Make that deep shit.”

“Where do you want him?” Reeve said.

“Over there in the archway where I can gaze at him. Let’s string him up. I want to see those muscles of his.”

The two ladies soon had Charles spread-eagled in the archway between the living room and solarium. The upward strain on his shoulders and the spread of his legs did indeed make all his muscles stand out.

“I want to whip him now,” Ursula said.

“A little appetizer before everyone gets here?” Reeve said.

“Why not? Think of it as a warm up.”

Ursula let fly with the flogger, turning Charles’s skin a nice red. Then she borrowed Reeve’s switch and placed several thin stripes on his ass and inner thighs. His cries echoed against the marble floor and walls.

She grabbed the front of his chastity belt. “Is he publicly shy?”

“He didn’t have any trouble keeping an erection at Ivan’s. I saw him adjust his belt more than once.”

“Off it comes then. I want everyone to see him at his full blown best.”

The belt came off and Charles’s cock hung at semi-alert status. Ursula grabbed the back of his head and thrust her tongue past his lips. Quick, savage, like a huntress enjoying playing with her game. She stroked his balls and Charles’s cock stiffened. Reeve placed a cock ring around his member while Ursula shoved a red ballgag in his mouth.

The two doms walked away, arm in arm. “I love your house. I wish I’d bought it,” Reeve said.

“I’ve always liked yours. Maybe we’ll trade. And everything that goes in it.”

Reeve laughed and looked back at Charles. “Most everything.”



People started to arrive; masters and mistresses with their slaves, a few doms without any. One of these caught Charles’s eye. She came with a group of women and seemed to be a friend of a friend to Ursula. Her short blonde hair peeked out from under a wide brimmed hat and large dark glasses covered her face. The lady mingled and helped top a slave or two. She glanced Charles’s way a few times with a queer half smile. Once, when Ursula and Reeve were both absent from the room, she walked over to him. She didn’t say anything but broke into a wide grin. Someone called out “Laurel” and she left Charles for the person who hailed her.

Several other women studied Charles also, particularly his erect cock. A couple teased their female slaves with it, allowing their mouths within a few inches, then pulling them back. A few added fresh whip marks to his backside. Ursula had to warn more than a few that Charles’s cock was only for show, much to their disappointment. After about an hour, Ursula rubbed up next to him.

“I can’t wait any longer,” she said. “I want this slave now.”

“Alright, I’ll take him upstairs,” Reeve said. “But let’s not forget about our plan for him tonight.”



The steel cable winched its way up into the ceiling. Charles’s cuffed hands stretched overhead, his knees and ankles roped together. Reeve browsed Ursula’s toy wall and found an intricate head harness with a combination tongue depressor and large ring gag.

She fitted the straps around Charles’s head. “This should keep your screams to a minimum. Ursula will be along, but first we’ve got a special surprise for you.” She stroked Charles once on his cock and left him in the dark.

At the bottom of the stairs, instead of going back to the party crowd, Reeve turned down a hallway, knocked once on a closed door and opened it. “He’s all ready for you.”

Lillian glanced up from a male slave she was tying to a post. “Good. I was starting to suffer from cabin fever in here.”

“You seem to be doing fine.”

“I’m not quite finished here so I’ll let his anticipation build.”

“Let him wonder just who the ‘surprise’ is? You’re bad.”

“And I’m very good at it.”



Charles’s arms, given a brief rest on the way upstairs, protested their overuse again. If he stood on his toes…there, that helped some, but then they started to hurt too. Charles shook his head. A devil’s game; either way you lose.

The door opened. At last, maybe he’d be let down.

The light flicked on. The small blonde quickly shut the door. “It’s been a long time.”

Charles frowned. That voice. Where had he heard it before?

“Can’t quite place me? I’m not surprised. A lot has happened since you found your…mistresses.” She spat the word like poison.

She took off the wide brim hat, dark glasses and blonde wig. “Remember me now?”

Oh, fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck.

Danielle’s wired, hate filled eyes seared Charles.

“Word got around after you left me that day at the fair. None of my other interviews showed up. Then I started hearing the stories. ‘Don’t go to that bitch Danielle.’ And I heard a name with the stories. ‘Prince Charles’. After that my reputation was ruined. So I had to move here and start over.” She grabbed his crotch. “You’ve heard of payback? Here I am.”

Charles shook his head. No, no! His screams spilled out of his gag.

She gave his balls an extra squeeze, cutting off the noise, then released them. “Don’t worry about those. I’ll get to them soon enough. Right now, it’s the rest of you I want.”

Danielle uncoiled a short bullwhip. No warm up, she laid right into him. It wrapped about his ribs and leg. Fire shot through him. Charles tried to dance away but it was useless. Danielle didn’t let up, hitting the same spots over and over.

The whipping stopped and Charles groaned behind the gag. He opened his eyes and found his chest and legs were cut up; angry red welts covered him, a few were ready to bleed.

His side exploded in pain. Then again and again. Danielle swung the metal spreader bar like a baseball bat, connecting in mid swing to cause the most damage.

Next came the switchblade. It flicked out less than an inch from Charles’s nose.

A light knock on the door. A female voice. “Hello, anyone in there?”

Charles tried to call out. Quick as a flash, Danielle cut the rope holding him up. The sudden drop forced all the air out of him better than a punch in the stomach. She shoved a cloth through the ring gag to muffle any more sound.

“Who is it?” Danielle said.

“Sorry, just looking for an empty dungeon. Let’s try that one down there.” The voice faded away.

Danielle put her disguise back on with alacrity. “It’s getting too crowded around here. I need to get lost.” Hate filled her face once more. “Fucking prince of slaves,” she said scornfully, then slapped Charles hard on both sides of his face. She was gone.

Slowly the red haze parted, leaving Charles in an afterglow of ache. He groaned again. Where was Reeve? She was supposed to protect him. Was she jealous over the time he’d spent with Mei Lein? But she gave him the belt key and practically ordered him to bed with her. Yet, it seemed the only answer for her actions. Ursula must’ve been in on it too because Danielle echoed her words about payback time. Maybe she didn’t enjoy subbing to him after all. Yeah, payback alright; turning him over to a crazy bitch who had it in for him. Fuck, some surprise.

Time to get out.

He sat up. Hot coals flared along his side. God, his ribs must be broken!

Charles spotted Reeve’s overnight bag in a corner. Any kind of way home was probably in there. He staggered to his knees, holding his arm against his hurt side. Crap. No money, no credit cards. Only clothes. Wait a second, a few of these things were his. Underwear, shirt, pants and shoes.

Dressing was torture renewed. The SM gear he wore was flung across the room. He steadied himself against the wall and cracked open the door. No one around. He leaned on the banister at the top of the stairs and half slid his way down. Most of the people were crowded into the dining room as another slave had taken his place in the archway. They all watched Reeve employ her switch on him. No one noticed as Charles slipped outside.

Where was he? Ursula lived in the bay area, which meant hills. Charles was on one now but there weren’t any street lights, just a distant glow at the bottom. He used that as a beacon, always keeping his eyes on it no matter how many twists and turns the road took.

Damn! He nearly lost his footing on the steep grade and the pain got worse. But he didn’t consider going back. In fact, when a pair of headlights turned a corner behind him Charles lay prone behind a thick bush. The car slowly rolled past, like it was looking for something.

At a corner Charles found a sign post: Glen Drive. The glow from the bottom of the hill was brighter now. A sharp turn and he found himself on the edge of a small, downtown district. Another turn and Johnson Street led him right down to the water. He read the placard on a closed shop: Sausalito Art Gallery.

Fickle Luck teased him. He wandered the nearly empty streets until he found a trucker who just finished dinner and was looking for company on his way to Los Angeles. Six hours later, the trucker dropped Charles just three blocks from his apartment. The pain flared up in his side when he climbed down from the cab. Charles grit his teeth and made it home.

He kept a spare key buried behind a bush near his window, but it had been a long time since he put it there. The gods must have smiled on him though because the dirt was soft from a recent rain and he easily found it. Once inside, the answering machine flashed an angry red light at him. Reeve’s voice issued forth.

“Charles, what are you are doing? Just what the hell were you thinking, walking out like that? You either call me or…I don’t know. Just call. Now!”

He hit erase. Fuck her. Fuck them all.



The phone rang three more times the next day. Charles listened from his bed to Reeve’s angry tirades. He took a perverse delight in hearing Reeve lose her self-control. Let her yell. If she wasn’t smart enough to figure out why he left, then he wasn’t about to tell her.

The last call came that night. This time Reeve was icy calm. “Charles, pick up. I know you’re home.” A pause, then: “Alright. Consider yourself fired.” Dial tone. The machine went silent.

Fired. That was a laugh. He started to but stopped when his ribs started to burn. Get this through your dense head, you bitch - I already quit.



The next day the doorbell rang. And rang. He couldn’t ignore it like the phone. Charles dragged himself out of bed and wiped the sweat from his forehead. His jaw set when he peered through the peephole. She was going to show up sooner or later.

Lillian’s crossed arms indicated her own anger. “Just what is going on with you?”

“Ask Reeve. Or ask Danielle. If you care.”

“Danielle? Who’s…? Why are you standing so funny? What’s wrong with your arm?”

“This? Oh, nothing. I’m just trying to keep my guts from falling out.”

“Your guts?” Lillian noticed the welts on Charles’s legs. “What happened?”

“Isn’t it obvious? Reeve turned me over to a maniac. Remember that bitch Danielle I walked out on at the fair? She gave me to her.” Charles grimaced. Lillian came in and guided him to the couch.

“What’re you talking about? When I went to Ursula’s room you were gone. I was supposed to get you.”

“Oh, sure. And the Easter bunny lives.”

Lillian turned Charles’s head to face her. “It’s true.”

“Alright, Lil. I believe you believe it’s true.” Charles grimaced again.

Lillian peeled back his soaked undershirt. “I’m calling a doctor.”

“Don’t tell me you know one who makes house calls.”

“Okay, I won’t.”



The doctor was a young intern, one of Lillian’s submissive protégés. His fingers probed Charles’s ribs with professional ease, announced they were bruised, not broken and wrapped them in tape. He left some pain killers.

Lillian sat on the bed. “Tell me everything.”

When Charles finished Lillian had the phone in hand. “I want Reeve to hear this.”

“I don’t want to talk to her.”

“You’re going to. That’s an order.”



When Reeve showed up, her stormy attitude gave way to one of shock. The bandages spoke for themselves.

Reeve had heard of Danielle from the fair, but “Laurel” was unknown. Not until when Charles describe her hat did the memory click.

“She must’ve done this between the time I left you alone and when Lillian went upstairs. Oh, Charles, I never meant for this to happen.”

“Do you know where Danielle is now?” Lillian asked.

“She came with friends of Ursula’s. She might be able to find out.”

“Find out. Meanwhile,” she turned to Charles, “you sleep. We’ll call from the other room.”

The pills Charles swallowed made sleeping easy. When he woke it was night outside. Reeve was instantly at his side, helping him to the bathroom, then spooning him some hot soup. The anger he felt toward her dissipated when he noticed her trembling hands. When he lay back down, she curled up at his side.



A few days later, Lillian checked on his recovery.

“You look like you’re going to live. How’s the pain?”

“Still there,” Charles said. “If it gets too intense I take a happy pill.”

“A happy pill, eh?” Lillian chuckled. “Just don’t overdo it.” She tossed a newspaper in his lap and strode to the kitchen. “That’s something that might interest you.”

The paper was from San Francisco and a couple of days old. Near the bottom of the front page a headline declared: “SM Madame arrested on Drug Charges”.

“What’s this?” Charles said.

“Read it and find out.”

Charles did. A woman named Danielle Parker had been busted for possession with intent to distribute. Acting on an anonymous tip, police seized fifty pounds of coke and pot along with discovering several pieces of SM equipment. If convicted the suspect faced a mandatory prison sentence of several years.

“Looks like Danielle’s chickens have come home to roost,” Lillian said.

Charles lowered the paper and looked right at her. “I wonder who’s the anonymous tipster? Maybe someone she pissed off and is getting revenge for how a certain slave was abused?”

Lillian calmly poured herself a cup of coffee. “Do tell.”

Charles laughed, but only once. The ribs still hurt when he did that.

“Where’s Reeve?”

“Getting some groceries,” Charles said. He shook his head. “She’s turned into a complete domestic.”

“You make that sound like a bad thing.” She took a sip and poured a different cup.

“It’s not, but…” Charles trailed off. “She’s been so accommodating. ‘Can I get you this? Can I get you that? Let me fluff the pillow.’ It’s driving me nuts. I want the dom back that claimed me at the fair.”

“You’re hardly in any condition to spend any time on your knees.”

“I know, but what’s with her?”

Lillian brought the second cup of coffee to Charles. She placed it in his hands and sat close to him. Charles recognized that manner of hers. It was the “Listen to what I say and don’t interrupt” mode.

He settled himself in for a long talk or rather, a long listen. They had several more in the weeks to come, but this one was the most important.

Lillian began, “You weren’t the only one assaulted.”




Chapter Sixteen

Seduction

The incident up north shook Reeve’s confidence. She hadn’t done right by her slave and the hand that brought Charles so much agony and ecstasy remained inactive. His six week recuperation period was well over and Charles looked for a sign for things to get back to normal, but Reeve remained cordially distant.

“She hasn’t touched me at all,” he told Lillian one day. “It’s like I’m fragile glass.”

“Maybe she’s looking for something else from you.”

“Like what?”

“Punishment.”



“Try this way,” Charles said.

“What about the field over here?” Reeve asked.

“Don’t worry about that now. Trust me.”

Reeve moved the mouse as Charles directed. She clicked it twice. The monitor went black.

“Oh, no,” she said.

“Wait.” Charles leaned over her shoulder.

A few moments passed then the screen lit up again, the desired effect displayed.

“You know the rest,” Charles said.

The successive prompts led Reeve through the rest of the newly installed screen saver, the kind that wasn’t bought at the local computer store. The images were all of bound women, usually topped by men. There was a separate selection of the opposite orientation, but Reeve had ignored that. Now she moved the arrow across the screen to confirm her choices and the frequency at which they would appear. Her small hand and delicate fingers encircled the computer tool.

The arrow pointed at a prompt that wouldn’t give the affect that Charles knew Reeve wanted. His hand rested gently on top of hers. He guided her back, then pressed her own finger underneath his own.

Like tiny brush strokes from an unseen hand, a photo of a naked woman bound to a post took shape. A man stood in front of her, gently touching her neck and breast. The woman was gagged and her eyes closed.

“Now, do this.” Charles moved the arrow again. Reeve’s hand trembled. Her face turned up at him.

He lifted her hand away from the mouse and swung Reeve’s chair around. Her lips were slightly parted, her green eyes alight like a frightened deer.

Inch by precious inch, Charles narrowed the gap between them. Their breaths intermingled and danced with each other. Reeve’s lips felt like a high strung piano wire that could break or give out the purest note.

Slowly, one button at a time, Charles opened her dress.

“The images you selected are interesting to say the least. And you always wear a dress that can part from the front.”

“It’s convenient,” Reeve said in a small voice.

“Convenient for whom? You make fascinating choices for a dominant woman. Maybe it’s time the choices are made for you.”

His lips touched hers again. A slow rediscovery of each other but, this time, Charles set the pace. Reeve’s hands went up his back and Charles brought his own around her. But he didn’t stop there. One hand reached up to the back of Reeve’s head, his fingers burrowed their way into her hair, gripped and pulled her head back. Reeve gasped, her eyes wide.

The top drawer of Reeve’s desk held several coils of rope. Charles smiled. Standard office equipment around here. He glanced around. A metal frame chair covered in leather with a matching ottoman sat in a corner. Reeve used it to relax at times during the business day. And afterwards too. More than once Reeve tied him face up on it while her bare feet rested on his stomach or, with her toes, played with his cock and balls. He couldn’t fully return the favor, nature had seen to that. But nature had endowed Reeve with different gifts.

With her firmly in hand, Charles guided Reeve to the ottoman. He forced her to her knees and Reeve bent forward in anticipation of her being put face down. Instead Charles drew her back.

“No. You’re going to be fully displayed. The way I’ve wanted to see you for a long time.”

He turned her around and laid Reeve on her back. Her arms went out and down the sides. Her head hung over the edge.

She was deep into her submission. Charles recognized the signs; eyes closed, lips slightly parted, a willingness to follow the slightest direction. She offered no resistance, not even a soft whine when he turned her around. He’d seen the symptoms before; from his encounter with Abigail, Mei Lein, Ursula and countless others he’d observed from the different parties.

He tied her wrists to separate steel legs, then her ankles too. Reeve arched back, dress open to the waist, her breasts in her lacy white bra pointing upward, almost begging for his touch.

Charles opened the rest of the tight dress, pushing it down either side. The white bra wasn’t so much of a surprise but he stopped and drew in a quick breath when he reached her crotch.

“How long since you’ve last worn panties? Answer me.”

“Just for today.”

“Today? Like you knew I was going to find you like this. Today.”

“No. It’s not like that.”

“It’s not like that – sir.”

Reeve didn’t answer. Charles unclasped her bra from the front. He squeezed a nipple.

“Sir! Sir!” she said.

“How long?”

“It varies. Sir!” Charles pinched the other nipple. “Sir, sometimes once or twice a week.”

“When did this start?” Reeve turned her head away. Charles placed a hand down on Reeve’s pussy. His thumb and forefinger found one of her lips and his voice took on a warning tone. “When did this start?”

“Sir, forgive me! About three weeks after you signed your contract.”

Charles’s mouth fell open. That long ago? Still, going without panties wasn’t a sign of submission in itself. Many was the time Reeve dominated him without any clothes on at all. But to wear outer clothing without underwear suggested some kind of hidden fantasy. Or encoded signal?

“How often do you go without panties now?”

Reeve lifted her head. “I don’t understand.”

“Yes, you do.” Charles pinched her nether lip. Reeve flung her head back and gasped.

“How many times since I came back to work?”

Reeve’s small hands curled into fists. “Sir, every day. Sir.”

“How nice. So, all those times I gave you hints I was ready to be taken, you were giving me hints of your own.”

“No, sir.” Charles simultaneously pinched her lip and squeezed her nipple. “I mean, yes! Yes, sir!”

Charles lifted her head up to him. His tongue slipped inside, distracting her while he repositioned his other hand. A quick, yet gentle thrust and his first two fingers were inside her, all the way up to the knuckles. Reeve broke off from the kiss with a sharp intake of breath, but she kept her cheek next to him. Her labored breath sounded in Charles’s ear.

Charles’s fingers explored Reeve’s soft insides. Like twin snakes they rubbed against her inner wall, each tip acting independently but also aware of a larger plan from a higher source.

His mouth suckled her nipples, stretching them until they stood up in their own. Little pink marks from his teeth on Reeve’s light skin formed their own circle around her aureoles.



“I’ve fantasized about dominating Reeve, but not with a whip in hand.”

“Punishment can take many forms,” Lillian replied. “You weren’t always spanked as a child, were you?”



Reeve’s stomach rose and fell with her quick breaths. Charles brought his thumb into the act and stroked her clit. Reeve’s whole body stiffened. She was right on the edge.

“Time for your punishment,” Charles said.

“Sir?”

“For teasing me by not wearing any panties.”

“But you didn’t know about that.”

“You did. You got off on it, getting away with something right under my nose. You probably spent time alone masturbating while I suffered blue balls.” Charles withdrew his hand. “Now I’ll decide when you come. Not you.”

“No! Not when I’m so close.” She threw her head back and strained against the ropes.

“I’ll watch you awhile. I like how you’re so open to me, to use when I want. Or not.”

“Please don’t. Let me satisfy you, sir.”

“You mean satisfy yourself, don’t you? You know as soon as I enter you, you’re going to come. Don’t worry, I am going to use you, but we’ll let those fires of yours die down a little, then stoke them back up.”



“If I top her it’s going to change everything.”

“How so?”

“When you dominate someone, you can’t go back and undominate them. The memory will always be there.”

“Is that so bad?”

“No. But what if it messes up our usual orientation?”

“Relationships have to grow if they are to stay alive, Charles. Your domination of Reeve is an evolution of what’s passed between you. You may do it just once, or many times. You’re in charge. It’s up to you.”



Charles brought Reeve to the edge twice more. Slow, sensual. He took advantage of his hands being free and touched all the right areas on her; where to stroke, playfully slap and lightly kiss.

Reeve cajoled, pleaded and begged, but everything she uttered fell on deaf ears. Her siren’s song may have touched Charles’s soul but he resisted any temptation to let her feel release.

He spread her knees and mounted her, his cock easily going inside. Reeve issued a moan of relief, then changed to frustration. Charles didn’t thrust but only squeezed his own muscles to expand his cock.

Reeve cried out and shook her head. She tried to buck against him but Charles placed his strong hands on her hips. He held her in place while he expanded and contracted.

“No more. No more. I’ve had enough,” Reeve said.

“I’ll decide when you’ve had enough. Just like when I decide when to untie you.”



“Don’t forget what goes with punishment,” Lillian said.

“What?”

“You’ll know.”



Charles withdrew. Reeve strained against the ropes and flung her torso to the left and right. The ottoman nearly toppled to its side. Charles added a few more loops across her breasts and hips, then also tied the two steel legs opposite the sides of her head to the chair. Reeve still thrashed but now the ottoman barely moved.

Her hair, so tight and neat when everything started, had shaken itself loose, hanging down to the floor. Charles twisted it together and tied a rope in it, then anchored the rope to one of the braces underneath the ottoman.

Charles didn’t gag her; instead allowing Reeve to yell herself hoarse. She didn’t say any words, just a near continuous sound which turned her vocal cords raw. It eventually silenced her as well as any gag.

“All done?” Charles said. “Then let’s begin again.”

He thrust his cock deep inside her. Base animal noises issued from Reeve’s sore throat.

His hands remained gentle; they lightly stroked her breasts, neck and arms. Slow hip on hip grinds, that could only be thought of as a lover’s, brought them both closer to a climax. Charles looked down on Reeve’s sweat filled, tear stained face. Her eyes were closed, teeth clenched. Already she was near the summit.

“Not yet,” Charles said.

“Sir, please,” Reeve managed through her teeth.

“Wait!”

“No! I can’t!”

“Yes, you can.”

The first stirring of his own orgasm began. Charles was close to the edge himself after all this time. He clung to his last reserve of self-control. “Now, slave. I want to feel you do it. Now!”

Reeve let go. Her internal explosions threatened to buck Charles right off in spite of the ropes holding her down. Charles wrapped his arms under the ottoman and hung on, then shot everything he had into Reeve. She stared blindly at the ceiling and cried out in a combination of pain and ecstasy.

Neither of them moved. Finally, Charles slid off Reeve’s sweat soaked body. He untied the ropes and gathered her in his arms. They sat on the floor, Reeve wrapped up in his protective enclosure. She shivered, but not from the cold.

“I’m sorry about what happened,” she said.

Time for what went hand in hand with punishment. “I know. It’s alright. Let’s just forget about it.”

Charles felt a different kind of tension go out of Reeve. Not physical, but no less strained. She leaned her head against his chest. “Ursula felt cheated the night you, uh, left.”

“I’ll fulfill my obligation to Ursula, as I’ll expect any lady in the Inner Circle to fulfill theirs to me - dom or sub.”

They cuddled some more. Reeve raised her head to him.

“Not everyone in the circle feels like I do about switching,” she said.

“Then we’ll have to keep it as our little secret.”

“What if, one day, we’re both feeling dominant? What will we do then?”

“Then we’ll find a slave to share. I hear the ranch is going to have a beautiful round up this spring.”



The trip didn’t seem to take as long this time. But then, Charles spent a lot of thought going over what had brought him to this point; his “invitation” that fateful night from Lillian, the subsequent training under her and then with Tamera and Daphne, his contract with Reeve and the other ladies and, finally, his own blossoming as a dominant. When they got to Flagstaff Charles was nervous, like he was last fall, but not born of fear that a single misstep would banish him. Now, it was like an actor about to go on stage and play the part of his life. Yet, unlike an actor, this role would continue without a closing curtain.

They drove through the cleft and Charles’s mustang easily negotiated the winding turns. A dense field of green jumped up at them from the valley floor, surrounding the three cabins and running off into the distant trees. Several cars and trucks with trailers were parked here and there.

“Quite a difference from last time I’ll bet,” Reeve said. “In more ways than one.”

“You could say that. This time I’m not wearing any cuffs.”

Nor was Charles about to, today he was all master and his dress reflected that. He wore a green checked flannel shirt, blue jeans and light brown, pointed cowboy boots. When they got out of the car he placed a black Stetson on his head and, to erase any doubts from the onlookers, he hitched a coiled whip to his belt. Reeve was dressed similarly with a coil of rope and together they cut quite a figure, but it was to Charles that most people, trainers and ponies alike, directed most of their attention. Charles heard the name Thunder mentioned a couple of times.

“Seems like a few people remember you,” Reeve said, her arm around his, smiling at him. “Let them look.”

It didn’t take long for them to find a friendly face.

“About time you two got here,” Tamera called to them from inside the corral. She waved for them to come over.

“We took the scenic route,” Charles said.

Tamera laughed. She had a ponygirl on a short lead, one that looked familiar. Charles went up to the fence and gave her a long look.

“Nope, sorry,” Tamera said. “You can’t own this one. She’s only halfway through her refresher course.” She grabbed the ponygirl by her long, dark hair. “We had a lot of attitude to get rid of, didn’t we, honey?”

Petra gave a short whinny, but didn’t try to pull away. She was locked into a heavy harness, the myriad of dark brown straps blending in with her dark skin. A thick bit in her mouth and d-rings on her head harness rigged to a martingale gave Tamera plenty of control.

“Yes, that’s right. Do well today and I might just let a stud have a go at you and Scarlet. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

Petra let loose with a long whinny and pawed at the ground with her boot.

“Who did you have in mind?” Charles asked.

Tamera gave him a frank appraisal. “You’d do just fine. I’d dearly love to see you in bit and bridle again.”

Now it was Charles’s turn to laugh. “Sorry. I’m here to find a pony, not become one.”

“Oh, I don’t know. I wouldn’t say that door is permanently closed,” said Reeve. “You are my favorite stallion. Nice legs.” She firmly patted Charles’s thigh.

“Yes, he does have them.” Tamera said. “But I think we’ll be using that one over there.”

She pointed to the other side of the corral. Hitched to one of the posts was a bright blonde giant. He gazed over at Petra with an obvious hunger, chomping at his bit. A large, erect penis pointed at Petra, as if it already knew where it was going to wind up later.

“Looks like Larry’s going to get his wish,” Charles muttered.

“What was that?” Reeve said.

“Ah, nothing. Just some poetic justice.” Then, he said to Tamera: “Where’s the herd?”

“In the meadow,” Tamera said. “Daphne has charge of them. Hurry up, a couple of others have already made their selections. Make yours then we’ll settle up later.”

Daphne certainly had charge of the ponies. If one strayed too far, her whip lashed out, immediately driving him or her back into the herd. A few other trainers gave her a hand, but it was Daphne who dealt out the discipline when needed. She smiled and waved to Charles. One ponygirl noticed Daphne’s short lapse of attention and tried running away from the herd. Alerted at the sudden movement, Daphne drove the ponygirl back, but she needed several whipstrokes to do it.

“See any that you like?” Reeve asked.

“That one that tried getting away just now. She’s got some fire.”

“That’s what I thought too. Could be a challenge.” Reeve paused. “I noticed you looking at her even before she tried to bolt. It wouldn’t be because we know her, would it?”

Charles laughed. “It might have something to do with it.” A pang of longing shot through him. He wanted that one, no doubt about it. “But if you’re uncomfortable with her - “

Reeve turned Charles to face her. “If that’s who you want, then get her. As for worrying about me, then don’t. She and I had a good talk about you on the phone before we got here. And the night we visited Ivan. She has a part of your heart, and I have most of it. No reason why we can’t start our own Inner Circle, our own court, my Prince of Slaves. So, what’re you waiting for?”

Reeve handed him her coiled rope. With a feeling that he was born lucky, Charles shook it out. The loop was already formed and he approached the ponygirl. On his first cast he lassoed Mei Lein. She pulled back but Charles drew her to him, soothing her, promising her that everything would be fine.

Check Out Leigh Tanner’s Other Novel From Pink Flamingo Media

Mistress of Shadows by Leigh Tanner

“Know that other ladies will also train you, and use you. But be warned, slave Kyle, any report I get that you didn’t give the utmost and I will be most displeased. It’s then you’ll find out just how much your domina is a bitch.” Thus cautioned, Kyle submits to Emory, a woman who has appeared in his dreams and who possesses powers of domination beyond the physical world. But as Kyle endures the tests of the Haven, a mysterious place of leather clad women and their slaves not on any map, not all is at it seems. There is another place only whispered about by the dominant ladies, where Lilith holds sway in the underworld and where Kyle goes, due to the secret machinations of yet a more powerful mistress. This mistress the others call the Domina, the goddess whom allowed Kyle entrance to the Haven, and to whom Kyle must ultimately submit if he ever wants to be reunited with his beloved Emory.

For a complete catalogue of Erotic Fiction…

write, email or call:

Pink Flamingo Media

P.O. Box 632, Richland, MI 49083, 1-877-629-0051

E-mail: fiona@pinkflamingo.comOn-line:

http://www.pinkflamingo.comhttp://www.eroticbooknetwork.com


cover.jpeg





