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Dedication

To the man who inspired this sexy, lust-filled ride, 

whose words are woven throughout this narrative, 

whose fantasies became my fantasies, 

who brought the spark back into my life.

My heartfelt thanks for giving me a chance 

to feel the magic once again.

Spontaneous Combustion

Part One


Spontaneous Combustion

Eleven o’clock, I’m ready for bed. It’s been raining all day and there’s another storm passing through…thunder, lightning, driving rain. Suddenly the tornado siren in town is going off, and the ‘take cover’ announcement interrupts my TV show. I grab a flashlight, just in case, and fly down to the basement to wait… 

Wait

Wait 

Wait until the siren dies and I tiptoe back upstairs. 

Nothing is damaged, nothing undone. 

    As I slip off to bed in an attempt to sleep I hear another storm coming through, though this one won’t be as severe as the last my local weatherman assures me. And yet…left in the wake of that last furious frenzy, my muse strikes like a thunderbolt. Here’s what poured out…

I want you to tie me to a tree, 

thrust me against an old tree stump, 

order me over a table, over the end of the bed. 

After yanking down my pants, you draw your leather belt from your jeans …

Doubling it in your fist you begin to flail it against my ass…

Hard

Fast

Until white turns crimson, until my ass is scorched and

I’m groaning deeply, crying out for mercy 


Ah! But mercy will wait until later…

Until you’ve dropped your belt, unzipped your jeans 

Until you’ve rammed your way home inside my cunt

Hard

Fast

I explode and you explode 

almost belligerent but strangely beautiful

like the storm that just passed through on its way to elsewhere

Before you’re done with me you have me in your bed again 

Hard

Fast

Inside my ass this time, driving through like a man possessed

I explode and you explode again


       And then…

When the fury dies you hold me, you kiss my lips and run your hands

over my sweaty skin.

Hurts are healed, a day’s worth of trouble forgotten

Worry quits its anxious grip

and wounds bound up with tenderness are carried away by love


In the long twilight thereafter, we stretch out in each other’s arms 

Later in the evening, I sit at your feet and rest my head against your knee.

Prologue

The fury of inspiration left her sweating in bed, words spinning inside her head, tie me to a tree, thrust me against an old tree stump…the wellspring from which all the rest flowed free, arriving with the first bolt of lightning, disappearing with the last rumble of thunder as the storm moved out. She tried to remember the gist of it, grabbing words out of the ethers like a child grabbing for lightning bugs on a summer evening  and shoving them into a mayonnaise jar for safe keeping. The light went on in her bedroom as she reached for her metaphorical mayonnaise jar – her journal – and began to jot down the substance of her scattered thoughts in a rushed, chaotic scrawl. There was little but a disordered array of word pictures when she finally turned out the light. But she needed sleep. Even if it was just a few hours, her psyche needed rest and, more importantly, some distance from the tumultuous meeting of storm and muse.

Six am in the morning, she awoke again, driven to the computer before the sun rose, before thoughts lost their urgency and passion died. 

Oh, but passion was going nowhere that morning but into keystrokes and the frenzied minutes when the words spilled from muse to computer in one singular burst of inspiration, the first of many such spontaneous combustions she would experience in the weeks ahead.  

She dashed to her blog and posted the piece before she lost her nerve. And with the same rash of thrill and fear, she sent a link to knighthawk925:

PLEASE READ THIS FIRST she wrote in the subject line. In the body of the email…

“…I woke early, driven to my computer. Doesn’t happen very often (in fact, I can’t even remember the last time it did) but I’m not entirely surprised. Oh hell, I’m not surprised at all. May sound a bit personal, because it is. But it’s good enough to post on my blog. Don’t worry, no names mentioned.”

She included the link, hit send, then waited staring at the monitor as if she actually expected him to open the email and reply within a minute’s time. 

She waited two fucking days, from noon to noon to noon, 48 hours of anxious wondering, left suspended and stunned by what the storm ushered in and this man had done to her peace of mind. What were you thinking, girl! She’d manufactured a chorus of second thoughts, one after another drifting into her mind, only to be shoved aside so another could compound her anxiety.  Why the hell did she attribute this crazy explosion of writing to a man she barely knew? She could be dead wrong about him and he was nothing but a lecherous pervert who just wanted inside her pants. Still she knew. Some uncanny intuition spoke to her about honest motives and inherent kindness. In her gut where it counted, she knew he wasn’t the kind of pervert to take advantage of a vulnerable woman fresh out of a long term relationship. No, he was the clean, wholesome kind of pervert, with common decency and a sincere desire to know her as more than the sexual slut she was. Spontaneous Combustion was all about what their brief weeks courting on-line had done to her. Sending him her explosive writing was the right thing to do. She was certain.

If he bolted because she was too much slut for him; if he was turned off by this small taste of her flaming passion, then she’d be better off having driven him away. Might as well send him off to a woman who’d be happy with mild manners, kind conversation, and a little bit of kink on the side, but nothing more than that.

Clearly, her kink was front and center in her world, and it was too late in the game of life to deal with men who couldn’t handle her sexual inclinations. 

She would readily insist that she wasn’t too much to handle. She was an easy woman to read, with simple needs and much to give. No mysteries, nothing crazy about her; just an uncomplicated woman at heart who wanted someone with whom she could share her lust, and provide for her a safe place to bare her soul. Her requirements were few – a self possessed man she could respect, sexual chemistry, heartfelt compassion and a strong sense of authority. That was it in a nutshell. The man she would submit to could be no less. 

Her mind might have been filled with chaos and wild imaginings that could resemble a whirling dervish, but that was just smoke and mirrors to one who looked a little closer. She was perfectly sane, perfectly normal, a perfectly regular woman of her times. A slut, yes, but a perfectly normal kind of slut, and a woman on the brink of change. 

Forty-eight fucking hours later word came back, the email simple:

“Did I cause all that? 

I have the trees, I have the rope, I only need you.”

She almost laughed out loud. Did I cause all that… She shook her head and smiled. Her heart warmed and she giggled at a typical clueless male with his almost bashful response. 

But the message had been delivered, and desire swept through her again with such sudden urgency that she dashed off her reply and hit send before she could give it a second thought…

“Yes, yes yes! You caused all that.

Along with that darn thunderstorm…and that slave scene you told me about, the one at your lake house that’s been going through my head like a broken record.

I’ll be waiting.”


Chapter One

Life was chaos all around her on the eve of France, her head spinning with random thoughts. The trip was an imminent reality and there was much to be done before she left, a thousand details that required her attention. Though it had taken a year’s worth of planning and a lot of hard-earned cash, Jeni had little time to think about embarking for this foreign land miles from home. Though hugely important to her – she’d seen it as a pivotal piece in the journey to the next phase of life – when asked if she was excited about France, a question that came at her from all directions, she couldn’t exactly say she was. She hadn’t the time to get excited, and almost to the day she left, the fact that she was actually going to France still seemed like a fantastical dream. 

Plans for a few days off from work before the trip failed to materialize. Even the day before she left, there was a project at work to complete and progress was painfully slow. None of this was a surprise. Life routinely gets in the way of best laid plans. And yet, for all the activity, all the details to attend to and the lists of items not to forget, what was responsible for her current turmoil really wasn’t her job or the packing or the butterflies in her belly on the eve of her first Transatlantic flight. 

On this occasion, instead of revolving around the logical suspects, chaos revolved around a man. 

Absurd, huh? After twenty years with one faithful man and giving up men for one long year of loss, the idea that a man would rock her world on the 10th of May, when the first knighthawk925 email landed in her Outlook, was absurd. What the hell was she supposed to do with the eager attentions of an on-line suitor? Especially now, when starting a relationship should have been the last thought in her mind. And yet, once the conversation began, the emails between Jeni and Jack Hawking continued at a brisk pace and soon every minute, every thought in her mind seemed to be taken up by this phantom behind the email address. Was it the easy conversation? Or the face staring back from his obscure photo? Or the fact they shared a common interest in kink? 

Absurd, yes. The whole idea of him was absurd, but the most fantastically amazing distraction she’d had after a long list of distractions that had kept her slightly unfocused over the previous year. Hard to believe that someone she’d never laid eyes on could take hold of her attention in such a commanding and thorough way. When chaos suddenly became a beautiful place to be in those hectic days, she could do nothing but smile when the thought of him took control. She’d retreat to her bedroom, finding herself wet with arousal from the moment she touched the sensitive place between her thighs to minutes down the road when an explosive orgasm caused her back to arch and her body to convulse with spasms. Juices flooded over her hand, as Jeni imagined Jack’s hands on her, his lips on her, his cock inside her cunt, her mouth wide open – he could penetrate that, too. 

Their early conversations were innocent enough. With a few short emails they got through the basics: work, family, their goals and aspirations, where their lives stood now. Then the correspondence changed, delving into the kinky subjects of her blog, where the dynamic between them began to shift. 

As the questions from Jack became more blunt, more personal and probing she couldn’t help but feel her lusty libido come back to life. Once that familiar spark of desire arose, it wasn’t long before a brush fire seemed to burn within. What had begun as an innocent back and forth became something much bigger than informative small talk. 

Jeni had forgotten what it felt like to be so passionately aroused. But just the thought of Jack was all over her now, feeding her psyche with thoughts and feelings she’d shunned so long that it was an unexpected thrill to be feeling them again. Her libido broke wide open. Random trips to the bedroom became more frequent, so was rubbing her crotch against the seat of her desk chair, the kitchen chair, her bathroom counter. Sexy, nasty, kinky thoughts rose up unbidden as she tapped a fresh spring of erotic thought inside her slutty psyche – just when she thought the spring had run dry. Jack was there in the middle of it all. Still a phantom, still a dream, still a fantasy – but she could almost feel his flesh, taste his pheromones, smell his scent. A fantasy – really? Not this time. There was flesh and blood on the other side of the emails, a man, not a phantom at the end of her lusty dreams. 

For a woman often defined by her sexual obsessions, she was shaken, taken off guard and completely flustered by this budding relationship – did she dare call it a relationship? This wasn’t supposed to happen, not yet. It was too soon to be entertaining thoughts of a new man in her life – wasn’t it?

For two decades and a year her heart had belonged to another man; he was all she knew about men. Suddenly thrust back into the world of men and sex, and dating – god forbid dating! – she felt like a fish floundering out of water in the unfamiliar territory of men. The thought of being ‘courted’ was entirely new. She’d blindly fallen into her last relationship and never emerged – not until that relationship had been taken away. 

Now this new man was under her skin before she knew what was happening, causing her heart to beat and her crotch to warm with very little effort. He was a Dom, she a sub. In the BDSM world they were a matched set. Responding to a dynamic natural to her personality, her sub-self began to arise as his dominant one emerged. It was so effortless, a bit of a game, she supposed. Nothing particularly serious, she thought, but certainly fun to play. 

“You said, you wanted to read my naughty stories? I have so many, making me wonder what you’d like most.”

His reply went straight to the point. 

“I like good head, a good tight anal, heaven. I wrote some stories with a previous gf, very immature, but a lot of fun. So you write about your fantasies?” 

She had to smile. Wasn’t it just like a guy to keep it to the basics – cocks and ass. “Yes, they’re my fantasies. I wouldn’t know what else to write about. Of course, fantasy is not reality…I learned that early on. My subs are naughty, do stupid things, love/hate getting punished and create lots of drama, which makes good fiction. Let’s not forget the wide variety of sexual options. But that’s just fantasy. In real life, you’ll find I’m a mature and well balanced woman who hates drama and who just happens to like kinky fun in the bedroom.” 

When he wrote back a day later, he’d moved on to other questions. “I’ve been wondering, you have any tattoos or piercings? Just curious. Been thinking about my cottage on the lake – very private. I need to be walking in the woods, by the water, smelling the fresh air.”

“Hi! No tattoos but currently one piercing – which I plan to keep.” Answering that question created a little flutter in her tummy. And just as he’d done in his email, Jeni quickly moved on to other matters. “I love walking in woods, too, and I could sit by the water all day. You asked what other things I do. Read, garden. I love movies and theatre, traveling. I’ve not traveled much in recent years, although I am taking off for a two week vacation in a couple weeks.” 

“I read Story of O a long time ago,” he began his next email. “About O’s piercing through her lower lip. So, where’s yours? Come on, fess up.”

Now that’s getting personal, she thought, although a flutter of excitement lit up her libido just thinking of his question. “I didn’t remember that O’s was on the lip…I was thinking it was through the hood of her clit, which is where mine is. So, tell me about your cottage.” 

“I’m sure you’re right about ‘O’,” he answered. “It was a long time ago that I read that book, so I’m stretching my memory here. Your piercing sounds delicious. What’s it look like? Bar? Ring? I like the idea of a single piercing, any more than that is too much for me. 

My cottage is a work in progress. It began with just the small log shed you see in the picture, no plumbing, no electric. Pretty primitive. About twelve years ago, I started adding on, and the new section is almost complete. I have running water, electric, basement, a hardwood floor last year. Beautiful. A few years back, I built a separate laboratory and dorm for students when they’re working on the property. Keeps them out of my hair.

So you mentioned that you’ve been into public play, tell me about it.” 

His cottage was taking shape in her mind, all in a beautiful way. Cabins in the woods brought back fond memories from her childhood. Times when she was free, far from the hot sidewalks of Southern California suburbia. Cloaked in their woodsy surroundings, they represented little havens away from the isolation she felt at home. She rested well amidst the trees, and often dreamed of staring up at a sky full of stars. A man with a cottage on a lake – in her mind it said a lot about his character and what he valued. That he was a botanist said a lot, too. 

With the mention of public play, Jeni’s mind danced around the possible confessions, wondering which of the many events Jack might like most. There was a lot to confess about her kinky past. Thank goodness they weren’t face to face so he could see her blush as the memories came flooding into her mind. Amidst all the many scenes, however, one particular one stood out from all the rest. A day to remember unlike any other sexual experience she’d had – or would have for that matter. The scene had taken her deeply into submission, to places she’d never been before in her kink life. After it was over, in a therapeutic explosion of feeling and experience, she’d written about it, creating a factual account of the scene as she tried to sort out all that had taken place on that exhilarating day. The lust, emotion and profound state of surrender had been a special kind of magic. But did she dare send him that story? Reveal that she’d been auctioned before a kink crowd of twenty-five, during which she was hooded, stripped, intimately inspected and finally sold to one of the attending masters. Was it too soon for that kind of revelation?

Funny how it was easy to spit out the truth in an email, reveal with a few keystrokes private matters she would never have confessed if she were face to face. Jeni wondered if she should be more careful with her confessions – after all, they had not met and she had no idea who he really was. Revealing such deeply private matters could be a dangerous venture for a single woman in the lifestyle. But she hadn’t felt even the smallest reservation about this man, never compromised nor disrespected; his genuineness pulled her forward, while her arousal and surrendering spirit happily followed along. Of course, there was always the possibility that she was blinded by lust, and was foolish to assume that he was telling the truth.

Replying to his question on public play, she kept it simple without supplying much in personal detail. “Kink parties…I’ve been involved with the usual stuff. Been bound to a cross and tied to a spanking bench. There have been whips, spanking, clothespins, floggers, nothing terribly exotic, but it’s been a lot of fun. I’ve had some spectacular times, though some have been less than stellar.” With the thought of that ‘one particular’ scene still flashing through her mind, she went on to add, “If you want, I can send you a short story of a real time scene I had years ago at a Bondage B&B – certainly the most outrageous public experience I’ve had. The B&B went out of business a few years later, but at the time, the place was perfect for playing out my fantasy. The master of the house pulled off quite a show and I was in the midst of it all…talk about subspace. The high lasted for days.” 

With his Yes, I’d love to see the story about the B&B coming in his next email, she dashed off her Auction tale – with a bit of trepidation. The scene was edgy, for some a little out-of-bounds, but she figured that any creditable lifestyle Dom would find it hot.

Two days later, his response to the story arrived. 

“Just read ‘The Auction’. Whew! The first time I read it, I thought great story.  The second reading I realized you had this experience. Saw it in a whole different light when I realized that, damn, that was you! Your imagination put me right there. I read it just before going to bed, and dreamt all night of you standing there for sale to the highest bidder. Yes, I had a good night. I wish I could have been there. Sometime I’d like to talk to you about what you were feeling, but later.

Attached is a picture of the cottage.”

Dreamt all night of you standing there for sale to the highest bidder…he’d dreamt all night of her. Had anyone ever dreamt of her before? After a long time languishing in the comfort of an easy relationship, it was exciting to realize that she had that kind of power with men. Yes I had a good night. She could imagine his hand at his crotch, taking care of a man’s business. Wish I could have been there. And she would have liked that too – although the auction was just a memory now, a good one, but a piece of her past, from another lifetime.

About his comments on the auction, she didn’t know what to say. It was much easier to talk about his cottage…

“I am so impressed! The fact that you’re building it yourself…I love handmade things. It’s just beautiful.” 

His reply to her praise of his handiwork only titillated her more.


“The interior of the new section has exposed beams. Great for bondage. I screwed rings to the floor when needed for play. The nearest neighbor is about a mile away. It’s a great place to walk a naked sub on a leash (smile). Ah, yes, but back to reality.” 

She could see the gears in his mind working as hard at their mutual fantasy as hers were. 

“Oh my, now you’ve done it! The mention of those bondage beams and naked walks in the woods!” She could feel her body respond just thinking of the possibilities. “You’d be impressed by the number of erotic scenes I’ve written about being tied to a tree, taken over a tree stump…etc etc. whew…” a shiver of lust raced right down her spine, “Boy, did the dynamic just change here!” Her body was on fire, overwhelmed with physical desire. But she was going too far, too fast, assuming too much from an on-line dalliance? Maybe so, but she wasn’t about to quit. This was just too much fun.

“The beams turn you on, huh? When I was building the add-on a local farmer gave me a three foot piece of tree branch he used to harness a horse to a plow. It looks like a suspension bar. I made a hanging lamp out of it. My friends jokingly call it my bondage lamp, if they only knew.

So where are you going on vacation?”

“France. I’m going to France,” she wrote, wondering why admitting this seemed more personal to her than the intimate details of her kink life she was so quick to share. “However, I hardly believe it’s actually happening.” The trip was nearly upon her, but France was still far from her thoughts. In fact, this on-line conversation played a far bigger role in her daily life than imagining herself in Paris. 

“Suspension bars and bondage lamps…now you do have me going…wink.” She couldn’t remember when she’d teased a man like this. “Makes me think of floggings and whippings and all the things that could be done suspended from those bondage beams. I can already feel the whip…oh my, did I just say that?”

“France. Really? That’s a great place for sex, kinky romance, whatever you’re looking for. Bet you’ll have a lot of fun. So, you want to be whipped? (smiling)” 

It had been a long while since she’d felt a whip dance across her shoulders and down her back – the bite, the sting, the anxious moments waiting for the next nasty cut. She was ready now. 

“Well…” she started evasively. Thank goodness he wasn’t there to see the red blush on her cheeks. “You might appreciate this…I wrote it a few weeks ago.” She gave him the blog link where this recent posting appeared. 

BLOG POST: The remembrance begins late in the evening when the toys come out to play. In his hand they are magic, taking me to places unknown. He orders me to raise my hands and grab the door jamb; he wants my back, a canvas for his playthings, in particular the whip. This nasty number was expertly crafted by a friend in the scene, hand-braided leather with two long strands of cowhide anchored at the end. I recall its maker demonstrating the implement of torture on his sub, and how one biting cut of the thing left two long streaks on her pretty white shoulder. The marks were side by side, so close they blended into a single wicked welt. Although she barely made a sound, I heard the pain screaming from her body and my entire insides reacted with arousal. What if it left a welt like that on me?

That night he started lightly, warming up. He never followed any routine – not in the bedroom, and certainly not late at night when the dark gremlins from the day emerge from hiding and demand to be appeased. 

Light was fun. Light was easy and sensuous, but hardly what either of us craved, and not what either of us needed. He picked up speed when he felt my energy start to climb, and I could only wonder how hard he’d hit tonight. Into what demon realms would he take us?  I was smiling inside all the way down that rocky road to pleasure. 

My crotch was wet. My breath shallow. The pheromones in the room signaled our mutual lust. Subspace didn’t take long, the point when pain turned into something quite different from pain. When the altered states began, the spasms burst through my body and the cumming began. Later, because I simply couldn’t remain on my feet, I sat on my ass before him on the bed, and rocked my naked crotch against the sheets as he delivered me into my happy world of surrender.

The whip came down hard against my back, on my right shoulder and then the left. I came in one long continuous flight of body nirvana. I quit my brain, forgot to think and rode the feeling for as long as he dared to love me with such intimate fierceness. Any moment, I knew that he would throw the whip aside, gather me into his arms and take me, stuffing his prick in my cumming pussy. Any minute. Any minute…

Until then, I’d be there waiting, as the whip struck and the pain moved through me, cumming happily in my prison of love. END

The auction story, now this – What was she thinking? She hardly knew the man, and her intimate revelations just kept working their way into her emails. Never had Jeni allowed herself to share personal experiences with fans of her blog – not in such a candid manner or in such depth. That had been forbidden territory, and for good reason – she didn’t want trouble and she already had a man – until she didn’t anymore.

But her world was different now. She didn’t have another man to think about. She had no rules, no restraints in her reborn life. To the insistent probing from Jack, she opened herself like a book, allowing him to read from the pages of her darkest self. Did she really want this unknown man to know her this intimately?

Some days, she looked at herself from a distance wondering…was she so needy now that she would throw herself at a man so easily? However, by the time she took that question seriously, she was already too far inside the restless tide, being carried away into something that had a ring of inevitability about it. Other Doms had approached her and she’d found them easy to dismiss. Jack was different. There was a substance to him, and a self-assurance, that had caught her in its snare. She couldn’t let go.

With her dormant sexuality awakened, grief had taken a back seat. She fell in love with the physical arousal, with the thrill of her body and a fresh new fantasy – which wasn’t a fantasy at all, was it?

Why not ride it out? See where it took her. A harmless diversion, right? For the first time in years she was single and free to do whatever she chose. In all likelihood, the trip to France would end the whole affair before they ever met. She would have had the first flirtation of her new life and be ready for the next. Not a bad idea. But a brief on-line affair wasn’t what she hoped for. When she thought about this man something in her stirred much deeper than casual, much more important than flirtation. 

It was just days before the trip when this email arrived in response to her ‘whipping scene’. 

“I remember the first time I whipped a woman, I was in my mid 20s and not very bright. We went to a party, she got drunk and made an ass of herself with my friends. When we got back to the apt, I smacked her on the butt a couple times and she just chuckled. Pissed me off that she didn’t take me seriously, so I pulled down her jeans and panties and forced her over my knees. I started spanking her with my bare hand, and when that began to hurt, I pulled my leather belt from my jeans, doubled it in my fist and started smacking her hard. Felt damn good as mad as I was. When her ass turned red I began to smile. I liked the way it felt. The leather belt became a regular part of our sex life. I don’t know how she felt about it, but she never made a sound when I used the thing, and she never objected. I hung it in her closet and made her fetch the thing when I wanted the feel of it in my hand, and the sight of her red ass.”

Leather belt! His first kink experience was punishing his girlfriend, reddening her naughty ass with his leather belt! Jeni’s eyes did a double-take as she read the email again, and then again. What the fuck…? 

 Did he actually write leather belt? She checked his words again a dozen times while her heart skipped beats and her libido kicked into high gear once again – like ‘zero to sixty in three seconds’ high gear. Could he have said anything more stimulating to her erotic mind? Could he have picked a more electrifying image? Had he read her thoughts, peered into her past, had some intuitive flash of inspiration? 

How in the hell could he have known?

A happy accident? A quirk of fate? Some angelic being whispering in his ear?

Of course, he couldn’t have known. How would he? 

All this easy conversation about a lake cottage and sexual fantasies, exposed beams and suspension bars, naked walks through the trees and where’s the piercing? Fess up? All of it fueled a growing fire. But nothing hit her like this email did. 

Out of the wild blue heaven of sexual desires, he hit on the one image that had more power to provoke her lust than any other in an enormous file cabinet of deviant fantasy she’d compiled over many years. From out of her first erotic thoughts, this singular image always appeared front and center, and she was taken back to that time…the fantasy simple, of a dominant, masterful man, holding a leather belt in his fist. She even heard the voice behind it whispering orders in her ear, demanding her obedience. His was a straight-forward, no-nonsense kind of discipline enforced by the threat of that long length of leather. The sharp sting of that fantasy belt had been a powerful aphrodisiac all her life, turning meandering erotic thoughts into explosive masturbations once that image appeared.

That image alone. That terrifying length of leather doubled in a man’s firm grip. She’d be flying to ecstasy at the thought of her ass beaten red in atonement for her bad behavior. In her inner life, she was always naughty and in need of punishment, lusting for the pain it produced and the authoritarian force behind it. The story of his first kink encounter hit her leather belt obsession head on. Almost sounded like a plot device for an erotic novel. But no, this was real time; his past colliding with her most powerful fantasy. Suddenly, that leather belt fantasy didn’t feel like a fantasy anymore.

That image staring out at her from an otherwise innocuous email sent an erotic shockwave through her that verged on orgasmic. How was this even possible? Without a lick of warning the game had changed; this phantom on the other side of her emails had unknowingly marched into her sacred territory and staked his claim.

Their on-line conversations continued for the next several days, kicking up so much sexual heat that she thought she’d explode from the power of her lust. By the time the storm hit and her muse kicked in and she sent her “Yes, yes, yes,” in answer to Jack’s, Did I cause all that? she was ready to take the next step. Had this masterful man been plotting this seduction all along, leading her every step of the way? That was too absurd to believe possible.

But she’d once lived in a world of impossible dreams come true, could this be another one? Was he the dominant man with the leather belt? The dominant master who haunted her dreams?

***


A week before she was to leave on her trip, the phone calls began. The prospect of talking on the phone to Jack ushered in a whole new level of excitement. Unfortunately, the phone was not Jack’s best means of communication, and sometimes the conversation lagged for lack of subject matter they could comfortably discuss. The explicit sex they spoke of in their emails was not easy to discuss on the phone. She could forgive him for that. This wasn’t easy for her either. 

Regardless, she liked hearing the sound of his voice, and what he did say confirmed the sort of man he was. He was mature, kind and easygoing, revealing in their short conversations the dominant character of his personality in a direct and forthright style that made her smile, even if it didn’t set off the fireworks she hoped for. His steamy emails were enough to keep her aroused, but she was left with numerous questions…was their on-line affair just a sexy turn-on in his busy life or was he actually serious about taking their relationship into real life? With so much about him still a mystery, she had reason to wonder if they could make a suitable D/s match. 

Jack’s last call before Jeni left for her trip took her completely by surprise, coming at eleven o’clock in the morning. He’d never called at that hour – but then, he would have read her “Yes, yes yes,” that morning, so perhaps it wasn’t any surprise that there was something different in his voice, something deeper, a stronger vibrato, an authority that tickled her at the back of the neck and raced right down her spine, where the pleasant feeling settled in her crotch. He sounded more like the man in his steamy emails, but it was so much more than that. 

“What’s your bra size?” he asked.

Bra size, really? She bit her lip like a bashful kid with a secret, and answered, “34C.”

“Panty size?” came next, to which she ran into the bedroom and rifled through her closest, rattling off sizes as the questions continued. 

“And how do you feel about sucking cock?”

Oh my! At this point, she fell to the bed feeling the frenzied passion behind the conversation rattle her so much she felt too weak to stand. Meanwhile, there was a hot pink blush broadening on her cheeks – though Jack wouldn’t know that nor that her body seemed to beam with a lust as big as her giggling grin. “Of course, I’d suck your cock, Sir.” The sir was new, but not contrived, coming out as naturally as if she’d been saying it for years. Her head space had shifted into a submissive place, matching the masterful gravity in the tone of his voice.

“How about swallowing cum?”

“Sure, why not.”

“And licking ass?”

She hesitated a moment, then answered, “I suppose I’d do that too.”

“And sitting naked and collared at my feet, your master’s feet?” He called himself her Master – how bold was that?

So blunt. So uninhibited. So very different from their previous conversations. She’d been wary at the start, though her body was on fire from the instant the hot exchange began. Direct, demanding, interrogating, he was totally in command. He’d become the master, responding to her wilting surrender. She was his then, His. No longer was theirs a theoretical discussion of what might happen if they got together, but what would happen when they did.

“I want you to find some short lengths of string or yarn and tie little bows around each nipple. You’ll wear them tucked inside your bra all day.” 

He rattled off his wishes as an order to which she felt obliged to obediently answer, “Yes, Sir.” 

He’d assumed the role of Master and she the role of slave – to which she was still, at least mildly, repulsed. Wherever did he ever get this idea? These little nipple ties. So odd and strange and terribly sweet, all at the same time. Again she giggled inwardly, again she felt the sweep of desire as another intensely, physical wave. Clutching the phone in her left hand, she lay on her bed, tummy down, crotch grinding against the sheets, body melting into a puddle of submissive yearning. She felt his heat on the back of her neck, on her hot blushing cheeks and her tingling ass – as if he’d already given her a first smack on her bare skin. She could have fucked him through the phone if that were possible. 

Throw away the fantasy. This was real!

A flesh and blood man. A huge demanding, unshakable force, climbed into her world that morning and took control, as if he had a right. As if he owned her. As if she’d already said yes to what should have been lengthy and deliberate D/s negotiations. He assumed, he didn’t ask. He assumed she wouldn’t balk. He counted on her obedience, and she didn’t deny him. He’d won her outright, and to his authoritative tone she surrendered without a moment’s hesitation.

Her mind spun like a dervish – thinking, listening, absorbing the message, realizing, even then, how he had taken charge of her and she made no effort to stop him. She didn’t want him to stop. She wanted that voice in her head to go on forever. She wanted his human voice, the deep bravado, the authority and quality of strength it conveyed. For the first time in forever, the old haunting masculine voice that had been with her all her life had been silenced, replaced by something real. The man with the leather belt was no phantom, no crazy piece of magic but a real man. 

When the call finally ended, she lay on her bed for a long while, trying to figure out who he was that he could invade her space from miles away and have her captured. Who was this man? Good lord, she hadn’t even met him and she was ready to give herself to him, body and soul! 

Stunned. Giddy. Exhilarated by this sudden, bold advance, she shook her head in wonder. Who the hell was he?


Chapter Two

Rouen, France

“I awoke this morning with my manhood standing stiff at attention. I thought of you taking it in your hands. As your face gets closer, I can feel your warm breath against it. You give the head a loving kiss and then slowly suck the shaft into your mouth. As my cock disappears I feel nirvana begin to well up inside of me. It begins to throb as you work the shaft, as your hot lips take it deep into your mouth until there is nothing visible remaining. You suck long and hard, drawing it out and then swallowing it whole again. As I look down, I’m mesmerized by the action and I finally explode, filling your mouth with warm cum.

Do you like your mouth filled with cock and cum? Do you like the taste of cum? Do you swallow? If you don’t you will learn. 

By the way, I just reread Spontaneous Combustion. Damn, that’s hot! I do like how it ends with you naked, collared and sitting at my feet. I imagine you sucking my balls. In fact, I’ve been thinking about that scene all day. It’s been a long time for me.

Have a good trip.

P.S. Picture of my toys attached”

“You sure do know how to wake up a woman! Funny you should ask…oral has never been my passion. Although over the last few years, I grew to enjoy it very much, giving and receiving. And yes, I DO swallow, what’s the point of not? I found that taste often changes during the day…something about cum after midnight…it always tasted sweeter. Weird, huh?  I love to play with a man’s balls, too – you should be happy about that – my taking them into my mouth and sucking ever so gently. Hummm…thinking of that now. I do have a strong gag reflex, but otherwise, I think I can be pretty good at oral, though you would be the judge of that.  It’s an intimate act for me that I enjoy only with someone I care about. But then, I suppose that’s true of sex in general.

I plan on having a great trip – Just arrived in France…can you imagine that? I’m really here.”

***

Jeni stepped onto the streets of Rouen, a city just NW of Paris, and suddenly time warped around her, throwing her centuries into the past when Old Rouen was a jumbled mix of half-timbered houses with high peaked roofs, all smashed together, all looking a little odd and disjointed, but perfectly mesmerizing with their dark wooden beams and the white plaster in between. Gothic. Worn. Spruced up to look pretty for the 21st century. But too ruggedly Medieval to be considered sweet or quaint. The world of Rouen was a step away from reality, seeming oddly out of kilter, teetering precariously between two worlds, between its past and the current incarnation – not unlike Jeni’s first day in France… 

Her morning began with her arrival, a whirlwind of conflicting sensations and images. Little snapshots of this new reality bombarded her brain, hopefully recorded somewhere in the back of her mind to be remembered later. The chaos of Charles de Gaulle airport quickly morphed into a brisk bus ride into Paris, where her first taste of France was the elaborate graffiti spray painted on concrete walls along the highway, jumbled together amid an unruly cityscape as disordered and tattered at the edges as any big city she knew at home. Certainly not the pretty pictures of travelogues and the tour brochures. But this was the landscape of France, too. And Paris – By the time they finally reached the famed city, Jeni was too dazed from jetlag for much conscious thought at all. As the airport shuttle wound its way through Paris streets toward the boutique hotel where the tour gathered, there was only one thing she cared to see, one thing that might focus her scattered thoughts. 

Suddenly, there it was. In the distance. The Eiffel Tower, just the top of the spire arising from amid the trees and the 19th century buildings. The sight of it thrilled her and settled her at the same time.

After a quick lunch in the hotel, they were off again, traveling into the sunny countryside for a far different experience of France. Following the hectic morning, Jeni welcomed the peaceful green and the clear blue sky – so reminiscent of home that she could imagine herself just miles from her house – at least until they came upon a village, where houses built of stucco, brick and stone, with pitched roofs and blue shutters faded from the sun reminded her that she was far from home. As her eyes settled into the peaceful scenes she began to feel the ancient world beneath the modern one calling to her. Her body vibrated in reply. 

But then, the world suddenly changed again the moment she landed in Rouen, as if she’d stepped onto another planet. As if she’d been swept into a picture postcard, everything stood out in high relief. The streets were narrow. The pavement rough, grey cobblestone. The half-timbered buildings housed tiny shops selling Old World curios. Next to them, modern buildings displayed the finest of French fashion for hefty prices. Patisseries along the street sold baguettes and croissants; small markets and bistros offered cheeses, cured meats, crepes and twenty-five flavors of gelato. In the open-air market farmers sold their fresh produce and colorful bouquets of flowers. Merchants from the local area displayed antiques, clothes, pottery and fine fabrics. 

People traveled on foot, on bikes and small scooters. Tourists. Locals. Merchants. Some moved with purpose, others merely strolled. An occasional car wound its way through the street forcing pedestrians to move aside. By late afternoon, Jeni’s overworked senses had a tough time keeping up with what she saw; so that much of what she experienced disappeared into a mélange of sights she’d have trouble remembering the next day. 

In the midst of it all, a massive Gothic cathedral, sprawled out for blocks at the center of the old city, seeming to loom above the streets of Rouen in solemn silence, peering down in judgment at the mishmash of cultures that walk beneath it. She stood beneath the imposing edifice gazing upward to the tops of the tall spires, and grew dizzy from the effort. If only she had the time to sit in the lovely garden at the base of the cathedral and allow herself to fully appreciate this alarming monument to God. Monet painted that edifice 54 times, all from the same perspective, all with the idea of capturing the shadows as they moved with the angle of the sun and the change of seasons. The world isn’t patient like that anymore. Everyone is too busy going elsewhere to sit unwearied by the effort in order to notice the subtle shifts and changes in the cathedral’s façade as the day advances. 

If only there were time for that… 

But there wasn’t time on this busy tour to savor such a simple thing as a shift in light on that ancient church. 

She would be content to savor what lingered with her. The hushed sexy blur of the language roused her. So did the mood of the crowd, the way young men gawked from store fronts with hooded eyes and sly smirks, and young women wearing sheer white blouses with sexy black bras beneath displayed their uncomplicated sensuality, but not to flaunt it. Their sensuous stylishness was as much a part of them as their easy laughter and alluring smiles. 

The romance of France had certainly captured her attention, and she briefly allowed herself a moment to consider the possibilities. 

It took little time for her to dispense with French men. This was as it should be, she thought. She had men enough in her life for now – two in fact: the one that haunted her from the past, and the one who continued to leave sexually graphic emails in her inbox, like the one she received that morning. He’d sent pictures of his sex toys – the whip, the flogger, the nipple clamps. Her response had been swift, fierce and intensely physical, adding to the overwhelming sexual ache she already felt. She could have stopped the emails and put Jack aside for the trip. But that was impossible to do. He’d been in her life a meager twenty days and there was no way to unilaterally remove him – certainly not when his messages fed her imagination with the kink she craved. 

She felt suspended between two worlds, between France and Jack. Both great unknowns. Although he might have reminded her of home, much of him remained as foreign to her as cobblestone streets and a centuries’ old cathedral. His influence doggedly pursued her, an unrelenting and determined presence she could not ignore – not that she would have wanted to if she could.

No need to think about other men. She had enough stimulation in that part of her life. On the other hand, French women? They were an entirely different matter. 

For dinner the first night in Rouen, the tour took them to a small bistro along one of the long blocks of half-timbered buildings. Tables were cramped together. Conversation in French and English was brisk. And the aromas in the small restaurant were sinfully delicious. Jeni sipped her wine, feeling a pleasant buzz, and let her mind drift. She must have looked like a dazed child gazing around in such awe with very little to say. 

Then something caught her eye. Across the table, beyond the couple from Arizona who were chattering away with the woman next to Jeni, she spotted a young woman with white blonde hair and a pretty face, speaking in an easy going cadence to an equally lovely brunette sitting opposite. A massive timber supporting the old building prevented her from getting a good look at the brunette. But the blonde was so striking that Jeni was unable to look elsewhere, and for nearly a minute, she stared at the girl’s full, sensuous lips, wondering what it would be like to kiss them. A flutter of arousal rose up from deep within as the fantasy took hold, and she wriggled her crotch discreetly against the wooden chair beneath her. She smiled privately, daydreaming about short skirts, no panties, and grinding her naked pussy against that firm, smooth seat. 

The blonde’s eyes sparked with sensuality, sultry and dark one moment, bright and compassionate the next. Flawless complexion, short sexy hair, voluptuous breasts. Jeni couldn’t recall when she’d seen a more perfect creature, or one more desirable. Love at first sight? If not love, certainly undisguised lust.

And how crazy was that? She was in the midst of a crazy affair with a Dominant male, and now this! Oddly enough, it made perfect sense in Jeni’s world, where men and women could be fantasy lovers, that all she could think about as she sipped her wine and ate the tiny cheese tart in front of her was her hands combing the girl’s soft flesh. She wanted to be in bed with her, under the sheets and between her legs, the taste of pussy in her mouth as she sucked on the girl’s swollen clit. The thought was enough to make her pussy spasm. While her dinner companions remarked about the food, her mind was between the blonde’s breasts, pressing her lips against her creamy skin, tasting the perspiration and drinking in her scent. Jeni’s warm liquid pussy continued to move erotically, discreetly, against the seat of her chair. Within her tiny space in that French bistro, she was in an erotic world all her own.

In the morning, Jeni sat in the hotel dining room eating her Camembert, croissant and jam, as she gazed into a shop window across the street. She smirked to herself, seeing the transparent black bra and panty set clothing an elegantly posed mannequin. Her body heat picked up where it had left off the night before. She checked her watch. Nine thirty. The tour didn’t meet again until eleven, which left her time to snap a picture of the sexy shop window to send to Jack. 

She left the hotel minutes later with her phone in hand. However, by the time Jeni was on the street headed for the boutique, with the urgency of sexual desire propelling her forward, she forgot about taking pictures. She stepped into the shop instead and gazed around. A full scale assault on her senses immediately transported her into a distinctly feminine world. The scents were spicy and sweet. The color palate like peaches and cream. The air glittered softly around her, while the haunting sound of a female singer and an erotic melody played in the background, drawing the mesmerized Jeni deeper inside. 

She was in the domain of women, a place uniquely familiar, although this French version of a woman’s boutique had its own peculiar appeal. She passed a cabinet of shimmering jewelry, hair clips and tubes of lipstick, then spent some time gazing at bottles of gleaming nail lacquer inside a round display case. There were clothes, racks of them, artfully arranged throughout the shop. None were squashed together, and there were no brightly colored sale tags. Designer clothes. Delicate lingerie. Silk. Satin. Linen. Lace. Fabrics in gold, silver, white, black, vibrant hues and soft pastels. 

Women came here to look sexy, to become desirable, to plan seductions, private late night rendezvous with handsome lovers and bisexual females. They came to transform themselves – although for a French woman transformation was no more than an extension of what is natural to her heritage. Jeni thought of it as a peculiar gene for glamour and beguiling bestowed on them at birth and nurtured by a society unashamed of sexuality. This magical property must have had its origin centuries ago, and has now so infused the culture that it permeates the air, the water, the landscape, the food and the physical essence of the people that fall under its spell. It was an atmosphere laden with sexual mystery that Jeni felt the moment she stepped in the door. Not unlike the mystery she found around every corner, in every shop and bistro and along the streets of Rouen.

Thoughts of Jack and kink and the erotic romance of France already had her hot with lust.  And now this place… 

She moved quietly through the boutique, stopping to finger the delicate lace edging on a cream colored chemise. She marveled at the feel of a butter soft cotton t-shirt; and visibly shivered as she touched silk panties like the ones in the window. If only she had the means to purchase all these pretty things. But at 35 euro – for just a pair of panties, she decided to love them all, but enjoy without having to possess them. 

Never had she lived through her senses as she did now, where the experience of the thing, the touch, the taste, the sound, the feel was more important than the desire to buy. She loved this altered state, though she struggled to know how she could possibly become more aroused, feel more erotic than she felt now, and still take in more.

She circled a display of blouses, then stopped abruptly, noting a small tickle of excitement at the back of her neck. She turned around and stood stock still. Something unexpected awaited – and that flash of intuition almost made her weak. She soon knew its source. Emerging through silky drapery at the rear of the boutique was the girl with the white blonde hair from the night before. Jeni stepped back, an involuntary response, as if from ten feet away the girl had the power to knock her down. She caught herself, and had the presence of mind to close her gaping mouth. The sudden shudder of desire hit hard against her fear of being found guilty of undisguised adoration. Of course, she wasn’t stalking this lovely creature – but she had to reign in her desire before it became conspicuous.

Of all the places and designer boutiques in Rouen, all the sexy blondes in this city of beautiful blondes, that Jeni would stumble on this particular woman in the shop across from her hotel seemed strangely eerie. Small coincidences were not uncommon in her world. It wouldn’t be the first time her fantasies materialized in real life. Was it happening again? Had she drawn this woman to her? The idea was completely absurd. This was where the girl worked, she just happened to enter that boutique. A quirk of fate, nothing more.

When the blonde approached her smiling, Jeni’s heart leapt, and her body shivered deeply. Her nerves were already in tatters from anxiety and she wanted to flee out the door and into the street. And yet, there was something in the girl’s aura that gently closed in around her and held her there. 

“Puis-je vous aider?”

“Oui.” She struggled to recall the French translation, and when that failed her, she smiled self-consciously. “Excusez-moi, Je ne comprend pas. Anglais?

“Oui, Madame.”

“Ah, merci. I was looking at the mannequin in the window…?” she pointed toward the front of the shop. 

“Ah oui, the bra and panties,” the blonde said. She spoke in beautifully fluent English, and like the night before, falling naked into the girl’s embrace became a thought Jeni found difficult to ignore.

“The price, sil vous plait?” 

“Ah, I think it would be 75 euro, for them both. Would you like to try them on?”

She shook her head and smiled. “No, merci, I was just admiring…” 

“May I help with anything else?”

“No, mademoiselle, merci. I’ll just look around.”

“I am Justine if I can help,” the blonde girl said, smiling warmly, then she moved away. Infatuation, Jeni, that’s all this is. Don’t let it own you.

Jeni moved on browsing leisurely until she suddenly spotted Celia, a woman from the tour, on the opposite side of a rack of sheer black nightgowns. As their eyes met, the redheaded Celia smiled and brushed the hair from her face. The two shared the distinction of being the youngest members on the tour – women having just tiptoed into middle age, traveling alone. Celia was one of those immediately likeable women who seem unencumbered by fantasy and daydreams, unfazed by the new and unique. An easy manner. Uncomplicated style. All of which Jeni loved. But there was more, and that more was something distinctly sexual, which made Celia’s appearance in the boutique an interesting coincidence. She was older and more mature than Justine, exuding a depth of character, a life of love and loss – perhaps much like her own. And, remarkably, she fit the atmosphere of the boutique dressed in a filmy back sundress and turquoise jewelry. 

The first time Jeni laid eyes on the woman at the Paris hotel, her attraction to Celia was instantaneous. Her attraction to women was nothing new to her. But she’d learned long ago, that breaching bisexual barriers with women was a tricky business, something she reserved for BDSM play parties where sexual lines were indistinct, rules were few, and woman crossed the line with assurance that their open sexuality would be celebrated, not judged. There was an exhilarating freedom in such sexy play. The fragrance of a woman’s body, the delicacy of kisses, the silky feel of female flesh – the whole world seemed to take on a different guise when she was in the company of women who easily crossed that line. But Jeni didn’t instigate, and she certainly wouldn’t now. 

But one never knew what might happen on a trip to France. Maybe it wouldn’t be a man to lure her away from Jack, but a woman. The thought of that could have her head spinning. Wasn’t Jack enough for now?

Celia herself ended Jeni’s inner quarrel moments later, “You know, we really should sit together tonight at dinner.” She moved around the rack of gowns to Jeni’s side and spoke in a hushed voice. “Nice tour, but some of our companions are a little conventional, don’t you think?”

Jeni couldn’t disagree. “I haven’t thought about it much, but I certainly haven’t made any real connections. Dinner, yes. Let’s do that tonight.” 

They would be no more than friends, even though she felt some girlish glee at the prospect of sharing the trip with the lovely redhead. 

Celia had fascinated her since she first laid eyes on her. Jeni had noted the way she would stare at women, though just as often she would find her staring at men with the same longing gaze. At times, Celia gazed off vacantly into space. At other times there was a glittery look in her eye; and her smile carried inside it whimsy and desire. She was a small woman, almost impish in size, but now that she’d opened a conversation, her essence seemed to expand, a feeling that hit Jeni’s crotch and traveled deep. That was not necessarily good news in Jeni’s vulnerable state of mind. But there was a riddle behind the woman that Jeni had not yet solved.

Celia’s lingerie shop proposal for dinner thrust a woman with apprehensions and a highly volatile libido, into new and not particularly comfortable territory. She was only suggesting dinner, but Jeni had to stop herself from wondering if there was something more behind that invitation. 

She could easily imagine Celia as a lover – their arms wrapped around each other in bed, their naked pussies pushing against the other, clits rock hard, the soft spasming pleasure of their hungry bodies enjoying a long afternoon of roaming hands and passionate kisses. The images were fresh and real, feeling ultimately doable. While the daydream lasted, she tossed thoughts of Jack aside – including an unexpected feeling of guilt. What was that about anyway? He certainly couldn’t command her fidelity under the circumstances, could he? She didn’t owe him that, at least not yet.

“Good then, we have a date.” Celia smiled. “You buying anything?” she asked as she pulled a silky black tee-shirt from the rack. 

“Nope, too pricey for me,” Jeni replied. 

They shared a laugh then exited the store a few minutes later. Erotic thoughts of the lovely Justine seemed to vanish with a new companion for the trip emerging from the other side of a rack of lingerie. 

***

“I’m up early again, the city noises. I’m glad to hear the pics came through, there’s another attached…more of my toys including the ballgag and the deerskin flogger. I’m missing the picture with the chains. I’ll send that when I find it. I’ve been thinking of you on all fours, after a through physical exam and whipping, your cheeks spread wide waiting for my cock. Where to put it? How about filling both love holes? Maybe a speculum in one and a cock in the other?”

Jeni’s body quickened, reading that last remark. Double penetration? There’d been a time many years ago when there were two cocks… The memory made her shiver, although she wasn’t thinking dildos or speculum, but two men at once. Two holes, two men with erections pressed in the tight spaces of her crotch. A huge wave of desire rose up through her body, giving it quite a jolt as her imagination took flight. This would be edgy. She wondered how Jack would feel about including another man, or was he the kind of Dom to want her entirely for himself?

“I’m excited for you and the places you’ll be visiting. Perhaps you’ll ‘stumble’ on one of those infamous Paris sex clubs, a BDSM one would be perfect. 

I’ll have more pictures to start your day.

Still wearing the nipple ties? I sure hope so. I don’t even like thinking of the alternative.

Sitting back smiling thinking of you.”

Still wearing the nipple ties? She read Jack’s words again. An unsettling feeling surfaced, as if she’d done something terribly wrong, and she was stung with guilt. Perhaps more upsetting was her sudden visceral and very sexual response. 

No, she wasn’t wearing the nipple ties, not with her assigned roommate being a 55 year old librarian from Alabama who wore a large silver cross on her chest. Private space was minimal on this tour, at least in their small Rouen hotel room. Nipple ties wouldn’t fit in the tiny world she shared with her very religious but otherwise jolly roommate. 

I don’t even like thinking of the alternative. 

And exactly what did he mean by that – what alternative? Another twinge of guilt, another sharp spasm of desire. If he’d been there, she’d have been falling all over herself with a thousand apologies.

On the other hand, what right did he have to demand her obedience on any matter? They were not Master/slave, certainly, not even Dom/sub – not exactly. They were flying forward into a kink relationship on conjecture, assumptions and hypotheses. She’d allowed his easy command of her to take hold without raising a single objection. Because she wanted it. In the most primitive part of her, she wanted a Dominant man in her life. She yearned for the very kind of authority Jack conveyed so artlessly. And just look at her, wasn’t her physical response to her ‘disobedience’ telling enough? ‘I don’t even like thinking of the alternative’, immediately made her panties wet, with her sexual heat building rapidly. And not the average sort of everyday sexual heat, a passing moment of lust, but a fierce kind of penetrating heat, that dug deep and made her want him more. How deeply submissive she’d become to his authority. This man, playing Dominant to the surrendering female in her had an uncanny knack of raising her sexual hunger with just the simplest comment. As far as she could tell, he didn’t even have to think this up, he came upon his dominance naturally. 

Damn! She was hot!

“Good morning, Sir. I was hoping to see another message from you. The pace here is brisk, but I’m slowly starting to unwind and get into the rhythm of the tour. You certainly know how to get my fantasies running into happy places. But about those nipple ties…Ouch! I have to confess. I put them aside for the trip realizing that they don’t always stay on well and I’d be traveling with some unknown woman. (In fact, the tour company assigned me a roommate who turned out to be a very lovely lady, a librarian. But nipple ties seemed a bit difficult under the circumstances.)  

Forgive me, Sir. I failed to mention this sooner, and should have. I will humbly accept the consequences. Blushing and feeling very bad that I disappointed you. I can think of a hundred ways to make it up to you. Like that all fours, legs spread thing for starters. Blushing again. 

This grand adventure is a little overwhelming, but I’m loving it…other than my disregard for your stated wishes. 

I’ll be thinking of you.”

She was so easy! She fell into unthinking surrender without the thought of pushing back at the man’s implied authority. It wasn’t rational, but what that authority did to her libido made it impossible for her not to fall under his spell. She was back in the old days of her kink when a failure to obey a simple command and paying the painful consequences on her naked ass was about the sexiest thing that she could imagine. It wasn’t long before another message from knighthawk925 appeared in her email. 

“I’m having a hard time sleeping. Not sure if it’s the city noise or the dream I was having. I was lying face down over a stack of pillows and you were giving me analingus. I was hard, and you had your fingers wrapped around my cock and balls. Your tongue was in my ass. Felt amazing! So do you like that, any good at sucking ass? And while we’re at it, were you ever made to wear a butt plug under your clothes in public?”

As she read this, Jeni was hit with a strange combination of revulsion and intense desire. He was pushing way beyond her comfort zone. These things were still negotiable, were they not? She read on…


“You liked my deerskin flogger? It was made to whip my slave’s pussy and thighs. A great warmer-upper before progressing to bigger and better things. I’m looking forward to using it on you. I had a previous slave lying on my table, and connected her ankle cuffs to the outer rings of the suspension bar in the picture attached. Her legs were spread into the air. The position was great for whipping as well as that physical exam. I’ve since made the bar into the hanging lamp I mentioned before, but I could bring it back for use if necessary. The other picture is of the whipping post, also note the beams over head. Perfect for securing a submissive upright on her feet and whipping both front and back – and anything else you can imagine. 

I am disappointed about the nipple ties. Not because you saw a need to remove them and go vanilla, rather that you didn’t ask permission, or at least report to me that you removed them and why. You said you can think of a hundred ways to make amends. Give me one and make it good. Another thing, your use of the term Sir. You used it when you told me about the ties. I think you should use it more often, not just when you think you’re in trouble.”

Jeni gulped back another wave of guilt. He assumed so much! And yet, she was lapping up every bit of his simply stated rebuke as if it were sexual candy. To hell with this not being negotiated! The tone of his email had raised her body heat to a new height of arousal. She wanted to come, put her fingers to her crotch, rub her clit ’til it was raw, and cum hard! 

Damn it! she thought as she gazed at her roommate sleeping in the other bed, not all that soundly. 

The best she could do was to lightly finger her pussy until she released enough pent-up energy to allow her body to sleep. 

“I was looking in my toy bag and realized I can’t find the collar and cuffs. As you know, I like to see my sub collared and cuffed. I panicked. I’d hate to buy new ones then find the old ones. On the other hand, new sub, new collar. I still have a metal one I made for special occasions. I wonder how you will look in that one. Although I still prefer the look of leather, the metal does make a strong statement.

I’m thinking of you.”

“Hi, Sir. I like calling you Sir, and it feels so natural with you. I was glad to get your email even though I’ve been up since the crack of I don’t know when. I’m not sleeping well – could still be jetlag. I hope you got the pictures of Rouen. Old World, sexy and romantic, so of course I thought of you. 

I think I need to explain the anal thing you mentioned when I’m home. Too complicated for emails – at least for this tiny keyboard on my phone.

And yes, you are so right about the ties. As soon as I realized what I’d done, I knew I should have mentioned that they wouldn’t work well on the trip. I actually said that in an email I didn’t get a chance to send. Now I’m sorry you didn’t get it.

Ways to atone for the missing nipple ties? I was thinking of waking you up in the morning, very gently massaging your body all over, then giving you a blow job until you’re hard. You decide how to fuck me – unless you just want to use my mouth. I know that’s not all that kinky, but don’t worry, Sir, there’s more on the way certain to be kinky – and no doubt a bit painful. (wince)

You do realize for all my kink experience you are challenging me with some of these ideas of yours? They certainly keep me turned on – of course, France may be adding to my constant state of arousal. I’d love to write more but I’m falling asleep. Smiling. Oh, by the way, I love the look of your flogger.”

“I don’t recall waking up to a body massage and blowjob – that’s a good start, (getting me hard) but just a start. I need more. Nothing much going on here, the usual politics, crime and explosive stuff all over the world. Glad that France is relatively free of that – at least at the moment. Hope it stays that way.”

“We spent an amazing day at Monet’s gardens in Giverny. Maybe the most beautiful place I’ve ever been, certainly the most spectacular garden. 

Don’t think I mentioned that I seem to have gained a companion on this adventure. Celia. A kindred spirit. Fun, open minded and not at all like the rather conventional group we’re traveling with. She’s from a small town on the California coast. We introduced ourselves in a lingerie shop across from our hotel. I secretly wonder if she’s kinky. Probably not, but it wouldn’t surprise me either. Wouldn’t that be an interesting turn of events!

Thoughts were downloading from my muse today, which seems to be especially inspired by this trip and your emails (neither a surprise). Another of the 100 ways to atone, I saw myself crawling across the hardwood floor on hands and knees to retrieve a leash and toys, returning them to you in my teeth (maybe I need to get knee pads for this unless you want your sub with bruised knees). A lovely wicked thought, and one I hope you approve of.

I’ll leave you with that, Sir. I have an early start in the morning.”

“Giverny. Now that’s one I regret not seeing when I was traipsing through France like a gypsy. I should have taken the time. Giverny is a field day for a botanist, although I wasn’t into botany at the time. Maybe someday I’ll get there. Sounds like you’re enjoying yourself, that is the goal. How about the food, the wine? It would be nothing like we have here. At least that is my memory of it. 

Hum, toys delivered in the teeth paints a great mental picture. Thanks for the idea. OK, only 98 more ways to make amends. Let’s hear another. BTW, I like my sub naked, collared and on her knees, so I have a nice comfy kneeling pad just for the occasion. No need for bruised knees. Your ass, now that may be a different story.

Enjoy every minute there.”


Chapter Three

Paris 

“More thoughts from your humble penitent…as if I could top last night’s. I see you relaxing at the cottage, perhaps watching TV, flipping through the channels while I’m lying beside you, spread-eagle on the floor (face down face up is up to you). You’d have a whip in hand gently cracking it against my naked flesh at odd intervals, a bit like Chinese water torture. Until you’re ready to take me again. How’s that one? And don’t worry, there will be more… 

I could write you a book about what’s happening for me here. But that will have to wait. Must sleep, Sir. Tomorrow we’re on to Paris. (warning, I may not have Wi-Fi, can’t be sure of that in these French hotels)

Hope your day has gone well, Sir, and you’re enjoying your dreams. Thinking of you.”

He replied:

“I think I would want you face down. I’ll save the front for a little closer and more intense scrutiny and play. There you go, making me hard again.” 

And Jeni replied:

“Do I apologize for making you hard? That is the goal, isn’t it, Sir, making you hard? I’ll email again when I can. In the meantime I’ll be thinking up more ways to repent. Why did I promise you a hundred?!!!”


***

Paris – the city rushed on her like a brisk wind. After the relative calm of Rouen and its gentle surroundings, the fast pace of Paris swept her into an entirely different atmosphere. Crowds in every museum, tourist spot and on the street. The Metro was frightening, like diving into a sea of warm bodies jostling against each other for places to stand, and with any luck, sit. Noisy. Relentless. Exhilarating. Street musicians in the subterranean corridors of the Metro stations played everything from bagpipes to polkas, all loud enough to drown out her thoughts.

The architecture of Paris was weighty and substantial in size, Roman in design. There were monuments around every corner marking the turbulent history of Paris. Much of the city was built in the late 1800s, except for the churches and Cathedrals, which looked to Jeni as if they’d sprung from deep roots in the soil beneath. In whose minds had the seeds for these monoliths been born? What tenacity of spirit had made them grow to such magnificent heights? One man’s vision? Or a hundred? A vision that consumed so much human toil from year to year, decade to decade, century to century until the present. Now, many of them were layered with scaffolding as ongoing restorations continued. 

Along the neighborhood streets were window boxes and balconies, produce vendors and flower stalls. More vendors along the Seine selling old books and a variety of art, all pretty as a picture, but flung against the humanity of the city, the mix of cultures, the well-heeled and the down and out, who casually slept on the sidewalks, in abandoned phone booths, tucked into doorways. Poster art advertised concerts and exhibitions, including an American film festival with the image of Steve McQueen as the drawing card – as if he were still alive and well, not the dead matinee idol from her mother’s generation. 

The air was thick with history from centuries past, in every corner, encroaching on the spirit in ways she never expected. Sometime she felt the oppressive weight, other times uplifted. She walked into a tiny neighborhood grocery store down the street from their hotel, looking for a carton of yogurt, and spent an hour poking through the aisles, smiling at items she recognized from home, deciphering labels written in French. On the street, the aromas of bread and croissants permeated the air, hitting her nostrils with pleasant scents that acted on her sexual body as another in a long line of aphrodisiacs.

Paris was amazing to look at, but more amazing to feel inside the bones and the heart. It seeped into her pores and resided there – she wouldn’t understand until much later, after she returned home, that the feeling would never leave her. And that was as it should be. That feeling could be resurrected with the remembrance, and take her back to when her senses first experienced Paris. 

Their second full day in the city, Jeni and Celia took off to Montmartre, the hilltop village within the city. They got off the Metro at the nearest station, and plunged into a sea of humanity, feeling pulled by that human force toward the tram that would take them to the top of the hill. Exiting the tram they pressed their way through another crowd of tourists, into the marketplace where vendors lured them toward shops filled with cheap curios and racks of printed tee shirts. The smell of food was a beautiful assault on the senses, spices, mouth-watering confections, pungent, exotic aromas. Jeni wanted to taste it all and leave nothing out.

It was no surprise to her that she was overwhelmed again – a reality of the trip she couldn’t shake. With her mind in such bewildering disarray, she was tempted to panic; although just as often overwhelmed was much like a gentle buzz, inebriation without the alcohol. How could anyone do Paris without the bittersweet realization that as much as there was the desire to take it all in, that could never be done? Not in a matter of days, maybe not in a month, a year, or ever for that matter.

They stopped to eat at a restaurant on the Rue des Saules, a picturesque looking green and white stucco building several stories high with white shutters on the windows above and flower-filled window boxes on the second floor. They sat tucked into an out-of-the way corner, far from the long tables filled with laughing, chattering tourists, and ate crispy roast chicken and potatoes. The best Jeni had ever had. Simple. Delicate. Every succulent bite a small celebration. There was something fundamental about the tastes; food as it was meant to be. Jeni’s buzz expanded with a glass of red wine. She and Celia were alone together—again Celia’s choice. The sly self conscious smirks they exchanged suggested flirtation. Flirtation? That meant something bigger than friendship, didn’t it? If she weren’t in such a wine-dazed oblivion, she would have been self-conscious of her emerging desires for Celia. But, as if she needed to keep those feelings in check, Jack was never far from her thoughts. He meant sex to her, naked, collared sex, submission, surrender, pleasure of a sort she’d always longed for, what was fundamental to her life. He meant a sexual energy wide open to any sexy stimulation, including the idea of an affair with the woman across the table. Celia with the teasing eyes. 

Jeni still wasn’t sure if she was being seduced or just befriended by the sensuous redhead. On the subject of seduction, she didn’t know its language or its rules – if there were any. She wasn’t sure she could read the signs of sexual interest with any degree of accuracy, especially coming from a woman. Some women were just naturally hands-on, like Celia. She liked rubbing elbows, speaking close to her ear, resting her hand against her back. The slightest physical touch, an open palm resting on her back, could mean nothing – or everything. 

Some women had the knack of gaining confidences and physically expressing affection when nothing more was intended than a simple sisterly fondness. Celia’s eyes exuded compassion, wrapped people inside her tenderness like a comforting blanket, but Jeni couldn’t help but wonder if there was something more than sisterly going on between them. Like everything sexual in her life right then, including Jack, especially Jack, there was a huge unknown, a delicate dance, and a heap load of mystery as she wondered about the final outcome. 

“This is fantastic,” Celia expounded as she slowly chewed a bite of food. Her eyes were glittering again as she stared into Jeni’s mesmerized face. 

“I know. Best chicken ever.”

“Here,” Celia dipped a piece of crusty French bread into the sauce on Jeni’s plate and fed it to her, smiling, licking her lips. Coy. Tempting.  

“Humm my, just gets better, doesn’t it?” Jeni wriggled her crotch against the wooden seat of the chair, worrying that she would leave a wet puddle of juice when she got up to leave. There was just Celia in her thoughts at that moment. The woman before her was no fantasy, but physically present inside her space. Her soft hand found Jeni’s knee once or twice, and she leaned in close as she talked. Celia’s eyes fixated on her, and Jeni unthinkingly returned the attention sharing a giggle and a fond if not self-conscious smile. 

Where was this friendship leading? Jeni always had her fantasies, but this was different. This was flesh and blood and two beating hearts. 

Celia’s turn to giggle – she had a wine buzz, too. “This food is so sexy,” she said as she examined a forkful of chicken and potatoes. Then with a sideline glance at Jeni she added, “Not to mention the company.” She popped the food into her mouth then invitingly ran her tongue over her lips. Abruptly she pulled back, as if she suddenly realized what she’d just said and done. “Getting carried away here with this lovely wine,” she laughed and she poured herself another glass. 

Fragrant wine, delicious food, Paris, France, and two warm female bodies, were an erotic feast to savor. Jeni’s thoughts soon drifted into familiar places – to a warm bed, to lips, to breasts, to the valleys between their thighs. And then it was a strap-on that appeared in her head, and Celia descending on her with eyes darkening over some evil plan. 

She took a deep breath to halt the runaway thoughts. 

The wine, yes the wine. That second glass had her head swimming into perilous places. And then, like a haunting refrain, it was Jack inside her thoughts again. He was the background music against which all this eroticism played out. She couldn’t forget, couldn’t leave him out of the picture, even though he was no more than a phantom. Even in the midst of Celia’s artless seduction, he wouldn’t let go. From the slavish, naked surrender to Jack as master to fierce lesbian lust. The fantasies played leapfrog in her mind, while her pussy spasmed involuntarily and her body continued to move against the chair seat.

“What if we got away from the tour for a night, and did a little nightclubbing around Paris?” 

Celia’s sudden suggestion took Jeni by surprise, but she smiled once she let the idea gain a little traction. “I don’t know,” she finally answered, a little flustered. Her heart was starting to race, and she took a deep breath. “Nightclubbing? I don’t even do that when I’m home.” 

“Then why not here? Let loose for a night? We could disappear into Paris nightlife and not come back ’til dawn.” 

Not come back ’til dawn. Sounded like some sappy romantic fiction. “You’re just dreaming, aren’t you?”

The woman shrugged. “Not entirely. We do have a free night, and what could be more fun than going off the grid?”

 “I don’t know about off the grid. But a nightclub and dancing. Sure.”

Celia beamed. 

“So, you have some place in mind?” Jeni inquired.

Celia blushed, as if some sexy memory had returned. “Oh, I wish. There was one, but…” she snickered, “but it’s gone out of business. Already checked. It’s been so long since I’ve been here that I doubt any of the places I went to are around anymore. But it’s Paris. There’s certain to be a good place to party. We just need to ask around.” 

Celia was the kind to ‘ask around’.

***

Jack’s email:

“I couldn’t get back to sleep. Been killing time looking at porn. Now I’m horny and hard. Have you ever submitted to a golden shower? Tell me about it if you did. I once gave one to my slave. She liked it and so did I.”

“Yes to your question about GS.” Jeni answered. “Yes, though the results were mixed. I guess depending on my mood and who I’m with, I might like to do that again. 

I need to tell you about Celia, but need to sleep first. So, onto another way to atone…can’t forget that. At the moment, don’t know why, I’m really in to waking you with your cock in my mouth for a long slow suck before you fuck me like a madman. Not that outrageous. Like you, I’m just horny. Till Later.”

“I hope you got a good night’s sleep.

You picked a good time to leave the area. Last two nights have been near frost and cool during the day, hope you’re having better weather.

I’ve never been awakened with my cock in a woman’s mouth. Can’t wait. You’re making me hard again thinking about this. Just thinking about your warm tender lips wrapped around my cock, sucking and licking my stiff hard-on. Since this is retribution, I’d keep it in your mouth and order you to keep sucking till I decide how I am going to take you. I know what I’d like to do – I’d hook the leash to the ring on your collar and order you to stand. Then I’d lead you outside and into the woods and find a log with very rough bark. I’d make you straddle it, then take a rope, wrap it around the log and tie your ankles down. I’d tie your wrists together, rope them off to the other side of the log. I’d push you hard against it, so the rough bark rubs against your clit and nipples. I’d use my belt, laying on several hard strokes just to warm your ass for me. Once you’re feeling the heat, I’d jump on your behind and thrust my hot cock between your cheeks. I’d pound you hard, driving your clit and nipples into the scratchy log till I’m ready to explode. Pulling my meat from your ass, I’d order you to open your mouth, then insert my throbbing prick and make you close your lips around it and suck me dry. “Lick me clean, wench!” I’d unload in your mouth! Oh yeah, I’d love to cum in your mouth. And when you backed off, I’d take a handful of hair and tell you you’d missed a spot. “Lick more, and don’t miss a drop of cum. And don’t forget my balls!” Once I’m spent and satisfied, I’d take off my belt and leave a couple fat red marks on your pretty white behind. “Now, woman, think about what you did! I’ll be back when I’m ready to untie you.

Whew! Don’t know where that came from?

I can’t wait to hear about Paris. I know I didn’t see nearly half of it when I was there. Have a good time.”

Jeni replied: 

“Oh my, I guess you did like my morning wake-up! Whew is right! I’d send another of my 100 items, but I’m at a loss. Don’t know how to top that scene. (And that was yours, not mine, Sir) I have to be up at six in the morning. Tomorrow is another full day. My mind’s a blur at the moment, but I’ll be thinking of you. 

Hope your day has gone well, and you’re enjoying your dreams. Smile.

PS: Celia and I are thinking about finding some hot Paris nightclub. What do you think?”

“When it comes to the nightclub, I think you should do whatever strikes your fancy. You’re in Paris. Enjoy!  Just be sure I hear all about it, and I mean everything. And be safe!

It’s cool and overcast, all in all not a nice day here. Thinking of France…This week a bunch WWII vets have gathered in Normandy to commemorate the invasion. I keep hearing about the unfriendly French people. They should be reminded that they still speak French and not German because of us. Enough of the venting.

Wasn’t “O” French or was she English? I think Europeans in general are more liberal than we are – about sex anyway. Americans are backward in much of their thinking. Why do we need to hide who we really are? Speaking of nightclubs, I once saw a TV video of people entering a fetish ball in Vegas. The Dom steps out of the car holding a leash, on the other end is his sub wearing a gold collar and dressed to kill. The only kink was the collar and the leash, but that was enough. I always loved that picture. Let’s face it, we’re both kink freaks, and maybe that’s what makes this so compelling. Not sure how it works, let’s just enjoy it.

Thanks for the pictures. I’m impressed with your camera phone. Look forward to your emails. I keep wondering if those small keys are a pain to use. I’m a botanist not very hi-tech. I can handle not hearing from you, so don’t feel I’m demanding you write. When you get home will be a different story. Jack”

Jeni spent the morning within the cool tranquility of Monet’s water lilies, which was like the balm of heaven to her soul. She sat in the midst of his murals in the Musée de l’Orangerie, letting her brain rest and her mind quit the whirlwind of thought while furtively practicing a bit of mindful meditation. In the hushed quiet, her eyes relaxed, as did her body, although despite her efforts to let her sexual fervor take a backseat, there was an undercurrent of sexual arousal she could not tune out. The moment her mind wandered into sexual territory with erotic thoughts or Jack and Celia, her sexual body quickened again.

Several times that day she watched Celia ask friendly Parisians about their favorite nightclubs in the city. Jeni usually walked on beyond her during these exchanges, feeling uncomfortable with Celia’s boldness, even though it made her hot to think that they’d actually go ‘off the grid’ for an evening away from the tour. This was such fertile ground for her imagination. 

What would she have to tell Jack when the night was over? Of course, he wanted to know everything – not much of a surprise there – a voyeur like every other red-blooded American male. In his mind he was exercising his rights as her Dom – if she were actually his sub. That matter was still up for dispute according to the rational part of her, even if in body and soul she felt thoroughly, totally, completely his sub. The idea of it had taken hold. He’d driven her there with his salacious emails filled with raunchy fantasies. None worse than her own nasty musings. But what if she didn’t want to tell him every little thing that she and Celia did? Would he know if she held back? Was it even possible to cheat on an on-line Dom? Their emails suggested a relationship far beyond the reality of their few weeks’ worth of emails, and a handful of phone calls. Was he assuming too much about their relationship? Was she? Being ordered to tell him everything about the anticipated night in Paris gave her a brief moment of pause. She wanted to resist. At the same time, it was another in a long line of provocative turn-ons Jack had ordered up. Because he could. Because she’d painted a Technicolor picture of her as a sexual submissive, and he knew she wouldn’t balk. She’d feel guilty. Forced to repent. She’d already demonstrated to him with the nipple ties that he had that kind of power over her. Fact was, she wanted him to Dom her, even when his orders sometimes made her want to shy away.  

After polling a half dozen or so waiters and shopkeepers – all young stylish, Parisians – Celia had several clubs in mind for their night out, though she remained elusive about which one she wanted to try. 

“If we have time we should visit a couple,” she said with a wink. “You have anything appropriate to wear?”

Appropriate? The question threw Jeni into a panic. She hadn’t thought about Paris nightclubs when she was packing for the trip. No. She didn’t have a thing. 

“I doubt I do.”

“Okay then, we need to shop.” 

Jeni was dead tired and wanted to rest, but she followed a motivated Celia down the street from the hotel, thankfully just a few blocks, to a small boutique where the prices weren’t too outrageous. Jeni’s mind swam as she looked from rack to rack for Paris appropriate nightclub attire. Then she spotted Celia holding up a tiny black dress. She nearly panicked. Looked like something straight from a kinky wet dream. Jack would certainly approve. But this was Celia. There was that lesbian vibe again.

“This is going to look sensational!” the redhead thrust it into her hands. “Try it on and let me see.”

A few minutes later, after wrangling in broken French with a clerk speaking broken English, and lots pinching, shifting and pulling on the snug black corset dress, Jeni emerged from the dressing room. 

“Ah oui!” her attentive clerk exclaimed. 

“Oh, that is perfect.” Celia stared at her with a bright smile. 

Jeni looked in the mirror seeing the svelte shape of her body looking far more sexy than she remembered it – ever. The dress was like magic. Its shiny black satin was boned in the bodice, which lifted her breasts into a full cleavage. Below the skirt fit close to her body, though not too snugly to look sleazy. 

“60 euro?” she winced at the cost, even though it was less than she expected. 

“It’s worth it, sweetie,” Celia assured her. “You don’t even want to try on anything else. Trust me. Think of all the memories that will come home with it.”

She trusted Celia. She was much too discerning about fashion to dress her in something that wasn’t right. Gulping down her apprehensions, she did what she did so well and submitted to the woman’s advice. Celia was not her on-line Dom, though it seemed as if her friend’s inner Domme had emerged in this matter.

“You know, you’re right. The dress is perfect.” Jeni stared in wonder at her own lovely breasts. “It’s not too fetish, is it?”

“Fetish? Fetish is in, Jen, in case you hadn’t noticed.”

She almost laughed out loud. Of course, she’d noticed! How could she not have noticed that her private fetish had become mainstream over the last few years? 

Celia’s eyes sparked wickedly. “Tomorrow we’re gonna dust off the dancing shoes and see what kind of mischief we can make.” Jeni loved the way she smiled now. “Speaking of dancing shoes. I think we’d better find a pair to match that dress.”

Jeni’s throbbing pussy took another flying leap forward in arousal. The night out, a Paris nightclub, dusting off the dancing shoes was real. No fantasy. Damn, she was hot! If she only had a chance to cum. She could feel the sexual juices between her thighs. Wet, too wet! She needed the dress off now before her pussy juice left telling stains. As she moved back toward the dressing room, she thought of Jack’s last email. 

The Dom steps out of the car holding a leash, on the other end is his sub wearing a gold collar and dressed to kill. The only kink was the collar and the leash, but that was enough. I always loved that pic.

That recollection threw her further into a kinky, horny, provocative head space. What if she had a gold collar, and he were there with a leash to lead her into the night? The urge to cum was growing dire as the turn-ons kept piling on. She desperate needed to cum. She carefully removed the dress and laid it on the stool. Glancing in the mirror at her naked body was all it took to have her prying apart her labia with one hand, and rubbing her swollen clit with the other. A series of spasms immediately ignited into a furious frenzy of physical arousal – it had been days since she’d come. She had to catch herself to stay on her feet. For the next sixty seconds she leaned against the wall and rubbed herself, the clit and the juicy hole – into which she stuffed three fucking fingers. She would have used her whole hand if that had been possible. But three fingers and a lot of brisk thrumming were enough to have her gasping silently, her mouth open, her eyelids heavy with lust and her body spasming hard against her hand. More juices poured out over her fingers – she should have thought to bring paper towels. She licked her fingers dry instead, wondering what Jack would think of her now. 

Still breathless and panting, she came back to the world heaving an enormous sigh. 

“You okay in there?” she heard Celia speak.

“Yeah, I’m just fine. A little hard getting the dress undone,” she called out. “But I’m good.”

Once back in her clothes, she grabbed the dress and headed out to make the purchase before she chickened out. They left the boutique, heading down the street to find Jeni her dancing shoes. 

She wrote to Jack:

“Hey I got on the net, finally! So good to hear from you. You’d be surprised how tiring museums can be, all that standing… but not to complain. There’s so much fascinating to see, so many famous paintings right here, close enough to touch, which I wouldn’t dare do. So many good things to eat. And this city is SO sexy. All of it. And the women! 

Rather a nice image to reflect on – the leashed submissive. You can probably imagine that kind of scene has been fodder for at least one of my kinky stories. As far as “dressed to kill”… Celia picked out a dress for me, for our adventure into Paris night life. It’s a corset dress (hey, she picked it out, not me!). Tight around the middle, pushes my breasts into a cleavage. I love that. I bet you would too – you’ll just have to use your imagination for now. I’m smiling, but just a little nervous about tomorrow night! 

Gotta go.”

As if she weren’t already aroused enough, another of Jack’s seductive emails was waiting when she opened her phone the following morning.


                 “Sounds like you’re having a good time. I’m sure you’ve seen a lot of things I didn’t have time for – when you’re in your 20’s priorities are different. Just thinking about being in Paris with all that history, the Seine, the art, the cathedrals. Let’s not forget about the sex. There I go again with the sex. I must be horny.

Someone sent me an email that reminded me of something a sub told me a long time ago. When a sub is ready to play she gives her panties to the Dom. She either has them in her purse or she takes them off. I like the idea of slipping them off, say in a booth at a restaurant. Or maybe she goes into the ladies room and takes them off there, then hands them to her Dom when she returns. That could make a hot story, that’s if you haven’t written about it already.

I’ve been working on my Porsche, getting it ready for the summer. Oil change and all the stuff, a bath and it’s ready to go. I’m looking forward to cruising your way for lunch when you get back. Enjoy yourself, and remember I want details about your ‘adventure’.”

She wrote back:

“Hi again! Must be brief, big day ahead. Pictures attached. 

I like the panty idea. Also like the idea of your getting the Porsche in shape for your drive! I’ll try to email later.” 

When she returned to her room that afternoon, another email was waiting.

“The Eiffel Tower is awesome, your phone takes good pics. Not that I haven’t seen it myself, I just know what a big deal it is when you get that first glimpse. 

Glad you like my ideas. I’d never heard of the panty thing before, and not since, but it sure does sound fun.

I was out walking my neighbor’s dog. He’s been laid up with a bad knee. A squirrel started teasing the dog. He ignored him, while the squirrel just hung low on the tree. I took the leash and swung it like a whip at the little bastard and much to my surprise hit it. Maybe I’m better with a whip than I thought. Jack.”

Reading his email, Jeni smiled, though wondering about the poor squirrel, she dashed off: 

“Was the squirrel okay? Seems you just need a little target practice. Can my ass be another item on my list of atonement? Gotta get ready for tonight.”

Dressed to kill, wasn’t that the idea? Even if they weren’t the sexy ingénues they’d been twenty years before, they were hot, even by Paris standards. Jeni in a satin bustier dress, Celia in tight-fitting peacock blue. Their eyes were glamorous and their hair swept up off the neck and haphazardly thrown into a messy bun at the back of the head. 

They arrived at their destination on Rue du Cherche-Midi and were quickly ushered into the chic nightclub. It had been advertised as a Left Bank sex club with a disco and various salons that allow “voyeurism, group adventures and a little light bondage.” Celia had picked it out without any input from Jeni, which made her wonder again about Celia’s sexual inclinations.

Light bondage? How far did that go? How far the voyeurism? The group adventures? If she had been picking out the nightclub, she would have wanted something more along the lines of hardcore BDSM. But was that even available in the Paris scene? Probably not in any advertised location. Maybe, with Celia willing, they could go a little more exotic than this just slightly kinky nightclub. But maybe that was just fantasy talking. As she walked into the club, side by side with Celia, she was pretty certain that this place would provide enough titillation for whatever erotic need this night in Paris was meant to satisfy. 

And Celia? To Jeni she remained an intriguing mystery she hoped to unravel – and that, too, was Jeni’s bolder side talking. What did she hope to unravel? A sister in bondage? A daring lover? She was quite good at making up stories, but when it came to real life, Jeni could quickly chicken out, if past experience was any clue to what she’d really do, especially in a public place without the comfort of a dominant man there for protection. Jeni wasn’t sure just how much protection Celia’s company would be. 

“So what do we do now?” she asked, practically pressing her lips to Celia’s ear to be heard above the noisy music. The dance floor was crowded with sexy bodies dancing, calling to her. She felt their tug and pull, with the old yearning to be in the midst of something wild and unpredictable returning.

“Just be open and make eye contact. Flirt.”

“Flirt?” 

Before much flirting took place, they were on the dance floor on the arms of two handsome Frenchmen who only spoke broken English. They didn’t seem to care that Jeni and Celia didn’t speak French. The music made conversation nearly impossible, so communication depended on the coy smile, the suggestive glance, and the affectionate familiarity bred where bodies are packed close and moving to the same erotic beat. 

Jeni smiled shyly at the man before her. Dark hair, well groomed. Hooded, alluring eyes, and a smile that suggested he liked the way she looked. She saw how his eyes stared at her pushed up tits before they sought out her face again. 

“Nice dress.” At least that’s what she thought he said. She couldn’t hear a word. 

The music slowed and her new friend pulled in close, putting an arm around her and pressing his groin against hers. Her mind was spinning, her heart racing fast. What he did to her during that slow dance made her body shudder and her eyes close. Then he grabbed her ass with one hand and squeezed lightly, setting off an erotic spasm that reverberated through every nerve. How long has it been since… her mind flashed back in time, though she was quickly jerked back to the present when she looked up with open eyes to see the Frenchman’s lips descending to hers. At the moment, she didn’t want anything as much as she wanted that kiss. The touch of his warm soft lips exploded away the dust that had gathered in her sexual body. Fires were lit that she hadn’t felt in, what? Maybe two years? Fires unlike the fire of fantasy, like what lit up inside her when one of Jack’s emails opened up and he talked of sex and kink and ways to beat her ass. 

A real body was a completely different experience. She’d almost forgotten what it felt like to be so close to a man. Scent, taste, touch converged at once. Her body was alive, all that pent-up libido of the last month letting loose. The sexy Frenchman felt her arousal and picked up his game, following one kiss with another, with another grab of her ass, and a hand that cupped her right breast. He squeezed that too. 

Didn’t know what to make of all that squeezing. She was already taken, wasn’t she? She already had a man, even if he was nowhere to be found in that nightclub. She backed off laughing, blushing. Her face must have been as red as a beet. She blushed easily.  

She wanted to take a break, but he kept dancing, pulling her back into his embrace and coming on more strongly this time. Two drinks into the night, her head was a little too fuzzy to think clearly, or extract herself from this man’s firm grasp.

When he looked down, he winked at her. She was mesmerized by his smile. That smile that must have brought dozens of women into his bed on nights like this one. He liked to kiss and kissed her often. He liked fondling her tits, and had one pulled from the bustier before they were through the second dance. She blushed when she saw her nipple appear in plain sight – not that it was the only nipple out in the open on that dance floor. She gently, firmly pushed it back inside her dress, giving the tall blond Frenchman a determined glance.

“Pardon, Mademoiselle,” she heard him say. Whatever else he said in the form of an apology, she couldn’t hear above the noise. When he nuzzled her neck with kisses, she almost orgasmed on the spot. When his hand strayed to her ass again and he squeezed her left cheek, he would have instantly felt her body seize up. Her pussy clenched tightly, and she could think of little else but his fingers on the wet flesh between her thighs.

But then there was Jack’s face in her mind’s eye, and his voice inside her head, and the thought that she belonged to him bringing her back to sanity. 

This was getting way out of hand, this total stranger going too far, too fast, and when he drew her close again and roughly squeezed her ass one more time, sending another exhilarating shock wave through her horny body, she knew she had to back off, way off. 

End it now before you have something to regret! 

Before Jeni had a chance to extract herself from the sexy Frenchman, Celia was at her side. She grabbed her by the arm and ushered her to the side of the room. 

“Let’s get something to eat and cool down a bit.” Celia a voice of reason in this pulsing insanity? She noted Jeni’s flustered face. “He’s hot, hon, but you don’t want to fuck that guy.” 

“I don’t?” A perfectly reasonable question given the overall plan for the evening. 

“No you don’t.”

“You’re right, I don’t.  This is way too soon for me.”

“And after talking to your guy’s friend,” Celia went on, “you’ll feel better giving it a pass.”

For crissakes this is Paris, her deprived, inner slut was screaming at her. But Jeni was already coming down from the liquor high, and her body from its heightened arousal.

Celia leaned in. “Let’s just walk around for a while, see what happens.” 

What happened was more dancing, more sexy men, and some who weren’t. More drinks, more small talk, if English was spoken, and more thoughtless oblivion, as Celia ushered Jeni through the nightclub.

There was ‘light bondage’ in one of the salons, pretty tame by Jeni’s standards, though she didn’t admit that to Celia, who walked right by without comment. Then they came upon a naked orgy of five in another part of the club, and stopped to watch the three half-clothed men and two naked women copulating with some abandon. Considering that there were at least a dozen people surrounding them with eyes glued to the fondling, the fucking, the kissing, and double penetration of the female with the short blonde hair – reminded Jeni of Justine – the five exhibited an extraordinary lack of restraint and sexual candor. 

“They get off being watched,” Jeni whispered to Celia, hardly aware that she had voiced her thoughts aloud. The heavy rock beat in the club permeated the air with noise, and still they could hear the grunting, groaning sounds of sex, of copulation, the smacking of thighs and even lips. Jeni felt the pulse of their fucking inside her crotch, and the intensity of the demands placed on the slim blonde as her body stretched to fit the men inside her slick cunt and tight ass. Lots of lubricant made her private parts glisten. The strain on the woman’s face registered in Jeni’s body. Memories threatened to flood her thoughts, but she shooed them away, preferring the exhilarating moment to anything her past might tell her. “How lucky they are to enjoy that much freedom,” she added to her previous comment. For perhaps the first time with Celia, she didn’t analyze what she said, or think it through before she spoke. 

Celia’s only comment was silence, though she took Jeni’s hand and squeezed it tightly for a moment then let it go. Whatever spell had been cast over Jeni as she witnessed the scene seemed broken at that moment, and when Celia pulled her away, she didn’t resist. “That’s getting way too aroused,” she explained. 

In a corridor by the restrooms, the two stopped for a spontaneous kiss before entering. Then a second kiss, one that lingered for a moment until it started to feel awkward. Lips and a little tongue. 

“Whew!” Celia gasped when she finally backed off. “That was unexpected, wasn’t it?” This time, she was the one to blush. Though her embarrassment didn’t last. As if the moment of connection was easy to dismiss, she shook it off and barged on into the restroom. 

Nothing seemed amazing about their spontaneous affection. In fact, it might have been surprising to Jeni if they hadn’t kissed, since there were kissing, fondling, groping females all around them. Maybe girl-on-girl foreplay was required warm up before these horny women met up with the man they’d fuck that night. Or maybe they’d stick with their sexy friends. The club was in heat, and so were Jeni and Celia. The two would have been comatose if they hadn’t felt the fierce pulse of arousal, and that something distinctly Parisian about that vibe.   

Their attraction for each other was finally out in the open, though Jeni would never act on that without stronger signals from Celia. She’d never been one to initiate sex; it wasn’t in her genes. She also knew that the spontaneous kissing could have as much to do with the drinks and the scorching sexual atmosphere that surrounded them as it did physical attraction – much like what college girls do when they’re drunk or stoned or both.

If there was a move to make, Celia would be the one to make that move. 

What a wild ride this was! Sex and Jack and Celia, freedom calling her one minute, guilt holding her back the next – and likely keeping her from doing something she’d regret. She had learned one thing though: For all her boldness, Celia had her reservations too, maybe a surprise given how she’d been the one to initiate this adventure to a Paris nightclub. But a comforting fact for Jeni. 

For the next hour they blended into the scene as if they belonged to it, although if Jeni were to stop long enough to consider the question, she would have known that she didn’t belong at all. The fact that she was a foreigner in a strange land seemed to follow her through the nightclub and make the night not quite real and not quite right, although still a hell of a memory for a future moment of nostalgia. 

As the night wore on, she sensed a rising unease, for which she couldn’t pinpoint any explanation. She was having fun, easy enough. But she was still a little disturbed by Celia’s need to protect her, even if on one level she welcomed that protection. 

Why would she need protection in the first place? She could take care of herself. 

But facts were facts. Celia was a natural nurturer, no surprise that she’d assume control, make decisions and take a woman with a hesitant nature like Jeni under her wing. She did so graciously and without thinking. What point was there in being annoyed by that motherly vibe? Better be with a woman that she could count on to be sane on a night like this.

In time, liquor and exhaustion made Jeni almost mindless, until she was swimming through the crowded nightclub with very little thought to anything but the easy laughter, and the feel of bodies bumping into hers. How many times her tits popped from the dress, how many times a man’s hand landed on her naked ass didn’t seem to matter anymore – as long as she could glance away and see Celia somewhere nearby. Even if Celia wasn’t looking at her, Jeni felt herself tethered to the woman. She was a submissive woman, and she liked the thought of being tethered.

And what would she tell Jack about that night? 

She had no clue.

“C’mon, let’s go,” Celia suddenly scooped her up and away from a gentlemanly black man who had grabbed Jeni’s attention. He, too, had kissed her, and that kiss had been a long and lingering one that for a moment stopped their dancing cold. He was reaching to the hem of her dress, inching it up in front. She wasn’t stopping him, though Celia did.

Jeni smiled warmly at the disappointed fellow and waved as she followed Celia to the door. She was perplexed by the sudden urge to leave, until she reached the street and felt the first gusty breeze against her bare skin. 

“What time is it?” she thought to ask.

“Well after midnight,” Celia replied. “I don’t know about you – you just get crazy and lose it, don’t you? But I think Cinderella’s coach just turned back into a pumpkin.”

“I get crazy?”

“Yeah, you do. It’s nice to see, especially when any other time you’re so timid.”

“This is my first time,” was all she could say. 

“Yeah, I know. That’s why I wanted you to have fun, but not do something you’d regret.” She didn’t need to say more. 

There was a sudden weariness in Jeni’s bones, as if the nightclub had beaten her down, and she hadn’t the energy for anything more.

“I am very tired.”

“I know, I am too.”

Taxis were hard to come by, so they ducked into the closest Metro station and grabbed the first train headed toward their hotel. Jeni didn’t realize how horny she still was until she sat down in one of many empty seats in the Metro car. It might have been packed with riders during the day, but at that hour, the Metro was relatively empty. Despite overwhelming exhaustion – and maybe because of it – her libido kinked in so strongly that she had to stem the urge to put her hand to her crotch and start playing as the dreamy memories were taking her away. 

Instead, she allowed herself to drift, and moved aimlessly to the music playing in her head, singing softly to herself, letting her head fall to Celia’s shoulder. 

“Good night, huh?” the redhead said.

Jeni answered with a sensuous, “Hummmmmmmmmmm,” then nodded off until Celia suddenly jerked and pulled her to her feet. 

“This is our stop. The hotel is just a block. You can make it, my sleepy slut.”

She called her ‘slut’. How nice, Jeni thought to herself, that she recognized my true nature. Slut. It had been a comment she heard often in her kink life. 

Jeni’s roommate was sleeping soundly when she arrived back in her room, and she didn’t stir. 

On any another night, it would have been the perfect opportunity to masturbate, take the edge off the sexual desire pumping through her veins. But that would have stirred her up more than she needed – especially at that late hour. Avoiding a long hour of wondering what she would confess to Jack in her next email, she let the remaining booze in her system put her to sleep. 

***

In the morning, the world had seemed to right itself. There was breakfast in the dining room at the bottom of the stairs. Hot, strong, French coffee, the croissant she now craved, along with her fix of camembert and fruity preserves. She added eggs, thinking she needed the protein, and some of the cured meats she usually avoided. She finished off with a bowl of granola. Hadn’t she eaten the night before? She couldn’t remember if she did.

By the time breakfast was over, Jeni felt a little more like herself. Her brain was not so fuzzy and her stomach was reasonably settled. But the memory of the nightclub persisted. With another busy day on the schedule she didn’t have the time to think about all that had happened the previous night, though it had a lingering effect that she found difficult to shake. When she opened her phone and found Jack’s latest email, she had to flip back a couple days to recall their conversation – about collars and leashes on sexy women, subs giving panties to prospective Doms, and Porsches cruising to her when she returned home. Then there was that amusing business about the squirrel and the whip. Thoughts of the nightclub seemed to recede as soon as she began to read. 

“The squirrel was just fine. Now for your ass, absolutely it’s on the target list. I plan to spank, smack, whip, paddle your ass whenever I feel the need. I’ll fill the holes with hot cock and warm cum. You’ll hide it when told or display it for me when I desire. You’ll present it to me for my pleasure. Yes, your ass is on the list – as well as other places.

Now, get back to your trip, we’ll talk soon.

PS: Looking forward to hearing about you and Celia and the nightclub.”

The brusque tone of the email immediately caught her attention, not to mention his not-so-subtle message about her ass. She could already feel her bottom smarting from the spank, smack, whip, paddle…he intended to inflict. Her desire for him took another leap forward. Obviously, when it concerned his domination of her they were on the same erotic wavelength. What to tell him about the nightclub? That was another matter. But rather than stew about it for the entire day, she focused her thoughts on the tour and Paris, hoping to put the matter to rest with one simple email. 

“Celia picked a pretty hot club, although I doubt it’s much different from any big city nightclub anywhere in the world. I don’t have a lot of experience by which to judge. But it was fun, and to be honest, I was pretty smashed, not falling down drunk, but not exactly remembering much of anything except dancing, lots of dancing. The place was crowded and there were bodies smashing up against each other. All very sexy and loud. The music was deafening. It’s still pounding inside my head. There was an orgy of five that was fun to watch, and damn hot. But after awhile, even I had seen enough. 

As far as confessions, let me start with saying that Frenchmen in night clubs are pretty bold and Jeni in the middle of a dance floor… have I mentioned how much I love to dance? It was a pretty heady combination. I was fondled and kissed, and there were tits and nipples popping out of dresses all over the place, including mine. It was a lot to resist and quite an adventure. But I didn’t want to do anything I’d be sorry about later. I had fun, but I was also thinking of you.

By the way, your email about my ass certainly inspires lots of thought. I don’t know where those thoughts are headed, but you’ve certainly stirred things up once again. I’ll email again tonight.” 

Jeni’s night out in Paris and the resulting fatigue only added to the sensuous oblivion of her day, as the tour continued from historic site to museum to bistro to cathedral. Each new place seemed to blend into the next with the atmosphere and mystic of Paris getting deeply under her skin. It was a powerful aphrodisiac. Although equality as powerful was Jack’s continuing presence – especially after that hot ‘ode to her ass’. 

She began her day with thoughts of Jack taking her in the cunt and ass.

More than just the message there was something in the abrupt attitude of his last email that had her body on fire. His natural authority sprung from the words he used. She doubted he had any idea the strong effect that email had on her. Though the message was short and to the point, she was more aroused than she’d been the previous night with all the frenetic input and sexy bodies banging against hers. Even if his influence wasn’t blatantly evident throughout the day, she carried a piece of him into every moment. He was never far from her thoughts. 

For lunch that day, the tour stopped at a Crêperie, where they were crowded together along family-style tables in an ancient cellar. When she glanced down the table to see Celia staring at her with eyes gleaming, Jeni smiled back. When Celia’s lips puckered and she kissed the air, Jeni felt the kiss as if the redhead had been down between her legs with her mouth at her pussy. She smiled again and self-consciously looked away. The nightclub wasn’t mentioned, and might never be again. Like so many other things about the trip, it would be left forgotten until time allowed a moment to pause and consider its meaning – if there were any meaning to be gained from the experience. 

That afternoon, she sat alone in the Jardin de Tuileries, allowing her mind to disconnect from the rush of the day. She let her thoughts rest on the trees, the leaves, the gentle breeze, and seemed to be worlds away, mostly thinking of Jack, of submission and slavery and the thrill that aroused her when she thought of being under a man’s domination once again. If one thing had stuck about the previous night, it was the realization that her submissive nature was as happily intact as it had always been. She’d spent the last year on her own, making decisions and running her life without a lot of difficulty. She could function without a Dominant man. But facts were facts. There was a part of her nature that would always seek out the attentions of an authoritative male. The desire was too close to her heart to shake. But as far as the details of that relationship, how it would look, what kind of language would describe it, how much domination she really wanted, she was unsure. The question often had her searching for answers, but the answers she needed seemed as elusive as ever.

She’d been pretty daring in the past with exhibitionism, public play, and that infamous slave auction. But she’d been away from her kink life for over two years, and some of what she enjoyed in the past seemed to have lost its luster. She was a submissive in need of a Dom; that was clear. The rest was still a mystery.

Sitting in that lovely Paris garden worlds away from home, her mind took her down a flight of fancy she’d never traversed before – at least not in the last dozen years. Should she worry where her raunchy thoughts were taking her or just let them be? 

She repeatedly returned to Jack’s last email and the way he’d gone on about her ass. His natural authority spoke so forcefully. It gave her chills every time his words came back to her. Every time she thought about him, she felt it between her legs. Her pussy was so wet with arousal she could almost smell the pungent aroma rising up from her crotch. Assumptions about her submissive nature didn’t seem all that fixed anymore. At one time, she’d been sure that being a ‘sub’, not slave, was enough of a kink identity for her. She’d made this clear to Jack. And yet, the fixed idea seemed to be retreating as her thoughts drifted elsewhere. 

She hadn’t planned on confessing her private thoughts to Jack. Better to wait for that first face-to-face meeting – if she dared to discuss them even then. But for a woman who so often shunned the darker extremes of the BDSM kink, she found herself heading right into that dangerous territory. Some goad, some inner mischief-maker rose above old fears, taunting her to get real about her desires, especially that one particular turn-on she’d zealously refused to consider. She couldn’t put it aside any longer. This was Paris, and Paris was working on her body and brain in inexplicable ways. With his latest message driving her forward and her fertile imagination kicking in, she had to wonder. What if she dared to open herself again to that dark place where her desires often led? It had appeared in nearly every erotic story she’d written for her blog. 

When it came to her email that night, that daring, verboten, forbidden thought was in her mind again and wouldn’t let go. 

“In a tranquil museum, walking city streets, in the metro, the Musee d’Orsay a big wonderful lunch, a long very needed respite in the Tuileries (big formal garden near the Louvre), then a walk thru crowded streets into a crowded metro again. Finally back in our room for yogurt, a peach and chocolate for dinner.

Day of big thoughts…and one for you, Sir.  Remember I told you I was a lifestyle sub not slave…well I’m not sure I want to keep the slave door shut. I need to keep my options open. Don’t know why the change, just feel the need to put that out. 

Another on my list of atonement. Never done this one – a bit out there I admit, though I’ve written the scene into a couple of my stories. Me, outside, in the dirt, naked and staked to the ground. What a day…

Thank you, Sir, for that lovely ode to my ass.”

Oddly, she didn’t waver once as she typed the message and once it was sent, she lay back in bed and wondered how Jack would respond – if he would respond at all. 

Not only did Jack respond, he wrote the longest email in their month long correspondence. He had a lot to say. Obviously he’d been inspired by her small admission about sub and slave, and now so was she. It wasn’t just the details of an M/s relationship that he spoke of in such great detail; it was the passion behind his words that infected her like a drug. He went to the heart of his kinky lust, making the possibility of an authentic M/s relationship real enough for her to feel in every atom of her body. 

“Got both of your messages. Don’t worry, I’m not going to hold anything you did at the nightclub against you. You’re in Paris! If you said you went to bed with someone, that would be another matter. Enjoy yourself. As far as nipples popping from your dress, wish I’d been there to see it. 

Paris has that enticing sound, draws a person into its seductive history. Your dinner sounds like it was only an appetizer, I think the main course was missing.

The slave/sub thing. I have considered the differences between them. First, as a slave, you would address me as Master. Can you bring yourself to do that? Try it now and see how it feels.”

She’d mentioned the slave word and damn, if he hadn’t gone straight to the heart of the matter. She stopped reading long enough to follow his instruction, saying Master to herself, as if she were with him now. It didn’t feel right. It had never felt right in all the times she’d tried to use the word in the past. She didn’t even allow her fictional characters to address their Doms as Master. Master seemed silly, but was that just a mental block? What if she did allow herself the option to move from Dom and sub to Master and slave? He went on to explain:

“A slave has no limits, only those of her Master, although I think that our likes and limits run along the same lines. You said you found the Master/slave protocols not that compelling. Let me state here that I do not require you to be my slave. Every relationship is unique and dependent on the people involved. But I do like being called Master. Do you think about being owned? I like the thought of officially owning my slave. Not necessary for happiness, but I like the sound of it, and the way it makes me feel.” 

She may have had a mental block about calling him Master, but being owned was a desire that was as familiar to her as the color of her blue eyes. Yes, she wanted to be owned. Owned, lock, stock and barrel owned. It was a primitive need that made little sense in the real world. But long ago, she accepted the fact that her primitive urges required no explanation; there’s no rational way to justify their haunting existence, but that’s no reason to ignore them.

“As my slave you would wear my collar at all times designated by me. Not to worry, not out in public. My only slave wore the collar when she was in private with me or among my friends. All other times, she wore a very light gold chain snugly around the neck, the clasp removed. I don’t like advertising certain things and this is one of them. Society still can’t handle our kink.” 

She liked that he was discreet with his kink. In fact, she found the secrecy a turn-on of its own. She always enjoyed the idea of being the ‘sub’ beneath her clothes, while remaining the demure and classy female on the surface. She read on:

“A slave does what she is told to do. A sub may bitch and complain and, after a little discipline, the sub will do what her Dom wishes anyway. So what is the difference? You said you are obedient, so where do you fall in this?  Let’s leave the door open and explore it more. We’ll start here – begin addressing me as Master, explore your feelings and desires, and let’s see where it goes.  

Just to let you know I am not a fan of piercing or tats, and branding is definitely not going to happen during my ownership. I am a fan of a ring in the pussy with my ownership I.D. (very small gold tag) attached to the ring.

To your latest on the list… Staked out in the dirt, naked. Now this is getting interesting. If I close my eyes I can see it. So tell me what else you’re going to do to return yourself to my good graces.  While I’m waiting for the next thing on your list, I think I will dream of sitting on your chest with my cock in your mouth feeling warm and comfy.

Have an interesting day. Jack...or would you rather I signed off as your Master?”

Every time she thought of calling him master, every time she said the word silently or aloud, it stuck in her throat. She wasn’t ready – not yet. The rest was pure titillation. If she really discussed the matter of Master and slave with her inner submissive, she would have realized how much that excited her too – even the idea of calling him Master had an effect on her physical body that she couldn’t dismiss. She’d opened the door and he’d walked right in, ready to take charge. She’d only planned to crack that door an inch or two and tiptoe in, and suddenly he’d moved in and flung the door wide open. Her response:

“What an email to come back to after 12 hours in Paris. The Louvre, the metro, lunch in the Latin quarter, a boat trip down the Seine. Rainy all day, a little cold and damp. Crepes and hot chocolate at a tiny bistro with Celia. Then a concert at Sainte Chapelle that was exquisite. Pic attached, though my pics can’t do it justice. Look it up on the net. 13th century built for relics of the crusades. Long day and exhausting. 

You have given me lots to think about, Sir, and I love to hear your thoughts. I still lean toward sub. But the thought of calling you Master is well…appealing. I can’t believe I’m actually saying that. NO Tats for me, that is a hard limit. But I’m rushing on. I’d like to address this all now but obviously can’t…patience is a virtue I’m working on. There is much to discuss when we finally meet, which makes me so nervous. But one step at a time and the next step is up early for a high speed train south to Provence. Time then to think about my list and you and, yes, calling you Master, which still sticks in my throat. 

Again, I may not have Internet tomorrow until we get settled. This country would be SO much better with a man in bed with me, but not just any man. 

For now please remain Jack…Sir 

Respectfully, Jeni”

That evening, Jeni and Celia had stepped inside a quaint Paris bistro for flaming Grand Marnier crepes and hot chocolate. The damp day had led them to seek some warmth indoors, and what could be more romantic than intimacy inside the tiny place where an androgynous young male? female? (neither of them could tell for sure) served them their small meal as if appointed to the task of giving the pair a night in Paris as memorable as the one in the nightclub. They sat on opposite sides of the small table, bathed in the mood of the early evening hour. For a moment or two, Celia discarded her flats and ran her naked toe up Jeni’s leg, while giving off a steamy vibe with her eyes and her sweet smile. 

“I’m really glad we got together,” Jeni said. She thought about how the trip had changed for her after meeting Celia in the Rouen boutique. She didn’t want to imply too much with that comment, but something was welling up inside her that she could not dismiss.

“I am too,” Celia replied. She cocked her head, as she often did and smiled more. “As I see it we were bound to find common ground, don’t you think? I like to believe in destiny.”

“So do I,” Jeni returned. If the opportunity was offered, she would go to bed with her at the end of the night. But first, there was a concert to attend that they didn’t want to miss. 

Celia checked her watch. “It’s time to go.” 

Neither was all that anxious to leave the Bistro and the lovely mood behind, but Jeni sighed and scooted off her chair, heading toward the door with Celia following close.

The exhilarating voice of the lyric soprano rising to the ceiling of the tiny jewel box Sainte Chapelle lifted the audience into rapture. For an hour and a half, they sat mesmerized amid tall panels of elaborate stained glass windows that surrounded the entire church. Thoughts of worldly matters were pushed aside, while within that tiny space in time they enjoyed a present moment so exquisite that it brought tears to Jeni’s eyes – not to mention most of the company around her. For Jeni these were silent, private tears. Her past love was present, inside and all around her, bringing on tears of remembrance, and tears that soothed the brokenness she carried. She had hope – what she had not had the year before – and she held on to it tightly now. For that hour and a half of enchantment, as the lyric soprano sung prayers to heaven, thoughts of Jack and all he meant to her were absent. She let the beautiful moment speak. Never had she felt so alive, so human, so filled with emotion and lust and longing as she did then. Although the feelings were bittersweet as she reflected on the past, she was filled with expectant wonder as she gazed into the unwritten future. 

And Jack’s next email:

 “So where does sub end and slave begin. I think that the gray area is so broad that only the participants can determine. Do we decide to call you a slave or will we decide on sub? There really is no test to determine that, only what we decide. Let’s just play it cool, you’ll get your ass whipped soon enough. As far as the other stuff we can decide all that later. 

I’m not worried about loss of the Internet, I’ll be here when you get it back. 

Stained glass from the 13th century. I wonder if it is the original. When I think of the way they let things rot around here, then tear it down…it’s sad. It’s hard to imagine anything as fragile as stained glass lasting so many centuries. 

I’d love to visit all the places you mentioned, maybe at some point I’ll make it back to France. I sit here now and wonder where you’re visiting tomorrow. Jack.”

“Hi Jack! Slept well to start then restlessly from five on, which is why I’m up early enough to email you now. Lost my clit ring in the night. Panicked. I found all but one bead. I guess I’ll go without until I get home. Feels very weird, though.

Ready to leave Paris as soon as breakfast is over. Must finish packing and move on. Til later. Jeni. PS stained glass is original.”


Chapter Four

Provence, France 

Jeni flew out of Paris on a high speed train, disembarking the fast-flying missile in Avignon, on her way to the ancient city Arles. The first thing she noticed was how easy it was to find the sky. No dizziness from staring upward because in every direction, 360 degrees around her, there was open sky and a horizon, not the tall half-timbered buildings of Rouen and their great cathedral casting shadows over the city. Nor were there massive boulevards of 19th century architecture, historic monuments, grand museums firmly planted in Paris soil, blocking the sun and the horizon in at least one direction, if not all. Her vision had narrowed in the crowded cities where there were no big vistas, just the heavy weight of history on every street corner and down every block. It was hard not to love Paris. It was a city that owned it all and was unflinchingly proud of being the wealthy repository of the world’s great culture and its finest art. 

Provence was none of that. It was azure skies and all the fresh air Jeni could breathe in, sunshine and heat and a landscape so beautiful it needed no adornment, no grand displays, no showy architecture. So soothing to weary eyes. Jeni took a moment to rest hers on the far horizon and drink in this new place. Like she’d come home – though she was not home at all – and quickly reminded of that fact as soon as her feet hit the streets of the solid, substantial town of Arles. This may have been French soil, but it was a piece of Roman history, born in the first century B.C. as if it literally sprung from the earth. 

Alone now in her room at the Hotel Forum – her roommate had already unpacked her things and gone – Jeni lay back on her bed exhausted by the travel and the many steps it took to tour Arles on foot. It had been a pleasant afternoon, as was the chance to rest now. The room was large and bright with tall ceilings and yellow walls. A green stenciled vine served as a border around the room, while beneath it hung framed black and white photographs from the 1940’s. Like the rest of the town, the architecture of the old hotel was boxy, substantial and fierce – like the Romans who’d built the city. The window beside her bed looked out to the sky, to puffy white clouds, whitewashed walls of the nearby buildings and birds darting across the blue. She could have died that moment and been happy and content. Never had she felt so wide open to the world and herself. She had escaped Paris intact and landed in heaven. Not that she hadn’t loved Paris. She had. Loved every minute, some minutes more than others, but she loved Provence more. The city of Paris had given her a thousand exquisite memories to savor, but she knew that Provence would always draw her back to France. It would urge her to return because the longing for this open feeling was something she hadn’t recalled ever feeling before…not in all her memory banks could she dig out a feeling as beautiful as this one of freedom and release.

She took several deep breaths, floating for a moment in the present feeling that was so much like bliss; then she got up to dress for dinner. 

After dinner, back in that beautiful room, she opened her email and found a brief message from Jack. 

“I just read my horoscope, made me laugh. It said I would be negotiating gray areas today.”

She laughed too, feeling a wave of sexual pleasure rise up through her body. Gray areas. Master/slave. Dom/sub. These were the gray areas of kink negotiation where aching hearts and hungry crotches yearned for something they couldn’t quite understand but knew they had to have. Would their desires find places of agreement? It really wasn’t much of a question; she already knew they would find a good deal of common ground. They seemed fated to share their lust and details weren’t important. Small items on their lists of possible kinks didn’t matter – in fact, she wasn’t sure there was much left to negotiate at this point, not that she was ready to confess that to Jack. It was still too soon to count on anything with a man she’d not met. But she knew where her heart was headed and was certain where her body would take her. 

“Now you are making me laugh!” she replied to the email, smiling as she typed. “Landed in Arles and took a walking tour of town. Very Roman. Still fighting bulls in the old area. I love it. (though not the bull-fighting) Blue skies, fresh air, in the country. And such food – even better than what I ate in Paris. 

Your message was here when I arrived. How about that? You are like a touchstone for me, Jack. A happy and very erotic reminder of home. Must tell you about this hotel. Til later, Sir. Jeni”

***

Jeni wandered up the broad trail into the hills at the base of La Montagne Saint-Victoire, along the Rhone River, into the wilderness far from any city, with terrain as familiar to her as places in Arizona with pine trees, craggy rocks and a deep, red, rusty-colored earth. In that quiet place, voices were hushed and respectful, while tired eyes rested on the pristine beauty around them. With less to clutter her thoughts and few pressing demands, her head seemed to clear during that easy stroll up the winding mountain valley. 

Celia came upon her from behind and put an arm around Jeni’s waist in a gesture of sisterly affection. At dinner the night before, Celia had talked about her latest love affair and the trip to Italy she and her lover were planning for the fall. She was lust-filled and dreamy, the whole nine yards of romantically titillated evident in her expressive eyes and the way she smiled, and the words she used to talk about this man. This was the first Jeni had heard about a man in her life, although she wasn’t surprised to discover that Celia was deeply involved with a handsome medical doctor. The fact that she and Celia had grown close as friends was obvious, but few would suspect after Celia’s tittering discussion of the man in her life, that she and Jeni were flirting with an affair of their own. 

Later that evening the two shared a drink in Van Gogh’s Café La Nuit, just across from their hotel in the Place du Forum. The evening was like a dream. For once Jeni could sit back and not think about a thing but the gentle inebriation taking her mind to no place special. Just being in Provence was enough. Just being in this historic café in this historic town was enough to dwell on.

But there were other things to think about, plenty of them, like the way that Celia looked at her and smiled with such affection. The way she placed a hand over hers and felt its comforting warmth. The gesture brought back the feelings she had for Celia all through Paris. Their mutual attraction had not ended with the nightclub, although Jeni couldn’t decide what she felt about Celia, her natural eroticism, and the way that the redhead still clung to her with some ulterior motive that Jeni took no measures to discourage. Their days in France were growing short in number, and if there were time for something more than eye contact, holding hands, and an arm around her waist from time to time, it would be now, here in Arles, where there was space enough in their tiny world to act on the feelings they shared. 

How odd was it that Jeni had lost the Wi-Fi connection to her phone that day and there were no emails from Jack to divert her attention? Her wide open libido was suddenly in Celia’s hands. Had she no shame? Was she so easy that losing the Internet and her connection with Jack would send her running to the other object of her sexual desire? 

She smiled to herself, reminded that she was really quite a slut when it came to her sexual attractions. Maybe the lost Internet was a sign that a benevolent God wanted her to enjoy without guilt the company of a female lover after being denied the opportunity during so many years of fidelity to one man. 

Even Jack, to whom she owed no fidelity, had given her permission to act on her desire. All he wanted was details. Though he didn’t seem all that interested in details either, given that he’d asked nothing further about her night out in Paris. 

I’m not worried about loss of the Internet, I’ll be here when you get it back.

I’ll be here when you get back…

The words of his email from days before lingered in her thoughts. He felt it too. Something had already been cemented in their relationship; it would be waiting for her return. 

And Celia? 

Nothing in particular happened between them that night. After the Van Gogh Café they returned to the Hotel, parted ways, and headed for their rooms. The next day, they were fast friends again. 

They toured Roman ruins, strolling the paths of an ancient village nestled in a small valley ringed with trees. Streets, aqueducts, stone foundations of houses where people lived and worked, the remnants of temples still rising above it all. The place was sacred, not for religious reasons, but because so many had lived and died and were buried on that soil. The enormity of history was in that valley; and when Jeni rested against one of the low stone walls, she felt that history work its way inside her bones. It made her solemn but not unhappy. She wondered if Celia, sitting next to her, felt that, too.

Even to rest her hand against those aged blocks of granite felt like a sacred act.

All things have their expiration date, was a built-in fact of everything human and everything of the earth. Everything is vulnerable, everything fragile…Celia, Jack, love, relationships – the ones that ride in on a storm and the ones that grow over a number of years – all meet the same fate, gone in the twinkling of an eye.

The solemn silence of the ruins ended that afternoon in the bustling village of Aix en Provence. Once Jeni set her feet on the old street, history receded. She plunged into the open air market looking for treasures, scarves and pottery, trinkets for home. She and Celia agreed to meet on the hour at a bistro they’d spotted in a tiny alleyway bordered on either side by tall stone walls. Here they drank wine and ordered fancy crepes and a salad. Later they ate a large scoop of gelato on a sugary cone, carefully licking the delicious ice cream from the side of the cones, which was melting in the heat of the day.

By the time they arrived at Saint Remy later in the afternoon, there was a layer of perspiration on Jeni’s brow and across her chest. Celia was glowing, too. It was lovely to watch the gentle sway of the redhead’s small behind as she walked a few steps in front of her. This time, it was Jeni’s arm that went around Celia’s waist when she caught up with her friend. 

Immediately awakened from whatever stupor that held her attention in its grip, Celia looked at her with a dreamy smile, “I was just thinking of you.”

“Me?” 

“Yes.”

“And what were you thinking?”

“I was thinking that maybe tonight we should take a bottle of wine to my room, and order something from one of the restaurants in the Forum. Sit and talk. I could use a little downtime, some girl talk. Enough of these men. I certainly don’t want another cheery meal discussing someone’s next trip to the Maldives, or what they did on their last visit to Shanghai.”

“I’d like to be shanghaied to somewhere,” Jeni said, sighing.

“By someone special?” Celia’s brows lifted with interest.

Jeni shrugged. “Maybe.” She was thinking of Jack, though it felt a little soon to confess that he was even in her life. 

When their tour guide interrupted the conversation to outline plans for the remainder of the afternoon, Jeni’s arm dropped. She and Celia went in opposite directions as they explored the asylum where van Gogh had been taken during one of his crazy periods. 

Jeni viewed the tall Plane trees, the lavender fields not yet in bloom, the scattered red poppies and hot pink roses. If being incarcerated in an asylum meant living in surroundings as lovely as these, she’d be happy to sleep on a cot in one of Saint Remy’s tiny rooms just to wake under the spell of all this beauty. 

Her senses were awakened again from their idle lethargy, and hearing Celia’s plans for their night made her crotch warm and her mind fill with graphic thoughts of lying in bed with the sensuous redhead. Even if Celia didn’t speak of it directly, there was little doubt about what she had in mind. And Jeni – she was ready for whatever unfolded.

When they returned to Arles that evening, Celia went in search of a bottle of wine while Jeni found a platter of cheese, bread and fruit at one of the cafés that they could take up to Celia’s room for dinner. 

The first bottle of wine went down fast. The second bottle, and the food, remained on the table while they shared the first kiss. Jeni’s head was swimming and her inhibitions were falling away, so that when Celia reached for a breast and laid her warm fondling hand against the softness there, she smiled. “You have no idea how I’ve imagined this,” Celia purred as she pushed her back against the mattress. 

“Oh, I think I do…” Jeni said, as she looked into the woman’s eyes.

“And we could talk all around the subject, couldn’t we?”

“But let’s not.” She put her hands on Celia’s face and brought her lips to hers. They kissed lightly, with the soft, sensuous female kisses deepening as the moment lingered and the sweet taste of lust grew more intense. 

Celia’s hands began to strip away the pink silk tank that Jeni had bought earlier that day. She watched her naked tits come into view, then put her head between them and kissed the fragrant surface. She nibbled her there while listening to Jeni’s murmuring response. Then she sucked on her nipples, moving back and forth from one to the other, until the buds were firm. When she blew on them, they tightened into hard little knots.

When Celia finally sat back, Jeni’s hands rushed in and lifted the tee-shirt from the redhead’s torso, exposing her lightly bronzed skin and her small breasts. Her dark brown nipples lured her in until Jeni’s teeth sank deep enough into her flesh to cause a squeal of pleasure from Celia’s lips. She resisted the impulse to bite down even harder. Instead, she sucked the small buds, loving the taste of her skin. The redhead moaned with her arousal gaining momentum, then she dropped against the mattress beside Jeni. They pushed their pants down and their underwear aside and were laying naked, with their legs open wide and their crotches pressed together. Jeni felt the warm pulse of Celia’s pussy against her own. As she writhed against her, her body seemed to explode into spasms. 

“Horny girl, aren’t you?” Celia’s eyes lit with a devilish glow.

“Aren’t you?” Jeni returned. “I’m not sure horny ever really stops for me.”

“Which is why you have me right now.” Celia stroked her hair, pushed it off her face, then leaned in and kissed her hard against the mouth. “You are such a horny slut.”

Jeni thought the same of her friend, and would have said so, but they were busy kissing, their hands groping private places that had been denied too long. When Celia’s hand moved between Jeni’s legs, she grazed her clitoris with her fingers, and with a swiftness that surprised them both, Jeni came, her chest rising in an erotic swoon, voice hissing quietly. “Oh my, yessssss!” 

“That was quick!” Celia pulled away and looked down at her, eyes wide. “But you’re not done yet.”

“No I’m not,” Jeni agreed. She’d hardly begun to cum. A year’s worth of pent-up libido would certainly take more than one orgasm to satisfy.  

Celia moved back in and kissed her mouth again, while her hand moved back between Jeni’s parted thighs. She pushed her middle finger deeper than it had been before, generating an even stronger reaction, until Jeni’s body clenched again. Celia’s hands were all over her now, moving from cunt to tits to ass, where she gave a fleshy cheek a good squeeze. Every place she touched turned on lights that had been snuffed out two years before. 

Masturbation only went so far with a body as hungry for sex as Jeni’s was. She let out a muffled shriek, as her body swooned again. Celia’s mouth and teeth were glued to a tit, while her fingers teased her clitoris and moved deeper into her sex. Arousal quickly built to another enormous crescendo. “Oh yes…perfect…more…” she cried out. Suddenly, in an instant, the staggering climax hit. She spasmed hard against Celia’s hand, feeling as if her cumming body wouldn’t stop.

She’d awakened from a terrible slumber. Her body was done with being deprived and was now so fiercely aroused that there was no coming down from the physical high – not yet. Her skin craved even the slightest touch. Everything, from the silky sheets to the fragrance of Celia’s crotch to the lusty way the redhead kissed her lips, everything added to the cresendoing demands of her body.

As she writhed back and forth, the momentum built one more time, almost desperately this time. Inspired by Jeni’s raunchy exhibition, Celia abruptly plunged nearly all of her hand inside Jeni’s cunt. She was as close to being fisted as she’d ever been. Like a storm roaring through her, the orgasm continued for some time as Celia fucked her with a force that matched a man’s hard driving erection. 

“That’s it, little girl. You come for me.” Her voice was low and sultry and she spoke with clear resolve. “Yes, you come for me, slut. You come hard. Cause when you’re done, you’re going to use that pretty mouth of yours to get me off.”

The woman talked ‘Domme speak’ with effortless ease, as if she’d spoken with the same dominant fervor many times before. Jeni loved the conviction in her voice, but strangely, it was Jack’s face that suddenly appeared before her inner eyes. Why now? A reminder that Celia was not the dominant force to which she owed her devotion? Perhaps.

The fury of the lovemaking continued with repeated kisses, with more of Celia’s hand ramming into Jeni’s cumming cunt, until at last, the heat receded and the spasms dwindled. Their bodies pressed together, Jeni’s white skin against Celia’s tawny flesh. Tits to tits and cunt to cunt, wiggling and writhing as if they longed for cocks to satisfy deeper urges that women couldn’t satisfy on their own. Jeni felt it. She imagined that Celia did too. 

There was something lovely and yet sadly pointless about their yearning bodies and how they moved in unison. They could go to the ends of the earth with each other and not touch that mysterious inner realm that yearned to be released – the place only a man’s cock seemed to satisfy. They weren’t so much lesbians as lovers in limbo, waiting for that conquering hero from the world of men to arrive and sweep them into a place where their deepest sexual needs would be fulfilled. So much for 21st century feminism. 

It was too bad that longing for what wasn’t there took their minds away for even an instant, because for that amazing hour of loving they had something special. They would always lust for the other, and would think fondly of the moments they shared in Celia’s bed in Arles. They’d remember looking out the window to the clear blue sky and the rooftops of the old town. They’d remember the feel of hands, and perhaps the taste of wine on each other’s lips. For Jeni, there’d be the memory of Celia’s cunt, its sweet taste and the scent of her perfume, the feel of that delicate skin against her tongue. 

Juices flowed into Jeni’s mouth as Celia came. She thought of a cock joining her there at that moment. No matter that the image didn’t make much sense, there was something missing in this scene neither could give the other. Regardless of the time they’d carved out for themselves in this beautiful part of an ancient world, for Jeni it wasn’t spent with Celia alone. Perhaps, just as Jack was in her thoughts, Phillip, the dreamy doctor from home, was in Celia’s mind. 

After Celia climaxed the two kept touching, though less urgently now, allowing their hands to enjoy a few last moments of sisterly affection. 

“I can’t get enough of you…Damn, how I needed you…I wish we’d started this days ago.”

It didn’t matter who spoke; the feelings were the same for both. 

As they emerged from the sensuous bliss of sex, they began to disconnect in more than just the physical sense. The fantasy receded. They had other matters on their minds. 

“You have a boyfriend, don’t you?” Celia asked when she finally lay back against the bed and sighed. Her hand played with Jeni’s hair, while Jeni’s head rested on Celia’s stomach feeling the soft rise and fall of her lover’s breath.

“Not exactly,” she answered carefully.

“But you have someone to go home to?”

I’ll be here when you get back…she recalled Jack’s email. “Yes, I think I do.”

“Good for you, girl.”

“And that man you talked about. Phillip? He’s real?” Jeni asked.

“Oh, yes, in the flesh real.” Celia shifted her weight, her eyes lighting, and the two rose up and sat facing. Celia’s smile was the warmest and loveliest yet, eliciting a warm smile from Jeni in return.

“I’m glad. I like to think of you with a lover.”

“And you’ll have your lover, too.”

“It would be a big first for me since…” her mind checked out and she didn’t finish her thought, and wouldn’t. Rising from the bed, she moved to the table and brought back the plate of food and the second bottle of wine. “So, how did you know? I mean, about there being a man in my life?”

Celia chuckled. “I read a lot in those eyes of yours, the way they vacate for a time, off to somewhere else. Usually there’s a man involved when I see that look.”

Of course. The same far off look she’d seen in Celia’s eyes.

Small talk followed. But nothing about her on-line lover or sexual fantasy that was worlds beyond normal. No mention of master and slave, whips, chains, collars and bondage. They ate their cheese and bread and fruit, and drank the second bottle of wine – which was even better than the first. 

When Celia shot up from the bed and found her robe, Jeni sat up, too, and grabbed for her clothes. 

She was back in her room not long before her roommate arrived, telling tales of the dinner she’d had with her companions on the tour. They were both smiling as they headed to bed. 

Jeni hadn’t heard from Jack in two days and she missed his messages. Finally, a new one appeared in her email the next morning. 

“When you get home you’ll have to tell me more about being naked and staked in the dirt spread eagle. The temps have been cool here but warming up enough to make that scene possible. 

Here I sit watching the morning news and thinking about all those exotic places you’ve been visiting. Makes me want to get out of here and travel myself. Although I’d be going someplace where there’s an active BDSM scene. Would be even better with my slave on my arm. 

My battery is going dead, let me get charged up and I’ll be back. Jack”

There was a second email from the second missed day…


“I heard about the 3 day air traffic controllers strike, thought it should be over before you leave France, just what I want to do is be the bearer of bad news. Richmond, VA airport had a bomb scare and closed the airport.

By the way, saw a pic of a sub staked out in the dirt, rain begins. Before you know it the only thing that can be seen are her face and tits sticking out of the water. Not a fan of that one, too dangerous. And the cold water. I wouldn’t want to put my sub through that. I need some better ideas. How about some nice clover clamps on your nipples? Or a warm golden shower?

I was watching porn vids, nothing else to do while you’re away. The most creative ones are the lesbian vids, with some great ideas.

Wondering where you are today, which exotic places you’ll be visiting. And Celia? Enjoy whatever you’re doing. Jack”

***

What would she tell him about her night with Celia? The lust, the details or the guilt? 

Yes, guilt crept in to mar the loveliness of the evening. As absurd as it was, Jeni couldn’t help the feeling that she’d done something terribly wrong making love to her friend; and if she took the feeling far enough, she could feel a twinge of guilt. A betrayal of her master. For heaven’s sake, he wasn’t her Master! Not yet. 

The internet connection continued to be sporadic as the tour moved on from Arles for a brief stop in Nice before they left for the States. Jeni could already feel the tug of home pulling her away from France. She was tired and emotionally spent, and her thoughts so filled-up with more new sights that there seemed little room inside her psyche to take in another thing. 

But there was more, and none of it she wished to miss – wine tasting in a 12th century cellar in the hilltop village of St. Paul de Vence, then the Matisse and Chagall museums.  She loved wine and the ancient cellar, and the gentle buzz that seemed to sharpen all her senses. Her love affair with French art history couldn’t have ended better than amongst masterpieces painted by two of her favorite artists. As far as the Cote d’Azure in Nice, she was unimpressed and by then, really didn’t care. The beaches she knew in the US were broad and the sand soft, unlike the rocky shores of the Mediterranean. Who would even want to sunbathe along such a forbidding shoreline? The water was no more beautiful than the oceans and lakes of home. Home. 

If she’d learned anything from the tour, it was that you need to go to the heart of a place to gain any understanding of it – even to appreciate its singular beauty. Jeni had done that in every place they’d toured. But there was not enough energy left in her for Nice. In truth, her heart was no longer in France. 

After a long and exhausting day, she finally wrote to Jack:

“Celia and I had our moment. Over a bottle of wine and plate of bread and cheese we stripped down to naked and kissed. We lay together exploring bodies. The touch was heavenly. To be held and fondled, well, I have missed that so much. The orgasms…what can I say? Pleasure is pleasure in whatever form it comes. But I don’t think I’m bound for the world of women. There was definitely something missing – for us both. She has a doctor to go home to and I…well, I have you and me, whatever that brings (smile).”

She didn’t tell him about her feelings of guilt. Too soon for such confessions. Too close to the day they’d finally meet, when questions would be answered, the mystery of the other would be disclosed, and they could at last decide if the passion raised between them was real or just another fantasy. Her email reply:

“Okay, we’ll scratch “staked to the ground” for whatever you decide. Nipple clamps. Golden shower. We’ll have to see.

But just so you know, my mind is in a very naughty place right now, Sir.”

This was her last email to Jack from France.

His last email to her was brief:


“I’d say your night with Celia had a good end if you’re thinking of me not her. As far as your mind, something tells me that it is often in a naughty place. I like that place. 

We’ll talk when you get home, Jack”

 Part Two


 Chapter Five

“Regarding our first meet – since I’ll be driving through mid-afternoon, the State Park you mentioned sounds perfect. As long as you’re comfortable, I’m good. I thank you for your trust, but it is important that you take whatever precautions you need for this first time. Just send the directions once you decide. Looking forward to it. Time we finally met. Jack”

***

The initial five minutes of Jack and Jeni’s first meeting were a rollercoaster ride of self-revelation, brutal honesty and unexpected tenderness. She went in with her spirits high and her sexual arousal clutching at her like a clingy but adorable friend. It had been hard to sleep the night before, and the long wait until two o’clock in the afternoon arrived was torture. Getting out of her car, Jeni recognized him some distance away, and her first thought was relief – he was actually there! Then as she walked along the path between roller-bladers, runners and picnickers lounging in the grass, her heart skipped a few anxious beats. His picture didn’t lie – he was the same tall and handsome, dark haired man from his photograph – clean-shaven, determined eyes, inherent strength. She noted his solemn smile and cool regard, and the polite manner in which he rose to his feet and motioned her to sit. Sit. This was good. She needed a moment to relax and take a breath. Jack in the flesh went far beyond his picture; in fact, almost the moment she laid eyes on him, he took the agonizing arousal she’d lived with all morning to a whole other level. 

Within their first minute of conversation, he confirmed her expectations. Jack was friendly and easy-going. He seemed as safe to be with as the neighbor next door she’d known for the past ten years. But unlike that cheerful neighbor, she felt something bigger and darker behind Jack’s pleasing manner. She felt the force of his rooted, constant nature – he was solid, steady, and perhaps, most remarkably, his physical being radiated dominance and strength to a degree she felt from very few men. He made no grand show of the authority he exuded; it was just who he was. She knew he came upon this naturally, which was so much more attractive to her than Doms who affected a swaggering arrogance intended to prove their mastery. He had nothing to prove. 

In the back of her mind – and perhaps his, too – she worried that on seeing him, the powerful attraction she’d nurtured every long and amazing day in France might crumble during that first meeting. What if after the initial glance they wanted to walk away as their raging libidos suddenly dampened in the cold light of reality? That would have been a hard blow after all the explosive sexual promise of the previous weeks. What a relief to find that didn’t happen. Seeing him for the first time, there was no doubt in her mind what kind of man he was. She fell in love with the substance of his character – not that she was in love. It was too soon to think of anything that serious. But she had stumbled on a man who could get deeply under her skin, the kind of man she could love if the circumstances were right.

Sitting on opposite sides of the picnic table, they looked into each other’s eyes, gauging their expressions and reaching beneath the words they spoke into the subtleties of this first real life conversation. It had been a long time since she’d been immersed in the rooted essence of a dominant man, which was as close to heaven for Jeni as anything she could imagine. 

The sexual sparks were flying back and forth so fast that Jeni found it difficult to focus on anything but the physical experience of him. But all that suddenly changed when Jack’s demeanor turned serious and he began to speak about matters close to his heart. In the next few minutes, he shared with her his private pain, and she was swept into his story by the emotion that carried him there. She felt humbled that he would allow her so far inside his personal space with her having done little to earn his trust.

What he had to say wasn’t easy – as in downright awkward. And much to her surprise, his dark eyes teared up as soon as he began to confess the hard truth about his painful marriage. He spoke of that dreary relationship as if he really needed to explain himself – and perhaps he did. 

“We were both into the lifestyle, so I thought I’d made the perfect match.”

“And this was a Master/slave relationship?” Jeni asked. 

“It was supposed to be. But you could hardly call it that. When she was in the mood, maybe. Maybe.” She watched him think back in time and wince at the memory.

His bitterness rose, though there was little emotion behind it. More like a sad, resigned acceptance of the painful reality. And, of course, there were the tears he brushed from his eyes with obvious embarrassment. She fished through her purse for a Kleenex and handed it across the table.

“Thanks.”

“You sure you want to tell me more? We could let it lie for now?”

“No. I think you need the whole story,” he answered. “So you understand where I’m coming from.”

“Sure.” She reached out and took his hands in hers, and as she did, she felt the strength behind his grip, and saw in his tanned, muscled arms a virility that was just plain sexy. The candid revelations were personal and grim, and likely, a big leap for a man who kept his feelings close to his heart. That he offered such a candid glimpse of his pain made her own heart open wide to embrace him. 

His face seemed to darken as he continued. “She was ornery and manipulative, and routinely disobedient for a woman who was supposed to be an obedient slave. Might have led to some pretty hot correction scenes if she’d allowed it. But she’d get weird if I tried to punish her. She was high strung. High maintenance. And I married her for crissakes! Yeah, the sex was hot, when she bothered to get into it. But that was rare. And it got much worse the longer we were together.” 

“How long was that?”

“Ten years.” A long time. “I could see the writing on the wall after the first five, but I hung on, hoping…”

“I think it’s common to hang on. You want to hold out hope that things will change.”

He shrugged and shook his head despairingly. “She wanted to start playing with other Doms. I wasn’t too happy about that, but at least at the start, it seemed pretty harmless. Just dungeon scenes, nothing private, at least that I knew about. Then there was the shitload of my cash she went through so fast, I didn’t have a clue about it until the account was empty. When I started the divorce – which I knew she wanted too – she put up more roadblocks than the highway department in summer. I thought I never would be free of her.” He sat back and their locked hands disconnected as he took a deep breath. “She said she just wasn’t into being a slave, that trying that had ruined everything. She tells me that seven years after the fact…? Ironically, she was the one who put the idea in my head in the first place. She was the one who loved the extremes and swore that she was ready to bow to me for the rest of her life. I knew she was messed up, but I never figured that she’d turn on me so…” he stopped, struggling for the right word.

“So…?” Jeni waited. 

“Viciously.”

The word cut through every other word he’d spoken, going straight to the heart of his hurt. It wasn’t bitterness or anger Jeni saw now. Just another moment of sadness and, perhaps, regret. 

“There was a lot of other crap. She was screwing some Dom on her business trips to New York. I wasn’t surprised, though. It explained a lot. By then I couldn’t care less what she did. Even when she came back on her knees, begging…” He stopped for a moment as if he were unsure what to say next. “I just wanted out,” he finally continued. “You can see why I haven’t wanted a woman. I was done. I gotta be honest with you. Just being here with you is more than I ever expected of myself. The whole idea of another relationship makes me nervous.”

“Well, I thank you for being honest. But you are here now…” she said gently. Her heart swelled with compassion realizing how deeply he’d been hurt. She’d never felt like this with a man she’d just met, or with any man for that matter, except for the man she still mourned.

He smiled now, eyes glistening. He reached out for her this time, taking her hands in his and holding them with an almost unbearable urgency. She remembered their warmth as that fierce ‘Jack energy’ moved through her again.

“Yes, I’m here, and I’m glad I am.” When he said this her heart seemed to lift, and so did his. For just a moment, the magic of their meeting had taken such a dark turn that she wouldn’t have been surprised if he’d excused himself and left. But that magic only seemed to expand with this last confession. 

Jeni had tried hard during the previous few days not to imagine the meeting in advance, not wanting to spoil it with expectations. Good thing that she hadn’t. She could have never imagined what unfolded that day or where their conversation would lead. As open as he was about his past and his marriage, she spoke candidly about hers, and the grief she still carried with her. There were no tears on her part, which was almost surprising given how easily she could cry at the drop of a hat. Their hands didn’t part again until they finally moved away from the hurt and into the present. 

From that point on, the conversation breezed back and forth from subject to subject, from her life to his life, from vanilla to kink, from botany to teaching to advertising to blogs, all with a great deal of ease, and with no particular objective in mind. She could feel her physical desire for him rise and fall in beautiful waves, and not even the tiniest trace of mystery was lost during that brief rendezvous. Rendezvous, she liked the sound of that – as if it were something forbidden – which this was not. But at such a public meeting so much was left unsaid about the subjects they exchanged in their emails, about Master/slave, crawling before him on her knees, and serving him like a slavish female. Not that those subjects weren’t on their minds; not that there wasn’t a fresh burst of desire infusing the fantasies they craved. Neither one would forget the reason they were there – or the kinky sexual imperative that had driven the two most of their lives. Keeping their kink under wraps in a public setting was necessary, but it did nothing to diminish the fire that burned in them both. 

She liked being in Jack’s company. He conveyed in the flesh the same sort of blunt, steady resolve that leapt out at her from his emails, and during that one remarkable phone conversation the day before she left for France. He’d ordered up the nipple ties that day. She watched his eyes now, noting when they glanced at her tits. She purposely wore black ties underneath her white bra and tank top so he could glimpse the shadow of the yarn and know that the ties were there. He couldn’t help but notice. Regarding her failure to obey his first command while on her trip, and the items on her list of atonement, she wondered if he’d mention them. 

The sexual tension between them became so thick they could feel it on the skin, taste it in the dust. The air reeked with the heady fragrance of their desire. And then, much to Jeni’s great delight, all the pent-up sexual passion, artful fantasy and dangerous mystery that had sparked their affair seemed to coalesce in one illicit moment, when Jack couldn’t help himself and reached across the table to slyly stroke a nipple poking through her tank top. He just barely grazed the surface with the back of his finger, making the little slip of skin beneath her clothes more erect than it had been. Jeni’s pussy instantly spasmed. She tried to keep her response in check, but there was no doubt now that he’d seen the black nipple tie wrapped around that erect flesh, and that made her smile. 

“The nipple tie, right?” he said with a calculated smirk of approval. His eyes glittered darkly. She shuddered, suddenly wanting so much more from him.

She coyly pursed her lips before they broke out into a girlish grin.

“Yes, sir. I do what I’m told; I was hoping you would notice.”

“Oh, I noticed.” He was definitely beyond his sadness and into the heated moment. She loved the devious look in his eye – and what that look might come to mean. 

He stroked her nipple a bit longer. “I’m going to need to see these,” he said. 

“But not here,” she came back, gazing around nervously. 

“Of course, not here,” he said evenly. “Don’t panic. But there’ll be an unveiling soon enough.”

“I like the sound of that.” She could hardly contain her delight. How was it possible that this relationship could be so easy and feel so utterly natural?

“You just keep obeying orders,” he advised. The authoritative warning was enough to make her squirm against the table bench.

“I have no intention of disobeying you,” she assured him with a flirtatious grin. “I’m very clear about that.” She wanted to say that there was something genuinely unique about him that inspired this kind of slavish behavior, which was very true, but she stopped herself. She didn’t want to say too much, jump ahead of things, lay herself so wide open that she risked being hurt if the happy fantasy suddenly vanished.

He was likely clueless about the powerful effect he had on her. But he helped to keep her calm. Rather than feeling besieged by her desires, Jeni found within the physical energy he generated something unwavering and substantial that continued to keep her settled. He was the kind of man she needed. Everything he did seemed to douse her libido with lust. But he was prudent, reasoned and calm. Just being with him had a soothing effect on her nerves. 

He’d surprised her. Openness and vulnerability were not qualities she attributed to most Dominant men. And yet, Jack exhibited both that day. 

From the moment they sat down at the picnic table, Jeni imagined the first kiss. She watched his lips as he spoke. She licked her own involuntarily. Was it even prudent to kiss on the first date? Weren’t there rules for that? 

There’s something adolescent and vulnerable about a first kiss and all the passion that lies behind it. She wasn’t a horny teenager any more. But by the time they rose to leave, she was so horny that she wished she could tackle him to the ground and rut in the grass right there in the park. 

What she wanted was a kiss. 

Even one chaste kiss would be better than leaving without that first intimate contact. (No, holding hands didn’t count, even as special as that had been)

When they naturally gravitated toward each other, his arm went around her waist and hers around him. 

She gazed up into his eyes, speaking softly, “You suppose we could…could kiss?” she asked.

They were filled with the same dormant obsession. It had been far too long since either had faced a first kiss, and yet it happened naturally. Nothing awkward about it. The kiss was small and simple, but for Jeni it was the perfect first kiss. When he leaned down and their lips met, that tender touching generated a shiver through her body that raced like wildfire down her spine. He backed off and studied her face for one brief second, then kissed her several more times, each one delicate and subdued. The passion welled up through her body. Could he hear the rapid beating of her heart? Could he taste her longing, hear the blood rising though her veins? Each kiss fed her hungry need for tenderness and physical connection, and each carried with it the knowledge that neither of them had had enough to satisfy their longing. 

She quivered in his arms as the kisses lingered. Then at last, he gave her a warm hug, and finally pulled back. 

“I’d better be going,” he said with a regretful smile.

They walked hand in hand to the parking lot, and stopped beside her car. Staring into each other’s eyes, they kissed again. Then she climbed in her car and looked at him through the window. 

He smiled. “I’ll call soon.”

“I’ll be waiting.”

She watched him head for his green Jeep Wrangler, then waited until he’d pulled out of the parking lot and headed toward the Interstate before she started her car and drove into the street toward home. She already missed him and he hadn’t been gone but seconds. 

By the time Jeni arrived home, not fifteen minutes later, she could hardly remember what they talked about – perhaps it would come back to her later. But she would always remember the kisses, and the way they held each other’s hands, and the way his finger grazed her covered nipple as he felt the little black ties underneath her tank top. 

They agreed to meet again, for a very different kind of meeting. In private. Behind closed doors. She couldn’t wait for him to call. 


Chapter Six

“Just read your latest blog post, that sexy scene in the bar. I am beginning to think that the difference between fantasy and reality are only those things we haven’t done, not because we’re unwilling to. Many of the things you write about in your stories are not all that far-fetched. Just a thought.

My fantasy, placing a ring with a tiny ID tag in my sub’s snatch. The reality…it’s a lot closer than you might think. Quite frankly, I’m glad your nipple rings are gone. I like to suck the little things and rings only get in the way. I can remove the ties when I like, so the ties stay. You wear them for me, not because they’re pretty, they aren’t, but because when I think of you during my day, and imagine you with them on, it pleases me. That picture takes my mind away from my harried life with all its crazy complications. 

BTW, I found my leather cuffs and master locks. But not the collars. That’s fine. You should have your own, new relationship new collar. After what happened before…well, they could be lost forever and I wouldn’t mind. So, what does the ideal collar look like to you? Tell me first, then I’ll tell you what I imagine.

I know about your kinky scenes in private. How about in public, were you were shown off? And did it ever go further than being shown off?”

Thinking about that blog post is making me hard again. Jack”

Obviously, those nipple ties held a meaning for Jack that went beyond the small slavish observance she agreed to – and for the most part thought sweetly silly. Given the importance he placed on the tiny bows, she should take them more seriously. At the mention of a collar, she gulped back the immediate anxiety, and realized that Jack, bringing fantasy into reality, was just about the most thrilling thing she could think of at that moment. 

“Good morning, Sir. Yes, I think that ID tag is definitely in sight, and that excites me. And we’re in total agreement on the nipple rings. Mine weren’t rings, but curved barbells and the beads did show through my clothes…I was never comfortable with that, though I lived with it for quite a few years.

As far as being shown off in public. There was the auction and some other occasions when we played with our kink friends. I think of those as public even though they were actually in private clubs or homes. But there were also times when we went out in the evening. I’d dress in garter belt, nylons and a lacy bra, short skirt, sheer blouse and high heels. That was the look he loved. He liked it when other men looked at me and could get a little glimpse of a tit or see my skirt riding high up on my thigh. Any further than that? Not really. We certainly weren’t out for me to pick up men, if that’s what you’re thinking. 

It’s a beautiful morning here, the sunlight steaming through my porch window, (facing east). The light is beautiful. I’m so looking forward to Saturday! 

With a warm sexy hug… Jeni”

PS: You asked for my input on the collar. The links below are ones I like. I think the black leather is my favorite.”

“Hi there, before I forget, I will need directions to your house.

My thoughts on collars. It will be comfortable to wear, since you’ll wear it in my presence, at all times when we’re alone. I’d like for you to sleep in it, too, although we may need a sleeping collar for that purpose, one with less hardware. I have an old leather dog collar I’ll bring with me tomorrow that can serve as a training collar until you’re ready for the official one. It might be perfect for sleeping in as well. I’ll make that decision when I see you again.” 

Jack’s mention of the collar had her wiggling her ass against her seat. He certainly knew how to take control of a situation.

“In public, I expect you to be a classy slut. I’d like to see your nipples standing at attention, but only with me. I’m not much into displaying my sub in public. I don’t advertise what I do. If we went out in public with your nipples tied, a butterfly strapped to your clit, remote control and a plug in your back side, you’d be dressed in a classy black dress with no outward signs of what’s going on underneath. I am a private guy and want to keep it that way.

Speaking of tomorrow, I’d like you in nipple ties, of course, and I want you shaved. Your crotch stripped of every hair. Until then, Jack”

When he called around noon that day, the conversation was brief. He seemed more about action than talk, about seeing that she conform to the picture he had of her. Nipple Ties. Shaved. He didn’t ask for much, so she had little problem following his orders. There was no way she could mess this up. She wanted to show him how genuinely obedient she could be – especially after he’d been so forthcoming about the problems with his ex-wife. But Jeni did have her worries. There’d been a few times in the past when she’d run headlong into a command from her Dom that made her balk. The feeling had been instantaneous and there would be little way she could hide her feelings if that occasion arose now. However, this was a different time and very different dominant man. She wasn’t the same woman she’d been when her attempts at Master/slave had failed so miserably. There’d been nothing so far to suggest that their desires would clash, but she could be rather feisty and resistant when faced with a tough challenge. She prayed that wouldn’t happen – at least not their first time.

With Jack, Jeni saw her submissive desire in a new light. In so much of her kink life, she played a sub role, which could be a fun. But there was something very different in substance about surrendering to this man – what made the thought and the feel of him so explosive. Submission would be at a far deeper level than she’d known. She wanted to act on his orders, bow at his feet, surrender her body – all the familiar themes that had reverberated through her life, her stories, and her fantasies. Pleasing the man who owned the right to use her had become more important than her own pleasure – a far departure from the Jeni she used to be. 

Jack’s final remark before he hung up. “You’ll be shaving tonight…”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Very good. Don’t touch yourself afterwards. No playing. No getting off. Not until I’m with you.”

She bristled instantly, then sat back in her chair stunned, trying to come to grips with this unexpected order. How in the hell was she supposed to keep her hands off her cunt for an entire night? The thought of exercising such restraint was its own kind of sexy, but she hadn’t yet shaved, and already she could feel her horny pussy begging to be played with. 

After a long moment of quiet, she finally blurted out, “You really mean that, don’t you?” 

“I wouldn’t have said so if I didn’t.” Of course. He wasn’t a tease.

“Oh my,” she gasped. “You have no idea…”

“Oh, I think I do. But I want all that pent-up energy focused on me.”

Her entire body quickened. “Yes, Sir.” Did he really know what this would mean for her the rest of the night? Probably not. Or, he might suspect the truth and was playing the Master card, which he had every right to do in the D/s game they played. 

Jack’s command lingered in her thoughts all afternoon, which meant that she was nearly orgasmic by the time she climbed into the bathtub to soak and shave her legs, her underarms, and her horny snatch from backdoor to front. Each swipe of the razor produced another inner spasm, feeding a lust that had grown huge and voracious. She hadn’t had sex with a man in well over two years, why the hell wouldn’t she be horny? But this horny? This needy? This voracious?

Yes. She was all that.

Once she finished the delicate business, all she could think about was that he’d forbidden her to touch herself until he arrived. Certainly, she could keep her hands off her crotch for one night, one measly night and a long morning until he finally arrived. She tried a number of things to distract her – TV, reading, lots of deep cleansing breaths. Nothing worked. Her mind was besieged with thoughts of Jack’s visit; and her freshly shaved pussy just kept calling to her like a nagging bitch. One meager touch of a finger along her throbbing cunt would be all it would take for her to dismiss Jack’s explicit order and masturbate until she came.

She tried more deep breathing to settle herself, and when that failed to do the trick, she realized that there was nothing that would take her mind off her obsession. Rather than suffer in bed all night, she took her angst to the computer and began to write. A sudden flurry of words flew into her head then onto the screen until she’d exhausted herself and there was nothing left for her to say. 

She remembered the last time she felt the thrill of her inner fire pouring out in the same furious way, days before she left for France. She opened an email to knighthawk925 – no blog post this time – this was too personal to share with the world. Her focus was on him alone, the cause of her current state of sexual madness. 

“Dear Jack Sir,

I wrote the attached piece shortly after I shaved this evening. Obviously, your order not to touch myself has had quite an impact. This may be suitable for the blog sometime, but not now. Just for you. And please don’t take my whining seriously. I’m smiling happily – just impatient and absurdly horny. Until tomorrow. Jeni”

She attached the file labeled Combustible Matter and hit send. She wasn’t even sure he’d read it before he saw her, but it was out of her hands on its way to his, and that was all that she needed in order to settle down enough to get some sleep. 

Combustible Matter: I gotta write about this now because it’s all cluttered inside my head…

About how I shaved myself for him tonight, 

one side of my crotch to the other

And when my hand grazed the delicate flesh around my asshole, 

I thought of his erection sliding inside

When I touched my cunt

my entire body spasmed

Later, after his ordering me to shave my pussy 

and I announce to him when he calls that the shaving is done, 

he tells me not to touch myself;

not until he sees me, 

not until his fingers and his cock and his mouth

let loose the sexual harlot pent up inside this hungry crotch

Obeying his command to keep my fingers off my pussy

my inner muscles tighten on air

feeling emptiness

and longing

desire, leaping on desire

I’m wet, wet against everything now

the chair

the sheets

the edge of the table

the fender of my car

hell, I’d fuck a lamppost if there was one in front of me

but that would be verboten too

I suppose

Not touch myself?

That seems impossible for a randy slut like me.

Does he know that every time I stop myself from doing 

what’s been naturally mine to do forever and always,

that every time I reach for that wet place between my thighs

and stop myself from going further—

because he’s laid this order on me—

that I think of him?

Remember him?

And recall the simple fact that he’s claimed my body as his

It’ll be twelve hours of torture until I see him

til I greet him at the door 

and lay myself wide open

for this hands, 

his cock

his mouth 

I can do nothing right now to satisfy this urgent, pressing need in me

except write

except pour myself into something useful 

and smile as my pussy spasms on the empty air

remembering him. END

***

Jeni managed to survive the night unscathed, although she didn’t sleep well, and her hungry crotch kept nagging at her until she finally climbed from bed and began her day. She checked her email first; Jack’s was the only message she wanted to see:

“When I opened my mail this morning the screen caught fire. Was that hot! I’m hard and ready. A hug, a warm sloppy kiss on your left nipple and a smack on your bare ass. See you later, slut. Jack”

There was no quelling the fire he’d raised in her. Look what you’ve made of me, you sorry, bastard! she wanted to scream. Although alongside that wretched inner voice was another, whispering, today’s the day, slut, smiling all the while.

***


Jeni could hardly remember his face, and yet with that first glance, as he stood on the other side of the screen door, her memory swiftly returned. She smiled and let him inside. 

Then the door closed quietly on the rest of the world. They were alone.

When she turned back to him, few words were spoken. They began to kiss. At first the kisses were sweet and delicate, just as they’d been in the park. But then there were longer ones when their mouths opened and their hands began the first awkward exploration. Feeling her desire immediately well up, she pushed her hungry crotch toward his hand.

“Please, sir, please touch me. You have no idea how difficult my night was.”

“Difficult huh?” He seemed almost pleased that she was suffering, though he pressed his hand to her crotch as she hoped he would. It didn’t matter that her black jersey sundress kept him from feeling bare flesh or going deeper where her clit was pulsing and hard. The dress would be gone soon enough. The feel of his hand brought her arousal to the surface, and then, with very little effort, her body exploded in a painfully exhilarating spasm – one so strong that she fell against his chest for support. She took a moment to enjoy the firm feel of his surrounding arms.

“Oh my, it’s been so long,” she gasped. The cum, his warm body against hers – she felt as if she’d come back to life.

“A long time for me too,” and he dropped his hand from her crotch. 

A moment later, he broke free of her and began to make his way around the house, sizing things up by the look it. She followed like a dutiful pup wondering what he had in mind. 

He was inside her house at last, and she was relieved to finally have him there. Yet it still seemed odd that a man she hardly knew was there invading her space, spreading his energy about her home as he surveyed the rooms. They’d had lengthy conversations about sexual matters; they’d talked a lot of fantasy, but what did she really know about him? She was in a vulnerable position. Her libido shifting into an unfamiliar gear. With the sex and lust and the spontaneous combustion of this first meeting driving her forward, all she could do was cling to her gut level belief in his goodness and trust that her instincts hadn’t been off the mark. By the time he walked through her door, there was little way she could slam on the brakes. And certainly not now.

“How about the porch?” he nodded to the back of the house, to her personal sanctuary where she read and wrote and answered his emails. 

Once on the porch, she stood before him with her eyes fixed on his face, while he sat on the sofa and stared up at her. Her heart raced and her sex hungry body felt the heat in his steady gaze. She wished she knew what he was thinking.

“It’s time I got a good look at you,” he finally broke the unnerving silence. “Take off the dress.”

Jeni shuddered with excitement hearing the command. Such a simple order, and one she expected. She only needed to lift the thin shoulder straps to get started, however the idea of undressing before him generated a new wave of fear. Fingers trembling, she slowly eased the straps off her shoulders to unveil herself, and as the dress dropped to the floor, she stepped out from the puddle of jersey material and kicked it aside. Other than the nipple ties she was entirely naked as she stood before him. She’d imagined this scene many times. What she didn’t anticipate was the rash of new worries that suddenly plagued her. Would he find her physically attractive? Would her naked body turn him on? Was she the slave he dreamed of, or did this first unveiling leave him disappointed? He’d be too kind to say so, if he were. But how would she know? Her thoughts had disintegrated into a mess of concerns and questions – what any woman must face when they first appear naked before a new lover. Having been with one man for so long, she’d missed this part of relationship drama, along with all the anxious heartache, and awkward moments that go with it.

Jack did nothing to allay her concerns. He looked at her passively and without comment, not even a raised eyebrow. She silently begged him for some clue to his feelings, but rather than put her worries to rest, he simply moved on. “Let me see your clit ring.”

The metal ring was tucked in between her labia, pulled up and resting by the side of her clit. Most of the time, she hardly knew it was there. 

Her hand moved to her crotch where she felt her smoothly shaved labia. She loved the feel of that silky skin, though she was immediately reminded of how horny she was. She really didn’t need more titillation poured into the moment. She pulled the stainless circle from between her sex lips so he could see it dangle from her clit. Would he know how much that clit pulsed painfully, how it had grown aroused and hard? How his eyes staring at the ring made her clit ache? She hadn’t touched her crotch in over twelve hours – except for a cursory cleansing in the shower that morning where the washcloth did most of the work. She might wonder why her unthinking obedience to this mystery of a man mattered so much. But that wasn’t a question she could easily answer. To the vanilla world sexual submission must look like a silly game, but it was not a game to her. And certainly not something she could dismiss, especially when this piece of her seemed to have been hardwired into her psyche at birth. 

“Nice,” he said of the ring, though he gave it only a cursory inspection. “You didn’t touch yourself last night? Didn’t play with your pussy?” he asked. 

“No, Sir.” He remained solemn and earnest. 

“So turn around and let me see the rest of you.”

She turned one-hundred and eighty degrees, and presented her backside to his face, which wasn’t want he wanted. 

“All the way,” he prompted.


She finished the 360 degrees with her nerves so on edge that she could hardly keep her balance. Standing before him again, she stared into his eyes. He’d seen her from all angles, so what did he think? 

He made no comment, although he motioned with his finger for her to continue turning. “Let me see your ass again.”

She took a breath to calm her nerves, and turned again so he could have a good look at her behind. She felt his eyes zero in on her ass, and that made her shudder, but not nearly as much as it might have if she were staring into his stoic face. His cool self-control alarmed her, but he was so like the fantasy doms she created in her stories that she had to wonder if the man had been handpicked for her by some sexual goddess, with the intent of driving her insane with lust. As he leaned forward and gently stroked the soft flesh of her ass, a tremor of excitement traversed her body, making every nerve light up. 

Did he feel her desire? Had he any clue how his scrutiny of her affected her arousal?

If only he would move his hand deeper and play with her more forcefully. Her body wanted to be broken loose. If only. If only he would… 

But then he dropped his hand as he delivered his next command, “Bend over.” Another sharp spike of desire shot through her crotch as she obeyed the order and bent at the waist. She knew what was coming next. “Open your cheeks,” he said, just as she expected. Bent over, cheeks pulled wide was an act of compliance, inherently degrading, but one any submissive would expect in a D/s relationship. Despite her embarrassment, the humiliation was a turn-on and the command had her body smoking hot. She needed to cum. Soon. 

Now. Please don’t make me wait! she silently pleaded.

But there was no hurrying the man. He was in charge, not her, and despite her explosive desire, she would do what she was told, even if his measured, steady pace made her crazy. 

Surrender, Jeni. This is what you do. 

It wasn’t as if she hadn’t done this before in her submissive life. She had. But this was a new relationship, and the way she saw it, there was nothing more intimate or humbling than exhibiting herself so lewdly before a man she barely knew.

She hesitated briefly, then finally reached back, grabbed her ass cheeks and pulled them wide apart so he would be staring directly at the puckering bud hidden there and her sex beneath. If he didn’t already sense her intense arousal, the physical evidence would be clearly apparent once he saw her pussy glistening with her juices. 

He reached out and ran his fingers deftly along her anal cleft, where she knew the recently shaved flesh was as smooth and soft as her labia. His touch was light, like a delicate whisper, and she quaked as his fingers grazed the sensitive flesh. Again, there was no direct response from Jack. There seemed something quite calculated about the inspection, as if he were deliberately setting her apart from him. They weren’t equals in this world of theirs. He was Dom. She was sub. Her slavish surrender was a given. She felt Jack’s strength through his fingers as he probed her forbidden territory. She imagined more – a few slaps, a squeeze or two, the hard fucking action of his hand inside her cunt. He could bring her to climax within seconds if that was what he chose. But instead of fulfilling her wish, he withdrew his hand and sat back against the sofa. 

“Now back upright and turn around.” Once Jeni faced him again, he reached to a small leather case at his side from which he pulled out a black bag. “Let’s put these on,” he said, while handing her the bag. 

Jeni recognized the rattle of metal even before she opened the drawstring and pulled out the ankle and wrist cuffs along with a serious number of brass locks. 

“The locks are all keyed the same,” he said.

Smart idea.

She waited, shivering and jittery, until he nodded his head. “Go on, put them on.”

His blunt manner took some getting used to, although she was reminded of the voice in her head that had been commanding her for so many years. Jack’s was not unlike that stern voice, though this was no phantom Dominant speaking. The authoritative voice emanated from the warm, sexy man sitting on the sofa before her. 

Her head was swimming as her fingers nervously fumbled with the heavy cuffs and the locks. She must have looked like a total dimwit, as she struggled to fit the smaller pair around her wrists, prompting Jack to reach out and assist in the process. She smiled at him chagrinned, although he didn’t seem to mind that she needed his help. 

His warm hands were soothing and the inherent kindness of the gesture warmed her heart. Her nerves eased somewhat. Once the cuffs were locked, he reached down and fitted the second pair snuggly around her ankles. He secured the locks with an ease that suggested that he’d done this more than once. With the cuffs in place, the weight of the leather and metal made her feel owned and mastered. A well-worn fantasy that she’d written about many times had suddenly been given a fresh burst of life, and now felt far more real to her than it had ever been. 

While she was still getting used to the new feeling, Jack turned back to his leather bag and pulled out another length of leather, this one about an inch wide, with a stainless steel buckle and slim ‘O’ ring at the center, but no lock. 

He held it up for her to see. “I think it makes a good training collar,” he said. She smiled, in fact, she was almost giddy with delight as she viewed the collar.

“This is getting real, isn’t it?” she gasped.

“Let me put it on you,” he said then he rose to his feet and moved in behind her. He buckled the leather around her throat, adding as he did, “If I attach a leash, I’ll turn the buckle and ring to the front. But it’s fine like this for now.” 

Jeni didn’t know if the collar or cuffs had the greatest effect on her arousal, but certainly together, they made for one powerful, erotic cocktail. She was feeling a little lightheaded from the sudden wave of desire, but she had little time to adjust to the feeling. His next order was direct and to the point, and another reminder of her status in this new relationship. 

“Now on your knees where you belong.” He sat back down, opened his thighs wide, and drew her further toward him with the not-so-subtle implications in his posture. She was trembling so much that it was a relief to be off her feet, although as she crawled toward him, her eyes were suddenly riveted on his hands – unbuckling his belt, pulling it from around his waist, and laying it beside him. He saw her wide-eyed expression fix on the symbol of her lifelong dance with sexual darkness. “I know what you’re thinking,” he commented. We’ll get to that soon enough, but first you have some work to do.”

He didn’t need to unzip his fly to communicate his wishes. Her hands instantly flew to his crotch, though she was suddenly mindful that she was wearing cuffs with dangling locks and she needed to be careful. Taking a deep breath, she unzipped his shorts and reached inside. He was warm. His cock erect. His balls soft beneath his erection. With some trepidation she gently reached deeper into his jockeys and caught a whiff of the testosterone-laden musk emanating from his crotch. The dizzying aphrodisiac had her inner muscles clenching and her mouth eager to taste his flesh.

His skin was almost hot to touch and his earthy fragrance intensified as she pulled his penis free. Then her face dove to his crotch with her lips opening wide to bring his cock inside her mouth. She sucked and lapped and tongued and kissed the rising erection, then started all over again in an act of adoring worship that she seemed to need as much as he did. The cuffs and locks rattled as she worked him with her mouth, and her pleasure expanded as the organ thickened. She felt humbled and unexpectedly aroused by the act of giving him head.

Several times, she pulled back to catch her breath, and when she went back down it was to take him deeper, to the back of her mouth and down her throat. She gagged once, maybe twice, but that didn’t deter her. She caught her breath and went back down again, and again, and again. As if she couldn’t get enough. She couldn’t remember why she thought she wasn’t oral. She hadn’t been in the past, but now, her body brightened in amazement as if this were an entirely new experience in pleasure. When his muscled thighs closed against her torso and squeezed, she felt bound and contained. In his control. His. His slut. His ravenously servile wench. Her arousal spiked and her body shivered with spasms. 

Could she ever get enough of this? 

Each time she went down on his cock her frenzied passion rose another degree. 

There was but one single thought traveling through her brain, as she worked his rising organ: she wanted nothing but his pleasure. Her own physical response was left to drift because sucking his erection had become far more important to her than her bossy crotch with its insatiable demands. This was what being selfless felt like. What submissive meant. How digging deep for someone else’s pleasure looked, smelled and tasted. Never before had being intimate felt this way—

—Because of him, because in some mysterious way he had reached inside her sexual psyche and, grabbing onto an unfamiliar piece of her, shook it awake from a long slumber. 

How was this even possible? She knew herself well. She’d probed, studied, analyzed, and examined her behavior, neuroses and deepest feelings. She’d dealt with sexual repression and had awakened her spirit and body in a long and beautiful relationship, only to now find something unexpected and new arising with unanticipated fervor. 

He grabbed her hair when her focus faltered and shoved her head back to his cock. She loved the power behind that move; not to mention the man’s dogged determination to have her give him the pleasure he’d so long denied himself.

She might have hesitated in the past, but there was no hesitation now, just unwavering obedience – of the kind that needed little instruction. She instinctively knew exactly what the moment required. Hearing him gasp with satisfaction as his pleasure magnified, she smiled inwardly. Happy. Happy inside this tiny world of his cock and her zealous adoration of that proud member.

Soon, her mouth was filled with a sweet and familiar taste. The taste of pleasure and cumming as his cock began to ejaculate, and his thick juices flooded into her mouth. She lapped them greedily, savoring the taste and smell of cum. She gulped the thick substance and let it slide down her throat. Meanwhile, in a show of authority, he kept his hand at the back of her head to be certain that she’d remain exactly where she was until he was ready to free her. 

His thighs intensified their hold as she came down on him one more time, and the last of his cum shot into her mouth. She swallowed greedily. Her lips were wet and shining when her head finally drew back. She could have gone down on him again, but he was finally spent.

With Jack’s cum drying on her mouth, Jeni sat back and took a long deep breath. Her lips tasted salty and sweet. She couldn’t believe that she’d found so much satisfaction without having cum herself. 

She checked his face for a reaction. 

Jack’s cool reserve had finally softened, something she discovered in his eyes, and in the gentle smirk that appeared on his face. He didn’t need to tell her that she’d pleased him. A little elaboration on his part might have been nice – a way to soothe any lingering concerns, but he really didn’t need to say anything at all. She knew. 

“You’re a slave, Jeni,” were the first words out of his mouth.

The comment caught her off guard. Stunned by the unexpected claim, it took a moment to register. This was not what she expected him to say. “What was that?” 

“You’re a slave. You may have thought yourself a sub, but you are a slave.”

He spoke as if he spoke for God. As if he’d brought down the tablet from Mt. Sinai inscribed with the truth of her. Fact, not supposition, speculation or food for thought. He made his pronouncement, and though she initially resisted the claim, she couldn’t quibble with the way that word slave made her feel inside. It seemed to crawl from the first mention of it into every cell of her body, awakening something dormant inside that was calling to her like a long lost friend. 

She shook her head, mystified by the idea – and in particular how very certain he was of his claim. “I still don’t know about that,” she finally blurted out because she didn’t know what else to say. But she did know. She was dazed and lightheaded. “How could you come up with this…so, so soon?”

“Soon? It’s been over a month we’ve talked around the subject. You were the one to put the idea back on the table – you said it yourself when you were still in France. I’m just telling you what I know to be true. It’s who you are.”

She was not one to argue, not with a dominant man with his kind of deep conviction. She’d keep her opinions to herself if she disagreed. But at the moment she couldn’t object and she wasn’t sure she wanted to. After witnessing her slavish behavior of the last hour, slave felt as real to her as any description of her sexual character that she ever considered. But how could he see so clearly what had eluded her for so many years – based on one blowjob? The love of her life had not seen it. Suddenly a man who barely knew her figured it out in one meager hour. 

A flurry of reasons and explanations overloaded her mind. She’d always been a quick study. When something fit, it felt right and she knew it. Revelation was instantaneous, not something to nitpick or dissect. 

And now, as if the heavens had opened up, the truth dawned on her. Why hadn’t she seen it before? Her mind still struggled to believe it. Slave not sub. It had been an intellectual discussion in their emails. But there was nothing intellectual about the way she felt now when it came to submissive vs. slave. She felt the truth in her head and heart and in her bones, making old arguments against Jeni as slave seem foolish now. 

Of course, the love of her life couldn’t see it. This wasn’t his kind of kink. He didn’t want a slave, and didn’t expect her to be one. They’d toyed with the idea, and even attempted to take on the roles of Master and slave, but they couldn’t pull it off. Their relationship had its operating manual written in the first years, starting over with a new rule book after ten years together wasn’t a feasible option. Master/slave was her kink not his. Despite his naturally dominant nature, which worked on many levels in the kink world, he wasn’t hardwired the way she was. He wouldn’t see the slave in her. 

But Jack did.

With Jeni still trying to sort out his astounding claim, Jack jumped into her thoughts again, “You’ve never been owned, have you?” 

This time, her response was immediate. “No! That’s not true. I was owned!” she blurted out. She was nervous, almost shaking, hot and flustered and thinking too fast for her to find any clarity about the matter. It had always been a given, and she went on the defensive now. “He owned me! I never, ever doubted that I was owned – and I mean in a lifestyle manner owned.”

Jack wasn’t convinced. He shook his head, repeating his contention. “I don’t think so, Jeni. I don’t think you were ever really owned.”

She continued to resist, and dug in now to support her belief. “Of course, he owned me. He adored me, took care of me, protected me. I was his and I belonged to him. It was a given, and something we both loved about our life.”

“I’m sure he took care of you,” Jack spoke more gently this time. “But owning is something very different.”

And he knew?

She thought back to the twisted history of her sex life and all the places it had meandered for twenty years. “I don’t know,” she shook her head, “I’m going to have to think about it.”

“Do that. But tell me, do you feel owned now? Did you feel owned the last hour?”

“Yes. Of course, I did.” How could she possibly deny that after the way she obeyed without a moment’s hesitation? The way she worshiped his cock with such a mind-boggling result? Serving him was a want so compelling that she was still stunned by her selfless behavior. At that very moment, he could have commanded of her something else, something that would have pushed the envelope even more than the blow-job, and she would have unthinkingly obeyed.

“This has nothing to do with you and me, with my owning you, or you and I being Master and slave. Time will tell if we get to that. Regardless, you are a slave.” And you might as well accept that because I know what I’m talking about, he might as well have added. That’s what he was thinking. “As far as owning you – that’s something that will come with being your master. It’s good that you already feel my ownership. I think we know where this relationship is headed.”

The last thing she expected of this first sexual meeting was to have assumptions she’d taken for granted about her sexual nature challenged on such a fundamental level. 

But maybe he was right. Previous ownership had been about her heart and spirit. Jack was talking about being sexually owned. Her body belonged to him. Her obedience was a given. All of this had been talked about in their emails, but it was real now. Not theory. Not fantasy. A scary, awesome, titillating thought, but one that set her crotch ablaze. 

By Jack’s definition, no man had ever owned her. And he was right. She’d always held back. There was always something in reserve she never freely gave. She’d thought of herself as being owned, but not beyond a dungeon scene, a trip to the cross, or over a spanking bench. During the auction, her obedience had been a temporary gift. A titillating adventure. An evening’s entertainment. But once she emerged from the subspace high a day or two later, being a slave lost its allure. A Master/slave relationship was tough to sustain when neither party was convinced that this could be a 24/7 reality, and they both longed for their easy, but less titillating relationship to return.

With Jack, surrender and obedience were natural – what had driven them into this relationship and fueled it now. Her inhibitions fell away. Being submissively at his feet was where she belonged. This was being owned, and this was what her heart desired.

Jeni had no rational explanation for the feeling she had now. Becoming slave was an act of liberation that made her free to express the private piece of her that could only be realized when she selflessly gave herself to a master. She couldn’t deny what was so clear to her now. She trusted Jack. She felt safe with him. Maybe she was reckless to accept his mastery of her so quickly. But it didn’t seem as if she had a choice. Her own behavior and the beautiful feeling of surrender were proof enough. 

Suddenly, Jack was on his feet. “In the bedroom,” he ordered, as he pushed her in that direction and followed closely as she headed off. 

She saw his belt curled inside his fist, his muscled forearm flex, the tight grip of his fingers around the end of the leather. She was about to orgasm before he laid on a single smack. 

“C’mon, let’s get going,” he urged impatiently. He gave her ass a mean whack to keep her moving. Once in the bedroom, he fired off a crisp, “Over the bed!” and she practically dove to the end of the mattress, and lay against the cool comfort of the flowered quilt, trembling. Not a second later, the leather landed on her pushed out behind with enough force to shake her to her toes and fingertips, and have every nerve ending alive with the sudden thrill of that delicious pain. 

“Oh my, yes…” she gasped in awe.

The smacks that followed were rough, and she screamed and squirmed against the bed. “Shit! That’s fucking nasty…” 

“This is what you want, slave,” he reminded her.

“Yes, Sir!” she shouted back. She wriggled her reddening derriere, taunting him for more – which he gave her. “Oooo yes.” 

“You are fucking nasty!” he exclaimed.

The punishment was relentless, and soon the pain was too much to take. “Ouch! Dammit!” She wished he’d stop – at least for a moment – so the fierce pain would ease.

“Fuck, that hurts!” She determinedly tried not to buckle beneath the intensity of his blows. But each time the belt landed, it was getting harder to do.

Jack finally paused. “Too much?” he asked.

She could have stopped him, but she really didn’t want the scene to end. “No, no, not yet—” 

“Good. Perhaps you need this as much as I do.” He started in again, although this time he began with softer blows, slowly building in intensity until pain hardly felt like pain and feelings of pleasure arose from every smack. Like she had at the start, she pushed her ass out to greet the belt, taunting him as she’d done before. “If ever there was a slut who needed this, it’s you,” he declared, and another nasty smack landed on the center of her two smoldering cheeks. 

“Oh fuck!” she cried. “That fuckin’ hurt!”

“You love the hurt, you whore.”

And now whore! He called her whore. She winced. She wasn’t a whore, but, oddly, the word worked; whore made her feel sluttier than she already felt. Like, take me to the edge and back, and don’t stop until you do! 

The belt rained down until she could take no more. Apparently, Jack sensed this because he laid the leather down. 

Jeni sighed, glad for the break and the warm sweet feeling that continued on beyond the pain. If he would only fuck her now. But Jack wasn’t ready yet.

From the pile of kinky toys she’d laid out on the nightstand, he chose a braided leather cat with three two-foot talons that cut viciously into her hot behind. He was careful, methodical and precise with the whipping, spacing each strike so she felt it, from the painful impact to the tingling heat that lingered afterwards. What a lovely way to begin. And so sweet the feeling of surrender. But after the first dozen strikes, he picked up speed and the intensity increased. Her body flinched every time the cat struck. Her anguished cries rose in volume, and he answered with another several hard, hurting cuts – as if she hadn’t had enough. 

Suddenly, she shrieked. He’d hit the tender flesh at her side, and at the sound of her dreadful cry he stopped. “You had enough yet?” 

No! She hadn’t had enough. The pain was her aphrodisiac.

“More, please,” she pleaded.

But what he delivered next, against her back and shoulders, was not what she expected. The sensation took her into another place – something Old World about being flogged like a naughty penitent. The space in her mind expanded into the feeling as the cat rained down its pain and its beautiful woe. Fixed to the end of her bed, she took the punishment, not even sure now in which century she lived. Driven to her knees in some medieval dungeon. Punished in a 19th century workhouse. Flogged by Roman soldiers against a whipping post. Could have been in any of a hundred lifetimes. But it didn’t matter when. The prettiest feeling in all the world was being that reduced, subdued and surrendered. Surrendered. There wasn’t a word as lovely in the English language as surrendered, never a feeling of bliss as heavenly as being surrendered to the slave inside her soul.

When he aimed for her ass again, he wasn’t kind. The talons hit at the top of her cheeks, and the base of her fleshy bottom where the hurt was harder to bear and she couldn’t help crying out. “Oh fuck, that hurts!” she finally vented. Did he hear that as a plea? Encouragement? One hard strike against the sweet spot in the middle of her behind where it wasn’t so painful was what she needed now, but Jack was done.

He dropped the cat into her bedroom chair and collected her body, pulling it off the mattress and into his arms. He held her cuffed wrists behind her, bound by his steely grip, while her throbbing ass rested against his thighs. He played with her tits, pinching the flesh, squeezing her nipples then twisting them like a heartless sadist. Then his hand dropped lower, and moved deep into her crotch, with his fingers fishing around for the bud hidden inside her labia. He finally found the ring and gave it a sharp yank.

“You nasty bastard!” The bastard word slipped out unexpectedly.

“Bastard?” he spat back. 

“Sorry, Sir.”

He yanked down again. “You don’t like the way I yank your clit?”

“Oh, but I do!”

“That’s what I thought, slave.”

He abruptly released her hands and spun her around. “Let me see it again.”

She stood upright as he backed off. He needed to see her clit ring? Breathless. Stunned. Pouting. And overawed by what she’d just suffered. She needed to cum, and cum hard. And still  he denied her. 

She breathed heavily, attempting to cool down. Then she reached between her thighs and between her plumped-up labia, and pulled out the metal ring – which was no longer a ring at all anymore. The curved bar did not connect at the ends. With small beads screwed onto either end, there was just enough space left to fit a larger captive bead that would turn the hoop into a complete circle. She’s always liked the way it looked. However, with one of the smaller beads lost in a hotel room in Paris, the large captive bead no longer fit. Had losing that bead been a sign that things were changing in her life? 

After carefully inspecting the piercing, Jack did what every Dom would be tempted to do. With his eyes drilling into hers, daring her to waver her gaze, he pulled the curved loop down until he saw the pain written in her wincing expression. He kept on tugging with the cold, critical cruelty she loved. He watched her valiant struggle to remain silent, unaffected by her obvious distress.

Then, at last, he smiled, “Very good, slave,” and he let go. “You need a ring there, so I can hang my ID tag.”

“You think so?” Her face brightened at the thought. “Like you own me?” The tension between them had eased. 

“Yes, I own you.” 

“So, what kind of tag?”

“I’ll have one engraved. How about Property of Jack Hawking?” He toyed with her clit a little longer, then moved a single finger into her slit and let that finger fuck her slowly.

Property of Jack Hawking. Sounded like the most lovely idea in the world – she was all his. And at that moment captive to the way his fingers worked her pussy. 

The building spasms hit her hard, in her belly and all the way down to her toes and everywhere. She hadn’t come – but it wouldn’t take much. “If you could please…” she begged. With every slutty, sexy sway of her hips, and breathy gasp, her body beseeched him. Oh my. He had enslaved her!

She needed to cum.

He looked on her amused, “You horny little wench.” 

His smirk was sly when he drew her body close. Their eyes met. Hers yielding. His hard and focused. Their lips crushed together for a kiss that was like no previous kiss – one that cemented his ownership of her. His fingers jammed themselves inside her cunt, and he rocked it with every insistent cock-like thrust. He drove his hand into the juicy hole, again and again and again, enough that somewhere in the midst of the fucking, she began to cum, cum hard and hotly. She twisted inside his grasp, then she threw her head back and cried out, “Gawd yes! Yes, yes yes…” while she clung to him for support. Her face grimaced in pain and her crotch and hips shuddered from the explosion until she could hardly stand. At last she slumped against his chest, exhausted by every fuckingly wonderful thing that had happened in their last hour. 

“You are one needy slut,” was his only comment.

She could only nod her head; she had no voice left.

They ate cheese and crackers and drank a full-bodied Cabernet to soothe away the rough edges of the awkward minutes. There had been nothing awkward about their ferocious sex, but being in each other’s company in the sexual aftermath left them grappling for ways to transition from the heated clash to something more normal, more vanilla. Or was that even possible? When did Master/slave end and vanilla begin? Or did they? They’d never considered moments like this one, when dressed again, they sat on at the kitchen counter, searching for something meaningful to say. Jeni didn’t know how to act or what frame of mind to adopt. Slavish? Friendly? Cheery? Yielding…funny…self-revealing? How did new lovers communicate? It was all a mystery to her. All new. All so different from the comfortable ease of the relationship she’d known.

“I’m still nervous,” she finally spouted out. 

“Not easy for me either.”

She could hear the light in his voice, and see the smile on his face broaden in a way it hadn’t before. 

“You do look more relaxed,” she said.

“And you’re not as nervous as you were.”

“True,” she admitted. She cocked her head feeling girlish and coy, batting her lashes flirtatiously, like she might have done when she was seventeen. She felt like a young girl again. Something new and beautiful was growing within her spirit, and she wanted to grab on for dear life and hold it to her so the feeling wouldn’t disappear. 

Maybe because of the wine the conversation began to flow a little easier with the first awkward moments behind them. However, after the wine and the cheese and crackers, her body was beginning to swim with lust again. Her crotch began to pulse and she wiggled it against the stool beneath her. Then with hardly a thought in her head about where it would lead, she lifted her leg and pressed the ball of her naked foot against his covered crotch enjoying the feel of that warm soft place against her toes. She teased him with the naughty motion of her massaging foot and her dancing eyes, until he could no longer ignore the come-on.

“You telling me you’re horny again?” 

“Humm. I suppose I am.” She was a long way from having enough of him. His body, his hands, his chest and eyes and kissing lips. So far, she’d only had a meager taste – though a terrific one it had been. She needed more. And when it might have been in her nature not to initiate – was it even proper for a slave to initiate? – she couldn’t hold back. Her body made her bold. It spoke when she could not. It hid nothing when it was aroused, and it was aroused now. No fucking way would she accept one orgasm, one blowjob.

He may not have understood that – he’d been a man without sex for far too many years of bitter resignation. But he no longer needed to be that man, and she would show him that if she could show him anything. He offered her his mastery, while she offered him what she knew about intimacy and breaking open to life at the edges. To mystery. And wonder. And the hottest sex on the planet. She knew what she brought to their relationship. At least for one beautiful moment in time, she experienced real power behind her sexual submission. Surrender had shown her what she was made of and she loved how it felt. She could only imagine what lay before her.

“I want to go back to the bedroom,” she said to breach the silence that had fallen between them. 

“You would, huh?” He had a cocky kind of half smile half smirk that elicited a girlish giggle from her.

“I would.” She slid from the stool, grabbed for his hand and gave him enough of a tug to bring him to his feet. He allowed her to lead, but only until they crossed the threshold of her bedroom. Once there, she was on her knees again, between his legs, pulling down his shorts and finding the cock she’d so happily brought back to life just an hour before. She sucked, and sucked hard, drinking in his scent, then she took his balls into her mouth and carefully rolled them about with her tongue. Her neck ached from the awkward position but she wouldn’t stop until he said so, and he was too far gone to want anything but more of her warm, wet mouth. She was a freely surrendering female, ready to give him anything he wanted. How could he resist her devoted efforts to please him?

When he tired of standing, he pulled her up with him and onto the bed, pushing her head back to his crotch and forcing her mouth down on his dick.

She’d never been so oral. Never had her mouth offered up so much pleasure. Never had she felt so giving, so openly yielding. Sure, she could have cum again – and again and again – but once she realized that pleasing him was more important to her than her own pleasure, she put all her attention on him. Was this what it meant to be a slave?

In a sudden move she did not anticipate, Jack suddenly pushed her off his cock and turned over to his stomach, offering her his ass. “Suck it, slut!”

This took her by surprise. A flicker of uncertainty passed through her mind as she recalled previous times this had been her Dom’s desire. But she quickly shoved the past aside and responded to his order with as much fierceness as she sucked his cock just moments before. She lay between his spread legs, parted his ass cheeks and dove in anticipating some disgust, but there was none. Free of those first reluctant thoughts, she pleasured him as he desired. 

Within a minute or two – she couldn’t be sure; time was very hard to calculate – her body began to writhe involuntarily. Damn, if this weren’t turning her on! Who would have guessed? She pressed her pussy into the quilt, rubbing her throbbing clit against the mattress like she might rub herself against a lover’s thigh. She hadn’t counted on this; something startling and a little miraculous happened as the reality of her dirty little pleasure sunk in. She’d been rewarded for her efforts to please him with a sensuously soft cum rolling through her body in beautiful waves.

Never in a million years – she would have sworn as recently as the day before – would she have found arousal in this sexual act. But this was a new day, a new lover, and the time was right for something new and spectacular – not that she hadn’t already had her mind blown enough to keep her thoughts spinning for days.

Spectacular took off in another new direction and her whole body felt the shift. Her mind was in freefall. All this taking place because she’d given her body with all her bottled up kinky lust to this man. He’d become her master, and she his slave. Was there any doubt in her mind now that what they’d shared was special, far beyond either of their expectations? Was he convinced, too? She had little idea what he was feeling other than hugely satisfied in the sexual pleasure she so willingly offered. 

The long shadows of the afternoon gathered around them, holding them in a golden glow. The magic was still in the air, weaving its way between their languishing bodies. They’d exhausted themselves, though neither of them wanted to admit it. They lay for awhile in each other’s arms, dozing briefly, then finally got up to dress. Something special had happened that afternoon, although neither one found their shared intimacy comfortable enough to talk about. 

Funny how the awkwardness returned when it came to everyday matters. Comfortable together naked, but not fully dressed? Words failed them – all but those that would disentangle them enough to end their first sexual hours together.

“How about you remove the cuffs?” he said once her sundress neatly covered her again.

She looked down. Except for the occasional sound of the clanking metal, which had become a new background music, she hardly remembered the cuffs were there. She despaired at the idea of taking them off – the afternoon was ending too soon. And yet, still drifting in a subspace high, mindless and in need of someone to direct her, she held her cuffed wrists in front of her expecting Jack to help her with the locks. 

“No. You take them off,” he said. “I want to be sure that you can.”

“Sure.” She moved to her dresser and retrieved a key, then spent the next couple minutes focused on the awkward task of removing the wrist cuffs. Her problem was more about nerves than any difficulty. Once she was done, she removed the ankle cuffs as well and quickly retrieved the drawstring bag and Jack’s leather case from the porch. She stuffed the cuffs, the locks and keys into the bag and handed it to him.

“No, you keep them here,” he stopped her. Looking at the collar that still ringed her throat, he smiled. “You can keep that, too. Leave it on as long as you like.”

Jeni reached up and touched the collar with her fingers. She liked how it felt. The smooth leather, the earthy scent, the reminder that she was property, that Jack Hawking had claimed her. Nothing all that formal so far, but like he’d said, she knew where they were heading. “Hmm. I think I’ll leave it on for a while.”

He nodded. “So, how are you feeling now, slut?” 

“I don’t know,” she shook her head a bit bewildered. “Overwhelmed…?”

“Very good.”

“Good, sir?”

“I couldn’t have hoped for anything better for you than overwhelmed. Unless you have objections, which you’d better tell me about now, I’ll be down to see you next weekend.”

“No, sir, no objections. None.” She shook her head. Strange. Odd. Mysterious. Amazing. The moment was all of that and a whole slew of superlative adjectives, though none of them was a perfect fit. There were no perfect words for this. All the superlative adjectives disappeared, leaving her with nothing but a blank slate on which to write the tales of this day. 

But storytelling would wait. Better to let the flurry of thoughts go and simply recall that she’d just spent an afternoon with a man who hungered for the same things she desired with a passion as deep as her own. This was enough for her to think about for now.

“I’ll call soon,” he said after he kissed her at the door. 


Chapter Seven 

They left each other’s arms reluctantly. Neither one wanted to let go. Jeni might never have said goodbye; thankfully, Jack was strong enough to pull away and leave her to her rambling thoughts. For him, a stoic silence would settle around him and quiet his mind so he could really think, when he was ready to think about her again. 

Though Jeni was sad to see him go, they both knew it was time. Their few hours together had been exhausting. A man like Jack, the strong, silent type needs time alone to think, to brood the way men like him brood about matters they find difficult to talk about. Jeni was simply too filled up with amazement to take in another amazing revelation. 

Once he was out the door, Jeni roamed the house, going from room to room trying to remember his face and his body and everything about him, as well as everything they did for four long hours – as if she could put the pieces of their afternoon back together and live it again. But all she had were impressions of those glorious moments, nothing concrete. Had it been real? Or was it just another manufactured tale, like something from an afternoon wet dream or a late night romp with her overactive libido?

He had come and gone so quickly it was difficult to remember that he was in her house, his presence invading her space, his atoms still floating in the air. She could smell the scent of his body on her skin and on her clothes, and in her bedroom clinging to the quilt. The earthy, robust combination of pheromones reminded her of the world of men from which he came – and sex. She drank it in to remember him and the way their bodies had come together. They’d share the kind of sex that digs soul deep, touching places that had been denied to them, and thought impossible to realize. With their first furious moments of passion sliding into memory, Jeni felt relieved that the sex had gone so smoothly. She was left with a sense that something wonderful had taken place; the icing on their sexy cake. She knew he felt it, too. It had come on them like a beautiful storm, the fierce explosive energy that marked these hours together, and then the disquieting moments of bewilderment left in the wake of that frenzied passion.

She spent a half hour busying herself around the house, cleaning up dishes, putting away her kinky toys and straightening up her bed. Finally, she sat down at her computer, opened an email to knighthawk925, and began to write, because she didn’t know what else to do. 

“Dear Sir, 

Just in case this doesn’t get said when I talk to you again…You have exhausted me, and left me feeling very differently about myself, and about Master and slave. I know you now a whole lot better. A very good day for me. Thank you for being here. I feel assured that I pleased you and that’s of the greatest importance to me. 

Thoughts keep pouring into my head, which I’m sure will find voice in one way or another when the time is right. The germ of a new piece for you has already been born (I believe during one of the many times my mouth was glued to your cock). Smile.

I’m going to kick back the rest of the evening. Tomorrow it’s back to the garden. 

Hugs and kisses, Your slave, jeni”

For the first time she’d called herself slave, his slave in fact, as if it were second nature, and exactly what she wanted to be. She was still astonished by the revelation. But there was no doubt that Jack was leading her in that direction, and she was following dutifully along the path he opened before her. In the past, she’d been one to instigate, suggest, deliver her opinions, feeling little reason to edit herself when it came to her sexual needs, but she held back now, taking on the new role with some confidence. She let Jack take the reins. She instinctively knew how to play the part; not because it was a part like in a play, but because when it came to a relationship with a man who knew what it meant to master her, she was a slave. In this case, Jack Hawking’s slave. This wasn’t a 24/7 thing – they both had their working lives, their friends, pieces of themselves they’d not yet shared. They still had much to learn about each other. But in the matter of their sexual lives and their long-standing desires, they fit, in a pairing so seemingly perfect that neither one would be willing to release their hold on the other until they wrote the rest of the story. At the moment, the rest was just a beautiful unknown. Kink relationships were an uncertain thing. Sometimes they flashed and burned in a matter of days, weeks, a handful of months. Sometimes they were forever. 

She knew there were still negotiations to be made, and the time would come for that – but in her mind, she had a strong sense that Master/slave was a done deal. But only time would tell. 

In the morning she wrote him again:


“Good morning, Sir Jack, 

Got up this morning, feeling a definite soreness in my ass. I inspected myself in the mirror and discovered, to my surprise, that indeed there is a clear and not particularly small red streak across the bottom of my right ass cheek. (2-3 inches) Looks very much like the imprint of your leather belt. How appropriate. Nice.

For a long time I’ve assumed that the slavish desire in me was impossible to realize, and likely to remain a fantasy forever. It seems as if you’re proving that assumption wrong. 

I hope you slept well, Sir. I did. Slavishly, Jeni”

Jack’s response to that email came later that day: 

“I’m happy to see that you were marked. You’re obviously happy about that, too. I’ll remember that the next time I use the belt on your ass. 

I think the possibility of our being Master and slave is very real, though we’ll take this one step at a time. It’s not something to rush since this is new for us both. We’re going into it having not been particularly successful in our previous experience. For now, let’s think of ourselves as Master and slave and see how it feels. 

I am in the midst of one hellacious week with student projects crowding into my office along with the students who created them. I could use a secretary but the department is already underfunded, so I don’t expect much help. I may be distracted this week, but there will be a place for you in the back of my mind.”

And what exactly did that mean in ‘guy-speak?’ she wondered. She read the rest of his email:

“You need some regular ‘cufftime’. In the evening when you’re alone, I want you to wear your wrist and ankle cuffs for a couple hours, if that works out with your schedule. Be sure to wear them as you’re up and about the house, not just sitting in your chair, watching TV. Get used to their weight and what they mean. You’ll let me know how they feel.

Enough for now. 

The only thing I regret is not having the chance to see that mark on your ass. Slaves need to be marked from time to time. I’ll be doing it again soon. Good night, slave. Master”

Jeni thought about ‘cuff time’ all day – at the office, in the break room, during the drive home – ‘cuff time’ rarely far away. Thinking of the cuffs made it difficult to concentrate on work, though work got done in fits and starts, and moments of wild inspiration. Was there any piece of her life that Jack did not influence? 

She went for the cuffs as soon as she arrived home that evening. Like the nipple ties that she tied to the little buds faithfully each morning, putting on the cuffs was an act of service, loyalty and obedience. She certainly didn’t need them to remind her of Jack; he was constantly with her.

That night, and every night that week, as she crossed through her front door, she immediately headed for her bedroom and his bag of kinky toys. He liked her naked, so she stripped away her clothes before the cuffs went on; and because she’d stored the dog collar in the same bag, she put that on as well. By that time of day, the nipple ties were loose, so she re-tied them, imaging that she was standing before Jack with his eyes fixed on her chest, the erect nipples, the snug collar and the rattling cuffs. 

She obeyed his orders because this was what her master wanted, because it turned her on, because the act paid homage to a deep-seated place in her psyche that had been calling out to her forever. Maybe in another lifetime she’d been a devoted slave. Maybe. But this was present time. Once the symbols of her submission were in place, she looked in the full length mirror on her closet, and stared at the image of submissive female staring back at her. At first glance, she stepped back, shocked by the woman in the mirror. The collar, the cuffs, the nipples ties stood out like blinking neon, attracting the focus of her eyes. She felt as self conscious as she would have been if he’d been in the room watching the transformation. From working woman to slave. Her sexual body quickened instantly. Jack’s idea of slave had become her new identity. 

She’d never pictured herself this way. If it had been up to her, she would have added a corset, maybe a garter belt and heels, or a lacy bra. Something to soften the severe look of the collar and cuffs, something more like the sexy tramp she was inside her fantasies. There was nothing pretty or fancy about how she looked; the woman before her was glaringly slavish but imperfect to her eye. She saw every physical flaw with some chagrin. The years aren’t always kind. Of course, she wouldn’t be perfect. Bodies change. A woman doesn’t reach her years without a wrinkle here or a sag there. She was toned, her body fit and that would have to good enough.

Though she couldn’t help wonder if she was beautiful to Jack this way? Did he see her flaws or did the symbols of her submission make her beautiful in his eyes? And was it beauty he saw? Or sexy? Desirable? Fucking hot? What word would he use? 

Dammit! She wished she could climb inside his thoughts, poke around a bit and see what was there. Maybe there were no thoughts. Maybe he thought with his dick – and as long as it was jumping to life again, he was happy and she was perfect in his eyes. 

Did he realize what wearing his cuffs in the evening was doing to her libido, her psyche, her peace of mind? Probably not. But then, men don’t obsess on these things the way women do.

You’ll let me know how they feel,  she remembered him saying.

Other than feeling embarrassingly self conscious as she stared at herself in the mirror, her body heat took a flying leap forward. But the feeling wasn’t just arousal. The vision of herself as a submissive woman was rapidly shifting. He’d transformed her. The feeling of surrender she loved so dearly deepened as she replaced the self-made image she had held in her mind with Jack’s image of slave. A new reality had set in. 

As soon as she opened to the experience that first night in his cuffs, the flood of rising passion carried her to bed, where she lay down and began to play with her pussy. It did not take long. She pressed her fingers to her favorite place, that heated place to the left of her clitoris. The bud was already hard and throbbing. Her cunt warm and liquid. She was so wet that there was little traction, but that didn’t matter. The need pressed on, driving the movement of her fingers in a frenzied masturbation until her clit finally spasmed hard against her hand. Her whole pussy seemed to seize up for a moment, while a swampy mess of sex juice poured out over her fingers, and she moaned in satisfaction.  

She was out of breath when the spasms subsided, and remained on the bed for a time with her crotch still rocking against her fingers until she relaxed at last.

In the quiet aftermath, she remembered the desperate moments of getting off, thinking how there was something especially pleasing about the way leather and metal clanked as her fingers worked so hard. The memory brought her back to Jack. She imagined that the man would be in the middle of every sexual act whether he was there to witness it or not. 

Her mind could have spun all night long, but she needed it to rest. She needed sleep, and her mind to end its meandering monologue. 

Moving off the bed, she threw on pajama pants and a tee shirt then headed to her computer. For the next hour her mind vented every feeling and thought, until there was nothing else left to say. She read through the Word doc she entitled ‘Shackles and Cuffs’ doing a slapdash job of editing, until it was good enough. Then she opened her email:

“Good evening, Sir, 

I’m still in my cuffs as I write…” she hesitated to mention the collar since that had not been part of his orders. “You have no idea how much your demand of me got under my skin tonight when I put them on. Magic, I think, or something very much like it. Maybe I really am made for this. I only wish you’d been here to put them on.”

There was so much more she could have said – but then that was the point of the meandering discourse she attached to the email. 

“You wanted me to report how I felt wearing your cuffs…well, here’s the answer to your question, feelings, thoughts and other significant (or not so significant) ramblings. Not sure what else to say though I look forward to your response.

slave”

Shackles and Cuffs…

I never thought much about shackles, though I’ve always loved that word – shackles. Better than ‘cuffs’ which doesn’t have that Old World feeling about it that shackles do. There’s something romantic in that word that makes me think of them fondly – reason unknown. And yet, it’s not the word I’ll use today when talking about my recent experience with my master. While shackles sound romantic, cuffs is a no-nonsense kind of word. And since he’s a no nonsense kind of master, I’ll call them cuffs for now.

The name doesn’t matter, it’s what he does with them that counts. 

When he first talked about putting me in cuffs, I worried that my thin wrists would slip through the bands, as they often do with most wrist restraints. He was unfazed by my concern, and I soon saw why. He already had the issue covered; these cuffs were adjustable and could fit tightly around my small wrists with no room left to slip my hands from their confining grasp. How clever of him to understand the versatility of his choice when he ordered them – must have been years ago. 

He’s a practical man, cuffs for any occasion, any slave. And now me, like I’m another in a long line of submissive females taken in by his unique authoritative charm.

Let me not forget to mention the ankle cuffs of the same design as those for my wrists, these just slightly larger. I feel doubly bound with hands and feet both locked in leather. The minute I put them on, I become aware how fully tethered I could be were I to be lashed to a tree, tethered to a cross or laid out on a bed with my body spread wide, and every part of me vulnerable to the master’s plans. I’ve never wanted this. Oh, maybe in a fantasy or two or three, perhaps. But those fantasies took place in real dungeons, with dark lords, despicable brutes masquerading as country gentlemen, or urban financial warriors with enough cash to have women panting, ready to be their sexy chattel when they take a break from work and need a place to slake their pent-up lust.

But never in a real time, real life sexual relationship with a man on top and me, a lifestyle submissive below, has this cuffed and shackled reality been something that particularly turned me on. It’s never been part of my kinky DNA. At least that’s what I thought not more than a few months ago. 

Now’s different. Now cuffs are part of my reality, a permanent fixture in the master’s bag of tricks. I’ve had to reconsider a lot of pet beliefs about myself since being introduced to this man.

I’ve been turned into a play toy, my body naked – yes, of course, I’m naked. Is there anything other than a naked slave? Shackled, fettered, retrained, restricted, any of the adjectives will do since all of them take me down a rung to something elemental inside myself. A place behind a door, a secret passageway, a realm so obscure in me that until this master entered my life, I never knew it existed. I’m dizzy with the splendid truth that there are still mysterious places left in me to explore. 

The experience is more than I expected. The locks clatter when I move, and the weight of them is not something that I can dismiss. The look of them, the feel, the sound, the smell of them, takes me into an altered state of arousal without his saying a word. 

Once fitted properly, their noisy clatter works on my mind with every rash or subtle movement, with every jiggle, with every time a heavy lock hits hard against my flesh. Heat rises inside my crotch. Desire creeps into me from every angle. 

I never imagined myself shackled for sex, that something so uniquely in tune with the strange set of sexual practices that, in general, I embrace, would become a regular routine with me. I always figured that cuffs were the province of those lifestylers more driven by the symbols of their kink than I have been. Never seemed all that important to me. And yet, I know that when our first sex date was over, and I had his permission to remove the cuffs, my mind instantly rebelled. I didn’t want them gone; and for several seconds, I couldn’t fathom what my life would be like without them, their smell, the feel, the heavy, awkward weight. Damn! It is uncanny what they do to me!

In his absence tonight, I took them out of hiding according to his orders, gently fondled the stiff leather and the hardness of the steel. I drank in the pungent aroma that I love then listened as the metal clattered when I put them on. The memories of our first hours together ran through my brain, all sexually charged. They collided inside my sex where it was wet, hot, wanting. I know he’s preparing me for this next arrival, when I imagine that the sex will once again stir up more unrestrained passion. Ah, but there’s a method in this master’s madness. I know that when I put them on, I’ll feel as I did that first time, and as I did tonight, that I have arrived in the place where I belong.

Oh! Why do I make so much of them? I shake my head in wonder. They’re just a toy… END

***

Jeni repeated the cuff ritual for the next several nights. Once she got home from work, she removed her clothes, secured the nipple ties, buckled the collar around her throat, then locked the cuffs around her wrists and ankles. As she’d done before, she looked in the mirror for a reminder of what all this ritual meant and who it was meant for. It was Jack’s orders she obeyed. If putting on the cuffs and wearing them were intended to put her in the proper slave space, the ritual worked every time. The only modification in her plans was how soon she was driven to the bedroom to masturbate. Every night she managed to hold off a little longer. She even liked making herself wait, for the sexual energy to build inside her until she was, as on that first night, literally driven to the bedroom, her bed, her fast working fingers, and the explosion that ended with a stupefying climax and emotional release. 

The ritual always seemed to take a flying leap as soon as she thought of her master standing over her and observing the routine. What had the man done to her!?

Whatever it was, she loved it. 


Chapter Eight

“Read Shackles and Cuffs for a second time. Whew! I’m hard again. Just a toy, huh? I’ll be at your house Sunday noon. Be wearing the cuffs and training collar when I arrive. Master”

He moved into her house like a conquering hero staking his claim. Her simple shift dress was whisked away in seconds so she wore nothing but cuffs, collar and nipple ties. She was down between his legs sucking his hard erection before a minute had passed. The first whiff of his scent had her pussy wet and throbbing. She wanted his hands on her, working the same magic that they did the week before. Jack was even firmer with her this time, grabbing her hair in his hand and shoving his cock into her mouth, holding her there until she simply had to break away to catch her breath. She dove in for more once she took that deep breath. When he finally had enough sucking to alleviate the worst of his physical need – for the time being – he sat back on her living room couch with Jeni on her knees before him. She hadn’t moved an inch from where her knees landed when he initially pushed her down. Her face was flushed, her heart beating fast. What a start to their afternoon! He hadn’t cum and neither had she – though Jeni felt a steady stream of spasms lighting up her body the entire time her mouth worked his cock. 

“If we’re going to make Master/slave work there are a few things I need to make clear,” he told her as she stared into his cool expression.

So direct, focused and thoroughly serious; nothing like he’d been in the park, or even the week before. His intensity made her nervous, but she lapped up every word he spoke as if she were starving for his curt authority, and the unvarnished truth about what he needed. She wanted it straight-forward and unambiguous. When he was finished, she wanted to understand exactly what it meant to be his slave.

Her body shook so much he was sure to notice how she trembled, though he made no mention of it. He continued to hold her captive with the same focused gaze, which was so arousing that she could feel her orgasm beginning to fire off inside without having touched herself. She gazed longingly at his crotch, wishing he would just fill her full of cock and fuck her.

The fact that she was on her knees before him, so humbly posed and so fraught with trepidation, was amazing in itself. Such a departure from the old Jeni. But this was where she wanted to be, on her knees, selfless and ready to be used – used like property. 

“There’s no doubt in my mind that you are a slave,” Jack repeated his claim from the week before. “That’s not because of me or anything I’ve told you. You are a slave. I think you know that now or are at least getting used to the fact. You disagree?”

“No, Sir.”

“Very good.” He studied her face, her naked body, the cuffs and collar, her breasts and the black yarn tied neatly into bows around each erect nipple.  Every second of this painstaking scrutiny was fraught with expectation and wonder. His steady gaze humbled her. It seemed to strip away her identity as anything but slave. Ego fled, and with it went all the questions about their relationship that had been rattling around in her mind. Nothing mattered at the moment but the reality of that steady gaze, and her surrender. 

“I’m not going to be a difficult Dom. I don’t have a lot of rules. We’ve pretty much covered how I want you to look and act when you’re with me. I only demand of you one thing. Your unquestioned obedience.”

A flutter of fear passed through her body at the mention of obedience.

Though he gave no outward sign of it, he seemed to feel that fear.

“Is that a problem for you?” 

“I told you how I hesitated in the past. I don’t want that to happen now, but I honestly don’t know how it will be with you. So much has changed…” she could have gone on.

But he interrupted, “Well, for one, I’m not your past. I don’t care what happened then. This is you and me, here, now, in the present. You’ve told me you were obedient. From what I saw last week, I have to agree. You did everything I asked without a second of hesitation. Am I wrong?”

“No, Sir. I was a little reluctant a couple times.”

“Well, I didn’t see it.”

“I wanted to please you, so I put my reservations aside.”

“That’s exactly what a good slave does. I expect nothing less.”

“But if I do have some issue?” She squirmed, feeling uncomfortable just mentioning her concerns. The whole scene was bizarre on many levels, beginning with how a mature, professional woman with a strong sense of self could find herself on her knees before a man pledging her unquestioned obedience. Yet, there she was, proof that this relationship didn’t need to be rational or prudent or follow some arcane formula. 

“If you have an issue, then you let me know. We discuss it.” 

“And if I’m disobedient? What happens then?”

“You take the punishment until you get the lesson.” The gravity in his voice was enough to have her shuddering again. Reluctance, hesitation, rebellion were states of mind familiar to her…always bringing her back to punishment – the word that always tripped some erotic switch deep within her. 

“But I don’t take pleasure in punishing my slave,” he went on. “If it becomes necessary, I prefer the closet to the cane. I’m a gentle and caring master as you know, so let’s put punishment on the back shelf – though not out of reach.” He smiled a little wickedly. “No sparing the cane and spoiling the slave.”

“No, Sir.” He almost made her laugh.

“Do you trust me?” He became serious again. 

“Yes I do.”

“Good.” He nodded, his eyes still fixed on her. “As a slave you do as you’re told. You may bitch or complain, but you will do as you’re told. There should be no situations that make you balk or hesitate. You are my slave. Rebellion will be met with—” He suddenly stopped. She waited with bated breath for him to finish the thought. But he’d changed his mind. “Let’s not go there. You will not be disobeying me.” 

This was the second time in a matter of minutes that he avoided addressing punishment in any specific detail. He was so certain of her obedience. She still had her doubts given her previous experience, but she wasn’t about to question him further.

Punishment. It was part of her kink, the way a master handled an unruly slave. That’s how problems were solved in their world. But now he’d virtually taken punishment off the table. He had his own ideas about their relationship. He was in charge, they’d play by his rules. She had to toss aside her idea of what this D/s relationship would look like, and live with the unknown, with the mystery, with not always knowing what awaited her. This was entirely new territory. She’d once thought she knew all there was to know about the BDSM world and her place within it, but Jack shattered that illusion. 

“I have no intention of disobeying you, Sir,” she declared with as much conviction as she could muster.

He nodded again. “That’s what I expect from you and what I want to hear. So, now to you. This is a reciprocal relationship. I told you what I expect from my slave, now you tell me what you need in a master.”

“Oh, wow…” She couldn’t even think at the moment, let alone address a question as serious as that one. “I guess I’m not ready with an answer.” 

“That’s fine. You think about it, Jeni. I’ll be asking again because your answer is important to me.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“You said you have dildos?”

The abrupt switch in topic made her laugh. “Yes, of course I do. Several in fact.”

“Go get them, and bring along the ping pong paddle and the wooden ruler I saw in your toy bag. 

The shift in the conversation had her almost salivating at what it suggested, but she was also scared. A paddle, wooden ruler, dildos? A dangerous combination – could be heaven on earth, or one nasty hell.

Jeni rose from her knees and fled to the bedroom for her bag of sex toys. Once she found the items he required, she returned to the living room, only to see Jack’s leather belt resting at his side, not around his waist. She shivered and stopped in her tracks. Recalling the smooth brown leather clutched in his fist the last time they were together, her bottom began to burn in anticipation of that first biting whack. 

She was about to kneel for him again, but he stopped her. “Getting ahead of yourself, aren’t you?”

She blushed and remained on her feet. 

Taking the bag of dildos, the paddle and the ruler, Jack set them aside. Then he sat forward on the sofa, making a perfect lap of his muscled thighs, and pulled her down over his knees, so that her ass was perfectly positioned at his right hand, and the rest of her was draped submissively, poised in wait. 

He began with his hand. Sharp, fast, firm smacks. No warm-up, no easing in. Her ass heated in seconds, and her cheeks began to burn. The sting was fierce. 

“Ouch! Goddammit that hurts!”

“It’s supposed to hurt, isn’t it, my little masochist?”

She didn’t answer and he didn’t like that. 

“I asked you a question, slave.”

“Yes, Sir, it’s supposed to hurt.” 

“And this is what you love. Watch your complaining.”

For the next several moments, she kept her mouth shut. The brief pause in the spanking allowed the hurt to subside, and as he started up again, the smacks didn’t sting as much. She hesitated to think of it as punishment after the conversation they’d just had about obedience, but it certainly felt like punishment, as if she’d been a bad girl and earned every nasty smack. At one point, she was about to blurt out something nasty, but suddenly, he picked up the ping pong paddle and began laying it on at a brisk pace. The rubber-backed paddle was nothing compared to the feel of his stinging palm, and the sweet warmth of its strike quickly turned pain into pleasure. She moved against his legs, feeling the heat rise up from his crotch and into her. As his cock hardened inside his pants and throbbed against her belly, all she could think of was how it would feel to have his organ stuffed inside her cunt and fucking with the same determined effort.

“Oh, yesssssssssss.” Her guttural cry rose up around them.

Every few strikes, he gave her one nasty wallop then he settled back down. His pacing was brilliant. Her arousal gained momentum, and soon she was lifting her ass to greet the smacks, begging for the next. 

But when he abruptly switched to the ruler, the pretty sensations immediately ceased.

“Dammit, I hate wood!” she quietly seethed. Maybe he’d ease off, she thought to herself, but he didn’t. And, as if he were trying to make a point, he let the ruler come down repeatedly until she was struggling so hard that she was about to revolt. Only then did he let up. He did this several times. Her master had uncanny instincts about how much her body could take and when to ease off.

When her battle with the ruler finally ended, she was almost sorry he stopped. But he’d moved on. He pulled a thick, six inch long dildo from the bag, and ran the head of it down her ass crack toward her pussy, eliciting from Jeni a softly whispered, “Oh my!”

“You’re wet, slave,” he observed.

No lie. She could feel her slick juices allowing the dildo to slide easily along her cleft. Then abruptly he stopped the caress and shoved the dildo into her cunt.

She gasped, feeling her body clench with an orgasm rising up to greet the dildo’s probing advance.

“Not so fast,” he warned. With his next move, he pulled the dildo free and shoved its slick head against her anus. 

“Oh, I don’t think—”

“You don’t think what?” He pressed the head a bit more firmly, so it pierced the tight barrier. “You think it’s too dry?”

“Don’t know, Sir.” 

Hardly a second later, she felt something cold and wet assisting in his efforts. Apparently, this would not end until the dildo was embedded deeply in her ass.

“Ooo ouch,” she softly seethed, as her body adjusted to the fullness in her belly and ass. Then it was “Oh my, yessss…” as the pleasurable feelings began. She loved how it felt, though it would take some getting used to.

“You’re doing fine, slut,” Jack said with some kindness. “Just imagine that it’s my cock.”

“It sure would feel much better if it were,” she answered back, even though she wasn’t sure that was true. 

He ignored the comment. The dildo in her ass – the kind that widens in the middle and tapers down at either end – was going nowhere. Anal play is such a private act, requiring a special kind of intimacy and trust. It demanded of Jeni a level of surrender unaccustomed to her. She felt like a virgin again; all her years as a lifestyle sub vanished in the company of the new feelings that were arising in her now. While she was still getting used to the anal dildo, Jack pressed the head of another thick dildo into her pussy, demanding space until that, too, was lodged far inside her body. The two impaling pricks fit tightly, generating a feeling of fullness she loved, although it took some getting used to. She wiggled about a bit, but when his hand settled on her ass and held firm against the involuntary response to expel them, she settled, and an unexpected feeling of satisfaction followed. She despaired when that hand withdrew. His comment:

“You’d better hold on to them, slave.”

“Yes, Sir,” she answered, although she had little faith in her ability to keep them in place.

This wasn’t easy, and like so many things with Jack, holding on required focus and attention. Vulnerability. Casting off old fears. Forgetting the missteps of the past. The emotion welling up within her brought her tears. 

Clenching her inner muscles enough to keep the dildos where Jack put them proved difficult, especially when his doubled leather belt was suddenly exploding on her ass. The heat and pain rapidly gained on her and she was about to scream; though sensing her distress, Jack eased off as he’d done with the paddle and the ruler. The discomfort became bearable, and in time, her crescendoing arousal transformed the pain into pleasure. Rather than hate every nasty smack, she loved each one, and wriggled deeper into his lap like the horny slut she had become. 

Was it possible that she might orgasm just from being spanked, paddled and leather belted into happy oblivion? It had never happened before and she could hope. But before she reached the moment of ecstasy, Jack stopped and set the belt aside, laying his hand on her burning behind. The dildos were involuntarily pushing free, and he thrust them back with a masterful shove.

“What did I tell you about holding them in?” He was not unkind – although he sounded like a reprimanding parent. 

His cupped hand remained planted against her behind, holding the dildos fixed in place. He generated through his fingers an energy that quickly enveloped her surrendered body, forcing her to give up any remaining fight and relax into the sensation of containment. She’d never experienced anything like this feeling. His mastery of her was obvious, and as the feeling expanded and her surrender deepened, she was reminded again that she was his. She belonged to him in that hour and maybe forever if he could make her feel this way. 

When his hand began to move, what had been settled and blissful inside her spirit moved with that gentle caress until it wasn’t just a caress, but a desire so big that she couldn’t help but squirm, begging him to let her come. In the midst of the heated and dreamy arousal, she suddenly felt herself lifted up, and realized that she was in his arms being carried off to the bedroom – even then, he maintained his hold on the dildos, until he dropped her on the bed. 

“Keep those inside you. Your ass in the air.”

She struggled to obey his command, and needed some assistance from her hand to prevent the dildo in her cunt from slipping free. Jack finally batted her hand away and the dildo dropped to the mattress and then to the floor. He replaced it with his cock and was pounding her body back to heaven, while he pressed his fingers against the anal plug to keep it fixed. The two cocks, the fake prick and the real one, were a tight fit that forced her body to open wide to accommodate them both. After just minutes of belligerent fucking, she felt her pussy explode around his prick, and bear down even harder on his thick meat.

“Oh please! Harder!” she screamed in the midst of it, and he dove into her more forcefully, grabbing her hair and holding it tight in his fist. He rode her like an animal in heat and jetted his cum inside her cunt. Then with a deep breath, he collapsed to the bed. Their first real fuck ended with grunts and groans and moaning sighs.

Jeni felt so weak that she slipped off the end of the mattress to the floor, and remained there exhausted and happily conquered. A few moments later, she was awakened from the lovely stupor by the sound of his voice.

“Up here, slave. Clean up my cock.”

“Can I get rid of the plug in my ass first?” she asked. 

“Yes, just don’t take a lot of time.”

She darted into the bathroom, removed the prick and cleaned herself, then returned to the bedroom where she clambered up on the bed. Jack lay on his back surviving his own exhaustion with a look of bliss enveloping his face. Smiling to herself, she took his flagging erection in her mouth and bathed it with her tongue, tasting pussy and cum. “Nice fuck, Sir,” she whispered before she took his cock down to her throat. He fondled her hair, then without a word, he pulled her into his arms where they snuggled in close and rested.

They drifted off for several minutes, “So, how’s my slave doing?” He finally woke. The question roused her from the languorous stupor. 

“In heaven, Sir,” she replied dreamily. “And you, how’s my master doing?”

“Very well.”

She lifted her head so she could see his face. “Very well? That’s all?” She smiled affectionately. 

He opened his closed eyes and stared at her, silent and thoughtful, then said, “It’s been a long time since I’ve felt this content.”

Jack was a man of few words, which was something to get used to. Though she hoped for a bigger response, Jeni knew that this simple comment spoke volumes. She might never understand everything behind the soft spoken remark, but at least for that moment his heart had opened a little wider and she was able to peek inside and be glad that she’d been a part of the mystery that brought about that contented feeling. 

She put her head back down against his shoulder, savoring the happy moment. Her mind emptied, and in the quiet that followed, with her thoughts at rest, she knew how to answer the question Jack had earlier posed.

“Sir—I know what I need from you.”

“Oh? You’re ready to talk?”

“Yes, sir.”

He seemed pleased, and he pushed her down between his legs, where she automatically brought his cock to her mouth and began to suck, very gently. Something akin to adoring worship. When she paused, she looked up and smiled. 

“You have the right idea, slave,” he said. “But you want to talk, so talk. Tell me what I need to hear, I’m all ears.” He grinned as he eyed her nestled between his thighs. “You know, this is the perfect talking position for a slave.”

She laughed. “You are such a master, Sir.”

“Am I?”

“Yes, you are.”

“Good. But before you get started, let’s start calling me Master more often. You’ve been avoiding the word.”

“Probably,” she admitted. She was afraid he’d noticed. “Calling you master isn’t easy. I’ve never been able to use the word and have it feel right.”

“I know that. That’s why you’re going to start practicing. Keep saying it until the word becomes second nature.”

“And I suppose that’s an order?”

He flashed her an admonishing glance. “What do you think?”

She wasn’t convinced that his scheme would work, but she knew she’d do exactly what he asked – although he must have seen the resistance in her eyes or felt it in her body, prompting the question, “Do you consider me your master?” 

“Absolutely!” she rushed in.

“Okay then,” he spoke in a calm, measured cadence, like a parent to a child, “Keep it up. You’ll get there sooner than you think.” 

“Yes, sir. I mean, Master,” she replied. 

“That’s good. Keep it up.”

“Yes, Master,” she said it again. Saying master still felt awkward and she had to make herself spit it out. Even then, it remained an empty word – but this was what she signed on for and this was an order she’d obey.

“Now, talk to me.”

In the instant that followed, Jeni took a breath, grabbing back the fleeting thoughts that had come to her a few minutes before. “I should have known the minute you asked the question about what I need from you. I guess I was too flustered…” She absently stroked his cock, loving how it felt in her hand. Even bigger than that feeling was how his energy rose up and surrounded her – not the explosive energy of fucking and cumming, but the quiet power of his body, like a comforting breeze blowing into her, soothing and steady. “I had it all figured out a couple of years ago when I was writing a short story for my blog. I spent a lot of time trying to decide what it was that attracted me to some men and not others. What was it about certain men that turned me on, that made me want to bow at their feet and think master – with a capital ‘M’.”

She stared at Jack’s face, seeing his expression as inscrutable as ever, then continued.

“Authority, real authority, the kind I can respect. I think I sense that first. It comes with a certain gravitas – like this man’s not going to let me get away with anything. He doesn’t ask, he just takes charge. He knows what he wants and goes after it.”

“And you think that’s me?”

“Oh, that is you in spades. I figured that out from your emails before we even met.”

She gazed down at his crotch, and his limp cock and the balls beneath, just inches from her lips. She could feel her hunger for him rising up again and she wriggled herself against the mattress where that hungry feeling settled in her pussy. 

“What else?” he asked. 

“Sexual chemistry.” Her eyes twinkled as she said this, and she smiled bashfully. “I don’t think there’s any doubt we have that.”

Jack smiled. “No doubts so far, my sexy wench.”

“Sexy wench, I love the sound of that.” Her body literally vibrated with desire and she began to fondle his prick again. She couldn’t help herself, right there in front of her. She wanted to tease it, suck it, take it in her mouth again and make it come. But this time Jack pushed her hand away.

“You finished?” he asked.

“Not yet.”

“Then leave it alone until you are. You’ll distract me.”

“Sorry. It’s just so tempting right here under my nose.”

“Then practice a little restraint.”

“You think I need to?”

“I think you need to say what’s on your mind and answer my question.”

“See, there’s that authority…” titillating me all the way to my writhing crotch. “There’s just one more thing that’s especially important – not any more important than the others, but I think in some Master/slave relationships it gets left out.” She paused, thinking of how to say it best. “I need a master who is strong enough to be loving and tender and affectionate. Caring. Compassionate. A man who can be vulnerable when the need arises. I’m not sure that’s easy for any man – and masters? In the kink world, they sometimes get set on a pedestal like a God. But I’ve been around enough to know that life doesn’t let them rest easy on that pedestal.”

She felt a little nervous delving into this so deeply, but he’d asked, and now that she was talking, she couldn’t stop.

“You know that day in the park when we met, you were all that I described – gentle, caring, tender, vulnerable. You surprised me. The tears especially. It wasn’t something I expected in a first meeting and I was impressed.” There was no girlish giggle now. She was earnest, intently serious, not exactly the slave she’d been all day. But she needed Jack to hear this and understand how important it was to her.

“Masters are sometimes afraid and fall apart, they have their ups and downs, all kinds of things that have nothing to do with kink. The kind of relationship I want allows for that. I don’t want a master to be perfect. I want him as human as I am. And when he needs a slave that can rise up off her knees and be a partner to him, I want to be that partner. If for no other reason than to listen. Be there when he needs me. Just as I expect him to be there when I need him.” She knew, as the words flowed from her mouth, that she had traveled back to the past, and the years she spent with the man she’d loved. This was what had been so important to her in that relationship, and it was important to her now that there be compassion and affection in her relationship with Jack. 

She stopped talking, hoping that he’d comment, and when he didn’t, she wondered what to say next. 

“More than you asked for?” She searched his eyes for some clue to his feelings. “I know you want me for the sex and the kink. I know you demand my unquestioned obedience, and that I can give you. But I want more, and I don’t want to settle.”

Once that was said, there were no words left in her mind to speak. She’d said enough, so she stopped talking and waited. 

Jack looked at her, solemn and silent as ever, then reached down and tenderly stroked the side of her face. She could sense the difficulty in that gesture and didn’t want to make too much of it. She was afraid that she’d scare him off. But what she’d told him needed to be said.

“It’s my hope that I can give you all the things you mentioned,” he finally spoke. “Can I? I don’t know. But the more I get into this, the more I understand that what we’re doing is a 24/7 thing. It doesn’t end at the bedroom door, even though we go our separate ways for work. There’s more than just kink involved. You wear the nipple ties under your clothes during the day, the collar when you sleep. They’ll remind you of me when we’re not together. There’ll be a ring and tag dangling from your pussy soon. These are things I’m certain of. Am I the master that you need? Can I give you all you want? Only time will tell. Some of this is hard for us both. We’ll take it one step at a time, just as we have so far. Remember, there’s nothing finished about this, Jeni. We have a ways to go, and you’ll need to be patient. Opening up is not my strong suit. But trust me, you’ve gotten under my skin far more than you know.”

Jeni knew she had a tendency to jump in both feet first, while Jack would take a calmer, more cautious approach. His response reflected that. Maybe that’s what would make them a good fit. 

“I appreciate your saying that, Sir. I mean Master.” She shook her head chagrinned. See? This ‘master’ thing is going to be hard…”

He chuckled, then said with some conviction, “Keep thinking master. You’ll get it soon enough.” 

So the “M” word was her challenge, maybe as hard for her as Jack opening the door of his heart. He was quite right, they had a ways to go. 

Their second day together ended a little less awkwardly than their first meeting at the house. They sat at the kitchen counter eating the last of a chicken pot pie she’d cooked from scratch the day before. He told her not to make a fuss about food, but she could hardly send him off so close to dinnertime with nothing in his stomach. 

When the conversation seemed to lag, she showed him her pictures from France, about which he had a lot to say, and they spent their last hour enjoying an easy back and forth exchange. ‘Vanilla time’ is how she thought of it; they had to navigate that territory, too, if their relationship were to work. It was important to remember that the powerful urges that brought them together would be what sustained them until the relationship had time to mature. Master/slave would always be in the back of their minds, a steady undercurrent present in every moment they were together, and even when they were not. But Master/slave could not be all this relationship was about if it were to last. 

There were still a lot of questions marks in her mind about Jack Hawking, but one thing she knew for certain, she wanted him more now than she did the day before, and the week before that when they first met for sex, and the week before that when her eyes first gazed at his handsome face. 


Chapter Nine 

Jeni couldn’t  understand why a simple lifestyle term like master would be so very difficult for her to use, when so much about the Master/slave world made her feel as if she’d come home. The nipple ties, the cuffs and even an ID tag were all easy for her to accept – she couldn’t wait to wear his ring with the property tag dangling from her clit. But unlike the collar, cuffs, and nipple ties, which were easily removed, the tag was not.  It would be a 24/7 reminder of her master, as close as she’d get to a permanent fixture, since they’d ruled out branding and tattoos. It was a symbol of his ownership, of slavery, of agreements that seemed as natural to her as long novels of love and loss, dancing into the wee hours, and long walks on sandy beaches. Things her soul demanded of her.

But calling him Master? That was a shock to her system every time she said it. Spoken. Written. Didn’t matter. The word stuck still in her throat and almost made her gag. It still did not feel real and that disturbed her. 

Nothing good comes without a glitch; nothing worth anything comes without a challenge. This was a truth she accepted as fact. 

Jack had already had a profound effect on her life. Her mind was moving at light speed these days. Her fiction was becoming almost obsessive; new story ideas had to be written down immediately after the thoughts first came to mind or a good plot would vanish as another one took its place. She took a notebook to work and kept it inside her purse should inspiration strike. It was hard to focus on advertising copy with Jack so fixed in her thoughts. She felt as if she’d been divinely blessed with all this beautiful creativity billowing through her. Like a drug, but no drugs involved. If this was what she had to look forward to as a sex slave to Master Hawking, she’d take more of it any day. 

Calling Jack Master with meaning and conviction set Jeni’s mind searching for a reason why this small act of respect was so difficult to pull off. Since this was so important to him, she needed to find a solution, and it would haunt her until it did. Every time she practiced saying the word aloud a little piece of her recoiled. Maybe she’d get used to it, maybe not, but she certainly wasn’t going to stop trying. 

Her mind remained fixated on the matter, with a lot of powerful emotion fueling this mini crisis. No surprise that her muse began to speak again. The same kind of feeling she’d had in the last couple months when she was overwhelmed by the drama of Jack Hawking couldn’t be stopped. She let it rest for a few days, allowing her feelings to steep, until she couldn’t put off the inevitable any longer. Another adrenalin rush of thoughts tumbled out in a rambling essay on shattered beliefs, and fear and the astonishing impact that Jack had had on her entire life. She ended with the question, What do I have to fear? which pretty much summed up her dilemma over that dang master word. 

Fear. That was it. Plain as day.

There were times with Jack that she felt as if she’d fallen into a dream. And that dream was so perfect and so real, and tugged on her so deeply that she feared losing herself in the man and the incredible feelings he brought out in her. This was a grand experiment that could easily go awry. She had a right to be afraid of where it would lead, or not. But she refused to let fear stop her from moving forward into a relationship that seemed almost fated from the start. Master Jack Hawking was a gift, not something to dismiss or run from. If that helped her feel more comfortable calling Jack Master, only time would tell. In the meantime, she’d keep on practicing the word. Eventually, it would stick, and she would say it aloud because it felt like the right and real thing to say.

Jack was at his cottage for the next couple weeks – three hours north of where she lived, a little more than two hours from the university. There would be no time for another kinky rendezvous for at least two weeks since his graduate students were joining him for field experience. She was moving forward at light speed. Suddenly he puts on the brakes! She didn’t like it at all. 

“Two weeks. Really?” She sat on the edge of her bed, phone in hand. She’d expected to be making plans for the coming weekend and this was not what she hoped for. 

“Work, Jeni,” he reminded her. 

Good thing he wasn’t there to see the glum, crabby, pissed off look on her face. “Well, I guess I’ll have to suck it up and make peace with your schedule, won’t I?”

“It’ll be good for you,” he returned. 

Right. Good for me to sit in my house and think about you all day and night.

“I know, I’m disappointed too. And you might as well know now that I get tunnel vision when I work. There won’t be much time for emails and phone calls. But I promise, I’ll try.”

He would try – not much to go on, but at least he’d give it that old college try. Nothing in her reaction was particularly slavish. Another reason why she was glad he wasn’t there to see the attitude in her body language.

How could he be so managed, so controlled, so restrained when she felt herself dancing off the walls? Part of her problem was the damned blog. She was writing kinky pieces inspired by their relationship at an alarming rate, unable to stop the spiral into her nasty imaginings. She loved that kinky world, and could play there all day, but it was hard to put the brakes on when it came to the relationship. She wanted more of him and it seemed that he was dishing himself out in morsels with a miserly hand. Patience. Patience. Fucking patience! 

Her next email:

“Good morning, Master, realizing that you probably won’t get to this for a few days, knowing how busy you are. Just some random thoughts I need to share when you have a moment.

Sunday afternoon was very special, thank you. I’m still vibrating inside, flushed with a bit of a glow. And so different from our first day together, which was wonderful, wild, intense but awkward, too. Didn’t feel much awkwardness this time. There are a couple of marks on my backside I can look at fondly…but none of the soreness I experienced before, although I wouldn’t mind if there were. My nipples and crotch are a little tender. Every time I touch myself in those places and feel that certain twinge, thoughts of you return. 

“I am your master and you are my slave. You said that several times, and a warm, glowy feeling rose up in me when you did. But maybe the best part of the day was after sex, when you told me you were content for the first time in a long while. 

“I wrote something for you. Obviously, I’m still having a problem saying master, but I am trying. I even repeat it out loud when I’m home – then it starts to sound silly and I’m laughing at myself for making such a big deal of such a small thing. So, here goes another piece written just for you.  

“I think of you amidst your trees, in your cottage and by the lake, knowing that you’re busy, but I suspect enjoying yourself whatever you’re doing. I can’t wait to see you again. Can’t lie. I’m disappointed that your schedule is so full at the moment, but I’ll be here, thinking of you. All for now, Your dutiful slave.” 

She attached her essay on the “M” word and hit send, hoping for a quick response. 

Regarding the “M” Word: I’m on a mission to find the answer to why I can’t say the “M” word. 

Why it’s stuck in my throat, 

sounds false

seems like a silly affectation of a quirky lifestyle 

Yet when I think it, when I think Master now,

something fires off between my thighs.

It turns me steamy,

makes me crave you back inside my bed

But I’m afraid.  

Afraid of what it means

Afraid I give myself away to you too easily

That I’m such an open book 

That when you write yourself upon my pages, I’ll not bat an eye

I’ll give you anything you ask

You asked verboten things of me

acts that in another life would be mere duty

or worse yet, disgust me

And yet I sucked your cock and ass 

and when I did, disgust and duty quickly fled – to my amazement –

and my horny pussy ground itself against the bed

I was hot for you

hot to suck your cock and ass forever

hot for anything you asked of me

I lied to myself about not being oral

You proved me wrong. Threw the truth up in my face

and forced me to admit that about sex, I’m not yet finished

I’ve discovered a new beginning in you

It’s some strange magic you wield with me

the way you claim the dark heart of my unbounded lust

and make that holy darkness bloom.

***

You’ve invaded all my senses

Your scent is clinging to me now

firing up my crotch

making me writhe against the bed – yet one more time

Your bed, your slave – your body now, not my own.

I see your face coming back to me

the way you confront me with a stern knowingness 

and talk to me of being owned

and about how I’ve never been owned before, 

and how you own me now

Such brutal honesty. Your impeccable logic shatters 

a false belief as you force the truth on me and I accept

I hear the low pitch of your voice

and feel how its authority resonates inside me 

makes my body tremble 

your voice, your words have become my new aphrodisiac 

I recall how you stuffed my ass and cunt with dildos

how the hard feel of your hand, holding firmly against my bottom cheeks

tapped a new level of surrender in me

and I am awed by that

My mouth waters reminded of your taste

My tongue longs to lick your lips, your chest, your cock

Oh, and that cock of yours is now a part of me,

like an extension of my mouth

I practiced saying Master, 

then came hard against my probing fingers

when I said the word out loud.

It turns me on – that’s true, too.

Takes me right back to my fear

Fear of giving up too much of me to you

when at the same time, that is my heart’s desire.

Fear of losing what I’ve gained if suddenly you’re swept away

What choice do I have now?

Isn’t it true that I’ve already given myself to you – with collar, cuffs and nipple ties?

And an enormous piece of my soul? 

Yes, I’m such a slut,

this makes me spasm, too, Master

Yes, Master…

No, Master… 

Anything you say, Master –

I’ll keep practicing

If you’re Master, then I am slave

What do I have to fear? END

It took three days before she heard from Jack, during which time she practiced being patient about the slow response. He wouldn’t know about her frustration since she refused to gripe. She didn’t figure slaves would be allowed to bitch about a busy man’s response time – he had warned her that he had tunnel vision. Then finally, his email:

“That hot little piece just jumped out of my email and onto my screen, slave. You’re getting the hang of it. Saying Master will soon be as easy for you as writing hot little rants about the battles with your inner slave. I’m looking forward to hearing it from your lips in person. Soon.” 

She was glad to see that he didn’t take her angst all that seriously. She shouldn’t either. Hot little rants. She laughed aloud. So that’s what he thought of what she considered were undisguised examples of her adoration. 

Soon. That did have a nice ring to it. Something to focus on. 

***

“Jeni,” she heard his deep voice and couldn’t stop smiling. “I want you here Sunday. Does that work?” 

Thursday evening. He wanted her up north Sunday. Of course, it worked – she scheduled her entire life around the man. Sure, he could have given her more notice, but that didn’t matter with thoughts of Sunday already lighting up her libido. 

“As long as it’s convenient for your schedule, of course,” he added when she didn’t immediately reply. “Sorry for the short notice.” 

“Sunday is perfect for me,” she finally jumped right in. 

Jeni had no idea what to expect of his ‘city house’ since there’d been no discussion about his home near the University. With a first glance at the property she had to wonder why Jack didn’t think this was important enough to mention. She smiled as she took his driveway up a small hill to the older duplex on the rise above the street. Clearly this was not your typical duplex. It looked nothing like what she expected. The property was secluded from the neighborhood with mature trees abounding all over the hillside – his was the only house on that rise. These trees were not just any trees, but several varieties of Ginkgo, and evergreens she knew were not ones that you’d normally find in the landscape of a city house. There were also Japanese maples, and several shrubs and trees that had been bonsaied into unusual shapes, situated around a free-form Koi pond near the front entry of the mid-century modern house. Either the home had been designed around the setting, or the setting conformed to the design of the house, which was in itself a unique structure made of glass and steel and heavy wood beams; just the sort of property to appeal to a botanist, even if the place hadn’t earned a mention from Jack. He’d talked of his lake cottage many times, giving Jeni the impression that the University house was just a place he crashed when he needed to sleep. 

Jack lived in the ground level; the second story apartment belonged to a woman who traveled constantly and was rarely home. As far as Jack was aware, Niki would be in Tanzania for the next two months, giving him plenty of privacy for whatever pursuit he had in mind. By the time Jeni had driven to the top of the driveway, parked on the gravel path and climbed from her car, the beauty of the trees and landscape had closed in around her – as if she’d entered an entirely different world from the one she just left. She couldn’t even see the street below. 

She used the door knocker to announce her arrival, and moments later, Jack answered the knock. He was dressed in a dark tee-shirt and jeans, looking a little more remote than usual,  but very sexy. Just the sight of him and all she wanted to do was tear off his clothes and go over every square inch of that hard, muscled body with her hands and tongue. 

Too flustered to even say “hi” Jeni waited until Jack opened the door wider and motioned her inside. She hesitated for one split second then entered cautiously, feeling as if she was penetrating his inner sanctum and her attitude needed to be one of reverence and respect. Not only was the setting new for them, Jack’s demeanor was different. Not that he hadn’t exhibited a steady confidence during their previous afternoons together, he seemed more grounded and relaxed in his own private space.

They stood for a moment in the foyer, with Jeni getting used to the surroundings and Jack getting used to her being inside his home. She stared around at the wood, the glass, the variety of unusual potted plants; many of them orchids arrayed along the foyer’s glass wall like pieces of highly prized art. It was her first glimpse at the man beyond the sexual world in which the two of them played, and she was more than a little in awe. 

When the silence between them became awkward, Jeni finally spoke. “So, do I drop to my knees now or wait for your command?” 

A flicker of a grin lit up his face. “Dropping to your knees on a slate floor is not advisable,” he said.

“I appreciate your consideration, Master.” 

Every time they’d been together was an unfolding mystery, and now in his house, she had no idea what to expect. She continued to observe her surroundings, and finally commented, “This is an amazing place. I didn’t expect anything so, um, so unique. I love it.”

“Thanks. It’s taken some time to get it looking this way. If you have to live in the middle of civilization you might as well find a way to pretend you’re not.”

“I can see, can’t even see the street from up here.”

“Just the way I like it.” He moved around her and closed the front door, then set off through a corridor toward the back of the house, apparently expecting her to follow along. Once they entered his living room, he moved toward the long bank of windows that looked out to the rest of his spectacular yard and its beautiful grove of trees. She stopped just short of him, a couple feet away, wondering what to do next, when Jack promptly answered that question by reaching out and drawing her toward him. 

He kissed her several times in that light, delicate way he had with his soft lips, then bore down harder with their mouths opening wide. He didn’t touch her otherwise, didn’t bring her into his arms as she would have liked, and when he finally backed off, he placed a hand on her shoulder and said, as he gently pushed her to the floor, “Now you can kneel for me.”

There was a thick rug beneath her feet, covering a section of hardwood floor in front of a fieldstone fireplace. Once her knees sank to the carpet, he backed up two feet and sat down in a well-worn leather club chair – what she expected any University professor would have in his home. There was the scent of firewood in the air, along with wood polish and something citrusy, lemon oil, she guessed, and several stacks of books, most of them within reach of his chair for easy access. There was a table, bookcases, chairs, though she’d remember little else from the first cursory glance. She could have studied every feature and memorized the details of every item, but once she settled into her kneeling position and caught Jack’s glance, her attention fixated solely on her master and the rest of the room seemed to vanish. 

“You look a little overdressed,” he said, as he viewed his kneeling sub. Already she could feel the rooted vibration of his dominant presence envelope her body. The feeling washed through her like a drug. If she had any doubt that he was master and she was slave, this feeling alone was enough to confirm the fact.

And now he wanted her to undress.

She bit her lip, momentarily flustered by his veiled command. Although she’d stripped for him twice before, it was like that first time all over again. Nervous shivers. A blushing face. Not to mention she was on her knees, in his house and more self-conscious than ever. Smiling warily, she lifted her tee shirt over her head, then reached back and unhooked her bra, her eyes gazing into Jack’s, her cheeks beginning to blush as she stared into his inscrutable face. As her bra fell away, she looked down at the nipple ties seeing them messy and forlorn. Though when she attempted to straighten them, Jack stopped her. 

“Don’t worry about them now, just finish taking off your clothes. I need you naked, slave.” The urgency in his voice was enough to get her moving, although her efforts to remove the shorts and panties were awkward and graceless. The red blush deepened on her cheeks, and her body was so fired up with anticipation that she could feel herself beginning to sweat. The aroma of her crotch rose up to greet her. For heaven’s sake! Why so jittery and raw now? As if she hadn’t been before.

Jack had a way of unhinging her, taking the mature, rational woman she believed herself to be and turning her into a mess of emotions, undisguised lust and embarrassment. Weirdly, this was just the kind of feeling that appealed to the submissive in her, even if it briefly left her half-crazed.

Jack finally saved her further discomfort. “Well, you have me horny now, slave.” He needn’t say more; she couldn’t get to his crotch fast enough. As soon as her mouth was filled with his warm, throbbing erection, all her anxieties were swept away. The aroma of his body soothed her; his rooted energy settled her down. She felt as if she were home, right where she belonged, on her knees, between his legs, bringing that stiff cock to a happy finale. As his warm, sweet cum jetted into her mouth, she swallowed all she could, smiling as she did. Once she was finally done, she lifted her head and sat back on her heels and sighed. With one glance at her glistening face, Jack handed her a handkerchief to wipe the residual cum from her mouth.

“I think you needed that as much as I did,” he said. 

“I think you’re right, Master.”

She was panting and still a little breathless when he pulled her into his arms and onto his lap, where his fingers went straight to her pussy. 

“So now to you,” he said. He fingered her clit with just a simple tease to start, and she squirmed against that finger, feeling his energy shoot up through her body. Then he inserted that finger in her cunt. “This your g-spot?” Yes. Right there. Right where he stroked, and teased and rubbed. 

 “Yes, Master,” she gasped, as her body instantly responded, “you can do that all day long.” 

Within seconds, those skillful fingers had her writhing fitfully against his hand. “Ohmygodyes!” She seized up several times, saying, “Yes, yes, Master. I need to cum, Sir, please!”

“You wait until I tell you,” he backed her off.

“Oh, but that’s not fair!” she whined.

“This has nothing to do with fair, slave.” His voice was brusque and masterful.

“Please, Master.” She set her eyes on his with a hopeful look, though there was a glint of evil in his eyes – he liked denying her way too much. She ground her pussy into his hand, unable to contain the orgasmic feeling. “Please…” she tried again. 

He looked at her solemnly and she was caught in his unwavering stare.  “You want to come, slut?”

“You know I do!”

As his fingers continued with the torturous tease, he stared into her eyes. She thought he’d make her wait forever – although it was just a few seconds before he finally said, “Then come.”

As soon as the words were out of his mouth, she let go that first climactic spasm, and her juices spurt out over his hand. Barely able to control her orgasming body, she clung to him as she seized up another half dozen times more before she finally took a breath. And then because he kept on fingering her hot wet hole and thrusting his fingers into her cunt, he had her cumming hard again, spasm after spasm until she thought the spasms would never end. 

Finally, she pulled back seeing Jack staring at her with dispassionate interest. She loved the way his cool demeanor made her feel, the way it distanced them and, at least on a sexual level, reminded her that they were not equals in this relationship. Was this all just a mind-game? A stellar demonstration of the power of their imagination? She knew it had to be more than that. Something arising from their sexual nature that was basic to them both, creating such urgent desire and desperate wanting. No, this was no game. This was real.

“You had enough?” he finally asked. 

“I never have enough of you,” she said as her mind drifted off into subspace.

He gave her ass cheek a sharp smack. “I meant enough cumming.”

She blushed again. “Yes, Master.”

He held her several seconds more, with his commanding energy pouring into her body and generating a fresh wave of desire. This time however, there was something about the desire that was more sensuous and affectionate than orgasmic. The feeling didn’t just stir her body, but hit her squarely in the heart, and if she hadn’t purposefully reined in the emotion she might have teared-up. When he finally released his hold, she dropped down to the carpet between his legs, and there she stayed, resting her head on his knee. 

“Thank you, Master.” This time, Master rolled off her tongue without her giving it much thought.

Feelings of surrender bloomed within her, while a dozen scenes swept before her inner eyes – her mind filing though all the dark places he would take her – spanking, whipping, bondage, humiliation. She wanted him to drive her deeper into her kink as he took control, and with that idea swirling through her thoughts, her mind suddenly kicked in, offering up an act of surrender that hadn’t crossed her mind in a long while. Now it nagged at her with such urgency that she couldn’t push it away.

“I want you to slap my face,” she spit out before she could stop herself. When she saw his reaction – something between alarm and curiosity – she immediately regretted that slap my face. “Not hard enough to hurt me but hard enough to feel the sting.”

 “I’m not sure how I feel about that,” he said, “but I’ll keep it in mind.” 

Keep it in mind…had he filed the information away for later or discarded it entirely?

At the moment, he was restless. “How about we take a look around the yard?” 

He moved to his feet and so did she, though when she reached down to grab her clothes, he stopped her. “Leave them here. You can do this naked, though you’ll need your sandals. Don’t want your bare feet torn up on the gravel path.” 

She slipped her feet into her sandals and moved with him through a door in the living room that opened to a raised wooden terrace and the rest of the yard. Jack took her hand as he led her along the paths around the Koi pond, over a Japanese bridge at the far end, then deeper into the woods. 

Jeni was barely with him. Her body and mind were still swimming in the sensations of the last half hour and that spectacular cum. But every molecule in her body was wide open to the world she saw – the flowers, the forest floor thick with ferns, and the trees were just part of this beautiful dream. Oh, the trees! She could have wrapped her arms around any one of them and just remained there with the strength of that tree moving through her. What bliss that would be! 

As they strolled together through a stand of tall pines, her eyes began to focus. Instead of a beautiful blur, each tree and flower and plant stood out before her eyes. She was awed by what he’d created here. How he’d kept the landscape natural, while summertime flowers were blooming where he scattered perennials amidst the trees.

Naked glory. Like she was naked now. 

The sudden reality of naked woke her up from what remained of the dreamy trance. 

Jeni wasn’t used to naked in the out-of-doors, and some inhibitions are hard to shake. But the sun, the air, and the gentle afternoon breeze filtering through trees, made her flesh come alive and her skin tingly and raw – even if the experience was increasingly unsettling. 

“You know this isn’t easy,” she finally spoke, “I don’t do naked out-of-doors very well.”

“You’ll get used to it,” he said. “When it’s warm enough, I don’t see any reason for you to be anything but naked. When you’re with me, of course.”

She let that thought sink in. “Then I guess I’ll get used to it.”  

He smiled, and squeezed her hand. 

As their walk continued, the conversation shifted, and Jack began a long monologue about his woods and trees and plants, all of which was fascinating. There was so much to take in that she wouldn’t remember it all, but the passion with which he spoke made an impact. He wasn’t a particularly demonstrative man, never would be, but the feeling in his voice shifted as he talked about what he’d created in this tiny oasis revealing a piece of him she’d not yet glimpsed. 

“It’s one of the most peaceful and pretty places I’ve ever seen. I love the flowers. Hard to believe we’re in the middle of the city. You did this all yourself?”

He nodded. “It’s taken a couple years and a lot of work, but it pretty much takes care of itself now.”

“You have quite a flair for landscape design.”

“Thanks. When I have a chance sometime, I’ll identify some of the plantings for you. There are some rare, exotic ones I’m pretty excited about.” He turned toward her, “Interesting for a botanist I guess, maybe not a writer.”

“But I am interested,” she said. “Everything is fuel for my muse. You never know, this garden could pop up in one of my stories.” Her eyes glittered darkly, with her mind immediately taking a naughty turn. Every fallen log was a place to be bent over and spanked – or fucked; every rough tree trunk a whipping post, every whippy sapling a potential implement of torture. Everything around her became erotic, including the feel of Jack’s warm palm against her own. 

Deep into the trees, he suddenly stopped and pushed her against the trunk of a maple tree. 

“You must have been reading my mind!” she laughed, then she fell into the scratchy bark and began to move on it as if it were a lover. 

Jack stepped back to watch. “Go ahead and dance against it, wench. Your ass looks damn hot. You getting aroused again?”

“Yes, I am, Master…” she could have said more, but her body seemed to speak for her.

This was the first time she remembered him making any comment about how she looked; he dished out compliments sparingly, but this certainly sounded like one.“You’re quite the slut.” He finally moved in and smacked her ass a dozen times. The sound of his hand on her flesh rebounded off the trees and echoed back. Then he abruptly pulled her off that rough lover and their walk continued until they returned to the terrace, having made an entire circle of the property and woods. 

Jack stepped up on the decking where several chairs, a small settee and tables were randomly scattered around the irregularly shaped terrace. Pulling a cushion from one of the chairs, he tossed the dark green tufted pillow to his feet.

“There’s a matter of slave business we need to deal with,” he informed her. “You’ll do this on your knees.”

Slave business? Her insides were in a sudden panic.

After having settled into such a sensuous and dreamy state of mind and body, the swift shift in Jack’s attention, back to the subject of her slavery, had her more than a little nervous. She shuddered so deeply as she carefully knelt on the cushion that she almost lost her balance, and in fact, had to use a close by table to steady herself until the dizzying sensation passed. Even then, her body was flushed with arousal, and she feared she’d come again as soon as he touched her.

When she looked up, Jack was in front of her, holding a cardboard box. Her curiosity was instantly piqued. With her eyes glued to his hands, she watched in awe as he withdrew an item from inside the box made of black leather and gleaming stainless steel. She reacted instantly with a noticeable shudder – seconds before she figured out that he held a formidable looking slave collar. She shouldn’t have been surprised; collars had been part of their ongoing conversation, but the fact that he’d already purchased one took her completely off guard.

“What do you think?” The look of the thing was almost too much for her and she didn’t know what to say. Finally, she spit out the first thing that came to mind:

“That’s quite a collar.”

“It is.”

The collar consisted of a nearly 2” band of black leather, with a smaller, yet still sizable steel band ringing the center of the entire thing. There was some sort of fastening mechanism that required a padlock, which Jeni couldn’t see clearly. Every feature of the collar’s design seemed ominous and wonderful, straight from a submissive’s fondest fantasies – including many of her own. She wanted to take a closer look, to hold it in her hands, lift it to her nose to smell its scent, but the collar abruptly disappeared from view as Jack moved around behind her.

“You’ll wear this whenever I tell you to, and can pretty much expect to when you’re with me. Not in public, of course.”

She took a deep breath, while trying to wrap her mind around what this sudden turn would mean to their relationship. As Jack fit the leather and steel around her throat, his commanding energy flooded into her body. She reacted to the touch of his fingers with a tremor of want, and when the lock clicked shut, the sound of it – though it was just a small sound – reverberated all the way to her toes.

Once the collar was in place, he moved back around and faced her, with the key to the padlock in his hand. “The lock is keyed the same as the ones that fit the cuffs. If the need arises, you can unlock it yourself, although while we’re together, the key stays with me.” As she expected. “So what do you think?”

She looked at him dumbfounded. “I think you surprised me. But I like the looks of it, at least what I’ve seen.”

“You’ll get a closer look soon enough.” 

“And you, Master? You like the way it looks?”

“I do.” He nodded, obviously pleased. “Weighty, no-nonsense, not particularly glamorous. But it communicates the right message.”

“Message?”

“You’re owned, slave. You have an issue with that, you’d better tell me now.”

“None,” she said without even thinking. Her fingers grazed the edge of the leather, touching it delicately as if it might bite. The steel band was cool, while the soft leather warmed with her body heat. You’re owned. The words repeated in the back of her mind; it would take some time before she understood all that being owned by Jack would mean. But she liked the sound of being owned, and the way that owned made her feel.

“I do like it,” he stated again. Then his mood seemed to darken for a moment, with a visceral sort of feeling emanating from some shadowy place opening in him now. He nodded as if confirming his own thoughts, which he hadn’t shared with her. “It’s what I want to see you wearing. I’d planned on making more of a ceremony of it, but I’ve had it for ten days and was getting antsy to see it around your throat.” Like a substitute for his hands, was the thought that arose unbidden in Jeni’s mind. “I’m sure it’ll be too much for sleeping. You’ll go back to the training collar at night, but this goes on first thing in the morning.”

This next piece of her new reality falling into place would take some getting used to. She wasn’t entirely sure how she felt with the collar around her throat, but it did have a certain magic, putting her into immediate subspace, which would be the best place to be in the company of her master. 

Pulling one of the deck chairs close to where she knelt, he sat down, so she could take up her favorite position between his legs without needing to move the cushion that cradled her knees. As he stared down at her with the full force of his eyes acutely trained on her, she felt herself shrink before him. His stare unnerved her, as if his eyes were crawling though her thoughts while she exposed herself to him. As if she were an open book and he was reading every private thought coming through her scattered emotions. Did he really have that kind of power? 

That stare alone had her painfully aroused. She felt vulnerable before him. 

Everything was happening so fast. What do I have to fear? Again, she asked that question of herself as she had so many times since their relationship began. 

She knew that where he led she would dutifully follow, just as she always imagined she would do with a master. But had she leapt too soon? Was this what she really wanted for herself? Could her life honestly make sense in this unequal relationship? This wasn’t a fantasy, a game of let’s pretend. The emotions were too strong and the feelings too real, the desires too deeply embedded in them both to trivialize extraordinary moments like this one. Despite her doubts, and as absurd as this relationship often seemed, there was no way she could abandon it now. Nor could she dismiss the powerful exhilaration of kneeling bowed before the man she’d come to know as Master.

Jack leaned forward in his chair, his expression solemn and earnest as he grasped her behind the neck. Jeni’s eyes went wide. What was he doing? Her mind was in such a blur that she didn’t even notice when his arm drew back. But when he abruptly brought it forward and his palm landed squarely on her cheek, she was stunned. The effect was instantaneous, resounding through her body and brain as she spiraled down further into a state of surrender. He’d lit up every nerve in her body, and within seconds, she exploded in a crushing orgasm. Her body twisted inside his unyielding grasp as she seized up. “Ohmygod,” she vented in a soft and breathy whisper.

He slapped her again with the same result. 

From the first slap to the aftermath of the second stunning slap across her cheek, Jack stared into her eyes with cool command, communicating the degree to which he owned her. 

“You like that, don’t you?” He, too, seemed a little in awe of what he’d done. 

“I love it,” she answered, breathless and bewildered. “Weird, huh?”

“Not for a slave. Hadn’t thought we’d get to this place so soon, but obviously it’s something you need or you wouldn’t have mentioned it.”

“Need? I don’t know about that, but I certainly love how it makes me feel.”

“And how does it make you feel?”

“Reduced,” was the first word that popped into her head. Then a moment later from her dazed subspace, she added. “Diminished. I feel diminished…taken down…surrendered, I suppose.”

“And horny by the looks of it.”

“You can tell?” she found herself laughing, “I’m about to explode – again.”

“Very good. It pleases me to know what a slave I have in you.”

Overwhelmed. She should have added overwhelmed, she felt that too. Like she couldn’t take more. Not another smack or command, or minute of groveling against scratchy tree bark. For the second time that day, she was nearly in tears.

“I think you need to fix your mouth on my cock, slut,” he said, smiling. “Put some of that libido of yours into me.”

Her tears were forgotten as she opened his fly, pulled out his cock and began another worshipful moment of selfless service. While she worked his cock with her lips and tongue, Jack groaned, his pleasure undisguised. Jeni’s body fired off a half-dozen spontaneous orgasms without his laying a single hand on her crotch. 

***

Jeni noticed the shifting light, the shadows on the wall rapidly advancing with the day moving toward evening. She hated the thought of having to put her clothes back on and head for home. The afternoon had been a beautiful dream, just as the other afternoons in Jack’s company had been. She didn’t want it to end – ever. He’d lifted her out of the rest of her world, away from grief and sadness and the busyness of her hectic days at work. Here, she was slave and nothing mattered but pleasing her master, Jack Hawking.

In the interlude that followed the last blow job, they sat on the deck, Jeni in a chair this time, and talked about botany, her writing, Jack’s cottage and the mundane work of an advertising copy writer. This was an easy back and forth – much less awkward than previous vanilla conversations had been. And then, because she couldn’t wait any longer to ask, she broached the subject of leaving. “Master, I have no idea the time, but I should probably head home before it gets too late and the traffic south gets heavy.”

He looked surprised, “You need to leave? I planned for you to spend the night.”

She thought a moment. “Really? I didn’t expect to stay.”

“Is that a problem?”

“No, Sir, I think I’m fine. Tomorrow’s Monday—” she thought a moment, “I don’t need to be in the office until noon. I did my homework yesterday.” 

“Very good. We’ll spend the night in bed.”

Her face brightened. She was almost giddy with the thought. “I’d love that. Although I don’t have a change of clothes, anything really…” 

“You didn’t come prepared, did you?”

“I guess not.”

Jack shrugged. “So, you’re a slave. You make do. Besides, what do you need with a change of clothes?” There was a playful grin on his lips, as he viewed her bare breasts and naked crotch. “As far as I’m concerned, what you’re wearing right now will be just fine until you walk out the door and head for home. Since my opinion is the only one that matters…”

“I guess I’m staying,” she laughed. It had been such a long time – over twenty years – since she’d spent a first night with a lover. She could hardly remember what it was like, although she was certain that it was nothing like this. No slaves, no masters, no naked in the out-of-doors, no slaps to the face, leather belts, and very little oral sex – that was just not her thing at the time, though it was now. 

“A lot of firsts for me today,” she said. She was still a little stunned by it all.

“For me too.”

“You, really? What’s new for you, if you don’t mind my asking?”

He thought a moment. “Never slapped a woman.” 

“You liked that?” Watching him stare at her, she almost thought he’d slap her face again. But then she noted his rather perverse grin. “Brings out the sadist in you, huh?”

He barely nodded in agreement, still thinking it through. Those two firm smacks to her left cheek had left a lasting impression on them both. “Let’s just say that those slaps won’t be the last. Now, enough with the chat. It’s time I fucked you. Get in the house.”

Jeni could feel his impatience almost immediately, and scrambled to her feet, following him into the house, down the corridor to the foyer then heading in the opposite direction from the living room toward Jack’s bedroom. Before she could even look at the room, he had her thrust over the end of the bed with her ass raised high and shivering in wait. Her face was buried in the mattress. All of her focus had shifted to her bottom cheeks, where Jack was mauling the soft flesh. He slapped her hard with his hand and the sting on her ass quickly rose in intensity. She suffered the pain for several seconds, and was just beginning to feel a sensation of pleasure arise, when Jack abruptly stopped. She groaned in despair. 

“Don’t worry, there’s more coming, pain slut.”

She opened her eyes, gazing back from her lowly pose to see Jack withdraw the belt from his jeans and double it in his fist. Her body bristled instantly. A moment later, he tore into her rear as if he were on a mission. Each smack was firm and punishing, and in response to each one, she groaned fitfully, while trying to bear the pain with some kind of submissive grace – though that was tough to do. 

“Oh fuck, that’s nasty!” she blurted out. One minute she writhed as if she were begging for more, the next, she squirmed in agony, fought to get away. The uneasy paradox of pain and pleasure and that beloved leather belt was a lot to endure. Her writhing body went wild with pain and arousal; to survive his next crack of that leather, she drew on every bit of submissive grace she could muster. Though she wanted to take everything he dished out, she wasn’t certain that she could this time. 

“You had enough?” he finally asked, with the belt still dangling from his hand.

She waited a moment, tempted to tell him to keep going, but another smack of that stinging leather? “I think I’ve had it, Master.”

“So have I,” he said. He dropped the belt and abruptly left the room, no explanation offered, though he wasn’t gone long. When he returned, she felt some cold liquid splash down her anal crack. He mopped up the extra with a towel so it wouldn’t drip, then began inserting his fingers into her ass. He worked her there for about a minute then changed to a rippled anal probe, which he shoved into the tight space as far as it would go.

She lunged forward and he yanked her back – the it was tighter than she expected. “Oh my,” she vented her distress.

“You’re doing just fine, slave,” he added for encouragement. Oddly enough, his soothing comment worked. Once the ass plug finally settled comfortably within her, he fucked her with it for about thirty seconds then pulled it out. “Good,” he said.

Good what? she wondered. Then it dawned on her that the purpose of the probe was to see if her ass was clean enough to screw, and apparently it was. 

He shoved the probe back in and spanked her hard a few more times until her ass heated again. Then with no further ceremony, he pulled the probe free and replaced it with his cock. His stiff erection opened her even wider, but there wasn’t a moment of discomfort. His cock easily slid into her rectum and took command. Jack grabbed both ass cheeks and squeezed them firmly, while his erection thrust in and out of her in a slow, methodical rhythm. As he continued, his desire gained strength and the thrusting became more urgent, until the fucking turned savage, into a furious clash of libido, and the two were grinding into each other, moaning loudly and nearly breathless. All Jeni could think of was his driving his cock deeper, and with that thought in mind, her inner muscles squeezed down on his organ. She knew he was about to cum. And when she did cum, she’d milk him dry.

“Dear God, yes…” she quietly hissed. Her cries were stifled by the comforter beneath her. Sparks were flying inside her eyes. What he did to her ass was goddam amazing! “Yesyesyes,” she lifted her head and started to cry out while pushing her ass into his groin to force him even deeper. Never had she been ass fucked so hard and so deeply. “Yes. Yes. Do it! Fuck me!” she screamed, as if he needed more encouragement. 

He didn’t stop. He just kept on. Going deeper. Using her like he would a captive whore. Wasn’t that exactly what she was?

The fuck went on until he couldn’t stop the fire in him from exploding. When he finally ejaculated, Jeni could feel his spurting cum with every pulsing shove. She was cumming too, though in truth, her orgasm had begun with the first thrust and it hadn’t stopped. It just got bigger, deeper and more crazy as Jack finally spent himself.

“You dirty little whore!” he shot out, scowling nastily, as she squeezed down one last time. She cringed again hearing him use the word whore, but that was just the piece of her that was still prim and proper in this reborn slut. The rest of her, the slave side, loved when he called her whore or slut or dirty or whatever came to his mind – not that she was about to admit that to Jack. 

“You like your ass fucked, slave,” Jack declared as he pulled out. 

“Yes, I do, Master.”

“This is good. Since I’ll be taking your ass again soon. Maybe even later tonight.”


***


There was no ass fuck later in the evening. Jack turned another page, wanting something quieter for the remainder of the day. Days were long in that part of summer, the sun not sinking low until nearly nine o’clock. They had already eaten and were lying in bed together by that time. Jack had the TV on, flipped through the channels, and with nothing to arouse his interest, he turned it off. 

He sat up on the bed while Jeni lay next to him. 

“Okay, slut, tell me more about your kinky desires.”

“More? Really?” She pulled up and scrambled around so she could look at him face to face. “Haven’t I told you enough?”

“Not if there are things you haven’t shared.”

“But I’ve shared everything.”

“Have you?”

She was all flustered. “Well…I suppose there might be a few…” she suggested, although at that moment not a thing came to mind. 

“I asked a question, slave, I expect an answer.” He didn’t seem particularly upset that she resisted, but he still insisted.

“Right, I confess my nasty little secrets, put more ideas in your head and I’m doomed.”

 “Maybe that’s the point.” He smiled.

“That sounds awfully cruel.” 

“Cruel? Never. I’m a gentle and caring master.” There was that twisted grin again.

“Right. How could I possibly think of you any other way?” She flashed him her sassiest grin. “It certainly didn’t take much time to have you slapping my face.”

He shrugged. “You opened that door wide, Jeni. Now, quit stalling. What haven’t you told me? I’m starting to think you’re hiding something.”

Maybe she was.

She reacted with a sudden shiver, and a pointed, “Yes, Master.” Then taking a breath, she allowed herself to recall the fantasies she associated with Jack. “Let’s see. How about our dressing up, very modestly – well, not too modestly – going someplace nice, me with no panties and a skirt short enough that I’m sitting on my bare ass, maybe that butterfly thing you mentioned strapped to my cunt, you with the remote control, me a puppet you control with the a push of the button.” She was getting hot just thinking about it.

“I like that,” he nodded. “Leave it to you to expand on my fantasies, and make them even better.”

“You see!” she jumped on that right away, “that’s what worries me. There is a drawback to all this kinky stuff going on in my head.” 

“Just think of it as pleasing your master.” By the look on his face, he thoroughly enjoyed seeing her squirm.

“Right. While getting myself in trouble.”

“This is you talking, Jeni. You thrive on playing the naughty slut.” His eyes narrowed mischievously. “A puppet, huh. Nice idea.” She could imagine the wheels turning in his inscrutable brain. “So what else?”

“Well, let’s see.” She was more than a little squeamish about what popped into her mind next. When she finally spit it out, she’d cocked her head coyly like a bashful kid.  “You’ve mentioned this too, golden showers?”

“You said you did that before…and liked it. Right?”

“Well, maybe I liked it. I’m not so sure.”

“And did you swallow too?” he asked. 

Her face reddened and she bowed her head.

“Look at me when you answer.” 

She was suddenly burning inside with embarrassment.

“Yes, I swallowed. But I don’t remember liking it.”

“And if I ordered you to swallow?”

She felt a steady throbbing in her cunt. “An obedient slave would do that, wouldn’t she?” 

“Yes, she would,” he said. His studied gaze had her trembling. “And she’d be turned on, just like you are now.”

“Who said I was turned on?” Her embarrassment deepened. 

“You did,” he laughed. “The more you think about drinking my piss, the hornier you get.”

Her face was bright red, and she pulled up the sheet to cover it. 

“I suppose you’re turned on, too?” she shot back.

He pulled back the comforter and showed off his hard-on.

“You want me to go down on you?” she asked, maybe steer him away from this interrogation. 

He covered his crotch again. “No, don’t stop now. I’m enjoying watching you suffer. Plus, you’ve got me hard again, let’s keep it up.”

Jeni took a long look through her fantasy bag of tricks, deliberately avoiding one subject in particular while searching for safer things to confess. When nothing of any consequence came to mind, she knew she couldn’t ignore what was nagging at her. Like a kid in a crowd with a cardboard placard. The truth scrawled in permanent ink. Blinking neon in the dead of night. There was no mystery to this. She’d been masturbating to the fantasy for years, and most noticeably since Jack appeared in her life and started talking masters and slaves, remote wilderness cottages and a level of obedience she’d dreamed of, in spite of where it would lead her. 

“You know fantasy is one thing, reality something different. You want something I’d actually do?”

“There you go again,” he said. His eyes remained fixed on hers. “There’s got to be something really nasty going on in that mind of yours to have you stalling. Let’s not keep it a secret.”

She shifted positions, blushing enough to have her face as hot and throbbing as her horny cunt. “Okay…so in the past, you’ve asked about my being ‘shown off’ to other men…well, I think about that a lot.”

“Do you?”

“Yes. I wonder if that’s something you’d do, actually show me off?”

“I might.”

Her libido had been idling in a steady low gear and suddenly shifted forward. “You have anything particular in mind?” she wondered aloud.

“I still have a few friends in the scene. Though I’m not sure that scene-friendly really matters.” 

Her eyes widened. And what exactly did he mean by that? She was afraid to ask, but unafraid to transmit her current state of arousal as she rubbed her cunt into the mattress.

He observed her with some amusement. “This is really turning you on.”

“Maybe.”

“Maybe?” He laughed outright then he reached toward her bare breasts, lightly stroking a nipple. Her body tensed, and she pressed her pussy even deeper into the bed.

“Now that turns me on.”

“I know it does.” His fingers continued going back and forth from one nipple to the other, stroking the hard little buds with such a delicate touch that she wished he’d be a little more aggressive. Her arousal was starting to spike, and there were spasms going off in her belly and sex. If he kept this up, she’d come.

“Yessssss…” she was nearly delirious with the pleasure bounding through her. She might have even climaxed if he hadn’t abruptly switched gears again. Taking her right nipple between his thumb and index fingers, he pinched it roughly, then twisted it to the side. “Ouch!” she squealed, and tried to pull away. 

“You stay right here, slut,” he snapped. He repeated the torture with her left nipple, pinching and twisting it until she shrieked again. Finally, he tugged on both nipples, pulling her tits as he did, while she breathed deeply and drove the pain into her smoldering crotch where it fed her lust. 

When he finally let go, she was panting hard and she pressed hand between her legs and fondled her pussy. “You suppose we could just fuck?” she asked.

“We could, but we’re not,” he answered. “Settle down and keep talking.”

“Really? What else is there to say?” She was frustrated and cross, and her face communicated that fact.

Jack put his palm against her face. When she tried to turn away, he gave her a pat on the cheek. “Look at me.”

She did. “Sorry, Master.”

“I like where this conversation is going. Keep talking, slut.”

She didn’t know where to begin again, but there were a lot of questions in her mind about things that had been mentioned before. She might as well spit them out now. “So, you’d actually show me off to your friends?” she asked.

“It’s a possibility. You think about that a lot?”

“Hummm. More often than you know.” She wondered just how far he would go. This was tough territory for her – frightening, yes, but with thrilling possibilities. “So how would that happen? You showing me off?”

“Not sure.” He shrugged. “Maybe here, maybe the cottage. Let’s just say, right now, if one of my friends – and it would depend on who it was – were to happen by and you were, let’s say, dressed the way you are now, collar, cuffs and otherwise bare-assed naked, I wouldn’t necessarily make you cover up.”

“Really?” She could see it now, like one of the fantasies she wrote about, but this was no fantasy.

“Yes, really. Far as I’m concerned it’s going to happen, eventually.”

She took a breath. “Now that makes me nervous.”

“Nothing wrong with that.”

“And if I balk?”

“You’ll balk. But whether you like it or not, you’ll get through it. You’re a slave. You balk enough to get me pissed, you’ll get punished right then and there, and it won’t matter who’s looking.”

“Oh, you are a hard master.”

“No. I’m gentle and caring,” he reminded her, with a tender smirk, “as long as you’re obedient.”

“I’m not going to win anything here, am I?”

“Depends on what winning means to you. I think you’ll win all the way around since you’ll be so fucking horny you’ll be begging me to screw you, which I will – eventually.” He let that thought linger between them for a moment. “So. You’ve managed to skirt my question by picking my brain. Now it’s back to you, Jeni.” 

“Oh, you are utterly merciless, Jack Hawking.”

He smiled, pleased with himself. “Good. That tells me you have more to confess.”

“I don’t know how to top that.”

“Try.”

She really wanted to protest but she didn’t dare. Getting stubborn with this man wouldn’t work. She’d let him trump her. She was sub; giving in was what subs do.

“Well,” she took a breath. Why did she have to be so dang honest? “Since we’re on a roll here…I often think about how fucking hot it would be if you were to take the showing off a little further, maybe, and let your friend,” she could barely spit it out, “inspect me.” She stopped with that, then quickly, added, “There, Master! You have it! That’s all the confession I’m going to make today. You’ve worn my brain out. Just so you know, that’s what I was hiding.”

He laughed. “Well, how about that. We think alike.” 

“I was afraid that’s what you’d say,” she said, though she was smiling, too. 

There was a whole lot more behind that fantasy that she didn’t tell him, including possibilities she was sure he hadn’t thought of. But apparently, she’d satisfied his curiosity for now. He didn’t ask for more. He ended the interrogation by tackling her down, planting his cock between her legs, and screwing missionary style, nothing kinky about it, although as his erection banged into her hungry pussy, she felt taken and used, like she was his property, which indeed she was. 

They parted ways the following morning with so many sexy kisses and hugs that she would have called in sick and kept kissing her master all day long. But as was typical for their relationship, Jack was the voice of reason. He pushed her off with a heavy sigh. “I’ll have students lining up outside the door of my office if I don’t get there soon. And you’d better get to work. Drive carefully, slut.  Want to see you all in one piece next weekend. I’ll be coming down.” 


Chapter Ten

“So your call yesterday morning set the tone for the day. I stayed home to work on a project, but all I could think of was what you’d do to me when I saw you next. How you’d take me, use me, what you’d make me confess next. And all these nasty things are running through my brain – well, this is what happens in the evening after a long day thinking of you and this kink we share. I don’t know if I can handle another day at home doing little but make up naughty stories for my blog – I need to get back to the office and do something productive. The thing is…I’m such a slave (a slutty one as well). I wrote the attached piece for you – just something fun and frivolous. By the way, I wore your collar all day. You suppose that has anything to do with the fine madness I’m feeling now?”

Broken Open

Broken open in the evening, something raw and evil, 

wicked and outrageous exploded from me 

as I lay down to masturbate. 

This was no ordinary masturbation…

more like someone kicked me into high gear

on the heels of writing explosive porn all afternoon –

with your collar around my neck

I want you to get rough with me

stern with me

push me to my knees to put your cock in me

I wanna get fucked, slapped, pinched

kissed hard and penetrated everywhere.

I wanna be mastered

dominated

made to slavishly grovel before you like a penitent.

So this, Master Hawking, is what I get for being 

too tired to masturbate the night before,

then letting my body gather steam over

 another porn-filled day.

I break open all over the place

cumming on my hand, juices dripping across my fingers

all the while wishing, praying, imagining it’s your hand

your lips, your cock breaking my body open tonight.

An endless parade of porn is going on inside my head

And it doesn’t seem to want to stop

Talking dirty to you on the on phone, 

now that would get me off, Would it get you off, too?

How about sex in the shower, dripping wet

me on my knees at your feet, feeling the warm golden rain

from you falling down my face and shoulders

or kissing you till our mouths hurt

or giving your body a massage with nothing but my tongue?

I’d like a long, blistering spanking that would go on all day

with breaks, of course, I’m not that much of a masochist

and a dozen climaxes any which way

and me buried in your crotch any way you want me

for an hour or more, or however long it takes to quench the fire in you

Broken wide open last night…

I wonder what’s gonna happen next time we meet? END

***

“Check your schedule. I’m going north next weekend and want you with me. Friday to Sunday evening.” 

Her stunned response – the gasp, the pounding heart and the mind-spin immediately kicking into high gear – finally gave way to a little calm. She’d learned to ease off on the emotional theatrics that seemed to arise anytime Jack made a sudden and unexpected announcement. She hadn’t expected this; for ten weeks, his cottage was a carrot dangling before her, a promise, but not a reality. Sometimes it seemed like a phantom reality and she wondered if it even existed. He’d been at the cottage three times since they’d met, but on each occasion, he was taking students with him and her presence wasn’t what…? Appropriate? Welcome? Advisable? She’d never quite understood why she couldn’t just be there, hanging out in the background, busy with her own work until late in the day after his work was done, when he could close the bedroom door behind them and use her as the slave she was. To her, the idea was romantic. Their kink world existing as a parallel universe, side by side with their working reality, a naughty escape to fantasyland – not a lot different from the way their affair had always been: spontaneous combustion in the midst of the daily grind, the normal comings and goings of two busy professionals – playful, wicked, mischievous and fun. Their affair was all that, along with being a grand experiment in dominance and submission that just kept getting better. When you got right down to the basic truth of it, they were just two debauched hedonists on a fucking joyride, following the desires that made them come alive. 

The fact that the cottage hadn’t yet figured in their weekend plans was a huge frustration for Jeni, although she’d kept her frustration to herself. 

But now she smiled – even though the flip side of her present elation had a darker aspect; maybe her hopes for the coming weekend were grossly misplaced. Was there a message in this? A signal suggesting a possible shift in their relationship to something bigger? Sometimes she worried that Master Jack Hawking and slave Jeni were just a happy dream that would one day prove as ephemeral as a cloud and dematerialize in the wind as if it had never happened at all. She reread his email for maybe the tenth time, trying to sort this out, then had to push it from her mind, and forget trying to figure out Jack’s every motive.

“My schedule is free, Sir. Let me know what I need to bring, when and where we’ll meet. Excited. Beaming. Can’t wait to see the cottage and spend time on the lake.”

Her email was short and sweet. Better than effusively gushing with all the thoughts bombarding her brain at that moment. Even so, the trip set the tone for her day and would for the next several, until she finally climbed into the Jeep beside him. 

They spoke that night on the phone, making plans, talking clothes and food and anything else that popped into her head that applied to the trip. The conversation finally lagged, and Jack jumped in this time, “You do understand what going to the cottage is going to mean for you.”

“Mean? That sounds a little ominous.”

“Shouldn’t be. It’s what you want.”

“So what, exactly, are you implying?” She was getting nervous. 

“There’s a lot that will happen at the cottage that won’t happen in your house or mine.”

“Of course.”

“It’ll be time to stretch your limits —” she heard him laugh. “Literally and figuratively.”

“Ah! That would be me dangling from the rafters in chains,” she joked.

“Might be.”

The butterflies in her stomach were suddenly in a riot. “Thanks, Master. Now you have my palms all sweaty.”

“Good.”

“Anything in particular I should prepare myself for?”

“Let’s see,” he considered the question earnestly. “How about you prepare to surrender, submit, and do what you’re told. Those are the only instructions you’ll ever need.”

She wanted to laugh. “Yes, of course, Master. I’ve been waiting for this for so long. I don’t want to mess it up.”

“You won’t.” He was always so sure of her and her obedience, when in her mind she wasn’t sure at all. 

There was nothing to calm her beating heart and settle those damn butterflies. This mild uproar of terror and thrill converging was what she’d live with until they were finally there. She had no reason to complain. She was standing on the edge of a precipice before a great abyss. Raw excitement. Tension in her gut. A deep throbbing pulse between her legs that was as orgasmic as it was painful to live with. Her kink was all about teetering on the edge of mystery, toying with the thought of the dark side, then with a little nudge, abandoning that edge and diving in. Jack was that nudge. She didn’t want to step back off that precipice, even if it meant that the terrifying anxiety would ease. 

***

She read through their old emails. 

June…

“The collar demonstrates an acceptance of your slavery to me. It represents an iron clad bond. There may be times I require you wear it in the company of my friends – those who would understand what it means.”

July…

“Did you really tell me that I’d strip in front of whoever you wanted me to?”

“Yes I did. How would that be different from when you’ve stripped at your kink club with your friends?” 

Early August…

“So, how would you show me off?”

“The only thing I can say for sure is that it would be a private showing. Would I allow you to be touched? Probably. How would any man look at you strung up before them and not want to touch? But there will be no fingers in your mouth, that is for my private and personal use only. You’d be wearing collar, cuffs, nipple ties and cunt tag – and clothes to start. I would order you to strip off each piece of clothing. After that, I’m not sure. I might allow him to touch your pussy, your tits, maybe. There are a lot of possibilities. I have always wanted to try double penetration. But let’s not get ahead of ourselves. You’ll be told what to do and when to do it. Turn around. Bend over. Spread your cheeks. Stand with your legs spread wide, maybe on the coffee table so we could get a good look at the clit ring and ID tag. As long as it pleases me, you’ll do it.” 


That ‘tag’ was still just a fantasy in both their minds; though it kept Jeni wondering when…

Later in August…

“What excites me – seeing you collared before my friends, removing your clothing one piece at a time to demonstrate your obedience to me. I thought about allowing a friend to leave marks on your ass, but at the moment, I’d prefer to mark you myself. I might demonstrate how to whip you and let them admire the results. Master”

Every time she read through their old emails, the same things jumped out at her, all coming down to one imperative in the life of a slave. She recalled their last phone conversation – Prepare to surrender, submit, and do what you’re told. Those are the only instructions you’ll ever need, slave. That was all he needed to say. She sometimes wondered what in those old emails was horny talking? And what was real? What were just nighttime fantasies playing out in his mind while he stroked his cock, thinking of her – his slave?

What would Jack actually do?

***


Early morning the end of August…

Like every other time they’d been together, Jeni felt a little magic glittering behind the reality. Maybe even more magical this time as they headed into the spooky unknown of the cottage. She was happy that he hadn’t started with a lot of ‘dom speak’, rules and orders, that sort of thing – she might have peed her pants from nerves. Even so, by the time she finally climbed into the green Wrangler, her body was vibrating to a degree that she’d not experienced since the day they met. At least then, she’d settled down once the first few minutes were over. But there was no settling down now as Jack drove to the bottom of his driveway and headed toward the Interstate. It was still dark as night. She’d driven up the evening before so they could head out early in the morning, but she’d hardly slept a wink.

“Relax, girl, your nerves are going to be all worn out before we even get there.”

“You noticed?”

His eyes narrowing on her and he shook his head, indulgently. Amused. “I’m not always observant, but you’re pretty obvious this time, wench. Practice your deep breathing or whatever you do.”

“Sure, I’ll do that,” she smiled. For awhile she focused on her breathing, trying to relax as she stared out the window, watching the city lights diminish the further they drove north. Then for a time she dozed, resting her head against a pillow that she propped against the window. She woke from the heavy stupor of her nap, and feeling a little flustered, she took Jack’s hand and felt his soothing energy dispel her rattled nerves.

Daylight was beginning to creep around the edges of the night, brightening the sky. However, the meandering road they traveled was bordered by tall pines and stately maples, and was still a little spooky at that hour, making Jeni think of Hansel and Gretel on their way into the mysterious woods. She and Jack chatted for a time, then settled into a comfortable quiet as day dawned, and the morning sky opened further, deep and blue as the ocean. It was easy to daydream, to lose her mind in thoughts of what might happen while she was at Jack’s cottage. Stretching her limits, what did that mean? The question haunted her, and wouldn’t quit her thoughts. Accompanying it was a feeling of excitement, along with a hefty dose of fear.

When the Jeep made a hairpin turn on the rough gravel road, the sudden shift in direction threw Jeni back to the present moment. Her anxiety fired up again seeing where they were. They emerged from the woods at the edge of the lake, the cottage in sight, just a few hundred yards in the distance. While the cottage had been the focus of her obsessive fantasies, with one glance at the serene silvery lake in that early morning hour, everything else vanished. She was so mesmerized by the sight of all that sky and water, and the pristine beauty of the far shore, that even when Jack pulled up into the yard and stopped the Jeep, the cottage was not where she headed. She hopped out and made her way down to the sandy beach to the pier and strolled to the end of the dock. If the sun had been high in the sky, as it would be hours later, she would have been tempted to shed her clothes and dive in. But the water looked cold and forbidding now. Instead, she let her eyes feast on the serenity, the kind that only occurs by magic, by some combination of factors in the right place at the right time. It was definitely the right time of day to be awed by what nature creates with so little effort – morning after morning, every new dawn just slightly altered from the day before, each incarnation unique. The sight before her it made up for having to leave before the sun rose.

“Beautiful, isn’t it?” Jack stood behind her with an arm going around her waist. The moment of connection was a first for them; that arm around her waist a spontaneous stab at affection uncommon for Jack. She breathed him in, as much as she did the sight of water and sky, relishing the warmth of his body in contrast to the sharp cool air. He said he changed when he was at the cottage, and Jeni could already feel the difference in his spirit, as if mind, body and soul had made a slight shift and something opened up inside him that she hadn’t seen before.

For a moment, even Jeni’s butterflies were content to take a break, and she experienced the scene for its magic without worry. “I think I needed this,” she said, as she settled into the feel of Jack’s rooted strength. The tree-line rimming the far shore of the lake was still dark as midnight, the sky brightening above, the water turning more silvery, shimmering with a ghostly glow as the sun continued to rise. 

“You didn’t lie,” she said. 

Jack didn’t need to say about what? He knew. This was his lake, his cottage, his terrain. She was merely borrowing a space in this sacred territory, and the moment that thought hit her, she understood why he’d waited to bring her here. Demons and rapture, either one, could be flushed out in circumstances like this one. People got stripped naked, metaphorically speaking, in settings this pristine, when the distractions of the real world disappeared and you were left to the bare bones of living – virtually unplugged no less. TV yes, but no Wi-Fi, no Internet, and cell phone service – when it worked. There was more to coming here than romantic sex – this was living together without the distractions of life to clutter the mind. Their kink life could flower here, or fall apart.

Would the relationship survive their days together in this untainted wilderness? 

Jeni was scared. Glaring deficits they’d not seen before could arise, so could moments that might bind their relationship together. So much about Jeni and Jack had to do with Master/slave, which was beginning to feel almost comfortable. However, everything that wasn’t about sex and kink was a huge unknown. She had her hopes for a happy outcome, but she wasn’t betting on anything. Nothing about this relationship was fixed, nor was it easy, and she didn’t expect this first stay at his cottage to be easy either. But she was ready for it, she had to be. She was there with him and couldn’t turn back now. Jack must have thought she was ready; he wouldn’t have invited her otherwise.

Looking into that beautiful horizon, she realized what had eluded her before: Jack wasn’t thinking his way through their relationship as she once assumed. He might have been ‘relationship deprived’ in many ways but his gut feelings about matters of sex and kink, and how quickly they should move forward were remarkably spot on. He didn’t over think as she was prone to do. He didn’t obsess. It was mysterious to her that anyone could make life so simple. But in this regard, Jack was probably much better at seizing the moment than she was. 

When they finally turned back toward the shore, Jeni stepped back startled. Her first lingering look at the cottage was not what she expected. It was not the cottage in the photograph he’d sent her, but a rambling house much bigger than the one in her imagination. A fieldstone porch ringed the front and the entire west side; along the east side was a screened-in porch extending the length of the house, with what appeared to be a massive stone chimney rising above the second story. Above the stone foundation was a cobbled edifice; an ancient log cabin to the east; a newer brown shingle add-on to the west. Blooming flowers circled the perimeter. Though it seemed to have been thrown together, the elements not quite a perfect fit, the resulting combination was pleasing. Beautiful even. Quaint. Picturesque. Appropriate adjectives were endless.

Jeni wanted to love it and embrace it as hers. But not yet. This was Jack’s; the imprint of his vision would be the glue that held it together, and it would be for him to decide if she belonged there. 

“What do you think?” his question penetrated through her bewildered daze, but as far as a response, she couldn’t think of a thing to say.

“I don’t know.”

“Don’t know?”

She flashed him a grin. “I know, easy question…just not what I expected. The picture you sent was of the log cabin side; the rest of the cottage isn’t even in the photograph. It’s completely different from what I imagined.”

They stood together silently appraising the sight.

“But I love it,” she finally spit out.

“You do?”

“Of course. It’s kinda funky and fun and weird. Though this shouldn’t surprise me, Jack Hawking, everything about you surprises me.” She looked up at him smiling and would have nuzzled into his side ready for a long passionate kiss. But there was no kiss, not then.

“I surprise you? Really?” He pulled away and gave her ass a sharp crack. “Let’s get going. We have food to unpack and a there’s a post, maybe a beam or two, waiting for a naked slave to christen it.”

“Yes, sir!” she laughed, then headed back down the pier with Jack following closely behind. The tingle of that smack on her ass reminded her how sexually pent-up she’d become over the last couple days. 

They walked up the steps to the cottage’s broad front porch, and through the double doors Jack opened wide. Before Jeni had a chance to look around, she heard him speak, his voice filled with the kind of authority that made her want to immediately drop to her knees: 

“Clothes off, slave.” 

She turned around and gazed into his grim expression – the spark of lust in his eye as he viewed her was the only thing to soften the moment. But for that spark, she might have thought she’d been a bad girl and was about to get punished. Her heart started to race. She was breathless and a little dizzy. 

Jack was about to repeat the order when she abruptly dropped her purse, and started removing tee shirt, shorts, sandals, bra and panties, until she stood naked before him, instantly chilled. Even standing in the sunlight, she shivered before him, just like she did the first time he made her strip. 

“Where’s your collar?” he asked – as if she should have been wearing it all along.

She shook her head and thought hard – her mind was a complete blank. Finally, she blurted out, “In the Jeep, yes, it’s in the Jeep.”

“Go get it.”

She stared at him for several seconds as if she expected something more, but there was nothing but his solemn expression to send her scrambling out the door, down the steps, across the yard – which was a little rugged on her bare feet – and to the Jeep, where she pulled out her suitcase and dragged it to the porch; well aware that she was naked right out in the open. Yes, Jack’s little corner of the world was secluded from the road. There were no nearby neighbors, but that didn’t stop her from feeling exposed to a hundred eyes peering at her from the surrounding woods – rabbits, deer, woodchucks, some old nosy neighbor who just happened to be walking through. Deciding not to take the time to pull the suitcase up the steps, she opened the zipper compartment and retrieved the collar, then it was up the stairs and into the house – she couldn’t have been gone two minutes. Once inside, she smiled, breathlessly, hoping for something other than the sight of her master’s grim face. 

She cocked her head and with a sweet and bashful grin held out the collar. They both stared at it for several seconds, then he nodded, “Go ahead, put it on.”

She took a breath, gulping down her anxious nerves. Then she opened the lock, handed Jack the key and with trembling fingers and flustered movements, fit it around her throat, feeling for the clasp and making several failed attempts to match the two ends in the proper notch. When she finally got it right, she noted the sound of it snapping shut with a shudder of pleasure. Jack stood back watching every move with careful scrutiny and his stoic expression unchanged. 

He eyed her so critically that she wondered if she’s done something wrong. Her belly ached with lust, and her legs grew weaker the longer she stood before him in that dreadful silence. Finally, he reached out, grabbed the ring at the front of the collar and yanked. Not hard, but enough to make plain his authority over her.

“Perfect,” he said. “Now I have work to do. And don’t you dare go running out of here again in bare feet.”

“Yes, Sir.” He rarely scolded her – rarely did she do anything to be scolded for – but this sounded like a rebuke, and she took that with a shiver of concern. 

With the collar in place, Jack turned his attention to practical matters – bringing her suitcase and his duffle bag inside, stocking the fridge from his cooler and opening windows around the cottage, none of which required her help, even when she offered. She needed his direction since she was too dazed to know what to do, but he gave her none.

“Have a look around,” he finally suggested, which would have been just fine, a basically pleasant and very doable idea, if he hadn’t been staring at her naked body with a perverse grin – breasts, belly, smoothly shaved cunt, thighs and legs, then finally back to the collar ringing her throat, “Collared and naked,” he nodded pleased. “Exactly how I like you best.”

She was swimming in the sexy sensation of ‘turned on slut’ – and though he was just pointing out the obvious, just hearing him say the word naked made her instantly recoil. She was awkward, anxious and embarrassed. A blush rose on her cheeks, as if she’d forgotten that she hadn’t a stitch on, save for the collar. How could she possibly forget? For the first time since he’d ordered her clothes off, and she’d made the mad dash to the Jeep to get the collar, did the reality of naked really sink in. She experienced the same resistant shuddering she felt at her house and his. She’d seemed to conquer her embarrassment in those closed-in settings, but there was something entirely different about naked here. She didn’t like naked, a little too raw, too exposed. She’d never – ever – been entirely comfortable with her clothes off. All her physical flaws so obvious. No way to dress-up naked. Nothing held back, nothing private. She hadn’t enough arms and hands to cover up naked…besides, what do you do with your hands when you’re bare-assed naked? 

You’d better get used to it, Jeni, her inner voice whispered. Get used to it. Naked was how Jack wanted her and she didn’t dare complain. 

When he passed by her next, he said, “You just going to stand there in a daze?”

The comment woke her up. “No. I’m good. I’m fine,” she quickly rattled off. She began to roam about the cottage, peeking into each room. From the mud room and laundry in the back of the cottage, to a store room stocked with Coke, a few canned goods, and a small freezer. When she found the bathroom, she stopped to pee. Should she close the doors or not? she wondered as she sat down. In some kinky slave worlds, slaves weren’t given the privacy of closed doors. She decided to leave the door open.

Returning to the kitchen she made note of the items in the pantry – peanut butter, honey, olive oil, pasta, crackers, a few more canned goods, the kind that she would never eat, and a shelf of spices that were obviously years old. The refrigerator was even more sparse, a typical row of condiments, and now the fresh items that they’d brought from home. Like the rest of the cottage, the kitchen had ‘bachelor’ written all over it. Pots, pans and utensils he regularly used sat in plain sight. Other things, cake pans, mixing bowls, even a blender, were dusty and stuffed in the back of the lower cabinets. Dishes and glassware were neatly stacked in an open cabinet above the dishwasher – real dinnerware, not the paper plates and plastic she expected. 

In the main room were comfy couches and a couple of tables arranged in front of a fieldstone fireplace, which was massive in size, functional and quite beautiful. She noted a hook just inside the four foot high opening where an iron pot hung. Something he actually used? There were quilts for winter stacked in a corner, a large mirror on one wall, and a series of botanical prints arranged artfully in a group hanging in what served as his dining room. She studied each print for a moment, admiring the way the drawings were executed with such precise detail. Then she gazed down at the handmade table beneath them. In an early email Jack had attached a picture of the table with several whips laid across its length. I’ll show you mine if you show me yours, had been the theme of the week, about the time she left for France, when they were exchanging pictures of their kink toys. His whips were nowhere to be seen now, though the memory of them flashed through her mind, as she recalled how he’d described using that table to inspect and torture his previous slave.

Beneath her bare feet was the feel of hard wood, cherry perhaps given the color. It was old and stained and uneven in places, worn smooth and polished from years of use and care. Like standing on years of history. 

Her eyes were then drawn toward the high ceiling and the open beams above her head. She almost expected to see the heavy chains that had been part of previous discussions dangling down. At the moment, however, the hefty log beams were gleaming in the sunshine that came streaming through the high windows, looking lustrous and without a hint of anything ominous. 

The cottage was homey, functional, as simple and straightforward as the man who owned it. It was basically clean, as much as you would expect from a remote cottage. A little clutter here and there. Could have used a woman’s touch, but then it wouldn’t be entirely his if it looked like some picture-perfect example of cottage appearing in Cabin Life Magazine. It was evident to her that it would be a while before he’d share ownership of his sacred space with anyone, if he ever did. Perhaps the best she could hope for was to care for it with the same reverence that she did her own home. 

Without his saying anything at all, the cottage confirmed what she already knew about her master: he was the king of every domain in which he lived – his city house, university office, and here, too, especially here. He owned every bit of it and the environment surrounding it all, every floorboard, shingle and beam above, every leaf on the trees outside, the out-buildings, pier, boat and sandy beach. She felt dwarfed by the way his spirit permeated the air and the ground and the sky above – even the water in the lake belonged to him. He kept his eyes on it all. All in a flash of intuition, the essence of the man hit her in the gut again. Dominant. Authoritative. Commanding. His essence inspired her inner submissive. It’s what brought them together. In the midst of his things, inside his domain, she was his slave, another piece of the property he owned. She loved, dearly loved the way he made her feel. 

If anything spoke in favor of their belonging together, it would be this. Whether Jack sensed it too, Jeni didn’t know. Though they had been living out Master/slave for weeks now, the reality of it seemed more obvious in this cottage than it did elsewhere. She was here at last, a captive in his world. Alone with him. In the middle of nowhere, with no way out. Until he was ready to drive her back to civilization, she’d be his happy prisoner.

A cold chill shook her body as she stood at the double doors that opened to the porch. She savored the meaning of captive and smiled. 

“I need to check on things in the lab,” he interrupted her contemplative trance. 

She turned his way. “Your lab?” she looked at him, wondering if he’d be taking her. 

“I’ll show you later,” he said. “Won’t be long. Get settled in. Put your suitcase in the bedroom. There’s plenty of room. There are empty drawers in the dresser you can use.”

Nearly an hour passed before Jack returned from the lab. During that time, Jeni arranged her clothes in the bedroom – smiling now about how she’d warred over what to bring when it looked as if she’d be wearing nothing. All that fretting had been entirely unnecessary. After her things were neatly placed inside the dresser, she returned to the living room and fished through a pile of magazines, though they did little to spark her interest. She read the book titles in a stack next to what had to be Jack’s reading chair. All academic tomes and journals, plus a copy of Thoreau’s Walden, buried between a book of poems and a tattered copy of Stephen Hawking’s A Brief History of the Universe. Jack Hawking. Stephen Hawking. Related, perhaps? On top of the stack was a dog-eared copy of a Tom Clancy novel.  

Time wore on, minutes ticked by. Jen’s body ached for him, all naked with nothing to do. After nearly an hour and no Jack, her anxiety began to rise again and she was tempted to take the thirty foot path to the building behind the cottage where Jack was tending to whatever experiments that needed his attention. She wanted to see him, she wanted his hands on her and the kink to begin. Restless, useless, wasted minutes ticked by so slowly. She repeatedly resisted the urge to take off out the back door to find him. She hadn’t been invited. And she was naked. 

Naked out of doors would happen soon enough. They had too many kinky outdoor fantasies to assume that she’d stay in the house the entire stay. But for now, she felt safer sticking close to the cottage until that inevitable moment when Jack ordered otherwise. 

Returning to the bedroom to retrieve the novel she’d brought with her, she stopped short at the bedroom door and took a long look at the room, the rough paneled walls, the patchwork quilt, the bed, the pillows. All she could think of was slipping between those sheets, their bodies entwined, his firm hand on her ass, his prick in her cunt. A long, slow then vigorous fuck. 

Shaking off the image, she looked out the window to the long low building that housed Jack’s lab, and was reminded of cabins she stayed in when she was at summer camp as a child. The memory made her smile, though there was something melancholy and a little sad about that, too. She imagined that at one time the lab had open air windows, no glass, with large wooden shutters that opened horizontal to the ground and were propped up with posts – just like the cabins of her youth. The shutters were still there to cover the windows in the winter. But they were glassed-in so the lab could be properly heated, free of bugs and used year round. He’d told her that half of the building was used as a dormitory for visiting students, and there was a second student dorm in the loft above the living room, though it was rarely used. As far as this weekend was concerned, they had the place to themselves. 

Jeni returned to the living room with her novel just as Jack returned to the cottage through the kitchen door, a scowl on his face as he entered.

“Something wrong?” she asked.

“Yeah,” he said, disgruntled, though when he met her gaze, he smiled. “Nothing that I can bother with now. A few grad students are going to get their butts kicked for not doing what I asked, but,” and he looked at her more intently – noting naked with a pleased expression that had her blushing again, “they aren’t here now, you are.”

After his long absence, she was suddenly the sole focus of his attention, and to have his eyes acutely trained on her made her as self-conscious as she’d been that very first time she stripped for him. 

She waited. Nervous. Expectant. Afraid to say a word – being slave required a whole lot of silence at times, something she was growing used to any time she was in Jack’s presence – although the cottage seemed to demand even more of her slavish attention. The silence between them was rife with promise, gears grinding to a start in Jack’s brain; she could almost hear them break the quiet.

I am your slave, she repeated to herself. She’d shed the rest of her various selves the moment she stepped onto his property. She wasn’t a copy writer, a blogger, a 21st century woman in this place. Nothing but Jack’s surrendered slave. 

“So what do you think?” He stared around – checking to see that all was in order in the room, what he’d not done in his rush to the lab. 

“It’s you – everywhere,” she smiled, trying to break the heavy weight of the moment. “I mean everywhere…hanging from the rafters, along the walls…and this floor, wow. Beautiful.” She gazed down at her bare feet, feeling years of history rise up through those rugged boards. 

“I planned on putting in new, thought the old was too damaged to salvage, but once you walk across this in bare feet…just couldn’t make the change.”

“I know what you mean,” she smiled. “Almost feels soft on the feet.”

He nodded. “It does feel soft.” 

Their eyes met and locked on. Ten seconds. A minute. Maybe two. Time gets lost in the depths of another’s eyes. And in that ten seconds, minute, maybe two, the fire in their bellies grew, so did the throbbing between thighs, in his cock and her pussy – which seemed to have been burning up since the day their affair began. All was quiet between them as they silently communicated the lust that had been expanding since they left his house early that morning. It suddenly reached a feverish peak. 

“Over the table, slut,” Jack finally broke the silence. Jeni looked toward the table. At one end was another stack of books, but at the end near the kitchen, there was an open spot where she could bend over and rest her tits while he had his way with her. Doing as ordered, she moved there quickly and bent over, resting her chest on the smooth surface and pushing her naked ass in his direction, waiting for the first blow to land. 

To Jeni’s surprise there were no blows, just fingers fishing their way into her crotch to find the warm, wet hole. As he stuffed his hand inside, a gasp of pleasure escaped her lips, “Oh my gawd, yes,” she quietly seethed. He pulled his hand out and stuffed his hard erection where his fingers had been. Strength. Muscle. Rock hard. Ramming. Thrusting into her until it hurt inside, and hurt at the crease of her thighs where bare skin banged the edge of the hard wood every time he shoved with a little more force.

The discomfort didn’t matter. This was being taken, being used. Nothing mattered now but the fire and the fuel for that exhilarating blaze. 

She was gone – Spontaneous combustion all over again… 

As the hard ramming action slowed, he moved more deliberately, pulling out slowly, only to shove back in again, and again, and again in a reckless and erratic rhythm. The thrill ride could have gone on from there all day long as far as she was concerned. He picked up speed again, and abruptly lunged for the final time, depositing enough cum to have what her cunt could not absorb dripping down her thighs. When he pulled out, he gave her ass a firm smack, and announced, “I’m starving. Rustle up some grub, will ya?” His mood had definitely shifted. 

“May I clean up first, Sir?” she asked.

“No, you may not!”

She looked at him stunned.

“Cum running down your leg?” he asked. 

“Yes, Sir.”

“Good. Let it dry there.”

Her gaze lingered on his passive face. What was he thinking when he stared at her like that? She’d probably never know.

Jeni laughed then spent the next twenty minutes making bacon, eggs and toast that they both hungrily devoured. The cum was sticky before it dried, and itchy when it did. She felt like such a slut. 


Chapter Eleven

“Let me show you around outside,” Jack said, as he pushed himself from the table and moved to his feet.

“Outside?”

“You want to stay inside on this beautiful day?” he flashed a questioning look, then peered a little more closely. “If you’re nervous about running around naked outside, you’d better get over it now cause it’s only going to piss me off and cause you grief.” 

That brought her up short. “No need to get pissed off, Sir,” she offered up a sunny smile, “let me get my sandals.” 

They strolled the property, walking side by side along gravel paths and then through the grassy area where the last of the summer wildflowers were blooming. These were wild gardens, seeds strewn through meadows that magically flowered in spring and didn’t stop until the remains of the wild asters were scraggly and brown. “You know, I should have you leashed,” Jack said, stopping for a moment to snag the ring in her collar and giving it a tug. His hand moved to her crotch, fingering deeply into her snatch and coming out wet. She licked his fingers dry when he brought them to her mouth. 

“Maybe so, though if you’re concerned about having me perpetually turned on you needn’t fear.” 

“Yes, I know,” he replied, snickering. 

What she would have given for a kiss, even a small one. The sudden and very natural desire for their lips to meet suggested the inevitable end-result. But nothing was inevitable with Jack. He had the uncanny ability to remain physically close but distant. Acutely intimate, yet holding back. Even now, he held back the urge to kiss. To Jeni the urge seemed too strong to ignore. His reserve was another demonstration of his ability to control her even in such casual circumstances. A lesson in patience? Restraint? Or just another wicked means of torture? 

When they came to Jack’s lab, he led her through the building, pointing out specific plants, along with notable specimens she viewed through a microscope, while he explained to her what she was seeing. He put on the role of teacher, impressing her with his knowledge about a subject that was completely foreign to her, at the same time entirely fascinating. They didn’t stay in the lab long, and when they finally stepped outside, Jack headed toward the lake, taking Jeni’s hand in his as they walked to the beach. At the water’s edge, she shucked her sandals and dipped her toes into the water.

She shrunk back when the chilly water lapped around her ankles. “Not sure I want to swim.”

“Maybe later in the afternoon, or even better tomorrow, supposed to be in the 80’s again.” 

“Do you swim?” she asked.

“When it’s hot and muggy, damn right. It’s great for cooling off.”

By the time they headed back to the cottage, Jeni could feel the urgency in her body rising with some force. Jack touched her just enough to arouse her and keep her aroused, though not enough to set off the orgasm he denied her when they earlier fucked. 

“You know, I didn’t cum – when we were fooling around before,” she finally piped up.

“Yes, I know that. I can tell.”

“And…?” she cocked her head, her eyes imploring.

“You want to cum now?”

“I’d love to cum now.” His hand was on her ass, squeezing it in his fist.

When they reached the porch steps, Jack abruptly stopped. “Then now it is,” he said. Turning toward her, he reached between her legs and fingered her clit as he had just minutes before. This time, it was no tease. His skillful play set off a maelstrom of spasms that had her body seizing up against him within seconds, her nerves exploding like firecrackers.  

She jerked and twisted, groaning as she writhed against his hand and he jammed his fingers inside her like a hard, determined cock. For a time, he backed off, playing with her like a delicate and tender lover. All this out in the open, next to his porch, without the comfort of shade trees to seclude the act. The big climax was almost on her, but not quite. Suddenly, he’d become an expert in tease and torture. She lost herself in the feel of those fingers, and the sheer power of his physical body so intimately close. Just the thought of naked in the out-of-doors sparked another spasm and then another…  

“Look at me,” he ordered.

“Damn! I need to cum! Master, please…” she moaned without looking up. 

“Look in my eyes, slut!” he insisted.

She reluctantly raised her bowed head while he played with her below. His free hand moved to her chin and held it fixed in his steadfast grip so she couldn’t avert her gaze if she tried. 

She looked deeply into his cool brown eyes, almost stunned by the way they made her feel so entirely owned. What they did to her was criminal. But like magic. How the hell could he be so coldly ruthless and remote and still generate a degree of affection? Somehow, all this added up to sexy, and that sexy feeling lit a bonfire in her body that traveled all the way to her toes. He’d clearly upped his game this time.

She waited, heart pounding, pussy ready to ignite. 

“Cum now, slave!” he ordered at last. His voice was quiet but fierce.

She didn’t know if it was his fingers in her cunt or the look in his eyes that got her off. Though it really didn’t matter what pulled the switch, her body responded. She seized up for several seconds then slumped against him in a near faint as the powerful climax spread like a wildfire through her body. She was stunned, ravaged by the power of the cumming. She couldn’t stop it, contain it, control it – not when Jack kept stimulating those ever-so-sensitive places inside her cunt and out. She couldn’t have remained on her feet if he hadn’t been holding her tightly against him. Even when the spasms eased, she felt her body long for more. She would always long for more, but no matter how long the finale lasted, cumming always ended too soon for Jeni. 

“You had enough?” he finally asked.

“Not if you keep playing with me the way you are,” her moaning voice rose out of her dreamy subspace. 

“Well then, I’ll stop for now,” he said. He pulled his hand away and wiped her juices on her belly, then he pushed them into her mouth, and she cleaned them up as she had before. She sucked and licked them as he moved them around her mouth, and could have gone on with that for a long while, with another orgasm building toward climax, but Jack’s mood sharply shifted – becoming rude and aggressive. He tugged on her lips, pulled them out, played and teased, and tugged some more. Fingers in her mouth like this always made her feel like nothing but a piece of property. And now Jack’s slut. He could do anything he damn well pleased with her when she felt this way. By the time he was ready to go back inside the cottage, she’d forgotten naked entirely. There was no prim, no proper, no shame left. Just out in the open, in plain sight of the world and god knows what, surrendered and immodest, and not mindful enough to care what she looked like.

She was almost too weak to stand, let alone walk up the steps, so Jack took her by the hand. “Like I said, I should have brought my leash,” he joked. And at the top of the stairs, he stared down at her. “You do bring out the sadist in me. Not sure if that’s good for you, but I’m thinking it’s time to do something for me.” The chill in his voice sent a shiver up her spine. “But first, you rest.”

***

The bench that held her body was five feet long and two feet wide, heavy and substantial, much like his dining room table. It had been made from the same sacrificed tree. Handmade, too.

 A thin cushion covered the top, which was good, considering the amount of time she would spend there. He ordered her to lie back against it, then with sturdy cuffs going around her ankles and wrists – ones she’d not seen before, not your average, everyday kind of cuffs, but ones meant for special occasions like this – he pulled her arms and legs outstretched to the sides and tethered them to nearby table legs and one chair leg. She lay there like a pinned insect. Like staked to the ground would be if she were outside in the dirt. A blindfold slipped over her eyes, and he left her there to let the bondage take her down.

“Let’s see if you can get through this without a lot of fuss,” she heard him say. Without a lot of fuss? Whatever in the hell did that mean?

She’d never been bound this way before, and as she adjusted to the tethers, a lusty fire bloomed inside her body. Her frantic thoughts let go their grip. She reached a state of mind not always easy for her – quiet, surrendered, and happily at his mercy. She would have thought she could sense him near, his beating heart and the fire in his crotch – this had to be turning him on as well. But she had no idea where he was, and for a time as she languished in that surrendered state she wondered if he was even in the room.  

Floating. Like on a wave of water rising through the lake. One with it. At peace with it…

…until the first sharp snap of pain brought her senses back to life. A whip on her thigh, then her side, her belly and then her breast, moving randomly from place to place. Jeni jerked each time the whip bit into her flesh. Every snap cracked her open wider, arousing every goddamn fucking nerve until it would have taken just one small touch. Just one to have her body exploding into orgasm. One. If only…

What happened at the foot of the porch was child’s play compared to this. 

This was torture and Jack knew it, his sadist speaking, the dispassionate, glacial part of him that would not be moved even if she cried for mercy. Maybe if she screamed without restraint, but she would never do that. She didn’t want to scream. Without a lot of fuss, he’d said.

She groaned instead. She writhed and ached in every square inch of her body, in every atom and molecule, until the moment he shoved her cunt full…of what? The whip’s handle? A thick dildo? A beer bottle? Anyone of them would generate the feeling of fullness she experienced at that moment. She screamed silently, and when the pain was just too much to take without responding, she did scream. She was sorry if she’d failed him but she couldn’t help herself; she was just not that good. Not a minute later, he shoved a ballgag in her mouth, as if he’d already planned to do that, and now he had his excuse.

This was how he silenced her and she hated it – if she’d only known that her scream would offend him that much, she would never have opened her mouth. Maybe he would have gagged her regardless – because he could. 

If she were willing to admit the truth, there was part of her that loved this, too – another level of surrender. 

 She rocked inside her prison of rope as the whip lashed out again, leaving streaks on her breasts that would stay for days. A few on her belly would be tender for a long while; and those that etched themselves into her sides – the worst of all – wouldn’t let her forget they were there, for every time she moved, she’d remember them.

She suffered in silence – although this was the kind of suffering that cut through the chatter in her head, expelled demons and eventually healed her. 

In the long quiet that followed, she heard him moving around her. She heard the porch door open and close with a bang. 

A well-remembered image came back to life, of an old screen door banging back against its frame. Seemed like a lifetime ago she’d heard it first, at another cabin by another lake, with another man. 

The sound snapped her back to the present. She imagined her master standing on his front porch – smoking a joint if he had one, which she had no idea if he did; although she thought she detected the aroma of that pungent smoke. The picture of him in her mind’s eye was a comfort. He was standing near, just taking a break. Letting his sadistic beast have a rest. 

When the screen door banged to announce his return, she was wide awake, and sighing with relief as he removed the blindfold and the gag and loosened the tethers. 

When she sat up on the bench, her body was still vibrating. Her mind was spinning so wildly that she could hardly focus He massaged her legs and her arms, rubbed her back, and kissed the back of her head. 

“You feeling okay?” he asked.

“Yes, Master,” she said dreamily. 

“Dizzy?”

“No, sir.”

“Light-headed?”

“No.”

“Think you can walk?”

“Sure.”

“And you’re ready for the rest?”

“The rest of what?” She looked at him worried.

“The rest of what I’m about to do to you,” he answered amusedly.

“Only if you think so, Sir.” She smiled weakly, hurting everywhere, though it was a pleasant, sensuous hurt that enveloped now. 

“That’s not an answer, wench.”

“I’m feeling fine, just a little bit lost.”

“And for you that’s good, lost.”

“Humm,” she rested her head on his hand when he offered it, and felt his fingers affectionately massage her cheek. Then the hand was gone and he pulled her up and led her out to the porch. Her dreamy subspace following her there. 

He sat her down in a padded lawn chair next to his, then pulled out a joint, lit it, took a couple puffs and let her do the same. They sat there for a long while, staring at the water in silence. 

She didn’t need that joint. Nor the beer he found later in the fridge. She enjoyed both, but Jack was the drug that kept her high and she need nothing more. 

“So, this is the rest you were talking about?” she finally asked.

“This is it,” he smiled. “For now. But there’ll be more.”

She laughed. “You do make me wonder where this relationship is going,” she said rather absently. She hadn’t planned to say a word and this came out. 

“You mean you and me?” he asked. 

“Of course, I mean you and me, Master and slave, and whatever else we are together. Which, I guess, is why I’m mentioning it at all.”

“Hell if I know,” he said, sounding as if this really wasn’t a conversation he wanted to have.  

She wanted something – Jeni always want to know, she wanted the explanation, a peek into their future, but Jack did little to satisfy that need. 

“You’re my slave, that’s all you need to know.” He took another drag. “For now.” A convenient way for him to end the conversation. 

That was fine. She almost regretted she’d said anything at all, because she wasn’t in the mood to talk either, not with the blue above, the march of cottony clouds across the sky, and the serenity of the water shimmering in the afternoon sun. However, the relationship question was on the table now. She’d let it lie there. Perhaps at some point he’d pick it up and have his say. 

They read for a while on the porch, then Jack puttered in his lab for another hour or so, while Jeni was content with her novel. 

When he returned to the cottage, they made dinner – steak, roasted potatoes, salad that they ate while sitting at a rickety table on the porch. Not a lot of conversation, though the silence fit neatly into the atmosphere of the evening, and mood of the moment. Perhaps for the first time since she arrived at the cottage she felt an easy harmony between them. At least her nervousness had finally eased and she’d settled into her role as Jack’s slave. 

“How about we walk around the lake?” he suddenly asked. 

“Sure.”

“Although you’d better put on some clothes. It’ll be cooling down fast.”

Jeni had already felt the first chill on her naked skin, and though she’d just about come to terms with naked during that long day, she was happy to throw her denim sundress over her head, and grab a fleece to cover her shoulders. 

The collar remained around her throat where it had been all day. 

***

After a two mile hike through the woods, they headed back to the cottage, strolling hand in hand along the lakeshore. From time to time, Jack stopped to show her some botanical find that drew his interest, so that by the time they headed up the beach to the cottage, it was nearly dark. 

“Hey, there!” a voice called out. Jeni looked up to see a bearded man of about fifty or so sitting in Jack’s rocking chair on the porch, a beer in hand. “Thought you’d never get back.”

“Who’s this?” Jeni whispered to Jack as they continued up the gravel path.  

“Malcolm. My nearest neighbor.  Surprised he didn’t show up earlier. You’ll like him.”

Jeni hadn’t thought about the slave collar in well over an hour, only aware of it when she heard the metal rattle from time to time. But she thought about it now, with her slave status about to be on display. She took a deep breath to ease her rising fears. 

“Don’t worry, he knows,” was all that Jack had time to say before they joined his neighbor on the porch. 

As she expected to happen, Malcolm’s eye went straight for Jeni’s throat, long before he took a good look at her face. 

“Malcolm, Jeni; Jeni, Malcolm,” Jack introduced them. 

She smiled and shook his hand, the collar rattling again as she leaned forward. “Nice to meet you.” Her face heated as her mind flashed back to hours before when she and Jack were fucking, when he had her bound and suspended in the living room, when he was getting her off at the bottom of the porch steps, when she sat naked and collared through the long afternoon and dinner. 

“Nice to meet you, too,” he said, grinning warmly. “Heard a lot about you.”

A red blush broadened on her cheeks. “And I wonder what that means,” she said laughing. 

There was a twinkle in Malcolm’s eye, and a smile on his lips. He wasn’t the kind of man to disturb her, just a good ole’ boy – though fine looking for his years – easy manner, not some sleaze-ball. Far from it, in fact, he seemed to be the kind of man she hoped for under these awkward circumstances. 

She expected him to hang around a while like neighbors do, and worried that Jack had more surprises in store for the evening, but Malcolm rose to his feet before they had time to sit down and chat. “Can’t stay,” he said. “Just wanted you to know that the nuisance camp on the far side of the lake is out of business. Bankrupt. Out of business. An answer to our prayers.” His grin was big. Apparently this was very good news. “Just thought you’d want to know.”

Jack was obviously pleased. “Sorry, you can’t stay, I’d be breaking out the champagne,” he chortled. 

The two walked alone to Malcolm’s truck and talked for a while, then Malcolm was off, down the road and out of sight.

The long day ended with a cool breeze gusting through the open windows. The lights were out, Jack and Jeni snuggling down in bed. After a few kisses, Jeni backed her ass into his warm crotch, and his arm went around her waist. The soft nighttime collar ringed her throat. 


Chapter Twelve 

Day Two …

Jack handed Jeni a beer late in the afternoon, which she drank slowly, in the time it took Jack to down three. They ate finger food, cheese, olives, grapes, salami and crusty bread they’d picked up from a local bakery when they were in town earlier in the day. That would be dinner. 

Collared and naked hadn’t begun until they returned to the cottage and by the time they were finally on the porch she was ready. After all the sexual activity of the day before, she almost felt deprived now. With Jeni in clothes, Jack was pretty much vanilla. But once the collar went on and the clothes came off that afternoon, Master emerged and the sexual heat between them was immediately on the rise.

They were quiet again for a while, still drinking beer, Jeni feeling a mild buzz, when Jack jumped in with, “Yesterday, you asked about the future.” 

“I did?”

“Not in so many words but that’s what you were thinking.”

“Probably so.” She knew exactly what he was talking about, though she was surprised that he even remembered the conversation.

“I’m not in love,” he said. 

It took a moment for his words to register, and for a second her heart dropped to the floor. This was what he had to say? Cold, blunt and without explanation. “I’m not in love.”

“I see,” she finally found her voice, if not her rational mind. He must have seen the wounded, baffled look because he added:

“I’m not ready. Nor are you ready for love.”

She sat with that thought a moment, a tiny bit relieved. “You’re sure of that?”

“At least for now.”

“Well, if it’s not love, and I’m willing to concede that,” in fact she wasn’t sure that it was or wasn’t love she felt for him, “then whatever we have is an awful powerful something.”

“I’d agree to that.” He cleared his throat and put down the beer. “Just so you understand I’m not ever going to get married again. So please don’t think along those lines.”

“Who’s talking marriage?” she spit back incredulously. 

“It’s just what men assume a woman’s thinking.”

“If you want to know what I’m thinking, just ask. I’ll tell you.”

He nodded, “Good. That’s good to know.”

Her senses were sharpened. Gone was the dreamy subspace she’d surrendered to during the last thirty-six hours. She sat up straighter, feeling a little defiant but definitely cautious. She needed her wits about her for this conversation. “So, what do you want, Jack Hawking?” she ventured at last. 
He thought a long while, then shrugged. When he spoke again, he sounded pensive, and a bit befuddled. “This, you and me? Took me by surprise.”

“Me too,” she said gently. 

“Still surprises me, how far we’ve gone. Which is why I can’t jump to easy conclusions about falling in love. Jumping into the fire too fast burned me before. Don’t get offended if I’m not wanting to do that again.”

“Seems we already jumped into one big bonfire.” 

He considered the thought, “Yeah. You’re right.” He took another gulp of beer. “Which means, we need to be careful, both of us.” 

There was a lot of masterful authority behind that warning. This wasn’t a conversation he wanted to pursue. He said his piece and would end it there.  

He was quite right about careful, and could have added prudent, sensible, sane – words she understood but would rather not hear. At times she felt a romantic imperative embedded in the female of the human species rising without her conscious choice involved, and driving her forward with a power that reached far beyond her. Some women, maybe most women, sought out a mate the way their lungs sought breath. A female thing that broken-hearted men resisted – until they felt safe perhaps, though she really didn’t know what men thought. The tension between them now had a familiar feeling, but she didn’t know why. There was no basis for it in Jeni’s past. With the love of her life questions about love simply didn’t exist. They were young and naïve when they met. Love was welcomed, assumed and eventually taken for granted. They knew the future because they held the same picture in their minds of the years ahead. Their hearts didn’t bleed until it was clear that it was time for him to go.  

Love couldn’t be that easy now. At least not with this man. His brokenness arose, a half-healed wound she felt in her gut, in her heart and head. They’d passed by this moment before the day they met, when he was an open book to her in the matter of his broken heart; when he allowed himself to open and be vulnerable. She’d felt his pain inside her. If only she could kiss the wound like a mother kisses her child’s scuffed knee, and make it heal. 

Relationships were more complicated this time around, and Jack wasn’t about to be led anywhere he didn’t want to go. At least for now, Jeni was content to back off. She had the information she needed, and plenty of her own concerns to challenge her. She’d let the matter rest. 

Plus, he was probably right, neither of them had any business talking about love. Not yet anyway – even if that was not something a woman with her great passion for this relationship wanted to hear. 

The next thing she knew, Jack was on his feet, behind her with the key to her collar, opening the lock and pulling it from around her throat. 

“What’s going on?” she asked, surprised by the abrupt move. 

“In the shower, slave. You get to scrub me down.” He smiled wickedly – the last ten minutes forgotten.

With Jack in charge again, she headed off to the shower. Maybe that’s what they needed to wash away all this serious thought and awkward conversation. Do something just for fun.

Jeni should have understood the timing of the shower long before she stepped into the big tub and felt the jets hammering away the tension in her body. Jack’s warm, sensuous hands massaged her wet skin, and that felt like heaven. She played with his cock, diligently trying to bring it to life, though this time it seemed to resist her attempts to make it hard. They slow-danced for a time with arms around each other and lips kissing, the water bouncing off their bodies. Then, almost imperceptibly at first, something changed. A warmer stream of water…and suddenly it hit her. Jack let loose – all that beer…

She backed away slightly and looked up at his smiling face, while feeling that warmth splash on her belly and cunt, running down her legs and into the drain. “You’re not, are you?” 

“Oh, yes, I am.” Then he pushed her down to the built-in bench behind her, and sprayed her breasts like a lordly brute marking property.

“Oh fuck!” she laughed then sputtering with disgust when he aimed for her lips.

“Open wide,” he ordered.

She tried, she really tried, but she couldn’t stand the taste and she turned her mouth away. She fought him when he tried to force her back. First time she resisted a command. 

“So, there’s actually something you don’t like,” he exclaimed, jubilantly.

“Just that—” and she spit out, “your piss tastes terrible!” 

“Not my problem,” he laughed. She was laughing, too, and he was finally finished pissing and almost giddy. He pulled her up and washed her down with soap, then she washed him. When he turned so she could wash his back, she slid her fingers down between his ass cheeks, and reaching in deeper, she found his cock and gave it a few awkward squeezes.

“There’ll be time for that later,” he assured her. He turned back and kissed her again.

“I hope I didn’t displease you, Master,” she said, coyly, even as she laughed beneath that demure expression.

“Not at all, slut,” he said. He gave her cheek a light smack of his hand. “Just gives me good reason to spank your ass, whip it, cane it and fuck it. Plenty of ways for you to make amends.” Hummm. She’d heard that before. But now his words penetrated her skin, they landed in her bones, went sliding through her veins and crawling through her belly, reaching her cunt where the throbbing feeling exploded one more time. She could have cum on his hand, but he pulled it away too fast.

She sighed heavily. 

It’s all about now. Now, not forever. But now, she reminded herself.

Day Three …

The cool fieldstone felt good against her skin on that warm late August afternoon. She’d been napping on the couch in the living room when Jack came in from the lab and woke her. 

She saw the belt and whip in his hand before she saw his face. That morning he’d announced as soon as the breakfast dishes were cleared from the table, that he’d be working in the lab most of the day, though he was in a mood to give her one helluva beating later, so…You’d better be ready when I come get you – was what he didn’t say then. 

The time had obviously arrived. 

In the next sixty seconds, Jack marched her onto the porch, and pushed her against one of the thick substantial pillars of stone that would serve as his whipping post. He stopped his mission just long enough to buckle the cuffs around her wrists, then he strung them up to eyehooks that had been conveniently embedded in the concrete mortar between the stones. 

“Keep those feet spread or I’ll tie them to a spreader bar,” he warned. “I want to see how well I can torture your pussy in this position.”

Despite the warning, he spent little time trying to whip her cunt from between her legs, where with just the right wrist action, the thin leather falls would curl upwards, lapping at her tender skin. She shrieked when the whip cut deep. He tried several more times to catch her clit with the tail of the whip. The results were mixed. Jeni tried not to shriek – she didn’t want to be gagged again – but then he abruptly turned his attention to her ass and shoulders. He beat her bottom with his leather belt until she was crying. She loved that leather, but so many blows all at once hurt like hell. She didn’t beg for mercy in so many words, but the way she squirmed and hollered and stamped her feet he had to get the message. When aiming for her shoulders, he used the whip to start then tried all his favorite floggers, quite a departure from previous times when the whippings were quickly over – because he was anxious to fill her mouth or cunt or ass with cock. This time, the whipping went on long enough for him to pause several times so she could catch her breath. Every time he started in again, he got rougher. Meaner. Tougher – Jack’s version of tough love. Her horny body just got hotter as she adjusted to his pace, and the rising intensity. Soon, she was there – in subspace bliss and unconcerned with how hard his whips snapped and floggers struck. 

While her back took the brunt of the blows, the fieldstone caressed her pussy – a whole new kind of lover. As long as she could rub her wet slit against those cool stones – cool but growing warmer – she loved whatever he dished out.

She could have gone on for a long while. The syncopated rhythm behind the act took her to lovely places where she felt herself lifted away; and so it came as a complete surprise when the beating suddenly ended and didn’t resume. Jack was at her back, slippery liquid sliding down her anal crack, his erection banging at the back door, prying her cheeks apart, and unapologetically shoving its way inside her ass. 

“Ouch!” That first shove was something to get used to. But it didn’t take long to feel the fullness in her ass and for her body to relax with the whole of her consumed by him. His powerful chest, his muscled arms, his strong, firm thighs, all added weight to the dominant authority that took her to fucking heaven. The climax was suddenly on them both, a shuddering unison, a cumming unanimity of spirit, after which a happy, and entirely oblivious world closed in around them for a long while. She knew that he had mastered her again. 

“You needed that, you dirty bitch,” he scowled at last, when he finally pulled out and sat back in his chair, panting, watching her body twitch, seeing the evidence of the abuse he’d wreaked on her. 

The wounded flesh – most of it would heal by morning – was sure a pretty picture now. 

“So that’s what you think of me,” she snapped back at him. She didn’t like being called dirty bitch anymore than she liked being called whore, even if the word fed her insatiable lust. “Just go ahead and fuck me again!” 

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” he snarled. “You’d probably like a whole string of cocks riding your ass all day long.”

She was still trying to catch her breath, but suddenly she was laughing. “No, Master. Just you. Yours is all the cock that I can handle.”

He rose to his feet. 

“Well if it’s me you need, you’re going have to wait.” He pulled up behind her, running his hand down her ass, giving it a firm crack of his hand. Then he reached around, grabbed both breasts and squeezed them. “You like it rough.”

“Is that a question, Master?”

“No. Just stating a fact.”

“Then it’s good you know.”

His touch was softer now. He massaged where the skin was welted and hurt, where it burned, where his whip had dug deep, and she could still feel the pain rise up again from those welts.

“Wish I could just leave you dangling here,” he whispered in her ear.

“That wouldn’t be very nice.”

“No it wouldn’t. But my slave doesn’t like nice. She likes it rough.”

“And she likes you talking dirty.”

“Yes, I know,” she could sense him smile. “You just dangle here a while. I need to clean my cock.”

He left her hanging until he was finished in the bathroom and returned to release her. Didn’t matter to Jeni when he returned. She could have stayed right there for a long while, sidling up to the stones, happy in her subspace bliss. 

At last there was a slap to her ass. “Think you’d better clean yourself,” he said, and with the cuffs removed he sent her on her way. When she was halfway to the bathroom, she heard him call. “By the way, how about you show off one of those fancy Parisian scarves for me. Now would be a great time.”

Scarf? Why the scarf? She thought a moment then shrugged. Why not? 

Jeni had another bottle of wine to share when she finally returned to the porch. But she stopped abruptly, as soon as she came through the screen door and saw two men, not one but two – Malcolm and Jack talking away as if they’d been sitting there shooting the breeze all day. There she stood with bottle in hand, collar on and a large purple print scarf tied around her hips – all she wore. Her naked tits stood out proudly, her nipples fully erect and freshly tied with black yarn.

As the screen door banged behind her, the two men kept talking, obviously too engrossed in their conversation to acknowledge her arrival.

“I guess I’d better get another glass,” she finally announced her presence and they both looked up – Malcolm over his shoulder since he had his back to her. He quickly turned in his chair with eyes riveted to her naked chest and the collar above.

“Ah! You’re looking more like a slave today,” he exclaimed. That might have been a casual comment – like this was an everyday scene for Malcolm. But there was no mistaking the surprise in his eyes, and then the desire that quickly followed. “I understand you just got beaten.”

She blushed, replying politely, “Yes, sir, I did.” 

“I’d like to see the results, if you’d care to show me.”

“That would be up to Jack,” she answered. 

“How about that other wine glass?” Jack jumped in. “Then you can show Malcolm my handiwork.”

“Yes, Sir.”

The titillating thrill of the stranger’s eyes was something to get used to. She’d been warned, the threat had been out there for a while, and suddenly the reality was on her.  She didn’t know what to think or how to feel. A riot of emotion swept through her in seconds, but before Jack reminded her to get moving, she headed off to grab that extra wineglass.

In the intervening minutes, within the cool of the cottage, Jeni took a few deep breaths to gather herself. Malcolm. A good choice for the first time, she thought. Safe. Easygoing going kind of guy. Nothing to threaten her. Just her hot blushing cheeks and embarrassment to contend with, both of which she’d handle. 

Once the wine was poured, Jeni didn’t know what to do. There was no spare chair on the porch. Malcolm was sitting where she had sat and that was not an option at the moment. 

“So, Sir, is there anything else you need from me? If not, I can go back inside and let you two talk.”

“Just wait a minute,” Jack said, amusedly, “You think you’re getting off that easily?” 

“I can always try.”

“Seems your slave needs a little getting used to her place,” Malcolm chimed in.

Nothing like getting taken down again. Though this was just teasing talk, she was still embarrassed, and more than a little nervous about what would happen next. Jack finally saved her from her anxious thoughts. 

“Jeni, put down the wine glass. Then turn around and let him see your back.”

The same sort of shy, lip-biting, bashful response followed that happened every time she felt Jack’s cool scrutiny – though this time, all that titillating fear was greatly increased. She visibly shuddered, then set her glass on the wooden railing that capped the stone porch. The good news was that with her back turned to the two men, she didn’t have to endure the smirks and sly glances, and feel her embarrassment increase. 

“Nice stripes,” Malcolm observed as he looked at her welted back. The red was fading, but there was still enough to know that this latest trip into their sadomasochistic kink had been a rough and lengthy one. 

“They fade fast,” Jack explained, “but I got in a few that should last a couple days.”

“And you feel them, Jeni?” Malcolm asked. 

“A little bit.”

“How about her ass?” a question directed to Jack, that prompted him to give the order:

“Bend over. Show him that pretty butt.”

Although she’d been through this sort of inspection before, that made it no easier to exhibit her body to a total stranger now. 

As soon as she bent over, Jack reached out and pulled the scarf off her ass, exposing to Malcolm’s keen fascination, her creamy skin and the rash of red streaks that were even more prominent than the ones on her shoulders. 

“That was quite a beating,” Malcolm exclaimed. “Hurt a lot?”

“Yes, Sir, very much.”

“And you deserved to be punished?”

She hadn’t expected the questions, and stammered an embarrassed, “I-I guess so, Sir.”

“The point is, Malcolm,” Jacked interjected, “it pleases me to beat her and that’s all that really matters. Trust me, she wasn’t complaining when I fucked her ass. Too bad you didn’t arrive a half hour sooner.”

Thank god he hadn’t arrived a half hour sooner!

“Now, that would have been something to see,” Malcolm agreed. 

The sudden sound of a phone ringing jarred the two men from their playful banter, and Jeni from her humble pose. 

“That’s me!” Jack sprang to his feet, and he went inside for his cell phone.

With him gone, Jeni moved back to the porch railing, unsure about what to do.

“Maybe you should sit for now,” Malcolm suggested, “before your legs collapse.”

She couldn’t help the blushing giggle, although taking Jack’s seat seemed to ease the nervous tension between them. 

Which is another thing about naked slave – especially in awkward moments like this one, where there is no master to direct the players in the game. Conversation lags, the bashful naked slave can’t think of a thing to say, and the man looking on is just about as tongue-tied as she is. 

However, the clumsy moment was only brief, ending abruptly with Jack’s return. “Well, that sucks!” He ran his hand through his hair, and sighed, disgustedly.

Malcolm and Jeni stared at him, then Jeni popped from her seat. “Sorry, Sir,” expecting him to sit back down.

“It’s fine, don’t bother,” he waved her off. A weariness had crept into his face and his mood, and this wasn’t sounding good. “Looks like there’s been a change in plans.”

“Oh?” she said.

“That was my secretary. Apparently there’s been quite an uproar going on over some flagrant conduct violation and the entire staff needs to meet at seven in the morning.”

“Seven?” Jeni gasped.

“Believe me, I argued but got nowhere. I checked my messages and there are half a dozen calls I need to make. See if I can sort this out before I end up in that meeting. What they want is for me to fire the bastard, which I could do over the phone. But no, have to look him in the eye—” He stopped – like he’d already said too much. He looked at Jeni, regretfully. She looked back at him stunned and deeply disappointed, sliding fast into a dark place and feeling lost. “I’m sorry, really sorry,” he added. She felt that. Though it was small consolation given the abrupt change in plans. No trip to the falls the next day, no kink, no sex, no chance to talk about what had happened in the last three days – just the two of them riding home in silence at the crack of dawn.

“Well,” Malcolm stood up. “I’d better leave you to your plans,” and turning to Jeni, he said, “you’re a good sport about this. I hope to see you again.”

“Thanks,” she smiled. “You’ve been very kind.”

Nodding at them both, he scuttled down the steps, leaving Jack and Jeni staring at each other, neither one sure what to do next. 

A cloud of emotion was rising in him fast, flustered, troubled, and pissed off, if Jeni was guessing right. He paced a bit, then looked out at the lake for several anxious minutes. Finally he turned back to her, “Listen, I’m sorry. This isn’t right. But I’ve got those calls to make,” he shook his head. “Maybe you should get dressed and packed. I’m thinking we should probably leave soon. No rush. But packing’ll give you something to do.”

“You sure you want to leave tonight?”

“Sounds better than getting up at four am.” 

“I suppose you’re right,” she conceded. “I’ll see what I can do to get everything together.” She smiled grimly, waiting for him to leave, then finally added as if he needed something from her to get him moving, “I’ll be fine. Go do what you need to do.”

The collar, cuffs, whips and floggers were the first things she packed away after she got dressed. 


Chapter Thirteen

There were so many things she wanted to talk to Jack about – the cottage, bondage, naked in the out-of-doors and the sudden shock of Malcolm on the porch with her in a collar and nearly naked. But all the worrisome questions, fears and matters that seemed so important the day they left, just faded a little more into memory each day that separated her from that weekend. By the time Friday arrived, the cottage seemed like little more than a dream. It had been five days since their hurried departure and in that time there’d been two brief conversations with Jack and no emails. Just as well that they didn’t talk much; Jack was still pissed about the university scandal, and still embroiled in sorting it out. If she learned anything about him from those days without his presence in her life, she wanted nothing to do with the pissed off Jack. Not that he was unkind to her when they did speak, but he certainly wasn’t talkative. He’d walled himself away, and as he did, an uneasiness about their relationship crept into Jeni’s thoughts that no amount of rationalizing his state of mind could change. 

His third call came Sunday morning, Jack Hawking on her caller ID, and her heart leapt hopefully. 

“Morning, Master.” 

“Mornin’ wench.” He sounded so cheery. Was he finally done with being pissed off? “Woke up horny this morning,” he said.

She smiled. The lust in his voice sent a shiver of physical joy through her body – the man had returned to her, at least she hoped. “Did you, now?”

“I did.”

Her body, bereft of any erotic feeling in days, felt a sudden rush of desire sweep her through, lighting up all her favorite sexual places.

“Sorry I’m not there to take care of that horny you,” she purred catlike, imagining herself crawling up the bed while he lay back, his hand in his crotch, playing with a half hard cock – or maybe it was already fully erect – her mouth going down on his prick and sucking it until he climaxed. What a beautiful dream!

“Me too,” he said, “So what you’re going to do is masturbate this afternoon and use your dildo.” Sure, why not, she smiled at the thought. “You think of me while you do and then tell me all about it when you’re done.”

“Yes, Master,” she giggled from within, while an inner spasm sent her hand to her crotch. Her pajama pants were already getting wet, and when she brought her fingers to her nose, she savored the tangy sweetness of wet pussy and perfumed soap.

“So, does this mean your emergency is finally handled?” she asked, as she absently toyed with her clit. 

“I wish it did,” he said. Regret and irritation suddenly leapt into his voice, and as they did, the world of Master/slave faded just that fast. She should have never asked the question. “I have another meeting this afternoon.”

“I’m sorry about that. So…back to that instruction, you’ve certainly done a lot to change my day.” She tried to draw him back to her with the sensuous heat behind her words, but he’d already returned to pressing concerns. 

“Just wanted to pass on that order, slave. And now I’m going to let you go. I’m exhausted and need to nap before I take off. But you’ll hear from me soon.”

“And you’ll hear from me sooner,” she said brightly. 

“I’d better.”

Several hours later, she followed Jack’s instructions to report on her masturbation. Her faith in their relationship had been renewed, and thinking now of all the things he would do to her when she saw him next was all the aphrodisiac she needed. Jeni attached a new, freshly penned document to her brief email.

“So, reporting in, Master. This is how it went this afternoon. (Please excuse…my mind’s not quite in editing mode at the moment (smile), so you may find a few text errors. Hopefully nothing that offends you.) Hope your day’s gone well. slave”

And so you tell me…order me, to use the dildo when I masturbate in this afternoon. You tell me to let you know how it all comes out… 

So this is it, Master, my fond recollection of this afternoon about 2:00, not long after you called and started talking nasty, and giving me that masturbation order. 

I probably shouldn’t confess to you how naughty, nasty, dirty I can be, thinking of you, your cock, your sexy ass, and my own need to have you rape mine nasty, really nasty. 

Doing as ordered, I get to the bedroom and head for the toy bag where I find the purple dildo. And how ‘bout that? I stumble on the cowhide flogger, the brutal one that smells of earthy leather, which I drink in like a drug. While I’m lubricating the dildo with my mouth and tongue, wishing it was your cock between my lips, I rub the talons of that rugged leather against my pussy, like it’s a lover, like it’s going to get me off. 

A wave of horny loveliness makes me writhe against the soft covers below in a cocoon of heat. The dildo goes in and out of my mouth, while thinking of it being your cock instead of this hi-tech latex. Then abruptly I stop sucking and push the scattered falls of the flogger aside and stuff the dildo in my cunt. In and out and in and out, then pulled back along my clit – like it’s inviting that inflamed little sex-bud to come along for the ride. I stuff that purple thing back inside, fucking harder…and harder still…thinking of the ways you’ll beat me the next time I see you – slow to start, then picking up speed, going deeper, opening me wide, making me the horniest slut on the block this afternoon – or is it that afternoon in the future that’s really on my mind? That’s the miracle of the imagination: I can be in two fantasies at once, this afternoon’s and next time’s, all in the same moment. 

My clit swells, it even seems as if that dildo expands, and I get a little frantic, so I rub it against my clit a little harder, and then harder, while it’s going in and out with each orgasmic spasm building on the last. Then the cumming is on me, that one big blow out sensation of pure joy, while in my mind are thoughts of you and how nasty it’s going to be when we’re together again…

I cum and cum again – finally throwing off the dildo, and the forgotten flogger, for that last inner blast when I rock on my fingers and feel my slit erupt with juice that pours out over my hand. I cry out, throwing back my head and softly seething, “Goddam, fuck” over and over…mouth open, wishing you were here with your cum dripping in my mouth because you’ve just climaxed too…

I probably shouldn’t confess to you how naughty, nasty, dirty I can be, thinking of you, your cock, your sexy ass, and my own need to have you rape mine nasty…but I think this bears repeating. 

END

***

Jeni didn’t hear from Jack again until the Thursday following, four days later. She could only assume he enjoyed her report, even though he hadn’t responded. 

“So sorry I’ve been so distant, been a rough two weeks,” he opened the conversation, still sounding a little weary. “But I’ll be making it up to you this weekend, Saturday night.”

“Saturday!” Two days away! She was about to jump from her skin with glee. “Really…I didn’t expect—” she stopped there, afraid she’d jinx the moment. “What time?”

“Later in the afternoon, four maybe. I’ll call Saturday morning once my plans are set.”

“I’m looking forward to seeing you. Anything special I need to do?”

“You know how to make yourself ready for me. I’ll take care of the rest.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“By the way, we’ll be going out, not staying in.”

“Really? That’s got a mysterious sound to it.”

“Good. You can dwell on that until I see you.”

***

Jack arrived on the cold that blew in when she opened the door. It was a blustery fall day, with wind whipping around the edges of everything, scattering dusty leaves and perfuming the air with the late summer scents of burning leaves, old grass and other decaying things. There was something moody and wistful in the air, as there was every fall, though Jeni’s spirit was as fresh with excitement as a new spring. 

He carried shopping bags in his hands. Presents? Toys? She looked at them wonderingly. 

“You’ll know soon enough. Now let me see you.”

They hadn’t even kissed yet, but hearing the fixed authority in his voice, she stepped back and dropped her robe behind her. She was wearing her collar and the black nipple ties, nothing else. 

He gave her a quick once over, “Now that’s a sight I’ve missed,” he said. His fond appreciation was written all over his face; and with that she felt her anxious jitters ease some. He stepped forward and gathered her into his arms, kissing her firmly on the lips. They made out for a while, longer than she would have expected, but she wasn’t about to stop until he was. She missed this intimacy as much as she missed the sex. Jack’s warm arms, the surrounding embrace, and today there was affection coming from him bigger than any she remembered in the past. They didn’t talk about love and romance, not about the future and little about the past. This was good in many ways…but he so rarely spoke about his feelings, that she was often left to wonder what was going on inside his mind, and maybe even more, what was going on in his heart. What did he really feel about her? She had to take her cue from the warmth of his generous embrace. This was how he communicated feelings, and for that moment the emotion of that hug spoke volumes. Good enough for now. 

The faded glory of the season’s beautiful light cast a warm yellow glow about her living room. On the walls there was bright sun and dark shadows where the window blinds reflected the changing light of day. She could feel something magical in the air, some strange mystery written in the atoms of everything. 

There was something hushed and quiet in their mood. Something melancholy, too. Something longing to be expressed. 

“I’ve made reservations for dinner,” he said. “The Tivoli.” 

Her eyes widened in wonder. This was unexpected. One of the trendiest restaurants in town – 21st century elegant: modern design meets crystal chandeliers and a black and white checked marble floor. Not exactly Jack’s down-to-earth style. 

“Nice,” was all she could say.

“Nice, maybe. I want you slave tonight. My trinket, my slut, my toy to play with for the evening. Nothing more. Understood?”

“Yes, Master, understood,” she repeated back. Just saying that took her down a notch or two. 

“And just so you’re in the mood…” He turned his back on her, picked up one of his shopping bags, a black one with a bright red handle, and pulled out a whip she hadn’t seen before.

“New, Sir?” 

“A hundred and eighty dollars new. I like the feel of it in my hand. The handle in my fist.” Jeni stared at that firmly clenched fist in awe of the strength he conveyed. “I like the way it’s braided and how the falls end with these sharp cut pieces of leather.” He held those split leather ends across his open palm so she could see them and shudder. “I imagine I’ll like how it makes you scream.” A sneer on his lips. “How it marks your back. I wasn’t happy with the marks I left when we were at the cottage. The whip I used then was lame compared to this.” 

Panic and desire hit her squarely in the gut as she felt the darkness in his voice. Even his eyes had noticeably darkened. “Oh, but you didn’t see how long those marks lasted,” she jumped in, shivering in fear, wishing he’d just take this new whip back to the store where he bought it.

“Wasn’t enough,” he assured her with an almost brutal authority behind the comment. “Scared now?”

She could feel a dark resonating throbbing infect her body like a drug. “Damn right, I’m scared,” she answered. Her eyes were still riveted on the black braided whip that dangled gracefully in his hand. Graceful was so misleading. A whip like this could tear a woman’s bare flesh into shreds.

“Then you’d better sink down into that pretty subspace you love so much and trust your master. Be afraid, it’s what you love, what turns you on.”

There was a lot to quarrel with in that statement, but she had to let that go, and answer with a simple, “Yes, Sir.” Damn, he was turning her on. 

“I want you at the far ends of your slavery, slut, all decked out like a prim Pretty Woman, polite and respectable. We’ll both know otherwise.” He smiled devilishly. “Underneath your dress you’re nothing but slave. Marked, tethered and tagged.” 

Marked, tethered and tagged. Shit! There was cum leaking from her pussy. Her breath was short, her heart racing away. She was hotter than she ever expected to be at this point in the evening. He certainly hadn’t lost his magical touch. Where would they go from there?

Head spinning, mind dazed, she followed Jack through the house, with the new whip left on a living room chair. He carried with him a hammer and a heavy brass hook, as he looked at door frames, studying each one carefully and making plans. She was too stunned to understand right off what he had in mind, although it didn’t take long for her to break free of her bewilderment once Jack was hammering the hook into the framework of the arched doorway leading to her two bedrooms. The perfect spot, even Jeni could see that. The doorway was broad enough for her to dangle suspended in the middle, and still have plenty of space on either side for Jack to move around her, if he so chose.

“Get your cuffs and put them on.”

She hesitated a moment then scrambled away, bringing back from her bedroom Jack’s bag of cuffs. The ones for her wrists were on top. Just putting them on took her another rung down the ladder of humility into slave. Her body shuddered from the thrill of it.

He stood behind her as he raised her arms and attached the rings on her cuffs to the sturdy brass hook. Once again, she dangled before his hungry eyes with her body undulating, and her longing gaze beseeching his attention.

He was sexy and sensuous, not hard and cold, as he moved his clothed body against her naked one in a seductive dance. Kissing her throat. Blowing in her ears. Nibbling the tender skin at the crook of her neck. His hands were like fire as they roved her flesh, leaving imprints of his vision for her along her skin. He caressed her with a fierceness that moved her, aggressively, tenderly – it didn’t matter how he touched her. Her body was aflame. She felt the heat emanating from his sex, and knew that his cock was growing hard. 

“I’m going to hurt you, Jeni,” he whispered. “Remind you who you are. Take you down. You’re going to love it, slave. Just don’t make me gag you.”

She was glad that she was tethered to that doorway; by now her legs were weakening. She was shaky and fragile, feeling powerless to keep herself upright on her own. But she wouldn’t slump and she wouldn’t falter. She would hold on; she had that kind of strength even when she’d been taken down so low. 

“And why not gag me?” she wondered aloud, surprised she even had the mind to ask the question.

“Because, today, I want to know that you’re slave enough to control your cries for me. Because that is what I’ve ordered. Just think of it as me, your Master Jack Hawking being the bastard to his lowly bitch.”

He squeezed her ass hard this time, though the first rush of pain quickly disappeared into pleasure.

“In fact, from now until I tell you otherwise, I don’t want you saying a word. Not a single thing. You may gasp. You may quietly cry. Just don’t talk, and don’t scream. Show me that you have at least some restraint.” 

Whew! And he was just getting started…

Beams of light from the setting sun, all rosy and golden, streaked her with sunlight and nearly blinded her when she looked back to see his face. She sought just a small wrinkle in his hard stance that might suggest something softer in the man emerging through this steely façade. Something in his eyes. Or on his lips. Lips that had just minutes before kissed her so tenderly. But there was little tender about him now; if there was anything she couldn’t see it. Maybe she was just blinded by this incredible sun. 

The sun might mask the tenderness in his eyes, but it couldn’t mask his scent, and how his powerful pheromones were spilling out all around her. The redolence of everything sensuous bathed her now, and she drank in his lust, like she’d drink a glass of dark, earthy cabernet.

This wouldn’t be pleasant, this wouldn’t be sweet but it would be what they needed. And maybe heal them both after the long drought of the last couple weeks. 

When he stepped back, she heard his boots on her hardwood floor. She loved the sound of them, like she loved the scent of his body and the steel in his eyes.

When he picked up the whip with the cut red leather ends – red like blood, she thought – her inner body cringed. Then the first snap landed on her back. Sharp and painful. Then the next, on her shoulder. And the next on the other shoulder. The pain reached deep, but she made no sound. She was a good slave, always an obedient slave. Yes, she could stand this. He whipped her slowly, measuring, aiming each strike carefully so it hit exactly where he wanted. She had time to get used to the pain and the pace of it…

At least until he lashed out with a good half dozen on her ass right in a row, so fast that she seized up, wanting to scream, and hoping the little cry that escaped her lips would be forgiven. Apparently it was because Jack just kept on going, returning to her shoulders for several more snaps of that whip on either side. Marking her. This wasn’t sexy. Did nothing to turn her on more than she already was. But she kept her mouth shut tight – might as well have been gagged – enduring every blasted nasty blow like the trouper she could be. She didn’t like it and for one sliver of a moment, she hated him for taking her far into a pain she could barely handle. But as soon he was done and laid down that fucking red-tipped lash, she felt a spine-tingling fire wake her to the pleasure rushing through her body.

He was at her back again, releasing her, removing the cuffs, letting her slump against him when she was finally free. 

“See. You can not scream,” he said.

“It would have been better if I could have screamed,” she said, still dazed. 

“No it wouldn’t.” 

“I don’t agree.” 

“You don’t have to agree with me. You just have to obey. Denying you the right to scream turns me on. And since being obedient to me turns you on, I figure we both get what we want.”

His hands moved over her tenderly again. 

Maybe. Maybe he was right. Maybe there was something about the way that he controlled her orgasm and her cries that made cumming as astonishing as it was. But she was too weary to think about that now. 

He sat her down. Covered her with an afghan. Brought her water. Then he sat next to her and took her hand. 

“Did you cum?” he asked. 

“Oh, heavens no! That was much too crazy painful to get sexy, Sir.” But then she smiled. “But now…?”

“You look as soft as a sleeping child.” He carefully brushed a lock of hair from her face. “I’m not sorry about that pain, not with the way we’re feeling now.”

“I did do well, didn’t I?”

“You did. Proud of you.”

He so rarely said things like this that she lapped up every word.

 “Think you’re ready for dinner?” he asked. 

She perked up a bit, sat up a little straighter. Took another deep breath. “Yeah, I think so.”

Jack started to rise, but then sat back down. “Almost forgot.” Fishing through the pocket of his jeans, he pulled out a small black organza bag with something shiny inside and handed it to her. “It’s time you were wearing this.”

Presents. Thrills. Something to get excited about. She smiled as she opened the little black bag and dropped its contents into her hand. She looked down to see resting on her palm a silver disk a little larger than a nickel with an inscription engraved on the front side. She sat back, pleasantly startled. Marked, tethered and tagged, he’d said. Tagged. And this was that tag. 

Property of Jack Hawking

Master

Jeni put her hand to her mouth. She honestly didn’t know what to say, and was feeling strangely light-headed as she gazed at the shiny medallion resting in her palm. So much all at once, and the evening had just begun. 

“Turn it over,” he told her.

She flipped the disk to the back side, and there, inscribed in a graceful script: slave jeni. She smiled again.

“To dangle from your clit.”

The tag, yes! At last – how many emails had it been since this was first mentioned?

“Of course.”

“You need a new ring since you lost that bead in Paris. I found a suitable one at a tattoo parlor that should work.” He nodded toward her crotch. “Stand up. Let’s take off the old one.”

“You need my help?” she asked as she stood before him, although his fingers were already tugging at the ring, unscrewing the bead and slipping it through the piercing.

“I think I can manage.”

Apparently, finding the hole was easy enough. With surprising dexterity, he had the new ring and the engraved tag in place with little effort.

She remembered back – the piercing had been her own idea, one that had been born in her fantasies and had stayed with her until she finally acted on that desire some years ago. The clit ring through that sliver of skin was her sexual statement, a tribute to the dark side within her that she could not deny, avoid or fear. To have Jack’s tag dangling from her clit – well, she really hadn’t any idea exactly what she felt about that or what it might mean. But she was giggling inside, thinking about how much fun this was. Above any deeper meaning, it was an amusing and exuberant moment of delight.

“I sure didn’t expect this.”

“I know you didn’t.” It was his turn to smile, for his eyes to light and the weariness she’d felt from him when he first arrived finally vanish. Whatever concerns had settled around their relationship over the previous couple weeks seemed to be disappearing, too.

“You know what this means?” he asked.

“That I belong to you – as if there were any doubt that you own me.”

“That’s right. All mine, slut. Unless there’s some legitimate emergency, you need my permission to take it off. Clear?”

“Clear, Sir.”

“I’m sure you want to see it in the mirror. But let’s not take long. It’s time to dress for dinner.”

***

Slave Jeni walked out on her master’s arm feeling as if she’d stepped into a favorite fantasy, though in fact, this fantasy night was straight out of Jack’s imagination. He’d bought her a long-sleeved black dress, which was fashionable and elegant, but there was nothing particularly slutty about it. The hemline was just a couple inches above the knee, and there was a small slit on one side, but the neckline was reasonably demure, not dropping too deeply either front or back. It was designed in a flattering, form-fitting style, though not too tight, just as her imagination pictured when he first mentioned a night out in his emails. 

The Dom steps out of the car holding a leash, on the other end is his sub wearing a gold collar and dressed to kill.

He also bought her a plain black garter belt – the kind with six sturdy metal garters to hold up the fancy patterned stockings he chose. She added some simple silver jewelry and a pair of black pumps – thankfully not stilettos – her legs were already trembling so much with excited fear that she had to hang onto Jack to keep herself upright. What was so remarkable was how everything he bought fit perfectly – quite a coup for a man who probably hadn’t shopped Macy’s woman’s department in a long while, if he ever had. 

Understated sexy. If that’s the look he was after he hit it right on. But it was not how she appeared to the world that mattered as much to either of them, as what was underneath that dress, and what it said about who they were. 

She’d cut new lengths of black yarn for her nipples, which were tied and tucked into her lacy black bra. She wore no panties. There’d be nothing to obscure the view of her master’s silver tag dangling conspicuously from the clit ring pulled out from between her labia. Just hours before, labia and pussy had been shaved free of pubic hair and were smooth to the touch. Shaving had been a standing order for every time they were together. When she’d shaved herself earlier that day, she thought of Jack, as she always did in those gleeful moments before his arrival. At the time, however, she had no idea how prominently her shaved puss would figure in Jack’s plans. 

The look was stunning, but he wasn’t entirely done. One more thing required. 

Just before they were about to leave the house, Jack suddenly pulled out a mess of straps connecting to a vibrating metal egg. She shrunk back, alarmed. 

“If I could have found an easy way to discreetly attach a leash to your clit ring and lead you around that way, I would have. But this should do to keep you focused on me.”

As if she wouldn’t already be! What was he thinking?  

By the time he finished getting his new sex toy secured with straps around her waist and thighs, the silver bullet inside her cunt and going nowhere, Jeni was so aroused that her cunt was leaking juice right down her leg. There was some genius behind the toy’s clever design – obviously created by someone for whom the task of tethering a slave in such an intimate way was serious business. 

With the bullet in place, he tested the remote, sending a sudden and riveting vibration through her cunt that traveled everywhere in seconds and then out through her fingers and toes. She seized up instantly, and might have cum if he’d left it on any longer. 

“You’re fuckin’ serious!” she gasped when he turned the dang thing off. 

“That was the number five setting. I’ll experiment with it through the evening, decide which setting I prefer.” Oh, his grin was evil! As was the laugh. “Don’t worry, I’ll start out a little easier next time.” 

“And when would that be?” she asked. 

“You really are naïve, slave. You think I’d announce my plans to you?”

“No, of course, you wouldn’t. How silly of me.” She dropped down deeper into her slave space, took a breath, and walked out on his arm. 

As he helped her into his Wrangler in gentlemanly fashion, she gazed at Jack wonderingly; he was looking pretty damn handsome, in grey slacks, blue stripped shirt and navy jacket. No tie. How her master dressed that night gave her another way to view him, and she liked what she saw. She was just the trinket on his arm. What a titillating idea. 

The evening was an incredible blur. It seemed that her five senses were in competition to see which one would take her mind and body away into the sensuous pleasure. 

The Tivoli glowed warmly, just like her house had all afternoon. Bluesy, sexy music filled the room at every corner; while the aroma of food, of baking bread, garlic, basil, rosemary and oregano, slipped into her senses, the way her muses do when they’re lighting up her body as she writes porn. But this was living her kink, far from fantasy and the written word, for hardly a word needed to be said. They spoke a lot through their eyes and how he held her hand. He had some uncanny way of claiming her fiercely with that heavy hand on hers. He controlled her without saying very much at all. The man was her mystery. He certainly didn’t need the vibrating egg to keep her thinking slavish thoughts. But now he had that, too, though at least at the start of the evening, he didn’t use it at all – to the point that she wondered if he ever would. 

Jack ordered her food – she’d hardly paid attention when he did – probably too busy looking into his eyes to hear what he said. When the bowl of seafood risotto appeared in front of her, it was a happy surprise, though she felt uneasy eating it without having his permission – apparently some internal slave sensibility had been instilled in her with each new twist in her master’s plan. If he wanted her to be the slave, this was what she’d do. He had already started on his steak, and seeing that she hadn’t picked up her fork, he gave her a studied look, and smiled. 

“Yes, you may go ahead and eat,” he said, and he went back to his food.

Every bite became the best thing she’d ever eaten. Every sweet and savory morsel romanced her taste buds and felt like lust. Her arousal gained momentum. 

They dined in a tiny corner of the restaurant. Though where they sat wasn’t exactly private, it was remote enough for them to feel within a private world – unlike the world around them that went merrily along in its fancy clothes, glittering dialogue and exhilarating laughter. Theirs was a quieter reality. She was a unique commodity, a woman in her place, under the control of a man. He held her there with his steadfast authority, every instant imbued with respect and devotion and mystery. 

“So, slave, how does it feel to have your naked crotch on the chair,” he asked, as he sat back and drank his wine. 

“Feels sexy.”

“You’re looking sexy, slut.”

“All because of you, Sir.” She smiled. 

“Tonight, you need to call me Master.” His eyes narrowed to emphasize his point. 

The order felt like admonishment, and the flint in his voice was an unmistakable trigger for her further surrender. She lowered her eyes, “Yes, Master.” Her voice was barely above a whisper. 

“And look at me when do,” he added. Again, his voice was firm and mildly reprimanding, though she didn’t suppose he was thinking that at all when he gave the order. Or then maybe he did. He knew the power of that old voice inside her head that wrenched at her sex and had her juices flowing every time it spoke to her. He was that voice now, bold, demanding and entirely in control. 

A rush of arousal came on her swift and fast, and she could feel the juices leaking from her crotch. 

“Yes, Master.” 

She met his gaze, staring into his cool eyes – the only cool thing about this night, his eyes. Taking in a breath, she breathed out letting the feel of his presence infect her body like a drug.

“That’s better,” he said. “It would be unfortunate to have to beat you again before the night’s out. So, how are your back and butt feeling now?”

She squirmed a little to remind herself of the marks he’d left. “Tight. But that’s a feeling I love.”

“Imagine how they look. You saw them.”

Yes, she remembered the proud master showing off his handiwork in the bedroom mirror; and how she’d strained to turn so she could see the rash of red marks he’d painted on her white skin. Her body quickened with the remembrance. “I did. I’m sure whatever technique you used, it did the trick. They’ll be there at least a week.”

“You know, there’s one red mark peeking out of your dress. Right at your shoulder.”

“There is?” Alarmed, she twisted around, trying to catch a glimpse of it.

“You won’t be able to see it, but it’s nothing to worry about. It’s small, on the back of your shoulder. No one will think anything of it but me.” He looked amused. “Of course, with you, I imagine you hope it gets noticed, leaves people wondering.”

Her face reddened. “Can’t say for sure what I want or need or anything else right now. But you have me where you want me.”

“And there you should stay.”

His hand covered hers again, warm and reassuring. That he’d created this night down to the smallest detail meant everything. Meant that two weeks of troubling thoughts had been replaced with a master who was more of a master to her now than he’d ever been. Fact was, he’d never been anything to her but Master. Tonight she felt that in bones and flesh, and in the deep places that hungered for this kind of submission.

She was too busy looking into his eyes to notice that Jack had put his free hand in his pocket. A second later, the bullet in her cunt came to life, and she jerked in her seat, startled. The sensation traveled quickly through her. She stopped breathing for an instant, and then relaxed, though everything inside her continued to vibrate. 

“Eat something,” he said, drawing her back to him. “Then finish your wine.” 

Dutiful and obedient, she did what she was told, while adjusting to the sensuous vibrations in her cunt. Apparently, he thought she was ready for more, because he kicked it up to the next setting, and had every nerve in her body engaged and trembling with a deeper, stronger vibration. 

“This is some kind of magic inside me,” she said of the feelings that arose.

“Is it, now?” The look on his face suggested that this pleased him, but perhaps not enough. Another setting higher, and Jeni was certain that the entire restaurant would be looking at her involuntarily grinding her naked pussy against the chair. Her sex juice was already sliding into the fabric beneath her.

He watched her for several moments, as her body adjusted to the increasing vibrations, as she took deep breaths to calm herself, as her face reddened and she struggled to keep her body motionless in her seat and maintain her poise. 

“Difficult?” he asked. 

She set down her fork and put her hands in her lap. “Yes, Master.” 

If he’d only drop it down a notch.

He must have seen her mounting distress. “But you can handle it,” he assured her. “Go on, finish your dinner.”

As they continued with their meal, Jack directed the conversation to more vanilla subjects. Just catching up after two weeks of living without each other. She’d have no idea what they talked about when the night was over, but she’d remember the vibrating silver bullet, the look in his eyes, the feel of his hand, the sexy aroma of the food, and the sound of his voice, which was rooted in an authority that arose from the essence of the man. None of this could be forgotten. 

“May I have your permission to use the restroom, Master?” she suddenly blurted out.

“And this is a urgent?” he asked. 

She hadn’t thought much about her physical needs until now, but the vibrating bullet had shocked all the lower senses to life, including this one. “You know, I think it is.” 

“Then go,” he said. The vibrations from the bullet immediately stopped. How kind of him to give it a rest. She rose to her feet. “But first…” he interrupted her leaving. He was fishing in his pocket again while she stood waiting by the table. Then he grabbed her left hand, and deposited something small but heavy in her palm. “Goes on your clit ring for when you return. Attaches with a clasp. No need to take the ring apart.” He held that hand and wouldn’t let go as their eyes met. “Remember what a fucking slave whore you are, wench.” The way he emphasized the word fucking made her worry for an instant that someone might have heard him. But that fear fled quickly when he spoke again – she was zeroed in on him too much to care about anybody else. “Feel those marks as you walk. Remember how they got there, every cut of the whip, every cringing response. Don’t forget who owns you.”

Every word he spoke thrilled her. Every word put her deeper into subspace. 

She smiled warmly. “How could I, Master?” she whispered. 

The weight of whatever he dropped in her palm, and now carried tightly in her fist, eased her as she made her way across the restaurant dining room to the Ladies lounge. 

For a moment, she flashed back to Nice, to another luxurious evening of awakening senses, a world away from her now. How curiously her life had changed since then. That was just the beginning, and now? Now, with Jack, everything was new again. Everything part of an unfolding mystery.

When Jeni returned from the restroom, the small brass ball and chain Jack handed her at the table hung from her clit ring, alongside the tag. When she walked, she heard the two metals jingle between her legs from time to time, although the sound was a whole lot like the jangling of rich women’s bracelets, and the clink of crystal and silverware. No one would know but her, and Jack – if he heard the sound at all. On the other hand, the wicked porn side of Jeni wondered what it would be like if she walked naked through that dining room exposed for what she was. So everyone could see the truth of slave before their gawking eyes. 

She smiled to herself as the image passed through her mind, though she’d never share that kinky fantasy with Jack. Some thoughts are just too extreme to disclose – even to your master – and it was a fleeting one at that.

“I like the way that brass ball feels, Master. You’ll like the way it pulls down on my clit when you see it.”

“A bit of a tug, huh?”

“Tug? More like weighty,” she laughed. “No doubt it’s there.”

She sat again, looking into his eyes with more affection than fear or apprehension. The man was genius; he’d pulled off every trick with such amazing aplomb.

The table had been cleared while she was gone. Moments later, two dishes of ‘amazing’ arrived, set on the linen table cloth before them. The confection was creamy and sweet, chocolaty, but light, with a hint of lemon. Like nothing else that she’d ever eaten, like dessert in France, which was notoriously amazing, like tasting something the gods would eat. She wondered if it would taste so divine if she were eating it while sitting in front of the TV in tattered jeans and an old sweatshirt.

She was aloft in a sensuous subspace when the background music changed, and the raspy sound of John Lennon singing Stand By Me to a sexy syncopated beat, hit their ears. The sudden and unexpected had been part of this perfect evening. And now, without having thought about dancing in years, she suddenly want to drag her master to the dance floor, press her vibrating crotch against his warm one, and feel his hot cock rising to the occasion. She was beaming at the idea.

“How about dancing?” She was surprised she had the courage to ask. Perhaps this was not slavish behavior, but she was so deeply into the idea of dancing again that she didn’t think twice about asking. 

“Been a long time since I’ve danced.”

“Me too.” She leaned in closer. “Wouldn’t you like to feel that little sucker of a bullet vibrating against your cock?” Her heart seemed to swell, along with her arousal. She loved him in that moment, and damn, she didn’t care if he knew or not – though she wasn’t brave enough to say that word, love.

 “That might be interesting,” he said. And so he swept her up to the small dance floor where several other couples were already dancing to that slow, syncopated beat. 

They pressed themselves together, Jeni reveling in the sexy swagger of his hips as he moved. The body memory of days at high school dances when they were young returned to them both. She was young like that again with Jack. And yet the music, the raspy voice, the reminder of the song sobered her. Stand By Me. And all that it implied. Reality at midlife wasn’t the same as it was when she was younger. It was better, and worse, and it was what she had now that her old life had vanished. Tonight, her new life couldn’t have been more perfect.

He pulled her crotch against his groin with a hand on her ass, so that their bodies were fused together and quite literally vibrating with lust. And when they looked into each other’s eye, both were amused. When she felt his pulsing cock, she smiled, and he squeezed her ass with that groping hand.

Referring to that hand, she murmured in his ear, “You don’t think that’s a bit too risqué for this place?” 

“I think you belong to me, and whatever I do you just let it happen.”

And so they danced while lost in their happy bliss, until Jack was ready to move on. He led her back to their table. A few minutes later, he paid the bill and they left the restaurant, arm in arm. 

***

They stood on a street corner, on a deserted city block, nearly midnight now. They’d just climbed from the Jeep to the sidewalk. 

Jeni looked at Jack, wary and suspicious, a big why in her eyes. Why would he bring her here to this rundown part of town after the elegant drama of the last few hours?  Another mystery and one she never expected. 

Jack looked up at the blinking neon sign on the building in front of them, pink and green flashing against the old brick walls of the downtown hotel. “This is where we spend the night,” he announced. 

“Really?” She didn’t understand. 

In response to the skeptical expression on her face, he said, “I pay attention to your stories. Seemed this night was perfect for a cheap motel. The kind of romance you love.”

Romance? He actually spoke of romance! Almost as fine a word as love.

Jeni smiled so big she thought her face might break if that smile got any bigger. And then she laughed – that he would think of the cheap hotels in her erotic stories on a night like this. He was paying attention; he didn’t lie.

“Don’t worry, I’ve made sure there are no bedbugs or spiders. It’s surprisingly clean.”

“I’m sure it’s perfect,” and she took his arm as they walked inside.

The hallway of the third floor was served by a single incandescent light-bulb, illuminating dark and shabby in a way nothing else could. The carpet was worn and the air was musty, though there was a clean, medicinal scent, too. 

Their room was small and plain, though quite unlike the small and plain of the Motel 6 down the road. A green chenille spread covered the bed, nearly threadbare now but not quite. There was a ceiling fan above, bare hardwood beneath their feet and a rosy glow all around from the neon sign outside, blinking though the thin curtain.

Jack sat down in the one chair – which was old and threadbare, too, but comfortable enough to hold him while he stared at her still dressed as she had been all night, not a stitch, not a trinket removed. He’d already shed his coat and shirt, exuding a bit of a Stanley Kowalski Brando vibe, sitting there so sexy and so remote. There were thoughts in his mind and an almost sullen look on that sexy face. Should be smoking a cigarette to be authentic, she thought, although she was glad he was not, even if it would have added to the ambience of the dreamy moment. 

“How ‘bout you get naked, wench?” he suggested – not a suggestion but an order. She should have been used to standing before him in a situation like this. She’d been through the ritual numerous times with specific orders to obey, but she was as self-conscious and jittery now as it was that first time on her porch.

“That’s not question, is it, Master?”

“No, slave. It’s not,” he replied. “Now start with the dress.”

“You sure do know how to create the perfect mood.” She was thinking out loud here. “All we’re missing is some cheap booze.”

He nearly smiled at the idea. “Sorry, there’s not,” he said, genuinely regretting that he’d not thought about that detail. “Now, let’s get back to the dress.”

Gulping back her fear, she reached back, fumbling with the tiny hook and eye at the top of the neck, having no luck getting the two apart. “I might need some help,” she said.

“Okay then, kneel and I’ll take care of it.”

Getting to the floor knees was awkward and uncomfortable, even with the small throw rug beside the bed providing some cushion for her knees. Thankfully, Jack was quick with the hook and eye. That done, he yanked the zipper down, and while still kneeling Jeni pulled the dress up over her head. She tossed it to the bed and rose to her feet, displaying her decked out body for her master’s approval. 

As he looked her over, he concentrated his attention on her pussy, the dangling tag and the brass ball beside it. He reached out and tugged down on the ball. “You like the way it feels?”

“I do.”

“Then you’ll keep it. Wear it when I tell you to. Just an added reminder of who owns you.” He tugged at it a little longer then sat back. “Now the bra.” Once her bra joined the dress on the end of the bed he told her to step closer.

Closer meant close enough for him to reach around her waist and disconnect the straps that held the bullet in place, allowing it to fall out into his hand. He placed the tangled mess on the nightstand beside him then unhooked the garter-belt. Once she kicked her heels aside, he slowly drew each stocking down her leg until he pulled it off her foot, at which point, she was appropriately naked, left in nothing but body jewelry and nipple ties. 

Jack drew her closer still, parting her labia and pulling the tag and ball from between her nether lips. With his hands on her ass, he brought her crotch toward his face and began to suck her clit. There was nothing gentle about the act. He bore down with his teeth, tugged her clit aggressively and sucked the swollen bud until she shrieked. And he didn’t let up – although, she didn’t need him to be gentle, not as hot as her body was now. She began to cum in powerful, almost painful spasms, that ripped through her body with the power of a thundering storm. She grabbed his shoulders for support. While she writhed against his face, he drew his mouth back pulling her clit out with his teeth, and just kept on pulling until she was practically screaming and almost delirious. The two went on this way until, at last, the rough spasms finally died away.

Afterwards, the mood abruptly shifted. He pushed her back toward the bed, rose to his feet, shucked his pants, and lay down on the bed, legs wide open. Knowing what he wanted without his having to say so, she crawled to him and took his cock into her mouth and down her throat as far as it would go. Even when she gagged, as she always did, she went back for more and gagged again. She would do this until he came, but then he suddenly flipped over to his stomach. Again, she knew what that meant. She spread his cheeks wide and went down between them with her mouth, lavishing her adoring attention on his ass. The beastly act made her pussy pulse with life again. Such slavish depravity made her so hot that she was cumming again with an involuntary response she couldn’t help – though it was a more subtle kind of cum. This was what he did to her. Jack. Master. Didn’t matter how she thought of him. It mattered only that she’d reduced herself to slave and gave herself to him with no reservations and no hesitation – just as it had been five months before when they first began, and every time thereafter. 

Once on his back again, Jeni continued the impassioned blowjob, pulling out every trick she knew to have him hard and in a feverish state. The position was awkward and difficult to manage; and she worked with such mindless determination that her muscles began to ache. However, with the first sweet taste of cum on her lips, she dove in again with renewed resolve to bring her master the reward they both were after. Any second he would explode into orgasm. The slurping, sucking blowjob continued until minutes later, Jack’s cum flooded into her mouth, so much of it that she couldn’t swallow it all. There was no time to gulp it down and what she couldn’t consume dripped out onto his crotch. 

For a long while after the last spasm, she lay between his legs and just lapped at his flagging cock for fun. Then she crawled up on his body and lay on top of him, nestling into his nakedness with her pussy pressing into his flagging organ. She lovingly kissed his lips, and he kissed her back in a rare display of tender affection she would remember long after this magical night was over.

“Thank you, Master,” she said, then she sank into this body, overcome with exhaustion as she came down from the beautiful high. 

“It’s time you slept, slave,” he finally said. 

“I think so, too,” she murmured. She rolled off to his side and snuggled in close. With his arm around her, they drifted off, the neon sign blinking pink and green spreading its soft glow through the dark night.


Chapter Fourteen

Jeni put down the phone, and sat on the edge of her bed at home, quite thankful that she was alone. Jack had left her just moments before. He would certainly have been there to offer her a comforting hug, but taking the news was easier without him. The call from Sam came so unexpectedly. Samantha, her childhood friend, faced a sentence no one should have to embrace, though they did every day. The two had played together when they were five years old, went through the highs and lows of puberty; the spats, the anger, the dramatic making up. They’d danced with joy at graduation a few years later, and as they parted, they vowed to stay close friends forever. Though they didn’t see each other very often now, a piece of them was glued at the hip after so much shared life. And now they shared the diagnosis with a solemn sadness on that otherwise bright morning. Jeni listened to Sam’s attempts to joke, to minimize, to put on a fearless mask of confidence in face of the odds, though it was hard to put a positive spin on the unexpected news. Once they hung up, Jeni couldn’t move and couldn’t breathe, and then within a minute or two, her mind spun out in a quick fast-forward to the likely future – the fight, the treatment, the brave faces – she’d been through this routine before – and the uncertainty that accompanied everything; the worst part of all, not knowing. 

“Ain’t life grand!” she voiced aloud to the empty room. She sighed as if a heavy weight had just been placed on her shoulders. 

Life goes swimmingly along like it’s meant to. After what was a temporary rift, if it was a rift at all, she was back in the beautiful dream of Master/slave. All in a single night. Jack had worked a miracle; and she wanted to spend the day glowing from the inside out as she brought to mind every good and kinky thing from his arrival to the bondage and whipping, to the tag that dangled from her clit, the vibrating bullet, the ball and chain, and the way she stepped out on his arm, dressed for a romantic dinner in perfectly demure attire. No one would have known the truth about the two unless they possessed a keen sense of intuition and were able to understand what lay behind the subtle smirks on both their faces; this was a private fantasy intended to remain private, though there’d always be a secret wish to be exposed, for someone astute enough to read the signs and nod in approval of a fantasy they shared.

It had been quite an evening – the night in the cheap motel with its pale moon glow, blinking neon and musty smells still made her smile. But all of it was now relegated to memory – one she’d have to pick up and savor on another day, if ever. 

Ah! But life never ends on a moonlit night…she recalled a line from her favorite stage play. Reality shifts quickly, priorities rearrange. Long before their night of small kinky miracles was committed to memory, fate moved in with a wrenching twist, and the beautiful dream that was that night was swept aside. 

Jeni called Jack several hours later to tell him the news. 

“She lives in Baltimore. I’m gonna need to be there to take care of her. I’ve arranged to work remotely so I can be close by until we understand what’s going on. I’ll probably stay on through the surgery,” she paused, “but I really don’t know anything right now…” Her mind was spinning too fast to think. 

“Do what you need to do,” Jack said evenly. He exuded a sense of calm that she’d come to expect. Now, now she missed his arms, and the warm hug and the comfort that he would have provided had he been there. He wouldn’t have had to say a word to ease her fears, but now with them miles apart, his words were all she had. “Let me know how it goes. And take care of yourself, Jeni. Call me when you can.” 

They kept in touch a couple times a week, Jack even visited once when she was home briefly, but there was no sex. No Master/slave. No kinky thoughts or steamy porn. She lived as though half of herself had been swept to the side and unavailable to her. Only late at night when she was lying in bed would thoughts of Jack and Master/slave creep into her mind and arouse her. Sometimes it was too painful to think about; and when she felt the tag in her crotch, heard it rattle, saw it glimmering in the mirror, she winced. Between her job and taking care of Sam, there was just no time for Jack or anything related. The life she loved was slipping away a day at a time with no way to grab it back. 

After three months, sad and frustrated, she finally removed the tag and placed it in the bag with the collar, the cuffs, and other reminders of the life she put on hold.

Part Three


Chapter Fifteen

Six months after their night at The Tivoli … 

Restless and unable to sleep, Jeni lay in bed at home and let her mind wander where it would. For six months her sex life existed in the far reaches of her fantasy life. With reality so painful, the only safe places for her play were in Medieval dungeons, kinky sex clubs, in island kingdoms in the middle of nowhere. All of them terrorist dreams and walking nightmares where depravity reigned and she could do anything and everything naughty, perverted and outrageous locked in the safe and private world of her own mind. Whatever worked to get her off, allow a few sweet moments of body joy, and release the pressure cooker of unspent sexual need that her body became at the end of troubling and emotional days was what she did in desperate times like this.

But after six months with her nightly ritual, the easy trigger for sexual release that her fantasies provided failed her more often than not; it took longer each night to release the demons so she could sleep. The wall between fantasy and reality was breaking down, and she could no longer hold back what her heart and body honestly desired.

Getting off against Jack’s fingers in the out-of-doors, strung up against the stone post, her back whipped raw, Malcolm’s eyes on her streaked ass, a slave dinner at The Tivoli with a vibrating bullet in her cunt. The images flashed through her mind, coming out of the wild blue yonder of memory. She wanted to rip them away, force them back into hiding; they were just too painful to look at now. She wanted her old life back – the one with Jack at the center. But after six months with so little stimulation, and so little communication between them, how could they possibly pick up where they left off? 

The reality of Master/slave persisted. Jack bled through like a wound that would never heal, although it wasn’t Jack who was wounded. On some daring nights, when she could no longer edit the man from her life like she would a character in a story, she allowed herself to lie in bed and picture him, breathe in the essence of Jack and feel him through her body, through her fingers and her horny crotch. His hands, his lips, his cock and his demands – everything that was tender and terrifyingly thrilling about their sex together – became the fuel that got her off. But the second her masturbation was over, even before the final pleasurable spasm disappeared through her fingers and toes, she shoved aside thoughts of Jack and all he meant to her.

Life was uneasy because of this, unbalanced and a little bit frightening. She didn’t know where she belonged anymore. A ship without a rudder; a slave without a master.

One evening, after she’d been back home for nearly a week, she lay down for her ritual masturbation as she had so many times. Once she finished in her accustomed manner, she rose from bed to wash her hands, shaking off thoughts of Jack as she always did. This time, however, he wouldn’t retreat. 

She was rattled, uncertain, restless, about to pace the floor to calm herself. Then, quite suddenly, motivated by an entirely serendipitous urging, she picked up the phone and called him. She hadn’t a clue what she would say. It had been days since she’d heard from him and that had been just a single, meager email. She felt so bereft, so dispossessed and deprived – not to mention the fact that she was incredibly horny. She couldn’t stop herself.

He answered with a cheery, “Hello there,” and as soon as she heard that deep baritone, she realized how much she missed the sound of his voice. The calm, the comfort, and the power behind it.

“I’m home again,” she paused, hoping he’d say something, then added when he didn’t, “home to stay.” 

“You are, now. Sam okay?” he asked.

“Okay for now, huh. Plus, she and her mom pretty much kicked me out. Decided that I’d done enough.”

“You suppose you have?” He remained guarded, nothing she didn’t expect, though his careful tone had her concerned. Maybe he’d found another sub. 

“I can’t even answer that, but I need my life back,” she charged in. For months, she’d been drowning in a nightmare; now she was struggling to resurface, feeling as if she were swimming up from some place dark and deep to where there was light and sun again. She was hopeful but scared. Would he have her back? Butterflies of anxiety fluttered in her gut and wouldn’t quit. She was ready to beg. 

“This is good,” he replied, though he refused to elaborate what he meant by that – nothing changed there. 

“You free this weekend?” she finally spit out the question that was most on her mind. 

Seems like a day passed before he finally answered, though it couldn’t have been but a handful of suspenseful seconds. “I might be. What’s up?”

“I need you.”

“Oh?”

“I mean I need you, Jack. I need to be your property. I need to be whipped and fucked and used as hard as you would use me. I need my master back.”

“For a night?”

“No! Every day of the week back! Maybe not every day, but what it was like before.” This wasn’t coming out the way she hoped it would. “You and me, Master/slave.” When he didn’t immediately reply, she kept on going. “I don’t suppose we can pick up where we left off, but we can start again.” She paused again, afraid because he was so silent. “That is, if you still want me.” She anxiously waited for him to say something, feeling in that quiet pause as if her entire life hinged on the next couple minutes.

“How about we start with a night first?” he said in his even, measured tone. “I’ll be down tomorrow. That too soon?”

She was about to jump for joy. “I was actually hoping for tonight,” she said, as relief washed through her. 

She could almost see a flicker of a smile on his lips and hear a chuckle behind his reply. “I have a meeting tonight. I’ll see you tomorrow, Jeni. It’s Saturday. I’ll have all day.”

***

When Jack arrived at her door, she was ready. Shaved, collared, cuffed, nipple ties in place. And anxious. Those damn butterflies had morphed into ravaging beasts by the time he knocked. Her head was spinning, her heart beating way too fast, just as it had the first time he’d been at her house.

When he walked through the door, Jeni stepped back and went down on her knees. When he moved in closer, she unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned his jeans and pulled the zipper down, her fingers quickly fishing through his underwear to find his cock. She drew it out, and without hesitation covered it with her mouth in an act of worship that fed her lust until she was squirming against her feet, which were wedged below her ass. Jack burst through her senses, the taste, the smell, the look, the feel of his flesh, the sound of her kiss as she touched the wet tip of his cock with her lips. His hand through her hair was commanding and tender. She felt safe, the best feeling she’d had in weeks, and the beastly butterflies that had her so agitated minutes before seemed to retreat. At least for now. 

The long denied submissive in her soul came back to life from its dormant slumber, little by little arising up to greet her like a welcomed friend. 

When he finally backed off, she looked up submissively, checking out his eyes and the grim expression on his face. He lightly slapped her cheek a couple times, drilling her with the cool authority in his masterful expression. With that first slap, the simmering fire in her body burst into flames, pussy throbbing, pent-up and needy, thighs almost too weak to hold her steady. With the second slap she nearly orgasmed.

“On your feet, slave,” he ordered, and he pulled her up, immediately pushing her into the living room, where he sat down on the footstool and drew her yielding body over his lap, her pink ass high. He squeezed her ass cheeks, first one then the other, back and forth repeatedly. She could feel the fire in his body expanding into her, raising her lust, though it was a miserable wait for that first sharp spank to land. She would have begged for it, but she hesitated to annoy him in any way, now that he’d taken control again. 

By the time that first smack landed, she nearly vaulted off his lap in shock. “Oh, fuck yes!” she seethed as the pleasure in that instant of pain awakened places within her that had been sleeping for weeks. He kept on going, the spanking firm and sure, light to start, then slowly increasing in strength until she was squirming crazily against his muscled thighs. She wanted his prick inside her.

“Oh, how I’ve missed this!” she cried. The feeling of relief was as exquisite as the pain. 

“Missed it, huh?”

“You know I did.”

“Then you need to beg me for more, my missing slave,” he said. What was that she heard in his voice? Indignation? A bit of scorn? “We’ll call this punishment for forgetting who you are. How about that? So beg.” Though he gave each cheek a nasty whack to emphasize his point, it was his words and that tone of voice that made her sexual body roar back to life. 

She was not too proud to beg. “Please, Master, spank me more!”

He gave her ass a few nasty whacks then stopped again.

“More please, Sir! I begging!” She poured every heartfelt emotion into that plea. 

“That’s what I like to hear, slut.”

Begging for punishment? Is that what she was doing in asking him here? Maybe he was right. Maybe this was justice, the punishing reprimand, the stiff rebuke she needed. Certainly the unfolding scenario was a reminder of that dictatorial voice inside her head that never let her forget who she was and what her life needed. And now, even when the smacks began to burn and her ass got fucking painful, she couldn’t disguise the desire for more. Her body implored him with the way she raised her ass and wiggled it provocatively before his eyes. He got the message without her saying a word. “You’ll be begging me to stop before this is over.”

“But don’t stop yet, Sir,” she blurted out. “I need it hard!”

“Good,” he bit off tersely, his indignation rising again. “Don’t worry. Hard is what you’ll get. You earned this one, and I need it as much as you do.”

The calm and gentle Jack was nowhere to be found. 

He kept on spanking as he spoke, with the intensity increasing until her bottom was flaming hot, and she was jerking and twisting, and seizing up with spasms firing off in her belly. He’d never spanked her with such force and for so long. 

She was hurt and she was crying. She was tormented by the pain and, yes, wishing he would stop. At least until he paused for a moment; then she wanted more. And she got it. His big palm slapped her upturned behind in a screwy sort of justice that made no sense in the real world, and was perfectly logical in the world they occupied. The over-the-knee drama went on like this until they were both exhausted, and his hand and her ass were hurting too much to continue. 

When he finally ended it, she slumped down between his thighs. Her ass was throbbing and her heart beating like a maniac on the loose. Seconds later, his jeans and jockeys were around his ankles and his erection was bobbing before her face. She was all about sucking him off, seemed like the natural thing to do in thanks for the punishment. Isn’t that what good slaves do in their alternative world? Thank their masters with a slavish and adoring blowjob? 

As freely as she gave to him, she was well aware that she had no choice in the matter of sucking his cock. Jack’s hand was on the back of her head, authoritatively pushing her mouth down to his tumescent organ – again a sobering thought behind that determined shove. She felt his anger and this was something new to her. She never wanted to make him angry – ever. But she had. “You have a lot of time to make up for, wench,” he said, as her mouth covered his organ. “Now get busy.”

She worked her mouth all over his cock, tongue lapping, teeth gently grazing over the hard muscle, lips sucking almost frantically. Making up for all the lost blowjobs of the last six months. She drew his cock deeply into her mouth until she gagged, and she gagged often as she usually did. She wondered if he liked her gagging, especially since he kept that palm against her head and gave her very little opportunity to pull away before he was pushing her back down again. Been a long time since he’d exercised his rights as her master, and he was due every lick, suck, nibble and gagging response. When the first taste of sweet came, she smiled inwardly, loving the fact that he was so aroused and so hard. Then, almost without her notice, her mouth filled with cum; so much of it that it overflowed her mouth and ran down her chin. She lapped it greedily and swallowed what she could. Oh, how she’d missed this humble servitude! When she looked down to see just one small drop at the top of the cockhead, she licked it away.

“Did you cum at all while I was away?” she looked up grinning. Her face was wet and her lips shining. The pungent aroma was like sweet perfume. 

He still wasn’t smiling, but he wasn’t exactly frowning either. 

She tried again. “Installment payment on what I owe you?”

He nodded, solemnly, “Just one of many.”

She cocked her head to the side, inspecting his pursed lips and the dark mood of his eyes. “You were angry, weren’t you?”.

“Weren’t you? Sexually, for me, the last six months sucked – and not in a good way!”

“I wish I could have prevented that.”

“And you couldn’t. I understand that. You did what you needed to do. But it still sucked and I can still be pissed now.” Only then did he smile though it was a wicked one. 

“What are you thinking, Sir?” she asked. 

“That I’m not done with you yet.” His smile got broader.

The wicked look on his face rushed through her like a hot wind in summer. Unsettling. 

Of course, he wasn’t done with her; she wouldn’t have wanted him to be. 

***

They took a break to grab a bite to eat then headed to the bedroom, Jack pushing her along as he liked to do when he was anxious and ready and not wanting to wait.

With her draped over the end of the bed, he whipped her back and her ass – adding insult to an already injured butt. Then he turned her over and continued the flogging, whipping her breasts and paddling her cunt – a tough punishment to take. Erratic. Unpredictable. And especially harsh on tender skin. When she jumped around too much to please him, twisting and turning as if she were trying to get away, he got testy and grumbled. Soon, he had enough of her wild gyrations, so he bound her cuffed wrists to the headboard with rope and tied them off. Finally, just to prove that he was serious about whipping her, he shoved a pillow beneath her ass to raise her pussy high and put his target right before his eyes. His evil scheme was pure torture one minute, pure pleasure the next. His floggers and whips came down again in both places, and when he was done with those, he picked up the cane. 

Her eyes went wide in terror when she saw it. The cane? Really? “Please…” she couldn’t keep herself from pleading. 

If her plea had any effect, she didn’t know. He didn’t miss a beat. The cane came down – not real hard, but hard enough to hurt like hell on the sensitive skin of her thighs, and have her crying out in despair.

When he got tired of her crying, he lashed out, “How about you hold down the noise, slut?” 

“But it hurts too much!” she appealed to him with a sorry look. 

“That’s good for you; you like the pain.”

She wanted to scream otherwise, but this was a war of words she’d never win. And never would she have wanted to. 

Whether her pleading moved him to stop, or he was just ready to end it there, she’d never know. The session was over. He tossed the cane to the side of the room where it clattered against the wall. Then he released her wrists and flipped her over. Raising her ass up high, and with his hands clutching her rosy cheeks, he buried his cock in her ass, deep. 

The exhilaration of that first thrust had her coming instantly. “Aw, ffffuuuucck!” she screamed. Although she buried her cry in the mattress, while her fists clung to the comforter beside her. Damn he was deep! Like suddenly his cock had grown inches since they started. This was what she wanted, what six months of nighttime masturbation could never give her. Her sex-starved body rocked with every rugged thrust.

He banged her hard with the stoic in him retreating to the sidelines for a time, allowing a low rumbling roar to rise up within his horny body as the vigorous fuck came to a climax. Her normally subdued master grunted, pouring more righteous anger into the hard anal sex as his cock spewed again. 

Beneath him, Jeni settled into a sensuous subspace while the lingering spasms retreated. It was just the feel of his hands on her body now. One minute gentle and caring, the next, a reminder of the great power he possessed within those hands. For a few moments between one passion and the next, between the hard come and the tenderness that followed, she was reminded of the paradox of Jack Hawking. The tender lover, the sexual beast, and how she loved them both.

The moment passed and she slumped to bed, curling up in her master’s arms. 

Maybe an hour went by before either of them spoke; Jack first this time. 

“Where’s your ID tag, the silver charm?” he asked. 

She flinched for a second, then stumbled into the explanation. “I-I took it off.” 

“I can see. Doesn’t answer my question.”

“It’s safe in the toy bag. A few month in – I couldn’t wear it without being reminded of you and what I’d lost. It hurt to see it and know that you were so far away.”

“And now?”

“To be honest, I wasn’t sure you wanted to be Master and slave anymore. I thought it’s something we should discuss.”

“Go get it, Jeni.”

The order had her scrambling off the bed and to the toy bag, which she rummaged though until she found what he wanted, and brought the silver disc with its inscription back to him. 

Jack looked it over then handed it to her. “I want it on your dresser, on top of your jewelry box, where you’ll see it every day. When it’s time we’ll have that discussion.” This was not what she wanted. She missed it dangling from her clit so much that she wished she’d thought to put it back on that morning. Or had made up some excuse when he asked where it was. But then that wouldn’t be honest, would it? And the thought of deceiving him was more repugnant than going without it now. She supposed she’d have to earn the right to wear it again. 

Again they lay in each other’s arms. This time kissing, kissing so much that her neck hurt from the awkward position, but she wouldn’t have stopped. The sun-washed room was warm and sensuous this time of day. Jeni felt as if they were halfway back to normal. Panic abated. Questions put to rest, while others still waited for an answer – like what to do with the tag that rested on her dresser and drew her eye every time she gazed in that direction. He knew it would haunt her, conniving bastard that he was. 

But she let that thought go. What she had with him lying in his arms was good for now. Kissing, sweetly, tenderly, hard and ruggedly. Kissing any way he liked was fine with her. 

Again he was the first to break the silence when the kissing ended. 

“Next Sunday I’m leaving for the cottage for a week, maybe a few days longer. Part vacation. Part work. There will a few students in midweek but only for two, maybe three days. I’d like you there with me if you can work that out with your job.” 

She sat up once she realized what he’d said. She needed to see his face.

“Really?”

“You need the vacation. You can work if you want when I’m working. That’s up to you. But you’re going to rest. You need that most.”

Soon as he said that, she could feel the truth of it nestle in her weary bones. Something inevitable and right about his offer. The elation over the invite was subdued compared to the jumping enthusiasm of his first invitation to the cottage. But that was right, too.

She settled back down to his side. “Sure, I’ll be there. And thank you.”


Chapter Sixteen

Their first night at the cottage, Jack led her naked into the soft evening light, to a post that held bird feeders and hanging baskets in summer. With nothing hanging from the hooks that were drilled into the hard wood, the purpose of the post became ominously clear, and had Jeni’s sex juice leaking down her thigh. She squirmed as he pushed her forward. 

Despite the places available to tie her down, he didn’t bother with ropes and cuffs this time.  

“I’m trusting you to hang on,” he said. “Don’t let me down.”

“No, Sir.”

“The only thing I need from you this week is your surrender. And let me be clear with you about what the means.” By the time he said that, she was visibly trembling with anticipation, although she did not expect what came next when he tersely ordered, “Open your mouth, slave.” Her mouth gaped wide, into which he shoved a thick wooden stick about eight inches long. Something he found lying on the ground and dusted off. He tied leather laces around the ends of the stick and secured it in place, knotting them together behind her neck. 

The move wasn’t subtle and his meaning was clear. The gag reduced her. It set them apart as Master and slave. But any act that took her down to the low place she was in that moment was a sacred one she welcomed.

The flogging that followed was rough, although she was soaring into subspace nirvana before it even began. There was hardly a thought in her mind again until it was over, and strangely very little pain that she’d remember. Her high was the mind fuck, and she needed no more than that to make this first night one she’d not forget.

He asked nothing from her afterwards, other than to settle herself in the cottage, make herself at home, he said, while he took care of things in the lab. 

“You want me dressed or naked?” she asked. 

“Clothes are fine,” he said, then he walked off toward his laboratory. 

***

He fucked her every night for the first four days. Nothing elaborate or particularly kinky about the sex but his cock, her cunt, a lot of oral, and a lot of kissing afterwards when they were lying together in bed. They fell asleep in each other’s arms. 

During those days, they popped popcorn, baked chocolate fudge cookies – rather she baked cookies in her birthday suit and apron, while he watched and smoked a joint. They drank champagne. Rum and Cokes. Smoked a little weed, then watched old color cartoons on his widescreen TV – which he’d just installed. Later, she painted her nails bright red while listening to Jack’s stories about the outrageous exploits of his youth – crashing cars in the Arizona desert; a road trip through redneck bars in the South with his two best friends; days sailing on Lake Michigan in the middle of summer with plenty of booze and girls. He’d led a much wilder life than she had. 

One evening, they watched the original black and white version of It Happened One Night, laughing through the entire thing while splayed out on the couch, jockeying for the most comfortable position. For awhile that night, she sank to the floor between his feet and coddled his cock with her mouth. It was determined not to rise. They’d fucked hard just an hour before, but she felt enough life rising from his organ to take some triumph in the results of her efforts. 

She told him stories about her months with Sam, what was good, and ugly and painful in that rough six months; about the uproarious laughter of two old friends, the sobbing in sadness; about when she and Sam danced together when the news about her condition was terribly bad and how they cried with relief when the news was good. 

He let her talk while tears streamed down her cheeks. And when they heard the Lennon’s Stand By Me from their night at The Tivoli playing on the radio, they got up and danced again like they did that night months before, like they did when they were in high school. 

She wondered what it would have been like if they’d met then. 

But she didn’t wonder about that long. He’d found Animal House on TCM and they laughed until their sides ached. Later that night, they danced to Janis Joplin, Joe Cocker and classic oldies she’d never heard. The laughter returned as they stumbled over each other’s feet and finally sank back to the couch exhausted.

On the afternoon of the fourth day, he took her for a boat ride around the lake. She’d been curious to see the far shore. It was a warm day and she wore nothing but a sundress and her collar. Halfway around the lake, he stopped the boat, letting it drift in the slow current. 

He eyed her carefully, inspecting her as if he were deciding what to do with her, then finally said, “Take off the dress.”

“Really?” She sat back, alarmed. “You really mean that?”

“Now what do you think?” 

“Okay.” She hesitated a moment, stared about, looking for signs of human life on the shore, which was not far away, then finally satisfied that she was relatively safe from gawking eyes – there were only a handful of rustic cabins near the shore – she pulled the dress up over her head and tossed it to the bottom of the boat. 

Jack smiled, threw her a bottle of sunscreen then helped her cover her body with cream. When he finished, he started up the motor and continued their trip around the lake. 

The gentle breeze and intermittent sunshine danced off Jeni’s naked skin, making her shiver one minute and hot the next. When the sun shone down it seemed as if every inch of her body was erotically charged, reminding of her of the times she’d sunbathed nude on her parents private porch, body awash in sunshine, flesh prickly and on fire, until her hand found her pussy wet, and she brought herself off. Now, right out in the open, before God and who knows what else, she was self-conscious every second, every moment afraid that someone would emerge from the woods and watch the boat drift by, with her in it.

She watched Jack’s face, the hint of satisfaction on his lips. 

“You’re liking this, aren’t you?” she accused, “the fact I’m so goddamn nervous out in the open.”

“I am.” His eyes gave off a wicked gleam. “You know I could just park this boat most anywhere and take you into the woods anywhere along the lake.”

Was he hinting about his next move or was this just another mind fuck? “And why would you do that?” she wondered aloud.

“Because you’d do it for me, even if you didn’t like it.”

“I suppose you’d be shoving me against a tree and screwing me.”

“Maybe. Or I might just march you to a neighbor’s house and present you as my slave.”

She couldn’t tell if he was serious or kidding. She had to hope that he was only trying to rattle her, which he had.

When they returned to the dock after their lazy trip around the lake; she hopped from the boat, and jogged quickly toward the cottage. She wasn’t trying to run away; just lure him away from the beach. As she hoped, he rapidly made up the distance between them and pushed her into the grass.

“You trying to get me riled?” he asked. Their eyes met in a hard stare. He wasn’t really serious, was he?

“I might be,” she answered evasively. 

“I don’t think you want to be doing that, slave.” There was enough of a threat in his warning for her to end the teasing come-on.

Although, in a move she did not expect, he lifted her to her feet, tore off his clothes, and the two went skinny dipping to cool off. 

Just before dinner they fucked in the cottage – in bed, with Jack on top and Jeni below, missionary style, though there was nothing pious about this fuck. His body bore down on her with the firmness of his muscled chest and strong thighs, and all that testosterone powered masculinity conquering and consuming her body as his slammed into hers. What could be more masterful than that? In spite of the kinky tease in the boat, the sex was basically vanilla, just as it had been the previous two days. Vanilla was beginning to feel almost normal now. Though there was always that kinky feeling rising up from normal, demanding attention like a nagging kid. The next day, his students would arrive and she’d have to fit herself back into the clothes of respectability while Jack would have to shape his attitude to fit the new mood at the cottage; although, he rarely varied in his demeanor, being the same rooted bastard no matter what company he kept – just another variation on a familiar theme. With her, he was Master. With his students, he was the tough mentor, the exacting professor. With either one, he held a figurative whip in hand making sure his subordinates behaved according to his wishes. He had to be a happy man, even if there were things that still troubled him.

That fourth night, after dinner, after the lights were out, he pulled her on top of him, and for a long while she laid there with his cock inside her cunt, and her body rocking side to side in a sensuously erotic rhythm. Her juicy snatch enjoyed the feel of his hard muscle deep inside her body. They were in a place they’d never been, where she’d never been at all. A dreamy, sexy place, flesh to flesh, moving back and forth with her hips pressed tightly against his. They enjoyed their lingering kisses, and moments when her head tucked down to the crook of his neck and she kissed and nibbled the smooth flesh there. 

His hands moved over her skin, down her sides and along her breasts. Then for a time, he held the fleshy mounds tightly in his palms until finally he released them and continued with the fervent massage. His firm caress opened her wide, as his cock grew hard inside her. She could feel the steady pulse of his sexual energy, the very substance of the man that extended to the depths of this exquisite moment. And then, when she least expected it, her slow, rising arousal crescendoed into a subtle, yet strangely powerful climax. Her pussy squeezed down on his organ, drawing him even deeper inside her. He came as she clenched, with their bodies moving in a synchronous rhythm that was smooth and fluid and felt like love. As his cum filled her pussy, she felt bathed and reborn. Never had sex been quite like this.

“Oh my, what have you done to me?” she purred in his ear, in awe of what had just transpired.

He seemed as amazed as she was, but he had no explanation as to how or why that happened now. Some things happen without a master plan – maybe most things do.

When she moved down to his side, she lay back wondering exactly what he’d done to her with those roving hands, how she’d cum on something as subtle as touch alone. Thankfully, the question didn’t require an answer because she knew she wouldn’t have one. 

That night, he spooned her from behind, with her ass nestled into his warm crotch. Moonlight glared into the room from the window above them and lit the room with a mellow glow. It had been a good day and a good night. All four days had been perfect. Settling and soothing. An easy kind of fun without the hot heat of something savage and sexually raw. Maybe he didn’t think she could take it, but in all honesty, after such a lengthy absence from this special part of her life, she would have taken anything he offered her. This time it was kindness, subtlety and playfulness, something easy and without stretching limits, heading for boundaries that might be tough to breach. Was he holding out on her, hoping she might beg for something rough and kinky? She tossed the idea aside. He was kind because she needed a little kindness now and she was grateful that he realized that.

Jack seemed to need her kindness in return.

They cuddled in close, Jeni wiggling her ass against him, relishing the peace that descended in that lazy afterglow of sex. There was music coming from somewhere far off. They’d forgotten to turn off the radio, although Jeni liked the bluesy sound behind the dreamy end of the day. It fit the languorous mood at the end of the day.

When finally broke the silence, it took a moment for Jeni to gather her wits and take in his words. His arm was around her waist and when tenderly kissed the back of her neck, she never felt so close to him. Everything seemed sweetly blissful at that late hour, but when he began to speak she could tell by the solemn tone of his voice that he was speaking from a private place inside him that rarely opened to her. In words that didn’t come easy, he candidly disclosed a piece of his past she never would have expected to hear. “She ran out on me near the end, got pregnant by another man she said she loved.” He was talking about his ex-wife. Jeni couldn’t see his eyes, and wouldn’t know what pain would appear within them. But perhaps that was as it should be; he might never have made the disclosure otherwise. She lay motionless as he continued. “She returned and asked me to take her back. Said she realized how much she still loved me. I couldn’t believe she had the balls to even suggest it. There was no going back for me.” There was no bitterness in his voice. He was stating facts, nothing more than that. This was something that he wanted her to know; Jack cracking open the door to his inner life. She knew the door would likely close again, and not reopen until something else moved him as deeply as this painful wound. 

She couldn’t help but feel the hurt behind his disclosure. “I’m sorry you had to go through that,” she said after a time. What else could she say?

He didn’t say a word, but his hold on her tightened, and he drew her closer to his chest and kissed the top of her head. He wouldn’t speak of this again, but she was glad that he trusted her enough to tell her.

Jeni gazed at the moonlit wall before her, the streaking shadows, the occasional flicker of leaves, black in reflection. She heard him breathing behind her, felt his breath tickle her neck, and the heat of his crotch pouring into her. What he gave her in moments like this was something rooted, substantial and endlessly comforting. One of the things she loved most of all about him. 

She wondered if he’d ever tell her he loved her, and what she’d say if he did. 

***

Three days later…

The morning light was as subtle as the night. The day had only begun to peek through the veil of clouds above, and those clouds would disperse as soon as the sun was up. 

Jeni sat on the bed watching Jack get ready. He showered and shaved, bowing to convention for the sake of his students, leaving at midday, who needed an appropriately professorial send off. He was nothing but professional in his academic role, a persona he wore whenever he was dealing with his students. Their presence at the lake house created a distance between Jack and Jeni that hadn’t been there when they were alone. But after four days of having him entirely to herself, she couldn’t complain. She put her mind into her own work to keep busy and her thoughts engaged. But now, with his students leaving, she couldn’t wait to be alone with him again.

As she watched him dress, she admired his muscled shoulders and firm ass, and the way he moved with a certain manly grace. She wanted to tackle him to the bed and fuck him right then. “Are you sure I can’t fix you breakfast?” she asked.

“Nope. I’ll grab an apple for now. I’ll be in later. You can fix me something then. I want to get these guys on the road before ten.”

“I thought they’d be here ’til noon?”

“There’s no need for them to stay any longer. I’m on vacation,” he smiled, warmly. “Time to get back to abusing you.”

She giggled, seeing the first crack in his professional attitude, which was a welcome sight. 

“No more mild-mannered master?” she asked. 

“Aren’t you getting a little restless for something more?” 

The way his eyes flashed, her body turned on. “Well, now that you mention it, I am a little restless. You do get wrapped up in your projects when you’re working.”

“But that’s done for now. Just you and me.”

“And your chains, cuffs and leather belt…”

His eyes narrowed with the reminder. “I’d suggest you wear your collar. Just to be sure you’re in the mood when I’m ready.” 

“Yes, sir.” She smiled broadly.

The thought of all the pent-up sexual energy between them finally getting its say had her giddy. She was squirming now with her libido all charged up. “And pick up this place,” he added as he looked around, “getting a little messy.”

“Yes, sir.”

Once he was out the door, she threw a sundress over head, put the collar around her throat, and tore through the cottage, making it spic and span. 

***

For the three days remaining on their vacation, Jeni made herself ready for her master, any time he wanted her – on the porch, hanging from the rafters in chains, thrust over the back of a rickety chair in his woodshed, crawling blindfolded through the lab on hands and knees – thankful to be wearing jeans to cushion them from the hardwood floor. Anywhere he wanted to use her, she surrendered. Although there was a little more kink involved now, Jack wasn’t rough with her, or demanding, not the hardcore master he could be. There was no pain, no stretching limits, no need to cry for mercy.

The morning before their departure, he stopped her on his way out the door to check something on the boat. 

“Jeni.” She was washing the breakfast dishes, and turned to him when he spoke. 

“Sir?”

“I invited Malcolm and Erik over for dinner and cards tonight. You can be the fourth.”

“Cards?” Really? Her nervous jitters suddenly kicked in. 

“You have a problem with that?”

“No. Not at all,” she replied, although there was little conviction behind her words. “But Erik? I haven’t met him, have I?”

“Nope. But you will tonight.”

Her mind flashed through a dozen possibilities for the evening – none that had even been in her mind just moments before. She was agitated and troubled, and Jack eyed her suspiciously. “Something bothering you?”

“Not a thing. I just remember the last time I saw Malcolm.” She blushed. 

“Don’t worry. I figured we’d keep it vanilla tonight.” 

“Really?”

He watched her closely, too closely to find comfortable and her agitation expanded. She nervously fidgeted with the hem of her shorts as Jack cocked his head, gazing at her intently as if something didn’t quite compute. “You’re not disappointed, are you?”

She shrugged self consciously, trying not to smile. “Well,” she hedged a little, “if you wanted to make something more of it…”

She couldn’t finish, but he got her meaning. “I can make more of it,” he said. “I just assumed that you weren’t ready for anything too challenging.”

“Challenging? That almost sounds ominous. Why don’t you tell me what exactly ‘challenging’ would be? If you were going to challenge me.”

“Depends on what I want and what feels right at the moment.”

“And what might feel right?” My, this was a delicate dance. 

He looked her over carefully, then stepped forward and ran his hand along her arm. His regard for her was so obvious that she quaked inside to feel the object of such intense consideration. Her legs felt like jelly; her pussy wet enough to feel the stickiness between her thighs. All her sexual fires had suddenly lit up like the 4th of July – sexy, vanilla fun had been as much as she wanted over the last week, but there was always that little slut girl inside her that wanted something more, and that little slut was speaking clearly now. “Well, let’s see – if there hadn’t been a six months hiatus – what would I do?” That is what you’re asking?”

“It is,” she nodded. The anxious feeling had worked its way through every nerve until she was literally vibrating inside.

“Well, the next time we were here, I planned to pick up where we left off with Malcolm last time, which means,” he paused as if he was still unsure of this, “I order you to strip off your clothes and present yourself to him.”

He saw her shudder.

“I guess that turns you on.” He just kept staring; while her apprehensions continued to mount.

“I am.”

“There’d be Malcolm’s hands on you. From there, not sure. I’ll decide how much, how far.” Nerves. Arousal. Lust. Fear. All converged in a matter of seconds. “You understand, none of this was on my mind when I asked you here this week. I figured it was too soon, after the long lapse. But…” those brown eyes just kept staring intently into her, “you’re not the woman I brought here eight days ago, are you?”

 She slowly shook her head. “I don’t think so. You’ve been patient and gentle. That’s meant a lot. It’s been very healing. But now?” She bit her lip, afraid, but still eager to say what was on her mind. “I’m dying for more kink. I think if something doesn’t happen tonight, as horny as I am now, I’m going regret it.” She could barely breathe.

“Just want to know you’re ready.”

“Well, there’s no getting ready for something like this, there’s only surrendering to it. I’m ready to surrender, Sir. I’ve been ready for a long time.”

She could almost see his mind taking off in a flight of fancy, making plans, perhaps. Though he was tough to read, as usual. “You brought the silver charm?” he finally asked. 

“I did.”

“Then go get it.”

She returned to the bedroom to find the jewelry bag with the engraved disc inside and bought it back to Jack inside her fist. She dropped it in his hand. 

“You ready to be my slave again?”

“I never stopped being your slave.”

He fixed her with one keen eye. “I could quibble with that, but I appreciate the thought. Come here.”

They moved toward the sofa where Jack sat down and Jeni, standing in front of him, lowered her jeans and panties without any prompting, presenting him with her freshly shaved pussy.

He held up the tag for her to see. “You understand this means I own you?”

“Yes, Master, I do.”

“Then no taking it off again without permission – just as I ordered you before.” 

“No, Sir, not again. I made a mistake not discussing this with you first – just like with the nipple ties.”

“I let this go because of the circumstances. But that’s not going to happen again.”

“Understood.” The look in his eyes, the tone of voice – he meant what he said. 

Pulling out a dining room chair, he sat down and drew her close. Reaching between her legs he toyed with her labia and clit. The delicate touch of his fingers fired up her body – as if it needed more stimulation. And then the charm was back in place. His face darkened. And when he yanked down on that dangling ID tag, she sensed a scowl behind it. Her body seized up and she turned her head away. 

“Look at me.”

She looked back, immediately assaulted by his fierce eyes. He projected a firmer authority than she’d felt in days. They’d taken the brakes off at last, and as much as it made her tremble, as much as she was afraid, she felt alive with him. Back to the thrilling normal of Master/slave. No more Mr. Nice guy – no more wounded slave. At least at that moment. 

“Go get a pillow; I want you on your knees where you belong.” 

Jeni grabbed a pillow from the couch and tossed it between his open thighs. Then she dropped quickly, settling herself on the cushion, trembling nervously. 

“I need to know what this relationship means to you.” He stared her down and she trembled even more. 

This was not what she expected; she figured that her head would be buried in his crotch by now and at first, she was too stunned to speak. She opened her mouth then closed it just as quickly. 

“Go on, just tell me how you feel.”

“You got me there, Sir, I have no idea what to say.”

“That’s okay, just talk.”

She shook her head and he frowned. 

“Talk, slave. You’re rarely at a loss for words.” 

But now? With that question? Her palms were sweaty. She tried wiping them on her thighs, which did nothing to help. 

“Master,” she began, and again she stopped. The more she stared into his placid face, the more anxious she became. Her mind swirled around with thoughts about all that he meant to her; how if only he’d given her a moment alone to think this through, she would have had the perfect answer. She hadn’t a clue where to begin, but then, suddenly, something opened up inside her and she knew what she needed to say, as if the words were downloading from some distant recollection. “You have broken me open, Master – you know that. You’ve given me back a piece of myself I thought I’d lost and that means a lot. I honor you. Respect you. I trust you as my master.” The words seemed to come easily now, and there were more. “You have my unquestioned obedience. You have my body to use. You’re the center of my Universe…my owner, my master, my friend.” Tears pooled in her wide blue eyes. There was hope and lust and love pouring out to him, although she didn’t dare use the word love. “I belong to you, Jack Hawking. This relationship means everything to me. What else is there to say?”

She watched his face the entire time, displaying the quiet reserve she was accustomed to from Jack. When she finished, he seemed a little in awe. More than he expected, perhaps? Her heart raced as she waited for him to speak. Finally, he nodded then he actually smiled. “I like the sound of that, slave. Maybe you should commit it to memory.” 

His mood had lifted. She’d told him what he needed to hear – and it was exactly what she knew was true. 

“Maybe I should – if I can remember what I said,” she laughed, though then her bright face dimmed. “Just wondering…”

“Wondering what?”

“May I ask you the same thing, Sir? What does this relationship mean to you?”

He thought a moment, “I suppose that’s fair for you to ask,” he said. He stopped to collect his thoughts. “You’ve saved me a lot of lonely nights.” He paused again then continued. “You’ve restored my faith in Master and slave. For that matter, you’ve restored my faith in women in general. It’s amazing to me that we’ve come this far. I didn’t think I’d ever have what I have with you.” His words felt like a gentle rain, the kind that sinks in and blesses you. A smile of joy rose up from a place within her where joy had been absent, and he wasn’t even finished. “I missed you, more than I expected. Six months is a long time to be without my slave. Obviously, you mean more to me than I thought any woman could.” He stopped, looking as if he were searching for more to say, “I suppose there’s more, but that’s all that comes to mind right now.”

It was her turn to be in awe. “Thank you, Sir,” was all the reply she could manage.

They stared at each other just a moment longer, then he was on his feet, pulling her with him, giving her a kiss. “I gotta go check on the boat.” He looked around the cabin, as if he was about to give her an assignment. “Do whatever pleases you. I’ll be back in a few. After lunch we’ll spend some time on the lake.”

***

Jeni’s nerves had been jittery all afternoon now that the unknown was set in motion. 

When Malcolm arrived about five with his friend Erik, Jeni was wearing shorts, blouse, underwear, sandals and collar, same as she had earlier in the day. Malcolm’s eyes were on her collar right away. Easy enough for Jeni; he’d already seen a whole lot more of her and she’d survived that. But the exhibition would not be as easy with his friend. There was something cool, clipped and critical about the tall, buzz cut Erik in his clean jeans and tucked in t-shirt. Starched, correct and military. He nodded at her, noting the collar and did nothing but nod again when Jack introduced them.  

“Your slave?” he said to Jack. 

“She is.” 

Neither man said more.

As the three men sat on the porch talking guns, boats and the erratic weather, Jeni stood back and made a furtive study of the perplexing Erik. He was nothing like the easygoing Malcolm. Nothing easy about him at all. He made her think of submission, and that made her tremble with concern. Unlike her stoic and mysterious master, there was nothing warm and engaging about him to balance out the chill exuding from his stark demeanor. The thought of stripping away her clothes for him and being naked in his presence had her mad with fright.

When the three men strolled down to the boat, Jeni stayed in the cottage to collect herself. She’d asked for this. She practically begged it of a reluctant master who would have been content to plays cards after dinner. If she’d only understood the circumstances before she opened her mouth. If she’d only known who Erik was. Now, all she could think about was the three of them plotting their moves for the evening as they walked toward the dock.

She puttered about the cottage, doing this and that, fiddling with dinner – which was entirely unnecessary. Jack had everything ready to go on the grill, and Jeni had made a salad long before the two men drove up. She took out the trash and swept the kitchen for something to occupy her time, then, at last, she heard the sound of heavy footsteps on the porch. They had returned. 

As Jack grilled steaks, potatoes and bread, the men talked on the porch. Jeni, meanwhile, continued with her puttering, covering the picnic table with a vinyl cloth, retrieving four chairs, laying out plates, silverware and napkins. From time to time, she gazed toward the three. More than once she found Erik’s cool eyes appraising her. Once, she found Jack smiling. Did he have any idea how difficult this was for her? 

When they sat down to eat, Jeni could feel her ears burning, though none of the men seemed to even notice that she was there. When Jack laid a hand on her thigh for just a moment, she almost jumped. He meant the gesture to soothe her, and she acknowledged that warm hand with a smile.

“So, Jeni, I hear you’re in advertising,” Malcolm finally spoke to her directly. 

She flinched just hearing the sound of her name, and before she could reply, Jack chimed in for her. “You’ll have to forgive my slave, Mal, she’s nervous as hell about that game of cards.” He smiled shrewdly, and turned to Jeni, “How about you clear the table?” She couldn’t have been happier to be on her feet with something to do for the next few minutes, at least until the men were back in their lounge chairs, drinking beer, and chattering away about who knows what? Jeni wasn’t listening. 

Perhaps an hour passed, though she was hardly cognizant of the time. Soon, a wind whipped up across the lake, and as the daylight rapidly dwindled the air grew chilled. Every anxious minute that ticked by brought her closer to that moment of unveiling. Maybe it was just her imagination, but she could swear that the energy between all four had grown prickly and agitated with something sexual stirring in the air none could ignore. She was no dunce. She felt lust coming from all three, and it had her hot and nervous, her expectations fueling a sexual anxiety apparent in every nerve of her body, especially between her thighs where her blooming desire made her want to tear away her clothes and fuck them all. 

Stop with the mind fuck and just do what you’re going to do to me! she wanted to scream at the three of them. But of course, she didn’t say a word. She held it all in as they continued to converse, then as they grabbed their beers and moved inside when it got too cold. At that point, Jack was finally ready to get on with his plans; Jeni couldn’t wait to get things underway. The men were sitting around the fireplace, on the couch and in overstuffed chairs, while she stood on the sidelines, dazed, not knowing where to go or what to do. 

“Jeni.” When she heard Jack’s somber voice calling her name, she shuddered. “You said you were ready. Show me now that you are.” He eyed her coolly. “Right here. Front and center.” He pointed to the space between the chairs. 

She nearly stumbled over his feet getting there, and by the time she was standing before him, her face was bright red, her ears hot, and her anxiety had reached a screaming peak. 

“Now you can strip,” he said. “And not too fast. Take it slowly, and start with the shirt.” 

She was glad he told her where to begin; as panicky as she was now, she would never have started without that nudge from Jack. And yet, it was still with a flustered brain and trembling fingers that she began the slow strip tease. Not that she was trying to mimic the strippers in a girly bar; her legs were too weak and the fear too strong to do this with any kind of artful grace. On the other hand, her pussy was growing wetter by the second, as she undid each button on her blouse and shook it off her shoulders. She tried to ignore their staring eyes when she pushed her shorts down to her ankles and kicked them away. Suddenly, she was left with just her bra and panties to cover the nipple ties and the dangling tag below. Her face grew hot with embarrassment knowing what came next. The signs of her slavery were what Malcolm and Erik wanted to see. They were what separated her from the sluts in the gentlemen’s clubs who stripped for money and thrills. They were what made her a slave. There were only two strange men there to see them now, but she felt as if she were announcing herself to the world. 

She was seriously worried at this point. Stripping down was what Jack mentioned when they talked about her being ready that morning. He’d also mentioned Malcolm’s hands on her. But what then? And Erik? How would he figure into the night ahead?

Taking a deep breath, she finally bent over to unhook her bra, and when that was tossed to the side, she stood upright, giving her audience a good long look at the skewed black ties that were still tight around the pink ends of her nipples. None of the three made a sound or said a word, or even sighed. Though their eyes were glued to her body, watching closely, those eyes were enough. They made her crotch throb. And though she was hesitant at every turn, the kinky slut girl inside her suddenly emerged. That little tramp was unable to escape the lusty thrill of her nasty exhibition, and Jeni was glad she showed up. For all her nerves and fears, she was seriously aroused with just one piece of clothing yet to remove. She’d saved the best for last. 

Slipping her fingers into the waistband of her panties, she slowly drew them down her hips, while gazing into their eyes. She watched them as closely as they watched her and she was pleased with their reaction. Malcolm’s lust showed on his face as an uneasy smirk. Jack raised a Masterful eyebrow. Even the dispassionate, inscrutable Eric squirmed a bit fitfully in his chair in response to what he saw. She hoped his cock was throbbing in his pants! She kicked her sandals aside and did the same with her panties. Then she stood up straight again and let them have a good long look at her naked body and the silver tag that dangled between her cunt lips.

Seconds later, with the silence turning awkward, Jack spoke. “Malcolm, my chains. They’re in the closet by the door.” 

The three men were suddenly out of their chairs; Malcolm setting off to get the chains, while Jack and Erik pushed the living room furniture aside. 

They worked so fast that it was hard to believe that they hadn’t had this planned out down to smallest detail. Jack fit her wrists in his heavy leather cuffs, while Erik climbed on top of a chair, and Malcolm handed him the chains, which Erik tossed over the beam above and secured in place with a couple of hefty hooks. The thick steel chains looked rugged, even ominous, given the startling possibilities. Jeni shuddered with another wave of fear, although by then there was nothing that didn’t arouse the little slut girl, including that inexplicable feeling of fright. Subspace is such a lovely world – throwing away pretty and prim, discarding inhibitions right and left. She was horny, needy. Three horny Doms focused on what they would do to her – what turn-on could be better than this? Inside her horny subspace, the mind fuck only got better as the scene unfolded.

When Jack finally stepped back, her cuffed wrists were raised up high and hooked to the chains, so she was nearly dangling from the ceiling, although not quite – her feet were still firmly planted on the floor.

“Spread ‘em wider,” he ordered, as he observed her strung up body. She moved her feet further apart, and when he added, “Don’t make me use the spreader bar,” she inched them even further to her side. He was as cold and clipped as Erik was. The tone of his voice alone gave her goosebumps. “No talking, slut, unless you’re asked a question.” Then he turned to his friends. “She’s yours for now.”

Jeni bowed her head. She needed to collect herself, feel the energy of the men around her, sense what they were thinking if she could, let body, mind and the inner slut enjoy what happened next. The exhibition was Jack’s gift to her, which would seem odd from many points of view, but a slave’s. He knew that she was not a simple woman with uncomplicated sexual desires. He’d experienced firsthand how far her kink could take her. But then, how far would he actually allow her to go with other men? That was all up to him. And that’s what she wanted since it took the decision out of her hands and placed it directly in her master’s. For Jeni, whose submissive mind could spin endlessly about matters such as these, this meant that she was free of the quandary and free to enjoy being Jack Hawking’s slave.

Just a few hours ago, Jeni told him that she trusted him. She had to believe that declaration now. Taking a deep breath to settle into that feeling of trust, she waited.

Malcolm stepped up first, going straight for the dangling tag and gently jerking down on the little thing. But then, because he couldn’t see it clearly, he went down on one knee and read the inscription, nodding his approval. “Nice, Jack,” he said admiringly. He tugged on the charm again, and Jeni gasped. The tugging hurt, and for a moment her balance faltered. “Careful girl,” he told her as his steadying hand went for her thigh. That hand was warm and sensuous, and as it caressed her leg, she felt her arousal bloom. Soon she was swaying gently between the chains and moaning softly as she did. 

She hadn’t expected the penetration. But Malcolm’s fingers were suddenly right there between her sex lips, carefully caressing the soft petals of skin, one finger moving about her wet slit, and gently poking its way inside. Her body rushed with sensation and she seized up, gasping, panting, and biting her lip to keep quiet. She shook her head back and forth, chains rattling as she did. “Oh, yes…” the hushed exclamation escaped her lips. 

“This should give you something to think about all night,” Malcolm told her, as his fingers kept working her wet hole, and she got more aroused. “And I’m not done yet.” There was a bit of evil in the man’s face, places lighting up in him that had likely been dormant for a long time. 

Jeni gazed down at the evil sneer, breathless and a little in awe of the way Malcolm had morphed into a very different man. When he moved to his feet again, he walked to her back side and patted her ass.

“Push it out for me,” he said, and she pushed out her ass. 

“Keep those legs spread,” Jack reminded her. 

Malcolm reached out to fondle her ass then he spanked it lightly – like he wasn’t sure how much force to use. Finally, his fingers slipped between her parted cheeks and massaged her there. He opened the fleshy mounds wide exposing the tight pink rosette. “You fuck her ass?” he asked Jack. 

“I do.”

His finger ran along the crease, up and down and up and down across the sensitive opening. The methodical caress stirred up everything that was pent-up there. She would have happily consented to have him fuck her, if he chose to – if Jack allowed. But that wouldn’t happen. She didn’t know that for a fact, but she knew Jack well enough to know his thoughts on this; giving her away for sex was not something she expected him to do. Showing her off, and letting them touch her, was – and by the look on her master’s face, he was pleased with the exhibition.

“You have quite a slave here, my friend,” Malcolm said. He faced her again with his eyes zeroing in on her chest. Emboldened by the opportunity before him, he tweaked both tied-up nipples between his fingers until he heard her gasp. There was a merry light in his eyes when he saw her flinch, and he squeezed the little buds even harder now. His studied gaze remained fixed on her body, and how it seemed to seize up the moment the pain became tough for her to take. He was a horny man with his fantasies, and a whole lot of envy in his eyes. 

Malcolm’s response made her proud that she could be the obediently compliant slave for her master. For the moment, her fear seemed to have fled, and for all her earlier reluctance, for all the questions that had plagued her about this night, she’d surrendered as she hoped she would, living up to the words she’d spoken to Jack earlier in the day in that declaration of her devotion. 

If the evening only ended there…

When Malcolm finally stepped away, Erik took his place. The sight of the man’s callous expression didn’t surprise her, even so, she shrank back in fright. For that he slapped her face – not hard, but not a love tap either. Enough to wake her up from the Malcolm Jeni subspace, and take her back to the reality of bound and offered slave. 

“This is just titillation for Mal. Not me,” Erik bit off meanly. He yanked down on the ring and tag, and didn’t stop yanking. For several seconds there was a steady stream of pain rising through her crotch and radiating outward. It only felt like pleasure when he finally let go and the pain receded.

“I’m wondering how much torture you can take, slut,” he snarled again, as he grabbed both nipples and pinched them until she was on her toes from the piercing pain. While she suffered, he looked into her eyes despising her, as if she were ‘woman personified’ and he only had one use for a female of his species. He would use her hard, he would hurt her, he would slap, spank, whip and fuck her. No restraint. No regrets. Leaving her in his dust, longing for a second of pleasure and giving her nothing but the sight of his tight ass walking off. He might be a real gem of a man if she got to know him, but this was what she thought of him as he scowled before her, and took her down to nothing in his ruthless eyes. 

When he finally let her nipples go, she took a breath and tried to relax.

But Erik wasn’t finished with her yet. He slapped her pussy, three, four, five, six times, maybe more. Then opened her cunt lips and spanked her another half dozen times. The pain was rougher than she’d felt there in some time. He hadn’t the finesse of her master; he had no finesse all, in fact, and she hated everyone of those stinging smacks – until he stopped. Until the fire rushed into her crotch from that brief beating. When he looked in her eyes again, he smiled and scowled, humphing with satisfaction. 

“You didn’t lie, Jack. You got one hellava horny bitch slut here. You ever want someone to help you take her down, I’m your man. I’d like to see how far she’d grovel.” All the while he spoke, he stared into Jeni’s eyes, like he was stripping her bare. “Good lord, she loves the talk as much as she loves the action. You see that?” He looked back toward Jack. “You should clone her. Good that she’s a slave.” He stared into her eyes again. “This slut’s made for it. Some women are. You were right on when you described her.”

Jeni recoiled hearing the way he referred to her – had Jack really talked about her like this to his friends? She didn’t believe he would. But what bothered her most was how much Erik’s nasty talk turned her on. She didn’t like it, but it was a fact about her submissive nature, and that inner slut, that she would find some absurd pleasure in this scene. Did Erik know what it did to her to stand there and take it? To be demeaned by a total stranger? It would be easy to despise him but she earnestly tried not to let her feelings show. To do that would only make the bastard chortle more.  

She had to remember that she’d brought this on herself. Remember that she was doing this for her master. Was this to prove a point? A demonstration of her obedience? Because he loved to see her at the mercy of another man’s darkness? What was it about such a scene that aroused a dominant man? She wished that she could peer into her master’s mind and know what he was thinking as he stood on the sidelines and watched.  

When Erik moved to her rear, he parted her cheeks, greased her ass and began to fuck it with as many fingers as he could shove inside the tight space. This was not what she expected, but by then, she was lost in the sensuous feel of surrender, her inhibitions were gone, desire had kicked in, and the thought of resisting him simply did not cross her mind. He rammed the hole hard like he wanted his entire fist inside and forced her to bend over so he could drive his fingers even deeper. She may have despised the man but she was too far inside her nasty mind space to revolt now. There was something edgy, contemptible and dangerous about Erik – like poisoned candy for a woman who lived with such a dark sexual truth. She loved the power, the force, the domination he exuded, even if she didn’t like the source. 

While she suffered through the indignity of Erik’s invasion of her ass, Jack stood on the sidelines in her peripheral vision – watching, listening, protecting her. Her fears eased knowing that he’d stop the man if he went too far. She had to believe that her master held her in high regard, even if the strict, cold-hearted man who violated her did not. He’d know how much she could take and when it was time to stop. 

Though the humiliating tenor of Erik’s rant about her character still stung, it was another slut girl aphrodisiac – it turned her mind and body on so much that she was getting off, cumming hard on the man’s fingers, which were sinking deeper into her ass with every thrust. The nastiest part of her wanted every nasty thing he dished out. She could take it; take it for her master – oh, forget master – she’d take it because in the realm where she was a duty-bound slave, she thrived on this amazing abuse.

When Erik finally pulled his hand from her behind, he moved in front of her, sneering at her smugly as he wiped his fingers on a rag, and spoke to Jack. “This keeps her in her place. You can see she likes getting taken down. Gets her off. Trashy sluts like her get-off on humiliation.” He turned away, grabbing his beer, chugging what was left, and setting the bottle down hard against the table. He nodded at Jack, “I’d be fucking her with that bottle if it were me. Wonder what she’d do with that?” If Erik got some satisfaction from the scene, it didn’t show. No gratitude. No appreciation. Just the same coldhearted bastard from beginning to end.

Then, suddenly, she was alone. Her head was bowed and her mind was focused on the sensations that were sweeping through her. She knew that the men were outside on the porch; she could hear them talking. Though she had no interest in their conversation. She was relieved that the scene was over and that her tensed up body could finally relax into the feelings of pleasure and release that moved through her now. 

Some minutes later, she heard in the distance the sound of a truck roaring away and she breathed a sigh of relief. It was Jack’s boots hitting the porch and Jack opening the screen door and letting it slam as he moved into the cottage. When she finally looked up and opened her eyes, he was standing before her with his hand on her hip.  

“Enjoy yourself?” he asked as his eyes gently settled on her. He brought both of his hands to her waist and held her there. The warmth and firmness of his authority soothed what was still troubled within her spirit and she could smile at last. 

“I-uh,” she started to say, then she laughed. “I don’t know. I don’t know what to call that.” Maybe later she could give him something more, but for now, all she cared about was Jack’s smiling face. 

Actually, it was more like smirking self-satisfaction she saw in his expression. “I almost hated to send them off without getting a chance to fuck you,” he told her as he released her cuffed wrists and held her close. “But fucking you is my job.”

Jeni thought he would shove her against the wall and take her, or haul her outside despite the cool temps and fuck her over the stone porch rail; maybe take her down to the dock, onto the sandy beach or in the woods. But he did none of these…

Instead, he laid her out on his bed with her arms outstretched but unbound, and began to kiss her – her eyes gently, then her lips with long, slow, wet kisses. Deep, burning kisses. Soon, her body felt the fire that Erik built rising up again. She wanted to reach out to Jack and take him into her arms, but his  unspoken command compelled her to remain as he’d arranged her, with her arms and legs stretched to the four corners of the bed. “No cumming until I tell you,” he informed her. He kissed her hard on the mouth then let up. His next kiss was sweeter and it lingered longer. But once that kiss was over, he was done with being gentle. He began to bite her lips, enough to tease and hurt until she groaned and reflexively pulled away. 

“Better not be jerking like that, slave,” he snapped. Then he bit her lips more aggressively, harder and meaner, and she was forced to contain the natural response to the insult of bitten lips. She couldn’t complain because she loved it all, even if the torment was hard to bear. 

When he finally let up, he moved his kisses to the delicate skin of her underarms and on to her nipples. He bit off the nipple ties with his teeth and spit them out, then he sucked the erect little buds so that she jerked this time, too. The sensations went straight to her crotch, expanding her arousal with each hurt and each display of tenderness. She wanted to cum. Desperately wanted to cum. But honoring his wishes, she stifled her body’s natural response. The flame of desire inside her grew in force – and with her movement and her climax forbidden until Jack gave her permission, her arousal reached a frantic crescendo having nowhere to go.

For a long while, he sucked the sweet-smelling flesh at the underside of her breasts, leaving bold, red hickeys that would last for days. She’d look at them fondly to remind herself of this night, but for now, she remained focused on the moment and the sensuous torture her master inflicted. As it intensified, she was barely able to control her cries or temper her body’s the feverish response. 

“Oh, please,” she cried out at last, yielding to her desire.

“You want to cum?” he asked. As if he didn’t already know. 

She nodded, silently pleading.

“Then you can cum, but keep it quiet, and no thrashing around like you’re going crazy.”

Ah! Yes! That was all she needed to hear. The orgasm started there, as she lifted her crotch toward his mouth, begging him to suck her cunt, although his mouth was still busy ravaging her breasts and nipples. The forceful spasms came in waves that threw her head back in a quietly seething frenzy. Obedient to his wishes, she experienced the powerful assault of orgasm without any visible response, which, much to her astonishment, became an amazingly beautiful thing.

She wasn’t entirely successful in her efforts – the fact that she was climaxing was written all over her pretty features, in contorted grimaces, scowls, furrowed brow, opened mouth, and finally a face softening to bliss.

However, that was just the first climax. She wasn’t finished, yet, and neither was Jack. He was still working her tits with his lips and teeth, and there was so much more of her body for him to torture. 

“Don’t make me tie you down,” he warned as he began again. Until then, she hadn’t realized how much her hands had dropped, or that her fists were clenched.

Again, she settled herself, while Jack tongued her navel. Finally, he traveled lower to her pussy where one torment was followed by yet another, from bitten cunt lips to teeth dragging along her clitoris to those teeth biting into the rock hard sex bud and drawing it out in a precarious hold.

Nerves spiked again – a second and third time as the raging pleasure just got bigger. She wanted to pound her fists against the bed in wild abandon, writhe against the sheets, twist her torso back and forth, and cry out in her tortured anguish about how fantastic he’d made her feel. But there would be none of that.

His tongue was inside the dark sweet hole, sucking pussy, dabbling there, hitting her g-spot for a time then backing off. Didn’t matter what he did to her, she’d vanished into a sea of surrender and containment, and wanted nothing more than this.

By this time his clothes were off – she couldn’t recall him stopping to undress, but she supposed he had – he was leaning over her, naked, his cock erect and bobbing as he moved. She’d been aware of the fierce thing for a while now, a glimpse, a peek from time to time, of something firm and powerful just beyond her reach, her field of vision – like a memory sometimes, something fleeting, a force field – Master with a capital M, about to strike at the heart of every moment. She was too busy with her own pleasure to think much of it. But with her climax at last abating, Jack lay on top of her with his cock rubbing against her belly and thighs. Moments later, his ass rose up so the head of his prick was banging at the door of her cunt in another long slow tease. Though he demanded that she stifle her physical response, he must have felt the force of her arousal rising up through her body and into his. At last, when she couldn’t wait another moment for his cock to impale her, she bent her knees, pulling her legs up and opening them wide. 

He thrust hard, his cock moving deeply inside her. He pulled back and thrust again. He did this several times more times, in another long slow assault on her clit and the sensitive places just inside her clenching pussy. Then, abruptly, all that excruciating torment stopped, and he was fucking her fast like a man possessed, with his climax rising from within his tensely muscled form. Jeni could feel his cum about to burst free any second. She would cum again when he did. The moment she felt that first ejaculation, she’d crush that organ with her pulsing cunt and milk him of everything he had. That was what he needed from her. 

When his ass end rose up again for a final time, he came back down hard, smashing his groin into her sex, and staying there with his crotch riveted to hers. The spasms began in earnest, and continued with a powerful pulse until there were no more.

Her arms closed around him – orders or no orders, she couldn’t deny the compelling need to feel his skin pressed tightly against her. By then, Jack was too gone to care. The borders of their bodies had opened wide. They were as close to inside each other’s skin as they could get. The sweet and pungent pheromones, the hot breath, the smell of satisfaction kept them in that close embrace, and silent for a long while once his low groaning ceased. 

There were no words to express what they felt, so there was no reason to breach that sensuous silence. 

Jeni and Jack lay motionless for a long while, until they took a long deep breath and he fell to her side. Moments later, they took a break to pee and get ready for sleep. Didn’t matter that the rest of the cottage was still a mess with furniture askew, chains dangling from the ceiling and a sink full of dirty dishes. They were too exhausted to clean up – it was the last thing on their minds. Exiting the bathroom, Jeni headed back to bed, while Jack made sure the doors were locked. Then he pulled in next to her in the dusky moonlit room. 

“Hi there,” she said smiling softly. Her mind was coming back to life, though she could still feel the dreamy subspace all around her – as if she were floating.

“Hi there to you,” he replied. 

The satisfaction in his eyes was all she needed to see. 

She let the feeling linger, although it wasn’t long before the memory of Erik’s last cutting remarks slipped inside her bliss, and threatened to destroy this perfect moment. 

“Do you really talk about me – I mean graphically, sexually speaking – to your friends?”

This was not what Jack expected to hear and he pulled back, almost scowling. “That’s your question now?” like he couldn’t believe she was actually asking. 

“Sorry, Master. I know it’s an odd question, but it’s the first thing that popped into my mind just now. I guess I really need an answer. It was the only thing about tonight that disturbed me. The way Erik talked to me like you’d been sharing all the intimate details of our relationship.”

Jack’s eyes narrowed and he regarded her with disbelief, “You think I’m a man to jabber away about you and me like some boasting teenager?”

She was suddenly chagrinned for even asking. “No, sir. I don’t. I just let it get to me.”

“I’m sure in my understated way I’ve communicated to my kink friends how much our Master/slave relationship turns me on.” He shook his head, still amazed that they were discussing this now. “But Erik’s comments came from his imagination. And you have to admit, it was pretty sexy, and you, my slut, responded.”

“Yes, I did, Sir. But thank you for the reassurance, I just needed to have you say that.” She smiled. “I hope I pleased you tonight.”

“You more than pleased me, Jeni. I was about to stop Erik several times, but you didn’t break once from his crude talk and that rough inspection – if you could even call it that. I’m proud of you.” 

He would have no idea how pleased she was. 

“So Erik’s an old friend?”

“Not much of one. We hang out from time to time. He works at the University so I can’t actually avoid him. And he’s been in the lifestyle for a long while. He’s been trying to find a slave since his girlfriend ran out on him a year ago. Let’s just say, he wasn’t kidding when he offered to fuck you. He would have been more than happy to if I’d allowed him to screw you.”

“So, you’re not going to give me away?”

“Do you want to be given away?”

She had to think about that a moment. She had mulled the question over often in the past, still no clear answer. “You know that’s one desire that’s nagged at me for a long time. I have two minds about it. I’m repelled one minute, then the next, I think I’ll never be satisfied unless I know what it feels like to be given to another man. So many of my fantasies have come down to this, but,” she paused, “I think tonight clarified a few things. It wasn’t just Erik. I don’t know. Being with you, the desire has seemed to lose its allure.” 

“That’s good to know. For now, let’s say I reserve the option to give you away. I am your Master, and that would be my right,” he smiled, then quickly added, “but – it’s not going to happen.”

“No?”

“No.”

She heard his no and shivered. Just two little letters in that powerful word. He said so much with that firmly stated no. And then he added: 

“You belong to me. I have little interest in handing you off to another man.”

Her heart leapt as his plain spoken sentiment eased her concerns. 

“Now, how about we sleep?” he said at last. “I’m exhausted, and it’s back to the real world tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow…I don’t even want to think about tomorrow.”

“Then don’t,” he said. 

She was silent for a time then finally spoke again. “We’re back, aren’t we?”

“Not sure what you’re asking.”

“We’re back together. Forget the last six months. Master/slave all over again.”

“You just figured that out?” he asked incredulously. 

“Just wanted your confirmation, Sir.”

“If it’s confirmation you need, you should have it now. You’re my slave. I want you with me. No running away again, or there will be hell to pay when I haul your sorry ass back to me. You’re right where you need to be. You have any quarrel with that?”

“No, Sir.” Oh my, she hadn’t expected that. She was beaming from the inside out. 

Epilogue

It was April again. The snow had melted. The day was warm – warmer than usual for this time of year. Warm enough for shorts and sandals, and going naked, Jeni presumed. This was what she looked forward to after such a rugged winter. 

As soon as they climbed into the Jeep, Jack held her in a long, penetrating stare. Had she forgotten something? “Where’s your collar?” he asked.

“In my suitcase.”

“Go get it,” he ordered. She recalled the same brusque command the last time he asked her that question. And like that time at the cottage, she scurried to the back of the Jeep, opened the tailgate and fished through her bag to find the collar.

Minutes later, they left his long driveway and moved into the street with the heavy black and steel collar ringing her throat. She gulped back apprehensions, wondering if anyone would notice and make rash judgments about her character when they did. 

Jack observed her self-conscious blush, saying, “There’s not much chance that anyone’s going to see through these windows.” 

“I hope not.”

“We talked through these things before. I have no intention of embarrassing you in public. In private, that’s another matter. I just wanted you thinking slave from the moment we set out. Get you in the mood.”

“I’m always in the mood for you, Sir.”

“Good. That’s how it should be.”

After an uneventful drive, they entered Jack’s property from the north end – not the south as she was accustomed to. Jack pulled up to a locked gate Jeni had never seen before, and stopped. He rattled a key before her eyes. “Unlock it for me, will you?” he asked.

Her nervous energy had abated during the drive, but it was kicking up now as she worried about what evil plan he had in mind. 

She grabbed the key, opened the door and jumped out, only to have Jack suddenly stop her. “Clothes off,” he said before she could close the car door. “But keep your shoes on.”

“Clothes off?” Really? Just yards off the road, at the edge of the pine forest. Not much cover.

She waited too long to act. “Quit the hesitation. No one’s going to see.”

And how could he be so sure?

Jeni gazed about again, then swallowing her objections, she shed her clothes, tossed them onto the seat of the Jeep, and quickly grabbed the key, slamming the door behind her as she headed for the gate. Once she had the padlock removed and the gate open wide, Jack drove through. He looked back at her, his face grim as he leaned out the window. “Lock the gate, then you hike the path in front of me.”

Her eyes went wide, as her mind flashed back to a conversation months before. Or was it an email? If she was remembering right, he’d done this scene or something like it with another slave. Just the thought of that scene had her emotions in a riot and her body exploding with expectation. So what did he have in mind?

“Yes, sir.” She scrambled fast to complete the order, and as she walked by the Jeep, Jack leaned out with a coil of rope and handed it to her. 

“You carry this.” She grabbed it from him, and put in over her left shoulder, feeling its heavy weight pulling her down. 

Collared. Naked. Nipples ties. Dangling tag. A coil of rope and a pair of tennis shoes. 

Excitement had never been quite like this.

Jeni hiked the winding path before her on a trail so narrow that the budding vegetation was scratching at her thighs and ankles, small trees rubbing against her sides. She heard those same trees scratch again Jack’s Wrangler as he drove behind her.

Her pussy throbbed in expectation, and for a moment, she became so dizzy with arousal that she had to stop and take a breath. She reached out and grabbed for the small pine beside her for support. Meanwhile, the Jeep idled smoothly, waiting, and when she started walking again, it hummed behind her along the path, mimicking the vibrations in her body and the pulse of the wild woods around her. The eroticism of the forest in spring infected every sense. 

With the initial adrenalin rush wearing off, her emotions settled, and the steady pace of her feet on the ground soothed her anxious nerves. The reality of this slavish forced march through her master’s woods had taken charge of her body and spirit.

She’d been demeaned and taken down to slave heaven, her mind floating in subspace. He hadn’t touched her once, and yet, her pussy spasmed, subtle and seductively, as her thighs rubbed together and she felt the warmth of the sun on her sensitive skin. She could have climaxed in a second just standing in the midst of this magical woods where the trees were tall, and sunlight filtered in from above. The thick undergrowth around her was springing to life; trillium and trout lily blooming on the forest floor. Ferns opened up everywhere, with the chartreuse green of everything around her reminding her that this was a new season, and the earth had been reborn again. Where the sun shone, everything wet glittered, and little rainbows hit her eyes, nearly blinding her vision. There was no space between her and this rising of spring. It seemed as if the surrounding forest was engaged in the sensuous and earthy act of sexual creation and she was part of it. She’d rut in the wet mud if she could. Oh, this was a crazy place for her now – and nothing like she might have imagined it would be. 

“You can stop here!” Jack finally called out. 

She looked back, watching him climb from the dark green Jeep, slam the door and slowly stroll her way like he had all the time in the world – for the moment, she supposed he did. What else did they have to do but this? 

Although his eyes were typically cool, she could feel the hot pulse of his crotch and the urgency of his desire. He took the rope from her and shoved her around, and with a firm hand pressed to her back, propelled her forward on the trail until they came to a tall beech tree at the center of a small, irregular clearing. She imagined that he’d cleared the space a season or two before, and now new growth was crowding in again. He pushed her hard against the smooth bark and spent the next several minutes tying her face forward so that her torso and thighs were firmly anchored, and her arms surrounded the tree as if she were hugging it for comfort while he immobilized her body. When he finished, he left her bound to the tree inside a ring of sunshine that beat down on her from above – heightening the sensitivity in her already aroused nerves.

While she waited for what came next, Jack stepped into the woods in front of her, where she watched him take a knife and cut down a dozen or more slim branches. With a length of leather he pulled from his pocket, he bound them into a bundle of menacing possibilities. She’d be marked when he was done. Of that, she was certain. 

She waited, wondering when the first slashing strike would hit, thinking how good it would feel to vent some of the fire in her body with a dazzling burst of pain. But before he laid on that lashing blow, he stepped up behind her, his clothes, his shorts and t-shirt, brushing delicately against her flushed skin, and whispered in her ear. His hot breath tickled the base of her neck, “You’ve been thinking about this moment since you wrote the script. I’m just following your vision, slave.”

Then he pulled back, took his position behind her and let that bundle of switches fly toward her bound body. Her back and ass and thighs took the powerful strikes with every one of them streaking her backside, leaving it rough with welts and a burning scarlet rash. 

She moaned as he worked her over. She ground her turned-on snatch against that bark and cried out in anguish and in pleasure, which were so close to the same thing that after the first few blows hit their mark, she couldn’t tell one from the other. But she did crave more.

“You’d better not cum, slut!” he called out to her. 

His deep baritone vibrated through her, making the orgasm rising up within her about to burst from her body on the strength of his command alone. She had to pull it back.

She wanted to beg for her release, but begging wouldn’t sway her master when he was driven with desire as he was now. 

He continued with the beating, laying it on hard one minute, backing off the next. Could she suffer this beautiful torture and not explode? Soon, her arousal grew to one frantic peak after another; but because he ordered her to hold off until she had his permission to cum, she backed off – more times than she could count. By then, she worried that she couldn’t go on like this much longer. 

“Oh, my god, pleeeeease, Master, please…” her moaning cries suddenly lifted into the trees. For a split second, she wondered if her voice could be heard beyond these woods. 

Jack called out, “You’re frantic to cum, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Master, I am.” Her voice was filled with desperation and hope.

“And if I tell you not to?”

“I won’t! I swear.” But please, Master…

“No, you won’t.” The forbidding sound of his authority sent a convulsive shudder racing up her spine. He knew that waiting was torture. That she suffered now with the paradox of loving every second she held back the cum, and desperately needing that climax to shake loose the savage pleasure that was about to explode. Denial was a bitch and a genius of a lover. 

He was turned on, too. The power to control her was his intoxicating rush. His cock would be throbbing and stiff. And he, too, would teeter between mounting anticipation, denial and release.

The longer he worked her over, the more she feared he’d push her too far this time, and that she wouldn’t be able to contain the onslaught of sexual stimulation.

But she did hold back. Because of Jack. Because he had such faith in her. A faith that never seemed shaken. She might have had her doubts, but he did not. He’d tested her obedience numerous times, and now, she had a reputation to live up to. 

She held on, refusing to fail, even when he lashed her lightly, erotically and the cum was just a breath away – even when he pulled in behind her again and began to finger her slit and kiss the back of her neck all the way down her naked shoulder. Damn! How was she supposed to stop herself?

“Oh, my, this is so hard…” she muttered aloud, and he heard that. Don’t make me wait. Please! she silently screamed. Still, he continued with the tease. Reaching around, he slipped a finger into her cunt and played there with such artistry that her face screwed up into a scowl of woe. How could she stop the storm inside her from breaking loose? She stomped her feet and writhed against that hefty beech tree as if it would help, moaning, Master please, to deaf ears. 

At last, even Jack could no longer wait. 

He loosened the ropes, pulled her from the tree, and dragged her weary, horny body to an old stump. He thrust her over the top, leaving her arms and breasts to dangle on one side, with her ass raised high on the other, at the perfect angle for his cock.

While she lay there, panting and breathless, he stood back and let her suffer a moment longer. She could imagine a satisfied scowl on his lips while he savored the look of her red, streaked ass. Her heart beat fast. Anticipation mounted. Then she heard the sound of his shorts and belt dropping to the ground. She trembled even more. His hands were on her ass cheeks – Thank God! – and he was squeezing the roughed-up flesh, while his cockhead pressed against her sex in another teasing torment. How could he be so controlled, so self-possessed to be able to draw this out so long? Then, when it seemed he’d never get on with the fucking, he suddenly thrust forward to the sound of her impassioned, “Oh fuck yes, Master! Yes!” 

The orgasm crashed though her in seconds the instant his cock impaled her cunt.

He fucked ruthlessly. Determinedly. Stretching the screwing out for as long he could bear it. She loved every minute of that forceful sex act. How he pounded her into that decaying tree trunk, and how that stump scratched her breasts and belly, and how he said, when he couldn’t bear to hold back an instant longer, “Cum, you sorry wench.” 

She came again, with another multi-orgasmic explosion of libido. 

He came, too, with a deep guttural groan and several forceful thrusts.

Fact was: her cumming didn’t begin with his Cum, you sorry wench. Maybe she’d tell him the truth later, that she climaxed with that first powerful thrust of his cock. Maybe he already knew. Maybe he’d punish her for failing to wait. She didn’t care. And by then, she doubted that he did either.

Her cries rang out through the trees, some screaming, some pleasurable moans. She grunted and groaned with him, as she took his seed inside her body, and felt that hard prick ejaculate, again and again, until there was nothing left in him, and nothing left in her, at which point, she slumped against the rough stump exhausted. 

When Jack finally pulled her up, she sank into the comfort of his body and let him hold her. Banged up. A little bruised. Cum leaking from her cunt and down her leg. She was a mess. But a happy mess. For a long while they stayed there, unmoving. There was no silence around them. Birds were chattering. The forest stirred with the breeze. Insects buzzed their heads, and Jack waved them off.

Finally, he pushed her to the dirt, to her knees between his legs where she cradled his cock in her palm and lapped their juices from his spent organ. When she was done, he pulled her back to her feet and they returned to the Jeep. 

An hour later, they were on the stone porch looking out on the shimmering lake, Jack with a beer in his fist, his hand fondling her hair. Jeni sat on a pillow between his legs with her head resting on his thigh. 

“Can we stay like this forever?” she wondered – she wasn’t even sure she said it aloud. But she knew she had when he answered. 

“Wherever forever takes us, I suppose.”

“You’re not going anywhere soon?”

“Nope, slut. I’m liking this too much to stop now. Why in the hell would we?”

There were a gazillion questions she had for him. Her mind was always spinning, always wondering about the future and what came next, always trying to outline the great unknown. Figure out if they would be together in a year, two years, the rest of their lives. Jack wouldn’t let her do that. Now was a moment to celebrate, and the only one that mattered. She got that. Perhaps for the first time in the months of their relationship, she was content to let her spinning mind go; to let her questions lie and just be. 

Be. Master and slave. Jack and Jeni. 

***

When the fury dies you hold me, you kiss my lips and run your hands over my sweaty skin.

Hurts are healed, a day’s worth of trouble forgotten

Worry quits its anxious grip

 and wounds bound up with tenderness are carried away by love


In the long twilight thereafter we stretch out in each other’s arms

Later in the evening, I sit at your feet and rest my head against your knee. 
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You'll Answer to Me 

Alexa Dupree returns to Tatum Winery after a six year absence, flooded with memories of her five year tenure in this beautiful Northern California valley. In summers she was nanny to Warren Tatum’s adolescent son. For the rest of the year she was his housekeeper and outrageously kinky love slave. Warren’s home became her sanctuary when at just 21, she fled England to avoid murder charges in connection with her father’s untimely death. The rebellious wild child of a famous concert pianist, her bad behavior and multiple arrests had been tabloid gossip since she was a teen. Relieved to have escaped an aggressive manhunt by Scotland Yard, Alexa readily agreed to sign Warren’s ten year contract, effectively making her his indentured servant in exchange for providing her a safe haven. As far as the man’s kinky sexual appetites, they were no problem for this promiscuous slut.

However, when Warren dies in a freak accident after just five years, Alexa quickly splits, ready for a taste of freedom.  Now she returns at the request of Warren’s 21 year old son, Luke, and is shocked to learn that the boy she once took care of plans to enforce the contract terms he claims are part of his inheritance. With incriminating evidence in his father’s safe, a signed contract, and intimate details of her Master/slave relationship, he has all he needs to win her submission. The swaggering sexy youth intends to make his former nanny his sexual plaything. While powerful urges draw these two together, Alexa resists the sudden end to her carefree life. Theirs will be a troubled love-hate relationship. But with Luke holding her ultimate freedom in his hands, what choice does she have but to surrender? A sizzling BDSM romance.

Little Savage

The waifish Lisle has been a BDSM slave, serving the reclusive Baron Brauer at his estate located in a remote woods outside Washington DC. When Brauer dies after an extended illness, his heirs hire the Baron’s friend Marcus Rathburn to purge the estate all traces of Brauer’s perverted lifestyle. Slaves scatter, dungeons are dismantled, and the contents sold at auction, which leaves the elusive Lisle the sole remnant from Brauer’s kinky life. After several unsuccessful attempts to remove the wild girl from the property, Marcus enlists the help of his friend Daniel Broc, a former mercenary who operated in the Middle East. He now lives in DC. Although dominating women still comes naturally to this rugged Dom, he no long wants anything to do with owning slaves.

At the Brauer estate, Daniel finds Lisle to be a puzzling creature: vulnerable, impulsive and stubborn. Though she puts up a fight, he’s able to extract the girl, which is all that Marcus asked for. However, the Domme who agreed to take her is totally unprepared for this silent, moody sub. Convinced that the situation is headed for disaster, Daniel decides to keep her until Marcus can find a better arrangement.

Daniel and Lisle are misfits in polite society, mirror images of the other in their sexual passions. Although Daniel resists becoming this girl’s master, he knows there’s no one more capable of handling the explosive and secretive female. Their tempestuous relationship is fraught with sexual tension, which sends them hurling into the extremes of sex they both love and need. However, Daniel’s houseguest is far more than she first appears. He’s shocked to learn that Brauer sold her before he died, money was exchanged, and now the buyer is out to find his missing property. With her life in danger, Daniel must act fast to keep her safe. Although the two come from very different worlds, a strong bond grows between the them; what had been an arrangement of convenience turns into a steamy romance. 

Alexandra's Awakening:

Updated and expanded edition of Alexandra’s Awakening. 

Lizbeth’s first novel is an erotic story in the tradition of The Story Of O—a tale of sexual awakening as a young woman, Alexandra, comes to terms with the often crude sexual fantasies that have haunted her for years. Knowing of her troubling sexual passions, her lover, Will, takes her to his good friend, the dominant master, Reggie, who requires Alexandra face her fears as well as her profound desires. Though she often fights this master’s power over her, she soon learns the pleasures of surrender. In the process, she comes to appreciate and gain power over her once perplexing sexual lust, and find where her true desires lie. In this 2013 version, Lizbeth has significantly expanded the novel, adding over 15,000 words to the original text, as well as updating this BSDM romance into the 21st century. 

Alexandra’s Awakening is the first book in the The Alexandra Series. The novel is now available singly, or as part of the five book series published in a single volume. Both are available from Pink Flamingo Publications
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